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SARAHS HOME

CHAPTER I
BARAH'S HOME DESCRIBED,
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& BARAIS WOME

pinzzas, and wearing, even to ¢
" knew not)

gort of loc 1}
or flowers abomt it. FEven the
kol withersd and s
up amo

inmsies,

There were no tre

in the parl

rs. Ross calls the square room. It

w room, with very small windows
Bl paper eurtaing twi
big as they need be. The |
ered with a domestie earpet,
which stand out with fearfol b

tack grownd.  Thoro i=
no paint o the clumsy

serecned by

the conl-
on the w
fashioned woodwe
books, to g of flowers—t
fact, but half-a-dozen stiff wowml virs
dark naked table, Burely there §
ng to invite our stay bere. Let us

no  piet

) OIL
Never mind that door, dear. It lead
only to the spare bedvoom, which S







10 BARANS TOME.

few boxes, jars, and tubs are ranged on
the floor, and a sauey little monse glances
furtively up at us from behind one of
these.

A door leading from this room into &
ruin of 8 woodshed, and thenee into a very
dirty back yard, stands open, and we will
close it lest the pigs and hens runming
about thers might folfow our umnl.u-muf
introde where they have ne
ear that Mrs. Ross is n-.1 in the
of the house ; so, returning to
the kitchen, we gpen a door and
the almost I.L-rpunln,ulnr staircase. €
two tiny rooms are finished, and over fm
remainder of the chamber the bare rafiers
stare down at us from the low roof,
There is fittle besides rubbish to he seen,

Let us peep into Bargh’s room. Ah!
here we find, not Mrs. Ross, but some one
with whom we have more to do, Sarah
hersell. She is sitting npon the low bed,
that half fills the room, guite idle, aud
apparently in & eort of sullon sadnoss
There are four sadly nbused school-books,
& paper box, and a small tin trank ses







12 EARAIY HONE

“Yon didn’ o abont it,” said
Sarab doggedly as she began putting it
iuta the oven.

“Didn't say nothing about it! Well,
i deciare ! T wonder if you ever wild gpet
big enongh so you'll know enongh to go
in when it
something about it. Now yon s
self, and hostle up that fire abont as quich
as you ever did, or that bread wil] be o))
owver the hottom of the aven.”

LWell, I didn't spose ‘twould take vou
wll day to feed the hogs, and so | Just
my bed,™ said Sar

ns, withont somebody to say

Ly

went ‘l[} o ]ll:l:;

“No more In't. Ther
sot that swillpail away. I guess
shonld have a fine lot of pork if I « 't
feed the hogs; but what hindered me this
pping to pull the be
oni ey Wis 6 §p ¢ in th
avery one on e, and 1 sta -’r/‘w] ’”i M
'em, Now you just see if yon ean tal
f-bmediel basket and go and fetch

Ve

nnd

timo was

¢l
the

‘em
¥

Sarahl obeyed, and while her mother
four

made up the pies she tngged thr



lx.tr




14 BARAH'S W0

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

40, dear, there t nobody in tha
world that eares anyth bout me, and I
wish I'd died along with Fa

Then, like a ray of sunl into a
dongeon, eame to her lieart the me
f sweot Lena A
istries of the

nee the
close of school carcely soen
shoolmate, but carefully in
riu trunk bad hoarded the sim-
ple of the dear child, and now she
took it out and ]cu.-k\-nl.’ni it. There the
words stood, beautiful Tn their sky-blue
f, on o pure white
doubly beantiful in the 1
they conveyed. * Li
one she
wish I had somebody to love me,
at I do, and I don’t care if it
Then she thought of Le
manner toward her during the

her gentle
her 1

del

tle ch



ln.it

ed Let

1 T N8 U

i
had not bee
in their resy
waren't th




16 BARAH'S HOME.

“.0, how do you do, SBarah i she ctied,
dropping her basket in her surprise.

“I'm pretty well. How’s your folks i
said Barah with an unwonted and terribly
swkward attempt at civility.

4 We're very well, what there is
thank you, Thera is mobady &t hos
excopt father, and Mary, and me. Ma
or, and Busie, and Charlis 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 I'm ont
picking up butternuts.”

Sarah did not reply, but silently
about helping her,

# Take care, you will stain your lrclt,kl
Some of them aren’t quite dry,” said
Lena; “thats why I put on this old
thing. But I'm going down to the lonse
1o chango it pretty soon, for 1 expeot
thom homae this afternoon, and 1 mean to
be all niee when they come.”

“Hope yon don’t mean to make com-
pany of your own folks," said Sarab,
rather sneeringly.

“No, not company, exastly, but then




BARAH'S HOME

arms engir

And Ax

wis your torn to
go and sec @

minute! Come, Sai




8 BARAR'R HOME.

have aven't yout lot's go
down
Sarah stuying

whera she wi
ters as, with ¢
ecach other, )
their he

slope w0
thiro
and when
saw [

ankful to find you well

it burst out in the

nod just as I turned to

harlie, i him if he
of k ju -
ter, she ran out of the house a sat

down on o log in the back yard, erying
bitterly.

said Mmy, Albro com

Busie, “she's

to séo her,
Lena."
id Mrs.
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Lena hesit i ly & minute, * Yes,
I shall have time 1 to see yon all, I

cnn wut,

natel;
“ Here I haven”t
: wross word
drowr and I've L I
hard as I eould s and
d--u: think I can say a kind word to com

in her trouble. It is real pro-

very

it

111 get
think I «

“ My ol hi u are as praise
worthy in your ge dnet now as
I.‘.II. 18,

“Do you really? Well, T beliove I



ju.it
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don’t agree with you, for I know I get
into a passion three time Lena
does one aid Suvsie, laughing at ler

whe

own inconsistency.
# That is very true, my child,” =
ing; “but you see y

1 hnve

mother, smi )
Lena

8 worse temper by uaturg
has." .

“ Yos, that is what I mg
know very well that
to talk to Sarab, Lens won
vexed and jeal 1

flashed up in a second.”

(118
you lu

d sent me

't have
, and I just

it

ils one

nd then, dear, in & few soconds

miore you saw you were wrong, confessed
it, and made a brave effort to overcome
the temptati
“ How did vou know that §*
40 1saw it. Now, my dear, I th

God ig as well pleased with us when he
mptation, as
when he sces us g right withont
ng been tempted to do wrong; and
I think, since that sad tiwe

mer—"
(), mother, don’t mention that | 1 was




i haven't

t mo go

y, dear, I think
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enlt for any one lo 1
heart, and Lena hag the ndvaut
it that she begun Hist b
Besides, [ think Len
miote terderly than you « E< w.-.‘ will Liear
more patiently Ihm you ean any rude

» poor child

thinge she may .
“Why, mother, I am just as sorry for

her as [ can be. She never had any
d in her lifo, and T wont

chanee to be
expect anything of her."”

“Well, dear, I am quite willing yon
Ik with her, and show her all
indness you can ; but just now
a. Don’t you know
in

ghoald
I]-f‘ |'I\'JI'
leave her to Lo
when you have done wrong, or
trouble, you can open your heart better
to one person alone than to two, even
it feel exactly the sume

ar

thongh you m
toward thoem "
4] know it. O, mother, you can always

set e rig
“ And ppor Barah's mother cannot help

hor.
‘ Becanse she is real wicked hérselfl
Now, mother, you see if Tll be loft quite
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CHAPTER IL

SARAH DESIZES TO BE A GOOD GIRL.
Lexa found 8
her apron thrown o
whole form shaking with her
sat down be

she  eould

ink
nothing even tolerable in
child’s lot. DBefore she
ward to speak she was hemself weep-
ing bitterly, and SBarah’s lips were the

“ Don't you ery, Lona ; yon haint got
nothing to trouble yo she said,

dear, [ know it,” said Lena wit
fresh outburst, “and it was r
mt to be so happy with my sist
before you when your sister is des
Sarah, I didnt think "




rih ghortly.
“ What then 17

41 hrer chiddrer

@ wouldr

ished I'd
“ O ghe ¢

eried

, aud 1 faney 1

snid that




2% - SARAN'S FTOME.

she must lose one of hor children, it might
have been that impudent, good-for-nothing
Barah. Itude and uneultured thongh
Barah was, she was no numb-head, and
she keenly felt the ernel stice done
ber. It was of this that she was bitterly
thinking whon we found her sitting in
her little chamber, It was this that col-
hits, and shaped all her

ored all ber thor
canduot throngh the day.

“ Yes, she did say it, a8 trie as you livel
There aint nobody In the world that cares
agnap about me” - And poor Sarah fell
to sobling again more wildly thau ever.

%1 am sure I love you, Sarah,” eaid
Lena timidly.

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

w] certainly do,” said Lenn more bold-
ly, “and Busie will love you too if you
will let her, and 8o will my mother.”

“ 0, Lonn, I wish 1 hadu't never boen
ngly to you and Busie I

“ We never will think of it again, dear
Sarah, if you will only be good now.”




Al

o G

ing at a
" Y
“]
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1k wotdd
wiuld die§”

it e, | .l-l'.11pu-:1'\"

{0 you t

scome of youn if y
“Old Harry wounld
was the I<]I accompanied by a short,

T

% put her fingers in her ears with a
ery of terror so genuing that Sarah wus
ruther startled by it.

4 Well, T didn’t mean that,”
“Of course I m
time before I die

% But, ¢
such d ful ti

40 pshiaw ! 1f your father was swear-

g round half the time you wounldn't
be 80 ‘fraid of a fow’ bad words, 1

to get pious s

how can you dare say

g

guess.”

Wiser persons than Lena
heen tempted to despair * at
of the hardness
ehild's heart. Even whil
have & glimmering perception
heanty ; she excused and made
light of fearfal sins, I;arn did oot at-
!._;1|_|1|r to define the case, but it looked

might have

the




Lena's w

that

*Don't take on so,

t rth ming

“Will you prot
words 1"
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%“Yoa; anly I never can remember it
in the world,”
you try 17
“ Yes, just as hard as ever [ can
“And will you"—Lena’s vofee had sunk

to & reverent whisper 3
pray fo the Lord to help you .u[-f minke
yon good 1™

“Why, i
wont 1

“ Dear Sarah I

“Well, well, I'll try. Il do i
please you, beeanse—now I don't care if
I do say something real silly, and yom
needn’t laugh—you're the only person in
the world that ever acted as if they cared
a enap abont me, and T want one friend,
and I'il do anything yon say if you'll
only—" Burah stammered and blushed as
if she was awfully ashemed, but the
words came oulat lust—=if you'll only
love me.”

“Why, how could yon think I'd
langh!” said Lena innocemtly. “I nm
sure 1 don't think it's silly; and I don’t

kuow how in the world I could live if I

no pse, Lena, The Lord
d a word about me.”

j'.1HL to




very
Wil

# Love youd
, 1 have

t I love

time,
better now, and 1 will
And L

tl

her promi then

led her friend i
T :

Husie vied

and

attentions
night Sarul
evershe h

ronduct
That ever
to bed, st

new heart,
@ him.

» had hoped so
ks, g0 she expressed no snry
iotly, “ Why, my child{”
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% Pocanse, mother, when Sarah Ross
was talking to-day she 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
sbe ever said to me. Should 1 feel so bad,
mother, to hear religion sneered abc
I didn’t Jove the Saviour a little myself'f

%1 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 Ro
met her at the door,

“ Well, miss, thiz is a pretty time o
night for you to be out. Now I know
what kept you.”

At another time Sarah would have in-
vanted an exeuse without hesitation, bt
in her preseut improved state of «
preferred to tel@®he truth.
civilly, ¥ Ntthing in particalar. 1 didn’t
suppose yon'd care abont my stay
1 didn't hurey.”

% Didu't suppose 1'd care! You knew
I’d been working like an old slave all dify,

t home her mother

d she
ghe said

and







put them i
them into & pan
been

The fanlt w
place where

=8 wel |
own, but, like many nn
© was only irrit

overflowed 1 eky instrument

of 1
now, you g r-nothing little

hope y misch
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vd resplutions were all forgots
ten now, and she responded with angry
prot “Yes; and more’n yourn's
worth into the | »

Barals

L

stared she was the
“ outrageorsest 1"|[|1|l| it young one on
the fuce of the earth,” and Ur(i\..!'x‘.l| her in-
stantly to bed.
In the solitud
tnmult of her feelings had
and then o TE
| promised Lena she wonld pray.
“What an idea!™ she exelafmed, with a
ghort, bitter laugh, And yet ghe had
promised sincerely, and she could nob
bulp thinking serionsly of it
« “ Pray, pray,” weont on her soliloquy.
“Yes, I said I'd pray the Lord to help
me und make me gpood. 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 gopd.”
The poor child bad never bLefore ate
tempted to address herself to the Divine

of her

m the angry
chance to
membered that



si-rioiL-.lv
Wo.ll

at the sol

she had

sliphitest cons

ar not, but n

the hosts of heavon wonl

tuke just vengeance on her for hes

ness. TPoor, dark-minded 1

wandrons ] our blessod

or, the sw

promises of his Holy I

known to her. God s

deed, & consuming fire

at the thought of his righteons wr
Upon theee feelings fullowe

a remorseful sense of hor wick

her lust i
4 g fears, she resol

oven to ber dark mind was

muke confes: y her

fession of our f

cases, but T pr t none of my reade
may ever know Aow hard it is to coofi
such a person ns Mrs. Ross.
always thought that act of poor 8
a3
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one of the bravest ones | ever knew abont.
Bhe did not allow herself time to shirink
or trembles but walked struight to hep
mother and forced from her lips these
words

% Mother, T hadn't any business to sanee
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
you some fault, have you not? And do
you remember, surely you eannot have
rgotten, how she rejoiced over your pen-
itence even as much as she had monrned
for your sin? How sho clasped you in
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
d that you are, do not

by looks even more bitterly sneering than
the words, was this:

“ Forgive you, you little sapheadt T'11
liok you, more like "

Sarah waited for no more. Thy hot




bl

in her

g herself into

y more th it

of God s or if she did think,
eny des A
“It's no use, 1 can't be

>

praver,

1t was ¢

wl nny way.”
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CHAPTER IIL
HOPE DAWNS ON SARAH'S HEART.
A wees puassed away, deri
Barah Toss =
think for a moment of ber talk w
She had sottled it in her

|
| of no uee for her to try t
had ric
nnd the
{
1

eely allowed

led hersell for her
re the matter, as she thou
resolved, was to end. No, not
there, for there was one thing she resolved
to do, or rather refrain from « ’

“T wont be hateful to T«
meore, that's what 1 woul,
hereelf with great decision, And a ]l,[}\i}y
thing that resolve proved for her,

It was the practice of

1 field, the minister of 1D
| Friday evening muetings a
) each of the school-he

and this week came the turn of the (I
ton district. These meetings were g
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erally very v

goodly numbe

district; and 1

dearly loved

and his mes

even by those

Master

The Ross fami

attended at publie

bath, sometimes appeared at the meet

in the echool-honse. Usnally

eareful to app

the mesting; but this time it chanced to
ind the first intim:
when Laura Clifton

to see if Sarah wonld g

her, adding after she had pr

request :
¥ Mother told me to 3
she should you there too,
L
sidered herse
informed of the
1 deal I am




43 BARAH'S mOMIE

“May Barah go?” asked Laura timé
idly.

Mrs. Ross sald she didn't care; bub
Barah, eatching the unlovely spirit of hep
mother, deelared she would not stir a
step. Laura kept down a strong inclings
tion to retort, and leaving the house meg
Lena Albro at the gate.

“ There now,” she exelaimed, “1 know
what you have come for, and yon are real
good; but yonu have taken your long
walk for nothing. Sarah wont go, for
I've nsked her.”

“ Perhaps—"

“0 no, don’t bother; she wont pgo.
Come along with ma,”

“ Lot me go in o minute, please,” and
Lena disappeared.

Lavra waited half pontingly for a mins
ute or two, and then spying her brothes
William coming slowly down the road
wearing an unusnally serious fuce, she ran
forward, joined him, and proceeded to
the sehool-honse.

Meanwhile Lena had timidly opened
the kitchen door, and in reply to Mrs
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Roess rather surly i i hat she

would t 1

s [ coma to sop

if Sarah was i
“It's no d

goos or sia

to leave the room.

“Wont you go, Si

“1 guess not.”

