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LUKE S B ‘.‘ARISH' POST.

THL MONTH IN PROSPECT,
NOVEMBER.:

1st. Al Sadits Day y.—Patriarchs,
Prophets, Apostles, Martyrs, and all
who have been aud are faithful ser-
vants of God are this ddy brought to
mind in the services of the church;;
and in the Collect appointed we pray
for grace “to follow tlie blessed
Saiuts in all virtuous and godly liv-
ing.” ‘There is no superstition io
this, but a .very becoming regard for
the guiding counsel and. helpful grace
for which 8 Christians we pray. daxly
We contemplate with delight the
macifestations of gooduess which ap-
pear in humanity, koowing them to
be proofs of grace imparted from oo
high.
The eve of this-day is much obser-
ved ‘by the people of Britain and Ire-
land by performance of.superstitious
usages, which are of Pagan origin.
In remote villages, thesg. have prom-.
inent, place as the occasion. Teturns,

those of British- descent, wherever
they residé. But these doings have
no connet.txon whatever with what
our church proposes for us on this
day. We, are pot be turned away
from good practices because some
- people -have absurd or evil ones.
There are persons who determinedly
show their opposition to the Church
and her appointments, by providing
frolics for Good. Friday, but we do
not the less regard that most solemn
fasting day on thdt account. The
Saiots are a brilliant assembly of no-
ble personages, many of whom repre-
sent our race in the Court-of Heaven ;-
and we may believé- that whether
they are here or there, their interces-
sion for all whom they strive to-love
as themselves is contmual‘ "We may
not address them in prayer, haviug
no,warrant for so doing ; -but:in our
wegkness we are glad foir that there

and are to some extent xnduloed by’

are the.eleét; who-with the angels re-
joice over every.sinuer that- repenteth,
and that they with their .Lord, inter-
cede for those who'through wayward.
. uess or perversity are. offenders
agaiust the Divine Majesty.

Noy. 30th. St. Awdrew.—The
eve of this day is to be observed with
fasting. The body’s subjection con-
tnbules to the soul’s aid; and certain
giffs and graces our Lord declared,
could not come save by prayer and
fasting. Christianity, some people
seem to thiok, is like -civilization,
progressive. and are proue o consi-
der the old ways as superstitious and
unsuited for what is termed, *¢this
eunlightened age” In mutiers pure-
ly spiritual we canoot suppose there
can be aLy improvement ou wnat our
Lord aod His Apostles taught aund
experienced, and much loss comes
from the neglect of Fastiug, now so
generally prevalent among people
who-are styled Evangelical.

St. Andrew was a fisherman, and
assisted his father io that calliog,
-until moved, by the Spirit to follow
our Lord and become a * fisher.of
men.” He was directed by 5oha the
Baptist to Jesus as * the Lamb of
God,” aud faith was given him to be-
lieve, He began at once to wmake
known the great dignity of Him he
was prepared to follow, and after-
wards going among the heathen to
-.preach boldly the doctrines of the
cross, was crucified on an instrument
shaped like a letter X, which is this’
day known as St. Audrews’s Cross.

o .
. THE publication of the Parish Post.
-will be .discontinued after the end of
the year, as the expense connected
with printing in this country is quite
beyoud any return obtainable from a
small issue. The Peuny :Post will
be imported for those who may apply
early, four copies to-one address, one

dollar,
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SAMUEL WILBERFORCE,: BISHOP OF WINCHESTE}IR.

IN MEMORIAM

¢ %g ;N CE again the light mysterious,

Spirit-light, God’s holy breath,
Fades from out a face familiar.”

Leaves the ‘marble men call Death.
"Twas but yesterday we saw him

Standing on the sunset verge -
Of his rare God-gifted M\a@ood :

All too soon- we sing his dirge.

Well, it is the Master’s doing :
Murmur not the while ye gaze
On the placid waxen features
‘Where, in those scarce-vanished days,
Played the smile that braced our spirits
For the waiting irksome task;
Played the genial human sunlight,
In which thousands Joved to bask.

Come and look your last upon him;

Print the loved face on the brain;
Then in holy resignaticn

Turn to Life's stern work again ;—
Turn to Life’s stern tasks and ply them

'With his matchless zeal and ‘grace,
Till Jike him we lie in death-sleep®

“ Satisfaction on the face.” %

W,

Nevermore & living presence

May he in our livés:be.sought ;
Henceforth.in the aisles-of being.

But a memory, but a thought¥ «
Yes, but still.a meméry blessed,

Sweetly sad, thrice hallowéd;
And our lives are all.the nobler

For the sadndss roind them shed.

‘ Poblic Archivas of Nova Scolm

HALIFAX, N. S.
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SAINT GUDULE'S BELLS.

Nevermore that voice way charmus;
All its witchery is o’er;
Yet, methinks, its tones will haunt us
Till we reach the eternal shore. -
Pregnant words were his and earnest,
‘Words that moulded many a life;
Nerved us into holier daring ;
Made us heroes in the strife,

Neverfhore in yonder Abbey,

Threugh the waning summer light,
That grand earnest face may move us
With its wondrous yearning might :
Hushed the thrilling tones for ever;
Low in death our leader see,
Chrysostom of modern preachers—
Flower of English Prelacy.

Come away, the living call us; p
And we know not, never know,

‘Which loved face stern Death the Scalptor
Chisels, as the next to go.

Come away, and hold the living
Dearer for each fresh-turn’d sod :

Shrine the many-sided bishop
Leave the holy clay with God.

ol

SAINT GUDULE'S BELLS.

Frvr stories high beneath the sky,
Saint Gudule’s bells wensyinging ;
Patient, and quict, and White she lay,
And weeping, weep‘ing our hearts away,
Westood there watghing her dic ;—
Dreamily came the Hum of the town,

And behind the roofs and the gables brown .

Slowly the summer sun went down.

The people underneath the trees— ,
Saint Gudule's bells were ringing—
Went chatting and laughing to and fro,
Strangely their voices from.below

Came in on the sighing breeze;
We seemed more near to heaven so highes,
The poplars, when the wind went by,
Waved dark against the burning sky,

What are these songs X hear? she SQid,—
Saint Gudule's bells were ringing—
Up into heaven they reach—they fade—
The dying sunset came and made
A glory round her head;
iserere, she whispered lov,
Meekly folding her pale hands 50,
4And the people sang far, far, below.

Solemnly died the light away,—
Saint Gudule's bells were ringing,—
And slowly deep in the far-off skies
Closed the sweet gate of Paradise,
And sank the twilight grey ;
But she had gone—our gentle one,
‘Where never sets the glorious Sun y
Saint Gudule’s sad sweet bells were done.,
S R. M.




THE MARIGOLD.

A STORY OF THE FRANCO-GERMAN WAR.
By MRS, ALGERNON KINGSFORD.
(Concluded from p, 247.)
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¢ Hertha has knelt beside many a wounded veteran, friend or fo."—(p. 258.)

HE clamerous voice of the chimes,
ringing the four quarters in the
belfry of the v'llage church, broke
the spell -like stillness, and then
came a single reverberating stroke

from.the brazen hammer of the great clock

itself, which evermore looked down from °

its high tower upon the buyers and sellers
in the market-place,—like a round, sleep-
less, open eye of Time. And while the
heavysound yet thrilled and quelled through
the air, 2 woman’s voice from the wicket-
gate summoned Hertha to the family Ait-
t(;%;'essen; and for that day the conference

» betiveen the two maidens was ended,

13

“ But soop.they were again in the grave-
garden, veryséarly in the morning, before
the red light of the winter sunrise had

faded in heaven;"and while the glow of the

new day was still sharp and pure upon
the white crosslets that marked the reste
ing-places of the dead. But the light

upon Herthe’s pallid face was a light of -

soul, calmer and diviner in its bright-shin-
ing than the inconstant radiance of the

|#sunbeams; a light of springing hope, and

strength, and love, which should not fail
nor perish for evermore. *
““She knelt beside the grave of the

artisan-soldier, and her meek jasper eyes .
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THE MARIGOLD.

dwelt intently upon the stone cross which
was sct there, with this inscription graven
on its base :—
¢ OF YOUR CHARITY PRAY ¥OR TIIE SOUL
OF
HERMANN vON FROMSINN.

Arise, shine, for thy light is come;

And the glory of the Lord is risen upon thee!?

“ And she wept as she read; then lifting
her gaze to the ' watchful face of her friend,
repeated aloud, in solemn musing tones,
that Dbuief exhortation, which of all the
little philosopher’s words had most deeply
impressed itself upon Hertha’s gorrowing |
heart; ‘Rice with him, through :gphere !
after sphere!” And after a little pause,
she added, lnying her hand upon ithe_cross !
at the grave head,—as of oldthe‘Crusaders,
when they made a solémn wow o ‘God, 1nid |
their hands-on the crosses .of héir gword- |
hiltg.:—

““Murie, I'mm :going to do that. Tam
going to mse my .adversity ws I mever
thought of using uny happiness. My mind
is made up to Jemve ‘thewillage o-morrow
morning, and to .go %0 murse the wounded
soldiers in the towns and hamlets where.
ever the surgeons will det me go, and .
wherever T wan ibe of wse. Many women |
have gone alreally ‘to fthis ‘good@ work, and
T have no home duties fhat meed keep me
here. Xt will comfort and strengthen me |
%o know that I am trealing in the footsteps.
of Hermann, following where he has been
before e, and doing perhaps, for his very
comwrades, what strangers did for him.
And, if among the sick or dying whom
I tend, any poor fellow should speak to me
of a dear wife or sweethearfy waiting for
him at home, I shall know What to say to
such an one out of the depths of my own
toin heart,—I shall understand his grief
by means of mine, and*be able to give
him, not the barren comfort and surface
smile of common nursing cheer, but the
meed of a living and perfeet sympathy.’

“The light of that new day-spring grew
brighter in her crystalline' cyes: as she
ceased, and Muarie looking vpon her, and
“gecing her face as the face of an angel of
God,> returned no -answer in words, but
yielded only with silent tears the bene- )
diction of her pure and simple heart,

“And again Hertha spoke; while the fresh
morning air, floating hither and thither
over the grave mounds, bore to her lips
the subtle balm of my spirit, and laid
upon her brow with invisible lingering
hand the strength-giving benison of the
Lord. .

“¢There is a new world opening to me,
said the sweet rapt voice, ‘and new thoughts.
are awakened within me. Xt is borne in
upon my heart for the first time with real
conviction, that Hermann is not dead.
That I have not indeed lost all. It is
something to feel that, instead of merely
‘saying it, and hearing it said. I see now
that I must not lose a day in idle sorrow,
ibut that where I can, I must help others,
dove them, and thank God I have seen
wpon .earth such :a heart .as his,—have
known, have loved, and davo Jash it.  For
‘not-even heaven itself 3s able to $ake from
e he love with which I have loveds my
soul 'will ‘be wicher thershy ‘through all
®ternity®. Sister Marie, have gon -also-
felt thiis druth?»

“Dear Herthn. cried $he orphan, weep-

“ing, “your nature is mobler than mine, and

yourdove was a stronger and 2 loftier love:
than that which fell fo my shane, Tast year,
you know, you told :me so yourself. And
because you loved with that mightiest love
of sll, ‘therefore your discernment now is.
clearer than mine, and the grace your
sorrow brings you is higher and more
perfect. To have loved as you bave loved,
is to know love for ever face to face, to be
able for ever to love all beauties of nature
and of mind,—all truth of heart, all trecs,
flowers, skies, hopes and good beliefs, all
dear decays, all trusts in heaven, all capa-
bilities of loving men?!?

