
THE SUNDAY AT HOME 
0 DAV MOST CALM, MOST DRYCHT ! , , • 

THI~ WEEK WRRI!! DARK BUT FOR THY LrGHT.-lfn·l,er!. 

DLI~D l\lEN FOHllIING PAHT OF A FUNEIL\L l'HOCESSION IN CAIRO. 

N~ . 1998. -Al"Gl'ST 13, 1892. 



f 1 A IRO. 

nY MR~. nnEWER, Al"TIIOR OF Tm: "11osr1T.II, R&F.TMJF.,." 

THE frequent exhibitions since 1851 which 
have taken place in the ,·arious cnpitnls of 
Europe have taught us so much of other 

lands and peoples that one began to suspect there 
would be no now thing to learn, no new impres­
sions to receive, should we ever have the oppor­
tunity of ,,isiting them. 

"'e were wrong in our suspicion, however. It 
was with the one view of gaining htalth that 
we obeyed the command, "go to Cairo," little 
dreaming of the utterly new life and interests 
which wonld surround us, and fill our hearts, 
eyes, and intellects with pictures and impressions 
never to be blotted out. 

through nvenues of date palms and o-nr sancl 
heaps up to Ramleh, disc11ssing in the mean­
while sugar cane nncl mandarins; then on to a 
Bedouin encampment with camels ancl tiny brown 
babies, to an enchanted garden full of poinsettias 
growing wild, and where we saw strange flowers 
of brilliant violet and crimson, nncl next along 
the Nile to Pompey's pillar and a Mahomedan 
burial-place. 

Then a night's rest, and on to Cairo, one of the 
strangest and most interesting railway journeys 
of three hours and a half we had ever travelled. 

On this journey we caught our first view of 
the Pyi-amids. ,v e saw many processions of 
natives going to and fro from the markets; we 

The voyage between Brindisi and Alexandria passed caravans of camels and donkeys, and mud 
was almost over, and at four o'ck,ck on a morning villages, crossed the - Damjetta. and Rosetta 
early in January we found ourselves on deck branches of the Nile on which were several 
watching the superb sunrise on the African Diahbeahs with their picturesque sn.ils, and on 
Coast. either side of the line we spied many Bedouin 

,ve passed the Island of Pharos in the Alex- encampments, and saw the primitive method 
andria Harbour where the first lighthouse ever employed for irrigating the land, At length we 
built once stood, and where, it is Raid, the arrived at Cairo and drove to Shepheard's Hotel. 
Septuagint translation of the Old Testament into which deserves a chapter to itBelf, but we have 
Greek was made. not space to give it here. 

The story is that one of the.Ptolemic-s who There is a large sunny terrace in front of the 
reigned in Egypt was anxio'us to have a copy of hotel where one sits and looks on thti ever-varying 
the Old Testament in Greek, the language spoken panorama•-it may be the dignified pedestrians in 
in his capital of Alexandria. Se,enty scholars their eastern rnbes, the women with their nose 
were sent from Jerusalem to Alexaudria provided ornaments, and black or white veils, mothers 
with materials necessary for the work, and were carrying their babes on the shoulder and not iu 
immured in seventy separate cells on the Island the arms, girls with waterpots poised gracefully 
of Pharos, under the shadow of the famous old- on the head, the water-sellers clinking their brass 
world lighthouse. When they had finished cups or carrying the goat skins filled with water, 
their task they were liberated, and it was found the flower sellers in their long white dress a.nu 
that, although .ea.eh had worked independently turban selling immensg bunches of roses for five 
and alone, the translations were identical. piastres, one shilling, all talking Arabio--one 

While we were regarding this place with could sit here from morn till night, n.nd never 
interest, a pilot in a red fez came on board to take weary of the sight : it is like a mar,ellous 
us into harbour, and as we approached the low kaleidoscope, variegated in colour as an eastern 
flat shore, with date palms and mud huts and one carpet, and as full of life and noise as any fair, 
storied houses along it, a curious and novel scene and yet wo seem to have been arquainted with 
awaited us. the people all our lives, that is, ever since we 

A crowd of men, black, brown, and copper delighted in fairy tales. 
colour, clad in red, blue, white, or green robes, It was while standing here on our arfr\"li.l that 
with girdles round their waists and red fez or we saw for the first time an open carriage in which 
white turbans on their heads. There they stood, were seated two ladies preceded by two black 
leas and feet bare, watching the incoming vessel, 1·unners1 called Syoe, armed with long wands, who 
a;d at the first possible moment springing on cleared the way by shouting. They run ban•-
deck, speaking a language quite new to us, but footed very gracefully with a springy step, nud 
which was not at all unmusical. no matt.er how fast the carriage is driven, they 

It seemed all confusion, till we found ourselves always keep the same distance fron1 the horses. 
quietly driving to our hotel, with a black coaoh- ,ve have soeu them many a time since and always 
man in a white robe and a dragoman conductor with dolight. 
taking care of us ; the latter was dressed in 019th It was on the first evening of ou1· taking up 
and gold braid-a contrast to our driver. our 1·esidenoe in Shepheard's thi\t we saw thtl 

,ve had a few hours before going on to Cairo, guests oolleoting into groups 11fto1· dinuor and 
• which we made use of lJy visiting the buzaurs, noticed them speaking earnestly with eaeh 

whi,:h to us were like a scene out of tho Arnbi11n othor. Some of the wonls reached us. "lfovtl 
Nights; then bytukiug a carriage untl driving youhoa.rdtho uo,vij?.,, uNo?,, "l'he l\.hediYo 
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is_ dead." 'l'hcn rnmo a rem1uk fr0m a pretty 
gnl, "Oh, pap11, of course I am ,·ery s,:iny, but if ho 
batl to die I nm glad thnt we should be here for 
we slrnll see an eastern funeral." Another from 
a politician : "I !lee brenkers ahead." But the 
gt,ucrnl feeling waR that of deep sonow; for the 
Khc_dive was luY~d and re~pected by everyone, 
fc>re1gncrs and natives. and bis death was evidently 
uuexpected and found people unprepared. 

'!'bis was on a Thursday 1,ight, and, accorcling 
to eastern custom, the funeral was to take place 
on the next afte1110011. 

Our dragomau, Agamemnon Puulievich, secured 
11;; a window in tho principnl street, called the 
::\Iousky, through which the procession would 
pass on its way from the Ahdeen Palace to the 
tombs of the Khetlives in the desert. 

if all Africa was sending in its thousands to do 
11onour to the good man jnst departed. All were 
bound for the Abdeen Palace, where the pro­
cession wns being formed. Only the Europeans 
were in mrmrning, therefore the sight was less 
funereal than it would have been at home, 
although the streets presented a Jugubriom, 
nppenrn.nce, with the shops and banks closed, and 
the gas lamps draped in black. All this time 
onr ears were listening to the hnnclred and one 
minute guns fired from the citadel. It was very 
strnnge and solemn. 

By two o'clock we were in the Monsky, where 
every winclow and roof was occupied, and the 
pavements dens!'ly packed with natives and 
foreigners. It was calculated that the number 
collected on the way through which the funeral 

WO)IEY AYD CHILDREY VIEWIYG THE FU:SERAL PROCESSIOY FROll THE HOUSETOPS, 

It appears that the customs have scarcely 
changed at all; as they were thousands of years 
ago so they remain, and as a Pharaoh was con­
-veyed to his last resting-place so the Kheclive 
was on this day in like manner conveyecl to 
his. But for the sight of our British soldiers 
lining the way we might have thought ourselves 
fqr that one afternoon living in tho time of Moses 
or of Joseph. 

But to go back a few hours-
On tho Friday morning the first sign of the 

Eastern method of showing grief reached our 
cars in the moat awful sound of wailing; and 
going on to the terrace we saw a number of 
JJativo women entirely in black, with faces 
covered, all but the oyes; as they drove along 
from street to street they wrung their hands and 
waik,d till it made us shiver. Then, 11S we stood 
there, btill watching, nnti\'es from all parts of the 
country came pouring in, some on foot, somo on 
cawels, some on asses, till you began to wondo1· 

procession passed must have been at least two 
hundred thousand. 

Following a body of police came ten buffaloes, 
which were afterwards to be killed and distri­
buted for food among the poor; then men on 
camels throwing bread, oranges and dates to 
the crowd, causing, as it seemed to us, great con­
fusion, and giving our soldiers a good deal to 
clo; then three large casks of water also for dis­
tribution; next the Egyptian cavalry on su11erl, 
horses, and the artillery with six horses to each 
gun oarriage. The camel corps which fol­
lowed was to us a very imposing sight, the 
oreo.tures looked so disdainful, stately, and proml ! 
Then the most curious part of all, a motley as­
sem blago of blind men, "some in rags, some in 
tags, and some in velvet gowns," chanting 
loudly in a weird unearthly :sing-song mel0lly, 
,·erses of the Koran, 01· iinprovi:sed lamentations. 
Following these, and joining in the song, wero 
representatives of loarne~ botlies iu purple, cream, 
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pink, green, and hlno ettlin robes, richly em­
hroidored in gold lit1d Ril ver; dervishes in high 
sqnare folt caps and flowing garments, accom­
panied by poor mon in blue gown~, and old 
men with co8tly Cashmere shawls by way of 
turbans. 

