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ci-Ah V' said Flic within hersoif, ciI have made hay to-day for the last Urne in
my little garden ; the first yellow plums wbieh I pluoked to-day for my Felix are
the last that rny cliild will over onjoy irom the troc which bhis father plunted for
hirn; perhaps this ie the last night we shall spend uniter this roof. To-morrow the
bouse will bc the property of another; and who knows whethor we may not be
turned out immediately ? Where shall we find a shelter to,-morruw ? Perhaps we
may have no roof to cover us." And she began to sob violently.

Felix, who tiii now had not stirrod, came nearor, and suid, ' Mother, do not
wep so bitterly. Do you flot know what my father said when ho lay dying on the
bcd Do flot weep,' said ho ; God is the father of the widow and the orphan:
eall upon hirn iii the tirne of trouble, and LIe will t.ake care of you.' lic said so;
is it flot truc?"

-Yes, dear child," said Mary, " it is indeed truc."
-"Well, thon," said Felix, - why do you cry so? Pray to God, and LHe wili

hip *you. Oh, whon 1 was with rny father in the forcess and he was cuttu ng wooiA
if I was hungry, or if a.thorn had run irto mc, I did flot cry a good deal; 1 went
to My father (for lie was thon alive), and ho gave uie bread. or ho took out the
thorn. And God is our Father, and wiII Ho flot bclp us his children ?"

-Yos," said thc poor mother, still cryingy.
-"My father often said thc whole world was God's;Y thon why should we weep'

Corne, inother, lot us pray to Grod :He will cortainly help us."
-"My dear child, you are in the righit," said Mary, and lier tears wore sorne-

what modoeratcd, and cornfort began to take tho place of grief. SlKe knclt clown and
raiscd ber cyos and hands to heaven ; and the littde chlild did se toýQ. Mary hegan to
pray, anid FeUix repeated each word after her.

-"Holy and heavenly Father," said sho, -"look upon the widow and hier chUid.
A poor widow and a poor orphan look up to Thee;, we arc in groat want, and
have ne refuge on earth. We pray te Thoe that Thou wilt flot suifer us to sink
under our sorrows; but if, in Thy wisior, Thou scest fit to affliet us, at lc.at, to
find another home ; and give us confort in our bearts, and truc confidence in Thoc,
tbrough our frnrd Jesus Christ."

Mary's sobs prevented ber from proeeeding; she looked towards hewven, and
w'is sulent ; when Felix, who was stili by ber 'side in the attitude of prayer. jumppd,
up, and stretching eut bis hands, exclairned; "O0, rnother, what is that ? There is
a littlc' lighlt hovering there ; it is a star flying. Sec it is hovering, about thc
window! Oh ! sec, it is coming in! How beautifrflly it shines! Lt is like a
greea'light. Lt is alrnost as beautiful as thc evoning star. Look, flow iL is liover-
ing about thc ceiling. Lt ie very wondorful."

"That is a fire-fly, my chîld," said Mary; by day iL i& a mean hltle insect;
and by night ii je very beautiful."

May 1 tch it ?" said the child. "WiII it not hurt me, and shall 1 flot be
hutbtelight?"

not huto,"si lary, and she smîled through bier toars; " catch
iL and examine iL carefully without hurtineg it : it is one of the wondcrful works of
God."1y

Felix had now forgotten aill'his eorx-ow, a'nd tricd te .catch thc glitterîng fly,
which was at one moment under the table, and at anotier undor the chair, and
sornotirnes near the floor.

-But, oh dear !" said the ehild, for the fly had eoflcealed itself bohind the
great chest that stood agaitist thc wall at thc moment whea lio held out btsi band te
catch it.

171


