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CHAPTER 1L
SARAN'S HOME DESORIBED.

Tre readers of *Self-willed Sugie ”#
will remember that poor Baran Ross had
an intemperate father, a coarse, ill-x atored

mother, and, of course, 8 wretched home,
Externally as well as interns
dreary place. Mr.
large aud fertile one, but for more ye
than S
terribly h.

s It was a

Ross's farm was g

ah had lived it had been unde

avy mortgage, and, besides this,
" course, the
1

it was sadly neglected, and, ¢

whole pluce wore a poverty en, des-
olate look, which increased year by year.

The house was very old, a low, ur
painted building, destitute of blinds or

* Pablishod at 900 Mulberry-strect, Now




SARAI'S HOME.

piazzas, and wearing, even to eyes that

* knew nothing of its inmates, an unhappy:

gort of look. There were no trees, shrubs,
or flowers about it Even the grass
Jooked withered and sickly as it struggled
reat coarse plantains and

“p :\"“,‘“:'
other wee!

Let us lift the broken
There is no entry, so we find
ourselves at once in the parlor; or what
Mrs. Ross calls the square room. It is &
low room, with very small windows
aper curtains twice a8

»h and go into

the house.

sereened by green p!
big as they need be. The floor is cov-
ered with a domestic carpef, the stripes of
which stand out with fearful hardness on
the eoal-black ground. There is no paper
on the walls, no paint on the clumsy, old-
fashioned woodwork, 1o pictures, no
books, no s of flowers—nothing, in
fact, but hs \f-a-dozen stiff wooden chairs
and a dark naked table. ~ Surely there is
pothing to invite our stay here. Let us

e.

go on.
Never mind that door, dear. It leads

only to the spare bedroom, which Sarah
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so rarcly sees that it can scarcely be
called part of her home. This door
brings us to the kitchen, which we like
decidedly better 'Ix'n\ the parlor. It is
larger and lighter, and although jnst now
we find no one in it it looks much more
like an inhabited place. Two or

pans of bread which onght to go into the
oven at once stand warm upon the stove-
hearth, and the I<i'r"u"| table contains
flonr, sugar, butter, utensils, and a pan of
apples.

Where can Mrs. Ross be? Possi
she is gone to the dairy or pantry f
bowl of that rich eream that someti
makes our country pie-paste so shocki

to the eye and so grateful to the ]v.‘th-:
The door is open and we will look for her.
The ]qlutr\ xplored, for it is only
a dismal little rl-lwl ned with shely

and leading by another door to a toler
bly good-sized room in which a few pans
of milk, a tub or two of butter, and half-
dozen diminutive cheeses are doing their
poor little ntmost to fill the broad, time-
darkened shelves. Under the shelves a
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fow boxes, jars, and tubs are ranged on
the floor, and a saucy little mouse glances
furtively up at us from behind one of
these.

A door leading from this room into a
ruin of & woodshed, and thence into a very
dirty back yard, stands open, and we will
close it lest the pigs and hens running
about there might follow our example and
intrnde where they have no business.

1t is clear that Mre. Ross is not in the
lower part of the house ; so, retnrning to
the kitchen, we open a door and ascend
the almost perpendicular staircase. Only
two tiny rooms are finished, and over the
remainder of the chamber the bare rafters
stare down at us from the low roof.
There is little besides rubbish to be seen.

Lot us peep into Sarah’s room. Ahl
here we find, not Mrs. Ross, but some one
with whom we have more to do, Sarah
herself. She is sitting upon the low bed,
that half fills the room, quite idle, and
apparently in a sort of sullen sadness.
There are four sadly abused school-books,
a paper box, and a small tin trunk scat-
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tered about the rude little table. There
is a dangeronsly rickety cl
large piece of broken m

7 of furniture. Various a es

othing are hanging on nails driven

rathlessly into the plastered wall, and the
curtainless window is ornamented by one
or two cobwebs. But hark! there is
somebody below now, for we hear a sharp
lling, “ Sarah! 8:
responds the child rudely,
and withont stirring.
#Come down this minute, you good-
for-nothing little hussy.”
We do not answer to that name, of
t we will follow the poor child
who does ag ghe slowly descends. Mrs.
toss has entored the hen by
or, which we did not before no
stands near the stove, holding
a large dirty pe
There, wont y

t took the roo

wonldn't make
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«Yon didn’t say nothing about it,” said
Sarah doggedly as she began putting it
into the oven.

«Didn’t say nothi
1 declare! I wonder if
big enongh so you'll know enough to go
in when it rains, without somebody to say
something about it. Now you start your-
gelf, and hustle up {hat fire about as quick
- did, or that bread will be all
over the bottom of the oven.”

«Well, I didn’t spose ‘twould take yon
l day to feed the hogs, and so0 I just
went up to make my bed,” said Barah.

«No more it didn’t. There, now go
sot that swill-pail away. 1 guess we
chonld have a fine lot of pork if I didn’t
feed the hogs; but what hindered me this
time was stopping to pull the beets and
onions. 'They was a spiling in the ground,
every one on ‘em, and 1 sr-'»ppe(l to pull
‘em. Now you just see if you can take
the half-bushel basket and go and fetch
em in.”

Saral obeyed, and while her mother
made up the pies she tugged three or four

about it! Well,
rou ever will get

as yon ev!

\
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bushels of heavy vegetable
den to the cellar. The task of course
one for a child of twelve

was § severe

years, and when it was fin shed she sat
down upon the ‘threshold of the kitchen

door, almost ready to ery for the weary

ohing of her arms and shonlders. Her
mother spoke no word of ise or en-
eouragement, and presentl) s+ father
came in, stepping almost directly over
her, and asgking, * Where in the world
the hali-bushel basket ¢’

Barah got it for him, and he strode oft
with it, muttering a threat against her if
she meddled with his things again,

At any other time Sarah wounld not
have minded this at all; but now she was

ed and, it be near dinner-time,
hungry also, and, quite against her will,
the tears began to flow.

“There, now, bawl about that, wont
you, you little sap-head ?"" exclaimed her
moth %1 should think you'd heard
enough of his staff' to know he aint worth
a minding |”

Sarah was in an unusually tender mood
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that day; a mood in which a few kind
words would have made a deep and last-
ing impression upon her mind. But the
kind words were not said, and she went
up stairs again, saying to herself :

“Q, dear, there aint nobody in the
world that cares anything about me, a
wish I'd died along with Fanny I”

Then, like a ray of sunlight into a
dungeon, came to her heart the memory
of sweet Lena Albro and her loving min-
istries of the past summer. Since the
close of school Sarah had scarcely seen
her gentle schoolmate, but carefully in
her little tin trunk had hoarded the sim-
ple gift of the dear ehild, and now she
took it out and ]nnk(a(]@f it. There the
words stood, beautiful in their sky-blue
delicacy, on a pure white ground, and
doubly beautiful in the blessed lesson
they conveyed. “[Little children, love
one another,” she repeated. “0 dear, 1
wish I had somebody to love me, that’s
what I do, and I don't care if it 4 silly !”

Then she thought of Lena's tender
manner toward her daring the last sum-
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mer, and an inexpressible ng came
over her to hear once more the sweet
per: ive words she had so scorned, or
tried to scorn rather, a few weeks ago.
The des zrew as she thought of it, and
when her mother called her down to din-
ner she asked if she might go over to Mr.
Albro’s,

Mrs. Ross answered ungraciously that
she did not care where she went to, so
she kept that whining face out of Aes
sight; and as soon as the dishes were
washed Sarah prepared herself and set
out. The walk was a long one, thor
ghe abridged it somewhat by crossing
fields. She was used to long walks how-
ever, and soon found herself in the or-
chard back of Mr. Albro’s h

chanced Lena was there, working

as busily as a little squirrel, gathering up
a great pile of butternuts, for butternut
and apple-trees grew and flourished there
togethier as usefully and happily asif there
had not been an irreconcilable difference
in their respéctive fastes. BSensible trees,
weren’t they ?
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(0, how do you do, Sarah §” she cried,
dropping her basket in her surprise.

& I’m pretty well. How’s your folks ”
said Sarah with an unwonted and terribly
awkward attempt at eivility.

« We're very well, what there is of us,
thank yon. There is nobody at home
except father, and Mary, and me. Moth-
er, and Busie, and Oharlie went away to
Aunt Susan’s three whole days ago, and
I was so lonesome I conldn’t think what
to do with myself, and that’s why T'm out
picking up butternuts.”

Sarah did not reply, but silently set
about helping her. d

s Take care, you will stain your frock!
Some of them aren’t quite dry,” said
Lena; “that’s why I put on this old
thing. But I'm going down to the house
to change it pretty soon, for I expect
them home this afternoon, and I mean to
be all nice when they come.”

“THope you don’t mean to make com-
pany of your own folks,” said Sarah,
rather sneeringly.

#No, not company, exactly, but then
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you know they've been gone so
1d 1 shall be gladder to see them than
any company ; and—and—wh u know

what I mean, don’t you? eve

to do little things to make it
pleasant ir own people, 1
"v

¢ 0 dear, what a t} ess s}
gighed Lena to rself. t her regret
was soon banished, for some one came up
stealthily behind them, and a pair of soft
arms encircled Lena, and as she tur
her face brushed elose against that «
sister, bent down to kiss he

“0, Susie, I am so glad you
come!” she cried, diseng
throwing her arms rons
“ Have you had a good time ?
“Yes, grand, only I did wish yon
was with us. And Aunt Susan scolded
mother well because she didn’t bring
you.”

O well, it was your turn to go. DBut
come, I must go see mother and
Charlie this minute! Come, Sarah, you
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have come to stay, haven’t yout 1
down to the house.”
Sarah would have preferred sta)

where she was, but she followed the
ters as, with arms closely ‘clasped about
each other, they tripped down the gras
slope to their home. Something in her
throat kept ¢ growing bigger at &
and when they entered the house,
saw Lena clinging about her mother's
neck, and heard Mrs. Albro say, “1 am
so thankful to find yon well and happy,
darling 17 it burst out in the shape of a
and just as Lena turned to
\kin_g him if he

great sob.
hug litt
wasn't brimful of kisses, just like sis-
ter, she ran out of llu- house and sat
down on a log in the back yard, erying
bitterly.
« Poor child,” said Mrs. Albro com-
ssionately.
«8ure enough!” cried Busie,
got mo sister now to be glad to see her,
poor thing! Let’s go to her, lom,
“Let Lena go aluue, dear,” said Mrs
Albro.

Charlie,

P ;

she’s
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Lena hesitated only a minute. “ Yes,
all have time enongh to see you all, I
can wait,” she said ; and ng only to
give Charlie one more kiss e followed
Saral out of doors.

“ 1 declare, mother, I don’t believe you
have one bit of confidence in me after all
my trying to be good I” cried Susie pas-
sionately as soon as her sister was gone.
“Here I haven’t given Sarah Ross one
single cross word since her sister was
drowned, and I've tried to be good just as
hard as I could try, and after all you
don’t think I can say a kind word'to com-
fort her in her trouble. It is real pro-
voking of you.”

“ Hush, Busie, you are speaking very
improperly to your mother.”

“ Well, I know it,and I am sorry ; but,
mother, it is so discouraging! When
shall I get good enongh, so that yon will
think I do as well as Lena.

“My child, I think you are as praise-

worthy in your general condnet now as
Lena is.”
“Do you really? Well, I beliove I
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don’t agree with you, for I know I get
into a passion three times where Lena
does once,” said Susie, laughing at her
own inconsistency.

“ That is very true, my child,” said her
mother, smiling ; *but you see you have
a worse temper by npature than Lena
has.” ¢

% Yes, that is what I mean. Now I
know very well that if you had sent me
to talk to Sarah, Lena wouldn't have been
vexed and jealous one bit, and I just

flashed up in a second.”

“And then, dear, in a few seconds
more you saw you were wrong, confessed
it, and made a brave effort to overcome
the temptation.” ]

“ How did you know that

“( Isaw it. Now, my dear, I think
God is as well pleased with ns when he
soes us bravely resisting temptation, as
when he sees us doing right without
Laving been tempted to do wrong; and
I think, since that sad time last sum-
mer—-

“Q, mother, don’t mention that! I was
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80 wicked! T am so

myself every time I think

“ Don’t i iterrupt me, r since that

time, I think you have made g brave
effort to overcome the evil inclinations in
your heart. God ju y our efforts,
not by our suceess ly, and so I think
that you, thongh less amial le, hayve been
even more praisewort!
¥ou satisfied now, litt] 3

“Yes, I know what you me; Lena
don’t have to 'y 80 hard as I do, Sweet
temper grows wild in her he urt, the
datrling, and I have to make a hot-
raise one bit. O dear )

“Not quite so bad as that,” said Mys,
Albro smiling at Ler danghter's odd com-

- " Come, now, and help me put

1
N "

these things
obeyed; but she had scarcely
folded one shawl be re she began to talk
again,
¢ Afteral], mother, you haven't told me
why you wouldn’t let me go and see
arah,” 3

* Because, degr, 1 think it will be
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cult for any one to reach poor Sarah’s
heart, and Lena has the advantage of you
in that she began first to treat her kindly.
Besides, I think Lena loves the poor child
more tenderly than you do, and will bear
more patiently than you can any rude
things she may say.”

% Why, mother, I am just as sorry for
her as 1 can be. 8he never had any
chance to be good in her life, and I wont
expect anything of her.”

«Woll, dear, I am quite willing you
ghonld talk with her, and show her all
the loving-kindness you can; but just now
leave her to Lena. Don’t yon know
when you have done wrong, or aré in
trouble, you ean open your heart better
to one person alone than to two, even
thongh you might feel exactly the same
toward them ¥’

& [ know it. O, mother, you can always
get me right.”

« And ppor Saral’s mother cannot help
her.”

« Bocause she is real wicked herself.
Now, mother, you see if I'll be left quite
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behind by Lena,” added Susie resolt
after a little pause.
that poor girl that
hard if she beats me!”

“That’s right, dear;
ask God to help you.
aaything good in our own strength.”

1 ¢

“T'll be so d
shell have to work
nt don’t forget to
None of us can do
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CHAPTER IL
SARAH DESIRES TO BE A GOOD GIRL.

Lzxa foond Sarah sitting on a log, with
her apron thrown over her head and her
whole form shaking with her sobs. She
stole softly up, sat down beside her, put
one arm round her, and then began to try
to think what te say. The longer she
for

thonght the more perplexed
ghe could think of wnothing pleasant,
nothing even tolerable in the poor
child’s lot. Before she had found a
word to speak she was herself weep-
ing bitterly, and Sarab’s lips were the
first to open.

“Don’t you ery, Lena ; you haint got
nothing to trouble you,” she said.

%O dear, I know it,” said Lena with a
fresh ontburst, *and it was real cruel for
me to be so happy with my sister right
before you when your sister is dead. 0,
Sarah, 1 didn’t think 1”

> grew,
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“I wasn't crying about Fanny,” said
Sarah shortly.

“ What then ¢’

“Oeverything! I wished I was dead my-

Th what I do!?

0, Sarah, how can yon dare to say so?
What would become of you

“I don’t know nor care,” said Sarah
sullen];

“Barah, don’t; please don't; its dread-
ful! ‘What would your mother do if she
lost both her children ?

“8he wouldn’t care a pin for me! No
longer ago than yesterday she said she
wished I'd died instead of Fanny.”

%0 she couldn’t have said that 1"

Lena in almost a fright, and I fancy I
hear my little readers repeating the ex
clamation. But she did say it never
less. As unwise persons often do, Mrs.
Ross dwelt on, and exag ted constan
the merits of the child she } ad lost,
undervalued the one that remainec
cannot believe Mrs, Ross veally felt it

H
bus certainly in a fit of passion she did

say that she wished in all conscience, if
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she must lose one of her children, it might
have been that impudent, goad-for-nothing
Sarah. Rude and uncultured thongh
Sarah was, she was no numb-head, and
ghe keenly folt the ernel injustice done
her. It was of this that she was bitterly
thinking when we found her sitting in
her little chamber. It was this that col-
ored all her thoughts, and shaped all her
conduct throngh the day.

«Yes, she did say it, as true as you live!l
There aint nobody in the world that cares
a snap about me.” - And poor Sarah fell
to sobbing again more wildly than ever.

«] am sure I love you, Sarah,” said
Lena timidly.

“ No you don’t,” were the words of the
reply; but the hesitating, questioning tone
robbed it of half its rudeness.

« T certainly do,” said Lena more bold-
ly, “and Susie will love you too if you
will let her, and so will my mother.”

« (), Lena, I wish I hadn’t never been
ugly to you and Susie I”

“ We never will think of it again, dear
Sarah, if you will only be good now.”
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% Good ! O dear, you don’t know noth-
ing at all about it; I can’t be good.”
% You can try.”
& [ have tried, Lena; I did try ever so
mueh last summer when you was s
to me, and I counldn’t, and yon c

have.

%1 don’t know as I could,” said Lena
sadly.

“¥You know you couldn’t, and 1 don’t
believe you would try any more than I
do,” =aid Sarah.

Lena was silent for & moment, and then
said seriously, “ Sarah, I do think T would
try. I know it would be very hard, but
mother says it is a bl 2z when
people get so they don’t try to be good,
and the Lord is dreadfully displeased.”

“0O you needn’t talk any pious talk to
me,” said Sarah roughly; I don’t want
to hear

* Don’t you say prayers, Sarah #”

“Not 11”

“ O I ghouldn’t dare go to bed with
saying my prayers.”
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T do, then.”

« But, Sarah, what do you think would
become of you if you should die i

«Old Harry would get me, I suppose,”
was the reply, accompanied by a short,

disagreeable laugh.

Lena put her fingers in her ears with &
cry of terror so genuine that Sarah was
rather startled by it.

& Well, I didn’t mean that,” she vid.
«(Of course I mean to get pious some
time before I die.”

« But, Sarah, how can you dare say
such dreadful things#’

%0 pshaw! If your father was
ing round half the time you wouldn’t
be so ‘fraid of a few bad words, I

swear-

guess.”

Wiser persons than Lena might have
been tempted to despair at this display
of the hardness and blindness of the poor
child’s heart. Even while she began to
have a glimmering per stion of the
beanty of goodness she excused and made
light of fearful sins. Lena did not at-
tempt to define the case, but it looked *
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very dismal to her, and covering her face
with her hands, she wept gr tears of
almost hopeless sorrow. Sarah was touch-
ed by the evident grief of her playmate,
thun;'h ghe had little idea of its cause,

and she asked repeatedly,
matter, Lena? Wi ave I done #
0O I thought you wanted to be good I”

o1

s the

sobbed Lena after a while.

“Well, T de

1 am afraid that can’t be, Sarah, be-
canse you just laugh at the idea of saying
prayers; and—and—you know what I
mean, Sarah—yon laughed at me for
talking pions talk, as you called if, and
nobody ecan be unless they care
about snch

Lena’s words were scarcely audible for
the sobs that accompanied them, and

7 more
than that of her words.

“ Don’t take on s0,” she entreated. I
aint worth minding any way; but if you
wont ery T'll do anything yon say.”

“Will you promise not to say any bad
words 1
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& Yes; only I never can remember it
in the world.”

«Will you try #”

& Yes, just as hard as ever I can.”

«And will you”—Lena’s voice had sunk
to a reverent whisper now—* will you
pray to the Lord to help you and make
you good

“Why, it's no use, Lena. The Lord
wont mind a word about me.”

« Dear Sarah !”

«Well, woll, Ill try. I'll do it just to
please you, because—now I don’t care if
1 do say something real silly, and you
needn’t laugh—you're the only person in
the world that ever acted as if they ca red
a snap about me, and I want one friend,
and Tll do anything you say if you'll
only—" Surah stammered and blushed a8
if she was awfully ashamed, but the
words came oubfat last—«if you'll only
love me.”

“Why, how could you think T'd
langh!” said Lena innocently. I am
sure 1 don’t think it's silly; and I don’t
know how in the world I conld live if T
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hadn’t anybody to love me and to tell me

“Will you, then ¥

“Love you? yes, indeed! Why, Sa-
rah, I have loved you for a long time,
bat I love you still better now, and I will
love you as long as I live.” And Lena
gealed her promise with a kiss, and then
led her friend into the house.

The afternoon passed very pleasantly
Susie vied with her sister in showing kin
attentions to their wvisitor, and befo
night Saral found herself trying
than ever she had tried before in her whole
life to conduet herself prettily and prop-
erly. She stayed until it was salmost
dark, and then set out for home with sad
reluctance.

That iing, before Lena Albro went
to bed, she said :

% Mother, I do begidio hope that the
Lord has given me a new heart, and
made me love him.”

