
CHAPTER IL

Fear no't: ye are of more value than many sparrows. 'ý-St, Luke.

HE sun had rîsen in all the splendour, of
a Canadian summer morning when the
s eepers arose from their leafy beds. In
spite 'of the novelty of their situation,

they bad sleÈt as soundly and tranquilly as if they
had been under the. protecting car . e of their beloved

parents, on their little palliasses of co ' rn straw ; but
they had been cared for by Rim who neither slum-

bereth nor sleepeth and they'waked fuR of youthful
hope, and in fulness of faith in His mercy into whose-

hancls they had commended théir souls and bodies
before theý retired to rest.

Whîle the children slept in péace and safety, what
terrors had filled the' minds of their distracted parents!
what a night of anguisý- "and s orrow had th éy passed!

When night had closèdïn without bringing back
'the absent childrenthe ýî.6fathérS- li-ghtîng torches
of fat pine, went forth in search of the wanderers.,
Ho * often did tbey raise-their- voice * in hopes their.
loud lialloos might reàch the hearing of the lost o*nes!

How often did they check their -hurried'steps to


