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Fumily Bepariment.

« THE NSONG OF THE LARK.”

“ T'he time of the singing of birds has come”—

Roug of Holomon.

In early morn when day is springing,

The Lark [ts own sweol song 18 slnglog. .

Singing and wending 1ts upward fight

Unt'o the reglons of purest light..

From nut the sky where 1L {4 dwelllng

That valee o' Bong (8 surely telllng

T'elling of ruplure heyond epmpare,

Only attained in moments rre!

1t hovers negr—'"Hst 2o tts teilling,

Trylng to tell nd the song ko thrilling

Thrilling, beeause 8o full of Joy

Above, hoyoud, sl enrth’s alloy.

Thon up sgaln—for wings are willing,

No wenriness, 16 st 18 singing;

Ninging the songg, and singlmg agaln,

Striving to ocho the heavenly straln.

Igher and higher—with all 1ts sonring

£Lsurely I8 In henet sdoring—

Adoring Ono who dwelleth there,

Far up above tho sunlit strir.

Eren pigher sttt} 18 06 arrlving

[nto the henvenly allsurpelsing ?

Surprising to those who as yel bul know

Minglings of earthly ploasnare wnd wou!

Hovering, hovering, down to the sod

The singlng all done, the chapting (o God,

VoL atill dovs I cehin that swectest of song,

L pepnnot by long-—1t cannot be longt"
* ’ L] * L]

1t rises ngnin—lt 18 Josl to our hearing—

Gl ot for the distanl kong I8 nearing

Neuaring to cildl us nway, nwny !

For Glory, it breakethin Dawn of Day!
L., K

STUPID CHRIS.

CHAPTER III, (Continued.)

Chris was scarlot with ploasure. No one had
over enlled hor unselfish and swoot-tepmered bo-
fore. Sho was only stupid Chris, and she was
neeustomul to bo put on one side, and of course

she novor thought of minding.

“You won't toll that I asked you 2" see snid,
suddonly feeling a littlo shy.

“No, of course not, Chris," he answered,
1 nover hotray conlidences.”

“ Havo you heard from Louis lately ? How
i he gotting on?”’ he said chunging thosubject
ultera slight pause,

“Ilo didn’t write this week. I suppose ho is
working too hard, said Chris,

“1 hopo ho isn't overworking himself. T
thought he wasn't looking well in the holi-
days.”

“Ldon’t think he was, ” said Chris, *“I
holiove,” mystoriously, “ that he had hoadaches,
But don’t sny so, he wouldn't like it."”

“ 1o ought to have had a thoreugh holiday ;
it wus vory looolish of him to be grinding away
all the timo, " said Mr, Pulmer,

““ Ho wants so much to get u scholarship in
{he summor, you see,” snid Chris,

* 1 know, but it would be bottor to do with-
oul the seholarship and keop well and strong,”
e said,

*What have you boen doing ull day, Chris ?”
aslied Maund, whon Chria ontored the schooiroom
ngain, and found the ¥ssay Club in solemn con-
clave,

“Oh, wo played games,” said Chns, ¢« Mr.
Pulmor played aftor ton, and Baily Major, and
Dovng.”

“They playoed with you children ?” said Maud
amazed. ¥ How borod they wust have been,”

“Phey worven't, thoy liked it,” said Chris,
“Mhoy did such funny things, Dovas hid in a
yew tree, and came down all green and horrid;
wo did langh at him so. Is thoroa lottor from
Louis lo-night ?"

% Yos; what mado you thiuk so ?”

“l thought [saw ono on father's table; |

went into the study to leave a note from Mr,
Palmer,” expluined Chris. “Is Louis all
right

“ No, he has been having headaches and stay-
ing out, and he has Jost his place in the form,
1le is disgusted,” said Maud,

¢ Poorold Louis ! I knewho had headaches,”
snid Chris 1o horself,

CHAPTER IV,

¢ Alice, T suppose you haven’t heard whether
father hud a letter about Liouis this morning ?”
nsked Chris rather anxiou:ly, as she put out
her losson-books after breukfast, two or throe
days after,

“ About Louis? No! Why should he ?" re-
turned Alice, looking over her notos of the last
lecture she had attendod.

“ Ounly because there was u letter with a
Harrow post-murk, und it wasn’t Louis’ writing,
and when futher had read it [ thought he lookod
ns if there was somothing wrong,” said Chris,

I wasn't looking,” said Alico.  * I was talk-
ing to Dorothy. She says I ought to read some
more Milton before I write my essay on classic
poetry, Maud.”

“ [ daresuy you ought. I think [shall write
on Enthusiasm,” said Maud, “ with illustrations
from the Crusaders and the Jucobites. It would
bo ruther interesting. 1 wonder where I could
rond up the Crusades ? [ shall ask Dorothy.
Oh, liero she is!”

Dorothy eameinto the schoolroom, her usual-
ly bright {aco overclouded, and an sir about her
of being tho bearor of bad news,

“ s unything the matter, Dora?”
Alice,

* Yes, Louis isn’t well.
on Friday,” said Dorothy.

“Touis! Why "——began Maud.

