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only the cold Dbath withdrew into the graceful
circular building which still exists. Tho more
luxurious departed to the tepidarium, to enjoy a
bath leated to a voluptuous warmth, by means
of a suspended pavement heated from the
laconicum. This apartment was fitted up with
great splendour, and lighted from the arched
voof, which was beautifully carved and painted.
Iabitual bathers, who bathed seven times a day,
would remain here in a state of luxurious lassi-
tude, hardly able for the slightest exertion.
Others miore active would proceed to the suda-
torium, or vapour bath, where another form of
luxury would be found. The vapour was scasoned
with spicy perfumes, and when the bath was
over, 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 tepidarium, where 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. We can almost see the pro-
cess going on at Pompeii; and when we examine
at Rome the stupendous remains of the baths
of 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
50 Instructive or intevesting as that deliberate
examination of detail which enables one to
compare one object with another. Just let us

POMPEIL AS YOU SEE IT TO-DAY.

glance into the wine-cellar of the villa of
Diomedes, outside the gate. It is a large vaulted
chamber, with small openings above. When the
catastrophe occurred, it was thought that this
would afford protection. Women and children
flocked into it, but the ashes¢and suffocating
vapour penetrated through the openings. Here
were found eighteen dead hodies, and beside
them the bread and fruit which they had brought
with them. The probable owner of the house
was found near the garden door, and near him a
slave with money and valuables. What a vivid
picture we get of the awful tragedy !

It is well known that little more than half
Pompeii has yet been excavated, although that
part is believed to contain the most important
portions. The process of excavation, however, still
goes vigorously on. A railway has been con-
structed to remove the excdavated 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 had poured out—chiefly ashes,
bits of pumice-stone and mud. It was quite
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. Amnother 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 going on here eighteen centuries hence! A
mightier convulsion may have taken place ere
then, and the new heaven and new earth appeared
« wherein dwelleth righteousness.”
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CHAPTER

HE next few hours were to Lettice one pro-
longed whirl. She did what had to be done,
with some measure of outward quietness;

but her mind was in a dizzy tumult of feeling.
After all that had passed, it seomed such a fear-
ful reverse for Theodosia! Lettice forgot injuries
to herself, and her whole heart w-.nt out in pas-
sionate pity to that unhappy woman, who in
losing Keith might almost be said to lose her all.
Felix said little during the journey, but he
saw to everything, looked well after Lettice, and
made her lie down on the seat, while nobody
except themselves occupied the compartment.
She found herself involuntarily tracing and re-
tracing the course of late events. Things had
turned out utterly unlike all previous expocta-

XIX.—RETRIBUTIOXN.

tions. But for Theodosia’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 chain of circumstances over which she
had small control; not one of which, separately
viewed, could havo been deemed likely to produce
any such result.

“T suppose things often are so,” she meditated,
reposing 1n the lamplight, with the rush of the
train in hor ears. “And after all, it has been
worth going through tho trouble, to bring about
my home with Felix. Yes; worth the whole. 1
would not undo a singlo step, if it must mean
undoing that too. . . . I never fancied Felix
could be what ho is now to me. Three wonths
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ago, if I could have looked ahead, how little I
should have cared about Mrs. Bryant's unkind-
ness. . . . At least it would have been a different
feeling altogether—not desolate! I do care now;
but 1 shall bo cleared some day, quite cleared.
I am sure of it. And meantime life is 8o happy !
How can I help being contented? . ... That
poor little Keith? Ought I to be glad about
anything, when he is dying ?”

So the hnurs passed, in alternatio=s 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 you!” he
said. . -

“Have you? I did wonder if, perhaps, you
might!”

“ Hardly possible that I should not!”

“ And Keith ?” .

“You aré in time. Not much more ‘than in
time, I fear. Your brother was right to come
t0o,” as he held dut 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, with complications.
He cannot last many hours now. At this moment
he is not conscious.”

“ Will he know me2”’

“I hope so. He has 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.”

Lettice shivered at the thought of Theodosia;
not with reference to herself. - It is terrible for
Mrs. Bryart!” she murmured.

“Yes; and the boy has seemed to turn from
her in this illness. It has been most painful.
My dcar, will you take off your wraps; and then
you must have supper. After that you shall see
him.”

“Q let me go to him first.
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 bad 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 such care of me.”

