
104 IE ]DROPS.

FIRST TIME AT
CHURCH. oun % malt

A grave, sweet woflder çn8t C1eni
in the baby face, imen- a114

And look of mingled
dignity and grace, I

Such«as a painterhand ra iý

Might love te trace.

Apair of trustiug, in-" t~
nocent, blue eyes, t 2

That higher than the b oy~
stained-glass win-

Into the fairand eloud -/

leas summer skies.î

The people round her
sing,t"Abovettiesk-%

Tbere's reist for IittI(-
LhiIdren wheu 'he'
die."

To her, thusgazingtsp
that rest seems n igb.

htrgnpeals;
must -,t look
around,

Althongh witbh won-

The place whereon she stands is holy grvu.d.

The sermon ever, and the blessing said,
S tie bows, as itmother " does, ber golden head,
And thinks of littIe sister wbo is dead.

She knows that new she dwells above the sky,
Where holy children enter when they die,

r And prays God take ber there too, by.and.bye.

Pet, may he keep yen in the faith alway,
And bring yen te that home for which yen pray,
Where ail shall have their child.hearts back eue day!
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