
té1was spiiîning a web iii the rose vintu," said the spider,
adtelittie girl, was sewingr patchwork, on the door-
fil) er thread kaotted and her »eedieý brokze, and her

eys ere fali of tears. ' I catn't do it,' she cried. - 1 cati't!

"Then lier mother came, and bade hier look at me. Now,
every time 1 spun a, nice silky thread, and tried to fasteu
it froim ouue hrauch to auuother, the wind blew and tore it
away.

"lThis happened, manv tirnes, but at last I made omie that
did not break, and fastened it close, andJ spLu other threads
to join it. Then the mother stniled.

;What a patient spider ! ' she said.
The littie grirl smiled too, and took up lier work-. And

xvhen the sua went (Iown there was a beautifuil web in the
-rose vine, and a square of beautifuil patchwork, on the
step."-Bibyl(iiid.

A FABLE-1.

LI ow cruel the- wood.men are ! " Cried a 1?ine as loudly
as she could with that soft voice of hers. "See what thiey
are dloing to our grove ! Haîf our number are killed, and of
ail their glory nothing remains but a few stumps. The
squirrels have not visited us for weeks ; what wiil ail the
birds who used always to live among us, and the tender
11ower,ý that canuiot bear the heat of the great sun, do when
they return and find that we are dead '? I will not be cut
down, and the Pine shook lier boughls with angrer tili haif
lier cones fell to the ground.

"Do you remember the children who came for flowrers
and nats ? said ail Oak. Il Yes, bless their bright fi-ces, 1
do! " relied the Bine.

"Well, these samne littie folks live down there in the
gýoreat farm-house and wili suflèr with this winter weather
unless we make a hright fire for them." -'They may have
ail my ces"said the Piuue more softly than before.7

. lYes, but they would last so short a time ; think of it;"
said the Oak. Then the Piiie feul into a reverie and was
silent for a long time ; what lier thougrhts were I cçuinot


