




LITTLE CARRIE.

3 W O bright eyes of softest blue, 
Dewy lips of coral hue,
Rows of tiny brilliant pearls, 
Wealth of sunny, golden curls; 

Busy little pattering feet,
Merry voice, so clear and sweet,—
More than worth her weight in gold, 
Little Carrie, two years old !

Sunbeam ! fairy ! household pet !
We can ne’er your face forget,—  
Crowned with sunshine, love, and light, 
Never clouded, always bright ;
Little heart that knows no wrong,
How we bless thee all day long !
Fairest lamb in all the fold,
Darling Carrie, two years old.

A LITTLE THING.
IE  skylark and the nightingale, 

Though small and light of wing, 
Yet warble sweeter in the grove 

Than all the birds that sing. 
And so a little maiden,

Though a very little thing,
Is sweeter than all other sweets,

E ’en flowers that blow in spring.
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