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“hatd, Tidtle mbgslswith tHaie ecowhs
Of gold, all fair and bright!

And harps and hymns, and glorious thyories
For overshino in light.

#¢0 how blissfal 'tis to dwoll
‘Within'a world so fair)

‘Whero all aro safe. and fear no {1,
For zll archoly thero”

< But, Willie, "tis far ploasanter
With pa and ma to stay,
And have my kites and tops, as here,
'han on & harp to play.”

% No, Frank! I’m sure sou alwayslovo
'I'o sing anr hymns of praises -

But swecter far, with harps-above,
Will be the song we'll raise,”

Then gentle sleeptheir voices still'd,
. And Erank began to dregin 5
But nat'as when, 'mid fantics wild,
Thingsare not what thes seew.

For, when he told his dreaw next day,
1lis mother found it trne;:

It scemed to havedescribed what lay
Belore his open view.

He said, *, We Iay a while in bed,
When mothter weat away' 5

Then Wil.ic roseand prayers he said,
White X refused to pray.

““TUe ceased; and sido by side, awhilo
Tn bed of heaven we spoke;

Till steep stole o'er me_to heguile
e, aud methonght I woke.

<¢T thazht the window then was reised,
Apartihe curtains flews

Andanthe midnight shy I gazed,
With moon and stars in view

“The scene was lovely, and, inview,
Two small white clouds I spicd;
As they approach’d, and larger grew,

Two angels I desericd.

“*With rapid wing they hasten’d down,
And seem'd two ladics now 3

And cach appear'd to wear a crown
Upon her snow-white brow.

““Within our room they tood. and spoke,
As they approach'd our bed.

Xn every limb xwith fear I shook,
And cover'd o'er my head.

¢ But Willic smiled, nor was afraid,
When th* angels came so near:

I fancied "twas because he pray’d,
That ho was free from fear.

“4¢ Ata we to take them both away
‘The younger angel said,

*0. no!* repliedthe guide, ‘we may
Bue take the one who pray'd.

$«¢The other for a while must stay,
Andin this world rewmain:

Until he toomay fcarn to pray,
And grace from God obtain.

“<They spoke 8o mild und josfully—
Nomusic falfso sweet-—

"Preas strange I trembled sore, and bigh
My.heart with terrarbeat.

“*They raised the clother, mnd saw me
Qupress’d with grief and fear, [laid,

O how Iinonrn'd I had notyrayd,
\} hen apgols were sonear!

“Thes pass'd’to Willic, and thers shone
Amunt:ix glors brlizbt‘: 8 ™

Atnidnight it appeai‘d ke noons
Tho foour\waa So1-a ity Lpe .
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¢ Thay“stoop'd,Rnd kiss'd Him; and b, .
. And gt Uc%'tfhis arms tiflll é{'(amikd,
Uplifted bito : "orio took:thé child,

And ear¥icd bim away,

¢ The Younger angel rocm'd sd fond

. Tocnrry him with caro;

The taller threw hor arma‘dround:
All foated throw the-air,

#*Neyond the etars T saw them coar=
A small but shining speck:

-And, when I could not sce thein more,
I thoughtmy huertwould break.

“T look’d avound—his place was thore,
But Willic now was gones

I griev'd that, for neglected prayery
?thus was left alono

But in the morning when I woke,
1 found I'd only dream’d s

For there was Willio: and I speko,
But gound asleep ho scem’d,

T wae soglad and happy now,
That 1 had found my Willie,
I t])’\xicl.;ly ruse and Kissed his brow.
ut it was cold and chilly

“¢ And as he hadbeen cold that night,
When last to me he spoke

X wrapp'd the clothes around him tight,
L6 warm him cre ho woke,”

Such was the story, simply told;
And Frank yet felt no fear:

Bat Willic, a¢ he said. was cold~
Sad sound to parents’ear!

- The wother ran to seo her childs
But silent was his breath:
The lovely boy was pale, and swiled
In the cold arms of death.

It mothers learn alesson here,
And DTy RE'ER DELAT S

Ietchildren learn, death may bonear,
And XE'ER FORGET TO PRAY.

BOYS, HELP YOUR MOTHERS.

We baveseen from two to six great
hearty boys sitting by the kitchen stove,
toasting their feetand cracking nuts or
jokes, while their mnother, aslender woman,
has gone to the wood-pile for wood, to the
well for water, or to the meat-house for
meat for tho breakfast. This is not az 1t
should be. .

There i3 much work about the house
100 hard for a woman; heavy lifting, hard
extra sieps, which should be doue by thoss
more alle. Boys, don't let your mother
do it ali, especinlly if sheds a feeblo woman.
Dull, prosy housework is irksome enough
attbe best. Juislong work, too. it being
impossible to tell when it is done; .and
then, on the'morrow, the” whole-is.to be
gone- over with again, There i3 mors of

fit than one s apt to think.—Aoraing

Stde. . .