“¢And are these toe, sdarie, among the
teachings of your darling -Gold-Blume ?°

“<Indeed I believe they are,” whispered
the little maid timidly, leaning her brown.
head upon Hertha’s bosom; ¢for I have
often marked how the marigold, though
it is the flower of sorrow and loss, yet bears
the image and colour of the sun, andl itself”
regembles a tiny luminary wpon earth,
abiding and perennial as the great Giver-

- B
® ¢“Recreations of Recluse,”” b Leigh Hunt, #
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of light in heaven, whom it ever adores and
imitates. And eo also we, even though it be
winter with us, and our joys and our loves
lic buried beneath our feet, may yet, like
the sun, give forth to others our sweet-
nebs and our strength, to gladden colder
hearts with deeds of charity and words of
Telp. Even ns you, dear Hertha, are about
to do for the wounded soldiers of Father-
land?

“The answer came with infinite tender-
ness:

“‘And as you, dear Marie, did first for
e, when Hermann died. From you
I learned this lesson of human sympathy !’

* * # * *

“The grey keen lines of breaking day-
light were low in the bleak east, when
Hertha came again, to take her farewell
of Hermann’s grave. Marie was not with
ber, for doubtless the instinct of the
woman-child withheld her from intruding
even her gentle presence upon such a
sacred leave-taking as this. Hertha knelt
alone by the burial-cross of her heloved;
her clasped hands resting on the white
stone, and her face bowed down upon
them,—the face that had grown so sub.
dued and solemn in itg pathetic beauty.

No sound of sigh or moan escaped her%

hidden lips, no passionate sobs disturbed
the faithful heart; but I knew that the
farewell prayer she prayed, and the fare-
well intercourse of soul with soul, were
4 holier oblation and a truer communion
for the consecration of that sacramental
silence. Then she rose, and mounting
a little green knoll beneath the aspen
trees, waved her ‘good-bye’ with a ker.
«chief to some anxious watcher, who waited
-ab a distanco for the parting signal; and
s0, with the dawn upon her face, she went
her‘way.

“Winter wore itself out loitering and
reluctantly into a cold and peevish spring.
April gave place to May, and summer
began with tardy fingers to colour the
folded buds of the rose-bushesfand to sow
the meadow-grass with silver dew and
daffodils of gold. After a while, I too

unfold wy’ new-year’s vesture, and all’

arothd me tiny green heads force their
way through the damp mould wherein

my seeds have lain throughout the colder
months in darkness and seclusion, and gas-
cend to the surface of the earbh, thirsting
to behold with their yellow cyes the light
of day, and with me to receive into their
hearts the low-breathed messages of God’s
evangelist,—the Wind,

“The campaign is over, and I hear it
whispered among the market gossips, that
very soon Hertha will be with them again 3
and they mention her name with reverent
love, for she has been good- to those of
their sons and brothers, whom, like Her-
mann, the summons of the country has
made soldiers and heroes,—not infrequently
also, victims, For of late many & poor
fellow has been brought home to the
village dying or deagpand the graves are
close and numerous under the waving
lindens; so that here and there the rose-
bushes have been forced to yield before
the sexton’s spade; and on moonless nights
the w'z‘{llagers shrink from crossing the
Friedhof, because the death-lights© upon
the new-made mounds are so bright and
80 frequent.

“Then, towards the close of J une, Hertha
returns. Again I see her in the cemetery,
with the same calm face that since I saw
it last has beamed sweet consolation upon
& hundred dimmed eyes and stricken
hearts, a face softened, made solemn by
the double beauty of understanding and
sympathy,

“For she has been in many battle-fields,
and has witnessed many a strange and
terrible tragedy of wholesale death ; she
has seen the green slopes of Alsace and
Lorraine strewn with the writhing forms
of dying men; she has found in the stiff
grasp of more than one poor boy some:
unfinished Iletter tgaced in pencil with
unsteady fingers. to- the ¢liche Mutter,”
or the ‘XKleine Triidehen’ at home,—pa-
thetic little messages of only two lines,
perhaps,—for then the palsied nerves of
the writex: had failed, and his dead hand

< Death-light or ghost-lighty<sa ‘Tuminous,
vapour caused by the decomposition of the hu-
man .gascs, which vapour is distingnishable on
dark nights above new-made graves. In Epgland
it is called the corpse-light,
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had fallen heavily upon the torn morsel
of paper.

“And Xertha has knelt beside many
a wounded veteran, friend or foe, and
heard him murmur huskily of Vaterland, or
0" the Emperor, while the slow pulses of his
great brave heart beat—beat—Dbeat the
continual rattaplan of war for the country
or the name that he most loved. Aund
slie has bent her pale lips to his ear, and
whispered gently that glory and honour
cannot always last9, that war and war’s
renown must pass away, and love alone
endure,

“And here too is Marie—Marie, child-
like in form as ever, but careworn and
desolate no longer; for there stands be.
side her a tall faigyouth with beaming
eyes that dwell upon Ler fondly,—a youth
for whom all the village has a word of
respectful praise and hearty affection; for
is he not the pastor’s nephew, just re-
turned from a brilliant college caveer at
Leipsig?  Aud all the maids und matrons
whisper sagaciously that it is at the fect
of little Marie bis acadeiaic liurels of eru.
dition and honour will ere long be laid.

“The sexton is busy digging under the
shade of the shivering aspen boughs, for

to-morrow another corpse will be borne to fy the stars; and I am never desolate, since

its long home,—the corpse of one whom
Hertha has nursed, the last martyr among
the vil'age patriotss In the midst of his
labour the old delver pauses, wipes his
heated visage, and looks appealingly at
the little French maiden.

¢ Friulein Marie,” says he in gruff
guttural German, ¢your marigold plant
i3 in the way here! I shall have to dig
it up.  You see there’s no room now that
the ground’s so full of graves on this side,
and we are a bit pressed for space. 'Tis
a favourite corner, Friulein, you Enow,

-under these trees and along by the rose-

bushes., Folks will be buried here!”
“And down goes dthe spade into the
turf will a terrible throst that is my
death-blow. 'The iron cuts my stalk in
twain, cleaving in a moment the tendrils
of my infant roots, and I am lifted with
a jerk from the severed fibres, and thrown

d ¢ Quand un ancien regarde
En pleurant sa cocarde,
Au grand nom de ’Empéreur
Quand trop fort bat son ceeur ;
Doucement je m’avance
Et je lui dis,~silence,
La gloire et les amours
Ne durent pas toujours!?
La Cantinicére.

A

upon a bank beneath the aspens, amid o
heap of torn squitch - grass, and mould,
and pebbles, and twisting centipedes. As
I lie there, dying under the fierce glare
of the midsummer sun, Marie’s gentle
face bends over me, and her small hand
breaks from its stallk the most benutiful
of my tawny blooms.

“¢Aly’ sighs she regretfully, ‘I am
sorry to see thee wither thus, my dear
Souci! Thou hast soothed and strength-
ened me in many of my lonely, sorrowful
hours!”

“The tall youth beside her stoops and
kisses her soft forchead.

“Those hours are past for ever now, he
tells her fondly ; he will never let her be
ead or lonely any more. In the future
they two will be all to one another, al-
ways together, always glad-hearted !

““She does not answer him, but turns
her brightened face timidly upon Hertha.

*¢Dear sister, she murmurs, caressing
the thin white hand, vpon which still
gleaws the gold betrothal ring of former
times,—¢indeed 1 feel almost guilty to
be so happy and so blest, when thou art
alone, and hast lost all 1’

“The pallid widow's face lightens with
a smile of unutterable trust, the sweet
golemn voice thrills with passionate love.

“¢Not lost,” she answers, O not lost!
Mine for evermore! Hermaun has become
to me part of the universe; his spirit
speaks to me in the flowers, surrounds
me in the air, and looks upon me from

earth and heaven alike ave filled with the
presence of my beloved. And with him
I rise! Who therefore can partake in
thy joy, Marie, more truly than I, who
have suffered with thee? Ior I, too, have
Ioved and have beea happy !’

“She stoops, and taking from Maric’s
outstretched hazd the flower of the mari-
gold plant, fastens it in the fo'ds of her
snowy neckerchief, to be treasured side
by side with a litile silver crucifix, sig-
nificant and familiar memorial of One
‘Who learned upon earth to be touched
with the feeling of mortal infirmities,” be-
cause He likewise was ¢made perfect
through suffering.’ *

“And upon that true and maiden bosom
the last blossom of the Gold-blume died.”

* # * # #

There the story ended.

¢ Then,” said Ialoud, “Isuppose Hertha
became a geligieuse, and it was she whose
sweet calm face I saw in the chapel to-day!”

The sound of my own voice awoke me.
The rainbow had vanished, the sun had
set, ay beautiful phantom was no longer
before me, and the whole xoom was dark-
ened by the drowsy shadows of fast-ap-

proaching night.
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POLLY’S MISSION

By M.

CHAPTER I.

VS HE wind was blowing Lkeenly over
{ A the high ground, and a driving
mist accompanied 1ib, chilling, if
not actually wetting, those exposed
to it ; it had hitherto been a wet,
unhealthy summer, and it was hard to
believe that June already had come.

A funeral was taking place in the blerk
churchyard, and the beautiful service,
raising the thoughts of the mourners above
the present gloomy scene, was almost com-
pleted. There wcre several groups of
people scattered at hand, all poor, and
mostly old imen and women or little chil-
dren. There was not & dry eye presmb
while the Rector commended the now life-
less body of his only sister to the grave,

Twenty years of unwavering help in his
parish work was now at an end, aal while
the poor, to whom she had devoted her life,
wept at her loss, he could from his heart
thaok God she had entered into her rest.
Threc fecble old women, and about us
many men, began, when all was over, tQ{
totter down the steps which led into the
high road. They belonged to some alms-
hovses about a mile and a half distant,
and were representatives of twe\ity old
people, to whose dreary uneducated old
age Lucy Vernon had been as a Csunbeam
of light. There was now no family at the
Manor, which in former years had built
and endowed the almshouses; no onec to
look after and cheer the dull monotony
of the quarrelsome old people, and by
none would Miss Vernon be more missed
t¥an by those twenty old bodies. The
feeblest of the old women who had at-
tended the funeral leant heavily on a
little girl, her granddaughter, who had
guided her to the church, and whose
small thin face, bidden undgr her shawl,

was pale with crying. These two soon
fell behind even the elow pace of the other
old people, and old Jenny, by the time she
reached the almshouses, was quite faint
and ill.

E. L.

Little Poll settled her comfortable in
the old wooden chair by the fire, opposite
to the paralyzed wowaan who shared the
two rooms with Jenny, and who was cager
to hear about the funeral.

““No one cared to come in anl gossip to
me about it !” she complained, in o shrill
cross voice; “no one would carve if I was
dead and gone.”

“Na, na, old woman,” auswered Jenny,
between her sobs. “We maun now look
for to be comfortable one with another,
and not quarrel any more, for it won’t
be long perhaps before we may be carried
to our own funeral, ajid it would be a sorry
look out, if afcer all the trouble which she
(who is now dead and gone) has taken
with us, we should of our own faul
to .he wrong placegs It seemg to ‘me,
Betsy, that the best way that we can shew
her that we did love her, is to try and
follow her where she is gone.”

Little Poll listened in amnzement to thls
speech of old Jenny's, who was generally
noted for her uncivil tongue; and she made
less noise getting the suppet ready, in
order to hear the rest of the conversation.

