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AMY’S NEW HOME.

PARTI.

THE cottage window was thrown
wide open to let in the cooling
breeze, for the day had been very
hot, and Amy’s mother wanted all
the fresh air she could get. She sat,
propped up by pillows, in a large
arm-chair. Her face was very white
and thin; but there was a bright
colour in her cheeks, which made
her look better than she really was.
She had been ill for many weeks,
and the doctor said that she would
never be well again. She knew

this—knew that she was dying ; but
I 5
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she was not afraid, for she hadlong
trusted in Jesus, and served him,
and now she could say, in the sweet
words of the twenty-third Psalm,
“ Though I walk through the valley
of the shadow of death, I will fear
no evil : for thou art with me: thy
rod and thy staff they comfort me.”

Amy stood by the side of her
mother, looking out into the garden.
She had finished the needlework
she had to do, and was watching
the sparrows pick up the few crumbs
which she had thrown in the path-
way for their supper. Her mother
wanted her to run about in the
garden, but Amy said she would
rather stay where she was ; she felt,
although she hardly knew why,
that she did not like to leave her
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mother. Yet she had not the least
idea that her mother was danger-
ously ill.

“Mother,” she said presently,
“how full our pear-tree is this
year ! What a many we shall have
if they all ripen! Will you give
me a little basketful for myself,
when you gather them ?”

Hermother sighed, and hesitated.
Amy looked round for her answer.
“T shall not gather the pears this
autumn, dear,” she said gently.

“Why not?” asked Amy in a
tone of surprise.

“ Because I shall not be here
then, Amy.”

. “Not here, mother? Are we
going away ?”

“Tam going away, Amy, going
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to a better home than this, darling.
I wanted to tell you so before, but I
knew it would trouble you to hear
it.”

Amy did not at first understand
her mother’s meaning; but when
the sad truth rushed all at once in-
to her mind, it was almost more
than she could bear. Her heart
beat very fast, the crimson flush
rose in her checks, and her eyes
filled with tears. ¢ Oh, mother, do
not talk so,” she exclaimed; “it is
not true, I am sure it is not. You
are a great deal better than you
were ; you eat more than you did
last week, and you are not nearly
so pale; you will get stronger when
the weather is not so warm. Mrs.
Roberts says you will, mother.”
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“ Amy, dear, it would be wrong
and unkind to deceive you; the
shock would only be the greater if
it came upon you quite unexpect-
edly. Dr. Martin says that he does
not think I can last many weeks
longer, and I feel that he is right.
It is only for your sake that I mind
it. I would gladly have lived till
you were a little older, if it had
pleased God ; but his will be done.”

Amy burst into tears. Sheflung
herself on a stool at her mother’s
feet, and, burying her face in her
mother’s lap, sobbed out, ¢ Oh,
mother, what shall I do without
you? You must not leave me, oh,
you must not leave me.”

Her mother tried, in wvain, to
soothe her. Amy had naturally
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very strong feelings, but she had
early been taught to control them,
and was generally able to keep
them within bounds. But she could
not now ; indeed, she made no at-
tempt to do so: her distress was so
great that it seemed as if she must
give way to it; and it was not until
her mother said that she should not
get any sleep that night if Amy
kept on crying so, that she lifted
up her head again, and tried to wipe
away her tears.

Then her mother put her arm
round her, and kissed her tenderly,
and talked to her of that loving
Saviour who would always be with
her, to take care of her, and to bless
her; and in whose kind ear she
might pour out all her little trou-
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bles, and feel certain that he would
help her out of them. She spoke,
too, of those beautiful mansions to
which she was going, where there
would not be any more sorrow or
sin, but where everybody was quite
holy, and quite happy; and she
bade Amy look forward to the
joyful meeting they should have
when, if she followed Jesus, he
would call her to the same bright
home, and they should live together
there for ever.

Amy did not take in the full
comfort of these words at the time;
still,she grew calmer as she listened
to them, and they came into her
mind afterwards, when she much
needed them, and when she had no
one to tell her of such things.
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- She got up now, with a less sor-
rowful look, to prepare the gruel
for her mother’s supper, and each
tried to be as cheerful as they could,
that they might not add to the
other’s grief. Poor Amy ! when she
was alone in her little room, her
tears burst forth afresh; but she
knelt down, and asked God to pity
her and to make her dear mother
well again ; and she rose up with a
lighter heart. In a few minutes she
was fast asleep.

Amy Burton was an only child.
She had been carefully brought up
by her pious mother, who had
sought, with God’s help, to train
her child for another world, as well
as for this. Mrs. Burton’s husband
also feared God, but, being a sea-
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man, he was generally away from
home, so that Amy saw very little
of her father, and learned but little
from him. About a year before our
story begins, he set out on a voyage
which he said should be his last
one; for that, if he were spared to
return to his native land, he would
remain at home with his wife and
child, and get his living in a more
quiet and comfortable way. But,
alas! he did nof return. Tidings at
length came that the vessel in which
he sailed was lost in a storm at sea,
and that all on board had perished.
It was a terrible blow to Amy’s
mother. She never recovered from
it. Her health failed from thattime;
and within the last few weeks she

had been so much worse, that she
2
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had given up all hope of ever being
well again.

