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Dou't Bury Me deep.

WILL CARLETON,

[1t is sald that the fellowing tonching lines
by an actual oceurrence.
Yemrsago there livedin Towanda, New York

were inspired

siate, a beautifal girl ealled Mary Mean
Colonel Means was her father. He was

widower, sud when his child began to grad-

vally sink urder the effect of the remorselel

disense of consumption he spent much of his
Her female compan-
jons made the situation comfortable. She
passed away as easily as possible, she made
ong request, and oft repeated it Lo her father
107lLe presence of friends, and in the silent
watch of him whose heart was bursting with By ‘y
p, | Elijsh when they were told. For the

time at her beaside.

anguish, It was “Don't bury me dee

poapa,'’]

Lift me a bit in my bed, father,
Press your warm lipsto my cheek;

Put your arm under my head, father—
1 am wo tired and weak.

1 can not stay long awake now—
Many a night I shall sleen

Promise one thing for my sake, now—

Pon't let them bury me deep !

Oover my head with flowers, father,
Those 1 ko well loved to see,

%0, in the long lonely hours, father,
They’ll be companions for me.

1f I should wake in the night, then
Their lips my sad face would sweep

Make ln( grave cheerful and bright, then
Don't let them bury me deep !

Wheu to the church you all go, father,
Al the sweet Sunday vell’s tone,

1 sha!l be dreary you know, father,
Tiyingout thereall alone.

Hang my bird near in the tree, then—
Watch over me he will keep;

e will sing sweet hyinue to me, then—
Dou't let them bury me deep !

Call on me whene’er you pass, father,
Where by your side 1 oft rang

Pot your face down on the grass, father,
Near tomy Own as you can.

1 1 could look up and hear you,
Into your arms I would ereep;

Let me sometimes nestie near you—
Don't let them bury me deep !

Look ! who has come for me new, father,
Standing near tomy bed !

some one is kissing my brow, father—
Mawma, [ thought you were dead !

Hee ! shelssmiling sob it to you,
Beekons for you not to weep,

"Pig not good-bye, but good-night, to you-

They can not bury me deep !
THE RAVENS AND
ANGELS

THE

A Story of the Middle Ages
BY THE AUTHOR OF “CHRONICLES OF 1T
SCHONBERG-COTTA FAMILY,”
Caavrer 1,
Iu those old days, in that old city, tl

callcd the Cathedral—and they thought it
The cathedral was
the Father's house forall, and therefore it
was loved and honored, and enriched with
lavich treasures of wealth and work, be

—tbe house of God.

youd any other father’s house.
The cathedral was the Father's hov

and. therefore, close to its gates might
neat'e the poor dwellings of the poor,—too

poor to find a shelter anywhere besid
because the central life and joy of
bowse of God was the suffering, self-sa
fieing Sou of Man ; and dearer to H
now aund forever, as when He was
earth, was the fechlest and most fal

S

s. | the side, in b
# | posed the he

as the raven
dear Heaven
children.

seemed,

For, all th
one precious
house until
impulse of

hunger, and

her mother,
you this bit
‘This little

the bread.
But the hs

be filled ; an
was surcly

“Perhaps
ail,” he said
like a blesse
to Lenichen
be true.
be exactly (
only me.”

wall, covered with straw, which served
him for a bed.

It had ouce been the hermit’s bed, And
very narrow Gottlieb thought it must
have been for the hermit, for more than
once he bad been in peril of falling over

for Gottlieh and Lenichen, or they would
be not good angels at all, not even as kind

the angels always to take care of little

The more Gottlieb lay awake and tossed
and thought, the further off the angels

loaf to-morrow.
He had saved it from his supper in an

sister, who so often awoke crying with
would not let her go to sleep again.

He had thought how sweet it would be,
when Lenichen awoke the next morning,
to appear suddenly, as the angels do, at
the side of the bed where she lay beside
“Dear Lenichen !
For the next day was Christmas Eve.
that at first it felt asgood to him as eating

not long content the hungry animal part
of him, which craved, in spite of him, to

crust—his very own crust—himaelf.

