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THE SUNDAY AT HOME 
0 DAV MOST CALM1 MOST BRIGHT! • , • 

THB WERK W&RE DARK BUT FOR. THY LJGHT.-Htr'1trl. 

POMPEII AS YOU SEE IT rrO-DAY. 

DY PROFESSOR W, GARDEN DLAIKIE, D.D., LJ,.D, 

THE STREET OF ABUNDANCE, 

IT is not with the ordinary feelings of curiosity 
that the tourist approaches Pompeii, but with 
a solemn awe at the thought of a catastrophe 

unparalleled in the history of the world, except 
by the doom of Sodom and Gomorrah or the 
earthquakes that destroyed Lisbon or Aleppo. 
Amid all that is curious and interesting, you 
never can get out of your mind the men and 
women who were caught and overwhelmed by 
the calamity; like the toys of a dead child, or 
the chair of a dead father, everything reminds 
you of the life that was so suddenly extinguished, 
and seems to repeat the wise man's sermon­
" Vanity _of vanities, all is vanity." 

You may reach Pompeii either by rail from 
Naples, or by road from Castellammare, the 
watering-place that reposes so beautifully on the 
opposite shore of the Bay of Naples. We greatly 
prefer the route from Castellammare, which is 
itself a charming place, and the natural starting­
point for a series of excursions of uurivallcLl 

No. 2002,-SEl'rurnrn JO, JP92, 

beauty on the Neapolitan seaboard, embracing 
Sorren to, Amalfi, Salerno, Prest um, to say J?.Othing 
of the adjacent island of Capri. 

If your party be small, and you prefer driving 
to walking, you should get into one of the little 
open carriages of the countiy, and as you traverse 
the two or three miles between Castellammare 
and Pompeii, keep your eyes open, and learn 
what you can of the surrounding neighbourhood. 
Take a careful look, for example, at the little 
square houses you see dotted over the fields, 
the ugliest ·and most unattractive perhaps you 
ever saw, but in all likelihood the very fac­
similes of what Cicero and Sallust beheld, while 
driving' from Rome to their houses in Pompeii. 
Four bare walls, without chimney, without win­
dow, without any visible roof, seem to contradict 
every principle whether of comfort or of beauty. 
As Ruskin says, the comfortable look of a house 
depends on the roof more than anything·, because 
you associate with it protection, dryness and 

PBICS ()~E l'EXH, 
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snugness. " 7it.11 the window you ossocintc bright­
ness and cheerfulness, and if, in a warm cunntry, 
:i ohimney docs not give the ideo. of comfort, it 
breaks tho skyline ancl looks picturesque. 'l'ho 
roof in these cottages either slopes inwards, or is 
in the form of a little <lome, below the level of 
the walls; and as for light, all that is admitted 
usually comes from the open door. If there bo 
nnything liko a window, it is a mere grating or 
lattice without glass. Thousands of years ago, 
the want of glass determined the form both of 
the cottages outside, and of tho stylish houses 
inside the city; and in the cottages the samo 
phu preYails to the present clay. I asked an 

sistecl on Colman's mustard and Pears' soap. But 
1liree months later, another crop would have beer1 

seen, in fact a fresh crop every quarter. As for 
the peasantry, they seem to work hard and earn 
little. Their land is not their own, and when 
they havo paid half the produce to the proprietors 
and their share of the very heavy taxation of the 
country, there is not much left for them and 
their families. On they plod, as their forefathers 
ploclLled, century after century, or as they were 
plodding on the memorable 24th August, A.D. 79. 
It is a strange feature of the life of the people 
that after their houses have been swept away, 
they g-o on, as far as they can, rebuilding them on 

RECEXT EXCAYATIOXS, 

intelli"'ent Italian gentleman whether the idea 
of improving the houses had ever entered into 
~he mind of any social reformer. Nothing of 
the kind, he said, has ever been thought of; they 
ar') the very same as they were three thousand 
years ago. 

It is evident from the number of cottages that 
the holdings are small. But the soil is wonder­
fully fertile, for volcanic products, when decom­
posed, are very favourable to vegetation. The 
little fields or patches into which the farms or 
market gardens arc divided, when assiduously 
cultivated, yield four crops a year. From the 
extraordinary prevalence of Jerusalem artichokes, 
I should have inferred that they formed the 
whole food of the people, pretty much as a 
stranger might infer from the advertisements of 
a railway station that the English people sub• 

their former sites, as if no fresn eruption "\l'as to 
be thought of; and so no doubt did the peasantry 
about Pompeii, as soon as the eruption had finally 
closed. _ After all, it is not so rare a folly: we all 
see, written in lurid letters, the fate of gamblers, 
speculators, cheats, dissemblers, and rogues of 
every hue; but no sooner are one set down than 
others step into their shoes, only to experience a 
repetition of their fate. As for Pompeii_ itself, 
it was too completely submerged, and under too 
soft material, eyer to be built over; and the pea­
santry in the neighbourhood have fared better 
than might have boon expected, for they have 
novor boon disturbed since that time by a similar 
catastrophe, 

But we nre now close to Pompeii itself. Our 
fast impression on reaching it is, that it is much 
farther from the base of Vesuvius than we had 
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i!nagined. We had thought llf it as close to the 
toot of the mountain, and lo I a pluin threo or 
f,mr miles lies between them. All the moro tre­
mendous nrnst hnse been the force of the emption 
whieh sent forth sueh showers of ashes, mud and 
pumice-stone, as to bury the city to the depth of 
twenty feet. ,ve see how it happened that 
Pompeii fared differently from Herculaneum. 
Herculaueum was nearer, and it lay right uncler 
the stream of liquid la Ya that came rushing clown, 
and was buried under material that macle exca­
vation as difficult as tunnelling the Alps. Porn­
peii was buried under avalanches of softer mate­
rial, shot into the air, part of which falling reel 
hot burnt up all the inflammable parts of the city, 
but left its more solid remains. It is these solid 
remains "\'l"e now see, and our next impression is, 
that as a whole, they are not externally imposing. 
They show nothing like the Colosseum at Rome, 
or the baths of Diocletian, or the arch of Ves­
pasian, or the aqueduct of Claudius. At the dis­
tance of a mile or two, there is nothing in Pompeii 
to make a great impression. All the interest 
arises from a minute inspection of the objects. 
Auel the minuter the inspection the greater the 
interest. 

Many of the houses were no doubt of consicler­
aLle height, but the upper stories, where the 
slaves usu,ally hacl their apartments, were of 
wood, ancl of course burnt clown. And Pompeii 
was but a little city, of from twenty to thirty 
thousand inhabitants, and sixteen years before 
the eruption, it had been shattered by an earth­
quake. This gives to its remains a peculiar in­
terest, because nearly everything found in it must 
represent the definite period bet"\'l"een .m. 63 and 
79. The earthquake occurred about the time of 
St. Paul's second imprisonment at Rome, and he 
must have heard of it shortly before his martyr­
dom. But hardly any Christian remains have 
been found in Pompeii. It was in the maiu a 
gay, festive, li«!entious city, elevated to pleasure 
and free indulgence. Its remains enable us to 
reconstruct the life of that period in many of its 
details, and to understand better what manner of 
men these Romans were that breathed the atmo­
sphere of paganism in its most cultured form. 

We pay our twe francs and enter the cit>·, 
accompanied by an official guide, at the Porta 
Marina, and after passing through the museum, 
with its ghastly skeletons so wonderfully pre­
served, and conveying to us the very features 
and expression of some of the people ( and even 
animals) as death overtook them, we look round 
us on the street. We mark the peculiar struc­
ture of the stone with which they are paved. Is 
it a fancy or a fact that there is a resemblance 
between this stone, and that which we find not 
as part of, but close to the Forth Bridge? In 
point of fact., both are volcanic products, ancl 
therefore alike. How odd the association of things 
old and new! What makes the Forth Bridge 
possible is, that the volcanic rock that juts out 
into the frith at its north end is so bard, that the 
action of the water has never washed it away. 
But for this the frith would have been too wide 
for any bridge to span. 'rhe pavement of the 
Porupeiian streets in polygonal blocks is volcanio, 

so are the stepping-stones for the foot passenger;; 
to step over, and in some instances the pillars of 
the great buildings. 

'.l'h~ streets are narrow and not imposing, their 
pnnc1pal feature having been the shops, the 
strnc~ure of which ~as similar to many that are 
seen m Naples nt this day. The dwellincr-houscs 
of the Letter kind opened inwards into

0 
an en­

closed court, while the part facing the street was 
devoted to shops, the only opening to which 
served as door and window combined. These 
shop-openings are gaunt and desolate enough now, 
but in olden times were all gay and radiant with 
g_o.udy frescoes (partly remaining) and attrac­
tive wares; wliile fountains sparkled in the vistas, 
and crowds of people in brilliant costnmeP, with 
flower-girls offering their wares at the corner.o, 
wade them as rich and bright as they are desolate 
and dreary now. We may yet see notices in red, 
mostly referring to some election that was going 

