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D)o APPILR SED% Poar4T Up ou JOWN?

\lintr-tcher calied the apple C"am, they gathered rotin'1

to0 see
1,0b. question deep in apple lore their task that dlay might

bc.
N "w tell me," aid thé teacher, to littie PoIty BrFjwn,

1)o .ipple eeds grow pointing up, or are they pomnting
down? "

I'KrPotIy didn't know, for she had neyer thougbt to look

(And tliat's the kind of question you can't find in a book.)

\nd of thc whotc big Apple clam nfot one small pupil knew

if apple eedl-%poxint up or down! But then, mny dear, do

%,Ou?
--Carolyn'e WdUsin Si. Nichoias

ItzSTOLFN PATCHI.

A little weeping fairy found

A patch of sunsbine on the ground.

She knew it was 'the verY thing,

To mend a bole tomn in ber wing.

She dnoed her eves, picked uP the patch,

And nw i would exactly match.

So stting 'neath a tree, tbey say,

She ed it on, and flew away.

'rhe troe then .book its leaves and made,

A shadow where the patch had played.

,x) that the sun should neyer gu,

That now b. owned just one patch loua.
-iM aumine.

Along the roadeide, like the flowers of gold

The tawny Incas for their gardons wrouglit,

Heavy wth sunsbine droope the golden-rod.

SERVING THE QUREN.
BY MAIrY F. JACKSOX.

1 wish that 1 were big, and strong, and grown-up,

like Brother Tom," said Ned. ," I'd like to work in town,

and corne home every Saturday night, as Tom doos, instead

of doing chores and running errands."

Ned toesed &a~ armful of wood into'the box with an

imbatient sigb.
His mother sniiled. "Corne," she said. "I have a

tory to tell you. "
"Once upon a time," she bogan, "there was a brave

littie worker bee, who lived in a big bive. She was strong

and willing, and was ready to do anytbing. And wbat do

you tbink was the only thing required of her? She and

a dozen other bees were phLced at the door of the hive,

and were told to keep their wings in motion, so as to uend

a steàdy current of air into the izmer cele of the hive

where the queen 'was. The littie worker be as dis

appointed, for she bad wished to do mrerat mrvîoe.for-

her quoen.
"She could moe other workers hurrying about and doing

such important tasks! Some woro making wax, and

buildiûg the comb inside the bive; others vore provîding

food for the young bees, and stil othors vote feeding

honey to the queen horsei!

"Day by day the littie worker grew more diucontontèd,

until one day the queen sent a message to the ireles.

workers at the doorway. 'Teil them' mli. nid, 'that they

are doing me a wonderful service. Without the air they

are ending me, 1 could nover livo.'-
,*wlen thie littie vorker heard this message, uhe took

courage, and lier vingavhirod as they had nover whkved

before. Sho béit at last that sho, too, was servineg the

queef."
"That îras a parable story, wasn't i%. mother?" ud

Ned, as lie quared his shouldoru."Well, YouNte the n-ceW

quoen I knov,- and 1"M going to b. 'YOur beS ut kr."

-YonihS comj4flWfl

I n connection with tbe flow«rs and

t .c<rge 'M acDonald's story of theliy

~ Little white lily
Sat by a stone,

Waiting and waiting,
Till the sun shone.

a rainy day, tell

LUvle white lily,
StinshiiiO bas fled,

Little white lilY,
la lifting bez bead.

Little white lily,
Droopetb With pain,

Waiting and waiting,
For the f resb rain.

Little white lily,,
Holdetb ber cup,

Rain is fast falling,
And filingit UP."

THE O)WL A»I THE BOY.

once there was a littie boy-
Boo-boo! boo-boo! boo-hoo!
Who umed to cry at eiglit o'clock,
Boo-booi boo-boo! boo-bool
"Ido'4 wn to go, I vill not go, 1 shan't go to botd,"

be'd cry,
1 want te-sit. up tilI leven o'clock, and there isa't.M

*ini my oye!

once there vas a little owl -

Too-wbit! too-vhit! too-hoot

Ho lived in a tree, 'Way out in the woods,

Too-whit! too-whit! too-hool

Said the sleepy little owi, wben the dark came down, and

be nodded his wearY bond,

"If I vere a boy, in a cosy bouse, I know I'd -go riglit to

bed!"
For owls are very vise, you know,-

And a long, long night makes a little iaa grow!
-LiUie F.Jhs


