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F HARRIET SAXBY
thought herself in luck
having managed matters so
that she made acquaintaiice
with the young bailiff outside 1the
churc h on Sunday morning, as
red in the last chapter, before
the day was done, she thanked her stars—the only form of thanksgiving she knew—a hundred
times over for having brought about the interview.
“ If I hadn't happened to be there, and walked up and spoken to you before his face, I
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suppose I might have whistled for an invitation
to the dance,” exulted she over and over again
as soon as she and Lettice were alone. “ You
would not have liked to ask for me, I know;
and of course Mr. Elder could not have been
expected to think for himself that you might
have visitors who were dying for an invitation.
Poor Bertha ; it’s hard on her. But it will be
splendid for you and me to go together. I have
never been at anything of the kind, and I am so
excited ”—and she burst into the farm kitchen
laughing and talking at the pitch of her voice,
somewhat to the annoyance of the three who
were seated quietly waiting their arrival there.
Bertha had taken off her hat, and Mrs. Dew
her bonnet and shawl; and the two were sitting
together in the window, conversing pleasantly,
and yet seriously—while the farmer, with his
spectacles on his nose, was employing the inter
val in perusing the pages of The British Workman.
Harriet’s noisy entrance, and clamorous ac
count of what had passed, was felt by all to be a
disturbance of the peaceful hour ; and Bertha
sighed as she looked at her sister’s flushed
cheeks, and heard her elated, self-satisfied,
triumphant tones.
Would Harriet ever understand the new
thoughts and aspirations which had begun to
work within her own bosom ?
Even Mrs. Dew’s kindly countenance over
clouded a little during the narration.
“ Is it true what she says about Richard ? ”
demanded she of her daughter, afterwards.
“ She seems to make out he was so much
struck by her, and so anxious she should go
on Thursday, and so friendly, and all that,
that really one would think she looks upon him
as an admirer already ! How was it, Lettice ? ”
Lettice laughed. “ It’s not fair to tell tales,
mother, is it ? ”
“ Well, I think it is, in this case,” said Mrs.
Dew stoutly. “ I want to know the truth ; and
1 don’t see that there is any harm in my know
ing it. If Richard is foolish—”
“ Why should it be foolish ? ”
“ I’ll tell you why.” Mrs. Dew drew nearer
to her daughter’s ear. “ I’m not quite so sure
of this Harriet as I was at first,” she whis
pered. “I can’t exactly explain, and I’m not
called upon to judge, thank the Lord—for I’m
sure I should not know what to say if I was,—
but I must confess she has downright astonished
me this morning; and what’s more, she has
vexed that nice sister cf hers. For Bertha is
nice, and there’s no artfulness about her. And
dear me ! to hear that poor thing talk, and to
find how little she knows—and y et so willing to
learn—it did bring the tears into my eyes. She

[June, 1895.

is not far from the kingdom of Heaven, poor
young creature ; and it’s a blessed thing to think
that we may be the means of giving her a help
• on ; but as for Harriet, I do fear she thought of
nothing all through the prayers and sermon f
but of getting to know the Elders, and an in
vitation for Thursday—if there was anything to
be invited to. The Lord forgive me if I’m '
wrong, but it seems to me she as good as owned
it herself.”
“She has not been brought up like us, you
know, mother,” Lettice evaded the chief point
at issue. “ You never would allow us to talk
about all the things of the week on Sundays ;
and I suppose Harriet does not see any harm in
saying out what she’s thinking.”
“ If she says out what she’s thinking,” quoth
Mrs. Dew, shrewdly, “ she’s thinking ‘ Richard
Elder,’ and nothing else. “ Well,” a pause—
“ I must say I can only hope Richard Elder
isn’t thinking ‘Harriet Saxby,’” she subjoined.
“ I don’t think he is,” said Lettice, quietly.
She had been quite able to distinguish
between Harriet’s version of the recent en
counter and the real facts of the case.
Richard had come up to his old schoolfellow
fully charged with all the good will of former
times. He had looked at Lettice with frank
admiration, and claimed her friendship with
the air of a man who has a right to demand it.
She had been aware of being kindly regarded,
and pleasantly accosted; and it did not seem
to her that either admiration or friendliness had
been withdrawn on the interposition of Miss
Harriet Saxby.
Miss Saxby had boldly put forth all she knew
to divert attention to herself. She had resolutely
taken the lead in the conversation ; addressing
herself entirely to young Elder, and talking over
Lettice’s head, since she could not induce
Richard to come round to her other side.
She had all but asked for the invitation on
which her heart was set.
But Lettice had been conscious of a softer tone
in Richard’s voice when he bent down towards
herself, and now and again put an enquiry, or
recalled a memory with which a third person
had nothing to do.
At the end of the walk—for they had been
escorted to the top of the Rake by their cavalier, ;
who had then left them to take a short cut [
across the fields home—at the end of the walk,
we say, Lettice was not quite so sure as she had
been at the beginning, that as a wife her new
acquaintance would “ satisfy all the require
ments” of her old friend. Certainly she had
seen none of the appreciation and admiration
which Harriet subsequently hintec’-rat.
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The three following days passed without any
thing worthy of note, and Thursday, the event
ful day, arrived. It proved warm and fine, so as
to enable all the out-door rejoicings in con
nection with the wedding of the squire’s
daughter, to be faithfully carried out.
With the greater part of these, however, we
have nothing to do, as of them the personages
of this little story were only humble spectators,
and we will therefore take up the thread of our
narrative about eight o’clock on the same
evening, when the sun was sinking below the
horizon, and a pale moon had begun to show
itself, faintly outlined, at the other end of the
heavens.
The festivities had been brought to a culmi
nating point. There now only remained the
tenants’ ball wherewith to conclude them.
This was to take place within a large tent
erected on the lawn in front of the hall, and on
the edge of the park beyond.
Here were now beginning to assemble groups
of country people from every quarter ; some of
whom stood about among the flower-beds, or in
the avenue; some, more bashful, hung upon the
outskirts, waiting to be reinforced by numbers,
before drawing nearer to the centre of attrac
tion.
Within the tent the old farm-bailiff, the
worthy and respected Mr. Elder, held a sort
of final council, consisting of his son, the head
gardener, and a few of the upper stable-men
and gamekeepers. These were busy perfecting
arrangements, while the musicians, who had
come from a distance, enjoyed a hasty meal on
a table not yet cleared away, preparatory to
the fatigues of a long night’s fiddling.
“ Well, then, Richard, I can trust you to go
up and down amongst them, and see that they made a circuit of the rustic ballroom and seen
all behave proper, and that there’s no rough that everything was in order, and that the
ness,” quoth old Mr. Elder, in conclusion, “ so fiddlers were ready to strike up, drew back
I’ll just sit me down comfortably in front of the the curtain which covered the improvised door
beer, and say who’s to have it, and who’s not. way, and announced that all might enter.
And you, Bill and Bob,” turning to two stal
At the same moment a merry tune issued
wart youths, who had been told off for his invitingly forth; and in less time than would
assistants during the first part of the evening, have been believed possible, the floor was
to be relieved later by others, whilst they took covered with dancers, while those who did not
their share of the entertainment—-“ you under care to join in the exercise, made haste to
stand what you’ve to do ? You are just to secure good places on the low benches which
stand, one on each side of me, and see that no ran round the tent.
one gets at the beer except what you give them ;
Among these latter were Farmer Dew and
and mind,” emphatically, “ there’s not one to his wife, who had been feasted beneath the
get another drop, once I say he’s had enough.” same hospitable roof shortly before, and who
Mr. Elder then proceeded to install himself in were now joined by the young people of their
a huge armchair which had been placed for his party.
accommodation behind a narrow table at the
“ You’ll find some partners for Miss Harriet
far end of the tent, on which light refreshments Saxby, Richard,” whispered Mrs. Dewanxiously,
were arranged ; and the rest of the party, having as she saw Harriet approaching. “ You see she
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knows nobody here; and we want her to enjoy
herself----- ”
“ All right, I’ll see to her. Here you, George
Jameson, here’s a partner for you,” said Richard
seizing abroad-shoulder youngster by the elbow.
“ Here, Miss Saxby,” shaking hands with her,
“here’s a man for you,” as George ducked
with a grin; and Harriet half-pleased, half dis
appointed, was led to her place before she had
time to look round and know what she was
about.
In the intervals of the quadrille she looked
round for Lettice, but could perceive her no
where among the dancers. However the tent
was large, and only towards the centre was it
lit up with any brilliancy. Lettice might be
almost in the next set and yet unperceived
among rhe crowd.
It rather surprised Harriet nevertheless to
find Lettice in her pretty grey merino and
white straw hat, sitting quietly beside her
parents when the music ceased, and the dancers
walked about finding their friends.
“ What, Lettice, not dancing ? ” exclaimed
Harriet.
“ I thought I would rest a little first. There
is plenty of time,” said Lettice simply. “ I
wanted to hear how father and mother had
enjoyed themselves at the dinner, and all
about it.”
“ Aye, she always likes her old daddy to enjoy
himself,” said Mr. Dew, affectionately hugging
to him the hand within his elbow. “ She’s
not a bad sort of lassie, this—and though I say
it as shouldn’t, she’s not a bad looking one
neither,” glancing proudly round. “ She don’t
go and make a fool of herself, like some does,”
proceeded the old farmer, casting a glance of
withering scorn upon a group of damsels lightly
attired in low cut muslin dresses. “ They
think they look like ladies—I say they look like
circus riders. Richard—” hooking with his
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stick the coat pocket of Richard Elder, who
was standing near, engaged in conversation,
“ Richard, who be those curiosities ? They don’t
come from our part, for certain.”
“Thatrhey don’t, Mr. Dew. Our girls would
know better, wouldn’t they ? ”
Richard Elder glanced down at Lettice with
a significant smile, which was not lost on one
of the spectators, and Harriet Saxby thanked
her stars that she had taken advice which she
had at first been inclined to “ pooh-pooh,’’
and come in a quiet morning costume—although
she had added a profusion of ornaments which
no one had liked to suggest she would have
been better without.
The fiddlers struck up again.
“ Mr. Elder, will you find me a partner,
please ? ”
“ And me too, Mr. Elder ? ”
Two tall lads accosted Richard at the same
moment—Chester tradesmen, to whom hospi
tality had been extended, on the plea that the
Squire’s family had given custom to their
respective firms from time immemorial.
“ Oh, aye; you shall have partners,” said
Richard, taking them inhand cheerfully. “ There
are plenty of pretty girls, and whenever you’re
at a loss, come to me,” and he suited each in a
trice. Next, he brought up a partner for Miss
Saxby, and at the same moment Lettice’s hand
was being demanded by an acquaintance.
Richard Elder stood still for a moment and
looked rather wistfully after the latter as she
took her place among the dancers.
But he was too busy to spare more than a
moment for such a look. It was his business to
see that no one was neglected or uncomfortable
—that no one was sitting down, who would fain
have been standing up—and in particular, that
new arrivals did not block the doorway.
Then he had to give ear to petitions for
favourite dances which still fingered in the
neighbourhood, though out-of-date and for
gotten elsewhere. And again he had to applaud
the performance of the same, and respond at
its close to the hearty, “I think we got through
that very well, Mr. Elder,” of one and another
who had done his best, and felt that he had gone
through his part creditably.
“ Quick, now. Get your partners for the
‘ Circassian Circle,’ ” called out he, passing
rapidly round the tent. “ Now then, don’t be
shy. Not going to dance, Jim ? Oh, but you
must. Here, here’s someone for you ”—pairing
the two willy-nilly, and pushing them gently into
the arena. “ Now then, Rose; here’s Walter
Summertree. You’ll make a rare couple, you
and him. Let us see you do your best. Its
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going to be no child’s play this time/’ laugh
ing at them. “ I’ve told the fiddlers you’re
going to keep it up ; and we’ll have a good rest
when it’s over. So don’t any of you give in,
and we’ll show the Chester folks how we coun
try ones can keep things going. Lettice,’’ the
speaker turned to her, and then he paused.
“ Are you going to dance this time ? ” he
enquired with something of an altered intona
tion.
“Lettice was just saying she was rather
tired,” put in her mother, looking across her
husband to where Lettice had again seated her
self. “ She has never sat down for a moment;
Lettice is not so strong as her sisters were.”
“ I am not exactly tired, but it is so very
hot,”—hesitated Lettice, for indeed the tent
was not as well ventilated as could have been
wished.
“ Would you ”—Richard paused, and an in
voluntary diffidence crept into his voice.
“ Would you care for a stroll outside ? ”
“Nay, I can’t take her outside,’ quoth the
farmer, hastily. “ Don’t put that into her head.
I’m warm and comfortable sitting here—”
“ I was going to offer to take her myself; ”
Richard looked at Lettice, and then on the
floor.
“ Oh, thank you,” replied she readily; “ but
don’t mind ; I know you can’t be spared.”
“ I can be spared very well,” said he. “ I
have been working hard all the evening, and I
think I deserve a reward. Come, will you

