


[ o e T

9. '@arfbolomem’s, '@uoi‘ﬁf

L5 L

B . -l
.

Services in the Pavish Chureh.

SUNDAYS— 8am. Holy bommunion, and on the 1st Sun-
. day in the month, also after Mattins.
11 am. Mattins and Sermon.
2.45 pm. Children's Service.
3.00 pm.  Baptisms.
6.30 pm. Evensong and, Sermon.

COLLECTIONS at 8 a.m. for *he Sick and Poor Fund; at
11 am and 6.30 p.m. on Ist and 3rd Sundays for Church
Expenses unless some special objeot is announced.

SAINTS DAYS and HOLY DAYS—
8 a.m. Holy Communion.
10 a.m. Mattins.
7.30 p.m. Choral Evensong and Sermon

All other Week Days—
8.30 a.m. Mattins (with the Litany on Wednesday
and Friday)
6.80 p.m. Evensong.

HOLY DAYS OF THE MONTH.

Tuesday, May lst. Festival of S8.8. Philip and
James, Apostles and Martyrs. We cannot give any
good reason why theso two Apostles should have been
coupled together for joint commemeration. Philip is only
mentioned by name in 8. John's Goepel, where he seems to
bo represented ns of a epecially enquiring mind, and craving
for a further knowledge of God and heavenly things. He
was one of the first disciples found by our Lord, and he
brought Nathaniel or Bartholomew to Him, It is not cer-
tain whether James, the son of Alphicus, is the same James
who took such a leading part inthe early days of the Church,
and seted as first Bishop of Jernsalem. The collect takes
up the words of a pnssage in 8. John (xiv. 6, §, 1) where
our Lord specially discourses to 8. Philip, snd prays that
we may learn so to know the Lord Jesus Christ that we
may follow His blessed Aposties in the way that leadeth to
eternal life.

Thursday, May Srd. Ascension Day,—one cf the five
greatest commemorations of the christian year. Its im-
portance is marked by the use of special Psalms, and a
special Preface in the Communion Service. The Ascension
is the closing scene of our Lord's earthly life. For forty
days after His Resurrection He apj cared inmany ways and
many oceasions to His disciples, instructing them for the
duties which they would soon have to face. At thbe end of
this period in their sight Ho ascended from the earth,
showing that the time of His humiliation was completed.
It took place on one of the quiet valleys upon the Kastern
sido of the Mount of Olives (S. Mark xvi. 10; 8, Luke
xxiv. 51 Actsi. 9.) Our Festival is placed foity days
aftor Easter, and ten days before Whit-Sunday—to coincide
with the position cf the actusl day between the Jewish
Fensts of Pnssover and Pentecost. The disciples were told
to remsin at Jerusalem till the Holy Spirit should come
upon them. TLis took place at Pentecost. The eollect
puts us into the place of the disciples praying for the com-
ing of the Holy Ghost to. comfort us, and that by His
guidance we may &0 Jive thut we may hereafter ascend to
the presence of our Saviour.

Sunday, May 13th. Whitsunday—taking tha |
the a:l:ish Feart of Pen'ecost, Oréthin day we
orate the coming of God the Holy Ghost upon the disciples
as related in Actsii  This was the first day on which the
followers of Christ bagan their active work in His Name—
by proclaiming in the midst of Jerusalem His death and
resurrection as the sacrifice for sins, It was the birthday
of the Church, and we are reminded that her work, ex
when it is spoilt by the wickedness of wan, is carried on by
the working of the Holy Spirit—that the Holy Spiritisin
her, and in every member of her unless He has been rejected.
It is the specinl Festival of the Holy Spirit.

Sunday, May 2Cth. Trinity Sunday. After com-
memorating, throngh the seasons from Advent, the Revela-
tion of God through the one Medintor, Jesus Christ, this
Sunday is set for us to reflect upon the Nature of God
Himself as He has ravealed Himself to us, and that especially
in regard to what we call the doctrine of the Trinity The
Catholic Faith declares that though God is One, yet
in the Godhead there are Three Holy Persons, Tho Father,
The Son, and The Holy Spirit. Some people conclude that
wo affirm what is impossible, and against our reasons, and
what therefore cannot be believed. This is not so, and the
idea only arises through ignorance of the Catholic Faith,
We do not say that God is Three and Oue in the same way—
that wounld be contrary to our reason, and therefore inczedi-
ble—what we do affirm is indeed bayond our reason, and
that is quite a different thing and may reasonably be a
subject of belief. In the collect we 'iprsy that we may be
kept steadfast in this old Faith of our fathers and the
Saints.

Subjects for Sunday Morning Lessons and Catechizing at
the Children's Service on Sunday Afternoons in May :—

May G. Special Acts i B
Hymn to be learnt—

18. " Acts ii. 1-21,
20. sy Gospel 8 John iii,
1-15. 154
27. Revise, :
Daplism.

(There is no fee whatever for Baptisms, and the names ara
not put in the Magazine if it is not wished)

April 22nd—One Infant.

COLLECTIONS IN CHURCH.
Sick and Poor. Church Expensos. Special.

& 8. A, £ 8 d. £ s d.
April 1st: 0 4 4 2 4 7% Fegro Boy Fund
8th: 0 5 1 —_— 013 0}
Diocesan Societies
15th : 07 % ——— 216 5
1 00
22nd : 0 4 5 ———  Added before being
Poor Box: 0 1 &

sent away.

Totuls £1 2 6




Hpmns.

Holy Com. Matins, Cbildren s Service. Evensonz,
261
May 1st < — — - 411
26
147
rd — - - 801
( 25
201 1} 347 148
fith — 818 154 149
H32 a04
155 154 154 154
325 157 207 155
822 359 v 152
13th o 513 207
193
824
160 160 160 160
20th 193 161 154 164
281 163 22
8(v.1,4,5) 4 217 270
27th 198 210 154 184
202 176 19

PARISH NOTES.

The month of May will bring the great Festival of Whit-
sunday. Being one of those times which brings a general
holiday with them people are apt to forget its religious meaning.
We have spoken of this above. Wo must call aitention to the
fact that it is one of the days in which the Charch expects all
Christian people to receive the Holy Communion. We were glad
to find that on Easter Day this year the number of communi-
eants was considerably more than last, but still there were sadly
fow considering the population of the parish. So far as we can
find any record there were more preseunt at the Choral celebra-
tion on Easter Day than ever before at one time  All being well
there will be w Choral celebration on Whitsunday, at 8 a.m,
Also, beginning on Trinity Sunday, there will be one or two
hymns always sung at the early Communions on Sundays
They will be foun | set down in the Magazine every month with
the others. .

There will bo a Preparation Service for the Whitsunday
Qommunion on Wednesday evening, May 9th, at 7.50.

By permission of the Churchwardens there will be collections
on Whitsunday for Foreign Missions.

OHILDREN take notice there will be a collection for the
NEGrO Boy Fuxp on the afternoon of Whitsunday.

It is proposed to hold a Public Tea on Whit-Tuesday.
This will be followed by a Theatrical Eutertainwent by some
gentlemen and ladies from Loughborough. Further notices
will be out in a few days.

~ The few Missionars Boxes taken out for Lent, a1d given in
at Easter, prodaced £1 0s. 23 , which has been sent to the
Society for the Propagation of the Gispal.

Omr Fridsy evening, April 13th, the Annunal Meeting of
Sahserilie 5 to the Day Schools was held. Tha Managers for
last year were re-elected except Mr. Bilesworth, who refused
to serve, Mr. 3. White being elected in his stead.

We must refer again to some matters mentioned in last
month's Magazine. Following up what was said at the Vestry
Meeting about the Churchyard, it has been determined to ex-
pend more trousle upen it, and in the first placa to have the
whole of the grass cut more often and more closely than hitherto.
The question of railings along the paths has no® yet been settled.
It is wished to do only what is absolutely necessary to keep
children and oters off the edges of the turf without giving the
appearance of a strict enclosure. Probably an experiment will
be made during the coming month. It is evident that one per-
son in the parish at least is pleased at the prospeet of railings
along the paths for the Vicar has received tphe following letter.
As will he seen no nawe is put to it, but no doubt the name
will be disclosed before the money is wanted to pay for the
improvement.

Quorn, April 2nd. 1804,
Rev. and Dear Sir,—I was so pleased to see in the Magazine
that a railing for the Church path had besn thoaght about,
towards which I will gladly give £1 between now and next

Christmas. Yours respectfully,

ONE WHO WISHES TO REMAIN UNKNOWN.

