‘ “my palms. ‘The ideal
I thmk the world of them, cjamlated Mrs

3llttle Voice bega»n again.,

‘gome more, daisies?

. ~.;now much reddened : y._her moming 8" ocou- |
R -tpation, and thimkmg of a.ll the harms wh:chﬁ
" ‘might possibly ‘béfall “her. pretious green VAR
‘. ones, ‘Ot all thmgs'
U stcH an erra.nd as’that?
Mrs Wilson’s work, I'll be bound.’ * -’

‘Nom sa.id Esther timidly, ‘bfut hastlly

- for she: could ot let Mis: “Wilson' rest under,
o the unjust imputa.tlcqi,' ‘It was my own’ idea.
"We are all’ going round to different h.ouses
,’.to agk for ‘plants and things, because we

L .vw'mt ‘the. platform to look precty, we're all

gomg 10 git’ there —_ a.ll the Sunda,y-school

: schola.rs !

““Well, T couldn 't think of lebting you te.ke
A pack of children!

Peck retl.er incoherently. Her next move
was not a cour teous.one..  She rose, stiff and
angular, from’ her cha.ir with a sugg»estwe
100k toward the two little figures on the

‘sofa, 'rhey hastily slid off the ha.lrcloth

cushions. -

I—T guess we'd bebter go, saJd Ilst'her,
weakly, and out from the dark perlor ‘into -
the sunshine, went two little, red-faced gLrl.;,

holding each other's hamds

The days. flew swiftly by. ‘Anniversary

Sunday’ came, and if there were no graceful

palms to bea.utu‘y ‘the pla;tform, theré were
flowers and " green bmnches, and canaries
whose yellow - throats quwered and swelled

.88 they joined in the choruses of the little
~ ‘white-rohed girls and’ round-cheeked bo«ys
It was'a week later.

‘Got some news for you, Esther sald Ned

- a8 the little girl came m’oo the house with-

her hands full of daxsies. Mrs Peck needn't

. 'h‘we been. 50 seary ~about lendmg you her
palms

She’s Iost ’em DOV, every ong of
Tem, She forgot and. leﬂt ‘em out over m-ght
on the porch, and’ m the mornmg they were

".gone. Somebody stole ’em. Tom Chatfield says

they're. proba:bly half-way to Bosbo-n by NOW,
His mother said she felt awful. 1. 'bold him
it was good. cnou.gh for her, he needn’t
have been so stmgy about lending ’em. I
don’t feel sorry for her a.bit,’ a.nd Ned wa.lk

“ed off whlstlmg

. ‘Mamma,’ shid Esther, ‘did you hear? Did
you know Mrs. Peck’s pa.lms ha,d beem

‘stolen?”

‘Yes, dear. _ I am sorry, I am- afraid it
won't improve her dispesition any,’ and then

‘ibis rather indiscreet remark mamma has-

tened ' to- amend. ‘Poor woman, she has
tiad a great: dea.l ‘of t.rouhle1 We ought to-
l.’eel very sorry for -het.” ’

 There was -silence for a minute til the
" V*Mamma, you
s’pose she feels rea:l unhappy a.bout losmg
them."' ‘

RS presume she feels very sorry,indeed ’
" “Mamma,’- may I 'go ot agaln, and get
-1 beliéve"I will fake
some to Mrs, Peck” = -

It was a hot a.fternoon Even the broad-

" brimmed sun-hat. only half shielded Esther’ s

face as:she made her way toward the open
field “where. the .daisies grew, ' They were
beautiful, -long-stemmed . flowers, - with the

~whitest of ‘borders-and goldenest of. centres.’

Esther gnthe-red a great shoaf of them- a.nd
since no daisy bunch seemed to.her quite
complete without a sprinkling .of red clovers:
a handful of thcse were .added; -she c¢hose
‘the- fullest ‘and roundest: heads; though she

- had to ge-n-tly‘ -guggest »a. -change. of - location
- The airwas- .
-full ofi-sweet-odory .and. sweet: sounds; .end -
_-though:she was only:a very little.girl in a
very: big meadow; she 'could not-feel: alone,
" . The ‘grasshoppers’ ga:ve soclable little tops, -
: v-bending the tall plumy. gmsses as - - they -
mlightcd and the: crlckets Kept up & fitful :
. chirping Esther ‘had ‘Rever - s»ud ed nMuml

to sevaral yellow -humble bees.

