
BUNDAY SOHOOL QUAItDIAN.

MOVJNG TO A NEW COUNTRY.
FADIILY PRAYER.

"4Sarah, what are you doin'g so
long over that crumbled paper FI
said lier father authoritatively.
IWhv don't you help your mother

to fold those clothes ?"
"I was th)inking," said Sarah,

"1how a family could get along
without prayer.11

Mr. Neal did seem a littie embar-
rassed as he answered, "1,You will
fi id many families ini our country
who live without praiver."1

"-11 hope ours will not be one o
thiem" said ý1rs. Neal ; and this
ti ne the-re wvas decision in hier
voice, and MIr. Neal did not reply.

At length the preparations for
their departîire were ail cçomplteted
- the last zidieus wvere bidden, and
the family cornmenced their' arduous
jon rney.

Sarah found it was poss~ible for
lier ta tire of riding even the first
day ; and after travelling nparly a
week, it was a pleasure to find the
road so rough that she could keep
up with the horkses ini walking.

The last lhalf day of their journey
there was a violent shower, and in
spite of cloakis and umbrellfts, botht
Sarah and her mother found thein-
selves completely drenched wvith the
rain. As the clouds rolled over, a
freshi breeze sprang up, and by the
lime they came ia sight of' their
new home, Mrs. Neal ivas shiver-
ing with cold.

-There is our farm," said Nir.
Neal, much more gaily than lie
was ustially accustomed to speak,
for, in truth, lie had been for the
last hour, wvatching his Nvife, by oc-
crsicmal glances, aîîd the dentlh-like
jiallor of her cotuntenance was real-
ly alarmning to him.

44Fte, said Sarab, Il I see
a aice new barn and a pig-str but
where is y'our house ?"

"6A pig.stv, lia P" (an1d MNr. Neal
laughed at Siirah's mistakze.)-

4Whv, that is where Walter and
Aadrew live, and 1 have a xiice littie
Pen ia ît for vou."

6, 0 fathier ! that is n't oui' bouse,