We promised also this month to give soms further account
of the Organist and Choir Fund. To meet ali the expinses in
relstion to the mu-ieal part of ths serviess just £59 a year is
now needed. Up to the prese it time the follo #ing subseriptions
have cowe in:—

£ x .
Mrs, Hole G 0 0 0
Capt. Warnar ... g 10 0 0
Rev. E. Foord-Keleay vor 6 0 0
Mr, Cridock = B 100
Mr. Hiyward ... e ‘o 8 0 0
Mr, Meakin ... o ST 300
Mr. Thornton ... v 1 00
Mrs, Cuffl'ng, Senr, = 100
Mr. G. White - - L 0o
Mr, Firr 1 00
Mr, Hensman ... bk % L 00
Mrs. Foord ... 2as = Lei0s i)
Me J Foord-Kelcey = = is0 0
Mr. Backhouso .. - -~ 0 6
Mr. Ward 010 6
Mr, Brown ... il W 010 0
Mr. Popper ... e 010 0
Miss Inglesant... o e 010 0
Mr. Cuffling ... 05 0
Dr. Unitt - aoh e 05 0
Miss Wright ... o . 05 0
Miss Ey Wright a 05 0
Mr. Lunecas .o e i 05 0
Mr. Bolesworth s o 05 0
Mr. Laundon ... i 0zulbs O
Mr. Sanders ... Av e 05 0
Miss Hawker ... Ve ; n 26
Mr. Millis P 0.8 6
Mr. Sault 0 2 6
Mr. T. Smith ... 0 26
Mr G. Dexter, Junr. s e 0 2.6
Mr, Facer e . e 0 2 ¢
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“GIVE US THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD.”
BY THE RIGHT REV. THE BISHOP OF DERBY.

AL can only try to gather just a few of the
thoughts contained in these well-known
simple words. We will take them in their
natural order.

1. “ Give"—It is the petition of a child from its
father. Any father or mother knows the word well.
It may get tiresome in its répetition, but a father likes
to be asked, even though he may not give. And God
our Father likes giving ; He is always the Giver. He
© says, “Ask what I shall give thee.” Jesus Christ
points to an earthly father's gifts, and then adds,
“How much more shall your Heavenly Father give
good things unto them that ask Him?” So if the
word “give " comes naturally to a child’s lips, it comes
still more naturally to the lips of one who prays,
because there is so much more power and will in
the Father to give.

2. “Give us.’—* Give” is generally the first word
in a child’s request ; but it is not the first word in the
Lord’s Prayer. The prayer is almost half finished
before “give” comes. It is God’s glory first, His
Name, His Kingdom, His Will ; and #ken our needs.
What a model of self-restraint! “Seek ye first the
kingdom of God and His righteousness, and all these
things shall be added unto you.” I fancy our private
prayers constantly need this caution, this self-restraint.
We want something badly for ourselves, and it seems
so little for God to give ; we want it so badly that it
has got the first place in our hearts, and therefore
in our prayers; we want it, irrespective of God’s
glory and our Father’s will. And the result is that
if we do not get it, we are inclined to sulk; and we
know exactly how a sulky child feels,

But if a child's first word is generally * grze,” its
second is almost certainly “me.”  © Give me this; I
want it for my very own.” This selfish instinct, this
desire of possession, comes very early, as every parent
knows. Later on an elder child may come with a
request which will include more than himself, but it
is not the first instinct.  The idea of self comes before
the idea of brotherhood. The Lord’s Prayer breathes
brotherhood all through. Prayer must not only be
self-restrained, it must be unselfish. Yet how many
prayers are prayed which really come to nothing more
than “ Give me ! ”

3 “Give us this day.”—The prayer is for to-day,
not to-morrow. To-morrow shall take thought for
the things of itself.  When it comes, it will be to-day,

VIL 35.]

and with its renewed needs must come renewed
prayer. Two lessons, then, we may learn from this :
first, that it is possible to be over-anxious in our
prayers; and secondly, that the need for prayer is
continuous. To-day has its own needs, its own
worries, its own trials and difficulties ; but it has, on
the other hand, its own strength. What a power of
strength there is in the man or woman who rises from
prayer in the morning, after having laid the outlines
of the day before God, as far as they may be seen in
prospect, and having asked the Father to give the
strength which may be needed, and having resolved
to use the strength when given! If you have really
prayed to do God’s will, you will be ready to say,
“Give us this day ” the strength to go and do it.

4. “ Give us this day our daily bread.’—Now we
have the petition in full, and how exquisitely simple
itis! Vet it contains the only hard word to be found
in the Lord’s Prayer. The word translated “daily ”
is found nowhere else. Many meanings have been
given; but it is satisfactory to have the authority
of such a scholar as Bishop Lightfoot for saying that
there is probably no other English word that comes
nearer to the true meaning. “Qur daily bread” ;
that is, the bread which is necessary for our liveli-
hood ; the bread without which we cannot do our
appointed work ; the bread which is to sustain us
for the day that is upon us. It seems so little, and
yet how much is included ! So little, for there is not
one word of the luxuries and comforts of life, things
which because they are so common we have got to
view as necessaries. There is no part of the Lord’s
Prayer which I suppose means so little in the lips of
many. They know they are sure of their daily bread,
and would be ill-content if it were bread and nothing
more. They have been used to these good things all
their life ; they come unasked ; probably they include
them all in an indefinite way in the words *our daily
bread.” The words have different meanings in the
mouths of the Dives and Lazarus of to-day. Yet
surely that parable may remind those of us who fare,
if not sumptuously, yet at any rate comfortably, every
day, that it is mockery to ask our Father to give ws
our daily bread, if we never think that what we have
is His gift, and if we are careless and indifferent about
sharing these gifts with others who have them not.
What a privilege to be able to be the channel by
means of which our Father’s gifts are distributed !

(AN rights reserved.)
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I have hardly alluded to the many other deeper
meanings included in the words, “our daily bread.”
I am sure that, though these other meanings are
truly to be found there, the simplest is the truest.
Our Father cares for these bodies of ours; we are
meant to keep them in health; we are right in in-
cluding their wants in our prayers. . The Lord’s
Prayer would not be a perfect prayer for human
beings if there were no mention of their bodily
wants. But how small a portion of the prayer is
devoted to them, and yet how large a portion of our
daily thoughts and aims is centred on them! And
even in this one petition the prayer goes beyond the
needs of the body. Surely we pray also for that
heavenly food, of which the elements in the Holy
Communion are the sign, means, and pledge, which
we need continually to strengthen and refresh our
spirits in the daily battle against temptation, and
which will preserve both body and soul unto
everlasting life.

KNEELING IN CHURCH.
BY THE REV. MONTAGUE FOWLER, M.A.,
Chaplain to the Archbishop of Canterbury.

O many of us the habit, on entering God's House,
ol kneeling down to offer a short petition, and of
adopting that posture at all times of prayer, is so
natural, that the necessity for dwelling upon the
duty of " bowing the knee " appears superfluous.

And yet it is impossible to disregard the fact that
there is a vast number of people who habitually join in
Divine worship, and yet utterly ignore the obligation laid
upon the followers of Jesus Christ, to use the recognised
method of showing the spirit of devotion.

The Old Testament supplies many instances of this
custom among the chosen race. Ezra tells us how 1 fell
upon my knees, and spread out my hands unto the Lord
my God, and said . . ." In Psalm xev.—the Fasuite, which
we sing daily in the Morning Service—we are invited "to
wcrshiP and fall down, and kneel before the Lord our
Maker.” We read how Daniel, after the extraordinary
decree made by King Darius, “went into his house ; and
his windows being open in his chamber toward Jerusalem,
he kneeled upon his knees three times a day, and prayed.”

Similarly, in the New Testament, we learn how Jesus
‘‘kneeled down, and prayed,”in the Garden of Gethsemane.
The same words are used of St. Stephen, St. Peter, and
St. Paul, and of the company of the faithful at Tyre,

In the Epistle to the Romans, St. Paul, quoting from
Isaiah, says: “It is written, As I live, saith the Lord,
every knee shall bow to Me, and every tongue shall confess
to God," And writing to the Christians at Philippi, the
Apostle urges that **at the Name of Jesus every knee
should bow.”

The custom of kneeling during prayers has prevailed
from earliest times in the Christian Church. It was so
l’:ni\rersal. that prayers gained the name of * bending the

nee.”

The importance of the practice is indicated in our Prayer-
Book (portions of which date back for many centuries),
by the rubrics, or notes explanatory of the services, which
give the explicit directions that, at certain places, the
congregation are to kneel. If we take the “Order for

Morning Prayer” as an example, we find this rule laid
down, (1) before the Confession ; (2) before the Absolution,
to pronounce which the Priest stands; (3) before the
Lord’s Prayer, where Priest and people again kneel to-
gether; (4) after the Creed ; (5) before the Collects.

And in the Service of the Holy Communion, the * Invita-
tion"” (as it is called) commencing * Ye that do truly and
earnestly . . ." explains what is meant by the word * to
kneel,” because it urges those who remain to partake of
the Blessed Sacrament, “to make their humble confession
to Almighty God, meekly kneeling upon their knees.”

The habit, so common among the men of the congrega-
tion a generation ago, of standing up with the hat inverted,
and uttering a short prayer while gazing into it, is happily
fast dying out. But there are many churches where
lounging across from the seat to the book-rest is substituted
for the true posture of kneeling. I remember how at one
church with which I was connected, where this custom
was prevalent, the Sunday School children, not unnaturally,
endeavoured to imitate their elders. But as the pews were
wide, and the children small, the result was that occasion-
ally a small boy, who had wedged himself into the un-
comfortable position I have described, was unable to
avoid slipping, and consequently descended with a erash
upon the floor.

I do not wish to lay down a hard-and-fast rule, that
under no circumstances is a prayer to be offered to
Almighty God in any other position than that of kneeling.
On the contrary, 1 would urge, and urge most strongly,
that the practice of ejaculatory prayer should be encouraged
in every possible way. It frequently happens that some
critical decision is forced upon us suddenly, or some strong
temptation assails us without warning. At such times it
is a great privilege to feel that, wherever we may be, and
whatever may be our surroundings, we have free access
for guidance and support to the Giver of all Good.

