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-Iaviii(r quiet'y slipped 'himself into Iiis bed-
room he retired to his couch; but there was no
rest iliere for his unhappy soul, which, even

durin(r a few moments of slumber was distracted
with dreams of, the most hideous character

imarrinable.
Next morning Fred was not astir as- usictal.

His motlier, at lencrth, dreadincr increased illuess
as the cause, entered. his room. Fred looked up
-with a woe-beçrone counteiiance, which of itself
was sufficient to verify her apprehensions.

Are you worse, Fred his motlier inter-.
roçrated. I don't féel quite as -well, moiher
làe replied.

4( Ah, Fred, 1 thourrlit. you m-rould get more
cold by goiiig out last evelillil(ril said she. ',- _Why

Fred my son, you are quite feverish," she ex-
claimed restili çr her liand upon Iiis forehead. I
sliall get father to go for Dr.-Guernsey imme-
diately."

Mother, I be, -of you not to do so, -iuy iliroat
is not . worse. The want of sufficient' sleep last
ni(ylit ]las Il a*d a 'tendency, to.make me feel de-
bilated. Rather brinc'r meï a cup of coffee than
send for the doctor.11

Mrs. Charlston at once hurried to the kitchen
and told Amelia to prepare a stroncr cup of coffee
and"' a slice of ' 'toast- as quickly. as possible.
Shortly aftérwards Mrs. C. ëntered Frederiék's

room with the coffee and toast, followed by his
father au- d


