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| SONIe Nonies there are tar too
¢ orders el CItten 4 re
juest would answer every purpose,
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and where commands must need

be, thev <shonld alwavs be given

the gentle <pirtt of Hhim who <ad,
“tive love Meo keep My Com
mandments ['or he knew that
where love 1. to obeyv 1s the sweet-
¢~ thine 1 the worl

ILITTLLE MAUDIE.
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vou need 1t to keep vou

“ak come tea, Mrs
l"’l]‘, ‘i".
H.)

‘Poor dear!  She do need some-
thing after losing that blessed it
tic angel.”

“Such a
Gone m a moment,
Johnny,
come  and have a nmee shice  of
cake.”

shock as 1t was, too.
as vou might

sav.  Here, Johnnvy. boy,

fohnny  Woodhams shook  his
cad, and drew still further back -
to the corner where he was trying
to hide himseli.  They meant well,
these kindly, fussy neighbours
their best black, who had been to
the  funeral and cried bitterly all
the time, and were now crowding
up the little parlor and preparing
th comfort themselves and  the
Woodhams™ with a good tea. But
Johnny had not been able to cry
a single tear since they carried the
little coffin out of the house, and
he felt that the baby he had lovea
and nursed so tenderly was  gonc
never to return. He felt as af he
could never touch tea again: the
sight of it made him look for the

high chair where baby had  been
used to sit, and ask for “cakies,

and his little heart ached as 1t n
would burst.

“He's an unfecling sort of hoy:
he has never shed a tear all dav.”
said Mrs. White, in a loud voice.
aside to Mrs. Bennett.

“No, no, he aint uniceling: he
was that fond of her,” said kina
Mrs. Bennett. " Dut vou shouldn’t
fret so, my boy: ‘tain’t right, you
know, when vour sister 1s gone to
be a blessed little angel 1n ll(d\(ll
You should think of that.”

But Johnny didn’t want a hittle
<ister 1n heaven:; he wanted a little
st on earth, to carry out  into
the street and put down to toddle
by his side and call him "Donny™
m her clear hittle voice. He turn-
cd aside from all the  well-meant
consolation, and looked out of the
window with dull, staring eves,

“T'here goes Nrs, Foster: she's
:wl]l“ to see  that poor afflicted
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nocents  hke  then <h ST

Cirev she wore, and

aind Niss Rubiy <he wore white

Now he heard the name, Johnny

1 s TR0
recognized  the pretuy, graceiul
who was  walking

other side ot the

heure 1 grey
awifthv on the
Wi, He went every mornmg e
fore school to clean boots and
knives at o house i a fashionabl
street near by, and Mrs
Ined next door He had  often
s-cn her vo by at 8 o'clock 1 th
morning. and wondered where she
wont, tll one of  the mads sauld,
with a superior smile at hisignor

}'.. Nt

aiice, "\Why to church, of course.”
Since  that he had  thought  she
must be very good to get up and
c¢o to  church on a cold winter
nmorning.  when she might  have
been warm i bed

ile knew hittle Miss Ruby o by
sieht. too.  He had seen her run
out on the doorstep on ine sum-

nier mornings with her lhittle dog.

Scamp And  he  remembered
veryowell now that, having
vanted for some extra job  one
duy. he had gone back to the housc
afier school just i time to see @
funeral start.from next door. But
siich a different tuneral from the
one he had been to to-day. There
liad been a httle white coffin, and
white horses to the carriages. and
beautiful white Howers, and  Miss
Ruby in a white dress and  hat.
Foven then it had struck him  as
Laing the lTeast dismal funeral  he
had ever seen, and to-day he knew
why—Dbecause  there  had  been
1‘«»lhin<' black and gloomy about

. but cvervthing white and pure
as the httle baby thev were carry
ing reverently to lay in the church-
vard.

Johnny  glanced round at  the
rcomful of black behind him, and
then fled imto the open air. How
he o wished his mother  had  not
woris a4 mite of black! Tt seemedd
to put baby so far off; she had al-
ways been shy of people dressed
m black.

