Wao from the brimming of

your joy can spare Who of your largesse grant the sudden smile—
Wine for the thirsty soul, bread tor his need, I'he shatt of sunlight on a wintry morn
And from your sorrow—comfort for his care, Who of your merey cherish hearts the while
From vour sore pain—ease when his heart doth bleed, Lhey shrink and flee before the whole world's scorn
Whose bonds the captive free—- \Who pity when none see—
Blessed are ye! Blessed are vy
Who from your lap of gathered flowers let full Who give the peace of moonlight on the wav
Such blooms as crown the poorest life a King Who arm def s lives with strength of steel,
Who from the soul's far fount the glad tears call Who from his lread foe the warrior save,
I'hat weave with your eyes' sun the spell of spring Who Love's hid rs with one sweet touch can heal—
(il buds grac ry tr I'he touch of sympathy—
Blessed are ye! Blessed are ye!
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It was the calm which precedes a storm,
I was just handing Mr. Hamilton the tea in
its dainty Sevres cup when the butler came in
nd presented me with a letter
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m I do not deserve your sweet caresses—
I am so ungrateful ! Instead of thanking vou,
instead of thanking Heaven for the blessings

poured upon me, I moan and sigh. This

OIWWN PAPER,

reminded me with a sudden pang of my past
life in the little darksome garret, and 1
plucked a sprig tenderly for old remembrance
sake.