“I’m mighty sorry, Betsy, old woman,
for all the sharp things I've said to thee,
and to any one else; and I mean to try
from this night for’ard to follow one of the
last things Miss Vernon ever said to 1ae.
She said, she did, just as she was putting
on her clonk to go home, that wet day on
which she caught the cold that killed her,
¢ Jenny,” says she, ¢It’s a pity that we take
so much trouble to speak ill of others,
when perhaps at the judgment.day all the
unkind words we have spoken may con-
demn us; when, if we had only loved each

other a bit more, and spoken a bit kinder:

to each vther, we might have done it unto
Christ’ I don’t think P'm very much
longer for this world, and I can’t think
of many Kind words which I have spoken;
but I mean te try from this very moment

to be gentler, and for what is passed®Ig-

mu%s Jjust leave it unto Jesus, as Mis
Vérnon used to tell us.”

v
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Little Poll’s tears only flowed the faster
as she heard Jenny repeat Miss Vernon’s
words. Poor little gir, she had lost alimost
her only friend. Her father and mother
were alive, but neglected her, beeaunse of
the weakly health which enabled her to
work in the factory, and so bring in money.
And her occupation of attending to two
cross, infirm old women soured her temper,
making her discontented and murmuring.
Then Miss Vernon had shewn her how
that, when she did the least little kind
office fo these old bodics, she did it unto
Christ; and the kind lady had taken
great interess in the sickly child, and
bad taught her to work well, and read,
in the hopes that in course of time she
might carn a livelihood. Truly Miss
Vernon’s death wasga terrible loss to
many a poor neglected eonl in this north-
ern district.

It was past cight o’clock when the two
old people goegan togmake ready for bed,
that old .T enny, quite overdone by the un-
unusual fatigue of the day, fell on the
flooy insensible. Polly ran for the youngest
woman in the almshouse, who lifted ber
up and restored her senses; but the old
woman looked ghastly and deathlike, and
could only speak in detached words.

“The parson! the parson!™ she mur-
mured, indistinetly, *will no one go for
the parson? I must see him before I
die.”

Polly was the only one who could bo
sent, and the child, sorry as she was for
the old woman, her grandwother, sighed
as she thought of the weary three-mile
walk. “I am so tired,” she murmured;
“won’t it do to-morrow ?”

“She'll be dead before that, wench,”
replied one woman, roughly ; “you can go
or not, there’s no one to make you.”

“2Miss Vernon wonld have gone if it had
been still farther,” thought Polly; and
taking her shawl down from its peg, she
slarted towards the rectory. Besides her
fatigue, little Polly feared beizg alonc on
the road at night.  She had heard stories
of rough colliers going to their night-work,
robbing people just for the fun, cr frighten-
ing them—and then ghosts, wnd fairies.
But she whispered over and over to herself

the little hymn-prayer taught her by
Laucy Vernon :—
‘¢ Oh, dearest Jesus, holy Child,

JMake Thee a bed, soft, undefiled,

Within iny heart; that it may be

A quicet chamber, kept for Thee ;?
and walked as quickly as her tired legs
could carry her towards the village, The
rain and wind had fortunately ceased, and
the stars wera now shining brightly, so
that Polly’s fear of the dark lessened.
Then came into her mind stronger than
before the realization that Miss’Vernon
was dead.

“What was the use of trying to be good,
now that there was no one to encourage
or to praise her? and who would care if
she was naughty now ? Would it not be
better to amuse herself, than always to
be thinking of what is right?” At this
moment a curious moaning noise, as if
from some animal in pain, startled her:
it came from the other side of the hedge,
and then died away. The child waited
to bear no more, but hurried onward, and
soon reached the rectory quite out of
breath. The servant opened the door,
and Jooked crossly on the child afcer hear-
ing her message.

“Go down to the almshouse to see a
sn]ly old woman at this time of night!
No, indeed; master has had enough to
wear him out to-day without gaddiug
about now. I chall just say nothing
about it.”

“ Yowd better mind what you are about,
Esther,” said another servant, who ovir-
heard the last words. “Nothing vexes
master so much as not giving him a mes-
sage abonce. Iere, liftle girl, you'd best
step in and give your message yoursclf.”

The door was opened into a small study,
and Polly was ushered into the presencd
of the Rector.

“A little girl come with a message to
you, sir.”’

Mr. Vernon, for once in his life, was
sitting perfectly idle by a small fire. The
piles of books which usually cecupied him
were heaped on one side, and his spectacles
lay folded on the table. Polly thoughs
he was asleep, and bad uot heard her
announced, for his eyes were clostd, and
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bis head rested on his hand; but in a
moment he turned his gentle fuce (so
like his sister’s, only so full of grief)
towards her.

“Who wants me, little woman?” he
said, kindly.

“Old Jenny, at the almshouse, thinks
she is dying, sir, and begs you will go at
once.”

“Why! I saw her only this aféernoon,”
said Mr. Vernon, doubtfully ; ¢she walked
up to the—the funeral,” he continued in
a lower voice.

“Yes, sir, but she has been very ill
since.”

The Rector felt half inclined to say that
he would walk down first thing in the
morning to see the old woman, for he
really felt done up; but a look at the
white, tired little maiden shot a thrill
of remorse through him. SZe had been
obliged to walk up and fetch him, and it
was bis duty never to refuse a summons.

“I will come at once, little one,” he
said, rising ; “you may go to the kitchen
and ask Jane to give you something to
eat, or you may go on first te the alms-
houses if you are in a hurry.”

The child looked at him with a half-shy,
Inlf-frightencd expression.

“ Poor little thing, how heedless I am !
It is a long, lonely way for you to walk
bacic by yourself,” exclaimed Mr. Vernen,
kindly. “Wait five minutes, and Y will
be ready. You are a little afraid of the
dark are you not ?*

“A little, sir, and there was an odd
noise near the wood, and I was frightened
to pass it again,” replied Polly, gratefully.

““We will find out what it was; some-
thing Dbetter than ghosts, or perhaps
gorse,” said the Rector, with a sigh, as he

hought of the cruel traps set about by
the poachers in the Manor wosd. “ Wait
for me here, it is warmer than the hall.”

CHAPTER LI

TaE Rector walked wearily down stairs,
pausing for a moment to luok through the
Staircase window at the spot where the
carthly remains of his sister had been Iaid
in the crowded churchyard. By day it

had looked so bleak and cheerless, withount
tree or shrub near at hand; but now, in the
bright starlight it seemed to him to be
peaceful and uiet. ¢She always re-
minded me of « star,” said he to himself,
turning away ; “so bright and full of joy,
in spite of the troubles she had had; and
then at the smme time never wisbing to
be known, but content to be lost among
the multitude. She has, indeed, done the
work given her to do in leading others
to life.”

Cualling little Polly to join him, he set
oub on his way, lost in thought, and almost
forgetful of his small companion. e was
roused {from his meditation by Polly gently
pointing to the hedge, and whispering that
she still heard a noise from behind it.

“It is only some poor creature in
trap,” said Ar. Vernon, listening, “never-
theless X will try and release it; here is
a8 gap in the hedge, which I can get
through.” ki

To discover the place whenee the moan-
ing came was the work of a very short
time, and after a short delay Mr. Vernon
re-appeared with a $§mall dog in his arms,
whose foot huug down broken aund bleed-
ing.

“ Poor little wreteh, you must have
been here some howrs, aud the damp
ground is not so pleasant a bed as you arxe
accustomed to. Tt is a lady’s dog, cvi-
dently, by the embroidered collar., What
shall we do with it, little girl 7>

“AMay I not take it home with mo, sir,
to bind up its leg, until the lady hears of
it? If you gave it to we, sir, I could make
it more comfortable in my apron.”

The poor animal losked gratefully at
the -child, and tried to lick her hand as
she stroked its glossy head.

This little episode had aroused the Rector
from his reverie, and be entered into con-
versation with the child Dby asking her
name.

“Polly Day! Then yoa are the little
girl who used ofien to come up in the
afternoon to the rectory to my sister.”

“Yes, sir,” was the balf-sobbing reply. .

“Iam sure that you will not forget all’
she has taught you, now that she will not
be able to see whether you arc & gobd
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child or not ; though perhaps after all she
may still be near us, nearer than we
think.” .

“Oh, sir, do you think that she still
knows what we are doing P

“We cannot tell, little Polly. God
always orders cverything for the best;
but I think it is a helpfal thought to
think that she may be near; and you
know, my child, that One is always near,
seeing and knowing a1l that we do. Look
at those bright, shining stars, do they not
remind you of the text which says, ¢ He
that turneth many to righteousness shall
shine as the stars for ever?”> You should
think of ber shining brightly upon you,
even as the stars which you now behold.
And, my child, though you ave now so
young and ignorant, let it be always your
aim to help others, not only in worldly
matters, but in lending them, as the text
says, to rigbtcousnes.s. Even a child is
Lnown by his way; and little by little, by
good example, aud refusing evil even when
it scems to be harmless, you may be help-
ing in the good work which she dicd in
fulfilling. Mr. Vernon walked silently on,
slackening his pacc more and more as he
marked little Polly’s evident weariness.

An old woman met them at the alms-
house-gate, and took charge of the child,
saying, “that old Jenny’s room was full
enough withont the bairn, and she had
better have her supper, and lie down on
a make-shift.”

Old Jenny was growing weaker each
minute, though clear and sensible, and
she brightened up at the sight of Mr.
Vernon, who recommended that if half
the old people would go back to their
rooms, it would give Jenny more air to
breathe.

He bad not expected to find her so
quict and composed, never having known
her very intimately, except when, for the
good of her companions in the almshouses,
he had once or twice admenished her for
ill speaking. '

“She was deeply penitent for all her
a8t sins,” she told Mr. Vernon; “and if,
after all, the Lord should admit her into
the kingdom, she should say, she should,
that it was just Miss Vernon who had

taught her how to knock at the door, and
ask for forgiveness.”

“Is there anything that I can do for
your” enquired the Rector, kindly,—“your
family.”

“They'll none of them care whether I
live or die, as there is scarcely a thing to
leave them when I'm gone,” was the
reply ; “Dbut little Polly, sir, she has been
@ good wench, and that’s what I wan! to
say to you, sir. She’s but weakly, but
right disposed in her mind, and ’d be
sorry to think she went to the bad, like
the rest of them. If you’d keep an eye
on her, sir, just for Miss Vernon’s sake,
as was so fond of the lass, That’s all, sir;
and now will you give me a bi* prayer
just to keep my head straight.”

And while the lips of the old woman
tried to move in the prayer, the call came,
and old Jenny laid down the weary burthen
of her eighty years to tread the borders
of the unseen world.

The following morning the thought of
what he could do for little Polly rose
uppermost in the Rector’s mind; he felt
interested in the child, and determined
rot to let her go back fo the low haunts
where she had been brought up. In the
town he was attracted by two or three
bills posted up in the shop windows, ad-
vertising the loss of a dog. Finding oub
who the owner was, he immediately sct
out to relicve the mind of the old lady
about her favourite’s fate; and promised
at the same time to send little Polly (who
had at first discovercd the poor animal)
to restore it to its mistress, and receive
the trifling reward.

« She isa nice little girl, Mrs, Matthews,”
hie sid, taking his leave, “and I should
be very glad if X could find her some sa
home; for her parents are nob of the best,
and the old woman at the almshouse, on
whom she attended, died last night.”

“Dear me, Mr. Vernon, I'm wanting
a little handy lass to open the door when
Susan is out, #id to help her to wash up.
Perhaps the child would suit, though being
so young she’d most likely do more harm
than good;” and the old lady hesitated
between her wish to do a good action

and her dread of breakages.
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“Well, don’t do anything in a hurry,
Mis. Matthews; Polly shall come and sce
you this afternoon.”

Polly accordingly was sent to restore
the poor little wounded animal to its
rightful owner, and interested the old lady
by her pleading little face and gentler
manner.

The parents did wot require much per-
suasion to allow the child to engage her-
self as maid to old Mrs. Matthews, and
after the funeral of old Jenny, Polly
entered into her new situation.

