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THE, LOST ÙHILD.

I.

t was a clear, cold, winter night,
The hoavens were brightly starred,
ien on St. Bernard's snowy heiglit

The good nonks kept thoir guard.

And round their licarth that night they told,
To oe who shelter aravcd,

How the brave dog, he thouglt so old,
Full forty lives had saved;

wrhen suddenly, with indling cyc,
Up sprang the old dog there

As from afar a child's shrill cry
Rang through the frosty air.

In haste the monlis uînbarrod lthe door,
Rugs round the iastiffs throw ;

And as thcy bounded forth once more,
called ( Blessings ha witIl you I'

They hinried Jiaadlong down the hill,
Past muany a snow-wreath wild

Until the older dog stood still
teoside a sleeïþing child.

He licked the lita e icy baud,
With lis rougi, kindly tongue

With his warma breathl he gently fanned
The tresses fair and long.

The child looked up with eyes of blie,
As if the whole lie guessed;

Ris arms aroind the dog he threw,
And sunk again ta rest.

Once more ha woke, andwrappd hhu fast
ln the warm covering sent;

* The dogs then with their charge, at last,
Up the steep mountain went.