Felix grunted slightly, as if in token that he
desired no compliments.

“ Anderson will be no loser in the end.”

Then came a summons. “ Master Keith was
gensible, and he wanted Miss Lettice. He had
asked if she were not in the house.”

“Come, both of you,” the doctor said unex-
pectedly. He ecould hardly have explained why
he extended his invitation to Felix. The words
sprang from a momentary impulse; lLut Felix
followed without hesitation.

We had supper at

711

Keith was sitting up in his little bed, sup-
ported by pillows. Beside him stood Theodosia ;
haggard, wretched beyond description. After
one glance, as Lettice entered, her eyes werc
averted; while the boy extended eager bands,
and gasped, * Dear old Lettice! Come!”

She bent over him, and ke held her with his
thin arms, until they dropped through weakness.
The breathing was sorely oppressed. 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 basty childish
motion.

“No, no, Kcith!” the doctor aid in a gentle
voice.

“Ican’t! Lettice! Not mamsie! It was ghe
—did it!” The boy could with difficulty speak,
and he looked towards Dr. Bryant, panting. «I
want—want—to tell you! . « Mamsie did it!

Ask Lettice!”

“What does he mean?” asked Dr. Bryant, in
a low voice. Lettice shook Lier 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’s
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 stories 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! VWill He take me—right away
—up there ?”

“] 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.”

“] 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. Yettice
looked at none of them. She kmew that Theodosia,
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. In soft tones she
uttered the words of her own old evening prayer,
learnt long ago from Cecilia, and taught later to
Keith, only changing the pronouns to suit the
necds of the present occasion, and bringing in
Keith’sname. He joined brokenly in the familiar

_sentences: and then a fit of choking came on.

Theodosia interfered to give help: her own
face ghastly. When the attack passed off, it left
the boy unconscious
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“Ts this true ?” the doctor asked, in a voice of
suppressed pain.

He had no immediate answer. Theodosin's
gaze was riveled on her boy’s face, over which
a marked change was creeping. It had cowe
without warning: and it deepened fast. Again
he struggled for breath : and once more, with
returning sense, his eyes sought Letticé’s face,
A smile glimmered : and one word passed his lips,

that word of “hope for the dying.” He said
distinctly—*¢ Jpsus !
“Keith, darling, look at mamsie! Give poor

mamsie one smile.”

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

There was another slight struggle: and the
child was gone.

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

“Yes: itis truo,” she said, “Ididit! T 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 robbed
him—robbed him of his rights! Isaw it all—
and so—for his sake—my boy’s sake——"

“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 of knowing that she had forfeited his
esteem, if not also 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. Iither, his resolution
not to speak of it had broken down under the
weakness of suffering, or his childish conscience
had refused to let him pass away without clearing
Lettice from unjust accusation. Whichever way
it might be, Theodosia’s cup was thereby filled
to the brim. .

“Go away! Go andleave me!”she cried. “I
want Keith! nobody but Keith! Lettice may
have all your money now. Now Keith is gone.”

To Lettice the scene was heartrending: to
Felix it was a revelation. If the leve of money
could lead to this—love of money, not for self
even, but for another—who might count himself
free from peril! He said nothing: but that
which he saw sank deeply, and was not forgotten,
"Theodosia’s jealousy of her boy’s affection for
Lettice was an additional motive which he could
not so well see or appreciate. One side of the
matter was clear enough: and it caried its own
le:son,
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“Tako Lettice into another room,” Dr. Bryant
sail quiclly, and Felix obeyed. Half-an-hour
later Dr. Dryant appeared alone, entering the
study where the brother and sister had taken
refuge. Lettice, not a little shaken by the
puast 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, and said,—* My child,
forgive me!”

Lettice clung to him, without a word.

“ Forgive me!” he repeated. “You have becn
cruelly wronged.”

“You couldn’t know! You couldn’t tell. It
was not your fault. 1 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. ¢ The
least of the pain is that our little lad 1s safe at
Home !”

“ Don’t mind about me!
again” entreated Lettice.
good, so dear and good to me always.
had spoken out at first——"

“That was always a mystery! I never could
understand your silence. Why not have denied
it from the beginning?”

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

“I see!” —with a flash of understanding.
“ But, no!—how could that affect you? You
were not in the room alone?”