“ Why, please

% Nothing particular, only I don’

m.‘t

“Q, Barah, do go! Mr. \E'nl sfield s

ways says something to the ¢
be talks &0 good.”
The argument was an
Barah d l want to ba l::r,
I shant go," she sai
Tears started i 3
lip trembled as -Eu.: said, ;
thought you would go if I came ,l|, this
way for youn.”
“Dear me, what a 1-1

Emrnih was obliged to resort to her ha-
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bitual abropiness of manner, for she was
just ready to rour herself, if I may use thes
word as she did, She ran up stairs and
hustled hergelf into her better clothes with
fierce haste, assuri herself all the time
that Lena Albro was just nothing but &
bothersome little baby, and nobody counld
cross her one single Lit or she would oryy

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

Mr. Mansfic was just rising in the
desk to speak, the opening prayer and
song being ended, as our lMitle friends
glided in. The Bible was open bofore
him, but his glance was east round upon
his little avdience as he pronounced the
ninth, tenth, and eleventh verses of the
seventh clmplﬂr of Bt. Matthew: “Op
what man of you, if his son ask brendy
will he give him a stone; or if ho ask A
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fish, will he
z eVl

rgil'l:. unto your
shat! your Father wl
‘;n..d things to them

4% Your Father, m
good man went on,
pot your neighbor, but
He then spoke feclingly of
of earthly parents. Of the w
aven of bad parents, to give good
thaoir ghildren, Next he spoike of ¢
n father, infinitely kinder, tendere
more pitiful, as well as groat
than any earthly parent, While
man thus spoke, the wondre
tainod in the two frst wond,
proyer dawned dimly upe
of Baruh I “Our F
to herself in nmazemor

& good, loving, kind father ton, like L
father 1

~ Lot us not blame her, poor child ; that
wits fis high as her mind could reach tl
Bhie had never had much love f ¥
parents, nor had she ever for a moment
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belioved that they loved her, and the &
natural yearning of the human heart fop
love had been as effectunlly stifled in hop
e1ss, pp."Jm;;—. as it ever is.  Bul thanuk
God! that yearning is a deathless one,
Many waters cannot quench it, though
they may bury it terribly deep in theig
cold bosom. TLena Albro's tendernessy
even while she scoffed at it, had wakenad
in ah's heart a longing wish that she
had some ene to love her, and now the
thonght that God might be to her, even
her, such a futher as Mr. Mansfield was
deseribing, overpowered her, and she
leaned forward upon her desk and wopt,
She heard no more of Mr. Mansfield's
words, Shie 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. Dut at last a voico
did arrest her attention, a familiar enough
voiee, but go strar in that place. %
was the voiee of William Clifton.

“ Friends and neighbors,” said he, % §
don't know whethér any of you bava
known it or not, but P've heen in tronbla




HOPE D,

for o good v
girl was dr d,
fault, as I conldn’t |
nobody b 1 me, |
no mortal creature knows h
I thought sometimes I wo
nd throw myself
iy that means 1

to life, nnd—" Wi
loaked uneasily at Sarub, o
itnpelled unwillingly, repeat
cluded, *to life and hope, T
gan to think what better was 1,
maore fit to die, and 1 tell
idea frightened 1
ous places be
stood & smart chanece
I pover realized
ty die nnp
eall mysel

bied then

Zrow worse and we v :
afraid of my own r.  Why,

the horses,

o gecond week




48 BARAIS HOME.

Beptembar T went to take my little sistep
to New York: I hated to leave her therey
Bhe too had s narrow e
awful time, and I've hated to have
hor 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
day longer than I meant to, I wa
to leave her, and I suppose, with that and
my other trouble, 1 was a pretty mopish'S
ellow. The day before I loft I was alone
in the parlor, and Cousin Alice camg
tripping in. 1 remember she had a greak
doll baby in her hands, and she showed i8
to me, and ssked me if something abood
it wasn't pretty. 1 wantod to please hery
but 1 couldn’t make as though I
anything about it ; in fact, [ could b
speak. In an instant that child’s
changed, Bhe tocked the baby nnder
her arm, and asked softly, * What is the
matter, Consin Will ¥

“] don’t know what possessed me. I
nover did such a thing t @ Or sineey
but 1 opened my whole heart to that childs
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nd her eyes

about it.”

#5Doa*t kn
yon read the Bi

Yo

4 And don't you belic
think God tells the tratl

“ Yes, but—"

S0y don't say but, Will ! Just ¢
to take care of yon and he co
Promise me, Will, that yon w

“1 promised her, und her
bright o She didn’t
any more doubt or fear
no such thi
her doll up in
ing to it. M,
know then wh:
where it savs we

2 paid L

children. The f
in my life was

faith liks the

God wonld g

little o

t of my
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I've been a prn\mr' man ever sinee, hut I
haven't fe t. I haven't enjoyed my=
gelf. I've afraid, or nshamed, I
can't hardly tell which, to speak and &
peopla know how 1 felt. DBut to-unighy
while Mr, Mac ing np how
willing God is to be our father, I alvos
felt ns if 1 beard a woice saying, * Uhoost
you this night whom you will ser M’-
friends, my mind is made up to serve thed
Lard, and T want you shonld pray thak
I may serve him fuithfully.”

William's words caused deep feeling
in the little cirele, and when the meetings
closed peopie Hngered longer than nsualy
speaking to esch other. Many persons
offered their hands to William Cliftony
and spoke words of Christian fellowship
and encouragement to him, Lenn Albrg
noticed it almost coviously.

4“0 mother,” she gaid, “it is too bad}
I am suvg [ am glad for William, but he
onghtn’t to bave all the help. Why woné
somebody speak to poor Sarnh 17

“Yon may put that question to our pass
tor if you choose, dear,” said Mrs. Albro
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hat Mr. Mansfield

\\ hist is ity
lll!ll!' [l.rlIIII ! Aro
kindly at '|||, little

Lenn blushed, .m-] --||
st her mother; but Mrs
belp her, and she was «
genroely able, to answer, I was wish
pome one would speak to Saral
Bhe's been erying all the evening
fnltered ; Mr. Mansfield thank
then slowly made his way to the ply
where Barah Ross stood. She had
ber tears, and he merely asked her o
the health of her parents, and then tur:
to spoak to some ono else,

*0O dear,” sighed Lena, “couldu’t he
sy more than that{”

dut the minister wi
A quarter of an
Sarah Ross in his 1 sud was drivi
slowly, straight out of his own
townrd her hull)l

% Poar littlo
lonaly since your -|-rcr d ed, aren’t you§?
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Surah was too much awed to do more
than barely assent. ¢
“Yes, it is very sad; but don’t youl
know, dear, you have a L-tm‘r friend [Ilall,'
sister or im-l!url i

“0 donr, 1 wish T had )”

“Why not, then, my child? Why nét:
accopt of Jesus as your father, your cldee
brother, you dear friend and helper

“1 would if I eonld, but—"

“Bat what, my ehild I eaid the minle
ter pationtly,

“Why, 1 don’t know nothing at allS
about him. D'm afraid of him.”

“ Afrivid of him, my poor clild? Afraid
of Jesus who died for you; who rosd
again, and now stands at the right hand
of the Father to intercede for youd”

“ But I've been so bad™

%My child, he knows it all. There
nothing hid from him ; and yet he strotches
forth his arms and says, ‘Come. Yol
have kanowa tender, forgiving human
ul;.;.‘, have you nott? Iim-.:, who wollm
love you in spite of cruel things you mi
do to them i
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Y es, one

N, not but
that's Loua All

&1 trust, my ch
more, onl
But one rmy pur
ma how yon know her as such

% Why, sir, I epoiled her things, and
hurt her, and plagued her in ov Ay
eonld, and then she just pave me t
and spoke ples 5 1 h
and—o0) dear

sut

et to me, an

Sarah sto

and had much ado to keep Lerscll

weeping alond.
“ My child,” s

little pan

flock: but,
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ocoan, Now, my child, are you afraid to
go with all your sins to a Baviour so great
aund good I

41 don't know as I be,” said Barah,
speaking very slowly,

“1 do not wish you to misunderstand
mo,” continued Mr. Manstield. “ Persons
who persist in their sins may well fear
God, may well tremble at the thought of
meeting him.”

“I don't want to persist in my sing”
sobbed Sarah; “T'd be good if I knew
how,"”

“Yes, 1 hoped that was your feeling,”
roplied Mr. Mansfield, “and that is why 1
dared to enoourage you, God iy, indeed,
a terror to evil-doers, but to the truly pen-
itent he speaks only in tones of Jove and
ancouragement. Fle nsks nothing unrea-
sonable. Only believe in him, repont of
und forsake your sins, and—"

“ 0 dear, that's the trouble,” interrapted
Sarah, “I ean't forsake my sias, I have
everything in the world to make me bad,
and 1 can't help being bad,”

“Not of yonrself, certainly,” replied
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ron not know that

him
mako

gate, and 8
rrounyd and ran i
bidding him good
vas dark and still,
or behind her, and
with
any
ilar cireum-

Wr 0w reom,

thonght r

“ Dear, 1 should have

But .,mmh wiig at hand, and, stom-

and blundering over
7 the eold and nwed by
¢ at lnst to her place
nso hersell to sleop.

11. darkness, she
and tried to oom|
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But the excitement of the evening had
left ber too nervous to gleep.  She wanted
some water, she wantod a morsel to eat,
she wanted somebody to speak o her,
At length ehe grew g0 uneasy that she
rose and groped her way to her mother’s
roomn.

“ Mather! mother |

“Wall, what now " snapped Mrs. Ross,

“ Mother, whero are the matches? I
want a light.”

“ Well, you wont have a light to burn
the house with, 80 now. You ean find
Four way to bed well enongh.”

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

“ Well, T shant get up; L'l risk you i
moraing.”

“O dear! I mwst have somo water,”

By this time Mrs, Toes’s patience was
exhansted. “1 tell you I wont be both-
ered with you. Take yourself off or
you'll get what you don't want,” she eried,

Poar Barah sobbed aloud as she cropt

* back to her dismal place. * O dear,” she
suid, “T wish T had a friend. 1 wish God
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y friend, for nobody olse will,

Just ns she said this thers

world be m
ath i

her memory the words,

sther and mother fi

m de that must surely be
meant for her.  8he repeated them muny
rod that
having onee been sent, early in the morn-

s house of a

times, and st length remen

purpose for me. O

I nm sure my fa-

r and mother have
They di
we, and w
0, Lord, do take m
od, and Il try o do the v
I ean.®

saken n't care auything

ing to help
up und mako
Lest
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Now, and strange, and strangely sweet
wore the emotions that filled the breast of
the neglocted child. A fosling of safety,
peace, and protection eume over her,
Why, she cauld nat tall} but sho folt no
more fears, no more loncliness, no w
tronble of any kind, She laid lerself
down, wondering that she had never
thonght before how good and kind God ik,
and Low safely she m trost in him.

# fecling of
love nnd gratitude soch ns had never
before experienced, and an earnest desive
te do something 1o plesse s
was ready to do so much for her. With
these thoughts ehe foll asleep.
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CHAPIER 1V,

EAD BOENES.

: it was fairly light the next
our little friend w
by the sharp voice of hier m
! Barali! get up and come down
this minute."”

It was much earlier than her usnal time
of rising, and besides, thore was some-
in the sound of her
r n momont she fairly
it.  Then the thonghts of
g came back to her mind,

awakenad

sther erying,

thing very stru

shook with &
the 1
and she repeatod ns ghe bupried on her

i ds, “ When my father and
the Lord will
take me np,” The the t assared her
wewhat, and it was well ; for a terrible
hit met he re Bis she descended the
rs. Her futher wus tearing shout the
tehen, sereaming, swearing, and groan-
ing, in & manner mors horrible than 1 can

ov

& W
ake me then
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deseribe. Nearly overy article in the
roomn was upset or hroken, and her
mother stood cowering st the door, ready
to flee at any instant.

4 0, mather, what doee ail him 1"

Mrs. Ross stopped quickly into the par-
lor, drew Sarah after her, and closed the
door, “He's got the delirivm tromens}
thats what afls him,” she replicd with
fioree emphasis. * And it's more'n |
know but he'll kill us ull. You go and
get some of the neighbors here just as
quick ag you can.”

Sarah waited for no seeond bidding, but
ran with all speed to the house of Mr
Morris, whieh, thongh more than a quar-
ter of 8 mile distant, was nearest. or
noarly 8 wegk past Mr. Ross had heen
drir much worse than usnal, and had
been at home very littlo dny or night.
His wife was 60 well nsed to this sort of
thing that ghe had taken little notice of
his absence; but this morming when, with
the fearful fires of drunken insanity burn-
ing in his brain, e had come home, she
was suddenly aroused to the terribleness
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i the stubborn pride
3 il all nid or sym-
foreed to give
amily had |u-| ricon when
door. Me 3

'I" r| 8§13
W Wl morning, ehild,  What is
f ""he said, loc ‘l\luj5

" ‘mur father! Why, what's the
mattor "
“0 I don’t know; I guess he fa orazy.

wer said she didn't know but he'd kill

now, sho!” Mr, Morris
tely, and casting n meaning
his wifo. * Where's n 1
' ong man needed.”
Jon't you know he went
id Juliana.

“ || o it Loy is always ont
of the way wl i . Look
here, sis, *taint safe for your ma to be

nt
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alone with him, and DIl go straight np
there ; but yon ron over to Mr. Albro's

tell him to come. Tell him 1 want
hi

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

Mr. Albro understood th._ mi e very
woll, and both he and bis hired man went
quickly to Mr. Morris's uid, They were
none too many. Three strong und de-
termined men though they were, they
were barely able to eontrol the i
rage of the unhappy man they had o
denl with. They got him into his bod-
room at last, however, and then Mr. Al
bro sent his man for a doctor,

Dear children, yon never saw a case of

nm tremens, did yon? I eannot de-
geribo it to you; I do not know that I
would if T conld, it is so very d
It §s a kind of insanity in w
potient fancies himself tortured by de-
mons, entwined with loathsome serp
pursied by unearthly phantoms; in eh
the whole mind, sod sonl, and body
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soetn given np to the tortures of the
world of woe. This ineanity, however,
any save those who

never
have drank do
and one ¥
a parson #nffer:
deter a man from s

1 suppose t!m' one sight of
g from it wonid forever
the nox

etip.  But, alaz ! the power ¢ tempter
is strong, and thousands go down yearly
i¢ drunkard’s grave.
Albro urged Sarah to stay to
st slie was too excited and anx-
sa, and hurried homes, While
rods distant from the houge
srd distinetly the unearthly yells of
retehed sufferer, and she hasdly
rn the kitchen door; she did o,
hawever, and found her mother working
vigorously to repair, a8 far as she counld,
the mischiof her brutal husband had
done,

“ Mother, what is the matter with
him 1" she asked fearfully.

“1 told you once, and that's enongh.”

“Will he dief”

“7 don't know™
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#Mrs, Albro told me to tell yon she
shonld come up here in two Lours or go.”

“ Well"

Barah did not in the slightest degree
understand the nature of her father's
malady, Shesaw and heard the horrible
symptoms, but of its eaunse and probable
termination she could form no idea. Of
conrse she was frightoned and distressed ;
of oourse in her excited state she felt piti-
uble need that somebody should talk to
her, enlighten her, and comfort her, Her
mother, ns we have seen, would enter into
no conversation with her, and she turned
nway with a sick, wretched feeling at her
heart, and went up stairs, Had an angel
taken Lis dwelling in that poor [ittle
room, an angel whose mission it was to
whisper consolation in the heart of its lit-
tle oeonpant? It would almost seem so,
for no sooner had she opened the door
than the thought of the eveuing before
returned to her mind. “ When my fa-
ther and mother forsake mo then the
Lord will take me up,” she repeated, and
dropping upon her knees she pleaded her

BARAT'S HOME.
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forsaken condition, and prayed God to
¢ and ba hor father, protoctor,

z ing her prayer with s
istically emphatie promise, ¥ and,
de just the very best I possibly

g this promise Sarah
¢ down stairs, and, in a
tone 8o respootiul that
round at her in amazemont, asked, * Can’t
I do something to help yon, mother §*

“ (§ dear, T don’t know what [ want to
do myself,” roplicd Mre. Roes.

