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The poor womnan cricd a little softly.
'Don't ye,' said Johin. 'Tiiere, there.'
Lizzie came back with ber book -a rcd

copy-book full of carefül round-hand writing.
II capied ail these out of a book missis

lent nme when my brothcr's child died,' slue
said, ' but 1 couldn't send themn in Urne, and
they'd put <"Affliction sore " on their card
flrst. Shie vas a dear child, and liad con-
sumption fifteen niontbsg. Here, now, IlJésus
8aid, Siuffier the litile childiren. io corne 'unto
.111e." Or, "lLent to the Lor-d." Or, IlJésus
callecl a ltle child unto lin" Oh, ain't
those ail nice!1 So suitable.'

' So they are,' said John.
« 1 think I'd like a bit of a verse,' said

Mrs. ilorrison, ' that you can say over and
over.'

& Mrell, here's Dne,' said Lizzie. &'It reads
like as if it vas written for Johnnie, too.

'God took our darling child away;
Shail wo not mcekly bow, and say,
Bis will bc donc; to us at lan,
Tho child is «%hlolly nowv His own.

Or here's auother:
' God, who lovcth innocence,

Hastes to take His darling hience.
Christ, wvhcn this sait life is donc,
Join us to Thy littie one.'

'Yes, I like thazt,' sai(l Mrs. Morrison.
' Oh, but stop V' Lizzie was eagerly

turning over the pages. Il ere is suc!: a
lovely story, written by a father whose littie
baby son had dîed. It begins, '1 have a
soi), a littie son, a boy just five years old.'
And then Lizzie read aloud thiat beautiful
poem of Mr. Moultrie's, called ' The Three
Sons.'

John's coat sleeve came into play again
here, but Mrs. Morrison liad lier band fast
on bis other arm, and feit brarn£.

' There's a beautiful bit in that,' she said
wvhen Lizzie stopped, quite oit of breath;
it's about knowing ,the littie one is at resti

.and our going to meet him souie day.'
And then John mnust have the book to

read the verses over again, and Lizzie was
ob]iged to go, for the hotel dinner-time was
coming near.

' You caui keep it awhule,' she said, as
she bid good-night; nieaning the red book.

John and Janie were very busy for an
hour longer, titi the children began to
wvonder if father liad forgrotten to cali thein
to bcd altogether.

At the end of that time John had written
ncatiy out on a picce of paper Uie wvords to
be put on Jehlnnieji memorial card.

You wili like to licar whiat they were.
Frir. ASLEP JULY 16, 18-,

JOBX ARTHUR MO0RRIS ON,
AoEIn 6 NVKS

I know, for God bath told ma this, that ho is now nt rest
Whero other lssed infantu bc, on their Saviours ioving

breast.
I know that we <hiall meet cur baba (his mother dcar

and I)
Wherc God for aye shall wipo aNray ail terirs frona every

oye.

It's beautiful,' said the niother gently.
'And now, John, I want one thing more.
Cali the littie ones and let thema kiss Jolinnie
before me. Tlîings wili be hurried ini the
morning, and I'm always bad then. You
can carry bim. in here, coffin and ail, for a
bit.'

John did as lie was asked, and the children
came solemnly upstairs and kissed the littie
white face, in the pretty whîite box on
motber's bcd. Then they put tixeir bands
togyether while father raid, ' God bless us ail,
and fetch us up Vo .Tohnnie one day.'

Next day Johunie vas buried, and the
ncighbours raid they had nover seen a
prettier sigyht than that funeral. The six
littie girls walked two and two iu plain black
frocks and hats, their clean wvhite pinafores
kept in place by a black baud, and each
heid in lier baud a beautiful tali white lEly.
They greiw pientifully in the cottage garden
just now. Then the tiny coffin in the
fatber's aruis vas covered by a soft white
palt, on whicli lay a sin ail cross of the purest
white floivers. Mrs. Merton had sent that.

There were no black carrnages or feathers
to friglîten the children. There were no
bired meu wondering how soon the job would
be over and they could rattie back to the
public-bouse. It was ail quiet and peaceful,
and sweet to look upon.

Mrs. Mornison was at the window watching
as the procession movod on. Lizzie wvas


