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LITTLE FLOWER FOLKS

VOL. 1I.

AT SCHOOL AGAIN!

E

, ' F EARLY two months of vacation! And
¥ here we all are again in the old school-
room. " Why 1 feel like a grown-up, very

old person who had travelled all over the
world and had heen gone for years and }’curs,
said Allie with n deep sigh.

"You haven't lost even o wee bit of your imagi-
mation, Allie, I am sure,” laughed one of - the
*big girls,” throwing her arms about Allie in an en-
thusiastic school-girl hug.

"My, but won't we have wonders to tell our teach-
ers nbout our vacation! I wonder if she will remem-
ber thut she usked us to bring home some flowers ?”

" Bemember? Couorse she will,” unswered Harry.
" She never makes beliove to us.  And if she snid she
wanted us to hring flowers, she meant it, and she’l
remember, I—"
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"Thank you, Harry,” said the teacher coming up
just then; “I am glad you and I can trust each other
so fully.”

Harry blushed furiously, as much with honest pleas-
ure as with embarassment. Then followed such a rush
of greetings ! Everybody wag so glad to see every-
body else that it was full five minutes past the school-
hour before we were settled in our seats.

On the desk, stood a great bouguet of rich, red,
Jacqueminot roses nndhpure white lilies with a little
card attached on which were these words :

* (Freeting to our Teacher from the Botany (ass,”

Such w happy color came in her face us her eyes fell
upon the flowers.  She said nothing, but opening the
Bible she rewd to us these words =

" Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow,
They toil not, neither do they spin. And vet T say
unto you that even Selomon in all his glory was not
arrayed like one of these.”

And then from Longfellow she read :

SANDALPHON.

- -+ = L] - * L

He gathers the prayers se he stands

And they change into fHowers in his bands.
Into garlands of imrplc and red;

And bepesth the great arch of the portal
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Through the streeta of the City Immortal
Ie wafted the fragrance they shed.

It is but & legend, T know —
A fable, & phantom, a show
Of the ancient Rabbinieal lore
Yet the old medireval tradition
The beautiful strange superstition,
But haonts me and holds me the more.

‘When I look from my window at night,
And tha welkin above is all white,

A7 throbbing and punting with stars,
Abty them majestic is standing
Sandalphion the sogel; expanding

His pinions in nebnlona bars,

And the legend, T feel is a part

Of the hunger and thirst of the liesrt,
The frenzy and fire of the brain,

That grasps at the froitage forbidden

The golden pomegranates of Eden,
To quiet its fever and pain.