“1 sappose the men haven't been to

r mother logked

brealkfast,” eaid Sarnh, meaning Mr.
Marris and Mr, Albro, who, she knew,
had hor on they instant,

“ Wall
and I'll get some

'|>|-v|| 80 BX :|p:|._\' hoed|ess, ehang
fnl, nod disobliging that ber services, ox-
those compulsorily rendered, w
\lly worth very little,  But this morning
ebe performed the task allotted to her,
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and then set about sweeping, dusting,
sctting the table, ete., with such alac-
rity that, busy ns Mrs. Ross was, she
found time to wonder more than once,
“what in life had come across that
young one !”

Mr, Ross was wo violent that it was
scarcely safo for his attendantz to leave
bim, oven one at a time, and only o fow
hurriod morsels were taken from the
breakfast table when it was prepared.
With o kind of vague fecling that she
ought to offer the gontlemen something
more than the ordinary fire of her family,
Mors. Hoss had bronght ont a portion of
the only rarity she had, a dish of pre-
served plums, mnd Sarah, with the keen
appetite of childhood for swoetmeats,
eonld in no wise comprehend why they
remained untasted,

Abushed somewhat by the presence of
those whom, despite her stubborn pride,
she eonld not help regarding as her su-
periors, and ignomnt of the proprioties of
ber place, Mrs. Ross had directed Sarah
to make the coffee, and had betaken her-
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self, mill-pails in band, to the barn-yard,
o when Mr, Morris left the kitehen Sarah
ehueklingly seized npon the dish of fruit
with the exclamation,

“Aint 1 lucky now! mother'll never
know in the world bnt they ate the
sanco I"

She had done such things without com-
punction seores of times before, but now,
midway between her mouth and the dish,
the spoon was suddenly arrested. %0
dear, now, that aint doing the best T ean.
1 know mother's real saving of this sauce,”
she said to herself, and thon o eolloquy
pretty nearly like the following ensued :

Inolingtion. * She needn't be so stingy
with it

Conacience. *That's not my business,
The sange is hers, and she told me when
she made it not to meddle with it, and I
mustn'e.”

Inclination. “ It looks so good |"

Consoience, ¥ Lot it alone.”

Inolination. “ One taste ot least 1”

“No, no, no! 1 said I'd do the very
best 1 conld, and if T don't God wout be
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my fither, nor have anything to do with
me,"™

Down went the dish npon the tabls,
and Sarah tuened her bask resolutely from
it.  One vietory was gained, and let vo
ono eall 1 o 1eifling victory s for i the
poor wreteh in the bed-room had in his
youth gained and waintsined a procisely
similar victory he might now bLave been
& happy, vseful, and honored mwember of
socioty, instead of the ruived thing he ie

*There, let them preserves alone!”
eried Mrs. Hoss, coming in just ns Sarab
wits sotting down the dish.

“1 hoiny touched ‘em, nor aint going
to,” said Sarah.

“Likely story! you're always poking
your nose into every thing you ean find "

It was very iscournging, and Sarah
folt it bitterly 5 bat she koew her mother
had had every reason to distrust her, and
she smothered the augry wtort that
rushed to hor lips. By this time tho rattla
of the doctor's carrisge was heard, and
Mr. Albro eame ont of the bed-room nod
miet hint at ¢he door,
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“ Bare, soro! Well, well, it's just what T
1. I told hin

nths ago he'd

kor ™ after lim
heard Lim
Albro said

re Were more "n'u dible words, snd

Well, "'ul' lvll

Don't ger

very dan; he Inluura are so
terrivly , and he's
eon pothing hut & rum ensk for years.
Tull botter when T seo him. Bavage, aint
Lo

A fiendish howl from the bed-room
lled Mr. Albro’s re
w the d
But Sarsh \r--uH Jmn"- ¥

y mete i they bad

-.m_-d now-a-dn

tor, he haste

Bl Was erusl

sonse of shame.
old enongh her fat
been o souves of bitler maort
Lar, and much of the ree .
that mude her so disagrecable was o
sumed g8 ber only and wiserably inst

s hira
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ciont defense again

enla and, to her hig

Lumilisting pity of her con

never, among all the wretehed p

sha dreadod, had she snoe dremmed thal

her father's disgrace would or could by

parnded before the warld ¢

i Of defivium tremens . of eourse,
s but by the doctor’s words

she distinetly understood that his malady,

whatever it wis, was cansed solely by his

intomperance, and that it was aniversally

known to be o,

%0 1 wish I conld go and hide in a
hoie where nobody could ever sew me
again in the world "
elaimed. “1 wish 1 hado’

I wi

how oan I be good and have
poioting at me and saying, there's
old drunken He il 7

“When my father and mother
me then the Lord will take me up,” whis-
pered a utill small voice,

“Yes, but then this 8 » great deal
worse than being forsaken. O Lord,
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1 1 da? and poor &

of fathor,

youl Wall,
prns.”
d hopae for

first, ns
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s she realized th

ul -Juu\a Dr. Winel
‘ﬁ to n pa

& volunteorod l..< sarvi
home, Almnt ton ¢
came up with kind profie
borly fricndship and aid. Mre. Ross said
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she was muech obliged, but 2wt know as
she wanted anything.

Mrs, Alhiro wonld aot be so coldly pre
off. There was alway hing to bo
done, sfie said, in n honse w there wis
sickness, and she had come propored to
stay all day if she could be of any serv-
ice,

At this Mrs. Toss conld not well help
offering to take ber bonnot and shaw),
which Mre, Alliro laid aside as cheerfully
ag she would have done if her weleomea
had been a cordinl one,

“ Now, Mrs. Ross,” sho snid, when Mys,
Ross came back from the spire lmlr o,
“yon mnst not be backward one bit s
t.eum}‘ what you want. Dor
member about Mr, Albre’s be
s0 suddenly sick two years ago this fall?
Well, do yon know, 1 hnd to send over to
Mrs L!.'ﬂon o borrow & couple of =
And if it hadn’t happened that siste
Susan enme over and made some for me
jnst then, I do believe 1 should have Lad
to borrow sheets and pillow-eases too, the
sick require amch very froquent changes,
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Now, T'll own I was a
abont it at the time,
afterward T didn't

tle mwortified
inking of it
The best

of housekeoper about

such things, e « WAYS

to be re to make up m

ciene
you m
g0 I've brou
or mend anyt

Mrs

Albro was out of breath when sho
d lier

g speoch, for she bad res-
y enid out her say despite two or

ln the frank

hor,

ol her ¢4
mixture «
“Well, y
ehirts d and if you've
a mind to do it Tl sat wn for it
ra. Albro did not
»ahould be quite
ing paid. She merely 1o
basket when it was brought, and sclecting

lo or protest
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a torn garment, drew spool and pieces
from her own little basket and set to
wark,

EWell, 1 say for it, that's thoughtful,”
anid Mre. Ross more cordinlly by far than
wins her wont. “I was just wondering
where I eonld find some patches. Tspose
there's enongh of em in the house, but
I'm so tossed up I don’t know snything
this morning”

% Just so0,” retorned Mrs. Albro cheer-
fullgs “ Do you know, I've somotimes
had persons insist on helping me, and
with the kindest of inténtions too, and
they wonld make me more work than
they did. I believe I'll put new wrist-
bands on this one, wouldn't you "

“0 do just what you think best,
Burali, you go and put up the curtains in
the square room.”

Barah obeyed with alaerity. Some
half the bitterness of her degradati
seemed gone while she listened to Mrs,
Albros simple words. She was too
shrewd to Lo deceived. She knew very
well that Mrs. Albre nnderstood fully the

how
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compsssion §
b has too

for ns to say ;! r nhout
this the
Aing t s far

r b I‘l'\l‘“.\l I brn-

was from the n hinmil

n of an hour ago. “1 am sure wo

aint to blame for father's drinking
an her soliloqay, “and Mrs, Albro d
aot as il who despised us for it, aod if [ do
just ns well us 1 ean, perhaps ffBawont
think any worse of me for that"
g herselfl thng, the child ar-
shed away dnst and
eb or two, then drow the
wooden |'-’-\'I.'|n;{ chair up to t
X

y window, and f

1y wen

ered such green thic

nnd plnced them in a broken pitcher on
the w w.
“Tuke a s in the square room, do,

Mra.
T
quite so di

Allr
gothents were compluted.
y there.  And Sarab, yon get

sald Mrs. Ross when these
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your little chair for Mrs, Albro's foet. 1
do wigh T was worth a cricket.”

"0 this answers every purpose,” re-
plied Mms. Albro as she ed horself
where she was reques [
got soma very pretty

“Wish I eould have got
eaid Sarah smiling.

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

“1 mean to have a posy bed next year,”
snid Sarah, quite forgetting her trouble.

Meanwhile poor Mr, Morris in the bed-
room was thinking of something very dif
ferent from flowers, D, Winchester lad
directed that his patient ghonld ke a
gponge bath, and Mr. Morris had been
obeying his orders. He now l near
the parlor door and made some jocose re-
marks about his patient.

borst forth.
“ O dear|” she exclaimed passionately ;
“1 wisl I was dead, that’s what I do!”

“My poor child 1" said Mra. Albro, ox.
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you must
n tlint

manner. [t is very displ
“1 know it, but— O de
-

r, what eon 1

I don’t think T quite get your mean-
ing, desr. I r
trouble, but I don’t nnderstand how you
foel.”
“Why I feel shamed to death 1™
“Then you know-
“ ¥Yos, yes! ] know all abont it Its
rom that bhas made fother sick and crazy,

you in  bittor

in just made fon of him,”
nh bitterly ; “and yon Iaughed

yourself, you koow you did "

Mr. Mo is natar-
thiul sort of man, THe
ludigrous almost overy

o0 VoY

finds somet
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whare, and he will have his joke. DBut
Mr. Morris has one of the kindest hearts,
and deeply pities your poor father. I
confess I smiled st his droll words, but
even at the same instant I folt almost
angry with him for saying thom."

“ But don't yon despise my father and
all of us i™

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

“ [ don’t see how you can help it," said
Barah perversely.

@ My ehild, I will tell yon how I can
belp it. It is by remembering eonstantly
that my condact has been far more of-
fonsive to God than the condact of your
poor father is to me.”

4 Is that so I" eried Sarah, in unfeigned
amazement.

“Yes, my child. Youn bave very little
eoneeption, none of us have, how entirely
pure and holy God is. The best and the
warat human beings are all alike, vile and
carript, exeapt as, through the faith of
some in the blood of our Saviour, Josns
Ohrist, they are savod from their sine”
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01 seel" cried Sarah
se you ara a Chrie
don't dospi
ten feeli

the
arah'’s mind, ©

me, nnd i of e,
fut this morning when the troy

t it—no, I didn’t really fc

cuma

B Bot yon did not have so much faith
ns vou ought” said Mrs. Albro,
that Barnh did not po on. “It was o
strange, bat, my child, God is able
1 He will not
y s all tonde
Thongl
wnld point at you in

hald

1 liis arme, and smile up
only trust in him,™

bro, 1 will trost him; 1
w he is good 17
Albro's arms wera elasped closer
the child as she snid, with tendor
solemnity, *May the Lord help von to
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keep that resolution forever. May he
give you strength and cournge, ne-
cording to the burden he has laid upon

E yon." !
'.: Mra. Ross now came in, and hefore her
it *  hard cold face no more conld be said on

i the subject. After o while Mr. Morris
| eame into the parlor, saying, “Well, 1
1 guess I've done neighbor TRoss more good
than the doctor., He's ay peaceable as a
lnmb since T got donw sponging on
him.”

“T dare say yon've made him cleaner'n
he's been before this ten years!” said
Mrs. Ross with & short laugh.

Mr. Morris grinned, and Sarah’s face
erimsoned,  She torned to Mre Albra
almost unconseiously, and roceived a kind,
eneoaraging look, that took away half the
pain after all. It was an hour or two be.
fore Mra, Albro had another ehanee to
speak to her, and then it was only for twh
or three minotes,

“ My deurchild,” she said, * if T have
understood  your feelings yon are sin.
cerely wishing to be good,™
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“Waell, T do, Mrs. Albro,” said ah
stly ; [ don't ¢'pose any bady will
e ity but it's so [
Well, my dear, you understand, do
yvou not, that in order to do right wo
1 ofully obey God 1?

“Yes, snd 1 do mesn to try, only 1
don’t know very well what he wants mg
% 4s

o,

“ will teil you, Sarah, one thi e
I am very sure he o
wants yon to submit patiently and will
ingly to whatever he sees fit to lay upon
yoi. 1 ean see that you wre deeply mor
ified) by—hy soma things in your funily,
You feel rather hittorly—"

“Well, who wouldn'ti® interrupted
Sarah hotly.

# Oh wonld not, my child, When
was hero on earth he bore the sins and
shame of the whole world. He wihs
1, spit mpon, langhed at, and in-
slmost every way; bot no
t word ever pmssed bis lips, no

itter thought ever lived in his pure
heare. He bore the unutterable anguish

you Lo«
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wholly changed. Indocd, it svemod at
first that only one of God's requirements
was made known to her, tams 1
shoold submit hombly and pu

the disgrace of her tnrml_\_ :

of the greal instances of the Divine wis-
dom and goodness that in the hoarty ful-
fillment of almost any duty we are ntiex-
pectedly and almost unconseionsly led to
nnderstand and perform many more du-
tive. 8o it proved wi

Mrs. Albro staid ontil near nig
winning sfowly upon Mre R ..---.
henrt by her unaffected kindoess and
delicaey.

Mrs. Clifton eame over in the afternoon
to offer the services of “some of our
boys® as watchers for the might. Mre.
Albro grasped her hand and eongratu-
Jated bor npon the blessed chapge in hor
son William in & musnner that bronght
tears to her oyes.

“Yes, William is a changed boy, cer-
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BAD BUENES. Hi
tainly,” she said tremnlously. “1 pray
that it may last.”

In a small place like Deapwater n cnse
like that of Mr, Ross is a fenrful novelty,
and the vews flies apare. Good Mr
Mansfield, in bis evening prayer, made
earnest mention of his unhappy towns-
man, apd the pext morp thor with
his wife, rode over to v
Mre. Ross received them with the taost
Frigid poldness, answered their kind in-
quiries in monosyliables, and wonld have
made no mention of her husband what-
ever if the dogtar had not paid his visit
while they were there; ns it was, she
merely admitted that Mr. Ross was sick,
in & manner so plainly indiesting her
determination to maintain thy strictest
reserve, that Mr. Mansfield felt it im-
propar even bo ask sdmistion to fhe room,
Huving wade every suitable offort 1o en-
guge Mrs. Hoss in eonversation withont
success, he saked hér if she was willing
he should pray.

“You can do just as you like," she
replied.

U}




-1} BARAN'S HOME.

S0 Mr. Mansfield and his wife knelt in
that gloomy room to bring the case of the
unhappy family before God. Mrs. Ross
gat bolt upright in her chair, and
though she longod to take what sho falt to
b the proper postave, was restoiied br
the fear of her mother's sneers.  The mine
ister prayed, as was his wont, with tender
carnestness, and tears almost choked hish
utterance a8 he sommended the monbors
of the family individnally to the mereiful®
eare of God. The presence of her moth-
er made Sarali tse dvery punnl'lli‘u se@ru-
straint; but when, in the low and broken
tones of deep emotion, the pastor Imggeﬂ.'
“the watcrs of eternal life for the dear

i lru.I wa hnmbly trust, is als
2" hier sobs could ha

said Mrs.
hefnﬂ,m low but duﬁn? 3
sho ordered Sarah to “
and stay till she could Lok

Mr. Munsfield beard the ord
ensingss, for he was nearly ready to
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and of course wished to talk with Sarali
first. He wai howeve e that
she would soon return. Baot she did not

reappear, and nr E|-1 1 hio ¢ $

“ Mra. Ross, r wne conversation
with yoar !rm"}r.u r the evening belore
last, mul I thought 1 saw reason to hope
that ber mind was impressed by reli
truth, 1 shoold be very glad, madam, if
you do not object, to converse with her
further.”

Mre. Ross's face expressed astonishment,
bat shemadenoreply. SBhewent and ealled
Sarah, and then, instead of returning to the
parlor, ied herself in the kitchen,

By patient questions and kind assur-
ances Mr, and Mys, Mansfield drew from
Sarsh some expression of the feelings we
huve seen, and they spoke many words of
loving counsel and sympathy, Mra
Mansfield gave her a little moroeco cov-
crell testament,® and asked her to come
to the Sabbath-school, and finally left her
whth her heart greatly strengthened for
*hn weary work before her,

* Bow Frontinpioen,
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CHAPTER V.

