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

Tnl! \\ .. EEK WERE DARK Bt;T FOR THY LrGHT.-1/trber!. 

THE ANDERSONS : BROTHER AND SISTER. 

" now DO YOU no? " A SO Dim VOICE SAID, 

CHAPTER XVI.-A PE!lSONAL APPEAL, 

AS the train came in, Wallace gazecl about for 
the clolicato shy child of his recollection; 
and failing to find her, he langhecl at him­

rnlf. Of course she was a child no longer. Ho 
had to find a young lacly; and what particular 
typo of young lady, it was impossibl0 so muoh us 
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to guess. For awhile nobody presented herself 
who could in any degree answer to the mental 
pictme whioh he failed to banish; and he began 
to think that she must either have failed to arrive, 
or have betaken herself off, when a o·lovetl h,md. 
touched his. b 

"How do ~·ou do? " a sober voice saill; and 
,vullace's cnnons gazo met a pale girlish face, 
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with l>rO\nt oyo~, wistful and Emel ns over of ol,1. 
Lato iro11ble had bro11ght hnok tho look which ho 
knew, which a few wookB earlier wo11ld havo 
been lacking. 

"How do you do?" sho ropcatotl, with 11 faint 
smile, into which some amusmnent stolo. 

"I'm very sorry. I 011ght to havo seon-1 
mean, uf course, I 0011ldn't know you," apologised 
"r alla~e, trying to tako her bag. 

" Am I so altered?" 
•• \Yell, yes-no-I'm not sure yot. ·will you 

have a cab ?-I mean, of course you must have a 
cab. What luggage have you got?" 

"Only a trunk and a Gladstone bag. A porter 
has gone after them." 

"Hadn't we better go after him?" 
"'!'hank you." 
Lettice walked by his side, and then stood 

dreamily ou iside the throng in tow hich he plunged. 
She had a semi-bewildered sensation, for crowds 
were new and somewhat overpowering after years 
of country life. All through the earlier part of 
the journey a load of distress had pressed her 
down. Row to endure the secret let out by Keith; 
how to bear with patience the false accusation 
from which at anymoment she might clear herself; 
how not to loathe Theodosia with a detestation 
which should darken all her spiritual life ;-these 
problems had been of absorbing interest. For 
awhile they had filled her whole horizon. But as 
the train rushed on, each moment widening the 
distance between herself and Mrs. Bryant, each 
instant bringing her nearer to Felix: and the 
Valentines, a sense of quiet relief crept into 
the turmoil. First, the old comfort-old, yet 
al ways new; God knew, God loved, and it was the 
will of God. In His love and in His knowledge 
He permitted this; therefore it was well. Then 
followed pity for her injurer; pity that Theodosia 
could so act, could so debase herself; pity that 
Theodosia's child should know what must slay 
his esteem for her; and a child's love is largely a 
love of esteem, because it is almost of necessity a. 
looking-up love. Verily, Mrs. Bryant had pre­
pared a sharp scourge for her own future. All 
this came to Lettice as Rhe was borne swiftly 
eastward, and the wrath and loathing died out, 
till at length she only felt bodily weary and 
mentally bruised, like one who has gone through 
a heavy conflict. 

"These two yours?" asked Wallace, coming up, 
with an indication towards the articles in 
question. " That all?" 

"Quite all, thank you." 
"I say, you've found the journey awfully tiring, 

haven't you?" 
She smiled up at him in answer-the old child­

like smile, and Wallace at once s~id to himself, 
"She's not a bit spoilt, and hardly a day older." 

"I'm a little-tired, I suppose. What a windy 
day it is!" 

"Regular gale. Haven't seen anything like it 
since we came here. 'riles are flying about like 
snowflakes." 

"Oh, not quite ! " 
"Well, of course that's a figure of speech. I 

clidn't get knocked down, hnt 1 might have been; 
anybody might I.Jo. I was gltul I had promised to 

come, so that Prne could stay indoors. Kan 
meant to meet 1TH', hut Ahe hasn't venturc,l." 

'l'ho drive was a long one, and m1wh of it, 
was porformed in silence. Wall ace had r.r>t a 
great deal to say, and Lettice had a great rleal 
to see. Onco only had she passed thro11gh 
London before, and the vision of that day was 
strong, as tho cab rattled noisily through street 
after street. 

"Nearly there now," ·wallace said at length. 
" Are we? I'm glad." 
"You want a good rest." Witllace had been 

studying her fitfully, without seeming to do so. 
"I want to see them all again "-with another 

smile. 
"Woll, just in a minute you will. Nan's sure 

to boon the look-out. Here we-- Halloa ! what's 
wrong?" 

Lettice had a bewildered sense of something 
unusual; of a clense crowd ; of a policeman stop­
ping the cab; of 'Nall ace's exclamations. She said 
nothing herself, waiting to learn what had hap­
pened. Then Wallace flung himself out of the 
opened door, and Prue's face appeared. 

" Lettice ! " There was a kiss exchanged, 
despite the gaping crowd. "My dear, I am so 
glad to see you. But only think-:-such a thing 
has happened! Just within the last hour our 
stack of chimneys has been blown down, and the 
house is uninhabitable. Nobody is allowed to go 
near for fear the remaining chimneys should fall. 
The police have made a regular cordon." 

" 0 Prue, I am so sorry !" 
"It is unfortunate-to-day of all days. We 

h9.ve gone into some lodgings over the way, the 
only ones we could find empty near at hand, and I 
have been keeping a look-out for you. Everyone 
is so busy. Drive to No. 15, please!" Prue said 
to the cabman, stepping in. 

"I don't see-where is Wallace?" 
"Gone off with my father. There are men at 

work bringing out the furniture." 
"Out of the house! But didn't you say nobody 

might go in?" 
•• Nobody except those who are actually doing 

the work. Quite • enough things are destroyed 
already. They wiU save as much as they can. 
I am so glad to see you at last, Lettice." 

" I wish I bad not come to-day. I shall only 
be in the way. I am so sorry!" 

"We must thiuk what to do. It is a little 
awkward, isn't it,--just at the moment when we 
are turned out of house and home? Awkward, I 
mean, because we had hoped to make you so com­
fortable, and now-- Rut nobody is hurt, aud 
that is such a comfort. The chimneys fell on the 
back top room ancl smashed through floor after 
floor, carrying everything with them. Anybody 
on that side of the house must have been killed. 
But my father was in the dining-room, and 
mother and Nan ancl I were in the drawing-room, 
and both ser,ants wore in front. Nan would 
have gone to tho back in another minute. Think 
--if sho had beon underneath! All the rest is 
nothing in comparison." 

"No, indcecl ! "murmured Lettice. 
"'l'his iB tho houso where we are lodging-. 

Como and fhHl my mother. It will do her good 
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to eco you. She is wonderfully composed­
w-ondcrfully little upset by it all.'' 

Leltice thought Prue no less marvellous. She 
was ushered into a shabby little lodging-house 
parlour, there to be affectionatelv rnceived by 
Mrs. Yalentinc. • 

"Thie is a most unpleasant welcome for you, 
my dear," the old lady said kindly, with her 
placid look. She and Prue were actually less palo 
and shaken, though they had been on the spot at 
the moment of the cata.'>trophe, than was Lettice 
coming in afterwards to hear of it. 

" I am only so sorry I If I had not fixed on 
to-day!" 

"No one can tell this sort of thing beforehand. 
It is all quite right," Mrs. Valentine said calmly. 
She looked at Prue, and added-" The cabman?" 

"Yes; I told him to wait for a minute." 
The words startled Lettice. " The cabman­

I forgot," she i;aid hurriedly. "But what ought 
I to do ? I might-could I not go back to­
night? If there is a train early enough--" 

"No, dear. That is quite out of the question," 
Prue said at once. "It would be wrong, for the 
sake of Felix. And we could not let you go 
after dark, alone. You are not used to manage 
for yourself. You poor child ! how tired you 
are ! Take off your hat." 

"But the cabman--" 
"Only an idea, that we might use him for 

something ! On second thoughts I will make him 
bring in the boxes, and send him off,"-with an 
expressive glance at Mrs. Valentine. "Take off 
your hat, and lean back." 

Lettice was glad to obey, merely delaying to 
hold out her purse. "But I don't know what I 
ought to do. If I knew--" she said, when 
Prue returned. 

" Tea first," Prue answered cheerfully. She 
sat down by Lettice's side, and kissed her brow. 
"You dear child ! how exactly the same you 
are ! It is nice to see you again." 

"But I can't stay. If I don't go back to-night, 
I must go to-morrow." What Theodosia would 
say Lettice dared not think. " I must," she 
repeated. "I could not stay to be a burden to 
you all; and you can't have much room in these 
lodgings." 

"No, not much. That is the difficulty." 
"I don't see how you can, even one night." 
"I wish I could get some tea-that poor little 

head of yours is so bad. All the world is dis­
tracted just now, and the water won't boil." 

Lettice tried to laugh, and nearly burst into 
tears. "It doesn't matter! I'm only-it's only 
-thinking about--" 

" Don't think just yet. We'll talk over plans 
presently." 

Leltice was fain to submit, and Nan burst in 
upon them with sensational details of what was 
going on across the street. 'l'he wrecked house 
could just be seen from their windows; and Nan 
had also been hovering about near at hand. 

"What's going to be done with Lettice?" she 
blurted out. 

Nan received a "hushing" until after tea, and 
then she was banishe,l from the room. "I 
suppose we must consider plans now," Prue 

remarked, taking a seat by Lettice. "Yon 
eeo we arc rather cramped here. Thero is one 
bedroom for my father and mother, and another 
for Nan and me. Wallace will have to get a bed 
somewhere else." 

"You can't possibly keep me, Prue." 
"I don't know about the 'possibly.' If it 

were needful, we could. But another idea has 
come to ue. We happen to know that a spare 
bedroom ie to be had at your brother's lodgings. 
Nan went round to ask, and the woman said it 
could be ready in half-an-hou. Now I do not 
see why you should not stay there for at least 
three or four days, or perhaps a week ; and by 
that time I hope we shall have something 
arranged, eo that you can come to ue. My mother 
thinks the same.'' 

