
Imet a prelate engaged in the Vatican the other day (writes the
Rome correspondentof thePall Mall Gazette), andin the courseof
our conversation began todeplore my hard lot in having to stay in
Rome during the heat of the summer and work. 'Oh, well,' he
said,'youarenot worseoff thanwe in the Vatican. Now that most
cf the employees are away,we whoare left have to work hard.'

1Work 1
'
Iexclaimed. 'Yes, walk in the Vatican gardens and

count the grapes of thePope's vineyard.'
1Do you know that everyeveningthe mailbrings to thebronze

doors of the Vaticanan averageof 20,000 lettersandnewspapers, to
saynothingof telegrams ? All the letters have tobe opened,sorted,
andclassified, while the newspapers are read,and selections outor
extracts made during the night to be ready for perusal by the
officersof State early thenextmorning.''And where doe3the Popecomein?

'Iinterrupted. 'They say
he also works sohard.''Muchof this work is submittedtohim,and heshould readall
the letters addressed Sanctitati Suae LeoniPapaeXIIIfelioiter
regnanti. However,as the whole 24 hours of the day would not be
sufficient for thePontiff to evenglance overthem,heonly sees what
CardinalRampolla thinks nece-sary for his inspection.''

Inother words,heknows only what they choose?
''Oh, no;there arecommunications whichreally go directly to

the HolyFather,namely, those through thediplomatists accredited
to the Vatican. Still,themost secure wayof having a letter read
by the Pope is t > address it as follows:'To hisHoliness thePopa,'
as any other than the head of the Church guilty of opening a
document soaddressed will be excommunicatedaccording to abull
promulgated by theCarafaPope,Paul IV.'

1Now,Gregor,youmust show me someof your work,'he said,
as they entered the studio, 'and you must let me give you my
honestcriticism, just as old Don used to do at Edinboro'. Is this
your last picture? "Parting," you call it ? Ah, itis wonderfulI
The grouping and colouringare exquisite; but, old man, there's
something lacking '

1Just what they all say,'said Gregor,sadly.
' Both the world

andmy inner self tellmeIlack something,but neither the onenor
the other tell me what the want is.''
Ithink Iknow what is the matter, John,' saidKent, looking

gravely from thecanvas tohis friend's face;'youlack something
that somany of us miss as wego through the world

—
it is touch

with the great human brotherhood around us, with its joy and
sorrow, its hope and despair. And how can we touch this great
heart-note of mankind when our own hearts have never been
attuned to it ? Itis the broad,quick sympathy that you need,my
friend

—
youhave not yetenteredinto the lives, thewants,the soul-

strifes of men.' He paused,and Gregor sat with his face bowed in
his hands. 'AmIpreaching,old man ? It is only because Iwant
tohelp you to have the promiseof your work fulfilled. Letme
suggest something. Youarerich, youare young

—
leave your work

for a time andgo study in the living school. My wordonit, you'll
be thankful when you take up your work once more Now, old
fellow,Imust go

—
Ihavean appointment for this evening. Think

over whatI've said and come up to see me. I'm"at the Contin-
ental.'

John Gregordid think. A week later, whenKentcalled up at
the studioagain, he found itclosed andits owner gone ;they did
know where or for how long, the concierge said. Richard Kent
smiled as he went down the steps. 'It will do him good,' he
said.

11.

There are four walls around a little Provencil garden
thathold theirlittle worldof sorrow. In the cottage opening on
the tiny grassplot lives anoldFrench peasant and her grandchild.
The old woman's face is marked with manya line that tells its
silent history of painandstruggle. She has had more than falls to
to the lot of most women and men, this old Frenchpeasant. But
one bit of happiness seems left to her

—
it is the little Babbette.

The child seems to understand itall and she gives the old woman a
great heartfulof the love she craves. But now the little one is
dying, and the oldgrandmother'sheart is heavy with hopelessness
Eachday asshe carries the lighter-growin* burden, into the little
garden,she feels the feeble life-pulse beating fainter,she sees the
pale face growpaler.'Gran'mere,' said the child one day at twilight as she leaned
back, white and tired, on thepillows of her great chair, 'gran'mere,
see the sun is almost gone! He willnot come to-day.''Oh, yes, cherie, he will come;henever lets the sundie with-
out coming to brighten thee up a bit, petite. See, there he is
now I

'
Itwas John Gregor who walked so quickly across the little

gravelled walk;butnot the sameJohn we left in theParis studio.
Heis a happierand a better man for his year with the people. He
has wandered through many lands in that year,living always the
fuller life that is born of intercourse with the lives and hearts of
commonmen. For thepast three months he has livedin the little
Provencal to<vn. Walking through the streets and lanes of the
sleeping village, he met often the little Babbette, and he was
strangely attracted by the pure, flower face of the child. After-
wards,he went toseeher,and now that she was ill,he went each
day withhis great bunchof the wood-flowers that she lovedand his
kindsmile, helping to while away thelong hours and cheering the
oldgrandmother with his hopefulness.

'Am Ilate to-day, little one?
'

he asked, as he laid his cool
hand on her fevered head. 'Never mind, we shall have a long
evening together to make up for it. Come, grandmother, the
evening air will soon be too chill for her :but we'll put ihe chair
close to the window where wecan watcheach star asit peeps out of
the darkness.'

