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YOU CAN GIVE THE YOUNGEST BABY

CROSKELL’S
Yellow Mixture.

For Children’s Minor Ills—
There’s nothing like it.

GET A BOTTLE TO-DAY 1/3.

YOUR CHEMIST KEEPS IT.

OR FROM THE MAKERS

C. GOVERDALE’S SONS LTD., CHEMISTS, 
PARLIAMENT STREET, YORK

W ILLIA M  DOVE &  SONS,
LTD,

FURNISHING, BUILDERS' and 
GENERAL IRONMONGERS.
Domestic and Heating Engineers.

We invite you to inspect our Showrooms 
(some of the largest in the North) for

FIREPLACES, RANGES, BATHS and 
SANITARY GOODS.

Washing and Wringing Machines, Garden Furniture, 
Electrical Appliances, Carpet Sweepers, &c.

Tools for all Trades, Household Ironmongery, 
Slow Combustion Stoves, Oil Heaters afid 

Cookers

Experienced Workmen for Renewals and Repairs.

PICCADILLY, YORK.
Phone 2161—2 (2 lines) Emergency 2524.

H UNTER & SM A11PAGE LTD.

To the non-professional 
buyer the salesman’s word 
must frequently be a guaran
tee for the unseen work
manship. In the sphere of 
Home Furnishing

Hunter & Smallpage’s 
reputation is a safeguard 
which time has enhanced. 
Whatever you purchase 
either for cash or out of 
income, you can fully rely 
upon.

BUY FURNITURE •
J  A R E  S U R E  T O  G E T

/ 'r & m

G O O D i L A M G A T f  &  F * A / t G A T €
• ♦  ♦  p h o n * ' S T O R K .  3 0 4  2 * * •



M a g a z in e .
ESCRICK

Events have proved it to be a vain 
hope which led so many people to im
agine that the famous Munich agreement 
of a year ago would secure the peace and 
stability of Europe. The German advance 
into Czecho-Slovakia last April and the 
subsequent threat to Poland made it clear 
that nothing but a miracle could avert 
the disaster of another war. We all know 
what is at stake to-day—it is nothing 
less than the freedom and security of the 
world. The issues have been stated so 
clearly since we entered the struggle by 
leading statesmen and writers, that any 
further comment would seem superfluous. 
But perhaps one thing may be said. It 
will never be easy in these days of trial 
to guard our souls and to keep alive that 
Christian spirit without which the vic
tory we hope to gain may end in a moral 
defeat which will rob it of its true pur
pose. If a saner civilisation is to emerge 
from the conflict, it can only be the 
result of our determination to conserve 
those Christian and human values which 
have been so ruthlessly discarded by the 
present rulers of Germany. I t may be 
that after the last war a golden oppor
tunity of promoting a better understand
ing was lost.

Our country is strewn with war mem
orials pledging us never to break faith 
with those who died, but, strangely 
enough, I have never seen one of them 
expressing a finer sentiment than the one 
which may be seen to-dav on the walls 
of the great Church in Berchtesgaden. 
Its motto is this': “ Let no spirit of hatred 
or bitterness which may have been en
gendered by the Great War find a place 
in our hearts.”  Such a memory leads one 
to hope for better things when the pres
ent tyranny has been overthrown.

Wartime conditions have made certain 
changes inevitable in our normal arrange

ments. We have been obliged to abandon 
the usual week-night Harvest Festival 
service which had been arranged for Sep
tember 29th. The lighting restrictions 
made it impossible to hold evening ser
vices after dark, so that Evensong on 
Sundays will now be at 3-30 p.m. until 
further notice. In common with other 
villages in the district, Escrick and 
Leighton have received a large number 
of evacuees, and 47 children from Hull 
and Sunderland are now attending the 
Day School. I am sure we shall do all we 
can to make them feel at home during 
their stay amongst us.

It has not been possible to arrange for 
the singing class to be carried on at pre
sent. but we shall try to see if anything 
can be done later on to keep our groups 
together.

Baptism
Sept. 17—John Michael, son of Henry 

Sissons and Ivy Daniel. 
Marriages ^
Sept. 9—George Thomas Davison, Hull, 

and Alice Winifred Colley, Es
crick.

Sept. 11—Fred Cooper, Appleton Roe
buck, and Ellen Hornshaw,
Deighton.

Offertories
Aug. 27—Altar Fund .. 0 4 3

Church Expenses ... 1 1 5
Sept. 3—Church Expenses ... 0 12 1
Sept. 10—Altar Fund .. 0 7 0

Church Expenses ... 0 19 fi
Sept. 17—Church Expenses ... 1 1 11

£4 6 2

HEMIMCBROUCH.
Hemingbrough Vicarage* 

My Dear People,
As you already know, our Archbishop 

is to come to us before Christmas to ad-



minister the Sacrament of Confirmation. 
We shall commence to prepare candidates 
at once, and we expect to have a good 
number. Those of you who have not as 
yet received this great gift of God should 
very seriously consider the advisability of 
seeking it NOW. Could there possibly be 
a time more suitable? when we are so 
much in need of God's grace and 
strength.

The Archbishops have authorised spec
ial services of Intercession in tins time 
of war; we shall conduct such services 
on Friday evenings in the Cliffe Mission.

Cliffe Harvest Festival will be on Wed
nesday, Oct. 4th, at 7 p.m., also on the 
following Sunday at b-30 p.m.

I am,
Your friend and Vicar,

F. AMCOTTS.
Alteration in Times of Service

Until further notice, Evensong and 
Sermon every Sunday at St. Mary’s, 
Hemingbrough, will be at 3 p*m.

Evensong and Sermon at the Clitle 
Mission at 6-30 p.m.

Other Sunday services will be as usual.
Mothers' Union

The next meeting will be held at 3 
p.m. on Wednesday, Oct. 4th, Heming
brough Church.
Altar Flowers

For October, Mrs. H. Simpson.
Cliffe Mission—Holy Communion at 9 

.a.m., Sunday, Oct. 29th.
Holy Baptism

“One Lord , One F a i/h  One B aptism "
Ju ly  24 — Edith Mary, daughter of 

Thomas William and Annie 
Gatenby. (Private). Received 
into Church, Sept. 3rd.

’Sept. 3—William Henry, son of Rich
ard Henry and Kathleen Annie 
Thackray.

SKIPWITH

An announcement giving 1he date of 
the Harvest Festival will be given at an 
early date. We ask for the usual liberal 
response The collections at the Sunday 
services will be given to the Hospitals,

and on Friday evening for the Parochial 
Quota. We are arranging to obscure the 
windows of the church with a view to 
continuing the normal evening services.

The Electric Eight Co. having defin
itely refused to provide electric light, 
arrangements are being made to instal 
calor gas for lighting the church. A fac
ulty is being applied for to obtain per
mission. Several churches in the Diocese 
have already secured a lighting system 
by this means, and the result is most 
satisfactory.
In Memorlam

The passing of Mrs. Burley removes a 
well known and highly respected resi
dent from North Duffield. Since the 
death of her husband twelve months ago 
she seemed to lose interest in ordinary 
events her health declined. It is such 
lives that make up all that is best in the 
welfare of our villages, the daily tasks 
carried out cheerfully, the readiness to 
give a helping hand to a neighbour in 
time of need, that earns the esteem that 
money cannot purchase.
Sept. 14—Martha Burley, aged 7b.

STILLINGFLEET with KELFIELD 

Services
Owing to the difficulty of screening the 

windows, we have made slight altera
tions in the services. Evensong is now 
held on alternate Sundays at 3 p.m. Dur
ing October on the 1st, 15th and 29th, at 
3 p.m. No change has been made in the 
morning services. Holy Communion is at 
9-45 a.m. on the 1st and 3rd Sundays, 
and Mattins on the 2nd and 4th Sundays 
at 9-45 a.m.
Harvest Thanksgiving

This will beheld on Sunday, Oct. 15th. 
Holy Communion 9-45 a.m., and Even
song at 3 p.m. Gifts of fruit, flowers and 
vegetables for the decoration of the 
church will be very welcome. Offers of 
help in the work of decorating will most 
certainly be very much appreciated. 
There is no need to leave the work to a 
few members of the congregation and we 
do hope that those who can spare a little 
time will assist in the work. The gifts



OCTOBER NUMBER.

F
ROM time im

memorial the 
Church has 
taken a deep

interest in harvesting, and although the invention of 
the mechanical reaper has advanced the Harvest 
Home by many weeks, Harvest Thanksgiving in our 
Churches is still attended with all the old beauty of 
decoration.

To-day, however, many of the old rites and customs 
attached to this fruitful season are in danger of dis
appearing, and it is interesting to look back upon the 
days when sickle and scythe held sway to see with 
what solemn thanksgiving and rejoicing the people of 
not so very long ago “ went and came and gleaned in 
the field after the reapers,” as the Biblical story has it.

Harvesting was governed by a kind of unwritten 
code in former times, and as soon as it was known that 
the first field was ready for gleaning, the church bell 
was tolled as a signal for the gleaners to begin work. 
At six o’clock in the evening the bell was tolled again 
and work was stopped for the day. Throughout the 
remainder of the harvesting, this bell, known as the 
“ gleaners’ bell,” gave the signals for the start and 
finish of the work in the fields, first tolling at eight in 
the morning and then again at six in the evening.

In the pages of R. D. Blackmore’s immortal Lorna 
Doone is a description of harvest celebrations in the 
Exmoor district during the late seventeenth century, 
which shows how close was the link between Church 
and farmer. According to the account, Farmer John 
Ridd opened the harvesting with the parson and his 
Bible, the parish clerk to read a psalm, children to 
lead the singing, and the reapers with their wives and 
sweethearts to join in the hymns of thanksgiving. The 
parson began the ceremonies by blessing the crops and 
cutting the first sweep of corn.

Different districts had their own methods of doing 
the actual harvesting, and in Cornwall it was the 
practice of the womenfolk to do the reaping with the 
hook, while the men followed, gathering the corn and 
binding it into sheaves. Behind them came the young
sters, who picked up what had been left behind and 
made their own little bundles, or “ riskans ” as they 
were called.

The origin of some of the harvesting customs can be 
traced back to a very early date indeed and have their 
earliest beginnings in the belief that a spirit known as 
the “ corn mother ” dwelt in the corn. Consequently,

By SYDNEY MOORHOUSE, F.R.G.S.

the last sheaf was 
cut amid scenes of 
rejoicing and different 
districts b e s t o w e d  

various names upon this final sheaf.
In many places it was called the “ Kern Baby,” a 

corruption of “ Ceres Baby ” or “ Corn Baby,” and in 
Paul Hentzner’s Journey into England, written in 1598, 
is an account of the harvesting celebrations near 
Windsor. “ As we were returning to our inn,” he 
wrote, “ we happened to meet some country people 
celebrating their harvest home ; their last load of com 
they crown with flowers, having besides an image richly 
dressed, by which perhaps they would signify Ceres; 
this they keep moving about, while the men and maid 
servants, riding through the streets in the cart, shout 
as loudly as they can till they arrive at the barn where 
the wheat is to be stored.”

Whalton, in Northumberland, claims to be one of 
the last English villages where this ancient ceremony 
was kept up. As soon as the last sheaf had been cut, 
the reapers joined in shouting “ We’ve got the Kern ! ” 
and the sheaf, decked with ribbons and dressed in 
white, was hoisted on a pole and carried in procession 
to the Church, where it occupied a prominent place 
during the Harvest Festival.

In Lincolnshire the gathering of the “ Kern Baby ” 
was celebrated with the ringing of handbells, a local 
song running :

The boughs do shake, and  the  bells do ring,
So m errily  comes our h arv est in,
O ur h a rv est in , our h a rv est in,

H u rra h  !