Because, after all, it would not

The better he did, the better the
master wanted him to do, until he grew
almost hoYelces.

light ; and, finally, he seized him and bore
him in triumph to the kitchen, and said to
his housekeeper :

“Ursula, bring out the finest goose and
the best preserves and puddings you have,
We must feast the whole choir, and, may-
be, the dean and chapter, The archduke
and the young archduchess will be here at

grace which Gottlieh sang, and Lenichen
lisped after bim, she told him to take the
little sister on_ his knee and sing through
his rongs aud hymns, while she arrayed
herself 1n the few remnpauts of holiday
dress left her,

Aud ag she cleaned aud arranged the tiny
room her heart was lighter than it had been

to his mother ; but on the third evening
she observed that he looked very sad and
weary, and seemed gcarcely to have spirits

He sup- :
to play with Lenichen.

is restless tossings.
rmit was too good to be rest-

4= | less, or perhaps too good for the dear for a long time, Easter. ~ But we shall be ready for them. She knew it is of little nse to ask little
angels to think it good for him to be han- 1 pught to be happy,” she said to her- Those heggarly Cistercians haven’t a children what ails them, because #o often
gry, as they evidently did think it good | self, “with music envugh in my little nest | chance. The lad has the voice of an | their trouble is that they do not know.

Some little delicate string within is jarred,
and they know nothing of it, and think
the whole world is out of tune. So she
quietly put Lenichen to bed, and after the
boy had said his prayers as usual at her
knee, the laid her hand on his head, and
caressingly stroked his fair curle, and then
as he was by meager fare; his lips were | she lifted up his face to hers and kissed
quite pale, and his checks. the little troubled brow and quivering
Moreover, the last order of the choir- | lips. y
master had not been quite re-assuring to “Dear little golden mouth !” she eaid,
him, The fat goose and the puddings | fondly, “that earns bread, and sleep, for
were good, indeed ; but he would have | the little sister and for me! I heard the
sreferred his mother and Lenichen being | sweet notes to-day, and I thanked God.
easted in his honor, rather than the choir | And I felt as if tﬁe dear father was hear-
and the chapter, ing them too, even through the songs in
And besides, though little more than | heaven.”
seven years old, he was too much of a boy The child’s heart was opened, the quiver-
quite to enjoy his position on the master’s | ing lips broke into a sob, and the face was
shoulder, He felt it too babyish to be al- | hidden on her knee.
together honorable to the protector of “]t will not be for long, mother !” he
Lenichen and incipient bread-winner of | said. ¢The master has found fault with
the family, And, therefore, he was re- | me more than ever to-day. He made
lieved when he found himself once more | me sing passage after passage over and
salely on the ground, over, until some of the boys were quite
Bat when U rsula set before him a huge | angry, and said, afterward, they wished 1
plate of bread and meat, his manly com- { and my voice were with the old hermit
posure all but gave way. It was more of | who houses us. Yet he never seemed
an approach to a feast thau any meal he pleased. He did not even say it was any
cruel mockery from Hans, who knew her | had ever participated in, and he was | better.”
poverty, aud had never had from her or nearly choked with repressed tears of grat- “But he never gave you up, darling !”
hers the rough words he was too used to \ itude. she said.
l

angel, and the ear—the ear—well, au ear
as good as my own.”

“The child may well have the voice of
an angel,” scolded old Ursula; “he is
like to be among the angels soon enough.”

For the hope, and the fear, and the joy
had quite overcome the child, enfeebled

to fill a church.”
When Gottlieb had finished his eongs,
and was beginning them over again, there
was a knock at the door, and the face of
old Hans, the dwarf, appeared at the door
as he half opened it.
“A good Christmas to thee and thy
Dbabes, Mother Magdalis! Thy son is born
indeed with a golden spoon in hismouth,”
croaked old Hans in his hoarse, guttural
voice,
The words grated on Magdalis. Crooked
Hans’ jokes were apt to be as crooked as
his temper and his poor limbs, and to give
much dissatisfaction, hitting on just the
sore points no one wanted to be touched.
She felt tempted to answer sharply, but
the sweet Christmas music had goue into
ber heart, aud she only said, with tears
starting to her eyes :
“If he was, neighbor, all the zold was
lost and buried leng ago.”
“Not a bit of it!"” rejoined Hans.
“Didn’t [ hear the gold 1ing this very in-
stant { The lad has goid in his mouth, 1
say ! Give him to me, and you shall see
it before night.”

