





PARISH NOTES.

before pointed out in these notes that the WAKE
originally formed part of the Dedication Festival of the Parish
Church.” For instance, the Wake at Quorn falls at the
beginning of | .]ﬁ‘l:mber, beeause (according to the old style of
:1?:iskcn:;l:n_%‘-)‘i,i Bartholomew’s Day (in whose name our Church
is dedicated) used to fall at that time. In the same way af
Barrow, where the Church is named after the Holy Trinity,
the Wake comes at Whitsuntide, when Trinity Sunday used to
oceur. This shows the Wakes to be & very ancient institution,
having been beld ever since our ancient Parish Churches were
first built. In some cases, however, there is reasm to believe
that they bave an earlier origin still. When Christianity was
being introduced among our forefathers, 1800 years ago, it was
found that at certain times of the year the people assembled
 and held a feast at their idol temples, and when they were
converted to Christ, instead of abolishing the feasting it was
shifted so as to fall at the anniversary of the Dedication of their
Ohbristian Church. The good

| Christian Missionaries of those
days tried by this means to teach that there was nothing wrong
in feasting and merry-maikng so long as it did not lead to
intemperance and other wickedness disgraceful to the Christian

profession,

It is sad that after more than 1000 years of Christian
teaching it should be necessary still to speak of the evils that
these times lead to. There is nothing wrong in the keeping of
special holidays so long as they do not interfere with the 'proxr
fulfilment of our duties; but often these times through wicked
indulgence leave men worse fitted for duty than they found
them, and what should be a time of enjoyment is made a time
of misery for others, if mot for themselves. It is very
nice and right that there shonld be a season when people should
revidit their old homes — see their old friends—and so for man
it is n time looked forward to, and remembered with rea

~ plensure; but how often with othrs is it made a timo of harm
through the evils of intemperance and bad com

. Asusunl on Wake Sunday evening, (Sept.
“will preach a special eermon on Home.,

B
th) the Vicar

-
-
d

- Ag we announced last month, a special service for the
t Societies of the parish was held on Sunday afternoon,
8 g. 4. This event originated ina proposal of the ‘Blooming
= ose’ Jodge of Odd Fellows. Tt was settled to revive the
* : of +walking ’ o gejng in procession on the August Bank
TR ‘ﬂ?u Com uested that a service might be
“on o this the Viear and Church-
consented, but the Viear proposed that the
dpies of the parish should bo asked to attend
oo 1 , and that it should be beld on the Sunday
won instead of Monday, The Lodge willingly assented to
tions, and the * Hand and Heart’ and the * Muatual

wnﬁnatql, Shortly before the day the Women's

of the “Mul

w1 Aid ' asked that they also might join,
cession ty Church reached large proportion:,
all part of the outside public could be accommo-
huareh.  Probably there has seldom haen hpard
irh #uch a body of sound as came when, with the
ren, the old hﬁmn.ym sung - A

. A,ll people that on-‘errth do dwell,”

our hel i gggsﬁ'! 2
dgé, and attention, the service was,
g scone suggested other thoughts

L otwn upon that throng of up-
d not help thioking with sorrow, how
1ds neighbours, seldom or never
¢ some specinl occasion,
-onee n ch one 6i
al hard-
need—ns

! 5 its §
wage, and they

i)

much as those who have the hmpl@ of plenty—that which
will ennoble and sweeten life with high thoughts and hopes,
But whether they n%b’ieldom or often we hope that all felt
that they are gladly welcomed to their own Old Church, which
stands open to them whenever they like to e, Wehope at
least this one united set of worship will be kept up year by

ear, The amount of the ecollection at the service was
£2 158, 10d., which was sent, by desire of the Societies, to the
Loughborough Dispeusary.

By the time this is issued the work upon the CHURCH
TOWER will have been begun. Although we hope that there
will be no serious repairs to be done beyond the battlements at
the top, yet it was necessary to make a complete seaffolding all
round all the way up. This work alone took almost a fortnight.
As the necessary holes were knocked in the walls it was found
that the stone-work was very sound and solid, so that one part
of the work that was thought might be necessary will not be
required. The tomb-stones that have been taken up during
the work will be re-placed or re-arranged. They did not before

- stand in their original places, and they are all very ancient

ones of people quite forgotten.

e e
o Now the ’iéﬁk'hlh ait_\maully in Pﬁofgre?a i;m gn.l;les_ it an
portant question, how is it to be or this leads
us to mkqlgnin of mﬁéﬁﬂﬁl
WaEntevai' money may be made bg this means, already it has
sueceeded to this extent, thatit has brought out a great deal of
kind co- tion among the parishioners. It wonld be difficult
to count the number of people who have contributed in some
way or other, by sending something to be sold, or promised
help, and we are sure that many move will do the same. We
want to point out one way in which very many can help, which
they might not think of, that is by sending vegetables, potatoes
best of all, because they will be sure to sell. Counld not many
people send a nice basket of potatoes that would sell, say, for
a shilling ; others could send a basket of apples or other fruit.
And out of Quorn we can get potatoes and fruit that will make
a good show too! If any. one could even send a swck of
potatoes they will be welcomed. And then when everything

" is sont in we hope people will not mind coming to buy if they

can only spend a little, There will be articles of all vulues,
and the prices in all cases will be fair and moderate, so that
purchasers may Le sure of money's worth as well h’h".‘:alpﬁzg
a good cause, L g
And people ask, how much are you going to make by the
Bazoar ?  We will tell you exactly how much........next month!

Thoe Opening Ceremony will take plico on Friday aftornoon,
Sept. 6th, at 3 o'clock.

—

It is natural to pass from the work in the Church Tower
to the Dedication Festival (August 18th), which reminds us
how those beautiful and solid structures were raised by the
zoal and piety of our forefathers hundreds of yoars ago, Very
xuitable to such an oceasion was the visit of Mr, Alban Wright,
who told us in a very intelligent and stirring way of the
work of the Churech among those, who like our forefathers
in the old days, have no ono to teach and guide them,
where there would be no teachers and no churches except for
the heroism: of Missionaries, and the offerings of Christian
people at home, We heard of one man who heard the sermons
on that Sunday who said that they entively altered his views of
Missionary work, The same result would follow with many

sons if they would give themselves an opportunity to get
mmﬁm on the subjeet, The ecore or so of persons present
at the meeting on the l‘l’on‘daﬂ afternoon are cortain to fe.l a
keener interest through what they heard then, What we like
about Mr, Alban Wiight is that though cager, zealous in the
cause as a Christisn man shounld be, he has Flantx. of common
sensge, nnd does not difficuties and failures which beset
the work, though there are never wanting abundant tokens
for encouragement,
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Amount collected at Dedication Festival:—At 8 am.,
£1 bs. 6d.; at 11 a m., £1 17s. 6d. ; at 2.45 p.m. (for Negro
Boy Fund), £0 18s. 6d ; at 6.30 p.m., £1 4s. 3d.; at Missionary
Meeting, £1 0s. Od. ; total, £6 Os. 9d. Last year the amount
was £5 bs. 2§d.

