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CHAPTER I.

"A little room with a rugless floor
And the winter blast,
As it whistles past,

Pecring in at the sIender door."

AGGIE LINTONS home was far £rom.
being a comfortabW one; it vas a small,
poorly-'built bouse, cont * il g four low

rooms, througà the thin walls of which the cold
-winds whistled during the long winter days

and nicrhts often driving in the snow and. sleet
to add to the cliscomfort of the inhabitants.

Situated, too, on a bleak hill-side, the bouse
vas expoped to all the severities of Canadian
weather, and it stood ùnprotected by shel-
tering tree or neiglibouring- dwelling ; as lonely
a loolduam home as one ever sees in this Canada
of ours.

A



MAGGIE'S HOME.

Yet Maggie Linton could remember a time-very
far back indeed, it seemed-when she, with ber father
anl---m=oer and little.Eý111...lived in a comfortable
cheery home, where they did nýt mind how cold the
wind blew, or hýýv_ Éèrce the storm ragped, for thick brick

and mortar shielded them, and a wârm fire lit up their
bright, chee 1 en; and when fatherwas not bent

and old-looking, nor his bair gray and thin. klaggie
sometimes wondered hoýý_!4e Uýaý change came about;

slie did not like to ask ber fatlier but somewhere down
in the child"s heart there was a consciousness that the
great white tavern, withý,Ïhe Îl'ên of Kino, William

swaying backward and forward in the breeýe ras the
cause of all ; and she never ipassed thelgrp r

,-£-gLus--coured th crime. n -mg en,
its four 1pan4ýs o re
and under which. the ominous words Il bar-room, " were

painted in pý ,ers. without an inyo1!Lntaýy ig r,
and a thankful feeling thatjather ýnevýerýosed_ thAt
great door behind him Sometimes, too, a fear would
cross ber mind lest Will or little Johnnie the, poor

delicate little brother, who had never known any homeV
save the dreary cottage on the might sometime be
tempted thither; and if Maï£ie Linton had evèr prayed,

a petition would certainly have arisen froin that motherly
lfffle heart of.hers, that ber brothers mig it not

into temptation. Maggie was scarcely thirteen, and
yet a veritable Iiitle woman was she; ever since she

2
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MA GGIE'S HOME.

could remember she haël been obliged to care for others;
and since the day -when Johnnie was born, «he haël been

1(r own especial care. Long before mother had di
father and brothers had learned to look to, Maggie for f4;aet
whatever of care or comfoft feU to tlieir lot; and often

il é«- c =ïï ýà wi c stant labour, and w ithe over-charged mind and heart discouraged and sad;
but a brave, loving spirit dwelt in the little woman-a
spirit which. would have given Maggie Linton courage
to die for those she loved, if need be. She would wishy

sometimes, that she could make home morecheerful,
but it was hard to add the slightest air of comfort to

their abode,, and the little housekeeper, with, her many
cares soon gTew discouraged, and thincys went on aga

in the same old way.
It was a dull evenin(y early in November, when Our

story opens. It was six o'clock now, and Maggie's
father comes in from bis daify work; turning to, Maggie

with. a smile, as he closes the door behind him, he said,
WeH, my child, supper 'most ready ?
Maorgie had been more tried than usual. that day-

Johnnie had been more fretful. than ever-and slie had
found it hard wor-k to,,scrape together anything worthy
the name of Il supper " from the little that remained in
the liouse. To-morrow would be pay-day, to be sure,

"0" 60 ýfflýM4ý "âM
but that was little comfort ;Îhenm there was not --enough
dr-tô day s wants.

a
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MA G GIE'S HOME.

The father, who had been o'ce a good mason, and
C,,,< able to get plenty of employment and ood wages, had9 -- - 0 C-

mjureZIu'nself- in some way by lifting ?ý heavy stone,
some few months before his wife's death- Î7nýà now,
being ca-Pable onIv of light lîyorjý,.ýîs ýwa(Yý-es yý,te low
and bis work less certain. The summer had been
trying, and now buildinc for the season would soon be
zt M'enct and men thev would have to depend Upon
,VrEàt-It-ile Linton earned in sawing wood, or any such

-Ti5-rVTécýWýge t.ýt wýas nýowýonder thafMaggie felt
/yve JPI,-ýiifîiï&diiÈiï-November night,ý when the wind

nom
whistled through the crevices of the four walls, that

were Parce a she ter from e-coid, reminding them
tha s ýéMýr -'I:;l ý Wes would blo-w before the dreLry

as ended.
Mâgý!e ýmere1y answered Yes," to her fathers

q estion and went on sth-ring some Indian-meal andu y 
-wat.er on the top of fthe du 1 stove, which. was all that-

supplied warmth to the dwelling. The stock of wood
was evidently low, for lit was with difficulty she could

get the porridge to hà Having at last sticceeded, she
turned to her father, saying, in no very gentle tones,

IIWhere's, Wi]Eeý When I do have supper ready,
there's always one of you that's not here."

Willie stayed behind to pick up some pieces that
were scattered round at the building yonder, but he'll
not be long, I think. The poor lad'Il be cold; why

4



MA GGIE IS HOME.

can't yon male a bit more blaze î And the worn,
weary-lookiný; man drew bis chair to the stove and
held bis hands over it, as if to try aiid win from it some
slight degree of warmth. It 's growing very coIC4,, he
added.

hin to, the effect that she
a=ie muttereèF somethin
MUlLnot make blaze without wood; (neertheless her

clouded brow eLlearecdl and she told, Johnnie, who sat
on a low stool by is father's feet, to set out the cups
and saucers. The child obeved, drawing a chair to, the
cupboard, an carefully lifting down,,their little store of
crockery-ware, ro en and cracked, yet much, prized in
a home where lost or broken articles were not easily

replaced. Soon Will entered, bis arms full of short
pieces of lath and chips of wood, while on bis back
he carried a bag of shavings. Welcome they were that
cold November night, and Maggie looked up, mth a t4 VC

smýiIe 7as ýe ýewýupýa'-'ýýa:ýÏ'-a-nýà--fùled 'the stove with
t pine, -wýéh crackled -and burnt away al -too

quickly- But we must, not use too many at oncee
she said, as she stowed lier treasure carefully away in

corner of the room,



CHAPTER IL

Be kind to one another.,
Not to the good alone:

E'en to the cold and selfish heart,
Let deeds of love be shown.

So shall ye be His children
Who rains His gifts on al],

And even on the thankless one%
Bids His bright sunbeams faIL

S the tliree gathered round the deal table,
t o partake of the frugal meal Maggies

skill. had prepared, Will said, Il Maggie.
clo vouknow the 1 ounz 1 that has compto,

stop at the ý:igjjoýuej3st keýyqýqd the church 1
"No, replied his sister, "' nor 1 don't want

to ýone as -c-an t -be ze7,
good

Why ? " inquired Wil4 looking up inquir-
y into his sister's face, over which a cloud

of displeasure liad gathered.
I don't think any on* e could be very good

6
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WILLIE'S iVE W FRIEND.

that lived with Mrs Gordon" returned Maomzie de-
cidedly.

And why not inquired her father, now gr-winpCD
interested in his children7s conversation.

I see enough of lier ; she's always visiting about
amonom the houses on the hill; but I think she knows
better than to, come here often," said the little house-
keeper, with an air of importance. Only the other
day she came into Widow Batte house, when me and

Johnnie were there ancl-!)-egau talkin.y t'a h

childrén, up here, and what a shame it was that they
did not she -wasnyt

agoin7 to, Rive -- 4=ytljing to-.ppqple
who dian% tg church, or send their children to juo eig«A42%
Sundav-school: and sbe tossed her head, she did3 as
she-looked at Johnnie's worn little, dress, I co1ýàýt
bear to see her look so at Aim." And ZylaggiËl e es tMjy4e

filled with tears as she, looked at, the wee -wan -face
besýide hter, -a ýquPe1ÎTy sre, sUpped more than half the

porrio---Éhe-ha-cl-aràtf-é-cl -to h ersd£-==oxigiu&Uy--uot
nearly so__ large as the ýf1iers7w--from, her own -piate-to

She said," she continued chokinop down%
her sobs that we on nd -s oo we

would get warm clothes but how can we, Zo.at first.
ragged 1 and I wouldn't to Sunday-school for

the sý'Ïë__ôf êlothýe -iuo-l--,- 1 1 Yd a deal sèoner
at home than go to church to beg for élothes." And the

7
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WILLIE 's NE W FRIEIVD.

little woman drew herself up to her full heiglit, which
was not, very great, and commenced energetically to

wash and wipe the cups and plates. Her fatlier sighed
-ý,as he drew his chair near the stove agrain.

P*b Il Well, but persisted Will, who, for a time had
been silenced by Maggies outburst, "Idon eye-

1'tLe ýouýno, lady is jîýe Mrs Gordon; leastways, s e d_9zýt
look like her, anà ke spoke so kind like."

Wherz did you speak to her î " asked Maggie,
turning quickly round.

I met her to-niglit as I was coming home. 1 had
put clown my bundle, for it was dreadful cold, and was,

b ing my hands to try to get them, varm, when she

ICA came a ong, ancL-àskeÎl---me if-ý-f'was
very cold, and where I, lived - how man rothers â-1
Sisters 1 had, and if we went to Sunday-school; she
said slie was agoing to take a el ass, as they ca-l 'êm,
and if I'd go she'd teach me herself ; and she said
she'd come and us.ý>

I don't want- her here said Maggie, wrathfully,
a-blamin9 m3because I don't keep things cleaner, lik

Mrs Gordon did when she came; but she didn't try it
again, I can tell you. I can kee jhin&s no tidier; I

-Mý
do-just -the best I can andÉher azzàeved oke
forth in half-suppressed soDs. Why Will should be

tàking up with these p "ole I dont see," slie con-
4)(,( tî*nued. 'He '11 be taking to fmding fa-â1t next.



WILLIE'S NEW ERIEND.

i'.Çoboclys findÏng fault, my etUd," interposed her
father we aU know you do the best you can, and a

great ckal better than many_ýýoujd 42ý ret

ichild. ýBut if the.young lady comes, be civil, Maggie.
daresay it would be a eat deal better for 'Will if he

id go to unday-sch22.1,-it would keeÊjý. him, from.
runninz about on SundaYs w1th the b2zs..on the hill

'UN hed. learn somenet!'Sng too, maybe, which he needs bad viçe r#4n;y-
or- ýBU î to one'if the vouncr

enoiigh, Po la -à s ten

lýd éýer- comes near us ; grand folks often forget tlieir
r

P ronuses to the poor.

Maggie was silenced by her father's words, but she
$was -far from pacified ; not that s11ý would begrudge. WiU

his Il learning," even if she could not get it herself-far

from that ; but in ber heart there was a little s'ore spot

because Will had Il took up " witli the grand folks that

had caused ber' so much annoyance. çould Helen Ray.

mond have taken a peep into the he of her whose

home she was longmÏ tô ÎFsýitd6ubtleà"Ïé would -have
fUeeýn-(-I-is-cýo-uragýe-d,--an-d-'-thýe--plèasàn-t-'V-i' -îLýO g9ç4

4é-5ý- t;Îiai«'Iier new--found little friend had

coDj ured up, would have been sadly marred ; _but as it

liàse She was m happy ignorance, and ea watchec
for a few spare moments in her da e

ý.ys qf toil that «h

e acquaintance with sister M and'000%
wee rot r hnni*e.l'

e southern side of the hill, on the- north side of
9 B



WIL L IE'S JVE W FR IE ND.

which the Lintons' house was situated, was quite
thickly covered with low wooden houses, differiffg
sUghtly in-size or outward appearance; but within, a

visitor among the 11 hill people " (as they were called)
might find as great a diversity as it is possible to

imagine. Some were dirty, comfortless, untidy; while
others, anZ âm0--Dg tlie-'- if iva:à Mi-à Gé-rcton'-s special

ý 5cTé"Mght to spend au afternoonor mqTýn^g,_pjqsçpted an
air of cheerful comfort, the wind-ows bright -and--cleaný
with their sills of hou.%e-plants,-geran*Lums and Toses,

eV the never-failing bergýp(?% piutill more fra,=8.-nt mnSIr

b And of all this comfort Mrs Gordon believed herself to,

be the prime o t r. That she had accomplished
i -- ý1Or

good amoDg the people co J and it waï
also true th the inhabitants of the Lelean, ordImm

UA houses were prmeipàlly decent, honest, church-going
people, while those who occupied tbe elleerless 1ýe

ingse t SO, excited Mrs Gordon% indic-mation wereImm-i-- be found in the courts of God7sseldom-H êver o ouse
their children in the Sabbath-school., If one W ted

to fand the head of such a household, one had toi go to,
-1

the great white taverr4 with its creaking sign and crim-
son-covered windows. Q A-é -e 0

Mrs Gordon was truly desirous 'to do gqgd,.but she W11ý!
had pot learnëU,, the-lesson of love at the feet of her l' 2t

blessed Master. She liberaUy ipraised the chiirch-
60 60 e village, who were clean and tidv in theirmono



T VIL L IE'S NE W FR IE ND.

habits, aýnd rewarded their children or eoilIZ to the
. ýeWardeýd heir ""i"' n orýc 001 but the homes where Goool; but the homes where God was not--wknown where *sworslii-pwasoip eg@&ded. anéï£ Ini ýo ý.ýw h -sýýýwo r ýýýshi pý-

where an influence of love m rV
by her, or if visite,

exercised were either-nas)w4ý ý ýer or if visitý
she did not

-.1he ir è onf1dencý,-. and Iêadin- them to Jesus. as their
friend and -Saviour but rather hindered her otherwise
good intentions by findin fault, h its an

conduct. She was not yet a paitaker of the Spirit of
........................ ....................

Him. Who came lowly to save that whicli
was lost.

The Lintong house was far removed from. this
little colony. Being people Who, as, the neighbours

said, Il kèpt themselves to t«hemselves," they saw little
of either class of the dwellers there, and as little of Mrs
Gordon She hàd once visited MMgie, but found- no

'Very warm response to her advice as to the comfortless
Ov 01%5home or the bringing-up of little Jobnnie and, more-

finding , tÊ 1-
Overy e intons were not in the habit of goi ng
to c cU, she had never caÙed again, and so Maggie only

saw her when she passed àfà gr the -road in her pretty
phaeton or whenshe met her in one of her very rare

visits, among the few farnilies she knew among the hill
people.

p'ý
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CHAPTER III.

Though faith and hope ma y long be tried,
0 1 ask not, need not aught beside

H

ICI
OOR Helen Ravmond! So the world

lhad called her for the last two years;-
and poor enough f we

estimate poverty or riches according to the
abundance of the tbings which-a man or a

woman--possesseth; for aU Relen Raymond"slium store was convementTy la n the small
-- -* -- -Tê

black trunk whiêh-bôre
eut- our life consisteth, not in these tbi**,es L,--
and although Helen might triily be clas damong the Roor of t' is wor1d'f >7 vet hers, wa
eà - soul rili in -S'ith, " and it mattered liffle

12



POOR OR RICH?

that her earthly possessions were few, for was she
nol e kingdom, w1iich our Father «-

1em, that love TTi-rn 1 One, day,
just two years ago, Helen haël been watéhing from
the windows of her fathers hoùse the approach of
the carriage which had gone to the depôt to fetch
her father and mother home. They had been absent

some few days on a visit to friends in the States, and
now Helen was expecting them, back. It was past
the time she was sure the train must be in now,
but the carriage did not come and as the short

autumn. day softly faded into twilight, the vatcher
grew impatient and anxious. At length she heard
the wheels ý the carriage stopped ; she rushe outý-but
no father, no mother. What could be le matter

Her father, so prompt., so, punctual, never disap-
pointed any Ïonel, if,,, he could possibly avoid it, and he,

knew she would be waitinc, for them.
The poor gixi was not long left in suspense; all too

soon came the -fearful, crushing tidings that Cbne:ýi
those a as!édents too common à ý &rïcan r AID

-R theways-had left Door mothe;îU 157MF
less. No need to dweU on the sad events which followe&
The b î g home the mangled bodies, the leavl*ng the

dear- old home, the facing the cold, unsympath*sing V<41
wroý c care, so týt Mf oFthe wm of the au

Câ upon 1 mercies. Bat Gý6-cl ismerciful; ev'éü--Üè
13
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PO OR OR RICH?

beaviest blow He lightens; and Helen Raymond could
say-

Thy way, not mine, 0 Lord,
1-lowever dark it be!

