
(si(1114wr1es anzd his J1'other.

U11 Eiglit rnontlî,.
C. 0. bloiler, motiier. <liat is tee yeung to db;ie arn sure &lie Wouit.

HIere amn 1. seven ycnirs old. an-d 1 amrne tdead yet.
. And 1 arn twenty-seven, rny deur boy ; but for all that, yon and

Suasan Inay die before 1 do, if il should pieuse God. .
SC. What rnnies the tears corne in your eyes, n'otber? we shan't die, 1

know. See hew Susan keeps stirring about, see how red hier chieeks are!
M. Sie is netweIl; sieis feverish. ,Charles. »o yenknow there

are twe littie wvhite teeth trying te get through her gurns, and they give ber
a great deal of pain 1 1 shail sei-d for the doctor to-day. *The dlock iia
striking nine, Qàg,~rles, and yen must go te school.

C. 0 dear ! and wvhere is my littie satchel ? and where is rny spelling-
book, 1 wonder 1

M. Yen had better 1ooýr in the breahkfast-reorn ; sud, Ciarles, be sure
yeu shut the windoîv ; it is very damp this mrnhing.

C. Ycs, mother. 1 ivouder what J did with my cap,
.1. Don't bang the deer, Chares-and don't forget teoshutlhewiindow.

1 must takie the baby dewa this morning.

TUESDAT DIORNING.

Charlies ineets Mle .Docor coming- oui ef his Aiee Chaniber.

C. Are yen the docter, sir ?
P. Yes, My littie mnax.
V. Is the baby alrnost well agaia ?
D. Ouo! no!
C. Why they told rue yeu w'ere cerniug te cure her, an-d you carne

three tirnes yeterday ; for 1 saw yeur old horse out of thie school roorn win-
dow.

Dl. But she is very sick, little boy; sorne body Ieft a, window open
yesterday wvhen it was almust raiuing, and the nursery rnaid carried
ber into a darnp reom whileithey- were sweeping the nursery.

C. 0, doctor, what shali I do ? what shall 1 do?1
D. Doa't ci-y, ny lirtie fellow ; what is thie ruatter. new 1
C. eLt was 1, it ivas 1. that left the wiadow opea J. uither told me te

shut it, and 1 was hunting for my cap and forgot all about it.
D. Well. that was w'rong ; but hush up, if your inother 1mars yen

sobbing so bitterly, she <vii feel much werse. It <vas a piuy yen fergot
the wiudew.

C. 0. my peor little sîster ! <viii Sou cure bier ? Son can cure lier,
sir. ean't yen sir 1

D. 1 <vili try, but God must heip us.
C. A&nd <vori7t ha heip yenu, do youthink hew<iii mnake Susa-n 8iclI
D. 1 rannot tell indeed ; but yen must a§k him te ruake bier xvel,
C. How canlInsk-him i

r. l your prayers ; do yen not smy your prayers cvery nigh:


