
owner called a coffee plant. It probably had

been a coleus. There was a black border
around the letter, which was signed "Coffee
Plant Moses," the latter being the name of its
adopted mother. There was this poem:

The Coffee Plant Is always brown.
And always baa its leaves turned down.
It's neither black, it's neither white,
But always does its little right.

Many of the children who were fortunate
enough to go themselves took their plants to

the country. One little girl took her plant out

of the pot and set it in the garden, put it back
in the pot, and again set it out. She wondera
why it did not grow. Another little girlwrites:
"The reason Idid not take my plant to the
country v.as Ithought the little pussy might

have made a kind of sound that it might have
got afraid, or it might have bit it."

Some of the reports were in diary form, one
having daily reports and hours of watering.

The watering record of one plant on successive
days read: \u2666! a. m., ( a. m., 1p. m., 3 p. m., 6
p. m. Detail did not appeal to another littl*
girl, whose report read:
,June— lreceived a geranium.
July

—
It bore flowers.

August— The flowers faded.
September- New buds came.
October— Leaves and buds faded.

Elsie
—

How is your tale of the sea fr»tt:r!g on,
Bobby?

Bobby—Well, just now there's a frightful storm
I'm writin". and the passi og rs ate afraid the
briafll go to the top.

Elsie
—

To t*.*1 bottom, you mean?
Bobby—No, 1 don't, silly; this is a submarlno

boat:— (Comic Cuts.

SNUB FOR A SNOB.

English Tourist—Aw—that buttermilk was \erf
nice, my dear. What payment do you expect for
It?

Cottage Girl—We wouldn't be after asking any
payment. Sure, we give it to the pigs!— (Punch.

XEW-YOEK TRIBUNE ILLUSTRATED SUrPLEMENT.

PLAXT OBITUARIES.

The lufiplant exhibition which the guild held

was a great .-.-..\u25a0 of flourish-
ingplants txhibited was surprising. The letters

telling why cth-r plants had died were most

Interesting and furnish much insight to the lives
and character of the children.

The family cat did the greatest plant execu-
tion according to the obituary letters. Fhe ate

the leaves, perhaps under the delusion that they

were catnip: she pounced upon them playfully

from convenient heights and with great destruc-

tion. The "mover man"' was another source of

disaster. ar,d great is the Indignation which the

Email mothers exprt-ss. Falls from the "•\u25a0---

Tenement House Children Write of
111 Luck in Growing Floicers.

This is the month which mea^s a great deal
for the several thousand tenement house chil-
dren who have discovered the existence of the
National Plant Guild, which has its headquar-

ters at No. 70 :b-ave. To every child making

proper application a plant and flower pot are

given. The understanding is that the children
try their bert to make .-.•\u25a0_\u25a0\u25a0 and report

en its fate next January. Ifthe plants live

tb< y bring them to the annual plant exhibition

of the guild. Those vrho are unlucky in their
raising effort must write letters telling all
about it.

•"Do you ke«p a watch on your husband whon he
fc drinking?"

•I tried to
—

but couldn't afford it."
"Why not?"'

>}<\u25a0 used to cither lose it c: pawn it."
—

(illus-
trated Bits.

N'T X"TT:

- -
-•\u25a0

' •
Then T resolved to try and grow,

Befon [wa i. \u25a0: by frost and snow;
Ai.i st, \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 t, becaus* i kn< w

',";at •\u25a0 \u25a0 worh for me I
n . bi ighi ;• \u25a0! flom • r

Was flt '...!•.. tty's bow* r.
N. v. in: to grace an exposition;

Come and see my first edition.

Alternate bai Is of whit.- i:n<\ black were

wrapped around a withered stocft which th-j

When ret IfriKf to Minna
To become her little daughter,
:r«:c*ivfd my daily dinner—

A good supply of sun ami water.
After \u25a0..\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0.'. and grew,

Until th*» cat said: "I'llbreak you."
Tlion he hit ir.c with his paw,

And part of me feli on the floor.
He broke my best and largest branch.

And was fo glad he b^gan to dance.
But ilir.na came and shouted. "Scat!"

So ended my trouble with that bad cat.

tooI
; . .......

ry 1 r from
I

My plant lived for three wefks, arid then it could
not :;•:;• •\u25a0\u25a0:'. because ... lived undt-r a hakcr shop, and
the heat was to much. When Igot it th.-rt wtx«
toa. l-sds lli.J it rota fewu buds and it died.

A great many children seemed to think that

the pot and plant were me, as these letters

it. w:
T:.. f. w.r pot that Igot is a Garamom. My cat

r.^ r.' : ii down. It was a liice Bower pot and it
last two days^and it last two days.

The 3ovrer pot is liven yet.

My flower pot died in the month of October.
Iam thankful for The flower pot. ifed It on sun-

s.*_::.e itud crater aad sometimes soapies ..-.\u25a0•

Tbere vrm be a ran on geraniums at this
fiiEirib-jtion, as last year's experience showed
that they best withstood the hardships of tene-

ment life. This original poem accompanied a

plant so badly withered as to be unrecognizable,

tr.i is a tribute to the superiority of geraniums:

If any. bora of kindlier blood.
Should ask. "What flower lies here below.

Say only this, "A tender bud
That tri<-d to blossom in in*1 snow
Lies withered— the geraniums grow."

ilarjof the children invested their plants with
personality and family names. They even had
tho plants write poems of biography, as •:.. one,

which was signed '"Geranium Stewart**:
THE BUMORIST IN PARIS AN ELOPEMENT.
llil' '

-rThe Sketch. Itook great care of this little riant when was

The following letters speak for themselves:
My plant die and It die from water. Iput too

much water en my plant and it didn't have
enough sun and this is why it die.

My home was at the side of a running brook. I
fell away from a pretty flower in the form of a
seed. With the help of Mother Nature 1 soon sent
forth a few .eaves. One day an old gentleman
came past the brook, lie saw me and j^aid: "I
will send a man with a wagon to bring some of
these baby plants to the children in the city."

Iwill tell you a ftory of my Summer career. My
abode was on a fire escape where t. sun shone
copiously upon me, but one day the extreme cold
played and tossed around me and Idied.

One day a wind came up rushing and broke one
of my twigs, but Inever closed my eyes that night
untilIrepeated "Thank God:-> five times.

Iam a little flower four months old. with laugh-
inggreen eyes, red cheeks and black eyebrows.

Iwear a green dress and a little red bonnet.
When one got old old Mother Nature gave me a
new one.
Ihad 12 blossoms at once and was proud of t.

window sill; the other plants got jelious of me but
Idid not mind. Ihave eight buds now and a
bower of leeves. The day 1 am going to the show
Iam going to dress up in my best' and put a liice
face on.

When t. sun goes away Iam very sorry for I
have no one to play withe, after awi!e Isee some
bright faces, it is t. moon arid starts, they play w.
me until t sun comes again.

" " " " _ _ —
lit *^ m FIVE SIZES_

m p |KTSSSi \u25a0% \u25a0 Sp1 || g» g^ I i \u25a0 sOr »1 IB *»3 th* Bottle

Irani-Tonic Hair-Food ins bisi ror tuir © scaip ,^,;,.^jii™

WHAT COULD SHE DO?

DAUGHTER—HE PAID HE'D DIE IF 1 REFUSED HIM.
l-WTHKK—L.ET HIM DIE. THEN.
DAVJHTCii-WIiY. PAPA! DOX:T TOC KNOW THAT HE'S INSURED IN YOUR COMPANY?—

(Illustrated Bits.
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