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There is no sick-room feeling here. The coverlete
the sheets, the night-dress, with-frills at the breaststs et and
an fi everything about Katie is swe
fresh.' -Eirery morning of het Iife she is sponged

le-, 14x-and dressed, and Il fieshed up a bit PI by her mothérs
ýo loving hands. it takes an hour to do it, and there

ýo are many household cares -but what an hour that CX-ul jokes, whatis What -talk, what gentle, tearf î
tender 'touches! The hour is one of Sàcrament. to ?

CW
them both, for He is always there in whosé prdence
they are reverent and glad.

Iltake the Books," and, 1 am asked to be
?c priest. One needs his holy garments in a sanctuary

like this. After the evening worship is over 1 talk
with Katie.1

Dont you feel the time long? Don't you grow
weary sometimes ?

"No! Oh, no 1 with shght surprise. 1 am
,ici r À4conteiàl."U il. ý0

But surely you get lonely-blue now and then ?"
Il Lonely ? PI -with the brig4test. of smiles.

nof They 'are all here." 1 Alcx
Heaven forgive me! 1 bad thought she pléthaps cý

might have, wanied s-ome' of ""thé 'wý6i1d's 'ch eer, f ul &
>o distraction.

But -was it alwayes soi Didn't you fret at the
first ? 1 persisted.,
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