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THE GIFT OF WHITE ROSES

Sleap, my little one, sleep, my dear one,
Bleep, sleep, sleep;
The sun with drowsy eyellds drifta adown the bound-
less deep;
The candles of the twilight bloom along the starry steep;
The cares of day grow weary a8 the evenlng shadows
creep;
And ellenre loltars everywhere and Inlla the world to
sleep;
Bleep, my little one, sleep, my dear one,
Sleop, Sleap, elesp.

8leep, my little one, sleep, my dear one,
Sleap, eleep, slaap;
The angsls will with gladsome joy the nighily vigils
keap,
With chidhood's sliken sails anfurled, and broszes hraath-

ing deep,
Will walt you to thelr isla of dreams with balmy booy-
ant sweep,
While mystic music mellows every murmuor into sleep;
Bleep, my Iiftle one, sleep, my dear one,
Bieep, sleap, sleep.

The father tried to hide his thoughttul care,
Anr thus the anxions mother o’sr and o'er
Crooned to her first-born babe this tender strain;

For baby pain bad plucked away repose;
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But song, the Orphens soother of the soul,

At length o’ercame the weary throbbleg brain,
And atilled It into soothing peaceful dreams.

The spring had come with all {ts heavenly bliss;
The birds, the winged angels of the earth,

‘With their retorn, had drawn another thread
Across the woof of years; the flowers anveiled
Their falry frces to the coaxing sun,

And whispering apresd the season's melodies,
That man might asater cateh them ere thay flad;
The foresiz shed thelr gladness everywhere,

Till all the world was looosed in & smile.

The bahy silenced from its fretful care,

The mother ralsed her voice in socents soft:
MoTPEER.

Yes, thia is spring, —wlithin the ¢radie and

Without the door. 'We ghounld indeed be glad;

Theee beautecns cherubim of heavenly light

Would so epfold us that, though woak and blind,

No aln could avermors come near us, wonld

We but allow them. Look, my hoeband, here

Within the baby erfb,—this holy form,

This angel-melded house of clay, this face

That knows but sweetest Innocence pnd peace.

We ought forevermore to keep it thus,

Te guard it as a spotless Hly-bell,

Agsinet the lorking parasites of sin.—

And look beyend the cradle, where the sun,

The bridegroom of the day, with swestest amiles,