Mrs. Albro had hoped so for many
weeks, g0 she expressed no snrprise, but
asked quietly, “ Why, my child®
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“Because, mother, when Sarah Ross
was talking to-day she laughed about say-
ing prayers, and said she didn’t want to
hear any pious talk, and it grieved me a
great deal worse than any hateful thing
she ever said to me. Should I feel so bad,
mother, to hear religion sneered about if
I didn’t love the Saviour a little myself'#”

“I do not think you would, my dear
child,” said Mrs. Albro; and then she
added fervently, “thanks be to God for
his unspeakable gift.”

When Sarah Ross got home her mother
met her at the door.

“ Well, miss, this is a pretty time o
night for you to be out. Now let’s know
what kept yon.”

At another time Sarah would have in-
vented an excuse without hesitation, but
in her present improved state of mind she
preferred to: tell®he truth. 8o she said
civilly, * Nothing in particular. 1 didn’t
suppose you'd care about my staying, and
I didn’t hurry.?

“ Didn’t suppose I'd care! You knew
Pd been working like an old slave all day,




2. Ross scolding Sarah,
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and had milking and everything to do.
Now you start 5r>x|1'>t'll'. and wash those
milk-pails about as quick as yon ever
did.”

ah’s better mood was ebbing fast,
but she took the pails and left the room in
silence. There was no light in the room,
and when, after cleansing the pails at the
gpout in the back y: 1e returoed and
put them in their pl 1e turned one of
them into a pan of boiled cider that had
been left to cool upon the kitchen table.
The fault was not really hers; it was the
place where the pails were always placed
at night, and in the darkness she could
not see that anything was ti 2 M
Ross knew right well that the fault was
her awn, but, like many untéasonable per-
sons, she was only irritated the more by

the reflection, mul her temper instantly
overflowed upon the unlueky instrument
of the mishap,

“There, now, yon good-for-nothing little
plague, I hope you've done mischie
enough. You destroy more every month
of your life than your neck is worth 1
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Saral’s good resolutions were all forgot
ten now, and she responded with angry
prowptoess, “Yes; and more’n yourn's
worth into the bargain.”

At this Mrs. Ross declared she was the
“ outrageousest impudent young one on
the face of the earth,” and ordered her in-
stantly to bed.

In the solitude of her room the angry

tamult of ler feelings had a chance to
subside, and then she remembered that
she had promised Lena she wonld pray.
“ What an ideal” she exclaimed, with a
short, bitter langh., And yet she had
promised sincerely, and she could not
help thinking seriously of it.
« “ Pray, pray,” went on her eolilogny.
%Yes, I said I’d pray the Lord to help
me and make me good. Well, that’s
what ought to be done for me. Wish I
was good ; that's what I do.” Then she
knelt down by her bed, and, merely as &
fulfillment of her promise, said, *“ O Lord,
please to help me and make me good.”

The poor child had never before at=
tempted to address herself to the Divine
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Being, and when the words had passed
her l.i}’w‘ she was suddenly filled with awe
at the solemn thing she had done. 1
she had felt that it could not be of tl
slightest consequence whether she prayed
or not, but now she almost feared that all
the hosts of heaven would be rallied to
take just vengeance on her for her bold-
ness. Poor, dark-minded child! The
wondrous condescension of our blessod
Saviour, the sweet encouragements and
promises of his Holy Book, were all un-
known to her. God seemed to her, in-
deed, a consuming fire, and she trembled
at the thought of his righteons wrath,
Upon these feelings followed naturally
a remorseful sense of her wickedness—of
her last especial sin ; and, spurred on by
agonizing fears, she resolved to do what
even to her dark mind was a plain duty,
make confession to her mother. The con-
ion of our faults is a hard daty in all
cases, but I pray that none of my readers
may ever know Aow hard it is to confess
% such a person as Mrs. Ross. I have
always thought that act of poor Sarah’s
3
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one of the bravest ones I ever knew abont.
She did not allow herself time to shrink
or tremble, but walked straight to her
mother and forced from her lips these
words:

% Mother, I hadn’t any business to saunce
you back again just now; I'm sorry I did
it, and I want you to forgive me.”

Dear little friend, you have some time
in your life asked your mother to forgive
yon some fault, have you not? And do
you remember, surely you cannot have
forgotten, how she rejoiced over your pen-
jtence even as much as she had mourned
for your sin? How she clasped you inl
her arms and kissed yon, and wept over
you, and could ask no more of God than
that he would forgive you as freely as she
did? Happy child that you are, do not
dare to judge poor Sarah, Her mother's
reply, nttered in tones and accompanied
by looks even more bitterly sneering than
the words, was this:

“Forgive you, you little saphead? T'll
liek you, more like 1”

Sarah waited for no more. The hot
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blood of shame erimsoned her very neck,

and fiercer anger kindled a fearful spark

in her eye. Every other émotion
swept away, and she rushed back to her
room, munmll_\ berating herself for being
so silly.

“Guess I wont ask that question s
in a hurry of her or anybody els
said, tossing herself into bed.

No more thought of dnty, of praye
of God; orif she did think, s only to
say despairingly : 1

“It's no use, I can’t be good any way.’

b .
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OHAPTER IIL

HOPE DAWNS ON SARAM'S HEART.

A wesk passed away, during whicl
Sarah Ross scarcely allowed herself to
think for a moment of her talk with Lenfe
She had settled it in her mind that it was
of no use for her to try to be good] she
had ridiculed herself for her nonsense
and there the matter, as she thonght and
resolyed, was to end. No, not egactly
there, for there was one thing she resolved
to do, or rather refrain from doing.

«T wont be hatefnl to Lena Albro any
more, that's what I wont,” she said {0
herself with great decision. And a happy
thing that resolve proved for her.

It was the practice of good’ Mr. Mans=
field, the minister of Deepwater, to hold
Friday evening meetings alternately i
each of the school-houses of his parishy
and this week came the turn of the Cli
ton district. These meetings were gem
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erally very well attended, for there was a

goodly number of belie

district; and besides, Mr. Mz

dearly loved by alm

and his message was

even by those who cared not for his
Master.

The Ross family, although they never
attended at public worship on the Sab-
bath, sometimes appeared at the meetings
in the school-honse. Usunally the neigh-
bors were careful to apprize Mrs. Ross of
the meeting; but this time it chanced to
be neglected, and the first intimation she
had of it was when Laura Clifton called
on her way to see if Sarah would go with
her, adding after she had preferred her
request :

 Mother told me to tell you she hoped
she shonld see you there too, Mrs. Ross.”

“ Well, she wont,” snapped Mrs. Ross,
who considered herself ill-used in that she
was informed of the meeting so late.
* A good deal I am going to hurry myself
to rig up now and get over to the school-
house just as the meeting is breaking up.”
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“May Sarah go?” asked Laura tims
idly.

Mrs. Ross said she didn’t care; bhut
Sarah, eatching the unlovely spirit of hep
mother, declared she would not stir a
step. Laura kept down a strong incling-
tion to retort, and leaving the house met
Lena Albro at the gate.

% There now,” she exclaimed, “I know
what you have come for, and you are real
good; but yon have taken your long
walk for nothing. Sarah wont go, for
T've asked her.”

“ Perhaps—"

“0 no, don’t bother; she wont go.

Jome along with me.”

“Let me go in a minute, please,” and
Lena disappeared.

Laura waited half poutingly for a min=
ute or two, and then spying her brother
William coming slowly down the road
wearing an unusnally serious face, she ran
forward, joined him, and proceeded to
the school-house.

Meanwhile Lena had timidly opened
the kitchen door, and in reply to Mrs;
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Ross’s rather surly invitation that she
would be seated, had said :

% No, thank you ma’am. I came to see
if Sarah was going to meeting.”

«It's no difference to me whether she
goes or stays,” replied Mrs. Ross, turning
to leave the room.

“Wont you go, Sarah ?”

“T guess not.”

“Why, please
* Nothing particular, only I don’t want
t0.”

“0, Barah, do go! Mr. Mansfield al-
ways says something to the children, and
he talks so good.”

The argument was an unlucky
Sarah didn’t want to be talked to.

I shant go,” she said decisively.

Tears started in Lena's eyes, and her
lip trembled as she s ), Sarah, I
thought youn \\nuld go if I came all this
way for you.”

“Dear me, what a baby you are; 1
spose I shall have to go just to stop your
roaving.”

Barah was obliged to resort to her ha-
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bitual abruptness of manner, for she wag
just ready to roar herself, if I may use the
word as she did. She ran up stairs and
hustled hergelf into her better clothes with
fierce haste, assuring herself all the time
that Lena Albro was just nothing buta
bothersome little baby, and nobody could
cross her one single bit or she would ery.

The walk to the school-house was &
hurried one, and not much was said by
gither of the children. No preaching was
expected at these meetings. Mr. Manss
field read a portion of Scripture and
remarked upon it at some length. The
remainder of the time was devoted to
speaking and prayer.

Mr. Mansfield was just rising in the
desk to speak, the opening prayer and
song being ended, as our little friends
glided in. The Bible was open hefore
him, bat his glance was cast round npon
his little andience as he pronounced the
ninth, tenth, and eleventh verses of the
geventh chapter of St. Matthew: “Of
what man of you, if his son ask bread,
will he give him a stone; or if he ask a
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fish, will he him a serpent; if ye

then, being evil, know how to give good
gifts unto your c sildren, how much more
ghall your Father whic in heaven give
good things to them that ask hi

& Yonr Father, my dear frie ? the
good man went on. g aer,
not your neighbor, but yonr Father.”
He then spoke feelingly of the nderness
of earthly parents. Of the wi
even of bad parents, to give good
their children. Next he spoke of God as
a father, infinitely kinder, tenderer and
more pitiful, as well as greate
than any earthly parent, While the g
man thus spoke, the wondrous idea con-
tajned in the two first words of the Lord’s
prayer dawned dimly npon the
of Sarah Ross. © Our Father!” she said
to herselfin amazement. My Father, and
a good, loving, kind father too, like Lena’s
father !

Let us not blame her, poor child ; that
was 6s high as her mind conld reach then.
8ho had never had much love for her
parents, nor had she ever for a moment
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believed that they loved her, and the
natural yearning of the human heart for
love had been as effectually stified in her
ease, perhaps, as it ever is. But, thanl
God! that yearning is a deathless one,
Many waters cannot quench it though
they may bury it terribly deep in their
cold bosom. Lena Albro’s tendernessys
even while she scoffed at it, had wakened
in Sarah’s heart a longing wish that she
had some one to love her, and now the
thought that God might be to her, even
her, such & father as Mr. Mansfield was
describing, overpowered her, and she
leaned forward upon her desk and wepts
She heard no more of Mr. Mansfield's
words, She knew not that Mr. Albro and
one or two of his neighbors had offered
prayer and spoken briefly of their love to
God and his cause, But at last a voice
did arrest her attention, a familiar enongh
voice, but so strange in that place. It
was the voice of William Clifton.

« Friends and neighbors,” said he, “T
don’t know whother any of you have
known it or not, but Ive heen in trouble
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for & good while. When Mr. Ross’s little
girl was drowned, part through my

fault, as I couldn’t help foeling, though
nobody blamed me, I felt dreadfully;
no mortal creature knows how I did feel.
I thought gometimes I would be willing
to go and throw myself into the Beaver
pond, if by that means I could bring her
back to life, and—" William paused and
Jooked uneasily at Sarah, and then, s if
impelled unwillingly, repeated and con-
cluded, *to life and hope. Then 1 be-
gan to think what better was I, how much
more fit todie, and I tell you, friends, the
idea frightened me. Ive been in dangor-
ous places before now, places where I
stood a smart chance to lose my life, but
1 never realized what an awfuol thing it is
to die unprepared, as I did then. I don’t
call myself a coward, but T'll own I trem-
bled then like a poplar leaf. . Well, I
graw worse and worse for weeks, 1 was
afraid of my own shadow. Why, I was
actually afraid to handle the horses, the
gayest of them, lest something mi

happen to me. Well, the second week in
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September I went to take my little sister
to New York; I hated to leave her there;
She too had a narrow escape at thag
awful time, and I've hated to bave
her out of my sight since then; buf
she had had the promise, and wanted
to go, and of course it wasn’'t my busis
ness to find any fault. 1 staid ong
day longer than I meant to, I was so loth
to leave her,and I suppose, with that and i
my other trouble, I was a pretty mopigh
fellow. The day before I left I was alone
in the parlor, and Cousin Alice came
tripping in. I remember she had a great
doll baby in her hands, and she showed iff
to me, and asked me if something abont
it wasn't pretty. I wanted to please hery
but I couldn’t make as though I cared
anything aboutit ; in fact, I could hardly
speak. In an instant that child’s face
changed. She tucked the baby under
her arm, and asked softly, ¢ What is the
matter, Cousin Will ¥

“] don’t know what possessed me. I°
never did such a thing before or sineey
but I opened my whole heart to that ehild,
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1 never shall forget how round her eyes
grew. ¢ Why, Wi

know that the Lord

heaven when you die if you ask hir

“T told her I didn’t know wything
about it.”

«sDon’t know! why, Will, haven't
you read the Bible i

“ Yes,” said L.

 And don’t you believe it? Don’t you
think God tells the truth?”

& Yes, but—"

&) don’t say but, Will! Just ask him
to take care of you and he certainly will.
Promise me, Will, that you will ask him.’”

4T promised her, and her face grew
bright again. She didn’t seem
any more doubt or fear than if there
no such things in the world. She raised
her doll up in her arms and went off talk-
ing to it. My friends, I think I begaun to
know then what the Secripture means

where it says we must be become as little
children. The first prayer I ever offered
in my life was that God would give me
faith like the faith of my little con
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I've boen a praying man ever since, but I
haven’t felt right. 1 haven’t enjoyed my-
self. I've been afraid, or ashamed, I
can’t hardly tell which, to speak and leg
people know how I felt. Dut to-nighty
while Mr. Manstield was showing np Low
willing God is to be our father, I almost
felt as if 1 heard a voice saying, < Choose:
you this night whom you will serve,” My
friends, my mind is made up to serve the
Lord, and T want you should all pray that

I may serve him faithfully.”

William’s words caused deep feeling
in the little circle, and whon the meeting
closed people lingered longer than usualy
speaking to each other. Many persons
offered their hands to William Cliftony
and spoke words of Christian fellowship -
and encouragement to him, Lenn Albre
noticad it almost enviously.

“0 mother,” she said, “it is too bad}
I am sure I am glad for William, but he
oughtn’t to have all the help. Why woné
somebody speak to poor Sarah

“Yon may put that question to our pas-
tor if' you choose, dear,” said Mrs. Albro

I
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smiling, for ghe knew that Mr, Mansfield
stood near enough to hear h

“What is it, little one?” 1 the good
man, turning around and looking very
kindly at the little girl.

Lena blushed, and glancad appealingly
at her mother; but Mrs. Al did not
belp her, and she was obliged; though
scarcely able, to answer, “ I was wishing
some one would speak to Sarah Ross.
She’s been crying all the evening.” She

faltered ; Mr, Mansfield thanked her, and
then nlowly made his way to the place

where Sarah Ross stood. She lad dried
her tears, and he merely asked her about
the health of her parents, and then turned
to speak to some one clse.

“0 dear,” sighed Lena, “couldn’t he
say more than that?’

But the minister was wiser than she.
A quarter of an hour later he had placed
Sarah Ross in his buggy, and was driving
slowly, straight out of his own way,
toward her home.

“ Poor little girl,” he said, ¢ you are
lonely since your sister died, aren’t you?
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Sarah was too much awed to do more:
than barely assent. i

#Yes, it is very sad; but don’t you
know, dear, you have a better friend than
gister or brother?” {

«(Q dear, I wish T had!”

“Why not, then, my child? Why not
accept of Jesus as your father, your eldef
brother, you dear friend and helper?” 8

«T would if I could, but—"

“But what, my child ¥’ said the miniss
ter patiently.

“Why, 1 don’t know nothing at all
about him. DI’m afraid of him.”

« Afraid of him, my poor child ? Afraid’
of Jesus who died for you; who rose
again, and now stands at the right hand
of the Father to intercede for you#”

« But I've been so bad.”

“My child, he knows it all. There i8
nothing hid from him ; and yet he streteh
forth his arms and says, ‘Come’ Yol
have known tender, forgiving human be-
ings, have you not? Those who would
love you in spite of cruel things you might

do to them ¥’
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%Yes, one,” said Sarah promptly,

“Only one, poor hild ¥ asked M.
Mansfield sorrowfully.

#No, not but just one single one, and
that's Lena Albra.

& trust, my child, that you know many
more, only you do not know them as such.
But one is sufficient for my purpose. Tell
me how yon know her as such.”

“Why, sir, I spoiled her things, and
hurt her, and plagued her in every ws
could, and then she just gave me things,
and spoke pleassnt to me, and lu-!,
and—0 dear!” Sarah stopped al
and had much ado to keep hLérse
weeping alond.

“ My child,” said Mr, Manstield after a
little pause, © that dear little girl’s conduct,
as yon describ ¢
of our blessed

ed me,

i H"m

it, is beautifully like that
Saviour. It gladdens my
heart to know that we have such a
precions little lamb in our flock ; but,
lovely as she is, Lena’s goodness, her ten

der, lu\'in;;, forgiving spirit is no more,
when compared with our Saviour’s, than
a finy drop of water compared with the
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ocean. Now, my child, are you afraid to
go with all your sins to & Saviour 5o great
and good ¥

«T don’t know as I be,” said Sarah,
speaking very slowly.

#] do not wish you to misunderstand
me,” continued Mr. Mansfield. * Persons
who persist in their sins may well fear
God, may well tremble at the thought of
meeting him.”

«T don’t want to persist in my sins,”
sobbed Sarah; “T'd be good if I knew
how.”

«Yes, T hoped that was your feeling,”
replied Mr. Mansfield, © and that is why I
dared to encourage you. God is, indeed,
a terror to evil-doers, but to the truly pen-
itent he speaks only in tones of love and
encouragement. He asks nothing unrea-
sonable. Only believe in him, repent of
and forsake your sins, and—"

« () dear, that's the trouble,” interrnpted
Sarah. I can't forsake my sins. I have
everything in the world to make me bad,
and T can’t help being bad.”

«Not of yourself, certainly,” replied
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the minister; “but do yon not know that
God offers to help you?”
«( dear! I wish he would,” said Sarah.
“Then him, my dear child, ask him
to come by his Holy Spirit and make
himself a dwelling-place in your heart,
le you and teach you every hour

and gn
of your life.”

As Mr. Mansfield said this he stopped
his horse at Mr, Ross’s gate, and Sarah
sprang to the ground and ran into the
house without even bidding him good
evening. Tt yuse was dark and still.
She fustened the door behind her, and
g r way to her own room, with
the dismal, lonely feeling that almast any
child wonld experience in similar circum-
stances.

“Dear, I should have thought mother
might set up,” she said fretfully. I wish
I conld find 4 mateh or anything clse.”

Buot no match was at hand, and, stum-
bling against this and blundering over
that, benumbed by the cold and awed by
the darkness, she crept at last to her place
and tried to compose hemelf to sleep.
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Bt the excitement of the evening had
left her too nervons to sleep.  She wanted
some water, she wanted a morsel to eat,
ghe wanted somebody to speak to her.
At length she grew so”uneasy that she
rose and groped her way to her mother’s
room.

« Mother! mother!”

«Well, what now " snapped Mrs. Ross.

« Mother, where are the matches? I
want a light.”

«Well, yon wont have a light to burn
the house with, so now. You can find
your way to bed well enough.”

« But, mother, I want something to
eat.”

«Well, T shant get up; I'll risk you &ill
morning.”

«( dear! T zust have some water.”

By this time Mrs. Ross’s patience was
exhansted. ¢TI tell you I wont be both-
ered with you. Take yowself off or
you'll get what you don’t want,” she cried.

Poor Sarah sobbed aloud as she crept

- back to her dismal place. O dear,” she
enid, T wish T had a friend. 1 wish God
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wonld be my friend, for nobody else will,
that's sure.” Just as she said this there

flashed ncross her memory the words,
“ When my father and mother forsake me

y the Lord will take me up.” At first
she conld in no wise remember when or
where she had heard them. She did not
even know that they were Seripture

words: but her mind seized and dwelt
on them as words that must surely be
meant for her. She repeated them many
times, and &t length remembered that
liaving once been sent, early in the morn-
ing, to do an errand at the house of a
pions neighbor, she had been present af
th family worship, and had heard that
text impressively read. “Then it’s Bible,
of course,” she said, “and O I do believe
meant on purpose for me. O,
, do take me up. I am sure my fa-
ther and mether have just as good as for-
saken me. They don’t care anything
ahont me, and wont do anything to help
me. O, Lord, do take me up and make
me good, and Tll fry to do the very best
I can.”
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New, and strange, and strangely sweet
were the emotions that filled the breast of
the neglected child. A feeling of safety,
peace, and protection came over her.
Wy, she could not tell: but she felt no
more fears, no more loneliness, no more
trouble of any kind. She laid herself
down, wondering that she had never
thought before how good and kind God
and how safely she might trust in him.
To these thoughts succeeded o feeling of
Jove and gratitude snch as she had never
before experienced, and an earnest desire
to do something to please a being who
was ready to do so much for her. With
these thoughts she fell asleep.
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OHAPTER 1V.
SAD BUENES.

