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sceno of somo yoars since, when his Lordship, after
reading from the chance! Bishop Colonso's oxcom-
wunication, proached from the text, “If ho will not
hear the Church, lot him be to thee as a heathen
and a publican.” His cnergy, howover, did not
expend itself meroly inpolemics, Bishop Cronynwas
eminently a practical man, and devoted himsolf
personally and pecenianly in the cause of chanty,
of education. and of social progress. Onc of those
carly servants of the Canadian church who are
rapidly disappearing from among us, he has entered
into his rest—a faithful stoward, whose works, we
hopo and believe, will follow him into tho f.csence
of his Lord and Saviour.

NEED OF A ‘“BOOK OF COMMON PRAISE.”

1t 18 with more satisfaction than surprise that
we hear a rumor that tho governing body of the
S.P.C K. has come to the conclusion that its c<ist-
ing Hymn Book, including the appendix, docs not
come up to the standard which English Churchmen
are cntitled to insist upon ; and that a new general
collectivn, on a much more comprehensive scale is
both necded apd hkely to appear. At thesamo time
that we say this, we would add the expression of a
hope that, whilst no time may be unnccessarily lost,
8o no undue speed mway be resorte.. to. The hymn
book question is attracting attention in all direc-
tions ; notably Convocation 13 talungit up, and now
is tho timoe for doing the work well.  For Convoca-
tion te preparo a volume which should receive the
ospecial imprimatur of the whole of the English
Iishops, and for the S.P.C.K to publish it, would
be a division of duty which could not fail to be
fraught with the best results, Before offering any
further observations on the subject generally, which
indeed is of such magnitude asto deserve soveral
wecks’ consccutive treatment, it might be well to
oonsider as it were this preamble : ¢ Is a new hymn
book wanted 7” Whilst the answer must assuredly
bo in the negative as to any more local and minor
compilations, it must as certainly be in the affirma-
tive a3 regards one general book for the whole
Anglican Church. ¢ have a ¢ Book of Common
Prayer.” Can any valid reason be advanced why
wo should not have a “ Book of Common Praise?”
Indeed, should not the ratter be presented in the
inverted way : thus, ‘‘Is not the Church undera
strong obhigation no longer to dcla¥ providing her
members with such a publicstion t”. Nothing of
the kind at present exists ; Hymus Ancient and
Modern in no degree come up to the literary re-
Juirements of the age, whilst doctrinally it isa
medley of the most grotesque kind. Anud much
that is strictly orthodox, it is disfigured by a leaven |
of hoterodoxy vtterly at veriance with the spint of |
the Anglican Clurch. But this collection is more- !
over very poor, viewed merely from the standpoint !
of hterature. It contains an amount of vapid rub-
bish unmatched n any one of the twenty more
ambitious Hymnals 1ssued during the last dozen

cars. The collections of Mercer, Sir R. Palmer,
%ishop Wordsworth, Alford, Hopkins, E. G. Monk,
the Dublhin Society, and Mr. E. Bickersteth, are all
severally put together wath more hterary discrunin-
ation than H. 4. M., and tho remark s especially
trua of the last named work, otherwise known as the
Hymnal Companion to the Prayer Book. With z
these facts beforc us, one is justified in believing
that the Hymn Book of the English Church has yet
to appear, whilst that it should appear under
auspices of Convocation generzlly, and of the bench
of g%isho s in particular, is a postulate which all
loyal Angl;xc:m Churchmen ought freely to subscribe
to. e shall probably advert to thissubject again,
becanse it deserves all possible conmderation at the
hands of Churchmen.—English Churchman.

The following anccdote was told with great gleeat
a dinner, by William I'V., then Duke of Clarence -—
‘I was riding in the Park the other day, on the
road between Teddington and Jampton-wick, when
X was overtaken by a butcher’s boy, on horseback,
with a tray of meat under his arm. ¢ Nice pony !
that of yuurs,old gentleraan, snid he. ¢ Pretty !
fair,’ was my reply. ‘Mme’sa goud un too,’ re- :
omed he, *and I'll trot you to :unptun-\\’i(ji for
apot of beer.” I dechined the match; and the
butcher's boy, as he stuck his single spur into his
horse's sido, exclaimed, wi.h a look of contempt, ‘I
thought you were only nmuff!’”