• ~--# - "' 

~~~~;;:,,;:.-. - .~ .:. 

ONE OF THE GATES. 

on, trade signs, and occasionally a talisman to 
avert the evil eye, and a snake or two to represent 
the household gods. The evil eye, the mal-occhio 
of to-day, seems to have been a tenible bugbear. 
The same superstition that makes the waggoner 
of Naples place a waving object on the harness of 
his horse, to prevent the evil eye from fixing on 
it, was in full play then. We may congratulate 
ourselves on this mark of progress-that among 
us it is rarely indeed that such charms are rn­
sorted to even by the most ignorant. 

Let us look into the forum, the centre of the 
life of the town, with its temple of Jupiter at 
one end, its tribunal at the other, its long Doric 
colonnades on either side, and spaeious area. 
within. All are represented now by me~·e ruins, 
yet ruins that vividly recall the olden time, and 
enable you without effort to fancy the prou,l 
senator strutting towards the temple where the 
senate · met ; the busy lawyer or the anxious 
litigant hastening to the courts of justice; the 
money-changers sitting with their golden aucl 
silver heaps in front of them; tho merchant;; 
me.king their ba1·gains, while groups of citizens 
were everywhere pacing the marble slabs of the 

2 z ~ 
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ptwomcnt, nml accompnnying their discussions 
with thoso onorgctic movomonts of tho body 
which an' at this llny such a contmst to tho st11id 

FORUM A:-D TEm•r.E OF JUl'll'EB, 

manner of our people at home. It would seem 
that before the catastrophe, workmen were en­
gaged in substituting travestine columns for the 
softer material of which ·the older columns 
were composed, and it is quite touching to find 
at this hour rough unfinished blocks of stone 
waiting for the finishing process which they 
were 11ever to receive. 

The temples are, of course, very conspicuous 
among the ruins. We note the grandeur nod 
extent of the surrounding colonnade, compared 
with the small dimensions of the temple proper, 
usually standing on a raised platform, and 
approached by a flight of steps, and we fancy 
the crowd of worshippers standing around, 
while the priests performed the rites within. 
In the basilica, or hall of justice, ·we see the 
germ of the Christian church; the pillars on 
either side, the bemo. corresponding to the 
chancel, o.nd the apse, all suggesting the 
modern adaptations. '!'ho tro.nsept was n. 
subsequent addition. No Christian church hos 
been found, but it is quite likely, as Bulwcr 
represents, that thern were Christians in the 
city, who were oujects of scorn o.nd hatred, 
and of whom the calumny wns still in circuln­
tion that they de'l'oured a child nt their :;;nc1·od 
feasts. 

But the dwelling-houses nre the most in­
teresting of Pompeiiun relics. Many read.ors 
are familiar with their stt-uoturo, for thoy 
give us our best idea of Ro1nan habito.tious; 
theroforo a llrief description will suffice. 'l'ho 
house was usually e-nterod fro1u the street by 
a narrow passage which opouecl into a comt, 
surronu<led by a covot·ed passage, with o. l'Gservoir 
in the centre for raiu water, 'l'he npnrl1ueuts 
in this part of the house wore 001Umouly m1od for 
husiuoss nnd the intereourso of tho fo1uily with 
tlie outer world. 'l'ho rooms hl\d uo opcuiugs to 

tho stroot, but nll oponocl into tho court, which 
supplied thom with light nncl n.ir. It w1111; raro 
fo1· the windows to be glu1.cd, but glnss was 

not unknown. In 1 n. r g e 
houses there was n. seconcl 
court., with npartments 
moro clevotecl to the life 
of tho family. Jn the centre 
of this court wns a fish­
pond, nod often a gnrden 
nround, Sometimes the 
garden wo.s outside alto­
gether. Usually tho apart­
ments were small, for much 
of the life of the family was 
spent in the courts in the 
open nir. Often in the ·ves­
tibule we see a shelf, on 
slonclcr mnrble pillnrs, for 
the household gods. 

But the chief interest of 
~1 the houses lies in the style of 

decoration. 'l'he profuseness 
, .. , of colouring o.ncl ornament is 

most striking ; no po.ins were 
spnrecl in this department. 
But it is not very solid 
decoration. Mnrble columns 

nnc.l walls nre rnre ; usually the material is brick, 
covered with plaster, lmt this it is that affords 
such unlimited scope for pictorio.l decoration. 

AllCII 01•' C.\l,IOUI .. \, 

The coloms of oolnmns aml walls a1·e sometimes 
gln1·ing, but for tho most pn1-t eYerythiug is in 
oxeellent tt1sto. Friezes, g1\l'lt\nds, t't,s'toou~, sprn~·s 
moot your e)'0 oYorywhero, that urn simpl~· ~,:s:­
qnisite ; whih1 fnm1 n dl\rk gr~Hmll, light 1my 
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fignrei' , winged or otherwise, seem to moYc in airy 
pathwnys in every variety of grnccfnl form. But 
when JOU have prniscLl the form and the colour 
you find little else to admire. The Epirit of pagan­
ism is rampant throughout. 'l'hnt pagan mytho­
logy should furnish most of the themes of the artist 
was uaturnl enough: 1he story of Karcissus, the 
loves of Aphrodite, the story of Leda, the revels 
of Bacchus, or the dances of nymphs and satyrs. 
" 7 e do not wonder that the decorations of a. 
pagan city should not represent a single BiLlical 
theme, nor exemplify our Christian idea. But 
we are surprised a.t tbe frivolous, fantastical and 
utterly car~less spjrit in which the whole BJstem 
of decoraLiou seems to have been con.::eived. 
,vere there no noble deeds of history, no touch­
ing incidents of family life, no pathetic occasions 
dmwing out the deeper feelings of the heai-t, 
worthy of being represented? It would seem 
not. Pompeii was a city of pleasure, devoted to 

dealt in. l\Iany of the earthen vessels which 
contl\inctl these a.re still preserved. Sometimes 
thi:lre nro drinking-enclosures, like those of our 
public-houses, but for the most part the drinking 
was clone in the open 11ir. Tavern walls were 
commonly decorated with drinking pictures. A 
fuller's establishment gives us a vivid idea of his 
lmsiness. Four basins show where the cloths 
wero washed, and the small stands beside them 
where they were· pressed by tho men'11 feet. 'l'he 
kikhen with its oven, and the rooms and bed­
chambers show that the fuller lived here with 
his family, and probably his workmen, who were 
slaves. A gallery for drying the clothes was sup­
ported by square pillars adorned with frescoes 
illustrative of the fuller's art, now in the Naples 
Museum. But the interest of these things 
evaporates in description; it is the actual sight 
of them that gives the extraordinary sensatiun. 

Baths and theatres were commanding features of 
wine and song and dance ; 
and all that met the eye in 
its cl welling;; must help the 
more free, thoughtless and 
careless moods of man's 
spil'it. It looks as if men 
were playing at life instead 
c-f living in earnest. The air 
of abandon that meets us 
everywhere is that of a com­
munity that knew little or 
nothing of gil'cling up the 
loins of the mind, or bracing 
itself for the duties of life. 
The human body is con­
stantly represented as the 
masterpiece of nature, worthy 
of an admiration which is 
almost worship, and de­
manding an unimpeded free­
dom in its every movement 
and exercise. Of course it 
must be represented nude, 
to brin"' out all the varieties 
of striking and graceful 

nuYS C,\l:r.YIXU SOIL FRu)I THE EXCAYATIOSS. 

attitude of which it is capable. In these re­
presentations it is it?p_ossi~le to preve°:t. _the 
beauty of art from mm1stenng to the. sp1r1t of 
sensuality. There comes to bo an entHe break 
with the modesty of nature, and when ~nodesty 
depart~ there can be lit~le ~oubt what will come 
in. \\ e cannot even hmt rn these pages at the 
•grossne~s, not now visible how~ver, which c~~ue 
to be represented in the decorations of Pompeu. 

Perhaps it is certain of the shops that are most 
suggestive of the mode of life of t~ese distant 
clays. All that was made of wood. 1s of co_urse 
destroyed, but stone, brick and plaster obJects 
remain. Here is a baker's shop, where you see 
the grinders for pulverizing the ~our, the oven 
where the bread was baked, and m a protected 
place loaves of bread have been found exactly as 
the baker left them. Yonder is a barber's, with 
the hicrh stool on which bis customer was shaved, 
and b~nches for others to sit on till their turn 
came. On the marble counter in another shop 
you sec large tanks, in which were Btored tl1e 
wine or oil, the bee1· or milk which the owner 

Pornpeiiau life. The Thermre of Porupeii "i'"o an 
excellent idea of the elaborate manner i; which 
this department of life was carried 011. First 
you enter the largo room for unclressing, with 
benches rouncl it. Orher chambers are for tho 
tepid bath, the hot air bath, and the colcl bath, 
and there are various othe1· rooms and baths for 
women. On these bath-rooms the Pompeiians 
(and the Romans generally) expended much 
elaborate ornamentation. 'l'o soe theui gi,·es a 
new interest to the passa.ge in the "Last Days of 
Pompeii," where a party is clescribell as Letaking 
themselvos to the baths. First they euter the 
clrcssing-room, where the va.nltecl ceiling is raiseLl 
from a cornice, glowingly culourecl with motley 
ancl grotesque paintings, the ceiling panelled in 
white compartments bordered with 1·ich crimson, 
and the floor pa.vecl with white 1110$0.ic:s. Hang­
ing their clothes ou hooks fastened in the wall, 1 

and receiving from their own slaves or tho:,u of 
1he Thermre loose roues in rctnrn, those who took 

• So snye llulwer; but what I st,w was 1·cc,' sscs b. llao 
wnll for the clothes of bnlhcrs. 
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only the cold bath withdrow into tho graceful 
circular building which still exiAts. Tho moro 
luxurious departed to ihe tepidal'iuin, to enjoy a 
bath heated to a voluptuous warmth, by means 
of a suspended pavement heated from the 
laco11ic11m. This apartment was fitted up with 
great splendour, and lighted from the arched 
rnof, which was beautifully carverl and painted. 
Habitual bathers, who bathed seven times a day, 
would remain here in a state of luxurious lassi­
tude, hardly able for the slightest exertion. 
Others niore active would proceed to the suda­
torium, or vapour bath, where a1iother form of 
luxury would be found. Tke vapour was seasoned 
·with spicy perfomes, and when the bath was 
0ver, the bather was laid hold of by his slaves, 
who, with a kind of scraper, removed from him 
the dews of heat. If he then passed to the 
water bath, fresh perfumes would regale him, 
