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for the newspapers and the Royal Academy—and they tell me none of ’em all can do more than 
that—Mr. Saxby’s as pleased to sit down with us, and eat my wife’s pies and puddings, and tell 
us tales of all that goes on among the grand folks he knows in London, as if he’d known us

there’s no second 
table,” quoth Mr. 

Dew, in conclave with his 
fellows on market day. 
“ Fine gentleman though 

he be, and making his 
living by painting pictures
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all his born days! I only hope he’s not turning 
the head of that girl of mine,” he would add, 
with a little laugh.

But this was a mere figure of speech, for 
neither the speaker nor anyone else could be 
blind to the fact that not only was Philip Saxby 
doing his very best to turn Lettice Dew’s head, 
but was succeeding beyond expectation in the 
attempt. From the first hour, almost from the 
first moment of her setting eyes upon him, Lettice 
Dew had owned a certain thrill of emotion im
mediately Philip came in sight. He was to her 
a delegate from some distant, superior world, 
after which her spirit hankered. Novel reading 
and day-dreaming had produced the usual 
result at Lettice’s age, in minds of her stamp. 
She sighed to be a “heroine”—to meet with 
“adventures”—to have a “love story” whether 
for good or for ill. And it had seemed that there 
was no chance of such fortune befalling her in 
her own neighbourhood, before Richard Elder 
came home,—and even after Richard did—well, 
he was just Richard, a big, brown, kindly man, 
hard-working and highly respected, but not in 
anywise differing from herself and others of her 
own rank. There could be no romance, she told 
herself, about a love affair with Richard Elder. If 
he took a liking to her he would ask her to be his 
wife in a prosaic, straightforward way; and if 
she accepted him as her future husband, they 
would be married and take up their abode at 
the gabled house on the edge of the park, and 
live on and on there until one followed the other 
to the little churchyard on the brow of the slope 
opposite. This was Lettice’s view of the case, 
and her cherry lips pouted over the picture.

Richard in himself was well enough ; he had 
a soft voice and a gentle touch (at least for 
her), but even that lost some of its attraction 
when she remembered that long ago, as a little 
boy, he had been wont to look carefully after 
the smallest toddlers in his class, and to deliver 
them over to their respective parents on his own 
way home from school with an air of pride, as 
though relieved of a responsibility which had 
been honourably discharged. His mother had 
been wont to say that even the last baby was 
safe, if Richard was anywhere about the place.

“ But that’s not the sort of man I want now,” 
cried Lettice to herself, with a half shame
faced recollection of having held Richard in 
higher esteem than anyone of old. “ It’s all 
very fine for mother to look at me, and say how 
civil Richard is to her, and what a fine son he 
is to his old father, and what a lot Mr. Cal
deron thinks of him ; and it’s all very well for 
Harriet Saxby to throw herself in his way, and 
try to get him from me if she chooses. She

won’t get him, try as she may ; it only needs me 
to look round, and Richard will come from any
where to see what I want. I’m afraid it’s hard 
on Richard, and I am very sorry if it is. I 
wouldn’t wish anyone to feel sore because of 
love, now that I know what love is,” she added, 
with a happy little sigh.

For a month had passed since the Sunday 
morning on which Philip Saxby made his first 
appearance at Merrielands Farm. He had been 
installed without demur in the little dimity- 
covered bedroom set apart for the farmer’s son 
Bob; daily he had pitched his white tent as 
foreseen among meadows deep in grass, and by 
the side of streamlets clear and sparkling in the 
sunshine; hourly he had had the companionship 
of a simple, trustful girl, pretty enough to take 
captive his artist eye, and intelligent enough to 
comprehend and even to share such of his as
pirations and ambitions as he deemed fit to 
confide to her.

When not working on his easel he would 
bring out books of poetry or of extravagant 
sensational romance, and throwing himself into 
an attitude beneath the shade, would read aloud 
to his sister Bertha and Lettice, who usually 
formed his audience on these occasions.

Harriet would frankly own she could not 
endure to listen to reading ; it fretted her to sit 
still, she said ; and she could not keep in good 
health if she had not abundance of walking 
exercise. On Mrs. Dew’s slyly observing that 
her walks usually took her round by the park 
farm, she would laugh back with ready conscious
ness, and own that she had met Richard Elder 
here or there upon the road, keeping it to her
self, however, that she had loitered about the 
precincts of the farm until she did so.

Mrs. Dew, who had now learned to perceive 
that her early hopes of Richard as a son-in-law 
were not likely to be fulfilled, was kind-hearted 
enough, and generous-tempered enough to be 
willing to see the prize which she herself could 
not obtain in the hands of another. She was a 
stranger to that petty, dog-in-the-manger feeling 
which so largely predominates in these affairs. 
To be sure Richard would have been the manfor 
Lettice, if Lettice could have fancied him ; while 
it would have been a fine thing to see her bonny 
bantling ensconced in so snug a roost, settled 
down within a mile or two of herself and her old 
man, now that age was creeping upon them;—but 
Lettice had shaken her head decidedly; had said 
that such a thing could never be; could never ’ 
be because—because—, and then, allatonce,the 
child had hid her face on her mother’s shoulder, 
and laughed, and cried and kissed her a dozen 
times, and finally had burst away with a song
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on her lips in the direction of the green waving 
meadow where the white canvas roof of a tent 
showed itself among the flickering boughs.

“ It would be dreadful if she went to live in 
Lunnon, though,” confided Mrs. Dew to her 
husband, the two being by themselves that 
evening. “ I can’t fancy our little Lettice among 
all the grand Lunnon folks.”

“ Hoots, toots ! Lettice could hold her head 
up among any of them,” maintained the farmer, 
stoutly, “ and I do think it’s what she was born 
for, considering the education she has had. 
Seems as if she was meant to do something out 
of the common, don’t it ? But, Lord ! it was a 
queer thing1 how it all came about,” musing. 
“ My being down in the dumps about the pros
pects of the hay, and your saying you would 
take in lodgers to cheer me up—though I doubt 
it was but a cheat your saying so, and that we 
don’t make much by having them after all. 
However, as its turned out,
there’ll be no need to think 
about that. We shall pay our 
way yet again this year, wife.
And as for the lodgers, I'll not 
deny its cheerful to have more 
folks about the place, and it 
makes one eat one’s meals with 
a relish to hear the talk. Saxby 
isn’t above having his pipe 
afterwards with me in the chim
ney-corner of a wet night, if he 
can’t go fooling down the lane 
with Lettice----- ”

“There they go now,” put 
in Mrs. Dew, laughing and
shading her eyes as the red gleams of the 
setting sun made them blink. “ That’s them 
in the far field. I thought when she fetched 
out her little white shawl after supper that this 
was what they were whispering about. What 
do you think of it all, Thomas ? ” demanded she 
suddenly.

“Faix! I don’t know,” replied the farmer, 
emitting a long, slow puff of smoke as he took 
ais pipe from his mouth. I could have wished 
Tom had been here, or George,—but seeing as 
they’ re not, and Susy’s husband ain't much 
ca«mt—beyond being a sensible man when he's 
00 his own ground,—it seems as if I’d no one 
that I could ask an opinion of. Bob’s but a 
young Cellar, and the husbands of the other 
girls are a couple of noodles. I’m not going to 
take their opinion when it’s about family 
matters,” with great contempt.

“ Susy’s been over to-day,” insinuated Mrs. 
Dew.

“ Aye, indeed, was she ? ” The farmer looked

or ours, busy 1

All three of ’en

round quickly. “ Sue has a head on her 
shoulders. And what had she to say to it ? ” 

“Not so very much, father,” Mrs. Dew gave 
a little dubious cough. “ But I do think Susy’s 
getting a bit cantankerous sometimes. The 
way she just looked Philip Saxby up and down 
to his face, and then the way she sniffed with 
her nose in the air as soon as his back was 
turned, made me downright angry with her. I 
suppose she thinks that because he wears a fine 
London coat and glazed boots, and a white 
shirt upon weekdays, he’s no better than he 
should be. Susy's always been for the plain 
and solid, you know ; but for my part, I can’t 
see that a man is less a man because he’s a bit 
particular ; and so I tell her, straight out. Town 
folks is different to country folks; and to be sure 
if Mr. Saxby has a mind to be more of a gentle
man than Ellis Hopkins ’tis no business of hers 

~ was always going on to me that 
I set Lettice up for a lady, so 
she can’t complain if Lettice 
likes to be courted by a gentle
man,” and Mrs. Dew, whose 
maternal heart confessed its 
own little thrill of ambition, 
laughed complacently, her eyes 
meanwhile following the pair 
under discussion who were still 
in view in the meadow below.

“ No, I don’t see that she'd 
have any cause to complain,” 
quoth the farmer, slowly ; “ it’s 
no affair of Susy’s anyhow. 
She chose her own man, and 
we neither said her yea nor nay. 
n had their own way, and why 

shouldn’t Lettice have hers ? I suppose you 
think he’s like to make a good husband ? ” he 
added after a pause.

“ Oh, you should hear what Harriet says,” 
and simple Mrs. Dew beamed afresh. “ She 
tells me there never was a better brother,—keeps 
them both, he does; and keeps them handsome. 
‘ It would be a sad thing for us if Philip 
married,’ says she only this morning, ‘ but of 
course we would never wish to stand in the way 
of his happiness’; and with that she looks so 
hard at me I couldn’t help but know what she 
was thinking about. ‘ We’ve got but a small 
house,’ she says, ‘ and if my brother brings a 
wife into it we shall have to turn out. Would 
you take us in here, Mrs. Dew ? ’ says she, laugh
ing. But I made no promises, for, thought I, 
I’ll just see how the land lies first.”

Then there was a pause. “ It would be a 
terrible business to have our little Lettice taken 
away to Lunnon,”—Mr. Dew laid down his pipe
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after smoking thoughtfully for some time—“ but, 
to be sure, it may have been that Saxby was 
thinking of to-day when he told me that though 
his work kept him to the town six months in the 
year, he could manage the other six in the 
country very well. I don’t quite understand it 
myself, but it seems he goes from plqce to place 
drawing pictures for the papers of things that 
are happening—and he could go as well from 
one place as another, feo he says, provided he 
didn’t let go hold of his connection. If any
thing is to come of it between him and Lettice 
I don’t see but what we might have our little 
girl back at the old home for the best part of 
each year while he goes up and down the 
country doing his drawing business.”