EPISODES IN AN OBSCURE LIFE.

—

BEING EXPERIENCES INTHE TOWER HAMLETS.
BY A OURATE.
X1.—DESSIE'S PARISH.

* The wildest colts make the best horses,' said Themisto-
cles, ‘if they only be properly broken in,’ and wild little
Creases, very soon after she had been lured into it, became
one of the best scholars in our Sunday-school. A good
many of the children, like Bessie, wont to no other school,
and thercfore wo had a great deal of a-b, ab, b-a, ba work
to get through—inost necessary under the circuinstances,
but rather distasteful to both teachers and taught. Beasio,
howeves, revelled in the dry, thyming columns, and rang
their changes backwards and forwards as merrily asif they
had been a peal of bolls, as soon as she had learnt ber let-
w. ‘Youlook out, Fred—I'm a-ketchin® of yo up fast.’
she exclaimed proudly to her young friend and fellow-pupil,
tho bird-seller's protege, when sho was promoted to words
of one syllable in zentences.  And although Fred, thanks
to his mother’s cars, read remarkably wellfor achild of his
age, Bessie’s was no vain boast. It was not long before
she was Yred's class-fellow. She threw her whole heart
into what she was about.  Su long as she supposed that
¢ loarning the markets’ was all that she nceded to learn
she devoted hierself entirely to that study ; but now that
she had arrived at the conclusion that there were other
thiugs in the world worth learning, she learnt thoso other
things with an equal ardour. Whatever she took in hand,
sho pulled at with a will. a8 the sea-phrase gnes  As sonn
as she had picked up our chants and psalm tunes, her voice,
not only i, the school-room, but in the church a.so, rose
abovo all others—sweetly shrill.  We were in the habit
of singing the Old Version Psalm, in which these lines ac-
cur «—

“ And on the wings of cherubim
Right royally Ho rides.”

The tune had somecthing of the irresistible motionof a
march in it, and that and the alliterr .ive music of the lat-
ter line, between them, quite carried Bessic away. For
some seconds after the rest of the congregation had finished
the verse, her “ri i—i—i—ides® could be heard ringingup
in tho rafters. .

Tho vartety of characters over whom our Blessed . Lord
exercised, 50 to spesk, a magnectic influence during hislifo
on carthis one of the most striking factsin his earthly
history. The doctorsin the Templo and the Baptistin
the desert, Peter and Pilate, Mary of Magdala, and Jos-
cph of Arimathea—those who ugreed in scarcely anything
else acrecd in recogmiting in their various ways the divinely
exceptional personality of Chnst.  And throughout allthe
centuries during which Christ’s life has been read, that
marvelluusly any sided influence haz continued to act
Every one who reads this must be able to count up people
by the score who have scarcely anything in commeon ex-
cept a reverential love of Jesus of Nazarcth.  Social cir-
cumstances,dispositions, tastes, modes of thought, mayseem
to have dug impassable guifs between the sharers of that
love, but that makes them feel akin, It was cunously in- ]
teresting to note the gradual way in which the character
of Chmnist cxercised 1ty attractivn vn the little Lundon
street garl, At first she greatly preferred the Old Testa-
wment & the New. There was *a deal uore funan® fightin®*
in 1t, she smd.  The story of Sampson and the foxes
greatly took her fancy.  ‘ Worn't that a knowin’ game®’
was her admiring comment on it.  The trick by which
Michal saved her husband’s life was another exploit whick
made Bessie chuckle in a very infectiously indecorous
manner ; an4 310 gloated over accounts of pitched battles
and sicgie cumoats. Uwing to the betlicomty wluch her
atrccta}.i?c bhad bred in her, tﬁc gentile funiviuguess vt the
Saviour was to her at starting a disagrecable puzzle.  She
iked him for ‘goin ' about doctonn puur fulks, an’ givin'
*em bread an® fish when they were hungr{,‘ but, according
to her onginal notions of nobility of character, it was
cowardly not to rasent an injury or ¢ take hour own part,’
and therefore tho teaching of the Scrmon on the Mount