“Mother”  <aid  ittle
FFoster, a few davs after,
at that poor little bov.
do vou think?” '

It was a lovelv June evening.
and  Ruby had been with ler
mother to lay white flowers on th-
green grass that covered little Mar-
1orv in her sweet resting-plac:,
e churchvard was cool gz
shady with great lime trees. n- (|
sweet  with  the scent  of 111(”
flowers, a pleasant place to linger
in after the toil of dav was over.
and to think of the time when th.-
tail of life should be over too ,

In a quiet corner Ruby '« quich
eyes had seen poor little Tohnn
stretched on a tiny mound of turf

and sobbing as if his heart would |
break.

heen

Rubhy
“(11) l()()l'i
Is he hurt,

nothimg else:
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) Offices—18 Court Street,
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m the Gardens of the Finest Tea pl‘Oduci
Country in the World.
Id 1in Leal Packets only

“NO ADUL TERATlON "

Its Fine Flavor is its Natural BOUQUet
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Wore 4 nite o HdCt 1ol " '!
mite. ~he roepeated nnpre
“Mrs White, vou don’t <av <ol

~aid NMrs Bennett m amazement
“She didn't thew ~<ard M

\\ hite She <and <he didnt hold |

CEYLON TEA

All grocers, 25c., 30c., 40c., 50c. & 60c.
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To Our Readers
%

The readers of the Canadian
Churchman are appealed to to
use every effort this vearto double
of the Canadian
Churchman as a testimonial to

the circulation

Mr. Frank Wootten, the proprie-
tor, to show their appreciation of
his very arduous and self-denying
work in this his twenty-fifth year
Let
each subscriber do his best to get
onc or more additional subscri-

bers, and they will earn the grati-

of conducting this paper.

tude not merely of the proprietor,
but of the true friends of the
Church of England in Canada.
For sample copies, &c., address

CANADIAN CHURCHTIAN,
Box 2640, TORONTO, ONT.
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«1 think heoas
oor Im_\,“ . A
wultl\ cpowill spe
ce if 1 can comfort
~Oh. mother, |
h \\'hi.\]it'l’w‘ [Rubn
the era

1,
pear across ,
Jolmny. who cleans
Joor. e brought
ol lh(il‘ area O .
he is such a niee I
lost his little cister

“Poor hov'’ <al

.\m;ntlutl« allv,
down .“1(] lulh lul
']nhnn\ why are
v bov? " che aske
[nhlm\ cot 11]» A
cap to the lady, but
rolling down his fa

“Oh, pleasc. [ e

o' he <obbed v
take her out. and «
of me.  She loved
;11'.\'\)()(13' m the wo

“And <he loves
\irs. Foster, taking
v “You must ne
here, Johnny T
little body vone
haby 1s m a far h 1
than her home.”

“T know she has
ancel in heaven,
what T can't bear,
nv. “She alwavs «
mv arms so, and 1
to have wines <o
her. and she's too
harp and a cold o
lenelv and friehten
without me T kne
want her to take «

“But, Tohnnv,™ «
very softlv, for <h
hy the bov's Tove
are makin_«\v a
hov.  Babv 1s no
she 1s not 1n heave

Johnny was <o
that he *tn]»]nﬂ C
ment.

Jut evervone
gasped out.

“The Dible do
Jehnnv, The Dby
we shall be aneel
and angels are qu
not be afraid. vou
Fave wings. \Wa.
Jr»hnny?"

“Yes: her nan
Maud. 1 had m
Maudie when <h
]()]m".\" his tears

“Then vour litt
of Christ's own i
baby 18" said Ml
the sweetest <mil
seen.  “She is no
shall none of us
the Judgment 1
!(N)(l enough for
die. Bue she s
paradise, where- ¢
happy, and wher
her brother con

Such a happy
of babies and litt
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