“ Now that’s just what I think—just the very 
thing I was thinking to myself.” His wife put 
her hand upon his knee. “ Well, now, Thomas, 
if that isn’t strange ? You got the very idea from

Philip Saxby that I got from his sister Harriet; 
and as for Bertha, she just dotes on Lettice 
already. I kind of fancy sometimes she doesn’t 
think even her own brother good enough for this 
girl of ours. Well, well! ” with a long-drawn 
sigh of satisfaction, “ well, well! it’s a queer 
world, and I little thought to see a lassie of ours 
take this turn,—quite out of the main road as one 
may say,—but since it is to be, it is to be ; and as 
for Susy and her hints and suspicions, I do be
lieve it’s nothing but jealousy—or at any rate 
she needn’t think we’re a couple of simpletons, 
Thomas—we that have brought ’em all up from 
their cradles. It’s all very fine for her to say 
that we know nothing about this Philip Saxby, 
nor how he lives, nor what he does ;—how can 
we know except from himself, and his sisters ? 
But we’ve had them in the house now for nigh 
upon a month, and I declare I feel as if I had 
known them all my days, they’re so open and 
frank, and always ready to talk about themselves, 
and never seem to have nothing to hide; and 
so I’m sure what more can you want ? There, 
there they are now,” excitedly, as the two 
figures among the trees moved fuller into view, 
“ and a very pretty pair they make,” murmured 
she to herself in conclusion.

“ Here you are, sitting outside,” cried a gay 
voice round the corner. “ Its too warm to be in
doors, isn’t it ? ” And Harriet Saxby appeared, 
accompanied, to the astonishment of the elder 
couple, by the stalwart form of Richard Elder. 
“ I met Mr. Elder on his way here,” explained 
she, looking round her triumphantly, “ so I 
turned round and brought him back, for I 
couldn’t deprive you of his visit,” her tone im
plying that had she chosen to remain outside, 
the visit would not have been paid.

“You’re very welcome, Richard,” quoth the 
farmer, placidly. “ Sit ye down and let the 
wife fetch ye something to drink. What ? You’ve 
had your supper ? Fill your pipe, then, and we’ll 
have our crack out here, for I’m afraid there’s 
only the old folks at home to crack with.”

“ The other three are gone for a walk 
then ? ” said Harriet Saxby, carelessly. Well 
did she know this was not the case.

“Two of them are,” and Mr. Dew pointed 
with his pipe stem towards the meadow, and 
laughed significantly. “ Bertha—where’s Bertha, 
wife ? ”

“ In her own sitting-room,” replied Mrs. Dew; 
“ where you left her,” nodding to Harriet. 
“ She’s settled down comfortably, being a bit 
tired, and having had enough out-of-doors work 
for to-day.”

“ And I suppose she thought that ‘ two’s com
pany, three’s none,’ ” retorted Harriet, lightly.
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“ Perhaps she thought that ether people would 
say so on the present occasion, at any rate,” and 
she looked full into Richard Elder’s face as she 
sjwke-

It was in order to say this—in order to make 
Richard fully understand what was going on at 
the farm—that she had inveigled him thither, 
having taken advantage of a general remark on 
his part. He had seen the trap, but had chosen 
to walk into it. People had not been slow in 
teking him that the young artist from London, 
now in quarters at MerrielandsFarm, was taking 
advantage of the opportunity to make love to 
the farmer’s daughter. No one seemed to know 
whether there were any earnest in the love- 
making or not. Some thought it would be a fine 
thing for Lettice Dew to be carried off from her 
native parts, and mix with the great world with
out its borders ; others again, shook their heads 
over such a prospect and held that there was 
something queer, something vagabondish about 
a livelihood that could be made by drawing 
little bits of pictures. To be sure if a man 
could make it pay, that was the main thing— 
but how it could be made to pay was, in a 
manner, incomprehensible.

With this part of the matter, however, 
Richard Elder gave himself no concern. He 
knew enough to smile at {he simplicity of his 
informants, but he did not feel inclined to smile 
over their gossip taken as a whole. It seemed 
to him that it was a cruel piece of ill-fortune 
that just as he had come home to take command 
of his father’s house, and step into his position 
with all its comfort and dignity—that just when 
he found himself able to marry, and fancied 
he had found the girl whom he could care for 
as a wife—she should be snatched from him by 
an interloper with whom he had had no fair 
opportunity of measuring his chances.

He had met Lettice, by accident, the day after 
the tenant’s ball; and Lettice, feeling some com
punction for the quick retort of the night 
besore, which, after all, she had told herself 

never have been needed, and being, more
over, in an amiable, cheerful mood which in- 
dooedher once more to take up Richard at the 
pom of old friendship and good fellowship—the 
no had had a pleasant talk, and he had not 
bees forbidden to hope that it might be the 
pretuisar of others. The check he had received 
on the previous evening had taught him that he 
most not go too fast; he must not expect that 
Lettice Dew would spring towards him directly 
he held oat his little finger. So far from this, 
she would, require to be gently handled, and 
delicately wooed. He would have to feel his 
way. Lettice was a young girl, with all her

life before her. She had a happy home and no 
need to quit. Unless she took a husband for 
his own sake, she certainly was not likely to 
do so from any other consideration.

And this was just what Richard Elder 
wanted; and he thought none the worse but all 
the better of Lettice because she had been 
capable of showing him at the outset that she 
did hot mean to be won too easily. After the 
following day’s encounter, when they had 
shaken hands at the stile where their two roads 
parted, he had remounted his horse and ridden 
off on his round with a light heart, telling him
self that he would find Merrielands Farm in his 
way to and from many a point in the landscape 
during the next few months.

He would not hurry Lettice. There was no 
need to hasten his courtship upon any account. 
He pleased his fancy with picturing future meet
ings and partings, chance encounters and stray 
opportunities. Once a week at least, he would 
be secure of her company, for he could always, 
without any significance, join the Dews at 
the church door after morning service, and 
accompany them to a certain point on their way 
back whence there was a short cut across the 
fields to his own home.

He had also thought of presents he could make 
Lettice. There was the beautiful Alderney 
calf, with eyes like a deer, which had been born 
ihe week before, and which he could take over 
to Merrielands Farm as soon as ever it could 
leave its mother. Lettice would know how 
to prize so valuable a gift, and she would love to 
tame the pretty, gentle little thing. He had 
also a collie pup which he had brought from 
the north, and which would soon learn to trot 
at Lettice Dew’s heels, if his master chose to bid 
him trot there.

Lettice had said she was fond of keeping 
bees. He could not give her bee-hives because, 
as it happened, there were unfavourable sur
roundings at Merrielands Farm. The bees had 
too far to travel, and were apt to wander unless 
carefully watched—but he had vowed to himself 
that should he be successful in providing his old 
home with a new mistress, she should have as 
many beehives as she chose within a sunny 
corner of his own more sheltered garden.

These, and other thoughts of a like nature, 
had occupied the mind of the young farm- 
bailiff for some days before he learned the fact 
of another presence at the farm,—and it was yet 
longer before it was borne in upon his mind that 
in that presence he might find a rival.

{To be continued.)
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By Mrs. Colin G. Campbell.

“ /'''ATCH’em alive,” “catch’em alive”—such 
is the cry we hear sounding through our

London streets, when the great Fly Army 
invades us in the bright summer weather. 
What impertinent little visitors they are, these 
troublesome flies, buzzing in and out of our 
rooms, worrying us at our meals, everywhere 
intruding upon our privacy—not even respect
ing our repose. Do they follow us so incessantly 
from love to our person, or have they learnt 
malice from the spirits of former insects which 
we have thoughtlessly or purposely injured ?

At all events their revenge is great, but if 
these little beings are so grievous a vexation to 
those who can command the luxury of space 
and air, how much more intolerable must they 
be to the poor housekeeper whose laundry, 
kitchen and parlour, are all within the same four 
narrow walls! To such the sight is welcome 
indeed, of the red-faced youth, or the wizened 
old man, who adorns himself with the dead 
victims gathered in black masses, on his paper 
hat. To the poet’s eye or that of the painter, 
he is not an attractive object, but this age is 
practical, and the toiler of the lodging room is 
only too thankful to have recourse to the simple 
method of destroying some, at least, of her 
tormentors.

A Lesson.

The flies, poor silly things, can profit by no 
moral pointed for their benefit, but cannot we 
learn a lesson by their fate ? The baits of our 
great enemy are complicated and cunning, and 
varied to suit all characters and tastes, for the 
victims are living men and women sent, as he 
well knows, into this world with immortal souls, 
priceless in value and infinitely precious in the 
great Creator’s sight.

Shall we trifle with the poison of sin or plea
sure, as do the silly flies with the sugared bait 
which is their death ? Were the words of this 
article written on the haunts of vice and over 
the portals of so-called places of amusement, 
such as race-courses, dancing saloons, and

public-houses, who would dare to enter 
them ?

“ Catch them alive ”—“ Catch them alive ”— 
this is Satan’s order, which echoes through the 
vaults of Hell, and the cry is caught up by the 
myriad spirits of the darkness of this world; 
but let wickedness be disguised as it will, the 
great deceiver’s trade mark is stamped on every 
sin, and God’s grace will reveal it clearly to all 
who ask Him. The promise stands sure to all 
who wish to be kept from evil, it is written in 
God’s own book: “Thine ears shall hear a word 
behind thee saying, This is the way, walk ye in 
it, when ye turn to the right hand, and when 
ye turn to the left.—Isaiah xxx. 21.”

When Columbus landed at San Salvador he 
set up a cross, and called the country the Land 
of the Holy Saviour. Very lately an American 
—Mr. G. W. Childs—has paid for the erection 
of a large cross on the shore at San Francisco, 
to mark the spot on which Sir Francis Drake 
landed, 314 years ago. On the same spot 
divine service was held by the Rev. Francis 
Fletcher, chaplain of the ship, the Golden Hind. 
This was the first Christian service ever held 
on the Pacific Coast.