Lead me by Thine own hand
Choose out the path for me...1

hoose Thou for me my friends,
My sickness or my health;

Choose Thou my cares for me,
My poverty or wealth.

Not mine, not mine the choice,
In things or great or small;

Be Thou my Guide' my Strength;
My Wisdom, and my All."

Fortunately for Helen, - she was received as gover-
ness into a Utirist;iianiý ràmily, t mofEer of which she

rad nowif 7'àôiffè'.years.
before our story opens, this lady was obliged. to leave

Canada, and then Helen came to live with Mrs

Gordon, to whom we have already alluded, who lived
0 

Veryin the "big house," as the villagers called. it.

clifférent Helen found, this to, her former home, but

She knew she could not choose,-thàt her Fàther

s'h
su
b-a

fE

'71

t

E

;r qv_-oqço 1 Uli-

lay only -within the walls of Mrsq
, ou-h- But a new field of labour

LA tried scenes, if it

é5 Gordon's luxurioü

TO e«y-ww
V ef:ýr qýàet j oy as she

, "I' - ---
out Wh- r-e S'istez

=lltW

f: e4w

'r

tou L 0 114 %15 84
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POOR OR RICE?

sliarp and cold, and old Winter haël reminded his
subjects that lie would soon usurp Autumn's throne

by sending clown innumerable messengers in the guise
of tiny, fleecy snowfla'kes. Many of t1lem had settled

noiselessly among the fallen, withered leaves ; some
fell lightly on the hard frozen ground, whfle offiers
were floating in the air, as if uncertain wlietlier tQ come

to earth-where nothin.OP nu-re. can -las- or not. There
was mue , too, beside ýthe outward. dreariness that
Surrounded her, to make this young orphan's heart
sad, and yet it was with _qide., boundiing steps she
pressed the light snow beneath kr dainty feet ' and

àsceïl-ué ýLý ýH ý 1 ' i -1 4PIý

:Ëelen Lad liffle difficulty in" deciding wbich bouse
answered WiEs description of his home; and indeed

it stood alone, some distance from the little group of
bouses, as if in outward appearance it described the
character and disposition of its inhabitants. Magzee
Linton would have indignantly repeUed the idea that

uglit ôf--thr-7oulig' a y s -pTo e AA-IV>W
ige- ýer£2Qâne

yet, a1most unconscio the little housekeeLerhad
tried during the last two or three jd to, keep the
house a littl- -fidy, and shemore -had most -certÉýjI

-ýf,--,*-Iatê -for two nights to mend Johnnie's little

head at the sijzht of her brother's tattered clothes,
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POORý OR RICH?

itiefàU&. And yet, notwitlistanding Maggie's efforts, -a very

Mý lkttý mis rési, > er manner asA
she reme -bered her fatherýs words, ushered her

Johnnie was sitting on the flooi beside the stove,
which tlirew out scarcely any warmth, the little re-
maining store of fuel being husbanded for the evening,

when father and Will would come from work so, cold
and tired. In bis arms, the pale, thin, little child
held a gray 'kitten, th at from its struggles evidently
considered the embraces too endearing, and gladly
made its escape when Johnnie, at the unusual sight of
a strange face, ran to his sister, and clung to her skirts
in unaffected shyness.

suppose your brother"told you I was coming to
see you V ' ' said Helen, a little at a loss how to ingra-
tâte herself into the favour of the little maiden who

stood so respectfully dignified and reserved.
He said as you promised to come," was all

Maggies reply, as, she sat down and took Johnnie
on lier knee.

And this ils Johnnie, 1 suppose?" said Helen, at
rlengtb, looking. kindly on the frail little form; poor

little fellow 1 Has he been sick
Helen. had found tlie way. to M 's heart amfflffl n

sý =hlung, Idncl word when wee Johnnie JY was
the subject would 'work wonders with his quiet sister.
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Maggie looked up at Miss "Raymond with a briglit yet
half-tearful smile, as s'he pressed the little one st
closer in her arms.

94 No.> mwamý he's not been worse than usual; but
Johnnie's always been kind of weakly, and he canyt
stand no cold, nor notMing like that, ma'am.; he's
always worse in-winter-time."

And vour mother is clead, Maggie
CYes, màam; e died some two or ibree months

a :tfter o nie was born."
Poor little fellow 1 Then you have everything to

do-take care of Johnnie and the house, and'get the
meals ready all yourself î

Yes, mayam.; and I suppose the house does look
kind of dirty; but it 's lâard work to keep things clean
in this poor place," returned Maggie, half-apologetïc-
ally; and for the first time in her life she félt ashamed.
of her êomfortless home. It was nWthat ileien h-àd
spo en to her about it ; s e had rather ex-pressed p*

frw 9
on accountof her many cluties and cares.

Peilia-ps misi aymond understood the thoughta
then g Maggie's mind and deemed it better to let
them, W-ýork their own way unaided by further worçl-of
1âei-S, so she ýhaiiïêcîthè-sûVic-- sýrn--

wu aslemg Will, if he would come to, Sundar
school : do you think he will 1

I think father would like to have him gg he
17 C
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thinks it woùld be better for him than running about
with the boys on the hiH," continued MaggieÀlr=win

quite conflcfeliial with her new fri-end.t', Not that
bad boy, but being home' ali day Sunda he

'A rl does not know what to do with himself like ; so I
tbink father'11 get Ihim to go, though WiR feels shy

like, never havin' been to sebooL"
Does he not know how to read inquired Helen,

a . little clismayed at the thought of thé utter'ignorance
she would have to, deal with.

Oh, yes, maaým;ý, father has taught him, of eyen-
ings, and Will is very fond of his book; father'sa sy
he 's quite a scholar, but he 's most tired of reading
the books we have and Maggie glanced up to a
little wooden shelf- contalining a Bible, ev"idently but

littie used, an old annual, and a work on gardening,-
a relie of days when' roses and hoByhocks bloomed
before the Lintons' door.

He would get nice books to read if he comes to
schoo4l' said Helen, her eye involuntarily following
Maggie's.

6 6 Wduld he t1iough, That would be fine; he could

read aloud evenings. Father and me is tired of hear.
ing the stéries in the old green book," pointing to

the annual; 11-weý've heard them twenty tunes and
more.
f Can you read yourself, Maggie 1

18
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«I Only little words, and not all of them; I Ive jmst
picked up a little now and again. You see, wlien the
work's done, t1lere's fathers and Will's clothes to
mend and Pm tired and Maggie heaved a heavy
Sigh.

I suppose you could not come to Sunday-school ?
said Helen, as she rose to go.

ci i don't think so, as father 's home but never
mind, if Will can go, it'U bé good for him."

Il But I want him. to come to school for other rea-
sons than to learn more or get nice books. I want

him to, come that he may learn about Jesus Christ, who
oved us- -alf and died for us. You --n t

Maggie?
'-'w-»7=ere's a picture of Him, in the Bible banging on
the cross. I look at it sometjýýýs, but father don't
care for readU kat book."

Doesn't he 1 Pm, sorry; it is God's own Word,
and we should love it mý-oýe than any other book."

-M---ýagO*e-fo-oke a e xl'Zér-éd'a-''Hêlén--sîghed
as she turned to, leave thë roo"

Well; then, Will -will. come at half-past two on
Sunday. I will watch for him, and come to the door

when I see him ; little Jolinnie is too, sick, I suppose,
but if he could come, I would take good care of 'him

Thank., you, ma'am, but Johnnie 's too weakly now
'but when suinmer comes round, ma:am, maybe he

ig
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coule go with Will-eh, Johnnie And Maggie took
the little fellow up in lier arms, while he, -výith delighted
face was holding fast with both hands a bright picture-
card Miss Raymond had given him

Thank you, mdam; and perhaps you will come
again some clay, malam i

Ohyes ; 1 Win come very soon.
As Helen walked along, she felt that there had been

much in her visit which. should cause her to thank
God and take couraore. Should Will come to Sunday-
chool it would be keeping lhim from dangerous com-

paùjgns, and in a measure from breaking God's com-
mandments in desecrating Ilis holy day; he would be

provided with books, the reading of which might prove
beneficia4 not only to himself, but to, others. Perhaps,

too, the father could be induced to attend church; ancl-
thus Helen's musings grew brighter, and she scarce
heeded the biting wind or the thick flakes, not now
clescending slow1y and undecidedly, -but thick 'and a t,

as if ýdetermined to cover so much ground ere nigUt
set



CHAPTERIV.

I am the Good Sh ep rd."ýrd.iHe shall gather the lambs » His arm."'

ND so the young lady come 1 and
what did you tliink of hert eg ? 'Y in-

quired Linton that evening, s the little
fqpily once more gathered round the supper-

table.
She's well enough," answered Maggie, not

willing at once to acknowledge her change of
feeling towards Will's friend.

Isn't Éhe real nice asked Will, not heed-
ing his sister's reply. I think she 's as nice
as can be."

She's not like Mrs Gordon, anyhow,".,,,
-returned Maggie, yielding a little she didn't

21
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tell me I ou,&bt to, be asbamed of self for
a dirty house, and she needn't. for I felt it- bad enough.

eau tell you; it's not a fit -for the -likes of. her
to come into it isil

Well, I can't help it, chilà," returned her father,
sadly. I feel it more than you do, Meg, but I can't

Vy
Now I didn't mean to, vex you, father," said

Maggie, quickly, grieved at her careless words. I
know you can't help it I was blaming myself, not
you.)y

You've no cause to blame yourself, child; ou__j,
do the best vou can."

I dont know as i de" and Maggie t1irew a half-
despa*«ng look around the wretched xoom. But the

young lady was kind, anyllow; and spoke so kind-like
to Johnnie, she did ; and gave him a fine picture : you
must show it to father, Jolinnie."

Will was now aU anxiety to know what she'had said.
-about him. She wants you at school by half-past
two on Sunday, and she'U meet you and take you to,
her class," said Mag in reply, to, Will's hurried
-questions. And, oh, father 1 s«he says Will will get
nice books to read-won'ý.that be fine ýu1l read them

[fo atlier and me,won't you, -Will?
- ---- 

---
«Il Maybe so ré _proud of the

lionoùrs to be conferred, and needing little urging from,
L
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his father to ma«ke him willing and glad to accept Misa
Raymond's offer.

Sometimes his shyness would male him, feel awkward
at the thought of going among so many strangers, but
Miss Raymond would be there, and then-the books.
Will could not withstanýd such a týLýtation whatever
might be the consequences. But then what about his

el ôt T--Cra--ré-fý! little Maggie had long ago thought
about that difficulty, and late into the night the busy

fingers plied the sliining needle, that an air of decency
at least might be given to Will's worn, shabby clothes.
AU the next day, too, Maee was busy for Will, wash-
in and ironing, cutting and m ending ; for though to

appear witb: clean, whole garments was a rare thing
for one of the Lintoins, still Maggie would not, let her
brother go to Miss Raymond's class clad in dirty or un-
tidy clothes. On the eveningof the visit, there was a*

scene never before witnessed in that wretched abode.
ton fàýok-EftTê 7-5ýmýé Un- hi ee, - an read frora

the card Miss Raymond had given hùnwith the picture
of the Shepherd and His flock, the woicl&-

I wu a wandering sheep,
I clid not, love theefrolct;:

I did not, love my Saviour's voic
1 would not be controll'&

Jeaus has sought, the lost
Has found the wandering sheep;

23
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'Twas Re that brought me to-the fold,
'Tis He that still doth keep.

I was a wandering sheep,
I would not be controll'd

1 ]But now I love the Shepherd's voice,
I love, I love the fold."

as e r seA ci ý IIIove; 1--iol--,
n words to his motlierless, bqy,

John Linton felt a consciousnesÎýýoýwf ar he himself
kt£ hadstrayed from the fold of he Good Shepherd, and1

ow little c rm thère was to him in his SavioiÏý's
voice.

ýreat event in W* life, when,
It was a- F L clean and

neat, thanks to Maggie's care, he s t off for the school-
house on Sunday afternoon. He stood for a time at
the door, afraid to open it and expose himself to the
gaze of the many eyes which the hum of voices told
that the room contained. At length. Will gained
courage, turned the handle, and stepped into the room,
looking anxiously for Miss Raymond. He soon espied

her talking to tlie tall, kiùd-looking ter that- Wili
lues fRA-,Ilad so often seen in the-v* aZestree or wending his

URPU way to v Ithe hill peoplè. Very soon Miss Raymond
vjlym -mie saw her new scholar, and hastening forward, with a
lef *Fmtxsmile of welcome showed him. her elus where half a

dozen boys were already sçated. Wîll felt yery ýhy
first, and ashamed that he did'not know some verses

like the other boys. But before the kindl smil of
1 S tèacier his bashfiilness by degrees wore off, and no
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éhild in the school felt happier than did he, when Miss
Raymond praised his reading and sent him. off witli a
card contan =ïg the verses he was tc learn for the next
Sunday.

Who can tell but that Will was thi-nking of the joys
of that better land Miss Raymond had told him about,
as he trudged home sino-ing the words of the hymn
they had sung, and which, in some way unaccountable
to himself, seemed to ring in his ears ?-

Come to that happy laud,
Come> come away."

How would Helen's heart have rejoiced could she

have looked into the wingow of that cheerless cottage

on the hill, and seen Will standin y his father, who,
-vvith that Bible, untouched for yye, on the table before

him was t ' ing to find out for his son where the verses

were. It was a sight that angelsmight rejoice to look

down upon from their glorious home above, where for

ever they sing the praises of -our God and King.

D
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CHAPTER V.

, #£ e £bars

We are like little flowers in bud
We know not evil yet from good;
Nor can we reason if we would,
On that which is not understood

Qh mothers- be our teachers
Show us the wrono, teach us the right
1 re u n t o u à a s "doe ?ds _ôow;mý_ Il g îýi1 -.-e ihig4t

re,_ý0mrýýv llný,,,ý ÎÏ, -ers.

UST outside the viHage, ànd beyond the
modest but picturesque churceh, from

-which it was separated by a beaver-meadow
and a swift-running stream, stood 'l' The Cedars,"
the residence of Mrs Gordon., sheltered on two
sides by groves of grand old cedars interminglècl
with the silvery birch, and maple, and rich in

all the treasures of wild-flowerýs in which our
Canadiau forests abound. The earliest hepa,-
ticas were f6und In "The Ceclars bush, as

ýi6
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it was familiarly called in the village; lobelliaS
liliTns, wild violets, the . beautiful pitcher-plaýùtj ancb,
féathery fern, were in great luxuriance ; whilst the

approach to the housè from the road lay through
an avenue of ellestnuts, growingout from, the green
sward on either side, and gracefully varied with ever-
greens and groups of the flowering almond, ma-
honia, barberryjaponica, and other sweet-scented

shrubs which adorn our lawns. Sweet and melodious
were the songs of the birds as they resounded through

the deep woods ; very pleasing their warbling and
triffing' as they'flitted from bush to tree. Every
thicket poured. forth its harmony, and the blue

jay added his acco'mpaniment, as, with well-feigned
alarm, he screamed at the top of his voice as Helen

drew near. The golden oriole, the scarlet tanager, and
the lovely, gentle blue-bird, seemed to, vie with each

other, incessantly crossing and recrossing the avenue,
as if challenging attention to their beautiful plumage,
but especially to the care of Him without whose know-
ledge not a sparrow can fall to the grounéL

TIIIE BLUE-BIRD.

