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B. CLEMERSON & SON,

@abinet Makers,
Upholsterers & Complete
I@ggg...@lmm‘isﬁé'ré;
WARKET PLACE & MILL STREET

LOUGHBOROUGH.

g~ By far the Largest and Best
Selection in the District.

WATCHMAKER, JEWELLER
and OPTICAN,

HIGH STREET, QUORN.

Watches, Olocks and Jewellery at lowest
possible prices, large assortment of Funcy
Goods suitable for Presents, comprising
Electroplated goods, Teapots, Spoons, &ee.
Work boxes, Jowel esses, and Writing
desks, Faney Toilet sets, Church services,
also Hymn and Prayer books, Large
§u|mtity of Purses, Ladies' companions,
apunese goods, Bracelets, &e. Christmas,
New year and Birthday cards. 18 Carat
Gold Genevas, from £2/0/0, Silver, from
14/6. Bost q_nght} English Le\crn from
26/- to GO/~

!; BY SPECIAL M APPOIHTMEHT |
GRAND TONE PERFECT TOUCH | g5¢

llsrmms JH[R BERT MARSHALSP MNHS“STE"

|smci Fib
L 15300

ARE RELIABLE
w SPLENDID” VALUE

|14/- |

gw»uURurL_Mlczsm adioem
25 PER CENT 52 axaies L2, 2% FOR CASH.

HIGIHEEST AVV ARD!
J.- HERBERT MARSHALL'

“TRIUMPH MODEL” PIANO

Iron frame, full tricord, eheck notion,
17/6 PER MONTH.

Grand tone, best materials and workmanship.

25 GUINEAS CASH.
J. HERBERT MARSHALL'S
POPULAR PIANO

14/- PER MONTH.

Brilliant tone, massive construction. Warranted.
20 Guinaas Cash, Delivered Free,

——() S—

J. HERBERT MARSHALL'S
Vesper Organ.
£1010/- CASH, OR 12/- PER MONTH

*1 Hansome design, rich tone, solid walnut case.

TS

J- HERBERT MARSHALL'S

GOTTAGE HARMONIUM

10/- PER MONTH.

In solid walnut ense, five octaves, best materinlg
and workmanship, rich tone.

£6 6/- CASH. Unsurpassed.

PLEASE NOTE,
REDUCTION IN PRICE OF MUSIO.
3/~ Songs or lleeea nq,l'.. ! Prompt Cnah.
4/- 5 Postage Extrn.

BRANCH ESTABLISHM E}NT

J. HEBBERT MABSHALL,

HIGE STERBEEID ce VWOOID G- ATH,

LOUGHBOROUGH.

THE OLD ESTABLISHED SHOP

HOME MADE PORK PIES,
SAUSAGES, CAKES, &C.

HOME CURED BACON,
HOME RENDERED LARD-

AMERICAN PA.B'I‘RY FLOUR,
always in stock.

A trial vespectiully solicited.

GEORGE VOSS,
QLU O R IN .

THOS. NORTH,

——FAMILY GROCER,——

TEA DEALER

AND

PROVISION MERCHANT,

THE POST OFEIOR,
QUORN.

Good value in TEAS from 1/- to
2/10 per lb.

HAVELOCK GOFFEE HOUSE.

Open from 8 a.m, to 10 p.m, Safurday:, 11 p.m.

FRESH CONFECTIONERY!!!
Every Tuesduy, Thursdny & Saturday,
—PORK PIES AND SAUSAGES.—
Looms with all kinds of Games open
every Night,

Large room to let for Parties, Dancing, &e.
Parties provided for on the shortest
notice.

Tea and Coffee always ready.
(00D STANLING.

V. FACER, Proprictor.

A SAULT,
WINE AND SPIRIT MERCHANT,

OPEN & CLOSED
CXRBRIXGES FOR HIRE.

WHITE HORSE,

COMMERCIAL INN.
QU O X IW.

STEAM SAW MILLS,

QUORNDON.

J. SANDERS,

Builderx,

Joiner & Cabinetmaker

Oak Puneling, Carved Oak Mantels, and
Interior Fittings in every Style.

Desiaxs Gives,

W. H. BACKHOUSE,
Registered §lumber,

GLAZIER, GAS FITTER,
SANITARY and HOT WATER
ENGINEER,

Barrow St. and Freshold St.,
QUORN.







S. Bartholomew's,

QUORN

RECEIPTS.

Balance in Hand s
From Clothing Club ...

DORCAS SOCIETY.

>

PAYMENTS.
£ 8 d
1 9 0} 36 yards Flannel ... S
210 0 For Mending and Replnclng .
15 Women at 1/- 3 vas
Balanee in Hand
£3 19 0}

Quorndon.—CoNTINUED.

£ &
119
0 3
015

217
1 2

ool coas

=

£3 19 0}

QUORN

RECEIPTS.
Mrs. Warner,—Subseription ...
Mrs. Cuffling ey
Dec, 19th—756 Quarts sold at a ld
" -3“1_74i 1" 1" s
Jan. 2nd—674 » L -
yy  10th—45 5 i

With the exception of December 19th, 80 Quarts were made each time,

SOUP KITCHEN.

PAYMENTS.
£ 8 d. Dec. 19th—11 1bs. shin and ox cheek ...
0 5 0 . 8 Ibs. split peas at 2d.
e 6 1bs, onions at 1d...
030 Helper
0 ¢ 8 Dec. z‘lrd—!}# 1bs. shin and ox cheek
0 23 bs. upht peas at 2d.
' 4 6 1bs. onions
0 & 7& o Helper ..
08 9 Jan, Zml—l{)? ibs shin and ox chcck
5 § lbas, split peas at 2d. ..
5 b 1bs, onions, &d, ; pntatoeu, ad.
2 Helper .
Jan, 10th—10 1bs  shin and ox choak
9 G 1bs. pearl barley at 3d.
> 5 1bs, onions, bd. ; potatoes, 3d.
Helper ... o
Balnncn in hand s
£1 9 10

=Y N Y R

6
8
G
3

cccocecbooodcocococok
O Ot e D e S 2 = S B

£1 9 10

Thanks are due to Mr, Cuffling for his gift of

coal; to Mr. O, 8, Brown, Mr. J. Darker, Mr. Richardson, and to others who contributed vegetables of all kinds; and to
Mr. Farnham for the use of his copper at The Elms,
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WHAT IS THE SIN OF GAMBLING?
BY THE RIGHT REV. BISHOP BARRY, D.D.

HHE whole question of Gambling and Betting
124 is one which in these days closely concerns

great masses of our people. For—whatever
may be the case as to the aggregate sum of
money in England wasted, and worse than wasted,
upon it now and in days gone by—one thing is but
too certainly established by testimony on all sides,
that, especially in the form of betting on various
kinds of events, it is now far more widely spread
than of old among all classes (including both the
commercial and the working classes), and so is far
more likely to demoralize the whole community, and
particularly the younger generation.

Now the essential question which is often asked
is this.—How is gambling in itself a sin? Can you
put it on the same moral level as falsehood, or dis-
honesty, or blasphemy ?

If you take the advice, which is at once the dictate
of common-sense, and the teaching of the highest

. authority, and judge it by its fruits, there can be no
doubt as to the answer. We may say of it, as the
Lambeth Conference said of Intemperance, that
whatever may be the comparative measure of its
intrinsic sinfulness, it is certainly among the most
disastrous of evils in its visible effects. Its path is
strewn with the wrecks of men’s fortunes and men’s
lives, and is haunted by the grossest rascality, dis-
honesty, and vice, The source must be bad, from
which these poisonous waters flow.

But let us look at the habit itself, and try to see
where lies its essential evil.

Now it is clear that evil sometimes shows itself most
distinctly as vice, that is, sin against a man’s own
nature ; sometimes as crime, that is, sin against our
fellow-men ; sometimes as what we call properly sin,
that is, sin against God. All these three aspects of
evil are, of course, inseparable ; for aman’s life belongs
not only to himself, but to humanity and to God;
and no vice can fail to involve both crime and sin.
But yet one or other of these aspects is apt to be
especially prominent Murder, for example, we look
at primarily as a crime ; blasphemy as properly a sin.
But gambling, like drunkenness, comes out to us
most clearly as a vice. Its first and most obvious
effect is that it degrades and perverts a man’s own
temper and character.

The real spirit of gambling—here, again, like the

V. 2.

spirit of intemperance—is a morbid craving for excite-
ment, subordinating the higher power of reason and
conscience, which ought to rule, to the vivid play of
passion, which is often a good servant, but always a
bad master. It appeals especially to two vehement
passions.  First, the passion of infatuated reliance on
what we call chance, to give us money and all that
money will buy without any labour on our own part—
a foolish and reckless hopefulness, neither amenable
to reason nor capable of learning by experience,
which is ready to risk all that we have, and more
than we have, in a blind trust that something of
brilliant success will “turn up.” It is not only a
folly, but, if we consider it, an immoral throwing off
upon some unknown power of our own grave respon-
sibility of thought, labour, perseverance, for success in
life. "But worse even than this is the passion of cupi-
dity for sudden and excessive gain, and that, too, a
gain which—unlike gain from our own honest work,
adding to the whole wealth of the world—must neces-
sarily be the loss of some other man, who is thus
turned {rom a friend or brother into a rival and an
enemy in this mad race after wealth. The passion is
thus wickedly and bitterly selfish, while, like the
other, it teaches us to shrink from the slower and
duller way of patient work, and to open the mouth of
greediness wide for what may fall into it. The ex-
citement generated by both these passions rapidly
becomes an overmastering power,—almost a moral
insanity,—unfitting a man for the sober work and
plain duties of life, and unfitting him still more for
anything of unselfish enthusiasm and high aspiration.

But out of this demoralized condition of soul there
grow out inevitably evils, which are of the nature of
crime against society itself. Excitement passes into
riot and recklessness, and selfishness into flagrant dis-
honesty. Every one knows how liable the gambler
is to become loud, reckless, intemperate, now madly
exultant, and now more wildly desperate. Every one
knows how inevitably the betting man is tempted to
take his neighbour in, by secret “tips” and sharp
practices of all kinds ; how constantly races and con-
tests, on which there is heavy betting, are unfairly lost
and won, so that men begin to take for granted, to
condone, even to retaliate, some measure of dis-
honesty ; how frequently men rashly make bets which,
if they lose, they cannot pav. without either robbing

(AU rights reserved.)
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their wives and children, or perhaps stealing money
committed to their charge, mostly with a delusive
hope of being able to replace it by some lucky hit.
The passion of gambling, like the passion for drink,
seems to blunt or destroy all kindly feeling and all
moral sense. Its ultimate fruit is seen in the cha-
racter of that scum of rascality and ruffianism, which
gathers round race courses, high or low, and haunts
the offices of the sporting newspaper, when some
exciting event is to come off. Yet the old proverb is
verified, that “ no one becomes an abandoned villain
all at once.” Men of promise and character glide
gradually and insensibly into this abyss of vice, and
awake too late to find how vain a hope it is that they
can touch pitch and yet not be defiled.

It is, of course, needless to go about to prove that
this sin against self and sin against society must be a
sin against the God, to whom the soul should be
consecrated, and on whom humanity should be
centred.  How can any spiritual life be possibly
sustained in this demoralized and corrupted con-
dition of the soul ? But it may be well to apply by
analogy the teaching implied in the famous text, © Be
not drunk with wine ; but be filled with the Spirit.”
This base and morbid excitement can best be
driven out by the presence of a noble enthusiasm,
giving glow and colour even to the dullest life—the
enthusiasm for our own higher nature, the enthusiasm
of humanity, and the enthusiasm of God. All such
enthusiasm is of the Spirit of God ; and it must be
fed by the various means of light and grace. With
it alone lies the victory. Law may do much to
check flagrant forms of evil ; watchfulness and self-
control may do more. But it is the Spirit, which
conquers the flesh and regenerates the world.

But, if gambling be thus primarily a vice, and ul-
timately both a crime and a sin, what is the conclusion
to which we must come ? What is the advice which
we must press on our fellow-men ? It is simply this.
The whole thing is an accursed thing. Do not touch
it yourselves, and do not let your children touch it,
even with one finger. To play with it is to play
with fire, which is but too likely to spread into con-
flagration. It always seems to me that to wager small
stakes on contests of chance or skill is trivial and
useless, for it can give one very little additional zest
of excitement; while on the other hand, stakes of
serious amount, which do create such excitement, are
criminal and dangerous every way. Therefore, the
way even of good sense and safety is here the way of
total abstinence for ours elves. But this is not enough,
If, as I believe, the evil is serious and increasing upon
us, it must be the plain duty of every Christian to
put out all the strength and influence in his power
against it—for the sake of individuals, especially our
boys and young men, who are growing up in this at-
mosphere of moral danger—for the sake of the sound
and healthy tone of our whole society, above all, for
the maintenance of the spiritual life of men in the
service and the love of God.