“ Yes,—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 cowmfort
him. '

His lips touched her brow, as he echoed,—

“ Always my child!”

¢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. Try 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 astirred face
he was gone, able to bear no more.

“T am glad I know him,” Felix observed
abruptly. ¢ There’s something noble about that
man—something unlike other men!”

Don’t think of that
“You have been so
Andif I

) Four days lator Keith was laid to rest in the
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little village churchyard: and some who knew
Theodosia well, said plainly that it was & morci-
ful stroke which had taken the boy thus carly
away from her influence. Dr. Bryant, whatever
he might have folt, passed no such judginent.
He uttered no reproaches, and showed to his
wife only a steadfast compassion. She bore up
sullenly till after the funeral, only koeping to
her own room, and refusing tosee Lettice. 'Then
she broke down, and for many weeks she was
laid low with brain fever. Out of this illness
she emerged a permanent invalid, shattered in
body and mind, childishly sorry for her past
conduct, so far as she was capable of recalling it,
yet apt to be amused with the veriest trifles.

Lettice could be no help to Dr. Bryant, so far
as Theodosia was concerned : since ker presence
proved always in a measure harmful, by exciting
more vivid recollections. A good nurse was in
constant attendance: and Dr. Bryant devoted
himself, with patient and forgiving assiduity, to
lightening, so far as was in his power, the burdeu
of his wife's existence. Hers truly was a spoilt
life. In less than a year she was luid beside her
boy.

Dr. Bryant had been thorrughly shaken out
of his love for Quarrington Cottage by these
painful events. Without consulting anybody, he

put the place into the hands of agents, to be let’

or sold: and six weeks after his wife’s death, he
betook himself to a London hotel, within five
minutes’ walk of the Andersons’ lodgings.

Nobody expected him. Lettice 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 botb !” 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 s0 much as occurred to her imagination.
Everybody looked upon him as a permanent
fixture. .

The day on which he arrived happened to be
the day of Prue Valeniine’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. Prue 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
excitement for Lettice, who had mnecver been a
bride’s-maid before: and for about the first time
during six weeks past, her mind did not dwell
continuously on the thought of Dr. Bryant in his
solitude. Coming out of church, after the happy
pair, a vague sense took possession of Lettice that
somebody familiar and unexpected was present.
She could not at once give shape to the notion,
and she did not exactly see the *somebody.” It
was rather a dim consciousness that such an
one might be geen—and her cyes roved abeut
anxiously. Had she cought a glimpse, or had
she not—almost without knowing ? An answer
came in the porch, when a Lind fincly-outlined
face, framed in grey bair, was suddenly close at
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hand; and then she was aware that she had
before detected him in church, though her brain
had not fully translatcd what her cyes had seen.

“Uncle Muurice!” burst from her lips.

“Presently |7 he suid, as his hand clasped hers.
“Go and enjoy yourself, my child, T ghall see
you by-and-by.”

"T'he next two hours were passed in pleasurable
suspense. When at length bride and bridegroom
had taken their departure, Lettice was free to go
home,—and there, according to bope, she found
Dr. Bryant comfortably established.

“8o this is where you live !” he said.

“It isn’t a palace, uncle. But big rooms don’t
make happiness.”

“That’s an aphorism worthy of a copyhook.
Wedding gone off all right ?”

“0 yes. DBut how did you know?”

“T called here, and learnt where you were

‘gone.”

“ Didn’t you think Prue locked sweet ?”

“Ithought somebody else did. ... Lettice, are
you and Felix wedded to this neighbourhood ? ”

“To London ? Felix has 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 hima great deal. But I do try
to be economical, and to save in every possible
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 distance——!"" 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 bave
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 he will make
it tho faster, if by this plan he is able to lay by
present earnings. I should undertake all his
current expenses, as with a son of myown. Will
Felix object —and would you mind ?”

“Mind! If Telix consents I should be ouly
too glad!! To be with you always:—and to
have Telix:—and to live in the country! I
didp’t know life could be so lovely!” cried
Lettice, enraptured.