The thought of going to her Sa-
viour was a glad thought to her,
but it was hard work to part from
her dear little girl ; to leave her an
orphan in the wide, wide world, not
knowing how she would be cared
for, and watched over. But Amy’s
mother was a Christian, and she
was enabled, after a little struggle,
to trust her child in God’s hands,
and to believe that she would be
safe in his keeping. This promise
was very sweet to her in that mo-
ment; “Leave thy fatherless chil-
dren, I will preserve them alive.”

Amy had an uncle, her father’s
eldest brother, who lived in a large
manufacturing town, many miles
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distant from the village in which
she had been born and brought up.
The morning after Amy’s sad con-
versation with her mother, a letter
came from this uncle, in answer to
one which Mrs. Burton had written
to him about her own illness, and
about Amy. It was short, but kind.
He offered to take charge of his
little niece when her mother died,
and to provide for her as he would
for one of his own children. Mrs,
Burton folded up the letter with a
thankful heart. It was a great re-
lief to her to feel that, whenever it
might please God to call her away,
there was a suitable home ready for
Amy. Had she known, more about
that home, she would have been
less satisfied with it. But she had
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not seen her brother-in-law for some
years, and she had never heard, for
there was no one to tell her, how
much he had altered for the worse
since they last met. Instead of be-
ing sober and industrious, as he
then was, as well as regular in his
attendance at the house of God, he
had grown careless and unsteady,
and had become the companion of
those who “make a mock at sin,”
and who refuse to heed the warn-
ings of their Maker. It was well
for Amy’s mother that she was ig-
norant of this sad change, for she
had no other relations with whom
she could leave her child, and it
would have grieved her very much,
in her last hours, to think that
Amy’s new home was to be one in
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which the fear of God was never
thought of, and his holy word was
unread and uncared for. She was
mercifully spared this trial.

Some weeks passed away, and
Amy’s mother got weaker and
weaker. She could no longer sit up
in the arm-chair and look out into
the pleasant garden, but was obliged
to lie in bed, and to be waited upon
night and day. Amy was generally
with her; for the child could not
bear to be out of her mother’s sight
when she could possibly help it,
and she was so quiet and thought-
ful that she was never in any one’s
way. XKind friends and neighbours
did everything for Mrs. Burton
that she wanted, and she was very

grateful for their services ; but still,
9%
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she never fancied anything so well
as when Amy brought it to her, or
seemed so easy and comfortable as
when Amy sat beside her. It was
natural that the mother and child
should cling so closely to each other,
for they loved each other dearly, and
had never been once separated.
The hours spent in that sick-room
were very precious to Amy. Her
mother, while she had strength,
conversed with her about many
things more freely than she had
done before, and gave her much lov-
ing advice about the future. Above
all, she often talked to her about
Jesus, that good Shepherd, who
gathers the lambs with his arms,
and carries them in his bosom, and
who never forsakes those who trust
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in him, but brings them safely at
last to his better fold above.

It was not long before his gentle
voice called Amy’s mother to her
rest. She calmly fell asleep in
Jesus. Ier cares and sorrows were
for ever ended. But Amy’s were
only just beginning. She had lost
her beloved mother, and she must
leave her old home for a new one,
amongst strangers.  Poor little
Amy!
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P A RASIE

AMyY grieved deeply for the death
of her mother. She did not say
much to any one, but she would get
by herself, and think about her
mother, and cry as if her little
heart would break. Everybody
pitied her, and was kind to her;
and Mrs. Roberts took her home to
her own house until the funeral was
over, and did all she could to com-
fort her. But Amy still looked
sorrowful and unhappy.

One day she went out by herself,
and wandered through the green
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shady lanes, till she was quite tired,
and sat down under a large tree to
rest. From this spot she could see
the roof and chimneys of her
mother’s cottage, and as her eye fell
upon them, her tears burst forth
afresh at the thought of her home.
She sobbed out, “Oh mother,
mother! why didn’t you take me
with you ?”

“ Because God knew that it was
better for you to stay here a little
longer, Amy.”

Amy looked up through her tears.
It was the good clergyman who was
speaking to her. He was passing
that way, and happened to hear
what she had said. Amy knew
him very well, for he had visited
her mother in her illness, and he
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had often spoken to Amy when she
was in the room with her; so that
when he now sat down beside Amy,
and began to talk to her, she did
not feel at all afraid of him, but
ventured to ask him why it was bet-
ter for her to stay here.

“It is God’s will that you should,
Amy; and if we trust in his wisdom
and goodness, that is reason enough
for us. But he sees that you are
not ready for heaven yet, Amy.
Heaven, you know, is a prepared
place for a prepared people. We
must be fitted for it, as well as
allowed, for the sake of Jesus, to
enter it. And God sends us trials,
Amy, on purpose to make us holier.
He wants us to get rid of our wrong
desires and wrong tempers, and to
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grow Christ-like. And that is why
he keeps us in this world. He
waits till the fruit is ripe, before he
gathers it. Do you understand me,
Amy ?’1 "

“Yes, sir,” said Amy, thought-
fully.

