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By Mrs. L. B. Walford,

Part I.

LETTICE LIKES WASHING AND IRONING.’

NIGH UPON A DOZEN OF ’EM.

THERE is not a more beautiful 
county in England than Cheshire, 

and there is not a more beautiful spot* 
in Cheshire than Merrielands Farm.
To this it might be added that the
most beautiful moment—if one may use such an 
expression-—for seeing Merrielands Farm, is 
when the damsons are in bloom down Merrie-

lands Rake; and that is, according to the 
season, either the end of April, or the beginning 
of May.
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Perhaps my readers do not know what a 
“ Rake ” is ? It is a narrow, broken decline, a 
dip into a meadow—what in the south would 
be termed a deeply-rutted hollow. That is a 
Cheshire “ Rake.”

Merrielands Farm,surrounded by its orchards, 
stood a few hundred yards back from the Rake, 
and overlooked the meadow, through which a 
clear, twinkling stream meandered slowly, and 
where Farmer Dew’s cows were turned out to 
browse every morning.

And what a cawing the rooks did make in 
Merrielands meadow, at pairing time, to be sure ! 
Farmer Dew, who never took a gun into his 
hand at any other period of the year than when 
the young rooks seemed absolutely to demand 
his prevention of their too great increase, would 
not have thought his Whitsuntide correctly kept 
if he had not provided a couple of rook pies of 
suitable dimensions to be partaken of during that 
festive season ; and he looked forward even 
more to his one day’s sport in the teeming dell 
than to the subsequent feast he provided.

To the rooks, as rooks, the farmer bore no 
sort of grudge, even when he had to employ 
half-a-dozen youngsters to shout and whistle 
and scare them off his springing corn, but he 
was obliged in sheer self-defence to prevent 
their numbers from becoming unmanageable; 
and, such being the case, he could with a clear 
conscience invite a neighbour or two to a day’s 
rook-shooting, and send them home laden with 
their share of the spoil, to enjoy a jolly supper 
similar to his own.

Everything about Merrielands Farm was 
on a jolly, lavish, plentiful scale. Mrs. Dew 
herself, a fine, ample, comfortable matron, 
owned she “ could not abide stinting and scrap
ing,” which meant, in the generous creature’s 
estimation, that there ought always to be some
thing to spare, not just a mere enough of every
thing, turned out beneath her roof. To see a 
dish finished off and the platter swept clean, 
even though no one present wanted any more, 
did not suit her at all. She liked to have a 
good bit over, whether it were for the dogs or 
the poultry, or the poor tramp who found his 
way to her back door.

Her husband said she encouraged tramps,— 
perhaps she did. Perhaps they, after the 
fashion of their kind, left a mark at the head of 
the narrow field-path leading to the farm, to 
indicate that there was a soft reception below 
for vagabonds who, as the saying is, “ were 
seeking work and praying they might not find 
it.”

But the good woman, whose bounty was thus 
ever ready, cared but little if that mark were 
there. She had no time, she said, to pry into

other folks’ lives. They might be lazy and 
worthless, it was like enough they were ; but ill 
folks could be hungry as well as their betters, 
and she was not going to refuse, on the chance 
that they could have obtained it for themselves, 
bite or sup to any who asked it at her hands. 
“ I had rather feed a hundred ne’er-do-weels in 
the passing by, than turn off one honest body 
who wasin astrait,” she would further add ; and 
it is noteworthy that many as were the ragged 
figures which ate and drank, and passed on to 
their next halting-place, a workhouse some 
three miles beyond Merrielands Farm, neither 
hen-yard nor drying-green was ever found to 
have been pillaged after the departure of such 
visitants.

There may have been two marks at the 
head of the lane, and one may" have 
stood Farmer Dew in good stead.

The'farmer and his wife were now getting 
on in years, and had already seen more than 
one son and daughter established in homes of 
their own, surrounded by chubby urchins in 
ever increasing numbers. Two sons had sailed 
across the seas, and struck root in foreign 
lands. Each had taken a small sum of money, 
and a good stock of intelligence, thrift, and 
perseverance, in addition to the sterling worth 
of character and high principles inherited from 
both parents.

Both had thriven; and year by year came 
regular accounts of the two homes, whose 
doings and interests were so like, and yet so 
unlike, those of the old one, that the farmer 
was for ever saying, “Well, I am beat! If 
that Tom isn’t for all the world me over again ! 
That’s just the way I used to be feeling about 
my young heifers. Mother, you know how I 
used to go on about them----- ! ”

Or, on the other hand : “ Well, now, that do 
sound queer! Crops coming up like that twice 
in the year ! Seems to me I couldn’t manage 
with two harvests nohow ! ” And he would sit 
and muse with his pipe in his mouth, and his 
hands on his knees, upon the idea thus pre
sented ; ever and anon getting Lettice, who 
was his youngest, and had come a long way 
after any previous child—to read aloud the 
letter containing such curious information.

Lettice was the scholar of the family. As 
we have said, she was bom some time after her 
brothers and sisters. After, indeed, Mrs. Dew 
had given away her cradle, and handed over 
the christening robe to the last married 
daughter. Little Lettice came as a surprise, 
and no surprise was ever more welcome. To 
have a little fair head once more toddling down 
the garden-path, or to see it peering down the 
Rake, half in, and half out of the little front
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gate, was a fresh delight every day when the 
farmer came in from his work.

He had always been fond of children, but he 
had been a hard-working young father, 
struggling to make both ends meet, when first 
the little flock began to come thick and fast; and 
he had barely been able to discern which was 
which between Tom and George, and Bob and 
Harry, to say nothing of Susy, and Jenny and 
Rhoda—before one and all had shot up into 
great, thumping boys and girls, ruddy of cheek, 
and blue of eye, and as sturdy, upright, and 
independent as himself.

“ We just let ’em be,” quoth their honest 
sire, shaking his head. “ Mother, there, she 
taught ’em their dooty to God and man ; taught 
’em their Bibles, she did; and sent ’em to 
Sunday School when they was little ; and when 
they was big, she didn’t worrit ’em, but just

*’ HER HUSB'.ND SAID SHE ENCOURAGED TRAMPS.”

was ready wi’ a word here and a push 
there, and kind of eased ’em off if they was 
inclined to take hold wi’ bad company or the 
like, as young folks do have a turn now and 
agin. But they’ve gone wonderful straight, 
bless you !—wonderful straight. Praise the 
Lord, we’ve had as little trouble as folks could 
have, though we’ve brought into the world 
nigh upon a dozen of ’em, and only lost three. 
And then to see ’em now. There’s Tom, that’s 
my eldest, him as writes to me from Californy, 
he has a farm as big as my own; and though 
he says the house ain’t a bit like old Merrielands, 
yet it seems he keeps up old Merrielands’ ways ; 
and he has a wife, and six children ; and writes 
home regular twice a year. Then there's George, 
he comes next; he’s married and got children too. 
He’sgone right away to the other end of the world. 
He’s in Australy, head man on a sheep farm, 
and looking to own some sheep himself before 
long. The queer things that fellow does tell 
of the life out there ! ” musing. “ But he likes 
it, and is well, and doing well. He wants me 
to send Harry out one of these days, Bob not 
being strong enough of constitootion, and taking 
more kindly to a town life. I can’t seemyselfhow 
a boy bred at Merrielands Farm can fancy 
scratching a pen inside four walls for his living, 
However, he gets on very well in his own way, I 
daresay, though it wouldn’t be my way, I am free 
to own. I’d a deal sooner be pestered with two 
harvests a year, like Tom—or have my night’s 
rest broken by nightmares of rabbits coming in 
millions to lay waste the country, like poor 
George saysAfs are—than put up my legs on the 
bar of a stool, and nail my nose to the desk for 
seven hours a day, like Bob ! I had always 
thought lions and tigers lived in furrin’ parts,” 
the farmer would wind up meditatively.

Lettice, however, could put her father right 
upon this as upon innumerable other points, 
Lettice had had a superior education.

At the time our story opens, Lettice Dew 
was nineteen years of age, and as comely and 
intelligent a young maiden as one could wish to 
see. From earliest days she had had, as everyone 
knew, special advantages which had not been 
accorded her predecessors in the family. None 
of them had been born under the sunshine of a 
like prosperity. Indeed, the older ones, to
gether with those who had died young, had 
come into the world when Dew and his wife 
were a young couple rich in nothing but mutual 
affection, and valiant determination to conquer 
this world, and live for a better, and it was not 
until shortly before Jenny and Harry were born, 
that Fortune had so far smiled upon the efforts 
of the worthy pair, as to induct them into the 
substantial farmhouse with its gabled windows
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and black crossbeams, whereoi we see them in 
possession when they first enter these pages.

When little Lettice, the late-comer, appeared 
on the scene, the farmer and his wife were 
sufficiently wealthy to bestow on the little maid 
luxuries whereof her brothers and sisters had 
never dreamed. But even the big brothers and 
sisters all more or less petted the little crea
ture, even if they laughingly protested against 
the very same petting.