Each sot or section carried banners inscribed 
with Arabic characters, richly cmbroidcroJ, though 
some wore dropping to pieces with age. 

A few had book!:! in their hands, but most of 
them seemed to know the Koran by heart; next 
came the various colleges with their tutors, 
followed by all the native and European high 
officials in wonderful uniforms, all glittering 
with orders and gold and silvllr. The Hungarian 
ambassador was most picturesque in red velvet 
mantle, cap trimmed with fur, and high boots. 
The Greek servant of the French ambassador 
looked odJ iu short full white petticoat, long 
white gaiters, embroidered jacket, and smoking 
cap; then came various brilliant cavalcades of 
soldiers in white uniforms, on white horses. 

The unfeigned grief displayed by the mem hers 
of the late Khedive's household was very touch­
ing; they preceded the coffin, each bearing in 
his hand the sign of his peculiar office in their 
master's service, such as richly-chased gold and 
silver trays, cups, lamps, ewers, and perfumes. 
The coffin was a plain Arab box, with a pillow 
at one end on which rested his fez, the whole 
covered by a costly embroidered shawl a thou­
sand years old, and worth a thousand pounds. 
The coffin was borne by his body servants, and 
surrounded by native women, weeping, wailing. 
wringing their bands and tearing their clothes. 

Next came a number of rigidly-closed carriages, 
~ontaining his widow the Khediva and her ladies; 
then several empty vehicles in readiness to take 
11p the mourners on their return, for the way 
was long between the palace and the tomb; 
the day, though only the eighth of Janua1y, 
was intensely hot, while many who took part 
in the procession were very old, and etiquette 
demanded their walking. After this it was 
impossible to keep order, the crowd surged back­
ward and forward, and the street became one 
mass of human beings, black, brown, yellDw, and 
white. 

The whole thing, from beginning to end, was 
•the weirdest, strangest sight our eyes had ever 
seen. It lasted till sundown, and what a sun­
set! It was simply superb : flaming orange and 
crimson, then tender rose colour, French grey, 
sea green, lemon and lavender, and then a deep 
dark blue sky, filled with huge glittering stars! 
'fhis was my first experience in Cairo. 

A few words concerning the late Khedivc will 
give us an insight into his character and in­
iluence. lie had been a pattern to eastern and 
western potentates in his devotion to his wife, 
and in the beauty of his family life. Ho ~as 
unlike Orieutal1,, in that ho was fond or talkmg 
of his wife and family; when his sons wern 
travelling on the continent ho used to read their 
letters, writ.ten in m::my languages, to any visitor 
who expressecl interest in them. 

llis private life wa:; 1,ingularly purc-usto11it1h-

ingly so-when it is remomberod in what an 
atmosphere of profane corruption he was brought 
up. 

Dean Butcher, of Cairo, said in his sermon: 
"Here was a professor of a non-Christian creed, 
whose life was an example to Christians. Little 
goocl was to have been expected of him, and in 
fact hardly anything but good was found in him." 

His difficulties were immense; he ruled a mixed 
population, oonsisting of men of various tongues 
and hostile creeds and shuply contrasted cha­
racters, and he was loved by all who loved right. 

"He was a firm ally of England, and received 
in a loyal and intelligent spirit the trained expe­
rience and skill which England was able to place 
at his disposal." 1 The result has been the re­
covery of the land of Egypt from financial and 
social suffering to an extent almost miraculous. 

He commenced his rule under Lord Dufferin's 
guidance in 1879, and continued it under that of 
Sir Evelyn Baring, now Baron Cromer. 

The Khedive l1ad spoken to one of our English 
clergy in Alexandria about three months previous 
to his death, and remarked that the one thing 
which caused him infinite sorrow, when he thought 
of the English occupation, was the drunkenness 
seen among our troops. 

He was delighted with our sailors' and soldiers' 
Institute in Alexandria, and agreed that the 
temperance element was one of its chief essentials. 
He has many a time stopped a soldier or sailor 
on the shore and asked if he knew of the Institute, 
and has often given a soldier a ten piastre piece 
(2s.) to pay the fare there, telling him it was a 
good place to go to. 

He had an English servant whom he had to 
dismiss on account of drunkenness, and after 
grieving over his necessary dismissal, still fol­
lowed up his career in N0rth America. Many a 
one has said to us that the influence of the English 
in Egypt would have been an untold blessing but 
for the intemperance of the Europeans. 

The late Khedive was just and merciful, sym­
pathetic and courageous ; he has lightened the 
burdens of thousands, he has compassionated their 
sorrows, and taught their children, and elevated 
their standard of conduct. When one of our 
English bishops was presented to him in Cairo he 
said," I am always glad to welcome the ministers 
of religion, for if a man is a faithful sen·aut of 
his heavenly King he is likely to be a loyal 
subject of his earthly king." He often visited 
the wards of the various hospitals and comforted 
the sick and the dying by his sympathy with 
their sufferings. It is easy to see that such· a 
man would grow steadily in the esteem of his 
people, and that the grief for his death would be 
real indeed. 

One of the greatest comforts in a strange land 
is to be al.Jle to go to an English chnr~h aml 
worship the loving Father as we ha,·e been 
accustomed to do at home, aud so on our first 
Sunday we went to the sweet little English 
church in its garden of bananas and poinsettias. 
'l'he service was just what we wanted: earuest, 

1 Lord S1\li8bury. 
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loving, 1rnd cheerful. The choir ,vas composeil 
of a few l1oys, ln<lics and gentlemen, and one or 
two soldiers, nnd the singing wns the best we luHl 
bad since lcnYing homo. 'l'hore were mnny 
English officers there with their fomilies, the 
church wns quite full of visitors, of whom there 
are so many in Cniro, seeking health or nmu,e­
mcnt-; these wore shown to seals by one of our 
English sohliers. 

Coming home from church on the second 
Sunday we saw several people, native antl 
European, occupying the pavement and foullll 
the attraction was a native fortune-teller telling 
the fortune of a young Arab woman. 'rho 
former, crouched on the ground, had a cloth full 
of white sand before him on which, ha Ying first 
smoothed the rnrface, he traced with his tincrer 
certain characters, then wiped them out :i1d 
began again until he had complt:ted the task to 
his satisfaction and the girl's also. 

At the corners of t.he streets sit the money­
changers anu the letter-writers; wherever you 
turn, wherever you go, you find something of 
deep interest, and often 1hings which remind you 
of scenes and incidents in the Bible, gi\"'ing them, 
as it were, present actual existence. 

One 1·eason of the failure of exhibitions to make 
us acquainted with the real country and people 
they try to present to our notice, is the impossi­
bility of bringing over at the same time the 
climate, the sky, the soil, and the ever-changing 
population. It is each and all of these that strike 
us with such extraordinary force in Cairo. Those 
of us who Sfle for the first time the dark blue 
heavens at night studded with large and brilliant 
·stars, the moon which casts a shadow as deep as 
that of the sun, with only groups of date palms 
between us and the ho1·izon, feel that nothh1g 
in life we have ever experienced is equal to it. 
Again, the suddenness with which we step out of 
a crowded thoroughfare into the solitary desert; 
out of busy life into absolute and EOlemn loneli­
neEs is not to be taught by any picture or exhibi­
tion. These and :i hundred like scenes are ever 
breaking in upon us with irresistible fascination, 
and we say many times a day, " Oh, I never 
thought Cairo would be like this ! " 

We have often read of our Saviour's feeding the 
five thousanu in a desert place, 1:-ut we never 
thought to see anything resembling it when we 
went to Cairo, nor should we have done so had 
not the Khedive died while we were there. 

It has been a custom from time immemorial in 
Egypt that when its ruler dies the poor may come 
to the tomb a little Lefore sunset, and be fed 
every day for forty d11ys immediately following 
the death. 

Having had a very busy day in the Military 
Hospital and in the Jews' cpiarter, finishing up 
with a cup of tea with the Syrian teachers among 
the Jews, wo called a carriage and be.de our host 
tell the native coachman to drive us to the tomb 
of the Khedi rn. We did not know how for it was, 
nor had we time to seek our drngomnu, for it wns 
paijt four o'clock, therefore we sturteil 1110110. 