“ And then, Amy, Jesus Christ
has some work for us to do here,
and we cannot go home till our
work is done. Do you love Jesus,
Amy ?”

Amy’s face brightened at this
question, and she said, “ Yes, sir, I
think I'do.”

“Well then, Amy, I am sure you
will like to do all the work you can
for him.”

“ But what work can I do, sir?”

“I do not know yet, neither do
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you ; but you will soon find out.
You are going to a new home, and
you will have new duties there, and
those new duties will be some of
the work you will have to do; and
the rest will come as you can
manage it. Will you try, Amy,
when you are there, and when you
feel dull and lonely—as I know you
will sometimes feel—will you try
and think that you are just where
Jesus, your dear Saviour, has put
you, and that you are his little ser-
vant, doing his work ?”

It was with such simple words as
these that the kind minister strove
to comfort and teach Amy. And he
did her a great deal of good. She
became more cheerful and hopeful.
Her grief for the loss of her mother
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was softer, and less passionate ; and
she was able to think of her new
home without the strong dislike
which she had felt at first towards
it. 4

Amy’s uncle was written to im-
mediately, and he came to the
funeral. He was a rough, good-
tempered man, and behaved, in his
way, very kindly to his little niece.
He told her not to fret so, but to
cheer up and be a good girl, and
she should go home with him and
play with her cousins, and see all
the wonderful sights of the town.
Amy tried to smile and look plea-
sant, but she felt sorry, rather than
glad, to think of leaving the village,
and the cottage, where she had

always lived ; and she shrank from
3
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her uncle’s loud tones and hasty
manner, and wondered whether her
aunt would be like him.

Some of the furniture which be-
‘longed to Amy’s mother was
sold, and the remainder was packed
up and sent to Amy’s new home.
Amy’s clothes, with her books and
playthings, and other little trifles,
were put carefully into a box by
Mrs. Roberts—a new box, which
Mr. Roberts, who was a carpenter,
made himself for Amy—and it went
with her and her uncle by the train.
Amy had never been on a railway
before, and she was a little frighten-
ed at first by the noise and the
speed, but she enjoyed the ride af-
ter she got used to it. The novelty
of the scene around her helped to
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make her forget the past; and her
uncle’s bustling ways, and constant
talking, did not allow her any time
for thought about the future. All
that reminded her of home, just
then, was a large bunch of flowers
which she earried in her hand, and
which had been gathered, before
she came away, out of the garden
in which she had spent so many
happy hours of her life.

It was nearly tea-time when Amy
reached her new home. Ier uncle
carried her box, and she followed
him through the busy and dusty
streets, with rather a bewildered
air, until he turned down a quiet,
but gloomy-looking one, in about
the middle of which was his own
dwelling. The houses in that street
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were not very small, but they were
very dingy outside, and the paint-
ing and papering inside was very
faded and discoloured. The only
signs of anything like the country,
were a few sickly and stunted plants
in pots, that stood in some of the
windows.

Amy’s uncle pushed open the
door, and bade her come in. She
stepped timidly inside, and the next
minute found herself in a large and
somewhat disorderly kitchen.

‘ Here's father, and here’s our
new cousin!” shouted George, a
noisy, rough-headed boy, as he
sprang forward to meet them;
“why, she is not as big as our
Esther.”

“ Hold your tongue, sir,” said his
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mother, coming towards them with
a child in her arms, and giving the
boy a push at the same time; “ we
didn’'t expect you yet, John, or I
would have sent George to meet
you.” She kissed Amy, and cleared
a chair for her to sit down. ¢ You
are tired, I dare say,” she said,
kindly, “but you will feel better
when you have had a cup of tea.
Dear ! how like your father you
are! Don’t stand staring there,”
she added, turning round to one of
the children, who, was looking at
Amy from top to toe; *“make haste,
and set the table; you ought to
have done it before now ; and you,
go and fetch some wood, George, to
make the kettle boil: look sharp,

now, both of you.”
3%
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Amy in the course of the evening,
took a few quiet glances at her new
relations. Her aunt wore an old
black gown, and had large flowers
in her cap; but her face looked
careworn and fretful, and she was
always finding fault with something,
or somebody. George, we have
already described. Little Alice,
who generally sat on the floor, was.
a spoiled child, who cried when she
wanted anything, and generally had
what she cried for. Esther was not
at home when Amy arrived at her
aunt’s : she did not return till late.
She was a pert, forward sort of girl
with long curls; and Johnny, who
was next to her in age, was lame,
and could not move about without
crutches. He commonly was seen
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sitting on the steps of the street
door.

Oh, what a scene of confusion
the tea-table was! The different
things were placed on it without
any attempt at order ; and if each
of the children did not help them-
selves, they tried to do so.

