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8 Their views indeed were indistinct and dim,
But yet succesaful, being aimed at Him,
Chuist aud His character their only scope,
‘Theit object, and their subject, and theit hope.”

Duting this same summer the story of Judith Forano
dufted to the Palazzo Borgosia, borne along on the tide of
events, as a bit of weed 1s borne on the incoming waves of
the sex.  Mrs. Bruce, decply interested in her protded,
wrote to her own countrywoman, lonor Maxwell, reciung
the story of the Jewess’ weongs. ** She believes her cluld
is living. 1 believe 1n the mother snustince that causes her
to know in somec mysterious manner that her son is not
dead. If the Loy is hiving, suppose it shuuld happen that

ou should see him or hear of lum.” Thus tonos read the
ctter to Uncle Francini.

** Why," says Uncle Franaini, *‘she has lost a child : you
have found onz: pethaps they are the same.” ** O uncle t*
ctied Honor, in excilement—* hut how could 1 tell—stay,
here is a slip of paper on which M. Bruce wiites Madame
Forano's description of the chuld.  Come to me, Miclach!”
Michacl, who was lying on a rug «u he fasther side of the
salon, plajing with a backgammmon ixard, sprang ur and
planted himselfl before her; Uncle Francini Jeaned forward
to compare the boy with the descripuon. Honor read:
“‘her Labe was fair;" a Jook at Michacl—#4ss shin was a
clear, brown olive, the Llood burning ruddy i tus check
and lips, and now flushing his throat, fiom the warmth of
the day : *‘its eyes were a lovely violet.” tonor looked at
her foundling, but hnew we.i cnough already that us great,
Jaughing eyes were black as jet; *‘and bis hau was cuily
and golden.” Michacl's hair was curly enough, lus Jocks
fell in shining masses, gently hfted by the sea-breeze,
stirnng through the room about s shoulders, but these
locks matched his cyes, except whete a strung Light creejang
through the blinds, which were now down to keep out the
sun, tinged their waves with bronze. lonor was reading
a mothet's descption of a babe ol a month old, lost neatly
six years ago; she was Josking upon a great, 1omping buy ;
there was nothing 1n cymmien between the picture of Judith
Forano's memory and the Loy of Honor Maxwell's reality.
1 think both Uncle Fraucini and onor were glad that
there was not : un these hot days, when he could nut paint,
what could the old man do without the Loy ?

The ~»mmer biought forth harvest and vintage, and
vintage and harvest were pathered 3 meanwhile the seed
which Nanmt had sown in Ser. Jacopus Leart in early
spnng, bad also broupgnt forth ats s, Atl summer the
honest man had come to lionor for coansel, and she had
ever taken hum to the law and to the testimonics. As hus
thirst for the very Word of God giew greater, Assunia had
gone evemog aiter evening with her Lialian Bible, and shut
1m, 10 an inner room with e calzolajo and nis wate, had
1cad to them by the hour. Iioaor Maxwell Lad taught her
maid to read the Scaptures; the Spint of God bruught
home their meaning with divine eficiency.

e come to the cveaing of one of the regular meetings of
the Vaudois Church. The room was dark, sough, low
ceiled, the floor brick ; the benches backless, the lights dim
and few—our Vaudois brethrenare poor. The Swiss pastor
sat at & little 1able weth his Bible tefore bum, Doctor and
Mrs. Polwaith came 10, presently also Honor Maxwell and
her mad, then shorty afier appeared two who had never
hitherto gathered with the Vaudois band, Ser. Jacopo and
Monna Liss. There was reading, prayer, exnortation from
one and aaother. Then Ser. Jacopo tose, and there wasa
waiting silence. He began to speak in the firm, calm voice
of a man whose mind has been castiously and irrevocably
made up. * At theclose of last Camnival my brother-1o-law
came to my house, having a copy of the Evangel. He had
also the Evangel ia tis heart.  He 1ead to me in the book,
and 1 found it good ; he taught me much which 1 felt to be
the 7RUTH. But this 22atk was somsthing different from
that 1 had beflore heard and practised, and there arose =
contest in my heart, I did not wish to draw eamity uzun
myself; 1 did not wish to cadanger my business, .aysell,
wy fsmly, by provoking the pnests, and especaally, 1 did
not wish to sacnfice a few Zire by changing certain babats in
my bLusivess; I did not wash to speak trmh and act troth at
all mes; 50 I shut iy heant to the Evangel. Bat, my
brothers, we may shut the ga.cs of out ity to out fnends o1
out foes, but thereby we cannot shut out the sun of heaven,
he still shines on us; so though I shat my heart, I feit the
eyc of God like a bLurning aun, look down inte my soul;
and as our Jocked gates do nut keep out the au, 1 felt a
new knowledge stirning within me. I cannot tell you wiy
J went for relic{ to the Evange!, instead of to the pnesis;
God alone knows iy 1 weat to the Sipnonna Maxwell,
and she "ead me the Evangel. At 123, my lrothers, what
did 1 feel? I saw Scr. Jesus leaving His throne of glory to
live oa earth for me, 1 saw Him poar, weary, despised,
homeless—for me; 1 beheld Him dying, buried, srisen—and
my soul ssid, \What then, cannol 1 leave a Church which
hides his Evan);cl, cannot 1 suffer loss and scomn, cannot 1
give up 2 few fire for Scr. Jesus, who did all this for me 7
Ahl, my brothers, when 1 did feel that 1 dould even lose the
lire for Ser. Jesus, then all was done. 1 no longes feared
the prizsts, § no longer withheld anything, This 18 my wile,
Lisa. 1said toher, ‘Lo, 1 am become an Evangelical for
Ser. Jesus; must I therefore Jose you and wy children?
Ever 30, 1 am content to givg up ail for Him," But my
wife replied, * Ecco, Jacope, v'v“xul has Scr. Jesus donce for
you that He has not done fut me?2 What Ju yoa owe i
that ¥ do not? No, we will be Evangelicals together.’
*In that case,’l said, *shere s no divnion ; we will take
all oar eight sons with us into the service of Ser. Jesus, for

