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“LITTLE CHILDREN LOVE ONE ANOTHER.”
A tittle 5l with a happy look,
Sat slowly reading a ponderous book,
All bound with velvet and edged with geld ;
And its weight was more than the child couid hold :
Yet dearly she loved to ponder it o’er,
And every duy she prized it more ;
For it said—and she looked at her smiling mother,
It saig, ‘¢ Little chilacen Iove one another.”

She thought it was beautiful in the book,

And tho lesson home to her heart she took ;
She walked on her way with a trusting grace,
And a dove-like look in her meck young fuce -
Which said just as plain as words could say,
The Holy Bible [ must obey ;

So, Mamma, I'll be kind to my darling brother,
For ** Little children must love each other.”

I'm sorry he’s naughty, and will not play,
But I'll love him still, for I think the way
To make him gentle and %ind to me,

Will be beiter shown, if I let him see,

I atrive to do what I think is right,

And thus when we kneel in prayer to-night,
I will clasp my orms around my brother,
And say, “ Litde children love one another.”

The little girl did as her Bible taught,

And pleasant, indeed, was the change it wrought,
For the boy looked up in glad surprise,

To meet the light of her loving eyes ;

His heart was full—he could not speak—

But he pressed a kiss on his sister's cheek ;

And Ged looked down on the happy mother,
‘Whose ¢ Luttle children loved each other.”

0t IO Lot e—

THE BOOK OF LIGHT.

FROX THE EXAMINER.

[The followiny simple but expressive lines, form a
bouquet of tlowers, sent us by a respected friend from the
backwoods, They are from the pen of a youth deprived
of many advautages, amidst the hard labour of a forest
life ; and indicate what parental culture, regulated by
¢ the Book of Light”"—tue BisLE—can accomplish.]

Gentlest sister, I am weary—
. Bring, oh bring, the Book of Light !
Thero are shedows dark and dreary
Setting o'er my heart to-night.

That alone can sooth my sadness :
That alone can dry my tears,

When I see no spot of gladness
Down tho dusky vale of years.

Well I know that I inherit
All that sometimes makes me bleat ;
And in vain I usk my spirit,
Why this feeling of unrest? .

But all day have been around me,
Voices that would not be still ;
And the twilight shades have found me
Shrinking from a nameless ill,

Sesing not deapair's swift lightning—
Hearing not, the thunders roll—
Hands invisible are tight'ning
Banda of sorrow on my soul.

Out beneath the gravelled arches
Let us bivousc to-night :
And 1o soothe days’ dusky marches,
Bring, oh bring, the Book of Light!
XYz

A CHILD’S DREAM OF A STAR.

Fyom Household Words.

There was once & child, and he strolled about a good
deal, and thought of a number of things. He had a
sister, who was a cbild teo, and his constant compan-
ion. They wondered at the beauty of the flowers;
they wondered at the depth of the bright water; they
wondered at the goodness and the power of God who
i made the lovely world.

] They used to say to one another, sometimes, Sup-
{ posing all the children upon the sarth were to die,
{would the flowers, and the water, and the sky, be
isorry? They believed they would be sorry. ~For,
said they, the buds are the children of the flowers, and
the little playful streams that gambgl down the hill-
sides are the childien of the water; and the smallest
bright specks, playing at hide and seek in::the sky all
night, must surely be the children of th %; and
they would all be grieved to sce their playmates, the
children of men, no more. N

There was one clear, shining star that used to come
out 1. the sky before the rest, near the church spire,
above the graves. It was larger and more beautiful,
: they thought, than all the others, and every night they
watched for it, standing hand in hand ata window.—
Whoever saw it first, cried out, ] seethe star 1’—
And often they cried out both together, knowing so
well when it would rise, and where. So they grew to
be such friends with it, that, before lying down in their
beds, they always looked out once again to bid it good
night ; and when they were turning round to sleep,
they tsed to say, ¢ God bless the star I’

But whiie she was still very young, oh very, ver
young, the sister drooped, and came to be so wea
that she could no longer stand in the window at night;
and then the child looked sadly out by himself, and
when he saw the star, turned rouud and said to the
patient, pale face on the bed, ¢ I see the star ! and
then 2 smile would come upon her face, and a little
weak voice used to say, “ God bless my brother and
the star (”?

And so the time came, all too scon! wher the child
fooked out alone, and when there was no face on the
bed; and when there was a little grave among the
graves, nol there before; and when the star made
long rays down toward him, and he saw it through
his tears.

Now, these rays were so bright, and they seemed
to make such a shining way from earth to heaven,
that when the child went to his solitary bed, he
dreamed aboul the star; and dreamed that, lying
where he was, he saw a train of peopie taken
up that sparkling road by angels. And tle siar,
opening, showed him a great world of light,
where many more such angels waited to receive
them.

