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Tho River of Drooping Egyes.

over the rjver of Drooping Eyes,

Is the wonderful Land of Dreams,
\Where lilies grow as white as the snow,
And flolds of green, and warm winds

b]OW|
And ths tall reeds quiver, all in a row—

And no one over cries :

For it's a beautitul place for girls and

ys,
And there's no scolding, and lots of
noise,
And no st balls or broken toys—
Over tho river of Drocping Evyes,
In the beautiful Lacd 5f Dreams.

Over the river of Drooplng Eyes,
In the wonderful Land of Dreams,
Thero are horns to blow and drums to

And plenty of candy and cakes to eat,
And no one ever cleans his feet,

And no one ever tires!
There are plenty o?! grassy places for

play :
Apd b&rds and bees, they throng all the
Y.
Oh, wouldn't you like to go and stey
©Over the river of Drooping Eyes,
In the beautiful Land of Dreams ?

TEE LITTLE BROTHBR-A OHILD'S
TALE.
TRANSLATED FROAM THE GERMAN.
BY ELLA B. WITIIROW,

One lovely May morning little Emflic
2 went for 8 walk, to take her baby brother
- to ber grandfather’s farm, just outside
the village. The
littie brother was
not very well, {n-
deed, through the
whole long win-
ter he had not
been stropg. The
stn shono soO
beautifully, the
grasses waved in
the wing, and the
daisies were be-
ginning to blos-
som—yes, surely
spring was here.
How pleasant
it was at the
old farm-house'
There stocl the
old barn, with
the cow-stables
under it, and the
' gay weathercock
on the roof, ana
there on the
other side was
the poultry house
aad all the hens,
ducks and geese! Hero they come,
_cackling snd gabbling, each with an ailr
" of great importance. And there stands
liese, the great brown cow, Emilie’s own
cow waich her grandfather gave her
And, oh ! see Carlo, s2s how he wags
*> hig tafl, &3 {f he would langh because
> Emille is come again. Bhe was at
3 grandfather’s a year ago, but now she
2 hag 2 baby-brother with ker. But the
< dear little fellow bas grown tired; see
how hlg little eyes wink, and thea agaln
" hep sleeps, and dreams of angels, and
* smiles so sweetly. Thero {8 a lovely
spot between the flowering elder-berry
bushes, that §s usually grandmother’s
favourite seat in the summer time.
Emille sits down upon the wide bench,
she is tired, too, she has carried her
Mtele brother such a long way. She
takes the hay-fork and makes a bed of
¥ hay, €nd lays him on it and scats herself
: beside him. Shoe Jooks up at the bdright
sky above, then she looks at the brown
Liese; what is she thinking about ? And
here comes a sheep through the door
with its iittle l1amb. Then Emille leans
her head agzinst the wall, and softly
singe—

“\what will yon give, Pt

. What will you giva

.- . . For my little brother falr ?

. Notilug-iy dright--as his loving blue

.
oz

v tyes,. . .
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* What will you bring,
What will you bring
To trade for my treasure here ?
No one can shew mo a thing
80 sweet,
Anywhore far or near.”

* What will you give for little
brother 7

The brown uifese looks at
Hitle Emfilio
out cf her
great, soft eyes,
and says, “Tost
thou really
think so much
of thy baby-
brother there ?
Can he run and
jump and play
yet 7

“Oh! mno”
says Emilio,
“he cannotl
walk yet.”

“S-0-0! How old
is he then ?”

* Eleven months.”

* Eleven months ! Ay oaby
could run before it wes two
daysold! I do not wish that
baby.” And the brown Liesa
blinks disdainfully.

~ M-a-a! m-a-a!” says the old sheep
coming throngh the door, and the weo
lammie by its side cries out too, “ M-a-a!
m-a-a! “Let me (G0 see the little
brother thou wouldst sell! Hum! He
pleases me. but he nas only two lexs !

* Yes,” seys Emille, * thet is all.”

‘“Then my baby is worth twice as much
as thine, for mine has four legs. And
it seems te me thy baby has no wool.”

“Oh! but see his beautiful golden
curlg.”

1t 1s too thin, too thin,” says the
sheep, shaking it- head, “ I think I ghall
not exchange wi. thee” And away
goes the old sheep, aund the little white
lamb kicks hls heels in the alr, and fol-
lows his o ther out.

“Gluck ! gluck I comes the hen plck-
tng up seeds on the ground—a clucking
hen with twelve chickens. *“Gluck!
gluck 1 she calls, and shows them a
grain of corn {n the grass, or a little
beetle on the ground.

* Well, 2nd how art thou, Nellie ?”
say3 the hen, passing by; * art thou here
agaln T Listen, dost thou want to sell
thy little brother ? What can he do,
then? Can he find worms and eat
them ?”

“ Whbat * says Emilie, offended, * eat
wortas ? he eats soup and drinks milk !

“Ch! indeed,” says Mrs. Hen, angry
too, ** and be has no yeilow feet, and I
fear he bas not feathers.” And of? she

goes with all her brood, and does not
look again at the little toy.
" Purr! purr ! comes from the corner
under the hay, and Emilie wonders what
it be, till she sees the old gray ’
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minzie who has made a little bed there
for her kittens.