and a cooling shower play over his head and 
body. Returning to the tepidariuin, wheru from 
--vials of gold or alabaster, slaves would anoint 
:him with the rarest unguents, and soft music 
delight him from an adjacent chamber, he would 
rejoin his friends and spend some time in easy and 
pleasant conversation. W c can almost see the pro­
cess going on at Pompeii; and when we examine 
at Rome the stupendous remains of the baths 
{)f Diocletian, we may imagine the boundless 
profusion of luxury and gratification of the 
flesh that day by day was associated with these 
establishments. 

We must pass by the theatre and the amphi­
theatre, the street of tombs, the garden of Cicero, 
the house of Sallust, and the many houses and 
temples that, to those who· have ample time, 
:furnish the most interesting material for study. 
A superficial survey of Pompeii, though pro­
foundly interesting, is a long way from being 
1,0 instructive or interesting as that deliberate 
examination of detail which enables one to 
compare one object with another. Just let us 

glance illto the Wille-cellar of the villa of 
Diomedes, outside the gate. It is a large vaulted 
chnmber, with small openings above. When the 
catnstrophe occurred, it was thought that this 
woultl affurd protection. Worrien and chilclren 
flocked into it, but the ashes •ancl suffocating 
vapour penctratP.cl through the openings. Here 
were found eighteen clead bodies, and beside 
them the bread and fruit which they had brought 
with them. The probable owner of the house 
was found near tlhe garden door, and near him a 
slave with money and valuables. Wh'lt a vivid 
picture we get of the awful tragedy! 

It is well known that litt)e more than half 
Pompeii lias yet been excavated, although that 
part is believed to contain the most important 
podious. The process of excavation, however, still 
goes vigorously on. A railway has been con­
structed to remove the excavated· matter, which 
is carried to the trucks in baskets on the heads of 
women or boys, in Neapolitan fashion-making 
a picturesque spectacle, but creating. in a British 
mind much wonder at the prejudice against wheel­
barrows. We watched the excavators with atten­
tion as they shovelled away the material that the 
burning mountain hacl poured out-chiefly ashes, 
bits of pumice-stone aud mud. It was q11ite 
loose and easily dealt with. A workman had 
just excavated a little bronze lamp, which we 
would fain have purchased, but ·he dared not 
sell. Another, as we looked, came on a bunch of 
house-keys, somewhat rusty, as they had lain 
there 1812 years. Another was excavating a 
washing-house, and had just come on a mass 
of soap, with a fragment of.which he presented 
us. How strange to think that the last owners 
had been in eternity eighteen centuries! And 
how much more solemnizing to think what may 
be goi11g on here .eighteen centuries hence! A 
mightier convulsion may have taken place ere 
then, and the new heaven and new earth appeared 
"wherein dwelleth 1·ighteousness." 

THE ANDERSONS: BROTHER AND SISTER. 
CHAPTER XIX.-RETRIBUTIO:S-. 

THE next few hours wore to Lcttice one pro­
longed whirl. She <lid what had to be done, 
with some measure or outward quietness; 

but her mind was in a dizzy tumult of feeling. 
After all that had palilsccl, it rncmed such a fear­
ful reverse for Theodosia! Lettico forgot i11jnrics 
to herself and her whole heart w:.,nt out in pas­
sionate pity to that unhappy. woma11, who in 
losing Keith might almost be said to lose her all. 

Felix said little dnrillg the journey, but he 
saw to everything, looked well after Lettice, and 
made her lie down on the scat, while nobody 
except themselves occupied the compartment.. 
She funnel. herself involuntarily tracing and re­
tracing the course of late cvellts. 'l'hings hacl 
turnetl out utterly ulllike all previous expccta-

tiolls. But for 'l'heodosia's delcrmined antagonism, 
she might not have come to London at this 
time, and she might never have lived again with 
Felix! This new phase of affairs had sprung 
from a cbain of circumstances over which she 
had small control; not one of which, separatel.,­
viewed, could ha Ye been deemed likely to produce 
any such result. 

"I suppose things often are so," she meditated, 
roposillg ill the lamplight, with the rush of the 
train in her cars. "And after all, it has beell 
worth going through tho trouble, to bring o.bout 
my home "·ith Folix. Yes; worth the whole. I 
woulll not undo a single stop, if it must me,~n 
undoing that too .... I never fallcied Fehx 
could be what ho is uow to me. 'l'hroo months 
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ago, if I co11lJ have looked ahead, how little I 
should hove cared about Mrs. Bryant's unkind­
ness .. , . At least it would have been a different 
feeling altogether-not desolate! I do care now; 
l,ut I shall bo cleared some day, quite cleared, 
I am suro of it. And meantime lifo is so happy! 
How can I help being contented? .... 'l'hat 
poor little Keith? Ought I to ~ glad about 
anything, when he is dying?" 

So the hrmrs passed, in alternatio:::i.R of feeling; 
and after midnight the journey ended, in a dark 
drive to Quarrington Cottage. Lettice sprang 
out, to be met at the door by Dr. Bryant. He 
looked grave and tried;. but.at the first glimpse 
of Lettice, something of the old light came into 
his eyes. "My child, I have missed yon ! " he 
said. 

" Han yon? I did wonder if, perhaps, you 
might!" 

"Hardly possible that I should not!" 
" And Keith?" • 
"You are in time. Not much more than in 

time, I fear. Your brother was 1;ght to come 
too," as he held o'nt a hand to Felix. 

"I could not let Lettice travel alone at night.'· 
"No: you are perfectly right." 
" Uncle, what is the illness?" 
"A chill first. Bronchitis, mth complications. 

He cannot last many holinl now. At this moment 
he is not conscious." 

" Will he know m~" 
"I hope so. He l;ias asked for you incessantly, 

poor little lad. Theodosia would not consent, 
until yesterday afternoon, to have you sent for. 
I feared then that it might be too late. The boy 
was so distressed that she ,had to give way." 

L6ttice shivered at the thought of Theodosia; 
not with reference to herself. • "It is terrible for 
llrs. Bryant! " she murmured. 

" Y cs ; and the boy has seemed to tum from 
her in this illness. It has been most painful. 
My dear, will you take off your wraps; and then 
you must have supper. After that you shall see 
him." 

" 0 let me go to him first. 1\" e had supper at 
home." 

"You must take something more now." 
She had no choice as to submission, and 

obedience was the quicker mode. Fatigue could 
not be thought of; and she had no desire for 
sleep. Felix at least was glad to avail himself 
of the food provided; and Lettice did her best 
to satisfy Dr. Bryant. 

"You are looking well in health. Not the 
worse for London!" he said, after an earnest 
scrutiny. 

" Felix takes suoh care of me." 
Felix grunted slightly, as if in token that he 

desired no compliments. 
"Anderson will be no loser in tho end." 
Then came a summons. ":Master Keith was 

eensible, and he wanted Miss Lettice. He had 
asked if she were not in the house.'' 

"Come, hoth of you," the doctor said Uilex­
pectedly. He !'-Ould hardly have explained why 
he extended his invitation to Felix. The words 
sprang from a momentary impulse; 1ut Felix 
followed without hesitation. 

Keith w~ sitting up in _his little bed, Stip· 
ported by pillows. .Beside hrn1 stood Theodosia : 
haggard, wretched beyond description. Afu:r 
one glance, as Lettice entered, her eyes were: 
averted; while the boy extended eager hands, 
and gasped, " Dear old Lettice ! Come ! " 

She bent over him, and he held her with his 
thin arms, until they dropped through weakness. 
The breathing was sorely OppYessed. He seemed 
striving to say something, and unable to bring 
it out. Theodosia drew nearer.; but with one 
hand he tried to push her away-a hasty childish 
motion. 

"No, no, Kl'ith ! " the doctor eaid in a gentle 
Yoiec. 

"I can't! Lettice ! Not mamsie ! It was she 
-did it!" The boy could with difficulty speak. 
and he looked towards Dr. Bryant, panting. "I 
want-want-to tell you! .... Mamsie did it! 
.... I eaw her! .... Letticc knows! .... 
Ask Lettice ! " 

"What does he mean?" asked Dr. Bryant, in 
a low voice. Lettice shook her head. How could 
she reply? 

"Lettice knows ! " repeated the boy brokenly. 
"Hold me, Lettice ! Don't go! .... She put 
the bank-note .... her own self .... into 
Lettice's box! I saw her .... Mamsie 
knows .... quite well .... And Lettice 
knows!" 

Theodosia's face grew stony; and Dr. Bryant'd 
changed to a grey whiteness. 

" Who put the bank-note into Lettice's box, 
Keith?" 

"Mamsie ! her own self! I saw her! . . . . 
I can't think-how-she could ! " 

An oppressive silence followed, broken only by 
the boy"s gasps. Lettice was the first to speak. 

" Keith, darling, don't think of all that now. 
Try to forget about the money. You have not 
to do with it, you know. Think of the st-0ries I 
used to tell you, up in the playroom on Sunday 
afternoon. About JESus, dying on the Cross,and 
how He loved the children always." 

"Yes, I know ! Will He take m1r-right awav 
-up there?" • 

"I am sure He will. He loves you so; and 
He died for you, Keith. Ask Him now to for­
give you all that you have done wrong; and to 
take care of you.'' 

"I can't speak-it hurts! You ask?" 
There was an instant's shy reluctance, but 

at such a moment she could not think of self. 
Others simply stood around, waiting. Lettice 
looked at none of them. She knew that Theoclvsia, 
Dr. Bryant, Felix, Susanna, were present; yet as 
she knelt, with bowed head, clasping the boy's 
hand, she had a sense of being alone with Keith 
before the Heavenly Throne. Iu soft tones she 
uttered the words of her own old e\"ening prayer, 
learnt long ago from Cecilia, and taught later to 
Keith, only changing the pronouns to suit the 
needs of the present occasion. and bringing in 
Keith's name. He joined brokenly in the familiar 
sentAnces: and then a fit of choking came on. 
'l'heodosia interfered to gi\"e help : her own 
face ghastly. When the attack passed off, it ldt 
the boy unconsciouf!. 
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" Is this truo ? " tho doctor nsked, in a voice of 
suppressed pain. 

Ho had no immediate answer. Theodosia's 
gaze was riveted on her boy's face, over which 
a marked change was creeping. It had come 
without waming: and it deepened fast. Again 