In Scotland the last sheaf is known as the “ Klyack ” 
and some parts of Aberdeenshire still retain an ancient 
custom connected with this. As soon as the remainder 
of the harvest has been gathered in, the workers return 
to the field for the “ Klyack ” and carry it in tri
umphant procession to the farmhouse.

One of the loveliest of harvest customs, however, is 
that which takes place at Ackworth, near Wakefield, 
where a sheaf of corn is dedicated to the birds of the air. 
This is said to be a tribute to the memory of the noble 
St. Cuthbert, himself a friend to all birds, whose body, 
Bays a local tradition, rested there on its way to Durham.

Others claim that this custom is a survival of the 
days when the Vikings settled in this neighbourhood, 
and that these hardy Northmen gave corn to the ravens 
because they believed them to be the messengers of Odin



FUvy

Tom a t Home and A broad

If you know  of any Church N ew s  
read ers, sen d it to  the Art 
London, E.C.4 during O ctober.

w hich w ould in terest our  
E ditor, 11, Ludgate S q ., 
S ix  five sh illin g  prizes are

aw arded m onthly . Photographs are esp ecia lly  w elcom e,

A  C heery  G r e e tin g .

TH E  head stops of th e  labels over 
th e  windows of th e  sou th  aisle o f 

th e  church  a t  C ranford  St. Jo h n  in 
N ortham ptonsh ire  are ra th e r  in te re s t
ing. A pparen tly  th ey  are no t very  
old, th e  sou th  aisle having been bu ilt 
in 1842. E ach window has a  cheerful 
face on one side and  a  m elancholy one 
on th e  o ther. The head shown in tho 
pho tograph  is m ost a ttra c tiv e  and, 
being close to  th e  porch, gives a cheery 
greeting to  everybody en tering  th e  
church .— H . J .  S m i t h .

M a n y  T h a n k s .

OU R  th a n k s  are due to  a  num ber of 
readers who have k indly  sen t us 

rhym es by  w hich th ey  were ta u g h t to  
rem em ber th e  o rder of the books of th e  
B ible. Also, to  L t.-Col. C ockshott for 
an im provem ent on th e  m ethod  for 
m em orizing th e  o rder o f th e  Minor 
P rophe ts : H ojo Aojmi N ahabzeph, 
H agzec, M alachi.

Mrs. B. sends us a rhym ed form  of 
the  C om m andm ents:

H ave th o u  no o th er gods b u t Me. 
U nto  no im age bow the  knee.
Take n o t the  N am e of God in vain. 
Do n o t th e  S abbath  day  profane. 
H onour th y  father and  m other too ; 
And see th a t  thou  no m urder do. 
A bsta in  from  words and  deeds unclean, 
A nd steal not, though  th y  s ta te  be 

m ean.
Of false report, bear no t th e  b lo t : 
W h a t is tiiy  neighbour’s, covet no t.

D ic in g  for  B ib le s .

A V E R Y  curious old custom  has 
persisted  down th e  centuries in 

connection  w ith All S a in ts’ Church, S t. 
Ives, H u n ts .— a church  where, by th e  
w ay, O liver Cromwell was a ch u rch 
w arden  : his signa ture  can be seen 
to -d ay  in  the  church  register. The 
custom  arises from  th e  will, d a ted  
10th A ugust, 1675, of D r. R obert 
W ilde, a n a tiv e  of S t. Ives, who left the  
incom e from  £50 to  be spen t annually  
in  Bibles, which were to be given to 
six  children of each sex, who were to 
be “ of good report, u nder tw elve years 
o f  age, and  able to  read  th e  B ib le .” 
T he curious featu re of th e  bequest lies 
in  th e  fac t th a t  the  Bibles are a llo tted  
by  casting  dice. The custom  is 
observed  every  year, usually  on th e  
T uesday  following W hitsun . T his 
q u a in t old cerem ony of children 
“ ra ttlin g  th e  dice-box ” for Bibles has 
recen tly  a ttra c te d  the  a tte n tio n  of 
film com panies, b u t so far i t  has n o t 
been p rac ticab le  to  perm it th e  filming 
of th e  proceedings.— A. J .  S e w e l l ,.

A Cheery Greeting.

O ld  N a m e s  fo r  N e w  B a b ie s .

LAST April you had  an in te rest
ing artic le  which gave for the  

assistance of paren ts  a  selection list 
of nam es for th e  baby. H ere are 
some uncom m on nam es from  th e  
R egisters of th e  P arish  of Bisley, 
G loucestershire. In  th e  year 1554, 
th ree  babies received a t  th e ir  bap 
tism  th e  nam es of T ib o tta , T ibalda, 
and  T ibulla. L a te r in the  sam e 
year ano ther baby  was christened 
T ib o tta , and  ano ther T ibolda. In  
1558 there  is recorded the  nam e of 
Tyball. In  1559 the  nam e of Ty- 
balla appears. In  1562 we have 
T ibolda, and  again in 1563. In  
1570 a child is nam ed Frisewe. 
A nother is nam ed Theophilus. In  
1575 T acita  is brought to th e  font. 
In  1603 P eriander appears, and  
in 1604, G ualter. In  1605 Mercie, 
and  in 1608 K em bro. In  1617 
Izhac. In  1618 there is the  happy  
choice o f B eata . In  1621 we are 
in troduced  to  Syporah, and  in 1622 
to  Abisag. A bdiah appears in 
1623. Abigail is a popular nam e in 
1649 and  in la te r years.— The V i c a r  
o f  B i s l e y .

Y et A n o th er  R eco rd  !

P o r ta b le  S to c k s .

IN the  C hurchyard of Colne Parish  
Church on the  border between 

Y orkshire and  Lancashire can be seen 
a set of portab le  stocks on wheels. A 
p air of shafts are seen folded back on 
to the  structu re . These stocks aro in 
very good preservation . One wonders 
w hether th e  delinquents were carted  
round  the Parish  by  w ay of w arning 
to  o ther w rongdoers.— D. T. C a s s o n .

Portable Stocks.

’’T H E  congregation of St. P e te r’s, 
* B ishopsw orth, Bristol, are very 

p roud of th e ir “ g rand  old m an ,” Mr. 
E . L. W yatt, aged 90. H e has sung 
in the choir continuously  and  regularly  
for 80 years, and  took  a solo on Passion 
Sunday, 1939. On M arch 31 he 
accepted  the post of Peoples’ C hurch
w arden for th e  39th year in succession. 
All the accounts are kep t m ost accu r
a te ly  and  n eatly . H e tau g h t in the  
Sunday School for abo u t 70 years, and  

has held and is holding m any o ther 
offices in the  parish, w hich owes him 
a deep deb t of g ra titu d e , financially 
and  otherw ise. Mr. W y a tt has occu
pied th e  sam e house all his life.— 
Mrs. J .  C l a r k .

A  S tr a n g e  H e a d s to n e .

IN th e  earliest days of sinking coal
m ine shafts, th e  rope th a t  ran 

from  the  engine-room  over the  iron 
wheel above th e  shaft, was kep t 
from  slipping o u t of its  groove by 
two six-feet pieces o f iron shaped 
like a ra m ’s horn (and were called 
tho R a m ’s H orns). In  th e  Church
y ard  of M adeley, Shropshire, one of 
these iron horns form s th e  head-stone 
(or perhaps I  should say H ead-iron) 
of a  grave. W hy ? My old Sexton 
(and m any  o th er aged parishioners) 
to ld  me it  was placed there to 
m ark  th e  grave of th e  last m an hung 
for sheep-stealing. A t any  rate , 
there  it  is a t  th e  head  of a grave.— 
The Rev. E . B u t s h o d e  P r y c e .
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< M C H  NEBS FROMHOm ANPAMMMD
T o  R e m e m b e r .

TO rem em ber th e  order of th e  books 
of th e  New T estam ent, I  noted  

m any  years ago th a t  “ Old ” has 3 
le tte rs , “ T estam ent ” 9 ; p u t them  
side by  side =  39 books. “ New 
T estam ent ” sim ilarly, b u t m ultip ly  
3 X 9 =  27 books. O rder in New 
T estam ent, M atthew  to  Acts, is well 
known. Then follows le tte r  to  chief 
c ity  of R om an E m pire (Romans) and 
to  chief c ity  of Greece (Corinthians). 
N ext is vowel order . A, E, I, O—  
G alatians, E phesians, Phd ipp ians, 
Colossians. Then 5 “ T ’s ,” alphabetic 
and  vowel order— 2 T/iessalonians, 
2 T im othy, T itus  and Philem on. Now 
the  le tte r  to  th e  H ebrew s and  again 
vowel order for the  general epistles : 
Jam es, Peter, John, J a d e  ; finally 
R evelation . Jam es, th e  first, is one 
epistle ; P eter, the  second, is two 
epistles ; John , th e  th ird  in order, is 
th ree epistles— for those who are no t 
sure how m any  each of these w riters 
w rote. I t  m ay  sound difficult, b u t is 
surprisingly easy.— The Rev. M. L. 
W OO DH OUSE.

le ft th e  Saxon colum ns stand ing  when 
th ey  added  th e ir own. I t  is rem ark 
able how well th e ir  w ork harm on
izes.— B . D .  N .  S i m i n s o n .

L o n g -liv e d  V illa g e r s .

SOME m onths ago a correspondent 
w rote of th e  ages of people in his 

village. I th in k  our village of S tan- 
stead , Suffolk, can do b e tte r . O ut of 
a population  of abou t 230 we have 
49 betw een th e  ages of 65 and  94 ; 
th irteen  betw een 65 and  70 ; tw enty- 
six betw een 70 and  80 ; nine between 
80 and  90 ; and  one who is 94. 
— E . M. S p r e c h l e y .

T h ree  A cr e s  a n d  a C ow .
^Y U R  readers m u st have been 

am used a t  the  grotesque carv 
ings often found under m iserere seats. 
O ccasionally these curiosities were 
caricatu res of actual persons. V isitors 
to  Bakewell Church (Derbyshire) will 
be surprised, however, to  find a 
m odern exam ple— a pictorial com 
m en t on the slogan of a once fam ous 
politician—Jesse Collins, who advo- A Vicarage since the days of King John.

Three Acres and a Cow.

cated  “ Three acres and a cow” for 
all who would live in the  country . 
The cow is plain enough, the  
“ acres ” are three fau lty  tee th  
— “ achers ”  !— A r t h u r  R o o k s b y .'

U n u su a l E p ita p h s .

FOUND in th e  C hurchyard of 
Mans :

H ere rests Je an  M . . ., deceased 
in his 74th year, reg re tted  by  all 
his relatives and  friends, th e  best 
m ustard-m aker of th e  tow n of 
Mans.

F ound in a big P aris C em etery :

H ere lies Adelaide Lariboi, de
ceased a t  the age of 44 years. 
L egitim ate Spouse of Ju s tin  Lari- 
bois, Locksm ith and  O rnam ental 
Ironw ork m aker. The railings 
surrounding th is m onum ent com e 
from  the  workshop of her H usband.

The following records the  “ Pos
te r ity  ” of a woman of m any de 
scendants.

H ere lies M adame M arianne 
M augras. She had  a t  her dea th  a 
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Saxon and Norman too.

F a th er  a n d  S o n .

TH E  parish  of B isley in G loucester
shire claim s two records of a 

fa th er and  son being Vicars for a 
long period. S tephen Phillips and 
h is son, S tephen Phillips, were 
Vicars of Bisley during  a period of 
67 years, the  fa th er holding the  
living from 1715 to  1740, and the 
son from  1740 to 1782. N ot long 
after, th e  living was occupied by 
the  two K ebles for 75 years. Thom as 
K eble was Vicar from  1827 to  1873, 
and his son, Thom as Keble. from 
1873 t o  1902.— The R ev. G. A. P i p e r .

