
her father’s pained one, and she had

guessed there was trouble for somebody,
and while Lionel looked so black she

thought she had better keep by him in

case he wanted help and sympathy.
"I am always good,” grumbled Lionel,

as he scurried along. “So I won’t decide

just to please Father. Who is Father,
indeed? 1 know what I will do though
I’ll be just as bad as 1 ean be all day
long, and I will He awake at night mak-

ing plans to be Ladder and. badder. Bo

there! I’ve decided.”

Then he heard a panting noise behind
him, and he knew it meant his faithful

sister was near, but he was too cross

to be kind to her, though she had dona

nothing.
“Go back, Iris,” he said. “Don’t conre

bothering me.”

“Oh, Lionel,” she cried, “you are grum.
py. And lam so tired. Do let me

stay. I want to ask ”

“AH right, then, stay,” he interrupted.
“But do not ask questions, for I won’t
answer them.”

“No, I won’t, Lionel dear,” the little

girl promised, “if you just tell me this

one tiny little thing. What have you
decided to do? And did the fairies help

you?”
“What do you mean?” asked her

brother as he sat down-on the soft moss.

“Well, you said, for I heard you, just
now, ‘l’ve decided,’ and I thought it

must be about when you are a man, and

as we are in the Fairies’ Glen, I guessed
they would know all about it, too.” ’

“Oh,” said Lionel, turning very red as

he found his words had been overheard.
“I did not mean what you mean. It

was something else I had made up' my
mind about, or I thought I had. now 1

am not quite sure. I’m only half de-

cided.”
“Then let me help you; may 1?”

asked a funny little voice quite close to

them, and when the children looked up
they were not a bit surprised to see a

fairy, for they knew they were there,
and every day they hoped to see one.

“Come, follow me,” the fairy said,
“and you shall easily make up your

mind.” And she skipped from one mush-
room to the other so lightly that she

did not even dent them, and if you want

to know how lightly that is, well, you
try to sit down on a mushroom the next

time you see one growing, and you will
find out quickly how strong its stem

is. The fairy led them to a little nook
in the woods that they both knew quite
well, but it looked quite different from

every day, for there were many little
fairies sitting about in the grass, while
on the ground was a golden dish full of

apples, and just as though there was not
enough fruit there, other fairies came

down a path from the back and added
more to the pile.

“Now every apple there means some-

thing different,” explained the fairy
from the top of the mushroom. “And
with each apple there belongs a tiny
fairy who will see that you get what-
ever the apple represents its power to

be.”

“How can the fairies know ?” grum-
bled Lionel, who was still rather cross

with everybody. “Not even a fairy can

look inside an apple. That is rubbish!”
“Well, wait and see,” said their new

friend kindly. "fou will not feel so

angry very Soon if you sit on the grass
and get cool. Now, are you better?

If so, choose an apple from the dish,
and if you do not want it when you
hear what it is, just give it back to the

little fairy that belongs to it.”

Lionel took off his cap, and, scram-

bling to Ins feet, he made all the party
his best dancing class bow. Then he

walked forward and lifted an apple from
the dish.

Instantly one small fairy jumped up
and made a bow.

“Who bites my apple shall become a

mighty hunter, able to kill anything,”
said the little person. “Nothing shall

escape his aim.”
“Oh, Lionel!” cried his sister, for she

was afraid. Lionel stood and thought
seriously. He had many four-footed
friends in the wood: the deer, the rab-

bits, the hares, and all the birds seemed

to know and trust him. Fancy if he be-

gan to kill them! Yet how nice to be

a hunter and to win praise for his prow-
ess. And then he remembered a wound-

ed deer he had found in terrible pain
last winker, and how long it had taken

to nurse the poor creature back to
health and strength.

“No,” he said; “I will not have that

apple. Ido not Hke it.”
And bit clapped her hands, she was

so glad.

“Take another,” said the fairy. “There
are plenty on the dish.”

“Who bites from my apple,” cried a

tiny mite with golden wings, “will have
gold and silver and precious stones.
Millions ox them. Oh, how wealthy he
will be!”

Lionel pushed the fruit away directly
he heard this.

“No,” he said. “Not for me. Mother
says it is better to work hard and make
your own money yourself, as a man

should—not have it given to him. Why,
that is like a girl, really.”

Then he looked at tue Head of the
Fairies, who still waited on the mush-

room to see what would happen. “Am
I to go on?” he asked, an she nodded.

“Go on till the dish is empty, and if you
are not satisfied then I will send for
some more.”

So the boy picked up another apple,
and, as a pretty little fairy with tiny
white wings and curly hair came for-
ward, he wondered what she had to say.