When first the lone butterfly flits on the wing
When red glow the maples, so fresh and so pleasing;

Oh, then comeB the Blue-bird, the herald of spring, -
And'hail with his warblings the charma of the seawns
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He flies hrouýgh the orchard, he visits each tree,
The red flowering peach, and the apple's sweet 41ssoms;

He snaps up destroyers whérever they be,
And seizes the caitiffs that lurk in théir bosoms;

He drags the vile grub from the corn it devours,
The worms from their webs, where they riot and welter:

His song and his services freely are ours,
And all that he asks is--in summer a shelter.

When all the gay scenes of the summer are o'er,
And autumn slow enters so silent and sallow;

And millions of warblers, that charm'd us before,
Have fled in the train of the sun-seeking swallow;

The Blue-bird, forsaken, yet true to his home,
SUR lingers, and looks for a milder to-morrow;

Till foreed by the horrors of winter to roam,
He sings his adieu in a lone note of sorrow.

While spring's lovely season, serene, dewy warm,
The green face of earth, and the pure blue of heaven,

Or love's native music have influence to charm,
Or sympathy's glow to our feelings are given,

SUR dear to each bosom the Blue-bird shall be;
His voice, like the thrillings of hope, is a treasure;

For thrbu,,çrh bleakest storms, if a calm he but see,
He comes to remind us of sunshine and pleasure!

"The Cedars " was a substantial stone building, of

some pretension to taste, with its French winclows,
balcony, and. liandsome porch, around -which the Vir-

and trimpet creeper huncf in rich festoons.ginu
The heart of Helen Raymond, taught by lier blessecl

MuîEýer týo ýconý.sideîthe lilies of the field," rejoiced in

thé -Lêaïùfýf -scene whiéli befo're Iiié'r- w en, some
28
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little time before our sto*rv opens, she walked up the
winding avenue for the :âr;t "ýMe; but the ties whici,

bound her to, the bright, cheerfà, Christian home she
haël j ust left were not to be too rudely sundered, and for
a moment a shade of sadness overshadowed her better
thoughts as she drew inear to the house. Nor was the
heart of the lonely girl ligrhtened by Mrs Gordons

reception; her patronisinc manner and col ee-tingr éyt£IS
were so différent from what

to, that sad indeed the orphan felt when eftaloqe in
Eé smail apârtment _Mý1&njýto, ileruse. But Most of

all.was sýë'd-isàppo-'ntecl when introduced to her future
pupils, three in number-Grace, who numbered fourteen
summers, Horace twelve, and Laura ten. At first Helen
tried in vain to, assure herself that there must be some-

thing goocl-âiîd-rôv-âW -pu-Pils - but their care-
- - --- - - -1 -- -- ZAD

lessness and impertinence seemed at once to repel her love
ýand dèfy her authorýtî,.- - It was only -evident tlia.t MOT46*

whatever control Mrs Gordon »hàd over her children, it
was not the gentle, all--powerful influeneP. of lov4-but
was enforced in harshness, and consented to, not will-
ingly, but through féar. Helen soon perceived that in
that house, or at least among4her pupils, re g-ïon, in-
stead of being looked upon as a holy, blessed thing,
was liated and, despised as something which enj éied

unwelcome duties and exacted unwiffin sacrifices.
4Wýýéý--Éelen had been an inmate of Mrs Gordon'a

29
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house some three months, she began to - feel that there
was more in her lot for which to be thankful than
she haël 'ealised on the day of her arrival at The
Cedars. Inereased acquaintance with ber pupîls served
to show ber that, under all, the seeming indifference.-
pride, and selfishness they displayed, there- was much
of what was good, true, and noble ; that in spite of
Horaces obstinate selfishness, he liad an Yo2ýs,.tf;ý1th-
ful héart, and if his dispositions and propensities were

&eëýýEý_ànéI k--e-t--On check
atlove which never faileth, hemight yet become

a true Christian man. Ever steadfast and stauneh,
the way of right she felt he would hé, if once led into

naî narrow path. too, passionate and
Vilfu . was o ten affectionate and winning; and Heleu

hoped that alr ad,ained some influence over
the neglected child. But of Grace, Helen could not feel

thus ; she repelled every attempt of hers to win her love,
-um-_ and frequently was the occasion of cieating rebellion

in the other children. Sometimes the poýr yýung
governess could scarcely restrain the indignant, angryM 1 -- .......... aý -- -- -xclamations which wo rise to her Iii)s at GraWs

1MpeIt1iIe]ý4 irntýatiiig-remarks. It would have been
W e than uséless to apply to the mother, and so she

laboured patiently on, hopint'«that at last love would
break down the hard wall of obstm'acy and pride within

which Grace seemed to enclose herseg and give ber
30



entfance to tbat lieart of hers which could hardly be so,
unfeeling as it seemed.

The first Sânday Helen spent at The Cedars she haël
asked Grace what time they went to schooL
. Il Oh, we don't go to Sunday-school," said Laura;
99 only manima goes, to teach the poor children of the
village.5>

And why don't you go, too asked Helen, in
surprise.

poor children go to Sunday-school," returned ;A
Grace scornfully I wonder yon ask such a question,

«Miss Raymond."
I always used to, like going to Sunday-school very

much," said Helen, with a sigh, as sbe thought of the
old home, and"of her father and mother.

I think I should like. to go," said Laura.
It would be better than staying at home," added

Horace; il Sunday afternoons are always so stupid."
Eow can yon talk such noinsense Mamirna would

not think of letting us go. Besides, how wouU
you like to sit close to a lot of dirt-Y chî1drepj!ý-ý 'Wý,

Grace shrugged her shoulders with disdain at the
t11oUg4ý.

ci Oh, you are soýproud, Grace ! The children that omn
to, Sunday-school are nearly aU neat and clean; for the

very poor on't o, re ëcTUýràce an then, con.)o
scions of not having silenced his sister's objections in

THE CEDARS.
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the leasthe walked to the window and becran whistlino,
to himself.

Which do you t1link God -wobIld look upon with
tlie most pleasure, Grace-the child whose «heart was
full of love to lffim, who tried to please Him, and w-as
poorly dressed; or the'child who was well dressed,
and was, disobédient, , careless, unthankful ? "_ asked
Helen, quietly. Grace's cheek flushed angrily, as she
repli'd, tossin,, her head-

am sure I don't know; I never thouor'ht about
it. That was not wliat I was, talking about at

It was in reality," said Horace; Il and after all, what
are fine clothes?-wliat goo 0 ey a man is
dishonest, mean, and bad ?

Helen felt, as she had done before, that Horace's real
danger would, be in trusting in his own righteousness,
in priding himself upon his own super'iority, anid,

sighed. A silence of soiÉe minutes' ensued, when
Horace spoke agorain-

I never could, see why mamma would not let us go
to Sunday-school; she is so queer. -Vve hali a mind
to, go into your class, Miss Raymond."

Not if your mother thinks it better for yo«U not to
go; loinz to school would not do you much good if

you, were dýýg her-; but if she dQýs not object, 1
would like you to come very much."
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Horace again turned away, Hélen fully expeéting
Iiim to say, Pshaw 1 who cares for ter or some

sucli remark, wliieh were not unfrequent expressions of
hisý but ho sucli words came..

CC And how would you like to go, if mamina says
yes said HeIen, turning to Laura.

I think I'd like it> if Horace went."
WeH, you may please yourselves, but I shant go,"

exclaimed Grace.
Wait till you're asked," returned- her brother,

impertinently.
Well, ýyou Il see mamma won7t let, you go

lm sure she won't," said Graée, as she left the
room.

I will tell you what," said Helen, whezi she. was
goue, Il if your - marnula objects, I cotild be home by

half-past three, and there would be time before tea for
us to, have a ' Sunday-school at home: -kow would you
like that

I think it would be nice, Iiaura replied; don't
U Horace?

Not so good 'as going to school; there would be
nothing but girls here," returned Horace, in his blunt

way. He had never learnt to, regard the feelings of
others, or perhaps he would'have seen the shadow on
his governess's face, and have regretted his thoughtless C
remark.
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Helen remarked sadly, Il Wel], Laura, will it only be
you and I »

cc -Oh, perhaps I will come too," said Horace. But
there's the bell-come alo-ng," And hurrying out of
the s'choolroom, first, he left the other two to follow

together,,never thinking that some politenéss was due
from, -'a little gentleman, as he believed him elf to be,
Pven to a governess.

Children, you who have a kind governess who works
and toils foryou, do you ever thin 'how sa er Iffe
must be workin Y- her weary way among strangers, per-

haps arfrom, those nearest and dearest to her Do
you ever think how a kind, sympathising word, even
from, you,-might cheer her when she i-s--sad, - comfort
hier when she is lonely, with the thought that, even far

from, those . barest to hçr, she finds some one to kýe
her? Do you ever think how, by your coldness, your

indifférencp, a il disobedlence, you gheve and
her - wh y your -oughffùlnéss,-yoýur-àfte-nt'lr-ojto her
vish(i t1e'act orUii(liiess may 4àL7ýn

.S,1)Y-many------
lier often.^b,ýý;ýý7jLaq,, and brighten her path of care ?



CHAPTERVI.

One by one thy duties wait thee,
Let thy whole strength go to each

Let no future dreams elate thee,
Learn thou first what these can teach.

« « One by one thy griefs shall meet thce
Do not fear an armèd band;

One will fade as others greet thee,
Shadows passing through the land."

ELEN was a little surprised when, one
day dudng the jollowing weeý, Mrs

Gordon introduced the Sunday-school
subject, and, from her words and manner,-be-
trayed that Grace had been duly informing her
of aU that had been said in the sclioolroom, on-
Sunday afternoon.

Il I cannot see what business you have to
interfere with my children in such matters,
Miss Raymond," added Mrs Gordon, alter
having delivered herself on the subject.

can assure you," returned Helen, thiit
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-what I said was not meant as intérference. I had no
idea that you objected to the children going to Sun-
day-'SchooL I am sure I always found it the greatest
pleasure, when I was a child.'x

Ah 1 1 daresay." This w-as aU Mrs Gordon said,
but what she meant was, Il It might do for you ; but
my cUdreia, with their delicate health and refined
feéEngs, must not; associate vith the cUdren who
attend the school here."
elen understéoci krat she meant, and was silenced.
Perhaps a feeling of regret for her words crosseà Mrs
Gordon!s mind, for, in spite of her " foolish. pride and mis-,

taken ideas, she was not an unfeeling woman; so, after
a moment's pause, she turned again to, Helen, saying-

However, Miss Raymond, if you choose to read
with the children when you return from school, you
znay. I daresay it would do theiii good, for I am

sure you keep them in better order than I can. But I
am afraid you wM never get Grace tgjoin you,-she is
such a Eigh-spirited girl, so imputient of control ; " and
as if it was a fact greatly to be rejoiced over, Mrs Gor-

clon shook her glossy cuils and settled herself in her
luxurious chair with a satisfied air.

But-Helen was too ha py to notice her. She had not
expectéd suéh ready acquiescence in her wishes, and she
longe for the next
iâight begin.
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The Sabbath came at last, aÀýd she hurried liomè
from sc«hool full of happy thougùs; but these

we mind -were sad rz-16 > f f§ -ôt-tu-- ly c 'shed by the sight
ýf «Hôraýée -fàztwieîép-ý on a sofa up-stairs in the hall,

and Laura curled up in a chair reading a story-book.
However, wýen, having removed her hat and cloak, she
returned to them, Horace was sitting up rubbing his

eyes, and Laura yawning over her book.
Will you come and have Sunday-schoo'l she said,

stopping in the hall with her -Bible in her hand.
Oh, stay here," drawled out Horace ît's jolly on

this sofa."
cc Ohy noy that would never do; we will go to the

schoolroom."
Laura jumped down, and putting her hand into
Helen's, went with her, a little to her governess's sur-

prise, and much to her delight. They had hardly
gained the schoolroom. when Horace j0'ned, them, and

lazily threw himself into a chair.
Il Remember we are in school," said IE[elen, re-

provingg1y.,cc Oh, pshaw returned -the boy. Have we to
sit up just as we do in school f "

If we are carefý1 to beÈave properly, and be atten-
tive when learning only about some famous man, or the

geography of some country,, shoÙld we not be much
more so when studying in Gods Word about Jesus

1 . 1 37 5
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Christ and the happy heaven above But now, Laura
before we commence, go and teU Grace that we wiH be

glad if she will j oin us."
Laura went a little reluctantly, while Horace lifted

down their school Bibles from the shelf on the wall.
Laura speedfly returned, saying Grace would not come.

# Helen looked up sadly, and said, Il I am very sorry,
but perhaps she will come some day and now we wiU
begin our school with prayer."

It was short and simple, and when they arose Helen
esaid they would next zinom a hymn. Both the children

had good voices, and being fond of Smging, rea ily
çijoined in as Helen sang-

We sing of the realms of the blest,
Of that country so bright and so fair,

And oft are its glories.confeas'd;
:M But what must It be Ïo be there 1

We speak of its pathways of gold,
Of its walls deckd with jewels so rare,

Its wonders and pleasures untold
But what must it be to be there

We speak of its freedom from sin,
From sorrowi temptation, and care,

From trials without and within;
But what must it be to be there ?

We speak of its service of love,
The robes which the glorified wear,

The Church of the First-born above
But what must it be to be there 1
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Do Thou " Lord ' 'midst pleasure or woe,
SUR for heaven Our spirits prepare,

And shortly we also shall know
And feel what it is to be there."

Dont you t1iink mamma would let us have the
melodeon in here on Sunday afternoons 1 asked

Laura, when the hymn was ended. It would be so,
nice.'y

I think she would," said Helen and you are
getting on so ý nicely with your. music that soon you
could play the tunes yourself."

Laura was charmed with this plan, and could scarcely-
collect her thoughts siifficiently to attend to the les-
son. ]E[elen, opening her Bible, turned to Horace and
said-

cl I think we will take the celebrated characters of
the Bible as they come in order ; we musI therefore
begin with Adam.. We will read all we can. fine
about each person, both in the Old and New Testa-
ment, and try what we can learn from their characters,
and the different circumstanées of their lives-by what
we éan imitate in their good qualities, and see wbat

lessons we may learn from their sins and follies."
The children read the prinèipal. incidents in the life

of »Adam and Eve, while Helen endeavoured to s1low
them the great sin of disobedience to Gods commands,
the pun-ishment it -'always brings, and to tell them of
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that precious Saviour whose righteousness can alone
availý for us-who was prophesied of even in the earliest

chapters, of the-Bible7elo,, ever so many years before

Ile came to live and ýuffér, and die for us, was the

Saviour of all who bedeved in Him. The children had

often heard of this before but Halen's words seemed to

give to Il that sweet story of old " new interest, and an

hour passed before they were aware.

And now," said Helen, as she closed her Bible,
I am going to give yau our subj ect for next Sunday,

and before we meet again you are to find out aU you

can about the person of whom we wilI reaà for doing

so wiU not only exercise your minds, but will, give you

a knowledge of God's Word w1hich, is only gained ýy
careful study."

Horace looked interested; anything like research wa's
just what he liked, and when he liked to do a thing,

Horace generally did it well.

Our subject for next Sunday," continued Helen, as

she wrote it on a piece of paper for, -the children, Il wiU
be, a man who, sufféred for rigghteou-sness' sake at the
hands of a wicked and cruel brothe. I don7t want to
hear your guessés," she said, w1th a ânile, as Laura was

about to speak I would- rather not know what you
think; and Horace, for the present at least, I would
ne you to, help Laum a little after a few weeks she

will be able to get on alone."
40
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But when will we find all this out? " asked Laura;
we have so many lessons to learn diýxing the week.'-

Yes, but you have Saturday ; less than an houi
would be sufficient time for you to Éhd and * learn your

verses; and you might, while Ëam. at"OSunday-schoo4
look over your lesson together. . And jiow we will sincr
another hymn.