We drovo through the l\fousky, ouo of the most 

thickly populated streets in CRiro, where most of 
tho shops nnd bazaars are, and where it is difficult 
to drive for the crowds. Suddenly, without Uw 
least notice, the street came to an end; there wa8 
no suburb, IJO st,aggling shops, and we fuund 
oumelves in the desert, nothina before us or 
around us bnt everlasting sana"'; the carriage 
made no sound, and in a moment we were utterly 
solitary. We continued our way for about three 
quarters of nn hour when the carriage stopped at " 
~pot wher,i stootl a few other empty carrit1i;,;es, much 
to our relief. We were shown by an Egyptian 

BRI:SGl!.G PROYISIO:SS 1:STO C.IIRO, 

policoman, who came sudd,;nly upon us through­
a doorway, to the tomb of the Khedive, where 
within were mourners bewailing, in monotonous 
tones, their loss. ,ve were signed to enter, but 
we shook our heads; they then brought us cvftee,. 
l,ut to this we said "No," and ruadti them under­
stand that we wanted to see the people fed, 
though where the people were hidden away wo 
could not imagine-there was no sign of them or 
of life anywhere; a sense of awe crept over us. 
"\Ve followed the man, who led us behind a wall of 
sand, when we suddenly beheld between four aud 
five thousand people; men, women, and childreu 
and babes in arms seated, or rathe1· doubled up 
as is their custom, and resting ou their heels, their 
feet hidden unde1· them, iu circles of ten, closely 
ps.oked in a space about as large as St. Paul's 
ohurohyard-there was no noise, all were silently 
wniting. 

Yon should have seen their faces: t'Vt1ry degrco 
of l1eauty, of daring, and of submi:,,siou w,•rc to 
ho fonud thorn, nml eYory form of col<1ur anu 
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grace in their costumes, 'l'hey had been gather­
ing hero from elll'ly morning from the mnd 
villages And Arab tents across the desert as well 
as from Cairo and surrounding suburb,. One of 
the polico spoke J<'rcnch a little, and, seeing that 
we were interested, invited us into the midst of 
the mass, and permitted us to take part in this 
wonderful meal. We had learned a few Al'llb 
phrases, and with these and a kind look we mndo 
friends with some of them. 

At a given moment in came a number uf A10J,s 
one after the other all bearing on their heads 
large pans of hot rice with small pieces of 
bread mixed with it, and placed one in the 
1~idst of each circle. Then each person dipped 
his thumb and two fingers into the dish an<l 
conveyed the food to H1e mout!-,. It was not at 
~11 so disgusting as you would think, it was done 
rn a cleanly way and not at all greedily. 

As the circle~ began to be all supplied, in cnme 
men with goat skins of water 011 their back~ 
and brass cnps in their hands, giving to all who 
needed. '!'here was no noise, no di,;onler, n,-, 
cross looks from those who were served last. 
Al'tcr tho pans were all emptied and removed, arnl 
the thin1t assuaged, large cauldrons of pieces of 
mca t were brought in and each person recei \'ed 
one; al1 were about the weight of half-a-pound. 

At this point we left, and, passing by the tomh 
and getting into the carriage, we faced the 
solitary desert once again. We might have been 
the only creatures on the earth for aught that we 
could see and hear, until we came euddenly again 
into the crowded street of the l\fousky when we 
drew breath and thonght the scene in which we 
had taken pa1 t must have been a dream or n 
remembrance only of our Saviour's miracle of 
feeding the fi\'e thousand in a desert place. 

THE SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCE OF ST. P.AUL. 

TRUSTED AND COllMISSIO'.\ED. 

"The Gospel of the glory of the blesijed God ... was committed to niy trust."-] Tim. i. 11 !R v.). 
"Christ Jesus our Lord ... counted me faithful, appointing me to Hi.i service.''-1 Tim. i. 12 (11.v.). 
"I was nppoiuted a herald."-1 Tim. ii. 'J (n.v. marg.), 

IN many aspects St. Paul's life was one of 
renunciation-a casting off of old prejudices, 
privileges and associations, an abandoning of 

-earlier, fascinating hopes; "what things werfl 
gain to nm, these I counted loss for Christ."1 

But there had been an abandonment not merely 
of the outward and circumstantial, but of that 
which was inmost and personal; the man him­
self, his days, his bodily and mental powers, his 
emotions, his will-yea, his eternal interests, had 
been committed to Christ against that day. But 
the life which he had surrendered, he had 
received again with higher responsibility. By 
that act of self-renunciation he had not found 
merely safety and rest, he had also found honour 
and labour. Christ had not only accepted at his 
bands the greatest surrender he could make, but 
He had placed in his hands a most solemn trust, 
fraught with stupeudous issues-" the Gospel of 
the glory of the blessed God was committed to. 
my trust." 

St. Paul hacl been put in trust. He had 
known before what it was to bear a commission, 
'fhe priestly council at Jerusalem had placed in 
his hands inquisitorial powers. But now a more 
solemn, holy, joyous vocation is given him, 
That was of man's devising ; this came by immo­
<liate Divine appointment. 'l'hat was limited to 
such a city aB circumstances might permit; this 
commission concomed the world. 'l'hat had 
been literally a ministration of death, a souroe of 
cumit.y and grief, desolating homes 0.11d nmcling 

1 l'hil. iii. 7. 

hearts; this was a ministry of Divine beneficence 
-a " Gospel" coming from the "blessed God." 
He, who had been an illustration of the deadly 
bittrrncss of religious hatred, becomes to all meu 
the ensample through which God shows forth 
"all His long-suffering." New and weio-htv 
responsibility had been committed to his trn~t. • 

His own illustrations of the trust committed 
are _mo;;t suggestive. As St. Chrysostom hint~, 
Chnst had strengthened St. Paul (ver. 12) to bo 
a standard-bearer carrying the banner of his 
Lord, the symbol of the faith He preached., before 
the militant host of His Church. He was the 
herald, as at. the Grecian games, calling men to 
11111 the heavenly race, to enter upon the spiritual 
contest whose prize, obtainable by all, was no 
withering wreath, but the incorruptible crown of 
eternal life. Ho was, as he suggests also in 
another place (2 Cor. v. 20), the herald of peace. 
the ambassador of Goel, bearing from the Eternal 
King a message of reconciliation to His rebellious 
subjects. It was such high commission that had 
been entrusted to a man who once was "a 
blasphemer, a persecutor, an injurious person." 

lt was with the imloliblo conviction of this 
solemn trust that St. Paul lived and toiled. 'l'he 
glorious Gospel for wbh.:h the ages had yearue,1 
and waited, and which a Divine hallll had forgecl 
nnd porfocted, hacl been en trusted to him. l' pon 
his fidolitr, to speak after the manner of men, 
muoh of its snccoss was dependent. With his 
faithful11ess tu that groat cowU11ssw11 thu 
weightiest issues wcru i.nvolvod. 'l'o his pro­
olumution there lulll bcou committed thu univ1:11ml 
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purposo nnrl cfficncy of Christ's atoning death. 
Ho was tho Apostlo of tho Gentiles-to them 
he was God's choson herald of "glad tidings of 
groat joy which shall be to all people." It wus 
this sense of responsibility for the Gospel 
committed to him which ha.d enabled him at 
Antioch to withstand Peter to the face, on the 
memorable occasion of his eowa.rdice and incon­
sistency. It was this conviction tha.t a trust had 
been laid upon him that enabled him gladly to 
spend and to be spent. All through his apostolio 
career this had been the goad and the support of 
his ceaseless toil. In his early missionary work, 
ere persecution and hardship and controvel'By 
had broken down his strength, he reminds the 
'l'hessalonians that he was " approved of God to 
to be entrusted with the Gospel." i In the great 
storm of controversy which later broke upon him, 
he writes to the Corinthians that" a dispensation 
of the Gospel is committed unto him." 2 And 
now as the end seems to draw near, though the 
vivacity and strength of manhood may be passed, 
the c:mviction abides, not only not weakened, 
but even strengthened, by a clearer vi,ion of' 
how true and honourable and Divine a matter 
had been entiusted to him-" the glorious Gospel 
of the blessed God." In the power of this 
unchangeable sense of responsibility he, !IS the 
standard-bearer of Christ, would carry His banner 
into the regions beyond, or dare the fiercest fight 
to which his Captain might command him. 
Thus, with a bold and unwavering voice, alike 
in wanton Corinth and commercial Ephesus, on 
Mars Hill, the seat of aimless culture, or in 
Rome, the seat of world-wide empire, he, as herald, 
proclaims the contest and invites men to win 
the glorious prize. • Since God had made him 
minister and ambassador of His grace he would 
go out into a world sunk in sin, polluted by all 
the abominations of heathendom, and beseech 
men to be reconciled to God. Thus would he 
fulfil his commission as pioneer, herald, and 
ambassador of the great Salvation; and that 
which impelled and c_heered and upheld wn~ the 
conviction "the glonous Gospel was committed 
to my trust." 

To any man the receiving so high and glorious 
commission would have been a cause of grateful 
wonderment. But as he contemplated this act 
of grace St. Paul's emotio1;1s were stirred to no 
common depth. He was impressed ~o~ merely 
by the high honour o[ the com1mss1?n, but 
perhaps still more by his own unworthm~ss to 
receive it. Be had not merely to accuse huuself 
of sins of indifference and neglect, common to 
the masB of men : he must write himself down 
the chief of sinnerl3. For ho had. taken 11 position 
of avowed and bitter opposition, and was brandou 
with an indelible shame: "I was a blasphemer, 
aud 11 persecutor, and injurious." Yet. Christ 
had accepted him, had received from him that 
soul, so defiled and diseased, for cleansing and 
healing, and far from spurning him had" counted 
him faithful, appointing him to His service." 
The Lorcl Jesus had truly known Saul of Tarsus; 
He had 11ccusccl him, ,; ,vhy perseoutcst thou 

1 1 Tllees. ii. 4. ' 1 Cor. ix. 17. 