“ It doesn’t matter for as,” Mrs. Susy Willett 
would allege, when taken to task by the well- 
pleased parents for some fond remembrance of 
her young sister. “ It doesn’t matter if we do 
spoil Lettice ; we don’t live with her; we are 
here one day, and gone the next; but you must 
see for yourself, mother, that what with one 
thing and another she has got a bit above us 
ail. She has a room to herself, and keeps it like 
a lady’s. She never does a bit of scrubbing, or 
cleaning. Oh, I’m not saying a word against 
Lettice, I know she’s a good girl enough, and 
it’s true what you say, that as there is only one 
of us left, so that you're obliged to have a lass 
to help at any rate, it’s as well to leave the rough 
work to her,—I’m not saying that Lettice is idle; 
she’s always busy about something or other ”

“ She keeps the parlour entirely,” broke in Mrs. 
Dew, “and sets it out as it never was before; and 
she washes all her father’s things, and she------”

“ Yes, yes, I know ”—Mrs. Susy nodded 
impatiently, “ Lettice likes washing and 
ironing, she always did; and she likes setting 
out the parlour, and keeping things bright and 
clean ; and she likes dairy work too——”

“ Well then, what are you complaining of?” 
Mrs. Dew wiped her brow with the corner of 
her apron. “ There’s no harm in the girl liking 
her work, I suppose ? ”

“ What I’m com
plaining of—at least 
what I think is a bad 

thing for the 
girl—is that 
she never 
has any 
work to do 
that she does 

not like,” 
quoth 
Susy 

Will et 
shrewdly. 
“When 
we were 

her age, Jenny 
and I, the 
work had to 
be'done ; and

you know, mother, you just set us to it 
whether we liked or no. We had our turn 
of scrubbing the steps----- ”

“ Scrubbing the steps makes Lettice’s back 
ache.”

“ And didn’t it make my back ache ? Many 
a good honest back-ache and arm-ache, and 
leg-ache have I had over my pails and brushes. 
It did me no harm; I think it did me good; 
and I no more thought of grumbling at it then 
than I do now. You would never have listened 
if I had, mother.”

“ Ah, my lass, but you were a fine strong 
girl, and so was Jenny, and then there were 
three of you to share and share alike. You had 
plenty of plays, and plenty of fun to sweeten 
any bit of drudging work you had to do ; and 
I am sure none of you can ever say you hadn’t 
as happy a home as anyone in the land.”

“ That we had, mother; and so would 
Lettice have if she fared the same. Don’t you 
see that is just what I’m aiming at ? ” said 
Susy more earnestly. “ I want her to have 
her rubs like other folks, not to be dandled 
about in an easy chair, so that she won’t be able 
to put her foot to the ground when she ought 
to be walking alone ; walking off from ‘ Merrie- 
lands Farm,’ ” she added, relaxing to a smile. 
“She won’t be fit for a working-man’s wife, 
if she can’t take the rough with the smooth, 
mother, and that’s the long and the short of 
it.”

“ Hoots—toots ! ” Mrs. Dew smiled com
placently ; “ so that’s what you’re thinking of, 
mistress, is it ? But Lettice isn’t going to take 
leave of us in such a hurry. You and Jenny, 
there was no keeping you at home, as soon as 
the young fellows about saw what a pair 
of strapping lasses I had got, fit for anything. 
My word, I had a time of it! And Rhoda too, 
she must needs be off before we’d had the good 
of her after her schooling days were over. But 
we can’t have Lettice giving us the slip too. 
Lettice must bide with the old folks a bit longer; 
we can’t be left all by ourselves in this big 
house, with only poor Bob coming to see us now 
and again, and father talking of sending Harry 
off too! No, no, Lettice isn’t going to beany- 
body’s wife—not for many a day yet—and as for 
my spoiling her, well to be sure, I’ll think over 
what you’ve said, Susy, and I’ll tell father, for 
I’ll not deny there’s some truth in it, and we do 
set store by that girl, sure enough.”

With which semi-compliance, and without 
loss of temper on either side, the conversation 
would close.

It had no effect whatever, but then neither 
did Mrs. Susy expect it to have any effect. She 
could not herself have pointed out any precise
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grievance at which her remonstrances were 
levelled.

It was perfectly true that it would have been 
impossible for her mother and sister to do 
without a help now that they two were the only 
female inmates of the farm. Lettice was a tall 
slender maid, whom even the buxom young 
matron allowed was not fit to undertake more 
than she herself had been able to accomplish, 
and she owned that it would perhaps be un
reasonable to expect that the hired girl should 
stand in the same relation to the daughter of the 
house, as Jenny and she had done to each other. 
It was natural that Lettice should select for 
herself the light and easy household tasks, and 
leave the drudgery to be performed by another 
—but still she shook her head. As many 
another wise woman has done, she saw the 
evil, but did not see the remedy.

Lettice ought to have some troubles, some 
worries, some perplexities—and she had none. 
Instead, the bright young creature went carrol
ling on her way through life as careless as a 
bird ; and if it were true that she shirked every 
irksome duty, and evaded everything disagree
able or uncongenial on her flowery path, it was 
all done so frankly, and with such evident and 
open unconsciousness, that Susy herself, as we 
have seen, had not the heart to take the delin
quent to task, but laid all the blame on the 
shoulders of her elders.

Even Rhoda said it was the mother’s fault— 
her mother who, when Lettice was quite a little 
thing, could never bear to set the child down to 
sew, or darn, within doors, when the sun was 
shining without, but would snatch the work- 
basket from Lettice’s fingers at the first dawn
ing of a wistful look, and cry, “ There, there, 
child, never mind father’s socks to-day. Run 
away, and play in the meadow, and get a little 
colour into your cheeks; and I’ll see to the 
darning.”

Lettice was, however, to receive her full meed 
of the discipline of life in another fashion, and 
in its own appointed time.

(To be continued.)

Trees are now felled, in some places, by elec
tricity. A platinum wire, heated white-hot by 
the current, is used, stretched between two 
poles, as a saw. There is less work than with 
a saw, no sawdust is produced, and the char
ring of the surface of division tends to prevent 
decay. In some cases, the rime required to fell 
a tree by this method is only one-eighth of that 
necessary for sawing.

Stand by the crimson banner,
Though, lone on all the field,
It’s blood-red folds float o’er thee,
An inch thou must not yield. '
Whence comes it’s red ? From Christ’s Blood

shed.
Look up and see it wave!
Thy now faint heart beats bravely,—
Gone fear of death and grave.
Rest ’neath the crimson banner,
N o harm can reach thee there;
It floats above thee, sign of love,
While upward goes thy prayer.
Beneath its shade no foe can touch,
Beneath its shade is peace.
There only, art thou safe until 
All wars and fightings cease.
Fight for the crimson banner,
Though foes rush on like waves ;
One unseen stands beside thee,
In fiercest fight Who saves.
New captives gather to His feet,
New gems to deck His crown ;
Soon shall thy fighting days be o’er,
And shield and sword laid down.
Fall by the crimson banner,
When thine hour comes ro die,
It’s blood-red folds above thee,—
Shouting thy victor-cry!
Ay! Wrap this standard round thy breast,
Till dying fingers fail,
And stretched upon the field at rest,
Thy form lies cold and pale.

F.F.G.

The nerves are all connected with the brain 
directly or by the spinal marrow. These 
nerves with their branches and minute 
ramifications probably exceed ro,ooc ooo in 
number.



6 THE DAWN OF DAY [January, 1895.

OUR illustration gives us a glimpse of the 
homes and surroundings of one of the tribes 

of North American Indians, amongst whom the 
missionaries of the Church of England have 
been labouring for more than seventy years. 
As will be seen, their dwellings are of the 
rudest and simplest kind, yet well suited to 
the wants of a wandering and uncivilized 
race.

idea may be formed of the task accomplished. 
The canoe in summer and the snow-shoe or 
dog-sledge in winter, are the only means of 
communication, and the life of the missionary a 
lonely and hard one.

The question of the future of these Missions 
among the Indians is of great interest and 
importance. The people are much too poor to 
even support their own ministry without out
side help, and, should the great Missionary 
Societies withdraw their aid in the future, diffi
culties might arise.

The future of the Indians themselves is

The work of the Church among these people 
has been singularly blessed, and there is good 
reason to hope that before long the whole of 
the Indian population will have become Chris
tians. In the diocese of Moosonee, for instance, 
the late Bishop Horden, during his 41 years 
of service, saw 6,000 of the Indians become 
baptised members of the Church, one in every 
six being a communicant. When we state that 
the diocese of Moosonee contains about a 
million square miles, and that the 10,000 Crees, 
Eskimo, Ojibbeways and Chipewyans who 
make up the native population are thinly scat
tered over this enormous tract of country, some

doubtful. Year by year, as civilization ad
vances, more and more land is brought under 
cultivation, and the wild animals, which have 
hitherto been almost their only source of sup
port, are being driven back, so that they will 1 e 
compelled to abandon their ordinary mode of 
living. Whether they are “ doomed to perish 
before the advance of the white man,” or will 
be gradually absorbed by intermarriage wi.h 
the European population, or whether the result 
of missionary efforts and education will be to 
build them up into an independent Christian 
race, settled side by side with Europeans—time 
alone will tell.
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By Rev. P. B. Power, M.A.

O “ go ahead,” is about 
one of the best, or one of 
the worst things a man 
can do, according to what 
it is that lies ahead. 
That makes all the differ
ence between prosperity 
and adversity, gain and 
loss, safety and ruin.

This word “ ahead ” has a great deal to do 
with a man’s body and his soul; and it has a 
great deal to do with a New Year. A New Year 
lies “ ahead ” of us; and this will be a good 
time to look a little into this important word, 
which has a great deal to do with us, whether 
we like it or not. A look “ ahead ” may make 
all the difference to us as to what the coming 
year will be, whether good or bad.

Worth Looking Into.

“Looking ahead” — “Going ahead” — 
“ Breakers ahead”—these are all familiar terms 
in daily life; and they are all worth looking 
into for a while.