he strnggled fur breath : and once more, with 
returning sense, his eyes sought Lettice's face. 
A smile glimmered : and one word passed his lips, 
that word of "hope for the dying." He E>aid 
distinctly-" Ju:sus ! " 

"Keith, darling, look at mamsio ! GiYe poor 
mamsie one smile." 

He made an effort to obey: but in the act his 
eyes closed. 

'!'here was another slight struggle: and the 
child was gone. 

Silence again fell upon them all; and Lettice 
tremuled, holding the small lifeless hand. Theo­
dosia stood up white and stern. 

"Yes: it is true," she said, "I did it! I wanted 
to get rid of Lettice,-for Keith's sake! I could 
not have done such a thing for anybody else's 
sake,-only for Keith! ... Only for Keith ! ... 
I know what I am saying! Don't stare at me­
all of you! I tell you-Lettice stole my boy's 
heart from me! And she would have robbecl 
him-robbed him of his rights ! I saw it a11-
and so-for his sake-my boy's sake7"-" 

"Come out of the room, Theodosia ! " Dr. 
Bryant spoke with infinite pity. 

"Why should I go? Nothing is left to me 
now. Oh, I know-it was wrong, of course­
but this is an awful punishment! "-and she 
sank over the child's body, uttering a wail of 
such misery, that Lettice burst into weeping at 
the sound. Who could comfort the unhappy 
woman? She had sacrificed her truth, her sense 
of right, deliberately wronging an innocent girl, 
as a gratification of her own jealousy, and for 
the supposed advantage of the single being whom 
she loved: and now, not only was he taken from 
her, but before he went, she had the additional 
anguish ot knowing that she had forfeited his 
esteem, if not alsJ his love. There was a bitter 
irony in the fact that her own idolised boy 
should have been the one, of all others, to mako 
known her wrong-doing. Either, his rei::olution 
not to speak of it had broken clown under the 
weakness of suffering, or his childish conscience 
had refused to let him pass away without cleuing 
Lettice from unjust accusation. ,vhichever way 
it might be, Theodosia's cup was thereby filled 
to the brim. , 

"Go away! Go and leave me! "she cried. "I 
want Keith! nobody but Keith! Lettice may 
have all yonr money now. Now Keith is gone." 

To Lettice the scene was heartrencling: to 
Felix it was a revelation. If the love of money 
could lead to this-love of money, not fur self 
even, but for another-who might count himself 
free fn,m peril! He said nothing: but that 
which he saw sank deeply, ancl was not forgotten. 
'fheodosia's jealousy of her boy's affection for 
Lettice was an additional motive which he conld 
not so well see or appreciate. One side of the 
matter was clear enough: aml it can ied its own 
lu,suu. 

"Take Lettice into another room," Dr. Bryant 
said quietly, and Felix obeyed. Half-an-hour 
later Dr. Bryant appearecl alone, entering the 
study where the brother and sisier had taken 
refuge. Lattice, not a little shaken by the 
lJttst scene, was sobbing still: but at the sound 
of his step she stood up. 

"Is Mrs. Bryant--?" she tried to say. 
Dr. Bryant was still ashen-pale, with the look 

of a man who bas received a severe, blow. He 
came in front of Lettice, ancl said,-" My child, 
forgive me ! " 

Lettice clung to him, without a word. 
".Forgive ine ! "he rnpeated. "You have been 

cruelly wronged." 
"You couldn't know ! You r,ouldn't tell. It 

was not your fault. I have nothing to forgive." 
"You have much! I ought to have been sure! 

The marvel to me now is-how I could ever have 
thought it possible. My own credulity amazes me." 

His grieved look wandered to the brother, and 
Felix said promptly-" The other would have 
seemed much more impossible." 

"True ! " Dr. Bryant sighed heavily. "'l'he 
least of the pain is that our little lad is safe at 
Home!" 

"Don't mind about me ! Don't think of that 
again" entreated Lettice. "You have been so 
good, so dear and good to me alwayR. And if I 
had spoken out a"t first--" 

" That was al ways a mystery ! I never could 
understand your silence. Why not haYe denied 
it from the beginning?" 

Lettice was dumb, and Felix spoke for her. 
"She thought she might divert suspicion upon 
me. I was in the room, also, with the bank-note." 

"I see!" - with a flash of understandir.g. 
"But, no !-how could that affect you? You 
were not in the room alone ? " 

" Y es,-alone ! " 
" Ah ! " the sound was almost a groan. 
"It is all right now-I mean, you will never 

doubt me again-and I shall always be your 
child!" murmured Lettice, longing to comfort 
him. 

His lips touched her brow, as he echoeil,­
" Al ways my chilu. ! " 
"Is she any better, uncle? " 
A negative mournful movement came in answer. 

" Sho has insisted on being alone for a time. After 
all-what can one do? What can anyone say to 
comfort her? ... Now you must both go to bed~ 
and do not hurry up in tho morning, either of 
you. Breakfast can be made ready at any time." 

" And you, uncle?" 
"I must have a little time to myself. Good­

night, dear child. 'l'ry to sleep .... There is 
need to sorrow more for the living than the dead; 
and that touches me more closely than you." 

"I think-what touches you touches me!" she 
tried to say. 

"Thanks, my comfort!" and with a stirrocl faco 
he was gone, able to bear 110 more. 

" I am glml I know him," Felix observed 
abruptly. "There's something noble about that 
man-something unlike other men ! " 

I Four days lator Keith was laid to rest in the 
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little village clrnrchyanl: mul somo who know 
'l'heodositt well, said plai11ly tlmt it was It merci­
ful stroke which hud taken the boy thufi curly 
away fr()JU her influence. Dr. Bryout, whatever 
he mig4t have felt, passed no such judgmcnt. 
He uttered no rcproachei;, and showed to his 
wife only a steadfast compassion. Sho bore up 
t-ullenly till after the funeral, only koepi11g to 
her own 1·oom, and refusing to see Lettico. 'l'hcn 
she bruke down, and for many weeks she wos 
laid low with brain fever. Ont of this illnefs 
she emerged a permanent in valid, shattered in 
body and mind, childishly sony for her past 
conduct, so far as she was capable of recalliug it, 
yet apt to be amused with the veriest trifles. 

Lattice could be no help to Dr. Bryant, so far 
as Theodosia was concerned : since her presence 
proYed always in a measure harmful, by excitine: 
more vivid recollections. A good nurse was i~ 
constant attendance: and Dr. Bryant devoted 
himself, with patient and forgiving assiduity, to 
lightening, so far as was in his powe1:, the burue11 
of his wifes existence. Her.; truly was a spoilt 
life. In less than a year she was Ji,.id beside her 
boy. 

Dr. Bryant had been thoroughly shaken out 
of bis love for Quarrington Cottage by these 
painful everits. Without consulting anybody, he 
put the place into the hands of agents, to be let 
or sold: and six weeks after his wife's dealh, he 
betook himself to a London hotel, within five 
minutes' walk of the Andersons' lodgings. 

Nobody expected him. Letticc had been greatly 
exercised of late, wondering whether her first 
duty lay with Felix .or with Dr. Bryant, now 
that the latter was left alone in the world. "If 
only I could live with them both!" she said often 
to herself: but Felix was tied to the neighbour­
hood of London: and that Dr. Bryant should be 
willing to quit his old home was a notion which 
never so much as occmTed to her imagination. 
Everybody looked upon him as a permanent 
fixture. 

The day on which he arrived happened to be 
the day of Prue Valentine's wedding : a quiet 
affair, with only Bertha and Nan, Lettice and one 
other girl, for bride's-maids. The ceremony took 
place in Mr. Kelly's own church. Prne looked 
calmly happy, in her neat white dress: not only 
happier but younger than for years past. The 
bride's-maids wore mauve and white, in consider­
ation of Lettice's mourning, which was of course 
slight in degree. It was a morning of much 
excitemt1nt for Lettice, who had never been a 
bride's-maid before: and for about the first time 
during six weeks past, her mind did not _clwe~l 
continuously on the thought of Dr. Bryant m lus 
solitude. Coming out of church, after the happy 
pair, a vague sense took possession of Lattice that 
somebody familiar and unexpected was present. 
She could not at once give shape to the uotion, 
and she did not exactly see the" somebody." It 
wes rather a dim consciousness that such an 
one might be seen-and her eyes roved abc,ut 
anxiously. Had she co,ught a glimpse, or bad 
she not-almost without knowing? An m1Hw0r 
came in the porch, when a l:ind finely-onllincrl 
face, framed in grey hair, wa11 suudenly close at 

lmml; aml thu, slw was aware tliat she had 
before deteetell l,im in ehurch, though her brain 
hnd not fully tranrllutcd what her eyes had seen. 

"Uncle Mo,urice I " burst from her lips. 
"Presently I" he rmid, us his hand clasped hers. 

" Go and enjoy yourself, my child. I shall see 
you by-and-by." 

'l'he next two hours were passed in pleasurable 
1:mspem.1e. When at length bride and bridegroom 
had taken their departure, Lctticc was free to go 
home,-and there, according to hope, she found 
Dr. Bryant comfortably establisheu. 

"So this is where you Jive I" he said. 
"It isn't a palace, uncle. But big roomf! don't 

make happiness." 
. '· That's an aphorism worthy of a copybook. 

Wedding gone off all right?" 
"0 yes. But how did you know?" 
"I called here, and learnt where you were 

·gone." 
" Didn't you think Prue looked sweet?" 
"I thought somebody else did .... Lettice, are 

you and Felix wedded to this neighbourhood? " 
"To London? Felix hau his work." 
"Business men often live outside London: 

within easy distance." 
" But the expense of going in and out every 

day ! Of course I should like it, and so would 
Felix: only it can't be thought of. You see, 
Felix ought to lay by, if only a little, every 
year, and I cost him a great deal. But I do 1ry 
to be economical, and to save in every possiLle 
way. And Felix is so glad now to have me with 
him." 

" My dear, I want you also." 
"If only Quarrington Cottage were not all that 

great clistance--!" Lettice spoke distressfully. 
" I am not going back to Quarrington• Cottage. 

It holds too many sad memories. The place is to 
be sold. I think of :finding a new home outside 
London,-perhaps in the direction of Reigate or 
Dorking. And I must have you to live with me." 

" But-Felix ! " 
"Felix too! I would not on any account separate 

you. I want you both to make my home your 
home. Why should you not? All that I have 