Brrore it was fairly light the next
morning our little friend was awakened
by the sharp voice of her mother crying,
«SBarah! Sarah! get up and come down
this minute.”

1t was much earlier than her nsual time
of rising, and besides, there was some-
thing very strange in the sound of her
mother’s voice. For & moment she fairly
shook with fright. Then the thoughts of
the last evening cnme back to her mind,
and ghe repeated as she hupried on her
clothes the words, © When my father and
mother forsake me then the Lord will
take me up.” The thought assured her
somewhat, and it was well; for a terrible
sight met her eye as she deseended the
stairs. Her father was tearing about the
kitchen, screaming, swearing, and groan-
ing, in & manner more horrible than I can
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describe. Nearly every article in the
room was upset or broken, and her
mother stood cowering at the door, ready
to flee at any instant.

0, mother, what does ail him 1”7

Mrs. Ross stepped quickly into the par-
lor, drew Sarah after her, and closed the
door. “He's got the delirium tremens}
that’s what ails him,” she replied with

fierce emphasis. “And it's moren I
know but he’ll kill ns all. You go and
get some of the neighbors here just as
quick as you can.”

Sarah waited for no second bidding, but
ran with all speed tb the house of Mr.
Morris, which, thongh more than a quar-
ter of a mile distant, was nearest. For
nearly a wegk past Mr. Ross had been
drinking much worse than usual, and had
been at home very little day or night.
His wife was so well used to this sort of
thing that she had taken little notice of
his absence; but this morning when, with
the fearful fires of drunken insanity burn-
ing in his brain, he had come home, she
was suddenly aroused to the terribleness
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of his condition, and the stubborn pride
which had so long rejected all aid or sym-
pathy was forced to gi o M
Morz family had just n Sarah
rapped londly at the door. Mr. Morris
opened it,
“ Why, good morning, child. ‘What is
) ick 1" °he gaid, looking
ingly at her frightened face.
« Yes, father is awful sick, and mother
you shonld come right straight up

there.

% Your father! Why, what's the
matter?”

“0O T don't know; T guess he is erazy.
Mother said she didn’t know but he'd kill
us!”

“() sho, now, sho!” said Mr. Morris
i ly, and casting # meaning
glance at his wife. “Where's Sam?
Thete’ll be more'n one man needed.”

“ Why, father, don’t you know he went
home last night 17 said Juliana.

¢ Botheration ! that boy is always ont
of the way when he is wanted. Look
hore, sis, *taint safe for your ma to be
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alone with him, and I’ll go straight np
there; but yon run over to Mr. Albro’s
and tell him to come, Tell him I want
him.”

Mr. Morris was outside the gate by the
time he finished speaking, and Sarah lost
no time in doing his bidding.

Mr. Albro understood the message very
well, and both he and his hired man went
quickly to Mr. Morris's aid. They were
none too many. Three strong and de-
termined men though they were, they
were barely able to control the insane
rage of the unhappy man they had o
deal with. = They got him into his bed-
room at last, however, and then Mr. Al-
bro sent his man for a doctor.

Dear children, you never saw a case of
deliriim tremens, did you? I cannot de-
seribe it to yous; I do not know that I
would if I could, it is so very dreadful !
It is a kind of insanity in which the
patient fancies himself tortured by de-
mons, entwined with loathsome serpents,
pursued by unearthly phantoms; in short,
the whole mind, and soul, and body
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goom given up to the tortures of the
world of woe. This insanity, however,
never comes upon any save those who
have drank deeply of intoxicating liquors,
and one would suppose that one s rht of
a person suffering from it wonld forever
deter & man from tonching the noxious
cup. But, alas! the power of the tempter
is gtrong, and thousands go down yearly
to the drunkard’s grave.

Mrs. Albro urged Sarah to stay to
breakiasts but she was too excited and anx-
jous to do so, and hurried home, While
yet several rods distant from the house
she heard distinetly the unearthly yells of
the wrotched sufferer, and she hardly
dared open the kitchen door; she did so,
however, and fonnd her mother working
vigor to repair, as far as she could,
her brutal husband had

the mischief
done.

« Mother, what is the matter with
him 1" she asked fearfally.

1 told you once, and that's enongh.”

% Will he die?”

“T don’t know.”
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% Mys. Albro told me to tell you she
should come up here in two hours or so.”

“Well.”

Sarah did not in the slightest degree
understand the nature of her father's
malady. Shesaw and heard the horrible
symptoms, but of its cause and probable
termination she could form no ideas. Of
conrse she was frightened and distressed ;
of course in her excited state she felt piti-
able need that somebody should talk to
her, enlighten her, and comfort her. Her
mother, as we have seen, would enter into
1o conversation with her, and she turned
away with a sick, wretched feeling at her
heart, and went up stairs. Had an angel
taken his dwelling in that poor little
room, an angel whose mission it was to
whisper consolation in the heart of its lit-
tle oconpant? It would almost seem so,
for 1o sooner had she opened the door
than the thought of the evening before
roturned to her mind. “ When my fa-
ther and mother forsake me then the
Lord will take me up,” she repeated, and
dropping upon her knees she pleaded her

BARAH'S HOME.
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forsaken condition, and prayed God to
take her and be her father, protectory
fi ending her prayer with a
characteristically emphatic promise, * and,
Tord, Dl do just the very best 1 possibly
ean!”

3y way of fulfilling this promise Sarah
went immediately down stairs, and, in &
tone so respectful that her mot her looked
ronnd at her in amazement, asked, « Can't
I do something to help you, mother ¥

« () dear, 1 don't know what I want to
do myself” replied Mrs. Ross.

«T guppose the men haven’t been to
broakfast,” said Saral, menning Mr.
Morris and Mr, Albro, who, she knew,
had hurried away on the instant.

 Well, yon go and wash some potatoes
and D'l get some meat cooking.”

Sarah was not exactly what one eould
call & lazy child, but her habits had here-
tofore been so extremely heedless, change-
ful, and disobliging that her services, ex-
cept those cnmpulsorily rendered, were
really worth very little. Bat this morning
she performed the task allotted to her,
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and then set about sweeping, dusting,
setting the table, etc., with such alac-
rity that, busy as Mrs. Ross was, she
found time to wonder more than onece,
“what in life had come across that
young one !”

Mr, Ross was so violent that it was
scarcely safe for his attendants to leave
him, even one at a time, and only a few
hurried morsels were taken from the
breakfast table when it was prepared.
With a kind of vague feeling that she
ought to offer the gentlemen something
more than the ordinary fare of her family,
Mrs, Ross had brought ont a portion of
the only rarity she had, a dish of pre-
served plums, and Sarah, with the keen
appetite of childhood for sweetmeats,
could in no wise comprehend why they
remained untasted.

Abashed somewhat by the presence of
those whom, despite her stubborn pride,
she conld not help regarding as her su-
periors, and ignorant of the proprieties of
her place, Mrs. Ross had directed Sarah
to make the coffes, and had betaken her-
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self, milk-pails in hand, to the barn-yard,
so when Mr. Morris left the kitchen Barah
chucklingly seized upon the dish of frait
with the exclamation,

«Aint 1 lucky now! mother'll never
know in the world bunt they ate the
sauce I

She had done such things without com-
punction scores of times before, but now,
midway between her month and the dish,
the spoon was suddenly arrested. “O
dear, now, that aint doing the best T can.
I know mother’s real saving of thissauce,”
she said, to herself, and then a colloguy
pretty nearly like the following ensued :

Inelination. “ She needn’t bo so stingy
with it!?

Conscience. *“That's not my business,
The sauce is hers, and she told me when
she made it not to meddle with it, and I
mustn’t.”

Inelination. “It looks so good 1”

Jonscience. * Let it alone,”

Inclination.  One taste at least1”

“No, no, no! I =aid I'd do the very
best I counld, and if I don’t God wont be




68 SARAR'S HOME,

my father, nor have anything to do with
me,”

Down went the dish upon the table,
and Sarah turned her back resolutely from
it. One victory was gained, and let no
one eall it a trifling vietory ; for if the
poor wretch in the bed-room had in his
youth gained and maintained a Pprecisely
similar victory he might now have been
a happy, useful, and honored member of
society, instead of the ruined thing he is.

“There, let them proserves alone!”
cried Mrs. Ross, coming in just as Sarah
was setting down the dish.

“1 haint touched em, nor aint going
t0,” snid Sarah,

“Likely story! you're always poking
your nose into every thing yon can find I

It was very discouraging, and Saral
felt it bitterly ; but she knew her mother
had had every reason to distrust her, and
she smothered the angry yetort that
rushed to her lips, By this time the rattle
of the dostor's carriage was heard, and
Me. Albro came ont of the bed-room and
met him at the door,
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“ Sure, snre ! Well, well, it’s
expected. I told him gix mont
have the * man with the poker”’ after him
if he didn’t look out,” Sargh heard him
in reply to something Mr. Albro said

low tone,

There were mora inandible words, and
then the doctor g “ Well, can’t tell,
Don’t generally consider the fiyst attack
very dangerous, bt the lignors are go
terribly poisoned now-g-days, and he's
been nothing but a rum cask for years.
Tell better when T see him, Savage, aint
he ™

A fiendish howl from the bed-room
forestalled Mr., Albro’s reply, and, followed
by the doctor, he hastened back.

But Sarah would have waited to hear
1o more if they had talked all day, for
she was crushed to the carth by a painful
sense of shame. Eyer sitice she had been
aold enongh har father’s intemperance had
been 4 sourea of bitter mortification to
her, and mueh of the reckless bravado
that made her so disagreeable was as.
sumed as her only and misarably insnffi-

5

Jjust what [
z0 hie'd
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cient defense ngainst {he humiliating ridi-
cule and, to her high-strung spirit, equally
Lumiliating pity of her companions. But
never, among all the wretehed possibilities
she dreaded, had she once dreamed that
her father’s disgrace would or could be
paraded before the world as she now saw
jt.  Of delirium tremens she, of course,
knew nothing ; but by the dector’s words
she distinetly understood that his malady,
whatever it was, Was cansed solely by his
intemperance, and that it was uniyersally
known to be so.

«(O 1 wish I could go and hide in a
hole where nobody conld ever see me
again in the world1” she mentally ex-
claimed. “1 wish I hadn’t any father.
1 wish—O dear! 1 know T'm wicked, bt
how can I be good and have everybody
pointing at, me and saying, there’s that

old drunken Ross’s girlt ?

% When my father and mother forsake
me then the Lord will take me up,” whis-
pered a still small voice.

~4tYes, but then this is a great deal
worse than being forsaken. O Lord,
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what shall T dc and poor Sarah gave
way to an agonized fit of weeping.
“What's np now?” asked Mre. Ross,
coming out of the dairy. * What are you
yoaring about{”
«(Q dear! 1 was thinking of father,”
sobbed S
“ Just thonght of it, have you? Well,
quit it and go to washing them pans.”
Poor child! Surely she could Lope for
miort from her mother. At first, as

1o ¢
we ca seen, she wished to hide herself
in her shame from all the world; but by

degrees, as she realized the hardness of
her mother’s natare, and felt in her bitter
trouble such pressing need of love and
pity, her pride gzave ¥ and she found
shing eagerly for Mrs. Albro’s
promised coming. By the aid of his
powerful drugs, Dr. Winche
duced Mr. I o a passive
ould now attend him, and as Mr.
Morris volunteered his services the others
went home, Abont ten o'clock Mrs. Al
bro came up with kind proffers of neigh-
borly friendship and aid. Mrs. Ross said

hersalf o

er soan res

One

man
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she was mauch obliged, but didn’t know 18
che wanted anything.

Mrs. Albro would not be so coldly put
off. There was always something to be
done, she said, in o house where there was
sickness, and she had come prepaved to
stay all day if she could be of any serv-

ice.

At this Mrs. Ross could not well help
offering to take her bennet and shawl,
which Mre. Albro laid aside as cheerfully
a8 she would have done if her welcome
had been a cordial one.

“ Now, Mrs. Ross,” she said, when Mirs,
Ross came back from the spare bedroom,
% you must not be backward one bit abont
telling what you want. Don’t you re-
member about Mr. Albro's being taken
so snddenly sick two years ago this fall ?
Well, do you know, 1 had to gend over to
Mis. Oliffon to borrow a couple of shirts.
And if it hadn’t happened that sister
Gnsan came over and made some for me
just then, 1 do believe I should have had
to borrow sheets and pillow-cases too, the
sick require such very frequent changes.
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Now, T'll own I was a little mortified
abont it at the time, but in thinking of it
afterward I didn’t one bit. The best
of housekeepers sometimes get slack about
such things, but neighbors ought always
to be ready to make up ar nch defi-
ciencies. 1 thonght, Mrs perhaps
yon might be as ly off as I was; and
80 T've brought my thimble and will make
or mend anything you like.”

Mrs. Albro was out of breath when she
finished her long speech, for she had res-
olutely said out her say despite two or
three attempts to interrupt her.

Mys. Ross was partly won by the frank
sympathy and kindness of her neighbor,
and tly influenced by the necessities
of her ca , ghe said, with-an awkward
mixture of gratitude and pride:

«Well, yeu're very good. Some of his
shirts does want numluuv and if you've
a mind to do it T'll satisfy you for it.”

Mrs. Albro did not smile or protest
that she ghould be guite ashamed to think
of being paid. She merely took the
basket when it was hronght, and selecting

Ross,

8
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a torn garment, drew spool and pieces
from her own little basket and set to
work,

«Well, T say for it, that's thoughtful,”
gaid Mrs, Ross more eordially by far than
was her wont. ©I was just wondering

where I could find some patehes. Ispose
there’s enough of ’em in the house, but
T'm so tossed up I don’t know anything
this morning:”

« Just so,” returned Mrs. Albro cheer-
fullzs Do you know, I've sometimes
had' persons insist on helping me, and
with the kindest of intentions too, and
they would make me more work than
they did. 1 believe Ill pat new wrist-
bands on this one, wounldo’t you?”

%0 do just what you think best.
Sarah, you go and put up the curtains in
the square room

Sarah obeyed with alacrity. Somchow
half the bitterness of her degradation
seemed gone while she listened to Mrs.
Albro’s simple words. She was too
ghrewd to beo deceived. She knew very
well that Mrs. Albro understood fully the
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shameful cause of the sichkwess of which
che spoke with 8o much compassion;
«hut,” she said to herself, “she has too
much respect for ns to say anything about
it,” and with this thou ht came to the
poor child a feeling of & ‘respect as far

removed from her habitual boastin

vado as it was from the agonize

jation of an hour ag “T am s

aint to blame for father’s drinking,” went
on her soliloguy, *“and Mis, Albro don’t
act as if she despised us for it, and it T do
just as well as I can, perhaps follwont
think any worse of me for that.”

Comforting herself thus, the child ar-
ranged the room, brushed away dust and
a stray cobweb or two, then drew the
wooden rocking chair up to the table by
the window, and finally went and gath-
ered such green things ss she conld find
and placed them in a broken pitchier on
the window.

“Tyke a seat in the square room, do,
Mra. Albro,” said Mrs, Ross-when these
arrangements were completed. "Taint
quite so dirty there. . And Sarah, you get
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your little chair for Mrs, Albro’s foet. I
do wish T was worth a cricket.”

“( this answers every purpose,” re-
plied Mrs. Albro as she seated herself
where she was requested. “You have
got some very pretly leaves here, £ ‘nmh

“Wish I could have got some flowers,”
said Sarah smiling.

“ Flowers are getting very rare now.
I heard the girls mourning yesterday, that
even the asters and chrysanthemums were
nearly gone.”

«T mean to have a posy bed next year,”
said Sarah, quite forgetting her trouble.

Meanwhile poor Mr. Morris in the bed-
room was thinking of something very dif-
ferent from flowers. Dr. Wincliester had
directed that his patient should take a
sponge bath, and Mr. Morris had been
obeying his orders. Ie now stood near
the parlor door and made some jocose re-
marks about his patient.

Sarah’s excited feelings burst forth.
“ () dear!” she exclaimed passionately ;
«T wish T was dead, that’s what I do t”

“My poor child1” said Mrs. Albro, ex-
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tending her arms with such genuine
motherly tenderness of manner that Sarak
step] pe«l forward and allowed herself to be
enc d, “My poor child, you must
not allow yourself to speak or feel in that
manner. It is very displeasing to God.”

«T know it, but— O dear, what can 1
do?”

“Tdon’t think T guite get your mean-
ing, dear. 1 know yom are in Dbitter
trouble, but I don’t understand how you
feel.”

“ Why I feel shunwd to death!”

“Then you know

“Yes, yes! I know all about it. It's
um that has made father sick and crazy,
and every body despises us!”

“No, dear, that is not true; your poor
ather is blamed, of course, but he is also
deeply pitied,”

« Mr. Morris just made fun of him,”
said Sarah bitterly; “and you laughed
youself, you know you did !”

# My dear child, Mr. Morris is natur-
ally a very mirthful sort of man. He
finds something lndicrous nlmost overy-
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where, and he will have his joke. Bat
Mr. Morris has one of the kindest hearts,
and deeply pities your poor father. I
confess T smiled at his droll words, but
even at the same instant I felt almost
angry with him for saying them.”

“But don’t yon despise my father and
all of us?”

“No, my poor child. May God save
me from being so wicked.”

“T don’t see how yon ean help it,” said
Sarah perversely.

“ My child, I will tell you how I can
help it. It is by remembering constantly
that my conduet has been far more of-
fensiva to God than the condunct of yonr
poor father is to me.”

“Is that so ¥ cried Sarah, in unfeigned
amazement.

“Yes, my child. - Yon have very little
coneeption, none of us have, how entirely
pure and holy God is. The best and the
worst human beings are all alike, vile and
corrupt, except as, through the faith of
some in the bleod of our Saviour, Jesns
Christ, they are saved from their sins.”
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« 01 see!” cried Sarah eagerly. It
is because yon are a Ohristian that you
don’t dulnsu us 1" Then the half-forgot-
ten feelings of the evening before re-
turned to Sarah’s mind, “0, Mrs, Albro!?
she exclaimed, T tried to pray last night,
and I did think the Lord heard me, and
wonld help me, and take care of me,
But this morning when the trouble came
I forgot it—no, I didn’t really forget if,
but—"

# But you did not have so much faith
a8 you onght,” said Mrs. Albro, secing
that Sarah did not go on. “It was not
strange, but, my child, God is able to do
all things for yon. He will not scorn or

e you. He is all tenderness, all

v, all Jove. Thongh all the world
should ]mml at you in derision, he will
hold you in his arms, and smile upon yon,
if you \\'lll only trust in him.”

«(, Ms. Albro, I will trast him; I
ku(vw ||e is good 17

Mrs. Albro’s arms were clasped closer
abont the child she said, with tender
solemnity, “May the Lord help you to
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keep that resolution forever. May he
give you strength and courage, ac-
cording to the burden he has laid upon
you.”

Mrs. Ross now came in, and before her
hard cold face no more could be said on
the subject. After a while Mr. Morris
eame into the parlor, saying, “Well, I
guess 've done neighbor- Ross more good
than the doctor. He's as peaceable as a
lamb since I got done sponging on
him.”

T dare say you've made him cleaner'n
he’s been bofore this ten years!™ said
Mrs. Ross with a short laugh.

Mr. Morris grinned, and Saral’s face
orimsoned. She turned to Mrs. Albro
almost unconsciously, and received a kind,
encouraging look, that took away half the
pain after all. It was an hour or two be-
fore Mrs. Albro had another chance to
gpeak to her, and then it was only for two
or three minutes.

“ My dear ¢hild,” she said, *if T have
understood your feclings yon are sin
cerely wishing to be good.”
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« Well, T do, Mrs. Albro,” said Sarah
earnestly ; I don’t s'pose any body will
t, but it's so [”

“ Well, my dear, you understand, do
yon mot, that in order to do right wa
must carefully obey God ¥

«Yes, and 1 do mean to try, ouly I
don’t know very well what he wants me

to do.”

believe

« 1 will tell you, Sarah, one thing that
I am very sure he wants you to do. He
yants you to submit patiently and will
ingly to whatever he sees fit to lay upon
you. I can see that you are deepl
tified by—by some things in your family.
You feel rather bitterly—"

« Well, who wouldn't# interrupted
Sarsh hotly.