“ I really don’t know where they are,” pro
tested Mrs. Dew complacently, when in the
interval which followed the unusually long and
vigorous dance, she was accosted by Harriet
Saxby enquiring into the whereabouts of her
daughter and Richard Elder ? “ They have
been gone a long time.”
“ They are not in the tent,” said Harriet
sharply, “ I saw them pass out just as we were
beginning to dance. And I am sure they have
never come back, for I have just been all round.”
“ No, they’re not back ; ” Mrs. Dew smiled
to herself. “ And why should they come back ? ”
ad led she internally. “If so be that Richard
Eider should have a kindness for our Lettice,
who would have a word to say against it ? ” And
accordingly she beheld the obvious discom
fiture of her enquirer without any commiseration.
The night was fine and warm. The moon
shone brilliantly overhead, and plenty of others
were strolling about among the flower-beds,
and along the gravel paths, as well as the two we
know of.
In the interval which followed, before the
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music again sent forth its summons, nearly all
the young people poured out of the tent and
cooled themselves, permitting also the heated
atmosphere within to have a chance of getting
cooler. Richard had arranged for this—but he
had hardly expected to pass the half-hour in the
company of Lettice Dew, and he had begun to
feel that to do so would be a piece of good for
tune.
Not that he was in love with Lettice—at
least he did not. think himself in love—but the
sight of his old schoolfellow grown into a pretty,
modest-looking girl, had awakened a sensation
of pleasure when they first met, which had
soon deepened into interest.
He liked to see Lettice sitting beside her old
parents. He liked to watch her graceful dancing,
and he was conscious of an ever-increasing de
sire to renew the friendship of former times, and
to extend and deepen it if occasion offered.
Accordingly the two had a pleasant walk
and talk—although Harriet Saxby might have
thought that nothing was said which was worth
the saying—and she would probably have been
astonished to learn that whereas Lettice put
forth nothing to attract, she had, nevertheless,
very sensibly increased Richard’s good opinion
of her by the very fact of this artlessness.
Richard, a sober-minded man of mature years,
had not been about the world for nothing.
But before the end of the evening Lettice
had begun to draw back a little into her shell.
She was well enough pleased to walk and to talk
with Richard Elder; but when it appeared that
Richard was constantly at her elbow, and when
she fancied that he was a little disposed to hold
his position there to the exclusion of others,
she was not quite sure how to take it. It only
needed a few words of raillery from Harriet
Saxby, who had been equally quick to perceive
the turn things were taking, to make her pettish.
“No, thank you, Richard, I won’t take
another turn.”
When Richard had ventured to make another
proposition of the nature which had won her
first acceptance, he was met by the above,
somewhat sharply spoken; and the next minute
Lettice walked off with one of his own young
men, her air implying, “ I’ve had enough of you,
and it’s about time I let you see it.”
A shade of honest surprise and discomfiture
fell upon the young bailiff’s open brow. He was
conscious that he had been looking forward to
this second walk, and that he had hoped Lettice
was doing the same. He stood still where he
was and watched her in silence for the rest of
the evening.
(To be continued.)
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The Christian Society and the World,

W the Christian Society is meant to
grow by weaning men away from
what is called the world, where
self alone is the mainspring of action.
We see, therefore, how important it is not
to lose sight of the great fact that Christ
has founded such a Society, has provided
a means of admission into it, has furnished it
with leaders and guides, and administers through
special channels spiritual strength to sustain all
its faithful members. It is sad to think that
Christian men should have come to so under
value the idea of one Holy Catholic and
Apostolic Church that they regard with indiffer
ence the divisions and schisms which mar
Christianity throughout the world. Such an
indifference has no support in the Gospel, be
cause our Blessed Lord prayed, as you know,
shortly before His Crucifixion, for the unity of
His Church, in order that men seeing that
visible unity, might recognise that He, its
Head, had come from His Father in Heaven.
There is no room here for that invention of com
paratively recent years, an Invisible Church.
This indifference, too, is in direct contradiction
to that social spirit which aims at what is called
the solidarity of society, that is, a state ox
things in which men shall realise that they are
members one of another, and that one cannot
suffer without the whole suffering. We cannot
be wrong, therefore, in praying in our Lord's
words that all followers of Him “ may be one,
that the world may believe that the Father has
sent Him.” This prayer was repeated thrice
in varying words by our Blessed Lord to show
us its urgency and importance. If we can look
with indifference upon all that mars the realisa
tion of this prayer, we cannot say that we have
the mind of Christ in this matter. If we settle
down to the comfortable thought that it does
not matter to us whether our Lord’s prayer is
answered or not, if we think that the difficulties
of uniting Christian men are so great that no
one can now have hope of a united Christen
dom, how can we have confidence that any of
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our own prayers will be answered ? If this
solemn prayer of Him who taught us to pray
is not to be answered, how can we hope that
our prayers will be ? We cannot, if we are true
followers of Jesus Christ, be indifferent to the:
unity of His Church. When we say therefore,
as we do when we meet together for worship,
I believe in “ one Holy Catholic Church,” let
the words inspire us with greater zeal to bring
about its realisation. Divisions for the most
part are modern ; they have risen in many cases v
from the pride of men who were bold enough to
think that they could discover spiritual truths
that had been unknown for fifteen hundred
years and more. Such assumption presup
poses that God had left His Church unenlight
ened in such respects throughout the centuries,
and that He had left His truth to be discovered
in these late years by men who can give no
proof that they were called by God to such a
task. Our aim should be that commended by
Jeremiah (chap. vi. 13) to “Ask for the old
paths, where is the good way, and walk therein,
and ye shall find rest for your souls.”
E. M.
The Revs. Canon Carter, of Truro, and A.W.
Robinson, of All Hallows, Barking, have been
invited to act as Missioners in the Dioceses of
Tasmania and Christchurch, New Zealand.
Remembering the cordial manner in which
Canons Mason and Badington were received in
Australasiafive years ago, the reverend gentlemen
may reckon on receiving a hearty welcome from
colonial churchmen. These occasional visits
of trained priests from England, will do much in
the direction of retaining and increasing the
spiritual tie between the mother and the
daughter churches.