Me?" Christ rlid not appoint an unknown man 
to this work; He chose a man whoso record waR 
against him. But in His great compa~sion Ho 
forgave the past, and laid upon him a high honr,ur 
and granted him a glorious trust. He sent him 
forth as pioneer into new and unsubdued regions, 
and appointed him to lead what men regarded as 
forlorn hopes. He commissioned him, who h:vl 
},een reconciled after such transgressions, to be 
tho ambassador and witness of God's reconciling 
grace. He appointed him to be a herald to the 
nations, calling them to that high and glorious 
contest in which all might win the crown of life 
eternal; and, in wondering gratitude for mercy 
that coulcl forgi,;e so much and for grace that 
could entrust so honourable a vocation to one so 
unworthy, Paul has toiled, and is willing even 
to die entrustecl with the glorious Gospel of the 
blef'sed God. 

Yet, save in the uniqueness of St. Paul's position 
and his personal relation to the Lord Jesus, this 
wa.s not a singular grace. To-day men are put 
in charge of the Gospel. Men still are pioneer;i 
and standard-bearers, ambassadors of Divine 
grace, or heralds who proclaim th<contest whose 
prize is the unfading crown. Jn a sense there is 
no Christian man to whom the commission has 
not come, or who is free from the responsibility 
that the "glorious Gospel was committed to his 
trust." By one this solemn trust must be 
guarded as ho guides a senate; by another as l:e 
speeds a plough. One must fulfil his commission 
by defending the Gospel with high and cultured 
mental powers; another must exemplify it in 
the simplest manual toil. Some in lives of 
incessant activity, others in lives of painful 
infirmity, fulfil this duty. Some in doing, others 
in suffering; those in great things, these in 
small ; yet all may by life and character fulfil 
a high commission and guard a mcst precious 
trust-" the Gospel of the glory of the blessed 
God, committed to their trust." 

J. T. L. MAGGS, B._\. 

LODGE AT TIIE S1GX OF THE Dou. 

"Ouce in my wnnderiugs through a ,illage," s:iys au olu 
Dutch Puritnu, "I came to nn inu benriug the sign of the 
Dovo ; then, mid I, truly it must be sweet to lodge there. 
Then, suid I, oh my soul, here take up thine abod~, if thou 
wilt know sweet rest, 1tt the sigu of the Doye." 

And truly tho old Purituu was right-the sign of the 
Dove. H is I\ sweet iuu for n,stiug-the Do,e. "Bl~&ied 
urt thou, Siwou B1tr Jona," that is, say some, thou sou of 
tho Dove. Tho Do\'0 gives the sleep-what oimple cnu 
give so sweet n sleep? whut poppy, or what compoullll, 
m· rescnoo of violet, or rose, 01· lettuce, 01· hcubaue, or uight­
slrndc, or s1ttl'ron, or hempseed? How shall wo anoint tl:e 
temples 01· the lips? what frontlcts for the eyes, wh:.i.t 
pillows of wormwood or mcm,lmke? still, with nil, skep 
flies tho couch, uncl will uot be wooed. Su nu:ious arc the 
wcdiciucs iuvoution lrns sought to yield the sw,,et gmc•c uf 
slccp-vuiu, how V1\iu-uml th,n if it shoukl cum,•. L,llv 
poor comp:ircd with the rest bcu1•1\th tho wiug, ol' the• Dove. 
Do you umler:;taml me? Lo,lgu nt tlio sigu of tho DuYc.­
l'uJ·/011 llooil'~ "D,uk Suyi11ya." 





PREACHING .AT THE SEASIDE. 

OPEN-AIR proachiug, which found rnch favour 
iu the apostolic age, and which did much 
iu advancing the cause of the Reformation, 

has been so greatly blessed in our own day, that 
a separate l\Iission has been founded to extend 
the practice in town and country. The Associa­
tion has oYer eleven hundred members, many of 
whom are really enthusiastic missionaries to the 
common people. The leader of this devoted 
band, or rather the founder of the Mission, was 
l\fr. John Macgregor, the adventurous Rob Roy, 
who, in the days of his prime, set an example by 
prea1.:hing in the streets of London. The good 
results which have come of such efforts are the 
best plea that can be urged for their continuance. 

In the season, when outdoor services may 
generally be conveniently held, there seems to 
be something peculiarly appropriate in preaching 
at the seaside. The time when people are in 
search of health and have time on their handt1 
seems also to be peculiarly appropriate for such 
services. All things seem to conspire to make 
them attractive. The shade of the cliffs, the cool 
sea breeze, the music of the waves, are all invit­
ing, so that one may well halt for a few minutes 
to hear what the preacher has to say. 

Here it may be remembered, that our Lorcl 
Himself left an example to His followers to preach 
the Gospel by the seaside. As Dean Chadwick 
remarks in bis commentary on St. Mark: "Jesus 
loved the open air. His custom when teaching 
was to point to the sower, the lily, ancl the bird. 
He is no pale recluse emerging from a library to 
instruct, in the dim religious light of cloisters, 
a world unknown except by books. Accordingly, 
we find Him ' again by the seaside.' And how­
ever the scribes and Pharisees may have con­
tinued to murmur, the multitudes resorted to 
Him, confiding in the evidence of their experience, 
which never saw it on this fashion.'' 

The Gospels contain many interesting refer­
ences to the Saviour's custom of teaching the 
throngs of people who followed Him on the 
shore. "The same day went Jesus out of the 
house ancl sat by the seaside," we read (Matt. 
xiii. 1 ). Because the multitudes followed, the 
Lord gave what was a second address on that 
day, on which one divine says: "An afternoon 
sermon well beard will be so far from <lriving 
out the morning sermon, that it will rat her dench 
it, and fasten the nail in a sure place.'' Christ's 
auditors were the multitude~, the common people 
who hoard him gladly, and to whom it usually 
appears most worth while to preach. If we ask 
why the scribes and Pharisees wore not present, 
Matthew Henry replies: "They were willing t.o 
hear Him when I-le preached in the synagogue, 
but they thought it below them io hear a sermou 
by the 1,easide, tl1ough Christ Himself was tho 
preacher; and truly He harl Letter have their 
rooJU than their compauy, for now they were 
abi:ient, lie weut ou quietly uml without contra-

(lH) 

diction.'' The Lord went 011t of the house be­
cause only in the open uir coulcl sufficient space 
be found to accommodate His auclitory. None 
of the great Roman public buildings were avail­
able for the Lord of Life and Glory to give His 
message in : "As He had not a house of His own 
to live in, so He had not a cl1apel of His own to 
preach in.'' Nevertheless, the preacher and the 
divine message He had to give, made any place 
consecrated ground ; and after all, if the grandest 
of Roman theatres had been available, the largest 
of them could never have accommodated the 
crow1ls which Christ drew together. In connec­
tion with this let us ever bear in mind that 
"never man spake like this Man.'' There was 
not only room for all who came, r.one of the 
auditors needed to go away without taking with 
them the very things which were most necessary 
for them to know. It would seem, moreover, 
that no crowd was too great for Christ's voice 
to reach, while no one can don bt that His method 
of putting things was 11uite different from that of 
merely human speakers however talented. 

The fourth chapter of St. Mark begins: " And 
He began again to teach by the seaside ; and 
there was gathered unto Him a great multitude, 
so that He entered into a ship, and sat in the 
sea; and the whole multitude was by the sea on 
the land.'' Christ's thus speaking from a ship 
while the multitude were on the shore bas been 
understood to mean that the Gospel would be 
carried to the isles of the Gentiles. What sboul!l 
be understood, however, is that Christ preached 
in such places, at such times, and in such a 
manner as promised to effect most good. If the 
common people could not on account of their 
numbers, get into the buildings, be would address 
them in the open air; but if others refused to 
stand out of doors, he would speak to them in 
the synagogue. 

Preaching at the seaside around the British 
Isles is carried on by the agents of the Open Air 
l\:lission ancl others, the late Mr. Ga win Kirkham, 
as secretary, being in his time a practised speaker, 
who had much encouragement in his labours. Ac­
counts of goocl received frequently come to light, 
though one can well believe that the majority of 
hearers who go away with the arrow of conviction 
in their hearts do not return to tell the story. 

One story is told of a worldly-minded young 
lady who resided at a certain watering-place, and 
who, on one occasion, heard a seaside sermou 
which Captain K-- happened to preach on the 
sands nenr her house. 'l'he lady was prejudiced 
ao·ainst the Gospel, thinking no doubt that its 
a~ceptanco on her put woulcl iutedere with her 
worldly pleasure. Still, she became interested iu 
what she saw and heard. The preaeher on the 
sands describell the doom of the impenitent; 
and while ho wa1:1 sponkiug some men on the 
cliffs were letting down ou the aullienoo below 
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pieces of newspaper sot on fire. There was some 
commotion and annoyance; but while ho was 
naturally discouraged at the interruption, the 
preacher did not leave the ground until he had 
delivered his message, and had exhorted all to 
repent and be saved. The young lady had opened 
her window slightly and crouched down, so that 
she could hear and see without herself being 
seen. The preacher went away without knowing 
aught of what had happened; but some years 
afterwards the open air evangelist., and the lady 
who had benefited by his sermon, happened to 
meet at a continental hotel. The story was then 
told; and while there was gratitude on the one 
side, there was joy on the other. 