« Christ would not, my child. When
Jiewas here on earth he bore the sins and
the shame of the whole world. He was
ed, spit mpon, laughed at, and in-
sulted in slmost every way; but mo
impatient word ever passed his lips, no
bitter thought ever lived in his pure
heart. He bore the unutterable anguish

101"

moe
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le shame for him ¢

“ Why, I never thouglit of such a thing,

Mrs, Albro!

I was ing last night,

ne i Lo care ,’

“ My child, God does not desire you to

i
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harden your heart and become unfee
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wholly changed. Indeed, it seemed at
first that only one of God’s requirements
wae made known to her, namely, that she
shonld submit humbly and patiently to
the disgrace of her family. But it is one
of the great instances of the Divine wis-
dom and goodness that in the hearty ful-
fillment of almost any duty we are unex-
pectedly and almost unconseionsly led to
nnderstand and perform many more du-
ties. So it proved with Sarah.

It would make this chapter ¢nite too
long if 1 were to dwell on the events of
the day.

Mis. Albro staid until near night,
winning slowly upon M. Ross's
heart by her unaffected kindness and
delicacy.

Mire. Clifton came over in the afternoon
to offer the services of “some of our
boys” as watchers for the night. Mrs.
Albro grasped her hand and congratu-
lated her upon the blessed change in her
son William in & manner that bronght
tears to her eyes.

4 Yes, William is a changed boy, cer-
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tainly,” she said tremulously. “1 pray
that it may last.”
In a emall place like Deepwater a case
Jike that of Mr. Ross is a fearful novelty,
and the news flies apace. Good Mr.
Mansfield, in his evening prayer, made
earnest mention of his unhappy towns-
man, and the next morning, together with
his wife, rode over to visit the family:
Mrs. Ross received them with the most
frigid coldness, answered their kind in-
quiries in monosyllables, and would have
made no mention of her husband what-
ever if the doctor had not paid his visit
while they were there; as it was, she
merely admitted that Mr. Ross was sick,
in a manner so plainly indicating her
determination to maintain the strictest
yeserve, that Mr. Mansfield felt it im-
proper even to ask admission to tlie room.
Having made every suitable cffort to en-
gage Mrs. Ross in eonversation withount
success, he asked her if she was willing
he should pray.
“You can do just as you like,” she

replied.
8
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So Mr. Mansfield and his wife knelt in
that gloomy room to bring the case of the:
unhappy family before God. Mrs. Ross
sat bolt upright in her chair, and Savah,*
though she longed to take what she felt to
be the proper posture, was restrained by
the fear of her mother’s sneers.  The mine"
ister prayed, as was his wont, with tender
earnestness, and tears almost choked his
utterance as he commended the members
of the family individually to the merciful
care of God. The presence of her moth-
er made Sarah use évery possible self-re-
straint; but when, in the low and broken
tones of deep emotion, the pushor begg'ed"
“the waters of eternal life for the dear
spirit, we humbly trust, is al-

¥ .~.~.|” amen was said Mrs. Ross

scargely left a decent 1.of silence
before, in low but d'\sﬁ"gct ble tones,
she ordered Sarah ? e

and stay till she coul ersel

Mr. Munsfield heard dﬁMer with
ensiness, for he was nearly ready fo
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and of course wished to talk with Sarah
first. He waited, however, hoping that
she would soon return. But she did not
said :

me conversation

reappear, and at length 1

¢ Mrs. Ross, I had
with your danghter the evening before
last, and I thought 1 saw reason to hope
that her mind was impressed by religious
truth. I should be very glad, madam
you do’ not object, to conyerse with her
further.”

Mis. Ross’s face expressed astonishment,
butshemadenoreply. Shewent and called
‘Sarah, and then, instead of returning to the
parlor, busied herself in the kitchen.

By patient questions and kind assur-
ances Mr. and Mrs, Mansfield drew from
Sarah some expression of the feelings we
have seen, and they spoke many words of
loving counsel and sympathy. = Mrs.
Mansfield gave her a little morocco cov-
eréll testament* and asked her to come
to the Sabbath-school, and finally left her
with her heart greatly strengthened for
#he weary work before her.

* Soo Frontispicoe,
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CHAPTER V.
MRS. ROSS BREAKS HER ARM.

Ir was nearly two weeks before Mr
Ross was able to leave his bed for any =
length of time. The violence of his dig-
order abated, and his reason returied in &
fow days it is true, but his whole system
was poisoned and enfeebled, and never in
her whole life will Sarah forget hearing the
doetor tell a neighbor, in answer to some’
question, that he was afraid Mr. Ross was
going into a kind of rum consumption.
She had to go up stairs and kneel by her
little bed a long time before the burning
blood of shame would leave her cheek.

The people of the Clifton district were
almost all good neighbors, but there was
one who, in attention to the Ross family
in their trouble, outdid all the rest, and:
that one was William Clifton. It is vemy
possible that he felt a tenderer pity
the family than he would have felt if
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had not been the unlucky instrument of
bringing npon them a heavy sorrow, and
a satisfaction, on that account, in doing
what he could to comfort them. But I
think, after all, he did his humane work
more from his new-born love to God, and
consequent good-will to even the meanest
of God’s creatures, than for his own peace
of mind.

e it was who made the circnit of the
district one frosty morning, informing all
able-bodied men that they were ‘hereby
instrocted and warned to muster, armed,
equipped, and provisioned, on a certain
field described, to take, at the edge of the
hoe, certain potatoes detained for an un-
reasonable and illegal length of time in
M. Ross’s field.,” He it was who, almost
wholly unaided, honsed and husked Mr.
Ross’s corn; he that looked after the cat-
tle and sheep, mended fences, and sawed
firewood, Mrs. Ross had always been ex-
tremely jealous and envious of the Cliftons.
They were the wealthiest family in the
neighborhood, and the bitter things she had
said about their fine place, their spirited
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horses, their carriage, and their handsome
furniture wonld make a good-sized' book:
But William’s Christianlike conduet won'
at last upon her churlish heart, and she
was heard to say that sheé hoped she should
“live to sec that boy come to the zood
luck he deserved ;” and at another time,
“that if it was his religion that made him
do as he did she wished, in all conseience,
everybody had religion.” Nor did she
hesitate to tell her hushand that it was
many a year since his fall work had been
done so promptly and well.

And yet, solid as were the benefits the
young man conferred, they were very
trifling compared with the one great
benefit which he labored and prayed to
have bestowed on his poor neighbom:
As soon a8 Mr. Ross was able to be out
of doors, William, to use his own some-
what vulgar expression, went at him
“like a thousand of briek,” to persnade
him to sign a pledge of fotal abstinenge
from all intoxicating drinks, Now, I
suppose that if ever, under any as yet un-"
thought-of combination of circumstanees,
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# thousand of brick should go at any body
it wonld go with a good deal of foree, but
there, I thiuk, the parallel ends. William
used the most foreible argnments he could
command, but he also made use of kind,
even affectionate entreaty. Mr. Ross
listened to him attentively. The poor
man felt his degradation bitterly, and dur-
ing the weary days of his convalescence'
he had made many silent resolutions that
he would never be caught in that scrape
again. This he freely said to William,
and was ready to make any number of
pledges of moderation, but persistently
declined to go further. William reasoned
and pleaded. He appealed to his self-
respect, to his regard for the respect of
the community, and, finally, to his feel-
ings as a husband gnd father.

At this stage & Ross suddenly cutr

the argument off by saying,

“ Look here,goung man, yow're talking
now about what you don’t know nothing
at all about; just you wait till you have
a family of your own, and if you come to
be gituated just as I be, you see if you




92 SARAH'S HOME.

don’t want drink or something else to hslp
you along.”

After that, for a considerable time, ﬁ:q
unhappy man avoided resolutely all con- "
versation on the subject.

And how was it meanwhile with Smh'. |
Well, the poor child was struggling on
against much discouragement and in thq
midst of much darkness, but struggling
still, trying earnestly still to do and bear
what God required of her, so far as she 5
understood it. She saw as much of Mrs.
Albro and Lena as she could, but this was
not very much, for she had a good deal
of work to do, and she did not dare to
shirk as she had formerly done. Many
and precious, however, were the lessons
she learned of them; for scarcely ever
did she meet them wi:gmt finding herself
roused to combat so® new fanlt. Al
who went to the house or met her elses
where noticed, with plegsure, her im-
proved . conduet; but tr hardbound
mother seldom gave her an approving
word. I am very much afraid T shall
accused of gerating the characterof

'Bi
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this woman, for surely but few of my
readers have ever met a person whose
mental and moral nature was so wholly
embittered, whose heart was so dead to
the sweet emotions of love and kindness,
It had not always been so, At her mar-
riage, Mrs. Ross’s heart was compara-
tively ténder, and she had, I think, a de-
s @ree of real love for her husband ; but the
'M‘n pride against which we haye
seenSarah contending had been the
demon of her life, and instead of recéig-
nizing it as such, and combating itac-
cordingly, she had boasted of and nursed
it a8 a virtue. v
When Peter Ross began to drink ardent
spirits, which was soon after his marriage,
his wife felt bitterly his neglect of her
and his disregard of her feelings; but she
would not hamblderself o far as to ask
him to do what he clearly ought to have
done voluntarily and for her sake. She
never had courted his attentions, and she
guessed she shouldu’t begin now. If
he didn’t care enough for her to spend
his evenings at home he might go
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and be hanged; she would not inter-
fere. .
So she said, and so her strong will
helped her to continue; but God alone
knows the agonies of that prond heart as
it strnggled on its mistaken way, cnmhing,
pressing, murdering every sweet womanly
instinet, driving the juggernant of pride
over liying, quivering heart-strings, be-
canse their throbbings were nmlltllﬁ;
neglected. But the work was done now.
May 1 be forgiven if I judge harshly, but
it seemed so. It secemed that the sweef
wine of pure and lovely womanhood was
turned hopelessly to zull and vinegar, the
flowers all dead, and the heart given up
for a den for cold, railing, venomous ser-
pents. May God save you and I, dear
reader, from being the sulject or the
canse of a ruin like th

Between two and three weeks after
Mr. Ross got about the meighbors were
almost dismayed to learn that Mrs. Ross
Lad, by an unlucky fall, broken her right
arm.

Mr. Morris told his wife he thanked
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his stars it was the women that would be
wanted up there now. For his part he
had been hunting for something to per-
fume his clothes with ever since he was
there.

Mrs. Morris reproved liim, mot so
sharply, however, as she might have done
if she had not known he would be among
the first to respond to any call of real want
wherever it came from; and only waiting
to look up two or three ittle things she
thought might be needed, proceeded di-
reetly to the house of her afflicted neigh-
bors.

“Well really, Mrs. Albro,” she ex-
claimed as she entered the kitchen, * there
is no hope of getting the start of you
when anybody is in trouble. I thonght
surely I should be first this time.”

T have only been here a little while,”
said Mrs. Albro.

“Flas the doetor been here #”

“Yes: and refused to touch it. He
gays he is afraid it is a very bad break,
and advised them to send to E. for a
surgeon.”
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%0 dear! Well, have they sent?”

“Yes; our man has gone. Will you
go in the bedroom and see her "

Mrs. Morris warmed her hands at the
stove a moment, and then both ladies re-
paired to the bedside. '

“Well, it does scem as if I should die,?
gaid the sufferer, in reply to an inquiry
from Mrs. Morris.

“The agony must be terrible, I know,?
said Mrs. Albro tenderly ; “but we hope
you will soon be relieved.”

“Soon! It’s every step of ten miles,” .

“Yes; but Nelly Bly is very fleet, you
know.”

Mrs. Ross groaned, and then after &
short silence burst out angrily, “1 declare
1 should think Doctor Winchester would
be ashamed of himself. If I was a doctor
and didn’t know enongh to set a broken
bone I'd shut up shop and not impose on
folks.”

It was of no use to tell Mrs. Ross that
Deepwater did not afford sargical practice
enongh to give a medical man experience
and confidence sufficient to warrant him
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in undertaking a severe injury; so she
grambled on uninterrnpted until Sarah
came into the room and changed the cur-
rent of her thoughts by asking directions
about the work.

Tt would be a weary task te rchearse all
the harsh, fretful, complaining words with
which the poor woman embittered her
own distress and vexed the kind hearts of
her attendants during the time that neces-
sarily passed before the surgeon could
arrive, and [ am glad that it is not neces-
sary. When Dr. Adams arrived he im-
mediately confirmed Dr. Winchester's
opinion as to the seriousness of the injury,
and enjoined much more quict than a
broken arm usmally requires.

Well would it have been for poor Mrs.
Ross if she had obeyed him; but no sooner
was her pain somewhat relieved by the
needful adjustments than she insisted on
rising from her bed to look after her work.
Mrs. Albro and Mrs. Morris reasoned and
expostulated in vain, and Sarah promised
her most faithful service with no better
success. Mrs. Ross said he should not
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hart herself. Sarah could do, ouly she
wanted somebody at her heels to watch
her and tell her every minute. Murs,
Morris grew disgusted with her obstinacy
and went home. Mrs. Albro persisted in
staying until the next morning, but by
that time she was convinced that no ona
could be of any service to the misguided
woman, and she too went home and told
her hnshand she really feared Mrs. Ross

would kill herself. 4
The week following was a trying one
toSarah. Of course almost all the work
came upon her, and the burden was far
too heavy for her young shoulders. Muely
of the work she was quite unaccustomed
to, and although she tried faithfully she
* irritated her mother fearfully by her awk-
wardness, It was, “ Well, I do declare, T
believe 1 econld work that butter better
with my feet than you do with yonr
hands ;” and, * Now dow’t for conscience®
sake put your head into that dough, pretty
much all the rest of you is there a’ready ;7
and, ¢ O for pity’s sake, yon good-for-noth-
ing little torment! here’s this lard tub
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wide open and a mouse in it." Amd so
on from morning till night.

Sarah tried to bear it patiéntly; she
tried to crush down the angry spirit in
her heart; she tried fo restrain her lips
from bitter replies ; hut it was only a part
of the time that she was suécessful. 1do
not wonder at this, The force of labit
alone wounld have been very strong, and
we kndw that very many of her habits
were nnlovely, unkind, uncivil. But you
will see at once that she had also fierce
temptation to contend with. Her sense
of justice was outraged almost every half
lmﬂ in the day. She knew right well
that she did not deserve the ernal taunts
and threats, the insulting epithets and
bitter censure her mother constantly be-
stowed. She knew that she tried hard to
do what her mother wished quickly and
well, and that nearly all her failures were
the result of ignorance or inexperience,
for which she was not blameworthy. O
no, I cannot wonder that ficree anger
often flamed up into her eyes, or that un-
filial words leaped burning from her lips.
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But P will tell you what T do wonder at.
I wonder, I must ever wonder and ad-
mire, at the loving patience of the gra-
cions Saviour, who kept her from giving
up in despair under her many discourage-
ments. T wonder at the long-suffering of
the blessed Spirit who lingered about her, =
helping her infirmities, helping her in the
morning to take up her heavy burden and
arm herself for another day’s battle, help-
ing her through the day, enabling her to
keep down part of the sinful inclinations
of her heart; and, above all, helping her
at night to confess, with penitent tgars,
the sins of the day and pray for pardon
and peace. |
I found it very difficult to form an ade-
quate idea of the state of Saral’s mind at
the time, and T find it still more difienlt
now to impart the ideas that I did form
satisfactorily to my readers. Perhaps I
cannot do better than to say that her in-
terior being was something like a very
filthy and every way miserable hovel,
which some one had just undertaken to
cleanse, furnigh, and fit up for the dwelling-
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place of some person of wealth, refine-
ment, and purity of taste. There was a
little onslaught made upon the dirt, the
rubbish, the cobwebs, and a few choice
articles had been brought in, making &
strange, incongruous mixture, at which
one looked in doubt and perplexity, and
with almost equally mingled lLope and
fear. »

For nearly two weeks Mrs. Ross per-
sisted in her dangerous course, her arm
gotting daily more fearfully purple and
swollen, until from wrist to shoulder it
was one blotch of terrible inflammation.
Her neighbors warned and entreated her
in vain; but not until the pain became
quite insupportable would she consent to
let Dr. Adams be called again, or even to
allow herself anything like sufficient rest,
‘When at last the surgeon did see her he
almost instantly informed her that imme-
diate amputation was her only chance,
and got for his pains a volley of coarse
abuse, and an intimation that he had bet-
ter not keep his horse standing too long at
the gate.

7
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Of course Dr. Adams could not enforce
Lis orders, and three days more passed.
At the end of that time, groaning and
swearing, the poor woman submitted fo
the knife; but it was too late. The arm
was amputated at the shoulder; but Mrs)
TRoss had a taint of scrofula in her blood,
which had taken advantage of this long
aggravated injury, and now the angry
humor blazed up to her very neck, and
Dr. Adams had very little hope that the
wound he had been forced to make would
ever heal. :

Now,indeed, Mrs. Ross was effectually
laid aside ; and let us not blame Sarah too
much that, for a moment, she exulted in
the prospect of doing as she liked and no-
body to find fault.

«() dear, now, that’s just as I used to
foel before—before I tried to be good,” she:
added upon second thought. “1 wonk
take any advantage, though; Tl let moth=
er know everything, and Tl do just !
near what she wants as I can.”

Hired help for Mrs. Ross was out
the question, for two substantial reasons:
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First, Mrs. Ross was really too poor to
pay & girl ; and, second, no girl in Deep-
water wounld have consented, for any
pay, to stay there. The neighbors all
understood this, and for many weary
weeks kind-hearted women took turns in
attending to such of Mis. Ross’s daily
wants as could not be trusted with Sarah.
As for Sarah, every body agreed that it
did beat all how capable and faithful she
proved herself” She met with many mis-
haps and failures, it is trne. Her bread
soured, and her pies got burnt now and
then ; but as a whole she certamly got on
well. At first she conscientiously carried
everything she spoiled to her mother,
and received even bitterer, angrier scold-
ings than ever; but one day she happened
to be in the bed-room with the fragments
of a broken platter in”her hands when
Dr. Adams came.

“In a rage, hey ?’ said he, taking bhis
patient by the wrist and pulling out his
watch, “Well, Mrs. Ross, it is a great
pity that dish is broken, and undonbted-
ly miss there ought to be hung; but,
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madam, don’t you find it tivesome lyin|
here 27 R
# Yes, it’s enough to kill anybody.”

s And I g'pose [ should get something
quite different from a blessing if T should
tell you yon wonld have to lie here the
rest of your life.”

%0 dear!” groaned Mrs. Ross pitifally.

T don’t want to scare you, poor wos
man,” said the doctor, changing his tone,
«bnt there is one solemn fact that I feel
bound to tell you. Every paroxysm of
anger in which you indulge, heating and
exciting your whole system, aggravates
your disease, and, now mark me, it is but
a precious little more aggravation it'll
bear before itll carry you to a place
where yon wont want any platters a
way !”

At this Sarah began to ery. )

% () don't fret, child,” said the doctor
kindly ; “yow're doing the very best you
can, I sce plainly ; but when you break
other dish, or do any other mischief, don't
you feteh it, or any account of it, into this
room. If your conscience troubles y 1,




MRS, ROSS BREAKS WER ARM., 105

tell your father; but as you value your
mother’s life don’t let anything come to
her knowledge that will throw her into a
passion. Will yon promise, child ¢

Sarah looked hesitatingly at her moth-
er. 4

« It's a pity I wasn't out of the way and
done with it,” said Mrs. Ross sullenly.
«“wWell, well, it’s no odds to me what you
do.”

And so it was settled from that time
forth. Mrs, Ross asked no guestions ; in
fact she seldom spoke at all, except to
make known her wants. She seemed
sullenly resentful of what she called her
crucl fate, and indifferent to all else.

To Sarah the change could not be other-
wise than # happy one. At first she
missed her accustomed scoldings almost
as much as she would have missed her
dinners; but almost before she was aware
of it, her temper had improved a hun-
dred per cent. Her father rarely scolded ;
never, in fact, except when he had been
drinking, and no one knew that Peter
Ross had touched the poisonous cup since
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his illness. He was but little in the house,
indeed, since the doctor’s stern ediet.
Sarah’s intercourse with both her parents
was almost wholly confined to a few nee-
essary questions and as many brief an-
swers, It was a sadly lonely life, espee-
ially after the visits of the neighbors be-
came less frequent. But, though father
and mother had in a manner forsaken her,
the Lord had taken her up, and the child
had sweet seasons of rejoicing in view of
this comforting fact.