At the same time, I would earnestly do what I can to
discourage the practice—due partly to thoughtlessness,
partly to indifference, and partly to self-indulgence—of
sitting or lounging during those portions of the Church's
services which are appropriated to prayer and \\'orshiﬁl.

When we lift up our hearts in spirit before the Throne
of Grace, we are approaching, as humble suppliants, the
great Ruler of the Universe, and it is fitting that we should,
by our outward gesture, indicate the homage and respect
which we feel.

‘What would be thought of the man who appeared before
his sovereign to receive some mark of favour, and refused
to kneel when his knighthood was conferred on him ?

And yet there are many who will not pay this mark of
allegiance to the God—Almighty and Eternal—at Whose
hands they are craving some great blessing !

We are not concerned with the question of whether or
not a prayer will be answered if we are standing or sitting,
instead of kneeling. The point is, are we prepared to
go out of our way to ignore the universal practice of the
Christian Church as to the posture in which prayer is
offered, and thus fail in devotion and respect to Him Who
hears and answers our petitions ?

Lastly, let us remember how easily others are led by
example. Is it right to give a weaker brother, or the
young whom we wish to train in habits of reverence, the
opportunity of excusing their own laziness by quoting our
action ?

' Let everything be done decently and in order.”

When you sing your praises, sfand. When you hear
the Word read or preached, sé#Z. When you pray, ineel
upon your knees,




OUr OF DARKNESS.

OUT OF DARKNESS.
BY MRS, WILL C. HAWKSLEY,

Author of ' Black or White 2" ** Less than Kin" * Held to Her
Promise,” ** Shattered ldeals,” ** Our Young Men's Club,” ete., efe.

CuaprTER IX.
A DARK HOUR.

T is a2 most un-
fortunate thing,
the way in which
Mr. Ryder has
allowed himself
to be mixed up
in the matter.
Of that there
is no doubt—
though I my-
self;” said Mr.
Keen, the law-
yer, ‘“quite ex-
onerate him from
\ : all blame.”
b5 Ll “But this is
S | terrible ! ' ex-
S =\ VA claimed Mr. Jax-
on, at the same moment that Mary passionately de-
clared that she would trust Guy’s word against the world.

“ Has he any idea that suspicion rests upon him?”
the clergyman inquired. ;

Mr. Keen, who, at Stella’s earnest request, had
remained at Kingston Villa until the arrival of the
travellers, shook his grey head dubiously. But it was
Mary who spoke. Mrs. Jaxon could be impulsive
upon occasion, and was the hottest of partisans—as
any one who had ever heard her enter upon a defence
of her “lambs ” could testify.

“ It is far too ridiculous a notion to have come into
his head without some one having put it there in so
many words,” she said hotly. But though Walter
smiled down at her, he did not look convinced.

“Mrs. Jaxon, I fully agree with you in thinking
him innocent of all complicity with the Clives,”
returned the solicitor in his measured tones. “On
the other hand, it never did good to any cause to
ignore the truth. And the truth upon this occasion
certainly does not all tell in Mr. Ryder’s favour.”

Mary sighed, and flung off the hat which she was
still wearing. She and Walter had only arrived in the
house a quarter of an hour ago. But it was im-
possible even to ask the solicitor, who had waited so
long for their coming, to exercise his patience, or
delay the private interview any further. Upon its
absolute privacy, by-the-bye, Mr. Keen had insisted,
for reasons perhaps best known to his prudent soul.

“I'm afraid I'm stupid,” said Mary, feeling rather
snubbed, and taking refuge in humility. “I daresay
Walter has grasped all the points, but I am quite
sure that I haven’t. Would you please just go through
them again ?”

“Willingly. The first circumstance, then, that seems
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to involve Mr. Ryder in the business, is that some weeks
ago he presented a cheque at the Bank. In payment
he received twelve notes, each for a thousand pounds,
two of which he immediately had placed to his own
credit. Of course upon this there arises the question
why and by whose authority? Number two in order
of time, though scarcely second in importance, is the
consideration that that cheque was undoubtedly forged
by some one or another, yet endorsed by Mr. Ryder,
who admits the signature. Last of all comes the fact
that the cheque which Mrs. Brookes did assuredly
sign, and herself give to Mr. Ryder—she happened
to mention to Stella that she had done so, and
this again Mr. Ryder corroborates—was changed by
Mr. Clive. The endorsement upon this document
Mr. Ryder declares to be a forgery, in support of
which, however, there is, you see, only his word. In
any case, it is certainly a much more cleverly executed
imitation than that of Mrs. Brookes’ name, which I
wonder the Bank folk ever accepted. ° At any rate,
that the cheque, at some time or another, passed from
him to Mr. Clive can be definitely proved. This has
a very ugly look.” :

“Of course the idea is that he gave it up and
presented the forged cheque for the bribe of two
thousand pounds?” said Mr. Jaxon as the solicitor
paused, ““Making him do so was an undeniably
clever dodge, as no one would have suspected him
of evil.  Quite possibly that was how the signature
escaped scrutiny.”

“ Quite possibly, as you say. Yes; that is, I believe,
the theory of the police, so far, at least, as I can make
it out. Naturally they are not very open with me, but
by putting two and two together that is what I gather.
And it may so easily entangle him in a charge of
conspiracy ; which would be a sad thing for a young
fellow just at the opening of his career.”

“Especially for a clergyman, who, above all men,
must guard his reputation,” said Walter. Whilst Mary
asked, “ How does he account for the two thousand ?

“That's the worst of it. Such an unlikely tale!
He says that it was a sudden whim of Mrs. Brookes’
to give it to him as a sort of trust for her late husband's
children,—for you, and Stella, and Jack, in fact. But
the drawback is that the sum seems quite too much
to be flung away in a freak, and far too little to be
applied to the purpose he names. Altogether it looks
improbable.”

Mary nodded thoughtfully, evidently turning over
the information in her brain.

“Exactly what any one would say who didn't know
much of Mrs. Brookes,” she observed at last. * But
for all that, precisely the idiotic sort of thing she
might do at any moment. But didn’t he give her a
receipt? Isn't that forthcoming? ”

They were standing in a group round the fire which
Stella had ordered for Mary’s comfort, and she was
kneeling upon the hearthrug, warming her hands as
she talked and listened. All three had been too
intent upon the conversation to notice the door open,
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“ Tt makes me wretched to see him,” Wynne con-
fided to Stella one day during the ensuing week,
when she had run in to see her friend. Attired, as
always in Shingleby, in the nurse’s dark costume, she
looked very subdued and white, as though Guy’s
troubles weighed almost as heavily upon her as upon
him. “1 went in yesterday, and there he was with
all his dry old books and things strewn about, doing
nothing. I, like a duffer, asked him what text he

*had chosen, and you should have seen his poor eyes
glance up at me! ‘No more need of sermons until I
am cleared from this,
he said. And then—I
wouldn’t tell anybody but
you, Stella, but he posi-
tively broke down, and
cried.”

The tears rose sympa-
thetically to Stella’s eyes,
and rolled slowly down her
pale cheeks, whilst Wynne,
too bitterly rebellious for
such relief,satand watched
her weep. I wish Jack
were here,” she remarked
at last.

“So do 1,” from Jack’s
sister., 1 wrote and told
him all about it yesterday.
The Jupiter is cruising
though, sothere'snotelling
when he mayget the letter.
But why do you want him
so particularly ?”

“1 don't know. I think
he might do Guy good,”
she answered. “ It was
just a silly fancy, like most
of mine.”

 Miss Ryder, you must
indeed be changed!” cried
avoice from the conserva-
tory. * Your fancies silly !
And confessed to be so!
Never!”

The vivid blush with
which Wynne turned to
meet Dr. Jaxon’s greeting was possibly another con-
fession of a different kind, and one which the physician
was not likely to overlook, even if he made no remark.
But it would have taken a greater surprise than this
sudden arrival to render Wynne speechless, especially
when the choice lay between chattering and an
ignominious breakdown.

*Oh, how nice to see a cheerful face ! ” she cried.
“ Have you heard of our woes, and come as a solace ?
Or must we tell, and so bring a cloud over your
sky ?”

He laughed, and pretended not to see Stella, for
the moment, thus affording her a chance of drying
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her eyes. Certainly he could not but admit to
himself that, whatever might be the state of affairs
at Shingleby, the familiar sound of Wynne's voice
was even more pleasant than he had anticipated.

“I've heard,” he said. “But why groan? While
there’s life there’s hope! Hope on, hope ever! Nz
desperandum, * 1 will never despair,’ as I heard a man
render it the other day. There's a good i

“If youve any more proverbs to let off perhaps
you'll write them down,” remarked imperturbable
Wynne.

“ Such observations are too valuable to be
forgotten, and I couldn’t
A trust my memory farther.
3 What brings you here ?”
W ¢ A letterwithwhich my
devoted and always re-
vered sister-in-law” (witha
profound bow to Mary,
who had followed him)
“favoured me yesterday
informing me of the pre-
sence of Walter and her-
self in these parts. Now 1
ask any impartial observer
whether I should not have
failed in my duty had I
not run down to offer my
respectful homage ?”
B ““He's more ridiculous
& than ever,” sighed Wynne,
with a resigned air, to Mrs,
Jaxon. Then, approvingly,
“Still it was rather nice
of you not to give us the

have done, Dr. Jaxon.”
 Chilled mutton is my
aversion,” he retorted,
“and I think the sheep a
detestable animal, since
only from its carcass is
that objectionable joint
which you have named
provided. Why should I
be charged with having a
similar one to offer?”