On another occasion a most remarkable con­
version happened at Folkestone, the subject being 
a young Frenchman, who, when found by the 
open air preacher on the sands, was starving and 
friendless, being altogether in as miserable a 
plight as the Prodigal Sou when he found him­
self in a far country. He had got through his 
resources, and thinking himself too far gone ever 
to return to God, the young fellow bad given up 
all idea of giving any attention to religion. He 
had left Paris not very long before with a com-
11anion, and the two had led a riotous life together, 
until the younger found himself deserted and 
robbed of all he possessed save a few francs. This 
was in London; after wandering about for some 
time the young Frenchman walked to Folkestone, 
where he arrived on a Saturday quite destitute. 
After remaining out all night he walked down to 
the i.ea on Sunday morning in hope of finding 
some kind of shellfish for breakfast, but finding 
none, he had to continue to fast. Overcome by 
a sense of this, the young prodigal shed tea'rs; 
he also thought of bis past folly and wept again. 

A friend in the town who sometimes preached 
on the sands felt that he ought to go down to 
the sea. His first thought was that he would 
speak to others who met at a certain place for 
gambling and drinking; but he seemed to be im­
pelled towards the beach, although-it was a long 
way off. In an out-of-the-way place he encoun­
tered the young Frenchman in his wretched con­
dition, but did not at first notice him. The 
preacher then returned, and when the French­
man found himself noticed, his eyes filled with 
tears, and having told his history in broken 
English, he adcled that be was asking help of 
God, and the appearance of a friend seemed to 
be an answer tu the prayer. 

'l'o the preacher himself, the ad,enture was 
altogether providential. He touk the man home, 
supplied him with such things as were necessary, 
the sequel being that the Prodigal yielded his 
heart to the Saviour. The first prayer the young 
man offered iifter his con,·ersion was quite in the 
spirit of that of the publican-" God be merciful 
to me a sinner." In his imperfect English ho 
said: "I thank You, good God, for over bringing 
me to London, and for losing my nll, or I should 
never have found the good Jesna. I thnnk You 
fur dying for me. I will Bervo You fur ovor. 
Do keep me." 

The convert stayed for a timo at Folkostone, 

nncl then crossed the Channel to Bonlogne; but 
before they parted, the two prayed together on 
the beach and sought the guidance of Go!l. In 
a little over a rr.ontb the young Frenchman 
wrote to bis friend saying that he bad found 
employment, and be still thanked God for the 
chnngo whioh had come over him. The case was 
ono of more than ordinary interest; and one 
which is abundantly encouraging to such as 
evangelise in the open air. 

One of the most successful open air preachers 
in London is Mr. Charles Cook ; in summer bis 
chief practising ground is Hydfl Park, and in 
winter be is able to attract a full congregation 
into the spacious music ball in Edgware-road. 
Mr. Cook has a trained choir-no one who bas 
not been changed in heart being eligible for 
admission-and occasionally some of these are 
also found taking part in seaside services. 

For many years Mr. Cook has been in the habit 
of conducting services at the seaside, more espe­
cially at Ramsgate, Margate, and Yarmouth; and 
his general testimony is, that he bas seen some 
of the most striking cases of con version occur as 
the result of such preaching : " On one occasion 
at Yarmouth a young lady was converted, and 
the following year her brother was brought b 
Christ at Ramsgate." He adds that "on anotLer 
occasion a man was awakened at Yarmouth who 
spent the whole night in prayer, went home the 
following day (Saturday), and refused to open 
his shop on the Sunday as be was wont to do. 
He is now a very successful tradesman." 

Preachers who conduct services at the seaside 
sometimes find that subjects which seem to haYe 
something of the sea in them are the most profit­
able. All grades seem to be drawn together at 
such times, and that this is so appears to be one 
of the advantages of preaching at the seaside. In 
one instance we even hear of a college professor 
coming up at the close of a service to ask, "What 
can 1 do to get peace with Gcd?" and having bad 
his answer he found what he really earnestly 
sought. Some of the converts thus mado become 
very earnest volunteers in Christian work. 

As an esteemed veteran, who has been in tl1e 
habit of conducting seaside services for a quarter 
of a century, Mr. Cook says that there is no 
grander theatre for Christian work; and as 
regards himself after that term of practice, his 
voice is better than when ho commenced. 

In the early part of this century, when the 
late Dr. Campbell was a young man, he set him­
self the task of gathering a congregation of poor 
people at E.ilmarnock. There was no desire to 
draw persons from other places, anLl as the peoplo 
did not seem to be inclined to go to the church, 
the preacher decided that he would go to them. 
"But in the meantime he determined to ruake a 
preaching tour on tho sea coast, that he might 
nsoortuin the stato and spirit of tho country." 
Acoonlingly, "he proceeded to Kil winning, i::lalt­
coats, and other large towns, and in all, b_\· 
means of the bellman, he collected considor­
ablo congrogations in the ruarkot-places, who 
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li8tcncd with rcspcctfnl n(tontion. 'I'hus en­
conragcd, ho rctmncd to Kilmamock 011 Saturday, 
and stnnding up in tho chiof plrrco ho began to 
3pcak, and soon collecled o, crowd. At tho closo 
of his a~ldrcss, ho intimated that ho woula preaeh 
on the morrow at tho rnusic h11.ll, whore he would 
be happy to sec thoso who were not in the hnbit 
of n,ttcndiug any regular place of worship." By 
such means the congregation was gathered for 
which th? ~utcrpris)ng pastor had been longing; 
so that, 1t 1s said, m after years l\Ir. Qampbell 
had "often chid J"Otmg preachers who solicited 
his good offices in the way of obtaining a settle­
ment, for their want of zeal and courage. He 
was accustomed to quote to them tho molto of 
Lord Ba.con : • I will eithor find or make a way.' 
So, he would say, you onght either to find a 
charge, or to make one The man who opons a 
well of salvation is a benefactor, not only to the 
present age, but to the generations to come." 
The "well of salvation" has often been opened 
in tho open air, and even at the seaside. 

Speaking of the sea one once remarked : " The 
shadows of evening fell upon those waters, and 
the quiet stars pj'leped from their hiding-place. 
The breakers, light'ld up with phosphorescent 
flashes, rolled in fire-waves upon the rocks. 

High ahovo those troubled waters shone tbe 
bright light of that faithful rnntinel, which, amid 
storms and darkness, stands to keep watch for 
the snilor. I looked and I thoucrht: So shines 
tho lamp of God's ,vord over the"'troubled sea of 
life, and he who fixes his eye upon it, shall be 
eufely conducted to the haven of peace. Thy 
word is a lamp unto my feet, and a light unto 
my path. Thou shalt guide me with Thy counsel." 

Preaching at the seaside is thus a dep~rtment 
of Christian service which is well worthy of 
being cultivated and developed. In such ar,, 
opening any talent will find scope for its exercise. 
One who has a gift for speaking to sailors ancl 
fishermen will often find an opportunity; and so 
likewise will it be the case with others who have 
something attractive to say to children, for whom 
services are regularly conducted on the beach in 
many watering-places during the summer. Dif­
ferent towns have different characteristics, and 
the preacher who has tact and a love for his 
work, will endeavour to adapt his ways to them 
as circumstances will allow. In any case it is true 
the seaside presents a fine opportunity for open 
air preaching, which ardent volunteers in a most 
useful service will not fail to impro,e. 

G. H. l', 

THE ANDERSONS : BROTHER AND SISTER. 

CHAPTER XV.-A CRASH! 

LETTICE could not control her start. Every 
pulse in her body seemed to leap with the 
shock. For some seconds no words passed 

her lips. At first she dared not let he1·self speak. 
She could only sit motionless, holding back the 
burning words which crowded to her lips; while 
the boy stared at her with half-frightened eyes. 
Then she said in a muffled voice-

" What makes you think so?" 
"I k1Jow she did." 
" How do you know ? " 
"I saw her." 
" And you never said a word ! Never a word ! 

- to clear me ! " 
"Lettice-I couldn't! How could I?" 
She felt the force of the remark. How could 

he, indeed? The marvel was, not that he had 
not spoken earlier but that he had spoken now. , "L • "Yet, have I not a right to bo cleared ? ott1ce 
asked of herself, in a tumult of agitation. "Am 
I to bear this always-becauso Keith must shielcl 
her? " It seemed too hard--too much to oxpect. 
"I have promised; but I could make Keith give 
way. I could make him! " camo next in the 
rush of thought. She saw suddenly 11, soeno 
in the stuJy-herself confronting Theodosia, 
accusing Theodosia to Dr. Bryant, rrml oalling 
upon Keith 3:s a witness. It ,~oulc~ bJ no rn?ro 
than 'I'heodos1a deserved. Lcttwe did uot shnnk 

from the pictured scene. Her gentle nature was 
for once aroused to a glowing energy of anger. 
What had she done to bring this on her? N0thing 
could be too bad-no punishment could be too 
severe-for Theodosia! 