“ Looking ahead.” Yes! if only people 
would do this, what an amazing amount of 
misery and ruin would be averted for bodies and 
souls. If that young man, who is drawing near 
his grave from consumption, had only steadily 
looked “ahead” when he was following the ways 
erf vice and sin, he would have been fresh, and 
hale, and strong to-day. If that man shut up 
ia prison, with loss of position, and character, 
and everything else, had looked “ ahead ” far 
enough, he would have seen whither the road 
would lead him, when he first started on his 
dishonest course ; and in all probability he 
would have started back.

And in the awful concerns of the soul! are 
there not multitudes in the land of woe, who if 
only they had looked “ ahead "—and seen that 
this was what was “ ahead,” would have shrunk 
back with horror, and escaped the misery they 
are in now?

Not Looking Far Enough.
There are plenty who take short looks “ahead” 

—it is by not looking far enough “ ahead ” that 
men are ruined.

There was a young man who came to an old 
professor at a university, and told him of all he 
intended to do in qualifying himself for the pro
fession of the law. So when he had come to an 
end of all he had to say, the old man said to 
him, “ Well, and when you have finished your 
career of study, what do you mean to do then ? ” 
“ Then I shall take my degree,” said the young 
man. “ And then ? ” “ Then I shall have a
number of difficult and knotty cases to manage, 
and attract notice by my eloquence and wit, 
and acuteness, and win a grea reputation.” 
“ And then ?” repeated the goo 'an. “And 
then,” replied the youth, “ why, there cannot be 
a question, I shall be promoted to some high 
office in the State and shall become rich.” 
“ And then ? ” “ And then,” pursued the young 
lawyer, “ I shall live comfortably and honour
ably in wealth and respect, and look forward to 
a quiet and happy old age.” “ And then ? ” 
repeated the old man. “ And then,” said the 
youth—“ and then—and then—and then I 
shall die.”—“ And then ? ” said his questioner 
solemnly.

The young man hung down his head and 
made no answer.

That last “ And then ? ”—the long look for
ward ahead—changed the course of that young 
man’s life, and made him henceforth live, not for 
the world and for himself, but for God.

Bound Down to the Present.
There are some who are too deliberately 

bound down to the present to look “ ahead.” 
They see only what is near; and they believe 
only in what they see. Such and such a thing 
is too far “ ahead ” for them to care about it; 
and yet they may suddenly find themselves 
abreast of it. A little chill, a slip on the pave
ment, something so trivial that it does not even 
come intoourthoughts,may bringthem suddenly 
abreast of the death and judgment which they 
thought so far ahead. These are now ahead no 
more; they are here.

Shutting out the Sun.
And in truth things near at hand have a won

derful power to shut out from view those which 
are farther off. I have heard of a young man 
who was, or to his friend certainly appeared to 
be, sacrificing principle to money consideration. 
He told his older friend, who was remonstrating 
with him, that “ he could not see it,” whereupon 
the friend put a small coin—either a shilling or 
a sovereign, in his eye, as an eyeglass is often
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stuck in—“ And now can the sun itself be 
seen ? ” No, the small coin close to the eye could 
shut out the large sun far away—and so it is 
now, “ ahead ” seems very far off—the pleasure 
or the profit, as the case may be, is very close at 
hand—the present is taken—let the future take 
care of itself.

Not so very far ahead.
And now, good reader, if you are not looking 

“ ahead ” either through carelessness, or fear, 
or from the power of the present on you, or from 
any other cause—remember that you are quickly 
coming up to the solemn things which are 
“ahead.” You may come up to them during the 
coming year—they may not be nearly so far 
“ ahead ” as you suppose. And when you come 
abreast of them—what then !

Neither hot nor cold.
Now may God help us to do this during the 

coming year—So run that ye may obtain 
(1 Cor. ix. 24). It is dreadful to be neither hot 
nor cold—Because thou art neither hot nor cold, 
I will spue thee out of my mouth (Rev. iii. 16). 
We want ever so much more life—more energy; 
we are creeping, where we should run ; halting 
where we should leap ; content too often if only 
we do not seem to lose ground; not set upon 
advance. Let us be sure of our “ ahead ”— 
Jesus for the joy that was set before Him en
dured the cross, despising the shame (Heb. xii. 
2). S. Paul fought the good fight of faith, know
ing that he had the crown of righteousness 
before him (2 Tim. iv. 8). Uncertainty is the 
parent of irresolution, and half-heartedness.— 
Let us say, “ I know in Whom I have believed, 
and am persuaded that He is able to keep that 
which I have committed to Him against that 
day ” (2 Tim. i. 12); and then, knowing what 
is before us, we shall go “ahead” in the best 
sense of the word.

“A right judgment.”
The Collect for Whit-Sunday prays that oy 

the Holy Spirit we may be granted “aright judg
ment in all things.” That right judgment will 
be sufficient for the coming year. It will give 
us keenness of sight to discern spiritual danger 
—it will teach us how to steer away from it, or 
if necessary, through it; and so the post will be 
reached at last.

“ Across this troubled tide of life 
Thyself our Pilot be,

Until we reach that blessed land,
The land that knows no sea.”

Whatever breakers may be “ahead,” may 
the prayer of our baptism be fulfilled, that we, 
sanctified by the Holy Ghost and being “ sted-

fast in faith, joyful through hope, and rooted 
in charity, may so pass the waves of this trouble
some world that finally we may come to the 
land of everlasting life, there to reign with God, 
world without end, through Jesus Christ, our 
Lord.” Amen.

The tallest trees in the world grow in 
Australia. They are a species of marsh gum, 
and some are said to exceed 300 feet in height.

The greatest whirlpool is the Maelstrom of! 
the Norway coast. It is an eddy between the 
mainland and an island, and when the current 
is in one direction and the wind in another, no 
ship can withstand the fury of the waves. 
Whales and sharks have been cast ashore and 
killed. The current is estimated to run 30 
miles an hour.

There are 1,500 different species of snake 
known to naturalists, and only four kinds of 
snake or snake-like creatures are to be found 
in England. Of these, but one is poisonous, 
and it is very rare. The ordinary snakes 
to be found in countries inhabited by civilised 
man are harmless, and but few of the poisonous 
snakes are deadly in their poison, even though 
the effects may be serious. A study of snakes 
and their ways would do much to do away 
with the educated fear of the reptiles that most 
people have.

In England there are immense beds of chalk ; 
also in France we find the same formation. 
Now, the microscope reveals to us that every inch 
of this stratum is composed of tiny, indestruc
tible shells. Indestructible, that is, by ordinary 
convulsions of nature, because they are so ex
ceedingly small. One cubic inch of chalk con
tains over 58,000 microscopic shells. The 
chalk beds, thousands of feet thick, were laid 
down under water at the rate of the thickness 
of a sheet of tissue paper annually.
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By the Rev. Canon Garnier.

I. Introductory.

WHAT is Worship ? It will suffice in this 
stage, as a wide definition, to say that 

it is the conscious approach on the part of man 
to God; “ O come, let us worship, and fall 
down, and kneel before the Lord our Maker ! ” 
(Ps. xcv. 6).

Worship a Revelation.
As to the character of such worship, few will 

dispute that it is a revelation. If anything at all 
is to be revealed, this at least would be matter 
of revelation, how man is to approach God. 
However Christians may differ as to the pro
portion and arrangements of the several parts, 
all would assent to the general declaration, that 
we assemble and meet together to render thanks for 
the great benefits that we have received at God's 
Hands, to set forth His most worthy praise, io hear 
His most Holy Word, and to ask those things which 
are requisite and necessary as well for the body as the 
soul.

True Meaning of Scripture.
In spite of this, we are confronted in 

these days by increasing diversity of worship. 
There are with many no settled principles, but 
each does what is right in his own eyes. Even 
if the appeal lie to Scripture, yet Scripture 
seems to confirm each in turn in his own 
interpretation, just as the eyes of a portrait 
appear to rest upon all alike from whatever 
quarter it be viewed.1 But this is an artifice 
of the painter ; it would not be so with the 
living face. The meaning of Scripture is really 
one. It is not what each man means by it, but 
what God means by it.

Primitive Practice a Guide.
The Churchman therefore does not submit 

the question to his own private judgment alone, 
but casts about for confirmation. He begins 
by selecting that one form of worship which

1 “ We find what we look for. in the books we read, 
even in the Bible.”—Pusey, “ Life,” I., 43.

claims to be derived from Primitive Christian 
—it may well be, from Apostolic—practice. 
This he proceeds to test by Holy Scripture, and 
to abide by the result.

Earliest Record of Christian Worship.

In his search after revealed principles of 
worship, he will first turn to that record of the 
infant Church of Christ fresh from its 
Pentecostal anointing. Those three thousand 
souls that had been admitted into it by 
Baptism are said to have “ continued stead
fastly”—to give the strict rendering—“in the- 
Doctrine of the Apostles, the Fellowship, the 
Breaking of the Bread, and the Prayers (Acts ii„ 
42).

It is a record made after some thirty-five 
years of Church life. St. Luke’s readers of 
that date are expected to recognise what he 
was referring to without further explanation. 
It goes to show that there was, from the first, 
a defined body of Apostolic Doctrine, “ the com
mon Faith,” “ the Faith once for all delivered to 
the saints,” “ Your most Holy Faith.” (Tit. i. 4 ; 
Jude 3, 20), and this the new converts received. 
That there was a visible Apostolic Fellowship, 
the Church, to which they attached themselves. 
That there was “ the Breaking of the Bread" or 
Holy Communion (1 Cor. x. 16) in which they 
participated, as well as what are styled ‘ the 
Prayers ’ to which they resorted.