Shs looked up reproachfully, the tears
fairly falling at what she thought such a

s which took the bread to

ly Father had certainly told

e time, under the pillow lay
crust of Lread, the last in the
his mother should buy the

generous pity for his little

woke his poor mother, and

and say :
See, God has sent
of bread as a Christmas gift.”

plan made Gottlieb so happy

wppy thought, unhappily, did

from every oune. It was so evident now that Hans was al- “No ;
“T'he golden days are over for me,” was tozether an orthodox aud accredited | alone, to-morrow, and he would give me
all she said. raven ! a lesson by myself, and perhaps 1 should
“Nay ! they have yet to begin,” he re- At first, as the child sat mute and won- | learn better.”
plied. ~ *Your Berthold left more debtors | dering before the repast, with a beautiful
than you know, Frau Magdalis, And old | Jook of joy and prayer in syes, | dimmed with so many tears. |
Hans is one of them. And Hans never | Ursula thought he was say ce, | “Silly child ! she said, fondly, “as silly |
forgets a debt, black or white, Let the lad | and respected his devotion. But asthe | as the poor mother herself ! The master ‘
come with me, I say. Iknow the choir: | moments passed on, and still he did not only takes trouble, and chastens and re-
master at the cathedral. And I know he | attempt to eat, she became im t yukes, because he thinks it is worth while,
wants a fine high trebie just such as thy “There is a time for everyt

d, as the night went on, he
tempted to eat the precious

it was ambitions of me, after
to himself, ““to want to seem
d angel, a messenger of God,
. Perhaps, too, 1t would not

tod who seut the crust, but

|
|
» | because thou art trying and learning, and |
+ a little better day by day. He 1

|

2 And with the suggestion, the little hands | Gottlieb’s, and will give anything for it. \ murmured, at length, will do for | art doing
HE | which had often involuntarily felt for the | For if he does not find one, the Ci: ercians | thy grace! Now quick to the food! | knows what thy best can be, and will never
crust, brought it to the hungry little | at the new conveut will draw awayall the | Thou canst finish the grace, if thon wilt, | be content with anything but thy very
mouth, people, and we shall have no mouey for | in musie, in the church by and by.” best.”
ey But at that moment it opportunely hap- | the new orgau, They have a youny Ital- But then the child took courage, and “]s it that, mother 7 Is it indeed that ¥
said the boy, looking up with a sudden

pened that
1 her sleep
chen, who
mother, mo

Whereup
ungenerous

1se, | pushed back the crust under the pillow.
And then he thought it must certainly

have been t
es; | to eat, and

the He pray
neeling up softly in bed, and

cri- | through,
im, | lingering f

on | on the “Give us our daily bread.’
len And then again he fell into rather mel- | tors

s:\id .

“The ravens—that iz, the good God—
surely do not mean all this for me. Dear,
gracious lady, let me run with the j late
to the mother and to Lenichen; and I will
be back a-ain in two minutes, and sivg all
day, if the master likes.”

Ursula was much moved at the child’s
filial love, and also at his politeness

“The little one has discriminatio
said to herself. “Onecan see heisof a
good stock, i that [ am no |
peasant, but t a good burg
her house.”

And, iu r"‘i’_- )
heér master, she insist

ian, who sings | an angel, there; and
the young archduchess is an Italian,and is
wild about music, and lavishes her gifts
wherever she finds it good.”

Magdalis looked perplexed and trou-
bled.

“To sell the child’s voice seems like sell-
ing part of himself, neighbor,” she said at
length ; “and to sell God's praises seems
like selling one’s soul.”

“Well, well! Those are thy proud
bargher notiouns,” said Haus, a little net-
yudly, but not very hopetully, | tled. “If the heavenly Father pleases to

- | give thee and thy little ones a few crumbs
inging 1lis matins and evensong, it is

than He does for the robins, or, for

his mother made a Jittle moan
, which half awakened Leni-
murmured, sleepily, “Little
ther, bread !”
on, Gottlieb blushed at hisown

intention, and resolutely

dawning of hope.

And a sweet dawn of promise met him
in his mother’s eyes a3 she answered :

]t is even that, my own, for thee and
for me !”

CraPTeRr IV,

With a glad heart, Gottlieb dressed the

next morning before Lenichen was awake,

he devil who bad tempted him
and was off to the choir-master for his

he tried to pray.
ed the “Our Father” quite

The new hope had inspired him, and he |
| sang that morning to the content even of

. | the master, as he knew,uot by his praise,but .

