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him, the great Conqueror lay naked upon the bare ground for several hours after 
his death. At last the body of the King was taken to Caen at the expense of a 
Norman knight. While the funeral mass was being performed, and the Bishop of 
Evreux was preaching a sermon praising William, a voice from the crowd shouted : 
out, “The man you are praising was a robber. The land you are standing on is 
my land, taken by violence from my father, and in the name of God I forbid you 
to bury him in it.” 

Then ensued a dreadful panic, and at last it was arranged that FitzArthur, 
who thus interrupted the service, should be paid then and there sixty shillings 
for the grave, and that he should afterwards be paid in full for his land. The 
service then went on, and the Conqueror was at last buried in peace. 

Ah! there’s the Rector, I hear his carriage wheels. Off you go, children; 
now you can ask him what he thinks of your wonderful Noah and the Ark 
programme. 

It was just as I. thought. The Rector, like a sensible man, does not 
hold with Sunday games. He rightly says that, as in your holiday times you 
have so matty chances of playing games, and as in your school times you have 
so many half- holidays, that Sunday is always better kept as Christians ought to 
keep if, as the Lord’s Day. 

He has promised, as the snow is still very deep in many places, and 
you youngsters on your way to Church would be buried up to the neck, and 
over and above that in some of the snow-drifts, that he will come down especially 
on Sunday afternoon to give you a real Children’s Service all to yourselves, We 
will fit up the hall and make it church-like ; and I shall want a good big choir. 
He has given me a list of hymns and tunes, so when the magic-lantern 
is over, we will have a practice, for as many as would like to join the 
choir, No, you need not all put up your hands; you cannot be all choir, 
you know. I shall choose six boys and six girls, and the rest must make 
up the congregation. 

“What about Noah’s Ark?” — 
Oh, don’t be so troubled and grieved, Charley. I shall keep to my 

promise, and on Monday, if the old Ark has not thawed out by that time, 
we'll do what we can to satisfy everybody. To-morrow night, Saturday 
night, the great night of warm baths and general tidying up, we will have, 
before the splashing and scrubbing begins, a preliminary Zoo; a wild 
beast and tame beast rehearsal, an aristocratic Wombwell’s menagerie, by


