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HAT a night it is ! The angry sea
roars like thunder and beats againsi
the shore with gigantic force. The
wind howls as it rushes along, dash
ing the rain and hail fiercely againsi
the lighthouse glass as thoughit were
atwarwithit. The sky, black as pitch,
isrentever anon withthe lightning, which descends
in fiery darts into the seething waters below. And
from a ship, reeling midst the mountain waves,
and tossed like a straw to and fro, numbers of
white, horror-stricken faces gaze into the fierce
heavens, watching each vivid flash as it cleaves
the sky, or strain their gaze towards the darkness
in which the land lies hidden, and whence the one
light on the cliff gleams forth its lurid warning.
The cries of the women and children are drowned
in the voice of the storm, men, with their faces
set with despair, cling to the mast, the rugged
sailors, stern and grim, work on hopelessly.
11 Heaven help us! Lord have mercy upon us !"
A short prayer for help rises faintly and mingles
with the cries of distress.
" G-et up, Mary; go to your mother. I guess
she will want, you with her, when—when we go
down."
The child looks into her father's face with her
big frightened eyes.
" Father! I was asking God to save us."
The man laughs mockingly.
" Neither God nor man could save us in such a
storm as this. Get up ! It's no good your pray
ing, lass. It's waste o' time."
" God always hears, father. He will save us if
we trust Him. I know He will."
" I tell you He can't, then, and if you say He
can, I tell you He won't," is the rough answer.
"Nothing short of a miracle could save us, and
the Lord is not going to do that for you or me. I
tell you it ain't possible, lass."
" With God all things are possible. Isn't it in
the Bible, father. Don't you know ? " cries the
child.
" I know ten minutes more will find us at the
bottom," exclaims the man.
Together father and child struggle along till
they reach a huddled group of men and women.
She is a young girl, not more than twelve years
of age, and though that little heart is beating high
with fear, and the face is white and quivering with
excitement, yet there are more faith and trust
in that one child than in the fifty souls on board,
and despite the discouraging words, the cries of
despair and grief, the child's faith is strong. Still
the white, seared face looks up into the angry sky,
and again the trembling voice rises trustingly.
" Jesus, thou art able to save us. Spare us now!"
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The little room in the basement of the lighthouse
011 the cliff is dimly lighted. The keeper's wife
is sitting by the table with an open Bible before
her, trying to find words of comfort and promise
of safety therein. Footsteps tramp heavily down
the winding iron stairwa,y. The door opens
slowly and a man's face peeps in.
" A wreck ! They are firing guns from the ship
now." The man nods. He has been watching
the vessel for some time. The woman rises, and
flings a cloak round her and goes out upon the
cliff', and into the storm with her husband.
They can see the dim outline of the doomed
vessel as it struggles amongst the fatal rocks;
and with the next bright flash they can discern
the moving mass on deck, and with' a cry that
goes from her heart she uplifts her eyes, " Oh, God,
help them ! Spare them, 0 Father! Let not all be
lost!"
The night passes on. The storm abates. The grey
dawn creeps slowly over the heaving sea. The wind,
has ceased. "After the storm has come the calm."
The door of the lighthouse is open, and the keeper's
wife looks anxiously forth. Her husband has been
long away, and she is getting anxious. She goes
quickly to the edge of the cliff and looks down. 'She
sees a figure toiling with difficulty up the cliff steps,
and she goes quickly along to meet it.
"Here, good wife," says the well-known voice,
" This is all I can. find of the wreck."
The woman puts her hand on his shoulder as
she stands beside him, and together they gaze with
tear-filled eyes at the senseless form in his arms.

" Not dead ?" whispers the wife.
" No ! not dead, but the only one saved of them
all."
" Only one ? ah ! thank Heaven, there was one
at least."
Yes, only one! God has heard and answered two
prayers. The child's faith was not in vain. With
Him all things ABE possible.

MAUDE ST. JOHN.
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EMMA MAESHALL,
Author of " Bayspriug," "Life's Aftermath," &c. &c.
PAST II.
CHAPTER XIX.
HIS was my stepfather's story, and as
we walked away together I told him
mine, of the fire and Adam's heroism,
of old Jonathan's death, of his hav
ing left some hundreds of pounds
behind him, which came to him by law,
and had he never returned, to Edward.
" Ill-gotten gains, ill-gotten gains," my step
father said. " I knew he was a miser, but I
did not know there was so much scraped up.
He used to take in stolen, goods, and turn 'em
into money, taking a third for his pains."
" The money is in the hands of trustees," I said.
" Had you not come back, Edward would have
been put in possession when he is twenty-one —
in three weeks time."
'' Does he know he has got the money ; does he
know ?"
" Not a word. No one knows that, but the
trustees, Margaret Lee, and my aunt — my poor
mother's sister — who has brought up Edward, and
told him he was an orphan."
" What does he do for a living?"
" Nothing," I answered ; " he has tried several
things and failed, not from want of cleverness,
but from want of sticking to his work."
"You look quite the gentleman, Phil; you be
grown, and your crooked back don't show as it
did."
I never could bear reference to my figui'e with
out pain in those days. At this particular time ,
when I knew that on this ground my brother
stood high above me with Cherry, it was torture.
I did not answer, and my stepfather went on.
" I am right glad to see you a prosperous man.
Are you married ?"
"No," I said, shortly, " I shall never marry."
" Tut, tut, man, why you are scarce over
thirty."
" I am over thirty-five. You forget how time
goes. I was fourteen when Edward was born, and
tie's twenty-one, as j^ouknow, in a week or two."
" Aye, to be sure ; and now what's to be done
about my sou. Will you take me to him ?"
" I had better sea him first, it will be a shock to
vim," I said, "a shock of surprise — and — he is going
-o be married ; he is engaged to Adam Lee's
laughter, Cherry."
"I'd like to see him, to look on his face," the old
man said, "but ——
" I will consult my best friend," I said " Margaret
T :ee; she will give good advice. My home is with
Jb.er."
" I have no home, and I don't deserve one," was
he rejoinder. " I am putting up at a lodging
in town. I'll look up here to-morrow evenng, if you'll meet me, Phil. Tell you what, that is
true saying— as we sow, so we reap — mine has
a
>een bad sowing and the harvest is bitter enough.
A returned convict can't hope for a son's welcome."
Knowing Edward as I did, and his inborn selfishless, I could not say I thought there was any hope
or my stepfather. The money, too, how gladly
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Edward would grasp that, and live on it till it was
spent! Well, I would go home and tell Margaret,
my best friend.
It would now have been dark, but a moon
nearly at the full was rising in the east, and the
blue sky of the spring evening was bright and
clear.
Just as I was turning up towards our place,
I heard voices approaching. I knew one of those
voices, it was Cherry's, raised in distressed tones.
" No, Edward, no ; I could not do it. I love you
dearly, but I could not leave mother and Phil
like that."
" Mother and Phil! what's he got-to do with it,
I'd like to know. A fool like him, with his cant
and nonsense."
There, at the point where the four roads met,
where my stepfather still lingered, we were the
next moment face to face with Edward and Cherry.
"Oh, Phil!" Cherry exclaimed, springing towards
me. "Oh, Phil! you never came home to tea, and
——" she stopped short, for she saw the stranger
still waited.
" Who is that P" she asked. " Who is that old
man ?"
" Come on, Cherry," Edward said, " Leave Phil
to his friend. Some old hypocrite who is taking
him in, no doubt."
But I laid my hand on my brother's arm.
" Edward, this old man is not a stranger to me.
I knew him years ago."
" Well, what's that to me?" he said, savagely.
He was put out I knew, by Cherry's resistance of
his proposal to marry him off-hand, which I felt
sure was what they had been talking about when
they came up to us.
"I don't care about your friends. Now then,
Cherry, I can't stand here all night." And he
walked away, but Cherry put her hand on my
arm,
"Phil, I would rather walk home with you,
please," and her voice trembled. " Who is that
man ?"
" He is one I knew long ago, dear," I said. " He
is come back from foreign lands,, houseless and
homeless."
" Oh, I am so sorry," she said. " Let him come
home witli us, Phil. Mother will give him his
supper. Will you come ?" she said, leaving rne
and going up to Moore. " Do come."
'' You are kind-hearted, lassie; but Phil here
thinks I'd better not come with you. Who is
the young man who has walked on ?"
" That is Edward Moore," she said," Phil's half
brother, and——"
" I thought as much. My sou, my son !" was
the answer ; '' he was speaking sharp and loud
to you and to Phil. Then what would he say to
me ? Me, a returned convict; me, whose past life
is black enough! No, no! I'll meet you here,
Phil, to-morrow evening; but I'll not go home
with you. No, no!" And with a deep and bitter
sigh he turned away, and walked quickly down the
road towards the town.
" Is he mad—is the poor fellow out of his mind,
Phil?" Cherry asked, as she clasped her hands on
my arm and we walked towards home.
" No," I said, " he was once a very bad cha
racter; he was convicted for burglary, and im
prisoned for fourteen years. I knew him in those
days."
"You knew him, Phil?"
" Yes, he was my stepfather—is my stepfather,
I ought to say, for he married my mother, and
Edward is their child."
" Edward—my Edward ?" she exclaimed. "Oh,
Phil, is it true ?"
"Yes, my dear child, it is quite true; but I
aave reason to. hope Eobert Moore is now quite a
changed man. He speaks of the past with bitter
repentance, and—it is far off now—he has been
out of prison for fourteen years, and leading, as
far as I^can make out, a respectable life. He
must be forgiven—heartily forgiven."
" Of course," she said, in the prompt, decided
,one which always recalled her father to me.
' Of course, but I do wonder what Edward will
say. He does not know he has a father, I am
sure. He has always told me he knew no father
ind mother but Mr. and Mrs. Cross. Oh! I
vonder what he will say ! I am glad he did not
enow this evening, for, Phil, I have vexed him so
mich. He wants me to marry him, and not wait
till he has settled in some trade. He says it is
; and he says,
| nonsense our waiting on like this
I Phil, when I am his wife, he will be so good,
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and that I am the only one in the world who can
help him to become so. Phil, why do you shudder;
are you cold?"
Yes, I was cold ; her words went like ice to my
heart. Good ! make him good; did I not know
that no earthly hand can make and keep any one
of us good.
" You see, dear Phil, that I would do anything
in the world for Edward, but I dare not disobey
mother, and I don't like to vex you. You look so
grave at me often now-a-days, and you don't talk
to me as you used to talk. You are changed to
me, Phil, and I can't think why. It hurts me,
for ever since father died you were next best
to mother, ^and I always wished to please you.
Still, I have promised Edward to be his wife, and
you would not have me break my word. I know
he is not as good as you are; but oh! that
makes no difference to me. It is a love which has
grown up with me into my very heart of hearts ;
and—ah, you don't understand; you can't under
stand," she said, passionately.
I understood only too well; hadn't she grown
into my very heart of hearts, and did not her
words stab me with pain almost too hard to be
borne, //"he were but worthy of her, was the cry
of my heart; if he were but worthy. Oh, my
love, my love!
This is what I said to myself. These words
were repeated down deep,beyond hearing of others.
Aloud I said, coldly, " Perhaps, Cherry, the way
may be made smooth for you, and the return of
Edward's father may help this. Depend upon me
to do all I-can for you. Hei'e we are at home,
and your mother is looking out for us."
" Cherry, Cherry, is that you; it is very late,
my dear. Ah, I see you are with Phil. That is
right."
CHAPTER XX.
THE NEWS.