Ar. Vernon’s words during their walk
to the almshouses that evening were as
a turning-point in Polly’s young life. She
would most likely, without encouragement,
have fallen into her old discontented grumb-
ling habits, without ambition of raising
hersclf above the ignorant, low children
of her own class; but the text, “He that
tarneth many to righteousness shall shine
as the stars for ever,” sunk deep into her
simple heart, and in due time bore frait.
She lived with Mrs. Matthews until the
kind old lady’s death; and her gentle,
and truly sincere attendance on her dur-
ing a lingering illness, induced the old
woman to leave her some of her small
savings.

Years passed on, and Alr. Vernon lost
sight of the young girl in whom he had
interested himself, until one day, visiting
a consumptive hospital, he was recognised
by the nurse, who proved to be none other
than little Polly. She had grown into
a strong active woman, devoted to the
vocation which she had made her own;
and loving to turn the minds of her help-

less patients to the True Physician, who
alone could heal their sickness.

Then came a call from home; her father,
reaping the conrequeiices of his intemperate
life, fell ill; her mother, growing too
feeble to nurse him, with noye of her
children at hand, Polly returned to the
humble roof, which had never been a home*
to her. The work which lay before her
was a mournful one; the habits of a life.
time were not to be overcome in a few
weeks, and her father’s spiritual condition
was a far greater sorrow to her than his
bodily suffering. But patience at last met
with its reward, and before his death the
man grew softened and repentant.

Polly never returned to the hospital,
she lived on in the town with her mother,
and spent most of her time visiting the
sick and poor. The almshouses also were
ber frequent resort, and to many a mo-
notoneus existence did she bring comfort.
She died suddenly though not unexpectedly,
much missed by all to whom she had
ministered, and was buried in the church-
yard, not far from Lucy Vernon’s grave.
Mr. Vernon, now a feeble old man, per-
formed the last services of the Church;
and on her death-bed Polly recalled to
his memory his first interview with her
so many years before. A little white
cross marks the spot where she was laid,
with her name and the text, ¢ They that
turn many to righteousness shall shine as
the stars for ever and ever,” inscribed on
it by the Rector; and the children, who
had loved her for her gentle kindness, still
lay little wreaths of wild-flowers on the
green grave,

HYMN.

Arvienry God, enthroned in highest heaven,
‘Where ceaseless alleluias risc,
We humbly lift our weeping cyes

To Thec, by whor all grace and gtrength is given.

Thkou art our Lord, we watch for Thy commands:
Do Thou, O God, our sins forgive,
‘We wait to hear Thee bid us live,

Despisc not then the work of Thine own Iands.

Spare us, good Lord, spare 5 Wwho tum to Thee;
We own our vileness, guilt, and shame;
Yet, for the glory of Thy name,

Save us from Satan’s power, and sct us frec.

W. M.
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24 HE Vicar of our parish is the Rev.
Dr. Portwan, & worthy divine, who
\ has beld the living for the last
thirty years, and is respected by
v everybody, even by the dissenting
-eninister, if we may consider that title ap-
‘plicable to one Joe erris, a small grocer
in our village, who has Ilately announced
his intention to. expound Secripture to all
those who are willing to assemble in his
ittle room instead of listening in the parish
<church to the Doctor’s learned disquisition
<ooncerning the force of the Greek Article,
<which has, unfortunately, been mors than
-once ignored in ou. authorized version of
the New Testament, Doctor Portman,
thoughb his partiality for the Greek Article
may perhaps somewhat diminish the value

and. an honest, hardworking clergyman,
always ready to leave his study on a visit

his presence, and may be unwilling to wait
for his fortnightly visit; and is, moreover,
=< punctual performer of the rubric which
~enjoins daily service in every parish church,
although the congregation on week-day
sornings rarely consists of more than five,
2nd is often reduced to three persons in the
afternoon. It is currently reported in the

-writing & book which will sapply the de-

Article ; and, indeed, there is some little
authority for the report, as certain manu-
seriph pages, neatly numbered, and tied up

Eviz OvercoMe 3y Goop.—r. Deer-

- public dinner, & gallant young man sab
<on the oppositc side of the table, who,
‘hesides other vain discourse, broke out
‘juto profane swearing, for which Mr. Deer-
ing gravely and sharply reproved him.
The young man, taking this as an affront,
tmmediately threw a glass*of beer in his

Jusult; but wiped his face, and continued

presently rencwed his profane conversa-
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with ribbon, have been seen in his study ;
but perhaps, as no advertiscment of the
work has yet appeared, the Doctor has
found it impossible to find the requisite in-
telligent publisher, who may duly appre-
ciate his labours and the vaiue of the
subject on which they have been employed.
Dr. Portman is a widower, having lost his
wife many years ago; and there are some
old women in the parish who are never
tired of descanting on the beauty of the
young bride, brought by the Vicar to his
new living when he himself was between
thirty and forty years of age. During the
few short-months that her life was spared
she won for heraelf the affection.of all in
the parish, and many were the blassings
uttered, and many. the prayers offered up,
in lier behalf throughout the village. Bat,
alas, her course on earth was soon run, and
from the simple inscription on her tomb.
stone we learn the death of ¢ Jane, the be-
loved wife of Henry Portman, Vicar of this
parish, in her 21st year;”’ and own the ap-
propriateness of the text suggested to her
sorrowing husband by the safferer on the
bed of death: “It isthe Lord; let Him do
what seemeth Him good.” (1 Sam, iii. 18))
Time has gradually softened the poig-
nant grief of Dr. Portman, but he knew
and regarded ancient traditions and primi-
tive customstoo well to marry a second time.
An uomarried sister, his junior by a few
years, keeps house for him, and the viear-
age is generally enlivened by the presence
of some of his many nephews and nieces.
W. M.

and violence, he flung amother glass of
beer in his face. M. Deering continued
unmoved, still shewing his zcal for the
glory of God, by bearing the insuls with
Christian meckness and humble silence:
This so astonished the young gentleman;
that he rose from the table, fell on his
knces, and asked MMr. Deering’s pardon;
and declaredpthat if any of the company
offered him similar insnlts, s would stab
bim with his sword. Here was practically
verified the New Testament masim, “Be
not overcome of evil, but overcome evil

ticn, and Mr. Deering reproved him as
-Defore,~upon which, but with more rage

with good.”’—Buck’s duccdotes.
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“NIL DESPERANDUM ;" OR, THE FORTUNES OF A LOYAL HOUSE,

(Continued from p. 231.)

CHAPTER XIX.
ATTER TFIVE YEAR..

- Absence, hear thou my protestation
Against thy strength,
Distance, and length;
Do what thou canst for alteration :
For hearts of truest mettle
Absence doth join, and time doth settle.”

ANADY D’AUBIGNY had ab last re-
warded Tord Newbury’s devotion
by marrying him, and together they

:’ftt’-i worked in the royal cause, with
cnergy which secmed only strength-

-encd by the defeats and losses of that dis-
-astrous time. Every fresh disappointment,

every new reason for hopelessness, seemed
but to make them more hopeful, and to

-suggest some new and promising scheme

to Lady Kate’s mind. Living in the decp-

.est retirement at Bagshot, a royal hunting-

lodge on the outskirts of Windsor Forest,
the young lord and ledy appeared to have
given up, like so many of their friends, all
idea of resistance to the victorious Crom-
well and his army, who kept the whole
country in check, and King Charles a
prisoner. Bub in reality their zeal never
flagged. They had succeeded in keeping
up a correspondence in cipber with the
King, through all his imprisonments, and
had thus given him notice beforehand of
many changes of fortune. Most of the
Jetters between the King and the Queen
had also passed through their hands.

It was a December afternoon, and the
oak parlour at Bagshot Lodge would have
been nearly dark, but for the pine-wood
fire that crackled behind the dogs, and
filled the room with its fresh pleasant
smell. Dorothy Lyne, in a blue satin
gown, and a large yellow deer-hound, were
sitting together in front of the fire. She
was not much altered, escept that her
face was thinner, and not so 'childliko,
and her eyes were graver and darker;
the troubles of that time had had & more
visible effcct on her thap on her friend
Kate, who sat a little further from the
&m}gmﬁng a letter by its light. There

was something in the air of plotting and
cipher that agreed with her ladysbip; she
looked almost younger than Dorothy, and
wonderfully bright and handsome, now
that she had laid aside her widow’s dress.

¢ Listen! he is come,” she said, holding
up her finger; “safe across the heath, in
spite of all your fears, Dolly.”

“Nay; I was not afraid.”’

«Did I not hear you this morning ask-
ing my lord about the roads across the
heath, and all their dangers? But here
they are. Keep your friend still, lest he
offer too warm a welcome.”

¢ Ivor knows an honest man,” said Doro-
thy, as she put her arm round the dog’s
neck, and laid her cheek upon his noble
head.

There were steps at the door. Lord
Newbury opened ib, introducing a travel-
stained gentleman, whose clothes bore
marks enough of Bagshot Heath, and
many a soil besides.
~ Five years of a cavalier’s life, hard
fighting, and travelling by land and sea,
with no shelter from sun, wind, rain, or
snow, had bronzed his fair face, and dark-
cned his hair and beard. His voice had
a rougher, deeper tone; his shoulders were
broader, and his whole Dearing was less
courtier-like than of old; but Dorothy, as
she rose from Ivor’s yellow head fo receive
his greeting, felt that she liked her cousin
Frank none the less for the change that
those years had wrought. As he talked
to their friends, she sat down again in
the chimney-corner, and otcupied herself
with the dog; a sudden fit of shyness
secmed to have come over her; but she
knew by instinct that XFrank’s eyes were
fixed upon her, and he was thinking of
her, while he told them of his journey
from Holland, his narrow escapes, and how
he had received Lord Newbury’s letter ab
a London coffec-house the night before;
mine host, though outwardly a Puritan,
being & friend to the good cause.

« And what new plan is this, in which
I am to take part ?”
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“Nothing less than a plan for his 1
Majesty’s escape,” answered Lord New-
bury, in a low cautious tope. « They are
bringing him from Hurst Castle to-Windsor,
and this scems the last chance of rescuing
him from their rascally hands. Weo had
knowledge of the intention, and sent his
Majesty word of it, begging him to find
some way that he might dine here, which
advice he has taken, for there came a mes-
senger this very afternoon, saying that e
will be here by noon to-morrow.”

“But what of his escort? And how will
you manage the escape?” asked Frank,
eagerly.

“We have settled that,” said her lady-
ship: “he shall be carried off in spite of

Harrison and all his crew. We bave begged
him to take oceasion to lame his horse,~—
the poor beast must be content to suffer
for his master’s sake,—or to find such fault
with his going, that he may ride one of
ours for the rest of the way. And we
have Whiteleg in our stables, the fleetest
creature in England, I believe.”

“He has no match in Europe,” said
Lord Newbury, confidently. Do you see,
Audley ? His Majesty will seize the right
moment, set spurs to Whiteleg, and dash
away into the forest, where they will
scarce follow him; he knows every path
and winding so well. Three or four good
horses will be laid in several places; you,
if you will, shall join his Majesty on the
outskirts of the forest, and you and he
shall be guided by a servant, whom I will
send with you, to a place where a boat is
ready to cross over at once to IFrance.”

Dorothy looked up at her cousin, her
eyes ehining, and her face alight with
loyalty. Could there be greater happi-
ness than to ride with King Charles,
under the cold December sky, over wild
heaths and through forest glades, down
to the sea, beyond which lay freedom and
safety! Frank caught her eye, and an,
swered her thoughts with a smile, which
yet nad some sadness in it.

“I am at his Majesty’s service, and
yours, my lord,” he said. “It is a well-
planned scheme, and any risk is welcome

in such a cause. I see in my cousin’s face
that she envies me.”

“I will answer for it she docs, and so
do L” said Lady Newbury. “Ab, if we
women were more of Amazons !”

“Nay, my lady,” said her husband,
lnughing ; ¢ ye cannot be both head and
hand. I need not tell you, Audley, that
all this scheme is of her ladyship’s plan.
ning. Whiteleg might have stood in the
stable many a day, ere such a noble use
for him would have dawned on my brain,
But now come, my friend : you must pull
off those boots and malke yourself trim:
’tis nigh supper-time.”

