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IN PARADISE.

“ To-day shall thou be with Me in Paradise. 
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“ It seems almost like Lily s spirit, when Lily wept, Mary whispered
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much happier than Earth, and 
The storm was long, and for Jesus so much better a friend than 

Lily Armstrong was the only i days the little creature was snow- any earthly friend can lie. 
daughter of the richest man in town, bound in the Irish hovel, during In April,as the flowers were liudd 
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the school. Yet neither of the girls “But Pat,” the doctor said, open door, where broken hearted 
appeared conscious of superiority. “ how am I to reach your house ? Pat stood weeping his hitter tears, 
And best of all, they were particu- l cannot drive within a mile of it, \ and passing out sped on swift 
lar friends, in the same Sabbath- j and I could not walk that mile wings over the hills and out of
school and members of the same \ through this snow." sight.

“ Niver ye mind for that, docthur; i “Ah’ ye purl y bird,’ sobbed

was

—I.ucy Ellen Guernsey, in I'arisli Visitor.
come to keep me company while 
I’m so lonesome.” IS soSNOW-HOUND.
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