that cause Ile gave us the eight.’ And then finally, my
Lrothers, I said to the maiden Assunta, who had read the
Evnnr‘cl to me, ‘Do you fear to confess Ser. Jesus before
men?' and she replied ¢ Noj' therefore she Is with us: to.
night.  Take us—we belunpg to you—because we belong to
Christ 1" Ser. Jacopo spread out hi. brawny aras as i‘f! he
would embiace the whole assembly ; tears were falling fiom
many eyes; the Vaudois pastor sobbed aloud; Mrs. Yol.
waith and Honor Maxwell thought of the maid Meicy,
who went to the heavenly city with Chiistiana and her
sons ; snd they remembered the pood joutney fron. the City
of Destruction to the Celestial Gate—but they forpat that
Vauity Fair lay across their road.

Tbe winter cam.. clear, bright, with & beauty of is can
the last olives were pathered ; the roses disappeared with
Christmas, hut along the hills the hawk-weed vmrils golden
eye defied the frost, and bloomed the winter through,
Duritg these wonths Nanni, with a pack on his back,
travelled up and down Tuscany § the pack held the usual
light wares of a pediar, but he had a wallet of gospels, and
‘Testaments, and copies of hymns, and his heast was stored
with the truth which lns lips dispensed.,

When the spung came, Nauni left Tuscany-by *‘reedy
Tiasemene,” crossed Umbris, passed through \{;c :{pennincs
north of Mount Camv, and travelled along thic Adratic
coast to Barletta. ‘The evangelist found the country people,
as a mle, less nccessible, more under the dominion of the
priests, less realizing the possililities of liberty than the
people of the ciies.  Arnving at Barletts, he found his
parents well, and indeed bearing fruit in old age, for several
Bible mectings wete held at their house weekly, Sandio
reading, 1ad his grandfather explaining the Sciiptures, and
the number of believers had already increased to eight.
Sandro seemed 1o nave reached a very remarkable degree of
expenience for his age; the Fari family were still hearers
but not doers of the Word,  The eight believers of Barletta
rejuaced greatly in Nanni s visit of 2 month, he left them to
go to Ser. Jacopo with an important proposition. Siznore
Conti was not likely to be able to continue his business for
many years, and desired that Ser. Jacopo should remove to
Barleua, and keeps the dotfega in bis stead. A calzolajo in
the town had just died, and his widow was willing to sell
out his interest and stock in tiade for & small sum, which
frugal Ser. Conti was able to pay in behalf of his son-in-law.

1tahans aie accustomed to cwading in their houses, and
by using one of the widow Mariana’s rooms in the house
neat door the Jacopo family could be accommodated with
the old men's home. Not only would 2 family thus be
united, but a houschold of believers would be established in
Barletta, to strengthen each other’s hands, and set an
caxample of Christian domestic life.

Chasged with tbis mission of bringing Ser. Jacopo to
comfort the declinirg years of his fatherin-Jaw, Nanni
turned his steps towards the north.

