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NY LITTLE BROTFEER.

My hrother was s lovely hoy,
With eyes of honven s deepest hue,
is hgir in goldon ringlots hung
Upon his Hitle frock wo bluc.

s noble brow was parely swhite,

And vied with the spotless winter's snow,

Wis chooks wore of the roses" hie,
Oh! how 1 Joved him none may know,

Wis raby lips when parted showed
Two shining raws of penrly tecth.

s voloe! Woro ever swopler tomes
Tn henven bonrd, or surth hepenth?

Wis merry rippling Ianghter sprang
From a heart brimfal of love.

Wis mellow tones in by talk
Wore like the coalng of n dove,

Once, when he Knolt, elothod sl in whire,

Boside our gentle mothor's Knoe,
1 ihought him “ike an sugel fabr.
OUh'tdid they love him more then we?

Then when his evoning prayer wes said
I took him i my s with caro,
T Tubd Bien in s Thode bod,

And brashed from hils hrow his =ilken hair

Then with hle srms my sock entwined,
e whisperod sofily In Lis sloep,

1 love vou. sbvver dour,  Good night.
I pray the Lord my sotl to Reep ™

1 knolt beside his THtle cot.
And nxwad T slilont, forvent prayor,
That ungels wonid tholr vigil keep,
Wikl he so enlny =hnmbered there,

And whey the morndng clonr hind dswned,
I cromsed the room wo his [113)le bod.
L=t 1 =honid hrenk hi= sttmhors sweel,
T moved with solt sudgnoleciens tioed.

Butoh! my hend ssuk low with Tesr,
For his brenth was short and gquick,

And the flush of fever on his choek,
Told thut our dnrllug boy was siek,

Two wesry Auys and nlghts ol paln,

T'wo days of watehing by his bied,
Then from that Titte form so dear
His loving spirit now had fled.

Wophnoed one innd wpou hils hroast,

Wihich tightly gruspod a pure whiite flowor.

Just se whtle Tiving hore with us,
He hold our hourts ench in his powor,

We lay him tham beneath the sod,
Wil Joving fingers plasted there

The fowers he used 1o love ao wall,
Before he dwell mmoag the Inir.

We know he's fn the arme of Jesus,
In that hright awed tadrer land—
A Bt companion for 1he angels,
A moember of thelr happy hind,
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THE WONDERFUL GARDEN.

I 1 am going to tell you of a wonder{ul
L garden,  The gronnds are planted beauti.
] failly, the walks are carpeted with grass so
| soft that it seems 'ike velvel o your feet,
The garden is u sacred place, and the
owner never allows any one 1o enter unless
it be & vae friend.  The flowers dre rich
and grond and almost innumerable, but
here and there 1 can distingaish a plam
that T know,  In one spot, jost where the
warm sunshine Kisses i1 is the little plant
of patience with its opening buds smiling
upward.  Beside it is hope, standing firm
and stroug in the rich soil that nourishes
ity mot tar from hope Is charity; and
| gmbered sround, forming & rich mass of
| fulinge are gentlencss, walchfulness, truth,
| Kindness and fwithy while twining around
all thest; wod looking to thean for support
is meeknoess,

On one side of the garden are lillle
plunts of hope, wranged so as to form this

motto, “ In Thee T wast.™

Sometimes the lide weeds of nogret
and longing are seen 1o peep above the
growind, bul they sre acver allowed to take
any more than s peep, for they are immed-
imely aprooted.

The sunlight that shines on the flower
is the light of God's smile, und the gurden
is in the heart of 4 true and noble woman,
w0 pune, so good, vel so sucred thst but &
few of the pearest and denrest friends
cutch a glimpse of the hidden tressures,
but sitangers know it is there, for the
peace wnd quiet reigning look from the
windows of the sonl, snd the smile on the
fuce makes one think that some of the
rays of light shining in the garden are ro-
flected wnd fall on the passcrs by.
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