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" 1TRE SONG OF THE LRK."

" The time of the singing of birds has come,"-
ig if olorn i.
li rily itorn wiolt day lm springing,

e'lio tark Its <wit sweet nong lx mi ntginig.
Singing and wetîting its upwnrd iliglt
Unt:'> Lte regions otf purent light.,
Frii ont trio sky w ILe it a dwei i tmg
Thl, voiice i' nong lm tilrely teillng
Telliti rapitre beyond comprine,
Ontly aittained tit itineit ritre i
IL hoven unear-'lint to lit trllig,
Trying ta tell Li the song so ttrillitg

h'Itriiling, becaruse go till ofjoy
Aotve, ltuyoitt, tt etrttt'et itîoy.
Thon upr Jagun-for wingli aire, willing,
Ntt weitr;nl, IL ill ln ingitg;
tîi ng g th song, tndci ninîgintg tgitin,
St rlyiig to eiah tio htetnvielily mtrai i.
Jigiher antid htigier-wit-I il itN rltî.rtitg
l i.urely 1% in httealrt ttlIrtltg-

Aroring One wito<lweilliti Iliere,
Far up abovetit tlI siili, mnir.
Weni Itigtwr mtlI 1 aI IL arrivliug

[inl t.)11 i venly tii n tir ritinitig?

Sulirpriiitg to Ltose ivii ti; yelt luit kilow

Mt1 iglingitof enrthly letmiirt i llitwoe!
I1 vurin , ithoverli g, litnit IrI to ti r rr ;
'l'ie tiigilnig aill titmii, titi' e nr'tif g tri <oriL
Yul niIIi tiles iltit. iltutti nwe text tf tonig,
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Sri.4es aigin-il, lm lost, 14) onr hiein lg-

(i, nit! ire the diitani ong s8 ittaritg;
Nitrlitg to cini itiiaytti)' I
irtor tlory, It breaeth itt Daîîwni of Iti'!

Lt). e.

STUPID CHRIS.
CIIAPTER II. (Continued.)

Chris wias scarlet with picasure. No onte iand
Over valled lier unsefitsh and swoot-tminered bo-
fore. She was onliy stupid Chris, and shie was
accustomed be o put on ee sido, antd of course
shbe niever thotglitof mintding.

" Yoi wn iell tl hat I isked youl ? sec said,
Httluit iy fuelinug il littlt shy.

"Nu, of course not, Chris," lie answered.
i never liet ray confidcnccs.
" lave yuI olîird fronm Louis iately? IIow

is ho getting oui?" eli said Chanîging thenisubct
liftor i slight pause.

"L l to didni't write tiis week. I suppose lia is
workinîg too hard'i 1, said Chris.

tI l hopt lhe isnt't overw'îvorin îîg himiself. T
thmiought ho wiasn't looking voi ii the holi-
days."

'I donî't thinik he iras, '" said Chris. " I
believc," mîystîorioiuisly, " that lie had leaduches.
luit don't MIy so, hle wioutldn't like it.'

"l Hle ouglit ito have had a thorough iholiday
il 'tiis very Ihoolish of lim to bc grinding away
ail the tin, siid ir. Palmer.

t ie wanlita so nuch to get a seholaiinit
tlhe uim mo1itr, yoti see," said Chris.

I knvow, but i would be better to do with-
mit tih scloilarship and kep well andt strong,"
he said.

Il What hiavo youî boon doing ail day, Chris ?"
asktd MUaud, whon Chris entered the sciaoiuo
aîgainu, and fouind the Essay Club in solemn con-
elave.

"l 03h, we laycd games," said Chns. " Mr.
Plinor phyed after tea, and 1laily Major, and

iThey pliyed vith you children ?"saidiMutd
amazed. "I How borod tihey mnust havo boen."

" They weren't, they liked it," said Chris.
T hy dlidi such funny things. Dovas hid in a

yew troc, and came down all gren and horrid;
wo dit] laugh at imti so. Is thore a lttoer frot
louis te-ighît,?"

" tYs ; wilat muade you thitk se ?"
"I thouglit I saw one on fatler's table I

irent into the study to leave a note froma Mr.
Palmer," explained Chris. 'is Louis all
right ?'"

SNo, lie has been having beadaches and stay-
ing out, and ho bas lost itis place in the form.
lie is disgusted," said Maud.

"Per old Louis ! I knewho hald headaches,"
said Chris te horselfi

CILAPTER IV.
'-Alice, I suppose you haven't heard whether

father had a letter about Louis this mornitg ?"
iasked Chris rather anxioualy, as she put out
her lesson-books after breakfast, two or three
days after.

"LA bout Louis? No ! Why should lie ?" re-
lurrned Alice, looking over ber notes of the last
lecture she had attenîdod.

" Only benuse there was at letter with a
larrow post-mtrk, and it wasn't Louis' writing,
and when father had read it I thought ho looked
as if thore was something vrong," said Chris.

" I wasn't looking," said Alico. " I was talk-
ing to Dorothy. She says I utght te read sone
more Milton before I write ny essay on clussic
poetry, Miud."

' 1 daresay yoiu oîuglt. I think I shall writa
oit Ethtusiast,' id aud, " with illustrations
from the Urusaders ant the Jcobites. Itwould
lo raither irnterestiig. I wrontuder where I could
road up the Crusadets ? 1 shal asik Dorothy.
Cht, lhera she is!'

Dorothy clatie inîto the schoolroom, ier usual-
ly brigit, face overreloutidd, and an air about lier
of being the boarer of bad news.

Is uauythiig the matter, Dora?" asked
Alice.

" Yes, Louis isn't well. IIe's coming home
ot Friday," said Dorothy.