The raising of the money necessary to endow
the see of Antigua is progressing very satisfac
torily. By the disendowment of the bishopric,
this see was placed in an embarassing position
because quite unprepared for so sweeping a
change. The coadjutor Bishop 'says that “ if
Englishmen, whether born in England itself, or
in the colonies, deserve help towards keeping up
their church work in new colonies, much more
do we in these old, long-established, but now very
poor and struggling settlements. We have no
tales of fascinating missionary enterprise, but we
have a continuous history of good and earnest
common parochial work, done amidst more than
common difficulties, by men who love Christ and
human souls.”
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By Rev. A. Penny.

HILE the events recorded
last month were happen
ing, I was still in Eng
land, and when I returned
to the Floridas the affair
had, to a great extent,
blown over. One more
determined attempt was
made to get hold of Puko,
and then the matter was allowed to drop. With
this I was concerned, as Bishop Selwyn had
been with the expeditions that had gone before it.
During the Trade wind season of 1882
H.M.S. Diamond visited the Floridas seeking
for Puko. On first reaching Gaeta, Captain
Dale seemed to expect that Puko would be
ready to step on board ; but Puko had powerful
friends, and in no place that I know of, on this
side of the world or the other, do powerful
friends stand more staunchly by their man than
in the Solomon Islands. All the Diamond could
do at this preliminary call was to appoint a day
when they would return to claim the fugitive,
or make war upon the district that sheltered
him.
The appointed time arrived, and the Diamond
came back. I was at Gaeta by the captain’s
direction, and from thence, having taken as
guides men who knew the place whither we
were bound, we steamed to Nago, where Puko
was said to be living. We reached Nago by
snnset. It is a nasty place for a big ship to
approach, particularly for the first time ; for the
principal village lies at the far end of a deep
bay doned with coral patches.
But the
Jh'itw/. piloted by the Navigating Lieutenant
from the foretop, threaded her way among the
reefs, tiil an anchorage was found close in shore.
No time was lost in despatching a landing
party, for night was coming on apace, but the
chiefs village, we found, was deserted, although
the inhabitants were in hiding close at hand ;
for signs of a hasty flight were not wanting to
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experienced eyes. So taking a boy who knew
the bush paths, I started in pursuit of the
fugitives, while the men-of-war’s men returned
to their boat.
We walked inland about half a mile, and the
darkness was fast deepening round us, when
suddenly I heard a voice close at hand, asking
if I was alone ; and when I had assured the
speaker that I was not followed by bluejackets,
a group of men emerged from the bush. They
presented a pitiful sight when we had kindled
a blaze from our fire-sticks. They carried
neither shield, spear, nor tomahawk—their
ordinary weapons. These they had discarded,
probably as useless against a man-of-war; but
they were armed to the teeth with “trade"
guns, and a couple of old horse-pistols—the hire
of returned “labour,” and the poor fellows were
in a state of abject fear. Tinge was at Mboli
island, they said. He had gone there that
morning. Would I tell this to the captain of
the man-of-war? “Certainly not,’’ I replied;
“ You must come on board and tell him your
selves.’’ And to this they agreed, after a long
discussion, and a promise on my part of a safe
return on shore, which I was empowered to
make. So we went off to the ship.
’
Nothing more could be done that night, for
Tinge was clearly not at home, but with the
first light of the next morning a party of us, in
charge of a “ middy,’’ started in the steam
pinnace, with a whaler in tow, for Mboli,
distant about fifteen miles. And so rapidly
did we cover the distance that we reached the
Mission Station as the congregation was coming
out of chapel after matins.

THE SOUTHERN CROSS.

Tinge was at Mboli, sure enough, with
Takua, the chief. He had no idea that the
man-of-war was near his country, he said, for
he was a week out in his reckonings as to the
date of the expected visit, and when be heard
that the Diamond was at anchor off Nago,
he made no difficulty about returning with us,
for he seemed to think that if there was going
to be a row, he had better be at home with his
people than away from them. I was puzzled,
I confess, to account for Tinge’s stalwart action,
but the light that has now been thrown upon
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the case makes his resolution more intelligible.
He was a brave man, though, and in this respect
a marked contrast to Kalekona, who was a
wretched coward. His bold bearing won the
hearts of the man-of-war’s men; and though they
had to punish him severely, as he richly deserved,
they felt pretty sure that he was deceiving
them in his pretended ignorance of his brother’s
whereabouts, yet many were the presents of
pipes and tobacco, and other much-prized
tokens of their goodwill, that he received when
he finally left the ship. But I am anticipating
the sequence of events.

BOUGGO.

Tinge had his statement ready, it was simple
enough ;—Puko had taken refuge at Nago, cer
tainly, when his comrades had been captured
and shot at Gaeta; but he had not been seen
there for the last three months—not in fact
since Tinge planted his yam garden. And I
was called upon as an independent witness to
explain to the man-of-war when a yam garden
is usually set out ! Of course this story was
not to be credited; besides Tinge had given his
case away by admitting that he had sheltered
the outlaw. For Captain Bruce, when he was
at Gaeta the year before in the Cormorant, had
published an edict that any tribe or chief who
sheltered the murderers of Lieut. Bower would
be accounted partakers in their guilt. So
nothing remained but for Captain Dale to declare
his intentions. These were that Tinge should go
on shore at once, as had been promised, and
that if Puko was not given up by nightfall, the
bluejackets would land at daybreak next
morning, and march through and devastate the
country.
On hearing this, Tinge proposed a middle
course:—that he and all his following should

[June, 1895.

clear out of Nago and take up their abode on
the neighbouring island of Olevuga, the chief
of which was a kinsman of Tinge’s. By this it
would be shown, Tinge contended, whether or
no he was sheltering Puko, for if he was, Puko
would be left without support and protection
when Nago was deserted. To this Captain
Dale agreed, adding, as an amendment, that the
Nago villages must be burnt, and the canoes
over and above the number required to transport
the emigrants to their new location, destroyed.
And thus the matter was settled that afternoon.
A party of sailors soon completed the work of
destruction on shore, and Tinge and his fol
lowers, embarking in a flotilla of canoes, cleared
out of Nago, bag and baggage, for Olevuga.
During the two years next following this—
1883, 1884—the Diamond visited the Floridas
more than once; but as no definite information
concerning Puko was forthcoming, Tinge was
not permitted to return to Nago or to rebuild
his villages. He remained at Olevuga till he
died in 1886, and by degrees the vague rumours,
that for a time had been in the air, of Puko
having been seen—-now here, now there—by
this man or by that man—the truth of which I
was never able to verify—died also. But, lo and
behold, after this considerable lapse of time
Puko had re-appeared, and a sequel must be
added to the story of the Mandoliana massacre.
The news of this remarkable event has only
recently reached England. It came to me in a
couple of letters from two of my old scholars—
one, Daniel Manivo, a nephew of Puko’s, and
the other Clement Kelo, the lad with whom I
went on shore to look for Tinge, on the night
that the Diamond anchored in Nago bay. The
following is a literal translation of what they
say, the extracts from the letters being arranged
so as to form a connected story.
“ I have a certain thing to tell you, my father,
a miracle— a miracle surely. The story is of long
ago; but you will remember all about it. The
man we sought for, Puko of Gaeta, who attacked
the man-of-war’s boat’s crew at Mandoliana,
has now re-appeared after existing twelve years
in the bush like a wild pig. Pity him surely,
for a great many evils have befallen him in those
years by reason of his sin—the rain and the sun, ,
the cold and the heat, the sickness, the hunger
and the thirst. The man’s condition is truly
pitiable. He has grown old in the bush : his
body is wasted away; his skin is wrinkled and
pale like an old woman’s; his ribs stick out,
sharp and white, like the frame of a basket, and
his hair is long—hanging over his shoulders, in
fact. The account he gives of himself is also
very pitiable:—‘ For the first year after Tinge
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went to Olevuga,’ he said, ‘ I lived alone in the
bush, eating berries and cocoanuts, and such
food as remained in Tinge’s old gardens. Then
Tinge came and saw me, but stealthily, for fear
of the man-of-war. When Tinge died I was
quite alone. It is now four years since I chewed
Betel nut, or smoked a pipe, or ate any
but wild pig’s food. My sin was surely very
great, and yet it wasn’t only mine. The great
fault was Kalekona’s, who sent us to do his
bidding. We were only humble people, as you
know, who attacked that ship. Theirs was the
sin who commanded us. We should never have
done the deed had we not been ordered to do it.
And through all these years my heart has been
hot and evil, and once I might have slain a man
who wandered near the spot where I was, but I
forbore to strike, and he never saw me. And
now, pity me, I shall never receive baptism like
so many of my countrymen have—I shall die
here. But do you, my kinsman, write to A.
Penny and the Rev. Bishop S----- , and let them
communicate with the captain of the man-ofwar, who burnt Nago, that he may judge
whether I am to be killed or allowed to live, for
I can’t stay here longer in this wilderness, I’m
worn out with living in the bush.’
Thus, my father, Puko, spoke. You remember
the big mountain behind Nago, a place that is
difficult of access—where there is a little sandy
beach. There Puko is now, and there he awaits
the word of you two, Rev. Bishop S----- . So you
two, my father, write word here quickly that we
may know whether Puko is to show himself or
not.’’
■»****«
The secrecy with which Puko’s retreat has
been covered is certainly a very remarkable cir
cumstance. At the time of which I have been
writing I was constantly moving about among
the Floridas, and with the chiefs, who were
jealous enough of each other, I was on terms of
intimacy. They would freely talk to me about
everything that was happening, and yet I never
heard a rumour of Tinge paying visits to Nago
to carry supplies to his outlawed brother, as he
must have done. I knew the Florida language,
also, well enough to understand not what was
addressed to me only, but what was being said
around me, yet I never overheard a chance
word that gave me a suspicion of what has now
come to light. Puko, the people believed, was
dead, and I certainly shared their opinion.
Tinge’s action, too, in boarding the Diamond
—knowing what he knew of his brother’s where
abouts, and of the power of the enemy in whose
hands he was trusting’himself—appears, I think,
in an even stronger light now than when it won