Good Mr. Mansfield rode over as often
as he could, and always left her feeling
better and stronger. Mrs. Albro spent
whole days at the house after the other
neighbors considered themselves under no
further obligation, ministering tenderly
to the comfort of the invalid, and patiently
initiating Sarah into the mysteries of the
culinary art. Susie and Lena came oe¢-
casionally too, and so also did Laura Olif-
ton and Juliana Morris; but Sarah had
no time to play with them, and their visits
were generally very short, at least all of
them except Lena’s. She, sweet child,
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always staid as long as she conld; and
though she seldom ventured a word of
counsel on her own responsibility, she
geldom failed to utter some precions-and
pertinent truth, prefaced by ¢ Mother
says,” or “I heard Mr. Maunstield say,”
or “ My Sabbath-school feacher thinks,”
and Sarah grew to love her far more
dearly than she had ever loved any being
on earth before. Still there were many
long lonely days in which Sarah had no
companionship, save her work and her
thoughts, and she often found herself
wondering how she could live if she had
no more to comfort her than she had had
a few months ago. Then she wondered
“how her poor mother lived, in all her
great misery, with no hopeful trust in
God, no love for the sweet words of his
holy book. From this thonght there
sprang & pitiful tenderness of feeling
that gradually communicated itself to her
manner, and by the time the snow of win-
ter surrounded her home the neighbors
began to say Sarah Ross seemed really
another child.
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CHAPTER VI.
SARAH'S LESSONS IN WELL-DOING.

Or course our young friend’s religious
hopes and feelings were known and spoken
of among those who wished her well.
One day, in early winter, Mrs. COlifton
went to the house, and spent the day cus-
ting and preparing such needful winter
garments as Mrs. Ross had been able to
procure cloth for, carried them home at
night, and sent next day for all the women
within a radivs of three miles to help her
do the requisite sewing.

Now, I don’t know how to account for
it, but 1 do really believe that ladies who
eschew scandal everywhere else will talk
it at a sewing circle; and I have come to
feel that it is a place where one peculiarly
needs to watch and pray. Certainly the
ladies of Deepwater were not, as a usual
thing, very censorious; but that day they
did speak some awfully severe truths
abont poor M. Ross. Just as M.
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Smith was affirming that she should ex-

peet her' husband wonld ¥ carry on#

worse than Mr. Ross if she acted like

Mrs. Ross, William Clifton came into the#

parlor and diverted the conversation from
its mischievous channel by begging lond-
Iy for a needle, and declaring he conld
sew like a Grover and Baker! He was
speedily supplied with work, and then he
wanted his needle threaded and the bees-
wax brought, and a cricket for his feet,
and somebody to fan him. At last, that
is, after having taken eight or ten remark-
able-looking stitches, he intimated that he
should not feel able to do much morenn-
,less he could have a cup of tea to quiet
his nerves and brace him up a little. At
this somebody ventured to insinuate that
it might be nearly as much work to wait
on him as to do the sewing, whereupon
he went off in an apparently great rage,
protesting he would go somewhere where
his genins would be appreciated. He did
go, and presently reappeared with a great
tray, full of rosy apples and nicely-
eracked hickory nuts.
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But, though there was in William Clif- E
ton, as his mother sometimes half impa-
tiently told him, play enongh for six
bays, there was gober, earnest thoughtful-
ness enough also for at least one noble
fellow. That evening, after nearly all
the family were in bed, he spoke out sud-
denly: “Mother, I believe there was
more truth than good-nature in what
some of the ladies said to-day.”

« About what, William ¢’

« About Mrs. Ross.”

0 well, T don't think we shall make
her any better by talking about her,” said
Mrs. Clifton.

I know  but, mother, Ross said some-
thing to me once that made me think if =
he had a pleasant family perhaps he
wonld try to reform.”

 Perhaps; but—well, T liaven’t any
patience with a man that makes a beast
of himself just because he has an un-
happy home.”

& Mother, you don’t know a man’s
temptations.”

« Well, do you ¢ eaid Mrs. Clifton half
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smiling, and thinking rather sadly what
a little while it seemed since she pressed
the first kiss upon the lips that now talked
of the temptations of a man.

& Yes, some of them even now, mother.
And, mother,” said the young man rising
and speaking with almost vehement earn-
estness, *if yon had not done a hundred
thousand things—"

« Hasn’t one of my boys been promis-
ing to leave off speaking extravagantly #”
said Mre, Olifton kindly.

% Yes; but, reslly and traly, T don’t
call that extravagant. T do positively
believe yon have done a hundred thou-
sand things that Mrs. Ross never thought
of doing, not to mention the thousands of
mischievous things you have left undone,
to make your home a pleasant one. And,
mother, if you hadn’t done these things,
and if we had had no dear old grand-
mother, no kind Aunt Susan, no little pet
of a sister, your boys never would have
been—the respectable fellows that they
are, if I do say. it.”

“The eredit, the honor, the blessing
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they are,” said Mrs. Clifton feelingly, all
the woman in Lier heart ronsed and quick=
ened by her son’s filial words. “ Well, T
am sure I am sorry for Mr. Ross, and for
all of them; but I don’t know what we
can do more than we are doing.”

There was a silence, and then William
began again. “They do say that Sarah
is wonderfully improved.”

«It%s perfectly astonishing,” rejoined
his mother; *I never saw such a change
in a child in my life.”

“ And her mother is pretty much out
of the way, aint she ¥

“Yes; the poor creature don't get ont
of her room, and I am afraid never
will.”

“1t is very sad, of course; but—well,
it’s an ill wind that blows good to nobody.
That little girl must have things pretty
much to herself now ; and, mother, how
do you know but what, if she had some-
body to put her up to it, and teach her,
and help her, she conld make her father
comfortable, and flatter him, and get him
to quit drinking £

]
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“Why, William, one would suppose
Peter Ross was your brother!”

« And isn’t he, in one sense? Say,
mother, yon and Mrs. Albro just put your
heads together and see what you can do!”

M:i. Qlifton, thongh really a benevo-
lent woman, was not of a very hopeful
turn of mind, and she regarded William’s
plan as a rather visionary one. Such a man
as Peter Ross would never be turned from
his_evil ways by anything that a child
could do: but then William, dear boy,
was so much in earnest about it that she
must, at least, speak to Mrs. Albro on
the subject. So when she found time she
rode over to the white cottage, and told
her friend what William had said. Mprs,
Albro approved the plan entively. Tt
could certainly do no harm, and it might
do great good. She would speak to Sarah
at the first opportunity, ete. Susie and
Lena were in the parlor while this con-
versation was going on, and Lena's eager
ears drank in every word, her eyes spark-
ling and her cheeks ablaze. Her mother
smiled and nodded to her sympathetically
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several times, and at length said, “There's
a missionary for us. Lena is a very en-
thusiastic friend of Sarah’s.”

«And very likely she would be the
best one to speak to her. Suppose you
try it, dear.” '

«( might I?" cried Lena eagerly.
«T am sure I conld persnade her to try.”

“No doubt Sarah will be easily per-
guaded,” said Mrs. Albro. “The diffi-
culty will be for her to know how to go
to work to persuade her father.”

“ O T think she could!” said Lena earn-
estly.

« Well, dear, what advice wonld you
give her?” asked Mrs. Clifion, putting
her arm round the little girl, as in her
eagerness she came close to where the
ladies sat.

«0 I would tell her to make every
thing nice for him, and coax him, and
read stories for him, and—and—" Lena
stopped, blushing deeply.

“Well, go on, my child,” said her
mother.

 And pray for him,” whispered Lena.
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« Ah, we can all do that,” said Mrs.
QOlifton.

« And let us do so,” added Mis. Albro.
 But what say yon, Mrs. Olifton, shall
we let this zealous little reformer go and
see Sarah first?”

« Qertainly, and I am sure Susie will
have a share in it too,” said Mrs. Clifton,
noticing Susie’s blank look. “Tll tell
Lanra about it, and we will have a little
girlg’ missionary society.”

% Only we wont call it 50,” said Lena
smiling.

“ Why not, pray ¥

“(Q because Mr. Ross’s folks wouldn’s
want to play heathen.”

¢ A, our cause is in good hands, 1 see,”
gaid Mrs. Clifton; and Mrs, Albro, can
we wonder? looked just a little bit
proud.

The next morning, when Susie and Lena
were getting off to school, Lena asked her
mother if they might get excused as soon
as their lessons for the day were finished.

% Yes, dear,” said Mrs. Albro smiling.

“ And may we go—"
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% Just anywhere you like,” said the
mother, without waiting for the question
to be completed, and wearing a very
knowing look.

“ And stay—" \

¢ Until somebody comes after you with

the sleigh. I foresaw your request, and ;
asked your father about it.” i

“ Dear mother !” 1

« And, children,” added Mis. Albro; =
¢ if there should be anything left of your '
dinner you had better take it along.”

“ Well I faney there will be if we are {
to carry that great basket load ; what is 8 .
it anyway 8’ i

“0 buns, and biscnits, and cookies.
We can’t expect Sarah to be a very nice
cook yet, though I am sure she does very
well considering her chances, and I
thought perhaps they would like a taste of
something different.”

So the children trudged away to school,
tugging the heavy basket between them,
and promising themselves that they would
study so hard that they could get dis-
missed by two o’clock.
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Sarah was very glad to see them, She
was ironing, but she folded her blanket
immediately and began taking the irons
from the fire.

Now, ironing was Susie’s speciality in
the way of house-work. To be sure, if I
had N. P. Willig's shirts to get up T
should not think of getting her to help
me; but she was a very good plain iron-
er nevertheless, and she prided herself
upon it not a little.

*Don’t take the irons away, Sarah,”
she cried; “finish ironing, and let me
help you.”

“Visitors shonldn’t work,” said Sarah
smiling.

“ 0 yes; come, now, let’s play keeping
house; you be mistress, and we'll be the
servants, or daughters, or what you like.”

“Danghters, then,” said Sarah, rear-
ranging her blanket. This ironing had
ought to be done, fact.”

“ How many irons have you got1”

[ l‘VUur.”

“O good; you are better off than we,
for we haven’t got but three. Now, you

8
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make a rousing fire and they will heat
ep us both

work.”
o to dof?
ut. SOE

fast enough to k
« And can't 1 have anyt

said Lena, ]qmumdingj to |

know what I'll do.”

ghe opened the basket they

had brought and then ran into the pantry
for a plate, whick b she filled with a bisenit,
a bun, and a slice or two of tongne.

« There, now, I'm going to earry these
to your mothe and see if I can’t tempt
her to eat. Mrs. Clifton told nm'?u'r her

llmlw «Ix«-ml!u ly
s \h' “] can’t
hardly fix anything ghe'll tonch. Bat

appetite ¥
“() dear, yes

o withont she

wait, she never
has some tea with it. Tl go and ask
her.”

“ ‘J\v
Susie patroni:

y here, chilc interposed

rly, “you just make the
tea and not say a word to her about it.
When father was getting better of the bil-
jons fever he had a dreadfal poor appe-
tite. and all the way mother could make
him eat anything was to sarprise him
with something he hadn’t seen, nor smelty
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nor thought of. If she asked him before.
hand he was just sure to say, ‘I guess
not, my dear;’ when if she fixed it and
carried it to him, he’d just smile and take
the spoon and eat.”

Sarah hesitated a little, but finally con-
sented to take Susie’s advice. The ten
was prepared, and, as there was no snch
thing as a tray in the house, Sarah fol-
lowed Lena into the bedroom with the
cup in her hands.

Poor Mrs. Ross was feeling worse than
usnal, both in body and mind. At an-
other time I am sure she wonld not have
been so ungrateful; but now, as the loath
ing which sick persons often fael at the
sight of food came over her, she said, “ 0O
dear, child, do carry that vietuals out of
my sight; Pm just as much obliged to
you as though I took it, but I can’t eat.?

%0, mother, do,” pleaded Sarah, stop-
ping forward with her tedy #I'm sure yon
need something.”

“You've been making tea to waste,
have you? Now carry it out straight, and
when I want tea Tll lot you know.”
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Lena retreated in dismay, and Sarah
followed, shut the door, and burst, T am
gorry to say, into & passion of angry |
tears.
"

% There!” she exclaimed, it aint the
least nse that ever was to try. rd do
anything in the world to please her, but
I can’t, and I'm clear discoura ed.”

«() well, sick people are always cross,”
said

«

usie cheerfully.
It aint that,” replied Sarah. “She aint
any crosser than she always was. No-
body ever did please her, or ever can, or
ever will. O dear, dear, dear!”
«Sarah, Sarah 1" expostulated Lena. |
« (O dear, I know I'm awful wicked; I
thought I never wonld get mad at her
again, and here I am, and for just nothing
at all too. O, Lena, I never ghall be
ood 1"
~ “There, there, don’t ery,” said Susie,
¢oming up and putting her arm around
Sarah, “ Yonare just like me; Iflyin a
passion at things that wouldn’t disturb
Tena a bit, and then I feel so sorry and
ashamed.”
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“Yes,” said Lena; “and mother says—"

“ Stop, let me tell. Mother says I aint
so very much worse than Lena after all,
if I only try as hard as I ean to govern
my temper.”

“O I do try, I widll try,” sobbed Sarah ;
and then she went back into the bedroom
and asked, in her kindest tone, “ Mother,
can’t you think of something I can do for
yout
No; just go ont and keep still, for I

get a little sleep if it’s a possible




122 BARAH'S HOME, .

CHAPTER VIL
SARAH'S TEA- PARTY.

e-entered the kitchen she

Wuex Sarah
found her two visitors whispering together
stly. Th

and Susie resumed he

Very earr sy stopped as she ap-

]n]'uunl\\n ironing,

to Lena, who pres-

13
®

her confused manner,

to spe ak.,
“ Now, Sarah, I'm g

ant you should

gomething, and—and I w
promise not to get
“Well, I wont.”

“ Well—why—you see—O, Sarah, youn

vexed.

wont be mad, will you?”

& No, certain; out with it.”

«“aint anything but what you know.
I’s about your father,”

« (), about his drinking,” said Sarah,
eddening ; “well, I am sure I ecan’t
ielp it.”

o

“You aren’t angry, Sarah ¥
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“No, no; but what's the use talking of
it? T'm sure I feel as bad as ever I can
about it.”

“I don’t want you to feel bad, but—0,
Susie, do help me.”

“Well, I guess I'd better, for you never
will tell anything at this rate. Of course
you've got too much sense to get mad,
Sarah, so I'm coming right out with it.
Mrs, Clifton was at ourhonse yesterday,
and she and mother spoke abont your
father’s drinking rum, and they said just
what you know very well yourself, that
your poor mother hasn’t made his home
very pleasant for him.”

“Well, T know it,” sighed Sarah 3 *but
she can’t do anything now, and I don't
see as it's any use to bring up what's
past and gone now.”

“No; but that isn’t all they said.
They said that everything is in your
charge now, and youn could do what you
liked, and may be—there, Lena, I've got
you by the lions now, haven't I

“ Yes, and I wish I had half your cour-
age,” said Lena, kissing her sister. “You
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see, Sarah, they thonght that if you should
try every way to please your father, and
make everything nice for him, and amnse
him, may be you could coax him to leave
off drinking rum.”

“TI've thonght of that very thing my

“own self!” eried Sarah, her eyes and

cheeks growing bright with excitement;
“and I've tried as well as 1 could, but
there don’t seem to be much that I can
do toward it.”

“0 I'm sure there's a great deal you
could do,” said Lena earnestly.

“ Well, what #”’ asked Sarah.

“0, do everything he wants done,”
said Susie.

“ And do everything in a real pleasant
way, just as if you felt happy to do it,”
said Lena. “ Mother says there is often
more in the manner of doing things than
in the things themselves.”

“ But father don’t scarcely ever want
anything.”

“ Don’t want anything ¥

“Well, he don’t tell of it if he does,
He never talks to me hardly a bit.”
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“Don’t talk to you!” eried Susie;
“why, I never heard of such a thing in
my life! If my father didn’t talk to me
I should pull him all to pieces.”
¥ “0 no,” said Lena; “Dbut we should
climb on his knee and coax him.”
#“QOlimb on "his knee!” said Sarah,
langhing rather derisively. “I haven't
done such a thing since I was a baby.”
‘ “We do, then,” said Susie; “and if
[ father is ever so mueh worried about the
" farm work or anything, we can always
[ make him forget about it.”
| “0, well, I couldn’t do any such thing;
and it wouldn’t suit my father, either.”
“Perhaps not,” said Lena gently;
“but T am sure he would like to have
you talk to him and be company for
him.”
“And fix nice things for him to eat,”
said Susie.
“ And read to him.”
“ And get him to tell you stories.”
“ And do a hundred things that nobody
can tell you or think of till the minute to
do them comes.”
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“0Q girls, I don’t know what I can do,
but I will try,” said Sarah fervently.

% And everybody will help youn,” said
Susie. “All the neighbors are anxious ¢
to have him do well, and they will help
him and encourage him.” |

% And they will all pray for him and
for you,” whispered Lena.

Winter afternoons are short, and there
was but little more chanc

for conversa-

tion before Saral thought it tin
stting supper. This she did as nicely as

o to begin

she could, her young visitors helping and
chattering all the while. When all was

rendy she went and called her father,
who had all the afternoon been thrashing
in the barn. Mr. Ross came in, but as
goon ns he saw his daughter’s visitors he
went into the wood-shed and began cut-
ting up a large stick «
“ Aren’t you ready, father ?” asked Sa-
rah, following him. J
“ Yes, pretty soon. Go along and eat
your supper, and don’t wait for me.”
The truth was, Mr. Ross felt his degra-

wood.

dation, and was abashed in the presence
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of the innocent children of his upright
neighbor. If they had understood his
feelings they might not have had the bold,
p childlike confidence with which, as it was,
‘ they acted.

Sarah had baked pancakes, that being
the kind of cookery in which she usually
succeeded best, and this time they turned
out admirably. Even the first one slip-
ped off the pan as nicely as if it was not
a peculiar trick of first pancakes to persist
obstinately in leaving the pan only by
fragments, and all its successors followed
its example by behaving themselves with
great propriety.

“What a lovely brown they are,” eried
Susie, “and so light and nice looking!
Now, Sarah, don’t you let a knife touch
them till your father sees them,”

O he wont come till he’s ready,” said
Sarah. “We may as well sit down be-
fore they’re cold.”

1 “What's he doing so very important, I
wonder; I'm going to see.”™ And to
Sarab’s utter amazement Susie ran out
into the shed. “0, Mr. Ross, can’t that
L

*h
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log wait  Sarah has made the most splen-
did pancakes you ever saw, and they’ll be
all spoiled.”

“@Go and eat ’em, then,” said Peter

 Dear, don’t you think we know better
manners than that? And besides, Sarah
has taken so much pains, and she’ll feel
real bad if you don’t see how nice she has
done.”

There was no reply, and Susie lingered,
busying herself by tearing great flitches
of bark from some white birch logs.

« Run along, little girl,” said Mr. Ross
at length, *“ Pm afeard some o’ these chips
will fly in your eyes.”

Mind, young reader, I don’t guite re-
commend Susie’s conduet as a pattern. 1
think she was a little too bold, though I
am sure she did not mean to be saucy.

% No, sir,” said she, “ I'm going to stay
here till you goin with me, and if you have
a mind to put my eyes out with your chips,
and have me grow up a blind beggar wo-
man, leading a dog by a string, you
can.’
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Mr. Rass laughed, but kept on chopping,
and only said, “Get yourself into the
house, child.”

Mzr. Ross watched her for a minute or
two, & smile breaking slowly over his
coarse face the while, and then threw
down his ax, saying, “Well, well, Pll
knock under;” and, half embarrassed,
and more than half amnsed, he fol-
lowed the merry little creature into the
house.

To the table? Not yot & while.
Dirty, miserable drunkard as he was,
Peter Ross was not quite lost to all sense
of decency yet; and though years had
passed since he had shown anybody such
an attention before, he washed and combed
himself, changed his begrimed shirt for a
clean one, and put on his best coat cre
he approached the table. Sarah looked
on in silent amazement, and in that hour
the first glimmering perception of what a
pleasant home might do for her degraded
father dawned upon her mind. At supper
Susie and Lena chattered away s freely
and merrily as they would have done in
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the presence of their own genial and dear-
ly loved father. Susie pressed the pan-
cakes upon Mr. Ross’s natice, and finally
won him to say that Sarah was ¢ quite a <

gmart little housekeeper.”