The young men left the room together,
and Lady Newbury drew nearer to the
fire and her protegée, who scemed to be
plunged in thought.

“ Why, Dolly,” she said, * your cousin
was always a noble gentleman, but now
he scems to me sometbing more. That
fine brown face belongs to a hero. His
voice is fiercer, and rings like a soldier’s
voice. 'What thinks my child of the
change P

“Ilike it. He looks as if he had fought
for the King. And it is all outside, the
change. Frank bimself is the same as
cver.”

“ I believe it,” said Lady Newbury, and
then she sat quite still for a few minutes,

thinking of the old Oxford days; they:

seemed more than five years ago; when
Frank had gome away to fight for the
King, leaving his treasure in her kecping.
And she had not been false to her trust:
Dorothy could not have been more dearly
loved, or better guarded, had she been her
own sister. As to her child, Lord d’Ay~
bigny, the Duke of Richmond’s heir, he
had been sent with a tutor to the Hague,
to be out of harm’s way. His father and
two of his uncles had died in the war;
only the Duke remained; and this child,
the only hope of that branch of the Stuart
line, was safer out of the country which
treated his name so ill.

Colonel Frank Audley could not sleep
that night. He pushed open the lattice,
and leaned out into the frosty air, under
the silent stars. It was not the enferprise

of the morrow, zeady and eager as he was.

for that, which kept him awake and filled

his thoughts. He looked up atthe.stars,.

sy - o
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and thought of the dear star of hope that
had lighted him through all his wander-
ings, Surely by this time she must have
forgotten that villain Corbet, and if Le
could only speak to her now, she would
not send him away again! But when
could he speak ? for to-morrow he must
follow his royal master, and forget every-
thing but his safety. Frank sighed, but
e was not a man to shrink from his duty,
whatever he might be called on to give up
for its sake. Me turned away from the
window, and walked restlessly up and down
the room.

“Ah, little Dorothy, to be under the
same roof with thee once more! Sweet
eyes, that have seemed to watch me all
along these weary years! sweet face, dearer
than the brightest beauty under the sun!
Sleep peacefully, my only love, and dream
-of thy poor Frank!”

CHAPTER XX.
TNDER THE WINDOW.

¢¢1, passing, saw you overhead.”
1. Browning,

Ix the clear steely light of the December
morning Frank Audley left his room, and
overtook Dorothy in the corridor; she was
going to her friend Kate, to ask if she
could do anything to help her in the prepa-
rations for his Majesty ; so she told Frank,
when he asked whither she was hurrying.

“Her ladyship will surely spare you to
me for a few minutes,” said he. “ We
were once such dear friends, Dorothy, and
it is so long since we met. If you will
do no more, stay with me awhile in this
window, and tell me something of our
old friends. Lady Newbury has servants
enough to.-attend her, and I must away
with the King.”

Dorothy smiled, and turned at once into
the window. Though she would hardly
have owned it to herself, the claim of
long affection sent a thrill of happiness to
her heart. Then-the tears came to her
-eyes, ab all the memories which Frank
brought to mind: ever-living memories,
indeed; but roused to sudden strength
and vividness by his look and voice; so
“familiar in the old days of Dering, when

he and she and Marmaduke were the three
children of the house, Frank saw the tears,
gently took her hand and Xissed it, and
then asked her in a cheerful tone how
things went with Christopher.

“Oh, Christopher,” said Dorothy, smil-
ing again: “he is as happy as o man can
be, who is a true Royalist, and lives under
this Parliament. I wonder Jasper did not
tell you—you saw him last night ? He is
married to my good little Adab, and lives
still in his own house.”

“Indecd! And how does he make out
matters with his father-in-law?*

“Mr. Shipley is dead: he died before
they were married; and Simon and his
mother live at the Hall. They are very
peaceable, and things go on quictly. Simon
has to pay the chief part of the.rents to
the Commissioners, but he employs Chris-
topher to manage the land for him.”

“I wonder that such a staunch fellow
as Master Wak~ should take service under
& Roundhead.”

“ It was my wish that he should do so,”
said Dorothy. <“He came and asked me
before he accepted Simon’s offer.  You see,
Frank, he keeps the place in order till the
good times come round again.”

“You do not think they are gone for
ever, then? You keep your hopeful spirit,
and believe in the old Pheenix still #*°

“Surely, Frank. ¢Nil desperandum !”

-Ab, heavens, who is that 2",

The window. looked out on n quiet piece
of garden ground, and there on the grass
stood a Puritan officer, gazing up at.them.
His orange scarf shewed his.party; bt' +he
face under the steel cap was well known to
both Frank and Dorothy.

“He has found his place,” muttered
Frank, after a moment’s bewildered silence,
as the officer torned and’ walked away.
“Dorotby, my dearest, what ails you?”
for she had sunk down half-fainting on-the
window-seat. “Let me take you to your
room : shall X call Lady Newbury?

- “No, no; Iam better—I amwell; only
do not let me see him-again. Frank, you
must be my brother; and take careof me;
Blarmaduke szid so. You will notélet him
come near me ?”

“Nob if my sword can keep- hinr away.
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What can bring the fellow here—and in
that dress?”

A door at the end of the corridor flew
open, and Dorothy, without stopping to
see who was there, darted away to her
own room. Frank, flushed and agitated,
stepped forward to meet Lady Newbury,
who was herself looking terribly disturbed.

“Ab, Colonel Audley, you have heard it,
I see by your face. 'Was there ever such
amisfortune ? Alas! how shall we tell bis
Majesty 7

Could it be possible that Lady Newbm y
was talking of Mr. Henry Corbet’s defec-
tion from the royal cause? «No great
losg,” Frank thought, and was beginning
tosay as much, when she went on, silencing
and puzzling him completely.

“It was my unbappy palfrey that did
the mischief. How shall I ever ride him

again ? How he got loose no one can dis- -

cover; but poor Whitcleg will wear his
mark for many a day. Dead lame, I assure
you, and not a horse in our stables to ap-
proach him for fleetness, Little chance
now of his Majesty’s escape.”

“A terrible mishap ! exelaimed Frank,
at length understanding what had hap-
pened.  “ Where is Lord Newbury? Can
10 other plan be devised P

“You will find him in the stables. We
have other good horses, mo doubt, but
not one that will disteace pursuit: And
the place is surrounded with soldiers—
Harrison’s spy troop—so that one dares
scarcely speak.”

“Ay: your ladyship noticed that I met
Jou in some agitation. A moment since,
as I stood with my cousin in that window,
we saw a rebel officer standing on the
grass below. The face was that of Henry
Corbet.” *

“Did you never hear of his treason?
Ab, you were out of the country, and I
bave taken care not to mention his name
in Dolly’s hearing. What! then ho is in
command of this troop: I marvel he dares
to shew himself here.” What said your
cousin at the sight 7

“8he prayed me not to let him come
near her; and I promised to keep him
away.”

Lady Newbury’s sympathy with her

friends was never wanting, in her own most
trying and anxious moments, She smiled
brightly, in spite of her distress at the
misfortune of that morning,

“Well, go to Lord Newbury, and con-
sole him if you ean. I must tell Dolly my
news, and teach her to forget her own
troubles in his Majesty’s. Farewell.”

Frank bowed, and passed on.

Halfan-hour later, when the four good
Royalists met at breakfast in the parlour,
they had all regained some degree of calm-
ness, Lord Newbury was eager in the
idea that the King might yet make his
escape; for there were good horses in the
stable, though the best was so unfortu-
nately.disabled, Frank was ready to enter
into any plan, and to risk twenty lives, if
he had them, for the King; Lady New-
bury was for once in her life inclined to
be hopeless, and Dorothy was very silent,
listening to every sound, and watching the
door, every time & servan opened it, in
fear that the man who had once been her
lover might come in, and even speak to
her. Falseevery way ; how could she ever
have believed in him! But he made no
attempt to force himself in; he and his
men contented themselves with guarding
the outside of the house,

In the course of the morning, Lord
Newbury and Colonel Audley met him in
the stable-yard. The nobleman, who had
known him very slightly in times past,
touched his hat as if to a perfect stranger,
and Frank would have done the same, but
Corbet stepped forward and ‘spoke to him,

“Good-day to you, sir. How fares it
with your gentle cousin, Mistress Dorothy
Lyne? I owe her much gratitude for
kindness in years past ; and changed as all
things are since then, I would gladly see
-or again, and tender such thanks as she
will aceept.”

“At your peril, sir,” was Frank’s an.
swer, as with flashing eyes he laid his hand
on his sword-hilt. “Dare to enter Mis.
tress Lyne’s presence, or to speak to her,
and you gain the punishment you have go
long deserved.”

Lord Newbury, hearing these angry
words, turned round in astonishment ; they
were so unlike Audley, generally the calm-
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est of men, and courtcous even to his ;

enemics. Mr. Corbet drew back at once,
with a slight bow, and a swile of affected
surprise.

“I have no wish to intrude myself.
I was not aware that in these days oppo-
site parties ignored the simplest courtesy.”

“ Enough, sir, I have no need to explain
myself;” and Frank turned away to his
friend.

“On my word,” said Lord Newbury,
lnughing, as they walked on, “advancing
age has not smoothed your worship’s man-
ners. Was ever gallant so crushed before

“Would you suffer a traitor rascal to
speak to your wife as an old friend ?”

“Well—no. And I suppose you consider
yourself in the light of Mrs. Dorothy’s
guardian ?”

It was said with a smile, of which Frank
was very well aware,

“I am the only relation she has in the
world: Lody Newbury has more claim to
the title of her guardian; but I have cer-
tainly a right to guard my cousin from
what I know would be displeasing to
her.”

Dorothy knew nothing of her danger,
and was forgetting her fright of the morn-
ing in all Lady Newbury’s preparations
for the King. Noon was fast approaching ;
the servants were ready in their best liver-
ies, and dinner was laid in the parlour for
his Majesty, and in the hall, where a great
firc was roaring, for his escort. Every-
thing was ready, and the ladies had no-

thing to do now but to wait, sadly enough,
for their eaptive King.

As they stood together by the parlour-
window, Dorothy suddenly began: «Dear
Kate, I must say one word to you: what
can Trank think of me !—this morning,
when we saw that man under the window,
I forgot he knew nothing, and behaved in
wy amazement most foolishly. He must
have marvelled at me. What can I do ?*

“You never told him,” said Lady New-
bury, slowly.

“No; howcould I? You know I never
told any but you; yet, now I think of
it, he scarcely seemed surprised. *Tis very
strange.” .

“Truth will out,” said her friend, smiling,
and colouring a little. I told him, Dolly,
five years ago, befcre he left us for the
last time. Do not be angry with me; I did
it for the best; it explained his rejection,
and he was satisfied. And you know the
secret was safe in his keeping.”

“Yes, indeed, and I am not angry,
though I certainly once thought I had the
truest of friends: but it seems to me that
you are Frank’s friend as well as mine,
and if you tell him my secrets, you should
tell me his.”

“He has but one, and you know it al-
ready. Bub hark! his Majesty is arriving.
Come, rosy cheeks, let us to the hall to
meet him. If loyalty has vanished from
the rest of England, he shall find it in his
own lodge at Bagshot.”

(To be continued.)

THE TWENTY-FIRST SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY.

“Pardon and Peace.”

Lapex with siz, to Thee, dear Lord, I ery;
Hear me, oh hear me from Thy throne on high;
Pardon, and wash me free from every stain,
And once again Thy wandering child reclaim.

