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Part XI.
“ A ND so you expect me to stay at
24 home just because you can’t
go out! ’’ exclaimed Philip Saxby one
winter evening about six months
after this. “ You women are all
alike. Upon my word, you are
most selfish: because you are
dull and out of sorts you would
like me to be dull too. I don’t know
what you mean by being lonesome,
as you call it. My sister Harriet never complained of being lonesome. She used to keep herself
employed in the mornings, and be up to any fun when I came home at night. She was the sort
of woman to keep a man’s house lively.”
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Lettice made no answer, indeed she had none
ready. She was becoming used to this kind of
accusation, and found that whatever form it
took, or howsoever she might try to defend her
self, she invariably got worsted in the argument,
which would end not infrequently with a burst
of tears on her part, and a slam of the outer door
on his. Moreover, Philip had a knack of reserv
ing his most cutting remark to the last, and
vanishing from the field the moment he had
delivered himself of it.
Perhaps, however, something in the pale face
and silence of his wife on the present occasion
touched his better nature, for after a moment’s
gloomy meditation he resumed in a milder tone,
though still one of grumbling remonstrance—
“ I daresay it’s not your fault, Lettice, and
that it is a bit hard on you not having been
used to city life. But you see you’ve had time
to learn its ways by now, and I do think you
might begin to look after yourself more than
you do. How did Harriet manage ? Neither
she nor Bertha ever seemed at a loss.”
“ If you will tell me, Philip, I am sure I shall
try to do the same,” Lettice spoke meekly, and
raised a full, soft eye to her husband’s face.
“ That's right,” Philip nodded, approvingly.
“ You pluck up spirit, and don’t have any more
dolefuls. Let me see; what used Harriet to
do ? For one thing she did her marketing----- ”
“ I do my marketing, Philip. I always have
done it, but----- ”
“But what?”
“ It’s so sootj over,” pleaded poor Lettice.
“ It’s just going to the end of the street, and
getting it all at once. The fowls are all plucked,
and the vegetables cut and trimmed.”
“ Ha! ha ! ha ! ” laughed Philip. “ I have
no doubt the poulterer and the greengrocer
would be very much obliged to you if you offered
to relieve them of their labours. But as it can’t
be done, you can, at least, help Jane with the
cooking at home.”
“ I do; but that’s so soon over too when there
are such little, little meals. I often think mother
would stare if she could see the little tiny dishes;
for neither you nor I eat much, Philip.”
“ No, I don’t eat much, but I like it nice,”
said Philip, graciously ; “ and I’m fond of sweets
and pastries.
You made some uncommonly
nice little pastries when we were first married,
and your mother’s pastry at the farm, my word!
it was a thing to dream of! ”
A smile of real pleasure lit up Lettice’s face.
“ Mother always was famed for h^r Dastry,’’
said she, “ and she used to say I could bake
as well as herself. I used to be so fond of
baking days too,” she added, with a sigh.
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“ Well now, there’s a thing you can always
do,” quoth Philip, promptly. “You can bake
on any day of the week----- ’’
“ I can’t now. The heat in the kitchen makes
my head ache. There’s nearly always gas burn
ing, and even when it isn’t turned on, it never
seems to get out of the air. I hate even to go
downstairs now; it makes me feel so sick and
queer. Our kitchen at home----- ”
“You forget that you had to take your meals
in your kitchen at home,” observed Philip,
coldly, “whereas here, you have a sitting-room
all to yourself, and a third room, too.”
“ On, yes, Philip, I know, and I’m not com
plaining in the least. Only I really can’t go
down to bake in that little dark hole.”
“ Don’t go down, then—I’m not sending you.
I daresay it is a villainous place. But as
you want something to do----- ” He paused.
“ Harriet used to go about and see her friends—
suppose I get Harriet up to look after you for a
bit,” he suggested, suddenly.
“ Or Bertha,” murmured Lettice.
“ Bertha ? Well, no. She would be no good.
She would need herself to be looked after.
Besides, you see what Harriet says : that she’s
been ailing off and on all the winter, and that
it’s a blessing they had got into a snug roost
with that old aunt of mine who likes coddling
sick people. There never was anything more
lucky than her sending for the girls just when
I didn’t know what on earth to do with them.
Well, turn it over in your mind, and let me
know to-morrow morning if you want Harriet,
and I’ll send for her. Now, good-night. Be off
to bed as soon as you like, and just leave the
whiskey and water for me. I shan’t need any?
thing else.” And so saying, the husband went
off to spend the remainder of the evening in
gay company, and the wife was left to drag it
out in weariness and loneliness by herself.
Even Harriet’s presence would, she felt, be
better than nothing. Of late she had grpwn to
care less and less for Harriet. To perceive
more and more clearly the cold, selfish, un
scrupulous nature which underlay her sisterin-law’s apparent good-fellowship and geniality,
and to be sure that her influence over Philip
was such as made it advisable to bring it to
bear as little as possible. She was now thank
ful—thankful from the bottom of her heart—
that nothing had ever come of Harriet’s boasted
conquest of her old friend Richard Elder.
That, in spite of her lingering on at Merrielands Farm for month after month, and hintingbroadly at having an attraction in the neigh
bourhood, and at the possibility of her settling
there for life, she had been obliged at iast to
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quit the field, saying as little as possible to
betray her mortification and defeat.
Lettice, as we saw, could not conceal from
herself that she inwardly rejoiced, even though
it was easy to perceive that the scheme which
had failed had been one in whose success her
husband, as well as her sister-in-law, had a keen
interest.
Richard Elder, with his strong religious
principles, his upright, straightforward charac
ter, and his kindly, generous disposition, would
indeed have been cruelly ill-mated with sordid,
selfish Harriet—ever on the look-out to better
herself, ever seeking to over-reach her neigh
bours, owning neither duty nor love to God or
man. How bitter must be the awakening of a
man thus wedded ! Alas ! Lettice, on her part,
had already learned something of this very
bitterness.
But even while shrinking, with a measure of
repugnance, from a meeting with her sister-inlaw, who would, she felt, at once discover how
matters stood with herself, and perhaps blame
her, as Philip did, for not assimilating better
with the new life which was so foreign to all
her old habits and experiences, Lettice had
such an intense, and almost desperate craving
for sympathy, such a yearning for someone—
anyone—to talk to and go about with during the
long, long hours of Philip’s absence—such a
desire to hear another tread about the house,
and another voice on the stairs than Jane’s, the
poor, little, stupid maid-of-all-work, that before
she went to bed on the evening of Philip’s sug
gestion she had decided to follow it up.
Often and often she had thought, “ Oh, if I
might only have mother—or Susy, or Jenny! ”
But she had known better than to put this into
words. Not only would Philip have scouted
the idea, but she realized for herself that it was
untenable. She even laughed—half crying all
the while—at the idea of her poor mother’s
absolute helplessness and bewilderment if
brought up to the great, seething city, and
planted down in Philip Saxby’s domicile to be
a help and comfort to his ignorant little wife.
She could see her mother’s ample figure seated
in the armchair, and sitting on and on there,
doing nothing, and growing ever more and more
deeply plunged in blank despair; bereft of every
sort of occupation, and confounded by a multi
plicity of novel ideas, none of which had ever
before entered her simple head.
Susy or Jenny would, of course, have done
better, but only better by comparison. And
she could see her sister Susy’s grave face over
Philip’s rattling talk and open acknowledg
ments of a lax creed, and a still laxer mode of
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life. It would have to come out some day ; but
the young wife, struggling with her loyalty to
one whom she had vowed to love, honour, and
obey, was fain to hide as long as possible the fact
that honour was already dead, and love was dying
within her breast. Philip had coolly owned to
having deceived her in the most sacred feelings
of her heart. Until he did so, Lettice had been
scarcely herself aware to what extent she was
a true follower of Christ. Perhaps, because she
had never before felt the need of a Saviour—the
longing for Divine aid and consolation expe
rienced when earth’s bright hopes vanish, and
its tempting cup of pleasure is dashed from the
lips.
Lettice would have been surprised if she had
been told eight months before that she would be
glad to slip into an open church door in the
middle of the morning and spend a silent halfhour upon her knees in that quiet place; and
she would have been distressed as well as sur

244

THE DAWN OF DAY.

prised could she have known that, doing so, she
would have sought to hide it from her husband.
But it was even so. It had come to this, that
she could not bear the chance of Philip’s ridi
cule, or the risk that he would pass on the jest
to his companions. Philip had a way of being
rather proud of his wife’s “ playing the saint,”
as he termed it. When in good humour it
amused him vastly, so long as it did not interfere
with any of his projects or pleasures, that he
would not stand ; and again and again Lettice,
still weak and wavering in her Christian life, had
given in to his commands, and consented to
violate her conscience at his bidding. But this
done, her husband laid no restriction of any
sart upon her actions. She was free to go to the
little church where and how she chose, and she
had even ventured to become a regular atten
dant at a Bible class, held weekly in the vestry,
but she was obliged to shake
her head and murmur a nega
tive when asked if she would
take part in any parish work.
She had no one to go with, and
she was too timid and ignorant
to go by herself.
If Harriet had only been
another kind of sister-in-law!
If it could only have been
Bertha who could have come!
Bertha, Lettice fancied—-nay,
she was almost sure—was
groping after a new life and
a new hope. Bertha and she
could have joyfully gone to
gether to the little church, and
side by side learned the lessons
of faith and love and duty which were taught
there. But she acknowledged that her husband
was right in deciding that his delicate younger
sister was better off where she was, than in
coming to a London atmosphere with all its
concomitants during the most trying season of
the year. She must put up with Harriet, and
she signified the same in effect to Philip the
following morning. Philip was pleased, and
that, in its turn, pleased Lettice.
Then a joyful acceptance of the invitation
was received from Harriet by the earliest post
possible, followed by her presence within a
few days, the immediate result of which was
a returr of its early good humour and some
thing ot its early brightness to the little dingy
house.
Harriet had an exuberant vitality—an amount
of animal spirits—and a power of making things
“go,” according to her brother, which was
really valuable and commendable, so far as it
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went; and Lettice found herself exhilarated
beyond what she could have believed possible
by the arrival of this third person upon the
scene. Harriet good-humouredly took her in
hand as she had been wont to take in hand her
sister Bertha; fell to work upon her clothes, ,
which needed alterations and repairs, with
avidity, and showed herself a clever, practical
counsellor in many affairs of daily life which had
secretly troubled Lettice.
It was something to be taken out upon bright
March mornings for a ride on the top of an
omnibus all along the busy thoroughfares, whose
names and natures Harriet was ready to explain.
It was pleasant to be put down at a certain
point, and piloted through Regent Street or
Oxford Street, whose shop windows were now
gay and inviting with spring fashions and
spring novelties; pleasant too to pop into
a modest “ A.B.C. ” for a lun
cheon of rolls and chocolate—
cheap but delicious—and all
unknown to Lettice previously.
Then all too soon the sun
shine began to fade away.
Harriet, secure of her footing,
and having no object in
rendering herself more amiable
to her sister-in-law than nature
prompted, permitted herself to
give way to dissatisfaction on
sundry points, also to assert
her opinions and bear down
opposition upon others.
Lettice had succeeded in
weaning Philip to some extent
from the society of one of his
most objectionable comrades, a coarse, blas
phemous man whose wit was ever mixed with
profanity, and who seldom quitted a convivial
party without being the worse for drink.
Harriet “ could not see why Lettice must
needs take umbrage at Mr. Armstrong.” For her
part she found him most amusing and clever;
and as he was well-to-do and continually offered
to stand treat for this or that entertainment and
supper-party afterwards, she thought he ought
to have been eagerly encouraged and made much
of instead of being looked coldly upon. She made
this coldness on Lettice’s part a text on which
to hang a lecture not only to Lettice but to her
brother.
“ If she hasn’t the nous to see it for herself,
you’ve just got to make her see that people of
that sort are not too plentiful. If Lettice had
brought you any money she might turn up her
nose at Mr. Amstrong’s offer of tickets, but as
you didn’t get a farthing with her it’s downright
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absurd. I must say too it’s not very polite o f
your wife to hold your friends cheap.”
And the next time the blear-eyed, pasty-faced
Armstrong appeared on the doorstep Harriet
must needs rim out herself to bring him in, and
produce a tray with spirits and soda water on
the spot.
She insisted upon having every invitation
accepted that cost nothing. Even when her
brother had to bear his share in the expense
she would not be baulked of her pleasure, but
pointed out that it could be had at the cost of
the dinner at home, which dinner could be done
without even if Lettice chose to stay behind, as
she often did.
Lettice did not care for anything beyond a
cup of tea, and as she was always glad of an
excuse for retiring early to rest, it really seemed
to suit all parties that Philip and his sister
should resume their old ways, and leave the
wife—the interloper—to herself.
The Sunday outings were now a regular
thing. True, it was too early for the river or
for Bushey Park and Richmond. But in the
fine, genial spring which ensued Kew Gardens
looked their best; or a suburban train would
take the party to the “ Welsh Harp ” at
Hendon, or the “ Ship ” at Greenwich. Mrs.
George Ray was quite wild if anything
happened to prevent her regular Sunday frolic.
She and Philip had struck up a flirtation:
George being quite complacent since he, in his
turn, had taken to pairing off with the wife of
another friend. Mr. Armstrong and Harriet
Saxby, being now added to the regular party,
there only remained, Philip observed with a
laugh, for Lettice to make .friends with the
husband out in the cold to complete the chain.
One hope, one prospect, seemed to keep life
still warm in Lettice’s veins during this dreary
period. Often when the other two had gone
out and the house was quiet, save for the dis
tant sounds of little Jane stirring in her kitchen,
Lettice would lean over the kitchen stairs and
call “Jane’’; looking round as she did so, as
though afraid of being overheard. Jane knew
what the call meant. The kindly girl would
quickly put an end to any work she was
engaged in, and run up to join her mistress, and
together the two, with closed doors, would
examine and arrange sundry bundles of small
garments daintily tied up, and dear to every
womanly eye,—would inspect in particular a
mysterious arrangement carefully draped and
set apart from the rest—and Jane would wonder
in her simple breast—she was an honest, hard
working girl and had a sweetheart honest as
herself—if she should ever have such a beauti
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ful cradle prepared for her firstborn, and hope
—-with a glance at the pallid countenance of
her mistress—that she would have a happier
home to welcome it to, whether it came ill or
well provided for.
Lettice’s mother had sent the money where
with to make these purchases. It had been to
buy them in that shopping expeditions had
been undertaken during the first week of
Harriet’s stay; and Harriet had at first been all
excitement and importance over her part of the
business. She liked presiding over it, admon
ishing, calculating, and making bargains. She
had really done well, and laid out every penny
to advantage.
But the parcels had barely been sent home
ere her interest in the subject faded—partly be
cause it had been but a shallow and superficial
interest at the best; and partly because Mr.
Armstrong had appeared on the scene, and she
was now again occupied by her own affairs.
As for Philip, the future in any shape was
but seldom referred to by anyone in Philip’s
presence. Wife and sister had alike learned
that it provoked a shadow on the instant, and
that to live from day to day, and sip the honey
from the passing hour—as he considered it—
was the artist’s creed. He had no mind to find
himself united to care by a new tie—and that
was the light in which he regarded the pro
spect of his fatherhood.
But to Lettice this prospect was as a ray
from heaven. She had been used from child
hood to helpless natures of various kinds de
pendent upon her; she had been seldom with
out something to pet and fondle in her arms,
some feeble or unfortunate young thing that
required nursing and tending,—and now that
she was to have for her very own something so
precious—something that would need her every
hour of the day, and be near even in the night
—that would learn to look at her, and to love
her----- at this point soft tears would fall in
showers, and Lettice look almost her own glad
self again as she shook them from cheek and
eyelash, and wondered why she should cry,
foolish girl that she was!
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
Lettice’s baby was born dead
(To be concluded.)
The beaver’s dam is constructed in exact
accordance with the best principles of engineer
ing, and is always in width, both at top and
bottom, exactly proportioned to the weight of
water it is intended to support.
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Strong sunlight constitutes a danger to the
eyes of very young babies.
Young infants
should never be placed in such a position that
their faces are exposed to the direct rays of the
sun, and when out of doors hats should be worn
which protect the eyes as well as the nape of
the neck, or the face should be protected by
means of a shade to the perambulator.

S the sowing is done, follow on with the
manuring and digging and trenching,
Always wash bottles before putting them
leaving the surface rough and open to let in theaway. The very time you need them most will
air.
probably be at a sudden moment when you have
Nearly everything in the way of bulbs and no leisure to wash them. Besides this con
spring flowers may yet be planted. Sweep up sideration there is the more important one that
leaves frequently. Groups of torch-flowers the practice of putting away soiled utensils is
(Tritomas) and Michaelmas daisies are very not a neat one, and the dregs will attract cock
effective now amid the falling leaves ; and good roaches to the bottles.
masses of autumn crocuses (Colchicums) and
winter daffodils (Sternbergias) are also very
To clean the railings of banisters, wash off all
charming.
the
dirt with soap and water, and when dry rub
Lay down broccoli. Globe artichokes should
be protected with dry litter and a few spadesful with two parts of linseed oil and one of turpen
of soil over each hole. Dress and manure tine. If the odour of turpentine is objectionable,
asparagus-beds for the winter.
Have some use two parts of sweet oil and one part of
dry litter ready to protect young carrots if frost alcohol; but the mixture of linseed oil and
comes suddenly. All other carrots should be turpentine is more desirable.
lifted and packed away in sand before severe
frost comes. It will be advisable to take up some
horse-radish, and lay the best stems in under a
north wall, to be easily accessible when wanted.

A

WINSOME spirit! thou wast trebly blest
In drawing others to thine own dear Lord.
What time, observant of the Baptist’s word,
OTHS form oue of the veritable plagues of Thou followedst the Christ, a welcome guest,
the housewife. A simple remedy and With him who leaned upon the Saviour’s breast,
preventive is given in the shape of whole cloves, Till thine own stronger brother too had heard
which are to be plentifully placed wherever
The tidings, and he also had adored,
the insects abound. Oil of cloves dropped on In thine own pleasure thou couldst find no rest.
lint or wool would have a like effect.
The lad with loaves and fishes thou didst call
To Christ the Living Bread ; at thy request
The bones never touch each other, but are He freely offered up his little all.
When Philip faltered, at another feast,
separated by thin membranes, because, if they
did touch, there would be less elasticity of By thee the Greeks were brought to Jesus’ side.
The hour had come, and Christ was glorified.
motion.

0
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By the Rev. Canon Garnier.
II.—Parts of Worship.

E have still to consider the constituent
parts of Divine Service.
We have the Chancel for the Choir, thePrayerdesk, the Lectern, and the Pulpit—representing
Praise and Thanksgiving, Prayer, and the Re
ception of the knowledge of Divine Mysteries,
which are the three divisions of Worship.*
1 Still,
worship is all one whole, with an interdepen
dence of the parts, so that the proportion must
be maintained. ‘

W

(i.) Praise and Thanksgiving.

Praise is the staple of Divine Service.2 The
first place is assigned to it in the Exhortation.
“ We assemble and meet together to render
thanks for the great benefits that we have
received at His Hands, to set forth His most
worthy praise.” It is the key-note struck in
the invitatory Psalm (Ven'ite). There are occa
sions, no doubt, when this character is re
strained, and the Service reflects a penitential
season of the Church’s year, just as there are
Festivals, when it is intensified. But praise is
the dominant feature, the point to which it
seeks to rise. It could scarcely be otherwise if
the Daily Office be dependent on the great
Eucharistic Service,3 and in its composition a
> Freeman, I. 105, 203.
2 “ The greater part of our Daily Service consisteth,
according to the blessed Apostle’s own precise rule, in
much variety of psalms and hymns,”—Hooker, V. xliii. 3;
Freeman, I. 155.
1 “ The general aspect of them is that they ate a great
act of Praise. Herein they reflect the most general con
ception of the Eucharist, according to the ancient and
undoubtedly true view of it. The name it most anciently
bears is Eucharistia, • giving of thanks, or praise; ’ thank
ful memorial being the basis and essence of the rite, out
of which both its oblationary and receptive characters
grow.”—Freeman. I. 284.
“The title Holy Eucharist was a special and almost
exclusive heritage of the Ephesine Churches in the West,
while it is almost unknown in the Roman Use. If this

development of the germ to be found therein.
And further, we reflect that the perfect and
permanent worship of Heaven, the worship of
angels and archangels, is also of this character.
Praise, therefore, is the leading feature, for
“ praise is the life of the divinely conformed.”1
On this ground, the customary place for the
Choir, to whom is entrusted the Service of
Praise, is in the Chancel, where the Eucharistic
Service is offered. It is in itself of the nature
of a ministry, to which under the Old Covenant
the Levites were set apart (2 Chron. vii. 6 ; cf.
Num. xvi. 9).
But scarcely subordinate to this, in view of
the needs of this present life, a place must be
found for
(ii.) Prayer.

It was Christ Himself Who applied to the
Temple the Scripture “ My House shall be called
of all nations the House of Prayer” (Is. lvi. 7 ;
S. Mark xi. 17). It was a promise to united
prayer that He connected with His own Charter
of public worship (S. Matt, xviii. 19, 20), as
we remind Him at every Service, “ Who dost
promise that when two or three are gathered
together in Thy Name Thou wilt grant their
requests” (Pr. S. Chrys.). It was He who
furnished His Disciples with a perfect Prayer
(S. Luke xi. 2), which was also to serve as the
model for all other prayer (S'. Matt. vi. 9).
This is the account which is given of prayer:
“ Is there, as the common feature of both
Sacraments, entire union to Christ—a union
which supposes, on the part of man, repen
tance, faith, love, and other Christian graces ;
and Holy Communion be used about equally, we have a
nomenclature expressing well the two parts of the great
action ; the one describing our gift of ourselves, in Christ,
to God; the other, God’s gift of Himself, in Christ, to us.
There is, apparently, no one term which can adequately
express both.”—Ibid., II. ii. 439.
1 Ibid., I. 201.
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and consists, on God’s part, of an essential
Presence vouchsafed ? Those graces must be
provided with a fitting vehicle and expression.
There must he prayer of some sort. That Presence
must be sought there, where it is specially
promised—viz., in the common prayer of the
many members of the One Body.”1
This is true to its Sacramental basis. But its
Sacrificial character must also be kept in view,
for “ all prayer is a pleading of His Sacrifice.”2
just as, conversely, that pleading of the
Sacrifice, in the Eucharist, is in itself a prayer.
It is equivalent to asking for the remission of
sins and all other benefits of His Passion,
“ for Jesus Christ's sake," in the most expres
sive and effectual way. Indeed this formula
which we append to our petitions derives its
deepest significance from the detailed expres
sion of it in the Sacrament.
The place of prayer in Worship is witnessed
to by the fact that our Service Book is
characteristically called “ the Book of Common
Prayer.”
The third part of Worship has been defined
to be
(iii.) The Reception of the Knowledge of Divine
Mysteries.

[November, 1893.

followers acting upon His example, not only
in the synagogues, but that at Troas, in the
Christian Service, “ when the disciples came
together to break bread, Paul preached unto
them” (Acts xx. 7). It was our Lord’s in
junction appended to the last commission,
“ Preach the Gospel,” “ Make disciples of all
nations............ teaching them to observe all
things whatsoever I have commanded you ”
(S. Mark xvi. 15; S. Matt, xxviii. 19, 20). It
is echoed in the apostolic exhortation, “ Preach
the Word ; be instant in season, out of season ;
reprove, rebuke, exhort with all long-suffering
and doctrine ” (2 Tim. iv. 2).
The bearing of the reception of such know
ledge on the two other parts of Worship is
obvious. Conscious and intelligent Worship is
dependent on it.’
The warning, “ Ye worship ye know not
what ” (S. John iv. 22), emphasizes the impor
tance of instruction in the Divine mysteries,
without which there could be no true praise or
adoration.
The admission that “ we know not what we
should pray for as we ought ” (Rom. viii. 26)
implies the need of such knowledge. The
petition, “ Lord, teach us to pray," is a petition
for it. It is also said, “ Praying is the end of
preaching.” That is, preaching—not mere
exhortation only—but the proclaiming of a new
hope, the opening of a door to further possibili
ties of attainment in the spiritual life—this
sends men to their knees with fresh needs
to be satisfied, new requests to be made
known unto God, deeper meanings to their
petitions.
In a word, all knowledge is a reception of
Christ as “ the Truth.” The whole devotional
life must be fed by knowledge, for “ by every
word that proceedeth out of the mouth of God
shall man live” (S. Matt. iv. 4);? and this de
votional life finds vent in worship.
To sum up—
The ground-plan of a Christian Church is an
object-lesson of what has been stated at length,
that it is only “ in Christ ” that the worshipper
offers acceptable worship.
The direct line of worship, so to speak, is
from Font to Altar.

This is conveyed under the two forms of the
Reading of God's Word and that which is com
monly known as Preaching, though we are re
minded that the former is comprehended under
the latter term3 (Acts xv. 21).
This we find to have been a feature in the
Worship divinely authorised. The reading of
the Old Testament Scriptures was a part of
the synagogue service. Our Lord Himself
thus exercised His Ministry when He went
about teaching in the synagogues. We recall
the condensed account of His preaching in
the synagogue at Nazareth, when He read from
the Book of the Prophet Esaias (chap, lxi.) the
passage beginning “ The Spirit of the Lord is
upon Me, &=c.'' “ And He closed the book and
gave it again to the minister {attendant, R.V.f
and sat down : and the eyes of all them that
were in the synagogue were fastened on Him.
And He began to say unto them, This day is
this Scripture fulfilled in your ears. And all bare
Him witness and wondered at the gracious
words which proceeded out of His mouth ”
1 “ All the saving actions of Christ must be severally
(S. Luke iv. 18-22). We find therefore His apprehended
by the understanding, and embraced by
1 Freeman, I. 200, 201.
*Ibid„ I. 284.
8 “ With us there is never any time bestowed in Divine
Service without the reading of a great part of the Holy
Scripture which we account a thing most necessary."—
Hooker, V. xx. 5.

faith and love with the heart. A necessity arises for
knowledge, to be attained by adoring meditation of the
whole economy of grace.”—Freeman, I. 201.
2 Cf. S. Augustine : “ What I am handling before yon
now (i.e., the Scriptures) is daily bread; and the daily
lessons which ye hear in church are daily bread.”—
Quoted, Freeman, X. p. 204, n.
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The Holy Eucharist is the supreme, central,
and distinctive act of Worship.
Holy Baptism is conditional to it.
The Ordinary Morning and Evening Services
are to be regarded as dependent acts of Worship,
in that they derive their deeper significance
from the great primary act.
The Occasional Offices are specialised acts
of Worship, leading up, as we have seen, to
the Holy Communion, on one side or another.
The Parts of Worship are Prayer, Praise,
and Reception of Divine Knowledge, which are
at their highest in the supreme act of Worship.
They are not alternative methods, but con
stituent parts, of Worship, and are all to be re
presented in Divine Service, and in due propor
tion.
Of this nature is the structure and composition
of Divine Service.
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i.—What They Are.

Flies, of course. Yes, but what kind of flies?
Flies are of so many different sorts. There are
flies with four wings, and flies with two witgs,
and—strange as it may seem—flies with no wings
at all. There are flies that have jaws, and flies
that have beaks, and flies that have neither,
and take no food whatever. There are flies
which begin their lives in the water, and flies
which begin them in the ground, and flies which
begin them in the solid wood of trees, and—
most curious of all—flies which begin them in
side the bodies of other insects. Some flies
have their wings covered with numbers of most
exquisite scales; others have them quite plain
and unadorned. Some carry a pair of most
beautifully plumed horns in front of their heads;
others have horns so tiny that one can scarcely
see them. To which of all these groups do our
two flies belong ?
Wings.

3nfcoor Snt'ccts.
By the Rev. Theodore Wood, F.E.S.
III.—The Blue-bottle Fly and the House-Fly.

ERHAPS the two most familiar of all our
indoor insects are the Blue-bottle Fly and
the House Fly. They abound everywhere,
town as well as in country. They are among
the first to appear in spring, and the last to dis
appear in autumn. They are always forcing
themselves upon our notice. They defy all our
attempts to get rid of them. Very often they
do no small amount of mischief to our provisions.
And the usual consequence is, that we come to
look upon them as our natural enemies, and
never for a moment dream that they may in
reality be very useful creatures, as well as very
interesting ones. Yet, both in the lives that
they live and in the work that they do, there is
much to wonder at, as well as much to admire.
These two flies are very different in appear
ance, of course. One is about three times as
large as the other ; and one is shiny blue, while
the other is a dull greyish brown. Yet they are
so much alike in other and more important
respects, that I shall treat them together, and
try to point out, firstly, what they are, and,
secondly, what they do.

P

Well, they are two-winged flies, like the
daddy-long-legs and the gnat. Not, of course,
that they have, only two wings; for all insects,
in some shape or other, have four. But their
hinder wings are represented only by two tiny
little knobs at the end of two tiny little foot
stalks. These are called balancers. They can
not be used for flight; that is evident enough.
But the strange thing is, that the insect cannot
fly without them. If a two-winged fly is un
fortunate enough to lose or injure one of its
balancers, it loses its power of directing its
course. It cannot really fly at all; it can only
blunder helplessly about, now rising a few inches
into the air, now falling back to the ground,
inand now whirling round and round as though it
were giddy or intoxicated. And yet we do not
know how these balancers are employed !
.

Feet.

Then their feet are very curious objects.
We all know that flies can walk straight up an
upright sheet of glass, or head downwards upon
the ceiling ; but we do not all know how they
manage it. Some of us think, perhaps, that
they have suckers, like those upon the long,
spreading arms of the cuttle fish. But there
are no suckers upon the feet of a fly. Instead
of these, there are upon each foot a pair of round,
fleshy pads ; and these pads pour out a thick
gummy fluid, so that the insect really sticks to
the surface upon which it is walking. We have
all, no doubt, noticed upon a window-pane the
marks of a fly’s feet. These marks are simply
the gum which it left behind it, and which had
been dried up by the action of the atmosphere
But then, it may be asked, how is the fly able
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to lift its feet if this gum is so sticky and so
strong?
Why does it not remain anchored
down to the first object upon which it rests,
held fast beyond all possibility of release ? It
seems a mystery; yet the answer is a simple
one, after all. The fly does not attempt to pull
its feet straight away from their hold; it could
not do that. But it lifts them from the sides
towards the middle, just as we lift a postage
stamp which we wish to remove before it has
stuck fast. If we tried to drag the stamp away,
we should tear it; but if we take it by one
corner, and then lift it a little at a time, it comes
away quite easily. In just the same manner a
fly lifts its feet.
Eyes.

Let us look, too, at a fly’s eyes. How many
eyes has it ? We examine a fly, and answer
“ two ; one on each side of its head.” But that
is quite a mistake. A fly has a great many eyes
—something like four thousand ! For those
two big eyes, as they seem, are really made up
of a great number of very tiny eyes, set side by
side in two great masses. When we look at a
fly through a microscope, we can see these eyes
quite distinctly. We notice that each is six
sided, like the cells in a bee’s comb. And if we
were to examine them a little more carefully,
and look inside them as well as outside, we
should find that each was a perfect eye, with
a separate nerve, and pointed in a slightly
different direction from all the rest. Thus a fly
can see forwards, and backwards, and upwards,
and downwards, and sideways, without the
necessity of moving its head.
Early Life.

Then the early life of our flies is very curious.
The grubs, or caterpillars, of almost all insects,
as we know, are obliged from time to time to
change their skins. They have most voracious
appetites, and eat almost without ceasing, so
that after awhile their garments will stretch no
more, while their hunger is as keen as ever.
When this is the case, their old skins split along
the back, and they wriggle their way out of
them, and appear in bright new raiment, which
has been slowly forming underneath. A few
days later the same difficulty arises, and the
same process takes place ; a third skin takes
the place of the second. And this change of
clothing is usually undergone from four to seven
times in the course of a caterpillar’s life.
But the caterpillar of a fly—which we call a
“ maggot ’’—is spared all this constant trouble,
for it never changes its skin at all! It is hatched
with a skin much more elastic than that of other
insects, which stretches just as much as may
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be required. Stranger still, it is not thrown
off, even when the maggot becomes a pupa, or
chrysalis; it simply hardens, and changes
colour from white to reddish-brown. So that
the fly lives in the same skin all its life, until it
makes its appearance in the world as a perfect
insect.
ii.—What They Do.

Now we come to the second part of our sub
ject. We have seen something—although only
a very little—of what our two flies are; we have
still to see something of what they do. For in
beginning this paper I said that they were useful
as well as interesting.
When they find their way into our larders,
they lay their eggs on our meat. That is very
annoying, no doubt; yet it is this very sr.ir e
habit that makes these flies so useful, provided
only that they are outside our houses instead of
inside. For they belong to that vast array of
living creatures whose duty it is day by day to
purify earth, and air, and water. No sooner
does an animal die, than the flies find out its
dead body, and lay their eggs in it. Scarcely
four-and-twenty hours pass away before those
eggs hatch, and produce an equal number of
tiny but hungry grubs. Those grubs labour
without ceasing day and night, rapidly devour
ing the putrefying flesh, and preventing it from
poisoning the air with foul and noxious gases.
And in a very few days they have passed through
all the stages of their development, and are
busily flying to and fro in search of some carcase
in which to deposit their own eggs, that it may
be removed from the earth in like manner.
So that the blue-bottle fly and the house-fly,
as “ indoor insects,” are not really mischievous
creatures; they are only useful creatures out of
their proper place. Under natural conditions
they are our friends and not our enemies. They
do a great deal of most valuable work for us,
which we could never perform for ourselves.
They are Nature’s sanitary inspectors. And for
the sake of their services we can partly, at least,
overlook their offences. We may not like them
—it is hard to like a blue-bottle !—but we can
at any rate recognise the value of their work.

Fill the Kettle at Night.—One great
argument for having the kettle filled over-night
is that the first water from the tap should never
be used, either hot or cold, and to give it time
to run until there is no possibility of lead
poisoning, occupies much unnecessary time
before breakfast. Be extremely careful about
this, as lead poisoning in its worst form is often
conveyed from water-pipes.
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away. She had never cared to be very friendly
with her neighbours, they were too much given
By Mrs. H. Clark.
to gossip, too shiftless and untidy to find
favour in her eyes, and she had held herself and
A N active, light-footed figure in a black gown, Dick straitly aloof from them. As she ex
jry well covered by a trim linen apron; a pressed it, “ they kept theirselves to theirselves
thin-lipped, unsmilingf ace ; grey hair, banded and interfered with nobody.” Even when Job
back under a widow’s cap ; quick-glancing, Callard died and his daughters were left to
critical blue eyes, with deep wrinkles round themselves, Mrs. Burge did not go out of her
them. Let this call up the picture of Mrs. way to make friends of the girls. She thought
Burge, as she moved about her kitchen that it a sad business when Joyce refused the com
fortable place at the Rectory Mrs. Thorne
February evening.
The kitchen whs like all rooms that are offered her, and chose to serve in the
really lived in, it reflected the character of its refreshment bar at the Boscombe railway
occupants. Exquisitely neat and clean—you station, so that she might wear her pretty hair
could have dined off the boards and used the in a fringe and be called “ Miss,” but she did
saucepan lids for mirrors—it was not a friendly not say a word against her decision, though
room; even when the fire burnt brightest Joyce’s wavering mind could have been easily
there was a chill in it. One wanted a touch of altered by a few quiet, earnest words from her.
colour on the white walls; pictures, Christmas And though when Hester came, shy and
cards, or even an old almanack. The spotless trembling, to ask her to teach her how to knit
the boys’ socks, so that she might not have to
boards looked too bare with no rug before the
shining stove. The white dimity curtains of the buy them, Mrs. Burge consented, it was but a
window would have been all the better for some grudging consent, after all, and the lessons
were of the briefest.
geraniums and fuchsias on the window sill.
These knitting lessons were over, and Tom
But Mrs. Burge felt nothing lacking in her
room. She had been busy all day polishing and Will had their sturdy legs clad in socks of
and scouring in preparation for her son’s Hester’s own knitting, when Dick came back
return. It was her way of welcoming him. It from his first voyage. It was harvest time and
is to be feared that Dick Callard, having a man’s the schools were shut.
uninstructed eyes, was never fully aware of all
Hester, busy at her trade of lace-making, was
the preparations made for him. He longed for glad for the boys to go off fishing under Dick’s
a different kind of welcome, for such smiles and safe guardianship. Once or twice she was per
loving greetings as his shipmates had when suaded to go with them and sit in the stern of
they went home. Dick could hardly ever the boat with her lace pillow on her lap, while
remember seeing his mother smile. His child Dick and the boys watched their fishing-lines.
hood had been a bleak, sunless one. He had Even when she did not go, Dick would stop a
been glad to go away to sea. He believed his moment or two on the way home to hear her
mother was glad for him to go.
comment on the fish, set proudly out by the boys
Yet, if Dick had only known, the parting was along the stone floor, at a safe distance from
a bitter trial to her.
Cold and undemonstra Hester’s dainty work. Dick found h imself wait
tive as she was in manner, her heart was full ing impatiently all day for those few moments
of love for him, and she missed him sorely.
on the way homo.
Her life was a very lonely one after he went
The twilight seemed suddenly to lose all its
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and sixpences in the stocking-foot hidden so
snugly away under the lid of the willowpatterned tea-pot on the dresser. But as her
savings increased the mere hoarding up of the
money became a pleasure to her, and she lost
sight of the purpose for which which she had be
gun to save. She grew to love the very touch
and colour of the coins.
The word miser would have rung fearfully in
her ears. She would have shrunk .with horror
at the thought that it could be applied to her
self. Yet it was the miser’s greed that was tak
ing possession of her. By-and-bye it would eat
itself into her heart of hearts.
This evening she did what she often did now
when her work was over. She took down the
blue willow-patterned tea-pot from the dresser
and prepared to count her savings. It was only
at night with the outside shutter closely barred,
and the door. bolted, that she allowed herself
this delight. She did not fear being robbed—
Polwarth was a primitive place and thieves
were never thought of—but she wanted to feel
quite alone, to have her joy to herself quite free
from interruption.
Her breath came quick and her keen eyes
softened with delight as she lifted the lid of the
tea-pot and took out the grey knitted stockingfoot. It was almost full. Her savings were a
“ SHE SAT GAZING AT THE GLITTERING ROWS,”
goodly pile now.
golden radiance as he went up the hill to his
She untied the knitted string and spread the
mother’s cottage.
coins before her on the table. She did it very
But Mrs. Callard never guessed why he had slowly to lengthen out the pleasure of fingering
become so fond of Hester’s little brothers. She the gold and silver. Then she sat gazing at the
did not seek his confidence, and Dick was too glittering rows.
One of the rows was uneven. She was stretch
much in awe of his mother to give it unasked.
He ventured, however, the morning he went ing out her hand to straighten it when it paused
away, to say that the boys would miss him badly, midway. She turned her head sharply towards
and that he wished his mother would ask them the door. She fancied she had heard a soft,
to tea now and then.
timid tap. She listened intently, but no second
Mrs. Burge asked them once and Hester with tap came. She decided she must have been
them. But the boys’ brass nailed boots made mistaken. But the mere fancy made her hur
marks on her spotless floor and Will broke one riedly fill the stocking-foot and replace the tea
of the best saucers, and after that they were pot on the shelf. She was turning from the
never asked again.
dresser when again she fancied she heard a low
Dick had been away a year now and his ship sound; not a tap this time, but the creaking of
was expected back in port any day.
Dick the garden gate.
would soon be home.
She quickly crossed the room and opened the
Mrs. Burge felt quite ready for him. Not door. The cottage stood on the hill above the
even her keen eye could discern a speck of dust little fishing village. It stood alone with a
anywhere. The saffron cakes Dick loved were narrow garden before it. The nearest house
ready in the little larder, flanked by a dish of was the Callard’s almost at the bottom of the
turnip pasties.
hill. Mrs. Burge could only faintly discern the
She could afford to rest a little; to indulge white line of the high road winding up the hill
herself in the one great pleasure of her empty side towards her gate. At first she saw no one
life, a pleasure that was laying firmer and firmer moving on the road, but a second glance showed
hold upon her as the years went on. It was for her a little dark figure just beyond the garden
Dick she had begun to save, to store up pennies hedge, which she knew at once for Hester
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Callard. She was moving slowly, uncertainly; given her warnin’, I suppose. And a good
Once Mrs. Burge saw her half turn as if to re thing too.”
Hester didn’t answer at once. She was in
trace her steps, then, with a swift gesture of
the hands that amazed her from quiet little sore need of advice. She had come up the hill to
Hester, she moved on again down the hill seek it from Mrs. Burge, and at the lastmompnt
her heart had failed her and she had hurried
side.
“ Hester,” called Mrs. Burge. Hester stopped from the door. Now, as she listened to Mrs.
and looked hastily back. The call startled Burge’s sharp voice, her heart failed her again.
her, for she had not heard Mrs. Burge open She turned from the gate.
“No, they haven’t given her warnin’,”
her cottage door.
she said. There was something like
Mrs. Burge did not wait
despair in her quiet voice; it
her to come up to the door
pierced through the ice that had
She went herself quickly
gathered round Mrs. Burge’t;
down to the gate
heart and woke her womanly
“ Did you knock
compassion for the giri.
just now ? ” she
She opened the gate and
asked.
Her
voice was sharp
took hold of Hester’s
arm.
and suspicious.
The hesitation
“ Come in and tell me
Hester showed
what’s the matter,” she
in answering
said. “Joyce ought to
her increased
know better than bring
her irritation.
her troubles to you.
“But I am sure
She’s older than you
you knocked.
are, though nobody
’Tisn’t good
’d think it to see the
manners to
two of you.”
knock at a body’s
The story Hester
door and run away
had to tell was of no
Hester Callard. I’m
girlish folly. It was
surprised at you for
'■worse than that.
doin’ it.”
Mrs. Burge did not
Hester had slowly retraced
wonder at Hester’s
her steps till she stood at the
distress when she
wicket gate. The light from
heard the facts.
the open door streamed out
Joyce had been
and showed her clear-skinned,
alone in the re
delicate-cut face. It was a
freshment-room for
very pale little face to-night.
a month with only
The soft dark eyes were full
a boy to help her,
of trouble.
as the manageress
“ Yes, I knocked, Mrs.
had been away ill.
Burge, but............... ”
During this month
Mrs. Burge sharply inter
she had had to re
rupted her.
ceive the money and
“ What’s the matter with
keep the accounts
you, child ? What’s makin’
FOUND HERSELF HELD CLOSE AND KISSED.
And the end of the
you all of a tremble like this ?
time had found her
Nothing’s wrong with the boys, is there ? ”
with a serious deficiency.
Hester could hardly command her voice to
“She never, never meant to steal the money,
answer. “ The boys are all right, Mrs. Burge. Mrs. Burge,” Hester said piteously. “ Most of
It’s not about them I’m worried. It’s—it’s it she lent to a friend, one of those bad friends
Joyce.”
she’s made in Boscombe, who promised faithful
“Joyce! What’s she been up to? Some to give it her back.”
madcap nonsense or other, I’ll be bound. I
“ And hasn’t ?”
tell you this, Hester, she shouldn’t have been
Hester shook her head. ‘And 1 if it isn’t (
let to go off to that Boscombe place. They’ve made up before to-morrow’s over they’ll ha-Ve
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her taken up for stealin’. It’s a lot o’ money,
five pounds nearly.”
“ Yes, it’s a lot o’ money.”
Mrs. Burge just opened her lips to speak,
and then shut them again, shut them tight and
hard.
“ Mrs. Thorne would ha’ lend it to us,”
Hester went on in that quiet, despairing voice,
“ but she’s away. And nobody i’ the village
has got it to lend, even if they wanted to, the
season’s been so bad.”
Haven’t you saved up anything yourself ?
Though if you had, I don’t see why it should
go to pay back money Joyce took.”
“ I haven’t saved a shillin’. I don’t think I
could ha’ saved this winter with coals so dear
and all. But we’d save it up somehow now if
they’d give us time. Do you think they would,
Mrs. Burge ? I’ll go over to-morrow and beg
them to wait. But I’m sore afraid they won’t,
Joyce is sure they won’t. And they’ll send her
to prison.”
If Hester had wept or broken out into tearful
bewailings, Mrs. Burge would not have pitied
her half so much or felt so fully the serious
position Joyce stood in. But she choked the
pity back. She told herself that Joyce’s posi
tion was of her own making, and she must get
out of it as best she could.
“ I think you can’t do better than go over to
Boscombe with Joyce to-morrow/’ she said.
P’raps you can borrow the money there, that
friend of Joyce’s ought to get it.”
“ She’s left Boscombe, she never meant to pay
it back,” Hester faltered. She turned towards
the door, her eyes blind with tears. There had
been a faint hope lingering at the bottom of
her heart that Mrs. Burge meant to help her
when she asked her in. But these last words
made the faint hope vanish.
She went out into the darkness stumbling
over the threshold as she went. Mrs. Burge
let her go, let her close the door behind her.
She heard her go down the garden path into
the road.
She was sitting by the fire,
looking steadily at the changeful blaze, but for
all that she plainly saw the little slim, girlish
figure pass through her gate and go down the
lonely road.
Well, it was no business of hers, Mrs, Burge
grimly reminded herself, as she took up
the sock she was knitting for Dick, and began
to move the needles swiftly.
But though she could force her fingers to be
busy, she could not prevent her thoughts from
dwelling on Hester and her trouble. The girl’s
pale, anxious face remained before her, her
quiet voice lingered in her ears. She could tell
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herself it was no business of hers, but some
thing within her told her far otherwise. She
dropped her knitting. She looked across the
room at the willow-patterned teapot. A sharp
struggle was going on within her.
She tried to go on with her knitting, but her
hands had lost their cunning. She dropped a
stitch, and could not pick it up.
She put her hand up to her eyes and found
them wet, a tear or two dropped upon Dick’s
unfinished sock. She laid it hurriedly down,
and went across the room to the dresser. For
the second time that night she took out the grey
stocking-foot.

*

*

*

*

Hester had not entered the cottage. She
knew poor Joyce was waiting there, half-mad
with terror, yet hoping against hope that she
would come back with good news. But Hester
had no good news to bring. She stopped in the
road just above the cottage and leant over the
stone fence to think.
Her visit to Mrs. Burge had but added to her
distress. Mrs. Burge’s cold voice condemning
her sister was a foretaste of what others would
say when Joyce’s offence was made known.
They would not believe that it was thoughtless
ness more than evil intent which had led Joyce
wrong. They would not know as Hester knew
how deeply and truly she had repented of her
sin.
She did not hear Mrs. Burge’s step on the
road till she was quite close to her. She had no
time to speak.
“ Hester, here is the money. Take it. Yes,
take it ”—she thrust the stocking foot into
Hester’s hands—“ I want you to have it.”
It was too sudden. Hester could not bear it.
She burst into tears. And those tears broke
down all that remained of Mrs. Burge’s cold
ness towards her. Hester found herself held
close and kissed as her own mother might have
kissed her. And then Mrs. Burge drew away,
half-ashamed, wholly glad.
“ We’ll both catch our deaths of cold standin’
here. Go in, Hester. Tell Joyce I’ll come to
see her to-morrow.”
And she hurried up the hill.
*

*

*

1c

Hester and Joyce had not got back from
Boscombe when Dick reached home next
evening.
He had come by boat from Harmouth, and
Tom and Will, who had been waiting on the
quay ever since school broke up that afternoon
on the chance of his arrival, escorted him home
in triumph. From them he heard that Hester
had gone to Boscombe with Joyce, but nothing
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of the reason for the journey. He said good
bye to the boys at their cottage gate. The
cottage looked chill and dark. No Hester was
there to brighten it. But Dick thought of next
day, and went up the hill with a heart full of
hope. He had had a good voyage. He would
sail as first mate when his ship left port again.
He could speak to Hester now. He did not
doubt what her answer would be.
But he meant to speak to his mother first.
It was a task he shrank from.
He feared to
hurt her, feared she would oppose him, feared
she would be cold and hard to Hester. The
boys had told him of that one invitation. They
spoke of it with delight and awe as of some
never-to-be-forgotten festivity, and evidently
had not dared to dream of being asked again.
But Dick felt his heart harden against his
mother for being so neglectful of the girl he
loved.
Mrs. Burge felt the involuntary coldness in
his greeting. All her sensibilities were quick
ened by what had happened the day before.
Dick noticed with surprise the unwonted agi
tation she showed. It was so unlike her to
betray any mark of feeling. It made him the
more anxious to prepare her carefully for the
news of his determination to ask Hester to be
his wife.
It was after supper he told her. The table
was cleared, and they were sitting before the
fire with the little table between them, Bible
and Prayer Book laid upon it ready for evening
prayer.
Dick was not a fluent speaker at the best
of times, and he had never expressed himself
readily to his mother. His bronzed cheek
flushed and his voice faltered as he spoke to
night, though his blue eyes were so steady.
But Mrs. Burge grasped his meaning before he
had said a dozen stumbling words. She felt the
room swim round her, her heart gave a terrified
leap for what might have been.
If she had
refused Hester, Joyce might not have been
saved. And Hester was to be Dick’s wife,
Joyce his sister !
“Mother, do you understand? won’t you
speak to me ? ” entreated Dick.
Then she looked at him. Dick had never had
such a look from his mother before. It seemed
to tell him all he wanted to know.

The snipe has nerves right down to the tip
of his bill because he digs for his living, and,
not being able to see his food, has these nerves
provided to enable him to ascertain its presence.
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Hotch Potch.—Take a piece of the scrag end
of mutton, cut it in pieces, and put it on the fire
with two quarts of cold water. Let it boil up,
and then skim carefully. Then add the follow
ing vegetables cut in small pieces-Carrots,
turnips, cabbages, onions, etc.
Let all boil
together until the vegetables are cooked. Skim
as much fat from it as possible, season with
pepper and salt, and serve.

Liver Saute.—Take some calf’s liver, and
cut it into thin slices; pour boiling water over
it, and let it stand for eight or ten minutes.
Now put two ounces of butter (or dripping)
into a frying-pan, and when melted add the
liver and a small onion, sliced. Cook for five
minutes, and then turn. Stir an ounce of flour
smoothly into a quarter of a pint of stock.
When the liver is done take it up and place it
in a hot dish. Put a rasher of bacon on each
piece of liver. Pour some stock into the pan,
thicken with flour, season with pepper and salt,
and let it boil. Stir well, so that it may be
smooth, and pour through a strainer over the
meat.

To Preserve Parsley in Winter.—This
excellent herb may be preserved throughout the
whole season, and in every climate by the
following simple process :—Pull or cut your
parsley when full grown, hang it up to dry, and
when wanted for use rub a little of it betwixt
the palms of the hands, put it into the pot, and
it will immediately resume its smell, flavour and
colour, although it may have been kept for two
or three years.
Since the beginning of this century no less
than fifty-two volcanic islands have risen out of
the sea; nineteen disappeared, being submerged,
the others remain, and ten are now inhabited.
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might have passed since my last penance day
on earth of 1894—though that was very long ;
A STORY FOR BOYS.
.
but when you are living beyond time, it is a very
queer thing to come back to.
By- Rose Metcalfe.
It was not quite so dreary as usual this fifth
“ Please to remember
of
November in London, for there was a mild
The Fifth of November,
autumn sun peering through grey clouds, and a
Gunpowder treason and plot!
I see no reason
soft wind was blowing the yellow leaves round
Why Gunpowder treason
and round Trinity Square, that very historical
Should ever be forgot !
spot just above the old lower of London,
Holla, boys, holla ! ”
Yes, there was the old, old Tower again, grim
HESE were the un and grey, just as I had seen it with the eyes of
melodious strains to the body ; the years pass over it and leave no
which I seemed to wake perceptible mark. I felt a grim sort of thrill
as from a trance, and be through my spirit as I saw it, and, in obedience
born once more into a to a command which I could not disobey, slipped
world in which, though my shivering shade under the mask of the hideous
it is now 290 years since and ludicrous “ Guy,” which sat aloft in a kind
my poor Gunpowder Plot of seat, made of board and rope, upon the
came to an untimely end, shoulders of a mob of boys in Trinity Square.
I certainly seem to have achieved greatness
The Tower! Jt seemed but yesterday since
and an unenviable immortality. Strains—oh, they carried me there, caught red-handed as it
how well known !—beaten out by boys’ rough were—or perhaps it would be more appropriate
voices with tuck of too literal kettledrum and to say WacA-handed—in the Gunpowder Plot,
squeak of two-penny fife, to which I—un with three matches in my pocket, ready to
willing immortal—am dragged back for one kindle the mine laid with such long labour
long penance day upon this old, unforgotten under the old Parliament House ‘ at West
and unforgetting earth.
minster.
Events had seemed for a while to favour us
I awoke then, and looked out through the
hollow eyes of the horrible mask they had given strangely—there were other powers of darkness
me, and over my absurdly large red nose and my plotting behind us, as I know now—well, but
shivering pink calico gala garments—garments when that house next to the Parliament House
as unlike those I really wore when in the flesh was to let, with a big, rambling old garden,
as you could well imagine—and round upon from whence it was easy to imagine a mine laid
under the wall and into the cellars under the
the chilly November world.
Ah ! how would I have laid about me and House of Lords. Nothing surely could have
sent the young rascals flying if I had been old been more fortunate for us. The house was
“Guido” in the body, resolute Yorkshireman taken by Percy, one of our ringleaders, and I
as I was, desperate bravo and soldier of for —under the name of Johnson, as Percy’s
tune ; trained to fighting in Flanders, trusty servant—-kept incessant watch and ward round
agent, too, of the disaffected English Papists in the house, while the others dug in turn, at the
exile and at home, in “ the Main,” as we called mine. How we dug ! We worked eighteen out
of the twenty-four hours—the four of us—
the Spanish plot.
This, then, was the fifth of November—how Catesby our leader, the hatcher of the whole
do I hate the sound of those words !—of the year plot—Winter, Percy, and Wright, all resolute,
1895, according to this slow old world’s reckon determined men, resolved on the destruc
ing of time, although to me it seemed an hour tion of the king, lords, and commons of

November, 1895.]

THE DAWN OF DAY.

England, and the re-establishment of the
Papists. Catesby had private wrongs and
grudges as well as the intolerable pressure of the
cruel Penal laws' against the Roman Catholics,
to keep his courage to the sticking point, so had
most of the others, and I was full of hatred
towards the king, of love of bold adventure, and
ready for anything. Poor young Sir Everard
Digby who joined us, persuaded by Catesby,
had many tiresome qualms of conscience. So
had Tresham, who proved the traitor at last,
as we always more than half feared he would
after letting him into the plot—so much so that
Catesby tried hard to get a countenance from
the Jesuits under secresy of confession, and to
force a sort of approval of our plot from the
English provincial, Garnet—if not from the
Pope himself. But Garnet was either too
conscientious or too wary to have anything to
say to it, though he got implicated, and paid
for it like the rest of us with his head. That
going to Dunchurch to celebrate All Saints for
the Roman Catholics just when the plotterswere
there, was an unfortunate move for poor Father
Garnet, and if things were told him in con
fession by others, he could not help himself,
and did what he could to dissuade Catesby—
so he declared on his trial. But it is not for
the likes of us to judge Jesuits one way or the
other—and all’s judged now.
Well, when we had got some way with the
mine—and labour it was indeed to make a way
through the immense thickness of the wall of
the Parliament House—what should happen,
of all fortunate things for us, but that a- old
vaulted cellar under the Parliament House,
yea, under the very feet of the Lords, fell vacant
for hire, and was immediately rented by Percy,
my pretended master ? Of course, we stopped
our hard work at the mine, and began immedi
ately to store our gunpowder in the cellar under
firewood—innocent looking enough to any eyes
but ours. All was well hatched by Catesby and
his chosen confederates—there were about a
dozen of us now. I had served in Flanders,
and had been agent in the former plots, and we
had chartered a vessel that was to lie in wait
ing for us on the successful accomplishment of
the plot, and carry us off to raise the English
exiles ; we were to get possession of the infant
Prince and Princess, and proclaim the heirapparent at Charing Cross, while most of our
Papist friends were to be drawn away from
the Parliament House on the fatal day, by
excuse of a hunting party at Dunchurch, from
whence, after the plot, the accomplices were
to ride through the counties raising the
disaffected Roman Catholics, and some of the
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English Churchmen, too, who disliked the
Government, whom we expected to rally round
us. Such was our plot!
Everybody knows what really happened.
And while all these dire memories came crowd
ing back on me, my tormentors had borne me
far from the Tower, and to the river side west
wards, and were actually bearing me triumph
antly to the very scene of my misdeeds—fatal
Westminster ! There was quite a crowd round
me now who jeered and mocked, and seemed tobe pointing out to me the scene, although I
should not have recognised it at all. All the old
buildings appeared to have gone, and I knew
no land marks, save theriver that flowed past the
many windows of the big palace, with its twotowers. Yonder—I could conjure up to my
fancy—stood the old house where we lived and
hatched the plot, and under the building, I
knew, was the place known as “ Guy Fawkes’'
Cellar,” where they seized me—the knaves—a
little after midnight on the very day when
Parliament was to meet, and to be blown into
thin air if we had had our way.
Everyone knows who the traitor was—Tres
ham, the miscreant, who wrote the famous letter
to Lord Monteagle, read aloud while sitting at
supper with his friends, and warning him to
keep away from the House of Lords on the 5thof November. Did I not quickly divine that
we were betrayed when he came with the Lord
Chamberlain the evening before into the cellar,
on his rounds about the Parliament House ? I
stood firm, though I knew from that moment
that all was lost. He looked all round the place,
and fixing me with his keen eye, said he :—“ So
your master has laid in a goodly stock of firewood
against the frosts ! ”
But I meant to stay till the very last, and
stick to my forlorn hope, and die with the
rascals if no better way could be found. But at
midnight came Sir Thomas Knevett with a party
of soldiers, and took me red-handed, as it were,
booted and spurred in the vault, and found the
thirty barrels of gunpowder as all the world
knows. I made a brave stand at my trial in
the morning, I think; for all the torture and
rack they could not get my comrades’ names
from me till they all turned up in safe keeping,
except such as were lucky enough to get shot in
the scrimmage at Holbeach House where they
made a last stand. You may see my name
“ Guido ” set to my confession, before and after
they gave me the rack. When they asked me
why I had laid in so much gunpowder, I said it
was “ to blow the Scottish beggars back to their
native mountains! ’’
So that was the end of our Gunpowder Plot,
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till the hangman’s rope at Tyburn cured us of
plotting for evermore.
But how comes it, I wonder, that Catesby, the
drawer and chief hatcher of the plot; Digby,
poor deluded young man that he was, but
(powerful from his name and fortune ; Tresham,
who was the traitor, and the rest have obtained
the peacefulness of oblivion (except in history
■books), while I, poor Guy —the rough Yorkshireman who only did as I was told, and was a born
adventurer, and true to my comrades to the
death—am alone doomed year by year to be
execrated ana befooled by my fellow mortals ?
The answer is, I suppose—“Deeds speak
louder than words,” or thoughts, for that matter ;
and not the clever hatcher, but the rough doer
-of the plot becomes the everlasting scapegoat of
bis kind.
But we were at Tyburn. No longer, as I
remember it, a waste of bare fields with a great
crowd shouting and a big black gallows in the
midst, but a fine park with carriages driving
YT
about, and ladies and gentlemen riding, and
great houses round, and a Marble Arch for a
(1827—1871.)
gateway. No gallows there for me any more,
so my tormentors trundled me all the way back By the Rev. Montague Fowler {Chaplain
to the Tower, where in Trinity Square was
to the Archbishop of Canterbury).
piled their horrid bonfire of straw and tar barrels,
and there, with shouts and yells of delight, they
UR series of articles on the Christian Martyrs
laid my carcase of straw, and wooden mask and
appropriately commenced with the first of
furbelow garments, while the dancing flames
those faithful men who preferred to suffer
shot up, crackling and shooting out a thousand
sparks all round me. But with a sigh of relief death rather than deny the faith of Christ
We have passed in review some
my spirit fluttered forth from the grinning mask, crucified.
and took its flight once more from this little of the most prominent disciples who, in the
rolling world, for my penance was over for one early days of Christianity, cheerfully under
went persecution and torture, in order that
more year.
'
they might witness to the power of the
Holy Spirit. As we study the pages of
history, we cannot but marvel at the vast array
The perfume of flowers is more clearly of those—men and women alike—who have
perceived just before or just after rain be laid down their lives in defence of the Gospel.
cause the air, being then laden with moisture, They belong to every country, and to every age,
better conveys the essential oils that constitute although the violence of the assault upon
the perfumes.
Christianity during the first three centuries of
our era caused the roll of martyrs in those
days to attain to larger dimensions than it has
To take drugs continuously is a common error, done since the influence of Christ’s teaching
and a very serious one. No drug should ever has made itself more widely felt.
be taken for any great length of time, save under
In spite of the taunts which we frequently
medical advice ; in the latter case, the doctor hear, the earnestness and endurance of the
has an object in view—that of bringing the followers of the Crucified are shining as brightly
system under the influence of the drug. to-day as they were in the times of the Apostles.
Especially wrong is it to take aperients regu And it would be impossible to find a truer
larly. Digestive disturbance may be cured by exponent of the spirit of martyrdom than
diet, and drugs are only useful in beginning an John Coleridge Patteson, first Bishop of
action which food and care in habits otherwise Melanesia.
will render permanent.
Born in 1827, eldest son of Sir John Patteson,
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the eminent judge, he was educated at Eton,
and at Merton College, Oxford, of which he
became a Fellow in 1850. After holding
a curacy for two years in Devonshire,
Patteson offered himself to Bishop Selwyn,
Bishop of New Zealand, for work among the
numerous islands in the South Pacific. His
ministry consisted at first of sailing from one
place to another, spending a brief interval at
each. The following description is taken from a
letter written on August 26th, 1855, soon after
his arrival at Auckland. “ In about six weeks I
expect we shall sail all round the English settle
ment of New Zealand, and go to Chatham
Island. This will occupy about three months,
and the voyage will be about 4,000 miles. Then
we start at once upon our return, for four months
in the Bush among the native villages, on foot.
Then, once again taking ship, away for
Melanesia. So that, once off, I shall be roving
about for nearly a year, and shall, if all goes
well, begin the really missionary life.” He
appears to have laid himself out, in a special
manner and with remarkable success, for
educating and training the young.
His
difficulties were very great, in some of
the islands the chiefs being addicted to
cannibalism. But his influence was so
marked, and the fruits of his work so
exceptional, that on February 24th, 1861, he
was consecrated as Missionary Bishop of
Melanesia.
It would be impossible, within the limits of
this short paper, to give anything like a
consecutive narrative of the episcopal labours,
the indefatigable exertions, and the loving
ministry of Bishop Patteson. In a letter,
written by him in June, 1866, five years after
he was made a Bishop, he gives a detailed
account of a day’s work. In addition to the
entire management of the mission, and con
ducting the vast correspondence, he under
took the education both of those who were train
ing for Holy Orders, and of the young people
generally throughout the islands. He says :
“ I get in the full summer months an hour for
reading by being dressed at 5.30 a.m. At
5.30 I see the lads washing, &c.; 7 a.m.,
breakfast all together, in hall; 7.30, chapel;
8 to 9.30, school; 9.30 to 12.30, industrial work.
During this time I have generally half-an-hour
on business matters, and proof sheets are
brought me, yet I get a little time for preparing
lessons. At 12.45, short service in chapel;
dinner at 1 o’clock; from 2 to 3, Greek
Testament with English young men; from
3 to 4, classics with ditto; tea at 5; evening
chapel at 6.30; from 7 to 8.30, evening school
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with divers classes in rotation, or with can
didates for Baptism or Confirmation; from
8.30 to 9, special instruction to more advanced
scholars; and from 9 to 10, school with two
other English lay assistants. Add to all this,
visitors interrupting me from 4 to 5, corres
pondence, accounts, trustee business, sermons,
nursing sick boys, and many other daily
interruptions.”
He had a remarkable faculty for acquiring
languages, and his linguistic labours have been
invaluable. He acquired, and reduced to
writing, a large number of the dialects spoken
among the natives, and by this means they
have been taught to read, and thus to study the
Holy Scriptures.
After an episcopate of ten years, his health
began to give way under the incessant strain
of his countless engagements and anxieties.
But in all probability his strong constitution
would have enabled him to carry on his labours
for some years longer, had he not been called to
his rest by the blow of an assassin. In the
course of one of his voyages in the mission
yacht, he arrived off the island of Nukapu. It
appeared that shortly before his arrival the
crew of a trading vessel had landed, and carried
off five of the natives, whom their families
believed to have been killed; and when the
Bishop, with the absolute fearlessness which
had on former occasions disarmed the hostility
of the islanders, decided to go ashore un
accompanied, he had no misgivings. But the
spirit of vengeance was abroad, and no sooner
had he come among them than they attacked
him.
Death must have been almost in
stantaneous. The body was placed in a canoe,
and drifted out towards the vessel, where his
friends were anxiously awaiting his return.
Needless to say, the poor mangled remains of
their beloved Bishop were reverently interred
amidst universal sorrow.
The following testimony to Patteson’s
character is from the lips of one of the native
Christians. “As he taught, he confirmed his
word with his good life among us, as we all
know. . . . He did nothing to gain any
thing for himself alone, but he sought what he
might keep others with, and then he
worked with it; and the reason was his
pitifulness and his love. He did not despise
anyone, nor reject anyone with scorn;
whether it were a white or a black person
he thought them all as one, and he loved
them all alike.”
Never did martyr more truly act up to the
spirit and teaching of his Master than John
Coleridge Patteson.
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HE spider is so well supplied with the silky
thread with which it makes its web that 'THE following extracts from the diary of
an experimenter once drew out of the body of a
the Rev. W. Andrews, of Hakodate,
single specimen 3,480 yards of the thread—a Japan, are interesting. They throw new light
length but little short of two miles. A fabric on the feeling of the people during the
woven of spider’s thread is more glossy than late war with China, and give some idea of
that from the silkworm’s product, and is of a the arduous nature of missionary work in
beautiful golden colour.
Japan. Happily, the results attained seem to
be very encouraging.
It is difficult to realise that anything so
March 10th, Sunday.—Have just been to
beautiful as a pearl begins in a small grain of the Muroran Railway Station to see 200 men
sand swallowed by a very discontented oyster, off to the war. Amongst them are 15 Christians.
which, becoming more and more uncomfortable Hoped to have got the Christians together yes
from the irritation produced by the intruder, terday for a meeting, but they were not allowed
begins to coat it with the glutinous matter of to leave camp. Quite a crowd at the station.
the inside of its shell. This prevents the oyster No signs of grief among the friends. All rejoicing.
from feeling the gritty particle; and he goes Soldiers ready to go. Friends and relations
on coating it, layer upon layer, until, after some happy to let them go. Such a patriotic people
years, a beautiful ocean gem has been formed.
is this. During the hour that the soldiers
were drawn up in front of the station waiting
A blow on the head seems to cause a flash for the train, I had a good opportunity for giving
of light in the eyes, because light is the only books and tracts away. The authorities more
impression the optical nerve is capable of re than willing that the men should have them.
ceiving.
Had a word with each of the Christians. Each
Christian carries a New Testament in his knap
It is not generally known, perhaps, that pure, sack, as do also many of the unbelievers.
fresh, cold water is one of the most valuable There are altogether about 50 Christians
disinfectants, inasmuch as it is a powerful belonging to our church among the soldiers
absorbent. Every sick-room should have a large who are leaving this Island. Each has had a
vessel of clear water—frequently renewed— letter and address. After the train had left,
placed near the bed, or even beneath it. This some few of us went to the hotel and had a
not only absorbs much of the hurtful vapour, short morning service. In the afternoon I
but by its evaporation it softens and tempers the went round to the houses of the Christians.
atmosphere, doing away with the dryness which One could see what a struggle it was for the
is so trying and depressing to an invalid, or even wives and sisters and old folks to keep cheerful.
to persons in health, for that matter. It has But they were not going to be cowards and
frequently been shown by actual experiment, show signs of grief. On entering their houses,
that troubled sleep and threatened insomnia are instead of beginning to condole with them, one
corrected by so simple a thing as the placing of had to follow their custom and “ o meditor,”
an open bowl of water near the sufferer’s bed.
that is, congratulate them on their relations
having gone to the war.
The bones of all flying birds are hollow and
March 15th.—The soldiers from the Ota
filled with air, thus combining the greatest settlement, leave on the 20th. Started to-day
in a steamer for Hanasaki, thence intending to
strength with the greatest possible lightness.
go overland to Ota. Wind too high and sea
The share cf land which would fall to each too rough, so the boat put back. Saturday,
inhabitant of the globe, in the event of partition, we made a fresh start, and had a miserable
might be set down at twenty-three and a half voyage. Sunday, arrived off Hanasaki. Too
acres.
much ice in the harbour, so cannot land. East
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wind blowing and making a rough sea. Up
and down all day along the coast, trying to find
shelter. Snow and fog in the evening, so
determined to return to Hakodate and wait for
finer weather. Monday.—Last night returned
about half the distance to Hakodate, when the
wind changed, and the captain put the
boat about, and tried again to get into
Hanasaki.
Too much ice, so as the wind
was rising we fled to Kushiro and anchored.
Wind still rising, so had to raise anchor
quickly and flee to Akkeshi, where fortunately
we found no ice, and anchored. Hearing I
wanted to meet the soldiers before they left, the
captain kindly lent me his boat and five sailors
and an officer, and they pulled me over five
miles of rough sea to land. The snow on the
shore was up to our waists, but fortunately we
were close to a small village of Ainu, with one
inn, kept by a Japanese. Here the sailors left
me, and although I tried my best to persuade
them they would not take any reward for their
three hours’ labour. “ We have only obeyed the
orders of the captain, and he would not like the
men to have reward,” said the officer. Im
possible to get a horse, the snow too deep, so
hired two coolies and started at two in the
morning along the seashore, by moonlight, for
Otamura. We chose that time because the
tide was down. We reached Ota about 9 a.m.,
and heard that the soldiers were leaving the
next day.
Wednesday.—It was impossible to get a
meeting with the soldiers last night, there was
too much bustle. The whole village out
this morning at the entrance, waiting for the
soldiers (400) to march out to Akkishi, the port
where they were to embark. Had a grand
opportunity for distributing tracts to the
villagers. The Church stands just at the
entrance of the village, and several of the
Christians and I stood there and gave each
Christian soldier a nod as he walked by. How
the soldiers shouted, and everyone seemed so
glad they were going off to the war. The
general gave them a speech, to which they
replied by shouting out, “ Long live His
Majesty,” “ Long live Japan,” etc. The head
man, the general, is very much opposed to
Christianity. A few years ago he forbade the
men to hold meetings, etc., so things looked
bad, as we could not give any books without
his leave. The catechists said that if I, being
a foreigner, would call on him and ask, he might
perhaps grant permission. So one of them and
I called, sent in our cards, and went in after
them. He was talking to the head Buddhist
priest of the village, a dear old fellow, with a
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plump face and bald head, shining like a mirror.
Just the worst time to ask a favour we thought,
but putting up a silent prayer the catechist
began his request, saying that the foreigner had
been five or six days on the journey, had been
giving books at Muroran to the soldiers, had
had a very bad voyage, and walked many miles
through the snow, and would he let us give the
soldiers some Testaments and books. His face
and that of the Buddhist priest were a study,
but of course he could not refuse such a polite
request.
I must mention here that the
authorities are doing all they can to help the
spread of Christianity amongst the soldiers.
Where it has been impossible for the missionary
to give the books himself to the soldiers the
officers have volunteered.
Ito-sun gave a capital address to the children
this morning. He wanted to illustrate the
text, “ Blessed are the merciful, for they shall
obtain mercy.” He said, “ I was travelling on
my rounds in a district where there are few
houses, and plenty of mountains and waste
ground. The farms are mostly owned by poor
people. They an, greatly to be pitied as they
can get barely enough to eat. While I was
walking along, I came to a field where there
was a girl about ten carrying a little baby
on her back and minding another child, at
the same time cutting millet with a sickle. I
was surprised to see such a small girl at such
hard work, and asked how it was. She said
that her father had gone away to see a doctor,
he was so ill, her mother was blind, and she
was the only one in the house who could work
and look after the children, as well as gather in
the harvest from the fields. I felt very sorry for
her, and having an hour to spare, I helped her to
cut the millet and took it home for her. Again
visiting that place I went to see that woman
and to tell about Christianity ; she begged me
to stay the night, so as it was late, I slept in an
old stick-shed outside, and started on my rounds
next morning. I had not gone far, before I met
a number of convicts with their officers. They
had come from a prison further on, to look
after some escaped convicts, who were known
to be prowling about somewhere or other
along the road which I must have passed had
I gone on the night before. I lifted my heart
in thankfulness to God for having kept me
from starting the night before, for had I met
the escaped convicts they would have stripped
me of my clothes and money, and probably killed
me. Thej’' were looking out for a traveller
whose clothes they could take and so get rid
of their prison ones. I had been merciful to
the child, and so I received mercy.”
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Morning Lessons.

The faithfulness of our God, the God Who has so
clearly and abundantly manifested His mercy towards us
in the past, who has so convincingly made known to us
His love and His will towards us therein—that is the
basis of all our confidence, and that, if we be but true, will
never fail us.

'^wx^ntF^hird’^nnday 3- f
- aff-gprinity.
Let u? hold to the spirit of the great law, '• Render unto
God the things which are God’s.” If in any matter,
political, religious, or social, we vex ourselves about small

I p

Evening Lessons.

A ll Saints1
Wisd. 3 to Heb. 11 v. Wisd. 5 to Rev. 19 to
Day. V. IO
33 & 12 to v. 17
v. 17
v. 7
2 Tim. 4
Dan. 4; or Luke 22 v.
3 p 21 Sunday aft. Daniel 3
Trinity
31 to 54
5
10 F 22 Sunday aft. Daniel 6
Heb. 3 v. 7 Daniel 7 v. John 1 v. 29
Trinity
to 4 v. 14 9; or 12
17 F 23 Sunday aft. Hosea 14 Heb. 10 v. Joel 2v.21; John 5 v. 24
Trin. Hugh,
or 3 v. 9
19
Bp. of Line.
24 F 24 Sunday aft. Eccles.n& James 3
Hag. 2 to v. John 8 p.51
T rinity
12
io;orMal.
3 &4
30 S • St. Andrew, Isa. 54
John 1 v. 35 Isa. 65 to v. John Z2 r.
A. & M.
20 te42.
to 43
17
* Day of Intercession for Missions. The Eve of St. Andrew, nr
any day of the week in which the Festival of St. Andrew fan-

P romoting C hris tian K now led ge ,

St. Andrew is in an especial sense the missionary
Apostle, ever leading others to Christ; his brother first.
If we value truth and grace we must feel a desire, a burn
ing desire, to bring others to share with us these blessings.
Become “ fishers of men ; ” resolve to strive to bring
some relation or friend to the feet of Jesus, after the
pattern of St. Andrew.

for

Store your hearts and minds with the teaching of Holy
Scripture, as interpreted by the Church and witnessed to
in the lives of Saints. Proclaim it with your lips, pro
claim it in your life. So shall you make answer to all
gainsayers; so shall you turn to flight the armies of the
aliens; so shall you make converts to the Gospel and the

Think of the Apostle in his prison, praying for the
Colossian Christians that they might, indeed, know the
Will of God in all wisdom and understanding of the Spirit,
and cease not in these difficult days to pray a like prayer
for yourself and the brethren round you !

S ociety

Saintliness is whole sanctification ; and whole sanctifi
cation is the offer of the whole of our triune existence
to the influences of the Holy Ghost.. “Three in one’’
we are, and “ one in three ” ; and the body,-the soul, and
the spirit together compose the personal identity.

'UHLWAMD BY THE

things, we shall hardly be able to perceive and use those
which are great. The main thing is to live as constantly in
the sight of God.

m id So ld nt their Defiositorie,, Nor thum berl and

Avr m ".
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