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“NOT AS I WILT,, BUT AS THOU 
WILT.”

(ax. matt. xxvi. 39.)
Passive in Thy hands, O God,

Ï My will to Thine submit;
Knowing that, beneath Thy rod,

Thou wilt do whate’er is fit.
Bitter though the cup may be,

Yea, as wormwood, or as gall;
If that cup be sent by Thee,

To the dregs I’ll drink it all.
ret, O Father, hear My prayer,

Thou wilt grant Me all I ask; 
to die I must prepare,
Fit, oh, tit Me f r thé task.

a My body, on the tree,
Let Me hear the sins of all,

And the ransomed then shall see 
What Thy mercy since the Fall.

Let My blood, which soon shall flow, 
Plead with Thee in realms above,

Pardoned sinners then shall know 
All Thy goodness, all Thy love.

THE LITTLE THINGS.
The Rev. 

St. Bede’s,
Peter Goss to the Curacy of 
Ditchiv.” The Rev. Peter 

Goes laid down the paper. The brief 
notice was all it held for him that day 
Politics or general news, what were they 
in comparison / He sat over his untouch
ed breakfast, wrapped in bright visions 
of the coming years. Already he saw 
the eager listening faces raised to his as 
he imparted learning, instruction, or cun- 
eel from his well-furnished stores, the 
ever-increasing respect and admiration 
as they came to realize the mighty efforts 
he would put forth in their behalf, and 
how the fame thereof would spread 
through ilie surrounding parishes, until 
—ah (there wi re vast possibilities shroud
ed in that “until."

It was Saturday morning when the an
nouncement appeared, and the following 
Saturday, late m the afternoon, the Great 
Northern Railway deposited the nuwly 
appointed curate in Duff- -rd station, that 
being the nearest point of communica
te n to the future held of action.

“Not particularly cheerful as to seen 
ery," he o. served to himself, as he gazed 
out of i is, venerable four-wheeler, at 
the flat fields enveloped in drizzling mist; 
». d even - hat limited view was swallowed 
up in di rknees, when, after an hour’s 
drive, his chariot drew up at the rectory

Ktcwiiy. In a note from the rector he 
d been recrue ted to call immediately 

upon his arrival; that was one reason. 
Another, still more potent one, was that 
he had not the slightest knowledge of 
the locality, or of where he was to find 
a habitation that night.

He was shown into a large dimly-light
ed room. It felt oppressively warm, 
after the fresh chill air outside. Across 
one end was a folding screen, and under 
the shadow of it, in a deep leather chair, 
sat the rector. A frail, delicate-looking, 
elderly man, evidently a confirmed in
valid. He held out his hand with an 
apology for not rising, and Mr. Goss, 
trying to reduce his voice and move
ments to a modulation suitable to the 
gubuued atmosphere, sat down by the 
tiny table, and upset it with a resound
ing crash against the fender.

He picked it up with a dismayed a- 
pology. The invalid lay back with clos
ed eyes. *

“Do not distress yourself, but I must 
beg you to be very careful; he least 
noise upsets me now; my nerves are 
ceedii gly weak.’"

Mr. Goss again ex;

ei-

Sleased his contri-
___, and waited for his
recovery. The silence was broken by 
the d« or opening and closing softly; 
there came a light loot fall across the 
room, and a lady made her appearance 
from behind the screen.

“His wife," decided Mr. Goes at the 
first glance, “No, his sister," at the sec
ond, as he noted the strong resemblance 
between the two. Neither could have 
Men much beyond fifty, but she wore 
1er years with the better grace, and all

the strength and capability seemed to 
have fallen to her share. She waited 
for ;:o introduction, and looked at the 
curate with quiet searching eyes, as she 
shook hands across the uplucky table.

“I came in to ex ilain the arrange 
nieiits a little, in case my brother should 
not feel equal to it,” she said, in a low- 
distinct voice. “We thought that you 
might not ob ect to occupy the rooms 
your predecessor has vac i ted ; they are 
over a little confectioner's shop, but, 
believe, comfortable, and, in a place like 
Ditchly, it is most ifticult to meet with 
suitable accommodation. ’’

What a t-hock ! had he come to this? 
Was the first step on the way to great 
ness to be taken from a confectioner’s ?

Miss Barry explained a little further, 
and the rector gave him a few general 
directions ab- ut the morrow’s services, 
and then, remembermg the waiting cha
riot outside, he rose up and took his de
parture.

The little confectioner’s was not far 
distant. His landlady-elect came from 
behind the counter and greeted him 
warmly. She was one of his flock, she 
told him, as she led him up the corkscrew 
staircase to the tiny sitting-room. Then 
she went away to see about some tea for 
him, and the curate sat down by his own 
hearthstone and regarded his new quart
ers.

