
had sent the plante uali. promise&
There they wore on an oliLtable in
the hall, ail ready for Betty to tw.
range, for mamma Jwew Iiow muil
pleas ure she would have if the
gardeni waS Ail lier own workç.

'Smell the dear litti, violets,
inamtna1', said' Betby, holdJing the
daiity fiowers cloee to lier imother's
nose. 1 No! no!I baby nw.stn't toucli
the. pretty pusies,' as the chubby
hiand mnade a dive toward the tempt-
ixig blossoms. 'Baby anieli, too,'

But4 tiie dear littie rascal sueoeed
and sihook hi. head when the Ieaves
tickled his w.. nose, so Betty toolç
the~ pot to the window a gain. At
last shie liad theni ill in ordLýrly
rows-witli tihe low, growing plants

papa


