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then prayed that the man might receive his sight, and (so the story goes) the 

blind man was immediately cured. The Britons had to acknowledge that 

Augustine’s prayers were answered, while their own prayers were not ; still they 

_ said they would not change their customs unless their own countrymen: agreed 

thereto, and another conference was arranged, at. which seven British bishops 

appeared, and with them the Abbot of a famous Welsh monastery, at Bangor. 

Before the next conference, the Bishops had consulted a hermit as to what they 

should do. He told them that if Augustine were a man of God it was their duty 

to yield to him; and to find out whether he was or not, they were to notice 

whether he rose to greet them at the place of meeting. 

The day came for the conference, and when the bishops appeared they 

found Augustine sitting in his chair, and he remained sitting, mere acknowledg- 

ing their ‘presence by waving his hand. 

They thereupon decided that he was proud and arrogant, and they resolved 

that they would not listen to his advice, and alter their date for keeping Easter, 

and their manner of administering baptism ; in fact that they would keep to their 

own old ways. Augustine was very angry with them ; but if he had only been 

polite and courteous, I am sure he could have easily mansced them. 

In parting with them, Augustine told them that as they would not have peace 

with their brethren they would have war with their enemies, and suffer death at 

their hands. Some years after, Ethelfrid, the heathen King of Bernicia, invaded 

Wales, and in a battle at Caerleon he saw a number of unarmed men standing 

grouped together not far from the battle field. He asked who they were, and was 

told they were the monks of Bangor, who had come out to pray for the success 

of their countrymen. “Then,” said the King, “although they have no weapons, 

they are really fighting against us; fall upon them and kill them.” Twelve 

hundred of them were then killed, and only about fifty managed to escape. 

Thus Augustine’s prophecy was fulfilled. 

Here I have been keeping you standing in the High Street, while I have been 

talking. 
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Hey presto, as the’ conjurors say, why here we are again, all back again on the ice. 

Get your hockey sticks and let us have a good game. Who'll have a race with 

me to the further end and back? What, all of you? Come along then. Hilda! 

what a girl you are! never mind, jump up, pick up the pieces, and come along 

again. Why, fancy your old papa and uncle beating the whole lot of you!