And so closed Helen's first Sanday-school at home.
A happy hour it had been to her; and when she sought ýj

her own room to ask for a blessing on her labours, her
heart glowed with thankfulness for the new privilege

granted to her.
Helen soon found that to that hour on Sunday after-

noons she owed much of 'her increasinc, influence over
hêr pupils, and it was with-r--e-»'- n-- -tEa--22[n-ess she

felt thài -t-h-een-trance of that Mrd which giveth. ýht 1 N
was gradually dis-pelling the clo4ds of pride and selfàh-

ness îÏe hearts of her schofàiÏ.- Shê - v o e
th&t *oin them in th ý' ýn ýemý--

ploygýent. 'Very soon Iýaiira took'her teachWs placé
at the melodeon, which Mrs Gordon ha& willingly
allowed them, to, use, and very proud the little girl felt
of he:r position as musician. Often ipoer id

listen at the door, and wish she was with them, but that
spirit of pridê wmcnl est enemy ever held
hêr1ac-]ý a e1ý!Ïhh a sîg--s--è-w-o-uld return to the
oneliness and solitude of her oiýn room.
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CHAPTER VIL

«' Sow, and look onward, upward,
Mere the starry light appears,-

Where, in spite of the coward's doubting,
Or your own heart's trembling fears,

You shall reap in joy the harvest
You have sown to-day in tears."

AYS and weeks and months passed on
in their never-staying course, bringing

very little outward change either to the
Lintons in their humble home, or to the in-
habitants of Mrs Gordon's stately mansion
yet in both houses an inward chatige was

oing on, very slowly, almost imperceptibly,
'but yet surely,--ana-ý tUôûgh the humble in-

ACK strumentality of 11elen Raymond's often silent
i --U _' Who -nêed- say that th «%we

ece. ey are too
poor, too weak; to, work for Christ

42
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If you are too weak toi ourney up the mountain steep and high,
You can stand within the valley as the multitudes go bye

And can chant in happy measure as they slow1y pass along;
Though they may forget the sing'er, they will not forget the

Song.

If you cannot in the harvest gather up the richest sheaves,
Many a grain both ripe and golden, which, the careless reaper

leaves,
You may glean amidst the briars growing rank against the
'Wall,

And it may be that the shaclows hide the heaviest wheat of aIL

Do not, then.-stand idiv waiting for some nobler work to do
Yé-r jïeýýn1 Fathers giq_U tver earnest evertrrue,

Cro and toil in any vinýiard, work in--Dabcncg g1jjil jzjMajer
îf you want a field of labour, oucanjnd it anywhere.0

Even. the little ones can do much for the cause of
God below. Little hands can -ofttimes do work where

larger ones would fail, just as little sparkling drops of
dew will-_ make -the- -tender floweret -grow- which the
imighty tempest would destroy. Jesus listened with

delight to- the liýpmg - praise of infant voices, and who
can tell but that the sweet songs of those little ones
cheered and éomforted Him even in those dark hours
of dreadful agony ýhat so soon followed his triumphal
entrance into Jerusalem Oh little children 1 comé to

Him, that He may take -- vou un in His lov* rffl and

bless you. Ne hand but His can safely guide and

support you in the perilous journey of lifé that lies

untrodden andualowi[i-eoreyou---Noýveýuýt 1ý1is
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can comfort you in trouble, or make the sunny days of
lie rè&Uy bright and happy; and-when Death comes
-and it may come to any of you very soon-it will
be no enemy, but a friend, a deliverer to release you the
sooner from earth, that you may find eternal. rest in
Jesus's bosom.

Helen Raymond fondly hoped that Laura Gordon
was trying to love and serve Him whoih the young

governess ever strove to, set before her plipils. The
outbreaks of temper were less frequent; impatient,

kind words were seldom, uséd by her in the school-
.Scc4çv room and Helen begun to féel, with thankful heart that

,*, her work had not been in vain.

A#66 Sundays came and went, however, without finding
Grace joi * g in the lessqàs, which, were regularly kept

ùp, seemingly with inéreà'sing interest, by Horace and
Laura, who quite looked forward to Sunday afternoons.
Once or twice Helen had asked Grace to, join with
them., but the girl would scarcely vouchsafe any reply
wh.atever. However, lately she had manifested some
interest by making inquiries of Horace as to what they

did , and she often declared Sunday afternoon was the
most stupid time of the whole week. These and other

things made Helen believe that she was not so indif-
férent as she seemed, and that in reality she would be
g1ad to take part in their lessons. Laura, too, was of
the same op**on, and frbquently she and Helen would
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tà'ik together of how they could induce Grace to meet
with them.

One Sunday, when the bright spring days were reaUy
coming, and the snow and ice fast vanishing under the
powerful rays of the sun, Helen and Laura were sitting
tonther after their school had been closed, the soft

sliades of evening stealing quietly in. A sweet peace
seemed to come over the heart of the orphan governess

while she stroked lier pupil's soft hair tenderly, and
felt how dear she was growing. The subject of the day

Lad been Joseph% reconciliation with his brethren. So
much of instruction and interest does the life of this

patriarch afford, that Helen felt that in one lesson they
could not take it all in, and made it th6 subject of

several Sundays. But now the story was nearly ended,
and she had been speaking of the beautiful type Joseph
was of the blessed Saviour, and of all that Jesus had done
for His brethren, even though they had treated Him
far worse fhan Joseph's brothers had their father's
favourite. Both governess and pupil had been silent
for some moments, when Laura, lifting her head from

Helen's lap, as she sat on a stool at her feet, and placing
one of her hands in her friend's, musingly said-

How much Jesus did for us 1 and yet we :find it
so hard to give up even a little thing that we like for

Him ; dont we 1
«' Yes, indeed, very often ; but it îs mi sacrificing self
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and our own wishes that we are most like Christ. But
what are you thinking of, dear ? "

Laura did not reply at -once, but hid lier face in Miss
Raymond's lap.

What is the matter, Laura, dear? » asked Helen,
stooping down to the child.
'I I thought that perhaps-perhaps, if I let Gracie

play the melodeon on Sunday afternoons she would
come to schooL" The word; were very low and broken,
and at last Laura could restrain herself no longer, and

sobbing out, Il But oh 1 1 liked playing the tunes so
muých," she gave way to her sorrow.

IE[elen waited a little; she well knew the struggle
passing in the clii1d's heart, and felt that there must
have been a great change there before Laura would
have even thought of thus giving up her own pleasure.

Il Laura, darling ! " she at length said, caressing the
ellild, Il I know it would be very hard for you to, give
this pleasure up ; I had not thought of it before ; but,

perhaps, you could induce Grace to join us by -thus
yielding to her your 'post at the melodeon.c - 1ýOý

r-child 1 " she added, as the little girl!s tears féll fast and
hot, Il I feel for you ; but, dear, , I am sure you will be

a7 the happier for this'ý -How pleasant it
will be to have Grace with us, and think that: in God7s

hand, you were the instrument of brin her Per-
60" ____--ýwýiU ýýx - -

haps à e not come but even if she will not, you
46
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vill be liappier for doing aU you eau. But here she
is ; shall we ask her î "

Laura was glad. the deepening twilight hid her tear-
stained face, so that her sister did not notice that she

had been crying. Grace having obtained the book for
which she had come, was leaving the-room, when Miss
Raymond said-

Il Wont you, stay, Grace Laura and I want ta
talk with, you."

CI What do you want 1 " asked Grace, coldly, stoppinop
however at the door.

CI Oh! come and sit down with us, Gracie ; it is so
nice in here the moonlight is, just be î * ta shine
in; do come, Gracie. PU fetch you the rocking-ébair
out of the hall ; " and Laura j umped up, and bringing
in the chair, set it down close ta ber own stool, just

where tlie mild rays of the moon were pouring in
through the long French window.

Ci T xz 1 - 0 rea 7ýa , hesitatingly, yet w4N 15
na t dIGesaid, Grace

she laid hgrbqok downi and took the chair Laura h,,td
brought her, who, slipping her little hand in that oUer
sisterIs, looked lovingly up at her. Grace was touched,
sbe could hardly tell why, and gently pressed the little

hand that lay in bers.
"Oh, Gracie!" Laura began, her voice trembling,

CC we want you so much ta come with us on -Sunday,
afternoon ; do Gracie, won't you ? Il

1



BUDS OF PROMISE APPEARING.

Helen saw the entreaties of the little pleader w-ould
avail- more than any w-ords of hers, and so remained

silent, stroking Laura's hair, while she inwardly prayed
t1iat the little one's mission might be blessed. Grace
did not speak, but Laura c-uld, feel the hand lat held
hers tremble.

.1' And, Grace," the child went Qn, 1' if you will only
come, youmay play the tunes, and that is so nice 1 " and

Laura, at the remembrance of what had been such a
pleasure to her, suddenly broke down and, hid her face

in Helen's lap, lest Grace should see the tears. All
was silent for'a minute, then Grace bent her head down

to, Lauràs, and whispered-
I will come, Lorry."

ýaura sprang- up and threw her arms round her
1 sister's neck,-but neither spoke. In a few moments

Grace rose and left the room, not, however, without
stooping down and givl*ng Helen a kiss, who could only



CH APTERTIIL

eau of %St.
«, Hail! sacred day of rest,

From toil and trouble free:
Hail! quiet spirit, bringing peace
And joy to me.

A holy stillness breathing caàm
On all the world around,

T-Tplifts my soul, 0 God, to, Thee,
Where re-3ri&IIýýuncL

T is Saturdây4ght; little Johnnie and
tired Will have both sou&ht their
humble bed. Will haël been working

hard all day -splitting Wood, while his father
sawed. Maggie was busy with her needle, try
ing once more to make Will's patched and

threadbare coat fit for his appearance at Sunday-
school. Her father sat near her, his elbows on
the table, his head resting on' his hands, but his
eyes fixed on bis daughter's nimble fingem

You must be fired, lass come, lay aside
your work and rest a whfle."
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Yesi I'm tired, but I'm 'most done; and then,
you know, to-morrow will. be Sunday, and now-a-days

1 don7t do much of Sunclays, so-ý-that it's most Ue
a holiclay,-Ieastways, what I think them like, for I

have not had-one for a lonop long while."

ton was not c ntenýe , ýhardljsad'and, her father
dia not siog4 as àiyÉe's woids sometimes made him

do indeed, Linton did not sigh so ofteii7inoýw, hough,

if y u hýd asked him, he could not have told you why.

Wages were low, iork difficult to get, no comforts hadi

been added to their daily fare or wretched home; and

ýet there was a différence, an indef=ble, hàIf-imper-,ý, 1
ceptible change, in the aspect of, the dreariest of the

.%ny- drgýýdýwéýlings on, the hëilL

11elens regular Saturday visits-which, had been

going-on or two months now-had, almost unknown
16'rersçÙ, induced Maggie to, try and give to their low,

bare réom. aý an-& cenâlôrt- ô n- t16 aây--ý
when her was «xpectedý an& so much happier_

CEd-shé feel in, consequence, and so, pleased her father

seemed when he cý home from work, that by degrees
Idàgee- grew to trying - - tokeep their home always neat.

Týýght the floor haël been swept, and even washed ;
th? stove looked, if not brighti yet neat and cleain, and

the whole room. presenteci an appearance very différent
Lfrom that which it bore when our readers first saw it.

Iiinton sat on, watching his daughterý wUe she
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scarce raised her eyes from her work ; so intent was
She) that she almost'started when her father said, sud-
denlyý---

Magogie do u know Vve half a mind to go to,
church to-mo it's m Mn

-ýt lqnz.-YýM- 
ce

entered a church door, but somehow, Meg, I don%
t'hiný'ýzit-'s-right to-Éve as we Yve ]ýeý ý doing.- - T--here's

ill was saying to-day that he did not see Me good in
going, to church, father didn7t go; now I 'd like Will to
be a better man than 1 '-ý,e been. 7 1 believe MI go to-

morrow, and take WqU along."
But your coat, father-thé sleeve is all torn; "' and

the little woman heaved a weary sigh as she laid Wilrs
finisbed jacket down, and thought of tbe long rent in
the sleeve of her fathers coat. Linton saw her dis-
héartened look, and said, quir-kly-

"But you're nott- mend iý, Mecr; you can put a
pin i-it won7t show. Go to bed, c1-à1ý, 'you're
tired."
Maggie did not. reply, but sat with her arms folded,

not heeding her father's words; at length her face
brightened, and she said, quickly-

Il Now, father, if youie going to éburcli to-morrow,
you ought to go to bed now; Pve something to do yet;
please go, father."

Linton rose from his ebair with a weary sigh, and,..,
alowly went up the'broken, narrow steps that served

si -
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for stairs, shuddering involuntarily as the cold air of
what was Ettle more than a barn chilled ËZ,ý, ýbuthe

yW" sleep of the labouriDýý ýmaiý_îs-,siveet, aùd Liht= sQçM
forgot cold and wea'ness in hÊpîy §1 ber. But a
long hour after, Maggie bent over her work, endeavour-
ing, w"ith, weary and benumbed fingers (the fire, had gone
out, and the stock of wood was so low she dare not
make more), to mend neatly the rents, and to hide the
worn, bare places' in the thin, old coat. Weary and

worn, at last Maggie went to rest. Who shýýýthýat
the motherless airl was not learninzy the lesson of self-

clenial which is so hard to. learn, _ and jet the exercise
PeA*%t of» which -brings, such true happiness and such real jV

as those who neveEq:Le_.ýýp ase ýr ýca.I..th, who never
sacrifice their own inclinatioùs for anothers pleasure,
cannot even estimate

Sunday morning dawned. bright and clear, the snow
sparkled iný the sunshine, and each ý bush and tree
glowe'd as if deckéd with diamonds. The sky was of

that' deep, clear blue - which we see on bright winter
days in this glorious Canýda of oure. Not a éloud,
marred, the beauty of the heaven above. Thongh so'
bright, aU was, Ilushed. in that peculiar cahii which we
never find excepting on the Sabbath-day. I£inton's

hê,art seemed to catch an impress of the calmness and
the brightfless as he walked quietly over the crisp snow
Nvitli Will at là side.
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Won't. the Tninister wonder to see yon at churebe
father-V' askèd Willi as they neared the bouse of

God.
Linton did not reply, but the words awakened an

uncomfortable feeliiig, and- Le wished his son Lad not
said them. If they bad not been so near the church,

and if Will had not been with him, Le almost felt as if
he'would --have turned -bac1ý, but it was too late now;
so silently the two entered the -acred edifice, and seatéd

0 ci atthemselves near the door. Mrs Gordon's pew -a 3q.
the side, thus commandinR a «view of the-whole church.
WErýsaw -thaýt3Fss ýRay;n-ond noticed them co
in-d hêr-almost fanéied she smiled.