THE next day I took counsel with Mr. Blake and
Margaret, and it was agreed that after I ha.d
finished work in the afternoon I should see Ed
ward, and bring about a meeting with his father
at the place where we had parted from him the
night before. I felt it to be a thankless oiiice, and
shrank from it.
" The man Moore is lawfully entitled to the
miser's money, as his nephew," Mr. Blake said,
"if you are satisfied of his identity."
Of that I had no doubt. I recognized him, in
spite of the change years had made, and the very
attitude in which 1 found him, praying at the
spot where his crime had been committed, was allsufficient testimony to the fact that my step
father had comeback.
When I reached Flora Yilla, Edward opened
the door. He was dressed in a worn velveteen
coat, and both collar and cuffs were wanting.
His hair, too, was rough, and he looked altogether
very different to the smart, trim young man,
who flourished his cane as he walked by Cherry's
side. He gave a quiet yawn as I followed him
into the back sitting-room I have before described.
His pipe was 011 the chimney-piece, where he had
placed it when he came to answer my knock.
" The old woman is upstairs ill—don't know
what's the matter, but I had to go for the doctor
in the middle of the night. She has got a woman
in to nurse her, for the doctor said she must not
be left alone. It is a great nuisance, poor old thing.
She has been a good friend to me."
" She has, indeed," I said, and then I went on—
" Edward, you did not know that your father was
alive, did you p"
" My father! No ; I thought he died when I was
a baby. I have heard hints dropped that it waa
a good thing he died when he did."
" Well," I said, " your father was the man in
the lane last night when you and Cherry came
up to us. He is come back to England after four
teen years life in South America, and for four
teen years previously he had been in prison for
housebreaking."
Edward's face grew very pale.
" It is a lie," he said, " you have trumped up
this story to—to frighten Cherry from marrying
me, but—" and he used a terrible oath—" I will
have her, for all you say."
I let him calm down ; I was sorry for him.
" Ask my aunt upstairs—poor soul—she would
tell you I am an orphan. That old man my
father! I don't believe a word of it."

"Itis true, nevertheless," I said, "and I have
come to ask you to meet him this evening at the
place where we parted last night."
Then Edward rallied himself.
" Stuff and nonsense, Phil, don't try to get over
me like this. I'll have nothing to do with the old
vagabond; you may call him your father if you
like," he finished with a laugh, " call him so and
welcome, only excuse me."
" Robert Moore is your father, Ned, and you
must have known his story when you come of age
in a few weeks. You see some money has been
held in trust for, your father, which was found in
the cottage of the miser, Jonathan Hinds, when
it was burned down. It was left to him, and
devolves on him as old Jonathan's next-of-kin and
nephew, and had he not turned up before you
were of age, you would have had it."
Edward's eyes brightened.
" Money!" he said, " money—how much ?"
"A few hundreds—it has been out at interest
for some years, you know."
" And I might have had it! There's bad luck
for me that the old man ever came back. It's
enough to rile a fellow. I wonder what my aunt
will say, poor soul. I wish she were not ill and
you could see her."
" It would only excite her to go through all
these details. I leave it to you to tell her when
she is able to bear it."
" Money," Edward repeated again. " Now then
I can have Cherry; make her a pretty home. Now
I'll have my darling at. last!"
" You forget,Edward,the money is your father's."
" Ah, but he'll hand it over when he sees such a
handsome son as I am," he said, with a careless
laugh. " Yes, I'll meet him to-night, I know the
place. What time ?"
" Say seven o'clock, and then come back with
me to slipper; and let us hope something definite
will be settled."
I had paced the road some ten minutes before
my stepfather appeared that evening. His first
question was, " Well, what does my son say?"
" He is coming to meet you," I replied.
" He is ashamed to own me. No wonder. Your
poor mother! Oh! Phil, what a brute I was to
her; but, as is the way with women, she loved me
through it all. It's for her sake I crave to see
the boy. I'd try to be kind to him. I'd try to
spare him unpleasantness for her sake."
" I cannot think why he is so long coming," I
said at last, as the bells from the church towers of
the city below chimed for eight, and the silvery
moonlight began to whiten the hedges on one
side of us.
" He has been a long time getting here," I said.
" He's not coming. I see how it is, he worit
come. Phil, this is the last drop in the cup."
" I think he will come," I said, " he promised,
and it may be that a softer mood has come over
him. He can be so loving and winsome when he
likes. I know one who finds him so. One who
loves him dearly."
" Ah, she looked a sweet maid. Her face, as I
could see it in the moonlight, seemed like that
one face I oftenseeinmy dreams—hers who prayed
for me."
Another half-hour passed by us, and the
coming nearer and dying away of many feet
was heard, but Edward did not come. At last,
as we were giving up hope, his step was heard and
he advanced towards us. The moon had risen
higher in the sky, illuminating his countenance
with a strange light.
(To Ite concluded in our next.)

