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Nearly over Jordan, Tottie,
Sounds u from the other side

Iàke a far of distant echo,
Thy lut faint whisper died.

Looking round yet, Tottie tell us,
What glad Si ht is it yon see;

Could we now 0 tain our knowledge,
But on earth this cannot be.

Now 'tis over, thanks we give Thee,
For thiis dear release from pain;

For the child wbich Th-ôu didst lend us,
That child Thon hast re-called again.

Thon didet say of little ebildren,
SuBer them -to Co m>e to Me;

They who would Thy Ringdom enter,
In some thine must children be.

That is very nice. Where di'd you get it, child 7'
Get it7? Wh Burney, it is just the things they were talking

about last night. T'just.thought it over this aàd tben trans-
mitted it on paper this, morning.» WSY>

YPWho ils it for, Gumie, child ?
For no one, Burney, just for myselLI'
Oh, Gussie, was the child very ill before it died ?"
Yes; only about an hour it did not feel or know any one,

apparently,

014 they gave me a note for you," and Giusie handed it to
Burney.

si Why, child, it ils for yourselV'
Gumie took and rend it. Il Oh, Burney, I never thought but it

wu for rolu. 1 Put it into -My pocket wi thout looking at it."ci p ea 1 ith my gratitude, for yourse acce t this amall sum,
oervice of song, Zch helped my pet as she cromed the cold, river
of death."

Ten shillings, Burney; may 1 do what I like with it V'
Certainly éhild, but what would you do with it ?, That is not

enough to, raise a gable roof on this shanty.-'
ci No Burney, I like the shanty well enough -now, but I want

to keew- myself in paper, pens and ink."
lut it ils a great waste, and what ils the good, Guoisi e ?
I know it, Burney, but it is a great pleasure to me, and I have

something to do when yon are ont."
Veiy well, Gussie, ehild ; but, see, here is a bit you did not

rem. -jý
Oh," Wd GusMe, Il that is a poem, about a fy."
A Ily, Why that if; a small thing to waste paper on, bint read it

U I hear.what could be &&id about a fly."


