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Introductory Chapter.

By Mgrs. HENRY SANDFORD.

f | '"HE VYear 1901 has opened in a manner which must
have made an indelible impression upon all our
memories.

There had been, of course, for a long while, a certain
quickening of emotion and expectation bound up with
the consciousness that we were approaching the threshold
of another century, and, on the first day of January, a
keen interest in the opening of a new period of time was
foremost in all our minds, and was the leading topic, not
only in every newspaper, but in every home. It might
have been imagined, certainly, it seemed probable that
this idea of having said farewell to the Nineteenth Century,
and having entered upon the Twentieth, would continue to
occupy our attention and to colour our ways and doings,
for some considerable time, at any rate, for some months;
but, as you all know, it has been quite otherwise. Before
that first month of January had reached its close, an
event happened which so filled and absorbed the hearts
and minds of the entire British race, that, for us, all else
became merely a background to the one subject that
engrossed all our thoughts, I mean, the illness and death
of our beloved Queen.

The beginning of a century, the end of a century—
this certainly is an important point in the course of time,
as time is counted (let us say) among the nations of
Modern Europe, and in America, and in the great British
Colonies, such as Australia, New Zealand and elsewhere;
and, no doubt these names do represent a large and very
predominant portion of the population of the earth. But
we must not ignore the rest of the universe, numbering
untold millions, who reckon the succession of the years
by entirely different methods, or, perhaps, never care to
reckon them at all; nor must we forget the countless
generations of byi;oue ages, to whom neither the letters
A.D. nor any other combination of letters, had any
chronological meaning at all. Truly there never is any
real stop in the wheels nor any actual beginning anew,
and all our human expedients for measuring the length
of ages, can never be anything but artificial, arbitrary, and
imperfect, though very precious to us as bonds of
continuity, making history possible, and linking the
generations of men one to another in an endless chain.
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It was imagination, acting upon the forces of memory
and association, that gave the solemnity we all felt to the
closing days of the Nineteenth Century, and poor crea-
tures should we be without that winged faculty, which
raises us above the dust of daily detail to the higher
oints of vision, which can see things as a whole, and
in connection with one another. But Reality must
always take precedence of Convention, and the weeping
multitudes that thronged the streets of London on
Tuesday, January 22nd, listening to the strokes of the
bell that told them that the Queen was dead, had forgotten
all about time and the new Century. .. .. That was
something people were talking about a long time ago.
Last week, was it? Oh, but that bygone age seems
distant now. It was part of the great reign which is now
over and ended. It is a strange reflection, that it is
possibly true that the number of people by whom the
news of the passing away of Queen Victoria has been felt
as the closing of a great epoch, may actually far exceed
the number of those who attach any meaning to that
procession of the centuries from nineteenth to twentieth,
which stands for so much to minds of Western origin.

Some of the above thoughts were suggested to me
by the opening words of a sermon preached in St. Paul's
Cathedral, on the last Sunday in the year 1goo. The day
was wet and cold ; but an enormous congregation thronged
the great building, and I had only secured my place, a
very good place, under the Dome, by coming more than
an hour before the service began. But the time did not
seem long. The architecture of S. Paul's has a kind of
beauty which cannot be taken in at a rapid glance,it needs
to be felt, rather than viewed ; and now that the Dome is
clothed with glorious mosaics, the sense of the perfect
proportions, which there find their centre of unity, is both
awakened and enhanced by the presence of rich and
gleaming colour, where once the unadorned interior was
almost oppressive in its suggestion of bare, gigantic

I think I shall always remember a short formula,
which the preacher, Canon Newbolt, gave us upon
the Right Altitude towards Time.

QuESTION THE PAST, HE sAmp, OCCUPY THE PRESENT,
TrUST THE FUTURE.