Grant us, O Lord, Thine own sweet peace, I pray,
To guide us safely through life’s checquered way;
Calm us, O Jesu, by Thy grace divine;

O let Thy love for ever o’er us shine,

O Holy Spirit, fill us with Thy love,

Help us to serve Thee as Thy saints above;
Let no sad discord keep us far from Thee,
From strifc and cavy, Lord, oh set us free.

And whea from this bleak world we take our
flight,
And soar above, to dwell in realms of light ;
Peace ever reigns; our cross we then lay down,
And change it, Lord, to wear a golden crown,
Ameun.

Sees.
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THE PASSION PLAY AT BRIXLEGG,

Sm.—Having been abroad for some time,
I do not know whether any account of the
Pagsion play at Brixlegg has appeared in
your paper.  If not, it may interest your
readers to hear of it.

The primitive little village is most beau-
tifully sibuated in the Unterinnthal in
Tirol, about an hour by railway from
Tnnsbruck. We obtained lodgings in the
houso of a photographer opposite the large
wooden theatre, which would contain, I
sshould say, 1,000, though there were only
about 300, all farmers and peasants, in
their picturesque costume, except ourselves.
The dresses were beautiful, exactly correct
as to period, both Jewish and Roman;
the colouring was most barmonious; the
chorus, in Roman mantles and flowing
robes, arranged in the same succession of
colours as the rainbow, sang remarkably
well, indeed, like all the actors, really
seemed fo live their parts, not merely to
act them. The types were very well
chosen, aud the perfectly motionless still-
ness observed by all, even the smallest
children, whilst the leader of the chorug
explained the tableaux, was extraordinary ;
the acting in these wag in dumb ghow, at
the sound of a bell,

Thus, in the first picture, Adam and Eve
plucking an apple in the background; on
the left, Abrabam aboug to sacrifice Isaac;
in the foreground, the cross surrounded by
adoring angels, The leader of the choir,
4 noble-looking man in g long gold-em-
broidered white robe and scarlet mantle,
explained the types. The bell rang: Eve
presents the apple to Adam, the angel
appeared to Abraham, and the angels lifted
their hands in supplication towards the
cross.  Not one of the large group of
kneeling children made a false or ungrace-

ful movement in this or in any other
scene, and, in all, the
was wonderful.

So in about five Lours we passed through
the Life of Christ, from His entry into
Jerusalem to His Resurrection,

expression of face

each scene

preceded by the Old Testament type, and
the singing of the chorus. After the
agony in the garden, the chorus wore
black mantles till the closing chorus a
the Resurrection, Every thing was done
so reverenbially, with such decp feeling
of Whose Life they were representing,
that it did indeed tend to “increase of
devotion, and clevation of soul,”” as stated
on the little books of the Passion play.

I never, for my part, realised before so
fully the way in which the types and pro-
mises of the Old Testament were falfilled
ia the New; or what our Saviour's Life
must Lave been, and still less the full
awfulness and agony of His sufferings
and Death. First, the parting from His
Mother when He makes known to her
His mission; then the agony in the garden,
the betrayal, the meek silence with which
He endured the blows and mockery of
the soldiers, and the taunts of the high-
priest, the scourging, the crown of thorns,
and finally the Crucifixion. Oh! the
horror of it, hearing and secing the nails
hammered iuto the tender Hands and
Feet, the spear thrust into the Side, the
last loving words to the sorrowing Mother
and St. John, all produced a feeling too
decp for tears. One could only feel that
this was indeed the Son of God, and no
man only, to have suffered thus for others,
and those others sinful men, of His own
free-will.  Not a sound was heard, but all
over the building was dead silence, ex-
pressing more than many words; it was
unbroken, till after the Resurrection, when
the priests and Pharisces offered the Ro-
man ecaptain money to say his men had
dreamed ; ‘then, when flinging the money
ab their feet, he declared his belief that
the Ban they had crucified was indeed
their expected Messinh and King, there
was an irresistible burst of applause,
though it was instantly hushed.

The Passion play is given every Sunday
in August and September, having begun
in June. MarY CONYBEARE,

Brixlegy, Aug. 4, 1873,
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@ AST are the days of toil and tribulation,

@(, Gathered the harvest of the ripened grain,
Now with one voice, a grateful congregation,

Pours forth a glad thanksgiving-song again.

He who at morning went forth sadly weeping,-
Scattering the seed around him far and wide,
Who through the Summer has been long watch keeping,

Brings home rejoicing sheaves at eventide.

So we would bring our offerings to Thine altar,
Hearts overflowing with their love and fear ;
‘What though our words for very weakness falter,

Thou still art ready eack poor prayer to hear.

Lord, now we thank Thee for Thy constant caring,
Thou by Whose Providence the birds are fed,
Praise Thee, and bless for raiment we are wearing,

For Thine unfailing gift of daily bread.

“Be Thou with @s, and we with Thee for €ver;
Then, when the Joving Angel Reapers come,

Thon, Whose long-suffering mency faileth never,
Gather us safely to Thine Harvest's home.

U




The Angel of Death.
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THE ANGEL OF DEATH.

1.
Yy
JQILENCE in the chamber,

N
g():) Sorrow-smitten hearts;
Darkuness o’er the city,
Silence through its marts.
Human links now broken,
Where once sunshine shone;
One more soul departed,

Two sad hearts alone.

1.
O’er tall towers and spirelcts,
Through the gloom of night,
Up, where stars are trembling
Beautiful and bright :
Where the air grows chillier
And weird music flows,
On, through cloud and cloudlet

To where glory glows.

IIl.

Angel! bear him God-wards,
And console the sad,

Wipe the tears of.ﬁourners—
Sorrowful make glad.

Smites the breast of Ocean
Beam of silver moon,

Aureole of glory,

Crown that pure heart soon!

T G. L




QUERIES
Bx TO BL ANSWEBED IN THE NEXT NUMBERS.,  ~ o =

ITOSPITALS UNDER SISTERHOODS.

49.—1 wish to compile e list of Hospitals,
oCc., nursed by Sesters of the Anglican Clarek.
Would any of yowr readers help met The
sne will be eventually sent o you for publi-
cation when completed.

Hesry SaMuEr Purooy, M.D.

DEeDICATION IN IIONOUR OF THE
ASSUMPTION.

50.—Can any of your rcaders <uform me
chether there are any churches in Lngland,
lesides that of Tysoe, Warwickshive, dedi-
cated to the Assumption of the Viigin 2

T.

PRrIvATE COURCH-BUILDING.

51—l your readers Rindly give me the
localities and tnvocations of any churches
they may Liow of that hare been built within
the present century at the expense of privaie
persons or families (i.e. without subscription-

lists, canvassing, lazaars, or other wodern
deviees), and the founders' full names; men-
tioning also the dates of dedication ?

A . F H

PATRON-SAINT OF MINERS.

52.—Will any of the rcaders of the PENNY
Post Xindly inform me if there is a Patron-
Saint of Mincrs; and if so, what is his
name and kistory, and are theve any chitvches
dedicated to him 2 AXNNE.

VESTED ALTARS.

68.—What churches had altars vesled i
any othar colour than ved and blue previous
{0 4.0.1830? Moss.

Cotred DEDICATED TO ST. ELWYN.

54.—There is @ church at Hayle, in Corn-
wall, dedicated to St. Elwyn; ROSE ExMa
would be glad of tnformation respecting this
sainl.

REPLIES

TO QUERIES IN PBEVIOUS NUXMBERS.

MORE THAN ONE AXTAR IN A CHURCH.

17.—Are there any instances of wmore than
one Altar met with in the same church in the
-luglican Communion of the present day?
Whacre @ church s enlarged, and @ new
chancel buill, ought the former Altar to re-
main tn the old chancel, as wcll as the new
e in Uhe new chancel 2 M. D.

Diocese of Excter: Cathedral Church,
Lady Chapel; Crediton Parish Church,
uorth aisle.

Ely: Catbedral Chureh, Lady Chapel, used
as a parish church; Bp. Alecock’s chantry,
an ancient stone one unvested.

A Correspondont, ¢ INvaLw,” thus writes:
** In your List of Churches having moro than
ono Altar, occurs St. Martin's, Brighton, Dio-
ceso of Chichester; the statement is erro.
neous. St Martin'sis at present but a small

temporary church, without aisles, and hav-
ing but one altar. A large and costly church
13 being built by that excellent and estoemed
Priest, Chancellor Wagoer (of 'St. Paul's,
Brighton) and his brothers, in memory of
their father, tho late Vicar. The foundation-
stono was laid last St. Martio's day, but the
roof is not yet on. The church will cost,
I believe, about £15,000, and bo cntirely
frco and unappropriated. It may havo been
intended that thero should be two aitars,
I rather think it was; but whether there
will or not remains to bo seen.”

A correspondent, D.J.S., also writes, “You
have been misinformed as to two churches
meontioned in this month’s list as having two
altars,—in tho Church of tho Awnnuncia-
tion, Chisclhurst, there is only one; also in
S. Saviour's, Hoxton, whore, however, thero
is a sort of oratory set up in the south aisle,
with an oaken cross upon a bracket, but no
altar;” also, as rogards altar lights, ¢ Thero
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aro nono in All Hallows Barking Church, | of Cambridgoe hoods, Mr. NEWITT omits the

nor S.Mary’s, Kilburn, nor Christ Church,
Hoxton; but of this last I am not quite
certain.”

Hoobs.

25.—What are the different Hoods worn by
the members of the Universities? or can any one
tell me whether there is any Vook published
skewing the various Ioods? F.G. C.

In the volume of the PENNY PosT for 1863,
p. 139, this question is answered, and as far
as Dublin University is concerned, correctly
auswered ; which is not the case in tho at-
tempted answer given last month. Neither
is the list of Oxford hoods, and the materials
of which they aro made, correct, as given in
tho reply of the July number, though that
printed in August is correct.

With regard to doctors in the three Uni-
versities, Oxford, Cambridge, and Dublin,
they all wear scarlet cloth robes, (in full
dress) and scarlet cloth hoods, Tho different
facultics, Divinity, Law, and Medicine, aro
distinguished by the linings and facings only.
Thus:—

D.D. (In Oxford and Dublin). Scarlet
cloth lined and facud with black velvet.

D.C.L. (Oxford). Scarlet cloth lined and
faced with crimson silk.

LL.D. (Dublin). Lined and faced with
pink silk.

Dublin hoods can generally bo distinguished
from Oxford or Cambridgo ones, by tho tip-
pot being cut square, instead of the corners
being rounded off, and also by tho silk lining
being turned over the edges of the cloth. G.

Edinburgl, University.

LL.D. Black cloth lined with blue silk.

LL.B. Black silk lined with blue silk, and
bordered with white fur.

D.D. Blagicgloth lined with purplo silk.

B.D. Black sifk lined with purple silk, and
bordered with white fur.

M.D. Black cloth lined with crimson silk.

AM.B.and C.M. Black silk lined with crim-
son silk, and bordered with whito fur.

Sc. D. Black cloth lined with Iemon yellow
silk.

Sc. B. Black silk lined with lemon yellow
silk, and bordered with white fur.

AML.A. Black silk lined with whitoe silk.

The gowns are all of black silk or stuff,
with long sleeves. .

Copied ‘rom the Edinburgh University
Calendar. G. S. P.

The list of Oxford hoods given by ZEBEDLE
appears to bo pretty correct, but that of Mr.
Anraur W, NEwrrr for other Universitics
and Colleges is not o accurate, In tho list

important item of’ tho material, while his list
of London and Durham hoods is very meagre.
I venturo, therciore, to supply the dofi-
cioncies, so far as my own knowledgo epables.

me to do so.
Cambridge.

D.D. Scarlet cloth lined with rose-colourod:
silk.

B.D. Blacksilk.

LL.D. Scarlet cloth lined with ermine.

LL.B. Black silk.

M.D. Scarletclothlined with rose-coloured:
silk.

M.B. Black silk.

Mus. Doc. Buff silk lined with ceriso silk.