A young Melanesian—a native of the Solo- 
man Islands—has been ordained deacon by the 
Acting Primate of New Zealand, Dr. Cowie. 
His name is Hugo Gorovaka. As a boy, Hugo 
was present when Bishop Patteson’s body was 
taken on board the Southern Cross, and this sad 
event decided Hugo to be a Christian. He has 
laboured amongst the people of Buguto with 
much success ; to this scene of work Hugo has 
returned, and he will continue his teaching 
under the direction of the medical priest, Dr. 
Welchman, at whose request Hugo was ad
mitted to the Diaconate.
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By the Rev. Canon Garnier.

HERE is another great saying of our 
Blessed Lord’s, which bears directly 
upon worship. It is the test of its 
being genuine and true in the wor

shipper.
“ The hour cometh, and now is, when the true 

worshippers shall worship the Father in spirit and in 
truth : for the Father seeketh such to worship Him.

“ God is a Spirit: and they that worship Him 
must worship Him in spirit and in truth.” 
(S. John iv. 23, 24.)

I.—Worship in Spirit.
This at once opens up an important field of 

inquiry. What is that part of our complex 
being which is spoken of as spirit ?

The Scriptures attribute to man a tri-partite 
being, “ spirit and soul and body.” (1 Thess. 
V. 23.) y

Three different words are here used—“ spirit ” 
(pneumai), “ soul ” (psuche), and “ body ” (soma). 
The first two belong to man’s immaterial being; 
they are distinguishable, not merely equiva
lents. Thus, in the Magnificat the Blessed 
Virgin says, “ My soul doth magnify the Lord, 
and my spirit hath rejoiced in God my Saviour.” 
If there are passages in which the soul by itself 
stands for the whole of our immaterial being, yet 
there are others in which a distinction is clearly 
set up—for example, where the Word of God 

is likened to a two- 
edged sword, “piercing 
even to the dividing 
asunder of soul and 
spirit.” (Heb. iv. 12.)

Man, as he is born in 
the world, shares with 
all other children of 
Adam, the same nature; 
he is “ of reasonable 
soul and human flesh

subsisting.” It may be cast, for the sake of 
distinctness, into the form of a diagram repre

senting the outward and the inward parts of 
his being.

To this, by the gift of God, through our Lord 
Jesus Christ, there is imparted “ that thing 
which by nature he cannot have ”—in a word, 
the “spirit.”' This is the great contrast 
between those two heads of the race, the First 
Adam and the Second : “ The first man, Adam, 
was made a living soul, the last Adam was 
made a quickening spirit. (1 Cor. xv. 45.) There 
comes to all who are admitted into union with 
Jesus Christ this beginning of the new nature. 
Ordinarily this takes place at Baptism. There 
the new birth may be claimed, for there it is 
covenanted. A man is born again when he is 
born of water and of the Spirit. The imme
diate Agent in the new birth is the Holy 
Spirit, Who is “ the Spirit of Christ,”2 and 
“that which is born of the Spirit is spirit.” 
(Rom. viii. 9 ; S. John iii. 6.)

We have said that this takes place ordinarily 
at Holy Baptism.3 For ourselves the rule is 
absolute, it admits of no variation. But we 
may not limit God, for, as it has been said, 
“ grace is not absolutely tied to Sacraments.”* 
His Free Spirit is like the wind of heaven that 
bloweth where it listeth. We may not doubt 
the presence of the Spirit wherever we see the 
fruit of the Spirit.

The figure used for this change enwrought 
in us, is “birth.” Itimplies a beginning only, and 
this is supported by similar figures which speak 
of “ babes in Christ,” “ milk,” as representing 
simple teaching, “ growth in grace,” and the 
like. (1 Cor. iii. 1; 1 Peter ii. 2 ; 2 Peter iii. 18.)

1 “ They have by Baptism laid the foundation and 
attained the beginning of a new life ” (Hooker V, lxvii. i): 
“ the mysterious quickening bestowed by the spiritual 
new birth.”—Freeman, "Pr. of Div. Serv.,” I. 181.

2 “ That which quickeneth us is the Spirit of the Second 
Adam.” (i Cor. xv. 22, 45.)—Hooker, L. lvi., 8.

3 “ Neither is it ordinarily His will to bestow the grace of 
Sacraments on any, but by the Sacraments.”—Ibid lvii. 4.

*Ibid lx. 6.
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The Scriptures, as

This calls for an addition to the first 
diagram, if it is to represent the regenerate 
man.

Here, then, is a new life begun. It was not 
a life, so to speak, dormant 
in the old nature that 
needed to be aroused. 
It was not part of the 
inheritance from Adam. 
It only comes to man 
after his union with 
Christ, Who is a quick
ening Spirit.

At the first, it is no 
more than a commencement. 

; have seen, contemplate
growth. The new birthright may be despised ; 
or the fresh and tender life may be fed and 
fostered. The spark of grace may be quenched ; 
or the smoking flax may be stirred up into 
flame. That is the thought presented in the 
Baptismal Service. “ Grant that all things be
longing to the Spirit may live and grow in him ! ”

Such an one has now a tri-partite being :— 
Body, which he shares with the lower orders 

of creation.
Soul, the assemblage of the intellectual 

and emotional faculties common to all 
mankind.

Spirit, or that part which is directly from 
God and like God, for God is Spirit.

This it is in the man which apprehends his 
Maker, and reaches out after Him in aspira
tion.

The main stream of a man’s being will flow 
into one or other of these three departments of 
his life.

There are those who are dominated by the 
uncontrolled instincts and cravings of the body, 
“ like brute beasts that have no understanding.” 
For such an one the Scriptural term is the 
carnal or fleshly man. (Rom. viii. 6, 7 ; 1 Cor. 
iii. 1.)

There are others who are highly emotional on 
the one side, or highly intellectual on the other, 
but do not attain to the still higher life of com
munion with God. They may have received 
the gift, but they neglect it or receive it in vain 
(1 Tim. iv. 14 ; 2 Cor. vi. i.) They do not 
rise above the nature of the first Adam. For 
these the term is psychic, which is translated 
“natural" in our Authorised Version (1 Cor. ii. 
14 ; xv. 44), and stands for those still actuated 
merely by the soul.

Distinct from these two types is the spiritual 
(Greek, “pneumatic”) man. That tender life 
that came when he was “ baptised into Jesus 
Christ,” has increased and waxed strong till it

has penetrated into and illuminated, in a 
measure, the rest of his being, so that he is 
characteristically “ the spiritual man.” It is a 
condition subsequent to his original state, for 
“ that is not first whichis spiritual (pneumatic), 
but that which is natural (psychic), and after
ward that which is spiritual.” (1 Cor. xv. 46.)

This necessitates a further modification of 
the diagram.

That which has thus begun here is to be 
perfected hereafter, so 
that not only the soul 
but also the body is to 
be irradiated with the 
spirit, for we are told 
“it is sown a natural 
{psychic) body, it is raised 
a spiritual {pneumatic) 
body. There is a natural 
body, and there is a 
spiritual body.” (1 Cor.

xv. 44.)
It is in this part of a man’s being that what 

is true worship springs. The merely intellectual 
part of our nature cannot of itself find God, 
for “ the world by wisdom knew not God.” 
(1 Cor. i. 21.) So, too, of itself the emotional or 
imaginative faculty fails to attain to this know
ledge, for the law holds that “spiritual things 
are spiritually discerned.” (1 Cor. ii. 14.) There 
is, we must recognise, a region of thought and 
action into which spirit alone can penetrate. 
It is true of a man’s own self, “No man knoweth 
the things of a man save the spirit of a man 
that is in him.” (1 Cor. ii. 11.) It is true in 
regard of his relation to others. Thus, in 
dealing with the erring and fallen, the Apostolic 
injunction is, “ Ye which are spiritual restore 
such an one in the spirit of meekness.” (Gal. 
vi. 1.) Above all is it true of the higher and 
heavenly knowledge, “ which eye hath not 
seen nor ear heard, neither have entered 
into the heart of man ” but which God 
reveals to us by His Spirit—the Spirit which 
searcheth all things, yea, the deep things 
of God. (1 Cor. ii. 10.) This is the contrast; 
“the natural {psychic) man receiveth not the 
things of the Spirit of God for they are foolish
ness unto him, neither can he know them, 
because they are spiritually discerned. But he 
that is spiritual {pneumatic) judgeth all things.” 
(1 Cor. ii. 14, 15.) _

It follows that in that part alone which is 
capable of understanding God' and receiving

1 “In Biblical language that part of man’s nature 
which holds, or is capable of holding, intercourse 
with the eternal order is spirit.”—Bishop Westcott, 
“ S. John," p. 73 n.
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the deep things of God, must adoration arise. 
“ God is Spirit, and they that worship must 
worship in spirit and in truth.”

Out of this there arise two enquiries :—■
1.—Is worship exclusively, or is it essentially, 

spiritual ?
The Quaker has read our Lord’s words in 

the former sense. The Puritans inclined to the 
same view, and so discouraged any provision 
for the participation of the body in worship by 
means of forms and ceremonies.

The Church, drawing a -legitimate inference 
from the two Sacraments of the Gospel and 
other rites of a Sacramental character, such 
as Ordination and Confirmation, for which 
Scriptural authority can be produced, finds the 
principle that we are to worship outwardly 
with our bodies as well as inwardly in our souls.

She recognises that the nature of man in
cludes his body, for “ the soul and flesh is one 
man ” (Ath. Creed'), and that our Lord, in taking 
to Himself human nature, has raised that nature, 
making it capable of sanctification wholly, 
“ spirit and soul and body.” (1 Thess. v. 23.)

She bears in mind that in the worship of 
Heaven the raised and glorified body is to bear 
its part. This points to the conclusion that 
here also some place must be found for the 
redeemed and sanctified body which is claimed 
for worship as “ the temple of God.” (1 Cor.

,vi. 19.)
Our Lord consequently called for all that 

man can render, in words that cannot but cover 
his entire complex being as it came forth from 
the Hand of God, the Creator, the Redeemer, 
the Sanctifier: “ Thou shalt love the Lord thy 
God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, 
and with all thy mind, and with all thy 
strength.” (S. Mark xii. 30.) So that we offer 
ourselves unreservedly in our worship, “ our
selves, our souls, and bodies.” (Comm. Off.) 
All that we are is God’s.

