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GOD'S LITTLE GIRL

of noisy children were playing and quarrel-
ling. Their loud, angry tones reached the
ears of Mrs. Easton as she lay on her bed

lisdle gick-room bore the marks of
cleanliness and refinement. The
few pieces of furniture in the room
were oarefully dusted and ar-
ranged €o a3 to produce the besh
possible effeod.  The dishes on tke
opendresser were polished till they
gleamed like 80 many jewela. The
sunlight danced on the bright,
dlean window panes and played
' among the curly, brown locks of a
listle girl who stood bending over
a rose which was in bloom in a
small brown pot resting on the
window-gill, The child stroked
the rose caressingly and then
stooped down and kissed it.

Mra. Easton lay watching the
child and her eyes grew moisb
with tears. She called softly,
“Birdic, bring the rose here and
let mamma smell i, teo.”

The child carefatly carried the
flower to her mother's bed-ile her
beantiful brown eyes sparkling
with pleasure as she haundsd “er
mother the treasured plant The
1:noi!!e in the street grow very loud,
;and Mra, Eastoa asked B rdic to
olose the window. When the little
ﬂgirl camo back, her mother, holding
“the flower in her hand and looking
%4 it, began to ell Birdio abouia
:’osautif iand where lowers grow
Jll tho year round ; where thero is
mo 6sorrow and no pain, and
:wbero God lives. Then putting
"lhe plant down on a table that
stood by the bed she drew the
!little gixl very gently to her side,

.and stroking the silken curls she said.
,” God has asked me #o go to thas beautifal
couniry very eoon, and, my listle Birdie, I
‘must go when ho calls me, I am sorry

% I must leave you behind, bub re-
Jnember that though you have no father
%r mother, you are always God's little gir!,

’md ho will take care of ycu, I am sure of
at”

IN ko crowded, narrow streed groups, continued, her voicc sumetimes becoming

of anﬁ'erinf; in one of the diny houses of | Paisloy, asking her to take yom to her
Linden Place. Everything within the home and take care of you, and I think

as if that would break her heart.X She
sobbed, and sobled, with her arme’ tight'y
clasped round her mctber's neck “ Ot
what 11 I do wifous ‘oo, mammsa, G
mush take me too, 8o 'a I csn tako caroe «f
‘o0 2" For this little girl though she wase
atill a mere baby, could dust and sweep
and wait on her mother * betéor
than the best nurso in tho world,’
her mother said

Very calmly and quietly the invalid

almost a whisper in wue difficalty she had
in bre:.ﬁhinﬁ. I have written an aund of
mins who Jives in a small villago called

Mrs Easton was suon cailed to
the iand where sho had tuld Burdie
she was going, and where slo
know all was gladness aad light
and joy. With perfect confi !onco
in Q.ud’s goulness she loft her Litslo
une to his care, with maoy prayers
that he would kcop her for him
self, and that she might have her
dear little one with her forever,
by-and-bye.

Misa Nunoy Land, Mrs Easton's
nunt, was & cross old lady, and
knew nothing at all aboud the
“queer” manners and tustvms of
childhood, and thought B rdio a
strango and troublesome problem.
Often the little girl was very
lonely. She longed for a long
talk with her mother, and finding
her sunt had nothing iatcre.ting
to tell her and would wnut listen
to her when she tried tu tulk, sho
spent most of the day wandenng
over the commons near her annts
houee, picking the daisica and
taking to them, and chasing the
gay butterflies.

Ono doy when the snuweuvered
the ground, and Birdie hud
searcied for weeks fur & single
flower (all in vain, of courss) sho
wandered farther than usoal trom
her home. At length she found
hergelf in such a beautifal place
. she thought she must be quite
she will. I expect her to come to-morrcw, , near where her muther was. Often in the
and I wanted to tel! yeu tu L3 sure # bo, cvening she had watched sho sctting sun,
very g.od to her, and never forget that | and as its gulden glury flooded the western
you are God's little girl, and after a little | sky she had concladed that her mother
while he will bring you to me.” must bo behind those golden mounntains.

Little Birlio wa3only five years cld and | She made up her mind that as soun
she conid not understand much cf what | as eho wes a lithie larger sho wunid waik
her mother told her, except that she was | to that lovaly, Lright place. Now, «ha
going awsay, and ib seemod to the little soul | thought, sho mu.t bave walkel n great

GOD'S LITTLE GIRL.