129

the admiration of the man-of-war’s men.
Kalekona did the same thing, no doubt, when
he went on board the Cormorant. But Kalekona,
to save his own skin, gave up the four poor
creatures who had only done his bidding, where
as Tinge, who had nothing to do with the
Mandoliana massacre risked his life, and every
thing a Florida chief hold dear, for his brother’s
sake, and by sheer pluck and coolness gained
his end.
But I have now told all I have to tell of the
Mandoliana massacre and its sequel.
The
extracts from the letters written by Daniel
Manivo and Clement Kelo, need no comment
from me, and Puko certainly has spoken for
himself.

As an illustration of how the Gospel is
spreading in China, a missionary (not of our
Communion) affirms: “I could walk from
Canton to Shanghai, over 800 miles, not walking
more than 20 miles a day, and could sleep
every night in a village or town that has a little
Christian community.”
The following is a letter written by a little
Melanesian girl-convert to Canon McMurray,
of Auckland, whose school children raise the
money necessary for her Christian education :—
“To Mr. McMurray,— My father, I am
writing a little letter to you lest you should
think I have already forgotten you. Oh, no.
This land is still well. The ship came back
on Sunday. They are all well, but we are
glad about Comins. Bishop came back different
because of the beard. We worked hard, then
they collected the money on S. Andrew’s Day.
So it is finished. I, your loving Wesikeni,
write to you with much love.”