THE CHOOSING OF MATTHIAS.

FIERE is a tale from an old palimpsest

B8l That Lucas the physician wrote, at Rome,
4 Still fragrant with the Holy Spirit's breath,
A story to rehearse to kings and queens
Who choose the Church’s prelates—words to blaze
In this wild time of puff and party-storm
Before a polling-booth on ballot day.

We were gathered there in the upper room,
An hundred and twenty more or less—
Not yet had the Holy Ghost been given—
And we thought of that man of Kerioth's doom,
And hoped for the Promise to come from Heaven,
And prayed to the Father to guide and bless,

Then up and rose in our midst a man
Whose face was flint though his heart was flame,
He said few words, but he told us straight
How the Psalmist had long ago thundered the ban—
“ Let his habitation be desolate,”
On the traitor Judas whom none of us name.

‘“His bishopric, friends, shall another take,
His body may rot on the Ficld of Blood,
He took the silver, he has his due,
But now shall the lots in the helmet shake,
The Master claims His full Twelve to be true,
Let us fill the gap in the brotherhood.

“ He must needs be a brother the man we call,
Just and fearless, and strong for the right,
‘Who has companied with us who followed the Lord
At the morn, through the noon to the evenfall,
From the days with John at the Jordan ford
Till the cloud received Him out of our sight.

“‘He must needs have felt the quake of the earth,
Have seen the rent in the Temple veil,
Have handled the linen wherein they wound
The Crucified ; at the tomb's glad birth,
Have met her who raced from the garden ground
With the news that seemed but an idle tale.

“ For we preach Christ living, and testify
Of One Who has won for us life through death ;
We know His Hand Who can loose from earth’s prison
The weary and captive, never shall die ;
To a Saviour slain but a Saviour risen,
Our brother must witness with boldest breath.”

Then we answered all with a loud Amen,
And we mused each one with ourselves a wh ile,
And prayed to the Father to give us grace ;
For how could we tell a true heart, when
The man we had trusted in chiefest place
Had proved a fiend with a serpent’s guile ?

The “Son of Saba " we thought, is just,
And “the gift of Jehovah " is good and pure,
Yea both of them brave, and have been with us long,
But the soul is soul and the body is dust,
‘We may vofe for the best and may yet prove wrong,
God only knoweth which heart shall endure.

So we rose to our feet, and we prayed and said,
“Lord, show us Thy choosing or that or this,”
And we well-nigh heard in the hush Christ's Voice,
Then the lots were cast, we were nothing afraid ;
And Peter cried —* It is God's good choice
That the ‘gift of Jehovah,’ Matthias, be His.”

I1. D, RAWNSLEY.

THE Vicarace, CROSTHWAITE,
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“I BIDE MY TIME.”

BY THE REV. FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE, M.A.,
Author of “Rider's Leap," “Sent back by the Angels)' ete.

Cuarrer IIL
A RETURNED LETTER AND A STOLEN INTERVIEW.

HE illuminations were ex-
pected to be extremely
splendid.
A\  Now Iam ashamed to say
i that I really cannot recol-
4 lect, and it is not so long
ago, either—precisely what
person orevent Bridgeholm
was delighting to honour or
celebrate, It may have been
a Royal marriage. It may
have been the visit of
some celebrity. But it really
doesn’t matter. The fact of
the illuminations is all that
concerns us.

I fancy that, in planning

ccload to act as escort to Inez,
Roland, with masculine indifference to the proprieties,
had contemplated taking charge of nobody but the
young lady herself. Whereas Inez had interpreted
the invitation in the only way in which it was practic-
able—as including one or both of her sisters—both,
she wished it to be, and both it was. When, however,
Roland called at the appointed place of meeting
(Miss Mitchett, the dressmaker’s), and found the three
sisters waiting for him, he was not a little taken aback.
He did not want the superfluious two. However,
their company was no great harm, since he meant to
cleave to Inez, and, in a great crowd, there would be
all the solitude that he desired. The difficulty was
that it would be a 2oy great crowd—a very great
crush, and it would be beyond the powers of one
man—not a very powerful man, either—to look after
three girls at once. He was very much afraid that
two of them would be practically unprotected females.
However, it was too late to re-organize the party now.
They ought to be moving at once,

So our friends went on their way, yielding themselves
to the stream, comfortably enough.

“Take it, Inez” said Roland, availing himself of a
brief stand to ferret out of his pocket a minute card-
board box ; “it’s the locket.”

1 skhall wear it, Roland,” the girl said, “ only not
visibly. Don’t be angry if you never see it. It will
be there.”

“Then it will be a secret between us two. Oh,
Inez! can’t we have another secret, too ? ”

“1 can't—I don’t understand,” she said, with a
blush that proved her far less dense then her words.

“ Walk slowly on,” he said, giving her his arm. “I
fancy your sister Laurais noticing us.” Ina moment
or two he began again : “I want you to promise me—

look at the Queen’s Hotel! Isn't it splendid! Do
look, Miss Rose. That’s asop for Cerberus.—Oh, my
own darling! I want you to promise me—to wait for
me—to say that some day, as soon as I have pushed
my way——"

Then came a tap on his shoulder from the handle
of a parasol. “Do push your way a little quicker,
Mr. Hart. We are being squeezed to death.”

“T’'m awfully sorry, Miss Martyn. Step in here then.
Now take this arm; come on, Miss Rose. Now we
are all right.”

They were ; in fact, they had never been wrong.
However, Laura showed no sign of relinquishing
Roland’s arm. She left Rose to follow as best she
might, and stuck like a limpet to Roland’s side. It
was a consolation to feel that the pressure of his
other arm was answered. But he wanted for that
unfinished question a more definite answer than this.
How hard it was to make suitable responses to the
stream of Laura’s interjectory remarks. No elephant
upon whose head a tiger has sprung and clung
was ever more anxious to shake off ils visitor
than was Roland to rid himself of Miss Martyn’s
torturing presence.

“Now we are getting along famously, aren’t we?
St. Nicholas’s church is much the best thing yet.
Inez, why don't you talk? All right, there, Rose?
I see the Wilkinsons yonder. How d'ye do? how d'ye
do? Gracious, what a hat! I'm sure you are much
honoured, Mr. Hart—positively freighted with beauty,
aren’t you——"

Laura’s covertly taunting gabble ended in a shriek,
They had just reached the mouth of Synagogue Row,
and suddenly there was a concerted and deliberate
rush. Hundreds of savage roughs, some probably out
of sheer savagery, others probably in the interests of
the pocket-picking trade, bore down in a dense mass,
lunging with their shoulders, striking with their knees,
striking even with their fists, and clove a passage
through the dense crowd, then emerging from four
separate points, forcing it into struggling confusion.
From every hand there rose the cries of terrified
or injured women. A child was seento fall and to be
trampled upon. A man’s arm cracked audibly as he
was jammed against a lamp-post. The laughing crowd
became a struggling, tossing, yelling mass of madmen,
each fighting for his own limbs and his own life.

“ Quick—in here ! ” said Roland ; “ the stream will
carry us through.” He shoved his way forward, but
the space was too narrow. Laura was swung round.
She uttered a shriek of terror as she felt herself being
torn from Roland’s arm. * There, let go; don't be
afraid,” said a voice in her ear. “Now you're right ;
I've got hold of you. We shall swim along beautifully
now.”

All was indeed right ; she was in the hands of a
strong and skilful pilot. His big arms round her

_neck and shoulders kept a charmed circle for her

passage. Other people seemed to fare less pleasantly
from his neighbourhood, for the anathemas hurled
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against his elbows and shoulders were loud and deep.
But he kept quite cool, and answered them with
humorous apologies. Ia five minutes’ time Laura and
her protector stood in a perfectly uncrowded and
unilluminated neighbourhood, safe and sound, if
breathless.

“1 must apologise for having taken such off-hand
possession of you,” said the protector, as he removed
his arms from her shoulders, and offered one to be
taken in the more ordinary way, “but it really was
necessary.”

“1 can never thank you sufficiently,” said Laura.
“T believe you saved my life.” She looked up grate-
fully, and caught. her first glimpse of the deliverer’s
aspect. Ah! he was well suited to the romantic part
that he had played. Surely a very handsome man.

“The favour is all on the other side,” said the
deliverer. “You gave me an exquisite five minutes.
Don't be uneasy about your friends,” he said. “They
got out all right. Hart managed very well.”

“ Do you know him? ” asked Laura, in surprise.

“Oh yes, very well. Hart and I are colleagues.
My name is Wilfrid Holland.”

“Oh, really! How very strange !
of the house, aren’t you ?”

“Yes, I am., Some day soon, I suppose, I shall
have the great distinction of being either Holland or
Co.—upon my word, I am not quite sure which. May
I put you into a cab? I should have been only too
delighted to have seen you home, if I had not had a
very important engagement.”

He hailed a hansom, and, after thanking him again
very profusely, Laura got in.

“T'o what address shall I tell the man to take you?”

“Footsworth,” said Laura, feeling how terribly
humble No. 1, Londesborough Cottages, would sound
in those aristocratic ears ; “ Footsworth will be quite
enough.” Then a sudden idea came into her head.
“After all,” she thought, “perhaps I had better
tell him more accurately, It’s No. 1, Londesborough
Cottages, and—I hope you'll call ?”

“Indeed I will, if you will let me,” he answered ;
then took off his hat, and walked away.

Laura reached home in a sort of delightful dream.
A few minutes afterwards Inez arrived, and went
straight upstairs. Half an hour later Rose turned
up terribly battered, but not seriously hurt. * Dear
me ! ” thought Laura, “I had quite for%otten Rose.
What is Inez doing?" she asked, “Why doesn’t
she come down to supper ?”

Ah! Inez was kissing a little silver locket, and
musing upon a fateful answer that she had given
that night.

Had she been right to give #kaf answer without
the sariction of her parents ?

“I don't know, 1 don't know,” she said to herself.

“ But oh! what other could I make ?”
L L w® »

You are a son

“Well, upon my word,” exclaimed Grubb, the next -

diy, “you didn’t have a bad time of it last night,

’Art. I shouldn’t have minded being sandwiched like
that myself. Two tremendous fine girls they wers,
The tall one she was my style. But after all, the
t'other one—she—ain’t you well, old man?”

Mr. Grubb stared across the desk, openmouthed,
at the white face of his colleague, and, in the depth
of his amazement, slipped his pen so inaccurately
behind his ear that it fell out, rolling over the order
book, and trailing inky desolation over three ¢ Wanted-
as-soon-as-possibles,”

“How dare you s like that of—of—friends of
mine, you unutterable cad?” Roland positively
spluttered out these words, in the fury of his indigna-
tion, while a ruler which he held jerked to and fro
so violently in his hand as to threaten to take flight in
the direction of Grubb’s skull.

All the morning Grubb was severely polite, con-
stantly regretting that he was compelled to give so
much trouble, and hoping that he did not intrude.
I fear, however, that Roland’s pre-occupation rendered
this lofty behaviour less subduing than it might other-
wise have proved.

It was not till nearly eleven o'clock that Mr. Wilfrid
appeared. He came in through the ware-room, and
up the ladder staircase with its pulley and dangling
rope into the so-called lower order-room, where our
two friends sat. “ I'll put my hat in your cupboard,
Hart,” he said. “I don’t want to have old Walker
calling me over the coals again, for my temper’s a
little bit short this morning, and I might reply with
more force than politeness. I'll take a couple of those
orders in my hand as a mute, yet eloquent suggestion
that I've been improving the shining hours here.” He
hung his hat upon the peg, and stopped for a moment
to inspect himself in the glass.

“I say, Grubb,” he called out, interrupting that
youth in the midst of one of his stateliest utterances ;
“just slip out, like a good fellow, and get me a bottle
of soda and some brandy. I turned in at three this
morning, and I'm all to pieces.” Mr. Wilfrid’s hand
shook so desperately that he could not get the elastic
Céf:'u hpﬂl‘ﬁe, and he pitched the purse itself over to

Grubb laughed obsequiously, and then, catching
the rope, plunged down the precipitous stairs.

“ Upon my word,” said Mr. Wilfrid, lounging over
to Roland’s desk, and yawning violently, “I must
turn over a new leaf. Unlimited loo and unlimited
liquor are all very well at night, but next day they are
represented by several 1.0.U.s and one thumping
headache.”

“Yes,” said Roland ; “Henry Leigh puts it rather
well—at least, the bibulous part of it-—

“+1 own— and it's not without pride that I own it—
Whenever some friend, in his generous way,
Bids me drink without paying, i simply postpone it,
And pay for my liquor the whole of next dey.'"

Mr. Wilfrid laughed. “Good,” he said; “but
here’s Grubb with the fluid, and, under present
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circumstances, that's even better. Just take it into
the old ware-room, and draw the cork discreetly.”