[NE day in the year 1871,1 was sitting
by the open window of the pleasant
drawing-room of my home in that part
of Cape Colony called the Zwaart
Ruggens Karroo, when suddenly my
two boys burst into theroom.
"Mamma, mamma," said the younger,
"here'sthe rummiest go you ever saw; two men with
one donkey between them. They've come hun
dreds of miles in that way, and are going hun
dreds of miles farther."
What is it all about ?" said I.
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"Two men, mother, on their way to the Dia
mond Fields, and they ask to see you."
I went out at once, and finding that they hail,
travelled some little distance that morning, gave
them the wished for permission to stay the re
mainder of the day on the homestead and rest,
sending the boys to show them where the donkey
would find good pasture.
They out-spanned, or unharnessed their little
cart, under a large mimosa by the river's side. I
soon sent them down a fresh loaf, some mutton to
broil, and a kettle of coffee.
" We have to thank you, ma'arn, for your kind
ness," said the elder of the two, later on, a
respectable looking man, whose hair was already
tinged with grey. "We are two tradesmen, work
ing our way up to the Diamond Fields, and if you
can give us some odd jobs to do in our respective
lines, we should be very thankful to be allowed to
stay a few days and work."
The one who spoke was a watch and clockmaker, the other a shoemaker; as to the latter,
there was no doubt about finding a week's work
for him ; indeed, we often wished we could induce
some cobbler to come and take up his abode on
the farm altogether, but the idea of entrusting
good clocks and watches to an entire stranger,
was a very different matter to giving a man old
boots and shoes to mend or even make, and this I
told him.
" I assure you, ma'am, I have worked at my
trade all my life, you need not fear but that I will
do justice to anything in that line which you give
me to do. I have a nice little shop in Cape
Town."
"And how is it that you can leave it?" I said.
" Well, you see, ma'am, times are very bad just
now. People must pay the butcher and baker,
but clocks and watches can be done without till
money is more plentiful; my wife can manage
the selling part in the shop as well as I, and my
son is now a very decent workman ; he wanted
us to let him go off and seek his fortune, but he
is our only one, and his mother thought he was
too young to be sent into the temptations of life
at the Diamond Fields, so it was agreed that I,
at all events., should be the first to try my kick."
I felt satisfied, and really was only too glad to
have my clocks put in order, for the truth must
be told that we had four valuable clocks in the
house, and not one of them going.
An outside room was assigned to the two men,
where they soon unpacked their tools and got to
work. They were both great favourites on the
place before many days were over, and at the end
of the week, there were general regrets at their
having to leave. As for the donkey, he had be
come such a pet with the boys, who had fed him
constantly with their own hands, that they were
very loth to part with him, and loaded up his
cart with all sorts of nice juicy bits of green stuff
for the next day's provision.
Frank was somewhat of a geologist, and his
parting words to the watchmaker were to be sure
and return that way and tell him all about the
diamond diggings.
They left, and though we often inquired of
travellers who had been up to visit the Fields, or
whohadcomefrom that direction, no one beyond the
nextfarmor two, seemed to have met them or heard
anything concerning them,but about three months
after their departure, we were delighted one day,
upon the arrival of the weekly post, to find the
,
following letter from Du Toits Pan.
. ' . .
" HONOURED MADAM,
" You will, I know, be glad to hear that we
found our first diamond yesterday morning, and
two more in the afternoon. When we came, we
bought a claim with some of the money we made
011 the way, keeping the rest to live upon.
We worked hard, taking no rest except on
Sundays, for four weeks and a half, without
finding a single carat stone, although people
were successful in the very claims adjoining
ours. However, we kept on, hoping for suc;ess, and which we now have reason to think has
at last come to us. This is Sunday, so there is
no digging to-day. Our diamonds are not large,
3tit two of them are of first water, and beauti'ul octahedron shape, the other is off colour
and not much to look at. Morris, the shoe
maker, was not here when they were found,
'or we have had to take turns to go off twenty
iles with the donkey and cart to fetch a cask
of water. There is no water at these dry digings, and the good donkey saved us from
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starving, for after we had spent our last shil
ling we used to get a good price for every drop
of water that we fetched from the river, besides
being able to bring in a little stock of fuel for
our own use. Dear madam, I thought you
would like to know of our success, and please
tell Master Frank that I have saved him speci
mens of the different kinds of earth, besides
some very pretty pebbles, which, if I cannot come
round myself and leave as I go home, I will send
to him.
" I remain, madam,
" Tour obedient and obliged servant,
" JAMES BROWN."
There was great rejoicing at the farm over this
letter. Congratulations were duly sent to Mr.
Brown, and especial messages to the good donkey.
Several months had
passed, and we had
ceased to talk about
diamonds and diggings,
when one evening, a
little before sundown,
the boys rushed in, say
ing, " Oh, mother, here's
Mr. Brown."
"Which Mr. Brown,
my dears ?"
" The watchmaker,
mother, you know, from
the Diamond Fields."
We were very glad to
see the good man back,
but what a change a few
months had made ; first
of all he was as brown
as an old Indian, and in
stead of having a
smoothly-shaven face,
he had grown a fine grey
beard and moustache;
then, instead of walking
with a donkey-cart, he
arrived in a beautiful
Cape
covered
cart,
drawn by a pair of good
horses, with a Hottentot
servant as driver.
He stayed that night
with us, and we were
soon in possession of the
news; the three small
stones had been, as he
hoped, the forerunners
of many more, some of
which were large, and
for which they had ob
tained a good price ; he
and his partner had at
that moment three thou
sand pounds in the bank,
besides some beautiful
gems which he was
taking down to Cape
Town with him. Morris
was still at the fields su
perintending the work
ing of the claim, where
young Brown was now
about to take his father's
place for a time; indeed,
Mrs. Brown was so
anxious also to see the
fields, that her husband
thought it likely that
they might all go up
together.
_
_
The donkey was still
there, and knew his way from the claim to the tent,
and would often take a load of earth to the sortingplace quite by himself, and when the buckets had
beenemptied,walk back to the edge of the claim again.
Frank had his very nice little geological col
lection, which he prizes to this day, and both
boys had a wonderful assortment of crystals,
beautiful agates and pebbles.
Mr. James Brown eventually invested in a sheep
farm, and with the aid of a good overseer, has
been, I believe, very successful as a sheep farmer.
Young Brown, always a steady, intelligent lad,
asked and gained his parents' permission to put
himself to a good school in England for three
years. He returned a fine, manly fellow, and is
now about to be married to one of the prettiest
girls in the district, and Frank is going down to
be best man.
M. CAIIEY HOBSON.
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and if not, Christ would read his heart as easily as
his face. To illustrate, therefore, the meaning of
this answer, Our Lord tells a story or parable. A
king had a servant who owed him 10,000 talents,
probably a steward, as the sum owed was so
VIII.
large—a single talent being of the value of
St. Peter's Lesson on Forgiveness. — St.Matt. xviii. 21. £187 10s. The man was unable to pay, and the
command was given that he should be sold and
all that he had—no unusual thing in those days.
But the servant came and cried for mercy.
E have to thanlc Peter for many things. "Have patience with me and I will pay thee
If he had not been so outspoken, we all." His lord had compassion upon him, He
should have missed many lessons. did not say, " I will have patience with thee," out
We may, therefore, readily forgive he forgave him the debt; he cancelled it. Before
his mistakes for the blessing that continuing the story, let us ask Christ's meaning
may be brought to ourselves through here. We seem to see, as in a picture, that the
them. St. Peter at this time has a king is God, and the 10,000 talents are our sins
against Him.
David
looked upon his sins as
a great sum (Ps. xxxviii.
4), and felt them to be
a heavy burden (Ps. xl.
1'2). Oh, that men and
women could but feel
this!
It is a fact,
whether they feel it or
not. Suppose some one
were to run you into
debt, would you have
that debt run on, or
would you not rather
find it out and stop it ?
How many there are
who do not know that
they owe a great debt to
God, yet if they never
find it out, it must ruin
them at last. Christ
has taught us to pray
" forgive us our debts;"
showing us that we are
all debtors to God. It
will not do for us to
say it is not a large
sum, for God has said
"if we offend in one
point, we are guilty of
all." If one link in a
chain gave way th.it
held you suspended over
a precipice, you would
fall just as surely as if
every link in the chain
had snapped. There
can be no doubt that
one broken law con
demns us. Therefore,
if we say in our heart:
'' Ten thousand talents
does not express me; I
have not been such a
sinner as that,'' a debt
of one talent to God
would be enough to con
demn us. The great
debt loosed is a blessed
picture of God's pardon.
" Though your sins be
as scarlet, they shall be
as white as snow" (Is
aiah i. 18). " Thou hast
cast all my sins behind
Thy back''(Isaiahxxxviii.
17)- See also Ps. ciii.
12, and Micah vii. 18,
19. It seems as if the
_______________ very strongest language
possible is used in the
question to ask Our Lord, and the answer to this Bible on this subject— ikeforgiveness of sins. God
question will be found to be full of important likes to be asked for this pardon. The servant's
and blessed teaching. " Lord, how oft shall my cry at his lord's feet brought the blessing. A
brother sin against me and I forgive him, till good place is that—at GOD'S feet. It is to lie loiv.
seven times p" The number seven usually stands It is to take the place of the publican, who cried,
for perfection in the Bible, and perhaps Peter " God be merciful to me a sinner," and who, so
thought that in forgiving his brother seven times, crying, was accepted, and " went down to his
he would be doing all that could possibly be house justified." We have now to look at the con
required of him. But Christ's reply was : " I duct of this forgiven servant to his fellow-servant.
say not unto thee, until seven times, but until When he had gone out of his master's presence he
seventy times seven," or 490 times, meaning pro forgot, it seems, all that he had left behind him—
bably that there was to be no limit to the forgive all that he had received. Is it not so too often
ness, but that it should be granted always. This with ourselves ? While we pray our hearts are
no doubt appeard a hard thing to Peter. Perhaps soft, but we go forth and forget it all. The fellowhis face showed his surprise, even as some faces servant's debt was a small one—a hundred pence
express at once the feelings that pass through the —-yet he had no mercy shown him. The cry was
mind and heart. He does not seem to have said the same cry—" Have patience with me and I will
anything, but perhaps he loolced many things; pay thee all," but the man to whom he cried had
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no pity, no remembrance of his own need and his
own blessing. The poor debtor was cast into
prison, and the result of the sad story was that
the matter came to the lord's ears, and the
sinful servant had to bear his punishment. The
secret of a forgiving spirit is here. It is necessary
that we should carry about with us a remembrance
of our great debt to God, and compare it with the
much smaller debts that others owe to us. No one
can ever sin against us as we have sinned against
God. Has God borne with us notwithstanding
all ? Yes, he has borne with us marvellously.
How often do we read of God's long-suffering ?
(Exod. xxxiv. 6; Ps. Ixxxvi. 15), and this is to be
our model of patience and forgiveness for others.
"As Christ forgave you, so also do ye" (Eph. iv.
31, 32; Col. iii. 13). _______________
There is nothing like an
unforgiving spirit for
keeping the heart hard.
A long quarrel has often
been like a shadow over
a man's whole life. The
heart that is not at
peace with it's fellowmen will not know God's
peace. If we have in
deed been forgiven of
God, let us seek to cast
out from our heart every
unforgiving thought and
action towards others.
M. E.