We hope that the children enjoyed the treat on Saturday,
Aug. 24th. Such a procession of brakes and vans was quite
a novel experience for Quorn  We wish it was more often pos-
sible for our children, and their fathers and mothers
too, to have a few hours in the lovely spots which are only
such a short distance away. After the shower that overtook
us on our way through Loughborough the weather was beauti-
ful, and the view from Lon T was ot its best.  On behalf of
n rd of thanks to Mr. and Mrs,
d to our tl]':m“o“ friends ;go
large expense of the conveyances. 18
ﬁ:ﬂy exceeded 250, and we were thankful that all—some quite

tle ones—were brought safely home.

The record of burials in August shows a strange contrast
when compared with that of the previous month. In July
there were six names, and of these two were over 80, two over
70, and one 69. In August the seven burials were all of
infunts !

This is no doubt owing to the measles though no children
have died with the complaint actually out on them.

The Festival of S, 8. Michael and All Angels falling on
Sunday, Sept, 20th, the Harvest Thankegiving Services will be
beld on that day.

THE OLD OAK OCHEST.

In the July Magazine we brought our notes on the Parish
Register down to the end of the second volume.
volume btgins with the Baptisms for the year 1704, and among

. them appears—

. ‘““Margarit Sarson, Davghter of Juhn Sarson,”
and— ** Elisabeth, ve Dunghter of Benjamin Chapman,”

_ This volume is more orderly than the last, but the parch-
ment v etimes it s brown, sometimes white, scme-
times the writing is good snd plain, sometimes it is bad, and

diffienlt to make out, and in some cases part of the page has
been cut right away.
mostly wiitten in one band, the spelling is rather shaky, e.g.,
we find daughter spelt * dayughter,” later on *dater.”
Probably thesoe eniries were ma ougy the Curate (there was no
Vicar of Quorn till about 80 years ago), but he does not always
sign his name to them,

In the year 1710 the Curate signs his name ¢ Charles
Lynes,” with the Churchwardens, Thomas Chamberlain and
~ Jobn Stubbs.

three years he was here the entries are regular and neat. In
1710 there is ont very interesting note which shows that he

o

The third =

The first few pages arve very plain. and -

Mr. Lynes was a careful man, and during the

* from Nottingham. There is a Mr. Wan I

was a conscientious man. We will give this, and ex it
afterwards. * Robert Slingsby, Widdower was buried the 31st
¢ of May—Note that I have received no affidavit of Robert
¢ Slingsby being buried in woollen as is required by statute,
““and that I gave notice of this in writing under my hand to the
“ Parish Officers, upon the 10th of June, 1710. Chas. Lynes.”
In order to E:t an accurate explanation of this we wrote
to a friend in London, who has an extensive knowledge of
historieal matters, mﬁ_im at once gave the necessary informu-
tion. In the year 1677 an Act of Parliament was passed that
all dead persons should be buried in a woollen shroud. The
purpose of this was to : the manufacture of woollen
materials. This law was in foree till 1815, but it was never
generally enforced, and was soon forgotten. Mr. L was a
:;refn‘} i\a:m'l aonseiilantionu bmxh :‘nit knowing J o:d ]“;F"h he
ought it wrong to let T Pass unno H en
the hody was brought f::{’nﬂ.ll they ought to have produced
an affidavit or declaration that the law had been complied with.
As this was not done, be did not delay the burisl, but gave
notice to the Churchwardens, whose duty it was to see that the
law was carried out. At Quorn the law seems generally to
have been obeyed, for even Mr, Lynes only noticed six cases in
which he was not satisfied. i e
Mr. Lynes also in some cases in entering burials put the
cause of death. Thus in 1710, Mary Chapman * died of convul-
sions, occasioned by a scald”; Ann Peirce and Sarah Bostock
“died of a consumption”; Elizabeth Knite diea of *‘an im-
posthume in her head.” 1In 1711, Francis Wheatley, of Mount-
uomll, d;ed “?f grief w!;!:{x;a;::siﬂqﬁd a fever.”

n the early years of the last century many familiar names
eccur., For instance 1704, John Daft, of gmtmrel, was
buried; 1706, Joseph Fewkes, James Sculthorpe,
Greasley. 1In 1718, Mary Howes; 1714, Thomas Wiliows;
1715, George Brewin; also at different places, Stubbs, Stoven-
son, Hicklin, &c. In those old days there seems to have been
scme Quakers at Quorn, for in 1711 we find * Deborah Harris
died, buried by ye Quakers.”

We have now eome to the time when the tomb-stones begin.
There are only two or three that are dated before 1700, after
that time they are numerous. X

S— .

Talking of the tombstones reminds us of a conyersat
the churchyard a fortnight ago. We met an aged parishio
in the churchyard, and asked bim a fow mﬂaw

8

of the names, His memory went back go far that
remember the burial of James Seul n 1
killed by being thrown off his he

railings (in 1819), opposite the belfry doo;
could remember him, and said that he once
over the Church! He went on to s !
when there was no one buried on the u
‘but n man who hanged himself, and that tha ps
football and cricket! Also if any fight

“in ihe churchyard by the west gate.
fight in which a man's leg was broken
we treat our churchyard better, and
will be treated better still as time goes

. b}
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POWYS BROTHERS.

BY MRS. G. LINNAEUS BANKS,
Author of " God's Providence House,” * The Manchester Man," * Bond Slaves,” " From the Same Nest," elc.

CHAPTER V.
THE GREAT CITY.

URELY enough, year by year, nay, even
G - journey by journey, Richard
Hughes complained,
and not without
cause, that the
weavers and knitters
in the bye-
ways did not
always wait to
_ deal  with
J:';e him, but
“ = " carried their
“~ produce to
#  the nearest
fair or market,
taking back need-
2 ful supplies for
domestic use, the new
roads gradually opening
out in different directions facilitating this. As his
trade fell off, doubts assailed him of his own wisdom
in training his sister’s son to a calling so clearly and
rapidly on the decline, and he reluctantly admitted
the truth of Mr. Howell's prediction, “that when he
went off the road there would be no room for a
successor.”

