
Chsarles cznd 1is ?M'ot1ier.

C. Yeu, the Lorcl's prayer, and two other prayere ; but there is nothing
in thern about Susan's being sick.

D. And cun't you manke a little prayer on purpose.
G. 1 den't know ; I neyer tried.
D. Then go up into your cbamhier, my dear ehlld anaà kneel doyen,

where you always say your prayers every night. and pray te Cod just as
if you could see hlma in the room witlî yeu. You. may depend upon it
lie is there.

C. Shnil I as&- himn tu help te cure Susan
D. Aek him to cure lier, if it is best slie ehou]d get vvell.
C. Why. it is best certainly. And will it be wrong to tell him hovy

sorry 1 arn that I forget the window, and ask him te forgive me?~
D. No, it will be quite right.
C. Then 1 will go this minute. You mnuet corne uigain before dinner-

wen't yeu 1
D. Yes, 1 must irideèd.

WEDNESDAY MKORNING.

Chairles cornes sofdyl into his .?lelîers chamber, hIi dr-eased.
C. 'Mother, are you bere 1 it je se dark I cannot sec yeur.
M71. 1 arn here, sitting by the bed, my son.
C. The fire is eut, ani the candie le just geing eut ; may 1 open thes

ahuiter a little way, sa that I can see the baby. mother? I wen't wake lier.
M41. She is net asleep, ny dear boy. But vwhat muade y-au ;vake ai day

break 1
C. 1 kept thinking of Susan when 1 was asleep, mother. ' Whnt

inakes hier se stil 1 je the pain botter ?
.M,. It le all gune, Chales; she will neyer feel itL again ; open the shut-.

lers wide anid cerne here.
C.O, mether, mother ! (l.urying hus face in lier Zap.) 1 do net weril

te look nt hier.
M. lVhat je the matter, Charles ?i tell rue.
Ca' She ie dead-she is dead! the tears keep rolling down your cheek.-

and she le lying just like iny littie canary bird-and I do believe she ie dead!
M11. Yes !, my baby is dead. Charles! and-
C. Don't cry. don't cry!1 dear mether ; yeu did net cry wvhen I camie

in-I will leave eff crying if you will, meUier.
M71. Leok at hier little pale faea. Charles ;-why are yeu unwilling te

look ai hier ?
C. 1 doe net know. Will yen tahie hier off the bcd ? Are you afraid

te held hier in your arme ?
M. 0. nu ; 1 have held ber a great ivbile tue-night, Charles, and slhe

<lied ia my lap.
O.And were you ail alone?
M.No. there werc two, or thirce people writh nie ilion, and tliey were

i'ery k-ind .but 1 sont L hem ail awç.y at IatIS.