85

grown boy of eight, had just begun to attend the
mother's shoulder, and tell her all about it. He
new National Schools, opened in the neighbouring
rubbed his knuckles into his eyes, and then he got
village a few weeks since by the Prince of Wales.
up slowly from the floor, and made two or three
And it is with young Samuel that this short
steps forward, with his head down, like a young
history is chiefly concerned.
goat going to butt.
It was about half-past four on a bright sum
Bnt his companion was not
mer's afternoon, when Samuel, in a great state tumbled, curly pate. Leaning still afraid of the
of passionate excitement, burst into the kitchen him, and stretching out her hand more towards
of his cottage home, where his mother was getting Mrs. Ashmead got hold of her youngstill further,
son's jacket
up some fine handkerchiefs.
sleeve, and drew him to her side, and put her arm
" I'll never go there again, I won't—I won't," round him.
he sobbed out chokingly.
"And now, little son, what is all this business
And as he spoke he flung his cap from him on
about, and where won't you ever go again P"
to the top of his mother's snowy handiwork, and
" To the school," muttered Sammy, with a great
threw himself down in a corner of the room.
gulp.
Mrs. Ashmead put her iron on to the rest,
" Oh—h!" ejaculated his mother, with just a
______________ , shadow of relief in her
voice, and just the sha
dow of a smile on her
face. She began to hope
that there was nothing
more amiss than a longer
spelling lesson or a har
der sum than the small
scholar approved, and
that, at the expense
of a few minutes of her
own time that evening,
she would soon be able
to get him over that
difficulty. For he was
not at all inclined to
be a lazy boy generally.
"And why do you
"FIFTY YEARS
never wish to go to the
HENCE."—If the various
school again, mother's
countries maintain the
curly wigp" she asked,
present rate of increase,
after a moment's pause.
fifty years hence the
For answer she got
United States will
another question — a
have a population of
stormy one, too.
190,000,000, Eussia ap
" Mother, why, did
proximately 158,000,000,
ever you give rne such a
Germany 83,000,000,
horrid,horrible name?"
the United Kingdom
" Such a ——" ex
63,000,000, Austriaclaimed Mrs. Ashmead,
Hungary and Italy both
looking fairly bewildered
44,000,000, France only
now. But she could
40,000,000. Germanyha"s
not finish this question
already in round num
before the child wren
bers 7,500,000 more
ched himself from her
inhabitants than
arm, and exclaimed pas
France; but Algeria is
sionately—
not taken into account.
" Yes, mother, such a
For war purposes, howhorrible name—as—ag
ever,the balance is not so
—my name—as—as—
heavily against France,
Samuel. I hate it?"
for whereas in Germany
And as he stood there
there are only 965
before her now, with his
males to every 1,000 fesmall red fists clenched,
males,in France there are
his
cheeks flaming, and
99.1. Germanyhas, there
his eyes brimming over
fore, only 3| millions of
with angry tears, he
males more than France.
decidedly looked as if he
_ HUMAN LIFE.—Human
meant what he said, and
life is compared to the
a great deal more.
circle—is the similejust ?
His mother regarded
All lines that are drawn
him more tenderly than
from the centre to touch
ever, as she asked with
the circumference, by the
a tone of pity—
law of the circle are
"What has put you
equal. But the lines
that are drawn from the
out so with your name,
heart of the man to the
then—what has gone
verge of his destiny—do
wrong with you and it
to-day ?"
they equal each other?
Alas! some seem so brief,
Sammy's head went
"THAT RASPBERRY AND CURRANT JAM WAS ESPECIALLY GOOD JAM."—Page
and some lengthen on as
down, as though he were
for ever.—LYTTON.
both ashamed to be the
owner
of such a name,
lifted her boy's cap from amidst the handkerchiefs, and ashamed to
answer the question. His mother
and placed it for the minute on a chair, before she repeated it.
spoke. Then she said gently—
" Tell mother, dear, won't you ?"
" Come here, little son; tell mother what's the
" It's been—been—laughed at—horrid," came the
CHAPTER I.
trouble."
choking answer at last. " All the boys laughed
Mrs. Ashmead never stormed at her children ;
MRS. ASHMEAD GIVES UP VALUABLE TIME.
at it. They've been calling after me, 'Soft
never added fuel to
Sammy,' and ' Silly Sammy,' and ' Sawny
RS. ASHMEAD was a laundress, liv forward now, and satfire. She drew another chair
and held out her hand
Sammy!' and—arid—and lots of other things.
ing a few miles out of London. Her to her crimson-cheeked,down,
sobbing child, to second the
And it was—was—horrid of you to give me such
husband kept a small market- loving invitation
of her lips. Samuel looked up a hateful name, it was !"
garden ; her two daughters, aged under his frowning eyebrows,
rather
sulkily,
for
a
And with that last word, Sammy turned short
fourteen and seventeen, pleasant- few moments,
and hesitated.
about, and was preparing to run off to indulge his
tempered, willing girls, alter their
Yes, he must go, for his heart felt like bursting
wounded feelings in solitude. But Mrs. Ashmead
mother's pattern, were nursemaid
and housemaid up at the Lodge; and the third with its feelings of mingled mortification and
caught his arm, and drew him back to her side,
anger.
And
even
for
sulkiness
sake
he
could
no
cmld, and only son, Samuel Ashmead, a, finekissing the hot, wrinkled forehead as she did so,
more resist the longing to lay his head against
and before she said gently—
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"It.wasn't I, my darling; it was grandfather
gave you your name. And if you will stand quiet
here a little bit I will tell you why."
Sam looked a little impressed, although he mut
tered once more—
" Horrid, you mean."
" ~No, I don't," said his mother, with a little
laugh ; " I mean beautiful. But listen, and I will
tell you how you came by it. When you were a
very wee baby, before you had any name given to
you at all——"
" Wish I hadn't none now," grumbled Sammy.
Mrs. Ashmead laughed again merrily.
" Well, while you were still this little unnamed
boy, dear _father'fell very ill, so ill that the doctor
said-he would die; and then all his wish was that
you should be christened while he lived to know
abotit it, and there was a talk Avhat your name
should be. One thought of one for you, one
another; and then I was asked what I wished."
" And what did you say, mother ?" askec
Sammy, beginning to grow interested. " Did you
say ' Samuel?' "
" No, my darling," came the low, grave answer.
" Mother was very sad just then, and very wrong,
too. Mother said what was the good of giving
any name to a poor little boy who was to grow
up with no father's eye to look after him, no
father's voice to teach, or guide, or warn him !
And then my little son's dear grandfather said,
so quietly, ' Call him. Samuel; that name may
remind his mother that he has a Heavenly Father
to look after him, and by the Holy Spirit's grace
he, too, may hear the Father's voice, and learn to
say: " Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth."'
And so, my darling, yon came by your name of
Samuel, Do you think it quite so horrid now as
you did a few minutes ago, dear ?"
The mother stroked her child's hair, while she
waited for an answer; and Sammy stroked her
other hand.
" Grandfather's was a nice reason, mother. I
have always thought the story about Samuel, in
the Bible, one of the nicest of all."
Mrs. Ashmead kissed her little boy's forehead.
. She always tried to teach by love.
" And you will not so much mind now, my
darling ?" she asked gently, "if the boys do laugh
at your name—not now when you remember that
you, too, are one of the children over whom the dear
Heavenly Father is watching with so much care ;
and that you, too, are one of those to whom he calls
—' Samuel, Samuel.' "
Samuel paused a moment; then he answered
thoughtfully—
" 'No, mother. I expect thinking of that will
help me to bear it. But, mother——•"
" Yes, little son."
" Don't you think, mother," with a tone of awe
in the voice—" don't you think that it feels very
terrible to think that—that—God may at any
time really call to one ?"
Mrs. Ashmead tightened her clasp around her
child. " My dear Samuel, God always is calling
to you, to you and all of us, if we will only listen.
And though there is, indeed, something very
solemn in the thought, there is something very
happy, too. He calls to us with a love that never,
never, gets tired, all day long, all through our
lives, to tell us what to do, and what not to do ;
to warn us from the way tliat leads to death, and
to tell us of the way that leads to life and joy. His
voice speaks to our hearts, and we all hear it, if
we will."
There was a short silence, and then, with a
second kiss, Mrs. Ashmead said, in a lighter tone—
" And now will mother's boy take his cap, and
hang it up, and then go and wash his grubby
face and hands, and brush his hair, while mother
gets tea ready. Father'11 be home soon."
And with a warm return kiss, and a small,
penitent, bear's hug, little Samuel instantly
obeyed, and soon returned with a smiling face to
help in setting the table.

>,: *:<

CHAPTER II.

It was Sunday afternoon, and Mrs. Ashnxead's
married brother, with his young Avife, had just
come over from the farm to have a quiet chat and
a cup of tea. Hospitable Mrs. Ashmead remem
bered, with no small satisfaction, as she saw them
come in, that she had a fine large home-made cake
in her cupboard, besides tea, and a great jar, still
nearly half-full, of prime currant and raspberry
jam.
But the fire was rather down, and her young
sister-in-law looked so tired witli the long walk,
that she felt anxious to give her something to take
as speedily as possible. Well, fortunately, there
was Sammy, as willing to help as ever a child
was, and much more handy than most boys.
While his mother attended to the fire and the
kettle, he set the table, and then Mrs. Ashmead
put into his hands a small glass dish and a good
large spoon, and the key of a cupboard in her
pantry, and with whispered instructions sent hiir
off to fetch some jam.
Sam felt immensely proud of this commission
He had never before been trusted to go to tha'
cupboard alone, and he marched out of the sittingroom with the most consequential air imaginable
You might have thought that the curly-headec
little man had got the key of the Bank of Englanc
rather than the key of a store cupboard.
But, unfortunately for Sam's dignity, he was,
after all, only a small boy still, and a small boy
very fond indeed of sweet things, and when he
had, by mounting on the pantry shelf, opened the
cupboard, and got out the jam jar, a sudden des
perate longing to put the first spoonful into hi
own mouth instead of into the glass dish, took
possession of him.
That raspberry and currant jam was especially
good jam. The fruit of which it was made had
come off the bushes in their own garden. Mother
had used good sugar for it, and had not grudged
her trouble for the stirring, nor her time for the
boiling, and as Sam looked down into the jar, how
the juicy, glistening jam actually shone up at him as
if it were inviting him, with rosy smiles, to taste it.
Sam shook it about, and the rich preserve rolled
slowly from side to side in an almost irresistibly
tempting manner.
" And there's a good big lot of it, too," mur
mured Sam. "More than enough to fill that
little dish ten times, I'm sure, even if I did
take—"
At that word " take," fain paused, something
inside him seemed to whisper, " 'Steal'is thejright
word to use, not take." He dropped the jar
into an upright position again on the shelf,
and looked about him. The word " steal" sounded
very ugly, and frightened him. He pushed the
door to of the pantry, and waited a moment.
Then he caught sight of that spoon in his hand,
and remembered what he had really come there to
do, and so he once more returned to the jam jar
and tilted it up. He dipped the spoon in and
lifted it full. Oh ! how delicious it did look. His
hand went up and up, Avith the spoon in it,
nearer and nearer to his mouth.
Suddenly his face flushed, his hand shook, and
the jam and the spoon Avith it dropped back into
the jar. Into little Sam Ashmead's mind had
flashed the recollection of his Thursday's talk with
his mother, and he had heard the voice of the
Father, the Guide, the Teacher—" Samuel, Samuel."
And he remembered the answer that other Samuel
had given. " Speak, Lord, for Thy servant
heareth." For an instant he wondered whether
he dared even think of God just then, but as he
thought of his mother's tender love to him in his
naughtiness, and her gladness when he was sorry,
tiis face cleared to a quiet gravity, and with slow
steps he went to find mother, and to Avhisper to
aer that the spoon Avas tumbled into the jam, and
Avould she please come and fish it out.
And while mother fished it out Avith a very
intelligent, tender look on her face, her little boy
whispered to her—"And you were quite right,
mother, God did call to me and keep me from
oing the wrong way. I didn't quite touch it."
Mrs. Ashmead's mother's heart felt very glad
;hat night.
GRACE.

