
10 THE CHURCI GUARDIAN.

heart, except it bas been tampered with or I oui bear ta îhink of Kenn!th,' sIte said t
befogged by unworthy teaching, ever yet prompt- berself. 'Be and I had one Short perfect year
ed him to lie irrevent in his approach to God
It is carrying out a natural instinct to kneel in
prayer and to stand for praise. Holy Scripture îaking care cf hlm for me,and 1 shaîl surely go
is not 'silent On this subject. Read Psalm 95 :t hlm, and sc bis dear, dear face again. Bat
6 ; Daniel 6: i ; St. Luke 2 •41i; Acts I cannot bear ta tbirk afAnnette, for cruel lies
60 ; 20 : 36 ; 21 : 5; Rev. 5 : 8. lin penitence parted us, aud even now she believes me guiiy
and with rèverence let us draw near to the
Triune God, to worship Him, to praise -im ofwbat ? ofwhat I wouid ratbcr have eut off
and to receive I-is blessing -Rev. E. W. my righî hand [ban bave donc. And yct 1 lave

ber. NHo il ouhd comfrt me o put my arms
round ber this moment l " i

cm i prlsf Mrs Grabaniraised bier baud ta wipe away
A tier nast-faliing tears. As she did se, nurse en-

tered the raom.
BENEDItTIoN. 'Oh yes, na'arn, Master Renneth is satud

asleep, bleas hvnm n Ne bas had as bappy a
Azîtorxî, the riri or yonder sec Christmas day as could be-sweet pet. Vi..eil,
A Wnll glands fair tu vico, well we should le thankful, therc's ohers as

Of aîn1elhlyat
And galîlen hai, -ain't so happy.' Nurse beaved a 1li'gubriouis

.And day ii paqaing througm, sigh, and Mrs. Grahamv looked up inuiringly.
The~ restîcas iwaters ta, tibt waîl 'Is anyrhing the malter, nurse ?'
lu mibîlnmering eoure raun 1 didn't like ta teli yeni bcfare, m-a'amr, and

But oly day 'tisn't ta t supposed as you'll Ceci more than
Ila fau-. a t ay

Ahrougb it, tojoin he B jest sorry for hem, for yu neyer ceuid abide

The wealer: morning on f ta e ie n that Master Kenneth sheuld even speak te iee
Awoke te Stars froiln .4tep honnie littde Lady ; but seeing as she's an only

Tiuen inooiigit ment clîîld, and I vil] say as I neyer laid cyes on a
A gL cotlenit,

And flod-tida s clnied tho iegh. prettier littie dear, I knaw yu']l e grieved ta

Th remes scil. IMOt (liai cntiti leara as poor litte Marjory Carltn is dying.'
TIy himind oi' eeet ;viîî ' Dyin, dying, nurse e' rirs. Graao r rase t

Bis love (an liglît lier feet, and every vestige of caler lef: ber face.
JIe b cr klee, " glau.' Not little Marjory Carlton !nat Anncute's

u. S. W. only cild ya don't mean that ?
T hru don't know ihe naine oflier ttotho, t'ani,

Sbut I met the dear litle lady's nurse ta-day, and
she vas crying, and said as the little lnin easPoor Miss Carolina. gethng eorse and worsde eer c.ld seemed ta
seule n blung, dsie gts eaker evry
bour. The doctor is very ixius, ad ber

liv L. 1'. MEADE. nimbier is fit ta break lier very heart. Oh,
nTa'ah ddn'a take an

CHAPTER V. Uni t :aking on,' sail Mrs. Grabaîn, bu: sue
The old doli lay forgotten under the leaves in [vas trembliîg se violentty that she vas abliged

Kennetl's wheel barrow. 'Tlie wliel barrow ta bold a chair ta support herself. 'l'I not
vas thrus: under a littIe shed lii tue yard. hen- taking stainurse,' s he coninucd sn a usky,
neth himself was absorbed ia other pursuits. loor kind of voire have yu anyîhing mure ' ugly cl, you mmd, sir, witl the hale la tic

Christmas was coming on, and lie was busy ta tel me ?' middle of its face ?'
Iielping lis mother. Oh yes, ma'am, the strangest tling-te

