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y - MY BABY.—({Sgr NexT RAOE.} .

, THE PROST CURTAINS. way to his mother. And jush so it was. |'tho workof tho frost. She told him thas
¥“Ogr, mamms, 560 how beautiful tho | The night had been seversly cold. And in | he light vapour in the room, solthin that
windowe are. Here are tho mosi lovely | the morning there was $he most beautifal | nobody esn gee]is, is taken up by tho cold
eurtains of lace. Bub, mamma, they cling | tracery of frost on the window panes, juss | window panes, and made into’ bis beauti:
close 8o the windowa; I canaobd turn them | like the loveliest curtains offlace.”*Robbie’s | ful work. And then she told! Robbis, t0o,
back.” All this Robbie said in an excited | mamma explsined, fo_bimIthas i was all | thas this is the wondorful work of G>d



