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'lIOiNIE-CHIINllýG.'

Ifte ras going fo bis Father, and bis
Saviour was witL ..im. The Angels of God
%vould sin- for joy. What a liomo-comixig!
Juis funeral bell ivas truly a ' home-
chime.'

What ive sa.w îvas only a poor suffering
-body; iviat the kn gels sawv was a ransomed

S AVE you ever bocu in Italy? Can
yen realise that thora are men

Cand %women thiere-ivorking men
aud îvorking weomen, poor aind

rich, great and humnble,geod and bad, just
as there are in any part of our owu country ?
Lives may be somewhat different, but bondts
are the saine.

Herc are two gentlemen walkzing leistirely
borne from. their offices in a great Italian
city. Thiey do not look, vcry unlike Englist-
men-a littie darker in Ixair and complexion,
a littie briglhter in dress and livelier in
mariner, but after tfiat, mmmci likze tivo well-
dressed mnen in London streets.

Whiat are they saying to eachi otUer?
Thiey look very carnest. Let us listen.

'Wbat is the use of religion' Psays the
-ine wblomi bis friend cails Antonio; ' I %would
certainly like to have your faith, old fellow,
it seemos to niake yen so conifertable. Eut
therc! I havenet got it; I bave nover been
able te bolieve tbat wvhich yeu lýelieve, and
îvhen I begin ta tliiuk, of such things, I only
iuvolve myseif in a sena of doubts, se I jîmst
let things bo. I say the prayers Mny Mother
tauglt me as a child from force of habit,
xnd thoreit ail ends. Whiatmiatter? God

%won't punisli a man for not bcin- able te
believe.2

Francis, a fine brond-shouldered mian of
mniddle ne, turned a serious face towards
his friend. le loved Antonio; it was a grief
te him that ivith tbe bonest, plea-sant fellow,
lie could only speakc bappily of the tbings of
this life.

' LookI here, Antonio,' bie began, ' yen were
born witb a good liead and fuir abilitics-I

soul made white in the blood of the
Lamb-au heir of God, and ajoint-hoir with
Christ, going home te roceive bis inhoritance.
le ivas happy in the expectation of thatjoy,
but what must the reality be te bim now!
Ah, noue of us cau realise that bliss. 'Frior
ever with his Lord 1

shommld say God gaie you thomu; but nover
mind tint, you wcren't hemn a, fool, werE
you ? Well, thon, you otight te utse
your intellect fer the best purposcs, and
that secmus te bo tho sceking eut the things
of religion. Nol sittin- down calmly eayxmîg,
I can't believe, and so I i,.nt try, and -%et
God muzt't blame me. Timat is si eor
wilftul laziness,. QI cottr:cit willbhotoil and
labour te rend, and compare, and searchi iute
the foundations of the faith, btut yeu sheuld
do it bocause of thc eoerniuus impurtance of
the matter.'

IlAye, that life after death. is a poser,' said
Anitcnio, withi a sigh. 'As I said before, 1
would willingly bave your religion, Francis,
but alter thirty years of nbolief and iu-
difforence, it %vili ta1ke a miracle te make, a,
Citistiari of me. Why, it's coiiiing on le
r.tin, heavily tee; liera is a restauirant-shilt
îvc. stop in and baie ýointiaing whilo the
shower hasts'

M'hile Antonio rau thrommgh the Eist uf
disbes F rancis walked te, the uindow. le
scemed te be looking at thuc rain-wablicd
streot, 'but his thouglits had gone higIoer
timan oartb, rigbit up te hecaven.

Co Lord,' they said, «'tbis Mny fricnd
nccds Thice, needs Thy lielp. Tcach him.
that ne trouble is tee great te gain f.aith. I
de net ask a miracle of Thee for bis sakce;
but, if it scems good te Tbc, show Thyseif
te bim now lu this our cemmnon hile, and
call hlm te Thy faith andi fear.'

Often and eften bad Francis sent up such
short prayers te heavra. for his friend Anto-
nio; they bad seemed hithorto te have been in
vain, but be remembered that bis Blessed