“ Certainly, sir,” said Grubb. ‘I got a shilling’s
worth, I ’ope it’s the right harticle.”

“By the way, Hart,” said Wilfrid, stopping and
turning round, “we were in the wars together last
night. I'm glad I happened to be at hand at the
critical moment.”

«Was it you who came to the rescue, Mr. Wilfrid?”
said Roland, looking up, confused and annoyed, he
hardly knew why. “I'm sure, 'm—I'm awfully
obliged——"

“Nonsense, my dear fellow. To succour beauty
in distress—what greater privilege can we have?”

He lounged away. Roland, full of wrath, and
troubled by a vague sense of coming ill, went on
writing rapidly and viciously. He did not lift his
head as Wilfrid, having finished his pick-me-up,
passed through the room on his way upstairs.

“Excuse me,” said Grubb ; “ I ’ope I'm not taking
a liberty in just mentioning as you've put this order—
A 21—into the wrong book. It’s of no consequence;
—it’s only just crossing out a couple of pages.”

In a little time Roland pulled himself together.
“ Really,” he thought, “I'm making an ass of myself
all round to-day. What is the use of quarrelling with
anigger for being black or with Grubb for being vulgar ?
And why in the world need I indulge in all sorts of
grim forebodings because Mr. Wilfrid helps Laura at
need, and is asked to call? No doubt he will amuse
his friends with a vivid description of the rug and the
round table and Mrs. Martyn’s gentility,—but what
matter? It won’t hurt anybody. Verily, if I got my
deserts, I should not ’scape whipping. Here am I,
with my darling’s promise sounding in my ears and
throbbing in my heart, fretting and fuming about—
what? Nothing—simply nothing. I will make my
peace with Grubb.”

After that Roland spent a pleasant time enough.
Grubb—his perception quickened by newborn affec-
tion—gathered that his co-clerk did not want to
talk, and left him to wool-gather to his heart’s
content,

“I daresay he’s making portry,” thought the ex-
cellent Grubb., “He'll go and enter another lot of
orders wrong—but never mind. We ain’t busy to
day, and T'll make it straight” So Roland mused
on the inexhaustible perfections of Inez, and thought,
“She is wearing that locket now !” and decided that
if he could choose his own career he would clect to
be that locket.

So the day’s work came to an end, and our lad
went home. At six o’clock family tea there was always
some little thing reserved from dinner, and ¢ hatted up 2
for him, as the maid phrased it. It was not a
particularly appetising revival that evening, but Roland
was never hard to please. The home-circle was a
small one now. One sister had married ; one brother
had died ; two had gone abroad. Then were left only
the father, the mother, Mary, and himself. Roland

was certainly a swan in the estimation of his own
family, whatever bird, more or less similar, he might be
deemed elsewhere. That selling him into bondage at
Hollands, however, had rankled in the mind of the
ambitious lad as a bitter wrong. He considered that
his father had yielded too readily to the need of a few
shillings a week to help the lean family purse. “He
might have struggled on -for another year,” Roland
thought, and often said to Mary ; “after that I could
have kept myself, and helped the houschold too.
He sold my birthright for a mess of pottage.” So
there had been a sort of coldness between Roland
and his father, or rather of Roland towards his father.
But for this shadow—never very dark, perhaps, but
always there—the little home would have been a very
happy one.

As for Mary, dearly as she loved her brother,
proud as she was of him, she could not but feel
that he was selfish and unreasonable, and harsh in
this resentment. It was the one black feather in the
snowy plumage of her swan. We, I fear, shall detect
a good many dark plumes there—even if we do not
deny the bird’s swanhood altogether.

After tea Mary followed Roland into a little closet
of a room that had been set apart as his sanctum,
“T know,” she said, nodding her head. *Oh, you
can’t deceive me! Roland, come and kiss me.”

He did kiss her, or rather, in the orthodox brotherly
fashion, presented his ear to her lips. “Why, you're
all wet,” he said.

Yes, the foolish creature was crying. Mary had
had a disappointment—ever so many years ago now ;
she never mentioned it to any living soul. But there
were kept in her secret drawer a starred and spotted
photograph—representing a young man with mutton-
chop whiskers in tight trousers, leaning against a pillar
in a wood, and two or three letters, written in a
clerkly hand, in somewhat doubtful English. That
distant episode had left no drop of bitterness in Mary’s
sweet nature ; she was always busy and contented,
and brave and sunny: she delighted in love-stories,
and was a desperate match-maker ; and yet somehow
—well, Roland thought he knew what made her cry.
He took her in his arms now and kissed her again
and again.

“She’s a lucky girl, Roland,” said Mary, holding
the top-button of his coat ; “still I'm not the least bit
jealous ; only you'll always keep a corner of your heart
—won't you—for your poor old Mary ?”

¢« Well,” said Roland, “I'm not quite sure about the
luck, but about the corner I'm entirely positive. No,
Molly, you sha’'n’t turn out for any one.”

“ Are you going to see her to-night, Roland ?”

“Well, no. To tell the truth, I fear that the
Martyns—Laura and the old lady, anyhow—are less
impressed by Inez’s wonderful luck than you, my silly”
old darling, could believe possible. My welcome on
Tuesday was sub-Arctic, and I think it would be better
—in plain,words, I dare not repeat the dose of myself
so soon.” ;
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“ Well, I'm sure ! ” said Mary, sniffing angrily. “I
suppose that gorgeous new rug has turned their heads.
However, the next time that I see Laura, I'll——"”

“Why, Mary, what are you talking about? The
whole thing is a profound secret. I shall repent that
I ever took you into my confidence if you go on like
this, -

“ Vo took me, indeed! I took myself, I fancy.
Well, Roland, I'll hold my tongue. Give her my
dearest, dearest love. Of course you are going to
write to her.”

“Well,” said Roland, as though he was receiving a
novel but ingenious suggestion ; I really think I will.”

As a matter of fact, he had been thinking about
his letter all day, and he was itching to begin.

So Mary went -away, and Roland sat down and
poured out his heart on three sheets of paper. He
was not ordinarily a good letter-writer ; very few men
are. They are too stiff, too self-conscious. They lack
the delightful ease of women. One hardly ever feels
that a masculine correspondent is talking to one with
apen. A postcard or a telegram form is the proper
vehicle for a man’s communications. But to-night
Roland felt the presence of his sweet love as he
wrote. He really spoke to her—only without that
wayward constraint that, somehow, nearly always
comes between our feelings and our speech, even to
the dearest and best of all. He folded and sealed
his letter without reading it over. It seemed like a
violation of confidence—almost a sacrilege—to submit
those tender outpourings of his soul even to his.own
critical self. Few girls, perhaps, have ever received
such a love-letter as that—and, alas! Inez was not
one of the few.

No; for when Roland reached home the next day,
determined to hurry over the tea-dinner and set forth
for Footsworth, risking the eternal snows of Mrs.
Martyn’s welcome, he found on the hall table a bulky
letter addressed to him. For one moment he thought
that it was from Inez, but on taking it up he saw
that the writing-—which bore a certain resemblance
to that of his love—was Laura’s. He knew in-

stinctively that the letter brought evil tidings, and,

dropping it hastily into his pocket, he ran upstairs,
and locked himself in his bedroom. He tore open
the envyelope, and his own letter—sealed with red
wax—dropped out. Was that all? No ; there was an
additional sheet enclosed. This was how it ran :——

“Mrs. Martyn begs to return the enclosed, which has
apparently been addressed to her danghter, Miss Inez Martyn,
by mistake, since Mrs. Martyn feels sure that wo gentleman
would presume to correspond with a young lady without the
knowledge and against the wishes of her parents. While
Jully satisfied that the letter has been sent to the house in
ervor, Mrs, Martyn feels it only right to say that she hopes
that the writer will not give himsell the trouble of calling
again, as Mrs. Martyn'and her family will not be at home,

1, LonpessoroucH COTTAGES.
“ Friday. i

“P.5--Mr, Martyn fully concurs in the tenour of the
above.”

Poor Roland! He sat down upon the bed, and,
but for rage, whose fire licked up all moisture, could
have found it in his heart to cry. His letter had been
intercepted—and read ; of that he had no kind of
doubt.

Poor boy ! he had often quoted lightly enough Shake-
speare’s pronouncement about the course of true love,
but it did not help him now. The trouble was to
him as new as though he were the very first to tread
that thorny path of crossed love—as though no
young man before had ever railed at the cruelty of
parents, and no young woman before had ever come
down to breakfast with red eyes.

There was a knock at the door. * Whatever are you
doing, Roland ?” said Mary’s voice. “There’s beef-
steak pudding, and it's getting as cold as charity.”

“T don’t want it ; pitch the beastly stuff away,” he
growled from the bed.

There was a moment’s silence.
“Roland, darling, let me in.”

“ Can’t you let me have one moment’s peace ?” he
answered. He got up, however, and opened the
door. He felt that if there was comfort to be had
Mary could supply it.

The sister’s eye lighted upon the two envelopes
which lay on the floor, and instantaneously she grasped
the situation. She sat down beside Roland, and
placed her arm round him. For two or three minutes
she spoke no word. At last she broke the silence by
putting her lips against his cheek, and whispering—

“Poor boy; my poor, poor boy! but mark my
words ; it will all come right.”

“ Read that,” said Roland, picking up Mrs. Martyn’s
letter, and handing it to her.

“ Ah,” said Mary, ‘“the voice zay be Mrs. Martyn’s
voice, but the hand is the hand of Laura. It’s all
her doing, I know. Roland, did you read the post-
script? ”

“Yes,” he said forlornly ; I read it.”

“Well,” said Mary, “there’s help in that. The
meaning of it is, of course, Mr. Martyn does ot
concur. Go and see him, Roland.”

“1 will,” said Roland, getting on to his feet; ““of
course I will. If he will only just tell her that I 4id
write, I sha’n’t mind so much. Thanks, Mary ; what
a good old soul you are.” Then he suffered himself
to be led downstairs, and, after all, the beefsteak
pudding was not entirely ignored.

Next day Roland left the warehouse a few minutes
earlier than usual, in order that he might catch Mr,
Martyn at his place of business. The old gentleman
was a commission agent. IHis door was decorated
with an imposing array of brass plates announcing the
many and various institutions which he represented,
But beyond the privilege of putting up these plates Mr.
Martyn reaped little advantage from the confidence
which the firms or companies reposed in him, There
was another office on the landing above.® The boy,
who received four shillings a week for drawing faces
on a blotting-pad from ten to six in Mr. Martyn’s

Then Mary said,
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ante-room, had at first pricked up his ears excitedly
at the sound of steps ascending the stairs or of
knocks at his door. Now, however, with the calm-
ness of experience, he was wont, without raising his
head, to answer any apparition—* Next landing,
si,” and to proceed with the study on which he
was engaged.

Roland found his old friend reading the paper.
“You don’t,” he said, offering the young fellow his
hand ; *“no—no —of
course you don’t want to
be insured ? ”

Roland had had no
such idea. But the old
man’s tone—with its faint
flicker of hope and its
quick return to settled
despondency — touched
him. Besides, insurance

and—well, Roland stood
in sore need of Mr.
Martyn’s cordial alliance.

“Yes, sir,” he said, “I
do. I'm in only a very
small way, you know, but
I should like to insure
for two hundred.”

¢ Johnson,” shouted
Mr. Martyn, *the Pata-
gonian forms — quick,
now! This gentleman
wishes to effect an in- -
surance.” i,

That boy rose to the
height of the occasion.

“Y¥es, sir; certainly,
sir,” he said, and did not
permit himself even the
relief of a wink till he
was back with his blotting
pad. Then he did let
out.

When the formality
was complete, Roland
said, “If you are going
home, sir, perhaps you'll
let me walk a bit of the
way with you. I should
like to have a little talk.”

“I shall be delighted,” said Mr. Martyn. “This
is terrible weather for my crops—the corn, that is.
I'm quite lame, and your arm will be a help.”

So they set out both together, and Roland poured
into his companion’s ear the tale of his woes.

“ Do tell her I wrote, sir,” he cried. “I can bear
anything but her thinking that I was neglectful and
—oh, sir, you will tell her, won’t you?”

“Do you mean to say that they intercepted your
letter?” asked Mr. Martyn. “Upon my word, sir,

this puts me out. I thought—I really did think—
that Mrs. Martyn had more—more—well ; least said
soonest mended. As for me, I am getting old. My
fighting days are over. And—well, my boy, you
haven’t the privilege of knowing Mrs. Martyn as well
as I do. TIl give the child your message, and—I'll
tell you what. You shall come and see her, just
once, at my office. After that, you must just trust
one another and wait.”

Roland thanked his
old friend with tears in
his eyes, and went home a
new man. His patience,
however, was put to a
severer test than he had
anticipated. A weckwent
by, and there came no
word from Mr, Martyn.
Then, on the eighth day,
the lad received a post-
card :— .

