", . the good God, -maké them all’9* *

. have ‘conie .

. everywhere.”

2 Pastorebinné’
Rashult.
pastor was poor, and -was glad " to make a

-7 little. money with his potatoes, and peas, :
" and currant bushes. ‘these. plants were protty’
enough but. among “them grew a wealth of’
ﬂowers—roses, honeysuckies, tall lilies and:
" ghy pansies and - many more, blooming as
. ﬂowers can bloom when tended by one who i
loves them ) . :
. The- pastor. came pacing down ‘the: gravel--
- walk in his b]a.ck suit, with eambric Tuif at’

‘the throat -and frills at the wrists, - He

paused here and there to hft the heavy head.v
of a carnation, or bend back the bough of a

rose-tree, looking. almost as lovmgly upon
them as upon the little exght-year-old son
“who was’' worlnng dihgently 1n one of the
beds

A-heap of plants lay beside the boy, vi—

dently just biought in from the’ ﬁelds 3 his .
- face: was~ﬁushed with his- efforts, he could
hardly stop- to- dook ‘up as his father came :

near T T

‘Oh, “father-i- he: cned ‘T am so glad you- -
‘T°Hdve found a mew -sort of ..’

hare-bell—not the large kind that'grows
See ! And” th1s is a—what
do. you think this is, ‘father ?

~ - The” “pastor took.. the’ plant a.nd looked :
- gravely atit. ’

‘A weed my son, he sald ‘a hurtful and
useless weed,’ ‘and ‘he" threw--the root - ‘over
the’ garden hedge into a wet ditch beyond

‘Oh father father !’ crled the boy, “how
could you. throw it away ? I must find out
its name
llghtnmg to. look t01 his treasure. -

Pastor Linné Walked away to visit his
‘bees
breathless but tr 1umphant and clasplng the
rescued plant -tightly in his muddy .little
hands, his father had made a tour of the gar-
den -and ‘came Back With a graver face.

‘Charles,” he said, ‘how comes it’ that there .

“is. a. wasp's nest 1n the apple-tree close to my
bees 2

Charles hung his head, _and blushed scar-.'

let SRR

AT wanted to be a.ble to watch them, he, :

-

said

ﬁght with! my bees" R

garden 7.
T am sorry, father

‘ And because, you . ‘chose to grow thistles'_‘
and weeds in the pretty little garden T gave
, you on your birthday, weeds of. all kmds a.re_ '
springmg m my beds S :

R S rooted” them out, when you told me, fa,- Bl

' my Charles, you d1d

they leave their Traces’

_“Father, asked the little’ boy, why s’ u';;_ _
Did not'j'

that gome pla.nts are only weeds ? _

uE ‘Certainly, my. son. ‘answered’ the pastor

'bnt there is a place for evexything, as Solo—f

s‘ arden was the most beau-i :
. tiful spot in the little' Swedish" village of .
It wag planted for proﬁt “for the

““the book of nature is the book- I love L

And he was off hke a ﬂash ol! -

. By the time Charles had returned, .

‘And you did not trouble yourself to re- '_
member that they would do mischief and’
Have: ‘you forgotten‘

how you, once brought wﬂd bees into the

But weeds' s
a,re hke slns—they may be taken away, but

“Lam afraid I did not’ do them all; tather.
“A_nd why not-

Oh, Charlos' Charles' how -can

4¥es, I love them well.  But to me they

‘are a pleasure to be enjoyed after work. I~
mean you to be a pastor like myself, and to’
;that end you must work dlligently at your :

books.’

‘Oh, father, dear I said Charles eagerly,
“Leet
me study that and learn it by heart? ~ °

.‘Let you be an idler and a ne’er-do-weel,

,in tact"said the: pastor, turmng towards -
“the house.

‘Now come -in at. once and let
me see you make up for lost time.
let e have cause o be SOrTy that T bave
allowed you to have a garden of your own.’

- Charles went in' and’ ‘paid what’ attention '
‘ But if his body was’

not free to wander through fields and woods’
" his heart was there, and it was with a great -

he could to-his- Latin

sigh of relief that-at last he shut his books,
and, - without waiting for any  supper,

snatched' up'_his‘ cap‘, and- rushed out, . It”

would be light ill nearly ten-——long, happyf*
‘summer tw111ght' B - B AR
.‘Pastor Linné; or Linnaeus (for he- gave his, e
_--:name ‘al Latin form, as’ was'the custom or '
'v'.But you ‘neéd not tell 'the time), sent his son Charles to school a.t'-‘, o
. When I went into. my study I tound1 Lo '
‘._;sheets of dried flowers ‘among: your exercise "
“books, :
_you ever hope to’ be a worthy pastor’ when”
. fyou neglect your’ studies and waste your

timein this'way ? & = .
You love flowers, t0o, father, ‘sald Charles. -

‘gaid the boys.:
‘Do-not -

ten years old.. : -
-‘Be’ dlhgent my son,’ whispered hxs moth- ,b

T er, as ‘she: tied ‘his warm -fur, cap ; 'be dif- -

gent for you know my heart is set on seeing

.you' a pastor like your father.”

But Charles s ‘owh heart ‘was set upon the

study of nature, and’ he ‘found it° ‘hard to at-

tend to- his lessons in Hebrew and: theology.

“After some months Pastor Linnaeus drove to -

Wexicoe ‘ .

“‘Oh, Lmné r said some of the boys who )
‘Were playmg when he'arrived ;
"here, he' is rambling as “usual,
‘works properly nor. plays properly.”

‘he is not
* He never

‘Indeed !’ said the pastor;. ‘how does hc '

" gpend his tlme »-

’ ‘Always messmg thh plants and beetles,
- “What he sees in the wretch—
ed weeds no one knows,_but the place is filled
with them, and oftenhe is-an hour late, or

. even misses school altogether.’

The pastor was sadly vexed. He saw his
son, and spoke very seriously to him. Charles ~
promised to amend, and for seven years his .’
father kept him at the grammar school.

‘Then he went on to the college ir the.
same- town, but he was found to be sadly

‘backward in -the studies nécessary for a. .

A R _?' 'I‘HE rasroa ‘TooK THE PLANT.