On such grounds it is held by the Church 
that our Lord intended that primarily, essentially, 
characteristically, the worship was to be “ in 
spirit.” But that the spirit of one who is being 
sanctified would enlist the other parts of our 
complex being in the same high service. 
There would be no keeping back of a part of 
the price by one who is “ spiritual.” He 
glorifies God in his body and in his spirit which 
are God's. (1 Cor. vi. 20.)*

1 “ Religion, in order to meet the wants of human 
nature, will take account of each element in man’s nature; 
she will maintain lower relations with the bodies as well 
as higher relations with the souls of men. As man has, 
besides his unseen person, an outward and visible shape.

If this be so, the form in which worship is to 
be clothed cannot be matter of indifference.

First as regards the building and its appoint
ments. It is one thing to say that God will 
accept worship in caves and dens of the earth, 
in the catacombs of Rome, from Paul and Silas 
in prison, or the gathering in the upper chamber 
at Troas, and on the sea shore at Tyre. (Acts 
xvi. 25 ; xx. ix ; xxi. 5.) It is another thing to 
assert that, where circumstances are different, 
God prefers this absence of all preparation for 
His worship. “ Touching God Himself,” says 
Hooker,1 “ hath He anywhere revealed that 
it is His delight to dwell beggarly ? and that 
He taketh no pleasure to be worshipped, saving 
only in poor cottages ? Then was the Lord 
as acceptably honoured of His people as ever, 
when the statliest places and things in the 
whole world were sought out to adorn His 
temple .... We may conclude as touch
ing these two so contrary ways of providing, in 
meaner or in costlier sort, for the honour of 
Almighty God, lA man need not sav, “this is 
worse than that, this is more acceptable to God, 
that less,” for with Him they are in their season both 
allowable’ (Ecclus. xxxix. 34): the one when 
the state of the Church is poor, the other when 
God hath enriched it with plenty.”

This was the standard that David, the man 
after God’s own heart, set before him: “ The 
house that is to be builded for the Lord must 
be exceeding magnifical, of fame and of glory 
throughout all countries (1 Chron. xxii. 5); and

so will religion herself provide sensible forms as well as 
supersensuous realities. He will exact outward as well 
as inward reverence, because in a being constituted like 
man, the one is really the condition of the other. There 
are bodily postures which absolutely forbid heavenly 
exercises to the soul, to lounge in an arm-chair is incon
sistent with the tension of thought and will which belong 
to adoration of the most Holy. Religion, like man himself, 
is a beautiful spirit tabernacling in a body of sense. Her 
Divine and immutable truths are shrouded beneath the 
unrivalled poetry of Bible language; her treasures of 
grace beneath the outward and visible signs which meet 
us in Sacraments. She proclaims the invisible by that 
which meets the eye ; she heralds the eternal harmonies 
by a music that falls upon the ear. She certainly is not 
all form, for man is not a brute ; but also she is not all 
spirit, for man is not an angel. She deals with man as 
being precisely what he is, and she enlists the lower 
faculties of his being in aid of the higher. Yet, if she is 
true to man and to herself, she never allows her disciple 
to forget the unseen in the seen, the inward in the out
ward, the soul in the body. For religious purposes, the 
soul must always be incomparably of the highest import
ance, as being the very man himself; the man in the 
secret recesses of his being ; the man at the imperishable 
centre of his life; the man as he lives beneath the eye, 
and enters into relation with the heart of his Infinite 
Creator.—Liddon, “ Some Elements of Religion,” pp, 
116, 117.

V. xv. 3.
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one of his own psalms says, “ In His temple 
everything saith glory.” (xxix. 9, R.V.)

If we turn to our Lord’s own life upon earth, 
we see His acceptance of that “ ointment of 
spikenard, very costly,” of which we are told 
the “house was filled with the odour.” (S. 
John xii. 3.) We recollect how He dismissed 
the charge of waste, and declared that, “ where- 
ever the Gospel should be preached in the 
whole world, there shall this, that this woman 
hath done, be-told for a memorial of her.” (S. 
Matt. xxvi. 13.) We recollect how, on another 
occasion, He seemed to feel the omission of 
any such attention or distinction among men. 
“ Simon, I entered into thine house, thou 
gavest Me no water for My feet .... thou 
gavest Me no kiss .... My head with oil 
thou didst not anoint.” (S. Luke vii. 44.) How 
else, in this generation, can we receive Him 
with such personal honours, except it be in 
His sanctuary, where He has promised to be 
with us ? Let us take care lest the King should 
say to us hereafter, “ In My sanctuary I was 
naked, and ye clothed Me not.”

And so again, when we look forward to that 
worship that is to be. We may not be able to 
press the literal obligation of all its surround
ings as it is described in the Revelation of S. 
John. But, at least, it "was “ for glory and for 
beauty ” (Ex. xxviii. 2), and “ it will be only 
that Church which will satisfy the natural and 
spiritual instinct for a holy, reasonable and 
beautiful worship to be offered by the congre- 
gatiqn of Christ before the throne of Heaven, 
that will be indeed the Church of the people.’’3

These notes of “glory” and “beauty” we 
recognise as God’s stamp upon His own 
creation. It is there that we have learnt them. 
What explanation can be given of the wealth 
of vegetation in a tropical forest into which 
no foot of man has before penetrated, or the 
sealed wonders of some subterranean cavern, 
with its myriad crystals at last laid bare by 
the miner’s pickaxe ? What but that which 
we find on the page of Holy Scripture— 
“ Thou art worthy, O Lord, to receive glory, and 
honour, and power ; for Thou hast created all things, 
and for Thy pleasure they are and were created?" 
(Rev. iv. 11.)’ Can it, then, be wrong for man 
to attempt to repeat in art what he has himself 
learned from God in nature ?

And it also meets an instinct of our own 
nature. There is a remarkable sermon which 
seeks to interpret that craving of our race to 
rove far away to look upon Nature in her

1 Bishop Webb, “ Priesthood of the Laity,” p. 51.
2 Bishop Webb, “ Min. of True Tabernacle,” xi.
8 Cf. Kingsley, “ Westward Ho ! ” c. xvii. p. 280.

forests and her mountains.1 It is, we are told, 
the desire to gratify the spiritual sense of awe 
in man’s being, to taste

Some vague emotion of delight 
In gazing up an Alpine height,
Some yearning towards the lamps of night.”

—Tennyson.
And we are further told that this instinct only 
finds its fullest satisfaction in the contemplation 
of God. If so, should it not be reflected in our 
temples ? Is it not, in its measure, to be 
realised in the vast cathedral ? Even the 
Puritan poet was conscious of its spell when 
he sang of

" Storied windows richly dight 
Casting a dim religious light:
There let the pealing organ blow,
To the full-voiced quire below,
In service high, and anthems clear,
As may with sweetness, through mine ear, 
Dissolve me into ecstasies,
And bring all heaven before mine eyes.”

—Milton, “ Il Pensoroso.”
If this be true to our nature, ought we not, 

according to our ability, to make provision for 
it, when we remember that “ it is He that hath 
made us, and not we ourselves ”—made us 
what we are ?

This principle will apply to all the details and 
conduct of Divine Service, and it will be not 
only such as becometh saints but such as be- 
cometh the worship of God.

“ Ritual,” it has been said, “ is founded on 
the Apostolic precept, 'Let all things be done 
decently and in order ’—ii<ryrip.ivui; x«i xara —•
in right, graceful, or becoming figure, and by 
fore-ordained arrangement.2 (1 Cor. xiv. 40.) It 
is a regulation that arises not only out of the 
instinct of what meets the requirements of the 
worshipper, but even more out of the principle 
that it is due to God Who is not the author of 
confusion, but of peace, as in all the Churches 
of the saints.” (1 Cor. xiv. 33.)

(To be continued.)

By means of the £500 recently voted by the 
S.P.G., the New Zealand Native Board of 
Missions has been able to place two native 
priests—Nikora Tantan and Tairnona Hipi- 
nana—Amongst their countrymen in the 
Waikato country. For some time past these 
people have refused to allow Christian teachers 
amongst them. Now they are eagerly wel
comed, and the prospects of successful Christian 
work is most encouraging.

1 Mozley, ” University Sermons on ‘Nature.’”
8 W. E. Gladstone, “ Gleanings,” vi.
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By Austin Clare.

Ipart 1.
The Countess.

“ TT THAT’S the matter, my little lad ? ”
VV Matt Wilson, hewer in the Ravenstone 

Colliery, had just come from the pit’s mouth, 
and was hastening home, when he came upon 
one of the little waggon-boys, some twelve 
years old at most, walking slowly along the 
cinder-path, with his fists in his eyes, crying 
bitterly.

The man was in a hurry to be home, for he 
had left there a wife and new-born child, and 
every moment spent away from them seemed 
an age. xYet the sight of the boy’s trouble 
appealed to Bis kindly heart, and he stopped 
to put the question. He did more. Not 
getting an immediate answer, he laid a hand 
gently on the heaving shoulder of the little 
lad.

“ Come, my bairn, what is’t ? ” he asked, 
again.

The hand was a very grimy one, and the 
face, bent down to a level with the child’s, 
was grimy too, so much so, that the real 
complexion remained a matter of uncertainty.

But what of that ? The coal-dust made no 
difference in the gentleness of the touch, nor 
could it hide the kindly light in the keen grey 
eyes.

The sympathy reached the poor little sobbing 
heart under the boy’s worn jacket.

He took his fists from his eyes, and, trying 
hard to keep down the sobs, he turned a tear- 
stained little face towards the pitman, and 
made shift to answer.

“ It’s—it’s the Countess, maister. That’s 
—(sob), that’s what it is. She’s—(sob) she's 
fallen down, and, oh, I doubt her knees is 
broke ? ”

The tears came again, washing little white

channels down the boy’s grimy face, as this 
climax of misfortune was reached.

“ Eh, dear, but that’s a bad job,” answered 
the man, with a serious appreciation of the 
misfortune which seemed to comfort the little 
waggoner, for he ceased crying again, and went 
on in a steadier voice.