SAMMY ASHMEAD HEAIIS THE VOICE.

IT .was three days after little Sam Ashmead had
run home from school, in a state of passionate
wrath against his schoolfellows, his name, his
parents, and the whole world, and been talked and
soothed back into good behaviour by his mother.

likely
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popular idea that roasting can easily
be accomplished by popping a joint
before a fire and leaving it to its OAAHI
devices, only occasionally giving it a
"basting," is radically wrong. A
roasting joint requires constant atten
tion, so that it is rendered succulent
and tender by the process, not hardened or burned
or all the gravy dried out of it.
The first thing is to obtain a good, clear, bright
fire—if you have a gas stove so much the better,
some cooks say. But it is \vorse than useless to
hang up a joint before a black, smoky fire, only just
made up. $"OAV a person, Avho has the most elemen
tary ideas of cooking, is always careful to obtain a
good fire. First, all the dust and small cinders
are cleared out from underneath with the poker,
then all the bright live coals are pushed to the front
and fairly sized—not large—blocks of coal are
carefully put on the top—not carelessly shovelled
on—till the space is filled. Some cooks UOAV place
a compact layer of cinders at the back. A fire
made up like this should last a long time, though
it must be carefully Avatchecl, so that it does not
get too low Avhile the meat is before it.
This being done, the dripping-pan is next put
doAvn, with the dripping in it, so that it may be
melted and ready to baste the meat. Upon fre
quent basting, especially at first, Avhen the meat
should go close to the fire, the success of roasting
largely depends.
The great object in roasting should be to keep in
the gravy. This is best done by putting the
meat quite near the fire at first and basting imme
diately to prevent it from becoming hard and
dry. In about five minutes, it should be drawn
back to the distance of a foot from the fire, and
the basting continued as frequently as possible.
Any one engaged in roasting should remember
this golden rule, that meat—i.e., the lean part more
particularly—can scarcely be basted too much.
And now, how long are we to keep a joint before
the fire ? Well, the rule is, a quarter of an hour
to a pound and a quarter of an hour over for red
meat, thus—a leg of mutton or piece of beef
weighing six pounds, would take one and three
quarter hours. For Avhite meat, such as veal,
pork, and lamb, the time is twenty minutes to a
pound and twenty minutes over. These rules,
however, are often modified by circumstances, such
as the state of the fire, the thickness of the joint,
&c. By careful watching, a good cook will soon
F.M.H.
be able to tell when the joint is done.

(liaRltcr attfr
of
ALILEO'S life was one long sacrifice to
the claims of science; that of his
daughter, Maria Celeste, was " a min
gled hymn of gratitude and blessing."
It is almost impossible to write the
story of his life, apart from hers, for
her letters formed his sole consolation,
for many years, amid the demands of selfish and
exacting relatives, and the persecutions of Popish
emissaries.
Galileo Galilei was born at Pisa in February,
1564, of noble parents. His father, Yincenzio
de'Bonajuti de Galilei, was a Florentine noble,
It
although in straightened circumstances.
seems that he designed his son for the AVOO!buying business, but perceiving that young
Galileo possessed remarkable talent, taught
him music and placed him under distinguished
teachers in other arts. The lad at this time
seems to have possessed an almost universal
aptitude for the acquisition of knowledge and
many-sided genius, for in after life he used to tell
his friends, that had he been permitted to choose
his own profession, he should have selected that
of a painter. He became so distinguished as
draughtsman and artist, that some of the best
painters of the day submitted their work to his
inspection. He became a pupil of the monastery
of Vallombrosa in his youth, and there received
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instruction in logic from the monks, maintaining,
meanwhile, his acquaintance with Latin and
Greek. Finally, when in his eighteenth year,
Galileo was sent to study medicine at the Univer
sity of Pisa, being placed as a boarder in the
_
_
house of a relative.
From his earliest days he exercised the habit of
examining and deciding matters for himself, in
stead of receiving them on the authority of his
teachers. To this habit of independent research
is to be attributed the envious detraction and
evil treatment shown towards him by members of
the University. It was while he was resident in
Pisa that he made the discovery of the pendulum.
It is said that he attentively observed the regular
oscillations of the bronze lamp in the Cathedral,
until he found a clue to the construction of a
pendulum. It also occurred to him that by such
an iiis trument he could measure the rate of the
human pulse. Medical men hailed the discovery
with acclamation, and the instrument which he
invented was c&Ued-piilsilogia, being adopted gene
rally by them in their practice.
Galileo's father had forbidden him to have anythino- to do with mathematics, considering that
time spent in the study of that science would be
so much wasted in the case of one destined for
the profession of medicine. The young man,
therefore, took lessons in this science from a
mathematical professor by stealth. After a little
time Yincenzio Galilei forbade the study, but
discovering how easily the youth invented new
problems, as well as mastered those of Euclid, he
at length gave way, being convinced that his son
was a "born mathematician. The young man had
now found the commencement of the path to fame.
Not very long after this, he composed and issued
his first book on " The Hydrostatic Balance,"
which essay was distributed in manuscript-among
his friends. This work was the means of gaining
the notice and friendship of many of the great and
learned, who urged him to undertake yet further
discoveries. He very quickly wrote a second essay,
this time "On the Centre of Gravity," but it was
only perused in manuscript, not being honoured
to appear in print until fifty years later. Truly,
the votaries of science need to have the faculty of
patient waiting. Yery shortly, however, he was
appointed by the Grand Duke of Tuscany to the
professorship of mathematics at Pisa, at the mag
nificent salary of sixty crowns yearly, or about
fifteen pounds of our money. This was in 1588,
and even after allowing for the difference in the
values of money, then and now, it still remains
abundantly clear that Galileo's science brought
him more fame than riches.
• Aided by the experiments made from the top
of the Leaning Tower of Pisa, Galileo next
attacked the generally received theories respect
ing the velocity of falling bodies. These experi
ments proved the truth of the new doctrines pro
pounded by the young professor, but incensed the
scientific world against him to such an extent,
that he very shortly after resigned his mathe
matical professorship at Pisa, as a measure of
self-preservation, gaining, not long after, a similar
professorship at Padua, with a stipend of about £45
annually. The diploma referring to his appoint
ment—still preserved among Galileo's manuscripts
in the Palatine Library—sufficently proves in
what honour he was held in Italy. From this
time he relinquished medical study, and devoted
himself fully to science. Among other things, he
wrote a treatise on fortifications and mechanics,
and invented the geometrical compass, employing
workmen to make his mathematical instruments
under his own direction, and in his OAVU house.
It is recorded that at this time, in spite of detrac
tors, princes sought his acquaintance, and sought
to attract him to their courts, in order to avail
themselves of his scientific discoveries in relation
to the arts of war and engineering. After he had
been in this position for seventeen years, the
Senate voted him the professorship for life, with
an annual stipend of a thousand florins..
In 1591 Yincenzio Galileo died, and tne pro
fessor became the head of his family. From this
time forward he had to interest himself in the
setting forth in life of his brothers, and the
marriages of his sisters. The domestic life of
people of that time presented many contrasts to
that of our own day. Sons were to be set out in
life in various professions,or careers,but daughters
were never to remain at home. They were'to be
educated suitably to their position in life, and
then either married to some husband chosen by