The prayers, thé- hymns,-all carried John Linton
back to the early days of his wedded life, when, with

his wife, young and happy, at his side, Sunday after
Sunday found him in his place in God's house; but.

years had fled since Linton had worshipped there, and
a strange a*we fdled his heart as he knelt in prayer, or
listened to thesweet songs of praise. Then came th<e
sermon, and as Linton listened-listened to, the voice
of the man whom Le Lad roughly turned from bis door,

he--efelt the words Le uttered were not his own, but
those of One far greater,-One whom Le had also

re eected,-One who had again and again knocked at the
door of his heart, and prayed him to open it that He

might dwell there, who was now imploring him more
53
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earnestly than everby t voice of that earnest ister.
Tum unto me, or wh will ye die Mirn that

cometh unto me I w no wise cast out." Ohý come
-dnto mè, f6f t1lough your sins be as scarlet, they shall
be as white as snow; and though the.y be red like

crimson, they shaU be as wooL" And the stronor man
bowed- bis head in bis hands, and groaned within him-
self,-groaned when he thouglit of bis once bloýmî g,
happy wife laid in a drunkard's grave,-groaned when
he thought of bis three motherless children whom he
had never even spoken to about a God,-groaned when
he =tozÏhi of bis guilty soul, of bis unopened Bible,-of
bis Misspent Sabbaths. The good seed was bemig solvm

- - e > ILI
the Word was surelj- entra;ce . intp his heart.
It n#ght be, long ere it bore fruit; thorns might oft

try to chp] but it woul not return
void to ]Elim who had 1DIanted it ohn Lintons

heart,- but would accomplish tha Unto, H had
ïï

sent ît.
Linton felt very wretched all that day, and found

but little sleep during the Ion& dark night, until, as day
dawned, he was almost ready to, wish he had never
entere.Ibe house of prayer. So miserable did he feâ,
that, in 'the morning, as Le passed the crimson-cur-

týiýeé1 windows of the. great white taveriý, he felt -for
an instant an impulse to--izo, in and drown in the in-
toxica cup, which he knew would be so readily
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offéred him, the reproach and remorse which seemed
ost-(L:ivffi-g- _Wild: but in a moment the red,
bloated face of his poor *Zi, and her wai4_pale features, -ww
as she lay in ffin, seemed to before him, and

crime to tlie
many sins which seemed weighing him. down. Just as
he had reso ute the door, over *hose thresh-

oM so manyunwary feet had begn tçmptçe to cross,
in-cl once crossing, had found it ever after so hard to
Faiîily 11i!éýýg__ met the er, who looked

at hiýýanCseerýed inclinea to stop, but Lin-
t 'IiiiiÉed o ---- '_ -_ -i.- . .- I.- -_ __ ___. , - -
on --- -- - n, ashamed at the remembrance -of his

former rudeness and then he felt s'qp7_jýe had not re-
sponded to the smile, andýZýstôpP* halif turned round -

biît eemiýLter was walki g slowly on, h7isead. bent
Clown as ff ih-ffe-ep-%Uo-ught--ToU -turn-ea- s1-o-w-y- -o-n

hie-wày- *ô-&êrm-g-ff -£Ré Lord would leave him thus,
and not turn to, him. when he would fain kneel an
humble suppliant at His feet; and as he thought, in

his ears rang words hý remembered tLaving rpad.ýaint,
voices of the past they seemed, and yet they rangso élear

and loud, that ho well-nigh started. Then/shaU they
caU upon me, but I will not answer thevshall seek me
e4rlybuttheysball-otfindme. Foîthattheyhated
knowledge, anà , did not choosetbîýféar of the Lord,
therefère shall, they eat of the it .8f their own way,

ancl be filleil with theïr o evice&ç» And again the
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wretchecl man gmaned within himself, and half emecl
hi=sel-f for having gone to listen to the words of life.
And yet he could not resolve -that he would not go
again ; rather he wished that Sunday were again on the
morrow, that he might perchance fmd some comfort
,for biq weary, troubled soul.



CHAPTER IX.

Mrs (51abons ïrxmhlts. - 0

Why wilt thou make bright music
Give forth a sound of pain?
Why wilt thou weave fair flowers
Into a weary cha in?

The voices of happy nature,
And the heavens' sunny gleam,

Reprove thy sick heares fancies,
Upbraid thy foolish dream."'

'ELEN found Gracé's first Sunclay lesson
with them Passed even better than she

had hoped. Little Laura7s, endeavour
seemed te be to try to make &U as pleasant and
attractive as possible, and Horace repressed
expression of scorn at Grace7s Uiýed knowl e
of Bible'Ë!LM. AM&h often not without an
effort, as his compressed Showed ail too

-%M MUMMMOM-10
Relen, -ns thankful the boy dîd not,

give more direct mandestations of his feelings,

é 
fEmeos
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and smiled her approval as Grace bent ber head over
her Bible ashamed of her io-morance. -No-tmany weeks,

however, passed ere-she was quite up with lier brother
and sister, and the Sunday lessons seemed weekly to
increase in interest and profit. IQý

Mrs Gordon at last began to see the change mani-
fested in her children, and silently wondered how it
was that one so -Týo.g and m*experienced as He en

could exercise over a girl like Grace a so much better
and stronger infilien ---than she had ever done. She
coula not see, either, that her governess neglected the
mental culture of her pupils, or even those accomplish-

ments which in her eyes were of so much importance.
Grace had certainly made great improvement in her

drawing, and Laura, who had always shown a decided
taste for music, was progessing even beyond her

mother% expectations. - As for Horace (Mrs Gordon
never had professed to understand him), she was
amazed that Miss Ra ond got on at all with. him;
for her own-part, sZ rneiver had attempted to cross his

wîll, and yet she had never knownhim to, disobey his
governess, or use a disrespectfül word to her.

As she lay musing on these things one night, Mm
Gordon resolved, on the first oppo to ask Helen

feýsecrêt of her influence over her a She had
not long to wait, for on the following morning she

found Helen aitting with her work in the bright,
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pleasant hall up-stairs. Studies were over for the week,
anaHélen was very glad, for in spite of all improve-

ments in her pupils, she was often sorely tried by
Grace's indifférence, Horace's persistency, or Laurds
carelessness. But there were pleasant anticipations

that morning,-the visit to, Maggie in the afternoon,
which she ever looked forward to with increasing

interest, and then the sweet day of rest on the morrow,
so, refreshing an oasis to, the weary traveller Zionwards

tb.rouoph this desert world; and pleasant, too, was her
meeting with her class in Sunday-school, and the hour

afterwards with the children at home. M this, made
Helen feel cheerful and happy, and she was singling

gently to herself when Mrs Gordon founaher.
Is it not a lovely morning 1 'l sh-e said, brightly,

looking up from, her work as Mrs Gordon neared her.
Lovely it was indeed. It was, early in June, the air

was soft and fresh, and blew softly in at, the open
balcony-window, gently moving the bright green leaves
of the geraniums and fuchsias, which, stood on a taU
stand just where the life * * g sunbeams poured their
golden glories on their heads. -The breeze was sweet
with the odours of flowers, and the fimsh, green grass
and the songs ci birds, whose homes were high up,
the topmost branches of the' tall old cedars, were
waftea in everybreath of e. The éUdren hacl aU
gone to Epend the day with some friendý, and Mrs
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Gordon and Helen were alone. Mrs Gordon came
in with au account-book in her hand, and her face

looked worried, not at all in keeping with the bright-
ness and peace surrounding her. Helen could not but
see the contrast, and she said, pityinglyý--

What is the matter, Mrs Gordon? Anything I
can help you with 1

Il Oh, I am worried to, death," sighed Mrs Gordon,
throwing herself into an easy-chair. Il I am perfectly
disgusted. with the ingratitude of thestlgor Zpeoiple 'on

7 1 iiX üé-0C I ýpen more than haJf my_ýime woýýef
m, and yet I gret no thanks for it;, tbey take q7ýe

thing I give as a -matter of course, and are even offended
if I don't give one - month -what I gave the -month
before-; or if Mrs Greeds chfldren-ggt- are drwz-pore

than Mrs Low's, I am told about it at onLe with such
an injured air, just as if Mrs Low had been deýpj1 in-
sultéd.- Î -âeélare -I don't . know what to, do." And

Mrs Gordon sighed more deeply; yet still the birds
0" on and the sun shone, and Helen felt what a pity

it was that this disciple of Jesus should not also, be

ging and making melody in her heart unto the Lord,
and that smiles should not light up that face which

was so, gloomy and clouded.
am sure you must often be disheartened and sady

dear Mrs Gordon,-" she -said, gently and I know
these people are very discouraging; but then' all

6c>
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workers in the Lord7s vineyard are tried and often
downcast. If there had been no danger of growing
weary, I suppose our Lord would not have %xý1ý1t1Mt
they should reap if they fainted not. How often e
must have been sad at, the unbelief even of ý His
ciples, who were constantly with Ilim, before whom
Ris mightiest works were done, and yet who, at Ris

very last, and in His greatest need, forsook Rim and
fied." Helen's quiet words calmed Mrs Gordon; she

laid her book down, and resting her head in her hands,
sat silently listeningý

Yes," she replied, in a subdued tone, "'but it was
différent with Him: He knew He was doing Ris Fathers
wiH, but I-I sometimes, think I am all wro'ng; el and
Mrs Gordon buried her face in her hands, then raising

it, sbe went on vehemently,-l' There are m'y own chil-
dren even 1 1 never had any influence ovWthem - tQ>M- hg
love me,'Fu"týtÈey never seemed to, care foi what I said
to them ; and yet- a straýýger,, who hiÏ -onlî been with
them a few months, can command far more M

them, n can. Those children have been left almost
solely to, my care ever, since their father died, when

Ijaura was only three months, old, and yet I have never
been able to control them as you do. I really do not

know what to do.'-'
Helen wu deeply pained, and knew not what to

answer; her heart inwaiýlly went forth to God, thatý m
Ir
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with His servant Moses of old, He now would put
words of wisdom, into her mouth, and* strengthen her

soul.
"Oh, don't feel so, dear Mrs Gordon," she said, lay-

ing down her work and looking earnestly at her friend.
Il I am sure the children all love you very much. Both
Grace and Horace are' very peculiar ; they are both

very reserved, and not every one can undérstand them.
Helen could nôt at that time say all that she rÊ4

T_ thought-that if their mother had only been more with
r ÎheiÏ-, t-ried more to win theïr resLect, she- too, might

have jd7eÎýîo-oà- h_êr childre ' 0 -disDo-
n s Peculiarities f.

sition, and gained that influence over them which a
motherý above all others, should exercise it was,
éhë èôuld onl bý sile

y nt.
41 Well," said Mrs Gordon, with another deeply-

drawn sigh, Il I am very àlad you have done them
some good. I suppose I should be thankful for that,

at any rate. I -am sure I don't profess to, understand
them."

Perhaps,-" suggested Helen, very geýtly, Il if you
could be more with the children it would be better.
You see it is very seldom you are togbther excepting at
xaeal-time. If you could get them. to sit with you in an

afternoon or in the evening, and let one of -them read
aloud wlùle Y. ýî*ked, it would bring you together
more, audw6ïg thinkbe pleaunt for you alV'
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1 « I don't believe they would do it ; and even if they
would, I don't seehow I have time for it. I have some7
one to visit every day, and then in the evening there
are accounts to make Ep, or work ciat ýut. aý4-that

makes such a noise and confusion that there is no.com- VI S
fort or quiet,

Suppose vou let pe t k visiting:& -p a little -of yoigthe waUdng would be good for e, _and yon would be
lefft ý1ozamith the, cbildrene-whieh -wo be better tlfan
if 1 were here."

Mrs Gordon did, not immediately reply; at length she
said, Il Well, if you wil4 I am ume you would do better
than I can. There you have got, that Linton to come
to church, and he had not been inside a church door forýr-J
years."

Il Why, I never even asked him to, come to church,"
mid, Relen; Il I was very much surprised when I saw
MM.'l

Id That is, strange I thought you must have been
urging lhim to, come."

de Perhaps if I had he would not have 4one so," said
Helen. I rather think the influence is throukh bis

clàldren."
Ir"e it, is all the same,» returned Mrs Gordon.;

CI you got WM to come to Sunday-khool ; and I am
sm I never saw a- cha!IZ- even
, j
in the Lintona' house within, the last few montlis

03
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have actually got a sort of fence put up, and some little
eo w en-Ô n -e ÏéE eo f RÎ &oo i7

Helen smiled, but did not say how she had begcred
a few seeds om t e gardener, and owed Will how to

em.
I wish irou would tatkýe some oý lie hand

M]:ý Gordon continued, after a minute-s pause, l'and

P97
must go, for there is Mrs Low copii£--for Bome cold,

meat !zqMjýýher." And she hurried off, leaving
fiéÏen alone again with the flowers, and the sweet
music of the merry little winged songsters to cheer her
heart, which had been saddened by poor Mrs Gordons
mélancholy and depression.



CHAPTER Xe

There's a song for little children
Above the bright blue sky,

And a harp of sweetest music
For their hymn of victory.

And all above is pleasure,
And foune in Christ alone

Oh come, dear little children,
That aR may bc your own ! "

IIE fresh tints of spring had been succeeded
by the mellower shades of summer, and

in Many places the hot July sun had already
withered and bro-wned the bright green gmsj!4

which, had made even the bleak hill-side almost
beautiful, when one Saturday afternoon, Helen,
as usual, tmmed her steps in the direction of the

Lintond cottage. The air was, sultry and op-
pressive, scarce the faintest breeze relieving the
élosenew of the atmoophere, even on the brow
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of the hill, and Helen felt hot and tired when Lshe

reached her destination. The-little garden, if sue it

ight, be called, had lost much of its sprince 'beauty;g 0 1the ground looked hard and cracked; the few flowers

hung their drooping beads, and lon(red for the eveninap

shade and the refreshi-ng dew. From the weeds which

had sprunop up regardless of heat or drougght, Helen

guessed that Will must have been unusually busy, for

the little houzekeeper had not much time to bestow on

what, in her strong, practical nature, she half deemed

foolish nonsense. Helen's surmises proved correct;

she soon . heard from MaLo-jge that. Linto ha-d QýUin£d

steady emeo ent for the summer at the Court-house

fi that w-as beinop erected in the town.-.-a tbttt--W.U.W"

busvthere to.o.

"We don't see much oý either of them now," said

Maggie, Il for when they come home of '-nights they be

both so tired, that it's off to bed they are soon after

supper, so me and Johnnie are just -éompany for each

other and Maggie looked fondly at the little fellow,

who sat on the floor playincrwith. some sprigs of yarrow

he had brought in from where it almost whitened the

hill-side with its luxuriant growth.

Il Come, Johnnie," said Helen, Il let me see how you

know your letters to-day."

The child willingly complied, and MaUgie handing

down the hiçrbly-egloured spelling-book-which was
a 66
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kept so caref ully wrapped up in paper on the sbelf
-Helen and Johnnie were soon deep in the mysteries

of A, B, C's, while Maggie, whose work had. aU been
done long aop, in anticipation of Miss Raymond's

visi4 siat down near them, listening adm**ngly to, her
brothees repeating letter after jetter as Helen pointed
them out, and herself Icaming even more tban Helen
guessed.

For some time past Miss Raymond had made her
weekly visit to, the Lintons a time for teaching little
Johnnie so that soon he mirpht come with Will to
Sunday-school.; and now the little fellow had made
considerable progress, and could read words of one
syllable quite easily. Though Helen had often.Eàheed

ity she had never felt able to hË2 the'Lintons in-fflny

ýv7ây Seyôââ--ýja:ýýshe co 0 /VoTt

be more careful, or in giving the children an occasional

Éoôk-; ànâeýî-ý do them iustice. thV.had- ucr-looked
for es from. her, but regarded her visits ý,s in
selves sufficient proofs of her Idndness indee , thev

were people who would not stoop tô ask 'help of any

one; and yet, how M Helen

d.isplayed a little aen coat she had that de brough-t
for Johnnie, Ilso t!ýita" as she said,- 'Ilhe might come

with. Wül to Sun chool to-morrow."