S a x o n  an d  N o r m a n  to o .

ON  a m otoring holiday in K en t I  
cam e across the  little  village of 

B redgar, a delightful surprise w ith 
its  rare W est D oorw ay bu ilt by 
N orm ans and  Saxons too, for th e  
la tte r  bu ilt it first and  the  N orm ans

P oste rity  of 367 children. She was 
M other of 16 children, G randm other 
of 114.

M r s. S t o c k b r i d g e .

A n o th er  O ld  V ica ra g e .

CL A V ER LE Y  VICARAGE (near 
B ridgnorth) dates back to  th e  

tim e of K ing John , and would th e re 
fore appear to be as old as the  one 
which you have already illustrated . 
I t  is in excellent preservation  and th e  
Vicar is very  proud  of the  house. 
Indeed, I  th in k  everyone in the  d is tric t 
is  proud of i t .— Miss E. M. H i c k m a n s .

H o n o u r a b le  M e n tio n .

1WTR. F . W. CRADDOCK and  Mr. 
IV i J .  C. H aycock have been choris
te rs  a t S t. P au l’s, W olverham pton, for 
66 and 57 years respectively.

The la te  Mr. M ontague, of Shiplake 
Parish , died aged 96. He sang in th e  
choir for 85 years and  received a le tte r  
of congratu lation  from  the  A rchbishop 
of C anterbury .

Mr. Alfred Thom as, organist and  
choirm aster of St. Ju lia n ’s, Shrew s
bury, has com pleted 60 years unbroken 
service in Shrew sbury churches.

C la w s o r  N o  C la w s .

jWITSS ISAAC, who has shown 
hundreds round St. M artin’s, 

Salisbury, te lls  us th a t  a t  one tim e 
th e  Eagle h ad  no claws since those in 
a u th o rity  held th a t  they  were in
consistent w ith  th e  Gospel which th e  
Eagle supported . B u t in Cromwell’s 
day, strangely  enough, th ey  were 
restored, for “ who had  ever heard of 
an Eagle w ithou t them  ? ” I t  can 
still be seen how th e  claws have been 
screwed on.

June Award.- T h e  following were 
sen t prizes in Ju ly  : F . R. W instone, 
E . Morris, C. W. H art, L. W. Sanders, 
H . Brickw ood and  th e  Rev. D. W. 
Darw ell. F ive o thers were aw arded 
ex tra  prizes : A. Rooksby, J .  Stubbs, 
A. Chaplin, Miss E . M. T aylor and  th e  
R ev. G. C. R ubie.
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SOME C O UNTRY CHURCH CUSTOMS
By ERIC HARDY, F.Z.S.

O
N your holidays in the countryside you may 

have heard of the ancient church festival 
of carrying the rushes. This is still prac
tised in old village churches in parts of 

Lancashire, Lakeland, Fenland, and other parishes 
close to some lake, canal or river where the “ rushes ” 
were procurable in abundance. At some churches like 
Ambleside the custom goes back for centuries and it 
is nearly always a summer festival when those hot 
sultry days make the stone floor of the church so dusty 
from the hard nailed boots of country people. The 
last Sunday in July is a usual date for the ceremony at 
Ambleside, while until recent times Formby (West 
Lancashire) children kept the 12th and 19th of July 
for the festival. At Shocklach, near Chester, the first 
or second Sunday in August is usually chosen and the 
coflections devoted to the Sunday School and the 
choir, but here the ceremony has now become the 
placing of rushes and flowers on the graves in the 
churchyard.

However, the plants traditionally used in these 
church ceremonies were not true rushes, but the leaves 
of the sweet flag which grows in the waterside and 
differs from its relative the yellow flag or wild iris in 
having slightly wrinkled stems, and quite different 
flowers, which are green, three or four inches long, 
sticking out from the stem towards the top, and close 
packed in a spadix. Young anglers are fond of grub
bing up the sweet flag to chew its root stock, which is 
very sweet. The three to six feet long leaves were 
used to strew the cold and often malodorous floors of 
mediaeval and even Tudor living-rooms, for when 
walked upon and crushed they emitted a sweet odour.
I t was this habit which brought them into our churches
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for the same use. In the marshlands of Norfolk and 
Suffolk the monks used to cultivate the sweet flag 
near their fishponds for use in church on feast days. 
In fact, it was the monks who introduced the sweet 
flag to most of its present haunts in our countryside, 
from which it has spread. Sir John Hooker, the great 
Kew botanist, did not believe it a native, declaring it 
was supposed to have been introduced from India.

It was probably the monks from St. Werbough at 
Chester who introduced it to local waters, and when 
the Shropshire Union Canal was built through Chester 
it spread along this into the Wirral Peninsula so that 
Backford Church (the only Wirral church still with a 
chained Bible inside) on its banks could use the flags 
regularly in its rush-bearing festivals. The monks 
were likewise responsible for its spreading so abun
dantly along the Thames at Pangbourne. The smell 
of a church at rush-bearing is rather peculiar, for the 
odour of the sweet flag is something like the rich smell 
of Cox’s Orange Pippin apples in a farmhouse loft, 
combined with that of myrtle or bay leaf.

I t  is strange how many other things from the country 
have got into church festivals on various occasions. 
In parts of east Cheshire, country churches often 
included the hares shot in the autumn fields amongst 
the harvest decorations, while at Billingsgate, odour of 
another kind, in‘samples of the fish so important to 
the prosperity of the parish come to church for the 
annual festival. In the North Country churches holly 
always took its place in the Christmas church decora
tions but not mistletoe, thus a superstition has arisen 
that mistletoe is very unlucky in church, at the grave, 
or in any way connected with religious matters ; but 
the reason is only that natural mistletoe is extremely
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rare in the North and was pro
bably unknown a couple of cen
turies ago, and for long it took 
no part in our domestic decora
tions either, when hoops covered 
with other evergreens were used.

I  am afraid the “ palms ” 
or “ yellow goslings ” tradi
tionally taken to church or 
Sunday School at Easter are 
no more true palms than the 
“ rushes ” used at rush-bearing, 
but the opening, yellow, pollen- 
covered catkins of the water
side sallows or pussy-willows.
In the churches of Northern 
Ireland and Liverpool, Edin
burgh and Glasgow Irish quar
ters, the orange lily of course 
is seen in church every 12th of 
July, and devout Welsh people 
still cling to their leeks on St.
David’s Day despite efforts to 
popularize the daffodil as an 
emblem, but we English rarely 
take the rose to church on St.
George’s Day, although some churches do remember 
to fly his flag.

Dance of The Deermen
By H. T. Comerford

IE you visit the church of Abbots Bromley, Stafford
shire, on any day in the year except one, you will 

see a curious collection of antlers adorning the interior. 
If you ask what they are, you will be told that they are 
used for the annual Dance of the Deermen that takes 
place here on the first Monday after September 4. 
The origin of the dance, which is many centuries old, is

P h o to  by Grave B ram bling.

Photo by] [A. J. Co lungs.

On N ew  Year’s Day every inm ate of these 400 years old alm shou ses of St. G erm an’s ,  
Cornwall, is  presented w ith a sh illing and a peck of wheat.

uncertain, but it is supposed to have been intended as 
an assertion of the townsfolks’ right to hunt in the 
adjacent Needwood Forest. The Dance is kept up all 
day, the dancers visiting large houses and farms in 
the district and finally returning to Abbots Bromley 
about 6.30 p.m. for the end of the performance, after 
which the antlers are replaced in the church. Formerly 
the proceeds of collections made went to the church 
funds for the assistance of the poor of the town (which 
before the railway left it high and dry was larger and 
busier than it is to-day), but nowadays this goes to
wards the loss of wages incurred by those who keep 

up the custom of the Horn Dance, the 
balance, if any, going towards the upkeep 
of costumes and musical instruments 
used in the performance. There are six 
deermen, an archer representing Robin 
Hood, a man disguised as Maid Marion, 
a lad “ riding ” a hobby horse and two 
musicians.

Grave Brambling
By the Rev. A. R. Davies

THE custom of grave brambling was 
common in our churchyards in 

days gone by, when it was the custom 
to graze sheep. Brambles were pegged 
down on the graves in order to protect 
them from being damaged by the sheep, 
the bramble being the parent of our 
modern barbed wire. This old custom is 
still carried out year by year in Braugh- 
ing Churchyard on the grave of a certain 
Matthew Wall, who left money in his will 
for three purposes; one, to bramble his 
grave (see the picture); two, to sweep the 
path from his house to the Church ; three, 
first to toll the bell, then to ring a wed
ding peal for his marriage in Heaven. 
The day on which this is all done is 
known as “ Old Man’s Day.”[The Rev. A. R. D i w ,



THE R O C K S  OF T R E N O Y E N .
----------------------------------------  By  H O O L E

Chapter IX.

D
URING the next few weeks Trenoyen was 
' transformed as though by magic. Gone 

were the grey seas that had swept inward 
from the tumbling waters of the Atlantic. 

Even the sunny day that had deceived John the 
day before the night of storm was nothing like these 
halcyon weeks. The waves had not been quite 
smooth before; the sky not quite clear of fine cloud. 
But now, the sky was Italian blue ; the sea serene 
and deep a hue as in southern climes, a plain of blue 
touched with emerald and iridiscent with amaranth and 
gold towards the sunset hour.

In the mornings it was ethereal, a faery sea cloaked 
with a faint, white mist from which the taller rocks 
stood up as if islanded in air, with their bases hidden, 
reminding John of the pictures in his copy of the 
Arabian Nights where crenellated towers floated over 
soft, wispy vapours and horsemen rode the sky.

The sea broke at the feet of the great cliffs in the 
faintest creaming of soft lace. The mighty cliffs them
selves, that had looked dark and forbidding before, 
shone with facets tinted like precious stones, every 
facet—every crest, vari-tinted.

Even giant Hell Cliff, with the gaunt house on its 
crest, had a look of some Arthurian stronghold, and 
the walls of granite flung back at the sun a thousand 
lights from the shimmering crystals.

Tonigen was more abroad, riding with his men. 
Seen on the skyline, they looked like pioneers of the 
great America of which John had seen drawings show
ing men magnificent in horsemanship. Tonigen dressed 
well. The influence of the “ bucks ” of the Regent’s 
day was not yet quite passed away in country districts.

Very soon the last of those fashions would be for
gotten. The last bare-fisted prize-fighter would have 
fought in the ring. Boxers would wear gloves and new 
rules—rules the dour old fighters scoffed at as “ soft ”
—would be formed. Warships would be of steel and 
steam-driven. The last of the great wooden fighting 
ships would be towed by a fussy tug to the breaker’s 
yards, and Turner would paint their passing in one 
great picture, crystallizing their passing beauty and 
glory with his brush for all generations to see and sigh 
over. The railway train would spread from those just- 
established northern tracks and roar the length and 
breadth of Britain. The next hundred years would 
bring such swift changes to men as would leave them 
lost and dizzied amidst their own flying progress.

There would be no more wreckers. Smuggling would 
be choked except for a few surreptitious landings of 
small items. The days of the old big “ runs ” would 
be over for ever, and the little, trained ponies with 
greased coats, whose leaders could act by themselves 
without riders, would die out.

Gone—all would be gone. Tennyson would write
his lines about “ The old order changeth----- ” in times
of such change as men had never seen before in history, 
and the very halcyon weather John now revelled in in 
Cornwall would draw to her thousands seeking respite 
from the great industrial towns that were springing up 
as machinery took the place of the old hand-crafts.

He dreamed nothing like that as he went down
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whistling towards Jago’s cottage. He had already 
learned from Jago to handle a row-boat close in
shore, but now he wanted to explore the coast. Little 
Coralline had been a frequent visitor to the vicarage 
orchard during the last few weeks and John had looked 
out at her running wild with her little friends as he 
wrote his sermon.

