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TORONTO, SEPTEMBER 17, 1892.

§EE LITTLE BROTHER A CHILD'S
, TALE.

(Translated from the German.)

BY ELLA WITHROW STAFFORD.

OxE lovely May
morning little
Emilic went for a
walk, to take her
baby brother to
her  grandfather’s
farm, just outsido
the village. ‘The
little brother was
not very well, in-
deed through the
whole long winter
he had not been
strong. Tho sun
shone so beauti-
fully, the grasses
waved in the wind,
and the dasies wero
beginning to blos-
som - ves, surely
spring was here.

How pleasant it
was at the okl
farm-house! Thero
stood the old barn,
. - with the cowstables
-isder it, and tho gay weather-cock on the
‘Mloof, and there on the other side was tho
botltry house and all the hens, ducks and
Wkeesc]  Hero they come, cackling and
. Wlabbling, each with an air_of great impor-
And there stands Liese, the great
peomn cow, Enilie’s own cow, which her
bundfather gave her. And, oh!t seco
Catlo, sce how he wags his tail, asif he
B xwild Iaugh because Emilio is come again.
B Shewas at grandfather’s a year ago, but

she hzs 8 baby brother with her.

Bt the dear little fe_{low has grown tired ;
o hos hisIittle oyes wink, and thenagain
Wbs sleeps, and dreams of angels, and
miles 50 sweetly. There isa lovely spot
eon the flowering clderberry bushes,
Blt i usually grandmother’s favourite
aiin the summer time. Emiliesits down
eon tho wido bench ; shoe ia tired too, she
carried hor little brother such a long
y. Shetakes the hay-fork and makes a
f hay, and lays him on it and scats
If beside him,  She looks up at tho
t -sky above, then sho looks at tho
B-rin-Liese ; what is sho thinking about?
B4 hero comes a sheep through the door
frih its little Iamb. en Emilie leans
b head against tho wall, and softly
““What will you give,
What will you %::
"For my little brother fair?
:Nothing is bright as his lovely bluc eycs,
*Qr soft as bis curly hair.
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What will you bring, .
I What will yon bring -
j- *To trade for my treasure hero?
‘3 No one can show mo a thing so swest,
Anywhero {ar or near.”

% What will you givo for littlo brother 1"
o MTbb bgovm dcso lo?'kx at li;th:i Emilio
-§ll %t of her great, soft oyes, and says,
‘3% “Dost thou raally think so much of thy
§ bby-brother thero? Can ho run and
=p and play yet1" )

‘“Oh! no,” &sys Emilio, ‘“ho cannot
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“Sou' Howold is he,
thent”

“ Eleven months.”

¢ Eloven montha! My
baby could run before it
was two daya old! I do
not wish thy baby.” And
tho brown Lieso blinks
disdainfully.

“M-a-a! m-a-al” says

tho old shecep coming B
through tho door, and the § ,
wee lamunie by its side

cries out too, **M-a.a! K =
m-a-al”  “Iet me too
see the little brother thou §
would'st scll! Hum! He
pleases me, but he has
only two legs 1"

“Yes,” says Emilie,
¢ that is all.”

“Then my baby is worth
twice as much as thine, for
mine has four legs. And
1t scems to e thy baby
has no wool.”

“ Oh ! but seo his beau- R
tiful golden curls.” 3

“1t is too thin, too &3
thin,” says the sheep, ¥
shaking ita head, **I think
1 shall not exchange with
theo.” And away goes the old sheep, and
the hittle whito Iamb kicks his heels in the
air and follows his mother out.

“Gluck, gluck !" comes the hen, picking
up seceds on the ground—a clucking hen
with twelve chickens.  ** Gluck ! gluck ! ”
she calls, and shows them a grain of corn
in the grass, oralittle boctle on theground.

¢ Well, and how art thou, Nellie 7" saya
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the hen, E.;&sing by; ““art thou here
amin?” Listen, dost thou want to sell

thy little brother? What can he do, then?