“‘To-morrow, 5.45.”

That was all, but it was
enough.

Roland hardly slept a
wink all night, At four
o'clock next evening—
for once reckless of
! expense—he took a cab
- anddrove to Mr. Martyn’s
office. ~Then, finding
himself half an hour too
soon, he got out, and
walked excitedly up and
down—not in front of
. the office, but higher up
the street—first starting
off as though for a twenty-
mile tramp, and then,
smitten by a sudden fear
of missing the tryster,
turning short round, and
hurrying breathlessly
back. At last he sawa
slim girlish figure trip up
the stairs, and, with a
heart that sounded like a
hammer, he followed.
The boy was out—
: specially despatched on
urgent business—Mr, Martyn himself was super-
intending the blotting pad in the ante-room.

“She’s there,” said the old gentleman, pointing to
the inner apartment. “Shut the door ; I'm desperately
busy.” And he became absorbed in contemplation
of the pictured blotter.

“ My child—my own little girl !”

“Oh, Roland—darling Roland ! ?

Ah, this was worth all the waiting—all the pain and
longing,

. e Y D WA
‘{OH, ROLAND—DARLING ROLAND! "
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¢ I dared not write, dear,” Inez said, with her brown
head nestled against his shoulder; “they have made
me promise that I will not. Oh, I have had such a
terrible time—but I wear the little locket day and
night 4

“My lamb,” interjected Roland, stroking her smooth
neck.

“And Tl always, always love you. Nothing on
earth shall ever make me give you up ; and some day,
Roland, this cloud will roll away, and there will be

* blue sky—and we shall always be together.”

“Yes,” said Roland, “always; till death us do
part.”

Suddenly Inez looked up with a smile flashing
through her tears. * Roland,” she said, * Mr. Wilfrid
Holland has called—twice—and he’s coming again
to-morrow, and mother says that his intentions are
perfectly clear, and that Laura will adorn her proper
sphere at length. - ¢ How,’ she asked me, ‘ would you
like to have your sister rolling up to your door
in a carriage and pair—she’s that good and kind
that she wouldn’t cast you off altogether—and
you coming out of the wash tub, as I may say,
to answer it? What's the good of girls going to
church, I don’t know, if they can’t learn the
very elements of Christian conduct.” What's the
matter, Roland? I thought my prattle would amuse
you,”

“Te never said a word to me,” answered Roland.
“I don’t like this—I don’t like it at all.”

“Laura does,” said Inez. “Come Roland, never
mind anybody else: think about me.”

So he cleared his brow, and the two babes in the
wood passed an exquisite five minutes. Only five,
really, Roland thought—and said—when Mr. Martyn,
after a ceremonious knock, and a decent interval
following that, entered the room,

“You are right enough about the five,” said the
old man, “only you've overlooked the forty.”

Well, it was over. Inez was come and gone.
There was nothing to look forward to now. To
Roland, walking home through the darkening streets,
the future looked very dark and cold. Three-quarters
of an hour is but a little space in which to stay the
heart for a wholly indefinite period. When would
he hold that darling hand again? Ah! who could say?
And, somehow, that circumstance of Wilfrid Holland’s
repeated and unreported calling struck in our lad’s
heart with a chill and numbing dread.

Do not think lightly of Roland’s love if that very
night he paced up and down his tiny room, with
trembling hands and kindled face, and a sense as of
cold water trickling down his back. Ah! that love
was as deep and true as first—and last—love can ever
be. And yet, being a poet, he must probe it and
analyse it ; he must hearken for the music of its
stormy depths that they might fill the roll of a lyric.
"This new experience was a new power., Here at last
was the one needful thing given to his art. He had
felt—he knew—and he could sing.

CHAPTER 1V.
DRIVEN INTO A CORNER.

MONTH passed by, and
the longing of Roland’s
soul had been relieved by no
glimpse or tidings of Inez.
Two or three times he had
prowled for an hour or more
outside Mr. Martyn’s office;
but on none of these occasions
had he been blessed by the
sight of the brown undeceptive
wig of him who was Dblessed
with the daily vision of Inez.
He had, indeed, obtained each
' time a distant view of the boy
as he came whistling forth; but that boy was
too unsympathetic and remote a medium of com-
munication—there was no solid satisfaction to be
got out of him. On the occasion of his last prowl
Roland had, however, gone so far as to make inquiry
of the boy concerning his policy of assurance. To
a flat inquiry the boy had replied, “Why, bless
you, that’s all up—we ain’t agents no longer.” And
on Roland’s asking the meaning of this, the boy had
replied in a loud whisper, “Queer Street.” There-
with Roland had retired, having obtained—if the boy’s
word could be trusted—some sort of explanation of
Mr. Martyn’s absence from his office. 3

After that Roland’s state of mind became deplorable.
The little house at Footsworth was, it seemed, over-
shadowed by a heavy trouble. His love was dwelling
in a great gloom: the mother irritable and unreason-
able ; the poor old father helpless and despondent ;
Laura—ah ! he knew how Laura would behave—and
he must stand aloof, speaking no word of comfort,
suggesting nothing, doing nothing.

At last he could bear it no longer. Indeed, the
altered circumstances, he said to himself, altered the
whole case. He had the right—nay, the necessity
was laid upon him—to go boldly to the house and
tender his sympathy and help.

He went accordingly. The little drawing-room was
lighted. He heard the voices within, “'They don't
generally sit there,” he said to himself: “I hope
there are no visitors. No,” he thought, remembering
the circumstances of the family, “it's not likely.”
And he rang the bell. As he stood waiting, a chord
was struck upon the piano—ah! how well he knew
the clear and delicate touch, so different from Laura’s
thumping vigour—Inez was playing. And it was
the accompaniment of a song, for, a moment later,
a baritone voice began the air.  “Why, what is this ?”
said Roland, speaking half aloud in the shock of the
surprise, “that is Wilfrid’s voice.”

With that the door opened.

“Is Mrs. Martyn » Roland began. The
sentence was never finished, for as soon as the maid




-

“I BIDE My TIME” 35

recognised the visitor she jerked her head back and
slammed the door in his face.

For a moment Roland was inclined to ring again
—to go on ringing till the maid reopened the door,
and then to force his way into the house, and into the

resence of Inez. But, after brief consideration,
Eetter counsels prevailed. What good would it all
do? Mrs. Martyn had an undoubted right to ask
Wilfrid Holland to her house as often as she
pleased.

So, suppressing his fury and his jealousy, Roland
turned away, lit his pipe—as an aid to invention as
well as to philosophic endurance—and tramped home.
On the whole, it seemed to him that the thing
that he could do was to write to the old gentleman—
to the same effect at both of his addresses.

Having decided on some course of action, Roland
felt his mind a good deal relieved.

Roland wrote his letters to Mr. Martyn, and then
called in the aid of Mary for the addresses. = She
readily undertook to find a friend whose writing would
be absolutely unknown to any of the Martyn house-
hold. “Though,” she remarked, with a sudden smile,
“I hope the feminine hand won’t awake Mrs. Martyn’s
jealousy.” !

“ Nonsense,” said Roland. * Half the circulars
are addressed by women.” :

On the day following Mr. Wilfrid arrived at the
office very late, coming in, as he was wont to do
under such circumstances, through the packing room
and lower order room. He hardly noticed Roland at
all. Indeed, ever since our friend had been aware
of the young man’s visits to Londesborough Cottages,
he had treated any conventional advances from his
superior with such frigidity as to account satisfactorily

. enough for their suspension. So, with a mere nod to

Roland, very coldly returned by him, Mr. Wilfrid hung
his hat in Grubb’s cupboard, and then beckoned tha
youth into the disused adjoining room. :

After a little time Grubb returned.

“’Ang it all,” said Grubb, as he mounted his stool.
“It's a pity to see a fine young feller like that
booking through to the bad. He ’ad two B.-and-S.’s,
and then he just walked off again. I'm to say, if
anybody asks about him, as he’s suffering frightful
from neuralgia ; but, bless your 'eart, he’s going to
them races —at New Hampton. As for bed, he might
as well let somebody as "ud use it take his over. He’s
never turning in till other folks is turning out. Last
night it was five—he told me that.”

“T1 hate the fellow,” said Roland. “Don't talk
about him.”

Grubb looked rather surprised at the vehemence
of his companion’s expression. But he said nothing,
and went on with his work. Roland, as he wrote,
was trying to make up his mind that whenever he
got the chance it would be his duty to enlighten
the authorities at Londesborough Cottages as to the
character of the guest whom they were delighting to
honour. “ But, no,” he thought; *in my present

position the thing wouldn’t do. It would look like
Jjealousy—it would Ze jealousy. I must.make sure of
my motives—if not of my position—before I damage
another man’s reputation.”

“I say, *Art,” said Grubb, carrying an order book
round to his friend, “ there’s something wrong in this
’ere entry. Don’t you see— 7

“That’s not my writing,” said Roland

“Why, of course not,” exclaimed Grubb, “neither
itain’t. It's Mr. Wilfrid’s. I've noticed often enough
as there was a sort of a likeness about your two.
’ands, but I never thought as I could have mistook
‘em. It's rum, ain’t it 7—it’s the Latin Zalphabet,—
no, Greek, ain’t it?—it’s that as does it. I'm glad
as I went to a commercial academy—I can’t abide
them /Zoutlandish Ze’s.”

Roland laughed. “Greek ¢'s and English errors
go together, I fear, Grubb. However, you can soon
put that mistake right.” And he thought no more
about the matter, having more important and more
troublesome affairs upon his mind.

About six o'clock that evening, as Roland was
walking home, and was wondering if his letter were
by that time in the hands of Mr. Martyn, and, if so,
what kind of impression it was producing, he heard a
vigorous tapping at an adjacent window, and turned
his head and stopped.

He was just passing the establishment of Miss
Mitchett, the dressmaker, and, sure enough, there
was Miss Mitchett herself, waving her hand to him
in a state of violent excitement. Roland stepped up
to the door, and in an instant the door was open,
and the little dressmaker was leading him—almost
pulling him—with many nods and becks into her
trying-on room. Then the door of that awful sanctum
was shut with an ostentatious bang ; Miss Mitchett
was gone—and Inez was there. . _

As soon as certain ceremonies, into which we will
not too curiously inquire, had been gone through,
Roland led Inez to the sofa, and, making her sit
down beside him, said : “Now, darling, tell me all
about it. But, before you begin, just answer one
question. Has your father received my letter ? »

Inez shook her head. “I dont know, Roland,”
she said. “ Father has been away from home for
more than a week. He is in great trouble. Exactly
what has happened I don’t know, but his affairs arc
in a dreadful mess. I think he is trying to borrow
money to avert bankruptey.”

“Poor old gentleman!” 'said Roland, “and poor
Inez—poor child !”

“Oh, Roland!” said Inez sinking her head on
her lover’s shoulder, “that’s not all—that’s not nearly
he worst. Oh, it’s too dreadful! I can't bear it,”
and she burst into a torrent of tears.

Roland soothed her as well as he could. *“Don't
cry, my pet,” he said. “Tell me all, and we will see
what can be done.”

‘“Oh, darling, nothing can be done. They are too
strong for us: even father—though he-doesn’t press
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me, or scold me—I can see he wants it to be,
and‘_____ »

“You don’t mean to say,” interrupted Roland,
turning very white, .and speaking in a voice that
he hardly recognised as his own, “it isn’t that—
it isn’t that Wilfrid has =

“Oh yes,” sobbed Inez, “it is, Roland; it is
that. He has asked mother to let me marry him,
and she has said yes; and they are at me night
and day—I have no peace, and no friend; and
they say that I'm wicked and heartless, and that
I am bound to sacrifice myself for the sake of
others. And Laura—oh! she is the worst of all—
she is jealous, I'm certain ; and she urges me because
she wants to be revenged, and knows how wretched
we should be. She is always preaching sacrifice.”

“Yes,” said Roland, bitterly, “and to do her
Justice, she would have been ready to practise it
too.”

“What is to be done, Roland? I have stood
firm so far, but I can't hold out for ever. They
will tire me out—I must break down at last. I
haven'’t slept, dear, for nearly a week, and I'm—oh,
so utterly weary—so utterly wretched!” ;

“ My child,” said Roland, “can you hold out for
a week—for ten days? You can, can’t you? Oh,
I know you -can do that—you have a rare brave
little heart.”

“Oh yes. I would endure ever so long if I only
knew that help would come, however late. Have
you any hope—any plan, Roland 2”

“Yes,” he said, “I have both. T won't tell you
now what the plan is. Inez could you meet me
again—here—say, this day week ? ”

“I think I could,” she said. “Yes, I am sure.
They watch me sharply enovgh, but they haven't
suspected this place yet. Reand, you must go,—
Laura will be back immediately. Oh, be quick ! all
would be lost if she found you here.”