No difficultics avose in the path of tho plan.
Folix was both touched and grateful. *“Nonsense ! ”
he said to Lettico, when she oxpressed privatcly
hor rogrots as to Dr. Bryant’s intentions for the
future, which ho had plainly stated to the youug
man: “of course he is freo to leave bis wmoney
where ho likes. Noither of us has the smallest
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deceive the professor, imagining that all blood
was the same.  You know how in criminal trials
medical men can  tell from a Dlood-stain on
clothes, whether it belonged to a human being or
to one of the lower animals, This scoms wonder-
ful to ignorant people, and yet it is the casicst
thing in the world. Tor it 1sin the blood that
all the characteristic differences of creatures
begin.  Creatures are distinct from each other
not ouly in the great points which the eyo can at
once see and distinguish, but also in the smallest
parts, whicl the microscope alone can detect.
The diffevence 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 animals,
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 ihe Dblood of
an Englishman and that of a Chinese, a Hindoo,
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 dif*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, and 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 having their blood-
particles precisely the same.

And this is a matter of extreme intcrest and
importance. But how did St. Paul know it; for
the microscope was not invented in his day?
How did he know that the blood of man was
different from that of all other animals; for he
implies that in his remarkable words? He says
indeed that <all flesh is not the samoe flesh ; there
js one kind 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
conntries, had onc kind of blood? It was the
Spirit of God that inspired him, and gave him
this wonderful knowledge, deeper and truer than
he himself knew. For in all likelihood all that
St. Paul mecant in his own mind by his saying
was, that all the races of mankind had the same
human nature. But God’s words have a meaning
deeper than the surface one, and the more you
study them in the light of IHis works, the truer
you find them to be.

What St. Paul said was far in advance of the
belief of the time. In the apostle’s day it was
not acknowledged that God had mado of one blood
all the nations of the carth, It was held that
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there were superior and inferior races that did
not belong to the same original stock. The
Greeks looked down upon all other races as
barbarians, and the Athenians, to whom Paul
addressed his words, held the dcctrine of a
separate creation for their own state of Attica.
They called themselves Autochthones, that is a
people who sprang out of the same soil which
they inhabited, without contact with any other
race. The Jews looked down upon Greeks and
Romans ag (fentiles with whom tkey would have
no dealings ; and the nations beyond thesc 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 scorn, or indifference. It is not long since we,
in this country, regarded all foreigners as entirely
different from ourselves; as our naiural enemies,
whom it was right to hate, and fight with, and
despoil as best we could. Nor has this feeling
altogether disappeared even yet, when steamers
and railways have Lrought all the ends of the
carth together, and have 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 ull
nations, that gives a wider meaning to the word,
and cnables you to extend the application of the
fact to all the families of mankind. What a
grand thought it is that all the races of men are
God s offspring, formed in God’s image, and, being
thus mutually like God, are all like each other;
that they are all not aliens, but brethren,
mewbers 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 by blood-
relationship; became the Saviour of our common
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 Lrother of each
human Deing, and make each son of man to
become the son of God! The blood that He 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
interosted in all the far-off heathen nations who
have nover heard of this Elder Brother of the
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, and we should do for those
related to us by blood, what we might not do for
aliens and strangers.

Usually porsons do not care much for things
that happen at a distance, and to peeplo whom
thoy do not kuow and have never seen. I rec-
member, on ono occasion, seeing a newspaper
account of a terrible accident advertiscd on a big
board in the strect, and a crowd standing round
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it. A mechanic came past and read the adver-
tisement with decp interest, till ho came to the
end; when he cried out with mingled scorn and
rage, as if he had been cheated of his sympathy,
«“QOh! it is only in China.” Such is the feeling
that people usually have regarding troubles which
happen to other countries and distant races.
What takes place at their own door, and among
their own neighbours, deeply impresses them,
however 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 besought him to come over and
help his countrymen by preaching the Gospel in
EBurope. It was not a spirit or an angel that
acted the part of messenger, but a man from the
very place 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
strauge look, a strange language; but his flesh
and Dblood, his heart and soul, were the same as
those of Paul. And so the heathen who have
strange looks, strange ways, strange customs, but
the same heart’s blood as yourselves, beseech you
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
auther 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. In the
negro the black colour does not exist in the skin
at first. For the first few days of its life the
negro child has a reddish brown skin; and then
the characteristic black pigment belonging to its
race makes its appearance. A mnew-born Red
Indian or Polynesian babe could scarcely be told
from one that had white parents. Thus the
infant favours not so much its own immediate
relations as the original type of the race; and
every new child that appears is a perpetual
assertion of the universal brotherhood of man.

