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There, it is done ; and as we skate along I am going to take you to a beauti- 

ful city. 

Here we are in the midst of one of the grandest cities of the world, the 

great city of Rome. This is the Forum, where the Romans meet for all their 

public business. -To-day there is a great market going on. Jack and Bob, 

don’t take too many of those peaches; they will upset you. Here children, are 

a bunch of grapes and a handful of walnuts apiece. Are they not nice? 

Everything seems to be sold here—luscious fruit, bread, cheese, maccaroni, 

boots, frying-pans, furniture, glass, crockery, cutlery, and such like. 

Oh, how hot it is! No wonder that the stalls are covered with large 

awnings, and the people get into the shade as much as they can. No, children, 

don’t take off your furs ; fan yourselves, if you like, with your handkerchiefs. 

Let us take a walk through this gay, noisy crowd. How they chatter, and 

how their hands and fingers move. Do you see these groups of half-frightened 

people, in dress, and face, and figure so unlike the dark-skinned, black-eyed 

Italians all around them? These are captives taken from various nations, and 

they are slaves, who are going to be sold to-day to the highest bidder. Here are 
a number of interesting-looking little children. See what blue eyes and golden 
hair they have. They are captives from Britain, and they have been brought 

here to be sold. Let us draw near to them and look. at them. Poor things, it 
was a great shame to take them from their home. 

No, Jack, we cannot set them free, much as I should like to do so. You 

see we can’t interfere with history. 

As we stand looking at them, and offering them some of our cakes and our 
grapes, do you notice that stately-looking priest coming up to join us? That is 

Gregory, the Archdeacon of Rome, a very great man in the Roman Church, 
“Who are these?” he asks, as he looks at the blue-eyed little ones. 
“These are Angles.” Axgli. (I must tell you they are speaking Latin. 

Here’s a chance for you boys that know Latin.) 

“No,” he says, “not Angles, but angels,” ~on Angli sed Angeli. 
“ And where do they come from ?” asks he, 

“From Deira, a province of Britain.” 

“Tt is true,” says Gregory, “they should come de iva, away from the wrath, 
and be brought to the mercy of Christ.” 

“ And who is their King?” “ Ella.” 
“Yes, may al/eluzas be sung there,” echoes Gregory, and goes away with his 

mind full of these pretty little British children, who. had so won his heart. .


