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child, the more [ Brew wrapped up in
¢t Her nature wag 50 odd and loving,
and her Vays so pretty. Many men
lorego their 8oodness, so that they for-
getthe nature of 5 little darling child,
Utherwise, perhaps, we might not, if we
kept our hearts aright, so despise the
s of loving, and the time of holiness,
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shoulders abovye the thwart, ang her in-
nocent and intelligent eyes full of the
Spreading sky anq sea. It was not often
one had the chance, through the ever-
flitting change, to learn the calm and
true expression of that poor young crea-
ture’s face,  Eyep now I could not tell,
except that her Playful eyes were lonely,
and her tender lips were trembling, and
a heartful of simple Joye could find no
outlet, and Jost itself, These little things,
when thinking thus, or having thought
flow through them, neyer ought to be
disturl)cd, because thejr brains are tend-
. The unknown stre,
out, and then they are fit again for play,
which is the proper work of map, We
open the world, and we close the world,
with nothing more than this ; and while
our manhood is toq grand (for a score
and a-half of years, perhaps), to take
things but in carnest, the justice of our

birth is on Us,—we are fortune's play-
thing,

am will soon run
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called me from up-st

airs, to meet some
great emergency,

“ Granny, come up  with the stick
dreckly moment, granny dear | Missy
‘ont go into bed.

Such a bad wicked
child she js,”

I'ran up-stairs, and there was Bunny all
on fire with nope wrath, and there stood
Bardie sadly Scraping the worm-eaten
floor with her sma;) white toes,

“I'se not a yicked shild,” she said,
“I'se a yae good gal, I is; I 'ont go to
bed till Say my prayers to "Mighty
God, as my dear mamma make me, She
be very angy with ’a, Bunny, *hen she
knows it,”

Hereupon 1 gave Bunny a nice Jitgle
smack, and had a great mind to let her
taste the stick which she had invoked so
cagerly. However, she roared enough
without it, because her feelings were
deeply hurt.  Bardie also cried for com-
pany, or, perhaps, at my serious aspect,
until I put her down on her knees and
bade her say her prayers, and have done
with it. At the same time it struck me
how  stupid I was not to have asked
about this before, inasmuch as even a