Here, then, are three heads :—
I. —Doctrine (“fAe Doctrine of the Apostles ’’).
II. —Fellowship if‘the Fellowship of the 

Apostles ”).
III. —Worship (“ the Breaking of the Bread, 

and the Prayers”).
It is in this connection that we first come 

upon distinctively Christian worship.
Meaning of “the Prayers.”

What is meant by “ the prayers ” ?
Two explanations are possible. It is con-
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ceivable that they were the Temple services, 
for the disciples “ continued daily with one 
accord in the Temple,” and Peter and John 
went up together into the Temple at the hour . 
of prayer (Acts ii. 46 ; iii. 1).

But it appears that the Christians also met 
for prayer by themselves: thus, immediately 
after the Ascension, “ when they were come in, 
they went up into the Upper Chamber ” (R.V.) 
and “ continued with one accord in prayer and 
supplication ” (Acts i. 13, 14; cf. ii. 1). So it 
was apparently when Peter and John returned 
to their own company from their trial before 
the Sanhedrim, “ and when they had prayed the 
place was shaken wherein they were gathered 
together ” (iv. 23, 31, R.V.). So it was 
when, Peter being cast into prison, “ prayer 
was made without ceasing of the Church for 
him,” “ in the house of Mary the mother of 
Mark ” (xii. 5 ; cf. 12).

Seeing, too, that “ the Doctrine,” “ the 
Fellowship,” and “ the Breaking of the Bread,” 
were so many distinctive marks of the new 
Christian community, are we not to assume 
that “ the Prayers ” were distinctive also ? If 
so, they would point to Christian Services in 
fixed Liturgical form and held at stated times, 
such as we find in all parts of the Church in 
the earliest records of Divine Service that have 
been preserved.
Significance of this Record of Apostolic Worship.

The relation of the Worship to both the Doc
trine and the Fellowship will not be overlooked. 
But setting aside, for the present, the inferences 
that flow from the conjunction and interde
pendence of these three, such as, that the 
Worship is to reflect the Doctrine, and to be 
offered within the Fellowship, the immediate use 
that is to be made of this unique passage is that 
it suggests to us the true line of investigation 
to be followed.

It is the earliest intimation of common 
worship by the Christians as such. It is the 
turning-point in time on which all subsequent 
worship hinges. Like the watershed where 
neighbouring streams diverge to find their way 
down to the ocean on opposite sides of a 
continent, so, on one side of this passage, all 
preceding worship had been typical and 
prophetic in its meaning, in a word, Jewish; 
on the other side, it rests on the accomplished 
work of Christ—to the end of time, it is 
Christian.

Old Testament Element in Christian Worship.

If so, of what description was this primitive 
Christian Service ? With the exception of the

Holy Communion, there is no Christian Service 
drawn out in detail by our Lord. There is not 
a word in the New Testament to show that the 
first Christians had been specifically instructed 
how to offer Christian worship.

But, seeing that they were by birth and 
training Jews; seeing also that, side by side 
with their own Christian Service of the Holy 
Communion “ at home ” (Acts ii. 46, R.V.), 
they were daily attending the Temple Services, 
it is a natural inference to draw that they con
structed their Christian worship on the basis of 
their Jewish worship. To revert to that figure 
of two neighbouring streams on the watershed 
of the mountains, just as both are fed at their 
source by the same overhanging cloud, so the 
Old Testament worship cannot be contrary to 
the New. The one and the other are derived 
from the same divine inspiration, though, from 
the circumstances of the two periods, they pass 
into different channels.

This directs us in our search, first of all, to 
the Old Testament. We know that God 
cannot deny Himself. Revelation once given is 
never withdrawn. It will be progressive ; it 
cannot be contradictory. Whatever God 
showed to man in old time will, in its principles 
at least, be eternal. The earlier revelation will 
be fulfilled, not reversed, by the later. In this, 
as in all else, the conviction still holds true, 
“ I know that whatsoever God doeth, it shall 
be for ever” (Eccles, iii. 14).

To the Old Testament, then, we turn first. 
We bring with us to the inquiry what professes 
to be the lineal descendant of that earliest 
Christian worship. It will be a clue which 
will serve to suggest the leading principles for 
which we are in search.* And, in turn, it 
will itself be submitted to the arbitrament of 
Holy Scripture, and by that it will stand or 
fall.

* It may possibly be contended that the Scriptures 
should be approached without any preconception what
ever. But this is impossible at this date. Others 
besides Churchmen are, of course, more or less indebted 
to the conception of worship supplied by the Church, 
though it may be unconsciously. They, too, bring to the 
interpretation of the Old Testament the suggestions of 
their own belief and practice, which have issued out of 
the Church’s with more or less modification or addition.

(To be continued.')

The largest island in the world is Australia— 
greatest length, 2,400 miles ; greatest breadth, 
2,000; area, 2,948,798 square miles, or nearly 
the size of the United States.
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A Cornish Mining Story.

By Mrs. Henry Clarke, M.A.

IT was a desolate scene, far more desolate than 
the lonely moors we had just crossed.

Towering up against the sky were the 
timbers of the deserted mine ; some distance 
off, further down the slope, a row of deserted 
cottages were falling into ruin. The place that 
had once rung with sounds of busy life was 
silent. It was not the gorse-scented, lark- 
thrilled silence of the moors. There had been 
no sadness in that, no hint of desertion and 
decay; but the silence of this valley was like 
the silence of death.

We should see a glorious view of the Cornish 
coast from the top of the hill above the mine, 
the driver of the brake told us. He advised 
us all to get a look at it, while he rested his 
horses, tired with their twenty-mile journey 
from Penzance. But I preferred to roam about 
the deserted valley. Fresh from a thickly 
populated part of rural Kent, where the land 
was like a garden, and you could not in a long 
day’s march get out of sight of house-tops, it 
seemed to me a strange and wonderful thing 
to find on English soil a scene like this. I 
climbed up the steep slope, and made my way 
through heaps of rubbish to the dark, yawning 
mouth of the shaft. It made me shudder to 
look down. There was a glimmer of water 
far below, the beams that crossed the shaft at 
intervals were green with moss. Yet they had 
told us in Penzance the mine had been in full 
work a few years before. I turned away and 
retraced my steps. The row of cottages at the 
bottom of the slope were all alike ; stout, white
washed, comfortable little dwellings, with stone- 
fenced gardens in front, in which a few hardy 
flowers still struggled for life among the weeds. 
At a distance the houses had seemed to be still

habitable, but a nearer survey showed what 
mere shells they were. Windows and doors had 
been taken out, the lead of the roofs had been 
stripped off, all that was worth taking away 
had been taken, the desertion was complete and 
final. Those who had gone intended never to 
return, and had no expectation of others taking 
their place.

A narrow pathway led past the garden 
fences round the shoulder of the hill, where the 
valley curved towards the sea. I followed this. 
The hill was steeper and wilder, and more rocky 
on this side; the valley had narrowed, had 
become a mere ravine between frowning walls. 
But the path, overgrown with turf, but easy to- 
follow, still wound its way along the hillside. 
It led me presently to a small green platform 
midway up the hill. At the back of the plat
form, thrust in between two great rocks, was a 
small cottage. It was more primitive than the 
cottages near the mine, being roofed with thatch, 
and its thick walls constructed of granite 
boulders roughly cemented together, but like: 
the other cottages it was deserted. A great 
ragged hole had been made in the roof, through 
which the rain beat in on the cold hearthstone.

I crossed the threshold and entered. There 
was but one room, the peaked roof was its 
ceiling. It had two tiny windows, one looked 
along the path by which I had come, the other 
looked up the ravine towards the narrow 
glimpse of blue sea between the hills. It was 
the wildest, most solitary situation. Even 
when the mine was in full work no sound could 
have reached it. Behind the cottage a wall of 
rock rose precipitously up. From the edge of 
the tiny green platform the land fell away in a 
sharp descent that even a goat would have 
found it difficult to climb.

I wondered who last had made this lonely 
cottage a home. I was soon to have my wonder 
satisfied. When I came out on the little plat
form of soft turf I found one of my fellow- 
passengers in the brake standing at the edge of
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it with his back to me looking down on the 
ravine. His dark face, sharply-cut, keenly 
alert, had taken my fancy as I sat opposite him 
'during the drive. I had judged him at first to 
Ibe an American, but his conversation with those 
>next him soon told me that he was a Cornish- 
man, who had emigrated to America early in 
Jife, and was doing well in one of the Western 
States.

I was glad of a chance of a chat with him, 
and approached him with some remark about 
the wild beauty of the place. He turned with 
a start. He had evidently had no more idea 
of my presence there than I had had of his 
before coming out of the cottage. But I found 
it easy to draw him into talk.

He was born in one of the cottages near the 
mine he told me, and had lived there till he was 
nearly twenty. When the sea broke into the 
mine and rendered its further working im
possible, he and his father and mother, together 
with a large number of their neighbours, 
•had emigrated to America. Nobody had 
lived in the cottages since the miners left.

■ It was for the miners they had been 
built. When the mine was closed 

Ahey were dismantled.
“And who lived there?” I 

'asked, looking back at the 
■little thatched cottage.

His eye followed mine, a- 
sudden gravity fell on his face.

“ Black Will lived there.
'T was thinking of him just 
now when you came out. It 
is a strange story, sir, that of 
Black Will’s.”

I begged him to tell me the 
■story. The lonely cottage 
had fascinated me somehow.
I had felt sure there was some 
story connected with it.