« ] guess she ig,” pursued Susie warm-
ly. “Why, father would be everso proud
if Lena and I could cook so nicely,
wouldn’t he, Ler

Lena didn’t quite think he would be
proud, he was too good for that, but she

af?

was sure he would be “wory much
pleased.”

Sarah’s face grew even redder than it
had been while bending over the frying
pan, and somehow her eyes met those of
her father. Was it possible? Was Peter
Ross really smiling on his danghter? It
was even so, and O ye who have been
smiled on all your lives, hope not to un-
dérstand the rushing torrent of emotion
that swept through Saral’s heart. Burst-
ing into a fit of uncontrollable weeping,
out, O father, father; 1 don’t

she eri

care if it is silly, I'd do anything in the
world if I could only please you.”
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Peter Ross dropped his kaife and fork
and gazed at his child, At first his face
expressed only stupid wonder. Then—
but T despair of deseribing the transition.
I don’t suppose he had a handkerchief
about him, or that he would have used
one if he had, but certainly there was a
bright drop in each of his heavy, blood-
shot eyes. I don’t quite think Lena was
artful enough to de it on purpose—per-
haps the tremulousness in h mpathetic
little heart communicated itself to her
hand. However it was, she certainly up-
set half a cup of tea Jjust in time to relieve
& vast deal of embarrassment. Sargh
stopped sobbing to wipe it away, and Mr.
Ross asked, “ Did it burn you, sis |

£ with
more apparent interest than the case re-
quired.

After supper Sarah hustled the dishes
unwashed into the pantry, and then
brought a large pan of butternuts, placed
them on the stone hearth, and sat down
to erack them. To her renewed surprise
her father offered to do it for her, saying,
not ill-naturedly, that he “never did see
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any womankind yet that could erack
but’nuts without pounding their fin-
gers.”

¢ And smashing the meats all up too,”
added St 0 I'm the greatest case for
butternuts 1"

So Mr. Ross sat down, and the trio gather-
ing around him ; he tossed one alternately
into each lap, until, careless children,

their nice aprons were sadly goiled. While
this little scene was enacting Mr. and
Mrs. Albro came in. Mrs. Albre shook
hands with Mr. Ross, patted Sarah on the
cheek, and then went into the bedroom.
My. Albro sat down and cracked and ate
nuts with the humor of a boy, chatting
meanwhile with Mr. Ross about the
weather, the crops, the school feoting,
ote.; gradnally leading the conversation
up to higher things than Mr. Ross often
spoke of; and infusing, nobody conld tell
how, & fecling of self-respect into the poor
man’s heart that had long been a stranger
there. ~ Presently he disappeared from
the kitchen, and after a little ti re-
tnrned, bringing—no, 'm not drawing
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fanny picture—a milk-pan full of fine ap-
ples. You needn’t langh! It was his
way of expressing his good-will, and did
not one Joseph of old take a very similar
method to express his love for his young
brother

They were really snperior apples, and
Mr. Albro took pains to assert what was,
of course, perfectly true, that his farm did
not produce any at all to be compared
with them.

“Want to know,” said Mr. Ross.
* Well, our trees done first rate this year.
Might have a bushel or two of this kind
and welcome if yon'd earry them home.”

“ Really, Mr. Ross, Pm greatly obliged
to you,” said Mr. Albro frankly, “and I
shall certainly come after them.”

N o“?am aware that there are persons

who would call Mr, Albro’s conduct in
this matter deceitful, for he certainly had
a sufficiency of fair apples at home ; and
his main object in the transaction was to
give his neighbor a little taste of the
independent, self-respectful, man-among-
men feeling he had well-nigh forfeited.
9
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Now Mr. Pettyman would have re-
sponded to such an offer about as follows:
“«() no, thank ye, Mr. Ross. We're well
enongh on’t for apples, and if we want,
Tm as well able to buy 'em as you be to
give’em tome. Much obliged to y
I couldn’t think of taking 'em fr

Mr. Ross would have shink back into
his miserable self, feeling meaner and
more ashamed than ever ; Mr. Pettyman’s
selfish pride would have been saved, but
1 do not think his conduet would have
been one whit more honest than was that
of Mr. Albro.

By eight o’clock Mr. Albro gathered
his happy family into his sleigh and set
out for home.

“That poor woman fails colstantly,”
said Mrs. Albro sadly.

“Reems to me she ought to have bet-
ter care than she can have under present
eircumstances,” said Mr. Albro.

¢ Qertainly she onght. Ifairly begged
her to let the neighbors come in turn
and spend the nights with her, but she
obstinately refused.”
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“Poor creature! May God have
mercy on her soul!” said Mr. Albro, and
then added, after a ‘panse, * Children,
how did you succeed in your mission

40 splendidly I cried both the chil-
dren. “ Why, father, d Susie, * Mr.
R0ss would be just as nice as anybody if
he had somebody fo—to talk to him, and
tease him, and help him.”

“And conld you make Sarah under-
stand it?” asked the mother.

“Why, yes, I think she did; at least

I'm sure she'll try.”

That night after
she had lighted her candle to go to bed
she set it down upon the table, and,

rarcely knowing why, went and stood by

r father.

“ What do you want?” snd he after a
time.

“0 nothing as I know of. I was
thinking—"

“Npeak out, child.”

“I was thinking how pleasant it has
been this afternoon, and—I was wishing
it could always be so.”
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“You can’t always have company, r
child.”
“But—we could—we could be com-
pany for one another. That's what I was 8

thinking.”

“ Have yon been lonesome since your ’
mother was laid np #”

“Yes, father, and before. O father,
T've been a naughty girl, but—"

“You haint had no chance to be any-

S

said Mr. Ross so feeling )
rah was enconraged to go on. E {,

“1 know I've been very bad, fathe
haven't minded you and mother, and I've

done most everything that's wicked. But, |
father, I am trying to do better. I will
mind you and try to please you, fa- |
ther.”
“T haint no fault to find.” Mr. Ross !
|

was obliged to restrict himself to short
gentences by this time.

“ Father, I've got a Testament, and I
like to read it, and it tells people how to
be good. Father, shouldn’t you like to
read it too ¥

“Sarah, what alive has come over L
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you? exclaimed Mr. Ross in astonish-
ment. * You talk like a minister.”

Sarah could not reply, but, bursting into
4 flood of tears, she took up her candle
and hastened up stairs,

All that long night Peter Ross sat in
his chair, leaving it only now and then at
the quernlous call of his poor wife. What
his thoughts were no mortal will ever
know; but from that time forth he was, in
some respects, 8 changed man.
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OHAPTER VIIL
JOY COMES TO SARAH'S HEART.

Two or three weeks passed away, during
which Mrs. Ross became so much worse
that the kind-hearted matrons of the vi-
cinity thought it to insist on
attending at her l»ulwlo duri z
She received this attention with sullen

g the nig

tndnklwsm« They could not do any-

g for her, and she was just as well

off alone. .\Ir. Ross, however, welcomed
and thanked them., He had become, as
he said, concerned, and tried in his rude
way to be kind to his unhappy wife, who
was truly passing away.
Perhaps I cannot more graphically de-

seribe her state than by repeating a con-
two of her neighbor

versation held by
“You've been. up there to-day, haven’t
yon, Mrs. Morris? Well, \\hm do you
think of Mrs. Ross, any way?”
“Well, T can’t hardly tell yon, Mrs,

-
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Smith. She’s in a strange way, Some-
times I think she isn’t hardly in her right
mind.”

“Do tell if you have thought that? I
haint dared to speak it out, but Ive sar-
tinly thought so myself. Why, I can’t
never get a word out of her scarcely when
I'm there.”

“ Neither can I#and I can’t find out
as anybody can. She don’t seem to want
anything or care for anything. It's awful
to say it, but it does seem to me she
thinks Providence has abused her, and is
put out about it, and just lies there and
sulks about it all the time.”

¥ 0 dear, dear! Well, do yon suppose
she'll ever be any better?”

“I'm sure I can’t tell. The doctor
says, as he has said till quite lately, that
he didn’t see anything to hinder her from
getting up if she’d take her medicine,
and be taken proper carve of, and do as
she’d onght to.”

“Well, that's what she wont., Why,
the last night T watched there I couldn’t,
if 1 died, get a spoonful of food, drink, or
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medicine into her month. She’s got it
into her head that all the doctor gives her
is marcury, as she calls it.”

0 dear! Well, she’s dreadful igno-
rant, I always knew that.”

“8he is that. Why, one day last week
1 went up there, and being there was no-
body in the kitchen when I went in I
opened the bedrooM door softly and
looked in. Mrs. Albro was there a talk-
ing to her about her soul, and she said—
0, it scares me when I think on’t it—
she said she hadn’ta mite of an idea
there was any womse place anywhere
than this world. And Mrs. Albro she
burst right out a crying.”

«] don’t wonder. Well, do you know
whether anybody else has talked to her??

%0 yes. Mr. Mansfield and bis wife
go there very often—folks do say she
don’t treat *em decent; and Mrs. Clifton
too. I ¢'pose it’s William that puts her
up to it. She aint & woman that likes to
go forward in such things much ; but that
boy, aint it wonderful, he's just as nat-
ural and fall of life #s ever, and yet
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when he gets about it he'll talk like a
minister.”

%Yes, and his religion aint all talk
neither. He does more than any other
two I know of. I do hope his esample
will be blest to us all.”

As I gaid before, Mr. Ross really tried
to be kind to his poor wife, but he met
very little enconragement. She did not
scold and storm as formerly, to be sare;
but sour diseontent at almost everything
he did was expressed in her face, and
oftener than otherwise she remained
wholly silent when he addressed traly
kind questions to her respecting her
comfort and wishes. Onee, when he dis-
played more than common desire to
sarve her, she told him, with eruel irony
in her tone, that “if a man wanted to do
anything for his wife it was & good plan
to begin while something remained  of

her.”

The words struck home to the inmc
soul of the wretched man. He knew,
bitter as they were, that he deserved
them. He knew, he thought, at least,
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in his present softened state that, deeply
as she had erred, he had been far the
guiltier of the two, and now, dying
though she was, not one jot of atone-
ment would she aceept. The thought
was maddening, and, snatching his hat
from its peg, he rushed to his barn.
Sarah had watched the scene. Sho had
noted the haggard despair of her father’s
face, and well she guessed the dreadful
remedy he would seek. Quickly as her
trembling limbs would carry her she was
at his side.

“ Tather, what are you harnessing the
horse for?”?

“I'm going to the village.

“What for? O father, father, don’t/”

“Go into the house.”

“Father, dow’t go to the village,” and
the child seized her father by the arm.

“I tell you go into the Aouse,” said he,
shaking her off roughly.

“ Father, haven’t  minded you ? haven't
1 done the best I conld "

“Yes, yes, child; I haint found no
funlt with you,”
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¢ Father, ‘wont yon do something for
me¥ I don't ask much of yon. Won’t
you stay at home just for me

“Barah, T can’t doit; I can’t live; Pm
tormented by Go into the house,
and don’t think anythi

“ Father, it will kill yon.”

“I know it; go into the honse.”

“And what will become of you?
Where will you go? O father! father!
father!”

“Ishall go to (I omit the word,
of course.) “That's just where I shall
go. Iknow all about it. Now go into
the honse.”

The last words were thundered out in
tones of fearful passion, and accompanied
by a gesture threatening a blow. Sarah
wetreated sobbing and terrified.
ce! At the very mo-
men{ Sarah entered the kitehen by the
back way William lifton was applying
his knuekles to the side door.

Mother sent me
to know if yon don't want—" But he had
no chance to finish,

“ Good morning.
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“0 William, William,” Sarah eried
out, “'m so glad you've come ! O do go
and speak to father! He's going to the
willage and I know he is going after rum. y
There, he’s driving ont of the burnyard {
this minante. Do go and stop him.”

Sarah’s request and her carnest manner
of making it rather puzzled William, and
without fully believing that she knew
what she was talking about, he stepped i
out into the yard. One look at Mr. Ross’s
face convineed him that something un-
nsual was astir.

“ Halloo I”

Mr. Ross grunted a slight response and
chirped fo his horse. §

“Say, there, what’s your great hurry 1
this morning ; can’t you stop to speak to
a fellow ¥

“T'm in & hurry,”

“Well, 0 be I. Tet me ride, wont
you? and, without waiting for permis-
sion, William jumped into the sleigh.



JOY COMES TO SARAN'S WEART. 145

Make a clean breast, as the phrase ig, and
very likely some of us ean help you.”

“No yon can'ty William Clifton, I'm
a roined man; T've rnined myself, and
my family, and there’s nothing for me
but to finish up the job and go to i

“Tlere, there, Mr. Ross; there's &
record kept up sbove, and there’s too
mueh of that kind of thing against your
pame now. Leavae out the oaths, and tell
me what's the matter, will you#”

But Mr. Ross would not talk or listen.
The old hopelessness had come aguin, the
old agony of remorse and shame, and
with the old cowardice he meant to
drown it in the cnp of death. William
gaw he eould do mothing by talking, so
after a while be quietly possessed himself
of the reins and tarned the horse’s head
toward his own home.

“ No, you don’t come that,” said Mr.
Ross, perceiving his intention, and turn-
ing the horse again in the direction of the
village. * You mean well, I know, but
you caw’t do anything; you'd better go
home.”
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“No, 'm going on to the village,” said
William ; and a rogunish smile lit up his
features, seeming to say, “ We shall see
whether I can do anything or not.”

Fortunately for William’s purpose, there
was but one place in Deepwater where
Peter Ross stood any chance of proguring
ardent spirits, and that one was kept by a
man who had more humanity in I com-
position than one would suppose a rum-
seller could have. When the unhappy
man hitched his horse to the post in front
of the store, for dry goods and groceries
were sold in the front room, William
jumped out of the sleigh and followed
him closely, even into the dirty little back
room containing kegs, demijohns, and
bottles. Desperate as he was, and shame-
less as he tried to be, Mr. Ross disliked to
call for his dram in the actnal presence of
his young neighbor, and he fidgeted abont
for full five minntes, hoping the young
man would return to the front shop. But
this William showed no signs of doing,
and finally, with & miserable attempt at a
langh, he called for s glass of brandy, and
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asked William what he would take. The
barkeeper took no motice of the jest, but
sd to fill & tumbler, and was in the

procee
act of handing it to Mr. Ross, when Wi

liam spoke.

“See here, Mr. Jones,
a speech. This man,
Mr. Ross’s shonlder,
himself with liquor, as you very well
know.

Mr. Ross squirmed and muttered, but
William raised his voice a little and
went on.

* Last fall he had the delirinm tremens,
and was in a tremendous tight place for a
good while, as you know also.”

I want to make
ing his hand on
“has almost killed

“(ome, come, give me the
this is rather dry preaching,” s
Ross.

William had been gesturing some be-
fore, so it didn't really look pugilistic
when he placed a brawny fist between
the barkeeper’s and his customer’s and
went on. .

“There is another thing that you per-
haps know with more certainty than the
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rest of us, althongh it is pretty generally
believed, and that is that he haso’t had a
drop of liguor since that time, and has
been trying in good earnest to re-
form.”

“That's so,” said Mr. Ross; *yon never
said a truer word in your life; but I can’t
do it. Don’t be fooling, Jones, give me
the glass.”

“No; he thinks he can’t do it,” pursued
William. “No doubt he honestly thinks
so. He told me, not an hour ago, that he
had ruined himself and his family, and he
was just going to finish the job and go to
destruction.”

The hand that held the glass moved
backward a little at this, but still William
went on.

“Mr. Ross is in trouble now. IHis wife
is sick, likely to die, they say ; and I sup-
pose there's that in his affairs that's nei-
ther my business nor yours, that is worse
trouble than death commonly malkes,
That is why he is here, because he is in
bitter trouble, and feels weak, and thinks
he ean’t bear it.”
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By this time the glass of brandy was
standing upon the shelf behind Mr. ‘
Jones.
«A fine stroke of business,” sneered
Mr. Ross. i
% Well, well, Mr, Ross,” said Mr. Jones,
finding his voice for the first time, *the

fact is I'm afraid you have drunk too
much, I'm really *fraid it’s a hurtin’ of
you, and if you're in such a bad way as
Clifton here thinks, why—why, I don’t
know as I darst to have anything to do
with it.” ~
% God bless you, Jones,” said William,
extending his hand almost involuntarily. |
« And, Jones, 1 wish youw'd think the mat- |
ter over seriously, and sec whether, on
reflection, you dare to sell the accnrsed
staff to auybody. Come, Mr. Ross, let’s
go home.”
Of Mr. Ross's foelings in regard to his
young neighbor’s exploit it was difficult !
] to judge. Willism more than half ex- \
pected him to go into & violent rage, but
in this he was happily disappointed.
They had driven half the way heme be- ]
10

T
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fore either of them spoke a word. Then.
Mr. Ross said, “ William, what on earth
makes you trouble yourself about me so
much

William did not reply for a2 moment or
two, and then said deliberately, * Mr.

Ross, I'll tell you, I’m scared about you.
1 am afraid yon are in the broad road to
everlasting destrnetion.”

“Well, supposin’ I be; it aint a thing
that’s going to hurt you, as I see.”

“No; and if T should jump into that
snow-drift, and persist in lying there nntil
I froze to death, it wouldw’t hurt you;
and yet T think you'd be pretty apt to pull
me out if you conld.”

“Well—of course—in such a case any
fellow would.”

“Ah, yes, Mr. Ross; any fellow can
nnderstand the necessity in such a case;
but, well, how strange it is,” he added,
half to himself, “that folks can’t under-
stand how infinitely more important it is
to save a soul than a body. Mr. Ross,
did you ever think what eternity is 1"
“Don’t know as I ever did, particalar.”
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% Then think of it now, Mr. Ross.”

“Yon know,” resumed William, after
giving him time to comply with his re-
quest, * that you felt a little while ago as
not possibly endure the
ng. How
do you think you could bear remorse
a thousand times keener, and know
certainly that you must bear it for-
ever? You cannot realize—no one can
comprehend what eternity is. If we
cpnld, this world would seem too small to
be worth speaking about, let its troubles
or its pleasures be what they might.”

“Well—I—1I declare you set things ont
awful,” said Mr. Ross in tones of awak-
ening interest, and William, with more
wisdom than zealous young missionaries
, left him to the silent min-
own thoughts. When Mr.
arah met him at the door,
her face red and swollen with bitter weep-
ing. There was yet enongh of the father
left in his heart to be touched by the
gight, nor did her eager, searching, ques-
tioning glance at his face escape his notice.

if you con
pain of mind you was suff
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« All right, Sarah,” said he, averting
his head.

() father, are yon? Haven't you—"

«Peen drinking? No, child, not a
drop.”

Never before in his life did Poter Ross
allnde to his intemperanee in the presence
of his danghter. Never before in her life,
at loast not since she had been old enough
to remember it, had Sarah thrown her
arms round her father’s neck and kissed
him. But she did it now, and wept and
sobbed wildly upon his bosom besides.
He did not kiss her; I suppose in the long,
dreary, loveless past he had forgotten how;
but the great arms were drawn closer and
closer abont her, until, had the joy in her
heart been less absorbing, she might have
eried out with pain.

The feeble voice of the suffering wife
and mother separated them, but, thank
God it had no power to break the pre-
cious link that in those moments had been
forged between them.

The remainder of the day passed with
littlo to distinguish it from other days.
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1n the evening, when Sarah had done snch
things as she could for the comfort of her
mother and the watcher through the night,
and all was quiet, she went and stood
wistfully beside her father, who sat by the
fir

% What do you wantf” asked Mr. R
s Nothin', only—to see you 8 minute.
Mr, Ross put his arm round her.

s Barah,” said he, after both had been
silent for several minutes, ¢ you wanted a
spell ago I ehould read your Testament;
yon may go and get it if you have a mind

»

to.