"If Felix would like it--" 
"It would be so good for him, and B"Urely he 

would be pleased. Don't at all events settle 
hastily against the plan. We are not attempting 
to send word to your brother. Far beat to let 
him come home and find you there. A short 
telegram could not make clear what has hap­
pened." 

"I don't know what to think. If I could be 
sure that he would not mind--" 

" I think he would not. He has seemed to look 
forward so much to seeing you again. What 
if this were the right step for you to take, 
Lettice?-a means for getting back into your old 
place with him? You two have been apart so 
long. And really this afternoon you have almost 
no choice. We literally have not room for you 
here. Of course I could put you to sleep with 
Nan, and go somewhere else myself, only--" 

" 0 no, indeed! I wouldn't let you do it." 
"But "-in an undertone---" I don'i. quite like 

to be away from my mother to-night, after 
all this. And for you to go to your brother 
seems such a simple and natural plan. Don't 
you think so?" 

"Yes ; I'll go, Prue. I don't think he will be 
vexed." 

" He ought to be delighted.'' 
" Yee. I dare say--'' 
"You are unnerved by all you have gone 

through lately, poor child." 
" I've grown so used to nobody wanting me " -

with trembling lips. 
"It will not be so here, Lettice." 
She put her arm round the girl, and held her 

affectionately. Mrs. Valentine had movecl away, 
and was looking out of the window, 

" Shall I go now?" 
"There is no hurry. I do not suppose your 

brother will get home for another hour or two. 
The only question is, whether you might like 
time just to unpack and settle in-and to have a 
little rest. I should like you to look rather more 
fresh when he comes in and finds you there." 

Lettico shivered; then tried to laugh. "What 
will ho say?" 

"I know what he ought to say. My dear, you 
will be only two streets off-quite closo to us. If 
ho did not want you, yo\~ could but c?we _back at 
once. But I am not afnml, aml I don t thrnk you 
would be either, if you were not so weary." 

:! u 2 
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"l\,rh:1p;; not. l'rno, I'll ho brnvo. Allll I 
think l had lll'ttPr ~n at 0110c. I shnll fed moro 
cowardly if I wnit; besides, you must he.vo 
l'IJOngh tll SL'C after." 

A foot mHlnnialilo : ncYcrthcless, Prno insisted 
on seeing Lcttice, with hor lugg11ge, to the 
lL)dging~. 

Felix had two rooms by thiH time- a smttll 
bedroom nnd a diminutiYe front sitting-room. 
After saying good-bye to Prue, who had to hasten 
hack, Lcttice inspected her bedroom under tho 
landlady's guidance, unpacked so much us was 
needful for the night, and then went downstairs. 

Tho abrnpt collapse of pleasant plans couhl not 
lmt be depressing. She had not the slig·htest 
doubt that three or four days at most would sec 
her once moro at her uncle Bryant's. Felix 
would not want her longer; and she could not 
be a burden on the Valentines in their trouble. 
She tried to believe that the seed of some unex­
pected good might be hidden in thffl withered 
flower of disappointment. Had she only felt sure 
that Felix would give a hearty welcome, the 
delight of even one night under his roof might 
have sufficed to outweigh all else; but severe 
doubts assailed her as to what he might say 
or do. It would mean additional expense; and 
Felix was wont to calculate his outlay to the 
penny. 

Suppose he gave her no welcome? Suppose he 
were annoyed, even angry? Lettica scarcely 
knew how to face the possibility. To be 
repelled here, and then to go back, unwelcomed, 
to her lonely life in the cottage-she hardly 
knew which of the two was worst. A wave of 
loneliness rolled up anew and overpowered her. 
She was so thirsting for love and kindness. Her 
thoughts went back to his old promise of a" little 
home" when ho should be able to provide it-a 
promise, the repetition of which had flagged 
of late. Did he wish to provide for her still? 
The dullest home with Felix would be sweet, 
because it would be her own-not merely some­
body else's homo to which she was admitted on 
sufferance. "But only if· he really wanted me," 
she murmured. 

A recollection came up of the dear old Brighton 
days, and with it a craving for Cecilia. The 
years between faded to nothing, and she seemed 
again to see Sissie's face, to hear Sissie's vuice, 
to feel Sissie's touch. Little jars or misunder­
standings of that period had died into unim­
portance. Only the love remained. 

Lett.ice dared not yield to this mood. She was 
shaken by it to the core, and her head began 
again to ache intensely. ,vith a desperate e~'ort 
to put away thought, she 11trolled round the httlo 
1,itting-room, examined the titles of a row of 
books on the prim chiffonier, took another look 
out at the win<l.ow, them, deoicling that Felix 
coul<l. not reach home for another hour, she 
resol vcd to follow Prue'd ad vice and her own 
resolution, and to have a, rest. It waR, to say the 
le:1st, undesirable that she should grcot Felix 
with dull looks, or with the smullest tendonoy 
tu fominiuo tears. So thought Lattice, woiglii11g 
the matter soberly. 1:,lcop might not bo 110ssiblo; 

but at least sho would lio still, nncl would control 
tho vagaries of her mind. 

'l'he latter intontion might not have been eaA_v 
of fulfilment in her unstrung condition; but the 
resolute quietness took happy effect. In ten 
minutes Lettico was sound asleep. 

Folix, wending his way homeward somewhat 
late, p11rtly by omnibus, partly on foot, had 
not the remotest iclea of what awaited him. He 
knew that Lattice would be at the Valentines' 
house, and he meant that evening to go in and 
seo her. Some words of commendation, spoken 
to him by one of the hcacls of the business, had 
put him into good spirits. It would be pleasant 
to tell this to Letticc. Though Felix never made 
an elfo1·t to win a friend, he clid sometimes wish 
for a friend. It is not good for a man to be 
alone, and Felix was alone. Not merely sleeping 
alone in lodgings, as many have to do, but 
literally living alone, apart from other men, 
neither giving nor receiving sympathy. This 
is a terrible kind of solitude, and the worst 
that can happen to a man is to grow so used to it 
that he ceases to wish for aught else. 

Felix had not reached so far, though he 
was on the high road to it. On this partir::ular 
evening, rather curiously, a twinge of loneliness 
assailed him. Perhaps it was born of the con­
sciousness that nobody in London cared for the 
praise he had received. Nobody would look the 
brighter for it-unless Mr. Kelly. It mattered 
to nobody except himself whether he succeeded 
or did not succeed--unless to Lettice. But the 
question arose involuntarily-Did he work now 
with any view to Lattice's future? Well, any­
how she would be glad-unselfishly glad. He 
wished he could see her alone, not surrounded 
by a crowd of people who were nothing to him. 
This curious unwonted sense of solitude and of 
desire for his sister deepened as he entered the 
narrow passage, politely called " a hall" by the 
landlady. He hung up his overcoat, and entered 
the back parlour, opening the door with no 
peculiar gentleness. 

There he came to a standstill, petrified by the 
sight he beht1ld. Work lying on the table, a 
travelling-bag on a chair, and on the sofa 
Lettice asleep ! 

She did not wake with the jar of his entrance. 
It was as profound a sleep as Felix had ever seen. 
One hanrl supported a pale cheek, the other fay 
carelessly on a shawl which half covered her. 
The eyes were closed, the brow peaceful. 

Felix shut the door softly, and stood gazing. 
He did not know what had brought her there., 
and at the moment he did not much care. The.re 
she was, and his sense of solitude was gone. It 
was enough for him to stand and look. Presently 
he brought a chair to her side, moYing with great 
caution, and sat down, to continue watching. 

The extreme quiet of hor face was enteriug 
into him, invading the cold crust which had beeu 
building itsolf around his heart. For that was 1\ 

living quiet, not a frozen stillness. It had in it 
warmth and lifo underlying. 'l'ho parto,l lips­
not dropping open, hut just parkd-wore full L,f 
swootness. Sometimos tho br,iw bocnme ,knttld, 
us if with some kind of pain or di:str0ss; and thou 
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nnothor wnvo of calm would smouth it out. Folix 
wondered if she wcro dreaming. 

Perhaps the steadfastness of his gaze rlisturbccl 
her, for the troubled look reeunecl. She stirred 
restlessly, and her lips grew sorrowful. "I 
did not do it!" sho said aloud. "It is so cruel I 
I did not fake the money I " Her eyes opened, 
and looked full at Felix. 11 'l'ell them I didn't I 
0 please, please believe me I " 'l'hen she 
slept again, but no longer profoundly. The 
restless movements continued, and she clenched 
her hand. "Please believe me! please believe 
me! I did not take it I ... Sissie would believe 
me ! Sissie would know I O Felix ! 0 Felix, 
take care of me ! " 

The last words were cried out sharply, in a 
voice of fear, and the open eyes again gazed 
blankly. Felix had not for years been so stirred. 
The personal appeal went home, for it seemed 
that in trouble she had habitually turned to the 
thought of her brother. Somehow he had never 
pictured Lettice as needing help. He had been 
content to take it for granted that all was right 
in that quarter, since she did not complain. 

"Wake up!" he said. 11 You're only dream­
ing. Nothing is wrong. See-I'm here! and 
there's nobody going to touch you." 

11 Felix! Oh, clon't let them have me!" 
She clung to him, confused still with the 

sud<len awakening, and scarcely conscious of her 
whereabouts. Ho could fool the quick beating of 
her heart against him. "But what is it all about?" 
ho a~kod. " Why are you so frightened? No­
body's in the room except ourselves. ·who did 
you think was going to take yuu?" 

A sigh of relief came. "It most have been a 
dream. llut it did seem so real." 

" Well, here you are, safe ancl souncl ! I don't 
know yet why you have come, only I know you 
are in no danger from anybocly." 

"I thought they wore taking me to prison­
because of the banknote. And Mrs. Bryant 
looked so dreadful. I wanted to scream, and I 
could not. It was like e. sort of nightmare." 

"You did call out pretty loud. What is that 
about a banknote?" 