This last glimpse of Bishop Smythies will be
read with deep interest. Dandi Machina
writes: “ The day that he entered the steamer he
called me and Yohanna to the Hospital to say
good-bye, and the last words he said were : 11
am going to England to get well, but I hope
God will grant me to return quickly ’; and
when he had finished these words we knelt
down, and he laid his hands upon us for the
last time and blessed us, and said, ‘ God bless
you, my children, in all your work ’; and we
thanked him, and when he had finished we
went back to Kingani.”
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the bed-clothes in their sleep, and also to dis
place the garment with which they are clothed,
until it is in a tight roll around the waist; for
this reason we suggest a style of dress that can
not be discarded in sleep. With some children
there is an intolerance of the weight of super
incumbent clothing, and this is especially
marked in the case of children suffering with
rickets. In making the bed, then, it is wise to
combine warmth with lightness, and for this
reason to remove the heavy cotton quilt, useful'
perhaps as an ornament, but useless as a cover
ing. It is not well to accustom the children
By Miss C. J. Wood,
to much covering at night, the natural heat of
Sometime Lady Superintendent of the Great Ormond Street
the body will maintain the right temperature if
Hospital for Children.
left to do its own work, and excess of heat in
bed may induce bad habits. Also keep the head
low in bed, then the heart has not so much work
VI.—Clothing {Continued).
E must not forget the feet, for on these, in to do in pumping the blood- up to the brain. It
comfort or discomfort, the little ones have seems hardly necessary to urge the complete
change of every garment on going to bed, but
to walkthrough life, without corns, or flat-fix., ^dness. The usages of society oblige us to wear there still lingers among some of us the bad
either boots or shoes; but these need not of custom of keeping on the under garment that
necessity be high at the heels, or pointed at the has been worn through the day, presumably to
toes. When the naked foot is on the floor each keep up the warmth ; it is not a cleanly habit,,
toe lies alongside of its fellow, the great toe and the skin misses the refreshment of entirely
being in straight line with the inside of the foot; fresh clothing, either when rising or going to
the arch of the instep is to be seen at the inner bed.
Spend Time and Thought.
side, the weight of the body being supported by
And
here
we must take leave of the little ones.
the heel and the ball of the foot. A boot or
shoe, when properly fitted, covers the foot but As little ones their future is in the hands of their
it does not alter the lines, and it is positively parents, for good or ill. The health of their
hurtful to the foot to force it into an ill-fitting bodies, and the habits of their minds, are being
formed during the sensitive period of childhood.
shoe.
Of course they give trouble, and the parent that
High Heels.
When high heels are worn, the weight would educate his child in the fullest sense of
of the body, instead of being distributed between the word, who would develop all the powers of
the heel and ball, is thrown on to the ball of the that wonderful nature with which the good
foot, impeding the proper action of the foot, Father has endowed His children, must be pre
and taxing unduly those muscles that control pared to spend time and thought on the work :
and adjust the balance. We want broad toes to water it with his tears, to enlighten it with
and low heels, a stout sole, and no elastic sides ; his joys, to sustain it with his prayers, if he
these latter by impeding the circulation often wishes for the blessing of loving, thankful
cause chilblains, or corns, and are frequently children, to rise up and call him blessed.
the cause of a cold foot The reason for this
attention to the shoeing of the feet is that they are
a most beautiful piece of mechanism, composed
of twenty-two bones of various shape and size
A very important gathering took place at
held together with ligaments, thus combining Winchester lately, to celebrate the five hun
strength and free movement in all parts ; hence dredth anniversary of the founding of the school
the shoes should help and not hinder the action by William of Wykeham. The Prince of Wales
of the feet.
was present. The Archbishop of Canterbury
Night Gowns.
preached the sermon, in which he referred to the
At night time it is well to clothe the little ones great difficulty the “ good William” had to con
in long flannelette night-gowns, or combina tend with in starting this and similar works,
tions ; every one acquainted with the habits of but of all that he did, it could be said that what
children are aware of the tendency to throw off he began “ he happily finished.”
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while before, when they knew him in the ranks).
“ It was at Lodi in Lombardy, sir, that I saw
him first. We were fighting the Austrians
By Austin Clare.
there, and I was only a slip of a lad, a young
recruit just joined. But no one ever fought
"AY, sir, it’s the Cross of the Legion of under Napoleon for the shortest time without
2“\ Honour, and the Emperor gave it to me feeling his power.
“ Devotion to him was a sort of religion we
himself. Would you like to hear the story ? ”
It was an old, old soldier who said this. He had in the army. We looked on him almost as a
was sitting in the sun under a great lime-tree god, and there wasn’t one of us who didn’t
in front of his little cottage, in a far-away village feel that with him to lead we had only to follow
to certain victory. I had caught this spirit of
of France.
It was a still, hot summer’s evening. The devotion to him, like the rest, and I was burn
bees were buzzing among the honey-sweet ing for an opportunity of distinguishing myself,
blossoms overhead. The distant blue line of and ot winning a word of commendation from
hills, across the great level plain, was seen our General.
“Well, sir, the Austrian army, under Beau
through a veil of shimmering heat. The water
in the village fountain made a pleasant trickling lieu, was on one side of the River Adige and
we were on the other. We were bound to pass
sound.
The shade of the tree, and the rest offered by over and attack the enemy, instead of waiting
the rustic bench below it, on which the old for them to cross and attack us ; for Napoleon
soldier was sitting, had attracted a traveller was always the one to make the move.
“ There was, however, but one bridge at that
tramping along the hot, white road which led
through the village, and he had turned aside to particular spot, and, it being spring-time, the
take a seat beside the old man for a few minutes, river was swollen with the melting snows, and
too rapid to be forded.
repose.
“ If we were not sharp in securing the bridge
Observing the famous decoration on the
old soldier’s breast, he asked him concerning it. it was expected that the enemy would either do
For the traveller was a man of observation, so themselves, or else that they would destroy
and eager for all the information he could get it and keep us where we were. Our general,
concerning the country he was passing through, accordingly, ordered forward a detachment at a
quick march to hold the bridge until the rest of
and the people by whom it was inhabited.
A villager or two loitering near, smiled and the army had time to come up.
“ In this detachment I found myself, and my
nodded at the request. They all knew how
proud old Louis Michel was of his Cross, and heart beat with excitement as we went forward
as rapidly as we could.
how he loved to tell the story of its bestowal.
“ Well, sir, it was a race with the Austrians.
“ Well, sir,” he said, with a pleased smile, as
the traveller answered his question with an For, no sooner did they see what we were after,
eager “ yes,” “I must begin by telling you how than they, too, detached a column or the same
I first met the Emperor. (He was not the errand as ourselves. But we had the start of
Emperor then, however, as you must under them, and were first on the bridge.'
“ Oh, the shout that we set up when we felt
stand, only simple General Bonaparte. Some
of the older men even still called him ‘ the the timbers beneath our feet and heard them
little corporal ’ as they had been wont to do, a echo to our tramp !
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“The Austrians, however, though beaten in
the race, were not far behind.
“ They reached the opposite bank just as we
arrived on the bridge; and, no sooner there,
than they greeted us with a storm of bullets.
“ Scores of our poor fellows fell, our officer
with the rest. The others stopped short and
wavered. It was a toss-up, as one may say,
whether they would fall back and lose the
bridge, or rally, and go forward to victory.
“ Well, sir, I knew our Bonaparte was coming
on behind, and was looking at us, as was all
the army ; and, with his eye upon us, I couldn’t
bear to run. So I pushed on over the dead
bodies, shouting—‘ Napoleon! Napoleon to the
rescue! ’
“ He must have heard, or, perhaps,
he only saw the difficulty we were
in. Anyhow, after a moment’s
hard struggle, I suddenly felt
that strength was on my side;
and, though I could not look
to see who or what it was, I
heard his voice, and knew.
“ ‘ On, my children! For
ward for France!’ he
shouted. And then, all at
once, the panic was over.
“We dashed across, in
frenzy of ardour, and
we charged the enemy
and took the guns, he
and I leading the way.
He and I, sir—wasn’t
that glorious ? He and
I!”
The old soldier paused and
looked at his listener, his
eyes moist and a flush of
AND LOOK AT
triumph on his withered
cheeks, as he fought his battles over again.
“ And sir,” he went on, presently, “ when the
firing was silenced, and the enemy had run, he
turned to me, panting with his exertions, and
asked my name.”
“ Louis Michel, at your Excellency’s service,”
I said, saluting.
“ Well then, Louis Michel,” he said, “ next
time we meet like that, you shall have the Cross.”
“ That was all. The rest of the army came
up then, and he put himself at its head to go
to the attack. And you know how we routed
them, sir, on that 10th of May, 1796, do you
not ? But, of course, for the Battle of Lodi is
a matter of history. It is only such little inci
dents as I have told you that are not always
set down, though, for my part, I think they are
more interesting than all the rest.”
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The traveller heartily agreed.
“ And the next time ? ” he asked.
“The next time, sir ? Yes, yes. You shall
hear. I am coming to that. Ah, but you may
think how I looked forward to that- next meet
ing. How I longed for it. How sick I turned,
at times, at the bare idea that it might never
come. For the bravest man does not always
get the chance to distinguish himself. It
depends, as we say, on the fortunes of war.
“ But it came at last. I saw him face to face,
again ; and that was sooner than I had dared to
hope, long as the time of waiting seemed. But
meantime, as you may believe, I was always
expecting it and holding myself in readiness.
“ It was in this way.
The Austrians had gone buck over
the Alps for reinforcements, in
tending to come over again with
more men, and drive us out
of Italy. But Napoleon, as
was natural, had no in
tention of permitting that.
Nor did he mean to wait for
them.
“ His plan was to cross
the Alps also, with part of
his army, aud surprise the
enemy on the other side,
before they could pass to us.
“ Yoti’ll have heard of Bona
parte’s famous passage of the
Alps, sir ? Of course you have.
Well, I must tell you that this
was not the great crossing that
has made such a noise in the
world. That was not till after
wards. The one I mean was
an earlier crossing, and, though
IT EARNESTLY.”
history mentions it as well,
what I am going to tell you of it is known to
very few. Well, there were two of the mountain
passes between Italy and Tyrol where our
General thought it likely that the enemy might
intercept us, and he sent two detachments
forward to keep them. I was with one.
“ It was a narrow pass we had to guard in a
kind of fork between two tremendous mountainpeaks, where the snow lay thick and white all
the year round. Snow was falling in tiny
scattered flakes when we got up, though we had
left fine warm weather down below.
“ We did the best we could for ourselves,
under the circumstances, as you may be sure.
But bad was the best.
“ Mules loaded with food and faggots went up
with us, and we made ourselves a hut, roofed it
with what turf we could get, and piled snow
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about the walls. In this we slept, as many to either our own people or the Austrians. There
gether as we could pack, lighting fires outside. was a soldier there—a real good fellow he was
But, with all we could do, the cold was —who used to say to me, sometimes, that he
bitter, such cold as I had never felt, not being thought this must be something like the way
the Virgins waited and watched for the
mountain-bred.
“ And the stillness ! That was quite awful at Bridegroom.
“ He was a very serious-minded fellow, was
at times, especially at nights, when the great
white peaks stood out like ghosts in the moon Jean Picot, and as brave a soldier as I ever
light, against the dark-blue, star-spangled knew, though he was but a slender and delicate
sky ; and nothing was heard but the occasional lad. He told me how his old priest in the
Breton village, which
rumble of an avalanche, as it
was his home, read him
slid down the slopes.
that story when he was
“Some of us had to
a boy, and how he had
watch by turns, night
never forgotten
and day while our
it.
comrades lay in
“ As for me,
the little wooden
I doubt I was
hut we had set
thinking a deal
up.
more of our
“ We
tried
General and his
hard to keep
coming, than of
away the cold
the good Lord
by piling on logs
and His.
Upon the watch“ But I know
fire ; but the fuel
better now, sir,
went fast, and
and it was Jean
there was noth
Picot who first
ing more to be
made me think
got up there;
seriously of such
nor could we
things.
send down for
“ Poor Jean!
any, the mules
As I said, he
and their dri
was but deli
vers having
cate — nothing
already left.
like so strong
“Walking
as I was—and
backwards and
the cold tried
forwards on the
him sorely.
little stretch of
“As the days
level ground at
the top of the
went on in that
pass, was the
dreary place, he
only way we
grew pinched,
sentinels could
and blue, and
haggard. The
keep the blood
BENT OVER HIM.'
flowing in our
colour went out
veins; and even then it was bitter cold of his lips and the light out of his eyes ; but he
we were, from head to foot through and never uttered a word of complaint, or threatened
to leave his post if he were not relieved soon, as
through.
“ How long the time did seem.
some of the others were beginning to do, as
“Some began to say that Napoleon must have time passed and neither friends nor enemies
forgotten us, and left us to perish in the cold. appeared.
“ Well, at last, the main part of the men were
But I knew better.
“He was sure either to come or to send, I ready to mutiny ; and the sergeant who was in
felt sure of that; for he was not the man to command either had not sufficient authority to
keep them steady under such trying circum
forget.
“ Yes; how we watched for him ! Watched stances, or, as seems more likely from what fol
and waited, day after day; but nobody came, lowed, was of the same mind as they were.
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“ At any rate the murmuring against our For we were becoming pretty will eaten up with
General grew loud and open, and there was cold; and if the enemy were to come now, it
seemed as though two poor fellows like ourselves
little attempt to check it.
“ It used to make even my frozen blood tingle would be able to make but a poor stand against
with indignation when I heard the things that them.
“ Poor Jean was very quiet, that day. He
were said.
“ Well, one night, when jean Picot and I were looked whiter than ever, and the desertion of
taking our turn to sleep, matters came to a our comrades seemed nearly to have broken his
heart.
head.
“ More than once, when he thought I was not
“ We slept very soundly, for we had watched
the night before and were wearied out, and it looking, I saw him take out a little figure of the
Saviour on the Cross which hung about his
■was late in the morning before we awoke.
“ It was I who first opened my eyes, and, still neck, and look at it very earnestly, while his
as the place was wont to be, I was at once lips moved as though he were praying.
“ ‘ I doubt I'll never see my old mother and
struck with the dead silence of all around.
“ Jean Picot and I were alone in the hut. But the dear home again any more, Louis,’ he
that was nothing. Our comrades who shared it said once, after a long silence.
Sir, you may
fancy if you can what I felt then. My very
with us might easily have gone outside.
“ After the murmurings, however, I dreaded heart seemed to freeze; for if my comrade
the worst. And yet, I could not bring myself were to die and leave me all alone in that awful
to believe that Frenchmen—soldiers in the solitude, I thought I could never bear it.’
“ Night came, a brilliant, cold, moonlight
victorious army of the great Napoleon could
really have done as they had threatened, and night it was, and I made Jean go into the hut
deserted the post confided to them. It seemed and try to sleep while I watched. All the fuel
too dreadful and shameful a thing to be credited. was gone, and I felt chilled to the bone, as I
Without waking Jean, I opened the door of the tramped up and down over the frozen snow.
It did seem so hard, too (the thought came upon
hut, and went out.
“ The morning was still and clear. The sun me overpoweringly as I watched) that we
was rising over the great white mountain peaks, should be left there quite out of mind by all our
flushing them with rose-colour, as they stood friends and countrymen. I even began to do,
out, pure and silent, against the frosty sky. as I had never done before, and to doubt my
The air was keen and nipping, and my teeth beloved General. Can you wonder at it, sir ?
chattered together like castanets, as I came out You would excuse me, I think, could you have
from the closer atmosphere of the hut where I felt the awful solitude of those mountain tops.
“No one has ever called me a coward, and
had been sleeping.
“ But it was not altogether the keenness of the yet, I will confess to you that, more than once,
air which set me all a-tremble, it was the cer I started at my own shadow, cast long and
tainty, which that glance around brought upon black across the snow by the brilliant moon
me, that what I feared had indeed come to pass. light.
“ At last I could bear it no longer, and I went
“ Our comrades had gone off in the night, while
-sto look at Jean Picot, thinking that the sight of
we slept, and left us there alone !
“ Sir, when I had called Jean Picot, and we another living creature might make me feel a
had looked all round to make assurance doubly man again. He seemed sleeping'very quietly,
sure, we looked at each other in dumb dismay. and I thought I heard him mutter something as
“ It was not so much that we were left alone, I bent over him which sounded like, ‘ Even so,
that so distressed us, but the thought that while come, Lord Jesus!’ And he seemed to smile
we had slept the pass had been left unguarded, in his sleep. But at that moment the great
open to the enemy, if they had chanced to come. stillness which had weighed upon me was sud
“ We could have cried with shame as we denly broken. The tramp of many feet sounded
upon the frozen snow, and, looking down the
realized this.
pass towards Tyrol, I espied a moving line
‘But we did what we could to make up.
“We reached out with one accord, our right coming up in the moonlight.
“‘Jean!’ I whispered, hurriedly. ‘Jean,
hands to each other, and, holding them clasped,
we swore to be true to each other and to our awake, the enemy’s coming ! ’ and then , with
General while life should last, and, if need be, to out waiting for an answer, I seized my loaded
die at our post, rather than desert ;t as our com musket, and lay still behind a rock. All fear
had gone by now, and my frozen blood was,
rades had done.
“And it seemed like enough that die we should. once more racing through my veins. I felt a
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man again. The men came on, apparently
quite unsuspiciously.
“ They were Austrians, as I had already
guessed. I saw it by their uniforms as they
came nearer.
“As the first man—there was room for but
one abreast in the narrow pass—as the first
man came within range, I fired.
“ He fell, rolling over a precipice where the
ground fell away steeply, into the deep ravine.
For a moment there was a panic. I had
time to reload, and, as they came on again, I
shot another.
“ But they scarcely paused this time.
“ ‘ Jean ! ’ I shouted, ‘ Jean Picot, wake up ! ’
“ What ailed the man that he slept so soundly,
I wondered ? But I could not go to see. The
enemy was pressing on, and I had not even
time to re-load.
But the pass was very
narrow. I counted on keeping it for a while at
the bayonet point.
“ I managed for a time. But, cold as was
the air, the work was hot, and I had much ado
to duck away from the shots, which were aimed
at me from lower down, while I was engaged
with the foremost man.
“ Aye, indeed, here was the enemy at last,
and no mistake. But where was Napoleon ?
Would he never come ?
“ A shot, better aimed than usual, struck my
left arm. I felt all must be over soon.
“ Suddenly, when hope had all but died out in
my breast, from the Italian side, there came up
a ringing cheer, and his voice—yes, it was kis—
calling on me to stand firm, for help was coming.
“ And did I not ?
“ Sir, when that voice spoke, who would not
stand attention!
“ The pass was saved by that shout. The
enemy ran, and the next moment I had my
reward—a reward which more than made up
for all my sufferings. For there was the great
General by my side once more, smiling on me
and saying: ‘So, Louis Michael, we meet again ?
Well done, my lad, well done! The Cross is
yours.’
“ ‘ And Jean Picot’s, your Excellency,’ I said,
boldly. ‘ He kept his post with me when all
the rest deserted.’
“ Napoleon looked round.
“ 1 Where is this Jean Picot ? ’ he asked.
‘ Call him.’
“ Ay, where was Jean Picot ?
“ Killed ? No. Jean lay dead in the hut.
To him had come the Saviour before the General
came to me.
“That, sir, is how I met Napoleon the second
time.
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“ I had the Cross, as he had promised, but I
think my comrade has the Crown.”
The old man paused a moment, and the
traveller, rising to resume his journey, put a
parting question.
“ Why was the General so long in coming, do
you ask, sir ? ” answered the old soldier. “In
deed I hardly know. Some unavoidable delay,
I believe. Anyhow, it was no fault of his, of
that you may be sure. Never mind, he came
at last. He is dead since then, as you know
sir, but I am waiting still—waiting for a greater
than our Emperor, even for Him who came to
Jean Picot. God grant, sir, that He may find
me ready.”