Hitherto he had not conetidered up 
holstery a subject worthy of any man’s 
attention, but as he looked from the gor
geous drugget and scarlet curtains to the 
china dogs and peacocks’ feathers on the 
mantlepiece, he was conscious of an in 
ward irritation that never wholly wore 
away whenever his eyes chanced to fall 
up -ii them a resh.

Nevertheless, he put it aside as a tri
vial annoyance when, after his tea-tray 
had gone down, he drew out his ser
mons for a final re-reading before the 
morrow. There, at least, was unalloyed 
satisfaction ; carefully written, brimming 
with fervour, eloquence, and classic re
ferences, surely this first seed was not 
unworthy of the sowing; it must bring 
some fruit. Very hopefully he spent 
the rest of the wening over them

Sunday morning, half-past ten precise
ly, the new curate passed out of the little 
vestry into the reading-desk. Prayers 
and lessons, he read them well and ear 
neatly, and then, while the hymn was 
being sung, he lifted his head and look 
ed round at his congregation. Alas for 
his hopei 1 his hèart died within him 
Rows of solid, ponderous faces, with pre 
cisely the same vacant expression, or 
rather want of any. Was it possible 
that one gleam of intelligence had ever 
lit them up in the whole course of their 
exirtence? Were (these the men and 
women he was to study and sympathise 
with and labour for? These? And 
then the singing ended, and he had to 
stand up and deliver his sermon ; deliver 
it to ears that would not catch one shade 
of the finer meaning, even if they under
stood the lanxu.ige, which he <jUd not 
feel at all sure about. He fancied he 
saw a flicker of quiet amusement in Miss 
Barry’s face as she shook hands after
wards, but she only inquired if he had 
had any trouble in finding 
and hurried away.

There was one exception, a big griin- 
faced man in the front seat, who had 
contemplated him with a kind of pat
ronising attention throughout the entire 
service, an attention that Mr. Goes could 
by no process of reasoning flatter him
self contained an element of admiration.

He asked hie landlady about hm, when 
■he brought up his tray. “That’s - Dale, 
the blacksmith, sir; he’s a Radical; and 
the people do say that he don’t be
lieve in the Bible either," she added, 
with suppressed awe. “He’s given a 
deal of trouble to all the other curates, 
but he won’t stay away from the church.”

“All the other curates." So he had 
had many predecessors. Well, he did 
not wonder; the wonder would have been 
that any man should stop, even without 
the additional incubus of a Radical black
smith who did not altogether believe in 
the Bible. In an utterly dejected frame

his lodgings,

of mind ho went out to the evening svr- 
veice.

Ditchly never heard that second ser
mon. Years after, the Rev. Peter came 
across it, all dusky and crumpled in an 
unused drawer; he straightened it out 
tenderly, as lie remembered the high 
hopes that had gone to the writing there 
of, but he did not preach it. “There 
are no birds in last year's nests,’’ and 
had learned many things since the day 
he huilded that one.

By the end of the first week the cu 
rate began to understand something of 
the state of affairs in his parish. Mr 
Barry was to be disturbed about nothin; 
of an unpleasant or troublesome charact 
er; his nerves were to be considered 
hat was the law. Miss Barry was sen 
ble and energetic, but she believed in 

her brother most thoroughly as the in 
carnation of wisdom and learning; most 
of the practical suggestions were hers 
but by a sophistry that was nature now 
it had been practised so long, he was in 
variablyjreferred to as the author, nay, 
had come himself to regard them as ori 
inal. Naturally, his views were bound 

od to a cert dn extent by ill-health; his 
sister’s mission in life was to consider 
him, he believed ; she did consider him 
nost faithfully, but it limited her hori 
on also, down to nearly the same leve 

as his own.
During that same week Mr. Goss made 

his first essay at parish visiting. That 
rither could hardly be conside ed a sue 
cess. His sole experience hitherto had 
been amongst the London poor, who are 
by no me ms backward at taking their 
full share in conversation with any strung 
er. He could not understand these rustic 
souls, who stood in blank silence when 
he addressed l hem in the orthodox man
ner; that stolid respectful stare checked 
his own flow of language most effectually, 
and it was hard to aay whether he or 
is hosts were most relieved when the 
door closed between them.

Coming back in the evening from this 
first visitation, he passed a little smithy, 
with “Dale, Blacksmith,” over the door; 
he hesitated, remembering the landlady’s 
description.

“But at last he will be able to do 
something more than stare at me," he 
said to himself, and he pushed back the 
half-door and stepped in.

The blacksmith was busy straighting 
an iraniens nail. Mr. Goss waited tiU 
it was restored to a satisfactory condit
ion, and then proceeded to explain his 
reason f- r looking in. The blacksmith 
responded that he was glad to see him 

d then the usual blank ensued, and 
the curate, racking his brains for some 
congenial topic, unfortunately stumbled 
upon his own sermon. The blacksmith 
listened with the same patronising air 
that had distinguished him during its de
livery; and when Mr. Goss wound up 
his remarks With a fear that it was a 
little unsuitable to the congregation," 
Dale calmly expressed his opinion of the 
matter—

“It don’t make much difference.
ople don’t 

ders,"
Goss stood m

You’re but a lad yet, and ^ 
expect old heads on young sho 

For a full minute Mr. Gobi 
petrified amazement.