" You will believe me, will you not? I coulcln't 
bear to have you think it! Will you believe me, 
Felix? :i;. has been so hard to bear. And I did 
not know what you would say, to find me here. 
If only you can believe me, I don't think I shall 
mind anything." 

"Of course I shall. What do you mean ?­
Speak out, and tell me all about it." 

JA.MES SMETHA.M. 

A STRUGGLING painter who won the warm 
friendship of John Ruskin and Dante Gabriel 
Rossetti can have been no ordinary man. 

James Smetham had, indeed, the rare gift of 
gathering round him a circle of devoted friends, 
who still lovingly cherish his memory. The 
volume of his letters recently published I shows 
what rare gifts, both as poet, painter, and letter­
writer, this unassuming Christian artist possessed. 
He was the son of a Wesleyan minister, who 
taught him to walk in the fear of God. The 
painter's ecstasy laid hold of the little fellow at 
the age of two, whilst he stood outside his father's 
garden ga;tc looking :i,t the distant blue_ness of 
the hills m a Yorkshire valley, and feelmg the 
wind lift his hair as it passed on to shake the 
laurels. When eight years old the moonlight 
had a sort of enchantment over hini, as he listened 
softly to the noises of the night. At Congleton 
he became the happy possessor of a box of water­
colours, "which ought to have cost fou!pence, 
but which, by my frequent asking the pr,1,ce, the 
good woman let me have for threepence. The 
boy hacl now formed the design of becoming a 
painter, and had won his father's reluctant 
consent. 

After leaving school he spent some years with 

• Letters of James Smelhnm. With on Introdnctory 
Memoir. Edited by Borah Smei1111m aud Willinm Davies. 
l\focwillan. 

an architect at Lincoln. To the youth's delight, 
his master set him to draw the figure!! in the 
Minster, where he spent a grand solitary year 
at this congenial work. 

In 1843 he came to London as a probationer at 
the Royal Academy, but, through some careless­
ness in drawing, failed to get a student's ticket 
at the end of the three months' trial. He sent in 
another drawing, which gained him readmission, 
but he was then suddenly called away into the 
country. 

As yet the young painter was a stranger to 
the joy of personal religion. The manner of his 
awakening may be told in his own words : 

"The denth of my brother (n Wesleyan minister in 
London) cast a grent shade ove1· my wild dreams nnd 
oxtmvngant ambitions. I did a great deal for his appro­
bation, and when ho had gone my spirit followed him. I 
pernoived that to ath1in to hiw was uot a waiter of fancy 
or speculation, und the 'oomwau,lmcnt' came to me. A 
complete uproor E1nd 11lrnos of my inw,ud life followe,1, aud 
I foll into the 'Slough of Despond.' Tbe beauty of nature 
mocked mo, my fonoies became ghosts. I felt my dis­
cordauces with the spifihml uuive>rie; aud it wns uot till 
my futher 11lso died that my soul wus stilkd nud set iu 
ordor." 

He hacl found the pearl of great price. Heuco­
forth all his gifts were consecrated. 

Smethum resumed his work with now zest-
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Uo went on painting porlrnits, and intorsporeing 
lhom with fnnoy pioturos, eaming monoy enough 
to live, and then snatching a, procious month or 
two for study. Ho oxhibitecl pictmos firRt at 
Li,,erpool in 1847. In 1840 he painto1l tho 
Flagoolot ~a country lad piping on the grass), 
Christ at Emmaus, and the llir<l Catcher, all of 
which were exhibited at the Royal Academy. 
Ileuceforth life was a strenuous strife after ex­
cellcnco. 

'l'he letters give a graphic sketch of a painter's 
difficulties : 

" Where fil'st or nil lho mincl within is tnxecl to conceive, 
to feel, to suffer, or excileclly to enjoy evory now subject, 
nnd then bo.s to senroh the ee.rth over for <'Ver-now mnterie.ls 
to enable it to realise the iden, materials lying wide a.po.rt 
in the most different o.ssooio.tions .... Ho wants o. gourd; 
he goes to Kew, and spends his day, but tho gourd is not 
growing, and his picture must be at the exhibition before 
the gourd blossoms. He wauts a costume, o.nd ho.a to find 
it and haggle a.bout it with a Jew, or hunt through Marl­
borough House Library for it. He wo.nts o. sallor's bee.cl, 
o.nd goes to St. George's-in-the-East-not cilsily-to find it; 
to wnlk much and idle a.bout much, o.nd then only im­
perfectly to accomplish his object. The primroses for his 
be.nk blow in the woods of Kent, o.nd the anemones and 
hyacinths. The millwheel turns alumbrously round miles 
and miles o.wo.y in o.nolher direction." 

How eagerly ho used every opportunity of 
improving himself by study of the great masters 
in the National Gallery and elsewhere we learn 
from bis letters. He contrasts the scant oppor­
tunity of tasting s1:1ch delig~t? which_ earlier 
painters possessed with the privilege enJoyed by 
those to whom all the arcana of other days are 
now laid bare. 

"All this i8 such o. store of wealth to the po.inter that 
tougue cannot utter it. Certainly, o.s I write, the pleasure 
grows 'for ever rising with the rising min<l,' and I o.m led 
to recall almost in o. spirit of ~votion the inscription 
so appropriately gilded round the dome of the Royal 
.Academy-

"• The hearts of men which fondly here ndmire 
Fair seeming shows may lift themselves up higher, 
And leo.m to love with zealous humble duty, 
The eteruo.l fountain of that bee.venly beauty.'" 

Yet Smetham did not believe in a narrow 
horizon. He was not merely a painter. 

In November 20th, 1871, ho refers to Allan 
Cunningham's "Life of Wilkie," which his father 
had given him in 1843, at the beginning of liis 
career as a paiuter. To Smetham it proved 
"ono of tbo mo.,t secretly delightful books in all 
the world " road and re-read till he know overy 
detail of the great arti8t's work. That biography 
raised quoationa like a flight of fieldfaros­
q ucstiuns 80 Rolomn, so practical, 80 homo-thrust­
inrr that "be ol'ton felt as if he wore before some 
ju<l~c and jury, and bound to go through them 
all in self-defonco." Ho a8ks what Wilkio'a 
succos11 co11t liirn. Ho did nothing but paint. 
Ilis Jifo wall commouplaco, except within the 
circle of hia art. " I 1100 no ovidonco iu hit1 

writings that in bis youth or mnnhood his sonl 
wns ever awakened within him." Such waR not 
Smetbarn's ideal of life. 

In 18ul he became teacher of drawing at the 
Wesleyan Kormal Institution in Westminster-a 
post which ho filled with great delight for 
twenty-six years. He told Mr. RuRkin in 1854: 

"The staff or teachers then been.me my circle, the objects 
of the institution part of my life; and I completed the 
connection six months o.go by marrying the teacher of <,ne 
of the practising schools there, who still retains her position. 
Our united so.lo.rice make us for the present independent of 
po.in ting os o. means of Ii velihood, o.n<l I have five days in 
the week for picture-ma.king." 

We now reach the beginning of his happy 
friendship with John Ruskin. In 1854 Smetham 
attended one of Ruskin't1 lectures at the Working 
Men's College, and showed the lecturer his books 
of drawings. Ruskin took them horue. He 
wrote : "I am quite amazed, almost awed, by 
the amount of talent and indnetry and thonght­
fulness shown in these books of yourd." On the 
first opportunity he brought the sketches before 
his class, and drew special attention to the great 
originality of a drawing on the Lord's Supper. 
This led Smetham to llrepare his picture, The 
Hymn of the Last Supper. It was exhibited 
in D. G. Rossetti's studio, and drew from Mr. 
Watts, R.A,, the verdict: "It must be considered 
a great picture, though it is a small one." When 
exhibited at the Royal Academy it attracted 
considerable attention. In February, 1855, 
Smetham visited Ruskin, who was then living with 
hfa parents at Norwood, in a large house glittering 
with pictures, chiefly Turners. 

"His father," Smetham so.ye, "is a. fine old gentleman 
who has o. lot of bushy, grey hair, and eyebrow3 sticking up 
oil rough o.nd knowing, with a comfortable way of coming 
up to you with his ho.nds in his pockets and making you 
comfortable, e.nd so.ying, _in o.nswer to your remark, tliat 
'John's' prose works are pretty good. His mother is a 
ruddy, dignified, richly-dressed old gentlewoman of eeventy­
five, who knows Cho.mouni.x better than Camberwell; 
evidently o. good old lo.dy, with the Christian Treasury 
tossing nbout on the to.hie. She puts •John' down ancl 
holds her own opinions, o.nd flatly contra.diets him; and he 
receives o.11 her opiuions with o. soft reverence o.ncl gcntle­
uess tbo.t is pleasant to witness." 

The old gentleman amused the guest by 
standing over him and enlightening him as to 
his own merits : 

"I never s11w anything to cquo.l them,'' be saiJ. of 
Bmetl1111n's sketches. " I woudor you wouhl trust them 
with John; you paid him o. grc11t compliment to scud them 
~t o.11. I woukln't. I ho.ve not let them come clown out of 
tho study for fonr wino or 1111ything should bu spilt o:i 
them.'' Ruskiu" spent sowo tiwo in this wny. Unhangiug 
11 Turnor from tho wall of 11 (listaut room, he brought it tu 
tho tublo 11n<l put it into my ha.ll(ls; thcu we tulkcd; then 
ho wont up inlo his study to fetch down somo illustmtinJ 
priut 01· lh-11wing; in ono caso, o. litcrnl view which he had 
tmvellcd fifty wiles to rnukP, in onler lo coruparo wilh tho 
picture All(] so ho kopt on glilling ,ill over the house, 
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lrnng-ing- nnd uuhnnging, nnil slopping 11, fow minutes 
to talk." 