0f | by hissummoning Ursula from the kitchen |

e lad | ¢ listen, unable to resist his desire for the |

lections how very often he had | nom

human creature He had redeemed than ancholy ref
the n glorious heavenly constellation | prayed tbat same prayer and been hun- that matter, for the very rav h as | his way. | c~mpathy of a larger «
of the universe He had ma gry, and into distracting speculations how | me, that cr ke to Him with th voice ! I will accompany him, myself,” said K - l‘\:';uh was not exactly musical, nor |
Aud s Lappened that when Berthold, the daily bread could come, until at last | they have | | was she demonstrat But & owed |
the er, died, 1 alie, his | he ventured to add this bit of his own to | | furthar Anln 1 : 1‘»‘.;»”.'..." r;.:.{l
FouDg s ud her two children, then | his prayers : » walked off, under the ver i s, A e e,
vearcely re than ! Gottlich and | “Dear, holy L 1d Jesus, y 11 the master, with Loy, and als
little 1 r to make | a little child, and know what i 15 like ans, put his litt] \fidingly in | considerable portion of his own
iha 1 bed which | If Lenichen and I are mnot 1 $ : > tha wlate shis 1
ad ¢ nd which | for you to send us bread by will go with neighbor
neetled into the recess close to the great | angeis, do send us some by ! decisively. *The
westl ate of the € |~ ens. We would Iv’”‘, mind at all, it they | s s seut him.’'
‘\'ﬂllll' UI‘H> owere .'4 ur ravens, | faou 8t aAnes
and brough | bread. And if iti » mother, smili
& wrong to ase not to e displeas d manuner, “a pr
| because I am such a little cbild, and 1ad 1

s | don’t know better, and I want to go to |
By
m el Then Gottlieb lay down again, ai d dear Lord Jesus has ma
hears the feel t ugh it “ turned his face to the wall, where he knew | ] asked Him, if we we
eomes not fr ¢ even from a | the picture of the Infant was, and | for Him to send
haru Y voung raven, | forgot his troubles and fell asleep. is raven s tho
And » sweetest an- | The next morning be was awaked e ':’_‘“ oaitt becanis |}
them of th f it is a mere | so often, by l nichen’s 'il\'.("\v‘.\"t' : and he red, but not tt :\.“i‘ [1‘,;‘;';; bim ““;"“-x I
pomp of 20! 1 , while the best | rose ”.“‘."‘““‘1""“'1-"‘ and took his crust to | la ich was habiiual 1 im, robes yet,— prou g liberty and confid ‘nl\_‘!“’.'\hn' i
love of His wmeanest ur'}tl.ma is vpre- \ her ‘Nltmu‘- o : g g people o mpared to the croaking of |  With which somewhat wi [ 3 “t‘ﬂrlln,:.lu\\'ahl him, which went
cious to Him, the ~|\"|.V‘..n\-»l‘ of !11,. \ ; ‘Immch_\;n greeted ‘mm with a wistful ‘ araven ; 1t was a hearty open laugh nke | diction lelt the little family t | to the heart of the childless old man, so
lofticet creatures is into u;mh- to Him. | little smile, and put up her face for a | g child's, f\n_vll said : ) selves, conjuring Gottlieb to return in | that dearer than the praise of the arch-
He hecds the shining of the drops kiss ; but her reception of the crust was “Let God's raven lead thee, then, my | less than an hour, {or the master was 1ot | quchess, or even the discomfiture of the |

al w and the rustling of

blades of grass. Dut from creatures
ean love he cannot accept the mere
side offering of creatures which can

make a pleasant sound.

All this, or such as this, the y
mother Magdalis taught her babes as
sould hear 1t.

For they needed such lessons,

The troubles of the world presse
them very early, in the shape little

Iren can understand—Ilittle handsand feet |
hunger and darkness

nipped with frost,
and coLd.
Not that
hy pocrite
whilst they
srave at His

Rat Ma
T
her
Dal 1
h |
ma A))
{ ( you
* ! i
at ¢ wl . N
wl at) | em
| a \
» hersell L
11¢ habe W
i 1 i ry on
10 ¢ i
4

hng

tha \
thar « Ve

bitdren should be pointed scornfu
by the church

them as “the little beggar
door,” the door of the church in wl
gloried to think there were stones
sarving.

