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Arthur was now a happy boy; he tok
an ever-increasing delight in learning thc
daily chants, those grand yet simple church
tones whifih children's voices have ex
pressed through so many by-gone ages,
and which we may reverently think werc
once sung by the holy Child Jesus Hlim.
self. The hymns, too, the warning notes
of Advent, the joyful carola of Christnas,
and hyins of the Epiphany, and so on
through the following Sundays, to the
penitential toues of Lent, and the thrilling
sorrow of the Passion; in all this the young
voice bore its part, until at last it mingled
with the song' of triumpliant joy, whicli
told of a risen Lord:-

"Mourning heart must needs be gay,
Nor let sorrow vex it,

Since the very grave can say,
Christus resurrexit."

But this glorious Easter festival was
destined to b the last service Arthur
vas to join on earth. The next day he

.vas seized with an illness vhich proved to
ho the beginning of a violent fever. He
had not strength enough to grapple with
it, for his former bard life Lad undermined
bis constitution. His mother was struck
with horror and remorse at his illness;
she felt she Lad never recognised as she
miglt have don the patient love and
ready obedience of lier son, who lad alwaya
been wont to support and comfort lier in
his childish way. She met theVicar at the
door on one of his daily visits, and told
him amidst her sobs that poor Arty was
delirious. ,

On.the Sunday after lie was'taken il1,
the boy Lad been moaning and talking
recklessly in the height of the fever, when
the sound of the church bells came in
througli the open window. Suddenly Le
started up in bed.

"C9Mother!" ho cried, "those are St. Mary's
bels,, I must dress and be off at once; I
must not be out of my place in the choir."

It was'with great difficulty ho could be
lcept in bed; but the excitement was eoon
followed by prostration, and lie sank back-
oahls pillow.

Arthur Lad every attention paid him,
and-was tenderly nursedi but neither doc-
.tàrdil-nor.moUier's c ure culd savehim;
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and when the fever left him, he gradually
saulc from exhaustion. At last the day
came when the Priest was summoned to
the dying bed. He fouid the child lyingperfectly stil], with closed eyes. Kneeling
by the bed-side, he repeated the prayer for
the departing soul, but fearing that even
a whisper was more than the dying boycould bear, he was leaving the room,when the clear sweet tones of the voice lie
liad grown so fond of fell on his ear.

"Good-bye, sir," it said in pathetie ac-
cents; and turning, the Priest saw the blue
eyes fixed earnestly on him, and a feeble
hand held out. He returned to the child's
side, and took the offered hand.

"Good-bye a, Arthur," lhe said; "Godbe with you for ever, and receive you into
His blessed kingdom, to sing Ris praise
with His holy angels."

As the words were uttered the eyesclosed once more, the child sank into a
quiet sleep, in which his spirit vent to
God.

Some years have passed away since little
Arthur's coffin was brought into St. Mary'sChurch, the beautiful temple which ho had
loved se dearly whilst on earth. There
the surpliced band, whose fellow-chorister
he once vas, sang sweetly and sorrowfully
the hymn for the burial of a child, and
then each one placed a wreath of spring-flowers on the bier as it was borne away to
its last resting-place.

These years have brouglt great changesto the parish of St. Mary's, and they haveall been for good. Soon, by the parson's
exertion, noble.sized school-houses for boys
and girls vere built, and in full workingorder; and groups of decent, vell.clad chil-
dren took the place of the iU.cared-for
little creatures, who used to haunt the
lanes; the half-built cottages were fiuished,
and had neat gardons around them; thewild unhealthy marsh was drained and
turned into soft grassy meadows; and-when,
last of all, the vicarage was but, and with
the church- became the nucleus of its sur-
roundings, St. Mary's Lad more the look of
a snuug country village, than, as i 'Teally
was, a part of a large city.

Then the choir, how pleasantly it went
on, lmproving ycar by year, until it was

*speken of as the best ln the whole neigl
bourhood; its members were a happy,
united band, beloved and encouraged bytheir Vicar. Ho, however, still says ho
misses the peculiar sweetness of Arthur's
voice. It was only the other day ho vas
talking of him; and thus I tel the true
history of the little chorister boy to you.

l"Good.bye" is a contraction of "God bewith you.">