Trust is the only right attitude towards the Future,
because Trust implies Faith; but this Trust, should be,
cannot but be, greatly strengthened by a thoughtful
Questioning of the Past,
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This was illustrated by a rapid survey of the
openings of the last four centuries, 1801, 1701, 1601, and
1501. To those who were tempted to look forward to the
future with mistrust and anxiety, it might be said, was
there any less reason for such feelings at the opening of
former centuries? How about 1801, when the ambition
of Napoleon was overshadowing the whole of Western
Europe? Or r1j01, the very year in which Louis XIV.,
master of the most formidable armies in Europe, chose to
acknowledge the son of James II., as King of England?
On 1601, when Elizabeth’s great reign was drawing to a
close? Or 1501, when all men’s consciences were crying
out at the corruptions of the Western Church, and

Well! we must remember, and judge. See, even in
the last-named instance, the good that conquers the evil.
Those corruptions were the (i’espair of pious hearts; but
out of these the Reformation is brought forth. We are,
indeed, yvet enduring some evil effects, because, in that
time of conflict, right things were occasionally done in a
wrong way ; but, upon the whole, what blessings have we
not got to be thanktul for! Then, the apathy of the close
of the 17th and beginning of the 18th century may be
contrasted with the great religious revival connected with
the preaching of Wesley, and later on we observe a period
in which there is a seeming loss of all perception of
corporate Church life to be followed by yet another time
of quickening and revival. On Easter Day, 1701, there
were six communicants in St Paul's Cathedral. It was
little better in 1801. Now, how different! The human
name for such a wave of change is a Re-action . . . the
truer description is to call it the Working of the
Providence of Gob.

Time and space forbid me to enlarge further, and I
cannot go on to tell you more of what the preacher said
about Occupying the Present and Trusting the Future.
What he said about Questioning the Past reminded me of
an interesting address once given in Chester by the late
Bishop of London (Bishop Creighton) in which he spoke
of the seriousness which ought always to enter into the
Swudy of History, and the duty of endeavouring to form
moral judgments on the events and characters presented
to our consideration. And there is one other thought
connected with the questioning of the past, of which I
wish to remind you: It is both right and wise to question
the records of history, and to endeavour to trace the
course of Providence in the upgrowing of our nation and
empire; but it is also well to open the book of memory,
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and look back from time to time into the course of our
own lives, not only, as we sometimes do, to see our faults
and failings, our errors, and our mistakes, and to be sorry
for them, but, much more, that we may recognise and
understand the mercy and goodness of our Gop, and
“remember and not forget” to give Him thanks.

Short, pithy sayings, are often very useful, and at
the close of his Sermon, Canon Newbolt said he would
give us such a Counsel for the New Century, from an old
Sundial on the front of a country house in Yorkshire;*
yet one, so simple and so abrupt, as to be almost rude in
its simplicity and abruptness; for the motto of the Sun-
dial consists merely of the four plain words:

“Go Asour Your BusIiNEss.”

Your business, your own business, is your divinely
appointed task. Do it! says the Sundial. Must is with
us always, and we can generally see our way through it;
but May be is visionary and unlimited, and ought not to
be allowed to influence our lives to the extent of making
us dreamers rather than deers. We should learn to say /
must, where the voice of conscience says, you ought: Go
about Your Business.

The day before I had been into the National Portrait
Gallery, and after spending some considerable time in
going through the portraits of the long series of remarkable
men who have made the Victorian age so illustrious, I
returned with heightened interest to the portraits of our
beloved Queen, taken at different periods in her long
reign. I felt that I cared the most for one of those that
depicted her in her old age, looking so heavily burdened
with the weight of years, and yet wearing that grave air of
energy and high responsibility, so little to be looked for
when the eightieth birthday has been passed. “We cannot
expect to keep her with us much longer,” I said sorrowfully
to myself; but little dreamed how soon she was to be
called away.

It is a great honour to us, and must ever be so felt and
so considered, that it is after her that our Queen’s School
bears that name, and that she condescended to be our
Patroness. It must be in the minds of all not only that we
ought to have her portrait, but that also some special words
concerning her ought to be placed on record in this
number of our Queen’s School Annual, not for ourselves
only, but for those who are to come after us, to set the

* Also on a buttress of S. James' Church at Bury St. Edmund’s,
and on a sundial in the garden at Brook Lodge, Chester, but there
the words are irregularly divided.

Mrs. Alfved Galty's Book of Sundials.