“ Mother, I wish you would
speak to George!” exclaimed Es-
ther, angrily ; ¢ he has taken a lot
more butter to his bread, and I put
plenty on at first.”

Before the mother had time to
scold George, Johnny called out,
pouting, “I won’t have my tea in
this blue mug: give me the green
one, George.”

“ No, I shan’t.”

“ Give it him, there’s a good boy,
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George, or there won’t be a hit of
peace, and you may have my cup
and saucer if you like.”

‘While this dispute was being set-
tled, Alice was digging her little
hand into the sugar-basin, and then
wiping her sticky fingers on her
clean pinafore. ¢ Let that sugar
alone, Alice!” said her mother,
moving the basin to the other end
of the table. Alice began to cry, or
at least to make a noise like erying,
for no tears came, and her mother,
in order to quiet her, took some
of the sugar and spread it thickly
over a slice of bread and butter
for her.

In this way the uncomfortable
meal was got through. And when
it was ended, and Esther was wash-
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ing up the tea-things, Amy’s uncle
put on his hat and went out, and
Amy’s aunt came and sat down be-
side her, and asked her several
questions about herself and her old
home, partly from curiosity, and
partly from the desire to make the
little girl feel less of a stranger
with them. But Amy did not get
on very well with her answers, for
her cousins confused her very much
by their noisy shouts and move-
ments ; and her low, soft tones were
scarcely heard amongst their loud
voices.

“I do wish you would be still for
a little while,” said their mother:
she might just as well have spoken
to the chairs and tables—“I am
sure I never saw such a set of chil-
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dren, in all my life, as you are; I
don’t know What your cousin will
think of you.”

As if they cared what their
pale, shy, little cousin thought of
them!

There was not much quietness
until Johnny and Alice went to bed,
and then Amy seemed so tired and
sleepy, that her aunt asked her
whether she would not like to go
also. Amy said she should, and
gladly followed her aunt up stairs,
into a very little room that just
held two or three boxes and a small
bed, which she was to share with
Esther. It did not look half so
clean and inviting as her own little
bed at home; but Amy was too
weary to notice anything much, or
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to care about it if she had. She
was worn out with the fatigue and
excitement of the day, and soon fell
asleep.
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PART III.

WHEN Amy awoke the next
morning, she could not at “first tell
where she was. She rubbed hereyes,
and tried to think how she came
there. Then she recollected that she
was in her new home; and if she
wanted any proof of this fact, she
found it the next minute, in the
sight of Esther kneeling on the
floor, and coolly examining the con-
tents of Amy’s box! Amy raised
herself in bed, and looked, as she
felt, rather astonished ; but her looks
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were lost upon Esther, for she was
too busy to observe them.

“ Oh, you are awake, are you ?”
‘she said as she lifted her head ; “I
thought you were going to sleep all
day; but mother said I was not to
call you this morning.”

“ Have you had your breakfast,
then ?” asked Amy.

“No ; father has not come in yet,
and George is just going for some
bread, so you will have plenty of
time to dress yourself, if you make
haste. But I say, Amy, are these all
the frocks you have got ?”

“Yes,” said Amy.

“ Why, here are only four, be-
sides what you are going to put on,
and they are half-worn out already.
It does not signify, though, because

4
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they will be too short for you, when
you leave off your black, and I
dare say mother will cut them up
for Alice. But you might have had
your Sunday one made a little
smarter, I think ; 7 would not wear
it. Plain, tight sleeves, and no
trimming, nor flounces! And is
this your best bonnet ?”

“To be sure it is,” said Amy.

“ Well, it is big enough for mo-
ther, I'm sure, and it is made of
such poor silk. ' What old-fashioned
notions country folks have!”

Esther went on talking, and tum-
bling over Amy’s things at the
same time. She pulled everything
out of the box, making her remarks
as she did so with great freedom
and rudeness. Amy hardly knew
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whether to be vexed or amused.
She did not certainly like to see
her work-box and two or three little
keepsakes so roughly handled, nor
her books turned over with so little
care, but she supposed that she
must not say anything about it.
Just as Esther had reached the
bottom of the box, her mother
called to know where she was, and
what she was doing, and why she
had not fried the bacon for her fa-
ther’s breakfast. Esther ran quickly
out of the room, and, as she did not
shut the door, Amy heard her aunt
say to her, “ You should not have
let Amy hinder you so long.”
Esther did not answer; she al-
lowed her mother to believe that it
was her cousin’s fault she had stayed
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so long upstairs ; and Amy felt hurt
at the blame being unjustly cast
upon her. Besides, it was really
Esther who had hindered her, not
she who had hindered Esther; for
‘the floor was strewed with the
things which Esther had carelessly
scattered about, and Amy was
obliged to fold them up and put
them back again before she could
leave the room, or, indeed, finish
dressing herself.