Mus. Bac. White silk lined with cerise.
(Formerly a hood of blue silk lined with
black was worn for this degree.)

M.A. (Regent). Black silk lined with white
silk.

M.A. (Non-Regent). Black silk only. (This
ought to bo worn by all Masters of five years
standing.)

B.A. Black stuff lined with lamb’s wool,
or, less correctly, white fur.

Durham.

D.D. Searlet cloth lined with purple silk.

B.D. Black silk.

LL.D. Scarlet cloth lined with white silk.

LL.B. Puarplosilk trimmod with white fur.

A, Purple cloth lned with scarlet silk.

M3

Mus. Doc. Purple cloth Lined with white
silk.

Mus. Biac. ()

AMLA. Black siik lined with purplo silk.

B.A. Black stufl lined with white fur.

L. Ta. Black stuff edged with black silk
velvet.

ME. (3

London.

LL.D. Blue cloth lined with blue silk,
odged with two stripes of bluo velvet.

LL.B. Blue silk edged with a stripe of
blue velvet.

M.D. Violet-coloured cloth lned with
violet silk, edged with two stripes of violet
velvet.

ALB. Violet silk edged with a stripo of
violet velvet.

31.S. Black silk lined with violet silk.

Mus. Doc. Puco silk edged with two
stripes of puco velvet.

Mus. Bac. Puce silk edged with ono
stripo of puco velvet.

M.A. Black silk lined with lavender silk,
and bordered with two stripes of lavender
velvet (7).

B.A. Black ik bordered with Dblack
velvet (?).

S
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A.E.C. Black silk lined with mauve,

Sc. Doc. {(B.

Sc. Bac. (¥).

D. Lat. (3.

To the list of Scottish hoods should be
added the following:—Tho M.A. of Aber-
deen, is of black silk lined with white silk;
the M.A. of St. Andrew’s, is of black silk
lined with red silk. If an LL.D. or D.D. of
Glasgow is also M.A., he is at liberty to add
the red silk lining to his black veivet hood.

The B.D., M.A. (Non-rcgent), and other
pain black silk hoods in the list above, are
gonerally mado of corded silk lined with
glacé silk.

The Lampeter (St. David’s College) B.D.
hood, is of black silk lined with purple, and
edged with white silk,

The hoods of degrees conferred by tho
colleges of the Queen’s University in Ireland
are identical with the Dublin hood. The
B.A. bood should properly be made of stuff,
but custom has sanctioned the use of silk.

Al hoods should properly be cut and worn
tippet-ways, as is still the custom in the
Roman Catholic Church; in some places
among ourselves an attempt has been mado
of late years to return to the proper shape
and mode of wearing. By the canons, “lite-
rate persons” are permitted to wear a “tip-
pet”’ of blasck stuff, and o stuff Zood is often
worn, but it is very doubtful if this is at all
within the meaning of the canon. (Seo Mr.
French's paper on tho “Tippets of the
Canons Lcclesiastical,” in the ¢ Journal of
the British Archxological Association.”)

Joux WOODWARD.

RoMAN CATHOLIC FALSIFICATIONS OF
HisTory.

40.— N2l any of your weaders kndly in-
form e concerning the alleged ¢ consccration
by Queen Elizabeth, of an English Bushop?”
T'his suliject forms the frontespicee to a Romai
work on Anglican Orders, ouce 2xhibited in
the window of a Roman bookscller in this
town. I have @ pamphlet on Anglican Orders,
refuting some of the charges of failure, but no
mention 15 made of the absurd act above ve-
Jerred to. INVALID.

Tho book INVALID refers to must bo, I
think, ¢ Cobbett’s History of tho Reforma.
tion,” which has a frontispiece representiog
¢ Qucen Elizabeth conscerating an Arch-
bishop,” with this verse underneath :—

¢ At which her Majesty expands
The thumbs and fingers of both bands,
Andin asolemn man » laid
All her ten digits on his bead.”?
g WarD,
FuNERAL CusSTOM:
43, —At AVbols-Anne, near Andover, Hants,

s cuslomary, on the death of younyg persons

<

connceted with the parisk, to hang up white
gloves i the chrrch in memory of them, their
aanes being written on the gloves. Can you,
or any of your veaders, kindly inform me
what is the origin of this curious custom ;
also, whether it cxists elsewhere? M, H.R.

The old English custom of carrying a
funeral garland to church when a village
maiden was buried, formerly oxisted at
Minsterley, Salop. Until lately some of
these garlands remained in the church. They
are composed of hoops connected by strips
of wood ; in the middle hang papers cut in
the shape of hands; flowers and ribbons are
attached to the frames, but they are much
faded and discolorred with age and dust.
Thoy were suspended from tho top of the
church walls by iron rods, bearing on the
end a heart-shaped plate, on which are in-
seribed the initials and date. None of then
seem to be carlier than the eigbtemth cen-
tury. Somo time ago “‘a chaplel and pair
of gloves” were placed in Shrawardine
Chureh, Shropshire, in memory of a young
woman of the pavish, who was drowned in
crossing the Severn.  An illustrated deserip-
tion of seme funeral garlands in Derbyshire
is given in Chambers’ ¢ Book of Days.”

R.E.D.
STEPNEY LEGEND.

a5.—Can any of your correspondents fur-
nisk the Legend atlacked to ¢ curious monu-
ment on the outside of Stepney Charch, at the
cast cad, represenling a fish, with a ring in
its mouth ?  Te legend was once {old me, but
I have forgotlen 1l. Avrrua.

T bave found thetlegend attached to the
curious . monument outside of Stepnoy
Church, in a volume of the Blirror,” for
the year 1833.

¢“The marble slab on the outside of the
chiancel is to the memory of Dame Rebecea
Berry, wife of Sir Thomas Béfry; 1696; with
the following inscription :—

¢ Come, Ladics, ye that would appear
Like angels fine, come dress you here;
Comc, dress you at this marble stone,
And make this humble grave your own,
Which once adorn’d as fair a mind

As ere yet lodg’d in woman-kind.

So she was dressed, whose humble life
Wys free from pride, was frec from strife ;
Free from all envious brawls and jars,
Of human life the civil wars; .
Tlese ne’er disturbed her peaceful mind,
Which still was gentle, still was kind;
Fler very locks, her garbd, her mien,
Disclos’d the humble soul within:

Trace her through every scenc of life,
View her as widow, virgin, wife;

Still the same humble she appears,

The same in youtn, the same in years;
The same in low and high cstate,

Ne'er vexed with this nor moved with that.
Go, Ladies, now, and if yow'd be

As fair, as great and good as she,

Go learn of her:humility.?
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The arms on this monument are,—Paly of
six on a bend throee mullets (Elton), impaling
a fish ; and in the dexter chief point an annu-
lot betwoen two bends wavy. This coat of
arms, which exactly corresponds with that
borno by Ventris of Cambridgeshive, has
given riso to a tradition, that Lady Berry
was tho heroine of a popular ballad called
““The Cruel Knight, or Fortunate Farmer's
Daughter,” the story of which is briefly
this: —A knight passing by a cottage, hears
tho cries of & woman in labour, his know-
ledge in the occult sciences informs him
that the child then born was destined to bo
his wife; he endeavours to elude the decrees
of fate, and avoid so ignoble au alliance, by
various attempts to destroy the child, which
are dofeated. At length, when grown to
woman’s state, he takes her to the sea-side,
intending to drown her, but relents; at the
samo time, throwing a ring into the sea, he
commauds her never to seo his face again on
pain of “ustant death, unless she can pro-
duce that ing. Sho afterwards becomes
a cook, and finds the ring in a cod-fish, as
she is dressing it for dinner. The mar-
riago takes placo of course. Tho ballad, it
must be observed, lays the scene ~f this
story in Yorkshire. The incident of the
fish and ring occurs in other stories, and
may bo found in tho ‘‘ Arabian Nights’ En-
tertainmonts.”

It must bo added, painful as may bo the
information to the legend-loving reader,
that the leading incidonts of the above story
aro of far greater antiquity than the age in
which Damo Elton flourished; as Hamlot
says, ‘“The time is out of joint.” The well-
pointed moral of the epitaph remains, though
the romaunce of the tradition be marred by
sober, stubborn truth. AMary AwN,NaMny.

Answerod also by HOLMESDALE, JANE, and
Mrss FIARDY;,

sdord

ScoTTISH Er1scoraL COMMUNION.
4%.—1 shall be much obliged for corvect and
reliable statistics of the ancient Scottish Church.
I want {o know its extent, numbers, influence,
and general, as well as particular, character-
astics. I desire to be tnformed Likewise, whe-
ther it s in-creasing or de-creasing, and

ewhether it is Uigh Clurch or Low Clarch 2

VIiaTOR LONDINENSIS,
In reply to the queries of your correspor-
deub concerning this Church, I would beg
to say, that having for a length of time
taken a great interest in its history, condi-
tion, prospocts, and mission, I am able to
afford somo reliable information on the sub-
jeet. Formerly there wero fourteen dioceses,
governed by two archbishops and twelvo
3

¥

L4

bishops. ~ Several of theso dioceses being
uow united, the number of bishops is re-
duced to seven, and the title of archbishop
has been dropped. Tho priests aro in num-
ber rather under two hundred. It is exceed-
ingly difficult for an English Churchman,
oither by reading what littlo literature existg
on the subject, or by a sojourn in the land,
to arrive at a just estimato of tho strength,
influence, and character of the body, lay and
clerieal, or to understand tho system, or want
of system, on which tho unhappy army of
Christ in Seotland is mismanaged ; ard this
chiefly because the names of ecclesiastical
persons and things are misleading to an
Englishman who is naturally accustomed to
call the right thing by its right name. In
England our bishops and deans, churches
and chapels, archdeacons and parish priests,
are realities, and we possess a correct no-
menclaturo for their designation. In Scot-
» land things are otherwise; for instance, in
every Scotch diocese there is a dean, but in
only two of them is there a cathedral; and
stranger still, inneither instanco has the
dean anything to do with the cathedral,
which is governed Dby a provost. In each
diocese there is a synod, at most of which
the laity are at least allowed to be present.
A general or national synod meets in Edin-
burgh at stated periods. There is no at-
tompt whatever to carry out anything ap-
proaching to the parochial system; and it
seems to mo that this, coupled with the fact
that bardly any of the buildings denominated
“‘churches” have any but an architectural
right to the appellation, is at the bottom of
the present pitiable plight of Episcopacy in
Scotland. Each Church possesses a ““con-
stitution,” ie. & concordat between tho
founders of the Church on one sido and
tho bishop on the other, by which the future
““incumbents” of the Church aro to bo ap-
pointed and regulated, as also the services.
Thus, with a pre.arranged style of servico
in the church, a cut-and-dried theology in
the synod, a committee of lay infallibles in
tho vestry, a bishop ¢z nubibus, and possible
and probable starvation in the parsonage,
it is no wonder that the priests o2 our holy
Church should present to the semi-heathen
Scotch a most depressed and deplorable
figure. Tho numbor of the laity does not
probably exceed thirty thousand, and they
are doubtless the worst instructed, and the
wealthiest laity which the Church embraces
within her pale. Therc is no missionary
spirit extant, though, unaccountably enough,
the numberg of Episcopalians in Scotland
aro steadily increasing. Tho present mis-
sion of the Church of Scotland seems to be

i
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Vi
to Jull tho occasional religious fears of a few
great peoplo to rest: Iean ussure your cor-
respondent that, oxcept possibly in the dio-
ceso of Brechin, it performs that mission
romarkably woﬂ and it does nothing elso.
S. Y.E N.

NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.