O,or the fire the two artists tnlked nbout 
many_ sacred then~es. Smethnm acknowledged 
that m one dark tune he had been obstinate and 
di~conrage_d, so that he could not pray. "But," 
saHl Hnskm, "w_as there no one near you to tell 
you that prayer is often long unanswered?" No 
wonder the struggling painter felt in a sort of 
soft cl.ream all the way home. 

l\Ir. Rusk~n's permission to quote his letters 
concluded with the characteristic sentence: 

''. I nc1·er wrote o. private lelter to uuy humo.n being 
winch 1 would not let a bill-sticker chnlk up ~ix feet high 
on Hyde Pnrk wo.11, and sto.ud myself in Piccndilly and suy 
'ls~di~" ' 

In 1856 Smetham removed to Park Lane Stoke • 
~ewingto~, his ho~e _for more than twenty 
) ea~·s. His happy toil w·as darkened by shadows 
of ill-health, but cheered by warm recognition 
from such men as Rossetti, who secured him 
some good customers. "Your pictures" he said 
"ha,e qu_ite delighted and astonished ~e by thei; 
rare beauty. Indeed, they are in colour senti­
m~nt, and nobility of thought, only to be 'classed 
with the very flower of modern art." 

Some notes on Colossians iii. will illustrate 
Smetham's Bible studies : 

"What a rich, full chapter! Surely it will transform the 
whole mind, well and prayerfully to study such words. 
This is the way of peace, and to find it let us only receive 
these words, study them, roll them over and over in tho 
mind, alll], as oil makes the paints supple, so shall we feel 
our spiritual nature penetrated ,vith the strength of the 
words spoken to us. I think, seriously, that we are too 
superstitious, in' our want of simplicity, in our wish to be 
independent., original, and that we even miss that aim. Let 
us first produce the intense summer calm of spirit whicn 
ought to dwell in ua richly through the Word of Christ, and 
then in the brooding light of heaven all knowledge will be 
simple and easy, and our minds will play freshly, and pluck 
no crude or unripe fruit. The only truly grand people I 
l1a'"e known are those whose moral simplicity licked up like 
the sunlight, the fretid, exciting, sickening, uncertain torch­
flames of intellectual pride," 

The painter's religious experience finds voice 
in a beautiful description of the peace of God : 

"It lies round you like an atmosphere. It dwells in you 
like a fragrance. It goes from you like a subtle elixir 
vit::e." 

He lingers in another letter on Archbishop 
Usher's saying, "One word for Christ." 

"Any person," says Mr. Smetham, "acquainted at all with 
ChriHt, ought to be ready to speak of Him whenever he hns 
lcisurn for anything else. At first one's conceptions of Him 
arc ahstract to a great extent; they ought to become more 
and more concrete. -To find ourselves any nearer the 
1,elief ihnt we have an High Priest, once a man, now passed 
into the heavens, and whom the heavens will couttiin till 
the realitu1ion of all things, ought to bo a glad thought. 
W c feel His workings, Hie efficacies. I thought to-dny, 
when I was weary, of His snyiug, 'In tho worl,l yo slmll 
lmvc tribulation, but in Me yo shall lrnvo po11co?'" 

On August 28th, 1853, he says 

"Lne~ night I hn(l n walk twice ronnd Vincent Sqnara 
~y starlight (nfter the prnyer-meeling, which I assure you 
1a II eourco of much halo nnd calm enjoyment to me) ...• 
I Bm beginning to enjoy my lifo with a more direct and 
unquestioning will. I have had so many great inward 
ahocl1s (something like the overthrow of 'the • Palace of 
Art') thut I have touched the joys of existence wilh a 
timorous finger. Health, Jove, friendship have seemed to 
be, not unreal, hut more thnn I dare use for my own 
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A PAGE FROM S~IETHAM'S ANNOTATl!D DIBLE, 

delight. The thousand-fold web of life had to be woven; 
the anchors, 'entering within the veil,' had to be thrown 
out ; the foundntions nnd ramparts of study had to be dug 
nnd builded. I seemed like a pilgrim in spirit; I dared 
not tnrry in 1111 tho plain .... I waut not fame, but life; 
the soul's cnlm sunshine ; Life in the eye of God." 

He kept himself constantly in touch with the 
godly poor. No doubt that contributed much to 
the simplicity and fer,our of his own rnligioulil 
life. In one letter he describes a visit to an old 
woman, the wife of a cobbler. She had no words 
to express her joy and gratitude. "She is afraiLl 
to boast for she feels herself so sinful; but, then, 
looking to Jesus is so easy." She is" never lonely, 
night or <lay." Here is a soul to whom "~n 
abnn<lant eutranco" is being administered, aml 
here is a life that has fulfilled life's noblest emls. 

Such a man was an unspeakable blessiuo- to 
others, lI ill own moLlesty scarcely allowed "rum 
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to form any adcquato ideC\ of tho influence his 
examplo nnd words exerted on others. In July 
18lH, ho writes: 

"' To s11ve n soul I' I c1m't somehow renliso the idcn tlmt 
I should ever bo so ho&oured of God. To sum my own 
soul, nnd wmr thro11gh the long fight without losing my 
011n crown, and without bringing disgrace on the cnuse of 
Cln·ist, these hn\"e seemed tho limit of my hope. I cnn go 
on ,vorking; I cun sow a little ; I cnn ndd my lnbour to !ho 
henp in hope thnt nmong other ngencies I mny help rnther 
than rctmd the work of Christ. Uut to snve n soul, ns ll10 

direct result of my own direct effort, hns scnrce crnr entered 

Eugenio Guerin which had jnst appeared in 
Cornliill. This sets Smetham moTRlising. Some 
people might think it would be better to write 
for the press, but he saw nothing better than to 
have communion with hie friends. 

"Why need n mnn speok to a crowd if he has a little 
audience who umlerstancls hlm, Ancl which he understands? 
A mnn ought to hnve A strong call before he intrudes into 
tho region of litemtnre in these over-pampered days, when 
high public rewards. ought to be given to men who won't 
print their thoughts. WhAt is the use of arrows fired in the 
nir in compnrison of n:rrows shot at a mark? Dissipation of 

[From a Skdch by Ja111t1 SIHetham. 
IF THE BLIXD LEAD THE BLIXD. 

into my contcmplotion. I shall be glnd if both he thnt 
sowcth, nnd he that roapeth rejoice together. Though 'a 
son in the Gospel,' must be a pleaennt relationship." 

With such words in view it is pleasing to learn 
that there was scarcely a social meeting of the 
church to which he belonged where his name 
was not mentioned. One night a gentleman said, 
"I shall praise God to all eternity that I :was 
ever led to Mr. Smetham's olase ; I owe all 
the good I have to his teaching and influence." 
He felt it hie greatest honour to be thus used. 
It was also e. constant delight to him to feel that 
be could bring grcnt truths home to humble folk. 

Under do.to, 2ud June 18G3, he says ho bas 
been reading Matthew Amohl'e clever sketch of 

thought., Aimlessness, multitudinousness, are some of the 
foults of our nge. It is the difference between the ball­
room and the homestead ; the one all sparkling and 
irritating. nnd superficial and dangerous, the other all 
profound, All& oalm, ·and h011lthful and mighty. To • study 
to ho quiet and to mind their own business,' is one of the 
first correctives the people of this generation need. Why 
did the Snvionr remain in obscurity for thirty years? Why 
did Ha choose one by one, two by two, His humble disoiples 
till they amonnied to twelve; A small class for His esoterio 
teaching in Gethsemnne under the olives, where 'He often 
went with Hie disciples,' and the seventy for a small 
congregation of scholnra. Wby did He so frequenily 
complain of the crowding, and long for to seek the desert, 
and take moonlight rambles urnr the fro:ee' holes and the 
silent neats in the pnlms? llo left us an e:iample that we 
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might frend in His 11teps .... When Ho w1111Led to plant 
His kingdom, He enrcfully grnftcd in tho hcnrls of l'clcr 
and Jnmcs aml ,Tahu thoso living words which nftcr His 
denth were brought to their 1·cmembrnnco by tho Holy 

changing and complicated tests" of life. Religion 
seemed to grow simpler to him as years rolled by. 
In his darkest moods he conld still say," Well, if 
the Bible is not true, I don't know anything that is 

A rAGE FROM o.~E 011' JAMES SM1':'1'11M•t'S NOTE-BOOKS, 

Ghost. How pers0na,I He was. He loved Lazarus and 
JIIary and John. Ho took a strong vehement interest in 
Peter, a,nd followcil him with lovo, 11ncl pity, and pmye1·; 
anil He said to Thomas, 'Rench hither thy hand,' so that 
Thomas said, 'lily Lord onu my Goel.' " 

He learned "to go on peacefully, meekly, 
hoping against hope, am] acq uie8cing in all those 

more so, and nothing so adapted to what I want." 
He therefore ohm"' to it in simple faith. Hero 
is his description ~f the effect of close study of an 
epistle like that to the Hebrews:-

,, It gnzcs, it s11c11ks, it moves with PllS(', siwplil'ity, uud 
power; it is worm, glowing, nttrnclin', iul!uentitil ut every 
pnrt. It is mighty through Go,1. It umcs and stan,b upou 
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its feet." "I~ not," ho Anya in 1t11othrr Jolter, "our con­
viction n! to tho crodibilily or tbo Gospels nncl P:plsUee 
prncticnlly bnsed on this eubtlo morn! 
instinct? Thie must bo fruo. It is 
impoesiblo thnt either fool or mecnl 
c,oul<l lmvo invnnlcd tho fourteenth of 
John or tho twolfth of Ilomnne. 'fhey 
nro honest to tho bono." 

Ono night after reading Car­
lylo's ":r-iiagara," he hoard James 
Ualvert, the noble missionary of 
Fiji, who died last March, tell 
what simple faith in Christ 1111<1 
done among men-eaters and 
murderers. 

himself 1,y his art. He harl many trials, especial1y 
whon his nttcmpts to follow o. high and nsefnl 

"I sec nothing in Carlyle tho.t I don't 
see much better so.id in tho Now Tcstn­
ment, and with tho unepeo.ko.blo ad­
vantage of an info.lliblo recipe for doing 
it. . . . I will back Jamee Cnl vert of 
Fiji ngninst a ti-oop of Carly lee fur the 
actual nccomplishment of !he chief good. 
All this with muoh ndmire.tion of Curly lo 
nevertheless." 
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Here is a paragraph on tlie true function of art 
and philosophy. 