When Amy went into the kitchen
there were only Johnny and Alice
there, for George had not returned
from the baker’s, and Esther and
her mother were hanging some
clothes out in the yard to dry. Alice
was seated on a low stool by the
window, eating a piece of bread and
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molasses ; and Johnny was standing
" at the side-table, leaning on one of
his crutches, and-destroying Amy’s
flowers as fast as he could. These
flowers had been placed in a jug of
water the night before, and Amy
meant to untie and arrange them in
the morning ; she thought, of course,
that they were quite safe where she
left them. DBut there was Johnny,
picking the very best of them out
of the nosegay, and then tearing
them, leaf by leaf, to pieces. Even
if they had not been her own, Amy
would have been sorry to see him
doing so, for she was so fond of
flowers, that she could not bear to
have them injured. Forgetting her
shyness, she rushed towards her
cousin, and seizing hold of his arm,
4 %
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“ Oh, you naughty boy !” she said,
“you must not touch these flowers ;
they are not yours.”

“ T don’t care,” said the little fel-
low, “ I shall have them if I like;
mother said I might.” He snatched
a large white rose out of the bunch,
and then there came a struggle be-
tween the children ; for Amy prized
that flower more than any of the
others, and determined to save it.
It had grown on her mother’s
favourite rose:tree, and was the only
one that had bloomed that summer.
Amy tried hard to get it from
Johnny, but he kept firm hold of
it ; he pushed and she pushed, and,
not being aware how very lame he
was, Amy accidentally knocked
aside his crutch, and Johnny tum-
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bled down. He was not hurt, but
he screamed loudly from passion,
and refused to let Amy help him
up again ; and at that minute both
his father and mother came in.

“ Why, Johnny, my boy, what is
the matter ?”’ said his father.

“ Amy pushed me down, father;
she is so cross.”

His father lifted him on his knee,
and said, “ You ought to be ashamed
of yourself, Amy, to behave so to a
poor little cripple like him.”

“ I did not mean him to fall, un-
cle; I did not know he was so lame,
or I would not have touched him ; -
but he would not give me my
flower.”

“Well, and why need you quar-
rel about a flower ?”’ said her aunt;
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“there are plenty of them, and
surely he may have one to play
with.”

¢ But this is a rose, a white rose,”
said Amy; “may I have it now,
aunt? I will give him another for
it.”

“Don’t be tiresome, child ; you
have mademischief enough already;
sit down and get your breakfast.”

Amy burst into tears: she could
not help it; everything seemed to
go wrong with her.

% Dear me,” said her aunt, ¢ who
would have thought you had such a
* temper? Now, you must either be
quiet or go up stairs out of the
way.”

Amy dried her tears, and took
her seat at the table. But her heart
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was very heavy, and it was as much
as she could do to eat her breakfast
without showing any more of her
sorrow about the flower. What a
bad beginning she had made in her
new home! Was this the way in
which she was to get on with her
cousins 2 Amy wished herself back
again in her mother’s peaceful little
cottage ; wished that she had never
come to live with her uncle and
aunt; wished that she could run
away from the troubles that seemed
gathering around her. These were
natural wishes, but they were sel-
fish and useless ones; and Amy
lived to own this, and to find out
that God’s will is better than our
will.

As she was moving her chair af-
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ter breakfast, she picked up her
rose from under the table, where
Johnny, not really caring for it, had
dropped it, as soon as he had gained
his point. Some leaves were gone,
and it was a good deal shaken; but,
not having been fully opened, it
had borne its rough treatment pretty
well, and was a nice-looking flower
yet. Amy carried it carefully up-
stairs and put it, with some water,
into an old broken bottle which she
had seen in the bedroom, and which
her aunt said she might have; and
she thought that no flower ever
smelt so sweetly as that did.

The rest of the day passed much
more pleasantly with the little girl.
It was a very busy day, for it was
Saturday, and there was house-
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cleaning and ironing and mending
to do, and a pie and some cakes to
make for to-morrow. But Amy was
a busy little girl, and she had been
used to work when she was at home,
so she did not mind it. Her mother
always said that it was very wrong
to allow girls to be idle while they
were young, because it got them
into bad habits, which would " be
very hard to overcome, even if
they tried to conquer them; and
that, when they went out to service,
they would be ill fitted for it. She
therefore brought up Amy to be
active and tidy; teaching her, as
she was able to learn, whatever
would be useful for her to know in
after life. Butit was done so quietly
and so gradually, that Amy found
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it a pleasure rather than a trouble,
and never thought it a hardship to
have her hands and her time well
occupied.