All these angels, who were waiting, turned their
beaming eyes upon the people who were carried up
into the star; and some came out from the long rows
in which they siood, and fell upon the people’s necks,
and kissed them tenderly, and went away with
them down avenues of light, and were so happy
in their company, that lying in h's bed he wept for
Joy.

But there were many angels who did not go with
them, and among them one he knew. The patient
face that once had lain upon the bed was giorified
and radiant, but his heart found out his sister among
all the host.

His sister’s angel lingered near the cntrance of the
star, and said to the leader among those who had
brought the poople thither:

‘*Is my brother come 1"

And he said ** No.”

She was turniag hopefully away, when the chiid
streiched out his arms, and cried, ** O, sister, I am
here! Takc me!” ana then she turned her beaming
eics upon him, and it was night; and the star was
shining into the room, making long rays down to-
‘ wards bim as he saw it through his lears.

From that hoar forth, the child looked out upon

: the star as on the Home he was to go to, when his

time should come ; and he thoutght that he did not

belong to the earth alone, bul to the star 100, because
ot his sister’s angel gone before,

There was a baby born t0 be a brother to the child ;
and while he was so little that he never yet had spo-
kena word, he streiched histiny form out on his bed,
and died.

Again the chiid dreamed of the opened star, and
of the company of angels, and the train of people,
and the rows of angels with their beamiug eyes all
(wrned upon those people’s faces.

Said his sister’s ang:! to the leader:

*“Is my brother come ??

And be said, * not that one, but another.”

As the child beheld his brother’s angel in herarms,
he cried, “ O, sister, 1 am here! Takeme! And
she turned and smiled vpon him, and the star was
shining.

He grew to be a young man, and was busy at
his bouks, when an old servant came to him, and
said,

“Thy mother is no more,
her darling son !?

Again at night he sow the star, and ali that
former company. Said his sister’s angel to ihe lea-
der:

“Is my brother come ?"”

And he said, “ Thy mother!”

A mighty cry of joy went forth through al! the star,
because the mother was re-united to her two children.
And he stretched out his arms and cried, “O, mother,
sister, and brother, I am here! Take me!” And
they answered him, ¢ Not yet,” and the star was
shining.

He grew to be a man, whose hair was turning
gray, and he was siting in his chair by the fire-side,
heavy wuh grief, and his face bedewed with tears,
when the star opened once again.

Said his sister’s angel to the leader, *Is my bro~
iher come.?”?

And he said, * Nay, but his maiden daughter.”

Angd the man who had been a child saw his daogh-
ter, newly lost to him, a celestial creature amung those
three, and ne said, “ My daughter’s head is on my
sister’s bosom, and her arm is round my mother's
neck, and at her feet there is a baby of old time,
and 1 can bear parting from bher, God be prais-
ed !’

And the star was shiring.

Thus the child came to b& ar old man, and his
once smooth face was wrinkled, and bis steps
were sluw and feeble, and his back was bent. And
one night as he lay upon his bed, his children
standing round, be cried, as he had cried so long
ago,

1 see the star 1”

They whispered one another, “ He is dying.”

And he said, “I am. My age is falling from me
iike 2 garment, and 1 move toward the star as a
child. And O, my Father, now I thauk thee that it
has so often opened, to receive those dear ones who
await me!”

And the star was shining; and it shines upon his
grave.

1 bring her blessing vn

Taeg Nriwsrarer Doe.—Our neighbor of the
Evening Gazetle has recently referred to a sagaciouns
dog, owned by Mr. Hawes, of this city, who comes
regularly 1o the Traveller counting room, every after-
noon, and putting his paws upon the counter, re-
ceives his master's paper, ahd is off 10 his store.~—
This same dog has other ways of his own, which are
ofien amusing, though occasionaliy a litile trouble-
isome. Like his biped associates in this world of
jvustle and hurry, he requires to be waited on with
. the lzast possible delay ; and if he 1s pot auended fo,
| he is quite likely 1o help himself, ofien making re-
' prisals on us for our inaltention, by taking from the
| pile of papers a mouthful, perhapsa half a dozen.—
; He seems to have very imperfect ideas of the distine-
I tion between meum and fuum-—as much so as any
i person on the stage. If therefore, on coming to oar
i counter, he finds it bare of papers, he casls an im.
| ploring look around the room, and if a luckless boy
loiters with a paper in his band, 1o walch the move.
ments of the sagacious animal, the dog will seize the
coveted paper and be off, before the boy has time to
rescue his stalen property. We are oftsn rentinded