“Ill go this minute. This day week, then, my
pet, at the same time.. Keep up your heart. Oh'!
it’s a famous plan, I promise you. But I shan’t try
it till I've tried another thing—and that I'll do
to-morrow. Good-bye, my sweetest, good-bye.”

And what was Roland’s marvellous plan? Well,
it was simply this—marriage. He intended to per-

; suade Inez to run away with him. But before he

had recourse to so desperate a remedy for their
troubles, he would see what could be done by an
explanation with Wilfrid. He would tell that young
gentleman plainly of Inez’ engagément to himself,
and would make an urgent appeal to his honour
and decent feeling. If that appeal failed—well, a
licence would not.
(70 be continued)
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Dr. Davidson is the son of Mr. Henry Davidson,
and was born in Edinburgh on April 7th, 1848. He
was educated first at Harrow under Dr. Montagu
Butler, and he went up to Trinity College, Oxford,
in 1867 ; but his University career was considerably
interfered with by a serious gun-shot accident which
disabled him for a time, and when in 1871 he gradu-
ated he only took a third class in the old combined
School of Law and Modern History. On returning
from a tour in the Holy Land he studied under
Dr. Vaughan at the Temple. In 1874 he was or-
dained by Archbishop Tait to the curacy of Dartford,
where with conspicuous energy he worked amongst
the artizans of the lower part of=~that town—men
employed principally in paper mills and gunpowder
factories. 1In 1877 he was appointed Domestic Chap-
lain and Private Secretary to Archbishop Tait, whose
sccond surviving daughter Edith he subsequently
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THE BISHOP OF ROCHESTER.

married. He held his position as Chaplain and
Private Secretary until the Archbishop’s death in
1882. By this time he had become well known for
the active part that he had taken in diocesan and
other organizations, and as a preacher and speaker
at Church Congresses. He was responsible for most

of the arrangements made for the Conference of [F=

Bishops held at Lambeth in 1878, and his book “'T'he
Origin and History of the Lambeth Conferences,”
is widely known.
brought him into close contact with the late Bishop of

Durham ; and on the elevation of Dr. Lightfoot to [
the Episcopal Bench he appointed Dr. Davidson his |{{#

Examining Chaplain. .In 1882 he became Sub-

Almoner and Honorary Chaplain to the Queen, and [{ill
When Bishop (i
Benson succeeded to the Primacy, the latter retained |

Preacher at Canterbury Cathedral.

the services of Dr. Davidson as Chaplain and Secre-
tary. In 1883 he was appointed by the Crown to the
Deanery of Windsor, in succession to Dean Connor,
and was at the same time honoured with the duties
of Resident Chaplain to the Queen. In the same
year he received the honorary degree of D.D. from
the University of St. Andrew’s, and in 1885 he was
Sclect Preacher at Cambridge. He is a trustee of
the British Museum ; has been elected by the Eton
Masters as their representative on the governing body
“of that College, and is one of the similar body for
Wellington College ; he also, as his Commissary in
England, represents his old friend Bishop Kennion, of

His Chaplaincy to the Archbishop ({8

Adelaide, being thus in close relation with the Church
in the Colonies ; whilst his help is sought on Com-
mittee by many of the Societies for Church objects,
and is readily accorded. Dr. Davidson has contributed
articles on' historical and ecclesiastical subjects to
various magazines and periodicals, and, in conjunc-
tion with Canon Benham, has prepared for the press
the Memorials of Archbishop Tait, a work which
practically embraces the history of the Church of
England during the last quarter of a century. In
Convocation he is a frequent and judicious speaker,
and he has always exercised a moderating influence.

The Record says: “'The appointment is at once
judicious and well justified. Dr. Davidson’s prefer-
ment has been widely expected, for he has shown
himself to possess in no common degree most of the
qualities which make a wise and energetic Diocesan.
He is young, yet happy in a singularly varied ex-
perience of ecclesiastical affairs. He is in thorough
sympathy with the main lines of work followed by his
Erede::essor, and is little likely to disturb the diocese

y sudden changes. He has before him a most diffi-
cult task, but one to which he may be expected to
address himself with tact and resolution.”

Our portrait has been specially engraved by Mr.
Richard Taylor, from a photograph by Messss. Russell
and Sons, 17, Baker Street, W.

“GROW IN GRACE.”
A MEDITATION FOR THE FIRST DAY OF LENT.

By THE REv. G. J. HOWSON, M.A,

Vicar of Crewe: Author of % Overton in Days Gonz By
—— == === e PRING-
8 8 ! e TIME
15 antici-
pated in
the days
of late
winter.
We are
on the
thresh-
old of
: bursting
life. The very sycamore and chestnut trees tell us
a tale of hope and expectation, and seem to ask us
the question, “What are you doing in that life of
Heavenly longing and hope? Is your life evidencing
signs of increase, and spring-time energy and useful-
ness?” A very common aspect of Lent is that of
humiliation and self-abasement. Discipline of body,
which shall lead to spiritual strength, 1s perhaps the
most ordinary theme of Lenten thought and discourse.
Rather shall this short meditation speak of the true
view which the Christian should take of Lenten
services and Lenten observances, as opportunities for

—
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growth in grace. Doubtless, in all the analogy of
human life we must get down to the root of things,
else can there be no growing or fruiting; but to be for
ever grovelling at the root we shall remain dealing
with beginnings to the end of our life. Why not
rather see how we may make use of and redeem the
time, so that root, stem, leaves, and fruit alike may
find truest witness in our spiritual experience ?

Tirst, then, see the life of our Great Example, Jesus
Christ. Have regard to the “steps of His most Holy
Life.” Notice how that znerease in the beauty of
holiness was watched by men. “Ie increased in
Javourwith God and man.” The very word is the same.
And as we look back and seek the source of this in-
crease, we read in the same chapter that “the grace
of God was upon Him.” It is because of this fact
that growth is a gift of God, because it is by grace we
stand, that during the season of Spring and Lent we
haye so many encouragements in viewing the life of
our Holy Lord Jesus Christ. What He did we are
to do; the source from which He, as Man, drew the
supplies of help and guidance is still the same for us.
The Fountain is not sealed; the Hand is still open
wide, and the gift is as large and universal as it is
intimate and personal.

Secondly, see the nzeed of this injunction. Stag-
nation is the passive but deadly foe of religious hope
and promise. There is nothing more fatal than this
in the whole poison chest of the power of evil.
View it as we may, we see the action of the stupefying
satisfaction of a sleeping conscience. The stature is
stunted and dwarfed, the moral force is enervated,
The whole spiritual life is robbed of the power to
live, and all because the need of growth is forgotten
and neglected. One of the most beautiful of the
descriptions of Christian character is that which is
given by St. Peter in his Second Epistle,* in which
he speaks thus: ““In your faith add virtue ; and in your
virtue knowledge; and in your knowledge temperance;
and in your temperance patience ; and in your patience
godliness ; and in your godliness brotherly kindness ;
and in your brotherly kindness charity.” The old
Apostle speaks to the young Christian, and shows the
gradual unfolding of the Christlike character, deyelop-
ing, expanding, opening, till the full-grown plant is
ready for transplanting out of the nursery on earth
to the garden of the Lord above. Growth is one of
the great signs of life ; and those means of grace by
which we grow tend to make us realise the end of
-t]he growth, which is the Anowledge of God in Christ

esus.

This, then, is our third point. In many aspects St.
Paul and St, Peter are as different, the one from the
other, as it is possible to conceive. Their characters,
their mode of working, their inclinations, were often
at variance ; but the end of their public service, the
object of their preaching and writing was the same.
They worked publicly and privately to aim at one

* 2 Peter i §-7.

point, and this was the Anowledge of God. So is it
with Christians, humble followers as they are of those
great and good men. Somust it be with all. To grow
into the knowiedge of God on earth is the beginning
of that “increasing in the knowledge of God” here-
after. Begun here, it is growing more perfect, and
will grow as the ages of Eternity give us the power
and hope of realising more and more in Heaven.

This is the grand object of the season of Lent—to
be a help to us in the continual growth which shall
mark our life before God ; and it is the aim of this
meditation to suggest that, through these forty days,
this one longing should be the pervading influence
of their observance—that Lent should not be Lent
only for Lent’s sake, but that it should be for ¢ Christ’s
sake,” that so keeping in view the Easter com-
memorative joy, we may through these days learn
most of all to “grow in grace, and in the knowledge
of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.”

OUR PARISH CHURCHES.

II. BuRWELL, CAMERIDGESHIRE.

T is thought that the present church is the third
building on the same site ; with the exception of
the tower it was all built in 1464. The tower is
much older, distinct traces of Norman work being
visible on the north side and at the north-west angle. The
picture shows that it is considerably narrower than the
nave; evidently it was the tower of the older church, as
is shown by two small windows in the east wall, which
originally looked over the roof of the former nave, but
now open into the interior of the church. When the
present church was built it was nearly as high as the old
tower, so the builders added the octagonal top which is
above the clock-face and cleverly filled up the awkward
gap between the square and the octagon by buttresses,
which are built against three of the shorter sides, the
fourth short side of the octagon being taken up by the
turret at the south-west angle, which contains a good stone
spiral staircase, and which gives a width and dignity to the
tower that it lacks when seen from the north-east. The
small spire at the topis of wood covered with lead ; its chief
beauty lies in its exfreme simplicity, but it makes a good
finish to the somewhat too slender tower.

The church consists of tower, nave, north and south
aisles, with good porches, and a chancel. All except the
tower is good Perpendicular work. Entering the north
porch, we observe the ceiling groined in *“clunch,” the
local stone, which is a kind of chalk, an excellent material
for interior decoration, as it is pure white, and easy to work,
but it soon disintegrates when exposed to the weather.
1 may mention that the memorial to our late revered
Diocesan, Bishop Woodford, in the nave of Ely Cathedral,
is mainly made of Burwell clunch. Going on into the
church, the visitor is at once struck by its loftiness and
elegance, The slender clunch pillars and arches of the
nave, the panel work between the arches and the clerestory,
the long line of windows, ten on each side, which form the
clerestory, the uncommon, almost flamboyant, rose window
in the east Wall above the chancel arch, and the elaborate
carved decorations around it, all surmounted by the oak
roof with its richly carved bosses and its curious groups
of animals on the cornice, form a thing of beauty which is
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4 joy for ever to the
inhabitants of Burwell.
On a label between
the chancel arch ané
the rose window above
it is the following in-
scription in Black
Letter :—

Orate pro animabbg
Fobannig Bener Johan-
nae et Aliciae urorum
cjus parentumaque
suorum qui fiexi fecerunt
hbunc parietem ac
carpentariam Dhujug
ecclesie A.D. HCCTC
LETS 37,

The nave consists
of five bays. There
are four large three-
light side windows in
each aisle, and a still
larger four-light win-
dow at the cast and
west ends of the north
aisle, and the east end
of the south aisle, the
tracery in the heads of
these windows being
very uncommon, exact-
ly resembling that in
some of the windows
in the side chapels ol
King's College, Cam-
bridge. At the west
end of the south aisle
are the vestries for
choir and clergy, which
contain two handsome
but mutilated monu-
ments to members of

the Cotton and Gerard
families. They were
erected in the chancel
in the time of James L, but were shunted into their present
obscure positions when the chancel was restored by the
University, A.p. 1864. I hope oneday to be able to remove
them into the aisles of the church. The choir screen was
restored in 1877 by C. P, Allix, Esq., of Swaffham Prior
House, from the design of Sir Arthur Blomfield, A.R.A.,
who also designed the screens separating the vestry and
the tower from the nave, as well as the *clunch” reredos.

Lrom a photograph.)

The oak panels behind the choir stalls are a careful restora-

tion of the old work, much of which still remains, The
altar is well elevated over a crypt, which is now used for
the furnace and the coal cellar, but which was probably
the priests’ vestry, in ancient times; it is still popularly
known by the name of the Monks' Hole, recalling the days
when the rectors of the parish were the Abbot and Con-
vent of Ramsey in Huntingdonshire.  But the glory of the
chancel consists in its seven great windows with six large
niches and elaborate canopies between them. In these
niches formerly stood life-sized statues, the outlines of
which may still be traced by the remains of the original
colouring at the back of the niches themselves, On
the floor of the chancel is a brass said to be in
memory of John Lawrence, the last Abbot of Ramsey.
It is not very beautiful work, but has an interest of its own

BURWELL PARISH CHURCH,

[ Drarwon by R. Yaylor.

from the fact of its being a “ palimpsest,” 7.¢,, an older (and
much more beautiful) brass was stolen from some one
clse’s tomb, and the back thereof engraved to make the
new memorial. The great want of the church is good
glass. At present, with its large windows, the light is too
glaring, though the green cathedral glass in the chancel
windows produces a pleasing and curious effect; the only
stained glass in the church is in the rose window, which
was inserted by Canon Cockshott, the late vicar (to whose
untiring energy the restoration of the church is mainly due),
in memory of his daughter.