ONSIDER your ways,” the Almighty saith,
Choose ye your path this day;
There’s a way of life and a way of death,
A broad and a narrow way.
The way of the world is broad and fair,
With its pomp and its proud array;
And its bright-hued flowers, but of these beware,
Death lurks in their petals gay.

C

The way of life is with thorns beset,
And the path is narrow and strait,
But though there are few that find it, yet
It leads to the Golden Gate.
To-day, if ye’ll hear His voic°- repent,
Life’s short, so no longer
,
The night draws nigh, the day’s far spent,
Choose now ere it be too late.
Katherine E. Sherriff.
The cabbage is claimed to be a development
of a common seaweed which grows wild on
every coast of Europe.
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By the Rev. Canon Garnier.

II. THE PRINCIPLE OF REFERENCE.

HE second principle of
regulating the new wor
ship, by reference to the
old, will be apparent on
reflection.
In default of anything
corresponding to the book
of Leviticus under the
New Testament, the first
Christians freely adopted the procedure of
Jewish worship. Obviously, when they began
to cast about for materials, out of which to
construct the new worship, they would avail
themselves of those which were ready to hand.
Adoption of Jewish Terms.

Thus we are told “ from the Synagogue was
borrowed the term Presbytery—a. word unknown
in classical Greek (applied in its Jewish sense
in St. Luke xxii. 66 ; Acts xxii. 5 ; and in its
Christian sense in 1 Tim. iv. 14); the term Angel
(cf. Rev. i. 20; ii. 1); the name of Shepherds
or Pastors (cf. Eph. iv. 11, and 1 Peter v. 4); the
scripture lesson and the sermon ; the loud A men
of the congregation (see 1 Cor. xiv. 16, and
the famous passage in Justin’^ Apology, c. 67 *);
the chanting of the Psalms in order; the Ter
Sanctus hymn of Isaiah vi. ; as well as the disci
pline (S. Matthew xviii. 17; 1 Cor. vi.); the
sentence of excommunication (1 Cor. v. 4); and
the collection of alms (1 Corinthians xvi.
2). ” |
Again, over and above this free adaptation
of Old Testament procedure, we find this prin
ciple, that whenever the New Testament is silent,
* “ When he has made an end of all the prayers, and
the thanksgiving, the people answer Amen, which in
Hebrew signifies So be it.” Justin Martyr’s “ Apology ”
a.d. 140.
t Norris, “Acts,” p. 143.

recourse is had to the corresponding Old Testament
ordinance for guidance.
For example, the basis of the observance of
the First Day of the Week, or Lord's Day, is
the fourth commandment as interpreted by our
Lord’s teaching. We have simply no other
indication whatever of the will of God on this
head.
Where should Appeal lie ?

Then, questions would arise on which there
might conceivably be diversity of opinion. But
where should the appeal lie, at a period when
as yet there were-no New Testament Scriptures?
Where else could it lie but to the ordinances of
Divine Service under the old Covenant ? For
instance, it would be asked by some at least
whether infants also might not be baptized
into Covenant with God. The express injunc
tion of infant circumcision giving admission
into the Old Testament (Genesis xvii. 12, 14)
would supply the answer to such an inquiry.
Our Lord’s injunctions, we must remember,
were addressed to a Jewish consciousness, and
from that they would receive their first and
truest interpretation.*
And so with the other Sacrament. Its ad
ministration is restricted to those who have
been admitted to the Order of Priesthood.
* “ The Gospel has not put aside, it has incorporated
into itself, the revelations which went before it. It avails
itself of the Old Testament, as a great gift to Christian
as well as to Jew. It does not dispense with it, but it
dispenses it. Persons sometimes urge that there is no
code of duty in the New Testament, no ceremonial, no
rules for Church polity. Certainly not: they are un
necessary ; they are already given in the Old. Why
should the Old Testament be retained in the Christian
Church, but to be used ? There are we look to for our forms,
our rites, our polity ; only illustrated, tempered, spiritual
ized by the Gospel. The precepts remain; the obser
vance of them is changed.’’ J. H. Newman, “Sermons on
Subjects of the Day,” p. 205.
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How arrived at.