MRS, R0OSS DREAKS HER ARM.

Ir was nearly two wecks before Mr.
Ross was able to leave his bed for any
length of time. The violence of his dise
order abated, and his reason returred in &
few days it is true, but his whole system
was poisoned and enfeebled, and never in
her whole life will Barah forget hearing the
dogtor tell a neighbor, in answer to some’
question, that he was afraid Mr. Ross was
going into & kind of rum consumption.
Bhe had to ge np 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
possible that he felt a tenderer pity
the family than he would have falt if
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had not been the unlucky instrument of
bringing upon them a heavy sorrow, and
a satisfaction, on that account, in doing
what he eould to vomfort them. But I
think, after all, he did his humane work
more from his new-born fove to God, and
eonsoquent good-will to even the mg

of Gad's ereatures, than for his own |

of mind.

Huo it was who made tha cirenit of the
district one frosty morning, informing
alife-bodied men that they were * hereb;
instrocted and warned to wmster, urmed,
equipped, and provisioned, on a ecertain
flald deseribed, to take, &t the edge of the
hoe, eortain potatoes detained for an un-
repsonable and illegal length of time in
My, Ross's field” He it was whe, almost
wholly unsided, honsed and hosked Mr,
Hoss's corn; he that looked after tho eat-
tlp and sheep, mended fenves, and sawed
firawood. Mrs. Ross had always been ex-
tramely jealons and envions of the Cliftons,
They were the wealthiest family jn the
neighhorhood, and the bitter things she had
Bajd about their fine place, their spirited
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!wrﬂeﬂ thoir I‘[il‘]‘i'!"l'. and t

ﬂt last npon ln v '._].Il‘.‘||.~h 'In wart,
was heard to say that ghe hoped she shonld
hay come to the good
Inek he deserved ;" and ot another timey
“that if it wns his religion that made bing
do as he did she wisl '] u-m‘-«'iunca,
everybody had re Nor did ahe
+ to tell ler hus 'I- n:r} that it was
many & year sinee his fall work had been
done so promptly and well,

And yi lid as were the benefits the
young conferred, they were very
trifling compared with the one great
benefit which he labored and prayed to
have bestowed on his poor neighbors
As soon as Mr, Tloss was able to be out
of doors, William, to nse his own somes
what volgar expression, went at him
“like a thousand of briek,” to persunde
him to sign a pledze of total abstinence
from all intoxieating drinke.  Now, 1
suppose that if ever, under any as yot nn=s
thought-of combination of cirenmstances,

“live to seo

]
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a thomsand of brick shonld at any body
it would go with a good déul of force, bug
there, I think, the parallel ends.  William
used the most foreible arguments he could
command, but he also 1o unse of kind,
even affectionate entr . Mr. Ross
listened to him attentively. The poor
mnn felt his degradation bitterly, and dar-
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 god father.

At this sta i Ross suddenly cutr

“ Look here,goung man, you're talking
now about what yon don't know nothing
ut all about; just you wait till you have
a family of your own, and if you come to
ba Situated just as I be, you see if you
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don’t want drink or something else to hdp;;
you along.” = i

After that, for a considerable time, thy
unhappy man avoided resolutely all eon=
versation on the subject. P

And how was it meanwhile with Sarah
Well, the poor child was struggling on
against much discouragement and in the
midst of mueh darkness, but stroggling
still, trying earnestly still to do and bear’
what God required of her, so far as she
understood it.  She saw as much of Mrs,
Albro and Lena as she could, bat tl.nswnﬂ
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
ghe learned of them; for scarcely ever
did she meet them wi%&m finding herself
ronsed to combat sof® new fanlt. All
who went to the house or met her elses
where noticed, with plegaure, her im-
proved conduct; but ﬁr hardbound
mother seldom guve her an approviug
word. I am very much afraid T shidll
accused of exaggerating the character
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this woman, for surely but few of my
readers have ever met a person wioss
mental and moral tature was so wholly
embittered, whose heart was so dead to
the sweet um'(‘-linns of love and kindness,
It bad not always been so, At her mar-
riage, Mrs. Ross's heart was compars-
tively, ténder, and sho had, I think, a de-
reu of real love for hor husband ; but the
1 pride against which wo hite
geen " Sargh contending had been thie
demon of her life, and instead of regy-
niging it ps such, and combating iong-
co‘rdi'ugly, sho had boasted of and nursod
it ns & virtue. v
When Petor Ross began to drink ardent
spirits, which was soon after his marriage,
his wife felt bitterly his neglect of Ler
nnd his disregard of her feelings; but she
would not humbl#erself so far as to ask
him to do what he clearly onght to have
done voluntarily and for her sake. She
never had courted his attentions, and she
guessod she shouldn’t begin now. If
he didn’t care enongh for her to spend
his evenings at home he might go
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and be hanged; she wonld not intes
fore,

S0 ghe said, and 8o her strong will
]mtlnnl her to llilll;l'lll‘_. but God along &
knows the ago if that prond heart ay
it struggled on its mistaleen way, crushing,
pressing, murdering every sweet womanly
instinet, driving h‘w Jugwernant of pride
over living, quivering heart-strings, be
canse their throbbings were insull
negleeted.  But the work was dotie now,
May I be forgiven if I judge harshly, but
it seemed so. It scemed that the swoet
wine of pure and lovely womanhood was
turndd hopelessly to gall and vinegar, the
flowers all dead, and the lieart given up
for a den for cold, miling, venomous ser-
pents.  May God save you and I, dear
render, from being the subject or the
canse of a ruin like tl ﬂ

Between two and three weeks after
Mr. Ross got abont the meighbors were
almost dismayed to lenrn thst Mra. Ross
had, 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 np there now. For his part he
had been hunting for something to per-
fume hia clothes with over since he was
there.

Mrs. Morris reproved lim, mnot eo
H]ml’[ll,\'- however, as she mig A
if whe had not known he wonld be among
the first to respond to any eall of real want
wherever it came from; and ouly waiting
to look np two or three little things she
thought might be needed, proceeded di-
roetly to tho house of her afflicted neigh-
bors,

“Well really, Mre. Albro” she ex-
olaimed as sho entered the kitehon, “thare
i no hope of getting the sturt of yon
when anybody is in trouble. 1 thonght
savely I should be first this time,”

“T have only been here a litde while,”
gaid Mrs, Albro,

“ Has the doetor been here I

“Yes; and refnsed to touch it. He
days he is afraid it is n very bad break,
and advised them to send to E. for a
surgeon.”
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50 dear! Well, have they sent "

“Yes; our man has gone. Will yon
go in the bedroom and sce her " f

Mrs. Morris warmed her hands at the
Blove a moment, nmi then both ladies I‘D-.
paired to the bedside. 4

“Well, it does seem as if 1 should die®
egid tho sufforer, in reply to an inguiry
from Mrs. Morris,

“The agony must be terrible, I know,™
eaid Mre. Albro tenderly; * but we hope
you will soon be relieved.”

“Soou! It's every step of ten miles.™

“Yesy but Nelly Bly is very fleet, yon'
knn\\'."

Mrs. Ross groaned, and then after &
ghort silence burst out angrily, * 1 declare
I 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 nse to tell Mrs. Ross that
Deepwater did not afford surgieal practice
enough to give a medical man expericnce
and confidence sufficient to warrsnt bhim
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mn undertaking a severe injury: so she
grambled on uninterrnpted uotil Sarmh
came into the room and changed the eur-
rent of her thonghts by asking divections
about the wor

It would be a weary task te rehearse all
the harsh, fretful, complaining words with
which the poor woman « ttored her
own distress and vexed the kind hearts of
her attendants doring the time that neees-
sarily pussed before the surgeon could
arrive, ind I am glad that it is not neces-
sary, Whon Dr. Adams arrived he {m-
mediately confirmed Dr. Winchester's
opinion as to the seriousness of theinjury,
and enjoined mueh more guiet than s
broken arm usnally 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 adjnstments than she insisted on
riging from her bed to look after her wo
Mrs. Albro nnd Mrs, Morris reasoned and
expostuluted in vain, and Sarah promised
her most faithful service with no better
suceess, Mrs. Ross said she should not
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hurt herself, Sarah could do, only she”
wanted somebody at her heels to watehS
her and tell her every mioute. Mps
Morris grew disgnsted with her obstinacy
and went home. Mrs. Albro persisted in
staying until the next moruing, bub by
that time she was convinced that no ong
could be of any service to the misguided
woman, and she too went home and fold™S
her husband sbe really feared Mrs, Ross
would kill herself. ]
The week following was a trying one
to Barah. Of conrse almost all the work
came npon her, and the borden was fur
too heavy for her young shonlders. Mueh
of the work she was quite unaccnstomed
to, and although she tried faithfully she
* irritated Ler mother fearfully by her awk-"
wardness, It was, “ Well, I do declare, T
believe I could work that butter better
with my feet than yon do with yomr
hands ;" and, * Now dow’t for conscience
sake put your head into that dough, pretty
mnch all the rest of you is there a’ready 7
and, “ O for pity’s suke, yon good-for-noth-
ing little torment! heres this lard tub
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wide open and a monse in it." And so
on from morning till night.

Sarah tried to bear it patiéntly; she
tried to erush down the angry spirit in
her heart; she tried to 1 her lips
from bitter replies ; but it was ouly u part
of the time that she was sufcessful. 1 do
not wonder at this, The force of habit
alone would have boon very strong, and
we kndw that very many of her habits
were unlovely, unkind, uneivil. But you
will gee at onee that she had also fierce
temptation to contend with, Her sense
of justice was oputraged almost every half
h(llb in the day. She knew right well
that she did not deserve the ernol taunts
and threats, the insulting epithets and
bitter censure her mother constantly be-
stowed, She knew that she tried bard to
do what her mother wished quickly and
well, and that nearly all her failures wore
the result of jgnorance or inexperience,
for which she was not blameworthy., O
no, I eabnot wonder that fieres anger

often flamed up into her eyes, or that un-
filinl words leaped burning from her lips.
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But T will tell yon what 1 do wonder at.}
I wonder, I must ever wonder and ad-
mire, at the loving patience of the gra-
eious Bavionr, who kept her from gi\!ing
wp in despair under her many discourage
maonts, I wonder at the I-.nw r-t:ﬁl-rmguf
the blessed Spirit who ]'II)_'_{‘.'I"‘I]. ubont her,
helping her infirmities, helping her in the
marning to take up her heavy burden and
nrm herself for another day's battle, help=
ing ber through the day, enabling her'ts
keep down part of the sinful inclinations
of her heart; and, abave all, belping her
at night to crmﬁ.,-é, with penitent tgars,
the sins of the day and pray for ps

and peace,

I found it very difficult to form an ade-
quate iden of the state of Sarub’s mind at
the time, and I find it still more difficult
now to impart the ideas that I did form
satisfactorily to my readers. Perhaps T
cannot do better than to say that her in-
terior being was something like 0 very
filthy and every way miserable hovel,
which some one had just undertaken to
cleanse, furnish, and fit up forthe dwelling-
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place of some person of wealth, refine-
ment, and purity of taste. There was a
little onslanght made upon the dirt, the
rubbish, the cobwebs, and a few choice
articles had been brought in, making a
strange, ineongruous mixture, at which
one looked in doubt and perplexity, sud
with almost equally mingled hope and
fear, »

For nearly two weeks Mrs. Ross per-
sisted in her dangerons course, her arm
getting daily more fearfully purple and
swollen, until from wrist to shoulder it
wus one bloteh of terrible inflammation.
Her neighbors warned and entreated her
in vain; but not until the pain became
quite insnpportable 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 ho
almost instantly informed her that imme-
diate amputation was her only chance,
and got for his puins a volley of coarso
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 eourse Dr. Adams eould not enforea’
liis orders, and three days more passed.
At the end of that time, groaning and 5
gwearing, the poor woman submitted to
the knife ; but it was too late, The arm 3
was amputated at the shoulder; but Mrs:
Ress had a taint of scrofola in her bloody
which had taken advantage of this long
sggravated injury, and now the angry
fumor blazed up to her very neck, and 8
Dr. Adums had very little hope that the
wound he had been forced to make would
ever heal,

Now, indeed, Mrs. Ross was effoctually
laid asida ; and let us wot blame Sarah too
much that, for a moment, she exulted in
the prospect of doing as she liked and no-
body to find fanlt.

%0 dear, now, that's just as 1 nsed to '8
feel before—before 1 tried to be good, " she
added upon second thought. “T1 wont
take any advantage, though; 'l let moth-
er know everything, and it do just i
near what she wants as I can.” 7.

Hired help for Mre. Ross was out of
the question, for two substantial reasonst
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First, Mrs. Tloss was really too poor to
pay & girl ; and, second, no girl in Deep-
wuter would have consented, for any
pay, to stay there. The neighbors all
understood this, and for many weary
wecks kind-hearted women took turns in
attending to such of Mrs. Hoss's daily
wants as could not be trusted with Sarah.
As Yor Sarah, every body agreed that “ it
did beat all how capable and faithful she
proved berself” 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 ghe certainly got on
well. At first she conscientionsly carried
everything she spoiled to her mother,
and received aven bitterer, angrier scold-
ings than ever; but one day she happened
to 1u- in the bed-room with the fragments
of a Dbroken platter in”her hands when
Dr. Adams came,

“In a rage, hey 1" said he, taking his
patient by the wrist and pulling ont his
watch. “Well, M. Ross, it is a great
pity that dish is broken, and undoubted-
ly miss there onght to be hung; but,
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madpm, den’t yon find it tiresome L
here 8

% Yes, it's enough to kill anybody??

% And I s'pose [ should get soruthing.
quite different from a Blossing if 1 should
tell you you wonld have to lie hore the
rest of your life."

0 dear " gronned Mrs, Ross pitifully.®

“T don't want to scave youl, [OOF Woe |
man,” said the doctor, changing his tone;
% but there is one solemn fact that 1 foel
bound to tell you, Every paroxysm of
anger in which yon indulge, heating and
exciting your whole system, nggravated
your disease, and, now mark me, it is but
a precious little more aggravation itll
bear before i1l earry you to a plaes
where you wont want sny platters an:y'
way I '

A this Bargh began to ery.

%0 don't fret, child,” said the doe
kindly ; “yowre doing the very best you
ean, I sce plainly ; but when yon break
other digh, or do any other mischief, don
you foteh it, or any account of it, into this
room. If your conscience troubles youy
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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 1"

Baruh looked hesitatingly at her moth-
er. 4

4 I's o pity I wasn't ont of the way and
done with it,"” said Mre. Hoss solleuly.
@Well, well, it’s po odds to e what yon
do.”

And g0 it was sottled from that time
forth. Mrs. Ross asked no questions ; in
fagt she seldom spoke st all, exeept to
make koown her wants, She seemed
sullenly resentful of what she called her
ernol fate, and indifferent to all clse.

To Sarak the ehange conld not be other.
wise than & bappy one. At first she
missed her accustomod scoldings almost
as much as she wonld have missed her
dinners; bat altnost before sha was gwire
of it, her temper had improved a hun-
dred per cent. Her father rarely seolded ;
nover, in faot, exeept when he had been
drinking, and no one kfiew that Peter
Rass had tonched the potEonons enp sinee
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his illness. He was but little in the house,
indeed, since the doctor’s stern ediet.
Sarah’s interponrse with both her parents
was almost wholly confined to a few nee-
essary questions and as many brief an-
swers. [t was a sadly lonely life, espea-
inlly 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 sweot seasons of rt__|r3|f_|||1.: 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 nnder no
further obligation, ministering tenderly
to the comfort of the invalid, and patiently
initinting Barah into the mysteries of the
culinary art. Busie and Lena came oe-
casionally too, and so alse did Laura Clif-
ton and Juliana Morris; but Sarnh had
no time to play with them, and their visits
were gonerally very short, at least all of
them except Lena's. Bhe, 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
seldom failed to atter some precions and
l-t_»rhm'ht trul'i], ]irL!'nCn.l't hj “ Mother
saye,” or %1 heard Mr, Munsfield eay,”
or % My Sabbath-schoo) Teacher thinks,”
and Sarsh grew to love her far more
dearly than she had ever loved any being
on earth before. Btill there were many
long Jonely daye in which Sarab had vo
eoznpnmol:uhlp. save her work and her
thoughts, and she often found he raelf
wondering how she could live if she had
mo more to comfort her than she had had
& few months ago, Then she wondered
how her poor mother lived, in all her
great migery, with no hopeful trust in
God, no love for tho sweet words of his
holy book. From this thought there
sprang a pitiful tenderness of feoling
that gradually communicated itself to her
manner, And by the time the snow of win-
ter surronnded her home the neighbors
began to say Barah Ttoss seemed renlly
another child
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CHAPTER VI
BARAI'S LESSONS IN WELL-DOING,

Or conrse onr young friend’s religiots
hopes and feelings were known and gpﬂkén'
of among those who wished her welk
Ope day, in early winter, M, Olifton
went to the house, and spent the day ent-
ting and preparing such needful winter
garments as Mrs Ross had been able to

procare eloth for, carred them home at

night, and sent next day for all the women
within a radins of three miles to help her
do the requisite sewing.