" The fact is that peetry is to clolight and e.dorn nncl 
supplement tho happiness of man ; it is ono of tho goocl 
things which Goel will not withhold from thom that lovo 
Him. Puinting has no mission but to mako men ho.ppy, 
teaching what truth it cun etcul from tho eternal fountuine, 
And philosophy iB to pass round by tho Cross o.ncl bo 
baptizecJ, o.ncl then it is to mo.ko tho intellect ho.ppy by 
throwing glorious magico.1 light on truth. Ilut tho Ilcgcnc­
rators are not these .... Nothing for it, my bravo boy, 
but war to the knife o.ncl to the denth, with every othr.r 
gospc,J, though 0.11 o.ngel from henvcn prco.ch it. Not hnlf 
poetry ancl half goRpol, nor half pl1!1oeophy o.ncl hulf 
gospel." 

Religion taught J amcs Smctlmm that secret of 
true content which St. Paul tells his friends at 
Philippi that he hacl loarnod. No lessor inspira­
tion would have so.vecl Srnetham from despair. 
From the ago of eighteen he ho.d to support 
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lino of work seemed 
baffled. 

In 1877 the light of 
his rare intellect began 
to fade, but it was 
not till February 5th, 
1889, that he was laid 
to rest in Highgate 
Cemetery. 

We may add some 
verses written in early 
youth which show that 
::imetham was not only a 
painter but a poet. 

Oh, let me die at dawn, 
'l'he stir of living men 

Would cnll my waving i;pirit 
buck 

Unto its home ugain. 
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llnt nt tho onrly light 
Rxistrnco seems nfor, 

11,wk in tho ,lcpths of pnrtccl time, 
As fading plnnets nr<'. 

Let mo go forth nlone, 
Dcforo tho sun uprisc, 

Aud meet tho springing of the morn 
Iu its own dlstnnt skies. 

Y cs ; let mo dio nt dnwn, 
Tho stir of living men 

Would cnll my wnving spirit bnck 
U,1to its homo agnin. 

James Smetham was a constant student of the 
Bible. Every day he gave an hour to its pages. 
l'.llauy of his annotations took pictorial form. 
He delighted to embody his thought in minute 
sketches-more or less finished-in a way which 
he called "squaring," from the rectangular lines in 
which he enclosed them. A part of one such page 
we give from an interleaved copy of the Gospels. 
A passage in one of the Letters (page 189) gives 
a clue to the interpretation of these tiny figures 
( s£e illustration on page 663) :-

" Yes, these squares were enclosed seven years ago, 
perhnps; and that little one three-quarters of an inch long 
-I don't remember when it was first mnde, ne the thought, 
conto.ined in it, tolled like a bell high up in the eto.rry 
midnight of Thought. It was rude at first; the merest 
germ. A line now, a line then, have made it more and 
more distinct. Bat still it is l'llde o.nd obscure to the outer 
eye; to the inner eye (which is 'the bliss of solitude') it 
represents n close farmynrd, and a bordering wheo.tfield 
o,er which the twilight is 'falling brown,' and 'some one 
pacing there alone.' What is this? and who is he? I 
know him well. In a hundred cTen-falle he has rebuked 
me when 'the cares of this life,' if not 'the deceitfulness of 

riches,' crnw<led ronnd me to choke the good seed and 
render it unfruitful. When I wOB inclined to murmur at 
my lot-to mnlco hnste t\J get rich, to let the lusts of other 
thinge entering in to dieplnoo the life of God, I felt-and 
ne I, pnHsing for n word oven now, aha.de I\ very little in 
botwocn tho dnrkcning barns where there ie laid np much 
goods for mcmy ycBrs-1 foci ns if tho square were I\ :ff.,Jy 
'fhing, o. eolemn Bnd end thing I for ns a. livir,g voice to me 
is tho voico of lhnt man in the twilight, like e. late bird 
chirruping: • Soul, take tl,ino ease, 1:at, drink, and be 
morry; ' bcco.ueo J know ho is singing his death-eong, and 
thnt ho will como no more to the bannta where he has worn 
out nnd expended lho life of his epirit. 

"But o.bovo it is o.nother, nnd over it the word• Coneider' 
-a figuro etooping reverently over e. tnll lily (to my eye nil 
graceful and finishecl ns if Jnn Yem Haysum had but his 
pencil in hie secret studio, bringing it to rr.e finished •~ by 
miro.cle) .... And above thnt n little bird on a ~prny,' Not 
forgotten before Goel;' nnd then a head-shown in tl,e 
back view been.use the point of the record is that 'the very 
!mire of your head are all nambered.' And then a single 
ho.ir, o.nd then the eection of e. hair, and then, above that, 
a square with the rude eketoh of the wheel of a Rotifer. 
(Thnt o.wful sight I saw one day in Mr. Bndgett's micro­
scope hns huunted me ever since. I see it now ! Those 
transparent cilim whirling round nnd ronnd and ma.king an 
infinitesimal vortex; ench myeterions spoke, no donbt, as 
hollow and orgnnic as that tubular ho.ir, which to the 
spoke-tube would be 11s huge ns the large mnin drain-pipes tu 
the lea.den pipe from our cistern. And the spoke-tnbe, no 
doubt, as la1·ge relutively to the other tubes in the micro­
cosm ne the cistern-pipe to the hollow hair.) Then e. bit of 
the Atlo.ntic cable lying in the ooze aud bottom of the sea 
among the forms of life brought up by lines of endle,s 
fathom in o. bit of sludge." 

We reproduce from a private memorandum 
book a page on the seventh chapter of Matthew, 
and a few miscellaneous sketches, as illustrating 
his mode of vivifying the Scriptures to himself. 

------~•Ec3etj•------

ON THE CORNISH CO.A.ST. 

A VANISHED TOWN. 

DY G. NORWAY. 

«you are fond of ancient places,'' said my 
young Jehu, on a lovely May afternoon. 
"I will take you to-day to a township 

which used {o return two members to t.he House 
of Commons before tho great Reform Bill, and 
which is mentioned in Domesday Book," 

"I should like to visit such a place extremely. 
Have you patients thero?" for Jehu is a young 
doctor in a Cornish senside town. 

"Not many-you will see." So we etnrt, and, 
soon leaving the steep main roacl, plunge down­
wards through a deep winding ln.no, deokecl with 
loveliness on every siclo. Cowslips nod their 
jewelled cups in golden profusion; tho pmplo 
orchis raises· ita richly colourod spike nmong 
them, "prief:its' aprinklinge" us tltoy aro mllo1l 

in Catholic localities, from the supposition that, 
wherever the drops of holy wator fall from the 
littlo whisk used to soatter its blessing over 
devout crowds, there tho sacred moisture dyes 
the upspringing blossom with tho hue of Christ':,; 
blood, dashing the green leaves with white at. 

the same timo. 'rho blessing must have be,·n 
broadcast over the land at some former period, for 
there are neither crowds nor priests to distributl' 
holy water now. But little reek the orchi,l 
spiros; they lift their dainty heads in dignity, 
aml den their robes of royal purpll:l above their 
spotto1l loaves, spring aftor spring ; silent wit­
nossos of tho hlessing shed for man centuries agl1, 

yot. patent still. 
_ Hawthorn bushes are thoro, 11<:lnso masses of 
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i'\"ory blossom, with long wrenths tossing freely 
in the nir, and scenting it far and wide wi1h 
delicate perfume; pink campion raises its pretty 
coloured lamps in abundance beneath its shade; 
clusters of pale green fern fronds spring up from 
the edges of the silvery strcamlet babbling on it11 
way by the edge of the lane; delieute embroidery 
of stiehwort and blue veronica runs through 
the grass, while daisies and buttercups enamel 
the meadows where the purple clover docs not 
overgrow them. 

We have plenty of time to enjoy each blossom 
of spring in its turn as we slowly climb the hill, 
step by step, for it is collar work for the pony all 
the way, and he does not hurry himself. Plenty 
of time is there to note the young blackbirds 
hopping from spray to spray; listen to the linnet 
singing on the thorn bush; enjoy the musical 
upspringing of the joyful lark; watch the newly­
born butterfly drying its sulphur wings in the 
sunny air; but we attain the summit of the 
hill at last, and look down upon a vast sweep of 
cultivated land, like a mighty bason lying be­
neath us, parcelled out into divisions of many 
shades. 

There the red earth is sparely shot with 
green, where the wheat has hardly begun to 
show itself above the ground; there some earlier 
crop has already covered the soil with tender 
verdure. Now the deep-hued grass is dotted 
over with sheep and playful lambs; and again, 
cattle browse, or rest, chewing the cud of peace­
ful enjoyment. Trees, whose foliage is yet 
bright and thin, cluster here and there, and soft 
shadows from fleecy clouds slowly drift over the 
sunlit scene. 

By the road-side on the hill-top is a narrow 
strip of rough land left to waste by the receding 
hedge. There are some small mounds, briar­
decked and tangled there ; a few large stones in 
another corner, lying loose, and on the opposite 
side of the road, somewhat farther on, a grassy 
heap, too regular in shape to be formed by other 
than the hand of man, though not a vestige of its 
use now remains. 

A never-failing spring of water, clear as 
crystal and as cold, issues from a mossy, fem­
hung cavity in the hedge, and runs gaily down 
the hill until some obstruction turns its stream 
across the road at the bottom, and causes it to 
spread out in1o a watersplash to be forded. 

It is a pretty ragged patch of waste ground, 
but why pause to regard it with such interest, 
when beauty yet greater is met on every side in 
this lovely country? Why wave your hand 
around, as if introducing an audience to a sight? 

"You have hit it exactly," quoth youthful wit. 
"This is a site to which I introduce my audience 
of one. This is all that remains of the vanished 
market-town, which, up to the date of the 
great Reform Bill, returned two members to tho 
House of Commons. Here are its mighty water 
supplies, celebrated as unfailing; there is the 
base of the Market Cross, the centre of the town, 
where all markets and fairs were held." 