He was rattling off the
first nonsense that came uppermost. In truth the
sight of Wynne's face, now that the flush of pleasure
and surprise had left it, looking so very white and
pathetic, was too much for him. And not being a man
who wore his heart upon his sleeve, he scarcely knew
what to do or say to comfort her. So he talked
rubbish, for the sake of saying something.

But in the meantime events were happening in Guy’s
rooms which none of those who loved him guessed.
Could they have done so, there would have br::el} a
speedy end to the smiles that at present were irradiating
four countenances in the Kingston Villa dining-room,
and to the ray of sunshine that Harry scemed to

&

coldshoulder, as you might.
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have brought from smoky London with him to
Shingleby.

Only an hour earlier the fancy had occurred to
Mr. Ryder that he would take advantage of this
hateful freedom from engagements to run up to
town on business. Guy was not without his literary
ambitions, concerning which he had been for some
little time in correspondence with a publishing firm.
For weeks he had been desirous of paying Messrs.
Dowse & Stroud a visit, and no better opportunity
than this of fulfilling his purpose was likely to occur.
Carefully sorting the papers which were the centre of
these hopes into a small black bag, therefore, he rang
the bell, and then went out into the hall. His sudden
notion had barely given him time to catch the train,
which started in ten minutes ; and during the inevit-
able pause before the appearance of the lodging-house
servant he ran down the front steps, having not a
second to lose. The girl, seeing him outside, came
to the door.

“'Tell Mrs. Vyner that I shall be back to-night,”
he called out. “I'm off to London for an hour or
two.” :

He started at a run for the station. But before he
had gone a dozen yards he was brought to a sudden
standstill by some one grasping his arm. Turning his
head, he saw a policeman—one whom he had visited
in sickness, and therefore now recognized.

“What is it, Daker ? Don’t hinder me now, there’s
2 good chap. See you to-night, at any time you like
after eight.”

The other touched his helmet civilly enough, and

m an embarrassed manner began to shuffle his feet.
Even the majesty of the law does not always confer
dignity ! But he did not loosen his hold upon Mr.
Ryder’s sleeve.
. “Well, are you going to keep me here all day?”
returned the clergyman, for the moment without a
suspicion as to the meaning of the man’s action. It
was the sound of his own words which first revealed
to him some hint of the situation. But in a moment
the constable had confirmed the dawning idea—an
idea so terrible that it turned the unfortunate cleric
cold with shame and horror.

“T've my orders, sir, to watch until yer showed
signs o’ sloping, and then to arrest yer on the spot.
I'm sorry, sir, but I must do my dooty !

Half-a-dozen loiterers were already gathering to
enjoy the scene. For an instant darkness seemed to
fall over Guy’s vision, shutting out the sight of those
curious, careless eyes. Then, as the momentary
faintness passed, he beckoned Daker towards the
house he had just left.

“Come inside, then! We cannot talk here. I
was only going to town on business. See,” opening
the handbag as they entered the hall, and displaying
the contents. But Daker, if convinced, was, at any
rate, not to be moved.

“I've my orders, sir. And now that yer understand
about them I daren’t let yer out o’ my sight. The
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magistrates is sitting, They can do what they like
about it, but come along to them yer must. I'm
sorry enough it’s me to take yer!” he added ruefully.

And indeed, trivial as the circumstance of his
individuality seemed, Guy was sorry too. He fancied
that this arrest might have been less hard to bear had
it been made by a stranger.

The news was not long in reaching Kingston
Villa, and in quenching the short gleam of brightness
that had shown itself there. A note, sent up from
the police station, whither Guy was first conducted,
brought down Walter and his brother, prepared
to give bail to any amount. And since the evidence
offered by the police was simply formal, no difficulty
in accepting it was made. But the open charge,
the horrible publicity of the business, seemed to
crush Guy’s spirit more than all which had gone
before. When he left the building it was with his
confident air of innocence gone. He hung his head,
and avoided the gaze of other people almost with the
aspect of a guilty man.

“T shall stay at your diggings and look after you,”
declared Wynne, who had accompanied the gentlemen
to the court at her own urgent request. “They can
row as much as they like at the Hospital.”

“But you are due there now!” he objected, as
they walked along, four abreast.

“What do I care? They can’t go on worse than
they have done before ! ” recklessly, her eyes kindling,
“or say nastier things, the brutes! I shall stop with
you, Guy !”

It was the first hint she had given him that she, too,
had something to endure, and it came as a fresh
shock to his wounded soul. For a moment he did
not know what answer to make, but, unexpectedly
enough, it was Harry who came to the rescue—Harry
who had taken up a position on the other side of
Wynne.

“It wouldn’t mend matters for you to do wrong
because people suppose that your brother is a sinner,”
he said. *“ Besides,” more softly, “ he must be alone
for a little while. Look at his face. Come. Be
brave. Let us see you to the Hospital.”

It was the last advice she would have expected him
to give, perhaps; yet without a word she yielded,
thereby displaying a submission that surprised and
half angered herself. If he considered it her duty to
go, well, she would do it. But what right had he to
interfere ? So she walked along between Harry and
Walter with a slightly surly and aggrieved aspect, and
listened with a feeling of resentment to such scraps
of consolation as either man could conjure up and
present, though all the time she was conscious of a
certain comfort and strength in the mere fact of Dr.
Jaxon’s presence.

And Guy?

The hour which followed was indeed his hour of

-darkness—one in which he seemed able to find no

ray of light.
A disgraced name could never be offered to Stella.
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A suspected clergyman could never take part in his
sacred work again. Thgse were the two ideas which
pressed upon his brain, repeating themselves with
painful, horrible iteration. And he had so loved and
gloried in his holy calling! He had so yearned to
call Stella by the sweetest name in the world—the
name of wife! Was he mistaken in dreaming that, of
late, she also had had vague fancies of a time when
she should share his life? And then poor Guy shook
himself and tossed the hair off his forehead, and tried
to hope that he had been mistaken—tried, and of
course failed.

But even in the midst of such tossings and buffetings
in the ocean of his sorrow, he had at least one sure
source of comfort, to which he clung with the
desperation of a drowning man to a strong rope.
He was innocent, and Gop would be his witness,
lacking all other. The Farner, Whose child he, was
would send down from above and draw him out of
those deep waters. He would not allow His Church
to be scandalised by an action undertaken in reliance
upon His strength by the weakest of His sons. At
the right moment the deep, sweet voice of Love
would sound o'er the waves commanding, “ Peace,
be still ”; and the great calm should follow. Already,
as he knelt in prayer, and laid bare his soul, with all
its burden of anguish, at the Feet of the Crucified, he
could feel the first semblance of that calm in his heart.

But Guy's ground of hope was the more secure.

CrarrErR X.
CHOOSING A HELPMEET.

T was utterly im-
4 possible, at that
season of the year,
when the organi-
zation of the win-
ter's work must be
immediatelytaken
in hand, for Walter
14 Jaxon to remain
bl many  days at
i Shingleby. As
impossible did it
pri. seem to Mary to
4 stay for long away
i from her babies,
* to say nothing of
her consideration
y for the needs of
the lads whose Baptism had been, at their own earnest
request, postponed until she could be present to wit-
ness their profession of faith. Yet how to leave Stella
alone with the step-mother who, though she had.
quickly regained her physical strength, was as far as
ever from mental recovery, was a difficult matter.
“Of course you must go home,” said Wynne,
when one day Mary dropped some hint of her
perplexities, “and of course Stella can’t be deserted.

W b g S R £33

I shall come and take care of her. I'm sure tha
Mrs. Brookes needs a nurse. And I shall bargain
with Stella to keep three cakes always on the go.”

Mrs. Jaxon's troubled face cleared a little, though
she looked doubtful.

“But you haven’t been your full time at the
hospital,” she remarked. *“Even if we applied for a
nurse they would not send you.”

“Try it,” nodding significantly. “You see,” she
went on, in her most confidential tone, “ I'm a trouble
just now. People,” her eyes filling, “are not all as
kind as they might be, though some are very good.
Then, too, it isn’t the invariable custom to keep a
nurse from outside work until she is fully qualified.
Do just as you like, of course, and don’t move in the
affair so far as I am concerned if you'd rather have
some one more aged and experienced. But——"

“I'd prefer you to anybody,” declared her friend,
with sincerity.

“Then, as I said before, try ! ?

And having taken the advice, and succeeded in
obtaining the services of “ Nurse Wynne,” Mrs. Jaxon
set about the preparations for her return with a relieved
heart. How she yearned to kiss and hug those pretty,
small morsels of humanity-from whom she had never
before been parted, and who were themselves longing
for “ movvy,” only her motherly heart could tell.

“Of course Walter and I will come down again at
any time, if you need us,” said Mary to Stella upon
the morning of departure. “ And perhaps,” pointedly
addressing Wynne, “Harry may run over before
long. T'm not good at law matters, and don’t know
whether the people who have offered bail have to
turn up occasionally or not.”