But how has this limitation been arrived at ?
It is a point on which the New Testament is
silent. The unanimity of the Universal Church
of the first age* arose from this appeal to the
Old Testament. Our Lord, as we have seen,
“ fulfilled ” the Passover in the kingdom of
God (St. Luke xxii. 17); it was replaced by
the Holy Communion. But if so, the “ body ”
must correspond to its “ shadow,” and the
shadow had been “ the Sacrifice of the Lord’s
Passover ” (Ex. xii. 27 ; Deut. xvi. 5, 6).f We
know from repeated indications of God’s Will,
how sacrifice was restricted to the priesthood.
This principle to be found in the “ shadow ”
will therefore apply to that which is the
“ body.”
The Sacrificial Idea.

This, the sacrificial idea, underlies the
Church’s treatment of the Holy Communion
throughout. Thus, the instruction of the Cate
chism “ to be in charity with all men ” and the
Rubric before the Communion Office respecting
the reconciliation of those who are at variance,
are both based on St. Matt. v. 23, “ If thou
bring thy gift to the altar, and there rememberest that thy brother hath aught against thee ;
leave thy gift before the altar and go thy way;
first be reconciled to thy brother, and then
come and offer thy gift.” The presentation of
the alms depends on the same text and on the
kindred saying, “ the altar sanctifieth the gift ”
(xxiii. 19). So too the Offertory sentence in
citing the people to give alms towards the
support of the clergy and services introduces
the word altar, “ They who wait on the altar
are partakers with the altar” (1 Cor. ix. 13).
It is on the same ground that all vows, whether
Ordination, Confirmation, Marriage, or Coro
nation vows, are made at the altar, in conse
quence of our Lord’s saying respecting swearing
{vowing) by the altar. Nor must it be forgotten
that in all these cases the reception of the Holy
Communion is closely associated with taking
the vow, because of our Lord’s assertion,
“ Whoso shall swear {vow) by the altar,
sweareth {voweth) by it, and by all things thereon ”
• There has never been a question on this point............
It is needless to quote passages. It is the absolutely uni
versal doctrine of Church writers of every age that to the
priesthood alone belongs the power of consecrating the
elements to become to the faithful the Body and Blood
of Christ.” Bishop Moberly. ” Holy Spirit,” pp. 169, 170.
f “ When the regulations of the Passover were fully
developed, this part (the slaying of the lamb) was ex
pressly transferred to the altar of the national sanctuary.”
“ Diet, of Bible,” s. v. " Passover,” p. 713.
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(St. Matt, xxiii. 20). And these words justify
the use of the sacrificial term “ oblations,”* for
the bread and wine set upon the Holy Table
previous to consecration. So that in every case
in which the word “ altar ” is used in the Gos
pel, an application is found for it to the Holy
Communion.
Additional References.

Nor do the references to the sacrificial idea
stop here. The injunction to communicate at
the least three times in the year, of which
Easter is to be one {Rubric at the end of Comm.
Off.) is based on the analogy of the command to
the Jew to keep a feast unto God three times in
the year, the Passover being one (Ex. xxiii. 14,
17; Deut. xvi. 16). Perhaps, too, the warnings
addressed to evil livers, in the first Exhorta
tion of the Communion Office, if prompted by
any one passage of Holy Scripture, are to be
attributed to “ I will wash my hands in innocency, O Lord, and so will I go to Thine altar ”
(Ps. xxvi. 6). We should look in vain for a
New Testament authorisation for the consump
tion of what is over of the consecrated elements,
and the assigning of the unconsecrated remain
der to the Curate {Rubric). It can only be de
rived from the analogy of the Jewish Sacrifice
(Ex. xxiif. 33, 34; Lev. vi. 16). Again, the
direction to the celebrating priest to “ first receive
the Communion in both kinds himself" is derived
from the same source, for the Jewish priest
offered sacrifice “ first for his own sins, and
then for the people’s ” (Heb. vii. 27).
We see, then, how the English Church has
applied this principle to the construction of her
great Central Service of the Holy Communion.
In the necessary regulation of this Sacrament,
she has relied on the precedents supplied by
the Jewish Worship which had come from God.
With her Lord’s Words before her, she could
not have shut out this witness of the Old Testa
ment to His own ordinance. To discard it
would be to teach a mutilated truth. She
teaches the strict truth in adhering to the New
Testament terms. She teaches the whole truth
of Scripture in not withholding the lessons to
be drawn from the continuity which our Lord
Himself emphasised as existing between the
Passover and the Holy Communion.
{To be continued.)
* Lest there should be any misconception on this
point, it may be well to mention that in the Coronation
Service the word Oblation is used for the bread and wine
which are offered by the Sovereign for the Communion
{Church Quart. Rev., vii. 271).
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is to be set into the ground, or to be placed on
a layer of bricks. If it is to be sunk into the
ground, the wood must either be tarred or
charred. In tarring you must get some good
gas tar, and put it on the wood with a brush,
which you will most likely be able to borrow
from those
who supply
the tar. In
c h a r ring,
smear the
FTER the carpentry joints described in our
wood well
last paper, it may not be amiss to take
over with
one or two applications of some of them in this
petroleum,
paper. Most people having a garden often have
such as is
a need of a summer-house, a tool-house, or shed,
for burning in lamps; rest it on some
or even a fowl-house. If we therefore give used
bricks, well away from anything that may easily
general instructions for putting up such a house, catch fire, then set fire to it, let it burn till the
we are sure the smaller details can be
wood is slightly charred on the outside, then ex
worked out by anyone skilful enough to
tinguish the fire, by putting water over it. You
carry out what we have already des
next want the uprights for the four corners.
cribed. A lean-to house or shed is
These can either be of planed wood, or rustic
perhaps easier to build than one having
pieces, that is, straight pieces of timber with
a pitch roof, if you have a good wall
the bark on ; they must, however,
next which you can build. First of
be squared at the upper and
all you want a good frame for your
lower ends. They can be fixed
foundation. This must be of three,
in their places either by anglefour, or six inch scantling, according toc
irons, as shown in Fig. 1, or by
the size of your
the application of the
shed. The pieces
half-lap to the uprights
for the length and
only, and the lap brought
width should be
to
the outer edge of the
fig. 4.
first cut off; you
FIG‘Iframe. In either
will probably buy such scantling already ground
case, they must be securely fastened by good
squared, if not you will have a good exercise long
nails, put into well-bored holes, so that
there is no splitting of wood anywhere. Use
your plumb line to get every piece upright. If
you are making a “lean-to” the front pieces
should be higher than those going near the wall
—or the reverse if you prefer it; if you are going
to have a pitch roof, then the uprights are all to
be of the same height.
The next thing to do is to get the side lengths
at the top, you can
make the frame, using
the half-lap joint, and
put it together before
putting it into its place.
If this is done with
round wood in the
rustic style, put them together as shown in
Fig.2; if they are to be of square wood, as in
Fig. 3. In Fig. 4 we show how the corner
joints of the framework, and how the uprights
are to be put together.
in planing to get them into square. Then fit
Now comes the framework for the roof. If
them together using the half-lap joint.
for a lean-to, very little trouble attaches to it:
Now it is a question whether this framework if for a pitch roof, there must be a centre piece

A
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for the crossing of the roof, and rafters nailed,
one end to the frame, and the other end to the
crown piece, as shown in Fig. 5.
The roof can be made with light match
boarding and felted over, or covered with zinc,
or the light waterproof paper can be used. The
sides may be covered in the same way, unless
it is for a summer house, and you wish for open
trellis work, with laths or rustic lengths of wood.
These are generally obtainable from “oak
wrings ” as they are called, selected from the
thinner branches. If you require a window in
the end or side, you must make the framework,
and fix it in before finally covering in. In
making the framework, either for door or win

VI.
S. PERPETUA.
(a.d. 206).
By

the

HE Emperor Marcus Aurelius died in 181
a.d., and for the next twenty years the
Christian Church had rest from the severe and
cruel persecutions under which it had been suf
fering. But so long as the rulers of the Roman
Empire were indifferent to the progress of re
ligion (even if they were not opposed to the
teaching of Christ) it was always easy for the
governor of any particular district to revive the
unjust attacks and tortures, without fear of
punishment. This is what happened at Car
thage, on the northern coast of Africa, when
Septimius Severus was on the throne. Five
catechumens (that is, persons undergoing in
struction in the Christian faith to prepare them
ior receiving the Sacrament of Holy Baptism)
were seized by order of the heathen magistrate.
Three of these were young men, by name
Revocatus, Saturninus, and Secundulus. The
other two were Felicitas, a female slave, and
Perpetua.
S. Perpetua was a young married lady, and
had a little baby only a few weeks old. Her
mother was a Christian, but her father, who
was now advanced in years, was still a heathen.
After she had been’ arrested and put in prison,
her father came to see her, and implored her to
save her life by renouncing her faith. Pointing
to a jar that lay on the ground, she said :
“ Father, you see this vessel; can I call it any-

T

dow, get all corners square. These frames can
be bought all ready for fixing, so can doors and
door-frames.
If you wish to make the door, the ordinary
ledgeddoor you will find easiest, as shown inFig.
6., where (a) shows the jambsof the frame, (i) the
lintel, (r) the part of the ground frame into
which the jambs are sunk. The lintel and
jambs can be put together by the half-joint,
already described. The simplest door consists
of boards, having their edges accurately planed,
and then placed flush together, and secured to
rails either by screws or nails. The rails and
ledges are shown in the figure. The door must
be hung on strong butt hinges, and fitted with
a lock and suitable fastenings.
John A. Bower.