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, have been deprived; deprived,
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it may be, in order that you might impart these
10 them, and thus you and they might he
bound by still closer ties than those of blood.
You know about Jesus; you are living in a land
where the Gospel shines, and where all the
families have the advantages of Christian civiliza-
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 love 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 you 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
Him. AndHesays from the Throne, ¢ Look unto
Me, and be ye saved, all ye ends of the earth, fur
I am God, and there is nore else.”

Whole races of human beings bave become
extinct in our world in bygone ages. The world
has marched onward over the graves of nations.
But even 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 mrlern 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
Greeco 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 you 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
are 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 unity of the
new birth in Him, in whom there is neither Jew
nor Gentile, tond nor free, savage nor civilised,
but all are one for evermore.

May this thought, my dear young friends, of
your own very blood flowing in the veins of your
heathen outcast brothers and sisters, make these
far-off persons very near and very real to you;
creatures with the same thoughts and longings
and affections, with the same sense of sin, and
the same need of the salvation of Christ as vour-
selves. May it excite your sympathy, and
(uicken your interest in them. May you seek
earnestly to make yourselves one with them, by
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making yoursclves familizr with their condition ;
8o that yon may do all you can to gather them
into the fold of Christ. It is not missionnries
and growu-up persons alone who can do this,
Every loving and 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 word for the dark lands
full of cruelty and superstition, can help in this
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good canse. And I would like you to begin
young. 1t is out of the heart and into the heart
that the Dlood flows. I would like that the
groat thought of my text might get into your
heart, and come out of it in works of faith and
love, so that with your whole heart you may
seek to do good to those who are no longer to
you strangers and foreigners, but your blood-
relations, and whom, by God’s grace, you can
help to make with you fellow-citizens of the
saints and of the household of God.

THE OLD SABOT-MAKER.

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

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 singing and by reciting stories in the
towns and villages where he went. On getting
this Testament, he formed the 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 had been.

One day Le found himself before the open door
of an old sabot-maker, or maker of wooden shoes,
in one of the villages in the Department of the
Secine and 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
ou.”

“ Well,” he replied, «if you do not choose to
give me anything, I will try to earn a little.
Give 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 Bible.

“ Why, it is a book in which we can read all
about the bon Dien.”

“ Ah,” said the old man, with a softened tone,
“you may read about le bon Dien ;" for the most
ignorant and the most unbelieving at times are
touched with the natural piety which instinctively
recognises a IHeavenly 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 ILngland, ncarly a
century later, it is certain that to wany, in this

-

land of churches and 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, Tead to the old man the third 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.

“@o 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 another 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 he 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 rose, and
went on bis way.

It was a memorable day for the old sabot-
maker. As he worked at bis shoes the astonish-
ing words he had leard remained ever in his
mind and his heart. Espeoially that verse wlhich
spoke of the love of God 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 some days, because I
am going to Nantes.”

«To Nantes, father? Do you know how far
it is? It is forty miles from here to Nantes.”
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“I know that well,” replied the old man in a
calm, firm tone; “but I must go there.”

So that morning he took his staff in his hand,
and after a long and fatiguing journey he reached
the house of the pastor who had the Bibles.

“Well, my friend, what do you want?” said
the pastor, as he saw the old man enter his house.

“Bir, T 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 hooks.”

“Well, 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 have 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?”

“ Qh, 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 earncstness and the evident
sincerity of the old man, the pastor gave him the
book, and he went towards his home rejoicing.
On his arrival he showed the treasure 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 place, in the presence of the old ma, and of
all who were willing to be present at these
cottage readings.

About six months after this the old sabot-
maker again appeared at the honse of the pastor
at Nantes. He was kindly received, and asked
.the purpose of his visit.

Qh, sir,” he said to the minister, “I find that
I have been all wrong, and am told so very
plainly.”

“ What do you mean?
you are all wrong?”

% Sir, it was the Bible that you gave to me.”

“Indeed! And what has it told you?”

«Sir, I find that I have been deceiving myself.
All my life T 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 God her
Saviour. So she also had need of a Saviour.
Other things I could describe to you; but I am

Who has told you that

THE OLD SABOT-MAKER.

told that you Protestants have a religion agreeing
with what is in the Bille.” °

“That is true, my friend,” said the pastor;
“Onr faith is in accord with the word of God.”