He was a just man; and, as from time to time,
Llewelyn Howell renewed his overtures to Richard
Powys, he resolved that no selfish desire to retain
his capable assistant should be permitted to stand in
the young fellow’s light.

Barely three years had rounded when he broached
the subject to his sister.

“I saw your old sweetheart, Llewelyn Howell, in
Birmingham,” he began. “He has not forgotten you,
Rachel; and for old times’ sake would be glad to
take your Richard into his business, and, as he says,
‘make a man of him.’ He has neither child nor
chick, and might turn over his business to Richard
in the long run.”

“That was what yox did be saying, Brother Richard.
Do you be getting tired of my boy ?”

“Dearie me—no! He do be a good trader,
and worth more than I can pay him. And he do
be like a son to me. But soon there will be no
packmen but the pedlars, and Dick be too good
for that.” Then he entered more fully into details,
until he convinced Rachel that in justicé to her boy
Mr. Howell’s proposal should be accepted.

By that time the Powys family had become ac-
customed to the absence of Richard, and to the
frequent partings ; but a parting with return in the

VIIL o.]

long and doubtful distance assumed weightier pro-
portions.

Stephan and Richard did not get on very well
together ; their self-importance clashed. The former
would not break his heart when the other went.
Evan the fisherman was too seldom at home to miss
him much. The two girls had felt themselves at a
discount since he met the wonderful Miss Amory,
but they shed some very genuine tears when they
heard of the new arrangement, and both Winifred
and Gwen—then twelve years old—began to knit in-
dustriously at stockings, lest there should be a dearth
of them in London.

Rachel herself went about her daily tasks, with
sober aspect and heavy heart. She had trusted her
boy to her brother in all confidence; but though
Llewelyn Howell had been equally trustworthy in
the days when he sought to make her his wife, she
did not know how evil influences might have corrupted
him since she had seen him last,

But it was tender-hearted Hugh who was in the
greatest distress at the prospect of losing his best
brother. Stephan and Evan ordered him about as
if he had been born to do their bidding, and could
not feel fatigue. Richard had never laid on him
a harsh command, and all the fine tendrils of his
young heart clung round the brother he was so soon
to lose.

Instinctively Richard and he strolled up the steep
hill, side by side, the last Sunday afternoon they could
spend together; and among the hoary ruins of
Llantyst Castle, looking eastward over the river and
the expansive bay, they gathered strength for the
coming parting in a solemn compact, as they sat
on a lichen-dappled stone hand clasped in hand.

“I will be suer to follow you to London, Richard
back, as soon as I be old enough, even if I do run
away. Stephan will be marrying Joan, and I shall
be in the way, look you. He do say I am not worth
my salt now. But you will be sending us word
where you do be staying, and I will find you out,
wherever you do be. ’'Deed I will.”

“Suer, and I will be glad to have you there, Hugh.
But you must not leave home unless mother be
willing, She will want you, if Stephan do not.”

“’Deed and mother do have Winifred and Gwen
and Evan, if Stephan do be all forgJoan. Nobody
do care for me but you. I do mis§ you all day
long.” A e
“ Well, well, but you must wat till T be sending
for you. London is a big place, all houses like
Birmingham, and no farms_®here you could work. .
You must learn to read an@wwite English first, look
you | = ‘iﬁﬂ . s
“And then" youtc sending for me ?”

(AU rights veserved.)
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Richard nodded assent.

“ Then I'll get Aunt Hughes to teach me.”

And with that the pair clasped hands to seal the
bargain. In another minute they had left the castle
by the ancient Norman gateway, with the sunset
lighting their path downhill, and the warm glow of
brotherly love in both their breasts.

The parting came all too soon both for Hugh
and their mother, scarcely reconciled to lose her son,

“God bless you, my dear Richard, and keep you
humble and upright in all your dealings. You may
make fresh friends and fine ones, but none will be
loving you better than those you do be leaving. And
unless you do make the Great and Good God your
Friend, nothing will be going well with you,” were
her last words, as she turned with a sad heart back
into the house to hide her fast-falling tears.

Hugh meanwhile stuck close to Richard, and

would have kept by his side all the way up the steep

hill in the rear of the team, had not Stephan im-
patiently hurried after them, caught the boy by the
shoulder, and giving him a good shake turned him
back homewards, in spite of Richard’s remonstrance.

There could be no doubt that Stephan sought to
rule, and was jealous of Richard’s power over Hugh.
He could not understand how the silken thread was
stronger than the hempen cable.

Mr. Howell turned up at the Castle Inn surely
enough, and then ensued a business conference
independent of woven or knitted goods, for a knotty
point had to be decided with respect to Richard.

The terms offered appeared wonderfully liberal to
the young Welshman, and were on a rising scale ; but
with that he coupled a condition that the young man
should be bound to him as an apprentice for seven
years. Uncle and nephew both looked blank at this,

“ Dick be in his twentieth year ; he be too old for
a ’prentice-lad,” urged Hughes. “He do not have
all his trade to learn, look you.”

“T might want to be marrying,” faltered Richard,
crimsoning to the very tips of his ears.

His elders laughed. “Time enough to think of
that seven years hence,” said they both. * You
must have the means to furnish a nest before you
take a mate, my lad.”

“1 do not wish to bind you to menial duties as if
you were a workhouse brat of twelve or fourteen.
But if you aspire to become a freeman of the City you
must serve an apprenticeship of seven years to a City
freeman ; and 7 am one,” said Howell, as if it had
been an honour,

“ Dearie me !
claimed Hughes,

“No, I had to pay—and heavily—for the privilege.
By apprenticeship a man obtains his freedom for
himself and his descendants after him, without ‘re-
demption,’ as it is called.”

 But what do be the good of it?” asked Richard
doubtfully.

Mr. Howell smiled.

You served no ’prenticeship | ” ex-

“There are many profitable

_ﬂ—lﬂg_
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trade and other privileges. The Lord Mayor, the
Sheriffs, the Aldermen, and Common-councilmen, are
all elected from the freemen.”

Richard Powys became interested. * If I became
a freeman, could I become Lord Mayor ? ”

*“Any worthy and distinguished citizen who has
served the other offices might be elected.”

No other stimulus was needed. Ambition was
fired. It only remained for Uncle Hughes to see
that the indentures contained no objectionable
clause, And when Richard Powys mounted the
stage-coach with a new world before him, he was
bound to his fellow-traveller for seven years.

