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“You
Jennv |

hoth full

were me

ddu’t think where

1he e kKt !‘14’ ~ilx"!

. and 1 thought what

vonld make to pouar

e spont on my lily, and

wers when Jenny didn’t.

1o von “}" < Just as soon

as 1 eit th water from the tea-kettle

spout, that lazy old lily began to curl up,

and wilt. and wither, till it was all dead
leaves, and buds, and all!

“1 didn’t ery much, ’eause I'm seven
vears old: but I tell von I felt bad! And
Jenny said: * Don’t ery! You ean have
all myv flowers. 1'd rather vou would than
ke ep em v )u-!!f~71.\'.Q

“ PBut that didn't make me feel a bit

von know, then | felt

outh s Compamon.,
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CHILDREN'S EASTER.
BY LUCY LARCOM.

Breaks the joviul Eastern dawn,

Clearer vet, and stronger:
Winter from the world has gone:

» no Jonger.

.AE:;"']!‘ 'iri‘l'
and sin and sadness;

iwakes in sintles, alive

lear Lord’s gladness,

the flowers,
and lily.
e buried bad
He raises:
ild flower of the wood

dear Lord’s praises.

GOING NOWHERE.

J i o ven "-t .‘1!"‘ill. \\"I"

The previous

him. and he

towr ool ten, This sea

eip satistied him, and he de

' hank vou, grand-

juaintly ]--li!-' way.

| ride, but we stay

the time. 1 guess

1< to be seven vears

i to care about going and
oed anvw }H‘Tl .“

flower<s] * Now may the bov hold fast to his wis-

warm commented the grandfather, relat-

- ne the ineident.—Wellspring.