the relatives, or secluded in a cloister for life, as
brides of heaven. In either case, a dowry was to
be paid with. them. If they possessed but small
dowries they generally went into some convent;
for from the correspondence of that day we find
that husbands were too grasping, avaricious, and
eager after the dowry to permit a father, or elder
brother, to escape lightly. Indeed, we find from a
letter written to Galileo, at that time, by his
mother, that one who had already been married to
Virginia Galileo, by name Benedetto Landucei,
was so incensed at the failure of the old man to
pay him his wife's dowry before his death, that
he was threatening to proceed to harsh measures
with poor Galileo.
In addition to paying this debt he had to find,
beg, or borrow, a dowry of 1,800 ducats for his
younger sister, Yirginia Galilei, who was then in
a convent school, but who so hated the life there
that the Lady Superior wrote repeatedly to the
girl's family, beseeching and persuading them to
arrange a marriage for her. Further a wild,
erratic spendthrift, although gifted, younger
brother, named Michelangelo, had to be set out in
life; and after some trying delays a post was
found for him at the Polish Court. Young
Michelangelo promised to assist his elder brother
in the payment of the dowries for his sisters. As
time went on, however, he not only made excuses
for not contributing one penny, but actually came
for relief to that brother, once and again, and
ended by at last casting part of his family upon
Galileo's charity. Michelangelo seems to have
been of an unstable, gay, thoughtless disposition,
spending all he gained in a very little time, and
recognizing no call, either of duty or affection.
On the contrary, not only did the elder brother
provide, by painful degrees and much self denial,
a sum equal to about £350 of our money for
Yirginia's dowrv, but he made many handsome
presents of dresses, and silken hangings, such as,
according to his opinion, befitted the daughter of a
noble house.
About the year 1632, Galileo invented the ther
mometer, or heat-measurer, and practised horo
scope-casting. In 1609, he invented the telescope,
and the instant the discovery was announced, it
became the occasion for fierce disputes. Several
were named as having been inventors of this in
strument, but it appears almost certain that
the priority of claim rests with Jansen, a
Dutchman. Still, as Galileo knew nothing of
the Dutchman or his discoveries, the invention
affords further proof of his marvellous genius.
His telescope seems to have been of remarkable
power, enabling him to make observations on the
moon, Jupiter, and other celestial bodies. Pie
also wrote astronomical treatises, and commenced
to deliver lectures on the motions of the heavenly
bodies. His teaching on the satellites of Jupiter
won him many enemies among the astronomers
of the day, but Galileo calmly allowed them to
speak or write against him, as they listed, while
he devoted his attention to more important matters.
The discovery of Saturn's rings, the phases of
Yenus, and of solar spots, followed in quick suc
cession, for amid good and evil report, the astro
nomer went on the even tenor of his way. Speak
ing one day of a professor at Pisa, who had
violently opposed him, but who had lately died,
Galileo said : " Libri did not choose to see my
celestial trifles while he was on earth; perhaps
he will now that he has gone to heaven." The
patience of genius and of quiet waiting would ap
pear ever to have distinguished Galileo's characte r Time has justified that patient waiting.
Galileo had three children—two girls and a boy.
For some years his own mother brought up the
children, but her temper unfitting her for the care
and training of young children, he finally placed
the two girls in a convent, with a view to their
taking the veil, when of a proper age. The rule
generally observed was that no girls should take
the veil until they were sixteen years of age; but
at the date when these two girls became the in
mates of a convent, Polissena, the elder, was
barely thirteen years of age, while Yirginia
was only about ten. Yincenzio, the son, he
placed under tuition to be trained for some
learned profession. About this time, Galileo be
came involved with the monks and friars, upon
the interpretation of Ploly Scripture. One of the
Dominican friars named Caccini had the impu
dence to preach publicly against Galileo, urging
that mathematics was a diabolical art, and that
all mathematicians were born heretics. With the

