
LITTLE ELSIE AND HER MTRROR,
Co.mî: hither, little Edith, and have your merr,

play'
And listen for a minute's space to all that I shal

says-
To a story, not of fairy life, -with its marvels eve:

Llit a common, simple tale of a little girl lilke yot

She was the daughter of a IKing,-a little roya
chill,

With lieart as gay as summer birds that sing their
carols vild;

With scarce a passing thought to bring its tin 3
meed of care,

And scarce a ficcting cloud to spread its gloom
o'er aught so fair.

Yet live she not at home just yet; through many
a teaching year,

There were lessons, hiard and easy, to reach hier
infantecar;

And days of traiing and of care lad yet awhile to
comle,

Before the little royal child wvas ready for hier
home.

Still vas lier heart a happy one, with those who
loved her well,

Wlo tauglit lier infant tongue to lisp, and infant
lips to spell;

And Ilhe words they tnlit lier first to read vere
letters froi the Ring,

That she iniglit lcarn lier Father's will in every
little thing.

They called lier little Elsie bere, but I cannot
hlope to tell

'What namne sheiwould be known byv in the home
wliere she wvill dwell:

They called lier little El.ie here,-it was lier
Christian ni:ime,-

To reminîud lier of lier Fathcr's love, and its --ever-
dying claim.

Yet Elsie was not always good; sbe wasjust Hike
cvery child,

hVlio is puassioiate and liasty,-not gentle, lovin.,
nild ;

And Elsie fancied, so she saidl, that she could not
always see

The differcncc between lierself and wliatshie ouglit
to be.

Sonctinmcs, whcn sie was naughty, she would fr-
get the Kzing,

F]rget Ils letters and Ilis wordl, and scorn upon
theni bring;

.And ilien lier little heart woould ceic when the
aghtjiness wras past,

And a lif-dcspairing thought would come of
getting home at last.

But the good Kiing her Father sent hur not word<.
alone,

To reprove her with ILs wrath when the rvil deftf
was done,-.

I He sent lier these, witli many a ine to warn her
of lier way,

Thiat sle mnight coue to Ilim at last in IIis royal
home one day:

But Ie gave lier also for lier owii a mirror bright
and clear,

Vhiclh shewed lier in rellection plain just liow hier
deeds appear,-..

That whatsoever she iniglt do, whatever think or
say,

Sle mniglt have a little glass within whieh should
the triuth display.

So, wvhen Elsie thcard a word of praise, and lier
heart beat warn and higli,

And some heedless look of flattery had not es-
caped lier oye,

The mirror told her just the worth of what she ,o
mucli )rized,

That the Xiiig lier Father hated pride, and vanity
despised.

Whe Elsie's clcek with anger fluîsied, and wordsi of temper came,
Provoked by some conpanion's look, or by somie

failing gaine,-
The mnirror that she glanced at rininded of the

King,
Who counîted cvery angry look a most discordant

thiing.

Vhenî Elsie's little togue refused the worl of
truteh to tell,

And falteringly she uttered it, although she knew
ituwell,-

The mirror darkeced over, as if lier Father's eye
H1ad dropped a tear upon the glass to mark Ilis

mise.y.

And ever at the night-time, wvhen Elsie wert ?o
rest,

She looked tupon lier faithful glass, and evcry spot
confessed;

And asked lier Father's tender love to clcanse cach
guilty stain,

And iake the mnirrorlle liad given a perfect glass
again.

Yet Elsie kznew that even now, to b a royal child,
IBy daily spots less frequently that glass must be

defiled;
And that tiemarks, iftsufferel long poiin the glass

to rest,
Vould tarnîish aIll the brillianc thuat made its

truthful test.

So cvery night the littie girl dlrew wrater fromi the

The onily one, lier Father said, lkosr treanè
cuuiil cean-ing bring;

AnIid full puion i er mirror flved the r:hi iu.
cions flood,

Dycing the miianv-tiintd spots ii one fu'i. ream
of blood ;