He liked children, and their laughter and chatter 
never disturbed him. Their young life pulsing about 
the old place seemed to brighten it. He had a young 
man’s rather careless way with him rather than a 
deeper and more solicitous feeling, but his heart was 
in the right place and this the children sensed—and when 
he bawled at them loudly for some fault, they obeyed 
him but were not afraid. He was more like a big, 
commanding brother than their vicar—but they gave 
him the more respect of the genuine kind.

Ten paces from Jago’s cottage John ran into Lorena. 
She had been busy helping her father with his books 
in the shipbuilding offices at Penrothe. They had 
seen little of each other and nothing eventful had 
occurred. This morning she was in a dark fustian frock 
and had been setting crab-pots by the Trenoyen rocks. 
Her father loved a crab or lobster and Lorena set her 
own pots.

The dress was low-cut at the neck and short-skirted. 
I t  left the fine arms bare to the shoulder without even 
an inch of sleeve. A workaday frock that seemed 
designed to show her beauty. I t would have been 
familiar enough to John had he been raised in fishing- 
villages, but whence he came women were swaddled 
except in the evening when they bared their shoulders.

To him she seemed like some sea-maid. The dark 
cloth showed off the creamy beauty of her brown, 
silken skin. Even her legs and feet were of the same 
rich hue, and he saw the shapely ankles fully now and 
noted how finely she was formed—an Eve of God’s 
designing. Her dark eyes were bright from exercise 
and the freshness of the sea. She gave him her hand 
and smiled.

“ Father was only saying last night that we had 
neglected you.”

“ I meant to step down to see him to-night.”
“ You shall. We will be glad. He’s out now. A

note was brought to him this morning----- ” she broke
off and her eyes clouded.

“ And you are worried----- ? ”
“ A little. Everything has been like old times these 

last few weeks. His business is improved. He thinks 
trade is stirring and will soon grow great again—oh, he 
loves it so, his trade. He has ideas—ideas about this 
steam—but he will tell you. He loves to talk of it.”

John said, “ I was going out in Jago’s boat. Would 
you—come ? - We—we could talk safely there.”

She smiled at his eagerness and he blushed. “ Let 
us go in my boat—the Mermaid,”—she said. “ She 
sails like a witch and it is less hard with a little lug-sail 
than rowing all the time. I like such sailing best of 
all. I t is like living poetry.”

“ I should love to—but you must promise to put 
sad thoughts aside.”

“ Oh, I will. I t is a morning fit for fairy-folk. Only 
I  think, sometimes, that I was the cause of Mr. Breen’s
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tmirder. That it was because he stood between them 
and carrying me off.”

John said, *'‘ Perhaps it was not because of that 
at all. Perhaps it was because he discovered some 
perilous secret.”

“ Oh, if I could think so—but what could there be ? ”
“ Much,” answered John as they walked down side 

by side, while heads popped out of doors to watch 
them. “ Think for a moment. Why should Tonigen 
take such a terrible risk as killing Breen for bringing 
up the dragoons ? A man must be far driven, even 
the worst of men, to commit murder even if only fear 
of the gallows makes him beware what he does. He 
could easily have made another and successful attempt 
to carry you off. Murder would call attention to him 
—I know he does not want that. He wants to con
tinue his evil work 
unhampered and 
Breen’s murder has 
ha m p e re d  him, 
even if only by 
bringing the eyes of 
the Law on him, 
and the eyes of the 
Duchy-----

“ No,” he went 
on, “ it was some
thing he had to 
kill for, and kill 
at once.”

“ Perhaps you 
are right, John—I 
feel you are. It 
comforts me, any
way. I had feared 
that Father had 
warned Mr. Breen 
that I was to be 
carried off. You 
see, I still think 
Father did. Per- nJ,. 
haps he had to 
agree with them 
that I should be 
carried off — but 
played a double 
game. I often think so.
He is in their power, I am 
more and more sure, from—oh, a 
thousand things a woman sees.
If so, he would know their plot 
and they would feel safe. By 
telling Mr. Breen he saved himself and me—it fits-----

John gripped her shoulder. “ We are being 
watched,” he said. “ Don’t turn round. When we 
pass your house go in for fishing-lines and bait. We 
are going fishing. None can watch us there—or listen ; 
and it will seem natural enough this sunny morning. 
Perhaps we can watch their stronghold from there.”

She nodded. John saw a sour-looking man in 
fisherman’s garb halt and light his pipe until Lorena 
came out again with the lines. She looked at the man 
swiftly and passed on with John.

“ ’Tis Caleb Preddy,” she said. “ The only one in 
the village not much good. Drink has done it with 
Caleb. He will do anything to get money to buy 
drink—but you are right. We are better on the sea

—and oh, I  love it. It seems to flow in my veins and 
to call to me. I should die if I did live away from 
it, I think.”

A few busy moments putting the fishing-tackle 
aboard and preparing the Mermaid and they pushed 
off. There is something delightfully intimate about a 
boat. Once clear of the shore, she becomes, like all 
ships, an island home, which is probably one reason 
why voyages call to all people and why romances often 
begin aboard.

Lorena stood in the stern and sculled with the 
single oar in the slot, fisher-fashion. She made a 
charming study poised gracefully at the oar, swaying 
rhythmically, every muscle from toe to finger-tip 
brought into play by that fine and graceful exercise. 
Then she put down the oar, hoisted sail, instructed 

John at the tiller so prettily 
that he wanted to leave it 
and kiss her, and then 
made fast the sheet when 
she had the wind in the 
right quarter and there they 
were bowling over the blue 
that seemed soft as mist, 
and Trenoyen was a toy
like place to the sta’board, 

and John, who had 
never yet rowed so far 

^  out, saw how beautiful 
the picture of that 
little village was amid 
the rocks, with the 
cliffs, topped by yellow 
gorse, guarding it.

The two spoke little. 
There was no need 
for speech. The 
world breathed 
poetry and never 
had John realized 
the full loveliness 
of his parish until 
now. Mile after 
mile of magnificent 
cliffs stretched 
away to the west, 
their crests piled 
with q u e e r l y  
heaped, Assyrian- 
like masses of rock. 
On the crest of the 
nearest stood the 

ring of ancient “ stones ” looking like a fairy-ring of 
grey mushrooms at that distance. The great monolith 
reared up against the exquisite blue of the sky, and 
had those old men of the past who rudely shaped those 
stones come back that morning and stood where they 
had lived, loved, and gone about their daily work, they 
would have found no great change. Only the cottages 
in the valley would have been new and strange and 
they were few and hidden from the crest; for the rest, 
the morning would have been such as was familiar to 
their eyes—blue sky, blue sea, a sail-boat on the water, 
the gulls wheeling in magnificent flight like blown 
snowflakes high in the sky, a fish leaping, and the 
porpoises going over the water with merry turns and 
twists like a line of schoolboys playing leap-frog.

Follow ing h is pointing finger, Lorena m ade out the green  
rope .—Page 152.
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I t was all so old and it caught at John’s heart. 
The beautiful girl in the stern seemed to belong to it 
with her brown skin and clear dark eyes, her glorious 
jet-dark hair. He took a deep breath. This was 
living. The water sang at the bows and raced past the 
hull to join the bubbling wake astern. He had come 
to the place expecting country clods and the parish 
had produced a race of Vikings and thrown a girl like 
a goddess of the sea in his path.

He looked at the village nestling in its cranny of 
rocks. How cosy and home-like it seemed from the 
sea. Far off he could see the needle-shape of a distant 
lighthouse. I t  seemed like a monument of man’s 
striving to rise above the beast. Of the goodness in 
humanity that always strove to conquer selfishness and 
produce the humane. In spite of all the wickedness, 
the wrongs—man built his lighthouses to save and 
preserve life, his hospitals ; and pioneers toiled to find 
alleviation for the sick and diseased and the world 
struggled, if half blindly, towards some nobler goal it 
sensed and was driven to by a Force it scarcely under
stood.

Suddenly John leaned forward and peered at the 
cliff they were passing more closely. They were almost 
under Hell Cliff now. He could see the top of the 
house on the crest, but they were hidden from the 
windows by the fall of the cliff.

“ Look,” he said, touching Lorena’s hand and thrill
ing at the contact, “ a green rope—that’s queer.”

“ Where ? I  can’t see it----- ”
“ There—you can see where it crosses that patch of 

dead foliage. I shouldn’t have noticed it if it hadn’t 
been too straight to be natural. You can trace it up to a 
point near the top. I t seems to stop there. I t comes 
down almost to the rocks below.”

Following his pointing finger, Lorena made it out. 
I t  was cleverly placed where the cliff-growth came 
down the rugged face of the rock. In the springtime 
and summer it would be perfectly in tune with the 
foliage, but now the old foliage was darker and the 
dead patch of leaves it crossed disclosed it. Yet it was 
still difficult to see and only its unnatural straightness 
betrayed it. No tendril of the cliff was ever so straight 
or so long.

John said, “ A green rope. That gives them away 
more than anything else. No one would take such 
trouble to hide all that length of rope unless it were 
there for an evil purpose—I must tell Zeph.”

The two sat holding each other’s hands almost uncon
sciously. A clue at last. Both thought of that light 
the young mate of the John Cavanagh had seen on 
that terrible night. Suddenly her hand gripped John’s 
more closely. They had drifted farther out and the 
wall and door of the wrecker’s house had come into 
view. The door opened and a figure emerged—Lorena 
recognized it by gait and manner as that of her father, 
and John, following her gaze, put his arm round her 
and said:

“ Dear, we know he is in their power. I t  was certain 
he must go there, but have no fear, perhaps he will 
prove to be the key to their undoing. What he does 
is under threat----- ”

“ And for my sake,” whispered Lorena. “ Oh, John, 
you cannot know how good he has been to me. Mother
and Father both since she died----- ”

His hold of her tightened. The beauty of the morn
ing, the spell of being alone with her, the danger which

always shadowed her, all these urged John to speak. 
He scarcely knew what words he used. He was 
stammering like a schoolboy. “ I love you, Lorena— 
shall always love you. Circumstance has flung us 
together. Given us the same enemy. Will you—be 
my wife—let me protect you ? I think life will 
never be the same again if you say 4 No.’ ”

She turned and looked into his eyes. He needed no 
other answer. He kissed her passionately and the 
little boat drifted on in the beautiful morning for a 
moment or two. Then she smiled and spoke. “ I 
think I loved you the first time I saw you. True love 
is generally that of first sight. Instinct is a strange 
thing. It guides us in our choice of friends and in our 
love. John, there is only one ‘ if.’ I  cannot marry 
you while Father is under this shadow. He needs me. 
You will wait, I know. When the danger has gone— 
then I will be your dear wife and try to help you as a 
wife should.”

After that they spoke little, sitting close. They 
drifted farther out and fished in case there were any 
watching them who might suspect they were under 
Hell Cliff for some purpose. And now Lorena told 
him of her dead mother. A woman loved for miles 
along the coast who had eased the hard lot of fisher- 
folk and whose face was welcome in manor, house or cot.

She told him of Trevor Vess, the fine old squire. 
Lady Vess took after her mother, who had been rather 
wild and died young—a blessing for Squire Trevor, 
people had whispered. Charles—his son—was like 
him. A fine young fellow. He had served as officer 
aboard St. Vincent’s ship. Would have been rising 
fifty, had he lived. It was a tragedy. He was making 
what would have been a last voyage on a frigate in 
the South Seas and she had gone down with all hands. 
Not a man saved.

He had loved Lorena’s father. Was always pottering 
about the shipbuilding yard. He might have curbed 
his sister’s wild ways. The village had mourned him. 
He was so homely with them all. More like a big, rich 
brother than the squire’s son. Chucked the children 
under the chin and gave them money to spend. Took 
them in batches to the Fair at Penrothe in his father’s 
great farm-waggon, driving himself and making a grand 
joke of it.

