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THE WiLLOW, POPPY, ANDI VIOLET.
BY MaiS. SIGOURNEY.

A child heold in his band a sliglit
Ieaflcs bough. it was like a supple
green wand. But it had been newly
cut front the parent stock, and life
stirred in its littie heart.

Ho soughit out a shcltcred spot and
planted it in thc moist earth. Often
did lie visit it; and Wbefl the rains of
summer were withheld ho watercd it, at
the cool suniset.

Tite sap, which is the blood of plant%,
began te flo'v freely throughi its tender
vessels. A tiny root, likoe a thread,
crcpt downward, and around the hond
wa.s a bursting forth of faint green
leaves.

Seasons passeid over it, and it becarne
a troc, lIts slender branches drooped
dowvnward to the earth. The cheeringr
suni siniled upon them; the happy
birds sang to theas; b ut they droopcd
stili.

IlTroc, why ait thou always se sad
and drooping ? Arn not 1 kind unto
thee?" But it answered flot; only,
a-, it grew on, it drooped lower and
lower; for it was a weepingr wilIow.

The boy cast seed into the soft
gardcnt-rnould. When the tirne of
flowers carne, a strong budding stalk
stood there, with course serrated leaves.
Soon a faill red poppy carne forth,
glorying in its gaudy dres-s. At its
foot grcwv a purpie violet, which no
hand lad planted or elherihed.

it lived lovingly with the anosses,
and with the frai flowers of the grass,

not couniting it.self more excellent than
they.

"lLarge poppy, why dost thou
sprcad out thy scarlet robe so NvideIy,
and drink up ail the sunheamns froin
my lowly v-ioletîQ~

But the flatunting flower replied flot
to hirn NY11 planted it. lit oven scorncd
to open its rici inantie stili more
broadly, as thougli it would bave stifled
its humble neiglibour. Yet nothing
hindered the fragrance of the meek
violet.

The littie chiild was troubled; and
at the hour of slecp lie spake to his
nother of the tree that continually

wept, and of the plant that overshad-
owed its neighbour. So she took him
on her knec, and spoko so tenderly in
bis car, that lie rernernberod lier words
whcn hie becarne a mnan.

IlThere are sorne who, like the
wvillow, are wveepers ail their lives long,
thougli thcy dwcll in picasant places,
and the fair skies shine upofi them in
Ïove. And there are others, Nvho, Uke
the poppy that thou reprovcst, are
proud ait heart, and despise the humble,
whoin God regardeth.

"lBe not thou not like thern ry
gyentle child; but keep ever in thy
breast the sweet spirit of the lowly
violet, that thou w-aycst corne at iast to
that blcssed place wvhicb pride cannot
enter, and whiere the sound of wceping
is unknown.

NEVER STRIKE BA'OK.

That is, neyer render evil for evil.
Sorne boys givo oye for oye, tooth for
tooth, blow for blow, kick for kick.-
Awful!1 Little boys, hark!1 What
Say-,Solomon l "Surely the churng
of rnilk bringeth forth butter, and the
wringoing of the nose bringeth forth
blood: so the forcing of wrath bringing
forth strife." "'Recoxnpence to ne
mnan cvii for evii; but overcorne evil
with good." "Love youir enemies;
blless thom that curse you."