" What do you mean? This a town? This a 
market cross? Why, here is nothing-nothing 
at all! Not even a ruin I" 

"K othing nt all! The last two or three hovels 
woro burnt clown by accicfon t a few years ago. 
Being Luilt hut of clay and thatch, those few 
stones, which were probably doorsteps or rnme­
thing of the kind, are all that is left of them; 
and the granite cross was broken up by the 
economical parish to mend the road. Only the 
name of this town e:x:isls, and that to the anti­
quary alone, for you may seek its history from 
the country people about, and be told that they 
never heard of it." 

"Is it possible? It is almost beyond belief! 
'I'he great Reform Bill was passed no longer ago 
than '32." 

"The place had probably dwindled down very 
much before then. There are other towns­
Church towns as they call them here-now 
dwindling, at this time, that were of considerable 
importance when war and protective duties 
rendered smuggling profitable as it no longer is. 
·what were, at the beginnin~ of this century, 
centres for the distribution of illicit merchandise, 
brought in under cover of the fishing trade, are 
no longer wanted. The population has lessened 
year by year; emigration has depopulated them; 
houses, grown decrepit, have been pulled down 
and 110ver replaced. .As this town is now, so may 
many another place be in another century, unless 
the wave which now carries all the young 
population of the country side up to the central­
isation of large towns, recoils once more and 
brings people to reside among the now neglected 
beauty and health of these delightful spots." 

"It is strange, too, to consider that a town, 
once so important, should have been not only 
destroyed, but forgotten in so comparatively 
short a time, when the names and deeds of the 
heroes of ancient time should be watchwords in 
our hearts after more centuries than one can 
well count. If this place were marked in the 
Domesday Book of the eleventh century, think of 
Isaiah, Solomon, David, who lived so much longer 
ago, yet are living influences upon us still." 

" Ah ! and there are nameless people who 
never have been great, perhaps not even good, 
whose lives are unrecorded and deeds unknown, 
who are believed yet to exercise influence over 
mankind, for weal or woe." 

"·what do you mean?" 
" Cornwall is full of belief in them. There is 

the river called the Gannel, about a mile or less, 
away over there. It is full of quicksands; and 
the tide rushes up its channel with great 
rapidity twice in the twenty-four hours. At the 
ebb it is shallow enough to be forded by a horse, 
and crossed ou foot by a plank bridge raised 
about two feet from the ground. But woe to 
those caught by the flow of the tide there, or 
who try to cross to right or left of the track. So 
many have perished there, that their souls arc as 
a cloud of tiny birds which flit like lightning 
itself athwart the bed of the stream, to indicate 
the safe path. Those who follow their courso 
never become entangled in the quicksands, for 
they are permitted to expiate the sins among 
which suclilen death overtook them there, by 
acting, until the Jnclgme1\t Day, as guides to, 
warn others." 
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" l\Iy dear boy ! " 
"I do not s~y thnt I believe it, or nsk yon to 

belicvo it., though there are more things iu 
hcawn and earth than are mot with in your 
philosophy. But there the flocks of tiny winged 
creatures are; and there also may be heard at 
night the terribly shrill, plaintive cry of some­
thing never men, which warns the traveller of 
the approach of the tide and its danger. I ha\·e 
often heard it, wild, eldritch, blood-curdling, 
circling in the air, but uttered by a creature 
known by none." 

"l\Iy dear, you make me feel quite creepy." 
"Ah, mother, the meaning of these things 

comes home to one while walking or driving 
about these wild and lonely places in the gloom 
of night. Belief in these stories is all founded 
upon the innate recognition of Divine love. 
Even the most obscure life which has sought to 
do its duty in this world, and been lost in con­
sequence, does not fall without due recognition 
from its Author, and is often given its mission. 
When I watch those vast flocks of tiny dusky 
birds so swiftly flying, I am reminded of the 
brilliant glory of the host of witnesses surround­
ing God's throne in the everlasting city. They 
too, are nameless on earth, but their names are 
recorded for ever there. Their heroism may 
never be known in this life; but will always 
meet with its reward in that to come. 

"Even that poor wailing soul, uttering its 
everlasting moan, and which it is said was too 
wicked to be allowed entrance into heaven, too 
pure to deserve eternal punishment in hell, even 
that unhappy spirit is working out its meed of 
chastisement because its Father loved it. If the 
glory of this world passes away, these things are 
types which point out to us the facts that deeds 
of love and purity have their influence for ever. 
Things tangible things, made by the hand of 

man, perish utterly; things i;piritual remain, 
acting as encouragement or warning, in one guise 
or another for ever. 

" Old George Herbert only gave one half of 
the truth when he sang:-

Only the good nnd virtuous soul, 
Like scnsoned timber, never gives; 

Dut, though the whole world tum to coal, 
Then chiefly lives. 

"Just so. I would rather that my spirit, 
when disembodied, acted as encouragement rather 
thnn warning. But, these people around us here, 
live very much in the spiritual world. I find 

this out continually. Why should you suppose 
that funerals here are so largely attended? Even 
babies in arms, and little children that can hardly 
toddle, follow the dead who is not even related 
to them, under their mother's guidance. Apart 
from reasons of respect and sympathy, there is 
often also a firm belief that the souls of those 
thus complimented will watch for those of the 
people who attend them to the grave; meet 
them in the unknown world when their time 
comes to cross the Stygian river, and lead them 
to their God. 

"So firmly grounded is this belief, that when I 
first lost a patient here, I was warned to attend 
the funeral. Ignorant of the custom-super­
stition-call it what you will, I remarked that, 
being very busy, I feared I could hardly make 
time. My friend, a kindly-disposed villager, 
1·emonstrated :-

" Ah, Zur, 'ee did ought to follow if it be only 
to show 'ee baint afeerd of un." 

Some people may smile at this as ignorant 
folly, but it has its pathetic side. Happily 
multitudes of Cornishmen have a happier and 
brighter faith. 

TALKS WITH WORKERS. 

A wise and suggestive saying is attributed 
u~f~~r to the American poet Whittier: "Identify 

yourself in youth with some righteous, un­
popular co.use." The maxim is more than justified by that 
heroic roll of pioneers who in all ages have dared to join the 
great minority of " God and one man ag1tinst the world." 
•• The end of religion," as Bishop Boyd Cnrpenter tells us, 
"is character." "Talent is formed in solitude," snys 
Goethe, "bnt character in the stress of life." And there is 
uo grander discipline for the will, the conscience, tho faith, 
and the temper of a growing wau than to bear io youth the 
reproach of an unpopular crusade, 

We are perpetually troubled, in our dealings 
The ~/mlts with erring follow-worlals whom we woulcl 
sympathy. fain raise to 11 higher life, by the difficulty of 

knowing whero to sympulh ise, nnd whore to 
reprimand. One man, oppressed with tho sense of his own 
weakness an,l shortcomings, needs the consolntion of the 
gracious promises of Gotl'• piLy and aitl. Another is moro 
concerned about the outwnnl resnlls of Ilia cnors, nncl 
thinks too lightly of tilcir effect upon his spiritnul life. llo 

comes to us with his burden of guilt, telling us of some 
fault nnd its consequences, over which he desires our couusel 
nnd sympathy. Nothiug reveals clmraoter more clearly, as 
a wise teacher recently remarked, than the way in which a 
man accepts the consequences of his own actions. But we 
Christians have blundere(l so badly in the past iu the 
direction of harshness nnd uncharily, that uow, in our 
eagerness to retain our friend's confidence, we sometimes 
show II greater tenderness thnn his condition requires. He 
goes nway relieved, but perhnps n little lowered in spiritual 
tension. If we had tuken his wrong-doing more seriously. 
we should doubtless hnve hurt him more for the woment­
nnd tlmt is the shnrpcst pnng to ourselrns-to wound where 
we would huve oomforlecl. But n timely word of grove and 
gentle reproof will often br,1ce the wavering con.scienro 
when nn unwise leuieucy enerrntea it. 

In this us in 1111 other perplexities we must 
Christ's seek "the min(l of Christ" wherewith to dis-

Ol•~}
1:=.10

n crimi1H1to bctwcc'n easy lenicnc~ 11n,l godly 
long-s11ffc1·ing with sin. lt is remarkable thnt 

llis severest donunciations weru alwa~·s reser,ed for hypo-



G70 TALKS WITH WORKERS. 

crisy, cruelty, prido, nnd tho wilful bronking of known 
moral lnws. With mcro blundering nnd alnpidiLy, with 
sins or ignornnco nnd incnpncity to receive n higher idcnl, 
He W.\s infinitely pntient nm! merciful; but dclibcrnto 
"sinning ngninst tho light," foiluro to follow tho highest 
duty when once thnt duty wns known nnd un<lorstood, 
iuval'inbly drew His sternest 1·cprol11\liou, 

Imo.ginatlon 
RB 

a Christian 
Virtue. 

"I can't inmginc nnybody so wicked I" "I 
can't understand n man doing such n thing I" 
"It's n marvel to me how you coultl lmvo been 
so foolish I " How we prido ourael vea on not 
being able to undcrslnud folly o.nd vice I Wo 

should never dream of yielding to auoh et temptation. Wo 
cannot conceive n state of mind that would be open to it. 
So we go on cherishing that besetting sin of Christiana-the 
lnck of im1tginntion; of thut aymputhetic insight into human 
character which shows us why and how our brother fell, 
and reveals at the same time the durkcst possibilities that 
lurk within ourselves. Why should we think it unaccount­
able that this man should have sinned just so? 

Alas I we are only disclosing the shallowness of our own 
religious experience, and the narrow limits of 01.r sympa­
thies, when we fail to "imagine" where the flesh was weak, 
the will diseased, and the judgment all astrny. Humility, 
born of long watchings and fastings, and conflicts with the 
enemy within, knows the pitfalls of the soul and body only 
too well. " Imagination " of this kind is not merely a 
natural gift. It is a Christian virtue. "The great majority 
of the uncharitable judgments in the wol'ld," says Mr, 
Lecky, "may be traced to a deficiency of imagination." 