It was a good thing for Amy that
she had had such a wise mother;
for, now that she was placed with
others, and would early have to
work for her own living, she would
be spared many little trials, through
her mother’s careful training. The
very first day in her new home
showed this; for Amy was so handy,
and moved about so quickly, and
was so willing to do whatever was
wanted, that her aunt praised her
more than once, and said, that if
she kept on as she had begun, she
would be a nice help to her in the
house.
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How pleased Amy felt when she
. heard this! It seemed to make up
for the little trials of the morning.
It was like a bright ray of sunshine
sending away a dark cloud. Amy
went to bed in good spirits, and
thought that perhaps after all she
might be very happy in her new
home.
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P AT E T e

THE glad sunshine had peeped
in at the little bed-room window
for some hours the next morning,
before Amy opened her eyes. The
light was so strong, that she was
afraid it was very late ; but as Es-
ther was asleep beside her, and no-
“body had called them, Amy con-
cluded that it must be earlier than
usual. She began to get up, how-
ever, for she was wide awake ; and
she thought she would go down as
soon as she was ready, without dis-
turbing Esther, and light the fire
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and put on the kettle. She had
always done this at home since her
mother began to be ill, and she
wished to be as useful now. After.
she had knelt down and prayed, she
crept softly down stairs, and opened
the shutters without any noise. No
one in the house was moving, and
as she went into the kitchen she
looked up at the old clock in the
corner. To her great surprise the
old clock told her that it only wan-
ted five minutes to nine. It was
very strange that nobody was up;
but there was all the more need,
Amy thought, for her to bestir her-
self, and it was not long before the
fire was burning cheerfully in the
grate, and the hearth was tidily
swept up. Amy was spreading the
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table-cloth when her aunt appeared.
“WWhat, Amy,” she said, ¢ up first?
—that is a good child, for your un-
cle is coming, and he will be glad
of his breakfast.”

“It is very late, aunt, isn’t it 2”
said Amy, glancing at the clock.

“I suppose you would call it late
in the country, Amy, but we never
hurry ourselves here on a Sunday.
‘We are thankful to get all the rest
we can, after a week’s hard work ;
and the day is quite long enough for
what we have to do in it.”

Amy thought that if this was one
of the “town ways,” the country
ones were much better. She had
always risen early at home, that
she might have plenty of time to
get to her Sabbath school, for they
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lived nearly a mile from it ; but of
course no one at her uncle’s went
to a Sabbath school, or they would
not lie in bed until nine o’clock.
She was afraid that her aunt and
uncle felt very differently about
such things, to what her mother
had done, for she had not noticed a
Bible anywhere in the house, except
a_large one, covered with dust, at
the top of a cupboard, and there
had not been a word said about
the Sabbath which could have led
any one to suppose that it was a day
to be kept holy unto the Lord.

The breakfast was longer about
than usual, for Amy’s uncle had no
work to do, and could sit as long
as he chose with his family ; and the
children either ate more, because

H*
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there was toasted bread, or else
they did not eat so fast. Amy grew
very fidgetty on account of the time,
and at length she slipped away and
ran up-stairs. She made the bed,
and laid out her Sabbath things
upon it. The others had only just
left the table when she returned.
Her uncle was filling his pipe, and
her aunt was nursing Alice, and
bidding Esther wash the cups and
saucers instead of teasing George.
“Shall I help her, aunt?” asked
Amy, “ because it is almost time to
get ready for church.”
“ For church ?” cried Esther.
Amy coloured, and said “yes.”
She could nottell why Esther should
seem so surprised at her question.
“You went to church in the
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country, I dare say, Amy,” said her
aunt ; “ but then you had so much
time there, and there was only your
mother and yourself to do for. It
is very different inatown, especially
with a family like ours; for your
uncle must have a bit of hot dinner
on a Sunday, when he has cold all
the week ; and then, when we do go
out, we are glad to take a walk and
get some fresh air, after being shut
up in this close street from Monday
morning to Saturday night.”

Amy was more puzzled than con-
vinced by her aunt’s words. If
want of time was one excuse for not
going, why did they lie so late in
bed ? and even if they must have a
hot dinner, were all obliged to help
to cook it ?
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¢ Could not I go, aunt ?” she said.

“Well, no, Amy, not very well,
for Esther wants to run in and see
Lucy Sparkes; and there are the
gooseberries to pick for the pud-
ding, and the peas to shell for din-
ner, and ever so many other things
to do; and Alice is so poorly and
fretful that she is quite one person’s
work. You shall go when you can
be spared, if you wish to.”

The tears stood in Amy’s eyes,
but no one saw them, for no one
troubled themselves to look, aud she
brushed them silently away ; for she
knew, poor child, that it was useless
to say any more then. The church
bells rang out their joyous peal,
but they only made Amy feel sad,
because she could not obey their
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call. She had not one quiet five
minutes all the morning; for when
she was not running about to fetch
things for her aunt, she had to baste
the meat, and mind the potatoes, or
to play with the troublesome little
Alice. Her uncle went out with
one or two of his fellow-workmen,
and he was not in a good temper
when he came back, and grumbled
very much because the meat was
rather overdone. There was a
plentiful dinner; but Amy did not
enjoy it half so well as her mother’s
more scanty meal. As soon as it
was finished and cleared away, she
went timidly up to her aunt, and
asked, almost in a whisper, whether
she might go to church that after-
noon. Her aunt did not seem
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pleased, and said hastily, “ Yes, go
if you like, child; but you don't
know your way about yet.”

¢ Oh, I can find it, aunt,” answer-
ed Amy ; ‘“ there is a church not far
from here, Esther says.”

