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IV.

IsilouLD make a bad historian. 1 have rnever said a word
about our journey home from London.

Not that there is mucli to tell, because, after ail, we came from
Bistol hy sea, father and Ilugli Spencer and 1, and I was so ful
of the thouglit of home, that I did not observe anything partie-
ularly. The chief thing I remember is a conversation I had with
Ilugh.

Lt was a caim evening. Father had rolled himself up in lis
old military cloak with a foraging cap haif over his eyes, and
Hugoh and I were standing by the side of the ship watching the
eral of strange light shae seemed to, make in the waves. There
was no one else on deck but the man at the helm and an old sailor
mending sorne ropes by the last glimmerings of daylight, and
huminiingc, in a low voice to himself what seemed like an attempt
at a psalm tunle.

Do you know what he is singing?" Huglih asked.
Not from the tune. 1 do noV see how anyone could ; but

the quav.aringts seem of a religious character, like what Vhe old
people sin,- in Vhe churdli."

It is a Methodist hymn," Hugh said. Il He said it tlirough to,
re this rnorning." Hugh always lias a way of getting into the

nfidence of workingmen, especially of seafaring people. The old
.n had been in the ship whidh took Mr. John Wesley and Mr.
harles Wesle-y to America. Several religious people were there
o ftom Germany, going out as inissionaries. Tliey called them-
Ives Moravians. At first lie despised them ail for a foolish psalm-
.c'in set. But Vliey encountered a great storm on the Atlantic,

d the old sailor said lie should neyer forget the fearless calm
ong, these Christian people during the danger. lt was" lie
'd "as if they had fair weather of God's xnaking around Vliem,

the skies as foui as they iniglit." He could neyer rest until lie
und ont their secret. When he went ashore lie attended the
ethodist meetings everywhere, leand now," lie said, le hank the
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