
WVE WVERÈ TOO POOU To PAY.

bending over lier brother's grave. 1 rnarked lier when we en-
tered, and was soon drawn towards the spot ivhere she was kneel.
ing. 1 approached cautiously-there was something s0 sacred in
the picture of a child weeping at a new made grave, that 1 feared
my presence rnight break the rupture of ber niournful musings. 1
know not how long I miglit have stood, apparently reading the
rude gravestones, had flot the child raised hier eyes and timidly
said-

,"Our little Willie cleeps here. We's too poor to get a tonib-
stone; we and the angels know where lie lies, and mnother says
that's enougli."

"iAre you flot afraid to be here alone V"I 1asked.
ccO, no; mother is sick and couldn't corne, so she said I must

corne and see if the violets were in bloom. yet."l
ciHow old was your btother?" 1 asked, feeling interested in

the little girl.
C He was only seven years old; and he was s0 good, and had

sucli beautiful eyes, but he couldn't see a bit Pl
"ilndeed! 'ahebid?
96You see he was sick a long time; yet his eyes were blue and

briglit, as the blue skies with stars in lem, and we did not know
thct he was getting blind, tilt one day 1 brought him a pretty rose,
and lie asked,

ccIr, it a white rose, Dora ?"
ciCan't you see it, darling VP' asked mother.
"cNo, I can't see anything. 1 wish you would open the %vin-

dowl it is so0 dark.",
ccThen we knew that poor littie Willie was blind; but lie

lived a long time after that, and used to put his dear littIe hand on
our faoes, to feel if we n ere crying, and tell us flot to cry, for he
could sea Qod and Heaven, and angels. "cThen neyer mind,
mother and Dora," he'd say,' '1111 see you too, when you go
away from. this dark place."

ýSo one day he closed bis eyes and feil aêleep, and mother
said lie was asleep in Jesus. Then we brouglit him. here and
buried him ; and though we're too poor to, get a tombstone, yet
we eau plant flowers on lis little grave, and nobodyfll trouble
them,) I kaow, wvhen they learn thiat our lit tic Willie sleep&/iere.",