“You might show your cousin,
George,” said his mother. But
George was busy cutting an apple
in pieces with his knife, and was not
inclined to move, and Amy was too
glad to have leave given her, to
mind about his company. She
quickly tied on her bonnet and cape,
and set off. She turned first to the
right, and then to the left, and then
down a narrow court, as Esther had
directed her, but she could not find
the church, and the chimes having
ceased, there was not the sound of
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the bell to guide her. She grew hot
and flurried, for she was not used
to a large town, and was afraid of
losing herself. Nor did she like to
go back, for they would all laugh
at her so; besides, she should lose
the service. Just as she was ready
to give up the search in despair, a
few steps more led her right, and
she hastened into the church, and
sat down in the aisle.

It was not at all like the pretty
village church to which she had
been accustomed to go; the walls
looked damp, the hangings were
faded, and the windows did not let
in much light ; but it was the house
of God, and Amy felt happy, and
athome there, directly. The prayers
and the singing calmed her ruffled
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spirit, and the sermon, she thought
seemed to be meant for ker. So it
was. God never forgets any who
seek him, and he sends kind mes-
sages, and ‘“words in season,” to
children, as well as to grown-up
people.  The sermon was about
God appearing to Jacob in a dream,
as he was travelling to his uncle’s,
and promising to be with him, and
to keep him, and to bless him ; and
Amy, with no father nor mother to
watch over her, and forced to leave
her early home, and go amongst
strangers, felt almost as lonely as
Jacob, and heard with gladness that
God was as willing to be a friend
and Father to her, as he had been
to Jacob; and she went away com-
forted, if no one else did.
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She needed the comfort, for very
unkind and taunting remarks were
made by George when she got

.home ; ‘he called her a saint, and
other names.

“Jt is very wrong to say such
things, George ; you know it is.”

“ Come, come, no quarrelling,”
said Amy’s aunt, as she poured out
the tea ; *“if that is all the good you
get by going to church, Amy, I
think you would be as well at
home.”

Greorge and Esther gave a mock-
ing look; Amy was troubled and
silent. Was it her fault, or theirs,
that they so often disagreed? Had
she really given any occasion for
this reproof? Why were they all

so ready to blame her ? She tried
6
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to suit her cousins : how was it that
she did not succeed ? She hoped
they would understand her better in
time.

Poor Amy, she was beginning to
learn that life has its trials, and
that they are sometimes very diffi-
cult to bear.

After tea, Amy’s aunt and uncle
got ready for a long walk. The
children were to go with them, if
they liked, but Johnny was obliged
to remain at home, because he was
too lame to walk so far, and his
father could not draw him up the
steep hill which they intended to
climb, in the little chaise which
they sometimes used for him. But
he was not very willing to stay by
himself. It was so dull, he said;
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there was nothing to be seen in the
street ; and Charlie Green could not
come over and play with him, for
he was away at his grandmother’s.

“Well, Esther, you can stop in
to-night, for you were out most of
the morning, you know.”

“No, I can’t,” said Esther, “I
am tired of being indoors ; and itis
George’s turn to stay.”

“ It is not,” said George. ¢ Yes,
it is,”” repeated his sister.

“Well, I do not care if itis; I
am not going to be shut up here
this fine evening: it is all nonsense
humouring Johnny so.”

Amy gently interfered. “Aunt,”
she said, “ might I be left with him?
I do not want a walk, and I would
much rather stay at home.”
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. Her aunt paused for a minute,
but soon agreed ; and George mut-
tered something which sounded
verylike “ thank you,” to his cousin.
Johnny seemed disposed to be a lit-
tle contrary, and to say that he
would not have Amy instead of his
brother ; but Amy promised to show
him some books and some pictures,
which she had brought with her,
and which he had not seen, and
he was satisfied.

Amy was not sorry to have the
opportunity of being alone with
Johnny ; for her little cousin had
not been very good friends with her
since the dispute about the white
rose, and she wished to show him
that she did not cherish any feelings
of ill-will towards him.  So, when
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the rest were gone out, she did her
best to amuse him. She fetched
her pictures down, and described
them to him. Several of them were
Scripture scenes; and when she
found that he did not know any-
thing about them, she told him, in
simple language, the histories be-
longing to them. There was David
the giant-killer, and Daniel in the
lion’s den, and Joseph with his
bright-coloured coat, and others
equally pretty. Johnny was very
much interested. And when these
were put aside, Amy sang some of
her pretty little hymns to him, and
talked to him about her own home,
and of the happy way in which she
used to spend her Sabbaths there.