will belong to you by-and-by: and my will is 
already made, to that effect. No,-I shall leave 
something to Felix--" as she uttered her 
brother's· name:-" but the Lulk will be your's. 
Felix can make his own way: and ho will make 
it the faster, if by this plan he is able to lay by 
present carniuglil. I shoulcl undertake all his 
current expenses, as with a son of my own. Will 
Felix object ?-and would you mind ? " 

"Mind! If Felix consents I should be ouly 
to::> glad! I To be with yon always :-and to 
have Felix :-and to livo in the country! I 
didn't know life could be so lovclv ! " cried 
Lettico, onrapturocl. • 

No difficulties arose in tho path of the plan. 
Felix was both touched and grateful. "Nonsense!" 
he said to Lottice, whon she expressed private]~· 
hor rogrots as to Dr. Bryant's intentions for tho 
future, which ho had plainly stated to the youug 
mnn: "of course ho is freo to leave bi~ money 
where ho likes. Nuither of us has the smallest 
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claim upon him, lmt yon dosorvo it, if nnyuullv 
does. Ho is u11co111mo11ly gornl to mo, I cu11 tufl 
you: nncl thit1 will uo o. cnpitul lift. 'l'o luwo 1t 

homo providod, 1md oxponsos pnid, just when I 
um making my wny I Don't you sco whut 11 lot I 
ishnll bo nulo to suvo? 11 

"I hopo wo shl\ll not Loth got to co.l'O too much 
for monoy,11 Lottico so.id soriously. 

"Kot muoh dunger for you. 'l'hut isn't your 
sort. And wind-if you thiuk I'm getting into 
un nYnricious groovo-just spoo.k n11d wo.m mo, 
Lotticc.11 

Quarrington Cottage was sold, o.nd n protty 

homo wus ohoRon within forty minutos of tho City 
liy rnil. 'l'horo tho lJJ·othor nnd sis tor li vod with 
Dr. Bryn11t, finding i11 him a tmo father. 
Noithor of tho two bud nftor cnnso to rogrot the 
nrmngomont, and Dr. Bryo.nt's r1ld ngo wo.s tho 
Lnppiost poriotl of his lifo. 

Although the <losiro to "got on II wnR no 
lougor tho ruling pus11ion of Felix An<lorson'il 
mind, to tho oxolusion of nll ldghor aims, ho diil 
got on, o.ml gnvo promiso in timo of becoming n 
thoroughly pro11porous mnn, Hut in aftor yonrs 
ho novor lost sight of ono main fact., tho.t who.t 
ho possossed wo.s litornlly not his own, but only 
"hold in trust," 

• 

BY 'l'llll llE.Y, lll'OII DIACMILLAN1 IJ.D., LL.D, 

BLOOD RELATIONS. 

"And ho.th mu.de of one blood o.11 notions of won, for to dwell ou nll tho fo.oo of tlio cnrth."-Acld :.vii. 2tJ. 

MOST people think that the ulood of eYery 
creature is the sa!lle; that thoro is only 
one kind of blood. The blood of one of 

the lower animals, and the blood of a mrm look 
exactly a.like. It seems to be tho same crimson 
fluid in tho veins of every creo.tmo. Ancl yet in 
reality bloocl is ono of the most varied subt1t!mces 
in natme. In no two kinds of o.niruals is it alike. 
Its appearnnco to the eyo is indeed similar; hut 
under the microscope it is quito different. You 
can distinguish tho l.iloocl of n shoop from the 
blood of a bird, nnd tho blood of a hircl from t.hnt 
of n serpent. The size and tho slrnpo of tho littlo 
red particles of which tho blood is composud, nro 
iLilforont in difforont kinds of orouturo~. 'l'huy 
are largest in tho roptilos, o.ncl snmllost in clugH 
nml co.tH; and strango to say, tho ha.rvost monHo, 
which is tho smalleHt of ull our unimuls, hns 
1,1,)od-particlcs lo.rger tha.n tho8o of tho hor:io, or 
the ox. 'l'hc, rell blood-prll'ticlcs mny uo mado to 
take tho form of liouutiful crystnl1:1; nncl theHo 
cryr;talll nro uot ulwuys of the 11111110 shripo iu 
animals thut o.ro vory lilrn ouch other. l~or 
iustm1co, tho rut und tho guincu-pig· Lulong to tho 

somo class of animo.ls, and yot the orystnls got 
from tho blood of tho rnt are six-sided, whilo 
thoso of the guinea-pig u.ro fom-sided. 'l'ho reLl 
Llood-corpusolos of tho piko aro pointeLl nt both 
C'nds; nucl in thot rospoot this fish plninly diffons 
from tho fishos that nre most liko it. 

In rnon the blood-particles nro Llifforont froiu 
thoso of aH other orontures. You know that nt 
ouoo whou you sco thom under tho mioroscoi10. 
'fhoy IHO like little rolls of coins in tho thud. 
A frio1Hl of U1i110, n Llistinguitihed profoi:;sor, wns 
nekod on 0110 ocot1t1iou to givo n lino for n boll in 
nn infirmnl'y to n poor wo111nn, who said that isho 
wnis for go110 in co11sumptio11, 11ml wus p11tti11):; 
up blood. In proof of this, sho 1,1howoll him hor 
l11111llkorohiof l'Oll with wlrnt isho isnid was lwr 
hlood. 'l'ho pruft.•ssor qniotly put 11 hit of tho 
lmllllkurohiof urnlor hit1 mio1·osoo1it\ mnl :mid tli 
tho wu111n11, to ho1· oxtromo ot1to11isl111w11t 11ull 
tonor, "'l'hiti is not h11m1111 hl11ml ; it is hon't1 
blooll," It tnrnocl out that tho womnn, who 
wnntoll to uo kopt in illlenoss t\llll comfort in tho 
inllrnrnry, hnd thnt morning killoll n t~>wl, llllll 

llippoll hor hl\udkorohiof in its 1.ilvoll, iu onlt>r to 
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rlcc(•i 1c tho prur<:ssor, imagining that all blood 
Wa8 the same. Y uu know how in criminal trials 
medical men can tell from a blood-stain on 
clothes, "·hcthor it belonged to a human being or 
to one of tl10 lu11"Cl' auimals. This seems wonder­
ful to ignorant people, o.ntl yet it is the easiest 
thing in the world. For it is in the blood that 
ull the char,lcteristie differences of creatures 
begin. Creatures ~re distinct from each other 
uot oul,r in the great points which the oyo can at 
ouce see and distingnisb, but also iu the smallest 
parts, which the microscope alone can detect. 
The difference commences with the peculiar form 
of the blood-discs, which is the first effort of life, 
and ends with the peculiar form and structure of 
the teeth, which is the last; and it runs through­
out the whole nature. 

Now the remarkable thing is, that while the 
blood of man differs from that of all other aniinals, 
the blood of all kinds of men is precisely the 
same. There is not the slightest difference under 
the microscope between the blood of a negro, and 
the blood of a white man; between the blood of 
an Engfoshman and that of a Chinese, a Hincloo, 
or Australian savage. God hath made of one 
blood all nations of men, for to dwell on all the 
face of the earth. Great as are the differences 
between the various races of men, the sameness 
of their blood proves beyond doubt that they all 
sprang· from one common stock, and came from 
one common centre or cradle. They dii"'"r in the 
nature of their hair, some having woolly hair 
covering the whole head like a fleece, and others 
woolly hair growing in tufts, and others straight 
or curly hair. They differ also in the colour of 
their skin, some having white, others yellow, 
others red, ancl others black skins. They differ 
moreover in the formation of their skulls, having 
long or broad heads, and in the size of their jaws, 
having straight or projecting teeth. But while 
on all these points the various races of mankind 
differ, they all agree in ha'"ing their blood­
particles precisely the same. 

And this is a matter of extreme interest and 
importance. But how did St. Paul know it; for 
the microscope w,1s not invented in his day? 
How dicl he know that the blood of man was 
different from that of all other animals; for he 
impli':ls that in his remarkable words? He says 
indeed that "all flesh is not the same flesh; there 
is one kintl of flesh of men, another flesh of 
beasts, another of fishes, another of birds.'( But 
how did he know that all the kinds of men, whom 
he must have seen in his travels in various 
cunntries, had one kinu of blood ? It was the 
Spirit of Goel that inspired him, and gave him 
this wonderful knowledge, deeper ancl truer than 
he himself knew. For in all likelihood all that 
St. Paul meant in his own mind by his saying 
was, that all the races of mankind had the same 
human naturn. But God's words have a meaning 
<lee.per than the surface one, and the more you 
study them in the light of His works, the truer 
you find them to lJe, 

·what St. Paul saicl was far in advance of the 
belief of the time. In the apostle's clay it was 
not acknowledged that Goel had rnado of one blood 
all the nations of the cartli. It was held that 

there were superior ancl inferior races that did 
not belong to the same original stock. The 
Greeks looked clown upon all other races as 
barbarians, and the Athenians, to whom Paul 
addressed his words, held the :foctrine of a 
separate creation for their own state of A ttiea. 
'l'hey called themselves Autochthones, that is a 
people who sprang ont of the same soil which 
they inhabited, without contact with any other 
i-ace. The Jews looked clown upon Greeb and 
Romans as Gentiles with whom they would have 
no dealings; and the nations beyond these were 
supposed by them both, to have different natures 
altogether from themselves. They therefore had 
no interest in them, they treated them with hate, 
or ocorn, or indifference. It is not long since we, 
in this country, regarded all foreigners as entirely 
different from ourselves; as our natural enemies, 
whom it was right to hate, and fight with, and 
despoil a~ best we could. Nor has this feeling 
altogether disappeared even yet, when steamers 
and railways have brought all the ends of the 
earth together, and haYe enabled men to judge 
of each other on familiar grounds. 

Now, it is a very important thing to under­
stand this great truth, that all the people, who 
live in different parts of the world, are the same 
as ourselves; that all mankind are connected by 
blood relationship. You know what that big word 
consanguinity means-sharing the same blood; 
and it is always confined to members of the same 
family, or who are related by birth. But if you 
realise that God hath made of one blood all 
nations, that gi,·es a wider meaning to the word, 
and enables you to extend the application of the 
fact to all the famifo s of mankind. What a 
grand thought it is that all the races of men are 
Gods off15pring, formed in God's image, and, being 
thus mutually like God, are all like each other; 
that they are all not aliens, but brethren, 
members of a vast family, of whom God is the 
Father ! What a still grander thought it is that 
God's Son took upon Him our common human 
nature, and united Himself to us bv blood­
relationship; became the Saviour of our· comm:m 
nature, that He might be the Saviour of each 
who wears that nature ; had our blood flowing in 
His veins, that He might be the brother of each 
human being, and make each son of man to 
become the son of God ! The blood that Ho shed 