But Pengelly—I found after
wards-his name was Pengelly,

, a good old Cornish name— 
did not tell me the story fully 

,.that afternoon.
, It was some weeks later, 
when our acquaintanceship 
Thad ripened into warm friend
ship, that he gave me all the 
details which follow. The 
story impressed me deeply at 
the time, and it is one I often 
recall. If ever I hear harsh 
judgments passed upon the 
erring, if ever I lose heart 
and air) tempted to believe

the worst of man or woman, I think of Robert 
Pengelly and his story of Black Will.

Black Will got his name partly from his jet- 
black hair and swarthy complexion, partly from 
the dark stories told of him.

He was not a native of the district. He took 
up his abode in the cottage soon after Pengelly 
was born. The cottage had been empty for 
many years. It was almost a ruin when Will 
came upon it in one of his wanderings and chose 
it for a dwelling place. At first he was only 
there for a week or two at a time, but he gradu
ally extended his visits till when Pengelly first 
remembered him it was his settled home. He 
was clever at wood carving, and made wooden 
platters and spoons, and little utensils of various 
kinds, which he sold at the market town. He 
rarely passed through the mining village. He 

chose the circuitous 
and difficult route 

by the cliffs, 
when it was

'TURNED TO SEE THE CHICC GAZING AT HIM.*'
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necessary for him to go to St.
Ives, rather than take the 
road through the village.
But at long intervals, after 
nightfall always, his dark 
figure would be seen stalking 
past the cottages, and women 
would hold their children 
tighter and little toddlers 
would run to their mothers’ 
knees, and men and boys 
would look after him with 
angry dislike, for they be
lieved his presence in the 
village always brought them 
bad luck in the mine.

No one ever spoke to him.
He never sought a greeting.
With head bent, and dark, 
unhappy, gloomy eyes fixed 
on the ground, he would hurry 
on, a stranger and an outcast, / 
and his neighbours breathed 
freer when he was gone.

His life had been a tragic 
one. He was imprisoned before he was twenty- 
five for an attack on a gamekeeper while 
poaching.

The man who gave evidence against him was 
the man who was really guilty, though no one 
believed Will’s statements at the time. He 
was sentenced to five years’ penal servitude. 
He had to serve his full time for unruly conduct 
an the prison. When he came out it was to find 
his wife and child dead and his home broken 
aip. It was then he vowed to revenge himself 
on the man whose false swearing had sent him 
to prison. For years he went up and down the 
■earth seeking vengeance.

But he had never come face to face with his 
enemy. And at last he had given up the search. 
But his hatred, nourished so long, had choked 
his better feelings as a weed will spread itself 
in good soil and flourish at the expense of 
flowers. It was not for nothing that he had 
come to be shunned and feared by his neigh
bours. He had driven them with curses from 
his cottage door in the first days of his life 
there. His fierce, gloomy, unrestrained temper 
had made him a dangerous man to deal with. 
They were glad to leave him in the solitude he 
desired for himself.

jBut the better nature of the man was not 
Bead, only crushed and stifled. And it was 
through a little child it woke to life again.

It was when Pengelly was a lad in his teens 
that a little maid came from London to spend 
the summer with her aunt and uncle, the

DRAGGED HIS ENEMY INTO SAFETY."

Pengelly’s neighbours. She was a tiny, lisp
ing, fair-haired little darling, entirely fearless of 
strangers, and fond of trotting about by herself. 
One day, Will sitting at his turning-lathe with 
the door wide open, heard little feet pattering 
on the floor behind him, and turned to see the 
child gazing at him with wide-open, deeply- 
interested eyes.

His dark, frowning face had no fears for her. 
She had never known what it was to be un
welcome anywhere, any more than a queen 
knows it. She advanced with a friendly smile, 
and laid her chubby hand on Black Will’s 
knee.

“ I’ve turn to tea,” she told him.
And to tea she stayed. Her aunt, grown used 

to her wanderings, never missed her till she re
turned two hours afterwards, with a big hand
ful of Black Will’s wall-flowers and a large, 
bright-hued shell, which her host had given her 
to make amends for not having cake in the 
house.

After that little Marjorie was constantly run
ning off to the lonely cottage, and when they 
found she was welcome there and took no harm, 
the aunt and uncle did not interfere.

So the summer sped on. Black Will was 
not outwardly changed. He came no oftener 
to the village ; his neighbours kept aloof from 
him as before. Even he, himself, ivas con
scious of no change. But little Marjorie was 
leading him by paths he knew not. The sum
mer sped on, August, the colour-month of the
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year on those Corijish Moors, came with its 
blaze of heather. There dawned a cloudless, 
windless day that Blade Will was to re
member with solemn prayerful gratitude to 
the day of his death. It was from Will’s 
own lips Pengelly heard the history of that 
day.

Marjorie came to breakfast with him. He 
was never content now if he did not see her 
every day, and it was by special arrangement 
she came to breakfast, for he was going off on 
his long day’s tramp to St. Ives. Marjorie was 
expecting her Daddy. Poor Daddy was ill. 
Daddy wasn’t going to take her back to 
London. He was going to stay with -Auntie 
till he was better. Will listened to the child’s 
talk about her father, but he asked no ques
tions. He would have liked to forget that 
Marjorie had a father. He wanted her all to 
himself. He loved the child as he had loved his 
own baby girl, who, had died when she was 
Marjorie’s age.

He sent her home, and watched her run 
down the path and turn the corner before he 
set out on his long walk. It was a blazing day. 
There was no shade along the cliffs. He was 
tired out before he got half-way. He retreated 
a little from the path, and sat down to rest 
under the scanty shade of a granite boulder 
that lay half-buried in the heather. Sitting 
there he was screened from any one approach
ing him from St. Ives. Thus when he started 
up to resume his journey, he came suddenly 
face to face with a man who had been slowly 
and painfully making his way along the path. 
It was a terrible moment for both of them. It 
was the moment each had been waiting for, 
one in fierce hope, the other in deadly fear, 
since the prison gates had opened for Black 
Will. Face to face they stood for one full 
moment, and then with a cry the man who had 
ruined Will’s life, turned and fled from him. 
But not far, only a step or two. He had 
forgotten in his terror how near the cliff they 
were, and he slipped his foot on the turf and 
fell, vanished from Will’s sight over the edge of 
the cliff.

If he had fallen the whole height it would 
have been instant death, but he caught at a 
gorse-bush that grew a few feet down, and hung 
suspended over the abyss. Only for a moment 
could he hang thus—he felt the' straining of the 
roots—he felt them giving way. He looked up 
into Black Will’s face with a frenzied, terrible 
cry for help. It was a hopeless cry. He 
expected no mercy from the man who had 
vowed to be revenged, and whose opportunity 
for revenge had come.

But a strong arm grasped him as the roots 
of the gorse-bush gave away; by a supreme 
effort Black Will dragged his enemy into 
safety.

“ Now go,” he said, as once more they stood 
together face to face. “ Go before . . .” Black 
Will broke off, his hands fell clenched at his 
side ; he himself turned abruptly away. He 
walked back to the place where he had left his 
basket. When, after picking it up, he looked 
round, he was alone. The man he had saved 
was walking swiftly away across the heather.

Black Will had promised to buy Marjorie a 
present in St. Ives that day. He bought the 
present—a white and crimson mug, with the 
words, “ For a good girl,” stamped on it in bold 
gold letters. As he walked home in the cool of 
the peaceful evening, he carried the mug in his 
hands, tenderly wrapped in his handkerchief.

He did not return by the cliffs. He had no 
wish to pass again that spot'where he had met 
and saved his foe. He walked home along the 
quiet valley road. He felt like a new man as 
he walked there. It was as if a great cloud had 
lifted and allowed the sky to shine upon him. 
The longing for revenge had gone from him, and 
with it had gone all the bitterness of his life.

Another night he might have gone out of his 
way to avoid passing through the village, but 
to-night he did not think of doing that. He 
meant to leave the mug at Marjorie’s door. 
She was not expecting it till she came to the 
cottage next day, but he determined to surprise 
her.

The twilight had come when he reached the 
village. A warm glow of fire shone from the 
window of Marjorie’s house. He expected to 
find her in bed, but he could leave the mug with 
her aunt. Will was bold to-night. The wall 
of partition between himself and his fellows 
had suddenly fallen down. He went up the 
garden path and knocked on the green door. 
Mrs. Chenoweth opened it. She did not start 
back as she once would have dene. Will’s love 
for little Marjorie and her devotion to him had 
wonderfully softened the feelings of the 
villagers towards him. “ A chap can’t be bad 
through an’ through when a cheeld takes to 
’en like that,” they said.

Will held out the mug, the firelight shone 
upon it. “ It’s for Marjorie. I promised the 
little maid I'd bring her summat,” he said 
awkwardly.

“ Why, Marjorie, jist do ’ee look here,” 
called Mrs. Chenoweth. She did not ask 
Will in, but she held the door wide open, and 
Will saw Marjorie jump up from her little chair 
and run towards him, saw the man beside
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whom she had been sitting stand up and gaze 
wildly towards the door.

Marjorie caught hold of Black Will and 
dragged him into the room. “ Daddy’s turn,” 
she cried, even forgetting to admire her mug in 
her eagerness to make the two acquainted.

Will had no power to resist the dragging 
of that chubby little hand. He was gazing at 
Marjorie’s father. For her father was the man 
he had met on the cliff that morning.

******
I could not get from Pengelly a clear account 

of what happened afterwards that evening. I 
fancy Black Will himself could never clearly 
recall what was done and said. But it was the 
last evening of his solitary life. Before it was 
over, the whole village knew how he had been 
wronged, how unjust his punishment had been, 
knew what kind of revenge he had meted out to 
his enemy. For Marjorie's father was eager to 
tell the whole story ; it was all he could do to 
show his gratitude and repentance.

