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THE EXPERIENCES OF A CHURCH
PLATE.

BY THE REV. P. B. POWER, M.A*

il

OR thoroughly cnjoyalle and artistic humour, commend
F us to Mr. Power. e is one of the raciest writers we
kmow. 7The pamphlet of which we intend to give the sub-
stance is a very good specimen of Mr. Power's style, and we
would gladly give it in full, but space will not permit.

The Church Plate is supposed to bewriting its autubiography,
and introduces us to a wealthy merchant, Mr. Oilstone, who
readily gives £300 for a silver statuette, but grudges
£3 10s. which his fair-baired daughter wishes him to expend
on the collecting-plate as a preseut to the church,

We are told how the plate is taken to the chuich, and put
into a green baize-box with several other platey, when an ima-
ginary conversation cusues, the vldest of tho plates saying : —
We never stir out of these green bags, except to make
collections at the church duus ;o still, we know every.ing
about the prople whe contribute; but we only know what
they give, but whul they vuyht to give; aud very olten why
they give. As svunas you emerge fiowm your bag on Sunday,
and are tahen into the church, you will see what at tiest ap-
pears a sunbeam here and thoe in the building; but, vn
looking more closely, you will discover that each beam takes
the appeatance of an angel. You will perceive that each
figure has a scioll in his hand and a pen; and a golden ivk-
horn at his girdle. Turther: you will vbseive that vne seems
atiached to each of certain seats; those are the seats in
which we plates are put, with the persuns who use us for col-
lecting ; and when the collection begins, you will see a bright
fiiure walk side by side with each cullector, and stand by
him at the door.  You also will have an ange«l attached to
you; and as each person passes oul, you wil observe the
figure at your side make an entry on thescroll ; and you will
feel a curious kind of pulsation puss all round you ; and with
it you will feel that you know all abuut the person that has
just given.: i .

The plate then gives its own opinion of the sermon, and
goes on {o say :—

Our collection was to be made at the door; and as soon as
over the sermon was ended, the churchwarden caught me up,
and moved thither with all speed. That churchaarden was
a shrewd man of basiness ; and I soon saw that he had goul
reason for making such haste, fur already half a-dozep people
had managed to slip off, without contributing anything to the

.. good cause. They werelust to me Leyoud any hupe of re-

“ covery 3 I wonder if they ever thought that they weveylosers
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themselves, They had escaped from mo, but had they
escaped from tho Iyoe which sees everyono ?

On reaching the door I found, according to the old plate's
words, that what had looked 8o liko a sunbeam was in roality
a figure, and that it now stood beside me. The pon was
dipped in_the golden inkhorn, the seroll was unvolled, and
the recording angel prepared to write.

They wero principally poor peoplo near the door, so I at,
lirst received very little.  Some rushed out rudely; a fow
gave penco and halfpence ; and one old man gavo a three.
penny-piece. Far the greatest number appeared to think thag
they had no concern with the collestion whatsoever, although
many of them were the parents of the children on whoso
behalf the sermon was preached.  Well, I thought to myself,
here's a strange thing—the mmster troubling humself a great
deal more about these people’s elnldren than they trouble
them themselves, Just to think how that good man has been
working for these’young oues, and their own parents don't
put a farthing on the plate ; and I lvoked at one side to seo
whether the sciibe that was attached to mie had taken any
uotice of the matter. Indeed he had. The names of all who
pagsed were written down, and there was sometbing put oppo-
tite the pavents’ names, that evidently meant something par-
ticular, It was just such a erooked kLind of mark as one would
make if ono had to describe an ungrateful person by a mark,
[ can’t tell what it was like in words, but it Jooked an ugly,
suspicious kind of thing, such as woull not bear favour i
heaven or ecarth.

Do not think, however, that all was dark. No, no ; there

wag a penny that wag saved during the week by blowing out
the candle, and rocking the baby by the light of the fow
embers on the hearth ; and, thero was another that camo
from overtime at work ; and another, that had been specially
carned for this occasion by making an extra cabbage-net.
And that threepenny-picee? I saw the figure by iny side look
hiard at the threadbare man that put it in; and the pen flew
rapidly over the seroll ; and 1 conld see that the wiiting was
more as if it had been writteu with a sunbeamn than anythin
clse.  Well it might ; for that threadbare man had pmche
himself hard to malke up that little coin; aud had offered it
before the throne in heaven, ere he cast it into the plate on
carth, The old man's granddaughter was at the school ; and
now that he was losing his sight, she read to him out of the
Bible—out of the Bible that she was taught at school ; and as
she read with the voice of her dend mother—the old man’s
only child—he thought the sweet words were whispered to
Lim from another world; and then he saw far, far away
beyond stars, and clouds, and all that meets the mortal eyc—
far, far away into the golden city where friends separate no
more —and how could he receive all this Llessing through the
schoul, and not give all he could to shew lhis gratitude in
deeds? But the pour people were scon gone. I osght to
have had at least sixty coins, for sixty of them passed me by:
Lut when the last went out, I had vnly collected one shilling
amd threepence ; and the threepenny-piece was a fifth of this
sum. . . . . . . .
I was next approached by a gentleman who Jovked com-
fortable, aud who was comfortable ; as far, at least, as Ius
body was concerned. I expected a sovereign from him. If
the churchwarden had not held me so tigl:t‘i‘y i his hand, 1
almost felt as though I should have gune half-way to meet
him. He was a man right well to do; he had no family to
support ; he had more than he knew what to do with.
He ‘approached me; he put out his hand, and dropped
a shilling into my lap. I heard the churchwarden
mutter in the very immost recesses of his heart, *¢ Seltish
man; and youwll go home, and drink a seven-and-
s.xpenny bottle of port at your divner; “one shilling* ovly to
help to bring up all these poor children ; and *seven.and-
sixpence’ on your own throat.” I saw the white figure
calmly make its note upoun the scroll, and the seltish man
passed out.  ¢“Is it possible,” said I to myself, *‘ that a man
can be found to spenl seven times as much upon his own
throat at one meal, as he gives, after such an appeal, t. the
cause of God?” The figure by my side could evidently read
my thoughts, for it said in a low voice, ‘¢ ¢ Self ' is a mocker
of the Lord.”

That was an awful sentence, short as it was ; and I shounld
probably have pondered long upon its fearfulness, but there
was no time, for on came, almust treading on this maxn’s heels,
avother ,, .tleman, This man I slso scanned closely as he
approachec me ; and from the brief survey which I was able to