If any one had told Sarah afterward
that she went to the top of the stairs at
one bound she would not have dispated ity
for she did not know how she got up, or
down either, for that matter. She was
getting to be what a few months ago she
would have called a great cry-baby, for
warm tears flowed easily now, and for
causes precisely similar to those which
then produced coarse, mirthless laughter.
A great tear dropped warm and soft npon
the rough hand that received the Testa-
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ment, and the guardian angel hovering
near shaped from it a erystal key and un-
locked therewith another tear fountain
that had been so long elosed that few be- g
lieved in its existence. |
Mr. Ross was almost as ignorant of the
Bible as the heathen. He had no con-
ception of the richness overflowing every
separate chapter, and he commenced at
the beginning as he would have done
& with any other book. And it was well,
for surely no part of the holy book is
richer in the peculiar instroction needed
by the poor, the ignorant, the wretched,
and the guilty, than the book of Mat-
thew. On, and on, and on he read: of
the Babe of Bethlehem ; of the star in the
east; of the wise men, and of cruel
Herod ; of John, the honored Baptist of .
1 his Lord; of Christ in the wilderness,
alone, weary, hungry, tempted, yet giving
no place to the adversary ; of ministering 5
angels; of the fishermen, and the sick
who were healed. On he read, through
| the wondrous sermon on the mount, and,
like those who listened, he was astonished
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at the doctrine. Still on: of the cleansed
of the two
men exceeding fierce that he delivered
from the devils that possessed themj of
‘the palsied, whose
blind and the dumb, to whom he gave

lips; of the stilled temy

ns he forgave ; of the

sight and speech; of his compassion on
thv multitude, scattered abroad as sheep
without a shepherd ; of his sending out
the twelve with blessed instructions, and
of his promises to all such as should re-
ceive them ; of his terrible denunciation
of the mwrwi but ungrateful eities where

he had taught and labored; of his pre
cious call to the laboring and heavy
laden ; of the blindness of the Pharisees ;
of the one sin that *ghall not be forgiven,
neither in this world, neither in the world
to come;” of his outstretched hands and
condescending words, ¢ Behold my moth-
er and my brethren ;” of the sower and
his seed; of the tares; of the mustard
seed ; of the leaven ; of the hidden treas-
ures ; of the pearl; of the net cas into
the sea ; of the cruel treachery of his own
countrymen ; of profane Herod and mar-
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tyred John; of the desert and the five
thousand, and the five loaves and the
two fishes ; of Christ walking the waves,
cheering fearful Peter, and healing the
gick with a tonch of his garment; of
seribes and Pharisees rebuked ; of other
multitndes healed and fed ; of Christ in
his glory, Lis face shining as the sun, and
his raiment white as the light; of Poter
asking, how many times shall my brother
sin’ against me, and 1 forgive him? and
his Lord’s reply, until seventy times
seven 3 of little ehildren brought to him,
of whom he said, “ Forbid them not, for
of such is the kingdom of heaven;” of
the laborer hired st the eleventh hour,
and receiving the full reward; of the
meek Son of the Blessed riding upon an
assy of the froitless fig-tree cursed and
withered 3 of—but I need not linger. On
and on he read, through the whole book :
of the insulting mock trial ; of Barabbas
released ; of the scourge, the thorns, the
cruel mockery, the agonizing death, and
joy-bringing resurrection.

1 am quite aware that the foregoing is
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not what a theologian would prononnee &
corvect and satisfactory vdsumé of the
book of Matthew. I did not nndertake
that, but merely to relate those points
which Peter Ross more particulaly no-
ticed.

The night was far spent when he
closed the holy book. It is impossible to
give much account of Mr. Ross's mental
exerecises, for he was one of those persons

whose speech is of things rather than of
thoughts3 one of those much-to-be-pitied
ones to whom the gift of communicating
ideas and feelings has been almost wholly
denied. Many a man, and many & Wwo-
man too, has been scorned as stupid who
in reality was only dumb, whose be
toemed ever with silent, hopeless cmo-
tions, filling the soul with yague unguiet-
ness that it literally failed to recognize as
the vain strugglings of mighty thoughts
for utterance.

Mr. Ross could do little more than
to tell what he did, and of course all
that I can do is to repeat what he did
tell.
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Having closed the Testament, he waited
for a full half hour, until the watcher,
leaving her patient asleep, came out of
the bedroom. As soon as she had closed
the door he abruptly asked her if she
knew how to pray.

“ Well, I can’t say as I do,
woman, embarrassed.

Mr. Ross said no more, but took up his
candle and went up to Saral’s bedroom.
The child was sleeping heavily, however,
and the weary, care-worn look upon her
tear-stained face forbade the father to
waken her,

“Then,” said Mr. Ross, I undertook
to pray myself; but 1 found I couldn’t,
and—well, I traveled the house till day-
light.”

Sarah’s first words when she entered
the kitchen in the morning were, “Fa-
ther, are you sick #”

2 Nl)"v

¢ Father, what does ail yon? You are
sick I am sare,” persisted the child.

The man did not reply, but after a min-
ute he said, “Sarah, yon go see if your

]

said the
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mother wants anything, and then come
out and shut the bed-room door.”

%She appears to be asleep,” said Sarah
returning. “ What is it that you want 4

« Ohild—I want—to have you pray—if
you know how.”

The wonder, the joy, the gratitude in
Saral’s heart made words for the moment
impossible, and not interpreting her
silence aright, her father added, «You
know how, don’t you, child? 1 thought
you did.”

« () father, father, father! Yes, I can
pray. It's very easy.”

Yes, Sarah could pray, and prayer, or
rather praise, was just now the only possi-
ble outlet for the great billows of joy
that were almost breaking her: heart-
strings with = their mighty heavings.
Dropping npon her knees she poured
out, not the penitent cry for mercy that
was struggling np from her father’s heart,
4 but a song of thanksgiving, ay, of triumph,
in and through the boundless love of Him

who can save to the uttermost. When she
rose from her knees her father regarded
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her steadily for a moment, and then said,
¢ Ohild, is it all so?”

«(, father, it is! I am sure God is
going to help you,” replied Sarah, an-
swering his thought rather than his words.

“If T wasn’t any worse than common
folks,” eaid_the awakened man donbt-
fully, and rather to himself.

«(), father, God is so good. If you'll
anly pray and try—"

< There, there! go see what your moth-
er wants. She’s calling me, but I don’t
want to go in there now.”

Mrs. Ross wanted to know * what
under the sun you and your father find
to keep mp such an everlasting gabble
about.”

Sarah briefly explained.

# Well, there’s need enough,” sneered
Mrs. Ross, “but I reckon you'll want
some hreakfast by 'n by.”

When Sarah returned to her father he
laid his hand upon her shoulder and said,
“Sarah, I can’t make no promises on my
own hook, and *twouldn’t be worth while
for you to take apy stock in’em if 1
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should ; but if it’s all true—if God does
help folks, and if he’s a mind to help me,
T’ll do all I can toward it, and Tl quit
drinking and be a better man.”

How quickly even long dormant seeds
of natural affection spring up when the
starile rock of the human heart issmitten,
and the waters of cterngl life and love
begin to flow. Sarah searcely knew how
it came about, bat she found  herself
clasped once more in her father's arms,
erying and smiling, and uttering such
fragmentary bits of loving encourage-
ment as came unstadied to her lips.

Tt was long before Peter Ross believed
it; but at length, and ever after, he did
believe, and in the hour when his faith laid
hold of Jesus his scarlet sonl was washed
white in the blood of the Lamb.
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CHAPTER IX.
SARAH LOSES HER MOTHER.

In the conrse of the day William COlif-
ton made it in his way to call at Mr.
Ross's house. After the « halloo!” which
for some strange reason & greal many
men, as I notice, substitute for how do
you do,” William with a rather quizzical
look said, ¢ Yon aren’t mad with me, el
Mr. Ross ”

% No.”

Mr. Ross spoke this single word so
soberly, so altogether strangely, that Will-
jam was puzzled and surprised, He
feared that the poor man had taken his
interference as an outright insult, and
began awkwardly to make an attempt at
soothing him: But Mr. Ross soon inter-
posed. * Look here, Bill Clifton, I aint a
fool, though Il own I've acted like one.
You've done me & pile of good turns the
last six months, but youdid the best thing
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for me yesterday that you ever did in
your life.”

“Do you {ndeed think so#” exclaimed
William, a sudden light breaking joyously
over his rugged face.

« Yes, I do. I'm gensible on’t, and—
swell, if you can do anything more for me
I want to have you do it.”

« Anything mored I don’t think 1 un-
derstand you.”

Mr, Ross did not reply, but William
could see that he was :\gilmcd. and ynrtly
gnessed the blessed truth. While he was
considering how he could best encourage
him to open his heart, Mr. Ross rose and,
taking his bat from its peg, glanced sig-
nificantly toward him and walked out of
the house. William followed, and the
two were soon sitting leaned up against
a pileof corn-fodder * that William had
himself stacked up on the barn-floor.
There, by long and patient questioning,
the young man drew from his poor neigh-
bor such account of his exercises of mind
during the last night as he was able to
give. There he drew from his pocket the
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little Bible that was now his constant
companion, and pointed out the passages
telling of Ohrist’s surpassing love for
sinners. There, with a silent prayer
going up on every breath, for wisdom to
speak aright, he earnestly, even tearfully,
entreated the conscience-stricken man to re-
pent and believe on the Lord Jesus Christ.

There was no opposition in Peter Ross's
heart; the enmity of the nataral man had
been slain even then, but the darkness
of his ignorance was very demse, and
though William found mmueh enconrage-
ment, he failed to recognize the new erea-
ture in Obrist Jesus. There they ‘knelt
together, the beardless youth who had
consecrated the bright morning of his life
to his Maker, and the middle-aged and
guilt-stained man, but that day born into
the kingdom, and William poured out his
heart in supplication.

Meanwhile Sarah, guessing well what
was passing in the barn, had retired to
her own little chamber, and she also was
besieging the throne of grace in her fa-
ther’s behalf.
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Ali, how merciful is our loving Fathe
and how little do those even who follow

closest after him know of his goodness!

1

The blessing so earne tly besought by

these young disciples was already ready to
{ Jet no one suppose that

en ; |
vers were nseless. No, onr bless-

be &

g
these 1
ings come only as answers to prayer, and

every petition, every tear, will give ad-
ditional emp to the “Well done,
good and faithfal gervant,” that, if they
g, they shall

)

7

ry in well-de
one day surely hear.

And what a wondrons mystery is
new birth. How beautifally like, and y
how strangely unlike, are the varions in-
stances. The light of God’s reconciled

Zrow 1 i we

countenance bursts with sndden glory
loud of doubt

to others it

upon some, melt
and fear in an instant, wh
comes like the dawn of morning, slowly,
but none the less surely,

1o every

softly, sweet

dispersing the foul mists of sin and ig

rance, and ushering in the perfect day.

That hour in the barn was one never to

be forgotten. Peter Ross had changed
1
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much during the last fow weeks, but the
change from this time forth was far greater
still.  Mr. Mansfield’s pious heart was
soon gladdened by the good news, and
with patient faithfulness he did all that
man could do toward instrueting and en-
lightening the dark mind. Mr. Ross soon
began to go regularly to chureh; he at-
tended better to his business, and became,
in all respects, & noticeably better man.
But there was also a great change in his
family, Let us hear what Sarah said
about it.

« (), Sarah Ross, how do yon do? Do
come to the fire and warm yourself. Take
off yonr things. Can’t you stay a little
while?” were a few of the many exclama-
tions withwhichSusieand LenaAlbrogreet-
ed their young friend one cold afternoon.

Rather to their surprise she laid aside
her bonnet and cloak, according to their
invitation.

« Are you really going to stay " cried
Tena. “O P'mso glad! But how could
you get away ¢

“«Well, Il just tell you. 0 you can’t
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think—" Sarah choked up and stopped

speaking.
«Why you are erying!” exclaimed Sugie

in alarm. What's the matter? Is your

mother worse?”
“No, no. O dear, I'm such a baby!”
ces with her

said Barab, drying her ey
apron, and smiling, though they filled
again instantly. It was iather that made

me come, and he's so good lately. O
in my life!”

I never was so happy before
« And after all the tears keep coming, 2

said Susie.

«Well, I know it} but it isn’t be
1 feel bad. You'd ery yourself if your
1 loved you one bit in all
{ taken any notice

anse

father never hat
your life, and never ha
of you hardly any Wway, only maybe to
gwear af you when you vexed him; and
then if he got to be real good, and did
rvihing he could for you, and talked
;asant, and praised you when you tried
o him, I guess you'd ery.”

%0 I'm just as glad as I can be,” said
Lena fervently.

«You don't know—l can’t tell you
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nothing at all about it,” persisted Sarah,
regaining her voice. « He wont let me
bring in any wood, nor draw any water,
nor do anything that is hard when he is
around, 1 don’t care one bit for doing
the things, but it seems s0 good to think
he cares about me so. This morning 1
didn't get up till it was dreadful late, and
I felt—well, T wasn't afraid he'd be mad,
because I've kind of got over that, but I
felt awfully ashamed and fairly dreaded
to go down. Well, what do you think?
He had got the table all set, and the po-
tatoes in baking, and the coffee boiling,
and there he sat by the stove, lpoking just
as pleasant as—as anybody’s father. I
went along to him—T1've got the trick of
going up and standing side of him lately
21 didn’t never use to think of such a
thing—and he put his arm round me and
said, ¢ You was all tired ont with your
hard day’s work yesterday, wasn't you !
You're notling but a poor little slave any
way,’ Iran right away from him then,
for 1 didn't want be should see the tears§
and I'm that babyish that no one can
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speak to me but I ery. Well, T gob the
breakfast on the table. The potatoes
weren’t washed very clean, and the coffee
wasn't good, for he had put the new right
in with the old that was left yesterdays
and, of course, it wouldn’t settle; but I
wouldu’t have had him know it for any-
thing. But there was one thing—1
conldn’t help laughing any Wway in the
world—he had got & sheet instead of &
table-cloth. The table-cloth lay right be-
fore his face and eyes on the pantry shelf,
but you know men never can find any-
thing, and he went to the bureat for a
clean one, and -he didn’t seem to notice
the difference.”

“Well, Pm sure that was nothing but
fun,” said Susie.

«] know it but—well, I've seen him get
so provoked when mother found fault
with things he did, that T didn’t want him
to know I thought he'd doue apything
amiss.” -

(Mrs. Ross, had such a thing taken
place when ghe was abouly wounld very
probably have disregarded entirely the
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motive and grumbled londly at the mis-
chief, embellishing her specch, perhaps,
by a statement that if she had a child six
years old that didn’t know better than
that she would whip him.)

] tried my very best not to langh, but
that great sheet did look so comical, hang-
ing down 'most to the floor, that I couldn’s
help it, and father asked what pleased me,
and said he wanted to langh too, I told
him I didn’t want to tell, but he knew by
my looks it was something about the ta-
ble, and he made me tell. T told him it
wasn't a bit of harm, but he seemed to
foel real bad.”

(You and I, dear reader, can nunder-
stand, though Sarah perhaps did not,
that it was not about his blunder that
Peter Ross felt real bad. Toor fellow!
Tt was as strangely sweet to him to have
his feelings tenderly regarded as it was
to his child, thongh he made fewer re-
marks.) *

« e told me to get the tablecloth, and
then he took the things off and folded
the sheet—he fussed ever go long to fold
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it just right— and then he put it l-n(‘l; in
the drawer, and set the table again.”

# Didn’t you have a pleasant ]rl’(‘.\Lx.l‘-(’ i
asked Lena, with warm sy mpathy g
ing in her eyes.

«] ouness we didl Aund then after
bres + father said he was going to do
the work himself all day, and take care of
mother, and I was to vest, because he said
T'd been working too hard lately. He
told me to put onmy things and go vi ting
somewhere, and that's J\ht hn\\ I hap-
pened to come here.”

« Wasn't he good? O, Sarah, you'll
hmt- a happy home yet. ¥
indeed! 1 have now. Why, I
never knew anybody conld be so happy!
If mother was only well, and—" Sarah
paused suddenly, with a little kwh. and

the conversation was torned upon some-
thing else. Both Mrs. Albro and the
girls did all they could to make Sarah’s
visit a pleasant’ one, and the afternoon
passed happily away Once, when Sarah
and Lena found memsolvcn alone for a
Jittle while, Sarah said, ] didn’t tell you
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the best abont father. Ican’t talk so well
before Susie, yon know. Will you be-
lieve, father reads in the Bible every day ¥
He read in my Testament that Mr. Mans-
field gave me, yon know, for a good while,
but now be has bonght a beantiful large
Bible, and we read in it together every
single evening I”

“0! 0! 0! And does he pray?’

% Not yet. I mean, not with me. I'm
sure he prays by himself, T've asked him,
and he always says, ¢ Yon pray, child.””

“ And do you £

“Yes,” whispered Sarah. “I refused
the first time—no, not the very first time
he asked me, for that time it eame over
me so suddenly, and I was so glad that T
couldn’t help kneeling right down and
tell it a1l out to the Lord. But he didn’t
ask me for a good many days after that;
and ‘when he did—I don’t know—I felt
kind of bashful—I thought I couldn’t, and
he didn’t urge me. 1 felt real bad about
it afterward for fear I had done wrong,
and Mrs, Mansfield came to our house the
next day and I told her. She said she
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didn’t wonder at me any, but she told me
to pray if he asked me again, and fo try
to get him to pray with me. So I have
ever since, and T wonldn’t have believed
how easy it comes.”

“8arah Ross, I wish I was half as good
as you!” cried Lena impulsively.

4 For pity’s sake,how you dotalk! Why
1 don’t know nas I ever should have
thought of trying to be good only for
you.”

“Ah, you mustn’t make me prond.
Mother says if we do any good it is only
God making us do it, and we have all the
more reason to be humble and thankful.”

When Sarah went home her mother
spoke fretfully of her absence, and added,
“1It isn’t long that youll need to stay at
home on my account any way.”

Her words proved true. Her strength
and appetite declined steadily, and by the
beginning of March her decease was
looked for daily, and the neighbors man-
aged that the family should never be left
alone. Christian hearts ached, and many
a prayer was offered with and for her; but
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deadly apathy, o far as the salvation of
her soul was concerned, seemed settling
hopelessly over her spirit. One sunny,
though cold day in March Mr. Ross
chanced to remark in her hearing that it
was “’most time to tap the sngar works.”

She brightened a little at the thought,
and said, 1 declare, it does seem as if
some new sugar would taste good.”

“If it wan’t for this wind sap might ran
to-day, possibly,” said Mr. Ross, looking
wistfully ont of the window.

%1 don’t believe there's wind enough to
make any difference,” said the invalid.

() bless your body, mother, you don’t
Tear it on this side of the honse. Itcomes
terribly strong from the east. T'd tap all
the trees on the farm if I had any idea I
could get a pailful of sap, but it’s no ’arth-
1y use.”

«Well, it’s no consequence whether I
have anything done for me or not.” Mrs.
TRoss said this in tones of sullen anger, and
then, O pitiful sight! feebly moved her !
wasted form in the bed so as to turn her
face away from her husband.
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« ook here, mother,” eaid Peter Ross,
with a desperate attempt at cheerful-
ness, “I can melt over some old sugar
so't you wouldn’t hardly know the differ-
ence.”

There was 10 answer.

« () say, mother, you haint never tasted
of that honey Mrs. Clifton fetched you
the other day. Shant I get you some o
that? It looks proper nice.”

Still no word passed the poor white lips,
and Peter Ross knew from long experi-
ence that nothing he conld say would
avail. Poor man! He went into the
kitchen and sat down to think over, with
remorse and agony, the thousands of in-
stances.in which he had given her back
words even more cruel than her own, and
worse still, had shown total indifference
to her wishes, “I'd give the best cow
T've got for & table-spoonful of new
sugar,” he said to Mrs Smith, who
chanced to be there.

« Well, she’d onght to have it, seeing
she fancies it, to be sure,” ret arned Mrs.
Smith ;  bat, pity’s sake! she wouldn't
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take six drops on’t if she had it. I
wouldn't feel bad about it if I was
you.”

Myr. Ross did not try to explain that he
longed to please the poor dying wife now
in the merest trifle, precisely because in
thg miserable past he had cared so little
to please her; but he took down his bitt
and went to the place on his farm where
the sun warmed up earliest, and tried
vainly to wrest from the unbudding trees
the sweet that had suddenly become so
precious. But let us not expend all our
pity npon him. Surely the poor invalid,
to whom the grasshopper had truly be-
come @ burden, needs the largest share.
The sunshine was bright in her southwest-
ern window, and, no doubt, she truly
thought her wish might be gratified.
She had had for many years good reason
for feeling that her wishes were cruelly
disregarded, and it was no time now, in
her weakness and pain, to gontrol the ill-
temper that she had so longrindulg ed and
nourished. Trembling on - the verge of
eternity, with no everlusting arms beneath
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her, no pitying Savionr’s bosom to lean
upon, no blessed Lills” from whenece she

ight look for help, we can only tremble
with fear, sorrow, and agonizing pity,
praying God to save us from a fate so

m

terrible, thanking him that he has spared
us the dreadful necessity of judging our
fellow-beings, and leave her to his infinite
justice,

Through the day Mrs. Ross failed
rapidly, and a good many persons came

to the house. Naturally enongh, her wish
new sugar was spoken of, and, just at
ht, oneg woman eame

o the house who,

hearing it mentiomed,
few d
and boiled a little sap, and if they had
not eaten it all up, which was doubtful,
she would send it over in the morning.

before her children had gathered

Mr. Ross was strongly inclined to go for
it himself immediately ; but Mrs. Smith,
who knew well that it could not be of the
slightest consequence {o the dying wo-
man, persnaded him not!to leave the
house.