“ Dr. Jaxon said something about being here when-
ever the trial came on. But, of course, at present
nobody can tell when that will be,” said Wynne,
trying to speak carelessly, and to disregard the burning
sensation in her own cheeks. “I'm sure nobody
could have been kinder than your husband—and
Dr. Jaxon, too, especially as he had never even met
Guy before he saw him in the police-court.”

But Mrs. Jaxon murmured something about wishing
that both she and Walter could have done more, or
helped Guy out of any of his tribulations by a longer
stay in Shingleby. Then the cab arrived, and there
was a loud call for “Mary.” She went out into the
hall, followed by the girls.

“I must say good-bye to the poor old mother,” she
exclaimed. “Give me two minutes, Walter.”

She ran upstairs to the sitting-room which had,
since her seizure, been arranged for Mrs. Brookes
upon the same floor as the bedroom, and tapped
lightly at the door. A maid, who had been instructed
to remain with the invalid during the short absence
needed by Wynne to make her farewell, opened it.

“I wish I were leaving you better,” said her step-
daughter, taking the hand which lay limp and passive
in Mrs. Brookes’ lap. “You must make haste and
get well, you know.”
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gestures.  And then, as the horses moved on, Mrs.
Jaxon had seen him gently, almost coaxingly, put
away the hand and pat the woman soothingly upon the
shoulder, whilst he himself took a step away from her
in the direction of temptation. “He niver raised a
finger agin me in his loife, ma’am,” Mrs. O'Hara had
often assured her. But as Mary proceeded upon her
way, half repentant that she had not added her per-
suasions to Nora’s, she questioned whether anything
could be so exasperating to a wife as that soft, weak,
yet resolute persistence in ill-doing. The next news
she received of Nora was of her death.

How could she advise him to take another woman
into his home, to be harassed and crushed and
tormented by similar treatment? Yet Nora had been
weak too, not averse to “ half a pint,” nor invariably
set against taking a share in her husband’s pleasures.
And there were the children to be considered.

“Well, I shall be at home by half-past nine to-
morrow. Bring the widow to see me after the night-
school is over.”

It was at the night-school that Thursday the
arrangements were finally made for the much-longed-
for Baptism. .

“I would like as many of you to come to church
as possible to-morrow at seven,” Mrs. Jaxon, who had
no idea of keeping the matter a secret, told the young
men when the time arrived for her “talk ” with them.
“T think most of you know why ?

Half-a-dozen heads bent a little lower and haif-a-
dozen usually bold faces flushed. They were not
ashamed, perhaps, of the step they were taking. But
Mary understood that a little shyness was only natural,

“Cos Stacey, Charlie, and t' rest of ’em, is to be
Baptised,” sang out Wilson, who had had parents suffi-
ciently well instructed to bring him in his infancy, and
who, therefore, felt perhaps a trifle of superiority.

“ Just so. And since you must all help them to
keep the promises they are going to make, I should
like you to hear what those promises are. Will you
doso?”

Small fear as to that! Curiosity was motive
sufficient, and a forest of ready hands was instantly
lifted.

** And afterwards will not some of you, who already
bear the mark of Curist upon your foreheads, want
to join the Confirmation classes with Furniss and
Beresford and the others?” she went on. “Con-
firmation is just like the second part of Baptism,
and gives—oh, more blessings than I can tell you,
now ! Gop the HoLy GHosT comes down upon you
and lives in you. Your bodies become His temple,
and He will remain with you so long as you try to live
as He would have you and to keep alive the flame of
love to Hiv. Fancy these bodies of ours the temples
of Gop t”

There was a pause, such as often came in the
midst of those “talks.” Palfreyman, the most daring
of all the rough audience, broke it. .

“I'd ‘ate it,” he said honestly. “ Theerd be no

‘“THE MOTHER GAZED DOWN AT THEM,”

fun then. On'ey church-going and sich soart, ef Gop
wor aboot wi’ un arl th’ while.”

“HE is that already, Jim. Do you suppose HE
waits to see after you until you go and look round to
find Him 2"

And thus, once more, she sought to instil into their
minds some idea of the great MasTER, to whom,
whether they would or not, they belonged, and so to
induce them to become in body and soul the willing
instruments of His good pleasure.

O’Hara, accompanied by a tall, rather angular-look-
ing woman of perhaps forty, was standing upon the
doorstep as Mary approached the Vicarage, his hand
upon the bell. Mrs. Jaxon was in time to admit the
couple with her own latchkey. :

“I always like coffee after my night-school,” she
explained to the person whom Michael introduced
simply with a “Shure it’s hersel’, ma’am.” * Perhaps
you will both come and have some too ? ”

It was ready, according to previous arrangement, in
the dining-room; and as she poured out the hot
coffee, Mrs. Jaxon tried to draw her guests into some
freedom of conversation. But to-night even Michael’s
tongue seemed tied ; and as to the woman, she could
hardly be made to utter a word. All observation had
therefore to be of the superficial order, notwith-
standing which Mary was favourably impressed.

“You have no children, I think ?” Mary remarked
to her at last. “ Would you like, Mrs. Brown ” (she
had found out her name by this time), ““to come up
and see my babies? They are asleep, you know.”

The hard face lighted up.

“1 ’ood that,” she said. And as they went upstairs
together, she added, * I've allus loved th’ little uns.”

Ivy and May lay, with rosy faces and even breathing,
in their cots, looking pictures of innocent childhood.
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Their mother gazed down at them with a world of
love in her eyes.

“Arn’t they sweef?” she whispered. “Oh, I do
so pray that the dear Lord will always keep them as
pure and unspotted from the world in soul and body
as they are now ! ”

Mrs. Brown put out one finger and touched little
May’s white arm as it rested on the quilt. Then she
turned and looked at Mary, a very frank, straight-
forward expression in her eyes.

“(’ coorse, I knaws aboot O’Hara bringing me
here,” she said. *“And I wanted to tell yow, Mrs.
Jaxon, I’'m main and sorry fur ’is bairns. ’E’s not ocop
t’ mooch., Still I'd tak’ im and do the best I could
joost fur them. And may ‘appin I might manage
im too.”

After which breaking through of reserve Mary’s first
idea deepened. Before they rejoined O'Hara she felt
tolerably certain that if anybody were fitted for the
difficult post he had to offer it was certainly this
strong, self-reliant, north-countrywoman. And when,
ten minutes later, as she was bidding the odd pair
farewell, Michael gave his chosen a nudge, as a hint
to hasten her departure and leave him behind, Mrs.
Jaxon's advice was ready.

“If she accepts you, Michael, you'll be a lucky
man,” she told him. Thereby sending him away in a
state of great contentment.

Nothing fresh arising to postpone the Baptism, it
was in the course of the next evening that Mrs. Jaxon
experienced one of the deepest joys of her life. She
stood with the lads whom she had been enabled to
lead thither, beside the font, gave the Christian names
of each to her husband, and watched the glittering
drops of water descend and the cross traced upon six
young brows thus marked with Christ’s sign. Her
heart was very full as she walked home with Walter
afterwards.

(To be continued.)

“«WHAT WE CAN DO!”
(A TEMPERANCE SONG.)

L.

fll H, what can we do, my brothers,
To speed the cause along ?

‘We can speak a word to others,
We can cheer them with a song,
We can give them hearty greeting,

‘We can shake them by the hand,

We can bring them to the meeting,

We can help them firmly stand !

11.
Oh, what can we do, my brothers,
‘To haste the longed-for day
‘When the weeping babes and mothers
Shall wipe their tears away ?
We can sow the seed and reap it,
‘We can help the sad hearts sing ;
‘We can sign the pledge and keep it,
In the strength of Curist our King!
FREDK, SHERLOCK,
Author of ' Among the Queen's Enemies,” ele.
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ASCENSION-DAY.

4 URELY this is a day to be much observed., Indeed it
is strange that it should ever have fallen into neglect
among Christian people, for it is the day of crowning
triumph in our Blessed Lord's earthly sojourn. It
is in some ways even more glorious and joyous than Easter
Day itself, the Day of His Resurrection. For then He had to
stay for forty days more here below, still among the sins, and
sorrows, and sufferings of men. His, holy Body, however
much changed and spiritualised, had not yet put on the
heavenly clothing of light and glory, But now—to-day—the
carthly sojourn is ended at last, All is fulfilled ; the work
below is done; and the Son of God returns to His Father's
home of glory. We seem to hear the choirs of Angels chanting
the old prophetic words: “Lift up your heads, O ye gates;
and be ye lift up, ye everlasting doors ; and the King of Glory
shall come in.” [f there is joy in Heaven over one sinner that
repenteth, what must there have been when the Saviour of
sinners returned from Hjs earthly sojourn, His work accom-
plished, the Atonement completed, a sinful world redeémed !
When the Spirit of Jesus went and “preached to the spirits
in prison,” that is, when His Spirit, parted for a little space
from the Body, went into Paradise, and visited the souls of the
departed in their place of waiting, proclaiming to them, as we
may well understand it, the fulfilment of the long-promised
Redemption, then surely there was rejoicing in the ranks of
the holy dead. But the joy and the triumph must have been
tenfold greater when, soul and body re-united, the King of
Glory mounted as Conqueror the everlasting throne. Glory
and great worship were laid upon Him. All power was given
unto Him in heaven and in earth. And now He reigns as
King. “Thy throne, O God, is for ever and ever: the sceptre
of Thy kingdom is a righteous sceptre.” And we, His subjects,
are here below, waiting a little while till He returns to take
us to our home,—Tue Bisnor oF WAKEFIELD,

AMONG THE EMIGRANTS.
BY F. M, HOLMES,
Author of “ Fack Marston's Anchor," ete.
i IRST of all,
I hired my-
self to a
" farmer.”