And yet she had to forgive! Her pledged 
word had to be kept-and she might not betray 
the boy. 

"But to go away from home, leaving them all 
to think this of me, when one word might set 
it right!" she cried passionately in her heart, 
while outwardly a dumb still figure, only 
trembling with the shock. "l\Iust I? Must I'? 
May I not do something ?-say something? 0 
it is hard to bear! " 

"You don't mind so ve1·y much, do you, LetticC'? 
What makes your hand shake? Are you cold?" 

"Keith, I want you to tell me all about i~­
oxaotly what you saw ... I am not vexed with 
you ... Only I must hear the whole." 

He nestled close to hor, a11d spoke in a sulxluetl 
undertone. 

"It was tho d11,y l\Ir. Anderson came, you 
know. Father nnd you had gone off to the 
stcition with him; and I was hiding in your 
room for fun. I meant to jump out on you when 
yon got bnck, nncl to give you a fright. It wus 
1lark and I slippoll under the sofa, anLl lay down 
thor~. And presently mamsie came in. Sho 
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had a can1lle, nnd sho looked eo queer nnd pnle. 
Antl Rhe had a scrnp of paper, or something, in 
one hand-at least, I think she had. Leltice, 
what does make you shake so, all over?" 

" Never mind. I can't help it. Go on." 
",vell, she tried to open your boxes, one after 

another; and they were locked. So she huntecl 
about in your table drawer; and presently she 
found a bunch of keys somewhere. I couldn't 
see, but I heard them rattle. And she lifted off 
the topmost one of the two big boxcs-Ehe ul ways 
says she can't lift things generally, you know, 
so I wondered she was able I And she found the 
right key for the bottom box, after 11, lot of 
trouble; and she unlocked it, aud put her hand 
in. I saw her arm go in, more than halfway up 
to the elbow. And I was so afraid she would see 
me, I hardly breathed. 'l'hen she locked the box 
again, and lifted back the uther one, and put 
the keys away, and went off. And I got out 
of the room as soon as ever I could; because 
I knew she would be so angry if she found I 
had been there, And I never told anybody. 
Ought I?" 

Lettice could not speak. A strong nervous 
tremor had possession of her still ; and her teeth 
chattered as if with cold. She put her arms 
round the boy for support ; and rested her cheek 
against his curly head. 

" 011ght I? Lettice, you're not ill? What 
is it?" 

"No, nothing. Never mind. I'm only-­
Hold me tight, Keith; and go on." 

"You're speaking in such a queer voice." 
"It doesn't matter, Go on. Tell me the 

rest." 
"There's nothing more. That was all. I 

didn't think about it again-:c.ot even when the 
bank-note was lost. Because, of course, I didn't 
see a bank-note in her hand; only I'm sure thero 
was something. And then when they said it had 
been found in your box, I couldn't help remem­
bering." 

Lettice shivered silently. 
"You've promised you won't tell. But I say, 

-what could make her do such a thing? It 
wasn't like mamsie ! It has made me feel horrid 
since-I mean, since I guessed what 11he did .... 
Only you must keep my secret, Lattice. I 
couldn't have her know that I knew. I shouldn't 
dare." 

"A boy-not dare ! " 
"0, but this sort of thing, I'd fight a boy 

any day, and not care; Lut I can't tell nbont 
this! Lettice, I couldn't! It would be so--
0, you know! You'll keep my secret?" 

"I must. I have promised." 
" And you don't mind ? ~• 
"Yes, I do mind. Of course I mind-very 

much. I want to be cleared, more 1.han you can 
imagine. It is dreadful to have people thinking 
that one is a thit-f. But I do not mean to break 
my word." 

"If it were any one else; any one except 
maml!ie, I shouldn't mind then. I couldn't possibly 
tell now. I do wonder, though, what mode her 
do such a thing. ,vhat coultl make her?'' 

"She doesn't like me, aml i,ho docEu't like yon 

to love me. That is no real reason, of course; 
and I don't know any other ... I think wo ha,l 
better not talk any more of this just now. I 
shall be saying something I ought not." 

"And then you would be SJrry, wouldn't yon'.' 
Lettice, are you cold still? It's getting near 
tea-time. Why don't you come down,tairs?" 

"No hurry. What did yon want me to do fur 
you?" She could not yet face Theodosia. 

"Oh, only to paste in some of my scrnps. I've 
got a nice lot of paste. Will you do it now?" 

He rushed away for the scrnp-book, his minc1 
at once di,·erted from the subject under discus­
sion. Lettice longed for a quiet half-hour; yet 
perhaps employment. was better for her than 
solitary cogitation, and Keith's chatter left nc, 
loophole for steady thought. Trembling lessened 
under the need for careful work, but rnvere 
headache came on instead; and at length she 
was obliged to lay down the paste-brush. "Keith. 
I don't think I can do any more till I have harl 
some tea. I wonder if you could get me a cup?'' 

" I'll ask mamsie. And some cake? " 
"No, only tea. And then I needn't leave this 

to go downstairs." 
Keith ran willingly enough,• but ne returned 

with a crestfallen air. "She says it's nonsense, 
and I shall smash the china; and if you want 
any tea you are to get it yourself." 

"Very well. You can finish sorting these 
pictures while I am away." Lettice made her 
way slowly, not to the drawing-room direct, bat 
to her own room first. She hardly kntw how 
to meet Theodosia; to meet her injurer, and 
mako no sign. Beneath an outer strained calm 
lay a seething turmoil of indignation. If that 
should break bounds, what might she not say or 
do, in this hour of bitter resentment? Lettice 
dropped on her knees by the bedside, with face 
hidden, crying out voicelessly for the help 
needed; and ten minutes of wrestling went by 
before she dared to venture downstairs. 

"You seem particularly fond of cold tea," 
Theodosia observed, carelessly handing her 
a cup. 

Lettice made no answer in words. Their eyes 
met: Theodosia's handsome and repellent, albeit 
capable of pleasant regards when their 0wner 
chose; Lettice's constrained aud inwardly dark: 
with some new meaning, which Theodosia could 
not read. The same was inscribed also, though 
no more legibly, in the firm set of the white lips. 
Theodosia tossed her head ; and Lett ice went 
to a chuir, again trembling, so that she could not 
hold her cup. 

"What have you been doing upstairs?" de-
manded Theodosia. 

"Helping Keith." 
" Is that all?" 
"And-talking." The recollection of what 

ha.cl passed swept oYer Lettice afresh. Theodosia 
to have deliberately done such a deed, and to gv 
about for weeks after with no sign of guilty 
consciousness: it seemed incredible! She bad 
a sense of shuddering repulsion; and she _re­
mained with downcast eves, alnwst fcirg1:1ttmg 
where sho was, only coi1sciuus of Theodosia's 
yicinity. 
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",vhat is the mnttcr?" asked Dr. Bryant's voice. 
"Nothing," Lettice begnn to sny, and checked 

herself, for it would not bo true. 
" Something, surely." 
"I have a he11dnche." 
"Since when? You had no hendnche at lunch." 
"It came on--since." 
" Upstairs ? " 
"Yes." 
",vhy do you not take your tea? Have you 

had some already?" 
"No." Lettice put out her hands towards the 

cup, and then found it held to her lips. 
"Stay; this is too cold to do you any good. 

Ilave you none hotter, Theodosia?" 
•· If Lettice chooses to dawdle upstairs, she 

must take the consequences! " 
"There may be reasonable excuse for delay. 

Has anything happened to upset her?" 
"How should I know! She has had a letter 

from the Valentines." 
Dr. Bryant rang the bell and ordered fresh tea. 

Then he returned to Lettice. 
"From the Valentines? About your visit? 

Any disappointment?" 
" 0 no. I am to go--" 
",vhen?" 
"Friday, I think. If you do not mind." 
" I do not mind what is for your good. I 

should like to know the cause of your i,:tate at 
this moment." 

Lettice could not meet his gaze of grave 
solicitude. It went to her heart to know how 
dear she was to him still, even though be could 
believe her guilty of so despicable an act, and 
even though the old tenderness of manner was 
absent. To let him go o~ thinking this thing of 
her, when by a word she might clear her name, 
was bard indeed, yet that she might not do, 
because of her promise. The strain and distress 
were almost more than she knew how to bear. 
She hid her face in her hands. 

" Really, it is too ridiculous," declared Theo­
dosia. 

