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FLEURS STYLISEES
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can do no more, whatever happens.
‘What vl become of me?”




Nonsense I”said Alice, very decidedly; and the
Queen was slent.

‘The King aid his hand upon her arm, and
timidly said, “Consider, my dear: she is

onlya child!”

‘The Queen turned angrily away from him, and
won't!” said Alice

‘Off with her head!” the Queen
shouted at the top of her voice.

(obody moved.

‘Who cares for you?” said Alice, (she
had grown to her full size by this time.)
You're nothing but a pack of cards!”
litle scream, halfof fright and halfof
anger, and tried t0 beat them off, and.
found herseflying on the bank, with.
her head in the lap of her sister, who
was gently brushing away some dead
leaves that had flutered down from the
trees upon her face.

faces, and the pattern on
their backs was the same







‘Thus grew the tale of
‘Wonderland: Thus slowly,
one by one,

Its quaint events were
hammered out— And now
the tale is done,

And home we steer, a
merry crew, Beneath the
setting sun.
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Alice! a childish story take,
And with a gentle hand
Lay it where Childhoods
dreams are twined In
Memory's mystic band,
Like pilgrins withered
wreath of flowers Plucked
ina far-off land.