" Louis! Why " - began Mauud.
tile las ben over-working hinself. It seens

ie has had such constant lierdaches lately, and
last irecl ha fainted LwiCe. Tie first.time was
in his study, and no one know anything about
it; .lt on Thuitrsday lie fainted in school, so of
cotui-s there wias ta groat fuss," sitid Dorothy.
"At lirst the doctor thouaght a foew day's rest
vould put hlim straighit, bat now lie says Louis
nust have a coileto holidayfor three mîîonths,
so lie is te coio boine ut once."

" A holiday ? Now ?" cried Alico. " Dorothy,
hoii dretdfîul I What will beconte of his chance
of a scholatrship ?

I Uitst go ont working inow," said M11ad.
" Suroly a week or two of rest will put bita
straiglit again. 

l li is not to look at au book for three
months," said Dorothy. " I can't think whiat
toi eartha we shall do with hlai. Fancy Louis
cut of his books 1"

" What will le do ?' cried Alice in consterna-
tion. "lie will bc perfectly nad about it.
Surely it woiuld worry hia a great deal less to
go oit doing a little work ? Suppose he isn't
table to go ina for the scoiarship at til 1"

It uvouldal be too awful 1" sîtid Maiud.
Fat lier is dreadfilly upsot and disappointei

about it," said Dorothy. "Se don't say any-
tiing on the subijet befora hii. I suppose ire
muîîîst mtaike the test of it, but it really is a terri-
bIle blow."

" Poor old Louis! Will ho be quite well
lgtin?" ased Chris.

"O ycs I of course lie Will in imno,r' answertd
Doroti. " But if he loses thre, nionths at his
tige lie wvill never b able to nauke it up. It is
most tryinge altogether.'

"LIt wouln't ia mattered lialf so itueh if
it ltad been Noel or Bob," said Alite. But
Louis 1"

lier eyes were full of tears as she turned over
the papors sho coula not sec. Louis wias lier
partieular brother. Noel, who was nearly one
and twenty, wats Dorothy's proporty, but
Louis, tle famnily' genuls, was only eighteen
iolths oldor than hersaf, ad shc iwas devoted

to him. Bob, who was fourteen, was Maudis
chosen chum. As Chris had net been provided
with a special brother, she had to do without
One,

Noel had always donc remarkable well ait
sehool, and was expecting te take a very good
degree; but Louis's ability had ahways beei
spoken of as brilliant. le had come dut head of
the list when he tried for a Harrow scholar-
ship, and he had gone on adding honors and
distinctions to his natme ever since. Alice always
looked forward to a splendid future for him.
The ambition of her life was to walk with himîi
sonie day througi Cambridge, and lcar him
pointed out at first in the Classical Tripos.

And now he was te corne home ignominously,
and lose a whiole terni, besides the Chance of en.
-toring for a scholarship this suminer i lit was
too disappointing, too lhuniliating ! Muttering
sonething about getting a run before lessons,
Alice fled out into the gairden te wipe away in
secret the tours thatshe could net control.

IPoor old Alicel No wonder she feels ilt,"
said Do)rothy, sittinig down by the table, atnt
playing absently with a paper knife. The suit
shone brilliantly, the thrushes and blaekbirds
were bursting their little throats with meilody
otîtside the window, a faint spring-like perfune
was waftd lin fron thegarden. Butt to the thirae
sad sisters in the seloolroon ne November day
cenld hlaveseened more gloomny.

" Do you thiik lie is very ili, Dorotly ?"
asked Chris tinidly aIt last.

"Noof course not! That'is ite worry of it,
We shall have him on otur hands, and ubselutely
nothing to amuse hila with. I cant imagine
what lie wiliI do witit hinself. lie tiever care
for cricket or football at the best of timîes, and
I an sure lie won't now. He will just eut his
heart out at the thouîglt of the proecious tine lie
is losing. Poor boy !" said Dorothy.

[And lhe will loso the scholarship, and fall
behind in all the form work next term," added
Maud. " Oh, it is too trying! It is unbear-
nlte."

Don't be foolish ny dear Maud," said lier
nother, who overlicardt the last words as she
entered the rmo. I Yot inustn't make tue
Vorne of thiigs. i am very sorry for poor oltd

Louis, but you mustn't receive hi ta as if he lad
conmitted a crino. I daresay the rest will be
very good for himtt, and there are plenty more
soholarships left in the world. 1 want you all
to be as cheerful as yo catn about it, because
this is a great blow to your father."

l It's the mnost avfi blow to us al," said
Maud. i 1 t would have been such a siplendid
thing if lie laid got that scholaîrsliip ut seveit-
teoin.'

That he certainly won't do, so you mtîst
niake up your mind to it," said Mrs. Riaymond.
" It is very tiresome for him, but it can't bc
ieliped. Chris, what's the matter? you look
quile scarod."
"i thoiught perhaps Louis w as very il], said

Chris.
"Poor child 1' said lier mother kindly. - Oh

no ; you needn't fret about that. You will see
bhe will cono home quite jolly, and Wie tust all
do our best to kelep him anusead. It will bc
very nice te have lhlai at home for so long, atnd
1 daîresay lie will enjoy lthe holiday. Dorothy,
I caime te sec if you had a few minutes te spare.
I na eut ting out a fresh bat eh of work for our
sewing party, and I shouild bcse glad of a little
hielp)."

LIt's aill very well, but mother doesn't under-
stand what this will be to Louis," said Maud,
as the door elosed behind Mrs. -Raymond and
Dorothy. "Intellect isn't exactly her lino.
Now if she were eut off all ber working parties
and committeos for threc ionths, she would
know whiat it was like. Louis will be heurt-
broken."

Chris f elt almost boart-broken, as she set hier-
self te read over ler history again. This was
the the first real trouble thad ever befallen ber,


