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FAMILY DEPARTIENT.
- I

EVER NEAR

ry F. B.

"Be strong and of a good courage ... And the
Lord, He it is Mat doth go before thee."

Erst whiie flow'ry paths we trod,
.Seeking but our own dolight,

E'en forgotting that Our God
Holds us ever in Ris sight.

With fortune's hnuile of kindly. cheer,
What need to know Dur best Friend near I

Pleasuro's garden full in view,-
Oh, to revel there at wiIl,

Ga ber fiowors of richest hue,
From sparkling fountains drink our fill I

Enraptured with these scenes so dear,
Wo soon forget that Friend is near I

But when stormn-couds fil] the sky,
Tempests rock our little world,

Chilling blasts are sweoping by,
Roses all ti ruined whii-l,-

Oh, thon, anid our wildest four,
WC joy to Sol c.ne Friend is near.

When the storm has cieared awtiy,
Whon we stand and view the wre.k,-

Hopes more bright than dawning ty,
That shall ne'cr our brows bdeck,-

Oh, thon, whon falis the btter teai,
To comifort, that true Friand is noar 1

Long we for a lilo complote;
Strivirîg with unaided miizht

For that goal. Our wea-y feet
FaltLer-, tii, ad"wn t height,

Thora conies a voi(- ail silver cloar.
''Tako courage, ciild I thy Friend isi noar

SA N D Ii 1 Sil A LL GATHER THE LAMBS."

A STOiY FOR TUE YuUNo PICOPLE.- -- Oontinued.

Little Srah had nev-r scen th snow. She
know lthat it w-as beanai, lily svhito: for some
of tii c- h1ild;ren l'ho b:ul r-1iun past Ilh cottage

pi ; y" w blls two. yeaïrs ago, had told hr
su. N' w :.nd thon she would go tlie door, and
piunigo hier h1aid into it, as it lay piled up
aigainst tho walls, :md a try to imagiune what the
trocs in t'he plantation aud the road down io
the little -hurcli l' okcd liko with the stnow
uponl thern. Th: w all she kne.v ot the
courntr-y-sidc-the pultion, and the road to
the chureli. Ler mothor had bemn 'sed to lake
lier to the plantrtin of a summuo-'s Ovening
to listen te the blid, and to church of a Sun-
day nornirng : and that was ail s-e knew. Thora
was Lo ao to take her any longer ; ber father
had curir d her ono Siiîuday wlion she had asked
iin ti mially whetl.:r lie would tiake ber to

church. She had forgotton the way to the plan-
tation : it was thrugih the ont fiolds, and down
somne by-paths: anti hor on ly walk now was up
and down ith lare fuir a short dirlance.

So she would tako the snow up in ber little
bands, id asic the wtren how the plantation
and the read to tce churdh looked with the
stnow upoil iem.

"1 ean't go out row, lit' l wron," she would
say-" int oven down the ine-'uos I am blind,
little wren. I can't soc. Dear Lo wren, will
.you corne again to niarror ? 'Co: if yon don't
come, thcro won'! i-, any birds singing any-
whoro. ?Cos the i-i kbird is goia somewhere
frorn the plantation, little wron. I don't know
wier ho's gone t,. I hope he'I1 come back
agaitn. Good iuight, little wron, and please
come again to.i-rrow

Shc was very lonoly and cold in these chill
cheerless days, for bshe was poorly clad ; and
thore ws for one whole week no coal in the
house. Her father Lad spent his week's wages

in drink, and was forced to wait until the end
of the week ere he could get the money to buy
coal. Their food ran short, to. Once or twice
thon ber wistful little face was pinched as if
with hunger ; but she never once complained,

"Dear little wren. I am very cold," she said
once ; and those wero the only wordd of com-
plaint she uttered.

She had been alone all day. Her father had
not come home to his-dinnor, as wa; sometimes
hie wont. IL was nearing Christmnas-time, and
the work was kept weil in band, ta enable the la-
bourers to take a day's holiday. The snow
was still on the ground, and the dull grey sky,
with something of a shimmer of steel colour ly-
ing hare and there across it, seemed to threat-
en a second fall. It had been froezing since
oarly morning. At three a'clock in the after-
noon the rooks had gone home to rest. A
robin had perched at mid-day on the edge f
the water-cask; but he had probably found the
ice-baund rim too cold for his feet, for he had
flown away almost immediately. Re had not
twittered even once ; se that she had not
known hé was there. Later on a sparrow
came to the same place; and ho, too, flew
away. Later on still the dll rattle of a cart
might have beau heard on the turnpike road,
acrose the fourth or fifth field from the cot-
tage; for there the snow had beon boton down
by the traffic. Those !hVngs wore the only
signs of lifo that one might have heard or seen
noar the cottage since the early morning, save
for the lilio wren that atilli sang on manfully
ut intervas all through the day.

The black night-shadows came down. The
distant hiNs loomed grimly against the dull
clouds. A moaning wind swept across the
snow-clad fields, and sang a sad tune through
tho bare hedgorows. The wren ceased to sing
in the ebm-tree. Save for the occaijond moan
of the wind, it was a land of still drknos;.