Prior to that there had been another parting besides
the lingering leave-taking of his uncle.

In his three years’ visits to Birmingham Richard
Powys had cultivated his friendship with the Amorys,
or rather with Miss Amelia Amory as the representa-
tive of the family ; and whether called to the ware-
house on business, or to the cosy parlour by hospitality,
contrived to impress on the young lady the fact that
he was her devoted admirer.

In those three years she had grown into majestic
womanhood, and had other admirers who had frequent
opportunities for making their devotion felt—young
men in their own sphere or above it ; but nothing
touched her so much as the silent homage of the
handsome young Welshman, whom she only saw once
or twice at intervals of half a year.

His shyness and awkwardness had worn away in
successive visits. He had made her acquainted with
Mr. Howell's proposals, and on this latest occasion
ventured to speak of the hope he built thereon—the
hope that she would some day become his wife.

She had listened with heightened colour, and eyes
downcast, her fingers straying mechanically over the
keys of her pianoforte, but she answered him neither
“yea” nor “nay.” She was, in fact, too perplexed to
venture on a decision. And when he pressed her
for encouragement, she could only answer that he
had “taken her by surprise, that he and she were both
too young to engage themselves, and that her parents
would not hear of such a thing.” Yet she tempered
her reply by a hesitating consent to give him a
hearing if he made the same proposal in two or three
years’ time.

Not a word did she say of any disparity between
them, though she saw and felt it. And her mother
afterwards commended her for her prudence.

And although the extorted half-promise was a link
as frail as a cobweb, Richard grasped at it as a chain
of gold to bind together his hopes and his ambition.

And if at any moment Uncle Hughes had questioned
the love or gratitude of his nephew whilst Howell
dangled London as a en bait before the young
man, all doubt was set at rest after the indentures
were signed, and there was no retreat. The strife of
feeling between ambition and natural affection was
evident to his shrewd eyes—so uneasy was Richard
lest the Welsh lad engaged to supply his place should
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of light from a door ajar fell on three or four well-
worn stone steps like an invitation.

The door, when pushed back, shut off a flight of
stairs leading to the kitchen below, and revealed to.

Richard a large room straight before them, shelved
round and filled with goods, and in the midst a table,
lit by a solitary candle, where an elderly woman was
laying a uot supper for one. *“Welcome home, sir,”
said she, placing a smoking joint on the board,
glancing aslant at Richard at the same time.

“ Another plate, and knife and fork, Betty,” said
Mr. Howell, at which Betty looked up with wondering
eyes, and Birch the pasty-faced gave a perceptible
start.

“Will the new ’prenticé sup with you, master?”
he asked, with a peculiar set of lip, and a contraction
of his straw-coloured brows, as Mr. Howell’s decided
“Yes!” took him by surprise. His thin lips spread
out in a sickly, obsequious smile, he turned without
another word to follow Betty to her kitchen under-
ground ; but there was so much evil in his face and
in his mutterings, when he took his accustomed seat,
that Betty felt constrained to take him to task.

“ Look ye, Birch, yon chap ain’t no parish ’prentice,
mark that. He's some o' master’s Welsh kin, an’ it
behoves you to be civil.” 3

“ Civil be hanged ! He’s but a new 'prentice, with
all his airs. I'm not bound to knuckle under to
him!”

Upstairs, over their supper, his master was explain-
ing to Richard the duties and position of an ordinary
apprentice, bound at an early age, and one like
himself, the son of a friend, bound for his personal
advantage in riper years, having some knowledge of
the trade and the goods he dealt in. “ You are more
an improver than a common apprentice,” he said at
the close. “To-morrow I will appoint your duties,
and, look you ! 1 shall require strict performance. I
am not your uncle, remember, but your master, and
require to be obeyed.”

“I understand, sir. My uncle would not permit
negligence, and he required obedience,” answered
Richard, but with no tinge of servility.

“ Where is the new ‘prentice to sleep? ”” questioned
Birch sullenly, when he had helped Betty to clear
the table.

“On the sofa-bed in this room.
downstairs, and breakfast with me.”
- “Ugh! Queer sort of "prentice | " muttered Birch,
opening a two-leaved glass door into what seemed a
cavern. of darkness, and disappearing, after a gruff
“ Good-night,” into what was in reality the outer shop.

Betty had brought up a couple of glimmering
rushlights, fenced round with tall screens of japanned
metal pierced with holes. Mr. Howell took up one,
and after wishing Richard a good night’s rest, went
his way upstairs in his slippers, leaving Betty to
adjust the sofa-bed for the new inmate.

“You'll have to shut it all up in the mornings, an’
make it yourself at nights, my lad, now I've showed

He will wash
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you,” she said, with a good-natured motherly smile,
adding, as she snuffed out the candle, and retired to
the regions below, “and be careful how you put out
the light.” '

Sleeping accommodation in wild Wales when the
century was young was often on the principle of
herrings in a barrel, and Richard’s travelling ex-
perience had not made him dainty. The sofa-bed
was a luxury to him—his master had slept on it for
many years when building up his business—the
familiar odour of woollen fabrics in a close room did
not oppress him, his sleep was sound, all the sounder
for his unfailing habit of prayer.

CuarTer VI

‘A WORD IN SEASON.”

LONG day’s tramp beside his uncle’s
pack-horses would
have fatigued
Richard less than
his cramping
journey atop of the
““ Royal Mail”; in-
deed, the heat of
hoofs and the
tinkling of Brean’s
bell were in his
dreaming ears
whenhe wasroused
the next morning
by a rough shake
from Birch to a
consciousness of
his own stifiness,
and the sound of

tramping feet outside

in the street.

; “Now then, lazy-bones,

" look alive!” cried out the

fellow sharply.  “ Bartlemy’s

clock’s striking six. Other folk
are up and off to work, an’ you'd best not let master
catch you hereabed. It's time our shutters was down.”

“Then take them down,” replied Richard calmly,
as he began to dress; “that is yowr work. Mr.
Howell will not find me slack over my own proper
work when he sets me about it.”

‘It be your work as th' youngest 'prentice to take
th’ shutters down an’ sweep out th’ shop ; an’ you'd
best be sharp o'er it, Taffy, afore master catches you
idling,” retorted Birch in domineering toncs.

The fiery youth who had quitted home rather than
submit to an elder brother’s dictation was not likely
to be more submissive to an insolent underling after
his three years' freedom ; but those three years spent
with his Uncle Hughes had not been without their
influence on his character. He had learned to keep

J
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“Do your own work properly, and do not expect
others to do it for you,” was all the reply he got. But
when Powys followed Mr. Howell to breakfast in the
back-room, which commanded a view of the front

shoP through the wide glass doors, he left Birch:

tubbing the counters down viciously.