Thatnight, when the stars came, they beckoned the little soul
away,andat last, when Gregor went out into thedarkness, he left
the old grandmother alone beside the window,holding tight the
little cold form and speaking tender words that only thehtars could
hear.

All the long night John Gregor thought. The coming of the
silentdeath sonear him has stirred old feelings,old regrets. He
had knelt in the shadow of eternity and he roseup to look with
clearer eyea in the face of the living duty. He looked within
himself and shuddered atthe sight. He lookedat theboy-dreamer
among the Scottish meadows

—
he looked at the years of patient

sacrifice, at the hopes his baseness had shattered
—

he saw the
simple, loving hearts trampled and crushed by his ingratitude.
And then he dida strange thing

—
this world-schooled man:

'Help
me, 0 God !

'
hemoaned. '0, GodI

— '
And when the dawncame,

the little dead face seemed to smile onhim inblessing.
Inanother month he wasback at Lachlan. The old town still

slumbered among the bluehills,andashe left the little station and
mounted the worn path, he saw that the autumn glory again
covered leaf and fell and meadow,as ithad done when years ago
he went away.'
Imust find out if there are anychanges in the old place,' he

said, as he paused before the smith shop, the village gathering
place. Had he changed so much, he wondered, that noneof the
familiar faces that he rememberedso well lighted up withrecog-
nitionashe steppedinamongst them. The old villagers looked up,
surprised, as a stranger entered.'Goodday to ye,sir,'said one;

'
hay yemade muckle o' journey

th' da?
♥Maybe ye're gaein' t' bide o' Lachlan ?

'
another ventured,

voicing thecuriosityof the group.
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'Ihave not beenherefor many years,1said George,'not sinceI

was a lad. ButIknow somethingof thevillage. Isuppose farmer
Gregor still lives in the old farm house under the hill? And
Maister Douglas 1 Does hestill teach the village school?'Nae,nae,friend, theauld Gregor fairm is empty an' the gnde
mon is dead these two year. Ye ken he ha'ac son

—
a likely lad

enow till he took up wi'paintin' an'sioh foolishness. They sent
th' lad awa' t' study an' they worked sair hard, th day an' nicht,
tha' he maut ha' a. Ay weel,sir, itcam' about tha' th' auld fauk
war naegude enow' for th'bairn

—
he ne'er cam' back to them, an'

itbrecht their hearts. It was a sicht to mak' a mon'sc'en tak' t'
battin' to see th' two.sac sad an'sac patient, fadin' awa' for grief—
for the bairn was their a. The blaw just techt their bit o' life
awa' an'am brecht day in the summer-time welaidthemi' th'auld
kirk-yard yonder. They went togither. sir, an' there wa' nae better
fauk in'a' thecountry round. Aye' an' th'auld maister

—
Godbless

him! wentsuinmat afair them. His heart was crushed, too, for he
loved th' Gregor ladan'

—
why mon, wha,ails thee ? Why, hemaun

be crazed!
'

ForJohn Gregor had turnedand fled, asmendoflee from that
most merciless of pursuers— self.

'What acrash this ia, to be sure1 Lady Craigie's receptions
are alwayssoovercrowded! I'mso glad to find this quietcomer

—
and you. Yes,Ihave tickets for the academy to-morrow;itwill
be the best exhibit of years, they say. You have heard of the
first-place pictures, of course

—
those two by John Gregor. You

remember him,do younot ? The young artist that gave so much
promise five or six years ago. You know he disappeared rather
suddenly, and aomethought he was dead;butit seemshehas been
living like a hermit wayup in some unheard of place in North
Scotland. They say he's had a great sorrow

—
maybe he's been

crossed in love,poor fellowI he looks like aman to loveor suffer
deeply. Isaw him the other day when they werehanging his
picture?. Ithought he was a young man,but his hair is quite
white,and such a face as looks out from under that hair! His
pictures are certainly wonderful, though the subjects are very
bimple. One is a scene at twilight in an old Provencal garden

—
a

peasant woman witha seamed and careworn face is looking with
despair in her eyes at a frail, wistful child, onwhom there rests
already the shadow of the coming death. She holds a few faded
flowers in her hands andis lookingat somethingafar off

—
beyond

the grey,sad twilight of thepeacefulgarden. The otherpicture is
beyond words— it is the painting of a soul,allunrest, sin,shame,
despair. Strange, but as the artist lookedup at it,Icaught a flash
of resemblancebetween the dark,shadowed facein thepictureand
the one raised beneath it. Butyou'll see them to-morrow for your-
self. IhopeyouIIsee theartist as well, but-1hear he shuns these
fashionable cru-hes. Indeed, he's amodern St. Francis, they say

—
anapostleof the poor and all that kindof thing,youknow. At
any rate,he seems to have that something inhis work that draws
out the hearts ot menand makes themakin tohim andhis thought.
But I'm keeping you with my enthusiasm. Good-bye, I'll see you
to-morrow. And, by the way,don'c fail tonotice the pictures of
Richard Kent— he's next to Gregor, Ithink. They are great
friends, those two;Ibelieve it wasKent who persuaded Gregor to
comeout of his seclusiou and take uphis artagain.'

The fulnees of the years ha3brought John Gregor what he
sought. He has touched the preaO chord of sympathy and its
echoes haverung in thehearts of men.
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Itwouldbe easier tocalm themost furious hurricaneat sea, or
flames of fire, than tocurb theunbridledinsolenceof themultitude
during arevolution.