The hours passed so quickly and
6 *
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pleasantly, that Johnny was sur-
prised, when his father and mother
returned, to hear how late it was.
Nor had Amy enjoyed herself less
than Johnny had; for this saying
of Jesus is always fulfilled to those
who act upon it, ¢ It is more blessed
to give than to receive.”
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P ATRAIVES

AMY soon found that there was
plenty for her to do in her new
.home. Her aunt was not very
strong; the house was seldom tidy
and clean, except on a Sunday ; and
yet Amy saw that her aunt never
seemed to have time to rest or to
enjoy herself. Amy had been used
to such a different kind of life, and
had been trained to such different
habits in her mother’s quiet cottage,
that she felt the present change
more than most children would.
But she did not talk about it, nor
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did she set herself the task of trying
to put everything to rights. ‘She was
too young to undertake this, or
indeed to think of it. All she at-
tempted was to give all the help she
could, and to give it in the best
way she could. She knew that
since her uncle and aunt were kind
enough to provide for her, it was
her duty to make herself useful to
them in return. And she had not
many idle moments; for her aunt
finding her so handy and busy, kept
her pretty well employed from
morning till night. It was con-
stantly, “Amy, do this;” *“Amy,
fetch that;” “ Amy, run there;”
everybody, from her uncle down to
little Alice, applied to her if they
wanted any help, and seemed to
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take it as a matter of course that
she should attend to them. Amy
was often very tired, and longed to
have a little quiet time to herself;
but when the house-work was fin-
ished, there was a never-ending
quantity of needle-work to do; and
besides that, there was always Alice
to be amused, or to be carried out-
of-doors.

Amy would not have minded the
hard work, if it had always had
kind words along with it. Buther
aunt was often hard to please in lit-
tle things; and her cousins were
very trying at times. And Amy’s
temper was by no means perfect.
She could not always return good
for evil, nor bear in mind that “a
soft answer turneth away wrath.”
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She got angry, and made matters
worse by her efforts at self-defence.
And then afterwards she was very
unhappy.

Still, these little daily troubles
did Amy good. They taught her
that she was weak and sinful. She
would never have learned what
were her besetting faults, if such
trials had not brought them out
clearly to view. Nor would she
otherwise have known what a
precious Saviour Jesus is. But now
when she was vexed and sorrowful,
she told him what distressed her,
and asked him to forgive and help
her ; and she did not ask in vain.
He comforted her by the sweet
promises of his love, and he sent -
his Holy Spirit to strengthen her,
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when she was tempted to do wrong,
and to make her gentle, and meek,
and forbearing. And he lightened
the work that Amy sometimes grew
weary of, by reminding her that it
was work to be done for him.

One day, Amy, quite worn out
with the fault-finding of her aunt,
and with Esther’s ill-natured
speeches, ran away into her bed-
room, and, sitting down on her box,
began to cry. She felt very miser-
able. ¢ Esther did not have to
work so hard, why should she?
Besides, take what trouble she
would, she could not please her
aunt. It was a shame she should
have toslave so.” Then she thought
of her mother’s soft tones, and of
the encouraging words she had so
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often heard from her lips in days
gone by: oh, how different all would
have been had her mother lived!
How gladly would Amy have toil-
ed for fer!

Just then, Amy remembered
what the kind minister had said to
her about her new duties, in her
new home ; how she was to think
of them as the work which she was
to do for Jesus. “ But I have not
looked at them in that way,” said
Amy, in a tone of half-surprise to
herself; “ I have quite forgotten it
till now. I will try and recollect
that the Lord has put me here, and
given me the work I have to do;
and that he knows just how hard it
is, and sees the pains I take with it.
I think I shall get on better now.
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It is so nice to feel that he cares for
a poor child like me; and that he
is pleased with me when I strive to
act rightly, and to do what aunt
wishes me.”

From that time, Amy went to
work more cheerfully. She was
influenced by a new and better
motive now, and it helped her on
greatly. 'While her mother lived,
Amy’s love for her was so strong,
that it led her to oblige and obey
her mother as often as she could.
But since her mother died, Amy
had worked from duty, not from
love, and it was not half so pleasant
to her. Now, all her little daily
duties were to be done from love to
Jesus. ~ Oh, how that thought
sweetened each! How much easier

7 ,
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Amy found them when she met
them in this spirit! Are you sur-
prised at this, dear young reader?
Then I am sure you have never
tried the plan yourself. You have
not yet learned, as Amy had, to say,
with an old poet—
“Teach me, my God and King,
In all things thee to see,

And what I do in anything,
To do it as for thee.

All may of thee partake :
Nothing can be so mean,

Which with this tincture, ¢ for thy sake,’
Will not grow bright and clean.

A servant with this clause,
Makes drudgery divine :

Who sweeps a room as for thy laws,
Makes that au.d the action fine.”

“Sweeping aroom” is a servant’s
act ; but if it be done from love to



1o

AMY’S NEW HOME. 75

Christ, from the desire to please
him by being faithful in little things,
he does not despise nor overlook it.
Amy Dbelieved this, and it often.
made her happy. Her aunt might
find fault with her unjustly, or
might forget to notice how diligently
she worked ; but her Saviour’s gra-
cious eye was always upon her, and
he marked. her humblest effort to
serve him.

Not many months had passed
after Amy came to live with her
uncle and aunt, before there was
some improvement to be seen in
the house, and in the ways of the
family. You may wonder how a
gentle little girl like Amy could .
have begun it, or have helped it
forwards. But it was because she
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