RECEIVED.—*¢ The Sisters,”—¢* All Saints’
Day.”—*Basil Leslio; or, The Choristers.”—
T don't like the Athanasian Creed.”—¢ Nor-
man’s Chargo; or, a Sister's Ministry.”—
¢« Confirmed in Heaven.” — ¢ Tho ‘Threo
Angels.”—¢argaret’s Cathedral Cross.”—
¢ An Old Man’s Retrospect.”—¢ In Memo-
riam ; or, My Picture Gallery.”—* Thoughts
in my Library.”—¢ After Evonsong.”—¢ My
Lesson.” — ¢ A, Dream.”—* Clever Pcople.”
—¢TFancy and Imagioation.” — ¢ Three
Dreame,”—* A Sen-side Skotch.”

WE eamesﬂy reguest our Correspondents
to write proper names and plices plainly
and mtellxgmb]y, to write on!y on ono side of
tho pajper, and to keep copies of all short con-
tributions which may be forwarded.

P.C.—ALPEA,—MaRY.—ANNE.—P.W.R.
(Pstorborough).~L. WEATHERBY.—C. (Stoke-
Lyne).—~C. W.—Jaxe, —H. W.—Parvos
Purr and TANDERLOTT.—Answered by post.

H. S. T.—Your writing is so unintelligible
that wo cannot read what you have been
kind enough to send.

G. R. P. C.—Such an iden is good ; but it
would be very costly, and could not become
remunerative.

J. RobsoN.—Send them, and they shall
be considered.

" Parvos PUER.~(1.) Thero is an aceount of
the church of Corpus Christi at Poson, pub-
lished there A.D. 1840: The only copy of it
we have ovor seen is in the British Museun.
(2.) There are colleges with this dedication
both at Oxford and Cambridge. (3.) We
are unable to help you as to your third
question.

ExQUIRER.~Tho mformntxon, if our me-
wory does not fail us, has been given more
than once before in the PENNY POST, but
wo repeat it. Our Correspondent asks for
the names of the various contributors to
Lyra Apostolica, and their signatures. . They
arc as follows: (o) John William Bowden.
(8) Richard Hurrell Froude. (y) JobnKeble.
(3) John Henry Newman. (¢) Robert I.
Wilberforce, and (2) Isaac Williams.

EToxa.—Apply to Mr. Cook, the tourist, of

Fleet-street, or consulb a forexgn‘Bmdshnw ’

We cannnot burden dur columns'with such
facts.

E

Laura A.—A List of Churches whero thore:
are EBarly Oelebrations would £l too large:

a spaco.

Bera.—H. RiLEY (too long).—Fanng.—
H. E.-B.—E. R. (a pure matter of taste).—
LAORA—CATBERINE.—C. F. H.—ALPHA.—
Your questions are either trivial, uninterest.
ing, of too local a character, or not of suffi-
ciont goneral importance to warrant our in--
serting’them.

IRENE (Brighton). -—The *Corporal” re-
ferred to in the ¢“Churchman’s Diary,” is
a squaro piecd of linen spread over the centre
of thoaltar, on which the Chalice and Paten
are placed: the “Burse’ is a square flat
purse, to contain tho Corporal.

NATALIE (Woolwich).—Consult Mr. Pratt,.
tho tailor, of Tavistock-street.—The Book of
Common Prayor.

ST. ANDREW'S WATERSIDE MISSION. —
Received five shillings with good wishes from
a Reader of the Pexxy Post.—J. S., Hon..
Sec.

MarY WHITE. — We have no room for

-what you proposs, being more than full.

Miss EmiLy.—Tharvks.
serted.
H. A. W.—The PexxY PoOST.

It shall bo in-

E. F. V.—Full of good feeling and true.

devotion, but wanting in postical power.
Declined with thanks.

M. CO\YBh\RE and “A VERY OLD SUB-
SCRIBER.”—\Wo are obliged.

M. P. C. (Eton.)—E. B. T. (Chichester).—

and ELFIE.—Not up to our standard. Try-

again. .

T, W. BarryN.—Maoy thanks. They
shall, in duo course, be printed.

ALL SAINTS' DAY : A Sketch.—Willappear.

Wo thank a ¢“Hicn Cuurcnyan” for his
Letter.

T. H. W.—“The Sunday Friend” (Batty).

FarTi.—Apply to your c]ergyman

APG. Davis.—Apply to avsg:ond -hand
bookseller.

CaMpyUs.--Buy and study Nelson’s ¢ ‘Pasts
and Festivals.”

RosEpup.—Thero is no dircetion for the
wholo congregation to say the General
Thanksgiving. It is better perhaps to fol-
low tho Priest in silence, and respond
¢ Amen.”

Miss Ramves.—Consult volumes x., xvi.,
apd xviii. of tho PENNT PosT.

F. GRANT.—Seo our two provious numbers.
You must bo a very careless ¢ Constant
Reader.” )

S.K. B.is informed that barrel-orgaus are
now in use at-the -parish churches of Beg-
broke, near Woodstock, Osford ; and at Ais-
lolt near Bridgwat% Arice W.

P
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ST. LUKE'S CHURCH . ASSOCI-
' ATION.

The Annual Meeting of this Asso-
-ciation took place on the eve of 8.
Luke’s Day—Officers all preseut. and
several members.

The Report read. by the Secretary
of the doiugs of the Association dur-

ing the last year, gave evidence of the.

usefuluess of such organization,. and
shows that by unity of thought and

action, much good: may be done for-

people within the borders. of the Par-
ish, aud helpful aid given to the
church. The funds in haod after
paymeunt of all claims, amount to
forty dollars.

The Association has. not had auy.
ove large work: in haud. The review.
by the Chuirman of the places and
:projects resolved upou was such as to
awaken desire for opportunities to be
useful, and as there caunot be a bet.
ter system under which to work for
Parochial objects thau the Association
presents, the members will of course
contiuue their efforts, hoping for ac-
_ -cessions to their ranks, and for more

power for extensive action to arise |

therefrom.  Such organization under
the direction of the Clerzy imust be
-ugeful in any Parish; but numbers
-and zeal correspounding with their jn-
crease, are both oecessary for any
great results. The nature of the
work is ot changed because-that few
are found to engage in it; and those
who are conscievtiously alive to the
«claims of their church and clergy
upon them will not discoutinue their
humble efforts «s member and officers
-of St. Luke’s Church Associution.

On Tuesday evening the Very
Rev. the Dean gave an excelleut dis-
‘course iu the Church, setting forth
the merit of such work as the Associ-
ation proposes for its members. A
choral service preceded the sermou,
-and an Offertory was presented, but

the weather being. unfavorable, the
congregatioa was. small, ‘though the
occasion was: throughout one of great
interest and satisfaction to.those who-
regud with favour the. effort being
made to make our Parish abundant
in works of piety and love |

The officers are as follows: —

OFFICERS.

Very Rev. Dean Bullock, President.

W. H. Wiswell, Vice President.

Thos. Brown,. Sec'y. and Lreasurer.

Rev..J. Abbott, Chaplain.

W. C. Silver,J. A. Stevens, W,
H. Keating, J. T. Woad, C. B: Bul-
lock. Council,

W. H. Wiswell, C. J. Wylde, W,
M. Brown, W. C. Harris, J. F. Car-
mau, Local Coni.. D. C. Society.

Before closing. the meeting oo Fri.
duy evening there was an unanimous
vote requesting the President to con-
ter with other clergymen on the de-
sirableness of a Ubited Service of
Prayer on the part of all our cougre-

gations in this neighbourhood, to tuke.
-place on the evening of 3rd Decem-

ber, the day of Intercession for Mis-
sions. ’ *

0 ——

IN the revival of political pilgrim-
ages aod deceivable legends we have
reason to be thankful that our caleg.
dar has been purged. of many nawmes,
whose doubtiul sauciity gave them
but little ¢laim to the title of. saints ;
and even to some which have been re.
taived, there are such silly and super-
stitious stories appended as to muke
us wish that all the Black Leiter saints
were blotted out of the Book of Com-
mou Prayer,—and when we read of

the romance. of an Prevert Archbishop -

aud learn that intelligent Euglish geun-

tlemen have set off ou u pilgrimage .

to worship at the shrive of the vision-
ary Mary Margaret Alacoque, we shall
have no great reasou to mavel if fan-
atical protestavts are found Kueeling
at the grave of Johauna Southcote,

s8N

.
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the pretended mother of the Messiah.

Nov. Hth. Until very recefitly ob-
served in Bugland with religious ser-
vices, in commemoration of lhe rescue |
of the King and Parliament from Po-
pish plotters in 1605

6th  Some legends belong to the
days of the present month: the

first is Leonard the Confessor, who,
has been claimed as the Patron of
P’risovers, and who is -reported to ex-
ercise miraculous power in their fuvor, |
and we are told by the monks of
Himosiu, of which place he was the |
Bishop, that if any one in prison had
called upon his name, his fetters would
immediately drop off, and the prison
doors fly open; inasmuch as many
came from far countries and brought
their fetters and chains which had fal-
len oft” at his intercession aud present-
ed them before him iu token ot grati-
tude
1th. St Martin’s or Hartinmas. |
Popularly this is ove of the most re-
markable days of the year iz Britain, !
especially in Scotland, where Whit-
sunday and Martinmas are the two
great terms for leases, and engage-
ment of servants. Martin, originally
a soldxer, died Blshop of Tours in the
year 379
13th. Brmus‘ successor to Saiot
Martin io the Bishopric of Tours: It
is hard to say on what account this
Bishop has been canouized, for all
that is related of him,'is a reported
scandal, and a pretended miracle to
remove it, which only made the matter
worse, and exposed him to the accu-
sation of sorcery. But by an appeal
to Rome after a seven years suit, he
was restored to his Bishopric, and
canonically sanctified about the year
440. {
15th. Machutus, Bishop. All that
is said of this saint is, that he was fa-
mous for several miracles, and that he
flourished about the year 500.
17th. Hugh, Bishop of Lincoln.
We know something of the history of
. this Bishop from our owu records, and
ﬁom the fact that. he not only buil

Pl.bhc Archives of N

''and success

the famous cathedral of Iiincols. but,
governed the See with great wisdom
But-on what plea he
was canonized at Rome, twenty years
after his death we "know not, except
that the Carthusian monks, of which
order he was a capou, have. ascribed
several miracles to him. He was
buried in Liocolu Cathedral, to which
his budy was borne -on the shoulders
of King John of Xngland, and Wil-
liam King ot Scots.

20th. Edmuud, King and martyr.
This Royal saint when his kingdom
was assaulted by the Daves, and pot

-being able to hold out, offered his own

person, if they would spare ‘his sub
Jjects.  But his heathen conquers first
endeavoured iu vain to make him re-
nounce his fuith, then put him to cruel
tortures, and shot him to death with
their arrows. ‘The town which has
been built where he suffered, is now
called St. Edmund’s Bury.

22nd  Cecilia, Virgin and martyr.
A Roman lady who n(usm" to re-
nounce the religion of Jesus Christ,
was thrown ioto & cauldron of boiling
oil, in the year 225. SR P

23rd.  St. Clement is-spoken of by
St. Paal as one of his fellow labour-
ers. Monkish imagination has sup-
plied him with a history and a mar-
tyrdom. He is said to have been
thrown into the sea with an anchor
about his neck. Aun.auchor forms the
vane of the Chureh of St. Clement
Dunes, in the Strand, London. He

is held as the Patron caint of Black-

smiths.
Catherine. Virgin and nartyr.
This noble lady was born at Alexan-
dra, and was numbered amoung the
literati of her day. About the year
300, she was converted to Christiauity,
which she professed with great cour-
age and constancy, which “led to her
martyrdom, being put to death by rol-
ling a wheel of spxked iron over her
body. —0—
BAPTISMS. - - Ghas. Crosby, Alice
Maud Howe, Charles James Annand,
Alice Beatrice Anpand, Percy Wetheral
Apnand. .
va Scotid -
et
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