* He has been over-working himself, It secins
ho has had such constant herdaches lately, and
last weel ha fainted twice,
in his study, und no one knew anything about
it; .buten Thursday he fainted in school, 8o of
courso thero was o great fuss,” suid Dorothy.
“At fivst the doctor thoughta few day's rest
would put him straight, but now ho says Louis
must have n complete holiduy for three months,
s0 ho is to come homoe at once.”

* A holiday ? Now ?” cried Alice. * Dorothy,
how dreadful ! What will become of his chance
of a scholarship

1o must go on working now," said Maud.
“Buroly a week or two of rest will put him
siruight again,”

“1le is not to look at a book for three
months,” said Dorothy. ¢TI ean’t think what
on earth we shall do with him, Fancy Louis
cut off his books!” ) :

_“ What will he do ?” eried Alice in consternu-
tion, “Ho will be perfectly mad about it,
Surely it would worry him a great doal less to
£o on doing a little work? Suppose he isn't
able to goin for the scholarship at allt”

“ It would be too awful 1" said Maud,

“ Fathor is droadfully upsot and disappointed
about it,” said Dorothy. “So don’t say any-
thing on the subject before him. 1 suppose we
must make tho best of it, but it really is a terri-
ble blow,”

“Pour old Louis! Will he be quite well
again?” asked Chris.

O yos! of course he will in timo,” answered
Dorothy. * But if he loses threo months at his
age he will nevor be able to make it up. Itis
nost trying altogether.”

It wouldn’t have mattered halfso much if
it had "beon Noel or Bob,” said Alice. But
Louis 1”

Hor oyes wero fitll of tears as she turned over
the papers sho conla not sce. Louis was hor
particular brother, Nocl, who was nearly one
amd twenty, was Dorothy's proporty, but
Louis, the family genius, was only cighteen
months oldor than herself, and she was devoted

asieed

lu's coming home

)

The first.timo was.-.

to him. Bab, who was fourteen, was Maud's
chosen chum. As Chris had not boen provided
with a special brother, she had to do without
one,

Noel had always done remarkable well at
school, and was expecting to take a vory good
degree; but Louis's ability had always been
spoken of us brilliant. ITe had come out head of
the list when he tried for o Harrow scholar-
ship, and he had gone on adding honors and
distinctions to hisname ever since. Alice always
looked forward toa splendid futore for him,
The ambition of herlife was to wallk with him
some day through Cambridge, and hear him
pointed out at first in the Classical Tripos,

And now he was to come home ignominously,
and lose a whole term, besides the chance of en-
toring for n scholarship this summer! It was
too disnppointing, too humiliating! Muttering
something about golling a run before lessons,
Alice fled out into the garden to wipe away in
secret the lears that shecould not control.

“Poor old Alice]l No wonder she feels it,"
said Dorothy, sitting down by the table, and
playing absently with a paper knife. Thosun
ghone brilliantly, the thrushes and blackbirds
were bursting their little throats with melody
outside the window, a faint spring-like perfume
was wafted in from the garden, But to the three
sad sisters in the schoolroom no November day
conld havesecmed more gloomy.

“ Do you think he is very ill, Dorothy?”
asked Chris timidly at Jast,

“Noof course nol! That's the worry of it,
Weshall have him on our hands, and absolutely
nothing to amase him with, 1 cant imagine
what he will do with himself. TIle never cared
for cricket or football at the best of times, and
I am sure he won’t now, He will just est his
heart out at the thought of the precious time he
is losing. Poor boy!” said Dorothy.

“ And he will lose the scholarship, and fall
behind in all the form work next term,” added
Muud, “Oh, itis too trying! It is unbear-
able.”

“Don't be foolish my dear Maud,” said her
mother, who overheard the last words as she
entered the room. “You mustn't make tho
worse of things. I am very sorry for poor old
Louis, but you mustn’t receive him a8 if'he had
committed a crimo. 1 daresay the rest will he
very good for him, and there are plenty more
soholatships left in the world. Iwant youall
tobe as eheerful as you can ubout it, boeause
this is & great blow to your father.”

“11%s the most awfil blow to us all,” said
Maud. “ It would have been such & splendid
thing if he had got that scholarslup al seven-
teen."”

“That he certainly won't do, so you must
make up your mind to it,” said Mrs, Raymond.
“I{is very tiresome for him, butit can’t be
helped. Chris, what's the matter? you lock
quito seared.”

“] thought perhaps Touis was very ill, said
Chiris,

“ Poor child1” said her mother kindly. + Oh
no; you necdn’t fret about that. You will see
he will como home quite jolly, and we must all
do our best to keep him amused. It will be
very nice to have him at home for solong, and
1 daresay he will enjoy the holiday. Dorothy,
1 came to see if you had a few minutes to spare.
I am cutting out a fresh batch of work for our
70\lving party, and I should beso glad of a little
wlp.”

‘}It’s all very well, but mother doosn’t under-
stand what this will be to Louis,” said Maud,
as tho door closed behind Mrs. Raymond and
Dorothy. ‘“Intellect isw't exactly her lino.
Now if she were cut off all her working parties
and committees for three months, she would
know what it was like, TLoujs will be heart-
broken.”

Chris felt almost heart-broken, as she set her-
self' tn read over lier history again. This was
the the first real trouble thad ever befallen her,