A little band of Christian helpers were 
Faith 1n once asked who.t was their greatest di.ffi­

Bnman.ity. culty in the carrying on of rescue work, not 
only in the most degraded riinks of poverty, 

but among the fallen and vicious in higher social circles. 
One of the party was a lay preacher in West London ; 
another a "slum sister" from Liverpool; a third the cha.p­
lain of an inebriates' homo. They all agi·eed that to 
preserve an unwavering enthusiasm for individual cases 
-to retain a firm belief in the personal worth of every 
fallen brother or sister-was always the crncial strain put 
upon the faith and patience of the worker. To forgive the 
chronic drunkard until "seventy times seven," and yet not 
to despair of his ultimate reclamation ; to set the ening 
sister on her feet again and again, and still to hope for her 
final victory over temptation; to discern hidden possibilities 
of goodness in the most unpromising specimens of humanity, 
and dormant springs of conscience to be reached, if not by 
gentleness, then by severe and even stem measures ro.ther 
than left unsought-here, indeed, is the test of the true 
missioner. 

'' We talk too glibly," so.id the sister, "about faith in 
God-little realising whut thnt includes and demo.nds of 
ue; but perhaps the most fervent prayer of all workers who 
know anything of the awful discoumgements tho.t await 
them is that they may not lose their fo.ith in men and 
women." 

"Worth- What we need more than anything olse to 
whll.e-nes.s." sustain us in the pro.ctical difficulties o.nd 

cliacouro.gements of Christian work is-us oue 
has quaintly expressed it-" the sense of worth-while-nee~;" 
the deep-down assuro.nce th11t neither the toil nor tho p11iu 
of o.ny child of God is ever f'ruitloas, and thn.t the Futhor 
does verily "count unto us our tcnrs." So tho puiuful 
prayer, "the soul's sincere desire" that some h11rvest may 
be ripening iu God's unsecu flelcls fo1· "II our sowing, turns 
gradually to hope; the hope to et strnng oonviction; uml 
the conviction grows ut last into that ull-compelliug faith 
which Co.rclinul Newman onco dcflnml as "a cliviuo kind of 

venture; nn out-lcnp of the mnn upon something that will 
respond to his need." 

The Jato Professor Elmslio once made a list 
Despondent of somo "Despondent Sayings of Great 
Bn.ylngs of Men "-words wrung from hearts that had 

Great Men. yearned moat nrdeutly over the world around 
them. Isaiah: "I have lo.boured in vain; I 

hnve spent my strength for nought." Elijah : "It is 
enough, Lord; now tnke o.wuy my life, for I am not 
better than my fotuers." Po.ul: "Myself a. castaway." 
St. Bernard: "I have clone almost nothing.'' Calvin: "All 
thnt I have done hns been worth nothing." St. Francis 
Assisi : "My order is more than I co.n mnnage." Bacon : 
"Men o.ro not worth the trouble I have ta.ken for them." 
l\forous Aurelius: "I shall die, and people will say, • We 
are glad to get rid of this schoolmaster.'" 

If we mourn in such wise, we may take comfort that we 
mourn in good company. We share the sorrow of the 
BBints of God. 

~ 

LUCIA'S LETTER. 
II. 

T was evening, and the sun was setting 
gloriously over the beautiful Bay of 
Naples. The world holds no fairer 
spot than this crescent-shaped bay, 
with its blue sea and semicircular 
city. But the good l\Ie.ttei did not 
pause to gaze at the cloudless, efful­

gent sky, the sun-gilt waters, or the massi-.e 
buildings of the town ; its cathedral, palaces, 
and two hundred churches were, at the moment, 
indifferent to him, for he was hurrying down 
to the chiaja or quay, in search of Signora 

Cornelli nnd her children. They were "living stones " in 
the midst of that Vll8t area of marble and stucco. He 
found them in a small house in the quarter crowded by 
boatmen and their families, and introduced himself to 
Marta, the mother, as a frien:1 of her late husband. He 
was met on the threshold by Lucia, who clasped her hands 
and whispered-

" I pray you, signor, say nothing of our letter.'' 
"You are not well, signora.," he said, when seated. 
"I am very ill; I co.n do no washing ; I l\lll i..u despair,'' 

replied Marta. 
"We must not despair. The good God sees ns, e.ud the 

blessed Jesus saves u~.'' 
"That is what the missionary says in his letter which he 

writes for Paolo. A fino letter it is, 1md full of sense.'' 
" May I see it? I nm u missionary l\lso in some sott, for 

I write letters full of good ndvice." 
Marta took from I\ pocket in he1· aprnn the treasured 

letter, cmd gave it to llfottei. She wns chessed in her 
native costume, with the flat head-chess, full bodice, short, 
colomotl skirt and ubundnnt sleerns, and wore the caning,i 
nnd neoklnoos which hud oomo to her as heil'looms. ~\s she 
1·eolined on I\ sort of l'Ollgh couch, she looked -.cry pictmcsque 
nml handsome, but very ill. She watched Mattei ns he rend 
the lett01· ; nnd so did Lucia. 

"I know !ho good missionnry long ago," ho snid 
onutiously when ho hnd finished. "He is English by birth 
but liYcd ycnrs in Nllplcs. Ho tcuches tlio Itali.1us in 
London how thoi1· soul~ n.ro to be s..·wc,I, Ullll holps tht'IU in 
mnny wnys. Porlrnps ho wouhl ocml back rnolo tmd lforia 
if you naked him.'' 
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l hey luwo gono to mnlrn U.1eir fortune, signor. I shnll 
never soe them ngnin." 

llforlt\ began to weep, nllll suddenly, from behind tho 
couch, whcro ho hntl hidden himself nt sight of n stmnger, 
Piot.ro nppcnred. • 'l'ho three children SUl'l'ounclecl their 
mother, nnd llfottei toolt tho opportunity to copy tho 
missionnry's ndd.t·css. This done, ho emptied some 
cnpncious pockots of vm'ious nrtiolcs of food tlmt ho lrnd 
purchlllled by the wny. 

" Who is for confetturi? " he. erie<l, nnd immedintely the 
children surrounded him. 

But they forgot the sweets ut sight of the food, and 
looked hungrily at Mattei. So did Mnrta, who jumped 

·up from her couch l\S if n mimclo hnd been w01·ked 
upon her. 

" For the children, signor? l\fay God bless you I " she 
exclaimed. 

"Polenta I focaccia ! mnccheroni I cafle I pun fresco ! " 
cried the children with bated breath. 

"Eat, my ehildnm. One cnke each. Then, Lucia, 
prepare coffee for la mudre. She will eat also. We will 
soon cure you, signora, so that you leave us not before you 
see Paolo and Maria," said Mattei. 

'· And Monnina. I" put in Giovanni, his month already 
:filled with focsccia, the sweet cake he loved. 

Lucia began to prepa.1·e the coffee, but her mother set her 
aside, and did it herself. The fragrant steam soon pervaded 
the little chamber, and in less than no time, the family, 
with. Mattei included, were drinking that inspiriting 
beverage. 

"Ecco ! " exclaimed ].\lfa.ttei, when they had completed 
this pleasant task. "Behold the confetturi ! Which will 
you, Giovanni? l\Ionnina or the sweetmeats? " 

"Monnino. ! " replied sturdy Giovanni, averting his glance 
from the tempting bait. 

"We must bring back the monkey anyhow," said Mattei. 
"Now we will tho.nk the good God for our food, and then I 
will read to you in a book the words that the missionary 
puts in his lette1·." 

He drew a smiill Testament from his pocket, ond reC1d 
aloud some verses. 

"That is what Paolo writes!" cried the astonished 
mother. 

"Yes; he quoted from the Holy Bible. I will read you 
the chapter, because you know it is God's Word." 

Mattei read a portion of the sixth chapter of St. Matthew. 
But before he had finished, he perceived that 11-fartCI sank 
back, exhausted, on the couch, and be was made a.ware that 
her sudden revirnl had been caused by excitement ut th3 
sight of his good cheer. 

'' I wish I could see Paolo and Maria before I die : but 
they are making their fortune, and I will not hurry them 
home," she said. 

"I shall fetch the doctor, and he will soon patch you up," 
cried Mattei, leaving the house. 

He speedily returned with a, medicnl friend, for he ~eemed 
to know everybody, and everybody knew Signor Mattei. 
They found Marta. in a faint, and Lucia. trying to restore 
her wiLh the remains of the coffee. 

"Want of nourishment I" pronounced the doctor. 
" I will sec to that," responded Mnttei. 
Then tho doctor badQ Lucia come with him for somQ 

medicine while Mattei cheered up the fainting mothm·. 
" Ilut for the good missionary," she brenthed, " I should 

never have heard of my children. Those English must bo 
good Christians to help the poor Italiuns." . 

"Yes, and to send them home when possible. Our 
consul helps them there. You soe if Ptwlo had le11rut to 
write, you would hnve heard ofLen. Why, thorn nrn 
thousands of our country-people in Loudon, and I um told 

they sell lmlfpcnny ices, and wauder t,bout with music and 
monkeys, till tho Euglish would gladly be rid of them." 

"Ilut, signor, we havo English also in Naples, and thr,y 
say Flureucc and other cities aro full of them," said Marta, 
offondcd. "Even thoir queen has been in Italy." 

'' R vero, c vero. llut here comes Lucia a.nd the 
drnught." 

" Ask for a blessing on the medicine, my children. The 
gootl God will surely hear you," said Mattei. 

"Plcnse to bless mother's medicine, good God," ejaculated 
Giovo.uni. 

"Ho lms sweets in his mouth," said Lucio, giving him 
an admonitory push. 

"I will come ngain to-morrow. May the blessed Jesus 
be with you all I" said Mattei, seeing that Marta hnd 
recovered. 

"Mille grazie-a thousand thanks-God bless you, 
signor I " followed him as he left the house. 

Before he went to bed that night he wrote two letters, 
one to the Italian consul in London, the other to the 
missionary. 

llI. 