A Christmas truc had been promised to te dactor do sny as'tis as inucl a vaste and a fret bis calm 11111e voice. ' 1 bas mine Marjoe's dcli
little fellow, and his thoughts and dreais. day as ails litile nissY as aitg else. Lt seems, lu my wbeel-baw-vow. I'se gaîng te give it
and night, vere of this promnised delighît. Even ma'am, as t hit lady lîad a cl, a nast', aId, bnck ta Marjae mine own self-I are.'
Marjory vas forgotten now, so anîxious was be ugly thiîg as sbe tbaugbt a sight on. Ive
that his stocking should hang in the best position acta it lots a' limes iiilber arias myseif. WeIl,
for the fairies to till it ; sn excited was lie at the th-y none of thein couid abide the dir:y aid clt CHtP'ER VI.
prospect of hie glittering Christmas tree. The and tiey tried every nians ta coax the tilte No longer a phiiili little figure, but a pale.
day of days came, and Kenneth and his mother dean ta give it up, aflering lier cvery îoy under paIe baby face lying on a piilow, saîl hands
went to ciurch together, ate their plunpudding tht sun in ils place ; but no, the lile darling moving restiessiy, great big dark eyes vide open,
side by side, and afterwards shared the delight was filhful te ber dirty baby dou, and it 'ud and a veak plaintive voice niaking an incessant
of the tree with the little Brewsters. bring tears ta yen eyes ta lîsten ho ber talking ta moan.

Kenneth went to bed, clasping more than one it for aIl the wanld as if itwere a real livingbaby. 'Wbat is tbe matter, My darting ?' asked tbe
new toy in his fat little bands. Surely no day 'One niglît ber nanîma theught oC a plan motier, bendiag lier bead and caking the titîle
could have been more delightful. Whlen be left and sue lîad another doit, wbicb she believed hot hand Lu bers.
lier, Mrs. Graham sat alone by the ire in lier neariy as ugiy, dressed in Miss Caralinas ciothes, «Miss Cav lina, poor Miss Caw-iina. I vanl
little drawing-room, and now that Kenneth was and put in missy's arm's iti aie vas asteei. mine dee datly.'
no longer there to see, the poor young mother y oped as ittle missy ud sec no difUer, but Mrs. Carltoî clasped ber au hands despair-
shed sonie tears, and recalled more than one sad hake kindly ta the new doil. Weli, Mn'am, ingiv, and moved avar [rom the itie bed.
ineinor>. :nurse tells nie tlîat net a word did slîe say shie ' Baby Mnjory shahi have bier dally seau-

Twice before in lier life had a perfect Christ- jest slipped out cf bid and Jef: tue dcii behind Sean.' she murnîured, scarcely kuawiîîgwhat Slue
nias day davned for ber. Ont of these happy ber, aîd neyer touched i, nor ask for it, nar Vas sayLng.
days had been spent aIt Annette's beautiful Eng- saîd a word about i. Her mammîa bought ber In anotiier ro sîe spoke te ber lusband.a neîv cl lu a day or tva-as beanitiful a wax Jhti sbrai yltn
lish home, the other in a sumner land with her thLag as you cculd clap eyes an-but she scanceiy g
young husband. Now ber husbanîd was in bis touched it, and neyer cared tu 1,1a) viîh it, and 'And mine, Annette. I think I wauld give
grave, and Anete was Pc longer ber frieid. she seeied to ve gven up dclts entirely. ail the noney I possess te get back that ugy
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'.Well, ma'am, not a word did the ittle lamb
let out until she was taken with this cold ; and
then she suddenly began to cry in ber sleep for
Miss Carolina. They brouglht the doll they had
dressed in Miss Carolina's clothes, but she
wouldn't look at it, but pushed it away ; and
ihen she burst cut crying fit to break your heart.
Every day, as she grows weaker, she cries more
and more for the old doll ; and now the doctor
says as the only chance for ber life is to give it
back to ber. He says she has a wonderfully
tender littie nature, and, baby as she was, her
heart was broke up like when the doil was took
away.'

1 Then why don't they give it back to ber at
once, nur.e ? Surely-surely that is easily
done.'

'So you'd say, ma'am, so you'd say ; but the
pity of it is that the doll is lost, as safe as doll
could be. The nursemaid gave it to ber litt'e
sister, who threw it away in Kensington Gardens;
and now they're spending poiunds and pounds to
get back that ugly doll. Ali the Gardens had
been searched, and they've advertised for it
scorest and scores of times, but nurse says it
must have been carted away with the autumn
leaves, and poor missy will never see it again.'

Just at this juncture, «hen nurse paused for
want of breath, and Mrs. Graham stooped down
to bide some fast falling tears the drawing-roon
door was softly opened, and little Kenneth,
looking like a cherub in his white night dress,
stole into the roou.

I've liad a dweam, and I fwighted,' he said.
And then lie made a little quick patter across
the floor, and seated hinself luxuriously. withotu
a thouglht of either mother or nurse minding, in
his mamma's lap. Was iL not Christmas ds ?
On Christmas day little boys might do what
they liked !

Mrs. Graham hugged him close to lier, and
drew near to the fire. Nurse was ton excited
to scold.

' Master Kenneth, you remernber Miss Mar-
jory's doll, as she used to be so fond of-that