.

Whoever ‘semt you, on.
Tha.t’s ‘some’ of'
' vxfslt to beé made: .She would lea.ve the ﬂawers

wn;h Maria. . - Mrs. ‘Peck ‘would : not care: to, :

- least six: inches-above . the floor.

.as she could ma.na.ge A little - wa"e-of shy-
-Ress’ ‘came: over “her -as- she 'ohoug‘ht of t;he

‘see her end she ‘did: not’ want to’ see Mre
 Peck. ’I‘hmt settled she walked mm‘e cour
a,geously

CAs-it hztppened Mrs Peck hefrsell‘. opened_

the ‘door. She " looked dorwn 1n. some Bur-

-prise at’the: sma,ll v!sitor The shee.t of da.i--

sies was 50 Iarge and Esthar's arms: were so
httle that- some\ofl the dzusy heads’ came ‘up-
“to her’ ‘chin,’ cand: a.n 1mpertinen.t clovcr or
two tlcklcd her ear

fWell,’ sa.ld Mrs, ‘Peck, a. sloew smile brea.k-
mg over- her face.

“Good ‘morning.” - ¢

‘Good morning, _M.rs Peck, T=I've brought :

“you, some ‘daisies, some-I Just: picked,”
‘Burought them to me ! Well I ‘never. !
Come in;.child; come-in!- " .
‘There’ was no help for it, Esther followed
Mrs Peck: mto the cool darkened parlorr, and

ma.de ‘her way. shyly toward the - same’
: stmg‘ht—ba,cked sofa where she and Lilha:n

had ‘sat.two weeks before.

‘L never! 4 said Mrs. Peck - a.ga.in, lookmg
_down at the great buneh of meadow-ﬂowers.
“And you brought them to me!’-

- It was.a shy little figure that sat'on the

hajrcloth sofa and two little feet damgled at
She cast
.an ‘apologetic look twm the: dusty shoes-to
Mrs. Peck's face “1 didn’t know they lookod
so—ld;’s a reéal dusty da.y b

- Mrs. Pecks eyes grew gefntle and- more

gentle as she- looked: into the pink: childish

fazce and then ‘down-at- the raund neck, a

]

tinted. brown a.bove ‘the collar, - and- .below -

avhere: the sun’s. rays had not, had -a: cha,nce‘ ‘

" to. bm'n, a tender ‘white..

“What made you bring them to me"’ she .
szud ‘looking down at the bunch of yello'w-
“eyel . daisies. and red'clovers. “Did a.nyocne
tell you to?! . i

~Qh, no, I.just thought of it myself,- I felt
50 sorry for.you because you Iost your pa.lms
I knew the daisies cowldn’t make up for
them, ¥

some.’ -

“I'do like them, said Mrs. Peck decidedly,
‘I Ilke them very much.’

Suddely, (was it called up by the fragrance
of the clovers and .the gold of the "dai-
sies, or by some swift passing. look on the
young face opposite her?) another child with
sweet brown . eyes, -and tossing chestnut
currls, seemed to stea.l to’ Mrs “Peck’s side—-
Ja little girl who- had brought her’ just such

ﬂmvers—so long ago that if she had. ‘stayed.

thh her all the years since thern, she would
-no ‘longer be a little glrl but who nad slip- .
ped away: before she. eould outgro'w her white -
rumed pinafores, .or the sun.shme could. find
- time for fading from her haur Out of doors
the cwadas kept up a rasping chcrus accom-
pamed now and then. by a note of a robm on

you know, but_you mgh.t like- them .

the lawh. "There was such a long pause 1n-‘ :

sidé the chm parlor,: that Esther slid nmse-_
lessly down from the haireloth sofa. ‘I gueee
I'll have to go, Mrs, Peck.

The childish - voice drove a.tvay the little.

“dream-face with the brown eyes, and’ Mrs.
Peck took a ‘long look at the. serious ‘blue
ones, . ‘Don't go,’ she sald,  "‘Sit: dorwn
again, and tell me what you did at your
‘church on bunday How was lt ﬁxed up"’ i

Oh,’ sa.ld ‘Bsther, ‘it was real pretty “We - questxon el Esther, intercstedly.

“had- 'some 1ilk 0308, - L
es, calla. lilles, and roses, ‘and - ‘Noj..they Delonged to o little girl yearsg S

Miss Bentley fixed some green branches
a:round the’ pulpit.’ b

_.Peck.

