
The Presbyterian Review.

MI' LITTLE GIRL'S GARDEN.

OURS %Yva9 onc of' thmose <lear oltl't.isbioned
gardons tînt one sameimes ses stili ia out of
iîle wylipartotEngland. Tmr a e
kepî hedlgecfcv-ergren ycw, urith pyranids an
cacl sîcle of the gaie, n4blcl), 1 rcmnhcibr. used
Io trigliten us vecry inucl nti night whea ure
werc chlldren, AMI mny wvere tle anxio:îs
look<s cat rocind as we passedl under the d2rk
slnclows cf tle ycws nnd uji tIc brad gravel
walk te tilc front door.

Ah Iwhaasuinny, swectaId g.arleni ilwas!
Greit hlnlvbaclci tawered prouily in thme aichk.
grounîl, liAihng b*lliant headi cfl crimuson andl
scseplnk for tIc :lewdrcps nnd the ils inys

of aunsbinc to rest uipan. 'Mite files

blossomedin quiet
corners, and

Of' pansies -- purple
pansies, soft ns
velvet, and with
hearîs cf purest
gold - bordecd
the- long beds on
cadi Side ot thc

uvindowv. And ttic rases--uch rases neyer
a~es nywvhere cisc, ure used te think; and 1
tn*nvi ý sil, hoghmamay years bave pasd

!ince then, and the dear old garden is far11, far
nway. There *vas thc pale crearny Gloire de
Dijon. %vith is cousnîless blooms, on the south
%vll,.the dtar olcl.fashiomed damask that ny
granndmoilcr loved sa much, nn! the himlilc
!)ut swect cablage-rose lIai grew ererywhert,
in al! sorts et noo<s nnd oui of the uvayplaces. Ah! that bonny garden lives yeti., mY
mememy and shall lire as a drearu cf sureet-
,eSs and beaumîy for ever.

And il %vras bore that nuy litile girl livecl and
,walked and played among the flowcrs, :ciîding
hier ou-n liitle bit et ground with tmmtnite
p ains and! ncvcr-liting care, ind watcbinR cidi
blossom nnd eacl, Icaf urith tle tender love et
a child'i pure heart. My liitle girl ! Shc
came ta nie in thc spring.timc, witl the farst
priiosesend the early violets, nd uvîca the
o.k , cr building in the ceppiee.unr the

litile bina tInt came îubhn do % fram tihe
amouinin skie, us if it wanted ta rush onward
for libcrty, or te gain the quiet wvaters ofthe
stedate river tlai fows thraugh thé village.

1 was siiiing in the porcl, %vatcbing. thc

raint sunlight on (lie far-away moorland, when
1 heard the Sort CIlick of tihcwîcket gale. Two
minutes atrwvards tiny stcps carne up the
%vinding walk, and a litt1e form appicarcd.
'iuch a litile faim! with a pale, mibttul face.
framed in mwavinghbro.vn hair, that straycd away
tram under the cotton Sun-bonnet n a tangle
or culrîs, %viîh .%isttul hrown cycs ihat seed itu
Say ta me rt once, IlHcre 1 am-you have been
waihing for mc, and naw I bave corne le )-nu.'*
She dici fot spak ; she came slowly (a my sidc.

and laid a1 small bmand softly in maine.
And I, feeling the -,vondertuI pathos
in the chilul's cabri eyes, said thon, ae
I have said nIl rny life îhrough %Ince.

?4 y little girl!
~•\ Na onc came ta dlaim ber;. no one

S scemed 10 care about ber; no ane
,ittemptcc ta tal<e auway my treasure
They. told nme in the village thai A
strange lady Lad been stayiag there a

few days accompanied bya little girl. Nothing
%vas Lknown of her except that she seemed
ver ill, and bad left the ncighbourbood very
suddnly,-,vithout thc cbild.

I questioncdl my litile girl. IlI have camne
to 3'ou," she said. I love pau, and 1 love
the beautiful garden. It is lîke heaven, and
motLer is going 10 heaven czon-very saoi."

IlAn! whcre is mother rtow ? I nsked.
But the child looke<l wi.çtfully up ino the

blue slcy and folded ber tiny bands.
1 Mother is on the vi'y to heaven, going up

the be.iutiful path al among thc stars," shc
-inswered softly; tnd tixca she drcw a litt1e,
doser ta une and added, IlSome day wc wll
go togeiher, de.1r; but net yet, because the
angels %vill came ta slow us the way, andE
then motber will be ready ai tle golden gâle
watcliing for uis."1

My Sweet lutile girl 1 Surcly thme mntluer's
lienri mnust hâve been iarn uviih gif limfare sIc
loft you to find your iviy tu the aIt garden anct
ta me 8

And timc pasçcd by Tlie villagers ccawd
to "ossmmi about myv lit tlc gifl, as ilicy hlld donce
. , IsI, or ta sîarc at li as îhey pavwdî the,

W:chict arnd saur her teîulng the bouc'y!,utLLc
or gaîhcring tle purple :lematie. She was
IlMy litile girl," and Ihey acceiced ber' as
sudh.

Iearden uras ber paradkçc. cspecia.lly bier
awn hie domain. ovtr wliuch %he reigned like
a svcit quicen, hiappy in the possession of be,

fluvrs Vba.i a h01 po ilvas! There %vere
tunflourrs--che lovel theun se. 'I Icy are
like the szaru, dear," sIc would saL. '-likr ils
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