S0 she toiled on, carving for

ale little |

the | somewhat
who She wai
out- | and dry,”
only

much, he
yung | thing of ¢

they

would ha
made it

|
|
'\ the
|
|

it with a fow drops of water, she took it too

|
|
3 |

e had expected that, in some way, | Hans, “when e sets about giving at a I
hungry ;‘

disappointing.
led a little because it was “hard | bring back the bread and meat.”
and when Gottlieb moistened | 1 'did not ask for meat,” said Gottlieb,
gravely, “only for bread.”

“The good God is wont to give
than we either desire or deserve,” cu

| 1ad, and the mother shall see if we don’t ' always as manageabie as this morning.
And when they were alone, Gottlieb
was not ashamed to hide his tears on his |
| mother’s heart.
H-'I‘-?! “See, darling mother
ked | dear Saviour did send t
" | haps, one day, e il
for him to s

| Cistercians, became to him the success and
welfare of the child.
But thep, unknown to himself, the poor
| boy entered on a new chapter of tempta-
e said, “the | ¢jons

Y # ' o Dkl N 5 2
g Ly Per- | The other boys, observing the choir-

| make us good | paster’s love for bim, grew jealous, and
1 the angels.

y all knelt down

T

ne

felt, as a mere common meal, a
ourse, and her natural right.

had cost him

hours 1t

enough
Then the simple fami
and thanked Giod from their hearts, and

Cuarter 11

ve been kneaded into it, and | Tl ; G Yot | gy 3o
a kind of heavenly manna for | lere was no time to be 1ost. ‘i angel,

out of the common.
favorite of ever
envious, wicked boys.

would h
otherwise.

uncommon and noble
duty. And what, ind
gaints

| called him sometimes “ihe master’s little
and sometimes “the little beggar
of the hermitage” or “Dwarf Hans’ dar-

“Wicked, envious little devils!"” said
she, “Never thou heed them, my lamb!
They would be glad enough, any of them,
He would not, for the world, complain | to be the master’s angel, or Dwarf Hans’
datling, for that matter, if they could, It
is nothing but mean envy and spite, my
little prince, my little wonder; never thou
heed them !

And then the enemy crept unperceived
into the child’s heart,
Was he indeed a little prince and a
wonder, on his platform of gifts and good-
ness? And were all naughty boys far
below him, in another sphere, hating him
as the little devils in the mystery-plays
seemed to hate and torment the saints ?

Had the “raven” been sent to him, after

all, as to the prophet of old, not only

because he was hungry and pitied by God,

tu'zll;ecauqe he was good, and a favorite of
0

It seemed clear he was something (uite
He seemed the
one, except those few

The great ladies of the city entreated

for him to come and sing at their feasts;
and all their guests stopped in the midst
of their eager talk to listen to him, and
they gave him sweetmeats and praised
him to the skies, and they offered him
wine from their silver flagons, and when
he refused it, as his mother bade him, they
praised him more than ever, and once the
host himself, the burgomaster, emptied
the silver flagon of the wine he had re-
fused, and told him to take it home to his
mother and tell her she had a child whose
dutifulness was worth more than all the
silver in the city,

But when he told his mother thi,

instead of looking delighted as he expected,
she looked grave, and almost severe, and
he only told me to come early, | said :

“Ycu only did you
ave been a

duty, my boy. 1
and a shame to do
And, of course, you woulu

¢

A twinkle of joy danced in her eyes, | not for the world.”

“Certainly I would not, mother,” he

said.

But he felt a Did his

le chilled,

mother think it was always so easy for
| boys to do their duty ? and that cvery one
did it ?

Other people seemed to think it a very
thing to do one’s
, could the blessed

)

o more?
s &l v M v ral 1

¢ slow poison of praise crept inio
heart, And while he thought

fe was being filled with light, un-

known to him the shadows were deepening,
—the one shadow which eclipses the sun,
the terrible shadow of self,

For he could not but be conscious how
even in the cathedral, a kind of hush and
silence fell around when he began to sing.

