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cunning virtue, indefeasibly royal, as of the Sceptre of this
Planet. Venerable too is the rugged face, all weather-tanned,
besoiled, with its rude intelligence; for it is the face of a Man
living manlike. Oh, but the more venerable for thy rudeness,
and even because we must pity as well as love thee! Hardly-
entreated Brother! For us was thy back so bent, for us were
thy straight limbs and fingers so deformed : thou -wert out Con-
script, on whom the lot fell, ar' fghting our battles wert so
marred. For in thee too lay a god-created Form, but it was
not to be unfolded; encrusted must it stand with the thick
adhesions and defacements of Labour; and thy body, like thy
soul, was not to know freedom. Yet toil on, toil on: thoi, art
in thy duty, be out of it who may; thou toilest for the alto-
gether indispensable, for daily bread.

A second man I honor, and still more highly: Hin who is
seen toiling for the spiritually indispensable; not daily bread,
but the Bread of Life. Is not he, too, in his duty; endeavouring
towards inward Harmony; revealing this by act, or by word,
through all his outward endeavours, be they high or low ?
Highest of all, when his outward and his inward endeavour are
one: when we can name him Artist; not earthly Craftsmian
only, but inspired Thinker, who with heaven-made Implement
conquers Heaven for us! If the poor and humble toil that we
have Food, must not the high and glorious toil for him in
returri, that he have Light, have Guidance, Freedom, Immor-
tality ?-These two, in all their degrees, I honour: all else is
chaff and dust, which let the wind blow whither it listeth.

Unspeakably touching is it, however, when I find both
dignities united; and he that must toil outwardly for the
lowest of man's wants, is also toiling inwardly for the highest.
Sublimer in this world know I nothing than a Peasant Saint,
could such now anywhere be met with. Such a one will take
thee back to Nazareth itself ; thou wilt see the splendour of
Heaven spring forth from the humblest depths of Earth, like a
light shining in great darkness.

Be of comfort! Thou art not alone, if thou have Faith.
Spake we not of a Communion of Saints, unseen, yet not unreal,
accompanying ani brother-like embracing thee, so thou be
worthy ? Their heroic Sufferings rise up melodiously together
to Heaven, out of all lands, and out of all times, as a sacred