“Then, after-
wards, you took up
a grant of land of
your own ?"

“1 did, when 1
got to know some-
thing of what I was
about,and had saved
a few browns
—dollars, you
know, they
call them over
there!”

“And you
are returning
now ?"”

“YOF course
I am! I am
a landowner,
bless you!
over there. |
own one
hundred and
sixty acres o
ground out
° yonder in

Manitoba!"”
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“ And are

\l'(l'll. if il‘s a
fair ques-
tion? "

EwWield
enough . to
take a trip
home and go
back again.
Oh yes, I'm doin’ fairly well, and my own master, to boot.”

“Then you advise people to emigrate ? "

“ It all depends on the people. ok here, master ; you
ask me a plain question, and I will give you a plain
answer. If you are goin' over there expectin’' to see
apples growing on the hedgerows, and gold lying about
the streets—why, you are mistaken ; but, if you go over
there and mean to adapt yourself to the place, and work
hard—well, I see no reason why you should not get on
as I have done.”

* Of course I mean to work hard.”

“ Yes, but do it, and with purpose and profit. The men
on the treadmill work hard, but there is no profit. You
may have the best intentions, and yet not put your shoulder
to the wheel of your good fortune, and roll it forward.
1 saw a man once on the Liverpool quays the last time I
went over, and he had just had his kit given him—that is,

» vou doing

his bedding and tin plate, and so
gn ic;r the voyngic; and instead of

uckling to and trving to carry
‘them all aboard himself—for of
course he was going at the cheapes*
rate—he stood in hopeless bewilder-
ment with one or two of the things
in his hands, and said, helplessly,
‘ How am I to get all these things
on the ship ?""

“1 guess he had been doing that
prettymuch all his life, saying feebly,
tHow am I to do this or that?’
Believe me, my lad, self-help is the
thing, and then folks are more likely
to help you when they see you
really helping yourself. I said that
fellow would never make a success-
ful emigrant, and he didnot. I find
he has returned to KEngland, a
burden on his family.”

“Well, if you were going to
cmigrate, what should you do 7"

“1 should write, or call, at the
Emigrants’ Information Office, 31,
Broadway, Westminster. Theyissue
reliable information free about the
Colonies; and what is more, will
place you in communication with
the official Government Agent for
the particular Colony to which you
may think of going, But whatever
you do, don't pay a premium. The
Official Handbook to Canada is
particularly emphatic about that.
‘No premiums are necessary,” it
says, ‘and it is advised that none
be paid. Strong and healthy young
men, from eighteen to twenty-one
years of age, have no difficulty in
getting employment in the spring,
and the Agents of the Government
in Canada will assist them as far as possible in doing so,
without charge, although, of course, they do not accept any
direct responsibility.'”

“Then you advise me to work for somebody else for a
year or so before taking up land myself.”

“Certainly I do; and you can gain valuable experience.
But you write for the Government Emigration Circulars
from that office I told you of. They are full of most useful
advice and information.”

Such may be the kind of conversation heard on the
platform— f:nt platform of many partings—at Euston
Station before an emigrant train is about to start, The
time is near midnight on a chilly spring evening, and the
train will steam away at the witching hour of twelve,

Some of the conversation is a trifle comical, and you
hear one say, ' After you have been ot there a few weeks,
you can begin to *guess’ and ‘calc’late” and talk through
your nose !" (

Indeed, cheerfulness, real or assumed-—possibly a good
deal of the latter—is the crder of the night ; and perhaps
the good folk are too busy to be sad. They are securing
corers of carriages, and preparing to make themselves as
comfortable as they can for their long journey.

At last they are all stowed in. Their lugeage ( adorqed
with labels as to their destination, and the ship by which
they are travelling) is all packed in the vans, the whistle
sounds, the last good-byes are said, and away rushes the

ON THE HUDSON
RIVER.
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train, a hearty English cheer from friends left behind ringing
all along the station roof.

Then by degrees the trainful of people sinks to sleep,
or to a quietness that is like sleep, as the powerful engine
whirls tzem along to Liverpool.

Bright and early they draw up at Lime Street station
next morning ; and even the station wears a and clean
appearance, as though its face had been washed for the
next day. :

“Never mind the luggage ! " says the old traveller. *“It
will all go down to the ship together in a van.” Nervous
passe however, are not satisfied until they see
their *things,” as they call them, in charge of the official
of the Shipping Company in his smart uniform.

Then they adjourn to an early morning breakfast. It
is the last meal they will enjoy in England—for some time,
at least. Their next repast will be on board ship. And
there they will find three or four good meals a day prepared
for them.

They go down to the dock close by. “That is her,”
.';xys somebody, meaning the ship, “her with the Blue

eter."
“Blue Peter!” exclaims a woman emigrant from the
Midlands; “how can a ship have a Peter with her ?”

“Ha! hal” laughs a docker who is near. “A Blue
Peter is a flag, mum, what a vessel flies just before she’s
a-goin’ to sail. There's one, and there’s another,” and
he points out a blue flag with a white square in the centre
flying at the mast head of two or three ships.

_ "Oh, a flag!” said the woman; “it is just like sailors’
funny talk to call a flag a Blue Peter. Come on, Jack!”

So, with her good husband, she trots on down to the
quay where the huge vessel lies alongside. A plank or

gangway gives access to the steamer, and the comfortable
couple walk on The luggage had come down in
vmx:.l Tnd is being gugg into ;he hold by cranes.
uggage wan uring the voyage—such as articles

of clothing, as indicated in the circulars of the E
Information Office—should be packed separately from the
other baggage, and kept by the passengers themselves, or
faslg:_ened to their berths.

irst, on getting aboard, the emigrants gradually find
their way below, and select their sleeping places, those
for the women and children being quite separate from
those for the men. The married men are allowed in the
women's quarters at meal times as a great treat, to assist
in feeding and amusing the children; but history does not
record whether they largely avail themselves of this
enjoyment! However, there are plenty of epportunities for
husbands and their families to meet on deck during the
day, and also at the concerts which are organized during
the voyage. At last the ship sails, quietly and slowly at
first. She Easses the harbour bar, the shores fade, and
the voyage has fairly begun.

e engine-room is closed to passengers, of course ; and
if they could glance in there, they would perhaps com-
prehend nothing from the mass of glittering rods and
cranks. But by degrees they might gather that the steam
enters those huge inverted cylinders, and drives the pistons
to and fro, which in their turn revolve the propeller at
the stern of the ship, and drive her ever and ever onward.
Day after day for about a week she keeps on her course,
ploughing the wide expanse of water, until at last she
fetches her harbour in the West, lands her emigrants safe
in port, there to meet the assistance, if they require it, of
the Government Immigration Agent.







THE COST OF RUDENESS.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “HOW TO BE HAPPY THOUGH
MARRIED," ' THE FIVE TALENTS OF WOMAN,”
ETC., ETC.

and it is only the very rich who
can afford it. A man said the
other day, It cost me just a
thousand pounds to take that
man’s chair.” He had taken
a chair that was reserved for
another man, and by doing so
had given so much offence
that the man would not do
business with him ; and in this
way one special contract was
lost, whichwould have brought
in a thousand pounds. A few
words which a young man
spoke rudely when angry
with a rich uncle were found
on the old gentleman's death
~to have cost him exactly
fifteen hundred pounds a
word. The will had been
altered to that amount.

" . Every act of churlishness
invariably causes loss, either directly or indirectly, by the
injury it inflicts upon the character of the ill-mannered
person. Here is a case of direct loss which we give in
the words of one who observed it. *I got into a first-class
carriage at Ascot, in which was an elderly and irritable
gentleman, who occupied one seat and placed his bag
upon another. Just before we started, a youth came
running up and tried to jump in. ‘This compartment
ie full,” said the old gentleman; ‘that seat is taken by a
friend of mine, who has put his bag there.’ The youth
plumped down with the remark, ‘All right; 1'll stay till
he comes,’ and took the bag on his knees. In vain the
old person looked daggers. The 'friend’ did not appear,
and the train presently moved off. As we glided down
the platform, the interloper flung the bag through the
window, with the quiet remark, ‘ Your friend has missed
his train, evidently ; we mustn’t let him lose his luggage
into the bargain.’ I shall never, to my dying day, forget the
expression on the old gentleman’s wrinkled countenance.”

Lord Ellenborough punished himself for rudeness to his
wife in a way somewhat similar. The lady wished to
accompany him on circuit, and the judge consented on
condition that she did not tuck any bandboxes into the
carriage, as she had too often done before. They both
set out, but had not gone far, before the judge, stretching
out his legs under the seat, kicked against one of the
flimsy receptacles which he had prohibited. Down went
the window with a bang, and out went the bandbox into
the ditch, The startled coachman pulled up, but was
ordered to drive on, and let the thing lie where it was.
They reached the assize town in due course, and his
lordship proceeded to robe for court. * And now, where's
my wig ?—where's my wig?” he demanded, when every-
thing else had been donned. * Your wig, my lord,” replied
the servant tremulously, ‘“was in that bandbox your
lordship threw out of the window as we came along.”