“Then,” rejoined the old man, with earnest-
ness, “ I wish to be of your religion.”

“ Wait, my friend, this is 1ot so easy as
you think. Before admitting any one to be a
member of the Protestant Church we must have
some examination and proof.”

“Proof!” said the old man., «Sir, I am now
more than seventy years of age, and I do not
know what time remains for me. If you are
willing to receive me, pray do not delay.”

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

“What do you know concerning Jesus
Christ?” was the first guestion- asked by the
minister.

He replied, “ The Word was made flesh, and
dwelt amongst us, full of grace and truth, and
we saw lHis glory as the glory of the only
begotten Son of the Father.”

“Well?” 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 you 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 gocd confession,
evidently derived from the Holy Secriptures, were
deeply moved. “If these are your convictions,”
said the minister, it seems that God has Himself
been your teacher, and we cannot delay receiving
you, and giving you welcome, as a brother in
Jesus Christ.”

In due time the aged man was received as a
member of the French Reformed Church (I'Eglise
Réformée de France). The certificate of his
reception was sent to his home, and there
treasured ; being also shown to his friends. A
month afterwards he once more presented himself
at the pastor’s house. IHe said he had come to
attend the annual meeting of the church, of
which he had seen a notice in the papers which
accompanied his certificate of membership.

It was an old notice, and the good man had
not observed that, though the date was right as
to the day and the month, it was that of a year
long past. For fourteen years the Reformed
Chureli had not held any public meetings. It
was a sad disappointment to the old man, who
had looked forward to enjoying the ¢ communion

1
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of saints,” with tho Leloved Lrothron of Nantes.
The good pastor sympathised with him; and
after some consnltation it was arranged with tho
pastors ot tho town and the noighbourhood that
they might now restuno their annual assomblios,
No hindrance was placed by the authoritios, and
from that time tho ancient assomblies of the
Reformed Church wore held aunnually, as they
had been in ancient days.

The aged sabot-maker appeared at two of theso
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and  tho earnost pioty of this humble saint
holped to roawnken tho spiritual life of others.
Tho fourth time that the assembly was held
thoro was scen no moro among tho audienco the
white hair of the old sabot-maker. He had
boon removed to the general assembly of the
rodeomod, and tho church of the first-born in
honvon, Thero ho would meet the blessod Lord
and Saviour, of whom he had first learned in the
book read to him in his old age. The Spirit had,

meetings, his heart full of joy and penco. Ilis  indocd, rovealed to him Jesus Christ as his Lord
zeal and his love becamo known to many, and Saviour.
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SO\ HEN the incident took place,
which I am about to ro-

o ‘ X’ ) Inte, I was at school ncar

“#'.’?Q A &‘(“i Bristol. I only went home

) a\\h ’_§ ‘ once & year, for wo lived in
§’ ;*“A»@"'m,‘l‘;" S the north of Ircland. My

Christmas holidays were
usually spent with nn aunt
and unele in Loundon, and
the Easter holideys with
some fricndsin Bristol. Was
there ever such a pleasant
school as mine? If any

Rk \ .
ARy | one should wish to know
) G of Low sixty girls, a dozen
@R ’
& X masters and  governesses,

and four or flvo servants
were kept punotunl, cheer«
fully industrious, and with the rarest oxcoplions, on
excellent terms with ecnoh other, without the principal
being jaded to death, I con givo but o slight olue. Miss
Anstruther never eppenred greatly anxious that things
should Lo done right, or at o particular time, but thoy
alwnys were dono just so; ncither wos sho ono of those
invincible persons who are * determinod to bo obeyed,” yet
no one dreamed of disobeying her; though sho raroly
praiscd, and never flattered, she still gavo you the plensant
feeling that she did not underrate your abilities, and while
neither hilarious nor merry, contrived to put everyono
nbout her in o good humour, and infcoted thom with an
casy checrfulness. .