usual fairness of the Romish. Church, Caccini was
summoned to Borne to give evidence respecting
the teachings and opinions of Galileo and his
followers. Another Dominican, namedFra Lorini,
had denounced Galileo as a heretic, and an
enemy to the Church.
These things led to his going to Rome to de
fend himself. The theory of the motion of the
earth round the sun was defended by him,.even in
the midst of his enemies ; but, notwithstanding,
he was admonished by order of the Pope, who
cared nothing for science, or its followers, thereby
getting off, for that time. Certain books which
advocated the Copernica.n theory were condemned
by the decree of the Church, while Galileo, earned
a reputation for heresy which did not soon desert
him. He said of himself, " I assert that no saint
could have acted with greater zeal or greater
reverence for Holy Church." He further had
an audience of the Pope, and during an interview
lasting over half an hour, he pleaded most power
fully his own cause. The Pope assured Galileo
that he, himself, was convinced of his orthodoxy,
and advised him to quiet his mind, while the
Grand Duke of Tuscany sent a message to him to
leave Rome while all was well, and " not rouse up
sleeping dogs."
After this we find him turning again to his
scientific studies. He attempted to determine the
method of settling the longitude at sea, wrote a
discourse on the tides, another on the inequalities
of the moon's surface, and others on various dis
coveries connected with the heavenly bodies. His
friend Sagred strenuously endeavoured to per
suade him to rest upon his laurels. Said he,
" Philosophize comfortably in your bed, and let
the stars alone. Let fools be fools ; let the igno
rant plume themselves on their ignorance. Why
should you court martyrdom for the sake of
winning them from their folly ?" But Galileo
could not adopt this Epicurean philosophy, and
every opportunity that offered, when not inter
rupted by illness, he followed his beloved pur
suits.
But if he had trouble in the world, he had con
solation in his correspondence with his daughters,
notably the eldest, who was known, according to
convent usage, as Sister Maria Celeste.
A few specimens of her correspondence will
serve to prove what a treasure he exiled from his
house, when he condemned her to the convent cell.
One cannot help thinking that Galileo would have
found his own reward in retaining this girl about
him, and in fixing his home with her. Writing to
her father, on the occasion of the death .of his
sister, Sister Maria says, " As I said, we sym
pathize fully in your grief; though indeed, the
consideration of human misery should suffice to
make us take comfort, seeing that here we are but
pilgrims and strangers, and that soon we shall set
out for our true country in heaven, where is perfect
bliss." On the occasion of her father's illness,
she says, " I never regret being a nun, except
when my father is ill, because then I should like to
be with him. I do not suppose you are in want of
anything, but if you are, let us know, and we will
supply it with the best we have. Meanwhile, we
will continue, as we are wont, to entreat our Lord
to give you that measure of health, so much to be
desired, and also that He will give you His
heavenly, grace." Another time, she pleads for
Yincenzio, who was then about seventeen years of
age, and entreats her father to forgive him his
fault, " in consideration of his youth, and which,
seeing it is the first, merits pardon." This youth
appears to have been a second Michelangelo; sulky,
obstinate, selfish, wayward, and idle, he seems to
have been a sore trouble to his father, and a
plague to his instructors. Yet, amid the multifa
rious duties which fell to her lot, in the.sick ward,
and the still room of the convent, she found time
not only to plead for him, but to make and mend
collars, and to get them up for the young scape
grace, as well as to execute many domestic services
for her father. At times, pressed down by
domestic worries, and the ill-behaviour of his
brother, nephew, and son, he fell ill, and then she
tries to comfort him, by writing the assurance of
her unalterable love and respect. She says,
" Only in one respect does cloister life weigh
heavily upon me; that is, that it prevents my
attending on you personally, which would be my
desire, were it permitted. My thoughts are always
with you, and I long to have news of you daily."
Sometimes she asks him to purchase some little
article of dress, that she mn.v make it rip: ni
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another time when ill, she begs an old hen from
the garden "in order to make a little weak broth."
It seems that it was the custom at the convent
for the nuns to purchase, or rent, the use of a
room for a lifetime, provided they had sufficient
private means. Those who had no means were
compelled to put lip with the common room and
common dormitory. Sister Maria complains that
she had been compelled to give up the small room
which she formerly possessed to her sister Arcangela, in consequence of that sister's ill-health, and
confesses, "I am quite a pilgrim, having no corner
of my own, wherein to pass a quiet hour. .... I
only want some place were I could be quiet and
retired. .... I do not think that for the sake of this
thirty crowns, you will hesitate to do this great
kindness, which I ask for the love of God. In the
monastic condition, I could have no greater
necessity for anything than what I have already
explained; that is, to possess some place where I
could be quite private and retired."
Meanwhile Galileo had finished his work entitled
" A Dialogue on the Ptolemaic and Copernican
Systems," and set out for Home, hoping to secure
the Pope's consent to its publication; for the
sanction of the Papal authorities was imperatively
necessary ere this could be done. He succeeded
in obtaining a modified consent; provided he would
alter the title-page, so as to express opinions
more in accordance with the creed of the Church,
and allow the book to conclude with an argument
written by the Pope himself, he might have the
necessary license. Then followed a series of visits
to the authorities in order to gain their permission
to print it in Florence. But the plague was raging
there, and Sister Maria Celeste wrote again and
again, expressing her anxiety for her father, on
account of his exposure to infection. His son Vincenzio had fled to Prato with his wife, so as to be
out of the way of danger, heedless of the loneliness
which their absence had caused to the aged man.
But his loving daughter comforts and exhorts him,
again and again, in the midst of his distresses.
She says wisely and sweetly, " I know that your
lordship knows better than I do that tribulation
is the touchstone whereupon is tested the genuine
ness of our love to God." Again, "I pray not to
take the knife of these crosses and disturbances by
the wrong end, so that you may not offend because
of them. Only in our gracious God can we find
rest. For neither the love of children, nor pleasures,
nor honours, nor riches can give us true happi
ness, seeing that all these things are too unstable.
Oh! what rejoicing will be ours, when the thin
veil that unfolds us is rent, and we are able to see
the Most High face to face." At the end of this year
(163!) his brother Michaelangelo died, and left a
whole family depending for support upon the aged
astronomer.
In thebeginniugof 1632,the "Dialogue"appeared,
and was received at once with great applause and