Birch’s ill humour continued the whole of that
day, whilst Mr. Howell, during the absence of
customers, pointed out to his new salesman the
shelves and compartments set apart for different
classes of goods, and gave him a list of private marks
to study. Nor did he show a more smiling face
when the Wood Street carrier’s cart brought the goods
Mr. Howell had sent on from Birmingham by canal,
and he was set to help the carter to carry in the
heavy packages, whilst Powys, as if by instinet, decided
which packages should be kept together, and where
they should afterwards be placed.

It annoyed him still more to observe Mr. Howell's
satisfaction at the knowledge Powys displayed of goods
upon the shelves, and his deft handling of them in
recommendation to purchasers. But he set down
the newcomer as a simpleton when he found that
he never sought to palm off an inferior article for a
good one.

And when Betty Simpson insisted that Powys was
‘““a downright willing and obliging chap, one he had
best take pattern by,” and the subject of her praise
continued to have his meals with his master, whilst he
hurried over his in the kitchen as of old, his jealousy
increased, though he thought proper to change his
tactics, and assume a friendliness he was far from
feeling,

Richard was not misled by Birch’s change of
manner.  First impressions are not easily effaced.
Dislike ard his own strong spirit of resistance had
‘been instinctively roused even at the coach-office,
by the sullen scowl on the fellow’s pasty-face and
his dictatorial “Follow me!” His over-bearing and
insolent attitude later had been as a seal on heated
wax. The grumbling indulged in out of Mr. Howell’s
hearing deepened the impression. And, if confirma-
tion of his prejudice had been wanting, Mary the
milkwoman Tad supplied it.

“Why weré you sorry Birch had not left?” he
had nﬁkgd when taking the milk another morning to
save Betty atrot up the awkward stairs.

“Welt,*I thought you was a civil-spoken young
man, not like ‘tcther; an’ I knows as how ¢ Evil
communications corrupt good manners.”  Maybe
you've heard that afore ?”

““Suer, it’s in the Bible. I think St. Paul said it.”
- The answer was unexpected. The woman looked
leased.  “I'm glad as you've learnt to read the
Scriptures. Don’t you set the good Book aside now

you've got to London. You'll have need of its help
and counsel with that sly fox in your kennel.
%nyat church yesterday ?”

~ “Ves, suer ; I went with Mr. Howell.”

Was

well. I was afraid as you might have
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gone off with Birch. But I mustn't stand prating
here while folk are waiting for breakfast.”

A nod, and she was gone ; but she had left some-
thing for him to ponder. And as if drawn to the
young man by his first act of civility, she had generally
a word of caution or good counsel for him; and
seemed pleased as a mother might be to find that he
was no more inclined to consort with friendly Nathan
Birch than with the unfriendly one.

Repelled and disgusted in the first instance, there
was nothing about Birch to attract Richard Powys.
The taint of the workhouse still clung to him. He
was artful and cunning, coarse and vulgar in speech
and habits, and the secret associates of his few leisure
hours were not of a type to refine him.

Life at the Llantyst farm had been primitive
enough, but the religious training of the Powys family
had served to give stability to character ; and Richard’s
natural ambition had been a spur to improve his
small educational advantages, whilst the three years
spent with his uncle had enlarged his ideas, and
smoothed down asperities of voice or manner,

Then his admission to the Birmingham factor’s
fireside had opened out a view of social life under
another aspect, and widened his aspirations, albeit
only middle-class life in a trading community. And
there can be no doubt that at this critical period of
his career the image of Amelia Amory had a great
influence in keeping him from associates who might
have dragged him down, at the same time causing
him to devote all his energies to business as the sure
road to success. :

It was not easy always to shake off Birch, who
sought to draw him out for a stroll during the hour
the young men had for themselves after the shutters
went up at half-past eight, the tempter urging that his
health would suffer in the close confinement, and
that he ought to learn his way about the city.

Conscious that there was some truth in both these
arguments, backed as they were by the sarcasm, “I
suppose you're too proud to go out with me,” Richard
allowed himself to be drawn forth one night when
he had been about three weeks shut in with books
from his master’s shelves. ;

It was the first time and the last. Their ramble
was not a long one. It ended at a narrow alley
turning out of Whitecross Street, and in a low room
sunk two or three steps below the pavement, where
a number of young men were seated with long clay
pipes in their mouths, and glasses or pewter pots on
the smeared tables before them.

The flare of three or four common tin oillamps hung
up against the grimy plaster walls scarcely enabled
Richard to discern this through the thick haze of
tobacco-smoke, but he could hear a rattling as of
dice, and the blasphemous oaths of card-players
quarrelling over their games, at different tables.

As they descended into this place he could hear
a voice hail Birch with a special welcome for
“ bringing his fellow-'prentice at last,” a voice which
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Birch was caught in his own trap. He had no
desire to quit his own lair under the counter.

His thanks were as doubtful as his reformation.
He vented his spleen in blaming his ill-luck with every
box he dragged aside. He had been wont to unlock
the side door in the dark entry, after his master and
Betty were safely asleep in bed, sneak out quietly, and
return as warily in the early morning hours. -

With Powys sleeping like a watch-dog on the sofa-
bed this was too risky to be attempted. And he
loved the latter none the better for inadvertently
thwarting his plans and exposing his associates,

He had just as inadvertently done his rival a good
turn,

(To be continued.)

_ THE DIVINE DISCONTENT."
(A PROOF OF IMMORTALITY.)

EN all is at its brightest, deep blue skies

That ring with sweetest song, and blooms ablaze
In all the brakes and tangled woodland ways,
And winds that make us fairy lullabies,—

Then is the soul most sad, and yearns for wings
To rise above these petty doubts and fears—
Man, as he is, close chained to earth, appears

A Discord in the harmony of things.

His voice, how harsh beside the silver strain

Of woodland bird! How tempest tossed his breast
Beside the calm deep rapture of the rest

That reigns in yonder cushat dove’s domain!

Is there within him aught that will not die

‘When there shall be no longer land or sea ?

His strong soul straining t'wards the far * To-be,”
Shows then her vast potentiality !

In his dull ear she gently whispers # Yes!
Anon I shall be free, and soar away
Beyond the crimson verge of dying day,
Clothed in unutterable loveliness |

But more than this she whispers in his ear
In these inspired hours; she tells him a//
Created things, however mean or small,
Shall still live on in some serener sphere !