After that night the men might have held 
aloof from each other but for Marjorie. But 
she insisted on frequent meetings, and at last it 
was a common thing to see them and Marjorie 
together. What perhaps made it easier for 
Will to act thus was the fact that Marjorie’s 
father was evidently dying of consumption. 
Pity tock the place of hate, the past was 
forgotten.

He lingered through the winter, but died in 
the first days of spring. It was in Black Will’s 
cottage he died, it was Will who nursed him at 
the last. He died with Will’s hand in his, 
glad in the knowledge that he was leaving his 
daughter to his care.

But it was only for a few years that Marjoriehad 
Black Will’s care. When the mine was flooded 
he was one of the first to volunteer to go down 
in the hope of saving some of those shut up in 
the mine. He never returned to the surface. 
He and his companions were swept away by 
a sudden rise of the water in the levels and 
were never seen again. Marjorie’s uncle was 
among the lost. Her aunt had died a year or 
two before. Marjorie was adopted by the 
Pengellys and went to America with them. 
•When I met Robert Pengelly outside Black 
Will’s cottage she had been married to one of 
his brothers for many years.

The longest railroad tunnel in the world is 
the St. Gothard. It is nine and one-fourth 
miles, a mile and half longer than the Mont 
Cenis, and its cost was ^2,400,000.

Ibousebolfc Carpentry.—I.

WHAT a number of pence may be saved— 
amounting soon to shillings—in a house

hold where an industrious and willing member 
of the household is able to “ turn his hand ” at 
doing a little carpentering. A handy man who 
can do “ odd jobs ” is really a great acquisition. 
By practice a knowledge of the use of ordinary 
tools may soon be learnt, so that one can knock 
a nail into the wall without the hammer giving 
a blow to the finger or thumb ; take off a lock 
without injury to the door; put up pegs, and 
such like. Very many say “ I should like to be 
useful if I only knew how.” We will try and 
show you how. It is not to make you carpenters, 
but to give you hints by which such work may 
be done, as recreation, because it is a change 
from your usual employment.

A shelf for a pantry or cupboard, or some
where else, is a very common want, let us see 
if you—under our direction—can manage to 
make the shelf and put it up neatly. You must 
first have the wood, and a few simple tools to 
prepare the wood for your shelf. We shall put 
in a few words about the tools as we go along. 
If you require a shelf to carry heavy weights, 
it must be stout and strong ; if for lighter goods, 
of course it may be lighter apd thinner ; for do 
not make it look clumsy, but suitable for what 
is required. If you have any suitable wood by 
you, it will save buying; if you have to buy, 
you can frequently get packing cases from a 
draper, or a grocer frequently has egg boxes to 
sell, the latter, if a double case, will give you 
enough for several shelves, and good long 
shelves, more than six feet long. Take the 
cases to pieces, draw out the nails, then select 
a piece for your purpose. Suppose you require 
a shelf for a cupboard, four feet across, to go 
edgewise to a back wall, with a width of four or 
six inches. Your wood may be too wide, it 
must therefore be “ ripped ” down. Mark a 
pencil or chalk line along where it must be cut. 
This must be done with a hand-saw, sometimes

called a rip-saw, such as shown in Fig. 1. 
Sawing is good exercise, but it must be done 
carefully, so that you keep to the marked line, 
and you must not get your saw bent. Hold
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the wood firmly on to a stool, with the left knee; 
then take the saw, drawing it along the edge at 
the line, along which you intend to cut. Hold 
the saw firmly, push it forward, using some 
pressure, then draw it towards you, repeating 
the stroke all along the line marked. A little 
careful practice will soon enable you to do this 
well. If your wood is not very tough, you will 
soon rip through it. Do not let the saw “ buckle,” 
this you will avoid by regulating the pressure 
according to the toughness of the wood, and 
the firmness with which you grip the tool. 
Next mark off the right length required : be sure 
and do this, keeping the edges “ square ” ; then 
cut through with the saw along the lines marked. 
Remember, however, you will now be cutting 
across the grain of the wood, so that you must 
be careful not to break the wood away, but it 
must be a “ real ” cut all through.

If you have a back-saw, such as that shown 
in Fig. 2, use that for short cross cuts, for you 
can generally get a finer cut with it, for the blade 
is thinner.

FIG. 2.

You must now cut two slips of wood which 
must be nailed to the wall to support the shelf. 
These slips must be of a size corresponding to 
the shelf they have to bear. The length must be 
the same as the width of the shelf, the thickness 
according to the weight of the shelf.

Now the wood must be planed up. It is not 
easy for a beginner to plane a piece of wood, so 
as to get a smooth surface. It is, however, a 
capital thing to try. It is not so easy as sawing, 
and to do it well requires practice.

If you have peeped into a carpenter’s shop, 
and seen planing going on, you may have noticed 
the different kinds of tool for getting a smooth 
surface. There is the “Jack-plane,” which is 
generally put over the wood to take out the saw 
marks. This consists of a “ stock ”—which is 
the name given to the wood block in which the 
plane iron is fixed—of about 16 inches long, and 
is like Fig. 3. There is a longer plane called 
the “trying-plane,” with which the best and 
smoothest surface of all can be produced. Then 
there is the “ smoothing-plane,” Fig. 4, which is 
a small tool about 8 inches long. This is generally 
used over a surface that has been already 
worked up with the other two planes. To do 
planing well you want these three tools, but as

we are only carpenters in a small way we must 
use any tool we can the most easily get. If you 
have to buy, get a second-hand “trying-plane,” 
and a “ smoothing-plane.”

Now to begin work. Place your shelf flat on 
to a table or stool which is for the time your 
carpenter’s bench. Put a strong nail or screw 
into the bench near one end, to act as a stop to 
your wood. This must not stand up as high as

fig. 4.

the wood is thick, or you will “ gap ” the plane 
iron when it passes over the wood. Take the 
plane and stand close to the bench with your 
left foot forward ; take the handle of the plane 
in your right hand and hold the front of the tool 
firmly with your left. Then put the plane flat 
on the wood, slide it backwards till the blade 
comes to the edge of the wood. Hold the front 
of the tool tightly down, then push it forward 
steadily; if the tool is in good condition you 
will find the iron “ bite,” and a shaving will 
come curling upwards through the slit in the 
plane. A few steady strokes will help you to 
see whether you are going on all right, and a 
little practice will do more to help you to get a 
smooth surface in the wood than anything we 
can tell you.

In our next we will “ fix ” our shelf.
John A. Bower.

Rats often desert a house before it falls down, 
because it is probable that the settling of the 
beams and stones causes noises that, inaudible 
to human beings, are perfectly so, and very 
alarming besides, to the rodents. Rats have 
been known to desert mines shortly before 
earthquakes or cavings occurred, probably for 
the same reason.
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By Miss C. J. Wood.

'"F'HE “ management ”—on this word rests 
1 the whole burden of these articles, the pith 

of the subject. Comparatively few accept the 
responsibility of the word, few understand that 
management, whether of children or animals 
or plants, requires two things : one, a knowledge 
of the habits and nature of the child, or the 
animal, or the plant ; and, two, that the 
manager should give her mind to that which
she is managing.

The Young Babe.
We will take the young babe, and deal with 

the general requirements of its nature, leaving 
to subsequent articles the details of food, 
clothing, etc., and we will try and place the 
full responsibility of the mother or nurse in the 
forefront of the matter.

We cannot cast our minds back into the 
remote past of our infancy. When we search 
our earliest recollections the first two or three 
years of our life are a blank, and yet during 
the whole of that time we were living, thinking 
beings ; we were taking in our home, our family, 
our surroundings; we were learning the first 
lessons which we were to repeat in later years. 
The soul, that wonderful part of man’s nature, 
was being moulded by the circumstances of his 
habitation, and, long before the period of school 
age, it was stamping its individuality on the 
child’s body in which it lived, and itself was being 
influenced for good or ill by the education of the 
child’s daily life. There is the twofold nature 
of the child : the animal life, which it has to 
lead in common with all animals; and the 
spiritual life, which places it above the animals, 
the possession of which often causes the 
struggle between the higher and the lower 
nature. These two natures united in the human 
child each ask for management.

What he wants.
As an animal, the babe wants fresh air, sun

shine and light, suitable food, cleanliness, 
warmth, exercise, rest and recreation, order 
and regularity. As a spiritual being, it requires 
education, control, correction, example, teach
ing, or, in the words of the wise king, “ to be 
trained up in the way in which he ought to go.” 
The good management of the infant secures for 
him all these necessaries of his being without 
any conscious effort on his part, and as a 
matter of daily routine, so that the surroundings 
of his life conduce to his well-being. Let us 
take the life of a cottager or artisan, and see 
how we can plan the suitable home for the 
little one ; and, before enlarging on this part of 
the subject, may I say a word of warning 
against the recklessness often seen among the 
young who marry under the most unfavourable 
circumstances of daily work or home pro
vision, as though they forgot that in the act of 
marriage they were asking for children whom 
they must bring into the world without the 
barest necessaries of life, and whom they involve 
in a severe struggle fcr existence. The circum
stances which surround our working population, 
especially in larger towns, are not the most 
favourable for the rearing of infants: the lodg
ing is cramped, the air impure, the light scanty, 
the mother’s time much occupied with the many 
cares that surround her; and yet, given a careful 
manager, what splendid children she can rear; 
or, given a careless woman, what sad failures 
she calls children.