Now, 1 don't know how to secount for
it, but I do really believe that ladies who
eschow seandal everywhere else will talk
it at a sewing eircle; and I have come to
feel that it is a place where one peculinrly
needs to wateh and pray. Certainly the
ladies of Deepwiter were not, as a usual
thing, very censorions; but that day they
did gpeak some awfully severe truths
abont poor Mrs. Ross. Just as M.
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Smith was affirming that shy shonld ex-
pect her husband would % earry on®
worse than Mr. Ross it she acted like

Mrs, Ross, William Clifton eame into the?

parlor and diverted the eonvarsation from
its mischievons channel llﬁ begging lond-
Iy for a needle, and -i:.tiurm_,_. he eould
sow like a Grover and Baker! He was
Spﬂur]ﬂy supplied with work, and then he
wanted his noedle threaded and the bees-
wax bronght, and a ericket 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 muph more un-
,less he could have a eup of tea to quiet
his nerves and brace him up a little. At
this somebody ventured to insinuate that
it might be pearly as much work to wait
on hilm as fo do the sewing, whercupon
he went off in an apparently great rage,
protesting he wounld go somoewhera where
his genins wonld bo appreciated. He did
80, and presently ruuppeumd with a great
tray, full of rosy apples and nicely-
eracked hickory nats.
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But, though there was in William Clif
ton, a8 fis mother sometimes haif impa-
tiently told him, play enongh for six
boys, there was sober, carnest thoughtful
ness enongh also for at least one noble
fellow, That evening, after nearly all
the family were in bed, he spoke out suds
denly : “ Mother, 1 believe there was
more truth than good-natnre in what
some of the ladies said to-day.”

% About what, William i"

“ About Mrs. Ross.”

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

“ I know 3 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 & wan that makes s beast
of himself just because he has an un-
happy home.”

“ Mother, you don't know a man's
temptations”

4 Well, do you 17 gaid Mrs. Clifton hulf
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smiling, and thinking rather sadly what
a little while it seemed since sho pressed
the first kiss upon the lips that now talked
of the temptations of & 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
thonsand things—"

“ Hasn't one of my boys been promis-
ing to leave off speaking extravagantly i
said Mrs, Qlifton kindly.

“Yes; but, really and traly, T don’t
call that extravagant. I do positively
believe yon have done a hundred thou-
gand things that Mrs. Ross never thought
of doing, not to mention the thousands of
mischievons things youn have left undone,
to make your home o pleasant one, And,
mother, iff 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 1 do say.it,”

“The credit, the honor, the blessing
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they are,” said AMrs. Clifton feelingly, all
the woman in her heart ronsed and quick-
ened by her son's filinl words. * Well, 1
am gure 1 am sorry for Mr. Ross, and for
all of them; but I don’t know what we
can do more than we ure doing™

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

“Is perfectly astonishing,” rejoined
his mothor: “] pever saw such a change
in & 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 1 am afraid never
will.”

“Tt is very sad, of course; bhut—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 toach her,
and help her, gho conld make her father
comfortable; and flatter him, and get him
to quit drinking i
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“Why, Willinm, one would sappose
Petor Ross was your brother |"

W And isn’t he, in one sense? Say,
mather, yon and Mrs. Albro jost put your
heads together and see what yon can do 1"

Mri, Clifton, thongh really a benevo-
lent woman, was not of & very hopeful
turn of mind, and she regarded Willinm's
plan as a rather visionary one. Buch a man
18 Peter Ross would never be turned from
his evil wayy by anything that a child
could do: but then William, dear boy,
was #0 much in carnest about it thot sho
must, at least, speak to Mrs, Albro on
the subject. So when she found time sho
rode over to the white cottage, and told
her friend what Willinm had said. Mrs,
Albro approved the plan entirely. It
could certainly do no harm, and it might
do great goad, She would speak to Sarah
nt the first opportunity, ete. Susie and
Lena were in the parlor while this con-
versation was going on, and Lenn's eager
ears drank in every word, her eyes spark-
ling and her checks ablaze. Her mother
smiled and nodded to her sympathetically
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several times, and at length said, “There's
a missfonary for na. Lena is o very en-
thusiastie friend of Sarah's.”

“And very likely she would be the
best one to speak to her. Buppose yon
try it, dear.” .

“0 might I eried Lena eagerly,
“T am sure I conld persnade her to try,”

“No doubt Barah will be ensily per-
sugded said Mrs, Albire. * The Qiffi-
culty will ba for her to know how to po
to work to persunde her father.”

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

“ Well, dear, what advice wonld yon
give her?" asked Mre. Clifton, putting
her arm round the little girl, as in her
cagerness she came close to where the
ladies sat.

“0 I wonld tell her to make every
thing nice for bim, and eoax 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 M
Clifton.

“ And let us do so,” added Mrs. Albro,
“ But what say youn, Mrs, Clifton, shall
wa let this zealons little reformer go and
goe Sarah first 1

4 Certainly, and I am sure Susie will
have a share in it too,” said Mrs. Clifton,
noticing Susie’s blank look. “I'll tell
Laura about it, and we will have a little
girls' missionary society.”

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

“Why not, pray i

“0 beeanse Mr. Ross’s folks wouldn't
want to play heathen.”

“ Ah, our cause is in good hands, 1 see,”
gaid M. Clifton; and Mrs. Albro, can
we wonder? looked just a little bit
prond.

The next morning, when Susie and Lena
were getting off to sohool, Lena nsked her
mother if they might got exensed as soon
as their lessons for the day were finished,
“Yes, dear,” said Mrs, Albro smiling.
“ Aud may we go—"
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“ Just anywhere you like,” said the
mother, without waiting for the qnestion
to be completed, and wearing a very
knowing look.

“ And stay--"

“ [Tutil somebody comes after yon with
the sleigh. 1 foresaw your request, and
usked your father about it.”

“ Dear mother

“ And, children,” added Mrs. Albro,
©3f there shonld be anything left of your
dinner yon had better take it along.”

“Well I faney there will be ift we are
to carry that great basket load ; what is
it anyway 1"

“O buns, and bisonits, and cookies
We can’t expoet Sarali to be a very nica
eook yet, I]lullgh 1 am sure she docs very
well considering her chances, and I
thought perhaps they would like & taste of
something differont.”

So the children trudged away to school,
tugging the heavy bagket between them,
and promising themselves that they would
study so hard that they econld get dis
missed by two o'clock.
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Barah was very glad to see them, Bhe |
| was ironing, but she folded her blanket
immediately and began taking the irons
from the fire,

Now, ironing was Susie’s gpeciality in

| the way of honse-work., To be sure, if 1
had N. P. Willis's ghirts to get up I
i ghonld not think of getting her to help
me ; but she was a very good plain iron-
| er pevertheless, and she prided herself |
! upod it not a little.

“ Don't take the irons away, Sarah,”
she eried; ©finish ironing, and let me
help you,”
“Visitors shouldn’t work,” said Sarah
smiling. |
%0 yes; come, now, let's play keeping |
house; you be mistress, and we'll be the |
servants, or deughters, or what you like.” |
“ Daughters, then,” said Sarsh, rear- |
ranging her blanket, This ironing had |
ought to be done, fact” ‘
“ How many irons have you got1”
“ Four.”
“0 good; you are hetter off than we,
for we haven't got but three, Now, yon |
8
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nor thanght of.  If she asked Lim before-
hand he was Ju-.L sure 1o say; ‘I guess
not, my des when if ghe fixed it and
carried it to him, ho'd just smile and take
thie spoom and eat.”

Barah hesitated a little, but finally con-
gented 1o take Susie’s mdvice. The ten
was prepared, and, as there was no soch
thing as a tray in the homse, Samb fol-
lowed Lena into the bedroom with the
eup in her hands.

Paor Mrs, Ross was feeling worse than
vsnal, both in body sod mind, At an-
other time 1 am suro she wonld not have
been so ungrateful; but now, as the lonth
ing which sick persons often foel at the
sight of food came over her, she said, ¥ O
dear, child, do carry that victnals vat. of
my sight; I'm just as much obliged to
yau 88 though 1 took it, but T can't eat™

“ 0, mother, do,” ploaded Barali, step-
ping forward with ber tesq # 'm sure youn
need something.”

“You've been making tea to waste,
have yout Now carry it ont straight, and
when I want tea Pl let you know.”
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Lena rotreated in dismay, and Sarah
followed, shut the door, and burst, T am
sorry lo eay, into a passion of angry
tenrs.

“There!” ghe exclaimed, it aint tha
least nso that ever was to try, I'd do
anything in the world to plesse her, bot
I ean’t, and I'm clear disconraged.”

S0 well, giok peopls are always cross,”
said Snsie cheerfully.

#Ttaint that,” replicd Saral.  #Sho aint
any crosser than she always was. No-
body ever did plense hor, or over can, or
ever will, O dear, dear, dear!”

“Sarah, Barah 1" expostulated Lena.

“ 0 dear, I know I'm awful wicked; 1
thonght 1 never would pet mad at her
again, and here I am, and for just nothing
at all too. O, Lena, I never ehaull ba

"

“There, there, don’t ery,” said Susie,
toming up and patting her arm around
farah, “ Yonare just like me; Iflyin a
passion at things that wouldn't disturd
Lenn a bit, and then I feel so sorry and
nsfinmed.”
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“Yes,"
WOrss
. y hs hard
my e ‘||] WY,

4O I dotry, I wdll try

and then she went back i
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CHAPTER VIL

BARAH'S TEA-PARTY.

ou should

I want 3
it to get vexed”

*Well, I wont.”
“ Weoll—why

» miad, w

you sea—0), Sarah, yon

am sure 1

You aren't angry, Sarah 1"
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#Na, no; but whet's the nse talking of
it? Dm sure I foel as bad as ever I can
about it.”

“1 don't want you to feel bad, but—0,
Busie, do help mo

“Well, T guess I'd better, for vou never
will tell anything at this rate. Of course
you've got too much sense to get mad,
Saral, so I'm coming right out with it
Mrs. Clifton was at our Tiouse yestorday,
and she apd mother spoke about your
father's drivking vom, and they said just
what you know very well yourself, that
your poor mother husn’t made his home
very ploasant for him.”

“'Well, 1 know it,™ sighed Barah ; “ but
she ean't do anything now, and T doo't
sed as it's any use to bring up what's
post and gone now.”

“Noj; but that isn't all they eaid,
They said that everything is in your
charge now, and you could do what yon
fiked, amd may be—there, Lons, Pve gov
yott by the lons now, baven't 117

“ Yes, and I wish 1 had hulf your cour-
age,” said Lena, kissing her sister. “Yon
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soe, Baruh, they thonght that if yon shonld
try every way to please your father, and
make everything nice for him, and amnse
him, may be you could conx him to leave
off drinking rum.”

e “I'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 suro there's & great deal you
could do,” said Lenn earnestly.

% Well, what ¥ asked Sarab.

. “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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“Pon’'t talk to you!” eried Susio;
“ why, I never beard of such a thing in
my life] 1f my father didn't talk to me
I ghould pull him all to pieces.”
Y “0 no,” said Lena; “but we should
{ elimb on his knee and voax him."

“(limb on"bhis knee!"™ said Sarah,

i langhing rather derisively, *“1 haven't
done such a thing since I was a baby.”

l “We do, then,” sald Susie; “and if

; father is ever so mueh worried about the

l farm work or avything, we ecan always

]l make him forget about it.”

| %0, well, I couldn’ do any such thi

and it wouldn't suit my futher, eithor.”

“ Perhaps not,” said Lena gently;
“but I am sure be would like to have
you talk to him and be company for
him."”

“ And fix nice things for him to eat,”
eaid Busie.

“ 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 eomes,”

-

_—“
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YO wirls, T dan’t know what [ ean do,

bot I will try,”

ch. il was

hatiering
ready she went and called her father,
who had all the afterncon been thrashing
in the barn. Mr. Hoss came in, but as

his danghter’s visitors he

and began cut-

ting up a la

“ Aren't
fallow
“ Yea, pretty soon. Go al
suppef, and don't w
e truth was, Mr,
dation, and was abashed in t

sked Ba-

ng and eat

presence
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of the innocent ehildren of his npright
neighbor. If they had understood his
feelings they might not have had the bold,
childlike confidence with which, as it was,
they acted.

Saral had baked pancakes, that being
the kind of eookery in which she nsually
suceceded best, and this time they turmed
out sdmirably, Even the first one slip-
ped off the pan as nicely as if it was pot
a peculiar trick of first pancakes to persist
obstinately in leaving the pan only by
fragments, and all its snecessors followed
ita exnmple by behaving themselves with
great propriety.

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

“ 0 be wont come till he's ready,” said
Barah. “We may as well git down be-
fore they're cold”

. “What's he doing so very impartant, I
wonder; I'm going to see™ And to
Saral’s utter nmazement Susic man ont
into the shed. * (O, Mr. Ross, can’t that
Ll

_——A
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log wait ! Sarak has made ¢}
did pancakes yo
all spoiled.”

“Go and eat 'em, then,” said Peter
TRass,

“ Dear, don’t you think we know hetter
manpers than that! And b
has taken so much
real bad if you don’t sea how «
dona™

ever s

There was no rej » lingered,
busying herself by teari st flitches
of bark from some white 1 logs.

“ Run along, little girl," said Mr, Ross
at length, “I'm afeard some o' these chips
will fly in your oyes.”

Mind, young reader, I don’t quita re

think she was a little too bold, th
am yare she did not mean to be sane;
" No, sir," said she, “ I'm going

he
& mind to put my eyes out with your ¢
und have me grow up a biind beggar wo-
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Mr. Ross langhed, but kept on chopping,
and only said, *Get yourself into the
honsa, child,”
o’ Mr. lloss watehed her for & minute or

two, A smile brenking slowly over his

coarse fnee the while, and then threw

down his ax, saying, “Well, well, I'll

knoek under;” and, half embareassed,

and more than half amnsed, he fol-

lowad the merry little ereature into the
honse.

To the table? Not yot a while.

Dirty, miserable drunkard ss he was,

y Poter Ross wns not quito lost to all senso

of decency wet; snd though years had

passed since he had shown anybody such

an attention before, he washed and combed

himself, changed his begrimed shirt for &

clean one, nnd put on his best cont cre

he approached the table. Sarah looked

on in silent amazement, and in that hour

the first glimmaring perception of what a

s plensant home might do for her degraded

father dawned npon her mind. At supper

Susie and Lena chattered away ns freely

and merrily as they would have done in
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enes of their own ger
futher. Sosic
1 Mr. Ross’s
m him L

smart little 1

# 1 guess she

even red

's fnco g r than it

ing over the

it eves moet the
Was Peter
tor? It

» been

Ross really amil
was even go, and O ye
smiled on all your lives, h
derstand the ra

not to un-

rent of emation
ri.  Hu
abile weeping,

her: 1 dan't
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Peter Ross dropped his koife and fork
and gazed at his child. At first his face
exprassed only stupid wonder. Then—
but I despair of deseribing the transition,
I don't suppose he had a handkerchief
about him, or that he wonld have used
one if he had, but certain ro waos i
bright drop in ench of his Tieavy, blood-
shot eyes. I don't quite think Lona wa
arifol encugh o do W on purpese—per-
haps the tremulonsness in her sympathetic
little  henrt communicated itzelf to her
hand. However it was, she certainly up-
st half a cup of tes just in time to relieve
a vest deal of embartassment, Sarah
stopped sobbing to wipe it away, :l!ul Mr.
Ross nskod, ¢ Dui it burn you, sis "' with
more apfparent interest than the ease re-
quired,

After supper Sarnh hustled the dishes
unwashed inta the pantre, und then
brought a large pan of butternuts, placed
them on the stone hearth, snd sat down
to erack them, To her renewed sarprise
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-
gerd.

