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10 Thou dear Shephttd,' ohe wWpepo, 1
lay uly lamb in ThT !oem.

1 stood by li a, pasion of teaeN. Eve fa-
ther wept aloud, and iaothel> fa.. vms
white and drawn with a yet deeper anguieh
that cotxld not çry out. I ree3ented thie seren-
ity-witl wliich. R Uïcrine kiaised the, dear, tiny
hand,,. Before go>ing to uy roooi 1 in ged
to whisper to mother:

'I don't know iwà.t to nmake of îàter. She
doeG not aern toe uffer ai w. do.'

'Florence,' replied rnother, 'tiie Cornierter
hais corne te yc>ur uister!

But Il couki not unld-rstand.
1 thought o- lier enLpty arils, of ler bitter

di.ýapçioiîîtmvnta, and 6tili wondered. She kv-
e'! un arnong a. flor ten yecar6. ýShe wae§ the
lighit cf the hout3e. Slhe wam joyfui, but with
a sacrtd gladnes6 that ne\er ran eaaUew
enougli for jollity. Mhe wais cheerful m.Iways,
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e Wvaý going, and iIL
of a hrightnoeff un-

iaieite face giow l4k.

ÀII0,, ELLe 0.11. IA3A, ~wJ VUUL Lu> yu7L hi ,ku
Oçmen luis own door-tlie door o-t praiée. De.,r
hierte, God will give you the vietory.!

W'. did not actuawlly reb6l at the low cf lier,
f or we were Christian people, but vo grieved
dtreadfuI1y. Our Weigion appeared te have ne-

" thing forus bt a ope of eeting again&oïn-
-~tire-. lho1e that kp our' bearte f rom b>reak-

ing butwaâ only lea ray of Ilt in a
dungeon. We dreaded the. approaci cd Thanks-


