8 THE MESSENGER.,

for the hare imagination of what they
might have suffered made her wild with
distress. She said to herself, ‘What for
Daph go to tink about tings, jus’ as like-
ly nebber was at all! Daph makes out de
great Lord couldn’t save massa and Miss
Elize all hisself, widout Daph to help him!
Foolish darkey! She better cheer up, and
take care ob de children, ’stead o’ just
whimper, whimper, like a sick monkey.’

Daph had to go through a course of con-
solation, gimilar to the above, very fre-
quently, to enable her to maintain her
cheerfulness; but the piteous questions of
the little Touise well-nigh overcame all
the poor negress’s philosophy.

‘I’se tell you what it is, Miss Lou,’ poor
Daph said, desperately, at last, ‘I’se jus’
tell you what it is; de great Lord is a-tak-
en care ob your mamma, and if you’s a
good girl, you’ll jus’ see her some day, and

attacks it was far more difficult to meet.

The little woman whose angry voice had
attracted Daph’s attention at first, kept
her humble lodger familiar with its harsh
tones. Daph’s appearance was the signal
for a volley of complaints, as to the noise
made by the children, the marks left on
the floor by Daph’s feet, as she returned
from the well, the unpleasantness of ‘see-
ing other folks, so much at home in one’s
own house,” &c., &c.

Daph never had a chance to get any far-
ther than, ‘’Deed Mis’ Ray! in her at-
tempts at self-justification, for the open-b
ing of her mouth was sure to produce an-
other tirade on the ‘impudence of certain
people that nobody knew anything about.’

The demure-looking little girl was gen-~
erally a silent spectator of these attacks;
but now and then she was forced to ery
out, ‘Oh, mother! don’t!’ which protest

OH, MOTHER, DON'T!
was generally met by a sharp box of the

ear, and a, ‘Take that, Mary, and learn to
be quiet.’ If Mary Ray had learned any

if you is mot, de great Lord will nebber
Bring you together.’ : ;

Daph’s manner, as well as her words,
had some effect upon Louise, and she tried
to content herself with watching the rain
sfreamixig down the window-pares; and
was soon in a sufficiently cheerful moqd
to march up and down the room to the
sound of Charlie’s music, greatly to his
satisfaction. e

The dreary weather without was not all
Daph had to contend with; she found she
had an enemy within the house, whose

lesson, it certainly was to be quiet. She
rarely spoke, and her footsteps were al-
most as noiseless as the fall of the win-
ter snow. - .
~ Daph soon found out that Mrs. Ray con-
sidered Mary especially guilty, in having
presumed to live, when her brother, a fine
healthy boy, had been snatched away hy
sudden disease. ik
Tre loss of her husband, and ‘consze-

~down her cheeks. =
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quent poverty, had somewhat soured Mrs.
Ray’s temper; but her last bereavement
seemed to have made her all acidity. She
constantly reproached Mary for being a
useless girl, always in her mothei’s sight,
when the dear boy, on whom she had hop-
ed to lean, had been taken from her.

Daph’s keen sympathies were soon
warmly enlisted for little Mary, who had
really begun to believe she was quite in
fault for confinuing to cumber the earth,
when nobody wanted her here. :

Daph mever passed Mary without a
cheerful word, and she contrived to show
the child many trifling acts of kindness;
which went directly to her heart.

At one time, Daph, with her strong arm,
lifted Mary’s heavy pail of water; at an-
other she took her pitcher to the milkman
in a pouring rain: and one day, when she
could think of no other way of showing
her interest, she secretly bestowed on the

_little girl one of the few ‘oranges which

still remained of
the ship. :

Mary’s sorrowful face, Mrs. Ray’s harsh
voice, the penetrating chill in the air, and
the monotonous life she led in the single
room, made it hard for Daph to bear up
cheerfully; and, but for the children, she
would have withdrawn to a corner and
moped all the time. She managed to keep
up.her spirits during ‘the day; but when
the little ones were asleep, she had her
own sad wakeful hours. More than a
week had passed in this dreary way. Daph
'saw her treasured store of money fasf;

the store brought from

- diminishing, under the necessary expen-

diture to supply the simple wants of the

little establishment; and she already saw,

too plainly, that the whole party must
soon have a new outfit of clothing, or they
would be disgraced by their rags and un-
cleanliness, : ' :
. The children were quietly slumbering
near her; she had extinguished her can-

~dle, that it might not waste its feeble

light, and, with her head on her hand,
she began to consider serioué}y the situa-
tion in which, she found herself. The pre-
sent was dark enough, but what was she"
to think of the gloomy future. i

‘Where should she look for the work she
would so willingly do? -~ How could she
leave her little charge, even if that work
were found. e o

A sénsé of utter helplessness came Qve}f
the poor negress, and hot teéars poured

. A sudden thought struck her: there was
one all-powerful, and to him she would
'g'q. She fell on her knees, and uttered:
her first simple prayer: ‘Will de great -
Lord gib poor Daph something fo doP?

(To be eonﬁnn"eg')( i

01d Country Friends.

Do our subscribers &zll know that the
gostage on papers to Great Britain and
Ireland has been so greatly reduced that
we can now send any of our publications,
postage paid, at the same rates as obtain
in Canada. : R

‘Daily Witness,’ post paid, $3 a year.
‘Weekly Witness,’ post paid, $1 a year.
‘World Wide,” post paid, $1 a year.
‘Northern Messengrer,” post paid, 30c year.