The church is dedicated to the Blessed Virgin, and is
believed to be on the site of the old Castle chapel; at any
rate, it stands on ground which was within the outer ram-
part of the Castle, of which there are but a few stones left
above ground in a close to the west of the church. To the
north-east, about two hundred yards off, there was formerly
another parish church dedicated to St. Andrew; hl_:t the
University purchased this second rectory, consolidated
the two parishes, and pulled down St. Andrew's church
AD, i646? The Registers of St. Mary's date from 1560,
and are fairly complete. 1 have not been able to find
any of St. Andrew's.

NEVILLE Bortox, M.A., Vicar.
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THE FLOWER OF TRUSCOTT’'S
ALLEY,
BY THE REV. A. R. BUCKLAND, M.A,,
Author of ' Strayed East,” ete,

CuarTEr 1L
THE ROSE MAKES FRIENDS.

' '\ HY, little un,”
said old Bly,

s the heavy Step of
BZ 297 was heard
receding in the dis-
tance, “you be cold!
Come and sit down
by the fire, and I'll
make ye a cup o' tea.”
“ Thank you, sir,"
lsaid Rose; “but,

el % lease, 1 would rather

ook for mother.”
There was some-
thing in the child's
voice which suggested

g tears, and, after all,
it was natural enough that she should cry.

But the prospect alarmed Bly, Much as he loved
children, he knew little about their ways, and he had a
very strong hatred of ever secing one of them in tears,
So that pathetic little raising of the voice that heralded
the coming storm roused him to immediate action, k

“Now you listen to me, dear,” he said, in his most
impressive tones; “if mother comes back, where do you
think she would like to see you—sitting down to tea with
pld Bly, or shivering out on the doorstep? Why,” he
added, with a ring of conviction in his voice that no child
could resist, “ I know. She would rather find you by the
fire; you make up your little mind about that,”

Rose said nothing, but she looked wistfully at the door.
_Again Bly was equal to the occasion. Even with
children there is no remedy for sorrow like work, and
he knew it.

“ Now, Rose,—that’s what you said your name was,
didn’t you?—you must help me get tea.”

The old man had really enjoyed his own frugal meal
an hour ago, but with inborn courtesy felt it would be
kinder to sit down again with the shy child than to place
tood before her alone.

Now Mr. Bly's home was so small that the getting of
the tea was a business in which both could take a sﬁare
without being for a moment out of each other's sight.
Once upon a time it had been all one room, but Bly had
found it more convenient to have a partition halfwa
across the middle. This partition he had covered with
pictorial advertisements and illustrations from old news-
papers. _ To the untrained eye the result was a little
curious. Tor in one place a regiment of soldiers, lance
in hand, seemed to be charging savagely down upon a
fat boy who was scrambling for a cake of soap. Higher
up, one of Shakespeare's heroines seemed to be looking
with rapt awz at a highly painted clown using the tradi-
tional poker. Rose did not notice all these effects, but
she thought it a very pretty wall, nevertheless.

The private part of Bly's establishment lay behind this
half partition, and there the two set about getting the tea,

Instructed by the old man, Rose found the cloth, and
laid it on a small square table. Meanwhile Bly himself
was at the fire coaxing it into a blaze by carefully poking

little bits of coal into the most likely places. Then the
kettle was put on to boil, and very scon began to sing a merry
tune, to the joy of little Rose, who presently clapped her
hands with delight as the steam lilted the lid.

“Ah!" said Bly, “now you look bright; see me make
the tea."

So the tea was infused, and then they sat down together
at table. Rose had felt her appetite steadily increasing
as she grew warmer and scented the pleasant odour of the
brewing tea. Now she made great inroads into the bread-
and-butter. The slices were very thick and the butter
very strong, but Rose was not at all critical.

Bly, if the truth must be told, looked on with some alarm
at the serious ravages upon what should have been his
provision for the morrow ; yet he comforted himsell with
the thought that if the little one, thus strangely put into
his care for a while, were there by the appointment of
‘God, He would scarcely allow her to want.

So Rose ate on, and at intervals Bly poured out cups of

the extremely light-coloured tea.

When the meal was over Bly declared it was time to
shut the shop—a business which was soon done, for he
merely fastened the door and took the modest light out of
the window. Then it was time to look at his live stock—
few in number at this season—and here Rose could give
him some help in being at hand with the pitcher of
water,

The question of a bed for Rose gave the old man some
anxiety, He solved it by putting her to bed in his own
narrow pallet, and curling up himself on the worn hearth-
ru%before the expiring fire.

ut before that he drew out an old Bible and read a
few verses. Rose seemed surprised, but when he had
finished she looked up.

“Now I must say my prayers,” she remarked, with a
Serieus air. :

She said them at Bly's knee. They were short, and
ghowed but Tittle care in her teaching. There was, Bly
noticed, no mention of father, although God's blessing
was asked on mother. But the child was too tired and
sleepy for him to put any questions that night.

When Rose opened her eyes the next morning, Bly had
been long afoot, The birds were noisy, and the old man
was giving them food and water, and arranging some of
their cages on nails outside his door. Rose was not long
in dressing, or in finding that her new friend had already
made everything ready for breakfast.

The meal was over when Rose timidly asked a
question.

"ﬁ]ease, Mr. Bly, when is mother coming back for
me ?

“Ah, my dear,” said the old man, who had been
pondering questions of this kind during the night, “how
should I know ? She never left word at all, and if I was
you, I'd just take things quietly and wait till mother calls;
that is, if you can get along with an old man like me.”

“1 like you, Mr. Bly,” said the child with grave decision,
“but I want mother, too.”

“And father 7"

“1 don’t remember anything about father—not any-
thing at all; but mother said there was grandfather, only
he was cross—ever so cross—aund wouldn't want to see
Rosie.” '

“ Maybe mother was wrong," said Bly, standing up by
instinct for the old people,

But now breakfast was over, and he had a plan to
propose.

“I'm going to see a friend of mine presently, and I want
you to come with me."” !
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“INOW I MUST SAY MY PRAYERS.'”

Rose clapped her hands, but suddenly stopped to ask,
*Who will mind the shop 7"

“Oh, that will be all right. There is a young man
who sometimes does that for me."

The " young man " presently arrived. He was very short,
very pale, and had lank smooth hair. His dress was
Fcculiur, for he wore an old morning coat many sizes too
arge for him. The cuffs were turned up, but nobody had
told Ned to take a tuck in the tails, an
came down far below his knees.

But Bly trusted Ned, and that was a very good
testimonial, The “young man” sat down to the remains
of the loal and the tea, to which water had been added
for the third time. Then Bly put on a very ancient
overcoat, examined Rose with a careful eye to see that the
-old shawl was well wrapped around her, and set out with
her for the Vicarage,

Bly found his *‘friend” at home, for the Vicar, Mr.
Morris, was already interviewing any of his people who
wanted advice or help. i

Bly and Rose had to wait their turn, and when it came
Rose was told to step out into the churchyard whilst the
talk went on. The churchyard had been laid out as a

leasure garden, and Rose was strictly enjoined not to go
Eeyond the part within sight of the Vicarage windows.
She was little inclined to roam, for the old man was her
only friend. Moreover, he had given her a small supply
of sweets, which would very well occupy her thoughts for
some time,

So whilst the Vicar and Bly discussed Rose's future,
the child walked gravely to and fro beneath the Vicarage
windows,

But her walk was suddenly quickened to a run, for she
heard a cry of pain farther along the path. Hurrying
towards the sound, she came to a large grave, where a
huge mass of crumbling stone was enclosed by iron
railings. There she saw a little boy of three in a situation
of some peril,

they accordingly

FOR FEBRUARY. 41

His ball had gone through the railings, and, in his
anxiety, he had_thrust his own head through too.

Now his nurse had reasoned that where Master IHarold's
head could go in it could also come out. She had, there-
fore, tried to set him free by hauling at his jacket from
behind. The one result had been a series of terrific
howls from Master Harold, whose chin was being sadly
scraped against the rusty iron.

Then Rose came on the scene.

“ Poor little boy,” she said in soothing tones, “what's
the matter with him 2" -

The nurse explained; not because she thought Rose
was old enough to deserve attention, but because it was
a pleasure to tell somebody how tiresome Master Harold
was.

“Why,” said Rose with indignation, “youll pull his
little head off if you do that. Why don’t you fetch his
mother while I mind him here ?”

To this the nurse, who began to be alarmed at the
frantic struggles of her charge, was pleased to assent, and
Rose found herself alone with the child.

Harold, seeing that his nurse had gone, began to kick
with new energy.

“Poor little fellow,” said Rose, judiciously administer-
ing a sweet from her store, “mother shall come and let
him out.”

. Harold opened his mouth for the sweet, and then sucked
it in appreciative silence.

“Here's another,” said Rose, holding it just inside the
bars. It was below Harold's chin. He brought his head
down to get at it, and all in a moment found himself free
from the railings.

The result was that when the Vicar's wife hurried down
the path, attended by the nurse, to see what was the
matter with Harold, she met the young culprit contentedly
walking home, holding Rose by the hand, and sucking
with much enjoyment one of her sweets,

Rose made two friends that day.

(To be continued.)

fBOUT the end of the month, in mild weather, sow
g lcttuce, such as the white and green cos, cabbage, etc. ;
sow moderately thick. Prepare ground for carrots
and parsnips, Trench one full spade dcep at least.
Sow beet, broadcast, or in drills about an inch deep, and one
foot asunder. Ground should now be prepared for =owing
lecks and onions. Well-rotted manure dug in will be of much
advantage to the plants, Sow peas and broad beans. Beans
and peas which are up should have the ecarth hoced round
them to protect from frost. For carly crop8 potatoes may now
be planted about the end of the month,

Flower Garden.

Sow towardsthe cnd of the month, if mild and dry, larkspur,
Flos Adonis, convolvulus, lupins, candytuft, dwarf lychnis,
hawkweed, sweet peas, and other hardy annuals, As trans-
planting retards and injurcs the after growth of these plants,
they should all be sown in the positions where they are
intended to remain. The seeds should be covered with earth
from half an inch to an inch deep, the larger seeds being
deepest, Plant polyanthuses, primroses, London pride, violets,
gentianelli, kepaticas, also rockets, campanula, sweetwilliams,
Canterbury bells, ete. Transplant carnations in borders where
they are intended to flower. '
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WHAT THE CHURCH HAS DONE
FOR ENGLAND.’

BY THE REV. THOMAS MOORE, M.A.,

Rector of Ail Hallmos, Upper Thames Street; duthor of ** The
Englishman's Brief)' ete.

IT.

THE CHURCH AND THE MAKING OF THE Laws
OF ENGLAND.

AR HE Anglo-Saxon people in their heathen state
i [ | brought with them their own laws when they
w ' came to England from their German Father-
an

" These laws, which were of a very primitive and
simple character, were well suited to their tribal life
and settlements, and embodied the essential principles
of English freedom and independence. ;

The genius and spirit of the ancient English people
expressed in these laws are still characteristics of the
English race, and are found in its representatives all
over the world. Love of freedom and a spirit of
independence, combined with a respect and rever-
ence for law, were distinguishing features in the cha-
racter of the early English people, even before they
were enlightened by the truths of the Christian Faith.

It is outside our object here to dwell upon the
Anglo-Saxon laws as they existed amongst our heathen
forefathers, before they were converted to Christianity.
Readers who wish to study these will find them set
forth in substance in Green’s “ History of the English
People,” “The Making of England,” by the same
author, and in various histories of “The Anglo-
Saxons,” to be found in most public libraries. Here
we have to deal only with those laws of the Church
and realm of England which owe their origin to
the agency and instrumentality of the Church, and

which have left their permanent impress upon the
Church and Kingdom.

The Laws of Ethelbert.

After the conversion of the English people, most
of the laws which were introduced into the coun:
owed their origin to the Church. Ethelbert, King
of Kent, shortly after his conversion, submitted laws
after the Roman model to the Council ‘of his wise
men for their consideration and confirmation. These
laws chiefly concerned the protection of the Church,
the safe-guarding of her rights and property, and their
peaceful and undisturbed possession on the part of
the bishops, clergy, and religious communities. This
was the first recognition of “ Church and Realm” as
separate estates in England, and the first Act of the
Parliament of an English kingdom, dealing with the
Church as a separate and independent body within
the State whose bishops and clergy, together with
their rights, privileges, and property, were entitled
to the protection of the law, and were at the very
founding of the Church in England so protected by
the Civil Power.
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The First Christian Parliament in Northumbria.