Can ho find worms and eat them?”
¢“YWhat!” says Emilie, offended, *‘ent

worms? He eats soup and drinks milk!”

“0Oh! indecd,” says Mrs. Hen, angry
too, “‘and ho has no yellow fect, and 1
fear ho has no feathers.” And off she goes
with all her brood, and does not look again
at the little boy.

¢Purr! purr!” comes from the corner un-
der tho hay, and Emilie wonders what canit
be, till sho sees the old gray Minzie who has
mado a littlo bed there for hor kittensa.

Emilic calls the cat and the little purr-
kittens to her.

“Thou art very proud,” says Minzie,
looking at the hen, *‘ What nced of that?
Twelve chicks 1  That is frightful!  Who
will find food for them all7 I think three
or fourchildrenare enough. Dostthounot
think so too, Emilio 1"

“QOno is cnough,” answered the child,
“when ho is sick and teething.”

“What i3 that! My kittens have no
trouble with their teeth, Iam sure. Donot
be angry, bat I think I shall not take th{
littlo brother, becauss I fancy ho will
hardly be able to catch mice. If thou
wish—for old friendship's sake—I will let
theo havo ono of my pets to S;lay with for
awhile. That will comfort thee perhaps,
becauso thy weo brother is of so little use ™

*“No,"” said Emilie, **I would rather
havo my little brother than anything in
tho world."”

At that moment there streamod in & sun-
beam from behind a cloud and played on
baby-brother’s sweet little face, and tho
dear littls fallow laughod in his sleop.
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And out of the sunbeam—Emilie saw it
dirtinctly —~glided 80 soft and slowly a

beautiful angel from heaven. He wan w)
quict and gentle, his wings hardly rustled
atall. Ho stood heforo tho sleeping haby-
boy and bent over him, the locks of his
hair falling on the purc forchead of the
child, and his lips lightly touched hix
sweet mouth.

Vil thou give him to me,” raid the
angel, lingering and looking long into
Emilic's eyes.

“What wilt thou do with
brother ¢ anxiously answered Enulic,

“Imll bnng him to God, so he will

become well again and happy.”

Emilie gnzx; pleadingly into the angel's
mild, kind face, her lipa quivered and her
little heart beat fezater, and at last
sho siid brokenly, *“If thou wilt
bring brother to God in heaven, take
him with thee{” Sho could
say no more, but burst into
sobs, and two great tears
rolled down herchecks. Then
tho angel bent over her and
laid his hand in blessing on
her head and on her little
brother's, aad softly breathed,
“Bo better,
littlo broth-
er; bo happy,
Emilio; tho
Lord give you
always a puro
and unselfish
heart.  Some
day I will
come to take

ou both to /

eaven."” | £

But vwhat
has happened
to Emilio? Haa she )
then reallybeonsleep- -
ing and drcaming all this
timo? She rub her oyea.
Thoero stood the oid browa
Liose, anif aho had notstirred.
And there waa tho old shosp
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and hor young lawb by her sido,
and the old hon was strutting
to and fro in the yard a0 proud
ly, she had forgotten the iittlo
dreamer.  But tho sunbeam was
thero yet, on the faco of the
sleoping baby, lighting op and
warming hia faco with the glow
of roturning health. ith
thoughtful cyes Emilic looked on tho
dreating form of tho wee Iaddie, and then
sho suftly hummed tho rest of her littlo
song.

** Nothing will do, nothing will do,
You way travel the world around

But never on earth, or aca, or alr,
Will a brother like himn bo found.”

Sav not caustic thing, but ordinarily let
your conversativn bLe instructive, abound
ing with aneccdotes neatly wld  Maintain,
an affictivnato regard l?ur others, whicl

will cause them to show the like to you.

Let kindness and grace make up your atyle,
Your presence vriﬁ ba welcomed by all.
w‘_—‘—“