And instead of the blessed presence of
God filling the holy place, and his singing
in s of old, like & happy little bird in
the shine, lis own sweet voice
seemed to fill the place, 1ising
and falling up and down the

aisles. leaping to the vaulted roof like a
fountain of joy, 1 dropping into the
?M'ﬂl".‘ of the multitude like dew from
ncaven.

» went out, in his little
felt the eyes of
he heard a mur

n words

ymmon herl, And,
f the flock of Christ
at, canuot be happy, because if
way from common flock,
be mear the Good Shepherd,
< to the feeblest, and

at go astray.

CHAPTER V,

| It was not long before the watchful eye
| of the mother obsarved a little change
creeping over the hoy—a little more il?l'
| patience with Lenichen, a little more
| variableness of temper, sometimes dancing
| exultingly home as if he were smrcel;
| treading the common earth, sometimes
returning with a depression which made
the simple work and pleasures of the home
seem dull and wearisome.

| |
d_on The services of the day would soou be ' | it il the j
il | her ie services of the day would soon be- | & 4. : Lo | So it went on until the joyful Easter-
chil. | nO% : atin 3 i Rlg Sasss an 0 Gottlieb added onee it of his own o R ) Joyiul Laster
To him it had meant hunger, aud hero- | ,;n_‘.‘m“l Hans had : eart on Got- ;‘ of praise and pr his Eian At of lml_‘-) R M S i | tide was drawing near. On Palm Sunday
L . lieh’s singing that v day in the cathe- aise and pr ; I . ras too brave and manly Sl Gen R UL S e e ol et
ism, and sleepless hours of endurance. It lieb’s singing Lhat v ay in the | whom, on & face and L bl Lall Bid dothue ad 1y & [ € | there was to be a procession of the chil-
seemed strange that to Lenichen it should dral. | d 1 ) 3 e | fellow to tell his mother all these little | qren
see strange that & eniehe 8 id | 5 - ) g ns » dread ) .
i fhie i oratian & Hard, de : The choir-master's eyes spark > | , he had stood in some (reac. | annoyances. He would not for the world As the mother Wi sthoothing ot
v | seem nothing more than a hard, drg m- | .. e 2 ! rgive IllL‘,*an\!mi‘vl-I a1 h s 1 Sane led her joy in her little #C 4 € ther Wi smooth out the
mon crust | listened to the boy he was an austere | .. Idid .o % | have spolled her joy In her little “Chrys- golden locks wh fell like A bukts 6%
Put to the mother it was much more | man, and w yuld no ter a word to make [ L \\. 1 ‘}‘: .l\l)u;yu ) finety | ostom,” ner g lden-mouthed laddie. But ' the white vestme s, she sa “Jt is a
| She understood all; and, because the if of value. [ S VAR v hasty | gpee they followed him to her door, and | pright fde (hies Gl Hisy 40y RoR %
il ; 1 raw material,” he said, “bat | Chri “"‘,n ler } ¢ | she heard them her rude words ‘. shail % Ailin the Aoas o)
el 1so1 . £1 smoothit eat of | sénnts Bap 0 the ) gl g Il Lo X leg a
y only smiled, se thal thou bast never | 0 0 i ol o s '“}ﬁ aid : | Jerus nd my darling had
‘avas 13) i a y any one who under- | i i) t not a the h g Yook 3 ¢ N
n y than ever 1K< J un gra on Olivet itself, and
| sat musing rather " | "w\Wh va vessed Lord Himself
| dre Y e nd the fittiesist . 11is ea
el low, humbled x Sy
=6 1 X ) y Taven wou
I } ) ‘
=, no bread ymetin
} nies and t ms,”
. I : i1 a ath
(! ¢cares -
f ) i of i
.“ oue, W 1
\ » i 1
v 8 alle " v r o
e ) . : - : | ine him on s, Dut . ne 1
 of | us,’ O | she_knew, < by such N
f g 8] ner a 118 hand. N0 or n
; | Giracious lo ; time, how | ! orusalem.” she said “The
; W roulc e 4 | ) ’ 1 ¢ g .
i + | to ' .' l wait oug ”1..\{ ki .M | ; Skt [ who wanted to stop the chil-
d viee itself, is | ¢ Lhe m 1er wants the bread to- | ‘ L.xk . :\.'v‘ ~v-: ple . dren’s sing, ar ‘--\""!‘»‘u:uum'l‘iw‘i]rlur,
other | ju to God ! 4 ety " ~ Thez 0 1t, that the f:““‘ of | who often thought they might be trouble-
1o & say Something in the child's earnest face | ing am { : 1\c§1‘:.:e :x\nl:n‘ F 1 sme to the Master, But the little ones
| 1 ) touched the master, and he said, more It wa 1 atron saint’s da ane for Him, and He knew, and wa
| i ‘s ilE , S ry S sther M dal % § (g i Sy
ich she | Yes, darling,”” she said, “Bat o o y y 8),M i l;‘« lalis w : - | pleased. And that is all we have to think
i ‘thank vou’ we mean to say is worth litt not begin to- | tion of his raw treasure by y and :sented him with a clean | of now
| unlessit is just the blossom and fragrance hour, this mo- | nerve to make it as perfect as possible clothes, very humble but neat and | e kissed her, and went away with a