The délighted faces of both the receiver of the gift

zma bis no lm pDlieika sl8 ýr, wý8 a mgpl einou or
67
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Hélen, if reward she wanted beyond the pleasure of
m

And Johnnie will come, then, to-morrow, 1 'Y said
Helen, turning to the child. -

Il If Johnnie may sit with Miss Raymond," he replied,
his childish voice.
c'Oh, yes, Johnnie sbaJI sit with me; and soon, peir-

haps, iister Maggie will come too."
I could not lea-ve father," returned Maggie, shakingZD

her ead. But I was thinking that by and by, when
the days were shorter, I might go to church of evenings.

it was a little dark it would. not matter go much about
iny élothés; bût now> bÏfght at

see, the sun is so
six oclock and it seem to show off ones old clothes
80 and Maggie

I wish you would _go, Mýee. I should tbink that
now your father bas worlr, he mi t nv- y Lekr:lnt
d'ress. I would. show vou how to ma,- .e jt and then
you might go to, church every Sunday."

Perhaps he might, as he hasn't to get Johnnie any,ý-
thing now, as I was wanting him to do; and then Will
has a good coat now, too," mused the unselfisb. Ettle
woman. Yes, I blieve PH ask him," shè Conèluded,

and I know father would put Johnnie to, bed. I
tbink it would be nice to go to church; I do get kind of

tiredsometimes being here aU the ; I never goes
nowhere, except running to town now and again for
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somethinor I wanC What a Ettle woman this child of
twelve was, with her household cares and her motherly

ýconcerns for father, and WÎ14 and wee Johnnie, and

her utter %gmorance of aU childish joys and pleasuzes 1
Illelen sometimes almost wondered at Éer womanliness-\

and tenderne, brought up as she was almost with- VJUý MtW.( j

out femiJesociety of !ýny kind,-at her-ÎèTa

ing, and strong sense of right and wrong ; and then

ýht how God him elf had fitted the child fg
her unusual position, and shelwondered still more as

sh« Inused on His goodness and power, and felt how Ife

ever fitteth -Ïýe bac-k -for the burthen and tempçreth the

wind to, the shorn lamb.

Johnnie's little pale face was turned brightly up to

greet her as Helen j oined her class the following day

he listened earnestly and q**etly, while Helen heard

the boys their lessiôns and they read together; and

while she spoke to them on the lessou of the day,

which was the raising of the widows son, so much

attention did'he pay, and understood it aU so weU,

then when Helen turned to him to explain the_ chapter

in simplier words, she was surprised at the child7s know-

leffire of the story; and she watched the little fellows

face light up as they h2pn to sin& the elusiniz hyrm n.

EVMING EIYM.
Glory to Thee, my God, this nigh4
For &U the bl"ü,,, of the light
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Reep me, oh, keep me, King oÉ kings,
Under Thine own almighty wings.

Forgive me, Lord, for Thy dear Son,
The ill that I this day have done;
That with the world, myself, and Thee,

1, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

Thegrave as little as my bed:
Teach me.to-die, tjýa ýw Înay
Rise glorious at.ý4g.ýudSmezýý

Oh, may my soul on Thee repose,
And with sweet sleep mine eyeUds close;
SIcep that may me more vigorous ma-e
To serve my-God when I awake."

Helen could not but think that it znight not 'be--Iong
ere he indee *oined -thaï angtlthrng, a crown mon

ýhat pale forehead, a harp in that little hand and forL - - - -1-tM.M.NM
ever raised that dear Saviour wh2,.mwhen on earth,ey - P - . 0
took such as he lovinz arms, and blessed
ýhem, declaring that of s-4ý In kinodnm nl

*,Ïeaven,



CHAPTER XL

Caim twilight veils the suinmer sý-ý7,
The shining clouds are gonc;

In vain the merry laughing child
Still gaily prattles on ;

In vain the bright stars, one by one,
On the blue silence Istart,-

'A dreary shadow rests to-night
Upon the fathces-he="

AGGIE gpot her print dress ; and, under

ýq Miss Raymond's directions, it was com.
fortàbly and neatly made. Not many

weeks elapsed. béfore the cbild was found
regularly in her place in church every Sunday

eveninry. Other comforts besides the new drp,;s
were soon added to, liaggie's wardrobe, and in
a way which Relen little expected. She was

much surprised one Saturday when Laura begged
leave to accompany her on lier visit to the

P
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Lintons. Thouggh Mrs Gordon at first opposed fier
daughters wisbes, declaring she-would catch a--féver,

or som!ýýýg of that 1ýP.2zýîn a àùVam oor.

yýt she at lut Yi and not 2ËL8.0,
but did not1et her go empty-handed, providing her
with several articles of clothing for Maggie, and even

som e of Horaces clothes for -WilL The litt
went off full of glee, and could harLUI walk quietly............... 1 1.11.1Z .......... -by the side of her zoverness anýious was she to,

gý Of, her gUts and see Maggie and little johnnie,
of whom she had often heard Miss Raymond speak;
but when they had at last reached the cottage, she grew
timid and sby, and Helen was obliged to explain that
Mrs Gordon had sent Maggie some clothes she thought
might be of use, and that Laura had brought tbem

herself that she might know Maggie and Johnaie. At
length the child's sbyness wore off, and ihe quite capti.

-yýYl vateà Johnnie by * * him «I I want to be an angé 1SUI-91ng--
and giving him a little book -of
him she had had ever since ' she was a wee, little

This wu but the hemin of many visita aïL.Dýy
M IN 1 lf«r Laura not onl to the Lintoný, but to, others of the

lmçl le Hi tro he- es; e ly began oy theýýpÉeew ot ministe cb7.ww ha now the zr terý t=:b -».a,
blessednew oLÈvm 0 0th au recei

July at last gave, place to August, and the heat, which
had -been unusu&Uy gmt all munmer, grew to isuch an
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intensity, that even the inlh ibitants of the âtle town-,
who W'er-a well accustomed to, jkeextremes of

it almost more than th2Y could M el CA
endure. On the büUme-ve, iùea- the-ak -wu Dgrer
and freshq, no
and all went on about as usual with our friends the
Lintons and the *other families among whom. Mm
Gordon and Miss Raymond visited. Jobnnie wu now
a regular attendant ât Sunday-schoôl ; and among
Helen's pupils there was not a more earnest listener

than the âttle pale-faced feUow, who at first was looked
upon with contempt by the larger boys, but who often

put them to shame by his attention and- correct answers
to their teacher's questions. Maggie and Will went
regularly to evening service, and thus Johnnie was left

to, his father's care, who would ait with him. on his
k-nee a-t-i'e-co-t--«etage'd-o-or-,O- and- -*Ïtch, the sun seËM in

its crimson glory, bill behind
urtlME

the dim horizon, and *V*z-promise that he would rise.- - 1 --ff- 1.ý.-ie«eaw"j - ---- OW.»MMOUMW-w
wiÏÉ renewed stre.nah - g2wer on the morrow.

Z Jobnnie witli,
Soiýêýtme,ê Mé t'o'wo would. sit in élence,

one arm. round his fathers neck, bis h rýý n

Fàohoulder, and his little face close'to bis. Some-
times Johnnie woulcl sing, or the two !ýgeýher,7ould
talk and imperceptibly John Linton

dthbia Zola hQL%

hà POOZý weakly, little Johnnie. He wed to féel some.
73
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times as if the childish prayer Miss Raymond had
taught, and which he lisped at bis knee before he was
put in Maggies little bed, did him. more good than
anything else, and lifted for a moment the cloud of
depression and care which seemed hanging dark and
heavy over bis soul ever since thifirst Sunday he went
to church with Will.

August was now bal£ over, but the weather did not
moderate. The Sunday had been even more close and

sultry than the preceding days; and as Linton sat
with Johnnie on bis knee when the welcome shades of

evening were coming on, he looked even more weary and
worn than was bis wont. Johnnie stroked the furrowed,

worn face tenderly as he said, in bis childisb tone&-...r
Il Daddy, what makes you always look so sorrowful 1

Do yon never feel glad ? Aren't you happy, daddy 1 "
he went on, nestling closer, and again resting the tired,
little head on bis father's shoulder.

Not often, Johnnie, lad. I have a great deal to
make me sorrowful."

Il And hasnt you anything to make you glad, daddyl
Yon bu me and Maggie and WilL" And the little one

again began bis caresses.
Linton pressed the child closer to him, but did not

speak.
Ald then wwe bu heaven, daddy. Jésus will coma

rti -to take us -u ere ; we isa't good enough to go our-
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selvesy but Jesus will come and take us. We will go
right up yonder, just where the stars are coming out."

And the little hand pointed up to the heavens, where

the crimson of sunset had all but faded away, and

where the stars were beg*m*ng to peep out one by one.

Then Johnnie lay back and was so quiet, that at last

Linton looked down to see what was the matter, and

found that the little feRow was fast asleep. He sat

with him in his amis for a lonc, time and tben he laid

him in his little bed, and kneeling down beside him,

buried his face in his. hands and prayed little Jëhnnie's

prayeF, for he knew the child would be greatly grieved

when he found he had gone to sleep without saying his

prayers, and he thought that perhaps he would be coMý3
forted if he knew Êis father had said it for 'him. Long

after that prayer was ended Linton knelt on, he knew

not how long, but he felt as if he scarce wanted ever to,

rise again, such a sweet peace as he had never before

known seemed- shed abroad over his heart, and again

and again he repeated, «I Jesus, tender Shepherd Vkear

me
Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me 1

Blesa Thy little lamb to-night;
Through the darknew be Thou near me,

Wateh iny fileep till morning light.

AU this day Thy hand hath led me,
And 1 thank Thee for Thy care a

Thou hut elothed, and warm'd, and fed meý
Lhitéri to my humble prayer.
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Let my ains be all forgiven,
Bleu the friends I love so well;

Take me when I die, to heaven,
Happy there with Thee to dweIL"

The word Ilshepherd " seemed to suit him so well,
he felt he had been such a wandering sheep, that he
had strayed so far from the fold ; and could it be pos-
sible that the Shepherd bïm elf had, sought Ztbe 7wanda r-
in&_ontyýýýýýging him back As

fJohn Linton knelt by his 'èh-îlà'i; -o--n-ély bed, there was
joy among the angels of heaven over him, and from

one to another of those'bright beings above passed the

JOYOUS *ôr4 Beholdý he Prayeth 1
dlu"

Mè
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CHAPTER XIL

eýàb'OfrS jaffinge

Oently, Lord, oh, gently lead us
Through this gloomy vale of tears

Through the changes Thou'st decreed us,
Till our last great change appears.-"

ORROW wu about to visit the Lintond
home, and the peace and happiness that

had reigned there for the lut few months
was soon to be broken in upon. Perhaps Lin-
ton foresaw it sometimes; perhap8 he already

saw the fimt faint outlines of the dark cloud
which was f3oon to overshadow them all; for bis

joy in bis recori-ciled Saviour, tbough deep and
all-pervading, was yet subdued and chastened;

and as he sat on the peaceful Sabbath evenings
with his little one on his knee, he would strain
the fragile form. éloser and éloser to him, and while
wee Johnniewould speak of t lieaven where good

77.



SHADOWS FALLIAG.

little boys and girls go when they clie- f those who
stand Il around the throne of God in heaven, children
,whose sins are aU forgiveu, a holy happy band," the
tears would involuntarily start to the father'a eyes,'and
he would long that he might go with'little Johnnie to
that bright home whither he instin ively felt bis boy

was fast hastening. - Whether Maggie and Will ever
thought as he did. he knew not, but he could. tell from
the sister's sad. wistful eye, as she watched Johnnie, that
ber heart wu filled. with anxiety for ber wee brother.
And though feeling as he did, Linton's heart gave a
bôund. of bitter pain when, one evening as he returned

from work, Maggie met him at the eoor, saying, in low
sad tonesy Il Vm afeard Johnnie's got the fever, father;

he's been so sick all day ; I put him to bed a while ago,
and he's asleep now, but I'm sore afeard he's got the
fever."

Linton, witýout maldng any reply, walked into the
bouse and« to Johnnie's bed-side, where he stood for

some mînuteý, until bis eyes were dim with tears as he
thought how dear the little one wu to him, and how he

would miss the little voice that always mdd so gladly,
Il Eh! Maggie, here 's daddy coming 1 " and the little
hand that used to be slipped into bis so confidingly.

Never for a moment did Linton doubt that the hand
of death wu laid on the child. Ne gazed a moment
longer, and then, turning to, Nlaee, quietly isaid-
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«I Yes , wee o 0 loz ani. f.1 '% send 3>ýj)
for M-m* Raymond-and the minister." The lut wordsý -1 ý -- ---

were mid very slowly, and so low Maggie could scarcely
hear them. Then her father sat down to his supper
with her and Will, who had. just come in and been

informed of Johnnie's illness in whispered tones by
Maggie, while Linton stood bending over the sleeping
child. When the silent meal waa ended, Linton rose,

and turning to Will, said quietly-
cc Will, just go down and ask Miss Raymond to come

upj Jobnnie mayn'tlive till Mo for he Pa but
WeýL,__Pqqý Yffl fÇ mmW-t ake long PY

- U01t-.. aDd tbO f9=
to dq-ýwýIý__jqhnnie would be so, vexed to go, with.

ont seeing the voun but j2ou nee. det mind about
the : ini ter to-nijzht. And now, Will, be off, for it
soon drops dark."

WM obeyed in silence, while Maggie turned away to
hide the tears that would flow. Linton seated himself

near his, son, watching an Îously egrpv movement of the
re8fless little Éleeper, whose flushed cheeks and burning

brow were'too sure proofs that he had fallen a victim to
the scourge which that summer had inade many homes

Will wu back very won, but it wu only to state
that his errand had been unsuccessfiù; none cf the

ladies at the big house were at home, and the sermnt
did not know when they might be back. He lud Idt
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a mmage for Miss Eàymond, which the girl promisea to
deliver as soon as any of them returned. Ana so there
was nothing to be done but watch and hopç that Helen

might not be too late. ' It was a long sad night
occasionally Jëhnnie would awake crying he wu "Iso
thirsty;" and his father, who never left his side, would
hold the cup of water to the feverish lips with some en-

dearing word, hoping that the expression would meet
with some response, but none came, and the tired little
head would faU back again on the pillow, and the licIs
would close over the large bright eyes without a word
of recognition to the anxious father. Will went up to
his bo, but more- than once in the night he stole noise-
lessly down the rickety stairs, and taldng 6 look at hiz
brother, would creep back again as silently as he came.

Maggie, who had throwm herself at the foot of the bed,
scarcely closed her eyes, but not a word passed between

the father and daughter. It was with a sad heart that
Linton set off to his work the next morning; he could
not stay at home, 'but be left Will behind, teffing hira

to come instantly for b,,im if Johnnie should wake
and seem to know them, for he knew that then Ida
boy would not long be here to know or speak to him.
Not long after he Lid gone, Will, who wu watching

at the door, announced to, Maggie that two, of the young
ladias from the big white house were coming up the

a
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.,a to cc Oh ) is it Miss Raymond 1 exclaimed Maggie,,here joyfully, as she ran to the window.

1 P n But no, it was not Helen, but Grace and Laura, Who
ýht ; - were élow1y maldng their way to the cottage door.ce 80 Grace had never been there before, and as she entered.

)uld Mag
en- ,gîe felt a little awed by hei cold, haughty manner

ieet but she was soon put at ber ease by Laura, who, ftM of

ttle sorrow about Johnnie, poured forth a torrent of ques-

icis tions and regrets at Miss R" ond's absence. Miss

,ord Raymond, Laura &%id, had stayed all night with a

to friend with whom they had been visitiný the previous
day, but she was soon expected homq. And now,"

.se- She added, quite out of breath. in ber haste, Il irnainm
his has sent some things for Johnnie which. she thinIrs will

ne.
-àd- she says she will come to, see him, ifý#-j Miss Raymond doesn't come home to-day. But what
ýen is the matter'with him 1 dear little Jobnuie she said,
iat leaning over his bed.
ild 11-Faiher thinks it just the fever," mid the uncon-aIn scious Maggie, and then, look-ing at Grace, she saw in a
ke

moment what made ber turn so hurriedly towarcs the
door. But you need not be afeard, Miss; the doctor

19 says as it s not catching at all."

