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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
Cror the Little Oues].
TRE SÂNDMAN.

BY NELLIEZ .KLLOGG.

O hark i the sandman's coming I
Do you not hear Lis trcad ?

He's coming up the stairway;
S It's time you wero a-bed.

You say you are not sleepy?
Look I tbore the sandran stands,

And langhs at ail such speeches.
He shakos fromn ont his bands

The grains of sand so precious
Rght into Willie's oyes.

And seos the boy a-nodding.
Then suddenly ho spies

Tom's look of bold defiance;
lie gives a bearty throw ;

Th, eand talle Inst and heavy,
And down bis lashes go.

Ho drops the sand-grains lightly
On iule Amy's head,

Until she sighs " I'm sleepy
I gus-l'il go-to bed."

They say goodi miglt domurely;
The sanaman, wild irh gîee,

Leads off as wling captives
The merry ahildren ht'ee,

And ses them eafe in Dreamland;
Thon soit away does oreep

Ta conquer other cbildren-
The sandman we cali Sleep.

Little Cood-for-Nothing.
CHAPTER IV. [Continued]

"Will you have some flowera ?" said a aweet
voice beside ber, and "Little Good-for-nothing"
bastily brusbed away her tears as she with-
drew her eyes frum the open window and turn.
ed ta meet the grze of a fair young face that
was looking at ber with oyes of gentle, tender

pity.
"Thank you," aid "Little Good-for-nothing,"

taking the flowers, but scarce withdrawing her
eyee from the face of the lovoly child boside
her, lovely with more than more beauty of fea-
ture, for there was about it that nameless
charm and grace that can be derived only from
spiritual tovelineas within.

" Why do you cry ?" said the fair child,
dropping her voice with instinctive delicacy,
lest the others should hear. " Have you bad
to leave your mother, poor little girl?"

"I have no mother," said " Lttle Good-for.
nothing," sadly.

"Perbaps You want your father, thon ?"
I have no father."

"No father, no mother 1" said the child slow-
ly, as though trying ta comprebend the depth
of sncb a beroavement, while ber oys fulled
with tears of pity. " Poor little girl; have you
no one te love you ?"

"No'" said "Little bood-for-nothing" sor-
rowfully. " Wby, yes, I bave," she said, with
a sudden recollection that brightened her face;
and, putting her band under ber pillow, she
drew out ber Testament and ook therefrom
ber little letter, in wbicl was pressed her white
rose. "Tes, somebody loves me, the little girl
who sent me tbis, bat 1 don't know where she
is, and perhaps,'' ler bright look fading away,
" perhaps the would not love. me if she knew
me."

IWby s.,uld she not love you, poor little
girl ?" said the littile visiter, laying her band
moftiy on the child'a.

I Because 1 am bad," said "Little Good-for-
ziothing," turning away ad biding her face in

ler bands, "soa bad. I used ta say wicked,
things, and tell lies, and once I stole a .pie
when I was very hungry; sa the little girl
couldn't love me, and Jesu8 won't love, and no.
body won't love, for I'm jnst good for nothing,"
and the overcharged heart of the poor little
child sought relief in a bitter burst of tesrs.

" Oh, yes, Jeaus deos love you, however bad
you've been, and I love you toa; for, oh, you
are my littile girl '" said little Amy, whose
eyes had been fixed on the letter; and she
clasped her bande with delight. "I wrote the
letter and asked Jeass ta lot you get it, and ['vo
prayed for you sa often sinee."

" And are you really Amy, and do you love
me now ? Oh, how glad I ami I nevar, never
thought I shaould ever se you;" and in a mo-
ment the children's lips had met in a loving
kias.

CHAPTER V.
"Oh, mamma," said Amy, rushing into her

mamma's room, later on ithe morning, "what
do you think ? Something bas happened so
lovely I I bave found my little girl 1"

" Your little girl ?" said ber mamma, laugh-
ing. " Since when did you possess a little girl
of your own ?'

" Oh, mamma, you know what I mean-the
lit te girl that I wrote to at the hospital ; she
got my letter and the roses ; and oh, mamma,
it was so good of Jesus letting ber get my lot-
ter, for she has no ore ta love ber in the world,
the was grieving sa about it, and it cid com-
fort her so ta get my letter, and, mamma, juat
think, she'd never Leaid about the lard Jeans 1"

" Poor little child I I am afraid there are
many more in the groat city ln the same con
dition."

"Bat, mamma, isn't it nice that she should
be one ta come ta the cottage ?"

" Yes, dear; doubtless the Lord bas sent this
little rait te us that we my care for ber and
instucua ber as ta Himsukf.

" Yes, mamma, that is juast what I was think.
ing; and, oh t I do wia you would go and see
ber, ad make her undersasd that Jesus lovas
bier, althougi elie is nanghty. Sha cried s<> bit
terly this morning, because she said she was
alraid ale never could get good enough for
Jesus ta love her, and yon know, mamma,"
said little Amy, earnestly, "she never ean get
good in her own strength, ean shc?'