Sho bd prepared her father's supper. Then
she had stood at the do.or for a mornent, listen-
ing for his footstep. But the stillness had
frightood ber, and she hue! gone t- the corner
and had sat down, with the fear at lier heurt,
upon her little stool. The wind rustled the
boughs of the elm-tree jîst once, and thon died
awîîy. A piece .fhardened snow fell from the
roof on thc window-sill with a du'l thud. An
owl hooted once in the fir-wod on theslope of he
hil, and then bocame disbeartened. AL these
faint sounds c au9ed a painful terror to arise
within ber. She could hoar the quick beating
of ber own heart as she sut there.

She could not repress a cry of terror when
someono suddenly knocked ut the door. The
snow was deep in the lane, and had deadened
the sounds of footstep. She could not keep
back the cry of terror that rose te lier lips.
She shrank into the corner, and put ber hande
out imploringly, as though to ask for mercy,
and almost simultaneously the door was open-
cd It was a pale, 1hin woman who appeared
in the door-way. She was a foolish woman,
or Lhe would not have come to this heipless
blind child with such a message.

"Little Sarah Carter,"she said breathlessly," if
you don't want your father to ho killed yon
bad botter come down to the 'Crown' at onct,
and try to got him home. Re's goin' to fight with
three men, and they are all on 'em drunk, him
and the thre men, and they'll kilt Joe Oarter
as sure as life if they begins on hin"

The child had put ber hand to her Leart
when she heard the first sentence.

"Oh,take me down ta him 1" she said, sob.
binz."I don' know the way, mam; I am blind,
Oh, please take nit, dowa to him 1 "

And a few seconds later these two were run-
ning down the dark lane, band in band. The
cruel snow bit its way through thei blind girl's
poor little shoes, and numbed her feet ; but she
knew it not. She kicked violently against the
sharp-edged stones that lay scattered about
the lane ; she did not feel the pain. These
men were going to kil! her father-he» dear

The yellow hammers came, iting down te
tbe ash-copse as of yere. As yore the black-
bird whistled in the plantation; and the plov-
ors pipod ' Wet ah-wee wee-ah wee ' about the
cornfield; and the children shouted at play as
the reapers reaped the corn; and the breeze
rustled the tremuloni leaves, as it sang a low,
sweet song up the country-side

As of yare the wren chanted gently in the
stunted elm-tree. But Sarah could- no longer
go to the door to speak to him, for she was
foreed to.be from morning till nigbt, and from
night til mornin- in her little bed in the
back rooin up-stairs. Sometimes. indeed, sho
would try ta speak te him, but her voice was
too weak to go further than her bed-room door.
And thon she would whisper, with a smile on
ber face,"Dear little wren, will yo- please to
come évery day anutil-until I am botter,
and-sing loud for me to hear yon? I am lis-
tening, little wren, although you can't see me,"
and hère ahe waq forced to gasp for breath.

Since that cruel night' whon she had run
through the snow and darkness. she had lain
thus b ber face a little whiter than usual, and
ber breath rather shorter at limes. Tþere did
not seem to hé much alse the matter with ber ;
only ahe could net get up And. ber father
(who, strange to say, had not drunk a single
pint of beer since that terrible night) would
come up-stairs' after his day's work was over,
and look upon ýer wistfîlly,and sob quietly, as
though his heart were going to break; and
would ait by her side thé whole evening, hold-
ing ber hand and sneoothing her hair.

"Oh, but she would be botter so:n I Oh,yes,
bshe would be botter sooan I The summier
would come before long, and thpn she would
grow well again," he would 1 .to Limself;
and thon hé would lay hia heda between bis
bande and sob.

Summèr came, and made music in the land;
the yellow-hammera darted h ither and thither,
as of yore; the thrashes warbled in the dis-
tant woods; the golden light of tte sun fll
acrosa yellow corn, and through the green
leaves of the copses; the summer came, and
still she lay in herlittle bed,

And could any woman have been more ton-
der ;with her,than her father was now ? He
would ei;t for bours and watch her face. while
the big bears crépt down bis Ê*eeks. He
would live upon dry bread for dtys together,
that she might have some little lutdiy te est.
He knew ber every want, almqt before she
knew herself. He would stand Zby her, and
smooth her hair, and coax her to 4p the dain-
ties which ho had so carefully cooked.

One evening he came home earlier than

father; and bse muet go and try to get him
away. On through the snow; on, struggling
through drifts, and striking her tender feet
against those large atones. Twice bsh fell ;
and once a briar, protruding faim the hedge,
caught her cheek. and sratched.it so deeply
that the blood trickled down 16 ber neck.
But they were going to kill. lier father ; that
was all she knew.

The public-house was at the foot of the ]ane.
In the snow, in the centre of the lane, the four
men were struggling. They could hear their
brutal oaths as they came nearer. This fool-
ish but kindly woenan never knew what halp-
pened afterwards; but the next moment the
blind childpgnided bv the sounds of the oathis,
was i tthe midst of the mon, with ber hands
stretched out imploringly, as sh¶ had stretched
them ont in the kitchen a few -minutes he.
fore, and orying-"Oh, my dear, father I Oh,
plase do not hurt my dear ~father 1"-'

It wae all the work of a moment. The
woman raU forward with a screamns of horror.
There was a duii thud, and the child was lying
sensetoes on the grouand. Her own-father, aim-
ing in hie drunken rage at the face of one of
the men before him, had struek ,ber to the
earth. c.
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