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AMY'S NEW HOME.

PART 1.

THE cottaro windew was thrown
wide open to et mm the cooling
breege, for the day had been very
hot, and Amy’s mother wanted all
tho fresh alr she could got. She sat,
propped up by pillows, in a large
arm-chair, Her face was very while
and thin; but there was a Lright
colour in her checks, which made
her look better than she really was.
She bad been il for many weeks,
and the doctor said that she would
never be well again.  Bhe knew

this—knew thal she was dying ; but
1+ a
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she was not afraid, for she had long
trusied n Jesus, and served him,
and now she could =ay, in the sweet
words of the twenty-third 'salm,
“ Though I walk throngh the valley
af Lhe shadow of death, | will fear
no evil : for thon arl with me: thy
rod and thy stall’ they comlort mea.”

Amy stood by the zide of her
mother, looking oot into the garden,
Bhe had finished the needleworl
she had to do, and was watching
the sparrows pick up the few craumbs
which she had throwu in the path-
way for their supper. Her mother
wanted her fo run about in the
garden, but Amy said she wonld
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
jdea that her molher was danger.
ously ill,

“Mother,” she said presently,
“how full onr pear-tree iz this
vear ! What o many we shall havo
il they all ripen! Will you give
me A little basketfal for myself,
when you gather them ¥

Hermother sirhed, and hesitated.
Amy looked round for her answer,
“1I shall not gather the pears this
autummn, dear,” she sald gently.

“Why not? asked Amy in a
tone of surprizse.

“ Peecanse [ shall not be here
then, Amy."”

“Not hero, mother? Are we
going away 7"

“ I am going away, Amy, going