respect. But scarcely had it appeared, before an
order was promulgated, by the Master of the
Sacred Palace, to sequestrate every copy in the
shops throughout Italy, founding this order upon
the charge of heretical doctrine. Not only so,
but in replying to the Grand Duke of Tuscany,
who had defended the work and demanded an ex
planation, seeing that it had been examined in
Borne by the Papal authorities three times, the
Pope said that he had shown much kindness to
Galileo, in not ordering him to the Inquisi
tion. One of the Fathers declared to a friend that
" the Jesuits would persecute him most bitterly."
So it proved, for they rested not until they had
brought him before the judgment bar of the
dreaded Inquisition. In October of the same
year an order was served upon him to appear
before that tribunal to answer the charge of
heresy. Thus the poor old man, in his sixtyninth year, was at last hunted down by the
dogs of the Inquisition, for the crime of teaching
astronomical theories, which only in seeming con
tradicted the words of Scripture. In spite of
severe sickness he was compelled to go to Borne ;
no argument of mercy could be found to prevail
for him, and on the 20th of January, 1633, he set
otit in one of the Grand Ducal litters. Weary,
heartsore, and worn out by his many studies
and perplexities, he set himself to face this greatest
trial of his life. He reached Borne on February
13, and was received as the guest of the Tuscan
He remained there some weeks
Ambassador.
awaiting his trial.
Galileo was brought to trial early in April, and
after a few formal questions, was remanded as a
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prisoner of the Holy Office. After having been
brought up there three times, and threatened
with the torture if he did not make full confession,
he received sentence. This sentence declared him
to be suspected of heresy, and condemned him to
imprisonment during the pleasure of the Inquisi
tion. By way of penance he was to recite the
Penitential Psalms once each week for three
years, and to sign a long abjuration, of which
the following is a part:—"I,'Galileo Galelei,
aged seventy years ..... have been judged
vehemently suspected of heresy, that is, of having
held and believed that the sun is the centre of
the universe, and unmovable, and that the earth
is not the centre of the same, and that it does
move .... Nevertheless I abjure, with a
sincere and unfeigned faith, the said errors and
heresies, and generally all and every error and
sect contrary to the Holy Catholic Church. I,
Galileo Galelei, have abjured as above, with my
own hands." It is said that Galileo muttered the
words Eppure si muove! (It does move though)
immediately after his abjuration. If he did he
must have done so in a very quiet aside,
seeing that had any myrmidon of the Inquisition
caught them, Galileo would have been committed
for contumacy, and dealt with severely. It was
finally decreed that all the works of Galileo were
to be placed on the list of the " Index Expurgatorius ;" while he himself was to remain a prisoner
in the Villa Medici waiting the Pope's pleasure.
As some mitigation of his trouble, he was
permitted in July to go to Siena under the charge
of the archbishop. Meanwhile Sister Maria Celeste
took charge of her father's affairs at home, di
rected his house by deputy—for she was not
allowed to leave her convent—economized his
money, and wrote him consoling letters frequentlv.
But her course was now nearly run. She felt
within her the sentence of mortality. She had
watched the sick, compounded medicines, cheered
her father's lonely heart, plodded her patient
self-denying way through life, deeming herself too
insignificant and too unworthy to be needed by any
body. Still, she longed to see her father once more.
This prayer was granted. After five months' im
prisonment in the archbishop's castle at Siena, an
order came permitting Galileo to return to his
house at Arcetri. When Sister Maria heard of this
she wrote, "I do not think I shall live to see that
hour. Yet may God grant it, if it be for the
best." She was permitted to see him, and to
rejoice with him upon his deliverance out of the
fangs of the Inquisition, but further weakness
came on, and in April, 1634, she passed away, at
the age of thirty-three.
While mourning her loss, Galileo received an
other mandate from Borne, strictly condemning
him to solitude in his own house at Arcetri, and
forbidding him to visit Florence. This was an
additional pang, and a cruel insult, but the grand
old man turned to work for his remedy and joy.
He wrote his " Dialogues on Motion," and worked
hard at mathematics. Blindness began to threaten
him, but before that awful calamity came on him
he discovered the moon's librations. Then, com
plete prostration and total blindness came on him,
and he was utterly broken down. As a special
favour the Inquisitor of Florence permitted him
to be brought there, to consult a physician, and
also allowed him to be carried to hear Mass at a
little church, distant a few paces only from his
house.
Thus he lingered out his few remaining days,
cheered by scarcely any of his old acquaintances,
and subject to ever-recurring attacks of gout
and low fever. At length, after two months acute
suffering, he breathed his last on January 8,1642.
The enmity which had followed him so cruelly
and so persistently during his lifetime, broke
forth afresh after his decease, for the minions of
the Papacy declared that his body could not rest
in consecrated ground, neither could he legally
make a will, on account of his heretical opinions.
But the legal authorities stepped in, and took the
part of the dead hero, and won the day.
His life was one long protest against ignorance,
prejudice, narrow-mindedness, bigotry, and perse
cution. He was a man before his age, and suf
fered accordingly. Yet the poor travel-worn,
injured old man has won lasting fame, while his
persecutors are remembered only to be held up to
indignant scorn. Truth is eternal, and in spite of
dungeons, cardinals, popes, penances, and abjura
tions, goes its conquering way through all ages.
EMMA BAYMOND PITMAN.

" To thy work in my vineyard," saith Jesus, thy
Lord,
He thy labour with blessing shall richly re
ward ;
And the call of thy Saviour is ever " To-day,"
For His work cannot wait, so thou must not
delay.
Then haste thee, oh, Christian, for the night
draweth on,
There is much to be done, and thy day soon is
gone.
There are perishing souls, whom thy work is to
warn,
And though harshly they treat thee, thou canst
not them scorn;
But wilt tell them of Jesus who died on the
tree,
That they from the power of their sins might
be free.
And tell them He's waiting choicest blessings
to give,
To be daily renewed, while they here on earth
live.
And the children, so dear, whom you constantly
meet,
You may lovingly lead, one by one to Christ's
feet;
They are tender in heart, in the dew of their
youth,
And are quickly impressed with sweet lessons of
truth.
But their hearts will grow hard, so you cannot
delay,
Strive to win them for Jesus, while yet it's
" To-day."
When thy work is all done, and thy day is all
spent,
And you yield up to God all the talents He
lent;
Then thy Lord shall thee greet with a, blessed
"Well done,"
And shall welcome thee home to the rest thou
hast won :
To partake in His presence of joy in full
store,
And abide in the light of His face evermore.
HUGH BANKLX.
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