"I WILL go in first, my children, and prepare the mother.'' 
These words we1·e spoken by Mattei some weeks after he 

had written those two letters. They were addressed to a 
boy o.nd girl whom he held by the hand, outside Ma.rta's 
cottage. But he did not go in :first. A monkey, seated en 
the boy's shoulder, broke loose, leapt to the ground, and 
preceded Mattei, dragging his cha.in after him. 

"Monniua. I " reached the ears of the attendant children. 
Tho next moment Lucia., Giovanni, and Pietro rushed 

out shouting, "E Paolo ! e Maria! " Oh! the embraces, 
the welcomes, the excitement that followed, who shall 
describe them? And who shall describe Monuina with her 
arms round Marta's neck, jabbering and kissing her, and 
clinging to her as if she, too, were one of her children. 

"Monnin11 I ·• was oll Marta could say, os she clasped the 
happy beast, and rose to meet Signor MatteL 

"Your children have come home. You will be quite 
well now," he said. 

"Mother I Mother I " was the next cry, and Paolo and 
Maria. shared Marta's embraces with Monninu. 

A burst of tears prevented the inevitable swoon. 
" My children I Ble~s the Lord ! " she said, a.nd sank 

down upon the couch. "But you are ill! Your clothes 
are worn ant I What has brought you home?" 

"Have patience, e.ud you shall hear; but first give them 
to eat," said Mattei. 

A great bustle ensued, and soon the deru t .. ble we.s 
covered with all the ediblrs the cupboa1-d contained. 11-Iattei 
sent Lnoicl off to buy mucaroni, which soon graced the 
board, hot nnd steamiug. Paolo und l\foria were fed, a.nd 
so was Monninu, to whom Giovanni ga,·e do.inty morsels, as 
she sat, the happiest or happy monkeys, on the ttlble. 

"And where is the Uncle Giucomo?" asked Marta. 
"He went to sea and left us," replied Paolo. 
"Left you I " shrieked l\I111'111. 
" Yes, in the care of l\Iichde Angelo and the mi..'8ionary 

in Ledder Lune (Leather Lnne)." 
'' Whe1·e is thnt ? " uskc1l 11.fottei. 
"Tho qunrtor where the Italians livo in London, signor." 
"Thoy hnvo Cl qnnrter to themselves?" 
" S1, signor. '!'hey go nil over London with orgo.ns, 

pianos, hurclyg1mlies, monkeys, guinet\ pig~, und ic,'s. 
Oh I they are so mnny-so mauy I Michele hl\d au 01·go.n, 
nnd llfonninn and I used to clauco and collect the money. 
l\Ionninn got most. Sho has stwed some fo1· thee, nmdro 
lllill." 
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"And l\In1·iE1, wlmt clitl she do?" 
"She went to the stmtios ne model. 
"'l'ho nrtista like to pniut lho Ncnpolita.n costume, nnd 

used to gh·e me food when I \Vns tired," intcrruplml M1uin. 
"I h:wc hidden from lllichclo Eome of the money tltl'y pa.id 
me, nucl hnve kept it for thee, dcnr motlier." 

"Your costume is soiled nml worn, my child; your bends 
nrl' tarnished, your bodice is torn. Aml how we spent tho 
last farthing to send you otT 'n perfect specimen,' ns tho 
uncle cctlled it I " monnecl l\lnrta. "Dut whctt brought you 
bnck?" 

'' The letters of Luci[I and lhe good gentlemnn," snid 
Paolo. "The missionary took us to the consul, nnd he 
sent us home, God be praised I " 

" l\Iy letter I it wns my letter I " cried Lucfo, unnble to 
rcstmin_ he1· delight. "Signor 11:Iattei wrote it for me, nnd 
he is teaching me to write for myself. I nm going to school. 
I am becoming wise; it is all due to Signor Mo.ttei. Paolo, 
llfarin, it wo.s he brought yon home." 

"Aud brought me the doctor nnd the food, which hos 
restored my sti-ength," said l\farta. "Now I see.you again, 
my children, I have new life. I resume my W£Lshiug, 
l\faria helps me, Paolo goes to the quay, Lucia and Giova.nui 
fetch and carry the clothe~, Pietro and Mannina run the 
messages, and we ore happy all the day." 

Signor Mattei glanced from one to another of the joyous 
family. 

"This comes from knowing how to write," he said. " I 
am going to teach you all ; but Lucia is to be my particular 
pupil. I shall teach her everything, so that she may become 
a school-mistress and instruct others. This is what you 
want, eh ! Lucia? " 

"Yes, Signor; I will then write lelters for ~l who cannot 
write for themselves, so that every one, all over the world, 
may hear of their friends." 

"And to-mo1·row he will write to the good missionary," 
said Mattei. 

"I will write to him ! " cried Paolo. "He gave me a 
New Testament and some books, and told me that my 
no.mesnke, the great evangelist, wrote long letters from 
Rome, and that all the Italians should read them. He 
called him the first missionary." 

Paolo took from his pocket a book on which was inscribed 
Jl Novo Testamento, laid it on the table, and then pulletl 
from some obscure comer of his bright waistcoat a srnall 
bag which he danced upon the deal board. The conten~ 
made a clinking noise, and he laughed and showed hie 
white teeth: while Monninajumped upon the table, grinned, 
chattered, and seized the st:-ings of the bag. . 

"She thinks it is hers," laughed Paolo, helping Monulua 
to unfaoten the strings. 

Betwean them they turned out lhe contents. 
The whole family gathered rouD<l the tabie, for English 

coins lay heaped upon it. Pence and ail vcr reposed com­
fortably together. Mounina'e po.'11" wo.s stretched out, for she 
was about to claim her portion. Po.olo prevented hm·. 

"n is for the Madre, Mannina; the silver is Mo.ria's, the 
copi>ers a.re ours," he said. 

"We will excl11111ge it for Italian money to-m01·row," 
broke out Mattei, while the children swept the coins 
into their mother's lo.p, and Pietro knelt down to look nt 
them, 

"Dless you, my children ! " sobbed Mnrla. 
"And Jet us thank God for o.11 His morcics," sniu Signor 

Mattei. 
"And for my letter which brought them homo a.gain." 

said Lucia, seizing the good 1111111•~ lrnrnl nlHl kissing it. 
Those fow shillings sr·crno,l a liLtlo forlune, aml tho 

cl,ildrcn and Mounino. do.need about for joy, whilo llfnrto. 
tried in vnin lo count the foreign coin. 

QUESTIONS ON TIIE LIVES OF THE APOSTLE_S. 

ST. PAt;L.-VIII. 

I. What body or men escorted Paul· to Cmsarea, and 
where did part of them atop? 

2. Who accused Paul before Felix, and what waa the 
chief charge ma.do against him? 

3. State the main point of Paul'd answer. 
4. Which ~peo.kor flo.ttered the judge? 
5. How much liberty was nllowecl to Paul by Felix? 
6. Wha.t rco.aon hau Felix for expecting money from 

Paul? 
7. l\Iention some, 110.ssage, in Paul's epistles in which 

these matters are 11lludecl to. 
8. What were the subjects of discour.;ie that made Feli.x 

tremble? 
9. How does hie story show the folly of delay? 

10. On Festuij' arrival what new danger threatened Paul? 
ll. Why wo.s Paul compelled to appeal to Cll!llllr? 
12. Why diu Feslus wish Agrippa to hear Paul's account 

of himself? 
13. What satisfaction was this to Paul? 
H. What prophecy of Jesus was fulfilled in P11nl's case? 
15. Point out a resemblance between Festus and the 

people of Athens. 
16. What was Agrippa's final speech to Paul, and how 

did Paul answer? 
17. Relal'l .Agrippa.'& judgment on the whole matter. 

ANSWER TO BURIED TEXT. 

NO. DI.-p. 592. 

Let us therefore come boldly unto the throne or gmee, 
that we may obtain mercy, and find grace to help in time 
of need.-Heb. iv. 16. 

--~ 
ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE CHARACTER. 

NO, I.-p. 608.-JER0B0.UI, 

~ (1) 1 Kinga xi. 28:_(2) 38; (3) 40; (4) xii. 3, 4, H: 
(5) 25 : Judges ix. 41-45 ; viii. 13-17; (6) 1 Kings xii. 
28-33; xiii. 4-6, 2-1:; (7) xiv. 9; (8) 17, 18: (9) 2 Chron. 
ix. 29; (10) xiii. 6, 7; (11) 20. 

ANSWERS TO SCRIPTURE ENIGMAS. 
NO. XXVll.-p. 608.-PA.UL.-Acts xvii. 1.-

ROIIIE.-Acts xxviii. 31. 

I. P raye R 
2. A bedneg 0 
3. U ri M 
4. L O.lll E 

Luke xviii. 13. 
Dau. iii. 19-26. 
Nuru. xxvii. 21. 
Aots iii. 2-8. 

NO. XXYIII.-p. GCS.-llEST.-1\Iatt. xi. 28.-PRA.Y.-
l Thess. v. 17. 

I. R ea P Go.I. vi. 9. 
2. E sthe R Esther. ii. 7 ; vii. 6. 
3. S o.ma1·i A John vi. 7, 29. 
4. •_r i1uoth Y I Tim. i. 2; 2 Tim. iii. ll. 

ANSWER TO A CHAPTER OF SCRIPTURE. 

NO. v.-p. C0S.-1\fott. xii. 

Tho withc1·ccl lrnucl hcaloil, aucl the bliud and dumb 
cme,l: l\lnrk iii. 1-5; Luko vi. 6-10; xiii. 10-lC; 1 Kiug• 
xiii. 1; Yorscs 42, 3, 17, 40, 7; Hosea \'i. 6; Ycrscs ·¼6, 
42, 41, 3, ,1, Showbl'cncl: El\rs of corn: Gen. xii. 1, ~-; 
J.uko xi. H. "Jesus lrncw t!H'ir thought•:" l'hap. Yu. 
17-20; iii. 7; Ycm-s 4S-·15; Luke xi. 2-1-26; Yt>l'•t>• -ltl-50. 




