
"lCorne Vo me agaiu if It pains you,"
said Bethia, witb a ldnd smiie. " I
arn always bore uow and at leisure."

The leisure of whlcb she spoke
couid have been comparative only,
for, as the patient 10f t, Tony roused
from the corner in wçhich ho had beon
sltting demuroly stili.

I know my spollng quite well,
sistor. Will you hear me and thon
lot me go and play ?"

"«You shall go and carry a parcel
for me to sister Sophy," answerod
Bethia ; for she kuow Wosloy's
rather steru notions on the subjeet
ef ehildren's amusements. "lHo that
plays as a boy 'will play as a man,"
-was Wesloy's idea ; and Bothia had
some diffieulty in paying a reverent
i espeet Vo ber patron's wisbes and yet
seeuring lîvoly Tony aIl the movement
ho needed.

Fortunatoly Tony was quito satisfied
with the promise, and ropeated bis
spelling with a fluency that delighted
bis sister. She gave hlm. a word of
praise. and reeived in returu an
affectionate bug that made ber glanco
to'wards the stranger present -with the
iirst sign of bashfulness sho had
shown ; but the squire only smied
and patted the little lad on the shoul-
der as ho started on bis errand
pleasod and proud.

A ehild's cry came from. the inuer
rooni, and Bethia at once disappeared.
Bab was there mounting guard while
the baby slept, and througb the elosod
door Betbia's voice could be beard
soothing the crying infant and talk--
ing pleasantly to ber littie sistor.
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Through the long day and longier niglit
We lie upon our beds in pain,

XVhile anxious vigils wvatch the lighit
0f livos that flicker, wax and 'wauo;
Yot soie romiain, and hQpe regain.

When days to -%veaks arc lengthened out
And mortal wveakness dlaimns its own,

Whien hope is overwhelnied by doubt
And ive are longing for our homoe;
Sad and alone, we weop and nioan.

The wceks are nionths, tho nionths are
years;

And still we linger in this valo
0f hurnan rnisory and tears,

Praying tliat God would hiear our wvail
To rend the vail and end the tale.

Nly îvays are not as thinie," replies
The Coniforter, to every breast.

Il,%y graco sufficetix," frorn the skies
Cornes the refrain that bringeth test
To lioart distressecl, fromn spirits blest.

"M y okie is easy," and you'll find
-"Myýburden liglit." You s1hail not fall,

These sufferings will but sanctify
And help you to await the eall
Which cornes to ail, iu hut or hall.

Lot Patience have her perfect work
And show the r'jad that Jesus trod,

That nover Inortal ian rnay shirk
The narrow -a 1 that, leads to, Goa.
Wlxose Golden Rod doth gontly guide
Unto the blessed Saviour's side.
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IlShe's a good maid," sald Mrs.
Wesley, wbo now came Iu and
greeted the squire like au old
friend ; "and she bas bad a baud-
fui of care for one so young."

More to beguile Mr. Patterson's
time while ho was waiting thau for
aity other reason, Mrs. Wesley told
him Bethia's story. The squire lis-
tcnod as if ho had fouud the key to
a puzzle. Ho said nothing thon ; but
for the day or two that he, like the
other assistant preachers In town,
shared the dally life of the Foundery,
ho watchled Bethia closely. At the end
of that time ho laid bis seheme before
Wesley.

*Yoii waut to turn your bouse into,
a home for the Lord's destitute ones ?
It is a thouglit worthy of you, brother
Patterson," said his leader.

IlI amn glad you approvo," answered
the squire. "And what say you Vo
making this family the first inmates?
You cannot shelter them always, but
lu my house there are roonis for the
ch.Ildren to run in, and there wouid
bc quiet, too, for the father at his
studios. The young maid and Hannali
will care for ail, and for more or-
phans if I find such."

"«I tbink iV an excellent seheme,"
returnod Wesley, lis oyes brightening,
as they always did at any prospect of
benevolenco. "lBrother Patterson, you
are laying out your talents at good
interes ."

" And that maid -wili be a biessing
wherever she goos," added M-%rs. Wes-
ley softly.
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