on the Cross for your sins, is the same blood of 
which God has made all the nations of men. 
Should not that wonderful thought make you 
interested in all the far-off heathen nations who 
have never heard of this Elder Brother of tLe 
human race, of this blood-relation of their own, 
who left them the legacy of His redemption: 
Should the cause of foreign missions not gain 
vastly by a thought like this? Blood is thicker 
than water, they say, ancl we shouhl do fur those 
related to us by bluoLl, whai we might not do for 
aliens and strangers. 

Usually persons do not care much for things 
that happen at a distance, and to people whom 
1hoy do not know and have noYer seou. I re­
member, on ono occasion, seeing a uewspapn 
account of a terriblo accident. advertiscLl uu a bip; 
boanl iu the street, allll a crowd stalllliug round 
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it. A mecha11i.c came past mHl reatl the nclYer­
tisement with deep interest, till he came to the 
end; when he c1ied out with mingled scorn and 
rage, as if he had been cheated of his 1,ympathy, 
"Uh'. it is onl_v in China." Such is the feeling 
that people usually have regarding troubles which 
happen to other countries and distant races. 
,vhat takes place at their own door, and among 
their own neighbour!', deeply impresses them, 
howe,er small the trouble may be; but the 
greatest calamities excite but a passing thought 
when they befall a people on the other side of the 
world. It was in order to take away this feeling 
of strangeness and indifference regarding distant 
people and novel scenes, that "a man of Mace­
donia," you remember, appeared in vision to the 
Apostle Paul, and bernught him to come over and 
help his countrymen by preaching the Gospel in 
Europe. It was not a spirit or an angel that 
acted the part of messenger, but a man from the 
very phice where Paul's services were wanted; a 
native specimen of the people living in it. It 
was a man with the same blood in his veins as in 
Paul's own, with the same longings and needs 
and sympathies in it. Ho had a strango dress, a 
stra11ge look, a strange language; but bis flesh 
and blood, his heart and soul, were the same as 
those of Paul. And so the heat.hen who have 
strange looks, strange ways, strange customs, but 
the same heart's blood as yourselves, beseech yon 
to come over and help them. They are brought by 
your steamers to your doors that you may know 
them. Their very idolatry shows that they are 
blindly seeking after the same living God as 
yourselves, and are miserable without Him. 

There was an article in one of our leading 
magazines not long ago, in which the writer 
made good his point, that the people of this 
country were more closely related to each other 
than they supposed. By going back only a few 
generations, families now wide apart in rank and 
wealth, and ignorant of each other's existence, 
could trace their origin to the same parents. The 
autbc,r proved that we are all Highland relations; 
and if we went still farther back, though not 
very far after all, we should :find that many 
foreign nations were nearer than ninety-second 
cousins to us. It is a very remarkable thing that 
the babes of all races approach far nearer to one 
uniform type than do the grown-up people. The 
infant of the Ethiopian or the Australian is 
much lighter in tint than its parents. Jn the 
negro the black colour does not exist in the skin 
at first. For the first few days of its lift1 the 
negro child has a reddish brown skin; and then 
the characteristic black pigment belonging to its 
race makes its appearance. A new-born Reel 
Indian or Polynesian babe could scarcely be told 
from one that had white parents. Thus the 
infant favour.s not so much its own immediate 
relations as the original type of the race ; and 
every new child that uppea1 s is a perpetual 
assertion of the universal brothe1hoocl of ma11. 

As young people, therefore, you are nearer 
to all the young people of the world, what­
ever race they belong to. You have many 
privileges and blessings of which they, in God's 
wise providence, ha,e been depri ,·eel; deprind, 

it may be, in order that you might impart tb'"su 
1o them, nnd thus you and they might be 
bound by ~till closer ties than those of blood. 
You know about Jesus; you are living in a Janel 
where the Gospel shines, and where all the 
families ha Ye the advantages of Christian civilisa­
tion. Be not selfish in looking only at your own 
good things, regardless of their wants. Re­
member that the child, whom the Indian mother 
is about to throw into the Ganges as an offering 
to her false God; that the little African slave, 
fainting under the blows of a cruel master, have 
the same blood as yourselves, with all that it 
means of the sense of pain and suffering, and the 
sense of kindness, and longing for Jove and 
freedom. They are all children of the same 
Father, and are loved by the same Saviour as 
your own. Jesus, the elder brother of yon all, 
was lifted up upon the Cross, bearing the sins 
of all, dying for all, loving all, that He might 
draw all men to Himself, and to one another in 
Hirn. And He says from the Throne, " Look unto 
Me, and be ye saved, all ye ends of the earth, fur 
I am God, and there is none else." 

·whole races of human beings have become 
extinct in our world in bygone ages. The world 
has marched onward over the graves of nations. 
But e,en the youngest of you, if you think at all, 
cannot view this progress of the human race, 
carried on at such a cost, without concern. 
Your mdern training makes the old bones of 
the cavemen live in a manner unknown to your 
forefathers ; and your modern historical imagina­
tion makes the ancient world of Egypt and 
Greece and Rome rise up before you in all its 
vividness; and you feel how all these were your 
brethren, children of the same Father! .How 
great a debt you feel you owe to them; how 
much heathen Greece and Rome have contributed, 
along with the chosen people, of the materials 
which make you what you are! And can you 
think of these hoary races as having no share or 
interest in the salvation of Him whom vou are 
expressly told was slain from the foundation of 
the world? At the present day large portions of 
the human family are disappearing off the face of 
the earth, in order that its continents and islands 
may be inhabited by nobler races. But should 
you not be deeply interested in their fate, as you 
arc blood-relations? If they are destined to 
vanish before more favoured races, should you 
not do all you can to insure that, before they 
disappear, they should be brought into living 
and loving relations with you; into a nearer and 
truer unity than that of race, the unit_y of the 
new birth in Him, in whom there is neither Jew 
nor Gentile, bond nor free, savage nor civilised, 
but all are one for evermore. 

May this thought, my dear young friends, of 
your own ,ery blood flowing in the Yeins of your 
heathen outcast brothers and sisters, make these 
far-off persons Yery near and very real to you ; 
creatures with the same thoughts and longings 
and affections, with the same sense of siu, and 
the same need of the salvation of Christ as nnll"­
selves. May it excite your sympathy,· aml 
11uicken your interest in them. May you seek 
earnestly to make yourselves one with thew, by 
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nin.king yonrsclvcs famili:.r with their cornlition; 
~o th[\t yon may do [\ll Jou can to gather thom 
mto the fold of Christ. It is 11ot missionarfos 
and grown-up persons alone who can do thiH. 
Every loving aud faithful boy and girl, who 
know the truth as it is in Jesus, who have been 
made free from selfishness by that truth, free to 
be concerned about the deepest things of others, 
who, when nothing else can be given, can give a 
little prayer or a little worcl for the dark lands 
full of cruelty and superstition, can help iu this 

good mnsc. And I would like you to beo-in 
young. lt is out of the lJCart and into the he~rt 
that the blood flows. I would like that the 
gront thought of my text might get into yo:1r 
heart, and como out of it in works of faith and 
love, so that with your whole heart you may 
soek to do good to those who are no lono-er to 
you strangers and foreigners, but your bloocl­
relations, and whom, by God's grace, you can 
help to make with you fellow-citizens of the 
saiuts and of the household of God. 

--~ 
THE OLD SABOT-MAKER. 

/
:\ T Nantes, in the time of the first Napoleon, 

... "1 there was a Protestant pastor who kept a 
small depot of Bibles and New Testaments, 

which he distributed as he had opportunity. It 
was necessary to do this with prudence, for 
although there was nominally toleration under 
the Empire, the circulation of the Scriptures was 
not free, as it has been in France under the 
Second Empire and under the Republic of 
to-day. 

One of these New Testaments was given by 
the good pastor to a poor vagrant, who gained a 
living by ~inging and by reciting stories i11 the 
towns and villages where he went. On getting 
this Testament, he formed thA idea of taking 
from it some select portions, and either reading 
them, or repeating some of the ancient stories 
there recorded. He knew that very few of his 
countrymen, save perhaps in some of the larger 
towns, had any acquaintance with the contents 
of a book long interdicted and long neglected, 
as the New Testament hacl been. 

One day he found himself before the open door 
of an old rnbot-maker, or maker of wooden shoes, 
in one of the villages in the Department of the 
Seine anJ Loire, and asked an alms. 

"You ask an alms from me," said the old man, 
"why, I am myself obliged to beg as well as 
;rou." 

" Well," he replied, " if you do not choose to 
give me anything, I will try to earn a little. 
G-ive me a sou, and I will read to you a chapter 
of the Bible." 

"Of what?" 
" The Bible." 
"What is that?" he said. So ignorant was the 

old man that he had not even heard of the BiLle. 
"Why, it is a book in which we can read all 

about the bon Dieu." 
"Ah," said the old man, with a softened tone, 

"you may read about le bon Dieii;" for the most 
ignorant and the most unbelieving at times are 
touched with the natural piety which instinctively 
recognises a Ileavenly Father. Nor need we be 
surprised at such people not knowing .about the 
Testament, in a district of popish and infidel 
France, for in our own England, nearly a 
century later, it is certain tLnt to many, in this 

laud of churches i;,nd Bibles, the very name of 