Lettice heard no answer, and was not at first 
aware that Theodosia bad left the room. After 
awhile she felt the firm touch of Dr. Brvant's 
hand. • 

"Now drink this." 
Lettice obeyed silently. When she had finished 

he took from her the empty cup, and she leant 
back with closed eyes, anxious to escape question­
ing; but presently be said: 

"Look at me." 
She obeyed again ; and the steadfast gaze, 

which now could meet bis unhesitatingly, led to 
an inward remark on the part of Dr. Bryant, "I 
never saw guilt more like innocence." Aloud he 
:;aid, "The tea has done your head good." 

" Yes, thank you." 
,:. What has happened this afternoon ? " 
She demurred 1Jainfully what to say. " I was 

-worried," came at length. 
"About leaving home? .. , Is that it? , .. 

'I'he prospect of going with this cloud upon you? 11 

She could truly answer, "Yes; " though after 
the" Yes" was a qualifying" Pat tly." 

"One course lies open to you still-the course 

of frank confession. Nothing can undo what has 
been done; but next to the undoing of evil crJmes 
the confession of it .... Have you no wish for 
my forgivenes9, Lettice? " 

There was a pause of some seconds before she 
answered, "If I had done what you think, uncle, 
I should wish to be forgfren." 

"Still obstinate!" and the Doctor sighed. 
Lettice lifted one of bis hands, and pressed it 

to her lips. He drew it away. 
"No. I would give anything to have back 

the old state of matters between us, and to some 
extent it is not imposf!ible even now. But only 
oue road lies open, Until JOU take that road-" 

She moved her head slightly,-a quick in­
voluntary negation. 

"Some day I shall be cleared," she whispered, 
with unsteady lips. "Some day it will be made 
plain. I can't say what is not true." 

" Hush ! We will not discuss the question 
any further. Let me know what time you go 
on Friday, and I will take care that you have 
enough money." 

Dr. Bryant quitted her abruptly, and Lettice's 
tears fell fast. The next moment two warm arms 
were flung round her. 

"Lettice, you're crying. What are you crying 
about? Has mamsie been scolding ? My pictures 
are all arranged. Don't you mean to come and 
help me paste them in?" 

She tried to say, "Yes, when you like." 
"I want to get them done before you go. I do 

wish you wouldn't go. It'll be so horrid. Lettice, 
yon mustn't cry." 

"Keith, if you knew bow hard it is-to ba,e 
uncle think such things of me ! " 

"I wouldn't if I was him," said Keith. 
"He does. And how can he help it-not 

knowing? But I am going to try to be patient. 
I will ask God to help me. And some day­
some day the truth will come out." 
• " Does God love you, Lettice? 11 

Lettice burst into fresh tears. 
"I don't know what I should do, if I did not 

feel sure of that," she whispered. 
"Then I'll ask Him to make you happy. Sball 

I? And I'll say my prayers every day, all the 
time you are away: and I really will try to be a 
good boy, Lettice." 

"So Lettice comes to-day," saicl Mr. Valentine, 
over his breakfast on the following Friday. 
"She was a nice little girl, once upon a time, 
but girls do alter so .... I wonder if Londoners 
call this a fresh egg? I don't! Got another? ... 
Well, this is a dull house to come to: but young 
things like London bustle. That's the difference 
between them and me. I'm too old foJ uprooting, 
and getting used to a new soil." 

"It takes time," his gentle wife said. "You've 
always been used to the country, you see." 

"And to fresh eggs! And to country ways. 
One of whioh is not lying late in bed," grunted 
Mr. Valentine. " Where's Prue gone? Au,1 
what is Nan after?" 

"Prne's only gone to see if Nan has overslept 
herself." 

"Shouldn't do it a second time if I'd the 
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m1magement of her! "-with a reaeonablo AJ1pre­
ciation of his own 1;1ower in the household a11 
compnrod with his wife's. 

"What time docs Lettice get here? I 8hall 
find her c::nue, I snppose, when I get back," said 
Wallace. He had a distinct recollection of his 
old boyi~h worship of Lettice; merely a recollec­
t.ion. The feeling ha<l died out through iuter­
Yening years, as such boyish focliug11 do die out. 
Presumably it might Lo capable of rn,·ival; 
though ,vallace was now a young mnn, and 
Lettice a young woman. The young woman is 
often an unexpected development from what the 
child has b~cn : nothing remaining of the former 
individual except her identity. 

Wallace felt it to be extremely uncertain 
whether the present Lettice would e:i.:cite in him 
such sensations as had been awakened by the 
former Lattice, nor wns he particularly desirous 
that sl1e should. He could look upon those 
sensations with the composed and critical interest 
whi<'h a man feels, surveying his sensations in a 
past illness. The little episode of his early 
enthusiasm had sunk into a background corner of 
his canYas. Some interest was aroused by the 
thought of seeing her again; but it was not keen 
enough to affect his appetite. 

"Who will meet her at Paddington, mother?" 
" 0, Prue, of course." 
"If Prue has not time, I'll go," Mr. Valentine 

said, unexpectedly. He was known to detest 
above all things a huge London terminus. 
"Hello, Nan !-taken to fine-lady lie-a-bed 
ways! "-as his youngest appeared in the rear of 
Prue, buttoning her cuffs. 

"Oh, I'm so sorry, father, but I went off sound 
after I wa.s called. No, never a fine lady!" crieil 
Nan indignantly. "You ought to know me 
better." 

"Well, well, well, sit down and eat your 
breakfast, my girl; though it doesn't boast 
country butter:" and the old farmer, mollified by 
her protest, rulJbed his broad hands together. 
" Hark to the wind ! It's getting up for a storm, 
and no mistake." 

"Glass has gone down fast," put in Wallace. 
" Taken a regular leap I " 

11 ,Vell, it may or may not mean the same 
here. I'm not used to a. sky mixed up with 
chimney-pots. I should know well enough, down 
at the old home, what to expect. Blowing up for 
a gule of some sort-that's clear." 

"I'll tell you what,--1 had better go to the 
station and rueet Lettice," said Wallace. "Just 
us well." In an undertone he explained to Prue 
his father's proposal. "Luggage sure to be lost, 
or something go wrong. I cu.n get o.way in goOll 
time this afternoon, I know, and it will so.ve all 
bother." 

"And I'll meet you at Pnddington, just befurn 
the trnin comes in," cried Nnn. 

So matters were arranged, somewhat to the 
relief of Prue, who ho.d mnny little businesses in 
bond, and foresnw small leisure. But Nnu foiled 
to keep her shore in the nppointweut; and sha 
foiled through no fault of her own. 

Mr. Vuleutino 1n-oved to be o. true weather­
prophot, so fur n1> tho.t particular gule was con-

cernecl. Unknown to him, at the rr.oment when 
he spoke, R cyclone had been announced in the 
papers, as on its roacl across the Atlantic, and the 
cyclone turned out to be no effete or worn-ont 
specimen or its kind. As the morning pa@l!erl, 
crnr-increasing howls from warring elements 
con la be hcarcl, and the wind became after midday 
so violent, that at street-corners women were 
nearly swept off their feet, while flying tiles 
rendered walking a matter of danger. 

"Do yon think you ought to go?" Prne asked, 
when the younger girl appeared in hat and jacket. 
Prue wns with her mother in the drawing-room, 
the windows of which overlooked the etrecL in 
front. "They say a chimney has come down, in 
the next Pquare." 

11 Oh, I'm all right. I shall not hurL It will 
be fun to eee the people." 

"You must take care. Father went out to the 
post-pillar, and a elate fell close to him." 

11 Like being under fire, isn't it? Bnt e~ery­
body can't stay in, and why should I?" asked 
Nan. 11 Why ! I've got two odd glo,es.." 

"If I went, I would go respectable." 
"Of course you could, because you are Prue ! 

As if I cared!" said Nan, flourishing the second 
right-hand co¥ering. 11 Not worth another climb. 
I hate London staircases." 

11 ·wallace will mind." 
II Wallace won't Eee. rn keep my left hand 

hiduen, so. Good thing my slee"\""es are so long­
I say !-what fun !-look at that lady holding on 
for dear life to the railings. I don't mean to do 
anything so ignominious." 

"Nan, my dear, you are almost o1d enough t.o 
lea Ye off saying, 'I say!'" 

" If I i:,hall eYer be old enough, mother ! " 
Mrs. Yalentine shook her head, with a little smile. 
11 I wonder what we are all going to do to 

amuse Lettice ! I wonder what she has grown. 
into, and what she is like. Well, I ought to be 
off. There's that book in the back-bedroom, 
which I promised to leave o,er the way-I mt.St 
get it, and leave it now. What's that?" 

The question was not so mnch as hoard. .A. pro­
longed heavy crash sounded; not a crash only, but 
a reverberating mixture of sounds; both roar and 
rattle, with a continuous grinuing downpour, as 
if some semi-solid :Niaga1-a had lauuehed itself 
into the house from above; and the whole room 
shook with the concussion. Voices could not at 
first be heard. Prue made one hasty movement, 
to her mother's side, and Mrs. Valentine grew 
pale; while Kan stared at them both, aghast. 

"Wh~t is that?" burst from all three, as soon 
ns worus could be distinguished. 

Sh1ieks arose frorn lower regions; and shouts 
in Mr. Yalcutine's heart'\' vuice. 