Through the night Mrs. Ross seemed
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a little better, and in the morning when
the sngar came Mr. Ross warmed and
carried it to her, with a slight hope that it
might temporarily revive her. The wish
for it had been but & momentary one, of
conrse, and long outlived by the anger
caused by what she considered a slight.
‘When Mr. Ross placed the sancer before
her, saying cheerfully, «Come, mother,
here’s some new sugar, and it's a8 clear
and clean as can be,” she fel. how impos-
sible even the meanest of earthly enjoy-
ments had become to her, and the old
bitterness in her heart was stirred.

“ Take it away !” she said sullenly.

“Q just taste on’t; like enough "'l do
you good.”

Mrs. Ross pushed the saucer away with
an irritated gesture.

Unwisely, but with tender intent, Mr.
Ross persisted, taking up a little of the
sweet in the spoon and attempting to
convey it to, her mouth. She did not
want it, she would not have it! she was
tired and worried already with resisting it;
her temper was all of strength that re-
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mained of her, and it fls
“T tell you keep it away !
energetically than it had been supposed
that she could speak. * Yon never did
do anything for me till it was too late,
and all T want of you now is to let me

alone ”

hed up again.
he said more

Mr. Ross left the room and the honse.

Half an hour later Sarah found him in
the barn on his knees, sobbing, groaning,
and trying to pray.

« Father, father, they say she is dying!
Do come quick.”

His whole frame shook as he rose, and
he seemed scarcely able to go into the
house. “God will help yom, father,”
said Sarah, partly comprehending his
misery.

%1 know it, but—Sarah, child, kiss me,
wont you

The child sprang into her father’s arms,
pressed her lips to his cheek, and then
said, * Carry me, father, and go quick.”
The wrung heart ached a little less, for
the loving child pressed against it for a
minute or two. Then setting her down at




182 SARAH'S HOME.

the door, they entered the bed-room to-
gother. Mrs, Ross was indeed dying, and
her husband saw it at a glance; but I can
never believe that the wretched woman
knew it herself, for when he extended
his hand, as a silent token of pardon
and farewell, she slightly but unmis-
takably withdrew her own and averted
his eyes !

« Mother, mother! Do speak!” cried
Sarah wildly.

Theaeyesof thedyingmother turned npon
her ehild, and the white lips moved; but
the destroyersnatched thewords, whatever
they miglit have been, before they were
uttered. The final straggle came on, and
without another word or sign the wretched
woman passed into eternity. . . . Let no
one suppose that Mrs. Ross, unhappy as her
relations with her family had been, was
not deeply and sincerely mourned. Her
husband’s grief was different, no doubt,
from the grief of men bereaved of loving
and gentle wives. It partook largely of
remorse, and of that most agonizing of all
paing, the helpless consciousness that it
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was now forever too late to repair the
wretched wrongs he had done her. Tt
was very affecting to see how the poor
man tried to atone to the senseless clay
that was left for the neglects and unkind-
nesses that had so sorely wounded and
embittered the spirit. On the afternoon
of the day of her death he went to Mr.
Albro, and with much evident embarrass-
ment asked to horrow a, for him, rather
large sum of money, offering his yet un-
sold wool, or even his cattle or sheep, as
security.

Mr. Albro immediately banded from
his desk a sum still larger than that asked,
merely saying, “ Never mind the seeurity,
Myr. Ross.”

The poor fellow hesitated and stammer-
ed something, and finally took the money
and left the house without an intelligible
word. A brother of Mr. Albro’s chanced
to be visiting him, and having formerly
known something of Mr. Ross, he said, in
good-humored surprise, “That's a smart
operation, Charley.”

“Well, I think it is.”

12
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%You never will see a cent of it

in.”

# 0 yes; I think Ross will pay it.”

“«] would have taken security any
way.”

“That is money,” continned Mr. Albro,
smiling, “that I collected with a deal of
trouble last week in order to take up a
note that comes due next week, and now,
unless T ean get it outof you or some other
good-natured fellow, I shall be obliged to
get the note renewed.”

“T won’t give you a dollar you improy-
ident blockhead,” said the brother, langh-
ing, yet half in earnest.

“ Perhaps yon will. See here; that
man has been a miserable drunkard, ut-
terly unworthy of respect or confidence.
He has felt himself nearer on a level with
dogs than with men; but for months past
he’s been a changed man, I do think he
is thoroughly reformed, and I'm deter-
mined he shall know, once in his life, what
it is to be treated like an upright man. I
haven’t got another neighbor anywhere
about that would even offer me security
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if they wanted to borrow a small sum for
short time, and Ross knows it

aware of.

“Whew! Well, what was it you said
you wanted?” And Mr. Gilbert Albro
took out a plethorie check-book, at which
his brother langhed so merrily that Susie
and Lena both ran into the dining room
to know what it was that amnsed their
father so much.

Mr. Ross went home and placed part
of the money in the hands of Mrs. Clifs
with the request that she would pr
rial for a black gilk dress
wdsome one,” in which he de
wife should be buried. Mrs. Clifton re-
mons less expense
and one he was ill able to afford.

“Well, I *spose folks’ll call it extrava-
” he replied, “ but you get it. She
always wanted one, said a good deal abont
other, and—O dear! T

ated, thinking it a need

it one time and a
wish she’d a had it when *twould done her

some good.”
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% (), father!” gobbed Sarah, who well
remembered her mother’s angrily express-
ed wish that she could have oue gown
such as other women wore, “ it seems as
if it is cruel to get it mow when it’s too
la ”

Peter Ross groaned. “Well, it's all we
can do,” he said bitterly. With the re-
mainder of the money he procured a
costly coffin, and snits of deep mourning
for himself and Sarah. Alas! who ever
found comfort in things of this sort? Too
late ! too late! too late! was written in
hard lines upon all.
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OHAPTER IX.
SARAH BECOMES A WOMAN.

Ir is late antumn again. A year has
passed since our little story comm
It is a warm day for the season,and
toss stands in the front doorway of her
home, gazing eagerly down the lonely
road. What can she be looking for?
Al, we see now. Susie and Lena are
coming up the hill, and Sarah flies to
meet them.

“0 I'm so glad you have come! I've
)

been waiting this long time.”

“Why, it's real ecarly,” said Sasie.
% Mother said 1i'd think we came to
dinner instead of tea if we came any ear-

ler.

“I wish you had; O I had the nicest
pudding to-day, Father thinks there
never was such a cook as I'm getting to be.
But what a lot of roots you have brought ;
I didn’t expect half so many.”
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%0 they'll never be missed out of our
garden,” said Lena. *Will your father
be ready to set them ont?”

“Yes; 1 told him this morning you was
going to bring me some flower roots, and
Tie has been at work most all day spading
up and fixing the yard.”

«8ure enongh! What a large nice
place you have got,” said Susie, gazing
round admiringly. “O0, Lena, 1 must
tell! We thought we’d wait and surprise
you, but I can’t keep it. Mother was up
to Mrs. Olifton’s yesterday and told Lagra
we were coming here to-day, and she said
she’d come, and bring some rose bushes
and things.”

¢ good!” gaid Sarah, with anima-
tion,

# And that isn’t all. When we found
out she was coming we thonght we'd
give you a real surprise party, and—"

“You're spoiling the surprise,” said
Lena laughing.

«Well, never mind. We came up to
Juliana Morriss last night and told her,
and she said she’d come, and wonld send

g PR I SR T e
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Shant

word to Mary Stanley besic
wo haye@a {.,m:ni time!”

“ Yog, anly—"

« Al Blnew what only means,” eried
Lens. Yo are you haven’t
got qmulm enough prepared to set before
and Lena be-

-i“ the town. See here!
gan hauling the plants ont of the bask
At the bottom, securely wrapped in
many folds of thick paper was = &0
such & qudnnu of uﬂkcs and lnn\gﬂ, I
declare I can’t thank you enough.”

«Js mother yon are to thank,” eaid
Susie. %There's no danger of us think-
ing of such a thing.”

& And mother said,” began Lena, © that
she didn’t doubt yon’d have things real
nice for all the company you c\imglul
ys you are a perfect little won-

f\hf‘ )‘]h‘ 84
der of & housekeeper; but she said you
had too much sense to cook up much
more than you expected to wink, when
your family is so gmall, and yon might
not have enough for so many.”

«YWell, fact, I was 'fraid I hadn’t qnite
enough. Father don’t eat any sweet cake
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hardly; he likes meatand potatoes mostly,
and I don’t make much forsourselves.
What cunning little calés those are!
What is it you call them #% ;

“Ginger snaps. O do youknow Char-
ley calls them cookey snaps! They look
some like cookeys, yon know, and he
can’t remember.”

“Dear little Charley! I wish he was
here.”

Mr. Ross mow eame out of the house.
Oan that be the man who objected to
sitting at table with his neighlbor’s ¢hil-
dren a year ago? Well, he doesn’t look
like a person likely to back out of any
respectable society now.

“ Hillo, little chickadees | Well,
what's the good word from your house
to-day §”

“Nothing special,” said Lena. #0O
yes there is. Father told me to tell youn
there’s something the matter with one of
Nelly Bly's fore fest, and he wished
yowd come down to-day or to-morrow
and see what you think of it.”

Meanwhile Susie was singing:

=

I 4
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% When sha wi
And then

& she lifte her foot,
puta it down.”

“Sing 'tother two lines, sis, and you'll
- just hit it,” said Mr, Ross. “I've al-
ways noticed that 'ere beast had a leetle
mite of a notion to overreach.”
So Susie went on merrily :

‘t And when it hits, there’s music
In that part ob de town.”

“Come, come, Susie,” said Lena,
“mother thinks that's a dreadful foolish
song.”

“0 dear, I know it. Well, it's a good
thing I've got a sensible sister, for I need
somebody at my elbow every minute to
keep me straight.”

“8See all these roots, father,” said
Sarah; “are you ready to set them
out ¢

“Sartin, sartin. I didn’t lay ount to
do anything to-day only what choring
was wanted round the house.”

] Mr. Ross went for his spade, and the
work of embellishing the long negleoted
yard began.

B v S S O T
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Such a chattering; snch di

ussing

about where the violets would look best,

aud where the pinks could be seen to

best advantage, and whether this corner +

would be large enough for the red rose-

bush when it grew. Sarah’s delight was

so boundless that her father said, “ Why,

child, if you was so beset for posies you’d

ought to say something abont it in the

spring.”
“You had so much to do then, you

know,” said Sarah.
“Was that why you didn’t ask to have

the yard fixed ¥’ said M. Ross, straight-

ening up from a delicate lily of ll|c~ \ullvy

he was planting and luukmg his daughter

in the face
“ Yes, sir.
“Well, well, that young one knows

more than half the grown folks,” mur-

mered the father to himself, bending

again to his work. “Look here,” he 4

added aloud after a pause, “what little

turns yon want wont make much dif-

ference. There’s work enongh behind-

. hand, to be sure, but I'd rather stay np

5
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nights than you shouldn’t have what
[ little comfort there is for you in your

slave’s life. If you get in such a takin’
4 again about anything don’t let it be six
months before I hear on’t.”

Susie and Lena expected a burst of
tears from Sarah at this, but they were
mistaken. She was getting too well used
to kindness from her father to ery at each
fresh instance. There was deep feeling
in her tones, however, as she replied :

€0, father, how can you call it a slave’s
life? I don’t know as I could have been
any happier this last summer if I'd had
an acre of flowers. But, then, it’s real
nice to have them. Don’t you think
so?”

“Well, I can’t say as I care much
about ’em for my own use,” said Peter
Ross smiling. “I'd rather see a good
corn-field.”

“Father says your cornfield beats the

of whole town,” said Susie.
“Well, °tis good, faet,” returned Mr.
( Ross, looking pleased. “My crops this
year'll put a stop to & pretty good bit
.

RIS
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of interest, I reckon. Where you goin’
to have this, Sarah "

“O that's the snowberry, isn’t it,
Susie? And where is the white rose?
I thought, father, we'd carry them up—
to—the burying gm'm:l

“Well, I wonld,” said Mr. Ross, lower-
ing his tones sndn mly. “I'll carry you
up in the morning, and we'll set ’em
ont.”

There was a pause in the talk, and then
Sarah asked the girls if they had seen her
]lﬁﬂ]‘ mv-t}l(‘r's "r'\\'(kﬁiﬂnfq

“Yesy they're real nice! and, Sarah—
you wont think it's impudent #—mother
said she wondered whose idea that text
on the head-stone was: *God requireth
that which is past.””

“It was father’s own thought,” said
Sarah. “ He reads the Bible a great deal
lately—we've had prayers regular, night
and morning, this good while—and that
verse seemed to strike him. O father
feels dreadfully becanse he wasn't more
kind to mother. He says it’s in his mind
day and night, and all the way he can

4
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take any comfort is by confessing it to the
Lord and praying about it.”

Laura, Juliava, and Mary now came
in sight, and our little friends ran to meet
them.

# Blackbirds and bobolinks I” cried Pe-
ter Ross as the six happy girls came,
all chattering at once, into the yard.

| Each of the three new comers were
laden with contributions to Saral’s new

[ garden, and Mr. Ross jocosely declared

he should be obliged to plow up the six-
acre lot. Room was found in the yard,
however, and all the pleasant gifts were
soon nicely planted.

« Well, what next, Sarah ¥

“Q fix us a swing, please, father!”
eried Sarah.

“ Roally I don’t hardly know as I can,”
said Mr. Ross. “T'll go and see, though.”
And away the six girls trooped after him
to the barn.

1 There seemed indeed to be no good
place for a swing. Mr. Ross put one up
indeed, but he remarked as he did so :

“It’s a careless-looking piece of work.

_L
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I daresn’t trust such a crazy pack as you
are to swing here alone. I shall ha
stay and swing you.”

0 all the better I” cried Laura Olifton,
“Come, Sarah;” and she would have
pulled Sarah into the swing with her;
but Sarah knew her duties too well, and
insisted that all her young friends should
precede her.

Well, dear child, she was happy
enough without swinging, It was some-
\Pnnu— g0 delightful, so wonderful to her,
to see her father, who, until the last year,
had never, as far as she knew, been ﬂl»le
to lo bady in the face for the shame
of his miwmhls wicked life, geninlly and
naturally helping ber young friends in
their amusement, and receiving their
earnest and respectful thanks.

“Do just look at father!” she could not
help whispering to sympathetic Lena.

“Yes, and it’s all your work,” said
Lena, answering her leughl rather than
h\-r words,

“ Indeed, it is far more your work,” said
Sarah.
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“ After all wo are both wrong,” said
Lena with sweet seriousness. %It is
God’s work, and we can't thank him
enough.”

But I linger too long over these sweet
common-places.

‘When Sarah gathered her happy little
party at the tea-table she half feared her
father would omit the simple words of
prayer and praise which had of late con-
secrated their humble meals. But she
had no need. With simple earnestness
Mr. Ross thanked God for the blessings
of this life, and commended himself and
the little group around him to the kind
care of the heavenly Parent. The noisy
gayety of the children was hushed for a
time; but it soon rose again, and the
< meal went merrily on. When it was

ended Mr. Ross took his hat to go out,
saying :
“Well, little ladies, I &'pose you'll be

u gone hefore I get my chores done, so I'll

say good-evenin’ now. [I'm just as much
obleeged to you for coming to see Barah
a8 sheahorsalf, and I hope you'll come
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just as often as you can, all of you. It
does Sarah a sight of e her
mates once in a while, and she don’t
have any too many pleasures at the
best.”

good to

“1 am sure we shall be very happy to
come,” said Lanra Clifton prettily. Juli-
ana Morris protested that she didn’t know
when she had had such a good visit; and
her characteristic, prettily

Susie said, i

impudent way :
“ Well, we're here so much that I don’t
sce as we need to pay i
Mother
about as well take
with it.”
Susie was Mr. Ro

ny compliments,
you might
us to board and done

id the other

s special favorite.
He patted her on the head and told her to
come on, “Well, you might be in a
worse place,” he added rather medita-

' 1e was when a child in thi
Louse was like a lamb among the wolves,
but Peter Ross isn’t the dronken brute he

e §”

was,
“«(0 please sir, don’t speak so,” said
Juliana Morris, respectfully apnd earn-
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estly; “all those sad things are forgot-
ten.”

“Yes, quite forgotten,” echoed all the
girls eagerly.

“I wish they were, or could be,” said
Peter Ross, with a deep sigh. “Good-
night, little girls, good-night.”

Sarah Ross is past twenty now, a tall,
well-formed, and singularly handsome
young lady. Her hands are not very soft
or white, to be sure, for her acquaintance
with the dish napkin, the wash-board, the
cheese-tub, and the churn has been too
long and too intimate to permit that. She
has never been to school since the sum-
mer when we first made her acquaintance,
but she is very far from being an ignorant
girl. There is a goodly supply of choice
books on the parlor table now, and Sarah
has made good use of her leisure. If you
were to visit her now you would be agree-
ably surprised, I am sure, to notice the
propriety, the refinement; the purity, deli-
cacy, and lady-like grace of her words and
conduct, If you arealiterary person, and

13
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have tact enough to draw her onf; you
willask yourself where and how this hard-
working farmer’s danghter possessed her-
self of such extensive information} such
keen, critical, penetrating insight; such
general appreciation and sympathy with
literature. Half a dozen newspapers come
regularly to her home, but the religions
paper is the first one she reads; and few
persons of her age know more accurately,
or have more closely at lieart, the interest,
prospects, and general state of the Church.
She has been for a good many years, as
her father has also been, a communicant
in the village Church, and the good pas-
tor preaches all the better, I am sure, for
the earnest attention, the warm sympathy,
and intelligent understanding expressed
in her upturned face. There is no class in
the Sabbath-school better taught than
hers, and none, except perhaps Lena
Albro’s, more unitedly and affectionately

attached to their teacher. 1 ?
And her father? Well, Peter Ross is
not very much changed since we last saw
him, He has worked very hard for years
B

I ii
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past. He talks of living easier now. Lit-
tle by little, year by year, his heavy debt
has been paid off, and he owes no man a
dollar. The farm, he says, is Sarah’s now,
for he should have been on the town be-
fore this time but for her. There is no
denying that he exaggerates Sarah’s mer-
its, for he dotes upen her, in the opinion
of some very conscientious people, quite
too much ; but I am myself of the opinion
that her wise industry and economy have
hastened a good deal the day of his eman-
cipation from the galling thraldom of debt.
There are lines of deep thought and sad-
ness on Peter Ross’s face. He will not
outlive his wretched memories. The
prayer-meeting at the school-house is held
weekly now, and the deepest sobbings of
penitence and godly sorrow for sin that
ever rise there are heaved from the ever-
aching breast of Peter Ross.

Baut of Sarah once more. I find myself
very reluctant to cease speaking of her.
Perhaps some reader will ask, * How is
it that Sarah Ross, in her secluded home,
with all her hard work and meagerness of
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opportunity, has become the charming
woman deseribed ¢ T will tell you. She
has improved carefully every opportunity
that she had. Some persons of cultiva-
tion and refinement were, as you liave
seen, among her acquaintances, and she
made every possible effort to profit by
their companionship and example. Her
gincere desire to improve attracted the
approving attention of the good and wise
who knew her, and they delighted, as all
good and wise persons do, in extending a
helping hand, She read her Bible faith-
fully, she asked wisdom constantly of God,
who giveth to all liberally and upbraid-
6th not. Her society is much songht now
by those who desire improvement for
themselves as well ns by those benevo-
lently inclined. Laura Clifton visits her
a great deal of late, and roguishly ealls
her by a sweet little name spelled with
six letters, that, strietly speaking, Lanra
has never had a right to give to any one,
They read and sew togetlier, they work in
the flower garden together, they know all
each other’s hopes and fears, likes and dis-
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likes, aspirations and disappeintments.
If any one presumes to remember Peter
Ross’s former degradation, or Mrs. Ross’s
ill-tempur{ which certainly does not often
happen, Laura warms up instantly, and
sometimes delivers rather spicy little
speeches. There is a handsome house
being erected now on a pretty site, a
stone’s throw from the old brown cottage,
which is really getting too old to be longer
inhabited. Laura takes a vast deal of in-
terest in the new dwelling, and has em-
broidered a very handsome pair of otto-
mans for the parlor already.

Where does the money come from?
Dear me, how very shrewd you are! I
am sure L don't know where it came from,
but I am sure that when the house is
completed it will be more truly than
any place ever has been yet, Sarau’s
Home,

THE END.
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