% And smashing the meats
added Snsie ; 0 I'm the greatest
butternuts

5o Mr. toss sat down, and the trio guther-
ing atoly
into each lap, nntil, ecarcless children,
sadly roiled. While
this little scene was enacting Mr, and
Mre. Albro came in, Mrs. Albro shook
ted Sarah on the

round him; he tossed one alte

their nice aprons wer

hands with Mr. Ross,

cheek, and then went into the bedeoom.
Mr. Albro sat down and eracked and ate
nuts with the bumor of a boy, chatting
meanwhile with Mr. Ross sbout the
weather, the cro 1
ote., gradoally leadi
up to higher things than Mr. R

r, nobody conld tell

school e

: sling of self-respect into the
‘s heart that had long been a strar
there. Presently he di
the kitchen, and after a
turned, bringing—no, I'm not drawing
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funny picture—a milk-pan full of fine ap.
ples. You needn't laugh! It was his
way of cxpressing his good-will, and did
vot one Joseph of old take a very similar |
method to express his love for his young |
brother §
They were really superior apples, and
Mr. Albre took pains to assert what was,
of course, perfectly true, that his farm did
not produce any At all to be compured
with them.
“Want to know,” said Mr. Ross.
# Wall, out troes done ficst tate this vear, |
| Might have a bushel or two of this kind
and weleome if you'd éarry them home.”
“ Really, Mr. Ross, P'm greatly obliged
to you," said Mr, Albro frankly, “and I
O shall cestainly come after them,”
Nou‘lu awire that thero are persons

who would call Mr. Albro's conduct in
this matter deceitful, for he certainly had
n sufficiency of fair apples ot home ; and
his main oljoct in the transaction was to
| give his neighbor a little taste of the
| independent, self-respectful, man-among-
| men foeling he ‘nad“ well-nigh forfeited,
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Now Mr. Pettyman wonld have re-
sponded to sach an offer abont ns follows :
“0 no, thank ye, Mr. Ioss. We're well
enongh on't for apples, and if we want,
I'm as well able to buy "em as you be ta
give’em tome. Mueh obliged to you, but
I conldn't think of taking "em from you.™

Mr. Rosé would have shunk back inte
his misersble self, feeling meaner and
more ashamed than ever; Mr, Pettyman'y
selfish pride wounld have been saved, but
1 do not think his eonduct would have
been one whit more honest than was that
of Mr. Albro,

By eight o'elock Mr, Albro gathered
his happy family into his sleigh and set
out for home.

“That poor woman falls cofistantly,”
gnid Mra. Albro sadly.

“8aems to me she onght to hare bet-
ter eare than she can have under present
eirenmstances,” said Mr. Albro.

¥ Certainly she ought. I fairly bogged
her to let the neighbors come in turn
and spend the nights with her, but she
obstinately refused.”
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“ Poor  er
merey on |
then

May God have

said Mr. A , and

Sarah under-

. The
r eandle to go to bed
down apon i

owing wly, went and stood by

t night after

t do yon wanti" ¢

know of 1 wma

g how pleasant it lins
noon, and—1 was wishing
it could always be s0.”
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“You can’t always have company, )
child.”
“But—we could—wa conld be ecom-
pany for one another. That's what T was >

thinking."

“ Have you been lonesome since your
mother was laid up ¥

“Yos fother, and bofore. O fatl
I've hoen a naoghty girl, but—"

“You haint had no ehance to be any-
thing olse,” said Mr. Ross so feelingly
that Sarah was enconraged to go on. L.

41 know I've been very bad, father; I
haven't minded yon and mother, and I'v
done most everything that's wicked, 1
father, [ am trying to do better. 1 will
mind you and try to please yonm, fa-
ther.”

“1 haint no fault to find” Mr.

sentences 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 1"

“Barah, what alive hes come over L
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CHAFTER VIIL
JOY COMES T0 SARAH'S HEART.

Two or three weeks ] assed away
which Mrs. Ras
that y kind-h

d matrons

- and she w
Mr. R
ulul rh.-n];t'-[ them. He had b
"ln'l tried

, howaver, w

|ni said, o ;.r-umf

han by r'n.]-l_.

seribe hor state

v

1 held by two of her nei
“You've been up there to

Mrs, Morria? Well, v
k of M. I« any way
“Well, T ecan’t hardly tell yon, Mrs,

-
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way. Bome-
ly in her right

Bmith. She's in & strange
times I think she isn't har
mind.”

“Dy tell if yon have thonght that? 1
haint dared to speak it ont, but I've sar-
tinly thought so myself. Why, 1 can't
never get a word out of her scarcely when
I'm there,”

“ Neither can Ifand I can’t find out
as anybody can. 8he don't seem to want
anything or care for anything. It awful
to say it, but it does seem to mo she
thinks Providonce has abused her, and is
put out about it, and just lics there and
snlks about it all the time,”

“ 0 dear, dear! Well, do you suppose
she'll ever be any better §”

“I'm sure 1 ean’t tell. The doctor
says, as he has said till quite lately, that
he didu’t see anything to hinder her from
getting up if she'd take her medicing,
and be taken proper care of, and do as
she'd ought to.”

“Well, that's what she wont. Why,
the last night I watehed there I couldn’t,
if 1 died, get a spoonful of food, drink, or
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medicine into her mouth. She’s got it
into ber head that all the doctor gives her
i& maroury, as she calls it.”

40 dear! Well, ghe's drendful igno-
rant, I always knew that.”

“8he is that. Why, one day lnst week
I went np there, nud being there was no-
body in the kitchen when 1 went in 1
opened the bedroofl deor softly and
looked in. Mrs. Albro was there o talk-
ing to her abont hor sonl, and she said—
(), it scares me when I think on't it—
she said she hado’t a mite of an idea
there wns any worse place anywhere
than this world, And Mrs. Albro she
burst right out a erying.”

41 don't wonder. Well, do you know
whether anybody else bns talked to her?™

“0O yea. Mr. Mansfield and his wifo
go there vory often—folks do sy whe
don’t treat "em decent; and Mm. Olifton
too. I &'poss it's Willinm that puts lor
up to it. She aint & woman that likes
go forward in sueh things much; bot that
boy, sint it wonderful, he's just as nat-
ural and foll of life ws ever, and yet

T L i —————
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talk Tike a

when ho gets about it he'l

es, and his gion sint all talk
hei He does more 1l
two I know of. 1 do hope
will be blest to us a

Asn I said before, Mr. Ros really tried

y other

his example

to be kind to kiz poor wile, hat he wmet
ment. She did not

i as formerly, to be sure;

very little encourag
seold and s
but sour
he did was expressed in ber face, and
oftener than otherwise she remsined
wholly silent when fhe addressed truly
il questions to her respecting  her
rt and wishea, Onee, when he dis-
ore than common desire to
she told him, with ¢ruel irony
that A man wasted to do

aritont af almost yiling

it was &

anyt
to bhegin
har

The words struck home to the iama
of the wretched man., He know,
bitter as ¥ wore, that he deserved
them. He knew, ho thought, ot least,
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in his present softoned state that, deeply
a5 ghe had erred, he bad been far the
guiltier of the two, and pow, dying
though she was, not one of atons-
ment wonld she socept. The thonght
was maddening, and, snatching his hat
from its peg, he rushed to bis barn.
Barah had watched the scene. hnd
noted the haggard despair of her father's
face, and well she guessed the dreadful
remedy he wonld seek.  Quickly as her
trembling limba would carry bor she was
at his gide.

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

“I'm going to the village,

# What forl O futher, fathor, don't "

(o into the honse."

4 Futher, don't go to the village,” and
the child geized her father by the arm.

41 el you go e the hewss,” said b,
shaking her off roughly.

4 Father, haven't 1 minded you? haven's
I done the best I conld "

“Yes, yes, child; 1 huim fonnd no
fanlt with yon."”
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wont you do something for
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“0 William, William,” Sarah ered
ont, “I'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 rom.
There, he's driving ont of the barnyard
this minute. Do go and stop him,”

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

“ Halloo I”

Mr. Ross gruntod a slight response and
chirped to his horse.

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

“I'm in a hurey.”

“Well, g0 ba I. Lot me ride, wont
yoni" and, withont waiting for per
sion, William jomped into the sleigh.
“Come, now, Ross; what's up i

(1

"
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Make a clean breast, as the phirnse i, and
very likely some of us ean

“No you esn'ty, William Oliftan, Pm
a roined man; Pre ruined myself, and
my family, and there’s nothi
bat to finish up the job and go to —

“There, thore, Mr. Ross; there's a
record kopt up above, and there's too
moch of that kingd of thing against yoor
name now. Leave the oaths, and tell
me what's the master, will you "

But Mr, Ross would not talk or listen.
The old hopelesaness hnd come agnin, the
ald agony of remorse and shame, and
with the old eowardice he meonnt to
drown it in the enp of death, William
saw he could do nothing by talking, so
after n while be qoietly possessed himself
of the reips and torned the horse's head
toward his own home.

“No, you don't come that™ suid Mr
o, pereed iving his intention, and tu
i I srse Again in the direction of the
“You mean well, I know, but
you ean't do anything; you'd better go
home,™
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% No, I'm going on to the village," said
William ; and & roguish smile lit up his
fontures, seoming to say, * We shall see
whether T can do anything or not.”
Fartunately for William's purpose, there
was but one place in Despwater where
Peter Ross stood any chance of proguring
ardgnt spirits, and that ono was keptby o
man who had more humanity in I com-
position than one would suppose a rum-
soller could have.. When the Appy
man hitched his horse to the past in front
of the stors, for dry goods and groveries
wera sold in the front room, Willinm
jumped out of the sleigh and followed
him closaly, aven into the diety little back
room containing kegs, domijohns, and
bottles. Desperate s he was, and shame-
less us he tried to be, Mr, Ross disliked to
eall for his dram in the actnal presence of
his yonng neighbor, and he fidgeted about
for full five minutes, hoping the young
man would retnrn to the front shop, Dut
this William showed no signs of doing,
and finally, with & miserablo attempt at a
langh, he called forn glass of brandy, snd
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rest of us, althongh it is protty generally
beligved, and that is that he haso't had a
drop of lignor since that time, and has
been trying in good earnest to re-
form."

“That's s0,” aaid Mr. Roas ; “yon never
snid a truer word in your life; but I ean’t
doit. Don’t bo fooling, Jones, give meo
the glas.”

“No; ho thinks he ean’t do it,” pursued
Willinm. * No doubt he honestly thinks
80. He told me, not an hour ago, that he
had ruined himeelf and his family, and he
wns just going to finish the job and go to
destrnction.”

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

“Mr. Ross is in trouble now, Ilis 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 makes,
That is why be is here, beeanse be is in
bitter trouble, and feels weak, and thinks
he gan't bear it.”
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By this time the glass of brandy was
standing upon the shelf Dbebind Me,
Jones.

“A fine stroke of bnsinpss,
Mr. Ross,

“ Well, well, Mr. Rox aid Me, Jones,
i1l e for the first time, * the
have drunk too
id it's & hartia’ of
in such a bad way as
thy, 1 don't
ithing to do

sneerd

mttelt i
, and if you're
C here thinks, why
ow a8 I darst to have
with it

“God bless you, Jones,” said William,
extending his hand almost involuntarily.
“ And, Jones, 1 wish yon'd think the mat-
and see whether, on

to sell the weonrsed
Come, Mr. Ross, lot's

in regard to kis
it was difficalt
n more than half ex-
o & violent rage, but

W
pected him to go int

in this be was happily disappointed.
They had driven hal” the way howe be-
10
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fore either of the ke & word. Then
Mr. Ross said, m, what on earth
makes you trouble yourself abont me so
much "

William did not reply for a moment or
two, and then said deliber * Mr.
Ross, I tell you, I'm scared about you,
1 nm afraid you are in the broad road to
everlasting destroction.

“Well, supposin® 1 be; it nmt a thing
that's going to hurt you, as T see,

"\-1, and if 1 should jump into that
snow-drift, and porsist in lying there nntil
I froze to death, it wonldn’t hurt youn; j
and yet I think you'd be pretty apt to pull
me out if you conld.”

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

“Al, yes, Mr. Ross; any fellow ecan
understand the neocssity nch a caso ; b |
but, well, how strange it is,"” he added,
half to himself, “that folks can’t under
stand how infinitely more impartant it is 9
to save a sonl than a body., Mr. Ross,

did yon ever think what sternity is 1"
“ Don't know a& I ever did, particular.”

——
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W AN right, Sarah,” said he, averting
his head.

“(¥ father, nre youf Haven't you—"

“PBeen drinkingl No, child, not o
drop?

Never before in bis life did Poter Ross
sllvde to his intemperanes in tho presenes
of his daughter. Never bafore in her life,
at least not singe she had been old enongh
to remembor it, had Samh thrown her
arms round ber father's neck and kissed
him. Buot she did it now, and wept and
sobbed wildly npon his bosom besides.
e did not kiss her; I suppose in the fong,
druary, loveless past he had forgotten how
bat the great arms were deawn eloser and
eloser about her, until, had the joy in her
heart been Joss absorbing, she might have
eried out with pain.

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

The remainder of the day passed with
little to distinguish it from other days.
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when Sarah had dotue sueh
things us she could for thy comfort ¢
mother and the wateher through the
and )} was qguiet, she wen! and stood
wistfully begide hor father, who sat by the
firg,

4 What do yon want i asked Mr, Ross.

# Nothin',

Mr. Hass put his 4rm round her,

¢ Barah,” sald he, after both had been
ellent for savera] minates, “ yoo
spell ago I should read your Testument ;
you may go and get it if you have a mind

only—to see you a minute”

weeted a

LIFR

If any ope had told Sarnh aftorward
that she want 1o the top of the stairs at
one b 1 she would not have dispated it,
T not know how she got np, or
down either, for that mattor. Bhe was
getting to be what a few months ago she
would have ecalled s great cry-baby, for
warm tears flowed ensily now, and for
camses prociscly similar to those whick
then prodoeed coamse, mirthless langhter.
4 great vear dropped warm and soft upon
the rough hand thut received the Testa-
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ment, and the guardiun angel hovering :
near shaped from it a erystal key and un-

locked therewith another tear fountain

that had been so long closed that fow be »
lieved in its existonco.

Mr. Raoss wns almost as ipnorant of the
Bible as the heathen. He had no con-
eoption 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 pecnliar ruction neaded
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 Bathlehem ; of the star in the A

east; of the wise men, and of cruel
Herod ; of John, the honored Baptist of
his Lord; of Christ in the wilderness,
alone, weary, hungry, tempted, yet giving

no place to the adversary ; of ministering N
angels ; of the fishermen, and the sick
who were healed. he read, throngh
the wondrous sermon on the mount, and,
like those who listened, he was astonished
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tyred Jobn; of the desert and the five
thousand, and the five loaves and the
two fishes ; of Christ walking the waves,
chearing fenrful Petor, and healing the
slek with a tonch of his garment; of
soribes nnd Phariseos roboked ; sther
mpltitudes bealod nod fod; of Ohyist in
his glory, his face shining s the sun, and
his raiment white ns the light ; of Peter
neking, how many timos shall my brother
sin aguinst mwe, and 1 forgive himi and
his Lord's reply, until seventy times
savan 3 of little children brought to him,
of whom he said, “ Forbid them not, for
of suck b the Kagdowm of heaven ;" of
the laborer hirod at the eloventh hour,
and recciving the foll reward; of the
meek Son of the Blessed riding upon an
3 of the fruitless fig-troe corsed and
witherod 5 of-—but I need not linger. On
and on he read, throngh the whole book :
of the insulting mock trial ; of Barabbas
rofensed ; of the sconrge, the thoms, the
cruel mockery, the agonidng death, and
joy-bringing resurroction.
L am quite aware that the foregaing is
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vign wWonld prononpes a
factory wdeusnd of the
ww. 1 did not nndertake
avely to relate those points
Peter Ross more particulaly no-

not what a_th
correct and

book of M

was far spent when he
closed the {t is impossible to
» much aceount of Mr. Ross's mental
£XE x#, for be was one of those pomons
whose speech is of things rather than of
3 one of those much-to-be-pitied

v book

thought
ones to ‘.\]mm the gift of communivating
idens and foclings has been almost swholly
denied. Many & man, and mavy a wo-
man too, has been scorned aa stupid who
in readity was only duoy
teamed over with sile
tions, Slling the son) with l.'.\:‘_m; nnguiet-
ness that it literally failed to recognize as
the vain strugglings of mighty thoughts
for utteranco.