The next great Act of an English Parliament, which
was passed through the instrumentality of the Church,
was that which was enacted by the Council of King
Edwin’s wise men in his kingdom of Northumbria
(627), whereby, at the suggestion and by the persuasion
of Bishop Paulinus, and with the consent of the king,
they resolved to repudiate their ancient heathenism
and accept Christianity.

This was a great and momentous act of national
legislation which was freely done by the legislature
of Northumbria, at the instance and by the prompting
of Bishop Paulinus. It was an Act passed by the
Parliament of the heathen Northumbrian kingdom
after a full and animated debate, in which a chief
Pagan priest and a leading nobleman took the chief
part.

Portions of their speeches on the occasion have
come down to us ; and judging from their merits, both
the priest and the thane were able and effective
speakers. The result of their words and of the per-
suasions of Paulinus on the assembly was that, while it
met and began its deliberations as a Pagan Council, it
ended by declaring itself a Christian legislative body.

The Council of Whitby.

At the Council or Conference of Whitby, held in
the year 664, the Church and State were both re-
presented. Oswy, the king, presided, and bishops,
priests, and representatives of the monastic orders
were present.

Ecclesiastical questions on which much difference
of opinion prevailed were considered,—such as the
time of observing Easter, and the shape of the priestly
tonsure. Decisions were there arrived at, which in
themselves might be considered unimportant, uniting
the Church in Northumbria and the Church in Kent
in the observance of common uses. These decisions
not only largely contributed to the unity of the Church
throughout the different kingdoms, but even to the

unity of the kingdoms themselves. Thus, as in the.
~ kingdom of Northumbria in 627, the National As-

sembly under King Edwin, prompted by Bishop
Paulinus, repudiated paganism, and adopted Chris-
tianity, so in 664, when questions on which differences
of opinion arose in the Northumbrian Church, the
King and others representing the State, in conference
with the bishops and others representing the Church,
came to certain decisions upon vexed ecclesiastical
questions which afterwards became and continued to
be the law of the Church and realm throughout the
various English kingdoms.

The Laws of Ine, King of the West Saxons.

Ine, King of Wessex, convened a Council of the
wise men of his kingdom, which was attended by the
Bishops of Winchester and London as representatives
of the Church, as well as by many representatives of
the monasteries. At this Council he caused to be
enacted certain “ Dooms,” or laws for the regulation
of the affairs of the Church and kingdom. But all
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and everything that he did, or that the Council did,
in the shape of legislation was done at the suggestion
of the bishops and other representatives of the Church,
so that what' are called Ine’s laws really originated
with, and were formulated by, the Church.

In those days the Nation or the State was as deeply
religious as the Church was national. There was
then no suspicion or distrust between them. What
the Church suggested the King and his Council of
wise men accepted. The will of the Church had only
to be expressed to the King and his Council in order
for it to become in all matters the law of the Church
and realm.

The Laws of Wihtred, King of Kent,

In the year 696, Wihtred, King of Kent, held a
Council of the wise men of his kingdom at Bearsted,
near Maidstone. Bertwald, “high bishop of Britain,”
as he is called,—that is, the Archbishop of Canterbury
—and the Bishop of Rochester were present, and at
this Council “every degree of the province,” we read,
“spoke in accord with an obedient people.”

Among the laws passed affecting the kingdom were
several of the most minute and severe character, safe-
guarding the property of the Church, and guaranteeing
inviolate and intact her prerogatives and privileges,
especially against intrusion, infringement, or inter-
ference on the part of laymen, who in those days were
not entitled to meddle with ecclesiastical affairs.

Another Council of the wise men or Parliament of
the kingdom of Kent was held by Wihtred near
Sittingbourne, about the year 727, when laws were
passed in favour of the Church, which were afterwards
described as “The Privilege of Wihtred,” though
indeed all the laws comprehended in that “ privilege ”
were, in the main, but laws recognising and confirm-
ing those rights and liberties of the Church of which
she was already possessed, and which she had enjoyed
under the reigns of previous kings.

The Laws of subsequent Kings previous to the
Norman Conquest.

The laws of Kings Alfred, Athelstan, Cnut, and
of Edward the Confessor, which constitute the very
essence and basis of English Constitutional Law, the
main provisions of which were afterwards embodied
in Magna Charta, were all suggested and formulated
by the Church. Neither King nor Witan, nor both
together, were qualified or competent to legislate
without the aid of the Church.

Magna Charta procured and safeguarded by
the Church.

Magna Charta itself, which contained no new English
law, but was simply a re-statement of the ancient laws
of the kingdom, which tyrannical kings had tried to
ignore and to over-ride, was chiefly the work of the
Church.

It was the Church that not only obtained for the
people of England a re-statement of their rights and
liberties in this famous document called Magna Charta,

but it was the Church that jealously watched over
and guarded this precious record of the liberties of
England, and that to this end had it read in the
congregations of her churches at stated times every
year to put and keep the people in remembrance of
their precious heritage of freedom,

The Church not only helped to make the Laws,

but also to administer them.

Not only did the Church help to make the laws of
England, but when they were made she took the
chief part in their interpretation and administration
up till the time of the Norman Conquest.

Until that time, throughout all the previous history
of early Christian England, the bishops sat side by
side with the King or the King's representative in the
Great Court of each kingdom, and when all the king-
doms became one, then in the Great Court of the
one kingdom of England, for the interpretation and
administration of the law, both civil and ecclesiastical,
It was only after the Norman Conquest that the laws
of the Church were administered in a Court separate

from the Court in which the civil laws of the kingdom.

were administered.

After the Conquest the Church had not so much
to do with making and administering the laws of
England as in Anglo-Saxon times. But she had
effectually done her legislative work tor the English
people before the coming of the Normans, and had
embodied in the laws of England the great principles
of personal and constitutional liberty— principles which
no kings have been able permanently to ignore or to
set aside, and which have come down unimpaired to
us in the present day as the great historical heritage
of Englishmen, for the possession of which they are,
in the main, indebted to the Church,

TO YOUNG MEN AND MAIDENS.

VENTURE to ask the at-
tention of young men
and maidens on a subject
closely associated with the
lives of many of them, viz.,
Courtship, * Well, really! ”
I fancy I hear some one
exclaim ; “who is this offici-
ous person who presumes
to intepfere in a matter that
cannot concern him? Court-
ship is so essentially a per-
sonal thing that no outsider
ought to intrude upon it
s> with his theories.”
I readily confess that it does seem somewhat imper-
tinent to attempt a paper on such a topic ; but having
weathered the storm myself, and being now safe home
in port, I venture nevertheless to offer a chart to those
in need of it. Its directions are brief, simple, and
practical ; and, if followed, will, I doubt not, assist
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them in reaching that haven where, if I may be
pardoned for saying so, most young men and young
women would be—the haven of matrimony.

The first direction I find in my chart is, that
marriage must be based on love. Of course every one
knows that, but many aef as though they were ignorant
ofit. Did we not have, some time ago, columns of
letters in the Daily Telegraph declaring that marriage
was a “failure”? But when those effusions were
analysed it was easy to see the cause of the disaster.
Marriages had been contracted from other motives
than love. Young people—I am a long way off the
sere and yellow leaf myself—cannot learn this lesson
too soon. Many go “courting” with the conviction
that love will come to them by-and-by; that after
marriage, at any rate, it will be all right, and that they
will settle down as others have done before them.
This is a snare and a delusion. You who are
“engaged ” make quite sure that you love each other
now. It is not difficult to apply an effectual test,
“To love is to go out of self.” Is your courtship

-making you less selfish towards each other? It ought

to do so. 1If it is not, beware that you are not deceiv-
ing yourself and your partner by harbouring love’s
counterfeit,—a mere sentiment that will vanish as soon
as the first trial or difficulty crosses your path. Unless
you are loving each other with a self-sacrificing love
you will find matrimony—that is, if you ever get so
far—anything but a haven of rest. ;.

Another direction I find in my chart is this: Let
your “courting days” be a real preparation-time for
the duties that lie ahead of you. Is it not painful to
see the frivolity and gaiety that so many engaged
people indulge in?  “ Life is real, life is earnest,” the
poet sings, and we have, or ought to have, no time
to waste. Every moment should find us trying to
discipline our characters and to develop those
Christian gifts and graces without which our lives
must lack true beauty. If we act in this way then
there will be an end to that unreality—I know no
better word to express my meaning—that engaged
couples sometimes affect. Be open with each other,and
show yourselves in your true colours. Who amongst
us has not known persons—men and women alike—
who to their lovers’ face are all beams and smiles,
but behind their back show themselves to be irritable,
self-willed, and bad tempered. The mask, of course,
comes off after marriage, and then——!

Once again. My chart tells me to beware of allowing
courtship to interfere with duty. Some young men,
I know, are ready to deafen their ears to every call—
even to the calls of God—so long as they can prove
what they miscall their devotion to their future wife.
On the other hand some young women are so exacting
that they compel their lover to show attention to them
whatever other duty he may neglect. Here again are
dangerous waters. The calls of business or of home
ties, for instance, may sometimes clash with lovers’
engagements. To neglect them is wrong, and cannot
be productive of any lasting good.

THE CHURCH MONTHLY.

The fourth direction in my chart is very important.
Wherever possible, worship together regularly every
Sunday. It is, I know, so easy to find excuses for
the neglect of this rule. Work has been so pressing
during the week, and a walk on a fine Sunday morning
is so pleasant. But nothing will atone for the want
of regular habits of devotion, and it is so helpful to
worship side by side. This is not always practicable ;
but in case of absence each can remember the other
at the Throne of Grace, and thus there will be union
in spirit.

Finally, Ifind my chart recommends engaged couples
to be one in the Lord. This shall be my last word.
Let both parties subordinate their love for each other
to their love for Christ. They will not be the losers,
but the gainers ; their love will be the purer, and their
lives the happier. H. C. Hogan.

»

QUINQUAGESIMA SUNDAY.

‘Now we see through a glass darkly, but then face to face.™ -
1 Conr. xiii. 12.

i RUE Light, that lightest all in Heaven and earth,
Light us, Thou Light Divine,
dl Children,—Thou mad’st us, by a second birth,
Children, O Lord, of Thine;
Heirs of a life undying,
The hidden life above ;
Strong, on Thy strength relying,
Safe in a Father's love,

The carth, that here so oft is dimmed by tears,
Shall be, like man, new-born,
The Heavens, unrolled through unimagined years,
Be bright with endless morn ;
No room is there for sorrow,
Toil, trouble, want, or care,
None anxious for the morrow ;—
There is no morrow there.

Light there,—eternal Light, and Life shall reign
O'er all without, within,
No stricken soul e'er bow beneatfl the pain
Of unforgotten sin ;
The day shall have no ending,
No night its shadows cast,
All present gladness blending
With gladness in the past.

We darkly now, as in a mirror, sce
These wondrous worlds on high;
Teach us, dear Lord, to live our life in Thee, .
The life that cannot die;
Till ever higher soaring,
By Thy redeeming grace,
Before Thy Throne adoring,
‘We see Thee face to face.

Horyprorton RECTORY. GoDFREY THRING.
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FOR YOUNG POULTRY-KEEPERS.
BY THE EDITOR OF FOWLS."
ET us now consider the matter of poultrv-keeping

simply in the light of supplying food for the home.
Instead of allocating ninety-nine parts of the
garden for the growth of vegetables and one part
for the production of eggs and poultry, divide the garden
equally in two parts—one half to be planted with vege-
tables, and one half devoted to the rearir% of poult;{;
which would require the least labour? hich would
produce the better food 2 Which would make the better
return !

Let us take up these points in their order.

L. Which would require the least labour? The answer
is so apparent, that one scarcely needs discuss the matter.
The greater part of a cottager's garden work is what
I might term /Jeawy labour, being principally with spade
and hoe, whilst the work of the poultry yard is essen-
tially Zig/t. Besides the feeding, which the man or his wife
should always do,—for overfeeding poultry is the cause of
numerous ills, and children in\'ariagly overfeed,—all the
other duties the young folks can easily accomplish, and will
take a pleasure in doing them. They will make the fowls
their pets. Surely, then, this isno small advantage to a
man who works twelve long hours in the field ; for even if
he prefers ‘o do the work himself, it is not only Zig/t work,
bl.i§ :} change of work, which always affords an agreeable
relief.

Now let us take the second point.

1L Whkich wonld produce the better food? By better food
I mean not only the more appetising, but the more nourish-
ing. I fancy if I were to invite my critical friends to
dinner, and in one room I placed my garden produce,
cooked in every conceivable way, and in the other some
specimens of my poultry yard, roast and boiled fowl, etc,,
and egps cooked in the one hundred different ways in
which they can be prepared, methinks one room would
be inconveniently crowded, and the highways and hedges
must be sent to to furnish the other with guests. Some, no

doubt, would prefer a judicious blending of the two, as
a man said to me, at the last tea-meeting 1 attended,
when I handed him the ﬁ!ate of cake in one hand and
the bread-and-butter in the other, “Only give me time,
sir, and T'll take both.” This is just what we can have
by the half-and-half system 1 am advocating.