How are the difficulties to be overcome.
How are the difficulties to be overcome ? 

Only by method. The babe, being the most 
helpless, must have the first place during 
its infancy, and the rest of the work be 
arranged accordingly. If it is properly fed 
and attended to, it will remain quiet until 
its turn comes to be taken up, or it will find a 
plaything in its toes or bed-clothing, and add 
to the family stock of happiness by its merry 
chuckles of enjoyment. We pity the mother 
who has a fractious child to rear, but is there 
not, perhaps, some little fault which, by upset
ting its delicate organisation, has caused it 
discomfort ? It is a mistake to humour the 
babes by taking them up every time they cry ; 
being creatures of habit they will learn to adapt 
themselves. It is also a mistake to feed them 
whenever they cry. The cry of hunger is distinct 
from the cry of pain or restlessness : it is sharp 
and shrill, with a tone of eagerness in it. But 
if there is irregularity in the times of feeding, 
the delicate machinery of the stomach is over
taxed, and so on. What the babe wants is 
regularity and method, and then it will allow of 
the work of the family being carried on.
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“Yea, I have a goodly heritage." Ps. xvi. 6.

T is thus that David makes 
his “ boast in the Lord,”* 
thus that he rejoices in 
the “ heritage of those 
who feared His Name,”f 
“ Your noble Liturgy, 
enriched by the peni
tence, the trust, the sor
row, and the gladness

of the saints of many ages, is for us, no less 
than for others, a priceless treasure of devo
tion.” Such were the words, the generous but 
truthful words, in which, at one of our Church 
Congresses,^ a deputation of Nonconformist 
ministers spoke of their obligations to the Book 
of Common Prayer.

“ As a Form of Devotion, it has no equal.” 
So writes the learned and pious Methodist 
Commentator on the Bible, Dr. Adam Clarke.
“Your noble Liturgy ” .... “ It has no equal” . . .
Such is the testimony to the devotional 

value of our Prayer Book, as borne by those 
who still, alas ! hold aloof from our communion.

Testimony of Churchmen.
As to the measure of the value set upon our 

English Liturgy by pious Churchmen, of every 
school, in every age, let us recall but a very 
few sentences, taken almost at random from 
their writings or their biographies.

“ I desire you to pray with me,” said George 
Herbert, on his death-bed, to a clergyman 
who entered his room. “ What prayers ? ” 
his friend asked. “ Oh, sir,” he replied, “ the 
prayers of my Mother, the Church of England ; 
no other prayers are equal to them.”

“No doubt,” writes the learned and judicious 
Richard Hooker, § “ no doubt from God it hath

* Ps. xliv. 8. | Ps. xl. 5 
♦ Leicester, 1880 : “ Report,” p. 645.

§ Eccl. Pol, v. xxv. 4 (i. 515).

proceeded, . . . by . . His singular care and 
providence, that the Church hath evermore 
held a prescript Form of Common Prayer.”

“ As for my religion, I die in the Holy 
Catholic and Apostolic Faith, professed by the 
whole Church before the disunion of East and 
West; more particularly, I die in the commu
nion of the Church of England, as it stands dis
tinguished from all Papal and Puritan innova
tions, and as it adheres to the doctrine of the 
Cross.”

Such was the last profession of faith of the 
saintly Bishop Ken—that “model of a Christian 
Bishop,”*—every line of whose quaint and 
deeply spiritual writings is fragrant of the Book 
of Common Prayer.

“ The object of the present publication will 
be attained,” writes Keble, in his original pre
face to the “ Christian Year,” “if any person 
find assistance from it in bringing his own 
thoughts and feelings into more entire unison 
with those recommended and exemplified in the 
Book of Common Prayer.”

Let us thank God for this Hallowed Book.
“ O let us thank God,” says an eloquent 

living preacher,! “ for this hallowed Book, for 
this pure golden censer which, refined in the 
sevenfold fires of affliction, has gleamed so 
brightly, from the days of the Apostles, in the 
hands of His greatest saints.”

“ It exhibits the accumulated wisdom,” writes 
the learned Dr. Burgon, “ not of a single age or 
country, but of all the ages. The East has 
contributed her purest traditions; the West has 
enshrined them in a casket of her wisest 
contriving; and piety has gathered up the 
gems of holiest utterance. ... In all its 
essential outlines, it has been the consolation 
of God’s people—of our fathers and of our 
fathers’ fathers—for more than a thousand 
years.”

Now, if all this high testimony to the unique 
value of our Prayer Book be really true—and its 
truth will, I may venture to hope, become clear 
as we proceed—then, surely, we need no more 
useful subject for our thoughts than such a 
theme may well suggest.

Ignorance.
We have never far to look for those who 

cavil at the Church of England for reasons 
which, when closely examined, only illustrate 
their woeful ignorance of what the Church 
does or does not really teach. It has been 
said—and I believe with truth—that the 
great Lord Erskine expressed his dislike of
* Preface to his “ Christian Year,” Pickering, 1868, p. vi. 

t Farrar, “Fall of Man," p. 153.

By the Rev. H. Bickersteth Ottley, M.A. 
Vicar of Eastbourne.
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our Prayer-book because, in the Nicene Creed, 
it taught people to believe “in all things visible 
and invisible.” But even if such discreditable 
misunderstandings as this are now, let us hope, 
no longer possible, yet many indeed are the 
ignorances and misbeliefs which are constantly 
found among professing Churchpeople, as to 
th elanguage, the methods, the doctrines of the 
Gospel of Jesus Christ, asset forth from Scrip
ture, and taught by the English Church, in her 
Book of Common Prayer.

One obvious cause of it.
One obvious cause of this most deplorable 

ignorance arises, strangely enough, from men’s 
too great familiarity with certain of the words, 
phrases and services of the Prayer Book. We 
too often become acquainted with its language, 
its pliraseologv, long before we are capable of 
thoroughly understanding it; and the wrong or 
imperfect impressions received in youth follow 
us in after life. It is only, as we discover, from 
time to time, in the well known words we have 
been repeating all our lives, some new meaning 
which—in spite of its obviousness—has never 
struck us before, that we fully realise “the 
peril of a mere formal familiarity with the 
language of the Prayer Book.”

What and wherever is it.
What then, let us ask, is our Prayer Book ? 

Where did it come from ? What is its relation 
to the Bible ?

Now, in answering these questions, it is 
necessary to observe, in the first place, that 
Forms of Prayer, of one sort or another, are 
found to have been used in the worship of 
Almighty God from the remotest ages.

Nothing is more certain than that the Jewish 
Church, even from the days of the patriarchs, 
used set forms of prayer and praise.

“ The prayers of Moses (for instance), at the 
moving and the resting of the Ark during the 
wilderness wanderings were set forms pre
scribed for those occasions. (Num. x. 35, 36.) 
The words with which Aaron blessed the people, 
which stand at this moment in our Prayer Book 
in the Visitation of the Sick, were also a set 
form. (Num. vi. 22-27). The very first 
common form of devotion which we find in the 
Bible was a hymn, composed by Moses, to be 
sung responsively by the men and the women.”* 
Many of the Psalms are shown, both by 
'heir titles and their structure, to have 
been intended for liturgical singing by the 
Temple congregations; and so we find that the 
use of Common Forms of Prayer existed, 
all through the Jewish history, in the elaborate

•Mackarness' “ Message of Prayer Book.” S.P.C.K., 
P- 7

and glorious worship carried on both in the 
Temple and in the synagogues of the Jews.

Not less clear.
Not less clear is it that the Lord Jesus Christ 

Himself lent His approval to the principle of the 
public worship of God by the help of a definite 
and formal liturgy, by Himself taking part in 
these Jewish ceremonials and services; and it 
was on these early Scriptural models, thus 
sanctioned by the usage of Christ Himself, that, 
from the earliest moments of Christian Church 
history Christian Forms of Prayer were framed.

The form in which the Master was pleased 
to teach His disciples to pray, the words with 
which He instituted the Sacrament of the 
Holy Eucharist, and commanded Baptism to be 
administered—these were certainly understood 
by the primitive Christians as enjoining the use 
of fixed and definite forms of prayer ; and the 
usages of the Apostolic Church, as described 
or indicated in the New Testament, amply 
illustrate the way in which, little by little, 
definite liturgies would be framed.*

(To be continued.)

Roast Pork.— Put in a pan, score the skin, 
sprinkle with salt and pepper. Lay medium
sized sweet potatoes around the roast, pour 
over a cupful of hot water and set in a hot oven. 
Let cook twenty minutes for every pound; 
baste with the drippings every ten minutes. 
Serve with the gravy'in the pan, and apple sauce.

Suet Pudding.—To one teacupful of suet, 
minced down very fine, add four teacupfuls of 
flour, half a pound of raisins, one teacupful of 
treacle, a teaspoonful of baking powder, and a 
scant teacupful of milk, with a little salt and 
cinnamon to flavour. Boil for nearly three 
hours, and serve with sauce. The baking 
powder should be mixed with the flour when dry.

c See Daniel, “ The Prayer Book,” etc. pp. 3, 4.
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I.
By the Rev. Montague Fowler {Chaplain to 

the Archbishop of Canterbury'}.

“ Witnesses."
HE word “ martyr” comes from 

the Greek, and means “ wit
ness.” The name is applied 
by the Christian Church to 
those persons who, more par
ticularly in the early ages of 
Christianity, were exposed to

the most cruel persecutions, and subjected to 
every kind of torture, in order to force them to 
deny their faith. Those who remained firm and 
unshaken, who chose to endure all that their 
enemies could do to them rather than deny the 
Saviour who offered Himself up on the Cross 
for their salvation, were called “witnesses” 
(martyrs), because their constancy was a proof 
that they were full of the true spirit of Christ, 
which strengthened them to withstand the 
spiteful malice and rage of their enemies.