On the sail home John suggested to Lorena that 
they should tell their father of their love. At first 
she demurred, “ No, no. I couldn’t, dear. He has 
enough worries. Besides, there would be danger for
you as soon as Tonigen learned of it. Think-----

For that “ dear ” she dropped John would have 
faced twenty Tonigens—but you have been in love and 
perhaps remember what deeds, what sacrifice you 
would have made for the loved one. He said, “ I ’ve 
thought of all that. I ’m not afraid, but it would be 
wiser to keep our engagement secret—but I want your
father to know----- ”

“ Why, John ? ”
“ I t ’s like this. If only we three know, then if 

Tonigen knows we shall be sure he has such a hold on 
your father that he can wring anything from his lips.” 

“ Betray Father ?—oh, John.”
“ No, dear—save him. Listen-----  Tonigen will go

on laying his plans until he can strike when all is 
favourable to him. We English are rather fond of 
letting our enemies do that, and then we have to fight 
just the same, and at disadvantage, and thousands of
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useful lives are lost. That happened in the wars with 
France—oh, often, so my father told me, and I think 
it true. But if he hears from your father that we are 
engaged. Believes that only your father knows—then 
it may force him to strike earlier and when things are 
less favourable for him.”

Lorena leaned forward. “ I see—go on, John. Per
haps you are right.”

“ I believe so—but we can all err. I look at it this 
way. The hold on your father is not limitless—or 
they would have forced him to agree to your marriage 
with Tonigen without need to carry you off by force. 
Your father must be aware of some secret of theirs 
that gives him some hold on them. They would have 
to kill again to silence him. They dare not take too 
many risks, but their hold is strong enough to keep 
your father from betraying them to justice. I t  must 
be something he holds dear indeed to keep him silent. 
Very well—let us

leave
God’s

tell him and 
the rest in 
hands. My 
instinct tells 
me it is right.”

“ T h e n  I 
agree.”

T h e  b o a t  
glided into the 
harbour and 
they moored 
her and step
ped ashore.

A few min
utes later they 
entered Lor
ena’s house at 
the top of 
Trenoyen vil
lage and found 
James Penar- 
von bending 
over plans of 
a ship. He 
looked up and, as he 
saw their happiness and their 
hands clasped, he went pale.

John advanced. “ I ’ve asked Lorena to marry 
me, Mr. Penarvon,” he said, “ and she has agreed. We 
want your blessing. We shall keep it secret as yet 
for the sake of many things. Just between the three 
of us.”

Penarvon took him by the shoulders. “ Thank God 
for a brave man,” he said, to John’s confusion and 
surprise, and then kissed his daughter.

He motioned them to sit down on the settee and 
rested his arm on the mantelshelf, looking at them 
with fondness in his grey eyes. “ I can’t tell you 
much,” he said, “ not yet. We’re all of us walking in 
darkness with a sword hanging over our heads. I 
can’t speak freely. There’s risk in speaking now. 
But I ’m going to tell you both more than I ’ve ever told 
anyone before. You’ve guessed that I am in touch
with those devils up there. You’re right----- ”

He paused and passed his hand across his eyes, 
“ They’ve a hold all right. A stranglehold. I t ’s a 
matter of honour. I t doesn’t concern myself alone. 
There’s a life at stake—a pitiful life—but I dare not

speak more now. A whisper and that life is gone. 
My future—yours—hangs on that life. The defeat of 
Tonigen hangs on keeping that life safe.

“ If I ’m pressed I shall have to disclose what you 
two have told me. I dare not withhold when they 
question. But if the worst comes to the worst I can 
strike a blow that they fear. I t  may mean my end— 
but it will be theirs also. Yet I must hold my hand 
for another’s sake—one who is the key to this mystery 
—if I  can.”

Lorena and John had glanced at each other. Her 
father’s attitude seemed to confirm John’s intuitive 
words of a short time ago She moved over and put a 
hand round her father’s shoulder and kissed him. 
“ We will trust you, Father dear, to the end, and wait 
on your word.”

He smiled. “ Thanks—well, I ’m an old man. I ’ve 
nothing to live for but my work, but I love it. I  
want to go to her I loved when I ’ve finished noble work. 
I ’ve a dream of ships I'll build. Bell’s Comet has 

shown what steam can do. Others follow 
him fast. Stevenson has shown us what 

steam can do on the 
earth. I want to turn 
steam to help the 
fisher-folk. To make 
fishing safer. I want 

to build little 
b o a t s  t h a t  
can be worked 
ch e a p ly  by 
s t  e a m—a n d 
t h e n  fisher- 
folk will not 
be a t  th e  
mercy of wind 
and tide and 
storm. There 
wi l l  be no 
m o r e  trage
dies of villages 
whose women 
are widowed 
and children 

fatherless in a
Steam----- ”

His voice gathered a 
nobleness as he talked on. “ Steam—it will revolu
tionize the whole world. Your children will see the 
day when machinery will have eased man’s lot beyond 
belief—and a new age is being born even as we talk 
and men are toiling to bring it to full and noble growth.

“ And now,” he went on, “ for the present let us 
forget that. We have other and more difficult tasks 
to face. We must go on as we have been doing. We 
have a new and unexpected ally in Zeph Rigga. His 
is a will of steel. He is one to work alone, but his 
hate is the kind that never dies and he loved all his 
men and young Treen above all. He will not strike 
until he is sure of success. He will trust none and 
work alone until that hour comes. I  know that they 
fear him already. He is like a bloodhound on their 
track. I t  may be he who will drive them to fly before 
their time—watch over Lorena, John, for then they 
will try to take her. Tonigen has told me he will 
marry none else. He cannot force my permission, but 
take her he will, if he can—and in that hour of flight,

Penarvon took John by the shoulders. 
“ Thank God for a brave m an ,’* he said .

made
night.
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which may be forced on them, we shall need all our 
cunning to defeat them.”

“ Couldn’t you trust us and tell us what hold they 
have, sir ? ” asked John. “ I t  would never pass our 
lips.”

“ No—it isn’t my secret alone, John. But this 
much I will tell you. They hold a document which 
could ruin me through my business, and that is but 
half their hold. Let’s leave it there,” and he gave 
John his hand.

Then he kissed Lorena and went out, looking happier 
than they had seen him for long. They lunched 
together and Penarvon expanded on the subject of the 
future of ships. The shadow had gone from his face, 
and John noted how fine were the broad brow and sen
sitive eyes. He thought how many men who could help 
the world are crushed or warped by worldly things over 
which they have no personal control; how many 
splendid brains that might make humanity’s lot easier 
and sweeter are prevented from doing their best by 
lack of money, indifference, or the hold that money 
gives others who do not desire progress over such men 
as Penarvon—directly or indirectly.

“ Render unto Caesar it was not always easy to 
do that and serve God ; to render to Him what was 
due as well as to be fair in worldly things. Once 
those who might render to Caesar but would certainly

not render to God had a grip on nobler men they 
could make a hell of life and even of religion a 
martyrdom.

When Penarvon left them alone John turned to 
Lorena. “ We must save him, dearest,” he said. “ He 
is worth saving----- ”

Her hand found his and he saw by the flush in her 
brown cheeks how his praise had pleased her.

“ He was almost himself again,” she said softly, 
“ and how right you were. I feel—I don’t know why 
—that ail will come well; but I fear for him. He 
knows the danger more than we do as his words tell—• 
I wonder who the prisoner is ? ”

“ Suppose it were he who reached my window that 
night—caught and dragged away—surely it fits in.”

“ His life hangs by a thread,” answered Lorena
thoughtfully. “ We must trust Dad-----

“ With an easy heart—now,” replied John, and she 
smiled into his eyes ; then his arm went round her 
and the day dreamed into evening.

It was moonlight when John walked back to the 
rectory after one of the happiest days of his life. The 
rocks of Trenoyen gleamed like polished j e t ; the boats 
were out at sea and their lights glittered like low-hung 
stars in clustering constellations.

A single light burned in the house on Hell Cliff.
(To be continued.)

AMONGST THE SHEPHERDS. By the Rev. G. w . sk eet .

I
T was not until I had spent some days amongst 

shepherds that I realized how very little the 
lives of these men to-day differ from those of 
Old Testament times. The vivid word pictures 

in the Shepherd’s Psalm are still as realistic as 
when they were written, with one exception, i.e. the 
Eastern shepherd leads, the Western follows his flock. 
Not only of the “ Psalmist’s shepherd ” have I been 
reminded, but of that student of nature and of the 
heavenly bodies, the outspoken herdsman of Tekoa, 
when the shepherds of East Anglia or the Western 
Downs have revealed to me their knowledge of God’s 
creation. Not from books had they acquired this, 
but from the actual study of things as they are.

Even in family life the British shepherds follow 
Biblical cust oms, and amongst the names of the children 
I have found Jacob, Joseph, Laban and Rachel.

One thing that interested me very much was the 
shepherd’s esteem for his crook, not simply because of 
its usefulness, but because it belonged to the family. I  
found in some cases that the crook had been handed 
down from generation to generation. In one cottage 
the crook was hanging on the wall in the front room.

The owner of it had died, and the only son had been 
a victim of the Great War, and much as I wanted 
one to add to my collection of rustic curios, I felt it 
would have been unkind to suggest purchasing it.

Some years ago one of my friends was appointed to 
a Bishopric in Central Africa. His friends collected 
money to present him with a pastoral staff, and when 
approached on the matter the future Bishop stated 
that he would like one as used by the shepherds in the 
neighbourhood. Shepherd after shepherd was sought, 
but not one would part with his crook, and the Bishop 
had to be content with one of local manufacture.

Before ending this article I must relate one incident 
that took me back to Bible days. Towards eventide 
we found a ewe and two lambs some distance from the 
fold. The little creatures were not strong enough to 
walk, and after handing me his crook, the shepherd 
“ gently took the weak ones in his arms ” and carried 
them tenderly as they nestled in the folds of his smock. 
All the sheep and lambs were counted in the fold, but 
I  am sure that had the English shepherd missed one, 
he would have left the others, and would not have 
rested until he found it.



T H E  P A R S O N  O P T I M I S T .
VII. RICHES FOR EVERYONE. By the Rev. CANON SALTER, M.A.

W
E are often reminded that the world’s chief 

trouble to-day comes from the breakdown 
of our system for the distribution of those 
commodities which men need for their 

daily lives. The system has always been an imperfect 
one, but the events of the past ten years have brought 
out its defects in sharp relief and we know now, not 
merely that it would be a good thing to cure them, 
but that the present state of affairs simply cannot go 
on. It may be true that the modem world has over
emphasized the value of material comfort and wealth, 
that we have forgotten that man cannot live by bread 
alone, but this does not alter the fact that to witness 
poverty amidst plenty is a slur on any Christian 
nation. I have not a cut-and-dried solution ready for 
you of the world’s economic problems, but I do venture 
to show a road of approach which will lead us to a new 
Beale of values and a new interpretation of the phrase 
“ riches for everyone.”

* * * * *

O UR starting-point shall be the voice of the Old 
Testament prophet who, hundreds of years ago, 

asked the vital question, “ Wherefore do ye spend 
money for that which is not bread, and your 
labour for that which satisfieth not ? ” In the New 
Testament we have the vital parable of the man who 
made the mistake of confusing material gains with 
spiritual values, and of whom the Master said, “ So is 
everyone that layeth up treasures for himself and is 
not rich towards God.” It is when we see the guiding 
light of Jesus Christ on the road of life that we begin 
to discover that our hopes lie not in political revolution 
but in moral and spiritual reform. Our task is to 
make better men and women, to make society less 
selfish, less given to dissipation, more ready to co
operate in social service and ia mutual understanding 
and fellowship. Plant the right seeds of peace and 
goodwill, of reliability and right moral principles, and 
of a sense of duty to God and man, and the right 
fruits will surely follow. The present state of modern 
civilization is too precarious to allow quack methods. 
God is calling a new generation to build a new world 
based on a new sense of values.

