T GARDEN GATE.

Prerry gaden gate, we pray yon
Open wide, and let us go
Where the merry fountain donces,
Where the sweet white lilies grow,
Open, pretty gate, we pray |
Opoen, flowers, for now "tis doy |

In the wind so gently rocking,
Here the mother rose is scen ;
And her baby buds wre peeping
Through their blankets soft and green.
Baby buds, make haste to grow
While the summuor breezes blow |

Davling violets, nre you hiding
In the grass your eyes so blue ?
Nover foar that we shall harm you—
Wo will only smile on you,
Roses rad and lilies white,
Violets sweet, good-by ! good-night!
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THE LUPTLE GARDENEL

Coati, ehilidven, with me to the garden away ;
The plants are all waiting our coming to-day;
[ heat aned in sunshine is deooping each leaf,
But the ehildvon ave coming to bring them relief,
Prinkle trink ! trinkle trink |
How the deops shine and wink,
As the poor thivsty plants hold their hewds np to
drink!

“ AL thanks, little children!” ench bud seoms to

B0y

“ Al thanks tor the love that you show us to-
day!

Now beanty and perfume shall bless you each
o,

In loving vetwn for the good you have done.
Twinkle twink! twinkle twinlk!
Now lilee stors see us wink !

Por kindness Drings kindoess, so flowers all

think.”
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