Hence it has come to pass that the term 
“ martyr ” is used of all who suffer in a good 
and just cause, but it specially refers to those 
who offer up their lives in defence of the truths 
of the Gospel.

As we examine the records of the first cen
turies of the Church, during which the followers 
of Christ were more frequently and more 
severely persecuted than at any other period of 
her history, we find the story of hundreds of 
faithful martyrs preserved to us, while at the 
same time we read of thousands, equally fear
less and true, that suffered and died for the 
faith, whose names have not been handed down

to posterity, though assuredly they are written 
in heaven.

Festivals.
The custom of appointing Festivals in honour 

of the martyrs appears to have come into 
existence as early as the second century, and 
each branch of the great Catholic Church of 
Christ carefully preserved the memory of all the 
faithful men and women who counted not their 
lives dear unto themselves if by their suffering 
they could promote the honour and the glory of 
their Saviour. In connection with these 
Festivals, a careful record was kept of the 
circumstances attending the trials, the ques
tions put to the martyrs, the answers they gave, 
and all that took place during their examina
tion, imprisonment, and execution. These 
“ gesta martyrum ” (Acts of the Martyrs), as 
they were called, were read at their tombs, when 
thanks were offered to God for the example 
which they had given to the world, and then 
the Holy Communion was celebrated, followed 
by the distribution of alms. The Festival was 
appointed to be held on the anniversary of the 
saint’s death, which was called the birthday of 
the martyr, because it marked the entrance on 
the endless joys of eternal life. The memory of 
the unknown but faithful departed is recalled 
in the celebration of the Festival of All Saints.

It was natural that, in the course of ages, the 
names recorded in the Martyrologies (or lists of 
these “witnesses”) of the Church should in
crease in number; and so we find that during 
the period of the Reformation, many of the 
holy days were taken out of the Calendar of 
the Church of England. These days, on which 
no work was done (being kept in the same way 
as our Bank Holidays), came round so often 
that they interfered very seriously with the 
ordinary course of business.

The final revision of our Calendar, which left 
it in the form that it still retains at the Com
mencement of the Book of Common Prayer, 
gives the commemoration of twenty persons 
who suffered during the first centuries of Chris
tianity, twenty-one who are specially connected 
with our own Church, and eleven defenders of 
the Faith, or Confessors, in addition to the 
twenty-one days set apart on account of their 
connection with our Blessed Lord and His 
Apostles.

It is proposed in the following papers to give 
a short sketch of some of these saints, begin
ning with S. Stephen, the first Christian martyr, 
and ending with two recent examples of the fact 
tha t the power and spirit of Christ exist as surely 
in the nineteenth century as they did in the 
first, and that true self-denial and patient en
durance are shown as brightly in the lives and
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deaths of Bishop Patteson and Bishop Han- 
nington as they were in that of the Apostolic 
Deacon.

The Object.
The question may occur to some of our 

readers, What is the object of going back to 
the stories of those early Christians ? The con
ditions under which they suffer have, as far as 
we who dwell in England are concerned, com
pletely passed away. We are not called upon, 
unless we volunteer for missionary work among 
the heathen, to expose ourselves to the risk of 
torture and death in defence of the priceless 
truths of Christ’s teaching. Why not describe 
some more recent events in Church history ?

The answer is simple. The tendency of most 
people, in every class of society at the present 
day, seems to be more and more towards luxury, 
and comfort and ease. We, who can buy a 
copy of the Holy Scriptures for a trifling sum, 
and for that very reason have sadly fallen 
off in our love for, and study of, the Word of 
God, can hardly realise what the feelings of 
devotion and earnestness among Christians 
must have been when the cost of a Bible re
presented as many pounds as it now represents 
pence, and when its possession involved the 
risk of death by martyrdom. We have Churches 
at our doors, where the means of Grace are 
open to all, and therefore we prize our religious 
opportunities far less than our forefathers did, 
when they had not only to undergo fatigue in 
walking long distances in order to enjoy the 
privileges of public worship, but also had to 
contribute more largely. We are reaping the 
benefits of their liberality.

The fire and the rack, which were formerly 
used against the disciples of Jesus, have been 
replaced by the weapons of mockery and 
scoffing, and, to our shame, be it said, these 
instruments of attack are less bravely resisted 
by us, because our religious sincerity is more 
feeble, than were those bodily tortures by the 
martyred men and women who cheerfully laid 
down their lives for Jesus Christ.

An Example to us.
The luxury and self-indulgence of our genera

tion are quenching the zeal, and weakening the 
religious fervour, of many professing Christians. 
We want our Bibles, our Services, our Sacra
ments, we want to uphold the Church of which 
we are justly proud. But we do not want to 
undergo any privation in the process.

It may be that the story of some of those 
whose fearlessness and love of Christ have 
won them an undying fame, may stir us up to a 
truer, deeper, spirit of devotion to the cause 
of the Master; may induce us to overcome the 
indifference, the study of self, the spiritual

deadness, which are so totally opposed to 
the example of our Blessed Lord ; and may 
lead us to say with St. Paul: “Who shall 
separate us from the love of Christ ? Shall 
tribulation, or distress, or persecution, or 
famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword ? Nay, 
in all these things we are more than conquerors 
through Him that loved us.”

NO time should be lost in sowing early peas 
and beans (broad) in the open air. A 
good supply of old potting soil, or any fine, 

light, and fairly rich material laid up under 
cover beforehand will often enable these and 
other seeds to be sown outside at this season, 
when otherwise it could not be done in a satis-

Onions to produce large bulbs for show pur
poses may also be sown very shortly, in boxes 
or pans placed in a gentle heat. Prick off or 
pot them when fit, and plant out in April.

Next month will be plenty time enough to 
sow celery, celeriac, and some others, even it 
required early.

Dress gooseberry and currant bushes with a 
mixture of lime, soot, soft-soap and water. 
This will not only prevent birds eating the buds, 
but also destroy any insects or their eggs.

The creature most tenacious of life is the 
common sea polyp. One may be cut in two, 
and two creatures are the result. One may 
be slit lengthwise into half-a-dozen sections,, 
making as many animals. They may be 
turned inside out and enjoy themselves just as 
well as before; if two be divided and placed 
end to end, the result will be a monster having 
a head at each end of its body.

The largest river is the Amazon. It rises 
sixty miles from the Pacific Ocean and tra
verses the whole width of the continent, a dis
tance of 4,000 miles. It is navigable for large 
sized ships 2,200 miles from its mouth. In the 
last 300 or 400 miles of its course its width is 
so great that from one shore the opposite bank 
is invisible.
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Mother Church, who opens the ecclesiastical year for 
her children with the alarum of Advent, opens for them 
the civil year with a divine example of self-denial. What
ever Christ did or suffered for us was all, first and last, 
the loving choice of His own free will. His natural and 
His spiritual life began one with privation, the other with 
suffering. Let us not, therefore, be too eager to lie soft 
and warm, or too chary of undergoing pain.

As the Wise Men offered their treasures to the Visible 
Presence, so can we offer ours to the Invisible. Not 
frankincense or myrrh necessarily ; nay, nor gold either 
necessarily. Yet such as they are—our treasures.

When we meet to worship God in spirit and in truth, 
let our bodies join in the worship; “let us kneel before 
the Lord our Maker.’’

The Gospel teaches us to think of Jesus, not only in
Gethsemane or on Calvary, but in the quiet home of 
Bethany and amid the innocent joys of Cana. Not for 
us, then, is it to shut out the thought of His presence from

Speech is God’s special gift to man only; if it be abused 
to quarrelling, sneering, word-catching and twisting, 
slander and execration, how horrible is the evil, how 
wide the mischief!

Morning Lessons. Evening Lessons.

I

6

T

F

Circum. of our Gen. 17 v. 
Lord. ! 9.

Epiph. of our Isai. 60 
Lord.

2 Sunday aft. Isai. 42 
Christmas.

Rom. 2 v. 
*7

Luke 3 v. 15 
to r. 23

Dent. 10 v. 
12

Isai.49 v. 13 
to n. 24 

Isai. 43; or
44

Col. 2 v. 8 
to v. 18

John 2 to vt 
12

13 F 1 Sunday aft. Isai. 51 
Epiph.

Matt 8 to v. 
18

Isai. 52 v. 
13 & 53; 
or 54

Acts 8 v. 5 
tov. 26

20 F 2 Sunday aft. 
Epiph.

Isai. 55 Matt. 12 to 
v. 22

Isai. 57; or 
61

Acts 12

25 F Conner. of St. 
Paul.

Isai. 49/0 v. 
13

Gal. 1 v. 11 Jer. 1 to v. 
11

Acts 26 to v. 
21

27 F 3 Sunday aft. 
Epiph.

Isai. 62 Matt. 15 to 
v. 21

Isai. 65 ; or 
66

Acts 16 v. 16

our joys or recreations. In this side of our life, as in al! 
others, let all be brought before Him, let all be done in

The only real test of a true conversion is the giving up 
of all sin, and the following of Christ, The Spirit of God 
may come like “ the rushing mighty wind ’’ of Pentecost, 
or like the evening breeze which scarcely ruffles the 
surface of the waters. Only let us imitate S. Paul’s 
entire self-surrender, that the Grace of God may work in 
us and through us as it did in him.
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