“ Isn’t it, just ? ” he said, “and she such a 
beauty ! There wasn’t her marrow in the pit. 
And”— his lips quivered again, and his big 
blue eyes filled—“they will say t’blame was 
mine. But it wasn't, for I aye take care o’ the 
Countess. T’was a pick some o’ t’ lads had 
left on t’ lines ’at threw her down. But the 
Viewer ’ll punish me all t’ same, unless some
body ’ll speak up. And, whether or not, 
she’s hurt, and—and I canna bear ’t! I just 
canna! ”

The sobs broke out again.
“ Where have you t’ Countess ? ”
“ We’ve brought her up to the pit’s mouth. 

Our gaffer thought t’was better. But there— 
he knew nothing about mending her. 
Maister,” — a sudden thought causing the 
tearful eyes to look right into Matt’s face— 
“ would ye come and look at her ? ”

The man hesitated. He thought of his wife 
and baby at home.

“Do come !” went on the boy, entreatingly. 
“ They say you’re main diver about sich things, 
and that if ony man can mend her so that she 
won’t show t’ marks, it’s you. You’ll come 
along wi’ me, won’t you, maister ? ”

The appealing look in the wet blue eyes 
triumphed.

“ Well, I’m in a big hurry to get home, and 
that’s t’ truth,” said Matt Wilson. “ But, 
come along and be sharp. I’ll just see what 
I can do.”

Taking the pitman’s grimy hand in his 
equally smutty little paw, the boy almost ran 
with him to the shed near the pit’s mouth where 
the mysterious “ Countess ” had been lodged.

Have you guessed who her ladyship is ?
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If you live in a pit district, it will, probably, be 
no surprise to you, on entering with our two 
friends, to find that the lady with the aristocra
tic title is neither more nor less than one of 
those diminutive Iceland ponies, used to draw 
the coal waggons in our northern collieries.

I think she had once been a pale grey; but 
the years spent by her in her coaly underground 
stable, not to mention the nature of her daily 
work, had changed her little ladyship’s 
complexion to a much darker tint. Neverthe
less, she was, decidedly, in shape and general 
appearance, a pretty creature, of beauty quite 
sufficient to justify her little driver’s lamenta
tions over the damage she had sustained.

She turned her head and whinneyed, by wayof 
affectionate recognition, as the boy entered the 
shed, a greeting he acknowledged by a gentle 
pat. Then, lighting a lantern, he held it while 
Matt Wilson bent down to examine the injured 
knees, watching anxiously the while for his 
opinion.

When Matt straightened himself again, his 
smutty countenance wore a reassuring smile.

“ She’s not much the worse, I think, 
laddie,” he said kindly. “ You just 
come along o’ me to our place and 
I’ll give you some stuff to put on.
With that and a fortnight’s rest 
she ought to be mended so as 
hardly to show the cuts.”

The boy drew a long breath.
“ Do you really think sae ? ” 

he said, fervently. “ Well then, 
since it’s sae wi’ t’ Countess, it 
winna inak’ much odds what’s 
done to me. I can bide it better , 
than see her suffer.”

“ What’s this I hear about the 
Countess ? ” asked a man’s voice at 
the door, and the viewer came in.

Matt Wilson explained, the man 
in authority listening attentively to 
the pleading of the little waggoner’s 
advocate, and examining with him 
the state of her ladyship^s knees.

“ And so you think she’ll mend, 
and that this little chap is not to 
blame, eh, Wilson ? ” asked the 
viewer, when the pitman had finished 
speaking.

“Ay, she’ll mend wi’ what I’ll 
send her. And as for Micky there, 
he’s an honest and careful lad, you 
may take his word when he says he 
wasn’t to blame.”

The viewer smiled.
“ Well, anyhow, I can take yours,

Wilson,” he answered, pleasantly. “Since you 
are on his side, that’s enough.”

“ Then ye’ll let me go on driving t’ Countess, 
sir ? ’’ the boy put in breathlessly.

His expressive face had brightened visibly 
with every word uttered, and the viewer’s 
answer—“ Yes, if you’ll be sure and be careful,” 
as he turned to leave the shed, made it shine 
with contentment, like the spring sun when he 
breaks through a shower, if one may be allowed 
to use the simile of such a very smutty little 
face, as was Micky Telfer’s.

“ You’re a real good ’unaware, Mr. Wilson,” 
he said heartily, when he parted with his friend, 
“ I’ll do as much for you, if I get the chance, 
some day, see if I won’t! ”

The man smiled indulgently at the boy’s 
fancy that he could “do as much for him.”

He did not believe he was ever likely to get 
into a similar scrape, and, if he did, he, natu
rally, mistrusted Micky’s powers to get him 
out of it, with all the goodwill in the world.

“ WOULD YE COMB AND LOOK AT HER ? ”
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However, he was glad to have served the 
little fellow, and the smile on the face which had 
been so tearful, seemed to him reward enough. 
At last he was free to go to his wife and babe, 
and, in their society, he soon forgot all about 
Micky Telfer and the Countess.

Micky took care, however, that he was re
minded as often as possible. He never met the 
child, from that day forward, without getting a 
smile from him, which showed every one of 
Micky’s white teeth; and, till her ladyship 
“ mended ” and renewed work, the bulletins as 
to her condition were evidently considered of 
far too much interest to be suppressed.

The Crash.
It was nearly a 
year afterwards, 
and Matt Wilson 
had ceased to think 
of his share in the 
pony’s cure, and, 
indeed, had almost 
begun to wonder 
why it ■was that 
the little waggoner 
looked on him so 
benignly whenever 
they happened to 
come in contact, 
when something 
else came to pass 
which drew the two 
together still more 
closely.

A new seam of
coal was being opened in the pit where Matt 
Wilson and Micky Telfer worked. A good deal 
of blasting was necessary, and the long under
ground galleries echoed daily with the thunder 
of the explosions.

Great precautions were taken, however, and 
no special danger was apprehended. But, with 
the best care, and when least expected, disaster 
is ever lying in wait in those great workshops 
underground ; and, one evening, just as the men 
employed during the day were being brought to 
the surface, and before the “ night-shift ” took 
their places, disaster came.

The blasting had ceased for quite a quarter 
of an hour, and “the cage’’ was busy at work 
bringing up the men, when a dull thunder sud
denly boomed through the pit.

The colliers who were still underground came 
rushing to the shaft from all directions, clamour
ing to be drawn up, not knowing what terrible

death might await them if they remained 
below. There was a struggle for the next 
places in the cage, and though, as the minutes 
passed, and no further alarm followed, the panic 
began to subside, none of them drew a full 
breath of relief till the cage came up for the 
last time, and the word went round that every
one was safe.

But was it so ?
To make certain, the muster-roll was called, 

and when that was over, the men’s lightened 
hearts had sunk again, for two of their number 
were missing.

“Who is it—who’s a-wanting?’’ asked a 
voice in the skirts of the crowd, and when the 
answer came—“ Matt Wilson and Micky Telfer ” 
—a woman's shrill cry of pain smote upon the 
listening air.

It was Matt Wil
son’s wife.

As for poor little 
Micky, he had no 
woman to weep for 
him, for he was an 
orphan with no be
longings, and lodged 
with strangers. The 
man in whose house 

he lived, however,
now spoke up.

“ Micky can’t be
far,” he said, look
ing round. “ He 
was standing close 
to the shaft when I 
came up. I thought 
he was coming 
along wi’ me.”

“Ay,” said another, “ Micky was there, sure 
enough, he can’t be far. Mebbe he’s gone home.”

But Micky had not gone home, nor, though 
he was sought for, could he be found. The cage 
was even sent down again, with one or two 
brave volunteers to seek for him and Wilson in 
the pit, but with no result; and a second crash 
while these were below, caused by a large por
tion of the roof falling in, and narrowly escaping 
the heads of the searchers, caused them to 
desist. Nothing more, it was decided, could be 
done till the following morning.

And where, meanwhile, werethelost ? It was 
known by his comrades where Wilson had been 
working, and since he did not come out with the 
rest, he was believed by most to have been 
killed by the falling of some stones during the 
first crash. This was not the case, however. 
The stones, indeed, had fallen upon him, but 
he was not dead.
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For some time helay insensible, and, when he 
came to himself, the place where he lay was in 
darkness. A great silence had succeeded to 
the hideous noise of the falling stones which 
had tilled his ears before he lost consciousness. 
Only the pain in his limbs reminded the poor 
fellow of what had happened, and made him 
realise that all had not been a dream. He 
tried to move, but could not. The stones 
which lay upon him held him down. Then 
came the terrible thought that he was there 
all alone, forgotten by his comrades, and left 
to die in the darkness.

The idea was awful. The sweat broke out 
in great drops on Wilson’s brow, as it pressed 
upon his soul, as the ruins were pressing on his 
body. His wife and child—the year-old baby, 
now able to toddle and to call him “ Daddy ”— 
should he never see them again ?

What would become of them if he died, he 
who was the bread-winner ?

This second thought, following on' the first, 
quite unmanned the poor fellow, and tears of 
helpless agony ran down his face. At that 
moment of utter desolation he heard his name 
pronounced.

“ Matt Wilson ! Mr. Wilson, are you there ? ” 
The man tried to answer, but there was a lump 
in his throat which hindered the passage of any 
words

Utter misery and sudden joy were choking 
him.

“ Mr. Wilson! ” said the voice again, sounding 
nearer this time. “ You’re not dead, are- you ? 
Oh, do answer! ”

Then Matt managed to give a stifled shout.
The next moment there was a sound of 

scrambling feet; warm, quickly-drawn breach 
was on his face, and his hand was caught in 
another hand—a much smaller one than his own: 
he could perceive that much in spite of the pain 
he was suffering.

“ Who is’t ? ” he gasped, the friendly grasp 
warming his very heart and bringing back his 
courage.

“ It’s me,” said a boy’s shrill voice—“ me, 
Micky Telfer, ye ken. Oh, then, maister, ye’re 
not quite killed ? ”

“No!” Wilson laughed in a half hysterical 
way, at the naive question.

“ It’s main glad I am. I was feared you 
were, when ye didn’t answer,” said the boy, 
still clinging to his friend’s hand.

“ And how did you get here, Micky. Were 
you knocked down too ? ” asked Matt, presently.