It does not “pay"” to be indifferent to the feelings of
any one, but least of all to those of a life-partner. When
people are tied together for life it is their mutual interest
not to grow weary of one another, and the best safeguards
they can adopt are kindness and civility, How the whole

RULY incivility is a losing game, '
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day is rendered dismal and disagreeable when there has
been ‘“a storm” in the breakfast “tea-cup” between
husband and wife! As far as happiness goes, each must
confess-in the evening, “I have lost a day.” And rude-
ness, when it becomes habitual in a home, generally
results in the ruin of some or all of the children. Many
a child goes astray, not because there is a want of prayer
or virtue at home, but simply because home lacks sunshine.
A child needs smiles as much as flowers need sunbeams.

Swearing is a kind of bad manners that brings no profit,
and often costs the swearer the loss of the regard and
respect of valuable people. A young fellow was engaged
to be married to a young lady to whom he was greatly
attached. All was going merrily as a marriage-bell, when
one day the girl heard her lover swearing at an old servant.
From that day she took an aversion to him, and broke off
the engagement. "I am truly sorry,” she said to him,
“but my husband must be a gentleman, and gentlemen
don’t swear; besides, the man who would curse his
servant, would probably do the same to his wife when the
bloom of youth had faded from her cheek.”

The famous Dr. Johnson has been described as "a
bear who was privileged in rudeness " ; but no one can be
privileged in rudeness in the sense of not having to pay
for it sooner or later. Even the doctor’s rudeness cost him
something. When asked why he was not invited out to
dine, as Garrick was, he answered: “Because great lords
and ladies don't like to have their mouths stopped.”

Faults of manner are faults which the world has agreed
to exaggerate ; they have been the ruin of fine abilities
and great careers. It is a pity; but we must remember
that of people who see us, the majority only see us for
perhaps half an hour in their lives, and they judge us by
what they see in that half hour.

But the man who is not rude only for fear of the con-
sequence does not deserve to be called a gentleman.
Such a negatively polite person is continually making sad
mistakes, and never has the happiness of entertaining an
angel unawares, “ The idea of calling this the Wild
West!"” exclaimed a lady, travelling in Montana, to one
of the old hands. “Why, I never saw such politeness
anywhere. The men here all treat each other like gentle-
men in a drawing-room!” “Yes, marm, it's safer,”
laconically replied the native, with a glance at his six-
shooter. *‘The greatest snob is polite when he knows that
it is safer or more to his interest to be so.” The test,
therefore, of true politeness, is to behave well to the weak
and to those in a humbler position in life, ¢ My child,”
said a father to his daughter, ‘' treat everybody with polite-
ness, even though they are rude to you ; for remember that
you show courtesy to others, not because they are ladies,
but because you are one.”

“Spite and ill-nature,” it has been said, *are among
the most expensive luxuries of life.” None of ns can
afford to surround himself with the host of enemies we
are sure to make, if, when young, we allow ill-nature to
produce in us unmannerly habits.

ST. PHILIP AND ST. JAMES' DAY.

HE lore from Philip once concealed,
We know its fulness now in Christ ;

In Him the Father is revealed,

And all our longing is sufficed.

And still unwavering faith holds sure

The words that James wrote sternly down ;
Except we labour and endure,

‘We cannot win the Heavenly Crown,

C. F, ALEXANDFR,




RELIGION AND THE WORKING JMAN.

: WHITSUNTIDE.

BY THE REV. CANON TWELLS, MA,,
Author of ** At even ere the sun was set.”’

Day of Pentecost is fully come ;
‘With one accord we gather in one place:
And is the Voice of Heaven's great Teacher dumb?
Or quenched the Flame of His all-conquering
grace ?

Awake, O Lord, as in the times of old!

Come down, O Spirit, in Thy power and might !
For lack of Thee our hearts are strangely cold,

Our minds but blindly groping towards the light.

Doubts are abroad : make Thou those doubts to cease |
Fears are within : set Thou those fears at rest!
Strife is among us : melt that strife to peacel
Change marches onward ;: may all change be blest!

It is not knowledge that we chiefly need,
Though knowledge sanctified by Thee is dear :
It is the will and power to love indeed :
It is the constant thought that God is near.

Make us to be what we pretend to be:

Let prayer be prayer, and praise be heartfelt praise :
From unreality oh ! set us free,

And let our words be echoed by our ways,

Fast rushes life, and surely life is death,
Unless by Thy sweet help and strength imbued :
But when Thou sendest forth Thy quickening breath,
The face of earth shall be once more renewed.

Turn us, good Lord, and so shall we be turned :
Let every passion grieving Thee be stilled :

Then shall our race be won, our guerdon earned,
Our Master looked on, and our joy fulfilled |

GARDEN WORK FOR MAY.

Kitchen Garden.

UCUMBER plants should now have close attention
paid to them. The frames should be slightly raised

at one end to admit a free supply of fresh air on mild

. warmdays, Insunny, hotweather
& shade the plants from the sun by
e any light covering, otherwise they
: are liable to be scorched, Close
the frames about 5 o'clock, and
cover over with mats to protect
the plantsfrom the cold during
the night. The plants should
be watered moderately two
or three times a week, accord-
ing to the dryness of the soil,

Fruit Garden.

Vines should have
attention by removing
all the weak shoots,
and those which grow in
a cross direction, Too
many shoots interfere
with the growth and the ripen-

: ing of the fruit. Destroy snails
and insects whenever practicable,

Flower Garden.

Plant out geraniums, fuchsias, dahlias, ageratum, lobelia,
verbenas, calceolarias, heliotrope, ete. Sow China asters,
mignonette, French marigolds, and other annuals,
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RELIGION AND THE WORKING MAN.
BY THE REV. NEVISON LORAINE,
Vicar ?“ Grove Park West, London; Author of " The Battle of
ie,

Belief;" ** The Sceptic's Creed,” “ The Vo

(Continued from page 42.)
LET us turn next, in con-

of the Prayer-

Book," ete.

firmation of the conten-

tion in my previous
paper, to eminent represen-
tatives of two other schools
of advanced but conflicting
thought. The most eminent
of Agnostics is Mr. Herbert
Spencer, whose remarkable
admissions in his * First
Principles,” in respect of
some of the foundational
facts of religion, are among
the most noteworthy signs
of the times in "advanced
thought.” He says “an
unbiassed consideration . . .
i forces us to conclude that
religion, everywhere present as a weft running through
the warp of human h|storY, expresses some eternal fact.”
And again, he says, “a religious system is a normal and
essential factor in every evolving society.”

But if these are the acknowledgments of 4, ticisimn,
what have the Positivists to say? Why, M. Comte, the
founder of this school, contends that as the world advances
in knowledge and true culture, instead of religion passing
away and giving place to a more secular science, *man
becomes more and more religious”; and his aggressive
arch-priest, Mr. Frederic Harrison, derides the notion
that the aﬁtla of faith is either past or passing; and he bids
begone “the peevish paradox of Eledants and cynics, that
mankind has outgrown worship.” He further rebukes, with
incisive words, all those, to whatever school or class they
belong, “who teach that the future can be built upon
science and civilisation,” He says their vain effort is like
that of men who " attempt to build a pyramid of bricks
without straw.” But he goes still further, and in another
article he urges the utter inadequacy of mere material
].:rogress and secular advancement to satisfy the great

unger of human need. “It is mockery to talk about
science, enlightenment, progress, frecthought, to the myriads
of men and women, and to tell them that these ought to
serve them. What can they want more—why ask for
religion? The rude men who sweat and swelter in mines,
in furnaces, in factories; the hedger and the ditcher and
the cottager, with his pinched home; the women who
stitch and serve, the children wandering forlorn and un-
kempt into rough life—how are these to be sustained and
comforted by science and enlightenment ?  How will free
thought teach discipline to the young, and sell-restraint
to the wild? What sustenance will the imagination and
the devotional nature receive from the principle of free
inquiry ? Human nature is not a thing so docile and
intellectual that it can be tamed by fine thoughts; nor is
society amenable to pure ideas.”

Like Mill, Mr. Harrison is constrained to confess that in
the darkest hours of human sorrow it is mot in the cold
speculations of ! free thought,” but in the loving Father-
hood of our Divine religion, that man finds consolation
and content. “How often,” says Mr. Harrigon, " has the
overburdened spirit felt peace amid agony and bereave-
ment! How often have the dying lips smiled in ‘peace!













“WIN 4 MINUTE"

“ITHAT WAS THE THIRD TIME TO-DAY.

“IN A MINUTE.”

A TALE FOR THE YOUNG FOLK,
BY L. L. PRATT,
Author of “ Plucked from the Burning,” etc.

OME here, Amy dear, 1 want you,” Mrs. Elton
called to her little daughter as she ran past the
open door of the dining-room where her mother
was standing.

“In a minute, mamma dear,” Amy answered, as she
went upstairs,

Mrs. Elton called * Jane,” and the housemaid went at
once,

About five minutes later Amy rushed into the room in
her usual headlong manner, .

“Now, mamma, what do you want ?" she asked.