29 Il Oh, Vm not afraid," said Grace, «I but it is time we

le were going. I hope your little brother wM be better.»
Il Thank you, ma7am; but father's aleard not," re.

turned Mlý-g'rrie, with tcars in ber eye&
8L
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As Grace hurried off, she felt what a coward she was;
C,'/ she- tried to persuàé' -herse 1 t as consideration

for !aura an-cl her mother tliat propýptedhqr,_ýý4 con-
science denied the assertion. In her heart of heurts
Grace Gordon envied her governess her peaceful,_4ý
spirit, herjoyi lifeherhopeindeath,--perhash -
enviècrV' e LiatQu lu _k -hDme. Laura was
silent and sad; she wished Miss Raymond was at home;
she wished Johnnie wasn't sick ; she wondered, if she
took the fever, whether she would be afraid to die; and

then, wit«h the impatience of childhood at aught that is
melancholy or depressing, she, almost tried to banish
thoughts of poor li#.,tle Johnnie herself.

1'l-
ýLý - - _- ý ý - . -71r



CHAPTER ýMI.

Oh, to j oin the thrilling voices
Of that happy sainted choir 1

Each in Jesus Christ rejoiceý;,
All their thoughts to Him a,;pirt--
In the world is war and strife,
Pride and vanity are rife ;

But in heaven will ever be
Peace, and rest, and purity." el

INTON, knew as solon as he camb in sioht
of his lowly home, that his boy still

lived, for Will 1-ept his wiatch, by the door,
and the anxious fathen, L-new he would have
hastened to meet him had there been any change
since the morning : he hurried on with quick,

nervous steps, and was soon at the bed-side of his
dying child. Little alteration, was visible to the

unattentive observer, but the sharp eye of the
father saw that wee Johnnie had not many hours--------------
to Uve.

M ý ý 0 mwmi- Â1 0 M w
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Vm real sorry Miss Raymond isn't here," said

Linton, at length. Il Will, my boy, hadnýt you best go

and see if she's come yet ? "

0 1 know she 'Il come as soon as ever she gets

back, and, father, I don't lik-e to leave," replied Will

with an implorinlook.
Weil 3 well, my boy, I won't ask you, then, for I'd

like you to be here,"

There was something touching in the silence the

father and son preserved on the one tho»uoht which

filled both minds.-their very silence spoke volumes of

suppressed feeling. The supper stood untouched and

as Maggie gl anced f rom it to, her father, she recollected,
for the first time, that she had never given him his

dinner to take with him that day. This duty she had

performed ever since she could remember, and had never

till that day neglected it she felt herself reproached

as she looked at her father's pale face, and she fancied

his hair had never looked so gray as it did then.

4 9 Oh, father 1 " she began, in murmured tones, for all

voices are hushed in the presence of sickness and death,
never gave you your dinner to-day ; do come and

take some supper."

11 1 never heeded it, lass ; I couldn't eat wlien -wee

Johnnie was a-dying ; how could I, child î But I 'Il

just take a sup of tea to please you." Linton drank

the profféred tea in silence. Maçroie noiselessly rý-
84
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moved the cups and saucers, for they expected tlie
minister, on whom the father bad called on bis way

from work. «Will still. kept his post by the door.
The long summer clay slowly and gradually faded
away. The sun set amidst richest hues of purple and

crimson, gold and violet, whieh glowed and burned long
after he had gone to rest. The faintest shade of colour

at last died away, and soon the deep-blue sky was lit
with its myriads of starry lamps. The stillness -,of

evening stole over all, and still the sad-hearted father
sat by bis youngest born ; one hard, long hand enclosi-ug
the littlei thin, hot one that lay on the coverlid, the

other supporting bis own aching head. Silence had
Io-ng reigned unbroken in the small, low room, when

'Will crept noiselessly up to the bed, whispering-
Father, here's the minister and Miss P>,aymond."

And even as he spoke the two entered, for the dusk
of evening had. hid them from the boy's wearied gaze
until t1ley had just reached the cottage door. AU was
so still when Helen entered, that she feared her little
pupil wasbeyond the reach of her voice; but one glance
at the flushed little, face told he might even yet speak
to her.

Linton smiled a sad welcome to the two, but as if
by mutual consent, no words were spoken. Helen
seated herself close by Maer ie, taking one of the
eUdýs hands lovingly in bers, while the mini ter took
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a chair near-Will and 'beside týe -table, on which a dim
candle was now burning, and in a low voiee began to
fèýÏà -the foùrtèenth chapter -of St John. The words

-seemed just what they all wanted, and every Leart was
calmed and even cheered.

For a full hour tÉe little company sat, the silence
only broken by the minister's low, soft voice repeating
words of heavenly comfort. AU at once tlie long lashes
were lifted from the thin cheeks, that, yithin the hour,

had been growing so, pale. The eyes wandered for a
moment, tlien fixed on Linton's face, and the weak little
voice murmured-

Daddy, take Johnnie.'-'
In a moment the quilt was wrapped tenderly round

the frail, little form, and he was in Iiis father's arms.
There he lay for some minutes perfedtly still, and then

'the blue eyes opened again.
Daddy, Jëhnnie thinks he must be goiing to Jesus:

Johnnie's so, tired. Daddy come too, won't he
Johnnie want daddy too." The tired little head
7

drooped once more, and the eyes closed for a long
time. Then for the last time the lids were lifted, and

the once bright eyes looked from one to the other of
the faces that bent over him, and an involuntary smile
played on the child's lips as he nestled again in the

arms that longed so sorcly to keep their light burden
for &ver in theïr embrace.
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Daddy But the dying lips refused to say

more. A shcrrt struggle, and aU was over-tlie weary

little form for ever at rest-tlie ransomed spirit for

ever with that Saviour who had said, Il For of such is

the kincdom of heaven."
Helen and the minister, without a word, turned and

left the mourners alone with their



CETAPTER 1 IV.

eý ýz ýS 1 1 ztbof35 pt£Ftlt.

When -cath'ring clouds around I view,
And days are dark, and fi iends are few,
On Him I lean, who not in vain

Experienced ev'ry hunian pain;
He sees my wants, allays my féars,
And counts and treasures up my tears."

HERE was no no4-ice of wee Johnnie's
death in the daily newspaper; no long

mournful funeral procession -wound its way

ÎR om the docr of his lowly home, down the
steep bill-side, to the quiet little ëhurchyard, to
attract the notice of passers-by, or call attention
to the fact that a child was dead by the droop-
inop white hearse-plumes, or the white ribbon

that confined the crape on' the mourners' hats.
Pere'hance, one or * two of the hill-people or
Linýon's feHow-labourers carelessly remarked,
that Il that sickly bit child of Lintons had died
of the fever; " but that was all the notice they
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took of it save a warninop to their children not to go
near the house. And before the sun had run his seyeu
days' journey, wee Jeiinnie was forgotten by nearly aIL

But there were a few in whose hearts the remem-
brance of the delicate little child still lived-fresh, and
sweet.

Helen mis' cl the thoughtfül, earnest little face
among4he too often careless, troublesome boys of her
class,-missed the little voice that always welcomed

her visits to the cottage. How mùch Maggie missed
her constant companion, the object of her tenderest care
and solicitude ever since his babyhood, who can say ?

Often was wee Johnnie the subj ect of her own and
Will's conversation, and they would mingle theit tears

over the little green mound in the churchyard. But
around no heart had the child wound himself as round
that of his father ; none longed so sorely for touch of
bis little hand, or sound of that childish voice that was

so still. Much as Linton had dreaded losing his son,
he had never fancied ' it would be so hard as it actually

was. Strong as he knew the ties were which. bound
him to his motherless boy, he had not dreamt, that

the rending of them would be so terrible. He felt
almost crushed by his grief. Sometimes he would sit

alone on the calm, still SunéIaý evening (for they could
never induce him to go with tbem to church at night),
and think of the little form, so still and silent in its
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long resting-place, and pray tliat he might soon lie
in tJie peaceful grave beside his child. Yet by de-
grees, time, that-wondrous sootlier of the deepest woe,
subdued his grief, and in a measure healed his wounded
spirit ; and gradually Linton lifted his thoughts from.
the new-made mound in the quiet eh-archyard, up to,
the bright blue sky beyond, which was -the home of
his ransomed child ; and sometimes he would think it

not be very long-before he joined his loved son
gone before.

It is well for us that the future is hidclen' from our
eyes by an impenetrable veil. We could never bear
the burdens of to-day, were those of to-morrow added
thereto. Sometimes, indeed, not only would they swal-

low up present grief, but even overwhelm. our very
selves La their exceediifg weight.

>
All unheeding, Maggie Linton!s step began again to

grow light, and sometimes she would even sing softly
to herself some of wee Jolfiniie's favourite hymns as
she went about'her daily work. Poor- Maggie! she

did not sing long. Summer had scarce faded into
autumn when one evening, as she was cheerily pre-

paring her father% supper, a strange sight on the hill-
side made her pause to gaze, while her heart-she

knew not why-beat with a sickening throb of suspense
and fear. Some five or six men were moving slowly
up the ascent, bearing between them, a sort of rough

go
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litter on which lay> _the form. of an elderly man, his
face wan and pale, Es eyes closed-alas ! closed never
again to open on earthly scenes. Why was, WM

there? Maggie asked hetself, terror fiMng her heart.
Why did he not come to tell her what was the matter

Poor boy 1 he walked slowly behind with bent head and
trembling footsteps. Alas! Magde knew f e top

soon. Some scaffolding on which her father had been
working had given .,way, precipitating him some fift-Y

Èýjý instangy.
feet to the zrouuLkilli

Oh! is he quite dead î " moaned Maggie, as they
tenderly laid- the poor body where only a few short
weeks before wee Johnnie had ai a-dying.

Dead enough, my poor lass We might as weU
have taken him. to the churchyard, for all the good ye
can do him."

Maggie looked up wonderingly in the face of the
speaker, a tall, gruff-looking man she knew well as one
of her fathers fellow-labourers; and yet, as she looked,
she saw something like a tear start to his eye, and he
turned abruptly away, saying to his companions,

Well, I guess we can't'do nothing more for poor
John. It's a better place for our old women than for
the likes of ùse"

The men moved not away without many murmured
words of pity for the. poor orphans, and promises that
they would do weU for Will anyhow.
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Maggie felt that some among them at least would
be far fiom good examples for her brother; and when
thïy were alone, she clung to him sobbing piteously.

Will did not know how to comfort her, and tlie orphan
brother and sister wept tocrether over him who had bân
both father and mother to them. How much of a guide
and support he had been, perhaps they had neither
of them reàlised until now, wlien they were for ever
deprived of his care and counsel. Night at last drew
her quiet curtains around them, and a feeling of awe
stole over the two young children as they felt them-
selves alone in the presence of death.

Hadn't we best pray whispered Magogie, at leu crth.'
But what will, we say sobbed Will father's

always prayed." And at the remembrance of the
cliapter and prayer they had had every night and

morning, the little ones' tears flowed fast. When they
grew calmer, Maggie said again, Il We can say 'Our

Father,' at any rate."
And so- the two knelt together ; andwhen the sweet,

sim ple prayer was ended, they feU asleep by the side of
their dead father,



CHAPTER XV.

-'Ont eatýtr's

Who doth the birds supply,
Who grass and trees and flowers

Doth beautifully clothe through ceaseless, hours
Who hears us ere -%ýe cry,
Can He my need forget?

Nay, though He slay me, I will trust Him-,yeL'ý'

AGGIE and Will'were almost alone in
their trouble, for somebow the neiglibours

were not very frienclly to the -girl who had
never sought them in more prosperous days.

One or two of them came in until after the
funeral was over; but Maggie felt a decided re-
lief when t1ley were gone. She would gladly have
had Miss Raymond come to, see her ; buttb*it

was im ossible, for Helen was miles avýay, and.0 p
knew nothing of her little friends troubleý
And thus poor Maggie liad no one to speak to1
about her trouble or the anxiety for the future
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which weighed on her spirits. There- had been a
little money in the house when her father died, and

Will had still work to do at the new building, so that
present nècessities were supplied ; but yet it is not to,
be wondered at tlhat Maggie Linton's faith often failed
her as she thouglit of the long, told winter creeping on
with slow but surésteps. She was coming home from,
the town one day, whither she had be7en to - réplenish
their slight stock of provisions, and ae-she began slowly

to mount the steep hill, she commenced--to feel very
weary, add her heart sank within her. She felt as if she
would gladly sit down on the grass and cry; but Macrie
did not often give way, and she struggled hard to keep

down the rising sobs. Suddenly her attention was
arrested by the low quick flight of a bird along the

ground, that sure sign that some unprotected little
home is near. Magorie stooped down to look, but she

smiled to herself at the thought of any nest being in
such a bare, shelterless place. The smile soon grew

brighter, for close to the root of a half-grown thistle,
whose very top had been rubbed off by a passing cow,
lay a tiny nest, and in it two little birds with erected
beads and open bills waitinop for the return of the

startled mother, whom, no doubt, they believed had
gone to seek them food. Protection there was none

to the humble home ; it lay exposed to the careless

.passer-by, to the rough ï@of of the many kine that
94
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wandered about the hill in a vain search for a fresh
blade, of grass. Maggie gazed in wonder ; it seemed
little thort of a miracle that the tiny thing hacÎ re-

mained unmolested for so, many weeks, with not
even a friendly blade of grass to shield it ; and

the child lifted up her heart in trust to Him who
watches over the birds of the air so tenderly, that

not one falleth to the ground without His-knowledge;
and she believed that He who cared for and provided
for those two, helpless little things, would watch over
and keep her and Will in their poor lonely home.

With many a long, lingering look at the bare little
nest, Maggie turned slowly homewar4ý. Every day

she went to look at the little nes t on the hill-side.
Sometimes she would find the tiny fledgelings alone,

sometimes a sharp quick whirr would tell they had
just, been left ; but very soon the nest was deserted, and

when Maggie hacl gone three days and found it empty,
she took it off the ground and carried it home. Then
she told Will about it, and the Iwo never looked at the
little nest without beinap reminded that their Father
cared for them even more than for the littI6 ground

birds that had lived there so lonc secure in the midst
of dangers.

Will would not go to Sunday-school when Miss
Raymond was away, but regularly twice every Sunday
the brother and sister went to church logetlier. The
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minister more than once stopped to speak to them as
t 'hey went into the churchyard ; for always when the

Sunday was fine, the two would go to visit faAber's and
wee Johnnie's graves, nône the less dear to the orphans

that lio maible slab marked the- spot, or told on its
smooth surface the name and age of those who lay be-

neath. The'minister often revolved in his own mind,
how he could best help the children, and sometimes

felt at a loss what to do, when so many haël lost friends
that summer-so many that he knew would need help
in the comingwinter-so he resolved to wait until Miss
Raymond came home; she would probably know best
what could be done,



CHAPTER XVI.

Thesc trials., Lord, Thou dost employ,
Frora this world's snares our hearts to free

And break7st each scheme of earthly joy.
That we may find our all in Thee."

OLIDAY-TIME had now arrived at The
Cedars, and, as Horace declared, not

a day too soon for bis part, he did not
see it did a fellow any good to be kept at his
lessons in this hot weather; and as for Grace and
liaura, he thought they were weaker both. in
mind and body for the last month-an insinua-

tion which was promptly denied by the younor
ladies-and, continued he, " if I was Miss Ray-
mond, I would jolly soon bave put these old
books away, and have locked up the schoolroom
a month ago." -Miss Raymond kindly reminded
Horace that the heat had been so intense he
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could not have enjoyed his holidays a month ago, and
instead of paddling bis canoe orfishing, he would have
been glad to seek the coolest room in the house. Now
they had the prospect of delightful weather, and she
-%vas sure they would appreciate his mammas arrange-
ment for postponing the holidays, and enjoy the
change.