“ Nay, I wasn’t that,” answered the boy. “ I 
ran away like the rest, and was just getting 
into the cage when one o’ the men said you

were not out. Then I remembered where you 
were workin’, and I was feared for you.”

“ And so you came back to seek me ? ” asked 
Matt, his voice trembling.

“Ay,” answered the little lad simply, “ I re
membered you and the Countess. I couldn’t 
go and leave you and her, not knowing how 
you both were, ye ken. SA?sall right. I went 
to see her first, for her stable’s nearest; then 
I came after you.”

Matt Wilson was deeply touched.
That Micky should have classed him with his 

beloved pony, and confessed to seeing first to 
her, did not in any way diminish his gratitude. 
The act was just as loving and self-devoted as 
though the man only, and not the beast, also, 
had been its motive. Nay, Matt liked the 
child still better for his faithfulness to his dumb 
friend.

“I say, maister, does it hurt so bad?” was 
Micky’s question, as a groan, which he could 
not suppress, broke from the crushed pitman.

“ Ay, it’s bad to bide, Micky lad. Dost think 
thou couldst heave the stones off me a bit ? I 
feel as though they were just pressin’ t’life out 
o’ me! ”

Thus implored, Micky put all his small 
strength manfully to the work; and, presently, 
by dint of prodigious exertions, the stones were 
rolled off his suffering friend.

The man moved his body with a great 
sigh.

“ That’s a deal better! ” he said, “ if thou 
hadn’tst come, Micky, I doubt I’d soon have 
died. Now give me a hand, and I’ll try to get 
up.”

But this was a feat beyond the united efforts 
of both to accomplish, Wilson being too much 
hurt to rise. Micky did his best for him, how
ever. He brought him water in his cap, and 
made the night at least endurable by taking 
the poor suffering head upon his knees and 
making a pillow for it.

When morning came, the boy crept over the 
fallen rubbish, which filled that part of the pit, 
towards the entrance. And, though he could 
not pass the place where the roof had fallen 
when the last disaster had occurred, he was 
able to make his cries for help heard by those 
who were again searching for their lost com
rades.

After some hours of labour, the men were 
able to reach the spot where Micky was await
ing them, and, guided by him, soon made their 
way to where Wilson was lying. Before noon, 
his wife and child, who were anxiously waiting 
for news at the pit’s mouth, had the joy of 
receiving him back alive. And, like the Coun-
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tess, Matt “ mended,” not so fast as her lady
ship had done, certainly, but still sufficiently 
fast to surprise the doctor.

“ If those stones had lain on him much 
longer,” said that functionary, a few days after, 
“ he couldn’t have lived till morning; I’m con
vinced of that. It’s well you weren’t the only 
prisoner, Wilson, or you’d have been in your 
grave by now.”

“ I would, have been the only prisoner, if it 
hadn’t ’a been for that little lad, doctor,” was the 
low answer. “ He stayed down there all along 
o’ me, didn’t ye, Micky ? ”

“ Ay, maister ; you and t’ Countess.”
“Yes, I forgot the pony,’’ answered the sick 

man, with a smile. “ But, never mind, you’ve 
saved my life all t’ same, and I thank ye for’t. 
Gie us a wag o’ the hand, laddie.”

“ It was you that mended the Countess, ye 
ken,” was the boy’s reply, as he laid his dirty 
little paw in his friend’s hand.

“ And so it’s tit for tat, is it ? ” asked 
Matt.

“ Ay, I owed you a good turn,” answered 
Micky, turning his blue eyes gravely on his 
friend.

That was all that was said, but none the less 
did Wilson wonder, as he lay resting with closed 
eyes, at the rich harvest produced by that one 
little seed of kindness dropped by him, almost 
unthinkingly, a year ago.

Those little seeds of good and evil! How 
little, indeed, do we think, as we sow them, of 
what will spring up from them hereafter !

And yet, for future joy or misery, there is 
the germ of life in each.

Nothing more was said, certainly ; but much 
was done.

Matt Wilson sould now no more have for
gotten little Micky than if he had been his own 
son. If the boy had been devoted to the man 
before, the man was now no less devoted to the 
boy.

It seemed the most natural thing in the world 
that Micky should “flit,” as north-country folk 
call it, at the very first opportunity, and come to 
live under his friend’s roof. It seemed quite as 
natural that, during Matt's long disablement, 
Micky’s wages should go to swell the household 
purse. Nor, when the man was well again, and 
able to resume work, was there anything said 
about repayment—Micky saw to that.

Had he not a home at last, and were not 
the Wilsons more like a young sort of father 
and mother to him than anything else? As for 
their little son, Micky at once adopted him as 
a brother, carrying him about on his 
shoulder, when he came from work, and

loving him—I was going to say as much as 
the Countess; but this, to the little wag
goner’s faithful heart, would have seemed almost 
infidelity.

We1', what did it matter, since little Tim 
soon grew to love the Countess as well js did 
his “ big brother,” so that her ladyship had two 
devoted slaves instead of one.

If you go to Ravenstone Colliery, you may 
still find Matt Wilson and Micky Telfer living 
together, and, by this time, most of their mates 
have forgotten that they ever lived apart, or 
what it was that so knit these two hearts to
gether that only death could test the closeness 
of the bond.

HIS bed is here, but not the childish sleeper. 
His pillow, which so late the small head 
pressed,

No longer needs he any earthly keeper—
No more the refuge of a mother’s breast.

I start at night, as though I felt him nigh me, 
And caught the even measure of his breath.

I reach my empty arms in vain about me— 
Dreaming it were a dream—his sleep of

death.

O tender Shepherd, Who my lamb art tending, 
Lead me, the mother, through these lower

ways!
With heart bereft, and head in loneness bending, 

I shall go softly all my childless days.

Thou wilt not frown upon my tears of sorrow, 
Mothers have ever wept, like her of Nain— 

Whisper to me “ Weep not,” and Heaven’s
to-morrow

Shall give the child unto my arms again.
R.
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Bread.

IT is unfortunate that home-made bread is 
not more generally met with in British 

homes. Surely in these days of cookery classes 
that are being established all over the country, 
we shall soon find it general. Bread is often 
called the “ Staff of Life.” You cannot say 
this of very much of the bread that is sold. 
Home-made bread has many advantages over 
the baker’s loaf. Flour is less likely to be 
adulterated than bread. Good flour can be 
recognised by the feel of it; there is a dry, soft 
flakiness about it; but to be sure of its not con
taining other substances it must be examined 
with a microscope.

Bread is adulterated with potatoes, rice-flour, 
and alum.

If potatoes are used, the bread at a day old 
is very crumbty ; if rice flour is used it will be 
very brittle ; if alum is used, a poor flour may be 
made up, and yet the bread will look white. 
Not much alum is present, of course, but none 
should be there, and it only requires a very 
little to bring about the desired result, i.e., of 
passing off an inferior flour so as to make it look 
like a superior flour.

Alum enables more water to be used in the 
making of bread, and hinders it from being so 
readily digested. It is harmful to everybody, 
especially to young people. To detect the pre
sence of alum you need a tincture of logwood, 
made by steeping logwood shavings or chips in 
methylated spirit, in the proportion of j oz. 
chips to 1 oz. of spirit. Put this in a bottle by 
itself, and keep it c'osely stoppered. Dissolve 

’ J oz. of carbonate of ammonia in water, so as to 
make a saturated solution. Keep this by itself. 
When you want to apply this test, take less 

1 than half a teaspoonful of logwood tincture, add 
one teaspoonful of carbonate of ammonia solu
tion and put them together in a glass. Add 
two teaspoonsful of water. Mix it thoroughly. 
Cut a little square piece of bread from the 
crumb of a loaf, put it flat down in a plate or 
saucer, pour on it the mixture. If the bread 
turns a dark blue or violet colour, alum is pre

sent, if, after half an hour, no change takes 
place in the colour of the liquid no alum is pre
sent. This is a delicate test, even to the extent 
of recognising less than a grain to a pound of 
flour. To determine the quantity, if alum should 
be found, is a troublesome process, too difficult 
to be dealt with here.

Do not buy flour if it has a mouldy smell or 
feels damp to the touch, nor if it has been 
exposed in a dusty shop.

If you have a microscope, examine your flour 
by means of it. To do this you must separate 
the starch from the gluten. It is the latter sub
stance that forms the skins of the bubbles 
formed when bread rises, and good bread should 
show these evenly distributed when the loaf is 
cut across.

Tie a piece of muslin loosely over the top of a 
tumbler glass, put on the muslin a little flour— 
less than a teaspoonful—wash it and knead it at 
the same time, the water will trickle through the 
muslin, carrying with it the starch. The stiff, 
sticky substance that remains on the muslin is 
the gluten. The starch will settle at the bottom

WHEAT STARCH.

of the glass after a short time, and the water 
may be poured off. Put a small quantity of 
this on a thin slip of glass, cover it with a very 
thin slip of glass, and focus it in the field of the 
microscope. If all the starch is from wheat, 
it will appear as the granules represented in 
the above illustration.

The Province of Quebec, Canada, has a 
wooden railroad thirty miles long. The rails 
are of maple, 4 by 7 inches, and lumber trains 
are run over the road at a twenty-five-mile 
rate.
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AY ! You needn’t ask me to come to 
church along o’ you on Sunday 
nights. I ha’n’t abeen there for 

eight Sundays, and don’t mean to. I reads in 
my Bible as Gospel blessings comes ‘ without 
money and without price,’ and from what I 
hear now, there’s never a service on Sunday 
(and the new parson’s not satisfied with less 
than three) without the money-bags going 
round. A regular set of cadgers be, and I’d 
tell the Archbishop so if he’d give me a chance.”

As Thomas Golightly said this, he spoke as if 
he knew all about ity and the young school
master stared at him.

“ Ay ! you may stare,” said Thomas, puffing 
away at his pipe; “ they be cadgers, and you 
won’t catch me going to hear ’em ; taking the 
money out of poor folks’ pockets ! It warn’t so 
when I were a boy. None of your bags then. 
A good, honest plate held at the door when the 
sermon was for the missionaries, or the hospital, 
and that was all.”

“ None at the Holy Communion ? ” asked the 
schoolmaster.