* * * * *

R ICHES are of three kinds—gold and what it will 
buy, a poor thing relatively speaking; the 

treasure of knowledge with the joys and benefits it 
brings to us and to others ; and the riches given to 
men by the Spirit of God, the unsearchable riches of 
Christ. Which of these, do you think, provides the 
greatest advantages and blessings and joys ? Cer
tainly not gold. The most miserable man I ever knew 
was one of the richest men that I ever met—and I 
have found happiness in the very poorest of homes. 
It is profoundly true, as the Master once said, that a 
man’s life consisteth not in the abundance of the things 
which he possesseth. Your life and mine, and the 
happiness and usefulness of such a life, depend not 
on what we have, but on what we are, not on our 
possessions and attainments, but on our being and our 
character. All true life and true happiness start from 
within. That is how the Almighty Creator provides

riches for everybody. The creative spirit can face 
adverse circumstances, grim realities, great occasions, 
and triumph over them all. Such a soul—be he King 
or commoner—is truly rich in the sight of God. 

* * * * *

H AS it occurred to you that the very best things in 
. life are free to all who have the gift to appreciate 

them, and the will to win them ? A millionaire may 
purchase a beautiful park or even a picture worth 
thousands of pounds, but he cannot rob us of the glory 
of a sunrise or a sunset. He may make a hobby of 
buying first editions of famous books, but the wealth 
of literature is ours for the asking at most public 
libraries. He may possess valuable musical instru
ments or even own an orchestra of his own, but he 
cannot compete with the song of the birds or the 
music of the trees, and all his paid band can do little 
more than provide him with good music which you 
and I can hear on the wireless for ten shillings a year. 
Do we appreciate how rich we really are in these days ? 
Or have we become so sophisticated that we take ib 
all for granted and never remember to say a “ Thank 
you ” to Almighty God for the riches He provides for 
all His children ?

* * * * *

E ACH one of us, too, has a richness of personality 
which the Lord of all good life wishes us to share 

with others. It may be a sense of humour or a gift 
of sympathy. It may be a talent for music or art. 
It may be a faith in God that conquers despair or a 
spirit of service that is longing to do something for 
others. These are the riches which you and I must 
learn to distribute to others. There is no need here 
for poverty amidst plenty. If you are a humorist, 
find somebody who wants cheering up. If you have a 
gift of friendship, find some lonely heart aching for 
human affection. If you have a gift of sympathy, 
make your way to a sick-bed or to a bereaved homo 
and share their burden with them. This distribution 
of mental and spiritual wealth has so many implications 
and applications that I hardly know where to start or 
stop. It certainly means sharing friendship and books 
and music and prayers and clean humour and good 
influence. Be a clearing-house from which you can 
export all those mental and spiritual riches which 
mean so much to us all.

* * * * *

I T is so easy to write conventionally about the 
greatest riches of all that I pause and hesitate 

before I pen the words, “ the unsearchable riches of 
Christ.” Yet here is the real secret of spiritual wealth. 
Without Him as Friend and Brother, man is indeed a 
spiritual pauper. But to find and to follow Him is to 
enter a spiritual land with such resources that there 
is strength and inspiration and abundant life for all 
who explore its possibilities. Take His ideals on 
trust, experiment with His way of life, put Him to the 
test, stake your whole life on the reality and reliability 
of His promises—and you will find then what is meant 
by the unsearchable riches of Christ. For the King
dom of Christ still offers riches for everyone.
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had fled my youth. minister said a few words—in Gaelic—and then a

A  S U N D A Y  
IN  SKYE.

A Prize Paper ^
^  By WINIFRED BABER.

I
T was Saturday morning 

and my friend’s day of 
relaxation from teaching.
We were breakfasting in 

her pretty country garden with 
a map of Scotland and guide
books to Skye and the Western 
Isles spread before us.

To go there was the dream of 
our lives and we had hoped, 
year by year, that the where
withal might be forthcoming ; 
but it remained a dream, some
thing to hope for, some day, 
in the dim future. We had 
steeped ourselves in the mystic
isms of Gaelic tale and legend 
and in the long winter evenings 
devoured the works of William 
Sharp and others.

Years passed and with them 
I had reached the half-century mark and my friend 
was older, but at last one of my life’s dreams was to be 
fulfilled—I was going with my friend to Skye !

The joy of that holiday can never be described. 
Every day was an idyll so lovely that I hope the beauty 
of it will somehow be carried on into Eternity. The 
Sunday there stands out as a never-to-be-forgotten 
experience. There was no Church of England any
where near the lonely spot where we were staying, 
so my friend thought she would much like to worship 
in the little Gaelic church near by. Mere Sassenachs, 
we knew no word of the rich Gaelic tongue, heritage 
from a dim past of the peasants who sat round us 
on the hard wooden benches in the bare little church.

Before entering we had seen the Minister and asked 
if we might be privileged to attend his service, even 
though we had no Gaelic, and he gave us a very hearty 
welcome.

The singing was quite simple and unaccompanied ; 
to our unaccustomed ears it sounded like the song of 
the wild islands of the Hebrides ; the waves lapping 
on the shore, the mournful cries of sea-birds as the 
cadences rose and fell. People have stated in the 
newspapers and elsewhere that these ideas are mere 
affectation, but Gregorian chants have always im
pressed me in the same way—they seem to be the 
direct inspiration of a people who lived close to Nature 
and listened continually to her strange and often 
mournful music. If — as is said — Pope Gregory 
“ invented ” them, he doubtless built them from some 
earlier forms of an ancient people. The Gaels were 
themselves already steeped in a mystic religion when 
Cyrus, King of Persia, poured his armies against the 
might of the little Grecian empire.

The sermon interested us, although we could not 
follow a word of it. The congregation sat very still 
and attentive, following with every sign of thoughtful 
interest—young and old alike. There was no rest
lessness or straying eyes.

As its close, after the singing of another hymn, the

beautiful prayer was said, in English ! One or two 
pairs of eyes strayed for a moment in our direction 
and we knew that the prayer had been rendered in an 
alien tongue for the benefit of two strangers, to whom 
the lovely Gaelic language was a sealed book. A 
truly gracious and beautiful thought and, as we after
wards heard, the words spoken by the Minister had 
been to the effect that, inasmuch as strangers were 
present amongst them a prayer would be said in 
English.

We left that little Church feeling truly filled with the 
things of the spirit which are not to be expressed in 
any mere words.

The scenery was beyond belief beautiful—on one 
side the Cuillens, frowning down upon us in awe
inspiring majesty, on the other the deep blue sea, 
already taking the reflections of the setting sun. 
Everywhere silence reigned, almost, one might say, 
“ the Peace of God, which passeth understanding.”

I t was a Sunday that will be remembered as long as 
memory lasts.

NOTHING IS LOST.
ALL lost and lovely things that went astray 
On homing wings return again someday !
And then there will be gain for bitter loss,
A fragrant crown for every heavy cross—

Love cannot pass away J

All lost and lovely things will live again,
New flowers rise to brave the winds and rain,
The b itter grief that silent heroes bear 
Shall in God’s Heaven His great glory wear,

W hen there is no more pain.

So take this cheer and keep it for the hour 
W hen happiness seems lost and hope and power, 
Remember nothing beautiful can die !
Lost things are found in the great By and By,

The bare tree hath its flower.
IR E N E  H. LEW IS.



“ GOD KEEP YO U  CHEERFUL.” <«£> *£> By O
MARJORIE CHARNWOOD.

D
OING a little shopping under the care of my 

guide dog Toto the other day, I  met a 
young married friend of mine. Though 
totally blind, I could sense quite easily that 

Phyllis was not in a very good temper. Her “ Good 
morning ” was anything but cheerful.

“ My dear Marjorie, I ’m simply fed up,” she said 
when I asked her what the matter was, and I waited for 
more, knowing that Phyllis’s bouts of “ fed-upness ” 
were usually caused by trivialities. “ My dear, that 
maid of mine’s simply too dreadful for words. Oh, 
yes, I  know I said last week that she was a splendid 
worker—she’s excellent at her job when she likes to be, 
but really, the impudence she gives me is perfectly 
awful. If it weren’t that maids are so difficult to get 
I ’d give her notice to leave.”

“ Well, Phyllis, I  think you’re lucky to have a maid 
at all, and one who’s so reliable, 
too. Just consider, you can go 
out shopping in the morning and 
leave the maid to cook the 
dinner. You can visit friends 
whenever you like and rely on 
her looking after the baby. It 
isn’t many maids who’d be 
willing to act as cook and nurse
maid in addition to doing ordi
nary duties.”

“ Oh, well,” she grumbled, and 
changed the subject. “ How 
remarkably that costume wears,
Marjorie. This is the third 
season you’ve had it, isn’t it ?
You do make your clothes last 
a long time. I ’m expecting my 
new winter coat and—it’s per
fectly sickening !—they keep 
promising to send it and don’t, 
and I ’ve simply nothing to wear.
All my clothes are like rags.”

“ The last time I  met you,”
I answered severely, “ you said 
you’d so many clothes that you 
didn’t know which to wear first.
You ought to have something to grumble about! My 
sister Sylvia says you’re always dressed in the latest 
fashion. She wishes she had half your wardrobe.”

“ Does she ? ” cried Phyllis, pleased that another 
girl should have been so complimentary. “ Oh, but 
it is a problem, though, deciding what to put on. 
I have three engagements I might keep this afternoon 
<and I really don’t know which to go to. I wish people 
wouldn’t  invite me so often.”

She sounded as if she meant it and yet I knew that 
she would have been even more full of grumbles if she 
had had no invitations.

“ Well, here’s my bus, so I must leave you. I 
promised to meet Mona in town for coffee, but really 
you know, Marjorie, she’s an awful bore and so full of 
petty worries.”

As Phyllis tripped up the bus step I wondered why 
she could not see that she, too, was full of petty worries. 
A healthy young housewife and mother with no money 
troubles, she ought to have felt that God had been good 
to her. So ought Mona, but such a consideration 
probably never occurred to them.

Before going home to lunch I  called on another 
friend. I was told by the maid that Miss Betty was in 
bed. Poor girl, she was scarcely ever out of bed. She 
suffered from asthma and haa a weak heart, yet she 
was always cheerful and never complained.

“ Hello, Marjorie. I ’m glad you’ve called,” she 
began, and when Betty said a thing she meant it. 
“ And how’s the darling dog ? Wagging her tail, she 
is, the good animal ! You two are the very persons 
to whom I ’ve been wishing to show my new brooches.” 

Betty attends an art school when her health permits, 
and this morning she showed me some charming 
jewellery which she was making. I could not see it, 
but I fingered each object and praised its workmanship, 
Betty describing the colours.

“ I am so busy with all sorts of things, Marjorie. 
I ’m preparing for the sale of work, you know. The 

Vicar’s asked me to take charge 
of the handicraft stall—if I ’m 
well enough, and if I ’m not I  
can at least see that the stall is 
filled with goods for others to 
sell.”

Between fits of coughing she 
told me a great deal about her 
preparations. I marvelled at 
the stock she had assembled, 
much of which she had made 
whilst in bed. Embroidery, 
painted wooden articles and 
toys, jewellery, and all kinds of 
fancy goods, firescreens, and 
pictures were to grace the handi
craft stall.

“ Do tell me where you’ve 
been lately with Toto,” said 
Betty, because, unlike Phyllis, 
she can take an interest in other 
people’s activities.