Enille calls the cat and tho littloe purr-
ing kittens to her,

*“ Thou art very proud.” says Minzle.
looking at the hen. * What nced ot
that ? Twelve chicks! That is fright-
ful! Who will ind food for them &}l ?
I think thres or four children ~ro enough.
Dost thou not think so0 too, Emilie

“One is enough,” answers the child,
*“when he is sick and teething.”

*\Vhat is that! My kittens have no
tronble with their teeth, I am sure. Do
not bo angry, but I think I shall not take

thy little brother, because I fancy he w.ll |

hardly be able to catch mice. If thou
wish—for old friendsh!p’s sake—1 will let
theg have one of my little pets to play
with for a while. That will comfort
theo perhaps, because tby wee brother is
of so littis use.”

“ No,” said Emilie, *I would rather
have ray own little brother than any-
thing in the world.”

At that moment there streamed in a
sunbeam from behind a cloud and played
on baby-brother's sweet littie face, and
the dear little fellow laughed !n his sleep.
And out of the sunbeam—Emilie s»w 1t
distinctly—giided so soft and clowly a
beautiful angel from heaven. Heo was
s0 quiet and gentie, his wings hardiy
rustled at all. He stood befors the
slecping baby-boy and bent over him, the
locks of his halr falling on the pure fore-
head of the child,

* \iit tbou give him to me,” said the
angel, lingering and looking iong into
Emtlile’s eyes.
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*What wilt thou do with lfttle
brother " anxicualy answered Ewlile.

“1 will bring him to Qod, 8o e wil}
becomo woll again and happy.”

Emillo gazed pleadingly into the
angel's wild, kind faco, her lipis quiverod
and har ttlo hoart boat faster, and at
last sho aald brokenly, “If thou wiit
bring brothor to God in heeven, tako him
with theo!® She could say no more,
but dburst into scbs, and two groat tears
rolled down hor cheeks. Then the =ngel
bont over hor and luld his hand in bless.
ing on her head and on tho little
brother’s, and softly breathed, * Bo Uet-
ter, little brother; ho happy, Emille, the
isrd glTe you always a pure, unselfish
heart. Suvme day [ will como to tako
you both to heaven.”

But what has happened to Emilie?
Has she theu really beon aloeping and
dreaming all this time ? B8ho rubbed
her ¢yos. Thero stood the old brown
Liese, as if she had not stirred. Aad
thers was the old shcep and hor young
lamd by her stdc; and the old hen was
strutting to and fro in the yard 80 proud-
Iy: she had forgotten the ittle dreamer.
But tho sunbcam was there yet, on the
face of the sleeplng baby. lghting up
and warming his face with tho slow of
returning health. With thoughtful eyes
Emiiie looted on the dreaming form of
the wee Iaddle, and thea sko softir
hummed the rest of her littla song.

* Nothing will 2o, nothing il do.
You may travel tho woarld around,
But never on carth, or sea, or alr,
Wil & brother like him be found”

UNSPOEDBN SYMPATHY.

He was a big, burly, good-natured con-
ductor on & country raflroad, and he
hnd watched them with much interest
as they got on the train There were
two handsome, round faced, rosy-chezked
boys, and thice s:nny-hafred, pretty t-
tlo girls of various slzes and ages A
grave, kind-looking zentleman. ovidently
their guardian, got in with the; and the
conductor's attention wGs soon caught
by the fact that the apparently eagor
conversation was carried on by means
of a deaf-and-dumb aiphabot, tho gentle-
man joining in so pleasantly that the
conductor beamed on him with approval
Neturally kind-hearted himsslf, it pleased
him to sce this trait in others  But his
honest eyes were misty 88 he thought of

is own nolsy crowd of youngsters at
home, and contrasted them with this
prim lttle company who smiled and
gesticulated, but made no sound

it war plain they were off on a hollday
juunt, for they all had satchels, ngd wore
a fesilve, " go-away " alr; aud tue con-
ductor, whose fancy played abrut them
continually, settled it in his mind that
they belonged to some asylum, and were
going with thelr teacher for a vacation
trip. He cuulda't help watching them,
and nodding to them as he passed
through tbe car; they re-
turiod his gree''ng In
yind, being choerful little
souls, and he bogen to
fook forward with regret
to the time of parting.

At length, at one of the
rural stations, the gontle-
man kissed the young ches
burriedly all round, and got
off the train. Thoy leaned
out of the windows and
waved enthusiastic faro-
wells as the car moved
on, theu the biggeat ‘iittle
girl " took a brown-paper
bag from hber satchel, and
distributed crackers iIn
oven ebares. The con-
ductor, in passing, smilod
and nodded as urmal, as
the little girl held oot the
paper bag to bim.

“1Jo have some,” she satd.

He started back in sheer amazemoat.

* \WWhat ! be exclajmed; “ you can talk,
then—all of you 2

Ot course !” theyr crled fn chorus

The conductor sank into the seat acroga
the afslo. I thouyht you weore deaf
and dumb ! he garped.

*Oh, bow funny ™ crled one of the
rosy-chceked boys.  “ Why, that was