To decide which is the more nourishing food we will call
in the aid of the analyst, and see what he has to say.

Potatoes contain. . , , 1'8of Flesh forrers,
Egs’ . . . « 140 ]
Poultry :: vl S wasie) vie IO : :,

So that it will be seen from the above that the food
derivable from the poultry yard is of a vastly superior
kind, better suited to supply the waste occasioned by the
wear and tear of daily toil.

Now my last point is—

UL Whichwould make thebetter veturn? 1donot purpose

- deluging this article with figures, because those for whom

these remarks are intended have little faith in them. Th
simply dismiss all calculations, however carefully prepare
with the remark, “ Oh yes, it looks all very well on paper.”
1 will only say, then, plenty of hens and pullets can be
found to lay one hundred and thirty eggs per annum;
some will not only attain to, but even exceed, two hundred
during this period. These last, of course, stand at the
head of their profession. And what excellent food this
eglg food is! Every doctor in the kingdom knows its
value.

A hen costs about 14. or 134, a week to keep, according
as the house scraps are plentiful or scarce. ell)'f she does
her duty, then, towards the egg basket, as stated above, she
is indeed a faithful and profitable servant. If she fails in
this duty, don’t give her a month's notice, but dismiss her
at once,

- Then, again, the flesh of poultry can be produced at 4.
per 1b.; why should not a chicken or duckling grace the
table of a working man oftener than it does? What food
can be better, or what cheaper ?

The dwellers in the suburbs of our large towns are far
in advance of their country cousins in the management of
poultry, although they labour under so many disadvantages.
A small back yard, barely large enough to swing a cat, into
which the sun scarcely ever shines, is tenanted by half-a-
dozen laying hens. (?;'een food is difficult to obtain, and
numerous other drawbacks need to be overcome. Yet by
intelligent and judicious treatment they are made to show
a goodreturn. In spite of such difficulties, if the suburban
poultry-keeper can succeed, what ought not country folk
to accomplish with their large ens?

Let a man try the half-and-h

systam, and I'l tee
-he won't be disappointed at the regult of the half m to

oultry-keeping, providing he goes about it in the right way.
t l:iula change over year by year—the half that grlt_ms
vegetables next year grow poultry and eggs the year alter,
This change wilrnot only ;l:r?we beneﬁéiggo theyl'owls, but
greatly improve the crop of vegetables. .

PRIZES ESSAYS AGAINST DISESTABLISHMENT.

Tue Liberation Society recently offered to young people four
prizes for Essays in favour of the Disestablishment of the
Church. We have therefore determined to give Four Prizes
of £10, £5, £3, and £2, for Brief Essays by young persons of
cither sex, on certain phases of the Disestablishment Question.
Particulars may be obtained on application By LETTER ONLY tO
Mr. Freog, Suernock, Clurch Monthly Office, 30 and 31, New
Bridge Street, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C,
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“WHAT BOB BOLTER THOUGHT.”
BY FREDK. SHERLOCK,
Author of “ Among the Queen's Enemies,” efc,
(See Hlustration, page 26.)

A ES, sir, I'm only a rough sort of a chap, and know
dl more about horses than men; and taking 'em one
with another, I'm not so sure whether horses bean't
more knowledgeable than men as things go." And
Bob Bolter looked at me so earnestly, and there was so much
sincerity in his tone, that I was bound to take his view seriously.
He was the waggoner at * Corben’s Farm,” and had a reputa-
tion far and wide in East Kent as the tectotal waggoner,—not
a teetotal waggoner, please note, but #he (yes, we will print it
in capitals), THE TEETOTAL WAGGONER.

1 asked Bob what made him an abstainer ? He closed one eye,
looked verygrave, and promptly replied, “Why,those twohorses!”

¢ Wonderful horses, Bob, they must be,” said I, “But how
have they done it ?”

“How, sir? Well, I'll tell you. They've done it because
horses are more knowledgeable than men,—that’s how!”

It would take too much space to recount how Bob explained
to me the “ knowledgeability " of horses, Their strength, their
patience, their firmness, their good temper, their affection.
Those two horses which he tended so carefully deserve almost
to be spoken of as his guides, his counsellors, his friends.

“You see, sir, they know me better than 1 know myself;
and it was those two beauties made me leave off the drink.”

Then, not to make a long tale of it, he told me how, asa
younger man, he had been rather fond of stopping at the “Black-
smith’s Arms,” which he had to pass on his way from Corben’s
Farm to Canterbury, and that upon one occasion, when he had
taken the usual “drop too much,” he got into trouble, and was
locked up at Canterbury for being drunk and disorderly, and
incapable of taking charge of his horses. The policeman “almost
swore his life away,” and said Bob was ‘*as drunk as a beast.”

[ paid the five shillings and costs, and Farmer Corben took
me back to work again, and weren’t ‘ Rover ' and * Forester'—
that's what we call the two beauties, sir—glad to see me back
again? Oh no! just you take my word for that! Then, sir,
it was put in the papers, and what that policeman said was
printed against me—* Drunk as a beast !’

“ Next week, when I went along, the landlord of the ‘ Black-
smith’ asked me in, but I didn't go; and when I was making
the home journey he was waiting for me with some of the old
stagers --his regular customers,—and they made a dead set to
get me in, But I didn’t budge, and so they hollared after me
‘Drunk as a beast.” Well, sir, it was very riling like, but I did
some thinking about it, and it came to me all of a sudden,
‘beasts don't get drunk,’ and that was a kind of solid comfort
to me. And they don't get drunk, sir. Look at them two
beauties, sir, the best horses all round these parts; they're
teetotal, and so am I. And I bless the day when I turned
over a new leaf, and it’s the horses that made me do it! Yes,
and I try to be kind to them, because you see they've been so
very proper sort of kind to me!”

Bob Bolter's testimony may not count for much with some
people, but is it not a lamentable fact that our dumb animals
suffer very much indeed from the intemperate habits of drinking
people 2 Many of the cases of cruelty to animals mentioned
in our police-courts are the direct results of intemperance,
Horses, ponies, donkeys, goats, how much they endure and
suffer on Bank Holidays from people excited by drink ! At the
end of a long day’s pleasuring the overladen vans must be
taken home somehow, and the poor beasts are lashed and
kicked and tortured in order to get them over the ground
quickly. Nor is it only that the poor beasts suffer from the
intemperance of their drivers. How often do we read of
what are called “accidents,” which would not have happened
at all but for the drink. Children run over, old people knocked
down, drivers tumbling off their seats and falling under the
wheels! The newspapers chronicle these and similar horrors
every week, Truly the Royal Socicty for Prevention of
Cruelty to Animals ought to have the heartiest co-opcration
of every friend of Temperance.

BIBLE EXPLORATIONS.
BY THE REV. W. SUNDERLAND LEWIS, M.A.,
Vicar of St. Mary's, Hornsey Rise, N; Author of * Zae Great
 Problem," ete.
t/A HERE in the Bible do we read of the journeys men-
tioned below—
13. A journey of three men to a place where one of
their number was both found and lost?

14. A journey of two men from a city which they had never
seen till the moment before, in company with one who never
saw it again before death ?

15. A memorable journey which was followed by many
longer journeys of a wholly different kind ?

16. A journey of three men from one city of Palestine to
another, to see one of whom the man who sent them had heard
the day before in a very marvellous way ?

17. A journey in which a certain leader obtained first-class
success but only second-class fame ?

18, A journey in which a certain king spared another king
and ruined himself ?

19. A night journey of at least 471 men from one city of
Palestine to another ?

20. A journey of at least 71 men from the city last referied
to to a third ?

21. A journey of ten men from the city these three m.n
came to to the city they had left ?

22, A journey of two men, first on land, then through water,
then on land again, and finally, as to one of them, away from
this world ?

23. A subsequent journey of 50 men which ended in dis-
appointment ?

B 24. Three journeys of 51 men each, two of which ended in
re ?

*u* For the conditions upon which prises are given in this department
see the January wumber.

OUR PUZZLE CORNER.

BY THE REV. J. W. HORSLEY, MA,,
Vicar of Holy Trinity, Woolwich; Author of ** Fottings from
Fail" ete.

1. Find twelve buried nouns in the following : —

Dame Trot, a bard of nursery fame, tells each urchin that the
lions who beat unicorns are rewarded ; but that the knave who
thinks he might be authorised to steal tarts which were
becoming stale is (on dit) chastised. .

2. Seen in a church, but never in a pew :
Cockneys abuse me, yet they use me too,
3. The natural end of every living dog.

DoveLe Acrostic.
All work, no play, is bad they say;
All play, no work, is absurd ;
But you will find then both combined
~ In this my double word.
1. His name I really do not know ; do you ?-
But he was father to my No. 2.
2, My No. 2's a fair princess’s name,
A famous mountain's aloe is the same.
3. Of this a bumper I would fill to thee,
But 'tis a drink we moderns never see,
4. With this you search this corner
The first of every month,
5. Far backward we go to find her name;
Backward or forward 'tis the same,
6. When Stanley on his travels went
To visit unseen lands was his intent &
But when their wonders he had seen, don® yoa
Pronounce my last the best thing he could du?
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® for a closer walk wifh ©o0.

Music by the REvV. PROFESSOR H. C. SHUTTLEWORTH, M.A.

Words by Wi COWPER.

(Eucuaris. C.M.)

(Rector of St. Nicholas Cole Abbey, £ C)
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3. What peaceful hours I once enjoyed,
How sweet their memory still !
But they have left an aching void
The world can never fill.

4. Return, O holy Dove, return,
Sweet messenger of rest :
I hate the sins that made Thee mourn,
And drove Thee from my breast.

5. The dearest idol 1 have known,
Whate'er that idol be,
Help me to tear it from Thy Throne,
And worship only Thee.

6. So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame ;
So purer light shall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.

ASKED AND ANSWERED:

s Weshall endeavour to answer all questions whichk are of inlerest
to the majorily of our readers, and {o advise wher we Sce a pro-
.E‘)m' of doing. good. gmsu'ons”s}mufd be addressed (o M. F.

HERLDCE, *Citurci Moxtiry” OFFICE, 30 & 31, NEW BRIDGE

StreET, LONDON, E.C. In each case mguirers m?? ﬁfmst give their

;:3:;?‘ tord addresses, which of course will be held as strictly

A. B.—If you send full particulars of your case to Mr. Mon-
tague Williams, Q.C,, Worship Street Police Court, E.C, we
are sure he will help you.

R. Dixox.—The Royal Holloway College was founded in
1883, It is situated at Mount Lee, Egham, Surrey, and its
object is to supply the best and most suitable education for
women of the middle class. The Secretary is Mr. J. Clifford-
Smith.

A Vistror.—You ought to bring the case under the notice of
the National Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children.
Send a line to the Rev, Benjamin Waugh, 7, Harpur Street,
Bloomsbury, W.C.

H. H. M.—You will find just such a book as you want in
« All Through the Day,” by the Rev. George Everard, M.A,,
Vicar of Christ Church, Dover. It is published by James
Nisbet & Co., and has short devotional readings for a month.
This gtnctical little book will no doubt prove most helpful and
useful.

R. R. SpenceR—It is said that the Panama Canal will be
the greatest engineering feat of the kind the world has ever

scen. Tt is designed to connect the Atlantic Ocean from
Aspinwall (or Colon) with the Pacific.

Orcanist.—The Royal Academy of Music was established in
1822, and was incorporated in 1830. The present Principal is
Dr. Mackenzie, composer of “ The Rose of Sharon” and other
well-known works.

L. P. PetErs.—The Severn tunnel is 7,664 yards long.  Sir
John Hawkshaw was the engineer-in-chief.

J. J. Erus,—Dr. W. G. Grace, the renowned cricketer, was
born at Downend, Bristol, in_léq.& He is a total abstainer,
and upon more than one occagion has given sterling help to the
cause.

R. Younc.—Your letter should have been sent to the editor
of the publication to which you refer.  'We have no room for
correspondence.

FErrex Epwarps.—There are several papers which you would
find useful, The Temperance Chronicle, the Temperance Record,
the Alliance News, the Band of Hope Chronicle, the Dritish
Workman. These are all published at 1d. each.

Tue Rev, F. A. Powys, of Branksome Park, Bourncmouth,
referring to the statement recently made that Bishop Tucker
is the only unbeneficed clergyman promoted to the Episcopate
in modern times, reminds us that the late Bishop Venables, of
Nassau, was curate of St. Paul's, Oxford, when appointed to
the bishopric, and certainly unbeneficed ; and also the late
Bishop George Selwyn, of New Zealand and Lichfield, who
was c.rate at Windsor at the time he was promoted.