rplexed her sorcly, and sho was uttetly at a loss to un-
secmtmxd why Peter was told to put_back his sword into
his sheath. ~ *Hed ba' fought, anybow,:f he'd been let,
though they did all on 'em cut away arterwands,’ rcrmrkp:i
Bessie, trying in vain to make her newly-acquired belief
thag all \'Ruch Jesus did must bo right, tally with her old
faith in the manliness of fighting. The first time she read
the fifth of St. Matthew, she had a atiff argument with her
teacher over ¢ Whosever shall smite thee on thy rizht
check, turn to him the other also.’

* It can ¢t mean that, I hnuw,” exclamed Bessie, decided-
ly. ‘Doit, teacher?”

It means whatit says its in tho Bible, and that’s
cnough,’ answered the teacher.

An unsympathisny, sppcalft. authority of this bind. as
o settler, or rather sjlencer, of o) difienlties dnexnot, ¢
however, satisfy children, any more than it satisfies adults. |
It is far moro likely to weaken the weight of the appealed- «
to authority in the estimation of those who are mornily .
inuddled. Bessic was not to be so put down. I nave no
doubt that sho half became a littlo infidel—fancied that,
?igxm all, the Bible could nat ba true, if it tanght things

¢ thats

‘But, teacher,' she pcrabstcd, 'if a.nybod{ waa to fetch
yeo a clout acono aide o' yor face, would you let ‘em give yo
a clout a-t'other? Ketch me a-bein® sich a soft. 1'd do all
Itknow to give it to 'em back agin.’

But, as the months went by, Bessio's character under-
went o very striking change. Shoe was as self-relinnt a
littlo body as ever, but self {with half-grudged sacrifico to
Granny) was no longer tho centro of her little system of
the umiverse.  One Sunday morning, when she had been at
the Sunday scheol aboit two years, and T had happened
to look in just as ar tho children were filing off formoring
rervico, Bessie stepped out of the rank, and walked up to
we with great a{;lum h, and yet manifestly in great distress.
She waited until «he had ecen the backs of tho Inst scholar
and teacher, and then explained her trouble. (In epite of
her rendiness in reading, und the near approach to correct-
ness which the punfying and enriching influence of music

ave her ¢ vocalisation® when she sang, Bessic’'s spoken

snghish, duwn to the leat day T eaw her, way very nearly
an heteroepic and syntax -defying as on the iorning we
spent together on the Monument.) ‘If you please’ air,‘
s{:c sayd, ' T want to do someo good to somebody, but I don’t
know how. He wns al'ays a-goin’ about doin’ some good
to some body, but X don’t do no good to nobedy, though X
gocs about pretty much. I'm workin’ walnuts now, and

ow’s y¢ to do any good to anybody ont o' them? 'Cept
ve gve ‘cm away, an’ then how's Granny tolive—let alone
me?

‘Don’t despise the walnuts, Bessie,’ I answered, *if
they help yon to earn an honest hving. Whilst you are
getting that vou are doing your duty so far—just as much
a8 when you corue to church all day long, and leavo other
people to work for them and their wives and children, that
would be laziness, and not religion. Besides, Bessie, ¢ doing
good * doesen’t mean giving only. That is one way, and a
very godd way when people give away what they really
have aright to give, and take care that the people who
have noright to get it don’t getit.  But there ave scores
of wavs in which you can do good, though you haven't a
penny tospare.  If you only want to find them out, you'roe
swre to find them out.  Just look about you when you get
back to Grannys. Chanty begins at home, you know. It
18Dt Loing good to make a great fuss about péoplo out of
deors, and then io0 home and sulk or be lazy. Tdon’t mean
you, Beesic. I don’t think you sulk, and I'm sure you are
uot lazy. Butif you look sbout perhaps you'll find {kat
there is something you could do to make Granny more
comfortable or happier in her mind, and when you have
tried to do that, there are tho other people in the Ronts—
the children and the grown-up people, too. Youmight do
something for them.  But I cannot talk to you any longer
now. Iought to have been in the vestry five minutes ago.
Some day tlis week I will come to the Rents, cnd we will
consult together then.”

