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had always been a sickly littie
thing, the only boy corning after
six girle. Botli father and mother

felb the blowv terribly -,hen, at daybreak on
a lorely summer's morning, the littie eceature
stretcliéd out its arrns, and with one faint
ery went back to God.

Morrison wvas a tbouglitful, very silent
mani, seldom expicessing his feelings, but he
pasýsed bis coat-slceve across bis eycs as lie
loolicd at bis &kad baby, thoug(,li the next
moment lhe went downstairs to liglit the
kýitchienfirp,, and get the liouse tidy, against
the children woke and wanted their break-
fast.

Mýrs. :orrison w'as a weakiy woman, and
had sat up many nigl:Yits %with littie Johunie,
so she vas fit for nothiug after bier first sad
outburst of grief for lier lost Iamb. -LNotbing,
at least, but thinking what à- grand funeral
they mnust have for their darling. John,
careful as lie wvas, wvouldn't grudge, thatý lie
had so loved the littie oue.

She said something of the sort to lier
liusband when lie came back from work in
the evening, but ho made no reply at the
moment, wvhich iwas quite bis way. Ey-and-
by lie brouglit lier twvo sovereigyns for
xnourning, and said, ' l'Il look to the rest,'
ineaning the funeral, of course ; he hiad
ordered the coffin alrcady. -And tlien lie
opcned bis inouth once more * Don't buy
crape for the ]ittle uns.' .

,'Well, it do spoil- dreadful With the lcast
spot of rain,' said the mother,,tsig-,hing, 'aud
tliats true.'

Lt's rougli and ugly', raid John. A-na
look you, Janie, on the day l'à like ail the
littie uns to wvear vhite pinafores.' Thon,
secing,, bis wife put on a dazed look, "Mbite
pinnies, like they wear every day.'

' Ttepinnies, plain 'white pinnies to go
to the funeral in?' Mrs. Morrison wailed
out freffully, raisixng ber voice.

6Yes', said John. 1lie wsjust leaving
the bouse on an errand. W'hen the door
shut to, Mlrs. MLorrison tlrewv lier apron over
lier becad and burst into tears. So ilrs.
M1erton, the innkeepcr's ivife, found ber
when she callcd in to, sympathise; ' Jane'
baving been once hotisemaid at the 'FEagle.'
To coinplete the picture, the four yeungest
littie M1orrisons Nvere standingv round their
inother crying too.

,i frs. Morrison was a trutbiful, if a weakz
,ý,xyqman, and she did'not pretend to «iNrs.
?«ier ton that it was grief for the littie darling
upstairs that causcd this special outbreak, of
woe. L'o; it %vos ' John's strauge ways.'

Johin, wbat lias lie donc?'
'didn't think lie'd have grudged things

nice to our only boy,' sobbed the mothor.
'1'm sure ho does net,' raid MNrs. Merton,

yon must mistake him. Hie «vas bound up
in bis poor littie boy.'

le's se strange,' repeatéd the wife.
Conie, Jane, you are very tired and upset;

lied is the fit place for yeu, I sec. 1 shall go
home aud send over Lizzie, your old friend,
to get you and the littie ones to bcd, sud
wvarm up these bits of chickea for yours and
John's supper.'

IlI couldn't touch anything-,' said the poor
tbing, wceping afrerli.

Mrhen Lizzie, the kitdlienmaid ut tlie
"Bugle,' did corne over, she liad a busy time

ç.qf it, putting the littie ones to lied, anid cos-
.stnglie niother ; but perliaps tlie most con-

lntnnshe did wus te corne every new
authen into Mrs. :Merrizon's roo m from

looking at baby Jolinnie, to say, ' Wel, lie
is lovely!' 'LIt do seern 'eavenly ini there!P

And when Susan,- tlie third chuld, asked
whetlier she sliould Icave out of lier prayers
the sentence only learned six weeks ugo,
' Tank God for our littie baby brother,'
Lizzie almest slieok lier in lier eagerness.
' L, biess you, cliuld, ne. Hie ain't doue
with. lie'syour littie brother stili, wlierever
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