"Somethiug 1uu,t hav·e fallen---or been blown 
dowu," sai,1 Prue, not lQSi.ng her composure. 
"Father is not hurt. I hear him calling out." 

"Thauk GUll," passed Mrs. Y alentine's lips. 
",ruit, :Nan I Don't go out. It must be a 

chimner, and more of it may fall." 
"'l'h~n you're not to go either," declare<l. Xlill. 
"I will only look out." She 011ene<.l the ,loor of 

the drawiug room, whii;:h wrui on the first-floor, 
over the uining room-the l•ack ,1f the hou~ 
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being given up to bod-rooms,-11,nd cmne face to 
face with her father, hmrying upstairs. 

11 All right? Nobody hurt?" he cnllod. 
11 M.othcr safo? '!'hut's a mercy I One of the 
biggest mercies I over hacl to do with I Not n 
soul in the back of the house I Must ha,·o been 
killed if-just look here I " 

A cry escaped from Prue, anu :Kan shrieked 
outright, as l\lr, Valentine flung open the door 
of the bedroom, across the passage. On that 
side, the house was a wreck. Almost the whole 
stack of chimneys had crashed downward, 
breaking through floor after floor, till the bnse­
ment was reached by a mighty mass of bricks 
and broken beams, flooring, ceiling, furniture, all 
jumbled together. Above, the sky was visible 
through the rent roof; below yawned a cavern. 

11 And nobody hurt?" asked the gentle voice of 
Mrs. Valentine, who had followed her daughters. 

"Not a soul. The servants were in front." 
"But I should have been behind in another 

moment," Nun said, in awe-stricken tones. "I 
was just going into the downstairs back-bed­
room ! I should have been underneath all­
that ! " 

"Hush I Don't talk of it now!" whispered 
Prue, seeing her mother's cheeks whiten. 

"Now, look here, you've all got to get out of 
this as soon as possible," ordered Mr. Valentine. 
"There's more to come down, yet, may be; aud 
any part of the house may give way, after such a 
shake. You get hats and ,bawls, sharp-Eh, 
what? Everything in the back rooms! Well, 
pick up what wraps you can." 

"Where are we to go, father?" asked Prue. 
"Out of this, my girl l That's certain! Some­

where over the street we must get taken in, I 
suppose." 

LUCIA'S LETTER. 

ILL you iudeed write a letter for 
us, Signor Mattei, asked 
Lucia Comelli of a letter­
write1·, who sat at his table 
in a Neapolitan market­
place, sheltered by his big 
white umbrella. 

" Where is the money 
to pay, my chilJ?" asked 
Mattei. "Letters cost 
time and tro~ble to write, 
e.nd expense to travel all 
over the world." 

"We have no money, 
Signor Mattei, but the 

mother is ill, and we want to get Po.olo and Mario. nnd the 
good Monniua back to comfort her. The Uncle Giacomo 
may slay behiud, for he brings trouble, o.nd took them all 
away from us." 

"And who are they, I wonder? If you were good 
children you wo11ld be able to write for yourselves. You 
see what a fine thing it is to bo able to write I I live by 
writing letters for stupid, idle people." 

"Then, signor, if we could ull write, you would die. 
That would be e. pity, for you are kir,d to the poor, aud give 
little children con/etturi." 

Signor Mo.ttei put down tho pcu ho hold in his hand nnJ 
began to lo.ugh. 

" You come for con/etturi, then?" he said, lnying one 
hand on the head of Lucia's brother who stood ut tho tuble 
opposite her, and placing the other over her outslretohod 
pulw. " Who.t sny you, my Loy ? " 

"Speak, Giovo.nni ! So.y wo wnut only o. Jetter to Pnolo, 
and cure not for swc~ts," cried Luciu. 

" l like sweets, J,ut I wnut Pnolo uud Jllurii1 11uJ 

BY .A:!l!<'E DEALE, 

I. 

Monnina most," so.id Giovanni sturdily, looking up for the 
first time at the letter-writ.er. 

Giovanni was a typical Neapolitan, with dnrk, lustrous 
eyes, and olive complexion: but Lucia was fair, with 
the dark blue eyes so rore, and so beautiful when seen 
among her countrywomen. BJth were loosely clad, 
shoeless, and stockingles3, but they were clenn and neat, 
and the white handkerchief tied round Lucia's head iu the 
guille of a cap or bonnet was precursor of the tasteful flat 
headgear of her elders. She was not, in short, in N eapolitllD 
costume, but in the ga.r b of poverty. 

"Tell me all a.bout it, and we shall see,'' said ll:ItLttie 
resuming his pen, when he saw Lucia's eyes fill with tear~, 
and spl'eading a. sheet of letter-paper out before him. 
" What shall we say?" 

"Write,' Denr Pt1olo and Jlloria.. You must come back 
ot once. You must bring Jllonnina., for we die to see you oll 
again. The mother is ill und can do no washiug. She 
knows not of this letter, ond would scold if she thought we 
wrote. Signor Mattei writes for u~, ond you cau write back 
to him, only come first. We stan'e without you, auJ you 
will bring us all the money you h11\'e earne<l, you ancl 
Monnin11. She shall hnvo--"' 

" Who is l\1ounin11? a. monkey 01· a m11rmozet ? " here 
interrupted Mnttei. 

"She is Paolo's monkey, and he says the people of 
London give her pence ond cakes, and laugh wheu she oit» 
on his head." 

" '!'hen Pllolo 011n write? Ah, the sensible Pllolo ! " 
"No, signor. The good missionlll'y wroto for him." 
"lfovo you tho letter? What is the ntldrcso?" 
"Ah, Hignor, our mother keeps it ulw11ys in her pocket 

nntl will not let us touch it, fo1· fear wo soil it. 'l'he writing 
is be1rntiful, aml Paolo days ho au,! !lforia go to lhu sdiool 
of tlHJ missiouary ou 8uud11ys, CIUd Iv his church oJ'tcu." 
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" I havo hoo.rd befor~ of him from your seekers of fortune 
who have come back to N11,ples from tho.t Englnnd whither 
discontented people go; nnd I think I cau ftud his address. 
What more sh11,ll l put in the letter?" 

Lucia looked puzzled. She had forgotten where she left 
oft'; but Giovnnni nided her, 

.Frum a Slcetch made in Italy) 
A FRIENDLY SCRIDY., • 

"You were telling P11olo 11nd Maria w\10.t Monninil. should 
ba.ve when she ea.me home," he so.id. 

"Never mind Monnin11; what more of the mother and 
yourselves?" said Mattei. 

"Say that Pietro cries o.11 day for food, aud that he and 
mamrua will die if they do not come bo.ok." 

"Aod tho st'l.mp to put on the lette1·? It will not travel 
all the way t.> London without money on ih back, though 
we foolish Italians thiuk we can go all over the world with 
a musiral instl'ument and a, monkey. I wish people would 
stay 11t home." 

" So do I," sighed Lucia. " But, signor, I l111ve the 
money for the stamp." 

She put her hond into the pocket of her jookct, nnd 
drew out a.n 0)11 purse, whence she extrnotcd some smoll 
coine. 

"I oamcrl them by running mcs~ages for our neighoour, 
lo. Signora N onna," she said. " And I will bring yon more to 
p~y for writing my letter very soon. When will P ... olo get it? 
'l'o-morrow, perhaps-that will be 'fnesdey. Then he will 
leave London W tdnesday or Thnr3day, and be home- Friday, 
or S11turday, a·:d bring Maria and Monnina. Oh, joy!" 

( by ,1 , 1r. Bay<s, 

Giovanni began to dance, and 
Lucia's face beamed w:th smiles. 

"OnP, two, three, four clays, and 
we shell see Paolo end Maria and 
Monnina again ! " they exclaimed. 

"Not so faat. What of the 
uncle ? " asked Mattei. 

" Perhaps he will bring tbem 
in his host, for be is a sailor. But 
we only want PIIOIO and Maria 
and Monnina. 

"Te11 me where yon live, and I 
will come and see yon. I 
remember your good father. HE', 
too, was e. sailor." 

" S1, signor. He wee drowned 
ever so long ago. When yon 
come to eee n~, yon will not tell 
mother of the letter. And you 
will send it, now-instantly, so 
that it reach the good missionary 
to-morrow? " 

" First, I must find his address. 
Then the lettP.r will take two or 
three days before it reaches him; 
after this he must look for Paolo 
Cornelli, and finally, there must 
be money found to pay the journey 
home. But, my children, we will 
do our best to bring them be.ck to 
our Belle Napoli." 

"Belle. N,lpoli ! " shouted Gio­
vanni, and began to dance again. 

"I will biing the C011fetturi this 
evening when I visit the mother," 
said Mattei, writing down the 
address which Lucia gave him. 
'' The letter shall go this very day, 
nnd I will also write to the good 
missionary." 

" Mille gre.zie, signor. A. thou• 
saud the.nb ; but you will not 
tell la mamma," said Lucia, Inking 
Gio,·anoi by the hand, and lee.viog 
Mattei to compose and ,vrite h.ia 
letters. 
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