It

chords of memory to the right keynote, and to give the
true direction to our thoughts. I have seemed to myself
to find just what was wanted in another sermon preached
in St. Paul's Cathedral by the Archbishop of Canterbury
on the Sunday following her death. Tt lays stress on those
very points in her work and character which I most desire
that all pupils of the Queen’s School, past, present, and
future, should realize and lay to heart, and it is by his
Grace's permission, most kindly and readily given, that I
have the satisfaction of reproducing it in Have Mynde.
One who was present has told me of the moving eloquence
with which it was preached, and how every word seemed
to go straight to the heart of the sorrowing congregation.
That 1 cannot reproduce, nor, as it was delivered
extempore, can I be sure of even giving you the exact
words ; but I believe the Report in the Times Newspaper,
which I have been permitted to use, is a very good one,
and almost verbatim.

Some of the readers of Have Mynde are very voung,
and very little given, perhaps, to the reading of sermons ;
but T know very well that, under all the light-hearted
gaiety natural to their age, there must lie hidden that
needful foundation of seriousness, without which neither
can life be rightly lived, nor can character bhe rightly
developed. There are, therefore, none so young that they
will not understand the appeal of the present time to
their graver thoughts and feelings, and I think it will be
congenial to their deeper sympathies that the opening
pages of the present number of this School Annual,
should be framed in response to that appeal.

SERMON PREACHED IN S1. PAuL'S CATHEDRAL, BY
FrEpERIC TEMPLE, D D., ARCHBISHOP OF CANTER-
BURY, ON THE MORNING OF SUNDAY, JANUARY
27TH, 1Q0I, BEING THE FIRST SUNDAY FOLLOWING
THE DEATH OF QUEEN VICTORIA.

“And [ heard a voice J/wm heaven saying unlo me, Wriie,
Blessed are the Dead whick die in the Lord from henceforth: yea,
saith the Spirit, that they may rest from their labours and their
works do j:);ollaw them " —Revelations, xiv.

We are lamenting the loss of our beloved Queen
who reigned over us for so many years. We are thinking
of her as having been called away by Gob, and now in
His holy keeping, and we are thinking of all that she did
and all that she hoped, and what she was to us, and what
her memory will vet be. She now rests from her labours,
and her works do follow her, and therein is the blessing
that is given to her, because she has died in the Lorbp.
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At the same time that her labours have ceased there
is, nevertheless, there is the fruit of her labours left here
behind for our blessing, for our benefit, and the works
that she did they follow upon her life, and they are still
living, with the full power otpher marvellous influence over
the souls of men. It is well we should look back and
think of all these labours, and think of the works that are
still with us which are the fruits of those labours. She
lived a life of toil if any man or woman ever did. She
laboured for the good of her people with incessant
assiduity, and never for a moment flinched from what-
ever duty called her to do. And why should her labours
be so incessant? Let us consider them first, and ask our-
selves to see what it is that she did, and what it is that
she accomplished.

Her example as a Constitutional Soveveign.

She was a Constitutional Monarch, and we know
how many there are who sometimes speak of a constitu-
tional Monarchy as really an impossibility. If there are
two wills, the will of the Sovereign and the will of the
people, the two wills—such is human nature—must some-
times differ; and when there is that difference there is
nothing higher still to reconcile the two, and therefore
the constitutional Monarch will either be a Monarch who
does nothing at all or else he will be a Monarch who
interferes with the freedom of his people. So there
seemed presented to all men a problem that could not be
solved ; but the Queen that has left us has, for the benefit
of all that follow, solved that problem, and shown what
a constitutional Monarch must be. She began with
always making herself acquainted with everything that
concerned her subjects. Her labour was constantly spent
in studying the interests and the welfare of her people.
She toiled night and day that she might know everything
that concerned her subjects—everything that would be
likely to do them good or to do them harm—and upon
this careful study she formed her own opinion upon every
action that was to be taken, so as to be ready to do her
part, and she knew that the people were a free people,
and that for that reason they must be governed by those
whom they themselves had chosen. She knew that the
Ministers who were to execute all that was determined
upon must necessarily be the representatives of the
people themselves. She was ready at all times—she
made herself ready—to say what in her judgment was
best to be done at every emergency as it came up, and
she gave her advice freely to her Ministers, pressing it
upon them enough to make them understand it and
enough to make them feel what that advice was really
prompted by; and she argued questions with them in





















































































