Ser. Jacupo readily accepted the proposal; it would unite
him to his son, lis vife 1o her parents: they would be
placed i a lutte commumty of converts like themselves;
the wuik uf Uud promised fair to progress in the southern
city : they might not oniy share in the secd-sowing, but help
10 p-ather in the havests,

More than filtcen years have passed since then. I am
wnung Awtory. 1 look back and see how indeed they
suued the sced, and how they gatheted the harvest and
brought home the vintage. I see, and 2 ‘Erut blackness
fa.ls uves Set. Jacupo and Monna Lisa and their seven sons,
gueng tuwmadd Bailetta; and, as 10 the vision of Abiaham,
after the darkness, 2 smoling fumace and a burning lamp
moving up and down,

So Scr. Jacopo was gone south, and Easter had comes
and in Lkaster week Father lnnocenza—{romn whom Dr.
Polwarth had heard nothing for the year since his first
wisit—suddenly sezppeared at the pastor’s study. Padre
Ianocenza was even in more of 2 passion than before; his
frame quivered with excitement ; be was angry with himsell,
his ot in life, his Church, with Dr. Polwarth and his letter 3
and aficr the first courtesies of meeting trembled on his
tongue his suppresssd rage bioke forth at the minster’s
anld question : .

“* }lave you honoured me by bringing your answer to my
letter2™

#*No, I have not brought an answer.  You.must expliin

ourself. Your letter 1s dishonest and unfair. 1 must
now what you mcan agd why you me 0 it."

1 am ready to explain my meanings. I had hoped m
letter was 50 simple as to need nothing to make it clearer.”

ss Ciazle 1 ® Answer me this: 1 heat that you have called
my Charch Anti-Chrnist’s Coorch, my PoPc Anti-Christ, our
spirt Ante-Chnist. Tell me~have you? ™

Now, Di1. Polwarth had nexver thus spoken to Romanists,
but he had said many U .ogs in the course of hus Life.

“ Yes, 1 have sawd s.," he replied.

¢ And why did vou say so?"

¢+t Because 1 believe it to be trae.”

*» Oa what authornity 2 roared the Padre. in a white heat.

**Qqn the asthonty of Gol's own Word,” replied the
pastor, coolly. .

**I will 1ell you what you shall do," s1id Padre Innocenza,
nearly choking with rage; **you shall sit down here.and
you shall draw mc out those :eferences in God's Wo:d
whercon you lase that opinivn. I go to pgove them. If
you do not make them plain, if it isuol as you have said,
then, son of infamy, preacher of lies, first-born of Satan,
o1 are Anti-Christ yourselft*

Dr. Polwasth at first felt those risings of the natural man
which templed him to thrust the abusive ecclesiastic into the
street; but he had learced of 13im who when lle was
reviled, teviled not again, Moreover, hc Jooked into the
puest’s cyes and saw, under 211 this passion, & man diviaely
troubled.  Thercfore, instead of ming cxtited, tte
Doctor said, quiaily:

441 will write out these references and send them fo you.”

*““You shall not 1" ciied Innocenza.  **1 will bave them
xoso. There 1s yout papes, your pen, your book ; sit there
acd write, 2nd 1 will wait for it.”

He at once began to up and down the study, like an
excited wild beast mllm ilr: cage. "

Dr. Polwazth placed himself at his table and opened huy
Bible. Hekad the Sciiptures in his head and in his hean.
He had swudied this yuestion, and found the prophecics
(t)\! the great apostasy in the Old Testament uw:lr as the

ew.,

He bepun turning over the leaves of his Bible and placing
on & sheet of foolscap the references in far script, wnting
out, not the whole verses, but their fitst and concluding
woids. Thus he went rapidly on, gathering from the
Prophets, the Gospels, the Episiles, the Apocalypse, the
portrait of the Roman heresy.  After more than an hour of
incessant labour on his part, incessant walking on the pan
of Padse Innocenza, the minister said ¢

‘1 have done, You have now to search out and verif
these passages. If 1 offer you an Italian Bible, you wil
not consider it reliable.  Where will you find the Word ol
God with which to compare these Scriptures?”

Padre Inaocenza grasped the paper, and, folding it small,
thrust it into an inner pocket.

“E basta !"*® he cried ; *“don't trouble yourself, Signote,
1 will see to it that these are propesly compared with a #ru,
Bible—onc that Jaccept as no garbled product of heresy :*
And hardly waitiog foc & pasting salutetion, be rushed away,

1t was Iate in the alternocon when Padre Innocen:za’s
weary and dripping steed climbed the last steep ascent 1,
the Chapel of * Sta. Maria Maggiore of the Hills.” 1l
gave the rein to the hall-naked sprite who acted as hys
valet, stable.boy and gencral factotum, and as the lad turned
to the stable the priest entered bhis chapel. The air way
chill—all Italian chutches have the cold of the grave, Tt
floor was biick paved; the benches were backless and
worn, liks the seats of country schools & hundred years
ago ; along the walls were sea tablets, bearing the epiiaply
ot the richer parishioness of Sta. Maria Maggiore for the
last two centutics ; bhere and there 2 more ambitious memy.
sial had marble festoons, scrolls, chetubs’ heads and skulls
wrought about it.