Jesus Christ the Saviour was utterly strange 
and unknown. 

Well, the old man gave the wanderer his sou, 
and he, sitting down on the stone settle beside 
the door, read to the old man the thinl chapter 
of St. John's Gospel. He read well, with intelli­
gence, and the sabotier listened with astonish­
ment. He was deeply moved when he heard the 
sixteenth verse, which says how" God so loved 
the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life." The poor 
beggar man continued to read till he came to the 
end of the chapter, which thus closes: "He that 
believeth on the Son hath everlasting life; and 
he that believeth not the Son shall not see life; 
but the wrath of God abideth on him." 

Here the reader stopped. 
" Go on, go on ! " cried the old man. 
"No," said the mendicant; "for one sou I 

said I would read one chapter." 
" Oh, well then, here is auother sou ; now go 

on, I pray you." 
The fourth chapter was read, the old man still 

listening with deep attention; and when they 
came to the end, he actually said, "Don't finish 
so soon, read a little bit more, I beg you." 

The mendicant said his agreement was at the 
rate of a sou a chapter, but the old man gave 
yet another sou-the last copper be had with 
him-and then he said, "Where did you get 
that book, my friend?" He told him that he 
got it from a Protestant pastor at Nantes, telling 
of his interview; and soon after he ro;;e, and 
weut on his way. 

1t was a memorable day for the old sabot­
maker. As he worked at bis shoes the astouish­
ing words he had heard remained ever in his 
mind and his heart. Especially that verse which 
spoke of the love of Goel towards the world was 
fixed in his memory, and occupied his thoughts. 
After four or five days the old man rose earlier 
than was his wont, and said to his son, "You 
must work by yourself for somo days, because I 
am going to Nantes." 

"'l'o Nantes, father? Do you know how far 
it is? It is forty miles from hero to Nantes." 
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"I know that well," ropliod the old man in a 
calm, firm tone; "lmt I mnst go there." 

So that morning ho took bis stuff in his hand, 
and after a long and fat.iguing journey he l'C[lched 
the house of the pastor who had the Bibles. 

"\Yell, my friend, wlmt do you want?" said 
the pastor, as he saw the old man outer his house. 

"::3ir, I am told that you have a book which 
contains all sorts of good things about God." 

"Do you mean the Bible?" said the pastor. 
"Yes, that is indeed how they name it, and I 

want to have one of those books." 
"\Voll, and how much have you got to pur­

chase it?" 
"Purchase?" replied the old man, with an air 

of surprise. 
"Yes, my friend, we do not give Bibles away 

for nothing." 
"Ah, sir," said the old man, in a disconcerted 

tone, "I can pay nothing. You ha,e given 
the book to a poor wandering mendicant, and I 
am as poor as he is." 

"Where do you come from, my friend?" said 
the pastor. And then he was told all the history 
of the book being read to him, and how he had 
travelled on foot, all the way to Nantes, old as 
he was; and he was going home in the same 
manner. 

The pastor was deeply touched by the old 
man's tale, and he resolved to give him what 
was indeed the only book at present left of his 
little store. "You read, of course," said the good 
pastor. 

"No, sir, I never learned to read." 
""Why, then, do you want a Bible?" 
" Oh, sir, let me have it, I beg you. I have a 

daughter who can read well, and there are three 
or four persons in the village who know how to 
read." 

Touched by the earns:;,tness and the eviclen t 
sincerity of the old man, the pastor gave him the 
book, and he went towards his home rejoicing. 
On his arrival he showed the t.reasure to his 
family, and told them all that had passed. Very 
soon all the neighbours were invited, and those 
who were able to read were asked to read in turn 
with his own daughter. Many an evening this 
took pl~ce, in the presence of the old man, and of 
all who were willing to be present at these 
cottage readings. 

About six months after this t.he old isabot­
maker again appeared at the ho11se of the pastor 
at Nantes. He was kindly received, and asked 

. the purpose of his visit. 
" Oh, sir," he saicl to tho minister, "I find tlrnt 

I have Leen all wrong, and am told so very 
plainly." 

" What do you mean? Who has told :, ou that 
you are all wrong? " 

"Sir, it was the Bible that you gave to rne." 
"Indeed! Auel what has it told you?" 
"Sir, I find that I have been deceiving myself. 

All 1i:iy life I trusted to the Holy Virgin to save 
me, but I find in the Bible that she needed 
salvation as well as myself. It is written in the 
book that her spirit 'rejoiced in Goel her 
Saviour.' So she al1:10 had need of a Saviour. 
Other things I could describe to you; but I arn 

told that you Protestants have a religion a"rceino­
wi th what is in the Bible." 

0 0 

" That is true, my friend," said the pastor• 
"Onr faith is in accord with the word of Goel." ' 

"Then," rejoined the olcl man, with earnest­
ness, "I wish to be of your religion." 

" Wait, my friend, this is not rn easy as 
you think. Before admitting any one to be a 
member of the Protestant Church we must h,tve 
somo examination and proof." 

"Proof I " said the old man. "Sir, I am now 
more than seventy years of a"e, ancl I clo not 
know what time remains for 

0

me. If you are 
willing to receive me, pray do not delay." 

The result of the conversation was that 1.he 
pastor got some of the elders of his congregation 
to come to his house, that they might hear the 
reasons which caused this agecl man to wish to 
join himself to their church. Some questions 
were put to him, in order that they might judge 
whether he knew the Divine truth, such beino­
the usage among Protestants. 

0 

"What do you know concerning Jesus 
Christ?" was the first question· asked by the 
minister. 

He replied, " The Word was made flesh, and 
dwelt amongst us, full of grace and truth, and 
we S!l.W His glory as the glvry of the only 
begotten Son of the Father." 

""'ell?" continued the pastor, "and what 
have you to say of the death of Christ?" 

"That 'The blood of Jesus Christ, the Son of 
God, cleanses us from all sin.' '' 

"Can yon tell us· what are the privileges of 
those who faithfully follow Jesus Christ?" 

"There is now no condemnation to those who are 
in Jesus Christ-who walk not according to the 
flesh, but according to the Spirit.'' (Rom. viii. 1.) 

"Perfectly right; but what is the duty of 
those who believe on Christ?" 

"You are not your own," was the prompt 
reply; "for ye are bought with a price. There­
fore glorify God in your body, and in your spirit, 
which are God's." (1 Cor. vi. 19-20.) 

The elders, hearing this goc.d confession, 
evidently derived from the Holy Scriptures, were 
deeply movecl. "If these are your convictions," 
said the minister," it seems that God has Himself 
been your teacher, and we cannot delay recei,ing 
you, and giving you welcome, as a brother in 
Jesus Christ." 

In due time the aged man was receivecl as a 
member of the French Reformed Church (L'Egliso 
Heformee de France). The certificate of his 
reception was sent to his home, and there 
treasured ; being also shown to his friends. A 
month afterwarJs he once more presented himself 
at the pastor's house. He saicl he hacl come to 
attend tho annual meeting of the church, of 
which he hacl seen a notice in tho papers which 
accompanied his certificate of membership. 

It was im old notice, and the goo,l man had 
not observed that., though the elate was right as 
to the clay and tho month, it was tlnt of a year 
long past. For fourteen years the Reformed 
Church hacl no,t held any public meetings. It 
was a sad disappointment to the ohl man, who 
had looked forward to e11joying the "communion 
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of snints," with tho hol°'·etl brotl1ron of Nantes. 
'l'ho good pastor sympnthisod with him; nllll 
nftor 1:5011\0 co11s11ltntio11 it wns nrmngod with tho 
pastors of tho town aml tho noighhourhoml thnt 
they might now rcsumo thoil' nnnunl nssomblios, 
No hindrnnco w11s plnood by the nuthoritios, nncl 
from thnt time tho anciont nssomblies of t.ho 
Reformed Church wore held nnnunlly, ns they 
hnd been in nnciont dnys. 

'l'ho ngod snbot-11111.kor nppenl'Od at two of thoso 
meetings, his heart full uf jt•y nml penco. His 
zenl nnd his love becumo known to rnnny, 

THE 

Jntr, I was at school !lel\l' 
Bristol. I only WC!lt homo 
once I\ ye11r, fo1· wo lived iu 
the 1101·th of Irclalld. l\Iy 
Christmns holid11ys wero 
usunlly spoilt with l\ll mmt 
l\nd Ullclo in Lomlon, l\llll 
the Easter holicll\ys with 
some friomls ill Dl'istol. W ns 
there ovor such II plensnllt 
school r1s mi!le? If ony 
0110 should wish to know 
how sixty girls, a dozc!l 
mnsters l\ucl governesses, 
11u,I four or flvo se1·y1111ts 
we1·e kept punotunl, oheer~ 

fully illdustrious, and with the mrest oxcevliolls, on 
excellcllt terms with cl\oh other, without the prinoipl\l 
beillg jaded to denth, I con givo but rt slight oluo. l\Iiss 
Anslruther never o.ppcnrcd greatly nnxions that things 
should bo done right, or nt I\ pl\rtioulm· time, but thoy 
nlwl\ya were dorio just so; llcithcr wna sho ono of thoso 
iuviucible pcrso!ls who nre "dcterminOll to bo obeyed," yet 
no oue drenmed of disobeying her; though aho mrcly 
pmiscd, l\nd never flnttered, she btill gnvo you th'3 plel\SCl!lt 
feeling tha.t she did !lot undorre.te your a.bilities, 11ud whilo 
lleithcr hila.rious nor morry, contrived to put everyone 
nbout her in a. good humour, tmd iufcotod thom with I\U 
easy chevrfulncss. 

Five or six weoks before wo b1·oko up for Chris!mns, ono 
yenr, I slipped down two 01· thrco slo!le stops, rt!ld spmincd 
my nnkle. When it wns getting hotter, a!ld tho girls wero 
all out w1ilking, I thought I would go down to tho kitchon 
for I\ chnugo. I WI\S very friondly with tho lie1·vm1ts, nml 
they with me. E6thor, tho under housomnid, woe my 
fovouritl', I quilo loved tha.t gi.l'l. Sho hntl I\ fresh, fnir 
facc, alld a modest, but very plo11sa.1Jt 1J1nnn<'r; nnd whon 
you w11nted any li!,tlo thing of hor, sho l\ppel\red to think 
you were conferring tho favour in 11sking it, I Bl\t ill cook's 
la.rgo chair, by tho ilro, nlld 1·ostod my spro.illod foot on the 
frll<ler. The grent ko l tlo wns boiling rcndy fo1· ton, l\llll 
so1nchow or a.uothcr in l'l1isiug it from tho flro to put somo 
coal on, Eslhcr fuilctl to lrnl•p it quito sto11dy, nnd I\ slrcnm 
