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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.
"Eye kath nor seen, nor ear heard, neither have

entered into the heart of man the things
whiah God hath prepared for them that
Love him."

How beautiful the earth I
Its woods and fields how fair I
Its sunny bills and smiiling vales
Bright streams and balmy air.
What thon is Heaven ?
Brighter than eye e'or saw,
Nought can on earth compare,
With that glad land, ail bathed in light,
Al glorious, paesing fair.
How happy ie our home,
How sweet the loving care
Which compasseth e#oh one around;
All in home's gladness sharoe
What thon is Heaven ?
Each heart with joy o'er flows;
Filled with the Father's love;
The brightest home faint image gives
Of that dear home above;
Our home inHeaven.

FROM ACROSS TEE BEA,

[Prom the Young Churchman.]

'I can't stretch it another inoh, Margaret.'
There was no answer from the slender girl

standing by the window, gazing absently down
into the throng lof the etreet bolow, and there
came again, in the fresb, sweet voice : Mar.
garet, dear, I cannot well make half a yard of
cloth do duty for a yard, can I ?'

Margaret Breeze brought ber mind down te
the realities of every-day life, and turned ber
earneit, brown eyes towarde where ber younger
sister was knealing, as shec nswered gently :

'No, dear, you cau bardly do that. But I
really believed that we had bought enough
stuff te last, and stepping acrose the litile faded
room, the speaker eurveyed with careful eye,
the lounge and the amount of chintz designed
te cover it.

'Yon sec, there isn't enough stuff to cover it,
put it wbich way we will.,'

'I don't know about that. Have yon tried it
lengthwise ? No, I do believe you bave not,
for see, it will just reach.'

'You always could manage a thing botter
than I, Magg,' said the younger girl, in tones
ull of admiration, 'thore doosn't sem to b

anything that you baven't the courage te under-
take and do.'

''Whore there's a will, there's generally a
way' as father used te say,' and a tender, wist-
ful look flashed over the older girl's delicate
face, as she knelt te adjust the chintz on the
dingy lounge.

It had beau with this saying of ber father's
in her mind, that Margaret Breeze had had the
courage and determination to leave their roc-
tory-home among the heather-elad moors of
England, and accept the oeffer of an elderly
cousin te make her home and ber sieter's with
himself i America, after thair only remaining
parent-their father-had been taken from
them.

'Yes, I know it seems a very formidable
undortaking, easpecially for an English girl,'.
Margaret bad eaid, whon being counselled by
ber uncle and aunt te renoune laving Eng-
land, 'but with my Cousin Will Larcom te
mect as in New York, and faith in Him, Who
bas promised te 'protect the fatherless,' I shaUl
hope only for the best.'

'But it is ridicuk us for a girl of twenty one
tô go on such a wild-goose chase,' ber Aunt
Polly Lad exclaimed, 'I wonder if you expect
your cousin Will Lareom to keep your bread
buttered for you over there ?'

'No, Aunt Polly,' Margaret had answered
with womanly dignity. 'our. bread will b al
the sweeter for our having earned it, and life
will be faller and nobler than if we remained
at home to b a bardon on our relations. I
have read and hoard that in Amorica young
girls are irdependent and not asbamed - te arn
thoir oewn living ; there are but very few of our
friends bore who would not think Bessie and I
had descended in the social soale, if we went
out as working girls.'

Thus it was that six months after the death
of thair father Margaret and Bessie Breeze
found thomselves in New York, oue sultry June
day, after a not unpleasant voyage across the
Atlantic ; and a few days later at the boarding
bouse, wherein their Cousin Will made his
home, in one of the middle states.

'You are right welcome, girls,' bad been bis
greating, 'l don't know that you will fel much
at home at first in the little room lve got for
you, but it's the best I could do. Tais is a
gra>d country, a gratd country-plenty te est,
te drirk and te spare-if one goes the right way
about getting it.'

And for a month the two modeet English
girls had lived what soemed te thom a fairy-
like existence, after the quiet and retirement of
of their English home. Everything was s
new te them-' se wonderfully different from
our old home,' as Bassie put it, while Margaret,
living In daily companionship with tho Creator
of al, added gravely, 'there ie One who le just
the sanie, dear.'

Two monthe bad passed since the arrival &f
the girls, and Margaret awakened one morning
with the determination te confer with lier
Cousin Will in regard to soma kind of employ.
ment for herself ; Bessie sha wisbed to attend
school. But when questionad upon the subject
of se much importance in Margaret's life, Wil.
liam Laruom had replied very gently i

. 'My dear, as long as I have two strong, will-
ig bands te work fer rssie and yu, thay're
yeurs, Xeep thc sittiuog.roorn looking spick
and span, if you like, or do a little fancy work
for the stores, but don't talk of going out te
work just yet,' and with that ho had walked
away, leaving no chance for reply.