Mr. Ross could do little more than
to tell what he did, and of coumma all
that I can do is to repeat what he did
tedl.
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Having closed the Testament, ho waited
for u full half bour, until the watcher,
leaving her patient asloop, camo out of
the bedroom. As soon ns she had closed
the door he abruptly asked her if she
knew how to pray.

“ Well, 1 ean't say as I do,’
womny, cmbarrnssed,

Mr. Ross =aid no more, but took up his
eandle and went up to SEaral’s bedroom.
The child was sleeping heavily, however,
and the weary, care-worn look upon her
tearstained face forbade the father to
waken her,

“Then,” said Mr. Toss, 1 undertook
to pray myself; bot 1 found I conldn’t,
and—well, I traveled the honse till day-
light”

Saral’s first words when she entered
the kitchen in the morning were, *Fa-
ther, are you sick 1

“ hf”.ll'

“ Father, what doea ail yon? You are
sick T am sure," persisted the child.

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

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

“8he appears to be asleep,” said Sarah
returning.  * What is it that you want "

% Ohild—TI want—to have you pray—if
you know how."

The wonder, the joy, the gratitude in
Sarah’s heart made words the moment
impossible, and wnot interpreting her
silenve aright, her father pdded, * You
know how, don't you, child? 1 thought
vou did.”

“() father, father, father) Yes, I can
It's very easy.”
arah could pray, and prayer, or
rather praise, was just now the only possi-
ble outlet for the great hillows of joy
that were almost breaking her heart-
sirings  with their mighty heavings.
Dirapp upon her knees sghe pounred
ont, not the penitent ery for merey that
was struggling up from her father’s hoart,
but a song of ['hnnk_-:;‘.'ving. ay, of trinmph,
in and through the bonndless love of Him
who can save to the uttermost, When she
J rosg from her knocs her father regarded
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har steadily for & moment, and then said,
“ Child, s it all so "

(), father, it is! I am sure God is
gaing to help you,” replied Sarah, an-
awering his thonght rather than his words.

“If 1 wasn't any worse than common
folks,” suid the awakened man donbt-
fully, and rather to himself,

4“0, father, God is so good. If you'll
only pray and try-—"

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

Mrs. Ross wanted to know “ what
under the sun yon and your father find
to keep wp such an everlasting pabble
ahomt.”

Barah briefly explained.

“ Well, there’s need enongh,” snecred
Mrs. Boss, “but I reckon you'll want
some breakfust by 'n by.”

When Sarab returned to her father he
Inid his hand apon her shonlder and said,
“Sarah, I ean’t make no promises on my
own hook, and "twouldn’t be worth while
for you to take spy stock in ‘em if 1

»
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should ; but if its all true—if God does
belp folks, and if be's 8 mind to help me,
' do all 1 ean toward it, and I'll quit

wmant sceds

n spring up when the
witten,
and whters and love
begin to flaw. Sarah searcoly knew how
it eame aboot, but she foaod herself
elagped onee more in her father's arms,
erying and smiling, and uttering such
fragmentary bits of loving esconrage-
ment as enme unatudied to her lips.

was long hefore Puter Ross belioved
bt len,
eve, and in the hoor whan his faith Iaid
finld of Jesus scarfot soni was washed
white in the blood of the Lamb,

s hitman b

1, and ever after, he did
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CHATPTER IX.
BARAH LOsES HER MOTHER.

Ix the eourse of the day William Clif-
ton made it in his way to call at Mr.
Toss's honse.  After the * halloo I which
for some strauge reason u greal many
men, a8 1 notice, substitute for “how do
you do,” Willinm with a rather quizzical
look said, * Yon arent mad with me, eh,
Mr, Ross 1"

“w N“.”

Mr. Ross spoke this single word so
soberly, so altogether strangely, that Will-
inm was puzzled and surprised.  He
feared that the poor man had taken his
interference a5 an outright insult, and
began awkwardly to make an attompt at
soothing him: But Mr. Ross soon inter-
posed. % Look here, Bill Clifton, T aint a
fool, though I'll own I've acted like one.
You've done me s pile of good turns the
Inst six months, but yon did the best thing
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for me yesterday that you ever did
yonr life.

“Do you indeed think o’ exelaimed
William, a sndden light breaking joyously
over his rogged face.

“Yes, I do. I'm sensible on’t, and—
well, if you can do anything more for mo
[ want to have you do it.”

“ Anything more 1 don’t think I une
derstand yoa.”

Mr, Ross did not reply, bat William
conld see that he was agitated, and partly
guossed the blessed trath.  While he was
considering how hie could best enconrage
him to open his heart, Mr, Ross rose and,
taking his hat from its peg, glanced sig-
nificantly toward him and walked out of
the house, William followed, and the
two were soon sitting leaned up agninst
a pile of ¥ gorn-fodder * that Willinm had
hicigelf stacked up on the barn-floor.
There, by long and patient ques nuv-zeg
the young man drew from his poor neigh-
bor sugh aceount of his exercises of
during the last night as he was able to
give. There he drew from his pocket the




LG8 BARAR'S HOME.

little Bible that was now his constant
eompanion, and pointed out the passages
telling of Christ’s surpassing love for
sinners. There, with a silent prayer
going up on every breath, for wisdom to
epenk nright, ho earnestly, oven tearfully,
enteated the conseience-strickon man to re-
pent and believe on the Lord Jesus Christ,

Thers was no opposition in Peter Ross's
heart; the enmity of the nataral man had
been elain oven then, but the darkness
of Lis ignoranse was very desse, and
though William found much enconrage.
ment, he failed to recognize the new crea-
ture in Obrist Jesus. Thero they ‘knelt
togother, the beardless youth who had
consecrated the bright morning of his iifa
to his Maker, and the middle-nged aud
guilt-stained man, bot that day born inte
the kingdom, and Willinm poured out his
heart in supplication.

Mennwhile Sarah, guessing well what
wns pnssing in the barn, had retived to
her own little ehamber, and she also was
besieging the throne of gruce in her fa-
thiv's behalf




e s

HER MOTHER.

ar, will give ad-
wphasis to the ¥ Well done,
ithfal servant,” that, if they

gmood and fo

ow not weary in well-doing, they shall
one duy sorely

And what a w ia this
new birth. How [ yot

s To

saddon

Wpon somi, mi
and fear in an instant, w
mes like 1 of muoy

ly, swe

w the

Larn wWas one nover to

bad o

at hiour in the
be forgotten. Poter Ross




P ———

168 BARAN'S HOME.

much doring the last few weeks, but the
change from this time forth was far greater
still. Mr. Mansfield’s pions heart was
soon gladdened by the good news, and
with patient faithfulness he did all that
man could do toward instructing and en-
Hightening the durk mind. AMr. Ross soin
began to go regularly to church; he ar-
tended better to his business, and beeame,
in all respects, a noticeably better man.
But there was alse a grogt ehange in his
family. Let us hear what Saruh said
abiout it.

“ 0, Surah Ross, how do you do? Do
cime to the fire and wann yopmelfl. Take
off your things. Cuan’t you stay a linle
while I were a fow of the many exclama-
tions with whichiSusicand Lona A thro great-
ed their young friend one cold afternoon.

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

“ Are you really going to stay " eried
Lena. “OTmso glad! But how conld
you get away §

“Well, ']l just tell you. O yon can’t
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think—" Sarah clioked up and stopped
speaking.
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nothing at all sbout it,” persisted Barah,
rognining her volps, * He wont let meo
bring in any wood, nor draw any water,
nor do anything that is hard when he is
sroand. I doa’t eace one bit &r doing
the things, but it seems o good to think
he cares about me so. This morming 1
didn’t get ap ¢l it was dreadful late, nod
I felt—well, T wasn’t afraid he'd be mad,
because 1've kind of got over thut, but T
folt awfully ashamed and fairly dreaded
to go down. Well, what do you thinki
He had got the tabla all sot, and the po-
tatoes in baking, and the coffed boiling,
and there he sat by the stove, looking jnst
08 plossant ss—as anybody’s father. I
went nlong to bim—I"vo got the trick of
going up aod standing sido of bim lately
—1 didn’t never use to think of such o
thing—and he put his arm round me and
sadd, *Yon was all tired out with yonr
hard duy's work yesterday, wasn't you !
You're notling but & poor little slave any
way.' 1 rap right away fom bim thes,
for 1 didn't want ho should see the tears ;
and ['m that babyish that vo one can

e S ——"—_]
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speak to me but T ery. Well, T got the
breakfast on the table. The potatods
weren't washed very clean, and the coffes
wastt't good, for he had put the new right
in with the old that was lelt yesterday,
and, of conrse, it wouldo’t seitle; bot I
wonldn't have had him know it for any-
thing. Buot there was one thing—I
couldn’t help langhing any way in the
world—be had got a sheet instead of a
table-cloth. The table-cloth Iay right be-
forg his fuce and eyes on the pantry shelf,
bt you koow men never esn find any-
thing, and he went (o the haresz for a
elean one, and he didn’t seom to notice
the difference.”

“Well, ' sure that was nothing but
fun,” said Busie.

&1 know it, but—well, I've seen lim get
so provoked when mother found fanlt
with things he did, that T dida't want him
to know I thought he’d doue anything
wrnias,” "

(Mre. Rass, had such a thing taken
place when she was sboni, wonld very
probsbly have disregarded entirely the
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motive and grumbled loudly at the mis-
chief, embellishing her spoech, perhaps,
by a siatement that if ehe had a child six
yoars old that didnt know better than
that ehe would whip him.)

4] tried my very best not to langh, but
that great sheet did look 80 comical, hang-
ing down ‘most to the floor, that I couldn’t
help it, and father asked what pleased me,
and eaid he wanted to langh ton, 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 & bit of harm, but he scemed to
feel real bad.”

(You and I, dear reader, ean nunder-
stand, though Sarah perhaps did not,
that it was not about his blunder that
Petor Ross folt real bad, Poor fellow!
It was as strangely sweet to him to have
Lis feelings tenderly regarded ns it wos
to his shild, thongh be made fower re-
marks.) *

“He told me to get the tablecloth, and
then he took tho things off and folded
the sheet—he Tossed ever so long to fold
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h he put it back in

it just right—and
the dr.

“ Dhidu't yon have a pl
nsked Lenn, with warm sympathy

in he

. and set the

ey,

ess we did!  And t
he was going to
day, and ke o,
r, nnd [ was to rest, bepanse ho said
w hard lately. He

I'd been work
told me to put on my things and go visiting

I hap-

somiwhere, and that's just how
pened to come here”
" Wasn't ke good! D, Barsh, you'll

“Yes, indead! 1 have now.
never kwew ar
If mother was ouly w
paused suddenly, with a 1 g
the conversation was turned wpon somte-
ulge. B Mrs, Albro and the
irla did all they eounld to make Sarsh's
nt one, and the sfteraoo
¥ away. Onee, when Barah
andl Leon found themselves alone for a
Tittle while, Sarak said, T didn't tell you

body eauld be so happy!
d—" Sarah
, and
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the best about 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-
fiold gave ma, yon know, for n good while,
bt now he has bought a beantiful lurge
Bible, and we read in it logether every
single evening 1"

401 0! 0! And does be prayi”

“Not yet. I mean, not with me. I'm
sure hie prays by himself. T've asked him,
and he always says, ‘ You pray, child.'”

4 And do you

“Yes," whispered Sarah. “I refused
the first time—no, not the very first timo
he asked me, for that time it came over
we so suddenly, and 1 was o glad that 1
couldn't help kneeling right down and
tell it all out to the Lord. But he didn't
ask me for 0 good many days after that;
and when he did—I don’t know—I folt
kind of bashful—1I thought I couldn™, and
he didn’t nrge me. I felt real bad about
it afterward for fear | had done wrong,
and Mrs, Mansfleld 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 priy i, and to try
to get him to ]-ru\ with l']l. S0 1 have
A inee, and I wonldn’t haye believed
¥ it comes.”

ih Ross, 1 wish T was half as good
* eried Lona impulsiv
ko, how you do 1 |IL Why
a8 I ever should have
ing to be il only for

F lie asked me

mustn’t make me prond,
if we do any good it is nn.‘\-

Mother :
God making us do it, and we have all the
more régson to be humble and thankful "

When Saral went home her mother
spoke fretfully of her absence, and added,
U1t isn'’t long that you'll need to stay at
home on my account any way."”

Her words proved tr Her strength
and appet ed steadily; and by the
beginning of Mureh her decease was
looked for daily, and the neighbors man-
nged that the family should never be left
alone, Christinn bhearts sched, sod muyy
o prayer wis offered with and for her; but

e deeli
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deadly apathy, so far ns the salvation of
her soul was concerned, seemed settling
hopelessly over her spirit. One sunny,
thongh cold day in March Mr. Ros
chanced to remark in her hearing that it
was “ 'mast time to tap the sugar works”

Bhe brightened a little at the thought,
and said, 1 deelare, it does seem as if
some new sugar wonld taste gond.”

“1f it wan't for this wind sap might run
ta-day, possibly,” spid Mr, Ross, looking
stfully ont of the window.

41 don’t believe there's wind enough to
make any difference,” said the invatid,

() bless your body, mother, yon don't
hear it on this side of the house, It comes
terribly strong from the east. 1'd tap all
the trees on the farm if 1 had any idea I
conld get a pailful of sap, but it's no ‘arth-
Iy use.” «

“Well, it’s no consequence whether T
have anything dope for o or not.” M.

Ross said this in tones of sullen anger, and

then, O piliflll sight! feebly moved her
wisted forur in the bed so as to tern her
faee swuy from her hugband,




T

sald Petar Ross,
with a desperate attempt at cheerful-

ness, “1 can melt over some old sugar

o't you wonldw’t bardly know the differ
enee,

There was v an

# 0 zay, mother, ¥ int never thsbed
of that ho Mrs m fetehed you
the other d : u some o

thati It loc or niee.

Sl no word passed the poar whits lips,
and Peter Roes knew from long experi-
enee that nothing he conld say would
avail, Poor man! He went into the
kitchen and sat down to think over, with

e anid agony, the thonsapds of in-

glanees, in wh he had given her back
el than her own, and
total indifference
8 the best cow

for a table-spoonfnl of new
he snid to Mm, Smith, who
ced to be thore.

“Well, she'd anght to have it, seei
she fanoies it, to be sure,” returr
Bmith ; at, pity’s sake ! she

Fen;

words even more o
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take wix drops on’t if she had it I
wouldn’t foel bad wbout it if I was
you

Mr, Ross did not try to explain that he
longed to please the poor dying wife now
in the morest trifle, precisely because in
thy miserable past he had eared so litle
to please hor; but he took down his bitt
and went to the place on his farm where
tho sun warmed up earliest, and tried
vainly to wrest from the unbudding trees
the sweet that had suddenly become so
precions,  But let ns not expend all onr
pity npon him. Suarely the poor invalid,
to wham the grasshapper bad traly be-
come & burden, needs the largest share.
The sunshine wag bright in her sonthwest-
orn window, and, no doubt, she truly
thonght her wish might be gratified,
She had had for many years good reason
for feeling that her wishgs wore cruelly
disregarded, and it was no tiwe now, in
hier weakness and pain, to gontrol the ill-
tomper that she had so longrindulged and
nourished. Trembling on the verge of
eternity, with no everlusting arms beneath

. i
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jonr's bosom to lean

i whenee she

mly tremble

ior ]II'I.]‘. we can
r, - #orrow, and
to save nus

thar | ing him t

Ross  failed

¥ DOreOnE

whio,
that a
athered

i

t, ofi¢ Womat ¢

mention

y gap, and if they h
h was doubitful,
in the marni

inclined to go 1
but Mrs. 8m

h,
at it u-uil not ba of the
alig rh..-—l eonsequence to the dying wo-

man, persuaded him notito le the
housa,

Throngh the night M Roes seemed
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a Jittle hetter, and in the morning when
the sngar came Mr. Ross warmed and
earzied it to hor, with s slight hope thet it
might temporarily revive her. The wish
for it had been but a momentary one, of
conrse, and long ontlived 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 as clear
and clean as ean be,” she felt how impos-
sible even the meanest of earthly enjoy-
ments had become to her, and the old
bitterness in fier heart wos stirred.