of boiling water cnmo pouring over my foot. It wns a pmo 
acciilcnt, nn<l !lo ouo wus HO sorry as Esthor; I would !lot 

nntl t.ho cnrnost piot.y of this hnmblo Sflint 
holpctl to ro1twnken the spiritunl life of others. 
'l'ho fourth timo thnt tho nsscmbly wns helcl 
thol'O wns soon no moro n.mong tho n.uclicnco tho 
whito hn.ir of tho old so.bot-mnker. Ho hall 
boon remevocl to the gonoro.l nssomLly of the 
rodcom0tl, nml tho clrnrch of the first- born in 
hon.von. 'l'horo ho would meot tho blcssotl Lorcl 
nnd Snvionr, of whom ho had first loo.rnerl in the 
Look road to him in his olcl o.go. 'l'ho Spirit had, 
iuclocd, rovoo.led to him Jesus Christ as his Lrml 
nml Snviour. 

GIFT. 

hl\vo hnd her blnmed for tho world-but my foot 1cas bncl, 
'fho skin cl\mo oft~ nlld the fiery, lel\piug pnin wns olmo,t 
pnst cmllll'ing. I wns quite ill, l\ncl wns moved from tho 
1·oom whero I slept with threo othor girl~, to I\ separate our, 
aml lhoro I hncl to keep ill bed for some dl\ys. If everyone 
hnd not becll so killd, it would lmvo bean o. <lrem·y time. 
As it wns, r was seldom nlono for moro thn!l 11n hour dmiug 
tho dny. Ono nnd I\Duther would coma in, nnd help me to 
forgot my pnill; cmd ns I grow better, my 1·oom bccmno tho 
seeno of vo.rious plel\sa.ut little oontrimnces nud diversions. 
But tho !lights woro long nlld lonely: my dnys v.·e1·e not 
sufficiell!ly busy to ol\l'n n night's reposo. I Wll.S often 
1·csllcss n!ld wnkeful, my stiff', sore foot obliged mo to lio 
sti\l, my hcm·t aeemod to sillk withill me, nlld I sighed for 
mothei· and home. 

Wltilo I WI\S still oollflucd to my room, but nblo to sit up 
fo1· pn1·t of the de.y, my bMhdl\y 011mo-my twolfth birth­
,lny. I h11d loving lettors e.ud gifts froDl home, sovrml 
romombm!lees from my school-fellows, a!ld o. bc11utiful 
birthdl\y ea.kc, m1\de by oook, forming tho serrnllts' joi11t 
present. It wns covorOll with ioillg aucl wry gny sweet­
me,its, nnd my llnmo-Gmoe Willt01'-W11.S wl'ittou ill pillk 
loiters, Ollly cook put "Mi8B Gmoo Wintor," 11.lld uudemmth 
-" mo.ny hnppy returns of tho dl\y." I hl\tl my thrco special 
friends to ten with lllo in my room ns n ~rcl\t fornur, nud till 
enme lo me, in tum, for a piece of bh-thtlny cnko. '!'her,, 
woro some very littlo girls 11t om· school, o!lo-n liltlo niece 
of l\Iiss AllStruther's-WI\S only five, nml four others wero 
only sorc!l. Lovod n!ld petted ns thoy woro by lho ohk1· 
girls, they wero not tho Jcnst pnmpored or lrn1U0rsom,,; 
nlld seeiug th11t thry could !lot bo kept in thoir nmscries nt 
home, I don't think thoy oould h111·0 bco!l iu 11 hnppit'r 
plnoo thnn Whitolmlios' School. '!'hoy went to bed ,1t 
sovc!l ; nm! ns thoy ti-otted pMt 111y 1'0om, they cinlled out ii\ 

thci1· pl'ctty voioes-" Good-llight, Gml'io, do11r: nmuy 
lmppy rotums," Swoet pots I with piunfo1·es IIU(l dolls l Oil<', 
nt Joust-, of lhoir number, hns gone to 1mothc1· school, "h,'ro 
sho meets no frowns, 1\1111 110 1-cbuk,'s, llllll whoro •· Chris~ 
Himself ,loth rulo." ,\ t h11lf-pnst sovon, thoso n litUo 01<101· 

<'nmo up to bc,l, nml n ,,horns of" gooil-uights" Wl\8 h1•1ml 
n~ ( hoy pnsso,I my door, t\llll nt oight, 1111 of 111y o.g,i 01· 
thol'cnbout~, 111111 moro "gootl-llights" wc1-o said. Ouly thu 
,,hkr gil'ls \\'(\J'O loft now. 'l'wo of th1'm-Edith l\Im·phy, 
l\tHI F.uunio Chnpn111n-with Mn1lomoisoll,1, 011mo into my 
roo11J b,,twccn oight n111l ninr, nm! 81\t 1,nmd tbo sm"ll tir,-. 
B11iU1 Murphy 1111s 1\ gil'l I uo1·,,1· oouhl got Oil with. ~h,, 
m1~ lh~t 111111 \'l\in, nml mtht'l' hon1·tkss too. l.lut sho ,'Ouhl 
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sing, and sing like no one else in ilmt school. I often felt 
cross wilh Etlilh; her silly extrnrngm1t sciyings irritcilcd 
me, but cis souu as crnr she bcg1m lo sing, I forgcivc her 
everything. Sho w11s particuhuly gidtly tlutt night, n.llll 
she and Jlfodemoiscllo mu on in the most ridiculous style, 
"·hilc Emmie weakly tittered autl remonstrnted by turnd. 
Perhaps I looked ci little we1uied, for Etlith broke up tho 
conYcrsatiou smldeuly, aud prepared to go. 

'' Is there anything I can ,lo for you, poppet?" she asked, 
us she wns leaving. 

"I wish you'tl siug something, Edith," I saitl. " I could 
hear as well ns p0ssible, if you opened thi~ door, 1111d ll.te 
door of the music-room us well." 

"What shall it be?" she iuquired amiably. Edith was 
always williug to nccede to my r('quests in this direction, 
for I was one of her most ardent admirers, nnd she lovetl to 
be admired uud praised. 

"' The Gift,'" I said. "You sing that best of all." 
"Best of ull singers, or best of all songs?" she asked, 

looking out for n compliment as usual. 
"Both," I said. 
The girl tripped away, the doors were thrown open, the 

song began. I had never heard a lovelier song, or a sweeter 
singer. Music was the only thing iuto which Edith 
Murphy threw her soul. When she touched it, she entered, 
as it wore, another worhl, and she carried me with her. As 
her voice rose 11nd fell, now steeling plaintively from her 
lips to my ear, now filling the intervening air with melody, 
now soarlng far above us, it seemed impossible she could be 
the same girl whose tongue, a few minutes ago, hnd rattled 
out such giddy nonsense. 

The music ceased. Emmie and Mademoiselle hurried 
off, Edith called out" good-night" in a very earthly voice, 
and I was left with my usual prospect of loneliness. Miss 
Ansiruthe1· came iu soon after nine, to give me my medicine, 
and place the biscuits and barley-water near me, and light 
the night-light. At ten, the servants went up to bed. 
Esther just looked inside, and said in a loud whisper-" Are 
you all right, miss? Good-night." Now I was alone until 
Esther's face should appear at six to-morrow mc,rning, and 
ngain a~k me if I were all right. My birthday had been a 
happy one, brightened by the kindness of those who had 
nevertheless been compelled to leave me alone. The words of 
Edith's song kept repeating themselves in my mind. I 
think they must have formed my last conscious thoughts, 
for I glided into a dream that I was a tiny infant lying on 
my mother's lap at home. I wns just such nn infant RB I 
must hnve been the first Christmas of my life. My mother 
sat on a low chair before the fire; I felt the firelight play 
upon my face, its warmth on my head of scanty down. 
The wind howlecl mercilessly outside, the windows were 
crusted with frost, darkness was falling upon the world. 
In the midst of storm, and darkness, and cold, how safe wus 
I in the arms of my mother I I half woke, and dimly 
realised. that I hud fancied myself the baby of Edith's song. 
Mnny a loug, long mile lay between me now, and those 
sheltering arms. l\ly heart was wuking up to a p11inful 
longing, when the words stole back ngain-

" Be not afraid, though life be sore, 
I shall be with her for evermore-" 

and I fell asleep. Presently, as I thougl,t, I awoke. I 
knew by the bright clear circle on the ceiling cibove the 
night-light, that it was nowhere ne11r morning. I hetml a 
clock in the dist11uce strike three. Oh I that it would 
strike three more, and end this long, lonely night. No one 
was looking at me, so I made no effort to keep the tecirs 
from filling my eyes, und obliterating the sombre room. I 
look~d now through ll golden liquid light: I might be 
anywhere ; how str~ngo wns the effect of tcnrs I I wns ubout 

to raise my hand to my e~·e!, and rub tl,em out, when I 
became 11w11ro that it was not lying on the knotted counter­
paue, but within 11nother hand J11rger than mine. I was 
not alnrmed 11t all, but simply wondered whose it could be. 
Some one's nrm wo..~ around me, but I did not like to turn 
11uJ see who it w11s, witl.t my eyes full of tears. Lying 
perfectly still, I closed them, and the tears oozed out. 

" What urn those tears for, my child ? " said a voice. It 
wns a very beautiful voice. If those we usually hear, were 
11nylhing like that, there would be no need to set words to 
UJUBiC. 

"Because I was alone,'' I 11nswered. 
•• Wilen were you nlone, my lamb? " 
I waited before I answered, until the sound of the voice 

hod died 11way, just ns I o.l ways lingered at the church 
door, until the organ ceased. 

"I'm alone every night, now I am ill," I said, tremulously. 
"You have made 11 mistake, my litlle girl. I have been 

with you." 
The words suggested svmething-they were connected 

with something-what was it? 
"How long-'' I asked, wondelingly, "have you been 

with me?" 
"Twelve· years." 
"That is the whole of my life I" I exclaimed. "I am 

just twelve years old." . 
"I promised to .be with you all your life, my loved 

child," was the answer. 
No longe1· wondering who it was, I raised mv head 

eagerly from the pillow, I stretched out my arms. But the 
dream had vanished. I was awake to the chilly grey dawn 
of another day, the flickering light, the empty room, and the 
servant's stealthy footsteps on tbe stairs. But the words 
I had no need to remember in my d1eam, spoke in my 
heart again-

" Be not afmid, though life be sore, 
I shall be with her for evermore." .. 

* 
Amid the storms of life, its fiery trials, its chilling 

s0litudes, how safe am I, in the keeping of my Sa,iour I 
And when the night comes on, and my companions must 
all le~ve me, what can I wish ll!ore and better tban that 
my dream may come true? 

LILIAN DOilLIXG. 

A SCRIPTURE VERSE. 
NO. Ill. 

This verse contains the account of the deed of a " good 
inan and a just," who was "honourable," and who "waite,l 
for the Kingdom of God." He resembled, in one pnrticular, 
a disciple of Jesus who is only mentioned in one gospel. 
He has many namesakes in the Bible, one a yery famous 
man, whose name is mentioned by David, Stephen, arnl 
John. The name of his home is given, but never men­
tioned in any other oonneotion. His deed is related by all 
the Evangelists, and ho seems to h11vo overcome a wry 
common failing in a remarkl\blo mannor. He was a Jew, 
but 11sked l\nd obtuiuecl a fa,·our of a Romnn. An expres­
sion ooems in the verse which runy be found in John xx. 19 
and vii. 13. Anothe1· one found iu Johu :s;:s;, 12. Three 
pei·sons nre mentioned, two of them twice: one bears two 
nnruos in four othor books of the New Testament, and he 
is mentioned in Luko in connection with a very tmgic scene 
of slciughter; we also find that ho received a timely 
w11rning which ho nogleotecl, yiehling basely to the very 
scimo influence that the "just 1n11n" boldly res.i,kcl. Cli!<I 

thus becoming guilty of a terrible c!"ime. Tlw wrso 
contains forty-three wonls. L. T. 