Jevotional symbols—erosses, aud seliquar- | heart. (

ies, and lilies and lambs—

work and suffer. :
perbaps, not quite enough to hop

““he lamp of hope burnt low in her own
heart, and therefore her patience, not
Veing enough the patience of hope,
It never broke
Jownward into murmurs, but it too sel-

aomething of sweetness.

dom soared upward into praise.

So it happened that one frosty night,
ahout Christmastide, little Gottlieb lay

awake, very hungry, on the ledge

with the skill
e Lad learnt from him, and teaching the
ittle ones, as best she could, to love and
Teaching them only,

He doe

tent.”

e, For

lacked
So sk

of the And

of the love and content always 1 the

| Tim, and loves us to thank Him if wedo. |
. not care at all for the thanks
witbout the love or without the con- | ‘

And as she spoke these words, Mother
Magdalis was preaching a little sermon to
herself also, which made her eyes moisten
and shine,

persuade the children and herself that the
bread-and-water breakfast that Christmas
Eve morning had something quite festive
aboutit,

and therefore he found more fault with |
3 | Gottlieb than with any one else. | hoards
\nd at once he set about the first lesson, | The other boys might, he could not but | but that he mig g
scolding and growling about the child set- | | , after work, as her Berthold used.

ting his teeth like a dog, and mincing his | the general hanony was

much time has Dbeen lost

Not for holidays only, she sai
ht chan

tod cares infinitely for our loving |

observe, sing carelessly enough, so that |«
pretty good ; |
words like a fine lady, till poor Gottlieb's | but every note of his seemed as if it were |
hopes more than once sank yery low. a solo which the master’s ear never mis
But, at the eud of a quarter of an | and not the slightest wmistake was

| hour's practice, the artist in_the choir- | lowed to pass,
master entirely overcame the diplomatist. | The other choristers understood very |
He behaved like a madman, He took
the child in his arms and hugged him, like
a friendly bear; he set him on the table
and made him sing one lEnhmsc again and
again, walking round an round him, and
rubbing his hands and laughing with de-

| formation into an angel.

\e took courage, and contrived to 1 ¢
were not a little jealous of the new fav-

orite, as they called him. But to little
Gottlieb it seemed hard and strange. He
was always straining to do his very best,
and yet he never seemed to satisfy,

iuto sweet within him,

when tbey had finished with a in her consolations,

sound, of her own making out of ol

“Dainty, Burgher ways,” Hans called }
them, but he submitted, and Gottlieh was | said one.
d, | greatly comforted, and thought his old \
al- | friend a long way advanced in his trans- |

So, between the sweetness of the bo y's
well what this meant, and some of them | temper and of his dear mother’s love which
folded him close, the bitter was turned

But Ursula, who heard the mocking of
the boys with indignation, was not so wise

d | lightened brow.
Iy ‘ Many of the neighbors came in that

e his clothes every | afternoon to congratulate Magdalis on her

boy—nhis face, his voice, his gentle ways.

“And then he sings with such feelim::,"
“One sees it is in his heart.”’

But in the evening Gottlieb came home
very sad and desponding, For some time
he said nothing, and then, with a brave
effort to restrain his tears he murmured :

“Oh, mother ! I am afraid it will soon
be over, I heard one of the priests say
he thought they had a new chorister at
the Cistercians whose voice is as good as
mine. So that the archduchess may not
like our choir best, after all,”

|
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i
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