- ‘Dxd you heve a.n'y palms” questloned Mrs ‘

5 lmow, withott meaning 10, T guess you felt-_;

let'-you hzwe oy’ palms o o guws nothmg
thld have happened 1o em.’ e

'No ma. n.m, X guess there wouldn’t but T

Inow, how ‘you. felt’ aimmt them.:  You felt’
just'as I do when any of; the: other gu'ls wantf" :
to play wmh my bast wax- doll my b1g wax’

‘one. ‘T'm:always so, afrald theylll rub the =

paint off her face, or flattén “Hier. nose, ‘you "

.80 about your. palms q ‘ :
'Yes, B sa.ld Mrs, Peck smiling sllghtly,‘ ‘Ir'

w‘as a.tmid m'y palms wuuld have got their. " l,
Tnoses: ﬂa.ttened t00. But——‘mnt you let them,‘,-jf L
‘take your: dO'H a.nyway, I’ll warmnt don’t,. L

you"’

" Yes'm'—truthtully, bt slcrwly ”.", Ll

“Humph!’ said Mrs. “Pock, ‘that’s thc aiffer- -
enee you.sée ! Well— after a’ pause. I
‘Wha.t d1d you do down at. the dhuzch" Dld,
‘you speak a piece? .

“No, 1 sahg ome. I sang “I thmh when 1
read that sweet story.”’ .

“Can you sing it now?-

Bsther twwted -her apron. in her embarv L
"rassment. It hed not been so very ha.rd
there in- the" church. among the lilies, -and
.Toses, wihh 2 crowd of faces looking at her,
but to try ‘it here—on the haircloth sofa,
with’ Mrs. . Peck watching her. How coul_d
she do it?. . - &

'Oh, I don’t know,’ she said weakly .

‘T wish “you  wonld,’ m.ld Mrs. Peck ‘I’d'
like to hear 1t

So, smngi.ng one ht‘tle dtrsty shce to re-
heve her. embarrassmemt Esther beyan L

‘I think when T read that sweet story ot old,

It was pxtehed too high and hcr voniee .

dled .away on the la.st note, : .
“I'll have to begin over. a.gain, “she, said,
~was singing too. high.’ .
It sounds. real nice,’ gaid, Mrs. Peck, and . °
thue encoumged Esther ma,de a.nother a.t-

tempt the. little voice growmg quite .brave . -

by rthe tlme 1t reached the last verse:

: 'In that beautiful place he h.as gane to pre-

pare,
© Forall w'ho are washcd and forrgivcn, .
. And many dear children-are gathering there,

For of sueh ls the ln'ngdom of heaven.’

‘The c.hlldleh treble called; up’ the ‘little
brown-eyed vision again.- Mrs. Peck could -
see it more clearly with her eyes closed, and
so shesat with her head resting on the back
“of her big, cushioned chair and her eyes shut
tight tin thc ‘song was ﬁmshed She opened
them qulokly then ‘That’s a. mce song, she:
said.. .

“Yes’ m, I think it's pretty g

‘S'posing you stay and take tea wrth me’
to—nlght’
‘I'm all a.lone, and I guess we could manage
to ha.ve quxte a nice time together Will\-
you? - ‘
-~ “Thank you,’ said Bsther, ‘I’d like to, amd
she meant it, for she was beginning to Hke.
Mrs Peck. T have to go home 1irst and
ask ma,mma, a.nd—a.nd black my shoes, and >
1 guees she wouldn’t like to ha.ve me come.
in an apron. either.” L

“You needn’t fix up at all. You como. just/
as you are—you look all’ right. After wve"ve'

had tea Tl _get out a box I have up in the . 5 :
attic full of dolls and lmtie doll's bhmgs,_' )

you know. "I'put’ 'om away a. long mme ago,
“and I g'uess yowd hke ‘to see ’em.! R -
‘Are they some you used - to play wilt.h"'

ago’ . ,' L e e

“on! . Is. she gro:wn up, novw” s

e\ sid M. Pedk, quietly, \‘s‘he dldn’t"’: s

: ‘No, ma’am,’ but the bra.nc.hes leoked love-~ ‘ grow up:’

ly, a.nd almost as pret;ty. S,

: ‘Oh" said Esther a.gam, a.nd she was qmet

Mrs, Peck suggested, suddenly,’ o




