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CHAPTER L

Toe waves were plashing against the foot
of the rocks, but the cave in which the
little Child lived was far above their reach;
and he lay still on his little bed of dry leaves
and moss, in his soft warm clothing, and kept
his gyes closed. One little hand lay on his
bosom, and the other was stretched out and
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folded close over a tiny shell; and he .lﬂj’
quietly, with the last soft kisses of Slumber
still sealing his eyelids, and talked in his heart
to the waves.

“You are awake,” he murmured. “You
‘are always awake: night and day you sing,
and dance, and roli over one ancther in play.
You do not know what it is fo sleep and to
dream, nor what the joy of waking 1s. You
sing by my bed all night, and in the morning
I go and thenk you. But it is not you who
call me to rise from my bed.” And as he
spoke, a sunbeam darted ecross the tops of
the waves, and gently crept from ledge to
ledge of the old grey rocks until it pressed
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