“I do not want anything now, dear,” answered her
mother. “When I called you I had the flower vase in
my hand, and I wanted you to move some things from
the table, as there was not room to put it down. I could

.II'IOt stand holding it until you came to me, so I had to call
ane.,"”
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*Oh, I am so sorry; I did not know you
wanted me just that very moment.”

“ That was the third time to-day, Amy,
that you have answered ‘In a minute’
when you have been called,” said her
mother, lifting her up in her arms, “1I
heard your father call you in the garden
this morning, and you replied, ‘In a
minute, papa’; then again when I was in
the kitchen, cook asked you to bring her
the sugar for the pudding, and you said,
‘In a minute, cook,” and she had to leave
what she was doing and fetch it herself.”

“ Well, mamma, it was only in the pan-
try,"” said Amy.

“Yes, dear; but I have told you so
often to do what you are asked at once,
and you must try and remember. Do
you ask God to help you?”

Amy looked away from her mother's
earnest eyes out into the sunny garden,
then, after a pause, she said,—

“Itis such a little thing; I do not like
to pray about it."

“1f God says that not a sparrow falls
to the ground without His permission,
will He think any of His children’s sins
too trifling to pray to Him about 7"

“ Oh, mamma, do you call saying ‘In a
minute’ a sin?"” Amy asked, opening
her eyes wide with astonishment,

“Yes, dear, I do; and when I was a
little older than you, but for God's gond-
ness I might have been the cause of life-
long misery to myself and all whom I
loved through saying ‘' In a minute.'”

“Will you tell me about it, mother
dear?"” asked Amy.

‘It will be very painful to me, dear,
but, as I think it will help you to be
more watchful, I will tell you all about it
when we go for our walk this evening.”

“Thank you, mother,” said Amy, running
away to finish her lessons.

Amy Elton was an only child, and she
was much beloved by her parents. It is said that love
is blind, but a deep, true, prayerful love need never
be blind, for God will open our eyes if we ask Him,
Mrs. Elton prayed earnestly that her love for her child
might not be that idolatrous kind that sees no faults in
the object of its worship, but rather that she might see
and strive, with God's help, to correct her little daughter’s
failings. Amy was a warm-hearted, lovable child, always
ready to do a kind action, provided she might do it in her
own way, and at her own time. After an early tea, when
the hot sun was sinking in the cloudless blue sky,
and a cool breeze had sprung up, Mrs. Elton and Amy
started for their walk. They were going to see a poor
woman who lived right at the other end of the village,
and they had more than two miles to walk, so Amy had
her mother all to herself for quite an hour. Her father,
who was the vicar of the little village in which they lived,
often sent Amy with delicacies from the vicarage table
to tempt the appetite of some poor invalid, and nothing
gave her greater pleasure than to go on any such errand,

"' Now, mother dear, we will walk slowly, and you will
tell me what you promised,” said Amy, taking the small
basket out of her mother's hand, and putting up her sun-
shade for her,
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Mrs, Elton smiled at her little daughter's eagerness as
she answrered,—

“ Ah, Amy dear ! T am going to tell you about what was
to me the greatest trial of my life. You know 1 was not
like you, an only child ; I had two sisters and one brother—
your Uncle Reggie. I was some years younger than the
rest, for the two little brothers next in age to me had died
in infancy, One bright, warm autumn we were all at home
together, and, in addition to our own family party, we had
three young friends staying with us. There was a great
deal of noise in our old country house, and no one enjoyed
it more than your grandpapa. You know now how much
he likes to hear you running and singing about the long
passages and the large empty rooms. The rooms were
all full that summer I am telling you about. Reggie was
home from his first voyage, and very proud I was of my
handsome midshipman brother. We were a great deal
together, for your aunts, Kate and Margaret, were just
growing up, and did not care much for the companionship
of a girl of twelve. Reggie, although he was eighteen, and
a fine tall fellow, was still boy enough to share in all my
amusements, and many a wild gallop we had across the
moors on our rough little ponies while the others were
shopping in the town. Being the youngest, I was very
much petted; but at the same time 1 was taught to be
obedient, and my great fault at this time was answering—
as you so often do—when any one told me to do anything,
‘In a minute.” Once, I remember, I was the cause of a
handsome china vase being broken. It was an ornament
my mother much valued, and she was much vexed at the
loss of it. I was reading at one end of the drawing-room,
when my sister Kate called out to me, ‘ Come here quickly,
Edith!”

“*In a minute,” [ answered, rising slowly from my seat,
and waiting to finish the page I was reading. At that
moment there was a great crash, and [ saw my mother's
beautiful blue china vase lying broken to pieces on the floor.

“40h, why did not you come when I called you?'
exclaimed Kate., ‘I saw the door was going to slam,
and I knew it would knock the vase out of my hands, and
you might have saved it if you had come at once.’

“Of course 1 was very, very sorry when I saw the
mischief I had been the cause of, but this did not cure me
of my bad habit of saying, ‘In a minute About a week
alter this incident we arranged to spend a long day in the
woods blackberrying. You may imagine how anxiously 1
looked forward to the day, and how I watched the sky the
night before. The day rose clear and bright, as perfect as
a September day could be. Little did I think that before
the sun set I should have to pass through suffering such
as hitherto had been unknown in my cloudless young life,
We were all ready to start at ten o'clock. The woods
were about ten miles from our house, and the road was
most picturesque all the way. We drove in the large
waggonette, and a merry party we were. 'When we arrived,
we strolled about the woods for some time, picking flowers
and ferns, and at one o'clock we all assembled for dinner.
We spread our cloth under the shade of a large oak tree,
and none of us were in any hurry to finish that delightful
meal. At last Reggie whispered to me, ‘ Come along,
Edith; we shall have no time to get blackberries if we sit
here all day.” .

“I was ready enough; and, leaving the others, we strolled
away together.

**1 know a place where we can find a splendid lot of
blackberries,’ said Reggie, * just up by the old chalk-pits.’

“*Oh yes,” I answered, *let us go there at once; it is
not far.’

“The place Reggie and I were bound for was on the
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outskirts of the woods. All round the deserted chalk-pits
the blackberry brambles grew in great profusion.

“‘Now look here, Edith,’ said Reggie, when we had
arrived at our destination, ‘there is one thing I want
to tell you, you must be very careful; the pits are very
deep, and if you fell in it would kill you. The brambles
grow so thickly that you can hardly see the mouth of any
of the pits, so don't go too near’ [ promised to be
careful, and began at once to gather the ripe fruit that was
within my reach. Reggie went some way from me, and
we were soon both busily engaged in picking the large
blackberries that hung thickly on the bushes. All at once
I heard Reggie exclaim, ‘Come here, come here quick,
Edith!” and then a crackling of the brambles. *In a minute,’
I answered, waiting to gather seven big blackberries off a
branch near me, and putting several into my mouth.

“Once more Reggie called, ' Edith, Edith !’ then there
was a louder cracking of the branches, the sound of a
heavy fall, and a deep groan.

“1 rushed to the spot to find the bushes torn and broken ;
one long bramble was trailing over the mouth of the pit,
and Reggie had disappeared. I saw what had happened
in a moment. My brother had been leaning over the pit
to reach some blackberries just above his head when the
network of branches, on which he had been standing, had
given way, and pitched him into the yawning deeps
below. But in that awful moment something else also
flashed across my mind, scathing it like a lightning flash:
If I had run at once when Reggie called me I might have
saved his life! He had doubtless been holding on to the
bramble when he called me, and my haad would have
enabled him to have stepped back on to firm ground. I
can never tell you or any one what I suffered in the hours
that followed. I have no recollection of calling for help,
but I must have done so, as very soon my father and
mother and the coachman came running up to me. I could
only point to the chalk-pit and moan out, ‘ Reggie, Reggie !
I have killed him! I have killed him!’

** Taking no notice of me, my father sent the coachman
off for more help. I lay on the ground, burying my face in
the grass, and even refusing to speak to my mother. I dare
not lift my head to look at the bright sun. I felt as if God
had cast me off, and that I must never pray to Him again.
How could I speak to my father or mother when I had
caused the death of their only son ? And all this dreadful
time no sound came from the black depths of the pit, over
which my mother was leaning and calling, ‘ Reggie, Reggie !
can’t you speak to me, darling, just one word to say you
are alive? Help is coming, dear. Oh, my boy, my boy!’

“How intensely blue the sky was against the glaring
white of the chalk, and the tangle of brown and green
leaves motionless in the still air.  Would help ever come ?
Oh, if I might pray ! Just then the thought of the dying
thief, and David, who had once been the cause of a murder,
came into my mind, and I groaned, ‘O, my God! Zey
prayed! oh, hear me! oh, deliver me from blood-guilti-
ness! ol, save me from causing my brother's death! oh,
let him live for Jesus Christ's sake!’ God, in His infinite
mercy, heard my prayer. When my brother was taken
up, he was found to be alive, but he was dreadfully hurt,
and for many weeks he lay in a hushed and darkened
room, hovering between life and death. It was during that
sad time that my mother learned from me how I had been
the cause of the accident. She did not blame me, she only
kissed me tenderly, and told me to pray without ceasing that
if it were the Lord’s will Reggie might be restored to health
again. 1 knew that besides the grief of losing her son
was the sad thought that he was not prepared to die. Well,
our walk is nearly atan end. Imust notlinger. Reggie