Five or six weoks before wo brolco up for Christmas, ono
yeanr, I slipped down two or threo stono stops, and sprained
my ankle. When it was gotting botter, and tho girls wero
all out walking, I thought I would go down to tho kitchen
for o change. I was very friondly with tho dervants, and
they with me, Isther, tho under housomnid, was my
fovourite, I quite loved that girl. Sho had o fresh, fair
face, and a modest, but very pleasant manner; and whon
you wanted any little thing of her, sho appeared to think
you were conferring tho favour in asking it. I sat in cook’s
largo chair, by the flre, and restod my sprained foot on the
fender. The great kottlo wne boiling ready for tea, and
somchiow or unother in raising it from the flro to put somo
coal on, Iisther failed to keep it quito stondy, and n stream
of boiling water camo pouring over my foot. It wasa puro
nccident, and no one was 80 sorry as Lsthor; I would vot

have had her blamed for the world—but my foot was bad.
Tho skin coamo off, and the flery, leaping pain was almost
past enduring. I was quite ill, and wns moved from the
room where I slept with threo other girls, to a separnte oue,
and thore I bad to keep in bed for some days. If everyone
had not been so kind, it would have beon & dreary time.
As it was, I was seldom nlone for more than an hour during
tho day. Ono and another would como in, and Lelp me to
forgot my pain; and as I grow better, my room becano tho
sceno of various pleasant little contrivances and diversions.
But tho nights were long and lonely: my days were not
suflioiently busy to earn & night's repose. I was often
reslless and wakeful, my stiff, sore foot obliged me to lia
still, my heart secmod to sink within me, and I sighed for
mother and home. -
While I was still confined to my room, but ablo to sit up
for part of the day, my birthday came—my twolfth birth-
day. T hod loving lettors end gifts from home, soveral
romombrances from my school-fellows, and & beautiful
birthday cake, made by oook, forming tho servouts’ joiut
present. It was covored with icing and very gay sweet-
meants, and my nomo—Ghrace Winter—iwas writton in pink
lotters, only cook put “ Miss Graco Winter,” and underncath
—* many happy returns of thoday.” Ihad my threo special
friends to tea with mo in my room ns o grent favour, and all
came 1o me, in turn, for o picoe of birthday cake. 'There
woro some vory little girls at our school, ono—a little nicce
of Miss Anstruther’s—was only flve, and four others wero
only soven. Loved aund petted ns thoy weroe by the elder
girls, they were not tho lcast pampored or humersome;
and sceing that they could not bo kept in thoir nurseries at
home, I don't think thoy ocould have beon in o happier
placo than Whiteladios’ School.  Thoy went to bed at
soven ; and as they trotted past iy room, they called out in
their pretty voices—* Good-night, Gracie, dear; many
Linppy roturns,” Swoet pots | with pinafores and dolls { one,
ot lonst, of their number, has gone to another school, whero
sho meets no frowns, and no rebukes, and whoro * Christ
Himself doth rule.” At half-past sovon, those a little older
camo up to bed, and o ohorus of “ good-nights ” was heard
as {hoy passod my door, and at cight, all of my age or
thorenbouts, nud moro * good-nights ” were said.  Only the
older girls wero loft now, Two of them—Edith Murphy,
and Enumie Chapman—with Mademoiselle, como into my
room between eight and nine, and sat round tho small tire,
Ldith Murphy wos o girl I nover vould got on with,  She
wny fust and vain, and rether hoartless too.  But sho could
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sing, and sing like no one else in that school. I often felt
cross with Edith; her silly extravagaut sayings irritaled
me, but as soon ag ever she began to sing, I forgave her
everything. She was particularly giddy that night, and
she and Mademoiselle ran on in the most ridiculous style,
while Emmie wealdy tittered and remonstrated by turns.
Perhaps I looked o little wearicd, for Edith broke up the
conversation swldenly, and prepared to go.

«Is there anything I can do for you, poppet ?” she asked,
a8 she was leaving.

“I wish you'd sing something, Edith,” I said. “I could
licar as well as possible, if you opened this door, and the
door of the music-room as well.”

“What shall it be ?” she inquired amiably. Edith was
always willing to accede to my requests in this direction,
for I was one of her most ardent admirers, and she loved to
be admired and praised.

“<The Gift,” I said. “You sing that best of all.”

“Best of all singers, or best of all songs?” she asked,
looking out for a compliment a3 usual.

“ Both,” I said.