But who eau tell what a day may bring forth ?
William Larcom had gone forth in the morning
in the strongth of his manhod. At night he
was brought home, maimed for life-his loft
band taken off, and bis side iejured by a street
car almost passing over him.

What the weeks of nursing and care taking
ware that followed, t9 the tenderly nurtured
girls, no one knew but themselves, and perbaps
the kiud motherly landlady who rented thom
rooms.

'There, that looke decidedly botter,' said
Boe3ie, as Margaret put the finishing touches te
the Once uninviting, but now cheery looking
lounge, 'I do hope Cousin Will will notice it.'

Four long weeks had the sueforer boon con-
fined te his bed. But at last the doctor had
given permission for his removal to another
room, and it was for this the sisters had pur-
chaeed the chintz, that they might enliven the
room for their cousin.

Before his affliotion William Laroom had
bean an easy going, good-natured man, taking
life as it came, with no thought for the bore
after. But with bis deprivation of freedoma,
there came a bard, resentful feeling in him te-
ward God snd man.

'A useless log,' he said bitterly, as having
beau helped to the lounge, he looked with
stern set face into the tender ones of his cousins
as they hovered about him, 'Iwhat je the use of
a broken-up fellow like me living ? Botter b
dead and done with it.'

'You have Bessie and me, you know, Cousin
Will,' came in soething tones from Margaàret's
lips, while Bessie pressed a cool, soft band upon
bis forehead,

'Yes, and much use I'll b te you, now-and
I'd planned so mach.'

'And yeu have done mach for us. We shall
bo only too glad to do our share now,' said
Margaret brightly. 'You have no idea, Cousin
Will, what a smart band I am at trimaimg bats
-Bassie can tell you-and I am going te Sea
if I can't get a place where I can esrn money
in that giay. Bessie shal stay at home with
you, and care for the rooms. you know.'

'I don't see how I can stand it, cooped up in
these four walls,' groaued the sick man rebelli.
eusly, 'it's se diferent from what I thought of
- but wbo'll care for a useless log like me ?
wha,'s the use of living, anyhow ?'

'Thore ie a use for you, aise God had net left
you bore, Cousin will,' said Margaret, tenderly,
and thon, as though the Epirit within ber were
t o large !or its bounds, ehe buret forth impul.
sively : Oh, if you only would lay your burden
on God, Ha will belp yo as no one else can1
and with a sympathetie pressure of the thin
nerveless remaining band and a beckoniug ned
to Bessie, William Laroom was alone iu the
ron-with his thoughts,

* * * * * * *

'I bave had no experience, Madame, but I
am very willing te try and p'esse you.'

It was Margaret Breeze who was thus speak.
ing te Madame Granot, the mot fashionable
milliner in the city, and te whom the landlady
had recommended Margaret's applying for
work.

Madame Granot scanned the fair face and
mourning clad figure of the slim English girl
keenly-sbe had it once noticed lier claer, soft
voice-and said abruptly:

'You don't look very fitted for work-close
work as millinary ie.'

II bave never beau very eick, Madame, and
will is such ahelper, you know,' said Margaret
earnestly.

Madame Granot was called away at this
point, and when she roturned sha said not uni-
graOiOiuiy :

grt yon want te coma on a week's trial, yon
may. But I warn you, it wili be steady wor k
from morning till night, no play about it.'

'I do not expect it to b other than stoady
work,' and there was a prond intonation te ho
clear voice as sha added : 'good moruing, Ma.
dame, I will bo lere punctually to-morrow.'

Margaret succeeded se well during ber week
of trial tbat seb was regularly employed. The
firat days bad been very drear te the delicate
girl, had it net been for the helping bands and
kindly thoughtfulnesses lier courteous ways
won fron lier fellow working girls. But there
were times when lier heart seemed te die with,
in lier with sheer longing, as shothought of the
parsonage on the moors, and of the dear father
and mother who had helped te maka it home
for Bessie and ber. 'Mother, darling,' the girl
would murmar at snob times, 'how I wish I
had younow.

But if Margaret bad her days of bitterness
and longing, they were as nothing to tb mis-
erable, purposeless days that William Larcom
spent upon the chintz covered lounge-days
when he wished himself dead, and when ho
believed himeolf forgotten of God and man. The
bright faces which Margaret and Beasie tried te
keep up in front of him, while they in a mea.
sure seemed te lend comfort, yet seemed te fret
and chafe him Ho recoived a weekly indem.
nity from the Insurance Campany in which he
carried a policy, therefore ha felt no anxiety as
regarded money while that lasted, but after that
was stopped, what was to become of him and
the two girls, for Margaret could no more than
keep herself with er- emall earnings? It was
this thought that continually pressed upon bis
spirits and increased bis fretfulness.

Thas the long weary days for the cousins
passed on.

Coming home from lier work one evening,
tired with the cares of the day, Margaret found
ber cousin will appearing more wretohed than
usual.

<You cn talk to me about being patient, but
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