“ I know naught about that. I always came 
out first on Sacrament Sunday. No catching 
me acting hypocrite ! choose who will.”

“ Times are changed,” said the schoolmaster. 
“I suppose you had Church rates in your 
young days ? ”

“ Yes; and of all the inikitous things, they 
beats ’em! I don’t hold with Dissenters a 
setting themselves up to know better than their 
forefathers, and their Amens at every turn, and 
all; but I do say it was inikitozis that they 
should have to pay for what they got no returns. 
England’s a free country! What right had 
Chapellers to pay Church rates ? ”

“ Church rates began in the early days of the 
Church in England—hundreds of years before 
there were any dissenters. As far back as 696, 
there was what was called Church shot. Every 
house was assessed at Christmas, and the rate 
was paid next Martinmas. It was necessary to 
have a fund to pay for all the expenses. That 
was the beginning of Church rates, which were

paid for nearly 1200 years. Now the money 
collected from the congregation goes, most of it, 
in the same way. A church would soon go to 
rack and ruin if the building was not looked 
after, the roof kept water-tight, and the inside 
clean. It stands to reason the church be 
kept decent, and all things belonging to the ser
vice must be provided for—the warming and 
lighting, and other things. There must be some 
fund for it. Who do you think ought to do it.”

“ Parson,” said Thomas, with his pipe in his 
mouth. “ Let it come out of his pocket. He 
gets plenty out of the parish.”

“ He gives away in it more than he gets from 
it, sometimes. Besides, ‘ the labourer is worthy 
of his hire.’ How could he do his work if he 
had nothing to live upon ? ”

“ It’s no good your argufying with me. I’m too- 
old a bird to be'caught with-chaff; so there ! ”

“ I didn’t know country people cared so little 
for their parish church.”

“ What do you mean by that, young man ? ” 
asked Thomas, fiercely. “Not care for it? 
Much you knows about it! We’re christened in 
it, and married in it, and buried in the church
yard. Talk about Dissenters. I’d soon take the 
wind out of their sails if they started abusing 
the church. Why! my father was parish 
clerk thirty years. Don’t talk to me ! ”

“ But if you are so attached to it, surely you 
don’t grudge money to keep it in order, or to 
have the services properly done ? ”

“Look here, young man. I believe in the 
Bible, which don’t seem to be the fashion now- 
a-days. You show me Bible words, ’cos why, 
and I’m your man.”

Sooner than the old man had expected, the 
schoolmaster had pulled out his pocket Bible. 
“ It’s rather small print,” he said, “ but would 
you mind reading this ? It goes back further 
still, to the time when Ezra rebuilt the Temple 
at Jerusalem ; you will see the Jews made their 
offerings, and grudged nothing.’

“ I ain’t much of a scholar, but if I could see 
the words I’d have a try.”

Now the two men were sitting on a bench 
outside the churchyard. A thought came to the 
schoolmaster. “ The church is open,” he said ; 
“let’sgo in and read it there.”

“ Well, once in a while, I don’t mind,” said 
Thomas. “ But I don’t hold with new-fanglfed 
ways. In my father’s time it was locked, 
and he kept the key; and many’s the 
shilling he got for showing strangers over it. 
It’s a fine building, and there’s something out of 
the common in they upper windows, so the Bray- 
ford parson said, and he’s a great antimaquarian, 
folks say.”
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“ Then the shillings didn’t go against your 
father’s conscience ? ” said the schoolmaster. 
w I thought you liked things without money and 
without price ? ”

Thomas had nothing to say to this.
“ The church belongs to the parish,” said the 

schoolmaster. “ Everyone has a right to go in 
whenever he chooses, from sunrise to sunset, 
so long as he remembers Whose House it is.” 
In his own mind he was thinking of it as “ Our 
Mother Church, whose arms are always open to 
her children,” but he did not say so.

Standing before the old Bible, chained to its 
-desk, Thomas read certain words from the 
second and third chapters of the Book of Ezra. 
“ I can show you more,” said the schoolmaster, 
turning to the New Testament.

“ Enough’s as good as a feast, my lad,” said 
Thomas Golightly. The schoolmaster never 
heard him again call the parsons cadgers, for 
he had seen that the Bible was on their side.

M. E. S.

“'T'HOU shalt love the Lord thy God with 
all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and

■with all thy strength, and with all thy mind; 
and thy neighbour as thyself.”

The two great commandments are like twin 
flowers growing from the same stalk, or like 
two beautiful hues which blend into one colour ; 
for sometimes, in a soul that is striving to live 
them out, we cannot tell when one ends and the 
other begins.

And this is to be expected, for our Lord tells 
us that the second is “ like unto ” the first. It 
is “like” because it must of necessity grow 
where the other grows, belong to it, be a part 
of it, revolve around it, like those twin stars in 
the heavens, one of which traces its orbit for 
ever round the other. There is no such thing 
as love of God without love also of our 
brethren. St. John tells us that it is impossible. 
“ He that loveth not his brother whom he hath 
seen, how can he love God whom he hath not 
seen ? ” It is the nearness of us all to each 
other, the brotherhood of one to the other, the 
natural love for our brother, which often draws 
a soul to feel after the greater love of the 
unseen Brother and Father. St. John appeals 
from our love for the “ seen ” brother by our side 
to our love of God; our “ neighbour’s ” near
ness to us, our seeing of his faults maybe, does 
not exempt us from loving him. It seems to

St. John so strange for a man not to love his 
“ seen ” brother, that he finds it impossible 
that such a man should love God “ whom he 
hath not seen.’’

It is an argument from the less to the 
greater. And if it be said that it is much 
easier to love God who is so good, so perfectly 
loveable and attractive, than it is to love our 
neighbour who is sometimes anything but such, 
it can only be answered that if we so feel, our 
mind is not God’s mind. God does not love 
only “the good,” but is also kind to the un
thankful and the evil; He sees even in them 
the fallen image of His own goodness—what 
He meant them to be, and not what they are. 
The mind that is quick to see the faults of its 
neighbour, and to look upon the dark side of 
human nature, is the most unlike God’s ; and 
the heart that is eager to seek out the good 
side of everyone, ready to believe and to love as 
a child, is the heart most like the heart of the 
Father.

If we truly love God we shall love His 
children. “ One chief way of showing our love 
to the Father is by being kind to some of His 
children.” It is a mistake to think that we are 
pleasing God by saying many prayers perhaps, 
when all the while some little plain duty lies 
undone, or while we have failed in love to our 
neighbour,—said some word that was not kind, 
failed to bestow upon him some little thing we 
might have given—a loving look, a smile, a 
sympathising clasp of the hand. “ He that 
loveth not his brother abideth in death.”

Is the converse true ? that if we truly love 
our neighbour, we must love God also ? Yes ; 
for there is no true love apart from God, though 
there is some love of brethren in the world, 
which alas, makes no profession of love to God ; 
but, no doubt, there is much love of Him 
which is not conscious love, as even the blessed 
ones in the parable fed the hungry, clothed the 
naked, visited the sick, without knowing Whom 
they served in the person of their brethren. 
And this commandment we have from Him 
Who is the Infinite Love, “That he who loveth 
God love his brother also.”

R. Metcalfe.

Board Cleaning.—Boards should never be 
rubbed across, but up and down the boards. 
After being well scrubbed with soap, hot water, 
and a brush, they should be washed over again 
with clean water and a soft cloth, and then well 
dried by hard rubbing.
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The amount of air needed by different 
persons has been made the subject of scientific 
investigation. It is a fairly safe rule to hold 
that from 3,000 to 3,600 cubic feet of air per hour 
is the minimum amount for an adult person 
under ordinary circumstances, an amount which 
few of us get, but which assuredly we all require. 
Children are set down, as regards their air re
quirement, at 2,000 cubic feet per hour. 
A man, placed at very hard work, whose lungs 
are, of course, acting quickly, requires between 
9,000 and 10,000 cubic feet of’ air per hour. 
In the case of sick persons, the 3,000 or 3,600 
cubic feet above given, as an average for the 
healthy adult, should be increased to 4,500 cubic 
feet per hour. That the air of a sick-room, or 
hospital ward should, above the air of all other 
places, be kept sweet and pure, goes without 
saying. The importance of fresh air for the sick 
was never better appreciated than it is to-day, 
and as a factor in restoring health and in pre
venting the inroads of disease, we cannot over
estimate the importance of a pure atmosphere, 
constantly and efficiently renewed.

To the uses of milk there has recently been 
added one in which this familiar fluid figures as 
a dressing for burns. Absorbent lint, soaked in 
milk, is laid on the burn as a dressing, and re
newed as often as need be. Under this treat
ment, it is reported, healing took place rapidly 
and effectively. Housewives may bear this fact 
in mind in case of accidents from burning. Milk 
is a fluid which is always at hand, even when 
oil may be difficult to procure.

The fig has long been recognized by the 
medical profession as possessing excellent, mild, 
laxative properties. Certain other ripe fruits 
have similarly desirable qualities, but in a less 
marked degree. The fig, therefore, is pre
eminently the perfect natural laxative, besides 
containing a rich, nutritious juice, having tonic 
properties most beneficial to the stomach, liver 
and bowels.

Scarlet Runners.—When these are in full 
bearing, in August and September, the surplus 
should be gathered while still tender, be roughly 
shredded, and packed down tightly in deep 
earthenware jars or pans, with plenty of salt 
between each layer, and a few handfuls on the 
top. If kept in a cool, moist place, such as a 
cellar or dairy, these beans will remain in good 
condition for several weeks, and when required 
for use should simply be well washed in water 
to remove the surplus salt, and then cooked in 
the ordinary way.

Begin the propagation of bedding-plants. 
Cuttings of “geraniums” strike best in abed 
of sandy soil in the open ground, but they 
must be inserted at once. Those of helio
tropes, marguerites, verbenas, petunias, etc., 
should be inserted in boxes of sandy soil, and 
kept rather close and shaded in cold frames. 
Save seeds of choice sweetwilliams, Canterbury 
bells, delphiniums, and other plants.