“Who bites from me shall marry a

princess,” she exclaimed, “and live in a

palace with a sentry box outside.”
“Oh, you are a dull one!” cried Lionel

in, great disgust. “I do not want to
marry, and when I do it will not be a

princess. Why, I might have to wear a

crown, and then how my head would
ache!”

“How clever he is!” Iris thought. “I
should have bitten all those apples, I

am sure I should. But I wonder if Lion-
el knows what he does -want? Now he
has picked up another.”

“Who bites from me shall become

beautiful,” said the little mite who ran

forward in answer to a sign from the

Head of the Fairies. “You shall grow

tall, and straight, and slim, your eyes

shall be bright and your hair curly and

thick. So beautiful ehall you be that all
shall marvel as you walk by.”

“Pooh!” cried Lionel, throwing the

fruit far from him. “Why, you are all

getting worse and worse. It is quite
horrid now. Only girls want curly hair

and big blue eyes, and silly things like

that.”

“Oh, Lionel,” said his sister in great
distress. “Do not say such things. Girls
are very nice people, and everybody likes

curly hair. So there!”
“Well, let everybody have it then,”

growled Lionel. “ Everybody but me I

mean. This is the last apple I' shall take.

I am getting tired of this game, for no-

thing comes along that seems worth

anything to me. I shall pick a tiny wee

one this time, and see if it is any better.

The large ones have been quite stupid.
Ah, here eomes the. fairy who owns this

fruit. I wonder what she will have to

tell us? Iris, listen to this. This is a

fine one.”
“ Who bites from niy apple shall be

good to all. Kind to the sick and poor,
gentle to the aged, tender to the young
and helpless, obedient and considerate to

everybody.’.’
“ Oh-h,” said Lionel, and then he did

not seem to say anything else. He just
stood still, holding the apple i nhis hand

and thinking steadily. He remembered

everything that had happened at home.

His rudeness to his mother, his crossness

and ill-manners all round, and he felt

hot and ashamed. If only he could be a

better boy these holidays He had meant

to when he came home at first, and he

had done splendidly in the beginning, but

lately nothing had gone right. He won-

dered if the apple would help him.

Slowly he turned it round and round in

his hands, while the Head of the Fairies

watched him curiously, for she wanted

to see what he was going to do.

Suddenly he raised his eyes and looked
at her.

“ May I?
” ;he asked, lifting tne apple

to his lips, and when she nodded her con-

sent he dug his teeth far in.

But as he did so he felt the appte
taken away, and somebody shook him by
the shoulder.

“Wake up! Wake up!” cried Iris,
tapping him on the cheek with the frnit

she held in her hand. “ First you are

cross at home, and make everything hor-

rid there, and then you come out into

the woods and go to sleep. You are a

nice brother, you are! Give me your

knife and let’s go shares in this apple.
It is quite a good one, cook says. You
can see it is, for it has streaks of red

•n it.”
Lionel sat up feeling very lost and be-

wildered. He looked round to see where

the fairies were, but there was no sign
of them, nor of the big dish o fgolden

apples. Yet he could not forget his
dream, if dream it was. He knew he

had made up his mind to be a better boy,
and his sister should know it too. She

heard it all, or he thought she did.

“Iris,” he said, “ How long have you
been here? Did you see the fairies?”

But she laughed and shook her head.
“Fairies? No, you have been asleep.

That is what is the matter with you.
Why, I’ve not been here a minute.”

“ Come on,” said Lionel. “ Let’s get
back to the house. You see, I’ve *not

been very nice at home, and I want to

put things straight with Father, and tell
Mother how sorry I am. Come on. Let
us run, for it is very, very important.”

The Mortified Whale.

A whale met a Mouse on her way to the

church
(They had made the appointment by

wire);
She smiled as she said, “You’re a musical

chap
And we need you to help in the choir."

“No doubt I can render the aid you de-

sire,”

Condescendingly answered the whale;
“’ll be glad of the change, for I’m tired

of blowing
And lashig the waves with my tail.”

He had played on the bones and sung
billowy airs

In many a minstrel show,
So he counted on singing the promient

parts
As the mouse gayly took him in tow.

But when they arrived—oh, he blubbered

and wailed

With a noise like an overworked war

gun!
He was mortified clear to the tip of his

tail,
For they set him to blow the big organ

organ!

HOUP-LA.

THE FLY, THE FLY PAPER AND THE
FLY KID.

“Papa, what for it gets dark so soon?”
“Because, my poy, winter is cornin’ and

it gets late early now.”
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