I .,"His arms around the dog he tixx'c\x', )

i The dogs then with their chmge, atlast,

CANADIAN, SUNDAY MAGAZINE;
THE LOST CHILD.

Le o

T Tt-wis o elear, cold, winter night,

- The heavens were brightly starred,
When on St Bernard’s snowy height
The good monks kept their guard, .

©And 101md their Hearth that night Lhcy to'l(l

To one who shelter eraved,

. How the brave dog, he thought so old,

Full forty lives had saved ;

_ "\thii‘ suddenly, with kindling eye,

Up sprang the old dog there,
As from afar a child’s shrill cry
Rang through the frosty air.

" In haste the monks unbarred the door,

Rugs round the mastiffs threw ;

"'And as they bounded forth once more,
“o Called, ¢« Blessings be with you 1
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B They hurncd Jicadlong, down the hill,

Past m'my a snow-wreath wild, .

¥ ‘Unm the older dog stood still

Bcsndeaslc(.pmg clnld ‘ R

He licked the little.icy htmd, T

With his rough, kindly tongue;

7 : 'WIth his warm breath he gent]v ftumcd

The tresses f'm and Iong

‘ 'l‘hc child 1ookcd 'up with eyes of- hlue,

"* As if the whole he guessed ;

. And sunk agaiu to vest.

i Oncc moxe he' woke, and’ mepcd ]um fast’

‘In the wmm covering sent ;

Up the steep mountam went,