Rev. Montague Fowler {Chaplain to
the Archbishop of Canterbury).
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thing else than what it really is? ” “No,” was
the reply. “ Neither can I call myself other than
I am—a Christian.”
In the meantime Perpetua and her com
panions were baptised. A few days afterwards
they were shut up in a horrible, dark dungeon,
where they suffered greatly from the heat and
the closeness of the air. She suffered most of
all at the separation from her child. Some
kind Christians, however, gave money to the
jailer to induce him to allow the prisoners the
use of a better and brighter apartment, where
they were separated from the other criminals,
and she was allowed to have her baby with her.
“ From this time,” she said, “ the dungeon be
came a palace to me.”
As soon as the day was fixed for her trial,
Perpetua’s father again came to see her. He en
treated her to take pity on his old age, to remem
ber his kindness to her, and how she had been the
favourite among all his children. He begged
her to think of her mother and brothers, and
how the disgrace of her death as a Christian
would ruin, if not kill, them. He ended by
throwing himself at her feet, with tears in his
eyes, and calling her lady instead of daughter.
Though deeply touched at the old man’s dis
tress, she dared not waver in her determination
to stand firm. “ What will happen,” she said,
“ when I come before the tribunal, depends
upon the will of God ; for we stand not in our
own strength, but by His power within us.”
When the day arrived, Perpetua and the
others were hurried off, without notice, before
the judge. The market-place where he was sit
ting to try the accused was crowded with
people, and when she was brought forward, her
father crept as close to her as he could, holding
out her child and saying : “ Take pity on your
infant.” The judge begaifby imploring her to
sacrifice, for the sake of the little one that so
much needed a mother’s care, and for the sake of
her aged parent. But she unhesitatingly declared
that she could not worship false gods. “Are you
really a Christian ? ” the judge asked. “Yes,”
she replied, “ I am a Christian.” This finally
decided her fate. She and those who had been
seized with her were condemned to be thrown
to the wild beasts at the approaching festival,
in order to furnish sport for the people and the
soldiers. Perpetua, immediately on her return
to the dungeon, sent to her father asking that
she might have her child,with her, but he re
fused to send it. He came once more himself
to visit her, and seemed beside himself with
grief, tearing his beard, and cursing his old age.
His daughter was deeply touched by the sight of
his misery, but she could not give up her Saviour.
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The jailer Pudens was converted by the be
haviour of the prisoners, and by the quiet,
happy faith and trust with which they waited
for the end. Others who came out of curiosity
to gaze at them, and to scoff, went away with
changed feelings.
At length the fateful day arrived when the
martyrs were to be led into the amphitheatre.
It was the custom in Carthage at that time—a
practice which had come down from the times
when human sacrifices were offered under the
old religion of the place—to dress up the vic
tims, the men as priests of Saturn, and the
women as priestesses of Ceres, before they were
thrown to the wild beasts. But Perpetua and
her companions protested earnestly against the
insult. “ We have come here,” they said, “ of
our own will, that our freedom may not be taken
from us. We have given up our lives, that we
may not be forced to such abominations.” The
officers recognised the justice of their demand,
and allowed them to retain their own gar
ments.
The male victims, two in number (Secundulus
having died in prison), were exposed to leopards
and bears, and were soon torn in pieces; Per
petua and Felicitas were put into nets and
tossed and gored by a cow. When this torture
had gone on for some time, Perpetua seemed to
be in a trance/ and to have felt no pain. As
soon as she recovered consciousness, she asked
when the cow was to come, and could hardly be
persuaded that that part of her sufferings was
over. She then helped Felicitas to rise from the
ground, and spoke words of comfort and en
couragement to others who were standing by.
Instead of allowing the victims to be put to
death privately, as was the custom after they
had been tortured in this way, the crowd de
manded that they should be killed publicly.
They then said farewell to each other, and
walked with cheerful looks and firm steps into
the middle of the amphitheatre, where the ap
pointed executioners ended their sufferings. The
man who was set apart to kill Perpetua was
young and inexperienced, and was so nervous
that he stabbed her several times without touch
ing a fatal part; on which she herself took hold
of the sword, and showed him where to give her
the death wound.
We can learn much from the story of this
brave young Christian. Trusting in her dear
Lord, she was strong in resisting the per
suasions of her aged father, and the temptation
to avoid her cruel sufferings, because she
“ counted not her life dear unto herself” if only
she might be privileged to suffer for the sake of
Jesus, and to prove her love for Him.
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task, encouraged to persevere, ashamed to fall back from
his profession, steadfast in his determination to imitate
Christ, who can hear daily the echo of that heavenly
hymn, “Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty, which
was, and is, and is to come ? ”
Let ns praise and glorify our Lord and Christ, that we
are permitted to live within reach of the great gifts of the
Spirit, which restore in some degree the graces that had
been forfeited by the rebellion of man. Let us pray that
the agency of the Spirit may be made effectual to recreate
in ns the glorious characteristics of the image of our
Lord. Great, indeed, is the privilege, and not less great
the responsibility, to be permitted to live under this
higher dispensation, which gives to Holy Sacraments and
i their life-imparting power, and brightens holy
> with supernatural light.

There is no reason, except our own want of will, why
we may not, each one of us, be very saints; for there is
no limit to the virtue which goes forth from Christ, and
which is ours, if we will but claim it in faith and selfdistrust.

Ths moral and spiritual victories which the Holy
Spirit achieves in the hearts of men are, for the most
part, slow and gradual, and it is for that reason, perhaps,
v.e tail to recognize them.

Who will not feel himself strengthened for his daily

We all may walk in the steps of St. Barnabas, nay, in
the steps of a greater than St. Barnabas, the Divine Son
of Consolation Himself, Who said, “Blessed are the
merciful: for they shall obtain mercy.”

It is the easiest thing in the world for a child of God
to drift into selfishness. He must be on his guard, then.
When opportunities of showing kindness, of being merci
ful, of denying himself for the sake of others, occur—he
must not let them pass by unimproved, but make use of
them.

The principles which Christianity instils are sure,
sooner or later, to break down and dissolve everything
which is unrighteous, everything which is injurious to the
highest well-being of man, and antagonistic to the honour
of God.

♦
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Irish Stew.—Take x lb. of lean mutton (or
meat that has previously been cooked will do),
cut it in pieces, lay it at the bottom of a stewpan, with a very small piece of butter and a
cupful of gravy or rice water; slice and peel
six large onions; add them, with 2 lbs. of
potatoes, also sliced; season with pepper and
salt, and let the whole boil gently for some
hours, when a very agreeable dish will be
produced.
Ginger Beer.—The following is a cheap
recipe for making ginger beer:—Sugar, 1 lb.;
boiling water, 1 gallon ; ginger, £ oz.; and a
lemon sliced thin. Stir till all is mixed. Cool,
and add a tablespoonful of yeast. Let it stand
twenty hours, then strain, bottle, and tie down
the corks. Will be ready for use in a few days.
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Evening Lessons.

»v

Morning Lessons.

P romotum

What requirements does Christ look for from us ?
Not our learning, not our respectability, not bur selfsatisfaction. Nay, it is our need of Him, our realization
of our weakness, of His power,—this is our only fitness.
Then, if this consciousness of need be ours, will He in
very truth receive us. Then we are welcome to Him.
Then will He bid us sit down, sinners though we be, at
the Feast of His Love, and He will come forth and feed

1*11 mt

Most fitly is he who first spoke out to a waiting world
the primary fact of all creation, the only key to the
mystery of human life and suffering, rewarded with the
privilege of being the first to spread the glad tidings, to
preach that first great missionary sermon on the birthday
of the Church which brought three thousand converts at
once into the fold ; and but a few years later to take that
yet more momentous step of the baptism of the Gentile
Cornelius, which was the first step to the conversion of
the Roman Empire.

Vegetable marrows, ridge cucumbers, and
other tender plants, ought still to have some
slight protection on cold nights. Failing any
thing better, a 6 or 7 inch pot placed over
each plant will answer the purpose.
Earth up potatoes as they become ready, and
keep the hoe or fork going between the rows
of later lots, in order to keep the ground clean
and the soil loose and broken. Thin out
onions, carrots, beet, and others as required,
and gradually, rather than all at once, choosing
showery weather for the work.
Peas also ought to be thinned out somewhat
if the plants stand thickly, the late kinds in
particular never doing well if crowded. Sow
seed of the large marrow kinds for the last time
at once.

ru m

As the saints of the Old Covenant, in the darkness of
the long night which preceded Christ’s first coming,
strained their eyes to catch, if possible, some token of the
rising of the Sun of Righteousness, so should we of this
present time be looking for and hasting unto that awful
hour, when the great white throne shall be seen in the
heavens, the judgment shall be set, and the books opened.
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