“Upon my word, I think you are for
getting my position and yours.”

The blacksmith shrugged his should
ers. “I’m not forgetting that you are 
in the twenties, and I in the fifties; and 
it’s likely I’ll know more about some 
matters than you. ”

Mr. Goss turned to the door. • “Then, 
under these circumstance, I had better 
say good evening at once. "

“Good evening," returned the black- 
nth equably, takjng up his nail again. 
Mr. Goss walked home in no placid 

of mind; truly, if this were parish visit
ing, his attempts at it should be few and 
lar between. At his own door he en
countered Miss Barry, and told her some
thing of his annoyance.

(continued) t

WAKEFUL HOURS.
[p we could always say, night-----

night, “I will both lay me down in peac
after

] :uul sleep,” receiving in full measure the 
Lord’pqniet gift to his beloved, we should 
not learn the disguised sweetness of an
other special word for the wakeful ones. 
When the wearisome night, come, it 
hushing to know that they are appoint- 
ed. But this is something nearer and 
closer-bringing, something individual 
and personal ; not only au appointment, 
but an act of our Father : ‘‘Thou liokktt 
miue eyes waking.” It is not that he is 
merely not giving us sleep, it is not a 
denial, but a different dealing. Every 
moment that the tired eyes arc sleepless, 
it is because our Father is holding them 
waking. It seems so natural to say, 
“How I wish I coul.i go to sleep !” Yet 
even that restless wish may be soothed 
by the happy confidence in our Father’f 
baud, which will not relax its 
upon the Weary eyelids until

8
hold" 

the rightmoment has come to lot them fall 
slumber. in

Ah 1 hut we say, “It is not only wish 
I really want sleep.’’ Well ; wanting it is 
one thing and needing it another. For 
he is pledged to supply “all our need, 
not all our notion»." And if He holds 
our eyes waking, we must rest assured 
that, so long as He does so, it is not sleep 
but wakefulness that is our true need.

Now, if we simply submit ourselves 
to the appointed wakefulness, instead 
of getting fidgeted because we can not 
go to sleep, the resting in His will, even 
in this little thing, will bring a certain 
blessing. And the perfect learning of 
this little page in the great lesson book 
of our Father's will, will make others 
easier and clearer.

Then, let ns remember that he does 
nothing without a purpose, and that no 
dealing is meant to be resultless, so it 
is well to pray that we may make the 
most of the wakeful hours, that they 
may be no more wasted ones than if we 
were up and dressed. They are His 
murs, for “the night also is thine.” It 

will cost no more mental effort (not so 
much) to ask Him to let them be holy 
hours, filled with His calming presence, 
than to let the mind run upon the thons» 
and “other things” which seem to find 
even busier entrance during the night.

“With thoughts of Christ a6d things divine 
Fill up this sinful heart of mine."

It is an opportunity for proving the 
real power of the Holy Spirit to be 
greater than that of the Tempter. And 
He will without fail, exert it, when 
sought for Christ’s sake. He will teach 
us to commune with our own heart up
on onr bed, or perhaps simply to “be 
still,” which is, after all, the hardest 
and yet the sweetest lesson. He will 
bring to our rememberance many a word 
that Jesus has said, and even “the night 
shall be light about" ns in the serene 
radiance of such rememberings. He 
will so ap
promise

pply the 
shall be

ngs.
the Word of God that the 

fulfilled: “When thon 
awal^est, it shall talk with thee.” He 
will tarn the silent hoars, and give songs 
in the night, which «hall blend in the 
"ather’s ear with the unheard melodies 
of angels.

Can we say, “With my soul have Isay,
desired thee m the night "? and “By mV 
bed I sought Him whom my sow 
oveth ”? Then He will fulfil that des

ire ; the very wakefulness should be re
cognized as His direct dealing, and we 
may say, “Thon hast visited me in the 
night.” It is not an angel that comes 
to you as to Elijah, and arouses yon 
from slumber, hut the Lord of angels. 
He watches while yon sleep, and when 
you are awake you are still with Him 
who died for yon,that whether yon wake 
or sleep, both literally and figuratively, 
yon should live togetr ier with Him.

BeeusH Plow Poddiwo.—One pound of 
flour, one pound of finely chopped suet, mix 
with milk to » thick better, then sdd three 
*W*i one pound of ruins, one pound cur
rants, one pound of sugar, a quarter pound 
of candied peel, rind of lemon grated, flavor 
with epiee and mix well together. Then 
pour into a well buttered basin, tie a floored 
cloth securely over the top and boil five 
hours.


