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we e all planted and carefully tended. The restilt is

ZDfroo(I orellard for Iiiiiiself, and a larcren-uiriber of trees
furnislied to bi,; iit-i.,Iibor.s.

One day in October IýIrs Briars was in John's liou.-ýe,
taIlýirw., -%%-Itli Mary; Jolin came and lookeil in at the

door. and said, Come liere, Bet, I want to show you

She came otit into, the yard to sec what it was that
bc bad for lier to look at. He pointed to the orchard,
where two young prIs and tivo boys were pickinom up

apples mider the trees.
He said, Do you remembér the day that Mr.

Blueberry c;ave nie the apple seeds?
Yes; he told vou to plant them, and take care of

them, and if you did so, by the time you liad children
bi.!Y..enoucyli to crather fruit, there would be plenty of

fruiCfor thein to She said.
dit And that, day youcame out and found me in a-

deep study, and asked ine what I was dreaminc about.
Do you remember it?

«I Yes, and you said, " I see a Picture. 1 cannot tell
you now what it is li-e. Btit if we are both alive in

about twenty years, I liope I will be able to show you
the realityey slie aii.swered.'

,,, Well..,' said Joliii, 'ethere is the realization of
my dream. Those youngrsters cratherincr fruit. In;D %5

imacrination I saw theni then; in reality I sec them
no w.

ce Wei 1 do I remember," said she, " that morning in
April wlien, with your axe on your shoulder, and your

little bundle done up in a cotton handkerchief, you
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