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her father's painéd one, and she had
guessed there was trouble for somebody,
and while Lionel looked so black ahe
thought she bhad hetier keep by him im
- thea he wamted help and sympaihy. )
~I am always good,” grumbied Lionel,
as he seurried along.
just to please Father. Wha is Fither,
indeed? X know what I will do though,
T'll be just as bad as 1 can be alt day
long, and I will Lie swake at night mak-
ing plana to be badder and bldd.er
there! Y've decided.™ e -

Then he keard a panting noise behlnd
him, and he knew it meant hir faithful
sister was mexy, but he was ieo crosa
to be kind to her, though she had dcme
nothing.

“Go back, Ins,” he nld.
bothering me.”

“COh, Lionel,” she eried, “yon are grum.
py. And ¥ am no tired. Do let me
slzay. I want to ask——"

“AN right, them, -tsy,” he interropted.
_“But do not ask questlom, tor l won't
“answer them.” :

“No, I wen't, Lmnel dear,“ the Little .

girl promised, “i you just tell me this

one tiny littla thing.. What have you

decided 1o dul And did thn fairies help

Yout”

- *“What do yon mn!” asked her

brother as be sat dowa on the soft moss,
“Weil, you suid, for 1 heard you, just

now, ‘I've decided,” and I- thoughi 1t

must be about when ¥ou are a -man, and
aa we are in the Fairien' Glen, ¥ gueased .
they would imow all about it, tea®”

. “Oh,” eaid Lionel, turning very red as

_he found bis words had teen overheard. -

“I did not mean what you mean. 1t
was gomething else I had made uy my
mind about, or I thought 1 had. now 1
. am nok qmte sure. I'm onljr balf . de-
" eided.” .~
“Then let: me help yoo; may H"

aeked & funny little voice quite close to
them, and When the childven looked up
sthey were not a bit surprised to ses &
fairy, for they kmew they were there,
and every day they Lioped to see one.

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

- mind.” - Aud she gkipped from one mush-
roop to the other so lightly that sghe
did not éven 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 gquickly how atrong ita stem
is. The fairy led them to a litile nook
in the woods that they both knew quite
well, but it Yooked quite different from
every day, for ihere were many little
fairies sitiing about in the grass, while
on the ground was a golden dish full of
apples, and just ss though there was not
ercugh fruit there, cther fairies came
down a path from the back and ndded
more to the pile.

“Now every apple ther¢ means some-
thing different,” explained the fairy
irom the top of the mushroom. ~“And
with each appls there belongs a tiny
fairy who will see that you get what-
ever the apple represents ita power to

£ : S E

“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 rubbishi™

“Well, wait and see,” said their mew

" fricnd kindly. “You will not feel po
angry very gsoon if you sit on the grasa
and get cool. Now, are you bektex?
If eo, chooge an apple from the dish,
aud it you do not want it whemn 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 his feet, he mado all the party
his best daneing ¢lass bow. Then he
walked forward and lifted an apple from
the digh

Tnatantly one small lﬂlry Jumped up
and made a bow.

“Who bites my apple shall become a
wmighty hunter, able to kill anything,”
said the Kitls person. . “Nothing shall
escape his aim”

“Oh, Lionel?” oried his sister, for she
waa afraid, Lionel stood and thought
nerioualy.  He had many four-footed
frienda in the wood: the deer, the rab-
' bita, the kares, and sll tha bivds seomwed
to know ard trust him. Faucy if he be-
gan to kill ihem} Yet haw mice to de
& hunter and to win praise for his praw-
esn. And Ukem he Temewmbered & wound-
ed deer. ha had found in terrible pain
last winker, and haw long it had taken
7 to "“"f:““" poar creature back te
health atrength.

“No,’ e said; “F will mat have that
apple. 1 do wot ke it .

And Ieis chpped har h.nds, she was
-u0 glad. .

“So 1 won't decide

“Don't conmt® -

“Take nnnf.her” said tha fairy, “There
are plenty on tlle dizh.”

“Who bites from my apple,” ‘cried a
tiny mite with golden wings, “will have
gold and wilver and precious stones.
Milliens o; them. