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WHATEVER Philip 
Saxby might have ap

peared to eyes more critical, 
he certainly understood the 
art of making the most of 
himself to the unsophisticated 
vision. In consequence, even 
Richard Elder was somewhat 
taken aback by the elegance

of the. figure lounging over the farmer’s gate, when he halted one evening to pay his respects in 
the passing by.

Philip had' assumed a species of evening dress; not one perhaps which would have been
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held in very high esteem by some, but 
sufficiently striking to impress the homely 
inmates of Merrielands Farm. It consisted of 
a black velveteen smoking-coat, over a light 
grey waistcoat and trousers, the whole sur
mounted by a great deal of shirt front, and a 
loose crimson necktie. His feet were encased 
in patent leather shoes ; and there was a glimpse 
of crimson socks, which was not without its 
due effect on all concerned.

The young artist’s fair, curly hair, looked 
well without any cap or hat; and he had 
altogether an air of being perfectly cool, com
fortable, and at his ease, which was tantalizing 
to a man all in the rough, after a long day spent 
in the sun and dust.

Richard experienced a sort of shock. It 
seemed to him all in a moment as though 
Merrielands Farm had changed its aspect. It 
was no longer a peaceful, blameless Eden—the 
serpent had entered.

The serpent, however, was very civil; 
Philip opened the gate, responded to the 
new-comer, and patted the horse—all as if he 
were, in a manner, the host, and Richard Elder, 
the guest. He assured Richard of every
one’s being at home, and of the supper-table 
being laid; and almost went the length of 
inviting him in.

Richard, however, rode away, and meditated 
more than once within the next twenty-four 
hours, upon the effect which a black velveteen 
coat and a crimson silk necktie might be likely 
to have upon a susceptible girl of eighteen.

In reality little conjecture was required: 
Poor Lettice, who had never before beheld 
anything so elegant at her father’s table, was 
fairly caught; and the impression produced by 
the gay Londoner on his first appearance was 
deepened by many degrees when he threw aside 
his travelling suit and attired himself for the 
evening meal.

Thereafter all was easy—only too easy. 
With Philip the scheme concocted by his sister 
succeeded even beyond her anticipations. 
Under any circumstances he must needs have 
practised his flatteries and coquetteries upon so 
pretty and winning a girl as Lettice Dew, when 
thrown immediately across his path ; but when 
prudence, in the shape of his elder sister, not 
only permitted but urged him to improve the 
occasion to its utmost limits, he felt under no 
obligation to hide either the feelings or the 
aspirations within his breast. He and Harriet 
alike saw that there was nothing to be gained 
by concealment of ulterior motives. Mr. and 
Mrs. Dew were the sort of people to approve 
of a bold, straightforward wooing; while

Lettice herself would only have been per
plexed by anything underhand on the part 
of her lover. Within a few days Philip 
had not only shown all he needed, but won 
all the response he coveted; and was 
almost ready to despise a conquest made so 
easily.

But there was a charm in the whole thing 
which his easy, pleasure-loving nature felt to 
its heart’s core. Lettice, if unsophisticated, had 
a bright and quick intelligence which grasped 
readily everything within its reach. Then she 
was pretty; she was, or so he thought, rich; and 
she lived in a kind of modest luxury which had 
a wonderful fascination for the town-bred Philip, 
accustomed as he was to the somewhat hard- 
and fast housekeeping of his sister Harriet. 
He did not, as he owned in his secret soul, 
greatly incline to matrimony; but he had never 
felt his repugnance towards it so slight; and as 
he had Harriet’s word for it that she expected 
soon to remove from his establishment to one 
of her own, he perceived that the moment for 
marrying—if he ever meant to marry at all— 
had come. If he did not take care he would be 
left in the lurch, and he had a certain affection 
for feminine society, and a need of feminine 
sympathy which prevented his being as inde
pendent of the domestic hearth as were most 
of his fellow-artists.

In addition, he was often ill, and required 
nursing and cheering. Harriet, to do her 
justice, had not failed in any attribute proper 
to a sister, and had probably by these means 
secured an ascendancy over her more volatile 
brother, which secured for her finally his abso
lute confidence. She alone knew that upon this 
summer evening, at which we have now arrived, 
when Philip and Lettice were wandering alone 
by the brook-side as the dew was falling, the 
all-important words were to be spoken which, 
she told herself, would decide her brother’s 
future and her own.

“ You will speak to her now, Philip,” she had 
whispered with burning breath, as she gently 
put him out of the little sitting-room to join 
Lettice waiting below;—and then she had 
turned and caught up her own hat and shawl, 
and bade Bertha, with a kiss, sit quiet, and 
amuse herself till they all came in again,—and 
finally, as soon as the coast was clear, set off 
with rapid steps in the direction of Richard 
Elder’s farm.

Her intention was to bring Richard back 
with her to witness the denouement; to hear 
Philip announce himself as Lettice Dew’s 
betrothed; and thus to crush completely and 
forever any lingering fancy on Richard’s part
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which might interfere with his appreciation of 
her own merits.

And strange to say, to all outward view, 
success rewarded the bold schemer at every 
point.

Richard, wandering aimlessly about, sus- 
picious and unhappy—more unhappy than he 
could have believed possible from such a cause, 
a month before—was in the frame of mind to 
jump greedily at the suggestion of going to the 
farm.

Yes, he would go; go and see for himself 
what that puppy was about; what he was 
staying on for, and what was to be the outcome 
of it all ? If Lettice really preferred a dressy, 
stuck-up, cockneyfied creature, who barely knew 
a sheep from a goat, or a potato from a turnip, 
she was of course free to make her choice, and 
neither he nor anyone else had a right to stand 
in her way. But he would like just to know.

“ I’ll go back with you, Miss,’’ 
he replied accordingly, with as 
much indifference as he could 
assume; and on the walk endea
voured to hide from his companion 
that his thoughts were far astray 
from the subjects on which she 
chose to talk.

But on approaching the farm, his 
eager eyes at once took in the state 
of affairs. There were the old 
couple sitting outside the porch; 
there was Miss Bertha at the 
open window above, and there— 
down below, almost hidden among 
the leafy meadows — were two 
figures which told their own tale.

He sat down heavily on the bench, and could 
scarce force a greeting from his lips.

“La! how, it really isn’t proper!” cried 
Miss Saxby, scarcely disguising her glee at the 
same sight. “ I thought to be sure, they had 
someone with them, though it was not fit for 
Bertha to go out after the hoarseness she had 
this morning. But Philip should have known 
better—” simpering.

“ If you mean that my own girl isn’t able 
to walk about in my own fields with anyone 
stopping under my own roof, you’re very much 
mistaken, Miss Harriet, and so I tell ye,” the 
farmer frowned and faced round, for he did not 
understand such 'nonsense. “ Lettice knows 
how to behave herself; and she told us afore 
she went, she’d just take a turn within sight of 
the house—and that’s what she has done ; and 
is coming back now, d’ye see ? ” pointing 
again with his pipe stem. “ They’re no 
distance off, they’ll be here in five minutes;

you wait and see ’em, Richard.” And Richard 
waited.

Afterwards he was glad he had done so; glad 
he had been present at the scene, and heard 
with his own ears the joint confession which 
sent him home with a slow, lumbering tread, 
and a dull, settled ache at his heart.

“Mr. Dew,” Philip had cried gaily, “and you 
all, my friends and relations, wish me joy. Wish 
us both joy, eh, Lettice ? This is my future 
wife, Mr. Elder,” he turned to Richard with 
something of special exultation in his tone. 
“ She does me the honour to say she will take a 
foolish harum-scarum fellow like me for her 
husband, and make the best of him she can.”

“And I am sure I shall be delighted to have 
her for a sister,” promptly exclaimed Harriet, 
stepping forward, for she had rehearsed, her 
part beforehand. “ My dearest Lettice, I give 
you joy,—it ought to be I give my brother joy— 

and so I do from the bottom of 
m.y heart ”—extending a hand to 
him, and bestowing an effusive kiss 
upon Lettice’s cheek. “ Philip, 
you are a lucky fellow; but per
haps, though I oughtn’t to say it, 
the luck is not all on your side. 
Mr. and Mrs. Dew, I hope you 
feel that the luck is not all on my 
brother’s side ? ’’

“Nay, for sure if it were, we 
couldn’t rightly be called on to 
rejoice,” quoth the good farmer 
seriously, while Mrs. Dew clasped 
her daughter to her bosom. 
“You’re taking away the flower 
o’ the flock, sir, and the only one of

the flock now left—but if you make our lass 
happy, her mother and I have no call to complain. 
Young folks must leave the old nest some time ; 
and we couldn’t expect Lettice not to follow in 
her sisters’ steps.” So saying he shook hands 
with both.

“ And now it’s Mr. Elder’s turn.” It was 
Harriet who spoke. She had been half pre
pared for Richard’s standing mutely in the 
background, but she had no intention of allow
ing him to remain so. The hint was cruel, and 
it was not thoughtlessly given.

“ I wish you every happiness, ’Lettice,” said 
he, in a quiet, matter-of-fact voice ; but some
thing in the tone enlightened even those who 
had not previously suspected the feelings of 
the speaker.

“ Oh, dear, I could have wished it had been 
Richard 1 ”

For a moment even Mrs. Dew wavered in 
her allegiance to the fascinating new acquain-
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tance who had thus destroyed the hopes of the 
old familiar friend and neighbour; while the 
farmer emitted a smothered grunt beneath his 
breath, which perhaps contained the essence 
of a similar aspiration.

But the moment passed; Richard, who now 
felt himself an interloper, and who had also no 
mind to witness longer the triumph of his suc
cessful rival, took his leave and went his way, 
as we have said, with a heavy heart, while all 
behind experienced a sense of relief, and gladly 
turned their thoughts to happier contempla
tions.

There was a great deal of gay talk, chiefly 
led by the Saxbys, brother and sister. There 
was a tender, almost tearful embrace from 
Bertha, and the party broke up for the night, 
with a consciousness on the part of some at any 
rate, of having done a good day’s work, and laid 
the foundation of more to come.

“ I suppose it will be all right about the 
tin ? ” confided Philip to his adviser, he and 
Harriet being by themselves in the upstairs 
room after Bertha had gone to bed. “ The old 
boy seemed pleased enough, though I thought 
he cast a longing glance on your swain all the 
same. Probably he guesses that I can’t make 
a provision for my wife the same as that clod
hopper could.

“ If you should have a chance of finding out the 
figure—the old man must be pretty warm, don’t 
you think ? He talks of going in to his Bank 
pretty regularly, and people don’t go to Banks 
for nothing. Well—” after a pause, “ well, I’m 
in for it anyway. I wonder what the fellows in 
town will say? I expect they’ll think I’m 
rather a' fool to saddle myself with another 
woman when I’ve two already. But it’s no use 
thinking of that now,” rising to depart. “ Of 
course, if you could bring Elder to book, and 
announce the two affairs together, that would 
alter the case.” He paused at the door and 
looked round. “ You play your cards well with 
Elder, and I’ll stand firm to Lettice.”

The above may serve as a sample of many 
subsequent conversations which took place 
between Philip Saxby and his sister, and from 
which, we may be sure, Bertha was carefully 
excluded.

In other moods, Bertha was Philip’s favour
ite. He really preferred having both the 
younger girls with him instead of only Lettice 
by herself, when he was out sketching and 
poetry reading among the fields. Bertha had 
by this time picked up sufficient strength to use 
her own colour-box for many hours a day, and 
she could point out to Philip many pleasing 
“effects” and “groupings,” in which Lettice 
only saw her father’s cows browsing plentifully, 
or his now well-grown hay giving promise of a 
good harvest.

When Lettice attempted taking a pencil into 
her own hand the result was laughable.

Then again, although she was very willing to 
sit for a time idly listening to Philip’s voice as 
he read aloud the passages that he and Bertha 
took delight in, she could scarce conceal the 
fact that she was pleased to be sent upon an 
errand—to do something, or anything—rather 
than remain passive, straining her wits to 
understand what was beyond her comprehen
sion.

“ They talk about a wife’s companionship,” 
muttered Philip once, looking after her as she 
tripped off singing, to perform some domestic 
duties, whilst he and Bertha remained in the 
valley plying their brushes side by side; “ if 
this is a foretaste of what I am to expect----- ”
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But then he remembered Harriet’s warning, and 
checked himself abruptly.

When he returned to the house presently, 
Lettice was sitting on the doorstep, shelling 
peas. She made such a pretty picture in her 
pink cotton frock and large white apron, in 
which the green pea-pods lay, that Philip’s 
artistic eye was gratified, and his brow cleared. 
He made her sit on where she was, and took a 
sketch of her on the spot. As he did so he 
thought, “ It will be something to have a model 
always at hand. I will make my wife serve my 
art, and as for companionship, I can get it 
elsewhere.”

The next morning brought a new turn of 
events. Hitherto no one had cared to press on 
the question of an early marriage, for nothing 
had pleased the old farmer and his wife better 
than the readiness of the Saxbys to prolong the 
present state of affairs, and put aside for the 
present any decision as to its definite termina
tion ; but two letters which were handed in to 
Philip by the noonday postman caused him to 
seek out his habitual counsellor without delay.

“ Look here, Harriet, here’s a pretty go. 
Swanson says they can’t undertake to go on 
sending me work to do all this way off, and that 
if I can’t come back to town immediately they 
must hand it over to somebody else. Then 
here’s George Rae writes alongside, telling me 
it’s serious, and that if I don’t look sharp I’ll find 
myself superseded. What’s to be done, eh ? ”

“ It’s quite certain what is to be done,” re
plied she, handing back the letters after perusal. 
“ You simply can’t afford to stay. I wish you 
could; but it’s no use wishing. Let us talk it 
out, and what we decide we'll have to make the 
others give into.” ....

“ Yes, indeed, Mrs. Dew,” said she, an hour 
or two afterwards, “ I don’t wonder that you’re 
rather upset, for it has come upon us all like a 
thunder-clap. But you see, my brother can’t 
go back to be alone in town, with his heart 
here. He would never be able to work a stroke 
wr thinking of Lettice and longing to be near 
ber; and of course he couldn’t come and go as 
if be were a rich man ; railway journeys are so 
expensive. So as you are kindly willing to keep 
on Bertha and me for the rest of the summer— 
at i it's doing Bertha so much good that I really 
don't think she ought to move if she can help 
it—it seems as if the only plan were for Philip 
and Lettice to be married straight off, and let 
her take herkoneymccn going about in London, 
seeing the sights.”

This was the outcome of the brother and 
sister’s long confabulation, and it was mainly 
due to Harriet that it was so. Of one thing she

was determined, that leave Merrielands Farm 
she would not. There were days on which she 
felt herself almost secure of Richard Elder, who, 
partly in order to hide his own disappointment, 
and partly because it was not his habit to be 
uncivil to anybody, met her advances with a 
measure of toleration which she took for encou
ragement. She told herself that she only needed 
time to make the desired impression.

Furthermore, in her secret heart she owned 
that she would not be sorry to have Lettice out 
of the -way. She could not help fancying that 
the look of pain which she now and again sur
prised upon Richard Elder’s brow, was due to 
a vision of Lettice, her innocent countenance 
all aglow with sunshine—with the unclouded 
confidence and brightness of happy love : and 
she felt that as long as there was the danger of 
being confronted with this radiant girl attended 
by her lover, every time he came to the farm, 
Richard would never come freely, nay, would 
never cross the threshold, if he could avoid 
doing so without giving rise to remark.

Harriet was therefore not altogether sorry to 
have the excuse thus suddenly presented for 
bringing matters to a crisis. In a brief space 
she had arranged everything to her own satis
faction. Philip was to run up to town for three 
weeks, during which interval his and Lettice’s 
banns would be published in both parishes. 
He was to come down for his wedding- 
day and carry back his bride, leaving his 
sisters to supply her place—(this last idea was 
delicately insinuated more than once to Mr. and 
Mrs. Dew)—at dear, delightful Merrielands 
Farm, which they had already begun to look 
upon as a home.

Like all plans, the above had its objections ; 
but by dint of argument and persuasion, and 
still more by reason of no one’s having any
thing better to suggest, it finally became 
adopted, and Lettice Dew, when she bade fare
well to her lover at the garden-gate on the day 
following, had promised to be ready to welcome 
him as a bridegroom on his return three weeks 
hence. (To j)e continued.)

A Cunning Bird.—The Bengal grosbeck 
builds a nest shaped like a bottle, and always 
selects for its support a long, lithe limb, over
hanging a stream of water. The entrance is 
beneath, and from the situation and peculiar 
shape it is absolutely impossible for a snake to 
gain admission to the nest. One naturalist 
records seeing fourteen attempts on the part of 
serpents to get at a nest, but the hungry snakes 
always fell off into the water.
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“ At midnight ... a friend of mine in his journey is 
come to me, and I have nothing to set before him."

—Luke xi. 5, 6. 
By 0. H. Campbell.

I KNOW not whence he comes ; but see 
His aspect travel-stained. His feet 

Are very tired. How shall I greet 
One who kindred seems to claim 
With nought of mine ? Is this the same 
Friend that I loved in those far years ?
I cannot tell, for blinding tears 
Make misty all. I only know 
’Tis like my friend of long ago.

He comes to me, he seems to think 
That I, who hover on the brink 
Of Death’s dark sea, he thinks that I 
Can all his varied wants supply.
Oh, it is terrible to feel 
So impotent to help or heal.
Do you not see that I have nought
To give ? The sad, long years have brought
No treasure-store to me. But come,
My friend, ’tis midnight in my home,
But I know One who never sleeps,
But vigil until morning keeps,
And on through daylight’s glare and heat 
Still watches for our toiling feet.
Together we will go ; His store 
Is infinite. Knock at His door,
’Tis said that they are heard the best 
Who feeblest knock. He asks no test,
But only want and misery.
Then haste, arise, for it is late,
Our friends have passed within the gate,
I see their footprints, and I hear 
The angel wings that rustle near.
Look up across the Border Land,
In dim outline a beckoning Hand 
Is urging us to come.

Oh, leave me not to go alone—
My faith is strong, but the Unknown

Divides my heart with fear. The way 
Will broaden as we near the day.
Earth’s discords that have marred so long 
The floating notes of heavenly song 
Are lingering, lingering in my ear,
But through them all His voice I hear, 
Who calls from depths beyond the skies,
“ Prisoners of hope, arise, arise ! ”

Broad Bean Soup comes in at this time of 
the year when the beans are getting hard and 
old. Boil about two pounds of beans till tender, 
then remove all the skins carefully, or they will 
spoil the colour of the soup. Warm the beans 
in a little stock, and then pass through a fine 
hair sieve and return to the saucepan. If 
required, add more stock to thin the soup to the 
desired consistency, and season it with pepper, 
salt, and a little chopped onion. Boil whilst 
stirring, and serve with a dusting of parsley 
strewn over in the tureen. The stock used in 
this recipe should be well flavoured with the 
usual soup vegetables, and be carefully freed 
from fat.

A Savoury Pie.—Cut up some cold cooked 
meat into small pieces, add a little thickened 
gravy, hot sauce and finely-chopped onion. 
Line a pie dish with pastry, then put in the 
above mixture. Cover the pie with slices of 
tomato, and scatter coarsely-chopped potato 
over. Add a few bits of butter or dripping, and 
bake for half an hour.

Boston Pudding.—Stew one pound of dam
sons or plums with four to six ounces of sugar, 
till perfectly tender, add a little water if neces
sary. Line a pudding basin with thin slices 
from a stale roll, fill the basin with alternate 
layers of stewed fruit and slices of bread. When 
full, put a saucer on top of the basin, on which 
stand a heavy weight. When needed for use, 
turn the pudding out on a glass dish, and pour 
custard round. Serve cold.
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By the Rev. Canon Garnier.

II.—What place, if any, in worship, ought to be 
found for excitement?

HERE is so much to be urged on both 
sides of this vexed question.

On the one hand, it is almost an 
axiom that the balance of a man’s

mind is disturbed by excitement. We defer 
a decision till our calmer moments, lest we 
should awake to find that our judgment had 
been perverted or our discernment obscured. 
It is a plea both urged and accepted in ex
tenuation, in a Court of Justice, that the accused 
was so excited that he did not know what he 
was doing or saying, and so was not account
able at the time. Can, then, that be a condi
tion desirable in the highest things, which we 
agree to distrust in the lower ?

Besides, emotion is proverbially evanescent 
and untrustworthy. We interpret it not so 
much as the real man as the result of incidental 
circumstances. The acclamation on Carmel, 
“ The Lord, He is the God!" went for so little. The 
Hosannas of Olivet are succeeded so soon by the 
“ Crucify Him !’’ of the Judgment Hall, and the 
scoffs of Calvary. It is the rapid growth that 
within a while withers away because it has no 
root.1

On the other hand, it will be pleaded that 
the craving is natural to man and that therefore 
it must have some legitimate satisfaction. 
Besides, that soul must be dead in which there 
is no answering emotion of awe and fear in

*Cf J .HL Newman, “Par. Sermons,” I, p. 115.
“ lEpassanoed thoughts, high aspirations, sublime 

have no strength in them. They can no
■ok aakc a nan obey consistently, than they can move

Agaia:—“They think that to be thus agitated is to be 
reiigioas: they indulge themselves in their warm feelings 
for their on sake. resting in them as if they were then 
engaged in a idhgioas exercise, and boasting of them as 
if they ■ere. evidence of their own exalted spiritual 
state.”—Ibid., p. 118.

drawing near to God. It was so when God 
came down on Sinai so that the people removed 
and stood afar off. (Ex. xx. 18.) It was so 
when in the Temple the priests “ could not 
stand to minister because of the cloud.” 
(1 Kings viii. 11.) In like manner, whenever 
men have had a very vivid sense of God’s 
nearness and their own unworthiness, such as 
the Publican had when he beat upon his breast, 
there have been excited feelings.

How are these two positions to be reconciled ? 
If it be a question of degree, who is to draw the 
line? If it be a difference of hind, who will 
venture to give his allegiance wholly to the one 
side or the other ?

Is not the solution to be found in that tri
partite division of our being which has been 
under consideration ? It will be found, on 
reflection, that excitement, even religious ex
citement, may be differentiated according as it 
is generated in the body, the soul, or the spirit.

(1) In the Body. This, in its grossest form, 
may be witnessed in the Howling and Dancing 
Dervishes of the East, who in this way work 
themselves into an ecstatic condition.1

This, too, is the explanation of those methods 
of the priests of Baal, who leaped upon their 
altar cutting themselves, after their manner, 
with knives and lancets. (1 Kings xviii. 26-28.)

But it is also, in its measure, the accom
paniment of certain forms of revivalism in 
this country. With these, the religious obser
vances are accompanied by violent movement 
of the body, impulsive ejaculations, and the like, 
such as may serve to generate the excitement 
for which they crave.2 But it is. akin to hysteria,

1 See “ Life of Crawford Tait,” pp. 515—519.
2 “At Bristol and elsewhere, many of his hearers sank 

to the floor in violent agonies or convulsions. If the 
stronger sex, they often roared loudly; and the scene 
defied description when many of such cases were found 
together.” These phenomena greatly distressed the two
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being attended by manifestations which are 
familiar to medical men.

It is scarcely to be wondered at that this 
type of religious meeting should be in vogue 
among the poorer and less educated classes. 
Theirs is

“ The dull, mechanic, pacing to and fro,
The set, grey life, and apathetic end."

What wonder that these should crave to be 
lifted out of their depressing circumstances, 
and be carried along, in spite of themselves, to 
better things. Therefore they resort to means 
of producing excitement in which the body is 
called upon to play a part, hoping that on the 
crest of an emotion they may be brought into 
the haven where they would be.

(2) In the Soul. The great help to be derived 
from the kindling heart has also been recog
nised by teachers and preachers of higher 
cultivation, who would be above resorting to 
artificial means to manufacture excitement. 
In their earnestness to reach souls, they have 
sought to break through the cold, dead crust of 
indifference wherein they are incased. And to 
this end they have employed tervid appeals to 
the emotions. They have set themselves to 
work upon the imagination by highly-coloured 
pictures of the wrath to come, or the joys of 
future bliss. They have said to themselves, 
“ If I can but produce excitement, if a soul 
can only be wrought up to a high pitch of 
intensity of feeling, it will declare for 
God, it will realise its own forgiveness, 
and I may write it off ‘saved.’,’’ To this 
end the preacher sets himself, and the more 
excitement he calls forth, the greater is the suc
cess that he counts himself to have achieved.

But what are we to say ? Is it a right method 
of approach to man’s being ? Is it not feeding 
a prevalent false conception which has been 
described as “ justification by emotion.’’1 Does 
it not overlook the fact that this kind of 
emotionalism lies in the lower, not in the higher, 
part of our immaterial being ? It is, as one 
has pointed out, psychical (of the soul), and not

Wesleys. They attributed them to Satanic agency.— 
Urlin’s “ Life of Wesley,” p. 83.

These methods find favour with the Primitive 
Methodists. Take for example the following account 
from their own accredited historian:—“The Meetings 
were brought up into faith, shouts of glory to God would 
sweep through the gathered assembly, and our venerable 
founder would take his stand by the side of the speaker, 
his wiry frame swaying to and fro under intense excite
ment, thus aiding the swelling torrent of holy feeling by 
also shouting, ‘ Glory to God ! ’ and ‘ God bless our 
brother I' ”—" Hist, of Prim. Methodists,” p. 52. (Prim. 
Meth. Book Room, Sutton Street, E.)

1 Liddon, “ Easter Sermons," I., p. 264.

pneumatical (of the spirit).’ Accordingly, this 
writer has emphatically declared his conviction 
in the following terms :—“ A serious hindrance 
of this restless age I believe to be its over
developed emotionalism. . . . There is the 
fostering of a temper which leads men to think 
that spiritual life is an emotional experience, 
rather than a life of obedience to duty as the 
revelation to us of the Mind of God. In my 
heart, I believe religious emotionalism to be 
Satan’s most powerful counterfeit, in this day, 
of a religion which in its essence consists in 
holiness of character and righteousness of life.”2 *

The opening words of Keble’s Advertisement 
to the “ Christian Year,” of which the selected 
motto was “ In quietness and in confidence 
shall be your strength,” will not be forgot
ten :—

“ Next to a sound Rule of Faitl- Sieve is nothing 
of so much consequence as a sober standard of feeling 
in matters of practical religion,” and this more 
especially “ in times of much leisure and unbounded 
curiosity, when excitement of every kind is sought 
after with a morbid eagerness . . . the very tempers
which most require such discipline, setting thenaelues, in 
general, most decidedly against it.” And his own 
manner was in keeping with this standard. 
“ He seemed always to count himself one of 
the sinners, one of the penitents, one even of 
the impenitent and careless whom he was 
addressing, and the very quietness, the almost 
tearful monotony of his delivery became 
extremely moving when you recollected how 
learned, how able, how moved in his own heart, 
and how earnest was the preacher.’’ ’

There still remains a third kind of religious 
excitement arising, primarily,

(3) In the spirit. This it is that has the 
sanction of God’s Word. This will satisfy all 
that craving of our being to be lifted out or 
itself, and to be moved Godward in a strength 
not its own. We are what we are, by the will 
of God. He has made us capable of emotion.

There is a text that furnishes the very prin
ciple we are in search of. “ Be not drunk with 
wine wherein is riot, but be filled with the Spirit.” 
(Eph. v. 18. R.V.)

First, it is a recognition of excitement by put
ting before us two alternatives, the false a.:d 
the true.4 That would not be a true alternative 
unless it offered to meet the same need, and to

1 “ Practical Hints for Parochial Missions,” Preface by 
Ca.non Body, p. x.

2 “ Newcastle Church Congress," Canon Body, p. 439. 
8 Coleridge, “ Life of Keble,” p. 439. See also Lock,

“ John Keble,” p. 194.
4 Robertson, “ Sermons,” III. p. 127.
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satisfy the same craving as the excitement 
which it is to replace. “ You crave excite
ment,” it seems to say—“Your craving is not 
wrong in itself. But its true satisfaction lies 
not in wine wherein is riot. God has provided 
a better way, ‘ Be filled with the Spirit.’ ”

Then, the principle it lays down is this: 
“There is all the difference,” it points out, 
“ between excitement artificially produced, and 
that which comes immediately from God Him
self. The kindling eye, the throbbing pulse, 
the tongue let loose—these can be produced by 
the stimulant of the sensational and emotional. 
Produce them not, but be filled with the Spirit." 
Here, too, there will be similar manifestations, 
so that the careless observer might remark 
with them of old time, “ These men are full of 
new wine ! ” But the answer will be the same : 
“ These are not drunken as ye suppose .... 
but this is that which was spoken by the pro
phet Joel, And it shall' come to pass in the last 
days (saith God) I will pour out of My Spirit 
upon all flesh.” (Acts ii. 13-17., cf. 1 Sam. 
i. 13-)

We at once see the distinction. There is 
that excitement which, like wine, acts primarily 
on the body, and on the soul; it is the sensational 
and emotional, but it has no sanction from 
Christianity.

There is something better than this, more 
after God’s own heart, “ Be filled with the Spirit," 
that “ Free Spirit ” Who is not tied to men’s 
methods, or occasions, or expedients, but is like 
the wind that bloweth where it listeth. There
fore there will be this kind of excitement in our 
worship to meet our spiritual needs.

“ True religion cannot afford to neglect any 
elements of man’s complex nature; and so it 
finds room for emotion. That glow of the soul 
with which it should hail the presence of its 
Maker and Redeemer, is as much His handi
work as the thinking power which apprehends 
His message or the resolve which enterprises to 
do His will. . . . Emotion is the warmth and 
lustre of the soul’s life. It announces the near
ness and the beauty of the King of Truth ; it 
lifts the performance of duty from the level of 
mechanical obedience to the level of ordered 
enthusiasm.” And then it is pointed out how 
the two disciples on the road to Emmaus 
“reproach themselves with having felt this 
heavenly glcw in their hearts without recog
nising and worshipping the Divine Teacher 
Who had spoken to them : ‘ Did not our heart 
bum within ns, while He talked with us by the way, 
and while He opened to us the Scriptures ? ’ ”1

1 Liddon, “ Easter Sermons,” I. 265, 266.

We have still to consider the meaning of 
II.—Worship in Truth.

We arrive at its purport from the whole drift 
of our Lord’s contention that the Samaritans 
knew not, whereas the Jews knew, what they 
worshipped. The word is not Whom but what 
(neuter); it stands for their conception of the 
Divine Object of worship, or, all that God is 
revealed to be in Himself. The same ordin
ances of Divine Service might be observed, the 
same Sacred Name might be invoked, by the 
Samaritans, but their idea of God was defective 
by the side of the Jews’.

What was the Samaritan conception of 
Jehovah ? It was restricted to what they found 
in the five Books of Moses, which was all that 
they received of the Old Testament. Conse
quently it lacked all that later revelation of God 
in His dealings with His people as recorded in 
the Historical Books : all that is set out in the 
language of aspiration and adoration in the 
Psalms and other devotional Scriptures; all 
that spiritual insight of the Prophets as they 
were moved to speak by the Holy Ghost, and 
their anticipation of the Day of Christ which 
was to be the Revelation of the Father.' This 
was what some, at least, who looked for re
demption in Israel, had attained to in a measure. 
They knew what they worshipped.

Following out the line of reflection here sug
gested, we travel on to that yet fuller revela
tion which is vouchsafed to us. We are in 
search of the truest conception of God of which 
we are capable,—all that Christ Himself has 
shown us to be implicitly contained in that one 
word “ the Father." To us is made known that 
final revelation of “ the Name of the Father, the 
Son and the Holy Ghost ”—the Triune God. (S. 
Matt, xxviii. 19.) Here, then, is the Object of 
worship. To this conception of God the cheru
bim in the vision of Isaiah, addressed their 
“ Holy, Holy, Holy, is the Lord of Hosts ” (Is. vi. 
3); and the Four Living Creatures (or, all 
created things) in the Revelation of S. John, cried, 
“ Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God Almighty. . . . Thou 
art worthy, 0 Lord, to receive glory, and honour, and 
power, for Thou hast created all things, and for Thy

1 '• By the Incarnation men are enabled to have im- 
mediate communion with God : and thus a worship in 
spirit has become possible; at the same time, the Son is a 
complete manifestation of God for men, and thus a wor
ship in truth has been placed within their reach. These 
two characteristics answer to the higher sense of the 
Second and Third Commandments, the former of which 
tends to a Spiritual Service,, and the latter to a devout 
regard for ‘ the Name ’ of God, that is, for every revela
tion of His person or attributes or action.”—Westcott,
“ S. John," p. 73 n.



202 THE DAWN OF DAY. [September, 1895.

pleasure they are, and were created.” (Rev. iv. 8.) 
This latter Scripture forms the Epistle for Trinity 
Sunday, and supplies the motive for its ancient 
Collect, “ Almighty and everlasting God, Who hast 
given unto us Thy servants grace by the confession of 
a true faith to acknowledge the glory of the Eternal 
Trinity, and in the power of the Divine Majesty to 
worship the Unity, webeseechThee that Thou wouldest 
keep us steadfast in this faith.” It is the great act 
of adoration to which the Church rises in the 
Ter Sanctus, which comes downfromthe earliest 
times;’ “ With angels and archangels and all the 
company of heaven, we laud and magnify Thy glorious 
Name, evermore praising Thee, and saying, Holy, 
Holy, Holy, Lord God of Hosts, heaven and earth 
are full of Thy glory, Glory be to Thee,0 Lord Most 
High ! ”

This is Worship in truth. “ The Catholic Faith 
is this : that we worship one God in Trinity, and 
Trinity in Unity.” (Ath. Creed). It explains 
why steadfast continuance in “ the Apostles' 
Doctrine” is associated with “ the Breaking of the 
Bread and Prayers.” The Worship must reflect 
the Doctrine if it is to be “ in truth.”

Here, then, we have the two sides of Wor
ship, the two conditions of its vitality—the one 
in the subject, and the other in the Object of 
worship.

Worship must take its rise in the spirit, or 
that part of regenerate man that answers to 
the Being of God, for “ God is Spirit,” and they 
that “ worship Him must worship m spirit.” 
(S. John iv. 24.) And also “ in truth,” i.et, the 
conception of God, as the Object to which 
worship is addressed, must correspond to His 
own revelation of Himself. The first qualifi
cation is a growth in grace; the second, an 
education in religion. Worship is not natural to 
man; it is the gift of God, and is only to be 
perfected by long training? For this we are 
preparing here. He that attains to the true 
worship, attains to what is the end of his being, 
and is meet for the inheritance of the saints in 
light.

“ The true worshippers shall worship the Father in 
spirit and in truth ; for the Father seeketh such to 
worship Him.”

(To be continued.')

Flour Thrown upon Burning Paraffin will 
instantly extinguish it, while water only spreads 
the flames.

Nothing so quickly restores tone to 
exhausted nerves and strength to a weary body 
as a bath containing an ounce of liquid ammonia 
to each pailful of water. It makes the flesh clean 
and smooth.

In Choosing a House remember that damp
ness of the soil is one of the features to be 
avoided. Wherever soil-dampness exists, we 
get Consumption on the increase. On the 
other hand, where the foundations of houses 
are dry, Consumption decreases.

Never Warm up a Dish Containing Mush
rooms is the caution which physicians give. 
The process of cooking is in itself proper, but 
after getting cold, mushrooms are liable to 
develop injurious properties, and to become 
hurtful. Therefore, consume what mushrooms 
are eaten at all at one sitting, and throw away 
any that may be left over.

Notes on the Use of Oil Lamps.—Never 
fill a lamp in the evening, when the lamps or 
gas are lighted. Never fill a lamp when it is 
lighted, and if there is a feeding place on one side 
be sure that it is tightly closed before lighting the 
lamp. When buying lamps, select those with a 
broad, heavy base, so that they will not easily 
overturn. Never permit children to carry 
lighted lamps. When putting out a lamp, turn 
the,flame very low before blowing it. There is 
no danger in blowing out a lamp if the wick is 
first turned down.

1 “ It is possible that this hymn has been used in the 
Christian liturgy of the East and West since the age of 
the Apostles. Certainly no liturgy can be traced in anti
quity, in which the people did not unite with the invisible 
host of heaven in chanting these sublime praises of the 
most High God.”—Palmer, “ Orig. Lit." it. 126.

2 Archbishop Benson, “ Seven Gifts,” p. 158.

Alum as a Purifier.—It is not generally 
known that powdered alum possesses very strong 
purifying qualities. Four gallons of water may 
be purified by simply throwing in a teaspoonful 
of powdered alum. In a few hours’ time the 
impurities will be precipitated to the bottom of 
the vessel, leaving the bulk of the water fresh 
and clear.
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By Helen Shipton.
--- r----

A True Story.

THE Toll-bar stood in a very lonely place, 
though three roads met there, and on 

market days there was a good deal of coming 
and going, and the old woman who took the 
sixpences of passers-by had to be in and out 
all day long.

She was a cheery little old body, with a 
face like a withered apple, on whose cheeks 
some ruddy streaks still lingered ; and on wet 
days, when she trotted out in a pair of pattens, 
with an old grey shawl over her head, the face 
under the shawl was still contented and even 
bright. I never knew her put out but once, 
and then, as she took my sixpence, she could 
not help confiding her troubles to me, though I 
was almost a stranger then.

“Eh ! ” she said, “ I’ve had a sore time to
day! ”
“Have you?” I asked. “What is the 

matter ? ”
“Nay, then, it’s just my own doing!” she 

said, and laughed a little in the midst of her 
vexation. “I’d been washing out all my bits 
of things, and Frank’s arid all, and I put them 
in the dollying-tub to finish them. And I got 
the dirty old bit of carpet I stand upon in with 
them! and they’re worse dirtied than they were 
to start with. Eh ! and my old bones do ache

I with standing and rubbing ! ”
“ I am sorry ! ” I said. “ Haven’t you a 

neighbour who would come in to help you to do 
them again ? ”

She looked round on the wide, bare, fields and 
the long lonely stretches of the high roads, and 
gave a little chuckle.

“ The Lard’s about my nearest neighbour,” 
she said simply. “ And a good neighbour He 
is to me, bless His Holy name. N ay ! when I 
think of all that’s come and gone I take shame

to myself tor grumbling. Don’t you bother 
yourself, Miss, I’ll leave them now while 
morning, and to-morrow’s a new day.”

She stood nodding and smiling at me as my 
pony trotted off, and when I looked back, as it 
went briskly down the road, she was ener
getically flinging out her dirty soapsuds and 
bustling about as if determined to forget her 
troubles.

It was not till some time afterwards that I 
understood what in especially old Mrs. Bennett 
meant by “ all that had come and gone.” But 
this is the story, as I came to know it after
wards.

The old lady was not supposed to live quite 
alone in that desolate out-of-the-way spot.

She had a grandson, a lad of about seventeen, 
who jvas by way of keeping her company, and 
protecting her and the moneys she had under 
her care, from wandering tramps and danger
ous characters.

But Frank Bennett was very often away, 
working for farmers at a distance, or trudging to 
and fro, on the look-out for work. There was 
little employment to be had within reasonable 
distance from Whittenham Toll Bar ; and when 
he was out of work it was almost impossible to 
make both ends meet in the tiny cottage. The 
old grandmother ate as little as any bird, but 
the growing lad was not so easily satisfied, and 
to do him justice it troubled him as much to see 
her stint herself for his sake as to have to go 
short himself. To my knowledge they had a 
friendly dispute once as to whether the little 
store in the old teapot should buy him a suit or 
her a gown, and when they could not agree he 
suggested that they should toss for it—heads a 
gown, tails a suit. Tails came uppermost, but 
the lad smuggled away the coin before, as he 
thought, his grandmother had had time to see 
it.

“There! you’ll be like to have your gown 
now,” he’said gruffly. “So let’s ha’ no more 
words about it.”
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So Frank was away at work, trying to earn 
enough to come by a new suit before winter, 
one still dark autumn day just after fair time.

There had been a good deal of traffic on the 
road all day, late stragglers, both man and 
beast, returning from the fair, but now at four 
o’clock there was no likelihood of any one pass
ing, no sound of wheels from any quarter, Mrs. 
Bennett looked forward with satisfaction to 
closing her door and sitting down undisturbed 
to her cup of tea.

But just as the kettle boiled there came a tap 
at the door, and before she could get to it, it 
was opened and a man’s face was thrust in.

“ We’re two poor chaps out o’ work, missus,” 
said a rough voice. “ Can you bestow a trifle 
on us ? ”

No one but Mrs. Bennett herself knew how 
often she had responded to such an appeal.

This time, however, she must needs say 
No ; for a very sufficient reason.
She had a pinch of tea and 
some sugar, and bread enough 
to provide her a sparrow’s meal 
for that night and the next 
morning, and beyond that she 
had nothing.

She was not anxious about 
herself. If Frank came back 
that night he would probably 
bring something with him, and 
if not, she had a friend two 
miles off who would lend 
her a few pence to go on 
with till the lad did come.

But she felt a little 
uneasy as the tramp pushed 
the door wide open and 
lingered on the threshold, 
his comrade looking 
gloomily over his shoulder.

There was money in this 
little house that looked so 
bare; and Mrs. Bennett 
never forgot it for long to
gether. Her happiest 
times were when the col
lector had just been his 
rounds, and the little 
leather bag at the back 
of the old locked desk was 
empty.

It was full now, for it 
was nearly time for him 
to come again, and the 
unusual amount of traffic 
on the roads had brought 
in an extra influx of six

pences. To Mrs. Bennett it seemed a vast sum 
for which she was responsible, and she won
dered anxiously whether these men had heard 
of it. Were they looking round to see where 
it might be kept ? Could she do anything if 
they should try to break open the desk, and 
make off" with the bag ?

The frail little old body had serious thoughts 
of what might be done with the poker and 
tongs, while the foremost man edged a little 
further into the room and talked on in a 
grumbling tone about his empty pockets, and 
the long way they had come that day, and she 
watched him with bright, terrified eyes, like 
those of a bird.

The tramp who was hindmost suddenly put 
out a hand and nudged his companion.

“ Hist! ” he said, and they listened, and Mrs.

BARKING WHEN HE ATTEMPTED TO MOVE."
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Bennett listened too. A trap was coming 
swiftly along the road; and never did the old 
woman think to be so grateful to hear that well- 
known sound.

Her unwelcome visitors muttered something, 
and slouched out of the little kitchen, and a 
moment afterwards, when she went to the door 
to demand payment from the driver of the 
vehicle, she could see them trudging on 
down the road, as though they had no thought 
of coming back, or even of looking behind 
them.

If the driver had been known to her she 
would have told him of her fright, for Mrs. 
Bennett led so lonely a life that she was glad of 
chance bits of talk and sympathy.
But he was a stranger, and she 
took his sixpence with no more 
than her quaint little bob-courtsy 
and “ Good-night to you, sir,” and 
so went back to make her tea
and calm her nerves with a 
cup of pale straw-coloured 
liquid.

She was just lifting the 
cup to her lips when 
again there came a knock 
on the closed door, not 
like a tap with hand or 
stick, but a dull bang low 
down upon the panel.

It made her start; but “ 
when after a moment it 
came again she sum
moned up courage to step 
softly to the door. She 
could peep through the 
key-hole, she thought, and 
if it was those men again 
she would lock the door.

The narrow view
through the key-hole only showed her what 
surprised and puzzled her so much that she 
forgot her fear in curiosity, and flung open the 
door. There on the threshold stood a large, 
magnificent, black Newfoundland dog, his long 
thick coat covered with wet from the fine 
drizzling rain that had just set in.

He was panting, and his long red tongue 
hung out, while he looked at the old woman 
with eyes that plainly asked for something.

Mrs. Bennett knew very little of dogs, but she 
was not afraid of them.

“ The poor thing belongs yon’ trap,” she 
said to herself, “ and its got left behind. It’s 
dry, I shouldn’t wonder, and thought it could 
get a sup to drink here.”

“ Dry ” the creature certainly was not, ozdside;

“ FLUNG THE BAG DOWN THE WELL,

but Mrs. Bennett knew what she meant. She 
poured a liberal supply of water into a brown 
basin—though she had to fetch from half a mile 
away every drop that she used—and set it 
before her strange visitor. The dog drank 
eagerly, then made a few steps forward, and lay 
down upon the floor with a dignified sort of flop, 
slightly wagging his huge tail.

“ Nay, my fine chap, this ’ll not do ! ” said 
Mrs. Bennett, in an argumentative tone. “ See 
you, be off after your master! Hi then! 
Good dog! That’s the way he’s gone.”

She pointed down the road, where the trap 
had passed, and flapped her apron excitedly, 
while the great creature yawned, showing a 

cavernous mouth and 
splendid white teeth, as 
though she bored him by 
talking nonsense.

The old woman stepped 
briskly out into the fast 
deepening twilight and 
called the dog, feeling a 
great inclination to ask 
him to tell her his name, 
he looked so much as 
though he could speak if 
he would. He came 
slowly out to her, but 
when she waved and 
pointed down the road, 
he simply looked at her 
inquiringly ; and when at 
last she gave it up and 
after closing the gate for 
the night, tried to slip in 
and leave him outside, he 
was too quick for her.

Put him out by force 
she could not, he was far 
heavier than the little old

body, even it he was too magnanimous to use 
his teeth in resistance.

“ Well! ” she said, with her usual cheery 
resignation, “ I suppose if you’re bound to stop 
you will stop. But you’ve come to the wrong 
place if you want any supper, my lad ! ’’

Even as she spoke she could not resist break
ing off a crust from the scanty portion that was 
to be her next day’s breakfast, and offering it 
to her guest.

He accepted it in a friendly spirit, but ate it 
with a leisurely dignity that set her mind at 
rest about him, since it was plain he was not 
very hungry.

He did her the honour to make himself quite 
at home upon the hearth, stretching out his 
long black legs and sleeping profoundly, though
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he now and then opened one eye and looked at 
her. Once he started up and walked to the 
door and stood there a moment as if listening. 
But Mrs. Bennett could hear nothing, as she sat 
by the fire with her knitting: and after a 
moment her visitor came quietly back and lay 
down again at her feet.

At nine o’clock the old woman locked her 
door and went to bed. It was not once a year 
that any vehicle passed so late, and if one did 
she could hear it well enough in her little room 
just above the gate : and she slept lightly, as 
the old often do.

She said her prayers, and before the old 
eight-day clock down-stairs had struck ten she 
was quietly sleeping.

It must have been about two hours after
wards when Mrs. Bennett woke with a start.

She had been dreaming that it thundered, and 
for a moment after she was awake, she thought 
so still. Then with a thrill of terror 6he wondered 
what on earth could be going on in the room 
below, from which only the thin boards of the 
flooring separated her.

The quiet visitor of the evening before was 
anything but quiet now ; he was growling like 
an angry lion, while every moment or two a 
deep-mouthed bark seemed to shake the little 
house from roof-tree to foundation.

Mingled with these deeper notes was the 
sound of a human voice, sometimes rising 
almost to a shout, then suddenly dropping again 
to a murmur.

The old woman had started out of bed at the 
first alarm, and was hurrying on a shawl and 
petticoat with trembling fingers.

She had plenty of spirit, though she was so 
small and old, but indeed it needed all her 
courage to creep down the steep, narrow stair
case that led to the scene of action, and the 
candle that she had hastily lighted shook in her 
hand.

The window was open, and her few “ tree- 
pots ” were gone from the sill. On the floor 
below the window lay a man, that is to say, his 
head and body were on the floor, face downwards, 
and his legs were still resting on the little table 
just under the window. He looked as though 
the moment his head and shoulders were 
through the opening, he had been seized and 
dragged so far by the scruff of his neck, which 
was just the case.

With feet firmly planted upon his neck stood 
the big dog, barking when he attempted to 
move, growling threateningly when he ventured 
to speak ; while the man alternately shrieked 
to his comrade, whom he imagined to be still at 
the window, to come and help him, and dropped

his voice in terror as he imagined those terrible 
white teeth fastening themselves upon him from 
behind.

In spite of his position he could see the 
gleam of the candle as the old woman opened 
the staircase door, and he began to appeal to 
her in a more moderate though agonized tone.

“ 1 say 1 missus call off your dog 1 There’ll 
be murder done if you don’t.”

“ I can’t 1 ” said Mrs. Bennett, shortly. “ I 
don t know his .name.”

“For’eaven’s sake call him off! He’s going 
to kill me 1 I’ve done no harm. I’ll go right 
away this instant if you’ll let me get up, I swear 
I will.”

“ You’re welcome to go,” said Mrs. Bennett, 
who was recovering from her terror, and 
beginning almost to enjoy the scene, with a 
touch of grim humour; “ but you’ll have to 
make him understand that, and so I’m telling 
you.”

The man but halt understood, and took this 
for leave to get up. But as he drew down his 
legs from their uncomfortable position, and 
turned over on his side, the big dog pounced 
on him like a terrier on a rat, and shook him, 
not biting him severely, but letting him feel a 
sharp pinch.

He yelled with fresh terror, and then lay still, 
hardly daring to move an eyelid, but pouring 
out entreaties and protestations half under his 
breath.

“ It’s no use, I tell you,” repeated the old 
woman, “ I don’t know so much as his name, 
and it’s not likely he’ll heed me. You bide 
still if you don’t want him to kill you, and I’ll 
see what’s to be done.”

In spite of her powerful ally, Mrs. Bennett’s 
position was not a comfortable one. The other 
man might come back, or the dog might get 
tired of standing on guard, and let this one 
get the better of him. Whatever he might say 
now, the old woman felt that he was angry 
enough to murder her if he got the chance. At 
all events there was the money, of which she 
was bound to take care even more than of self.

“ You bide still,” she repeated, “ and I’ll go 
and get somebody to come to us.”

“ Are you going to leave me to be killed ? ” 
cried the man with an oath, which was drowned 
in an angry growl, as if the dog understood him 
and disapproved of bad language.

“ You’ll be like to take your chance,” she 
answered grimly. “ If I can I’ll get him out
side and lock the door, and then he’ll not harm 
you unless you try getting out of the window. 
If I stay here, I can’t prevent him doing as he’s 
a mind.”
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She reached her gown and thick shawl and 
cotton bonnet, and drew her cloth boots over 
her bare feet. Then she went to the desk and 
took out the money-bag, and opening the door 
called to the dog to follow her. He looked at her 
■with his head on one side, but did not stir, 
and at last she was obliged to leave him where 
he was.

The night seemed terribly dark when she got 
outside, and the old woman stood still a moment 
to let her eyes get used to it.

First she must get rid of the money, for the 
other tramp might be close by, or the first 
might get free. Then she must make the best 
of her way to the nearest neighbours, and 
knock them up to come to her help.

Close by the cottage door was the well, fifteen 
feet deep or so, with its mouth covered with a 
square little erection in which hung the bucket. 
Mrs. Bennett stepped towards it—her feet 
knew the way even in the dark—and boldly 
flung the bag down the well.

“ I knowed them rascals couldn’t get at it 
there,” she said with a chuckle, as she told me 
the story long afterwards. “ They durstn’t 
have tried. But please the Lord to bring us 
safe through that night, I knowed Frank’d 
make nothing of fetching it up, for there’s not 
oft more than a yard of water in the bottom.”

To the plucky old -woman the main excite
ment of the event was over when she had 
secured the money for which she was responsi
ble ; but she was still so far “exalted” that 
she stepped out upon her dark, lonely walk in 
the middle of the night with but little doubt or 
nervousness.

All the same, it was just as well that she did 
not see a dark figure coming up the road till it 
ran almost into her arms, and an astonished ex
clamation told her that it was her grandson, 
Frank.

“ Eh, lad, whatever are you doing out at this 
time o’ night ? ” she asked severely.

“ Going home ! But,—come to that—what 
are you doing, grannie ? ”

It did not take her long to tell him, nor did 
it take his active young legs long to race down 
the hill to the nearest homestead. He was 
back with her in a few minutes, and the neigh
bour and his sons followed very shortly.

At the little toll-bar house they found 
matters much as they had been half-an-hour 
before. The man on the floor had not dared to 
move, and his comrade wTas nowhere to be 
seen.

Whether or not the great dog understood 
that his guard was now relieved, he acted as 
though he did, and allowed them to take his

prisoner, tie his hands, and prepare to lead him 
away.

The little houseplace was tolerably full with 
six people in it, and the wise creature put him
self safely away under the dresser, where he 
couched and listened with solemn, sagacious 
face to all the praises of his conduct and won- 
derings over his opportune appearance.

There he was lying still when the neighbour 
and his sons walked off their captive to hand 
him over to the village policeman, and Mrs. 
Bennett was persuaded to go and lie down till 
morning, Frank undertaking to sit up and 
watch in case the other tramp should return.

But there he was not when the old woman 
came down at seven o’clock and awakened the 
lad from the sound sleep into which he had 
fallen. The door, which they both believed to 
have been latched, was ajar, and the black 
Newfoundland was gone. And from that day 
to this no one near Whittenham Toll Bar hasi 
ever heard or seen anything of him.

“ I suppose he belonged to the person driving 
that trap, and went after his master in the 
morning,” I said, when Mrs. Bennett had. 
finished telling me how the money was fished 
up out of the well, and how the road surveyor 
had made her a handsome present, “ which he’d 
no call to do.”

She looked very grave,
“ He went back where he came from, I 

don’t doubt! ” she said mysteriously.
“ And where do you think he came from ? ”
“Well! I’ve my own thoughts about it. I. 

don’t talk about ’em often, because there’s some 
as would laugh. I don't believe it was a dog at all! 
Why the Lord’s angel should look like a great 
black dog passes me to think—but there!— 
it’s my belief the good Lord just thought, 
and sent him to help me.”

I smiled a little, though I did not let Mrs. 
Bennett see me smile. It still seemed to me 
that the driver of that dog-cart could have told 
us more than anyone else about the matter.

But as I went home it occurred to me that 
she was more right than I, after all.

Had not God made the great, wise brute, and 
filled his doggish heart full of courage and ■, 
faithfulness, and sent him to help a weak, lonely 
old woman ? And had not he a right to be 
called God’s angel—God’s messenger—as well 
as another ? As George Macdonald once said, 
this errand needed no seraph with a fiery 
sword, one of His four-footed messengers would 
do as well.

And with that I smiled no more at Mrs. 
Bennett’s simplicity, but fell a-wondering how 
many of God’s angels had come to me unknown.
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Biscuits.

BISCUITS are as a rule more easily digestible 
than bread. They are baked sharper, 

and the portions are more brittle. More of the 
starch in the grain is converted into sugar. 
Bread toasted partakes somewhat of the same 
nature. Toasted bread is, therefore, more 
easily digestible than untoasted bread. The 
adulteration in biscuits is not carried on to any 
great extent, and then it is in the form of 
flour from different grains to that of wheat.

Cakes,
Like biscuits, if these are made by the 

large firms, adulterations need not be feared. 
Unlike biscuits, cakes are not so easily 
digested as bread. The chief adulterations 
consist in various “ stuffs ’’ put in to render 
them light, instead of using good eggs for this 
purpose. We say good eggs, because when old, 
“tasty" eggs are employed it is adulteration. 
Colouring substances are also employed to give 
them a rich appearance to deceive the customer. 
Currants and fruit are frequently used in their 
unwashed condition, conveying into the sub
stance of the cake, grit and dirt, which so often 
annoys by crushing against the teeth. Colour
ing substances and dirt are forms of adulteration 
easily detected, neither are nice, although the 
colour is harmless. Some years ago coloured 
salts of lead were employed, and often detected 
in bought cakes and confectionery. These, 
however, are now very rarely used.

Cocoa.
This is becoming a favourite beverage, and 

justly so. As a rule it is exceedingly'well pre

pared by our large manufacturers. Like coffee 
and tea, cocoa contains an active principle, viz.,

“ theobromine,” but, unlike theine, it does not 
crystallize. After roasting the nuts are stripped 
of their shells and crushed. Then they form 
cocoa nibs. Sometimes these are adulterated 
with chicory, which can be detected in much the 
same way as we mentioned when speaking of 
coffee. The essence consists of cocoa-nut 
from which a large portion of the fat has been 
squeezed out, when the nut is warm, crushed 
into a fine powder, and is, perhaps, the best 
way of taking this form of beverage. It is some
times adulterated by putting in starch that 
does not come from cocoa at all, and crushing 
up some of the shell, which ought to have been 
removed. These adulterations are best detected 
by using the microscope. The form of cocoa 
starch differs from any of the other forms that 
we have mentioned, as may be seen in reference 
to the figure.

THIN late-sown turnips to one foot apart.
Keep a loose surface among growing crops 

everywhere. This will check weeds which 
spring up during showery weather. Spinach is 
not often transplanted, but it succeeds very 
well if carefully done. Trim off the old leaves 
of parsley to give encouragement to new growth 
for winter use. If no special provision has 
been made for a winter supply under cover 
strong plants may be lifted, the large leaves cut 
off, and the roots carefully planted in a frame 
or on a warm border, where covers can be used. 
Continue to plant out lettuce, endives, and 
sow radishes and small salads in succession.

Vacant land may be trenched up now and 
left rough for the winter. Take up late potatoes 
as soon as the haulm dies down.

Prick off cauliflowers sown last month as 
soon as they are large enough. Dust soot or 
lime among them to keep slugs and snails at 
bay. Dust a little soot or lime along the rows 
of celery just previous to earthing up to keep 
off slugs and snails.

To make Leaf-Manure.—Collect the fallen 
leaves and place in a heap in any out-of-the- 
way and rather damp spot, and let them remain 
undisturbed until they become sufficiently de
cayed. It is better not to bury them, and any 
attempt to hasten the process will prove futile.
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By the Rev. Theodore Wood, F.E.S.

I.—The Cockroach.

IGNORANCE is a fruitful source of dislike.
We take objection to people, very often 

indeed, simply because we do not know them. 
As we become better acquainted with them the 
aversion wears off; and at last, perhaps, we 
become great friends with them, and wonder 
how we could ever have thought them so un
pleasant and disagreeable.

Now it is very much the same with those 
which we may term Indoor Insects. Cock
roaches, crickets, blue-bottle flies, and others 
which get into our houses, are nearly 
always looked upon as troublesome pests, with 
nothing to be said in their favour. We dislike 
them so greatly because we know little or 
nothing about them. I do not say that if we 
knew them better we should become very fond 
of them : but I do think that the more we 
understand them the more we find in them to 
take interest in, to wonder at, and even to 
admire.

So in this and succeeding papers I am going 
to talk about some of the common inkects 
which we find everywhere in our houses. And 
our subject this month shall be that only too 
plentiful insect, tbe Cockroach.

Why will people call it the “ black-beetle ’’ ? 
In the first place, it is not black at all, but a 
rich reddish-brown, which becomes paler on 
the lower parts of the body. Sometimes, even, 
it is white. Constantly in the newspapers I see 
the statement that in such a place “ a white 
black-beetle ” has been found, and the insect is 
always looked upon as a great curiosity. But 
it is not really a curiosity at all. Every cock
roach i*s white several times in its life; for 
each time that it changes its skin (which it 
does four or five times as a grub, once when it 
becomes a pupa, or chrysalis, and once again 
when it becomes a perfect insect), it takes some 
hours or days to regain its former colouring. 
Its rich red-brown colour comes by degrees. 
When we take a horse-chestnut out of its shell

it is white. Exposure to the light causes it to 
turn brown ; in patches first, and then all over. 
It is said to be the same with negro babies, 
which are nearly white when first born, and 
become darker day by day, until they are as 
black as their parents. And so it is with the 
cockroach, which is almost pure white after 
every change of skin, and then slowly darkens 
until the red-brown hue is gained.

Other insects do the same. Out of curiosity 
I once kept a black beetle—a real black beetle 
—in a glass-covered box, to see how long it 
would take to turn black after coming out of 
the chrysalis. The process occupied five days, 
and I do not doubt would have taken longer 
still if I had kept the box in a dark place, so 
that the action of the daylight should have 
been prevented.

1 n the second place, our cockroach is not a 
beetle. Beetles have hard, horny wing-cases ; 
but cockroaches have soft, leathery Gnes. 
Beetles fold their wings crosswise; cockroaches 
fold them longwise only. The chrysalides of 
beetles are quite helpless, and can neither 
move nor eat; those of cockroaches are very 
active, and run about, and have as good 
appetites as the grubs, or the perfect insects. 
Clearly, then, a cockroach cannot be a beetle; 
and it is, in point of fact, a kind of first cousin 
to the grasshoppers and the crickets, which are 
not very much like it in general appearance, 
but yet resemble it very closely in the structure 
of their wings and wing-cases.

Now let us suppose for a moment that we 
are in a kitchen by night, and that we have 
lighted a candle, or turned on the gas. The 
floor, and walls, and furniture are covered with 
cockroaches, which are running about in all 
directions to escape from the hated light. We 
look at them closely, and at once see that they 
are not all alike. Some are very much smaller 
than others. These are the grubs, correspond
ing to the maggots of flies and the caterpillars 
of butterflies and moths. Six legs they have— 
no insect ever has more—two. short, slender 
horns on their heads, and two tiny projections 
from their tails. And the upper part of their 
bodies is perfectly bare.

Some are much larger and broader, with tiny 
wing-cases, so small as scarcely to be noticed. 
These are the female perfect insects. They 
cannot fly, but can run about with very great 
rapidity, backwards as well as forwards, so that 
to catch them, when alarmed, is not at all easy. 
They can also climb very well, and are fre
quently found at the top of curtains, etc., ten 
or twelve feet from the ground.

Others still are more slender and graceful
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than the females, although rather less in size, 
and have their backs completely covered by 
large wings and wing-cases. These are the 
perfect males, which can fly very well indeed, 
and often do so at night. If we were to capture 
one and examine his wing-cases, we should 
find that they are most delicately and beauti
fully formed, the membrane of which they are 
composed being stretched upon a perfect net
work of strong but slender ribs, which form a 
raised pattern of the most exquisite character. 
The wings themselves, which are more simple, 

Hie underneath these, and so are protected from 
injury when not in use.

Many insects lajr their eggs in very remark
able ways. The gnat, for instance, fastens 
them together into a kind of boat and sets them 
afloat on the water. The swift moth drops 
them here and there among the grass as she 
flies along. The lacewing fly fixes them to the 
ends of long footstalks which she makes out of 
a kind of natural gum. The ichneumon fly 
places them one by one in holes, which she 
bores for that purpose in the backs of living 
caterpillars. But the cockroach lays her eggs 
in a more singular manner than any of these, 
for she encloses them in a small brown case 
about one-third of an inch long, and neatly 
polished and rounded. This case reminds one 
very much of a tiny purse, and the resemblance 
is still further increased by the fact that on one 
side it has a kind of clasp, which is edged with 
a row of very minute teeth. In this case six
teen eggs are arranged, in two rows, one above 
the other, of eight each. Every egg is enclosed 
in a separate membrane, and has one of its 
ends directed towards the clasp, which is so 
formed that it readily opens upon pressure 
from within. The mother cockroach carries 
this curious egg-case about with her for several 
days, and at last hides it carefully away in some 
dark corner where she thinks that it is not 
likely to be discovered. After a few days six
teen little cockroaches hatch out, push their 
way through the clasp-like edging of their case, 
and so make their entrance into the world. 
The case, which is made of a very elastic 
material, closes behind them, the tiny teeth on 
the clasp interlock, and to all appearance the 
egg-purse is exactly the same as when the six
teen little grubs were lying curled up within.

One reason why cockroaches are so much 
disliked is their very unpleasant odour, which 
hangs about the cupboards where they live, 
and is sometimes sufficiently strong even to 
taint articles of food. They share this with a 
number of other insects. Ladybirds have it; 
we read of rooms being rendered almost unin

habitable when these insects have entered it in 
large numbers. Oil-beetles have it; rove-beetles, 
or cocktails, have it. But in the cockroach, 
perhaps, it is most offensive of all. It proceeds 
from a dark brown fluid which the insect can 
pour out of its mouth at will. If a cockroach 
is handled, it always tries to discharge a drop 
of this fluid upon the fingers of its captor. And, 
if it should succeed, the liquid leaves a dark 
stain behind it, while the disagreeable odour 
can scarcely be removed even by careful and 
repeated washing.

What do cockroaches eat ? What rather do 
they not eat ? All things eatable are greedily 
devoured by them, together with a great number 
of things that would not seem eatable at all. 
Provisions of all kinds, clothing, linen, even the 
leather of boots and shoes—nothing seems 
to come amiss to their voracious appetites. 
And they never seem to know what will agree 
with them and what will not. Cucumber peel, 
for instance, is a deadly poison to them; yet 
they readily eat it. If a few strips be scattered 
about in a room which they infest, next morning 
the floor will be strewn with the dead and 
dying. A naval doctor, too, tells us that on one 
occasion he made a number of pills, which 
were all eaten by cockroaches during the night, 
although of so powerful a character as to kill 
the insects almost on the spot. They seem, 
indeed, to have little or no sense of taste, and 
to be quite ready to swallow anything which 
their powerful jaws can nibble.

I wish that I could tell you something about 
the different organs of the cockroach—some
thing, for example, about its eyes, its horns, its 
manner of breathing, or its wonderful gizzard, 
with the great, powerful teeth that grind up 
the food before it passes into the stomach—but 
space will not allow me. I must content my
self with saying that in the structure of this one 
insect there is sufficient to keep a naturalist 
busy for many a long day, and to fill him with 
admiration at the mysteries and marvels of 
Creation. And there is enough of interest even 
in its life and habits to make us all feel that 
even a despised and detested insect may have 
a great deal to teach us, and help to open our 
eyes to the endless wonders around us.

When the Rev. Thos. Chamberlain, who 
laboured faithfully for fifty years at St. Thomas’ 
Church, Oxford, was asked “ Why do you put 
flowers on the altar in your church ? ” his 
simple reply was, “ Because Jesus loved them 
when He was on earth.”
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By Cecilia Selby Lowndes.

“ TVOSSIE,” called Uncle George up the 
nursery stairs.

“ I’m coming,” cried a glad young voice, as 
Dossie came bounding down in answer to the 
call.

“ Mother wants you.” Together they went 
to the conservatory, where Mrs. Lang stood 
with a kitten in her arms.

“ Oh, mother, where did you find Darkie ? ”
“ In here eating the fronds of my ferns.”
“You naughty puss. How could you be so 

wicked when I’ve told you lots of times not to 
go in there ? ”

“ And mother has told Dossie lots of times 
not to leave the conservatory door open. If it 
had been shut, Darkie would not have had the 
chance of getting into mischief.”

“ Would it not be fairer to Darkie to find 
out who left it open ? ” said Uncle George. 
“ Only the other day Dossie and I decided 
that there was nothing like fair play.”

“ I left it open—I think,” said Dossie, slowly, 
“ but I did not mean to.”

“ Perhaps Darkie did not mean to be naughty 
either when she eat my ferns. Still he must be 
punished to teach him that he was doing 
wrong.”

“ How ? ” asked the child.
“ Shut up in the lumber-room, while you—”
“ Don’t you think,” interposed Uncle George, 

“ that, in honour of my visit, one of the culprits 
might be forgiven ? ”

“ Very well, which is it to be ? ”
“ Dossie shall decide.”
Mrs. Lang put the kitten into the child’s arms, 

who took it in silence, her eyes fixed upon the 
ground. It was a very difficult thing to decide.

“ To lose the treat of Uncle George’s visit 
would be a dreadful disappointment to me,” 
thought Dossie, “though Darkie wouldn’t mind, 
and he does not hate the lumber-room so much 
as I do.” After a pause, she said in a low 
voice, “ I’ll take him up.”

Slowly Dossie went up the stairs, and the 
nearer she drew to the top the more her foot
steps lagged, for the child knew perfectly well 
that it'was she, not the kitten, who was most 
to blame.

The lumber-room was a dreary, uncomfort
able place in which to spend a bright spring 
afternoon, Dossie thought, as she glanced round 
it; then putting down the kitten she hurried 
from the room, and did not forget to shut the 
door this time.

Once outside Dossie stood still, the struggle 
in her heart not yet ended.

“ I wish Uncle George hadn't made me 
choose, it was horrid of him! ” Then the 
dinner-bell rang and, in obedience to its sum
mons, she ran downstairs, trying to comfort 
herself with the thought that “ Darkie didn’t 
mind being shut up.”

Dossie was very quiet during dinner, for she 
did not feel at all happy or comfortable, and 
when it was ended, while mother and uncle 
were talking, she slipped away and ran up to- 
the lumber-room. Holding the door wide open, 
she said, “You needn’t stop here, Darkie—I 
must, ’cause I was most naughty.”

Dossie had not been able to forget what 
Uncle George had said about “ fair play.” She 
knew, also, to what he referred : the last time 
her cousin Fred had spent the day with her, 
the children had quarrelled and uncle George 
had been asked to settle the matter in dispute 
after doing which he said, “ Remember that 
‘Fair play is a jewel.”’ Both had said they 
would, adding, “ Its mean and horrid to be 
unfair.”

“ I’ve been that,” said Dossie, mournfully,_ 
to the kitten, who, instead of running out at 
the open door, had jumped on the little girl’s 
lap and nestled in her arms as she sat down 
on a box in the middle of the room.

Here Uncle George found her later, when 
he brought mother’s forgiveness to both little 
culprits.

“ I came ’cause it was not fair to punish 
Darkie when I was most naughty ; I did tell 
him not to stop, but he would, ’cause he is 
fond of his little mistress.” As they passed the 
nursery door together, on their way downstairs, 
Dossie exclaimed, “ I want to ask nurse some
thing, do wait for me.”

Very soon Dossie came back, shaking her 
head dolefully. “ She won’t let me.”

“Won’t let you do what?” asked Uncle 
George.

“ Let Darkie wear my brooch in his ribbon ; 
it’s got a jewel in it, and I would be able to 
remember about fair play then, because you 
said it was a jewel.”

“ I expect Darkie would soon lose your 
brooch, and then you would be sorry.

“ Yes, I would.”
“ Where I should like to see Dossie wear the 

jewel of fair play and justice is in her heart, 
then it would be safe and always ready for use.”

He that judgeth of all things as they are, and 
not as they are said or thought to be, is truly 
wise and taught rather by God than man.
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The effect of the Law, standing alone, is to 
-crush the spirit of man, to make him reckless, 
to drive him to desperation. But the effect of 
the Gospel is to infuse life into the human soul, 
to raise us up, and stimulate us to the imitation 
of God Himself.

Faith, obedience, love—these three are the 
threefold duties of man in response to the good
ness, justice, and power of God that have all 
along been making themselves manifest, but 
reached their highest and fullest revelation in 
the life and work of Jesus Christ.

Let us pray when we linger near His Holy

Table, with genuine conviction of our sins of 
omission, for forgiveness of this great disobedi
ence ; let us cry, for others and ourselves, for 
rescue from the leprosy of Eucharistic thank
lessness, “ Jesus, Master, have mercy on us ! ’’

A quiet determination to seek God first sheds 
peace and calm over what would otherwise be a 
troubled life. There are thousands and tens of 
thousands of such peaceful souls, who, whether 
they know it or not, bear witness to the truth of 
their Saviour’s promise.

There is no single business or calling in life, 
in itself honest and lawful, and necessary for 
the good of ourselves and our fellow-creatures, 
which cannot be innocently and righteously, and 
at the same time profitably, followed ; and there 
is only one course to be adopted by Christians 
with regard to an occupation of which so much 
cannot be said.
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There is a sure blessing in having Christ and 
the Spirit of Christ as the link between our
selves and those who are nearest and dearest to 
us. For that link stands the shrewd pull of 
death itself. That link holds when the body 
fall to pieces. That is the eternal bond of union 
between souls.

Angel-guards surround us; they bear up 
our steps, lest we should stumble ; they keep off 
the spirits of evil. What higher aspiration can 
any one of us reach forward to than to be, amid 
like scenes of misery and suffering and conflict, 
a “ ministering angel,” after their example ?

[ Morning Lessons. Evening Lessons.

1 F 12 Sunday aft. i Kings 221 Cor. 11 v. 2 Kings 2 to Mark 5 tr.
Trinity to v. 41 17 tr. 16; or 21

4 v. 8 to 38
8 P 13 Sunday aft. 2 Kings 5 1 Cor. iG 2 Kings 6 to Mark 9 v. 2

Tr nay
■ Nat. of the
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To thoughtful people the recent events in the 
far East have wonderful significance. A writer 
in Church at Home and Abroad has well put the 
situation thus :—“ There is a purpose in it all, 
which God will reveal in His time. Already the 
national, military, and social aspects of the far 
East have been for ever changed. National 
character and standing have been revealed ; 
significant lessons have been taught; pride, 
prejudice and ignorance have been rudely 
shaken; the modern era has been hastened; 
closed doors have been opened; the ‘ cycles 
of Cathay,’ which have dragged on slow length 
with weary dulness, have been wonderfully 
shortened, and the years 1894-5 will have a mar
vellous influence in opening the far East for the 
entrance of modern forces in the interests of 
Christianity and civilization.”

IX.
S. tllbsn. (a.d. 304.)

By the Rev. Montague Fowler {Chaplain to 
the Archbishop of Canterbury).

THE martyrs, whose lives and noble deaths 
we have briefly commemorated in the 

preceding papers, belonged to various nation
alities, and suffered in different countries; 
while S. Alban has been venerated by the 
Church as the first of the British Christians 
to suffer martyrdom.

We have no certain information in regard to 
the introduction of the faith into Britain; but 
we have sufficient evidence to show, with some 
degree of certainty, that the Gospel had been 
preached here as early as the middle of 
the second century. The Church in 
this country must have been established 
for a considerable* period before the be
ginning of the fourth century, because we 
have records which tell us that three British 
bishops attended the Council of Arles in 314 a.d., 
and this would hardly have been possible unless 
a well-organized branch of the Church had 
been in existence.

The story of S. Alban, whose martyrdom 
took place some years before the Council of 
Arles, is told by Bede in his ecclesiastical 
history. We know nothing of the early life of 
the saint; but when we first hear of him he is 
still a pagan. A cruel persecution had broken 
out against the Christians, under the Roman 
emperor Diocletian. A certain clergyman, 
named Amphibalus, who had been singled out
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for attack, endeavoured to escape, and Alban, 
being a just and kind-hearted man, invited the 
fugitive to his house, and gave him food and 
shelter. He was much impressed by the devo
tion and earnestness of his guest, and more 
particularly by the long hours which he daily 
spent in private prayer. A friendly intercourse 
sprang up between the two, and, after a short 
interval, during which he had sought and 
received instruction in the Christian faith, 
Alban was baptised and received into the 
Church. At length the heathen ruler was in
formed of the hiding-place of the man whom he 
had endeavoured to capture, and he sent some 
soldiers to make a strict search. Alban 
immediately presented himself to the soldiers 
instead of his guest and teacher, wearing the 
clerical garb. He had, as was so frequently 
done in such cases, exchanged clothes with his 
friend for the purpose of deceiving the soldiers,

-and so giving him time for escape. He was 
immediately brought before the judge, who 
happened at the time to be standing at the 
altar, and offering a sacrifice to devils, and who 
thus addressed him : “ Because you have
chosen to conceal a rebellious and sacrilegious 
person, rather than deliver him up to the 
soldiers, that his contempt of the gods might 
meet with the penalty due to such blasphemy, 
you shall undergo all the punishment that was 
due to him if you abandon the worship of our 
religion.” S. Alban unhesitatingly declared 
himself a Christian, and refused to obey the 
command.

The judge was exceedingly angry at the pre
sumption of the Saint in rebuking him for his 
false worship, and ordered that he should be 
scourged. This cruel punishment was inflicted, 
but was unable to daunt the courage of the 
disciple, who endured it joyfully for the sake of 
his Lord. When the judge perceived that he 
was not to be overcome by tortures, or with
drawn from the exercise of the Christian 
religion, he ordered him to be put to death. 
He was led through the gate of Verulamium, 
his native town, to the river, where a large con
course of people had assembled, to encourage 
him and do him honour. From thence he pro
ceeded up a hill, called Holmhurst, on the 
summit of which he was beheaded. The his
torian relates how the executioner, “ who gave 
the wicked stroke,” lost his sight. The next 
martyr who suffered at the same time, was the 
man who had been orginally ordered to put S. 
Alban to death, but who, converted to the faith 
by what he had seen, cast his sword to the 
ground, and fell at the saint’s feet, praying that 
he might rather suffer with or, if possible,

instead of the martyr whom he was commanded 
to execute.

The judge, overcome by the patience and 
fortitude of those who, having embraced the 
true faith, were incapable of being swerved 
from what they believed to be their duty, 
issued an order that the persecution was im
mediately to cease.

The city of Verulam, or Verulamium, near 
to which the saint suffered, contained at that 
date a very beautiful church. Some four 
hundred years later, Offa, King of the Mercians, 
in 793 a.d., founded a magnificent monastery 
in that place, and dedicated it to the martyr, 
securing for it exceptional privileges. The 
town which soon sprang up around it was 
called St. Albans. In the reign of Henry VIII. 
the monastery shared the fate of so many 
similar institutions ; but the townspeople pur
chased the church for ^"400, and preserved it 
from ruin. It has within recent years been 
splendidly restored.

During the same persecution, amongst many 
others, two citizens of Chester were put to death 
with the sword. The following is the descrip
tion of their martyrdom, given by Giraldus 
Cambrensis. “ Julius and Aaron, after suffer
ing for the faith, were buried in the City of 
Caerleon, and had each a church dedicated to 
him. After S. Alban and Amphibalus, they 
were esteemed the first martyrs of Britain. In 
ancient times there were three fine churches in 
this city, one dedicated to Julius, graced with a 
choir of nuns ; another to Aaron his companion, 
ennobled with an order of canons: and a third 
distinguished as the metropolitan see of Wales.”

Venantius Fortunatus, who wrote a.d. 560, 
in recounting the praises of the blessed martyrs 
that came to the Lord from all parts of the 
world, says:

“ In Britain’s isle was holy Alban born.”
We may learn from this story of S. Alban 

the lesson which is taught us with such force 
by the example and teaching of our Blessed 
Lord, that we must ever be ready, even at the 
risk of life itself, to succour and to protect those 
who are persecuted for righteousness’ sake.

Giving Castor Oil to Children is often a 
serious proceeding in view of the fuss the 
little ones are apt to make over the dose. 
A French plan, which seems excellent, is to 
put the oil into a pan over a moderate fire, 
and to break an egg into it, stirring the mixture 
up. Flavoured with a little salt, the valuable 
but disagreeable-tasting oil can be swallowed 
with ease and comfort to all concerned.