“ Well, among other things, 
she’s taken me to address several 
Girl Guide meetings on the fun 
of being blind and having a guide 
dog. I ’ve also addressed young 

people’s classes in several parishes. I ’ve been doing 
the shopping for Mother whilst we’re maidless and 
running errands for her with Toto’s aid.”

“ I think it’s simply splendid,” said Betty, “ the way 
you get about with that dog. Yes, if anybody leads a 
full life, it’s you. How’s your knitting class at the 
Blind Institute going on ? ”

“ Oh, it’s fine, thanks. I ’ve eight more pupils than 
I had last winter. That makes the number thirty, 
and it’s such fun teaching.”

When I had left her and was walking with Toto in the 
street I could not keep from philosophizing. Such 
people as Phyllis do not know what trouble is and yet 
they are always pitying themselves, while those with 
a heavy cross to bear behave as though it did not exist. 
Life is full of good things if you know how to look for 
them. Betty and I have our disabilities, but we have 
God to help us bear them. We don’t enjoy our blind
ness or bad health, and if we could be rid of them we 
would, but, after all, God sees to it that life holds 
plenty of compensations. If Phyllis and Mona lived 
with us for a week they would discover them.

The Author w aiting to cross the road w ith  
her guide dog, Toto.
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OURWEEKPA/ PAQES FpR. WOMEN WITH HOMES
Monday’s Washing,
W h e n  washing old fragile lace or delicate 
chiffon, pu t it into a glass jar or bottle, fill 
with warm soapy water, and 
shake vigorously. This will avoid 
any rubbing or pulling which 
m ight tear or stretch the delicate 
materials. (Mrs. C. H am m er to n .)

I r o n in g  L a c e .— Cover the lace 
with white tissuepaper when iron
ing. This prevents the nasty  
shiny look often seen on lace th a t 
has been washed. (Miss B.
Cl a r k .)

-DA ILY ENTERPRISE.-A F o lding  Clo t h es-P rop will 
keep clean indoors. Ju s t cut the 
prop in two. On one side put 
a small hinge and on the opposite 
side a bolt. You can then fold 
it up. (Miss L. F a ir h u r st .)

To Clea n  a D ir t y  R u b b e r  
A p r o n .— Rub gently in a very 
soapy, lukewarm lather, rinse in 
clear water and hang out to 
drain. (Mrs. E. D a v ie s .)

Ma c h in e -O il St a in s .—If these 
have got on white material, rub 
with ammonia before washing.
(Mrs. A. B u r g o y n e .)

B lu e  for Cl o t h es .—To blue 
evenly, mix a littie salt with the water. (Mrs. E. S mith).

T o-day’s Thought : When you shoot the arrow of truth  
dip the “point in honey.

T E T  m e  b e  a  l i t t l e  k in d e r , le t  m e  b e  
' a  l i t t l e  b lin d e r

T o  th e  fa u lt s  o f  th o s e  a b o u t  m e ; le t  m e  
p r a is e  a  l i t t le  m o re  ;

L e t  m e b e , w h e n  I am  w e a r y ,  ju s t  a  
l i t t le  b it  m o re  c h e e r y  ;

L e t  m e s e r v e  a  l i t t le  b e t te r  th o s e  th a t  I 
am  s tr iv in g  fo r  ;

L e t  m e b e  a  l i t t le  b r a v e r  w h e n  te m p ta 
t io n  b id s  m e w a v e r  ;

L e t  m e s t r iv e  a  l i t t le  h a r d e r  to  b e  a l l  
th a t  I sh o u ld  b e  ;

L e t  m e b e  a  l i t t le  m e e k e r  w it h  th e  b r o th e r  
th a t  is  w e a k e r  ;

L e t  m e th in k  m o re  o f  m y  n e ig h b o u r  a n d  
a  l i t t le  le s s  o f  m e.

would for ordinary darning, until you have 
the usual ladder effect. Now begin a t the 
top and chainstitch down the row of cross
threads. The chain stitches look exactly like 

the knitting, and if your wool 
m atches exactly, the darn will be 
quite  unnoticeable. I t  is a parti
cularly good way to darn elbows 
of jumpers. (Mrs. W a d e .)

T o-d ay’s  T h o u g h t: The fire cannot 
burn brightly till the ashes are raked 
out.— (E. M acRea.)

Wednesday’s Nursing.
P a r sl ey  H o n e y .— This is delicious 
eaten with bread and bu tte r or as 
an accompaniment to cold meat. I t  
is good also for invalids suffering 
from nervous complaints. Use fresh 
young parsley and wash it well. 
Fill jelly-pan with the leaves, add 
sufficient water scarcely to cover 
them. Bring to the boil and simmer 
gently for half an hour. Add the 
juice of one lemon to  each pint of 
liquid in the pan, pu t in the lemon 
rinds. Strain through a jelly-bag. 
Measure, and to each pint of juice 
allow i lb. of lump sugar. R eturn 
to pan, boil until it sets when tested, 
and in about half an hour pour in 
small jars. (Mrs. G. L a ck .)

Tuesday’s Sewing.
W o ven  N ig h t g o w n s .—W oven nighties are very 
warm for winter, bu t tall women often find them  too 
short. They cannot be 
lengthened a t the hem, 
bu t I solved the difficulty 
by inserting a piece of 
wincey to match, just 
under the armholes, as 
sketches. A piece of soft 
torchon lace a t the join, 
top and bottom, made a 
neat finish and gave an 
empire effect which was 
really an improvement.
I lengthened combs, in 
the same w^ay, by using 
the best parts of worn- 
out garments. (Mrs. E.
V in e r .) (Fig. i) .

I f You B r eak  th e  K n ob  
o ff  Y our  K n it t in g -n e e d l e .
—Melt a small piece of sealing- 
wax and mould it into a ball. W hilst it is still 
hot press it on to the end of the knitting needle 
and you have a new knob. (Mrs. S. W il s o n .)

I n v isib l e  D a r n in g .— Here is a way of darning any 
knitted garment quite invisibly. F irst of all run the 
wool backwards and forwards across the hole as you

To Cu r e  Co r n , H ard  S k in  a n d  
T ir e d  F e e t .— Buy a pennyworth 

of m ethylated spirits, and four pennyworth of iodine, 
and mix well together. Apply night and morning 
with a brush or cotton wool to the affected parts. 
(Mrs. E v a n s .)

S ore or I n fla m ed  E y e s .— A useful remedy for sore 
or inflamed eyes can be 
made by pouring a pint 
of boiling w ater over a 
dozen camomile flowers 
and a teaspoonful of 
boracic powder. Bathe 
the eyes with this as hot 
as can be borne. Don’t  
bathe the eyes immedi
ately before going into 
t h e  o p e n  a i r .  (A. 
B a l la r d .)

S c a l d  s .—V i n e g a r 
dashed  on a scald im - • 
m ed ia te ly  takes out all 
th e  fire and prevents  

blistering. (Mrs. W e l l s .)

A  Ce r t a in  Cu r e  for  U n 
b r o k e n  Ch il b l a in s .—Melt 
a little common soap and add 
paraffin oil to  make a paste. 
Place on a piece of lint and 
tie on to chilblains for 24 

hours. A piece of oilsilk over the lint will keep it 
moist and clean. This takes down swelling and allays 
irritation. Repeat if necessary. (Mrs. F fo lliott .)
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T o-day’s T h o u g h t: Love is  G od’s searchlight, 
a beam  of brightness across life ’s  darkest sky.

It sheds

158
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Thursday’s Cooking.
Ch e a p  F ood Co v e r s .— When
asbestos m ats are done for, slightly 
open the rim and take out all the 
old asbestos ; scrub ring and then 
cover w ith muslin. Sew it all 
round, but do not stretch covering 
too tight as then the cover can 
hang a very little over the basins.
(Mrs. S. M. C.)

N utm eg  G r a t e r s .—These are 
usually difficult to clean. If, in
stead of washing, they are warmed 
in the oven for about 15 minutes 
after lemon-rind, cheese or other non-sugary ingre
dients have been grated upon them, the leavings will 
become dry and brush off easily. Use a dry, clean, 
fairly stiff brush. (Miss C. A. R. F l et c h e r .)

To P e e l  T om ato es.— Do not put them  in hot water, 
which softens them. Hold the tom ato in your left 
hand and rub it firmly all over with the back of a 
knife. This loosens the skin from the flesh, and it will 
peel cleanly and easily. (Mrs. P roctor.)

A ppl e  F r it t e r s .—When making apple fritters, dip 
each slice of apple in a little flour before putting  into 
the batter which will not then slip off so easily. (A 
R e a d e r .)

water. This causes the pain t or enamel to  
flow more freely so th a t the work can be 

done more evenly. If any is left 
when work is finished, replace lid 
firmly and stand can wrong way up, 
which prevents film forming and thus 
saves waste. (Mrs. F. T ho m a s.)

D og’s H a ir  on  F u r n it u r e .—  
An excellent way to remove dogs’ 
or other anim als’ hairs from furni
ture or clothes, is slightly to damp 

chamois leather, roll into a pad, and gently 
brush the article with it. (Mrs. L e e .)

S a f e t y .— To p u t fire out quickly before 
retiring to  bed, rake coals to  side of the grate, leav
ing a hole in the centre, and the fire will be out in a 
few minutes. (Miss F. E. K n ig h t s .)

T o-day’s T h o u g h t: 
pains.

There are no gains w ithout grow ing

§

m m m m ,

P u f f -ball  D ough  N u t s .—Take 3 eggs, 1 cupful 
of sugar, 1 cupful of milk, \  teaspoonful of vanilla 
flavouring, 2 teaspoonfuls of 
baking-powder, 2 cupfuls of 
flour, boiling lard. Beat the 
eggs and sugar together for 5 
minutes, then add the milk and 
vanilla and mix well. Lastly, 
sift in the flour and baking- 
powder to  make a stiff dough 
th a t the spoon will stand up
right in. Have ready a pan of 
boiling lard, and drop a teaspoonful of dough in the 
lard while boiling. Fry  until a nice brown, drain on 
white paper, and sprinkle with powdered sugar. (Miss 
A R y d e r .)

T o-day’s  T h o u g h t: Learn to give good advice to yourself 
as w ell as to other people.

Saturday’s Children.
Cot B l a n k e t s .—Before putting  the new blankets 
on baby’s bed, try  making a case of washing material 
just the size of the cot or bed, then stitch a single 
piece on three sides to  form flaps. If the blankets are 
folded into this all the warm th is over the child and the 
flaps tuck neatly and cosily. The blankets keep ever 

so clean this way and the cover 
can be changed as often as desired, 
thus saving washing blankets in bad 

weather especially. This is 
a foreign fashion and can 
be used for big beds as well 
as childrens’. (Mrs. N . H o l- 
LINGTON.) (Fig. 2).

b u r s t .

RE PAIR .

F ig . 3 .

bath, a t bedtime, 
relief, and often 
W il k e s .)

Cold in  the  H e a d .—  
W hen a child shows the first 
sign of a cold, it is an ex
cellent plan to add a sprink
ling of eucalyptus oil to the 

I have found this gives quick 
complete recovery. (Mrs. J. N.

Friday’s Household.
B urst  P ipe  in  H o u se  W a t er -S y st e m .—This can 
be stopped, by splitting down an old inner bicycle tube 
and cutting an inch and half strip out of tube. Bind 
round the pipe, stretching rubber as applied. Tie a t 
end with string. This will hold for 
months, or till it can be mended. (R.
V. B o u r k e .) (Fig. 3).