Red Cabbage Pickle.—Choose a sound- 
hearted red cabbage. Slice it finely, and 
between each layer sprinkle some salt. Leave 
it for two days, then drain. Place it in a jar 
with a few slices of beetroot. Pour over 
sufficient boiling water to cover, and to each jar 
allow a teaspoonful of peppercorns. Tie over 
with bladder. (N.B.—This pickle is not one 
which keeps very well.)

Eel Broth.—Clean about a pound of small 
eels, and simmer them in two quarts of water, 
till the liquor is reduced to a quart. To flavour
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this soup add a small blade of mace, a bay- 
leaf, two onions, and a few peppercorns. Skin 
well when the broth first boils up, and add salt. 
This should be strained through a thick cloth, 
and should have milk added to it before 
serving.

Tar on Clothing.—A little lard rubbed on 
tar spots in clothing, and allowed to stand an 
hour, will entirely remove the spot, when 
washed out with soap and warm water. Rinse 
after in rain-water.

Fruit and Rice.—Boil some rice in milk till 
it is cooked and very thick. Put a layer of it 
in a pie-dish, then a layer of sliced apples or 
stoned plums, previously stewed with sugar, 
add another layer of the rice, scatter a little 
sugar over the top, and bake a golden brown 
colour.

doubt not but thou wast that guileless,

Whom Jesus owned an Israelite indeed, 
Rewarding faith and prayer with richest

meed
Of holy benediction. Thou hast gone 
Beneath the broad-leaved fig-tree all alone,

But One was there thine inmost thought to 
read:

Thine heart an open book before Him spread,
Before that Philip called thee, thou wast 

known.
And thou didst own Him as the Son of God, 

Thy master, Israel’s long-expected King ; 
And there He promised thee some greater

thing,
The heavenly path by holy angels trod,
Man’s eye of faith beholding things unseen, 
And all earth flooded with celestial sheen.

(a.d. 2S8.)
By the Rev. Montague Fowler {Chaplain to 

the Archbishop of Canterbury).

THE name of S. Sebastian, and the nature of 
his martyrdom, are familiar to most of us, 

on account of the numerous pictures by which 
his end has been depicted. In addition to the 
well-known paintings, of which engravings may 
be frequently seen, our National Gallery con
tains three representations of S. Sebastian, 
pierced with arrows. One of these is by 
Antonio Pollainolo, another by L’Ortolano, and 
the third by Zaganelli.

S. Sebastian was born of Christian parents, 
at Narbonne, in Gaul, about the middle of the 
third century. He was educated at Milan. It 
appears that, during the terrible sufferings and 
torture inflicted on the Christians in the perse
cution under Carinus, many were in danger of 
renouncing their faith. Sebastian, therefore, 
although his inclinations were against a military 
life, went to Rome, and, having joined the army, 
obtained the post of captain of the Pretorian 
Guard. He was thus enabled to gain access to 
two brothers, Marcellianus and Marcus, who 
were lying under sentence of death, and by his 
exhortations their faith and endurance were 
confirmed. Sebastian during this time converted 
to Christianity not only Tranquillinus, the father 
of Marcellianus and Marcus, but Chromatius, 
who was governor of Rome, and Tiburtius, his 
son. The latter was baptized immediately, but 
his father waited for a season, being anxious to
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be fully instructed in the truths of Christianity. 
He then resigned his high position in the State, 
and opened his house, which was at some little 
distance outside Rome, for the reception of 
those followers of Christ who were in need of 
help. Through the influence of S. Sebastian, 
the two brothers were set at liberty.

In 285 a.d., Carinus was defeated and slain 
by Diocletian, who succeeded him as emperor. 
Fabian became governor of Rome in place of 
Chromatius, and he at once renewed the perse
cutions against the Christians. S. Sebastian, 
with many others, retired for safety to the house 
of Castulus, an officer of the imperial court, who 
had been converted to the faith. Information 
was laid against them by a renegade named 
Torquatus, and every one of them suffered 
martyrdom. St. Zoii was stifled with smoke, 
being hung, head downwards, over a fire. 
Tranquillinus was stoned to death. Several 
were tortured and then thrown into the sea. 
Castulus was three times stretched upon the 
rack, and then buried alive.

S. Sebastian, being a person of some impor
tance, was sent to the Emperor, with whom he 
had a long interview. Every argument that 
Diocletian could think of was used in his at
tempt to shake the faith of the disciple of 
Jesus. Finding that entreaties and threats 
were alike unavailing, the Emperor, reproaching 
him for his ingratitude, ordered Sebastian to be 
shot to death with arrows. The command was 
obeyed, and his body, pierced through and 
through, was left lying on the ground. Irene, 
the widow of Castulus, came by night to remove 
the corpse, in order to give it decent Christian 
burial, when, to her surprise and joy, she found 
him still alive. She at once went off to obtain 
help, and then carefully removed him to her 
own house, where she tended and nursed him, 
until in due time he recovered from his wounds.

After his miraculous escape, his friends were 
anxious to persuade him to leave the city, and 
take up his residence where he would be out of 
reach of the cruelty and vindictiveness of his 
foes. But Sebastian, full of love and zeal for 
the Master Who had preserved him, determined 
to remain where he might still be of service to 
those who were in peril, and preferred, if it were 
God’s will, to undergo a second martyrdom 
rather than fly from danger. Accordingly some 
weeks after he had regained his strength, he 
placed himself by a staircase down which the 
Emperor was to pass. Waitinguntil Diocletian 
came close to where he was standing, he stepped 
forward boldly, and, after announcing himself, 
commenced to reproach the Emperor for his 
unjust and barbarous acts of cruelty towards

the Christians. He pointed out how, either by 
his direct orders, or at least by the encourage
ment he gave to the local governors, hundreds 
of honourable and upright citizens had been put 
to death, because they would not deny the 
Saviour Who had died for them. He referred to 
his friends Tiburtius, Castulus, and the rest. 
The Emperor was for some few moments utterly 
taken aback; first that anyone should dare 
to address him in such terms, and to take him 
to task ; and secondly, because he had been 
convinced that Sebastian was dead. Very soon, 
however, astonishment gave place to rage, and 
he ordered his accuser to be seized and beaten 
with clubs till he was dead, and his body thrown 
into the common sewer. A Roman lady, named 
Lucina, who had accepted the true faith, with 
some difficulty recovered the body, and caused 
it to be buried in the Catacombs.

In the picture by Pollainolo, which has been 
referred to above, we see the saint in the centre, 
bound to the trunk of a tree, and already pierced 
with arrows. In the foreground are four of his 
executioners, two in the act of shooting with 
bows, two stooping and charging their cross
bows. Behind the saint are two others in the 
act of shooting, while several horsemen and foot- 
soldiers are seen in the distance. The back
ground is an extensive landscape. This paint
ing, which is generally regarded as one of the 
artist’s greatest works, was finished in the year 
1475 a.d. (the year in which Michaelangelowas 
born), for the altar of the Pucci Chapel, in the 
Church of San Sebastiano de’Servi, at Florence, 
and was purchased for the National Gallery in 
1857-

The example of S. Sebastian teaches us to be 
fearless in our efforts to assist others in their 
spiritual life, and to be bold to reprove those, 
however exalted may be their stations, who are 
fighting against the “faith once delivered to 
the saints ”—the faith of Christ crucified.

To Preserve Brass Ornaments.—Brass 
ornaments, when not gilt or lacquered, may be 
cleaned and a fine colour given to them by two 
simple processes. The first is to beat salam- 
moniac into a fine powder, then to moisten it 
with soft water, rubbing it on the ornaments, 
which must be heated, and rubbed dry with 
bran and whiting. The second is to wash the 
brasswork with rock alum boiled in a strong 
ley, in the proportion of an ounce to a pint; 
when dry it must be rubbed with fine tripoli. 
Either of these processes will give to brass the 
brilliancy of gold.
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We can show our love to God by loving our fellow- 
men. Every gentle, loving act towards one in sorrow, 
every kindly word spoken to a wounded and troubled 
heart, every trial borne for the sake ot others, is an offering 
acceptable to Jesus. Who tells us, “ Inasmuch as ye have 
done it unto the least of these My brethren, ye have done 
-it unto Me."

The great difference between a truly religious man and 
any other is, that the one thinks of himself, and lives for 
himself and the other looks to God and regulates his 
conduct, not according to his own selfish pleasure, but 
according to the will of God. Let each one of us, then, 
seriously consider what use he is making of God’s gifts. 
Is he employing them for himself or for God ?

We influence others for good or evil by the lives we 
lead. If we are godly folk we are workers for God, and 
help forward God’s kingdom. If we are ungodly people, 
or if we are merely selfish, idle people, who bury our 
talent in the napkin of neglect, we are hindering God’s 
Kingdom, we are working against it.

When we are cast down and overbome by troubles of 
heart, and of soul, and of bodily life, let us place our
selves beside the Apostles in the hour of their disappoint
ment and despair, and let us have faith that the same 
Lord Who caused their hearts to rejoice, can and will 
bring us through our time of anguish as surely as He 
brought them, if only we have faith in Him.

It is the lowly, humble soul alone, the man to whom 
every sin is a pain and grief, the contrite soul, self-abased, 
and yet filled with faith and trust,—it is he who has put 
on the Lord Jesus Christ. God dwells with him, there
fore in this life he is exalted ; therefore in his death he is 
passing to glory.

Morning Lessons. Evening Lessons.

4 F 8 Sunday after 
Trinity

1 Chron. 29 
v. 9. to V. 
29

Rom. 4 2 Chron. 1; 
or 1 Kings 
3

Matt. 18 v. 
21 to 19 V. 
311 F 9 Sunday after 

T rinity
1 Kings 10 

to v. 25
Rom. 90. 19 1 Kings 11 

to v. 15; 
or 11 v. 26

Matt. 22 v. 
15/0 r.41

18 10 Sunday aft. 
Trinity

1 Kings 12 Rom. 15 v. 
8

1 Kings 13 
or 17

Matt. 26 to 
v. 31

24 S St. Bart., A. & 
M.

Athan. Creed

Gen. 28 v. 
10 to 18

Rom. 4 v. 18 
& 5

Deut. 18 v. 
15

Matt. 28

25 F 11 Sunday ajt. 
Trinity

1 Kings 18 1 Cor. 6 i Kings i9;jMarki/o» 
or 21 211
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