Look on the joy of Earth's awakening,

When winter’s past, with all its ruth and rue!
Not stately blooms alone will live anew :

The meanest wild-flower finds a second spring!

Aye with the bluest Heavens above us bent,
And in our holiest moods, we still abide
Disconsolate, unfilled, unsatisfied —

And et Divine is then our Discontent !

F. B. Doveron.

“Some Dav."—The mother of the great inventor, Thomas
Alva Edison, was a conscientious school teacher, and she
earnestly desired that her son should love and long for
knowledge. And when he brought his “ rubbish,” as some
people would have thought it, in the shape of wire, nails, old
type, and so on, into the basement of their house, she made
no objection, nay rather, she looked on approvingly, and en-
?“"fw him, saying, * The world would hear of him some

ay £
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THREE HEARINGS IN ONE DAY.

BY THE REV. F. BOURDILLON, M.A,,
Author of ** Bedside Readings," etc.

“‘Evening, and morning, and at noon, will I pray, and cry aloud ; and
He shall hear my voice.”"—PsaLum v, 17,

HREE times in the day did
David pray. And how often in
the day did God hear? Three
times ; for he says, “ And He
shall hear my voice,” that is,
every time that I pray. It is
not, that he would pray and get
no hearing, and pray again and
still the same, and pray a third
time and then at last prevail on
God to hear him. No. God is
more ready to hear than we to
pray, not less. The morning
prayer was heard, the noontide
prayer was heard, the ezening prayer was heard : three
hearings in one day ; in the space of four-and-twenty
hours three audiences granted by the King of kings !

But did not St. Paul beseech the Lord thrice that
his thorn in the flesh might depart, and yet it did nof
depart ? Yes, but God heard every one of those
prayers nevertheless. We knoz that God heard him,

use He answered him; and we may be quite
sure that He heard him every time. And what an
answer! “My grace is sufficient for thee”; an
assurance of all-sufficient grace and favour. St. Paul’s

prayers were not unheard ; and such an answer did
not c}isappoint him. Gladly would he keep the thorn
now |

But another psalmist wrote, ‘ Sevenx times a day
do I praise Thee, because of Thy righteous judgments ”
(Psalm cxix. 164). Now, every time he praised he was
certainly heard. Therefore he found not three but
seven hearings in one day !

But the Lord does not limit His hearings even to
seven. If we cry oftener, He will hear us oftener.
David says again, “The righteous cry, and the Lord
heareth, and delivereth them out of a/ their troubles ”
(Psalm xxxiv.17). They may cry at any moment, much
oftener (if need be) than seven times a day; and the
Lord will always hear. In seasons of great trouble,
distress, or need, neither three times a day nor seven
times are enough. “Seventy times seven” comes
nearer the mark ; many, many times in the day—in
thought if not in word, standing or sitting or walking
or lying, if not kneeling—does the believer lift up
his heart to God from the depths of his distress, and
seek mercy, help, and comfort.  And never once with-
out a Wearing. God does not count the number of
His audiences ; @whensocver we cry in our Saviour’s
Name, He will hear.

Let us remember the psalmist again: “I &pe the
Lord, because He hath heard my voice and my

J‘
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of that period in this street
have all been pulled down.
We find, however, that in 1685 he
lived in Bowling Alley East. This
i1s now part of Tufton Street, and
leads up to the south entrance of
Dean’s Yard. The houses on the
east side are still standing, and, so
far as can at present be determined,
the house inhabited by Purcell was
the third from the south end of
the street. The new Church House
is on the opposite side.

The view which is here given
I is taken from the south end of

the street. The house with the
name of “Simson ” over the front
is, I believe, that in which Purcell
lived for about six years. It is
interesting that the new Choir
School House for Westminster
Abbey has been built on the west
side of this very street, and our
view shows also a part of the new
Church House ‘buildings, which
also abut on this street. Why should
it not be called Purcell Street?

It was while living here that

Purcell was threatened with dis-

PURCELL'S HOUSE, EOWLING ALLEY EAST.

great almonry south ” near Westminster Abbey, a
spot just opposite to the present Westminster Palace
Hotel. Here little Henry lived, and no doubt
also he often went into the' Abbey with his father,
and in that glorious fane began to delight in the
music of which he was to become so great a
master.

In the year 1664 his father died, and the next year
we find (by referring to the rate books of St. Margaret’s,
Wesminster) that “ Widdow Purcell * paid rates for a
house in Tuttle (now Tothill) Street. Here, no doubt,
the fatherless boy resided while attending the Chapel
Royal, to the choir of which he was admitted at the age
of six. There were many clever boys in this celebrated
choir during the first few years after the Restoration,
and to the example and teaching of two of these boys,
Pelham Humfrey (the composer of the well-known
“Grand Chant”) and Dr. Blow, Purcell no doubt
owed much. We cannot follow his youthful career
very minutely, but must pass on to the time when he
was appointed organist of Westminster Abbey. This
was in 1680, at the early age of twenty-two., ~He had
already produced an opera and other music for the
theatre, but we do not know much of his Church
Music up to this time. It is probable that Purcell
married as soon as he received his appointment of
organist of the Abbey, for we find he paid rates for a
house 1 Great St. Ann’s Lane in 1681. The houses

missal by the Dean and Chapter,
in consequence of his refusal to
: give up the money which had been
paid for seats in the organ loft, from which to view the
coronation of William and Mary. This was in 1689;
but as Purcell died organist of the Abbey, we may
conclude the matter was satisfactorily adjusted.

In 1691 or 1692 the great composer removed to
Marsham Street, the particular house I have not so far
been able to identify. It has probably been pulled
down.

In addition to the appointment at Westminster,
Purcell was also one of the organists of the Chapel

PURCELL'S ARMS.

J-
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Ywarr A secoyp!” 1

familar, I can assure you, with several nobs whose names
I mustn't mention,”

** Oh, don't be modest,” said Jenks. *Pray bring 'em
out if it would relieve your pent-up feelings,”

Patsford turned a lock of scorn at the interrupter, and
then went on.

i “Well, if you will believe me, just as I was going up

Ludgate Hill, leaning upon the arm of Trevarthick, and
mentioning to him that a day might come when I should
be dropping into a pot of money from an old aunt, and [
should cut business, I heard a voice behind me saying,
‘Dick, my boy, don't you know your old auntic?’ 1
looked around, and there she was—the venerable eel-pie
dealer from Deptford—in her greasiest rig out. [ assure

you,” continued Patsford, with a good deal of pathos in his

b voice, ‘you could have knocked me down with a feather.”
“Why ?" asked Cragey in innocence.

l A burst of laughter {rom gverybody was the result of

. his question.