The girl tripped away, the doors were thrown 6pen, the
song began. I had never heard a lovelier song, or a sweeter
singer. Music was the only thing into which Edith
Murphy threw her soul. When she touched it, she entered,
as it wore, another world, and she carried me with her. As
her voice rose and fell, now stealing plaintively from her
lips to my ear, now filling the intervening air with melody,
now soaring far above us, it seemed impossible she could be
the same girl whose tongue, a few minutes ago, had 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
Anstruther came in sqon after nine, to give me my medicine,
and place the biscuits and barley-water near me, and light
the night-light. At tep, 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 morning, and
again ask me if I were all right. My birthday had been a
happy cne, brightened by the kindness of those who had
nevertheless been compelled to leave me alone. The words of
Editl’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 lyirg on
my mother's lap at home. I was just such an infant as I
must have been the first Christinas of my life. My mother
gat 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 howled mercilessly outside, the windows were
crusted with frost, darkness was falling upoun the world.
In the midst of storm, and darkness, and cold, how safe was
I in the arms of my mother! I half woke, and dimly
realised that I had fancied myself the baby of Edith’s song.
Many a loug, long mile lay between me now, and those
sheltering arms. My heart was wuking up to o painful
longing, when the words stole back again—

« Be not afraid, tbough life be sore,
I shall be with her for evermore—"

and I fell asleep. Presently, as I thought, I awoke. I
knew by the bright clear circle on the ceiling nbove the
night-light, that it was nowhere neor morning. I heard o
clock in the distance strike three. Oh! that it would
strike three more, and end this long, lonely night. No one
was looking at me, g0 I made no cffort to kecp the tears
from filling my eyes, and obliterating the sombre room. I
looked mow ihrough o golden liquid light: I might be
anywhere ; how strange wus the effect of tears! T was about
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to raise my lLand to my eyes, and rub them out, when I
became aware that it was not lying on the knotted counter-
poue, but within another hand larger than mine. I was
not alarmed at all, but simply wondered whose it could be,
Some one's arm wos around me, but I did not like to turn
and sce who it was, with my eyes full of tears. Lying
perfectly still, I closed them, and the tears oozed out.

“ What are those tears for, my child ?” said a voice. It
was a very benutiful voice. If those we usually hear, were
apything lilce that, there would be no need to set words to
miusic.

“Because I was aloue,” I answered.

“ When werc you nlone, my lamb?

I waited before I answered, until the sound of the voice
had died away, just as I always lingered at the church
door, until the organ ceased.

“1'm alone every night, now I am ill,” I said, tremulously.

“You have made a mistake, my little girl. I have been
with you.”

The words suggested sumething—they were connected
with something—what was it ?

“How long—" I asked, wonderingly, “have you been
with me?”

“ Twelve years.”

. % That is the whole of my life!” I exclaimed.
just twelve years old.”.

«I promised to .be with you all your life, my loved
child,” was the answer.

No longer wondering who it was, I raised my head
eagerly from the pillow, I stretched out my arms. Bat the
dream bad vanished. T was awake to the chilly grey dawn
of another day, the flickering light, the empty room, and the
gervant's stealthy footsteps on the stairs. But the words
I had no need to remember in my dieam, spoke in my
heart again—

' “Be not afraid, though life be sore,

I shall be with her for evermore.” -
* * * * *

Amid the storms of life, its fiery frials, its chilling
sclitudes, how safe am I, in the keeping of my Saviour !
And when the night comes on, and my compabions must
all leave me, what can I wish more and better than that
my dream may come true ?

“I am

LILIAN -DORLING.

A SCRIPTURE VERSE.
NO. IIT.

This verse contains the account of the deed of a « good
man and a just,” who was “honourable,” and who ¢ waited
for the Kingdom of God.” He resembled, in one particular,
a disciple of Jesus who is only mentioned in one gospel.
He has many namesakes in the Bible, one a very famous
man, whose name is mentioned by David, Stephen, and
John. The name of his home is given, but never men-
tioned in any other conneotion. His deed is related by all
the Evangelists, and he seems to have overcome a very
common failing in a remarkable manner. He was a Jew,
but asked and obtained o favour of & Roman. An expres-
sion occurs in the verse whioh may be found in John xx. 19
and vii. 13. Another one found in John xx. 12. Three
persons are mentioned, $wo of them twice: one bears two
names in four othor books of the New Testament, and he
is meniioned in Luke in connection with a very tragic scene
of slaughter: we also find that ho received a timely
warning whioh he neglected, yielding basely to the very
samo influence that the “just man” boldly resisted. and
thus becoming guilty of n terrible crime. The verso
contnins forty-three words. L. T.