Above the altar was a Virgin boine by angels, a work of
Autelio Lomi ; beneath it was a tabernacle wrought i
brass, and a worm-caten crecifix, by a pupil of Giotty,
On the altar were the usual tall candles and faded bunche
of artificial flowers. ‘To the left, and partly behind the
altar, lay along the floor the marble figure of a man .
priest’s rolxs. Padre Innocenza walked over this monu.
ment 1o his predecessor of thsee-quarters of a century back,
and then, drawing aside a faded and dusty crimson curtaig,
entered his sactisty and Jocked the door behind him. “The
saciisty had one window high up in the wall* it wasa
lonely room, and Padre Innocenza looked lonely standing
therein.  The stone floor had sunken and twisted unevenly;
the table in the centre of the room was dusty and tume.
caten ; against the door swung a long rusty cassock, some.
thing like a murderer hanging from a gibbet in chains.
Thete was & delf pitcher and basin, with a towel flung
thgreon, bLut the half-clad factotum had failed to pul wa.ex
in the pitcher or bring a clean towel, a server with severa
little cups and glasses for holding salt, oil, water and such
things, for mass, stood on a shelf, and beside it-a cwer,2
broken glass and two or three empty bottles. Under the
shelf were two towns of large drawers. Father Innocenna
knew well what each one held, yet could not prevail ujna
himself to go directly to what he wanted.

e opened the first drawer; there, in 2 careless heap,
Izy a great- cusrtain of purple velvet embroidered in gula,
but the velvet bad grown dingy, threadbare, moth.ca.cn,
the embroidery was blackened with age, & little cloud of dust
rose as the pricst turned over its folds. Beneath the curtan
was 3 huge missal, with great brass clasps and leather
bindings ; the book and the curtain were alike worn oat
with a century and a half of use, The second drawer whcd
Padre Innocenza d was fall of ancient stoles, surplices,
and altar veils ; the muslin was yellow with time, full of
rents and dagns ; the lace and embroidery were frayed and
torn away. In this drawer was a book, a volume of ** ntes
and ccremonies.”  Still to another drawer went the Padre,
here were more vestments—purple ves'ments for Lent,
white vestments, glowing with embroidery and golden wik
great crosses 3 scarlet vestments, black vestments; they
were not yet beyond using, and were fulded with some
liile care; the psalter and prayer book lylng with thea
were cridently yet in service. The fourth diawer kel
va.dous basing, crucifixes, sv old labemagle, a gricdux
cover, & ¢ap or two, a rosary, & beat salver. cn (he
Padie came 1o the last drawer of the treasures which bad
been gathered here during two hundred years. He opendd
the drawer more reverentiy. Here was a priest’s msl;g‘ock.
2 shabby hat, an hour glass, a skull, a stole, and vader alla
purple {emcn altar-veil. This was wrapped into a large
I;_ac ape; Padre Innocenza uafolded it, aad lo! 2 book

he volume was sqoare, had been bound in wkite sheep
skin, which was now brown with age, riddled with holes,
and cut with windiog lines by worms ; the clasps were dall
2nd bent. He opened it; the page was yellow, cloaded,
and had marks as of a book that Liad been in the water, o
lonp buried in the earth.  The paper was like parchmeat &
finish and tlickness, the type bug-, black, antiqee—~s
wonderful and precious book, not only to the enthusiasix
collector, but yet mose to the man who held it in his hand
It was 2 complete Bible, and oa the froat blank ws
written : **This is the true and unsdulterated. Word of the
Lord God of Heaven and Earth,” and the name signed was
that of the priest who 1 3 wogn this rusty robe and faddd
stole? who had counted by this hoar-glass the time of ki
prayers; who had, kept this akuil by his bedaldc asa
memento meri ; whose head this battered hat had covered:
who had served at the altar which this veil had draped:
wko had gone down to dust three-qusriess of a century 3
and over whose grave Padre Innocenra had walked when
came into the sscristy.

\What had been the bistory of-this Bible? It must hart

been very old and defaced when it came to the dead pness

hands; it was marked with notes and comments in fadd

® * Mere talk,” of “ ponsenzs.”

* That is escugh,