" You don't know, Pat, my boy,” said Jenks.
] "' No," said Patsford, not in the least put out, “and you
don't know Trevarthick.”

“Well,” said Jackson, a little impatiently, *what
happened next?" ' ;

*I'll tell you,” said Patsford, “ but don’t be in too much
of a hur?'. Let me see, where was 12"

“You had just recognised the eel-pie dealer.”

*“Ab, just so. Well, the moment I turned the old
woman calls out, 'How are you, Dick, my boy 7' and
gives me a smacking kiss, right before all the public.
Then she saw Trevarthick, who was just sheering off’; but
before he could get away she calls out to him, * You must
forgive me kissing Dick before your eyes, sir, but he's my
favourite nevvy.'”

: * Well,” interrupted Jenks, “and how did the noble
swell like that 7"  Bon

“Why, he did not seem to have aiything ready just for a
minute, and then a dirty young bruate out of the gutter
who had been looking up to him, yells out, ' What, don't
you know your own mother?’ You should have seen

=
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him give us both a look then! He wasn't long going, I
can tell you. So I lost my temper a bit, and says to the
old lady, ‘There, a pretty idiot you've made me look,’
when she ups and says, ‘Go along with your smart
acquaintances, young man, and leave me and my money
alone,’ and with that she hails a 'bus, and gets in
before I hardly knew where I was.”

* Poor old fellow,” said Jackson; *why, he may
lose all the eel-pie profits!™”

“Yes, and offend Trevarthick, too,"added Patsford.

" And of course," said Cragey, meaning to be very
agrecable, ** vou would be sorry for his being so rude
gto your aunt.”

# ' Rude to my aunt ? " repeated Patsford in amaze-
ment.  *Why, what do you mean? "

“Mean? Wasn't he very rude to go off in the
way he did without answering the remark she made ?”

* Trevarthick answer an old eel-pie woman 7"

“Yes; whynot?"

“1 should like to see him! He knows I can't tell
you how many nobs, and do you think he would
be seen talking to a shabby old woman like
that?"

“1 don't see why not," said Cragey sturdily ; *that is.
if he wanted to behave like a gentleman.”

“* That shows all you know about gentlemen ! ” remarked
Patsford with contempt.

“Well, I should say your friend acted like a cad,” said
Cragey, who was losing his temper.

“Oh!" said Patsford slowly, as though he was struggling
to be calm ; “and so a friend of mine is a cad?” Then,
suddenly changing his tone, he aimed a blow at Cragey's
cheek with his open hand, crying in theatrical tones,
“ Take that!”

Cragey bobbed his head, and the blow fell upon

enks

“Take that!” said he, delivering a back-handed blow,
which caught Patsford upon the tender spot which pugilists
call the mark.” : y

Patsford doubled up upon one of the beds, and his
friends at once burst into laughter at his expense.

" Stow this!” said Jackson. “ We've had enough of
humbug. Blacker doesn't seem to be coming; but hadn't
we better have a game ? "

Everybody agreed (Cragey by his silence), and even
Patsford, after a grumble or two, arranged his tie, put up
his eyeglass, and declared himself ready. -

Cragey had never played cards before, but it seemed to
him too late to object. ~ As cards meant gambling there,
Cragey knew quite well that he was doing wrong. Un-
happily, too, he had just had his month's pocket-
mouey from home, and therefore had something to
lose. .

This circumstance was certainly not regretted by his
companions, each of whom in turn contrived to profit by
his want of skill. § .

“ But then, you know,” as Jenks consolingly said, *“you
must buy your experience somehow.” \

The pity is that Walter did not take this one experience
as enough. But he did not, and, as money was a necessity,
he had to borrow. The next step was even more painful.
The disposable property upon which he could conveniently
raise [unds soon went, and left the new-born passion un-
satisfied. The next thing was to borrow of his sisters,
begging them not to tell his father and mother. Finally
he came, under the stress of a cruel threat to expose him
to his masters, to ask for more money from his father,
Of course he was asked why the sum was wanted, and
then he coined an excuse,

g——
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SSEY THE HON. M#FC. E. LEIGH,
(Continued from page 183.)

H! we have come to a
little lake hidden away
in the depths of the

wood. What a sudden burst
of blue ! The water, streaked
with little patches of light
where the sunbeams wander
through the branches,
N has borrowed its
“%“~—— colour from the sky;
R but lest the forget-
-~ me-nots on the bank
should be jealous,
some of the blue
whicl: was left over
has been bestowed on
them, while the wild
.. hyacinths on the op-
, positeside have
chosen another shade,
Those two swans,
sailing about with stately
dignity, look rather sulky,
and no wonder! They
were evicted yesterday
from their rightful home
on the neighbouring lake,
and have n forced to
: take refuge here to brood
over their wrongs, These quaint little water-beetles
gyrating on the surface of the lake seem to be happy
enough, but they are very coy, and will hardly let us
examinre them before they dive beneath the water. We
should have to call a “Kodak" camera into requisition,

I think, if we wanted to take their portraits ! -
It has been said that poets behold Nature beautified
by a halo of glory which is not really hers. Is it so?
Are poets, like love, blindfold—blind to hard facts ? or are
they not rather gifted with a second sight, which penetrates
_the mysterious realities unheeded by less enthusiastic
observers, and looks them fully in the face ? Perhaps
there are some among Nature's lovers who would tell us
that when they learnt te know her for themselves, they
found that the half had not been told them of her beautics
aftdher glory; .that poets have toiled painfully in her
tracksgbut failed -to reach her; that only music, giving
speech: whera béfore was silence, can find the language

in which to speak her praise.
- The clapping of the woodpigeon's wings, as she scurries
~ away over our heads, reminds us of some riddles which

have'yet tobe solved. There is a curious theory, supported

by many ornithologists of note, that the air-sacs and
cavities in the larger bones of a flying bird, being connected
with the lungs, can be filled, by a muscular effort on its
part, with heated and expanded air, the high temperature
of a bird's blood communicating itself to the air contained
he body. This hot air renders it easier for the bird
vercome the force of gravity—in other words, makes
¢ bird actually lighter than when at rest. If a tame
on is weighed on a scale, and then called by a person
ding at a little distance off, the scale registers a weight

y less, as the bird spreads its wings and prepares

an it marked before,
aphers have contributed something towards the

%
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knowledge of ornithologists, taking instantancous
photographs of flying birds, showing the unexpected
positions which the wings successively assume in the
course of flight. |

Surely, if fairies ever visit the wood in these days, and,
sitting on toadstools to partake of a dainty feast, drink
to each other in dew, they must use these little cup-lichens
for goblets. Their queen might make a beautiful winter
cloak for herself out of this delicately soft “ Silky Fork
Moss,” which shines like a piece of red satin. Look at
the spléndid dark green colour of this common  Twisted
Screw Moss.” We shall not see the reason for its name
till we place a little sprig under the microscope and
perceive the curious manner in which 'ts tiny narrow
leaves twist round each other, and eling together. What-
ever else is wanting in a wood, there are always mosses
and Jichens from year's end to year's end, charitably
covering a multitude of damp stones and decaying boughs
and worn-out stumps and crumbling rocks.