“ Take it away I" she sald sallenly.

“(F just taste on't; like emongh "'l do
you good.”

Mrs. Toss pushed the sauckr away with
an irritated gesture,

Unwisaly, bat with tender intent, My,
Rose persisted, taking op o little of the
sweot in the spoon and anempling o
convey it to, her mouth. She did not
want it, she wonld pot have it] she was
tired and worried already with resisting it
her temper was all of strepgth that re-
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BARAN LOSES HER

MOTHER.

iid more

y veed
that she could speal r did
da anything for me i owas too late,

and
alom
Mr. Ross left the
Half'an hour Inter S
the barn ou his kne

I want of let me

o coms quick.

His whole

y and
able to go into the
WJJJ help yon, father,”

partly comprehending his

fathor's arms,
1is cheek, and ‘hrn
“ Carry me, father, and go -;un 4
ng hoeart ached a little
pressed ngy
Then setting her down at

minute or two.
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the door, they entered the bed-room to.
gother. Mrs. Ross was indeed dying, and
her husband saw it at p glance; but I ean
naver bellove that the wratehed womman
knew it hemelf, for when he extended
his hand, as a silent token of pardon
and farewell, she slightly bot womis.
takably withdrew her own and averted
his wyes |

“ Mother, mother! Do speak " eried
Sarah wildly,

Theeyesof thedyingmother tarned npon
her ehild, and the white lips moved; but
the destroyer enatched the words, whatever
they might have been, before they were
uttered. The finnl strogple came on, and
withant another word ar sign the wretehed
woman passed into eternity. , . . Let no
one snppose that Mre, Ross, nnhappy as her
relations with her family had been, was
not deeply and sincerely monrned. Her
linshand’s grief was differont, 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 vonscionsness that it
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now forever too late
ol he by
was very alleoling to see

to repair the
s her, It
4 ¥ the poer
man tried to atone to the sensaless n-luy
that was left for the negleota and
that had so y wounded and
¢ spirit. On the afrerncon
her death he went to Mr,
i+ mueh evident embarrass.

1 wrongs

nid-

f the day
Albro, and wi
||-nl asked lu L,.uuu a, for l||rn rather

s rnril.\',
Mr. Albro immediately banded from
esk o sum still larger than that asked,

ted and stammer-
5 took the movey
hout an intelligible

fellow hesita

ed something, und fing
and left the honse wi

ward. A brother of My, Albro's chanced
to be visiting him, and having formerly

known som F Mr, Ross, he said, in

y “That's a smart

hing
gu"\i'].l]]lll'il';‘ll sur
operation, Charley.
“Well, I think it fa."
12
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“You never will see a cent of it
again.”
#() yes; I think Ross will pay it."
“] would have tanken security any
wn",lrr '
“That is money,” eontinned Mr. Albro,
smiling, “that 1 collected with a deal of
tronblo lnst week in order to tnke up a
note that comes due next week, and now,
unless T ean get it ontof you or some other
good-natured follow, I shall be obliged to
get the note renewed.”
#1 won’t give yon a dollar yon improv-
ident blockhead,” said the brother, langh-
ing, yet half in carnest.
¥ Perhaps yon will. Bee here; that
man has been o miserable drunkard, ut-
terly unworthy of respeet or confidence.
He has felt himeelf nearer on a level with
dogs than with men: but for months past
he'i been o changed man, 1 do think he
is thoroughly reformed, and I'm deter-
mined he shall know, onee in his life, what
it ia to be treated like an upright man. I
haven't got another neighbor unywhere
about that would even offer me security

SRy |
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1 to borrow 3 all sum for
d T

e @ ted in o
ly way than most people

was it you said
And Mr. Gilbert A
wrie check-book, at wi
1 so merrily that Sn
botl nto the di
what it was that amnsed their

ifr TO0m

call it extrava-
t yon get it. Bhe

said a good deal ab
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“ 0, father!" sobbed Barah, who well
remembered her mother's angrily express-
ed wish that she could have oue gown
such as other women wore, it scems as
if it is cruel to get it now when it's too
late.”

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 suits of deep mourning
for himself and Sarah. Alas! who ever
found comfort in things of thissort? Too
late ! too late! too late! was written in
hard lines npon all.
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CHAPTER IX.

ECOMES A WOMAN.

a warm day fi 1, and ‘-.lnh
ands in the front doorway
eagerly down the
road. \'! hat can she be looking
Al, wo see now. Bosie and Lena are
coming up the hill, and Sarah flies to
meet them,

I've

r 3 Susie.
“ M ulhr —u-l youw'd think we came to

stead of tea if we came any ear-

0O I bad the nicest
ther thinks thore
never was such a cook as I'm getting to be.
But what a lot of roots you have brought ;
1 didn't expect half so many.”
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“ 0 they nover be mis put of our
garden,” sald Lonn. * Will your father
be ready to set them ont§”

“Yes; I told him this morning you was
going to bring me some flower roots, and
bie s beet at work most all day spading
up and fixing the yurd.”

“8oro enopngh!  What n lurge nice
place you have got,” said Busie, gazing
round  ndmiring “0, Lenn, T must
tell! Wo thought we'd wal
you, but I ean’t keep it, Mother was up
to Mers. Clifton sterday and told Lapra
wa were coming here to-day, and she said
il bring some rose bushes

and snrprise

gho'd eom

nid thinge."
Lt B )

tor

g ™ gnid Sarah, with anima.

And that fsn't all,. When wo found
out she was coming wo thonght \M"Il
give yon a real surprise party, and-

“'lnu re spoiling the surprise,” eaid
Lens Inughing.

“Well, never mind, We eamo up to
Julinna Mopris's last night and told her,
ind she said sho'd come, and wonld sond
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word to Ma Stanl besides. Shant
wo hayemgeand time|
R
“ A LRt wha
Lena, “WEYTOR are

got goodies enough preg

¢ means,” eried

all the wown. See hora!
gan g the plants
At the botlom, securely wrapped
# paper was

many fol
a quant akes und tl
i enpugh

mother yon are to thank" &
“Thore’s B0 danger of ns thi
i of snch & thing."
4 And mother said,’
ahe didn’t doubt yon

-J\|.\-cr..--l
litthe won=

e to conk up much
expyeted (o want, when
ul 1 might
many,'

t, 1 was "fraid 1 hadn't quite
Father don't eat any swoet euke

more .u.ll ¥
your fi

s 50 emall,

enOug
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tand potatoes mostly,
much forgoursel ves,
litthe  cokaw Shose. are!
1 call them £

O do You Fnow Char-
ey look

and he

hardly ; he likes o
and I don't m
What ecunnin
What is it

“{Finger s
ley ealls them ¢
some like
can't remember.”

“ Dear little Charloy! I wish he was
lll'l’z-.

My, Ross aow same out of the honse.
Can that be the man who objected to
sitting at table with his peighbors elil-
dren a ye Well, he doesn't look
like a person likely t0 back out of any
respec society now,

“ Hilla, title
what's the good word
to-day 1"

“Nothing special,” said Lens. %0
yos there is.  Father told me o tell yon
there's something the matter with one of
Nelly Bly's fore foeet, and be wished
wn to or to-morrow
you think of it
+ Bnste was singing:

snaps! T

}llll kni

T ag

yon'd coma «
and see wh
Meanwh
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Tiew she Tifts b
puts it d

-W
Al

foot,

“8ing "tother two lines, #is, and you'll
1 just hit it," said Mr. Ross. “I've al- ]
ways notieed that ‘ere be

had a leetle

mite of a notion to overreach.
Bo Susie went on merrily :

u And when It
In that

“COome, come, Snsie,” said Lena,
“mother thinks that’s a dreadful foolish
song.

“ (0 dear, I know it. Well, its a good
thing I've got a sensible sistor, for I need
y elbow every minute to

nul lhua--' oK father,” said
3 “are you ready to set them

Sar:
out ¥

artin, sartin. 1 dido’t lay out to

do anything to-day only what choring

wis want -i round the honse,”

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

I ————
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Such n ul.‘\r erin

snch  discussing
rould look best,

] d be seen to
best advant ! sther this corner
wonld be |
bush when it gr

8 ‘! slight was
ths o f} ]ul said, “ Why,

#0 bonne
child, if ¥
ought to say somethir

1 Was s for posies you'd

tbott it in the

had so much to do then, you

h.

18
“Was that why you didn’t ask to have
vard fixed I said Mr. Ross, straight-
ening up from a delicate lily of the valley
he was planting and looking lis daughter
in the fi

“ Yes, sir.”

“Well, woll, that young one knows
more than halfl the grown folks,” muor
mered the father to himself, bending
again to his work, “ Look hers,” he
ndded aloud sfor n panse, “what litte
turns you want wont make much dif-
ference. There's work enongh behind-
hand, to he gure, but 1I'd rs
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nights than you shouldn’t have what
little cor there is for you in yonr
slave's life. If you get in such a takin’
y| again about anything don’t let it be six
months before I hear on’t.”
and Lena expected a burst of
re from Barah at this, but they were
en. Bhe was getting too well nsed
to kindness from her father to cry at each
fresh instance. There was deep feeling
in her tones, however, as she replied :
| %0, futher, how ean you eall it a slave's
life? I don't know as 1 cowdd have been
any happier this last summer if I'd had
| an aere of flowers. DBut, then, it's real
| nice to have them, Don’t you think

“Well, I can’t say ns I eare 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

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

e
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of interest, I reckon. Where you poin’
to have this, Sarash 1"

%0 that's the snowben
Busic? And wl
I thought, father, we'd earry them up—
to—the burying ground.”

“Well, I would,” eaid Mr. Ross, lower-
ing his tones suddenly. “I'll earry youn
up in the morn and we'll set ‘em
ont.”

There was & panse in the talk, and then
ah asked the girls if they had seen her
ir mother's gravo-stones.

% Yeu; they're real nice! and, Sarah—
you wont think it's impudent t—mothor
gnid she wondered whose idea that text
on the head-stone was: “God requireth
thut which is past.

ism't it,
e is the whito rosaf

“1t was futher's own thonght,” said
Sarah., “Ho reads the le a great deal
Intely—we've had prayers regular, night

and morning, this geod while—and that
verso seomed to strike him. O father
s dreadfnlly becaunse he wasn't more
kind to mother. He says it's in his mind
day and night, and all the way he can
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take any eomfort is by eonfessing it to the

Lord and praying abont it.”

Laura, Julisns, and Mary now came
in wight, and our little friends ran to meet

them.

‘ % Blackbirds and bobolinks I eried Pe-

| ter Ross as the six happy girls came,

ull chattering at onee, into the yard.

Each of the three new comers were
laden with contributions to Sarab’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 wore
soon nicely planted.

# Well, what next, Sarah i

“0 fix us a swing, plense, father|”
eried Sarah,

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

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

“1t's a careless-looking piece of work.

R EEEEEEE==——————
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wh n erazy pack 08 you
. I shall have to

1 daresn’t trash e
are to swing here al
stay and sw "

“0 all the eried Lanrs Clifton,
% (ome, Barph;® and she wonld have
y the sw

¢ with hery

pulled Barah
but Sarah kne
ingisted that all her young friends should
precede ber.

Well, dear child, she was happy

her duties too well, and

It was some-

encugh with
thing so delighiful, so wonderful to ber,
b
had neve
to look anybody in the fuce
of hi# miserably wicked life
naturally
th amusement, and receiving their
earnest and respectful thanks.
“ Do just look at father!” she could not
help whispering to symputhe Léna.
“Yes, and it all your work,” said
Limn, answering ber thought rather than
| her words.
| “ Indeed, it is far more your work,” said
Barab.

r father, who, until the lust year,

as far us she knew, been able
v

, geninlly and

to soe

the shame

plping her young friends
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% After all we are both wrong,” said
Lena with sweet seriousness. “It ia
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 lier
father would omit the simple words of
prayer and praise which had of late eon-
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
goayoty of the children was hushed for o
time; but it soon rose aguain, and the
. moal went merrily on.  When it was

ended \[r. Ross took his hat to go out,

saying
“Well little Indics, I #’pose yon'll be
¥ gone before I get my chores done, so I'll
say good-evenin® now. D'm just as much
obleeged to yon for coming to see Barah

s uhe‘henel[, and I hope you'll come
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just ma often ns you «
does BSar

at the

“1 am sure we & be very happy to

come,” snid Laura Clifton prettily.
nnn Morris d that she di

when she |

it; and
prettily

impud
LYY

Maother

said the other

Busie was Mr. Ros
He patted her

oome

's spe orite.
wad and told her to

1 the

1 1l

0,

ute he

“0 please sir, don't sp 0,” snid
Julisna Morris, respectfully and earn-

.
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catly; “all those sad things are forgot-
ten.”

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

“1 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
ar white, to be sure, for her noquaintance
with the dish napkin, the wash-board, the
cheese-tuby, and the churn has been too
long and too intimate to permit that.  Bhe
has never been to school since the sum-
mer when we first made ber sequaintance,
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 nse of ber leisure.  If yon
were to visit her now you would be agree-
ably surprised, 1 am sure, to notice the
propriety, the refinement, the purity, deli-
cacy, and Indy-like grace of her words and
conduct, If yon aroa literary person, and

1%

_
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have taet enough to draw her out, yon
willusk yoursel where and how this hard-
working farmer’s danghter possessed hor-
self of such extensive informationy sneh ’
keen, critieal, penetrating insight; such
general appreciation and sympathy with
liternture. Half s dozen nowspapers 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 heart, the interest,
prospects, and general state of the Chureb.
She has been for n good many years, ns
her father has also been, a communicant
in the viflage Church, aud the good pas-
tor preachos all the better, T am sure, for
i the earnest attention, the warm sympathy,
and intelligent understanding expressed
in her upturned face. There is no class in
the Sabbath-school better tanght than
hers, und none, except perhaps Leng
Albro’s, more unitedly and affectionately
attached to their teacher. i
And her father? Well, Petor Toss is
not very much changed since we last saw
him. He has worked very hard for years

e
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past. He talks of living easior 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 Saral’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 upon her, in the opinion
of some very comscientions 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, e will not
outlive his wretched memories. The
prayer-meeting at the school-house is held
weckly now, and the deepest sobbings of
penitence and godly sorrow for sin that
ever rise there are heaved from the ever-
aching breast of Petor Hoss.

But of Sarah once more. I find myself
very reluctant to cease speaking of her.
Perhaps some reader will ask, ** How is
it that SBarah Ross, in her secluded home,
with all her hard work and meagerness of
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opportunity, has become the charming
woman describod T will tell you. Blie

has improved carcfully every opportonity
that she had. Some persons of eunitiva- -
tion and refinement were, as you have
seen, among her acquaintances, and she
made every possible effort to profit by
their companionship and example. Her
sincere desire to improve attracted the
approving atention of the pood and wise
who know her, and they delighted, as all
good and wise porsons do, in extending &
helping hand. She read her Bible faith-
fully, she asked wisdom constantly of God,
whe giveth o all liberally and apbraid-
oth not.  Her society is much sought now
by those who desire improvement for
themselves as woll ns by those henevo-
lently inclined. Laura Clifton visits her
& great deal of late, and roguishly ealls
her by a sweet little name epelled with
six lotters, that, strictly speaking, Laura
has never bad s right to give to any one. ]
They read and sew togother, they work in
the flower garden together, they know all
each other's hopes and fears, likes and dis-
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likes, aspi pointmpnts.
If any one presumes to remember Peter
toma’s form ion, or M. Ioss's
ill-temper, which cortainly does not often
happon, L rarms up instantly, and
sometimes rather spicy little
speeches. There is a bandsome house
being erceted now on a preity
stong’s throw from the old brown cotiay
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 o very handsome pair of otto-
mats for the parlor already,

Where does the money come fromi
Dear me, how very shrewd you are! I
am gure 1 don't know where it came from,
but I am sure that when the houss is
completed it will be more truly than
any place ever has been yet, Bamaw's
Hoae,
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