And so it came about that Mrs. Arundale
wer-t that evening ta soe "-Little Good-for-
nothing" herself.

lt had been a burning day, but the evening
was pleasant and cool, and Mrs. Arundale founQ
,Little Good--for-nothing' propped up by the

open window, with ber Bible on her knee. It
was quite a delight ta the litte invalid ta felo
the soft air, all Jaden with sweet country scouts,
fanning her cheeks and brow, and she watched
with a dreamy pleasure the"day die away out
of the violet sky, and the yellow stars peep out
one by one.

How strangely different was this fair scene
from the crowded, heated dirty court, where
her young daya bad been spenti It was like
another world, she thought. And how strange,
it was to think that there was another world
far up there, past the stars, which was fairer
and more beautiful even thau this-a world that
is all fair, where there wore no dark places
hidden away from the sight as there were here,
where filth and wretcheaness, vice and misery
abounded, and from whence the sounds of strite
and cursing were ever asending, mingled wiL
the cries and sighe from breaking bearts. Snch
thoughts as these were filling the head of "Lit-
le Good-for-nothing," aithoogh doubtleas so

vague were they thiat she could mot have put
them in words if she had tried. irs. Arundale
had been watchng for a little while, unknown
ta her, the child lace, and lyad divined some-
what her thonghts, and, as in answer to thom,
she said soitly, as she seated herself besidp her,
"IAnd I saw a new heaven and a new earth for

the firat haven and the firat earth were pass.
ing away. . . . And I heard a great voice
ont of beaven saying, Behaold, the 'fabernacle of
God is with mon, and Ho will dwell with him,
and they shal be His people and God Himself
shall be with them, and ho thoir God. And
God shall wipe away all tears from their oyes ;
and there shall be no more deatL, noither sor-
row, nor crying, neither shail there b any
more pain; for the former things are passed
away."
- " Oh, ma'am," said I Little Good-for-noth-
iîg, tcrning with a pleased amile to the gentile
face that was lookinug sa kindly at.her, l'I was
just thinking about that beautifil heavon."

" But al[ those beautiful things are said about
ibis earth my child-this earth that you see
around yo." I

"Little Good-for-nothing" was still fora mo-
ment with surprise. Her thoughts went back
again ta the acenea of ber childhood. The dirt,
the Equalor, the cruelty, the oppression, the
misery and ignoranoe, the cries, the tea's, the
breaking hoarts-it was all going ta ho put
righ t somo day. God Lad not forgotten, as she
sometimes thought Ho must have done. Oh,
what adelightfcl thought that wasa

Again Mrs. Arnndale's voice broke in upon
ber musings.

"I will give unto him that is athirst of the
water of fife freely. But the fearal, and un-
believing, and the abominable, and all liars,
shall have their part in the Jake that burneth
witb fire and brimatone, which is the second
death."

'With a cry of fear, "Little Good -for-nothing"
hid lier face in ber hands and agonizing sobs
shook her frame. "Oh, ma'am," she said,
"that's where I shal have ta go when God
rxkeshais beantifuti new eati, for, oh I I'd a
bad, sud I've tld lies, sud aboie, sud every-
thing, and praying don't make me any butter,
for it don't do naughty thinga, I think them,
and that's just as bad, isn't it ?"

."Do you know, dear child, that G3d has
said, 'The blood of Jeans Christ His Son
eleausetb us frein al sin T When peu more
lping ai hrnised ad unconscicus, as tLe nurse
has been teling me you were, under the
horse's feet, could you do anything to save
yourself 7"

" Oh. no, ma'aml I didn't know nothing
till I found myself in my nice white bed in the
hospital."

" Did the doctor ask yon ta try and help hi m
ta set the boue in your broken leg, and ta try
and think what medicine you'd botter try ta
make you well

"Little Good-for-othing" could hardly help
smihng through her tars ati this, it seemed sa
funny

" Oh, no, ma'am I thé doctor would nat ask
such a little ignorant thing as me anything. I
had ta just lie stil and le him make me butter
in his own way.'

" Ah, little one, that is just what God wants
us to do wiih our poor sin-sick soul-just lie
sill and lot Hia save thom in Hia own way.
Listen ta God's own words, 'For when we were
yet without strength, in due time Christ died
1er the ungodly.'- God commendeth Hie love
toward us, in that, while we wore yet sinners,
Christ died for us. For if, when we were une-
mies, we wore reoanciled te God by the death
of His Son, much more heing reconciled, we
shalh ho saved by His life."

A gleam of Iight aemed te be breaking
through the mista of doubt that a ore hanging
over the cbild'a soul as she listened.

Thon Mrs. Arundale tek the Bable and resd
the sweet story of the Gond Samaritan, and
is great kve ta the poor, helpiess stranger

who was lying wounded and dying by the way-
aide; and ther rhe explained that it was a pic-
ture of the Suviour'0 iuve ta the par helpless
sinners. Thon ahe read of the pour ail>y s
that had wandered far away over the dark
mountains, and how the tender shophord went
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