A farm labourers boy once wrote out for me a list of
beautiful sights in Nature observed by him; and curiously
he noted, ** Heat when it is hot.” That was a shrewd
observation. On such a day as this, heat does not
demonstrate its existence only by its effects; we seem
to see it dancing and quivering before our eyes. The
cows see it, and saunter calmly into the water, and stand
there witli that meditative expression sometimes observable
in the faces of human animals when they are thinkin
about nothing at all. The dragon flies see it, they feel
it in every nerve and fibre of their being (and they have !
nerves and fibres!), and, like the typical Englishman in J
Punch, they seem to be saying to each other, “ What a
fine day ! I{ct us go and kill something.” The leaves see
it, and droop listlessly and motionless on the branches;
while the birds hush their songs, and appear to be waiting
and listening for the Spirit of the Wood to pass by.

I said that the leaves of the trees are motionless. Here,
however, is one exception. The leaves of this aspen
still tremble and quiver, showing that on the stillest day
the restless air is ever in motion. Shall we accept the
beautiful old Highland legend, which tells how the Cross
was made of aspen wood 7—

 And of this deed
Its leaves confess
E'er since a troubled consciousness.”

Or shall we listen when * proud Philosophy” steps in,
and remarks that the stalk of the aspen leaf being attached
to it, not flush with the leaf, as is the case with the
leaves of other trees, but, as it were, turned halfway
round with one edge upwards, it has but a feeble hold
on the leaf, which in consequence is moved perpetually
by the air? .

Well, the aspen does not give us much shade. We
will throw ourselves down under the spreading branches
of this stern old oak instead. Many of the insect world
seem also to have discovered the advantages offered by
this oak. Just as the greatest and noblest and most
independent among men are the most subject to petty
attacks from the smallest, so the grand old oak, the
monarch of the forest, the first created, according to the
Arcadians, of forest trees, seems to be the most liable
to the visits of the impertinent gall insect, one of the
smallest of its race. Forty-two kinds of galls, or more,
are said to be found on our British oaks. Look up, and
see how the ‘provident mother gall fly pierced the young
buds some months ago with the lancet which she carries
in her tail, and laid her eggs in them, and how there have

el
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Drawn by J. W. Lubrow.]
“ LORD AND LADY ARMSTRONG."”

[Engraved by R. Tavior & Co.

2

shape. So much for the lord and master. Now for her ladyship.
Her comb is large, fine in texture, and brilliant red.
the head, and then droops gracefully over to one side.

It rises from
Wattles
smaller than the cock’s, bright red, and
wellrounded. Lobes should be ample in
size, smooth, and white. The hackle is
quite a golden colour, each feather being
clearly striped with black. The breast
is full and prominent,of a sort of salmon
colour, running into a grey tint about
the thighs and stern. The body colour
is brown, pencilled with black, and has
been frequently compared to the mark-
ing of the partridge. The tail is carried
somewhat erect. The legs and feet
are yellow.

Altogether a pair of Brown Leghorns
make a very pretty couple; and if
these few lines, and the accompany-
ing illustration, executed by Mr. Ludlow
of my “Lord and Lady Armstrong,”
induce any of my readers to take
up this variety, I teel sure they will
not regret their venture.

There can be no doubt whatever, that
- in any home in which there are young
children in the family, poultry-keeping
is a great source of pleasure as well as
instruction. The boys and girls get a
taste of the study of natural history,
which often remains with them through
life. By attending to the wants of the
poultry they may learn many practical
lessons which will be of service to them
in after years.

OUR PUZZLE CORNER.

XXIIH, Coxuxpruus,

16. Which is the most musical part of a'lady’s luggage ?
17. What is that which we have all seen but which we shall
never see again ?

XXIV. Rippre,

Whole the dusty townsfolk like to trample on me on a
summer’s day, four-filths of me is what they do it with, behead
me and | am sought for in the bowels of the earth, three-fifths
of me is very useful in the garden, another three-fifths are my
mother and sister, and two-filths form my father and brother,

XXV, Avrnanericar Puzzig,

1. A river in Cheshire.
2, A town in Suffolk,
3. A town in Surrey.
4. A river in Devon.
5. A town in Kent.
The answers must be given in single letters not words,

—gy =

“Norinwe BuT Love,"—A Cornish miner, who had long followed
Christ, was once talking to his aged wite. “*1 don’t think I shall be
long here, wife," he sailt “ Something seems to tell me | shall soon go
home; but remember that if anything happens to me, there is nothing
but love between God and my soul.”

Not long afier he was killed in a colliery aceident ; but it was always
a comfort to his wife to remember his words, * There is nothing but
love between God and my soul.”

GARDEN WORK FOR SEPTEMBER.
Kitchen Garden.

T EARTH up celery in  dry

weather. Give copious sup-

plies of water to the roots,
In earthing up care must be
taken to prevent the earth
from getting into the heart
of the plants. Dig potatoes,
Plant out cabbage for spring
/ supply. Coleworts for carly
use may be planted between
the cabbages these will be
ready in Janvary. Take up
onions, and lay them out to
dry. Their place may be
used for cabbage. Sow winter
spinach carly in the month,

Fruit Garden.

Gather apples and pears which are ready. This may be
easily ascertained by gently lifting the apple in the hand and
bending the stalk; if ripe, it comes away at once, without
pulling or twisting, Fruit should be gathered in dry weather.

Flower Garden.

Plant narcissus, crocuses, snowdrops, and scilla siberica.
Propagate summer budding plants, such as geraniums, ete,
also pansies and violas. Prepare beds for planting hyacinths,
ete., towards the end of the month. Keep beds and paths free
from weeds.