A n ti - spla sh  fo r  Ga s-st o v e .— I  
bought three im itation enamelled tins 
with holes a t each corner, which I joined 
w ith wire. I then pu t these in position 
to  enclose side and top of my gas-stove, 
thus preventing the walls or ceiling 
getting splashed. The top forms a 
good clothes-airer. (Miss A. F.
Ch r ist m a s .) k n .CKER

P a in t  or E n a m e l .—Before 
using either to  help beautify 
your home, stand the can (be 
sure lid is secure) in a pail of hot

WEL1

Fig. 4.

A ngora  B o n n e t s .—To keep these spotless, rub  
lightly with starch powder and shake. (Mrs. M. S.)

To L e n g t h e n  W in t e r  K n ic k e r s .—First unstitch 
the hems a t the bottom  of the legs of the knickers. 
Then get an old pair of stockings, the tops still being 
good and as near in colour as possible to  the knickers. 
Cut off the welt end, leaving a little below the welt to  
use for a hem. Stitch the welt (top) end (which is 

about the same width as the knicker leg) 
together to  the knicker leg and you will see 
how warm it will be. (Mrs. T. C.) (Fig. 4).

T o-day’s Thought : W ithout God m an is a ll 
alone.—T hom as Hardy.

Ju n e  P r iz e -w in n e rs .— Miss J. Harrison, 
Miss Thomas, Miss F. Wilkinson, Mrs. Brooks, 
Mrs. J. Richardson, Mrs. Southgate and Mrs. 
Rosse. Prizes were sent in July.

Monthly Prize C o m p et i t io n .

6^" If you know a good hint for our household 
pages, send it to the Editor, 11 Ludgate Square, E.C.4, 
during October. Each month we offer a prize of 5s. 
for the best hint in each section. The prizes will 
be sent in November to the respective winners.



It must 
a jo lly  good 
polish you 
use on this 
flo o r to, 

give a shine 
like this /"

It  is my f 
-it's MANSION 
POLISH- and  
the best o f it
is, its  so easy’.

DR. BARNARDO’S HOMES

“I t’s f in e  h e re ! We get a S u nday  
din n er every d a y ! ”

So declared a cheery youngster after 
three weeks’ residence at a Bamardo 
Ever-Open Door.

To children of privation and neglect, perhaps the plain, 
wholesome meals provided in Dr. Bamardo’s Homes do 
seem “ fine.” 25,000 meals must be provided daily for 
their family of 8,250 boys and girls.

Will you lend a hand ?

Mansion Polish
FOR FLOORS, FURNITURE AND LINOLEUM

Tins 3d., 6d. and larger sizes. 
Chiswick Products Ltd., London, W.4.

MP/LM 37

1 0 / -  faeds one child for a fortnight.

Cheques, etc. (crossed), should be made payable 
to Dr. Barnardo’s Homes and sent to 140 Bar- 
nardo House, Stepney Causeway, London, E .\.

W h en  you drink 
a Bed-time Beverage 

drink the Best /
TO-DAY—as always— * Ovaltine ’ is acknow

ledged to be the world’s best bed-time 
beverage. Its  superiority is supported by a huge 
volume of unsolicited testimony, including m any 
letters from doctors.
A bed-time cup of ‘ Ovaltine ’ will bring sound 
sleep every night. Even more im portant— 
it will improve the quality of your sleep and 
make it completely restorative and refreshing.
Drink ‘ Ovaltine ’ to-night—and every night— 
and look forward to  morning freshness and 
radiant vitality.

Drink delicious

O valtine
-a n d  note the D iffe ren ce!

_____________________ ______________________ P-454A

fteautg in tbe Cburcbgaib
This charming Garden of Remem
brance with Bird Bath at base 
and Headpiece (for flowers), O k  
carved in Silvery '
Cornish Granite with 
Random W a l l i n g  
Enclosure. Erected 
complete, £23. All the 

Flowers of 
Love and Memory.”

l̂ aul Cross
Carved in Rugged 
S i l v e r y  Grey  
Cornish Granite,

3 ft. high.
Erected £16.

Founded in the 
year 1785

Sculptors, Church Craftsmen and Stained Glass Artists.
367 E u st o n  R o a d , L o n d o n , N .W .i .

Illastd. Booklets Post Free.
W l. ‘ Churchyard Memorials.’ 
W2. ‘ Bronze and Brass Tablets.’ 
W3. ‘ Stained Glass Windows.’ 
W4. ‘ Church Furniture.’
W9. ‘ Book of Inscriptions.’

/IDatle 8. Son an>.



will be sent to the Selby War Memorial 
Hospital. The Archdeacon of York will 
preach at 3-0 p.m. on October 15th.

Holy Baptism

Sept. 3—-Kathleen Elizabeth Stones.
Sept. 3—-Greta Mary Rockcliff.

Collections Envelopes Total
£  s. d. £  s. d. £  s. d.

Aug. 13 — 5 0 5 0
20 •— 3 10 3 10
27 14 8 6 0 1 0 8

Sept. 3 8 10 6 6 15 4
10 7 4 3 6 10 10
17 7 6 14 3 1 1 9
24 7 0 — 7 0

£2 5 4 £ l  19 1 £4 4 5

B. W. CROWE.

THORGANBY 

Altar Flowers

The following have very kindly prom
ised to supply and arrange fo r:—October 
1st, Miss A. McNeil; 8th, Mrs. Thomas; 
15th, Miss H. McNeil; 22nd, Mrs. 
Thomas; 29th, Mrs. J. A. Dunnington 
Jefferson; Nov. 5th, Mrs. J. A. Dunning- 
t@n Jefferson.

Harvest Thanksgiving Services

Sunday, Oct. 8th, 1939.—Holy Com
munion, 8 a.m. and 11 a.m .; Sunday 
School, 2 p.m.; Evensong at 3 p.m.

A donation from the offerings will be 
sent as in former years to the Royal 
Agricultural Benevolent Society. Under 
normal conditions the Church Council has 
usually sent the whole of the offerings at 
the week-night service offerings. This 
year no week-night service can be held 
and it is hoped that all will give as 
generously as possible to the thank-

offerings for the blessings of harvest. I 
am endeavouring to secure a special 
preacher but the difficulties are great 
under present conditions.

Owing to the difficulty of screening 
the windows we have decided to have 
Evensong at 3 p.m. instead of 7 p.m. on 
alternate Sundays. During the present 
month, Evensong will be at 3 p.m. on 
the 8th and the 22nd, and at Stillingfleet 
on the 1st and the 15th. No change has 
been made in either the time of Sunday 
School or the usual morning services.

We should be grateful for flowers, 
fruit and vegetables for the decoration of 
the church on Oct. 8th, and also for 
assistance in the work of decorating. It 
would be most helpful if the work could 
be completed as early as possible to allow 
for tidying the church in readiness for 
the services. The gifts will be sent to 
York County Hospital.

Collections Envelopes Total

£ s. d. £ s. d. £ s. d.
27: 14 11 11 6 1 6 5

3: 6 11 9 1 16 0
10: 11 4 4 4 15 8
17: 14 0 7 3 1 1 3
24: 9 7 10 11 1 V 0 6

£2 16 9 £2 3 1 £4 19 10

4/1 has been given towards the Dio
cesan Quota and is included in the above 
£2 3s. Id.

B. W. CROWE.

WHELDRAKE

My Dear Friends,
Our Lord Jesus, at one of the greatest 

moments of crisis in the lives of the 
Disciples, uttered some words of comfort 
that seem to be specially applicable to
day: “ Let not your heart be troubled, 
neither let it be fearful,”  St. John, 14, 
27. We must all be prepared to admit 
that the world situation is one that has 
brought a “ crisis” into the lives of many



people, and with it some thought of 
anxiety about the future.

But our future is not in the hands of 
Hitler, it is in the hands of God, and it 
was God’s Son who said, “ Let not your 
heart he troubled, neither let it be fear
fu l.”

It is helpful to remember that the 
Creation which God made and controls 
still continues to function; but man, to 
whom God has given a will to choose, is 
responsible for the present upheaval 
through exercising his choice in the 
wrong direction.

What has happened in Europe is a 
large scale example of what may happen 
in the life of any private individual if he 
makes the same choice; for the exercise 
of selfishness always places a man at 
“ war” with all decently minded people.

As a result of the changed conditions, 
our Week-night Harvest service had to 
be cancelled, and our Sunday Evening 
Service will in future be at 3 o’clock 
until further notice. It may be that our 
village life will become more of a family 
life, and while some of our usual habits 
will have to be changed, I venture to 
hope that any meetings which may be 
arranged will be well attended.

After twenty-two years of very faith
ful service, Mrs. Myers retired from her 
post of Infants’ Teacher at the end of 
August. Possessed of a wonderful ability 
to bring the ' most out of every child, 
Mrs. Myers occupied a large place in the 
mind and affections of the children, and 
it is a great pleasure to know that in the 
future the Sunday School will have the

benefit of her long experience in the In 
fants’ Department. Mrs. Myers has re
ceived a very warm letter of appreciation 
from the Secretary of the East Riding 
Education Authority, and I hope we shall 
have the opportunity in the near future 
of presenting her with some token of our 
gratitude and esteem.

In addition to the duties associated 
with her school life, Mrs. Myers has 
been the Librarian for many years and 
has also held the office of Secretary and 
Treasurer to the York Hospital Volun
tary Contribution Scheme since its incep
tion in 1933. As a result of her efforts in 
this direction, the sum of £299 2s. 5d. 
has been paid to the Hospital Treasurer.

First Aid classes are held at the Rec
tory on Wednesdays ; at 3 p.m. for ladies- 
and 7 p.m. for gentlemen.

The Choral Society recommences its 
activities on Thursday, Oct. 5th, at 7.30 
p.m. in the Women’s Institute. New 
members will be warmly welcomed.

The Men’s Fellowship this winter will 
meet on the 2nd and 4th Mondays in the. 
month at 8 p.m.

Your sincere friend and Rector, 

ARNOLD SPEAK.

Marriages

Aug. 5—Dick Harriman and Maud 
Bristow.

Sept. 2—Ernest Handley Beilby and 
Evelyn Grace Riley.

23—William Myers and Phyllis- 
Bell.



Established 1824. Established 1824,

The Yorkshire 
Insurance Co., Ltd.

All Classes of Insurance transacted, Life, 

Fire, Accident, Motor Car> Live Stock, etc,

Send for latest prospectuses and full information. 

Head Office—

St. Helen's Square, 
York.

Branches and Agencies throughout the Kingdom.

Telephone 2895 —2896 two lines.

W M . WRIGHT & SONS (York) Ltd.,
BEEF A N D  PORK BUTCHERS.

We Specialise in :

High Class Cooked Meats—Galantines, Pork Pies, Pork Sausages and Yorkshire Polony.

YORKSHIRE HAMS AND BACON

Our Own Curing—Always Reliable.

Give Pictures. 
................. (

For PRESENTS or PRESENTATIONS 
Pictures are Most Suitable.

You will find a choice selection at

PICKERING’S
m a n  OUSEQATE,

YORK.

Your home needs 
Pictures.

Reg Office :

9 GOODRAMGATE, YORK,
and Branches.



Escrick & District Co-operative Society, Ltd.
m ........  , .. ■ — 1 ----- " .........  ^

High-Class Groceries and Provisions.

A ll Members and their insured under

. . our Collective Life Insurance Scheme. . .

_ _______ _ _  o

SUPPORT YOUR OW N "STORES/'

TELEPHONE No. ESCRICK 36.

H A R T  8c ZO.
M A R K E T  S T R E E T  î l a S E G A T E ,  Y O R K

F O R  F U R N I T U R E ,  L I N O S ,  O

C A R P E T S  AND B E D D IN G ,

B L A N K E T S , S H E E T S  AND Q U IL T S .

LA D IE S  DRESSES, COATS, 

U N D E R W E A R  A N D  H O S IE R Y .

Y O R K ’S U P -T O -D A T E  STORE.