When I called at Mre. Judes I found that Ressic had
very zpeedily acted onmy hints. The floor had been
scrubbed ; the mantle-piece was no longer furred with dust.
A little bunch of wall-flowers stood on it in an old medi-
c ne-bottle. ‘The scanty crockery of the establishment was
+1i clean, and arranged along the mantel-shelf.  The win-
d w had been cleaned, too, andthe few articlesof forniture
tidied up in some way  The battered flat candle-stick had
been rubbed until it shone lilke polished silver. Bessie,
who was xitting at her dmother’s knce with a book on
her lap, vlancing proudly at this last peoof of her industry,
as 1t gleamed 1n the evening sunhght, flanked on both sides
with the clean crockery.

¢ Why, Mrs. Jude,’ I exclaimed, smart.
The old woman was evidently pleased with the alt,cr% ap-
pearance of her abode, but, of course, she could not refrain
from grumblmg. ‘Hamph !° she answered, * I don't know
whats como to the gal.  She come home from school
last Sunday, an’ says she, ‘ Granny how can I make ye
cunsfur'bler an’ “happierin_your mind?’ ¢ Well ' saya T,
*I should be comfor’bler if T'd things% bit more like what
they used to waa afore yonr father treated me 85 bad, an’
left me with a great gal like you on my ‘ands.’ ¢ How was
that?* saysshe. So I told her about the nice furmtur® I
uscd to have—real mahogany, sir—an’ sich like  ‘Can't
we do summut with what we've fot. .Granny ?* sayr she.
*Stuff an’ nonsense, child,’ say I, ‘in a moucky hol like
thic.” *Well, Granny,’ says she, ‘I'll do what I can if
you'll tell mo how.' ~ An® soshe went on botherin® till
somehow, between us, we kare made the the place look a
Wit more Christian-like, I won't deny  But Bessio must
neads clean the winder, though I told her not, an’ so there
we've got another broken panc, as if we hadn’t got onough
afore.  Spendin’ her money, too, on them flowers for the
mankle-shelf !*

‘They didn't cost nuffink, Grasny,” Beasie objected.
¢ Jim Greenham give "em to meo.?

¢ An'if ye can it flowers givo to yo, why didn't Fonever
bring me noneafore?’

*Wky, Granny, T vsed to think they'd choke like in
here,” answensd 3 but now T'll bring ye somoe whenever I
git the chance. I do like flowers, ¢y rake ye feel
somchow, whan ye smell ’em, an’_ they Jook at yo, asif yo
onuld be good somewheres or other. An' there's about
flowers in tho Testament, Granny—in the very chapter X

was a-readin’ whea you come up, sir
¥ didn't hear about no Sowers,” growled Mrs. Jude.

‘ Becos, Yo 2ee, I was on'’y jist a~comin’ toit, Hero 'tis,
Grannv—*Consider the lilics of tho ficld, how thoy grow;
they ot not. nastber do they spin. and yet I aay unto you
thas a_olomun 1 all his glory was not arrayed like unoof

cse."” .

* Well, sir, I don't deny that that do sound pretqi;' said

8!

;}l'ou look quite

Mrs. Jude, in a condescending tono—as if she thought that
ocourtesy compelled hor to compliment the Now Testament
in tho presence of o cl an. ‘ But what I should liko
to Jmow is how we're to foller what she was a-readin® jist



