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THE KITE.

That locks like
a very fine Kite,
and l.'\ldrilll.\ e
oys think - so
That s Jismuuy
siting with the
paint-brush in his
band. He |as
lwen trying s
<kill as an artist,
1o the satisfaction
and  delight  of
himself and  las
triends — the land
in the centre eall-
ing forth a special
amount u‘ a-llllil’-
ation. This kite
is a juilll-sud
aﬂair, cach of the
boys having ocon-
tributed some jeor
tion of it Harry
is so busy getting
the string read:
h l‘ﬁ T Iilll-'
for lll_\“hing el
just pow.  Pretty
soon  their kite
will be ready, and
will be sailing like
a bird itself away
over the houses
and trees: then,
boys, you had
letter take a firm
grip of tha

string.

THE LITTLE
SUNEBEAMS.
The spring sun

beams felt  that
they were the
busiest and the
happiest sunbeam: of all the vear. 1o

alI'_a.\'- began their work on the carth In " -
having a frolic with Jack Frost. It wae x ; oy oy
-, - 1 at every tvwe and
= Sap they do melt the snow on the me” = : . i ‘:»4 Ther g '!:ﬁ'_““’ - gt o
L "?""‘"|." R s b *T o S . wde. ']: s -?_'. v took sticks and gentls
freeze it into deicles as it drips over the  did not noti : l: “.t\, x ( a g A;n S B SO0 Tt
! were | fovsh green leaves

caves.” So he chose the shady side of 1 1t ¢ ob
hady  side of ereeping round the corner of the house ( he That pleased the sunbwams e