Helen Raymond's work was not left behind when
she bià adieu for a time to The Cedars and Mac, *

Linton. A loytng earnest heart can find work for its
Master anywhere; and indeed, in a measure, Helen

took hers with her, for she found that many a lesson-
might be taught her pupils, even if it were holiday-
timé. - And then they kept up their Sunday work with
unflagging interest, and for this the governess felt truly

thankful. That short hour on the Lord's-day seemed to
keep them tocrether the whole week ; it was the centre
from which 1proceeded ý-ea m nd% influence over the
children. Helen found little real satisfaction in Grace.

She was, indeed,--Jes-s trying than formerly, and always
manifested consigierable interest in the Sunday-lessons

but often Helen had to chide herself for half-wishing
the girl were not with, them ; there was not half the
freedom between herself and the other two children

when Grace was present; she seemed always to act as a

damper upon their spirits, and to check their confidence

in their teacher. But Helen always strove not to show
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the slior«htest partiality ; and tliat slie succeeded was

evident from the fact that Horace too often complained

ste always let Grace have her way, whether others

wanted it or not. For such remarks he gerierally received

a gentle rebuke from Laura, whose great fear seemed to

be lest Grace should leave them again. The unselfish

little girl never was weary of doing aU she could to try

and make everything pleasant for her sister. It often

macle Heleu indignant to see with what apparent indîf-

férence her sister's Many little attentions were recei-ved

by Grace ; sometimes she could not restrain a reprov-

ing word when Laura was not in the room. About

Horace, too, Helen felt anxious, for at Chxistmas he

was to leave them for a boarding-school, at a distance

froin home ; and she loncred that some lasting impres-

sion mioît be made upon his heart--that he might not

go forth into the world witliout a saféguard against the'

many temptations to which she knew boys were sub-

ject when placed among strangers, far frerù home and

,Âts influences. Many a prayer was offéred up for the

boy by his governess. ' 
'MTheir quiet life was unexpectedly broken in upon bP

the sudden, and at first alarming, illness of Grace. She

had stayed out too long one evening, when it was par- Ili
ticularly beautiful, and cold had settled on her chest,

producing very alarming symptoms-alarming particu-

larly to Mrs Gordon, who dreaded lest it should ter-
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minate in the same ir-sidious disease which, had eut
down lier husband in the prime of life. Mrs Gordon

LI
was one of those women who, when grief or trouble

come, àeÏni incapable of takingany active-uît; and now
she appeared overwhelmed, with the thought that Grace
woulâ--Cliè. She firmly believed the child would never
-re-- Eêrsélr-îîÈ-it-- ëe toli

cover, an gave oii hie most unre-
strained grief,,e,-for she loved her children very dearly,y the reserved,__qjý1ët race whoinparticuýar1 sre ýa s

considered such aAiýperior -Zlil2' The poor mother
little knew the harm she had done by her ill-concealed
admiration of qualities whieh she should have been far
from. commendinc in her daughter. As she was utterl0 ---------- ý-
unable to control her féelino-s she was -almost useless in
the sick-room indeed, so much did she excite the sick
C 1 that at length slie remained a'way entire1yÉýldir) or

to Helen the office of nurse. It was then that Helen
Saw how muýh there was in Horace's character she had

never dreamt of. With noiseless steps he would creep
up and down stairs with messagges, or sit, almost without

movin , for an hour at a time, waiting to be of some
use. Helen would wonder sometimes what she would
(Io without him, he was so, thouglitful, and considerate,
seeming almost to anticipate her every want. Laura
was in great distress, and begged hard to be allowed
to help ; but Helen, seeing that she would not do
to be in the sick-room, committed to her the task
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of comfcriting mamma, which she did ter best to pei-
form.

Grace did not die. Very, very slowly slie began to
recover, until at length s'he was able to, sit up for a few

minutes every day. By degrees her mother's spirits
returned, and hope revived. She had resolved not to

see Grace until she asked for her; but she had not long
to want.

Horace had been readiiig to the sick girl one morning
while Helen sat sewing beside her, when Grace, suddenly
liftin those, bright eyes of hers, which looked so un-

naturally large and brilliant, said-
Il Where's mamma ý I would like to see her.y;

Helen rose, motioning Horace to follow, for she

thouc.,ht it better to, leave the mother and daucrhter

alone. Mrs Gordon gladly hastened to, Grace;_ and-
whàt passed between them Helen never knew,. but it

was but the beginn-jio, oTmany hours s ent aioneto-

£retTe-,r-bf -tEe-àfék girl an her mother. Mrs Gordon

haTa_piý11aÏj;ý.:sweet voice, and she would -read to

Grace for hours at a time. Tliere seemed to spring

'up between them an affection which before had been

hidden under coldness and misunderstandincr; and none

rejoiced over it, more than. Helen Raymond. What

pleasant eveniDgs they aU spent now in Gracels roora,
working and talking together ! Grace appeared a

différent girl since her Mness, so mild. and gentle au



forbearing to all ; ber very face looked èhanged, the
cold, haýgýI1ty eýxprýessiýonýwasýquiýteýggo-ne now. Some-
times s would t-ak-e Helen's hand in hers andsay,
-výýe Die têar-sMêU-Ué-È-ýý--

Oh, Miss Raymond, how much I owe to, you
You have aIwMLýýeen so, kind and gentle -with me.

When I - used to- watch _you ýýîthÎÏ- -my bed--side a,1
the long, long night, I used to hate myself for aU my.pride and coldÜý-sS to Uût rro-1- -i-wiil -neverYOU p,^ pe that
again be as I was."

And Helen would kiss the pale, thin cheek, and
think how true it was that His ways are not as our

ways nor His thouchts as our thoughts,

LESSONS TA UGIIT IN THE -1"ICKROOÀII.



CHAPTER XVIL

06
Help us, Lord! not these Thy poor ones only,

They are with us always, and shall be:
Help the blindness of our hearts, and teach us
In Thy homeless ones to succour Thm"

HERE was much that was very happy in
the return to The Cedars--in the quiet

twilight of the autumn day. The maples
and, oaks were resplenânt in most gorgeous

hues, from lich russet to bri ant crimson.
boes it not look beautiful ý-said. Grace, as

they drove slowly alon.g. Oh! I am so glad
to be at home, aorain. I wished so often, when
I was sick, that we were here."

No one spoke in reply. Mrs Gordon felt
very glad to hear Grace speak as she did, for she

was generally the first to hail any absence froit
home with delight, and the last to wish to' re-g
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ttirn. Laura was wild with excitement, and even
Horace exclaimed, Well, it is joHy to be back agmain,".
as he sprang- out of the carriage. Helen's pleasure was

greatly marred wlien she heard from one of the servants
oiunton's death, andý-t-hê-w-Yo16--êvêninoýrýerýouýg îîs
-were Éuïl

'wis-h-êd--t'eir first
ývenînZAýhome to be as happy as possible.

Grace, who was t went to her
room soon after tea, but the others sat up talking, until -

they were reminded, of the lateness of the hour by find-
ing Laura coiled up in an arm-chair fast asleep.

Helen found it impossible to visit Maggie the follow-
inom morning, as there was much to do after their long
absence. At dinner, however, she told the others of
the Lintons' loss, and asked Laura if slie would go
vnt'à her to see them. The child willingly asseiited,
while Grace said-

I wis«h I could go too, if it was only not so far."
011, my dear, you could never walk such a distance,"

said her mother.
Il NO y I am afraid not, >1. returne& Grace, sadly buî.-

before very long I hope I can go."
I, hope so," sàid Helen, stooping to kiss her, as she

leît the room to prepare for her walk.
They found Maggié in great trouble, as Will would

very soon be without work ; and what they were to do
104
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all through the long, ç àld winter, s«he did not know
Helen hardly knew v hat to say, for ste herself felt

at a loss as to what was to become of the orphans.
However she comforted Maggie as best she, could,

assuring her that something would be done for them
and then she and Laura walked slowly and almost
silently home, both full of thoughts about Maggie and
will.

That evening when the children had gone to bed,
and Mrs . Gordon and Helen -were sitting working

together, the former said-
Laura has been telling me about these pôor Lin-

tons. What is to, be done about themMiss Raymond V'
ýI 1 am sure I don7t, lç.Ùow returned Helen, a little

despondîngly. I was just thin1zing about tbem."
But something must be done before winter'sets in."
Yes I know. I was thinking of speaking to Mr

Stirling about them. He always took a great interest,

in the children. About the time Johnnie died, he said
to me it was a pity something could not be done for

Will, he was such a bright, intelligent boy."
yes replied Mrs Gordon; "but Mr Stirling

himself can7t, do anything for the boy. We must go

to some one who can and will helpus on., Now I was

thinking about Mr Morton. We have always bèen

good customers of his, and perhaps I could induce him

to takeWill as errand-boy. There would'be a chance
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of his getting on in the worii, and it would be easy
work for him, as he does not Io -)k very strong." -

Il It would be very nice," said Helen, after a pause;
but it is -a disadvantage to Will that he knows so

little. He ought to go to -school for a year first. "
Il But he can't do t1lai, for he has to work for his'

liviiig."
A few minutes' pause ensued, when Mrs Gordon said

energetically-
Il 1 11 teU you what he can do. There is, a night-

school here, held down in George.Street; why could he
notgotothat? I would Sethim any books he wanted;

and indeed there are several of Horace's which I dare-
Bay would be useful to him."

That is just the thing," exclaimed, Miss Raymond.
Lam so glad you thought of it. I am sure'you are

very kind, Mrs Gordon; but the question is, can vou
get Mr Morton to take Will ? "

Il 1 ýthink I can," replied Mrs Gordon. But there
is something èIse to consider, and 1 think I can manage

that too, for you, see I have taken a great interest in
iss Raymon she added, with a

ô proîe eý
smile. The ébildrAn will want somewhere to live

Ori )5f for of course they cadt stay over there ; it, would be
too far for Will, if there was, no other obj e on. I
was thifflzing there is'that poor woman who Io her
husband by the-fevýýr,-you know her. She al ys

i[o6 ,
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comes to church so regularly ; her name is Brown. I
think she has a large house, and would be glad to rent

Maggie a room, or two. We would go security for the
rent," said Mrs Gordon, with another smile ".and we

will find Maggie something to do."
Helen could not speak at first, her heart was so, full

of thankfulness.
Well," said Mrs Gordon, at length, Il we can think

over it, and see about it to-morrow.7y

I think you have thouorht over it already to, some
purpose," said Heten, with tears in her eyes. I can-'
not thank yoiL I cannot say half I Éeel."

cc Good night, dear," returned Mrs Gordon ; and for
the first time since Helen had come under her roof,
she stooped clown and kissed her.

Helen lay awake far intQ the nigât, thinking- and
planning for Maegie and Will, her heart glowing witb

thankfulneà for aU her Father Ead done for her; and
among her happiest thoughts. was the remembrance of
Mrs Gordon's good-night kiss. It reminded her of
other days and her own old home,



CHA TER XVIIL-

fartfmtll tu zut erimbo.

Life is only high when it proccedeth
Toward a truer, deeper Life above;

Human Love is sweetest when it leadeth
-To a more divine and perfect Love."

IIEN Mrs Gordon had once devised a
plan, she was not loi1g in carrying it

out, if it -was possible. Accordingly, the
first thing on the following morning, she was off

to Mr Morton's, and with lhimi in his private
office, she was closeted for an bour, engaged in
earnest conversation. The result was, that the
merchant, after some hesitation, agreed to také
WiU as errand-boy, giv1nýgýýoýa -sý

salary, somewhat less, it is true, than what Mis
ordon at

more th,tn she eMecteçt Mrs Gordon7s next'-'
visit was to the -Widow Brown, and witli her

los
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iNliss Raymond quietly and clearly explaineï all to the astonished
girl."-Page ioq.
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also lier nuessieon wasý, successful, and t'o comfortable
rooms were sécured for-ýthe orphans. But Mrs Gordon7s

work was not yet donê. She had another plan which
she had been working in her busy brain since she had
1 --home ; it reàulted a situa-
tion as dailv nurse with a friend of Mrs Gordon Who
agreed to let f or __ an hour- in the

middle of the day to cook Will's dinner, as the Widow
Brown's house waà but a short distance ofE Full of

irits, Mrs Gordon hurried home to report to Helen,
Who, delighted, could scarcely wait until the after-

noon, when, accompanied by the three -children, she
went to tell Maggie of aU tbat had been done for her.

For some little time, the bewildered Maggie coýId
hardly comprehend the showers of explanations and

delighted exclamations that were poured upon her from
all four, Laura pressing her hand in hers, and saying
every few minutes- .

,, Oh, I am so glad! Maggie ! won't it be nice?
While Maggie scarce knew what it was that would

be nice. At length, however, Miss Raymond thought
it'bëtter to interfere, and quietly and clearly explained

all to the astonished girl. Maggie could hardly speak
for thankfulness she clasped her poor little thin

hands, and the tears would come, though she tried hard
to choke them, back. When her visitors were gone,

slie took down the empty little nest from, its place on
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the shelf, and, with t heart, thought of how her
Father had provided for them, a home, and again came
to her mind, the sweet words, Behold the fowls of the

air, for they sow not, neither do they reap, nor gather
into barns; yet your heavenly Father feedeth. them.
Are ye not much better than they? Take, therefore,
no thought for the morrow, for your heavenly Father
knoweth. that ye have need of aU these things."

Before Christmas there were many changes. Horace
had gone off to school, but not before Helen felt good

hopes that he was influenced by that blessed Spirit
who alone could preserve bis youthfül, feet from, stray-

ing, and guide him, into that narrow path whose ways
are indeed pleasantness-whose end is assuredly peace.
Long before that festal season, Maggie and Will. were
settled in their new home, and busy with their new

duties-duties which, were rendered light by the thought
of the evening together ; and then, as Maggie said,
there was always Sunday to look forward to, when they

'both went to church and Sunday-school-Maggie to,
Mrs Gordon's class, for she no longer feared or disliked
her. She had long since learned to know what a kind,
motherly heurt lay hid under the somewhat abrupt

manner which. used to repel when it would attract.
rs r on- 5 3, ýan

7ýý oa wââ e she had learned man
- M, 0 0 e ýýý0nMî -- hanom _ ____l
lessons during the Dae--YeaL-. That happy Christmas'-
time did not find pAnZha nesthau rs,

iio
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nor a happier heart in it than that of Helen -Ray
mond.

narrative wM have more than accomplished the
ny onefepurpose 

for which 
it was written, 

if it leads a e dl

y 
n 

-
who, may chance to read it to think seriously on the
greatness of the influence all e:ýercise whQtlierý _ uch

the
0 

e
nfluence be for zood or for evil. of how mucli willino,

hands may find to do, let them be ever so, feeble or
small; and that no work on eartli is so blessed as that
done for Him wliose reward will be, Well done, goocl
and faitbhfful servan nter'into fh

What joy can be lAe that, -unspeakable and fuU of
glory-that, joy which, is at His right hand, and those

Leasures w1iich are for evermore?

Be kind to one another;
This is a world of care;

And there's enough of needful woo
For every one to bear:

But if yo4 -ease the burden
That weikhs another down,

That work of Christian charity
Will lighten half your own.

Be kind M anA anntlwr -
eattér the seedL-0f.ý1,Le

Wide oer the fields of hearts, and rich
The harvest wealth will prove:

A weaLh Mo
Thap,,Auo-ktb h the sun,

Which India's diamonds could not bu
Andyet-how,ýlightly won!
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Be kind to one another
Not to the good alone;

Fen to the cold anI selfish beart
Let deeds of love be s«hown.

So shall ye be Ris children
Who rains His gifts on al],

And even upon the thankless ones
Bids His bright sunbeams fall."

'THE END.
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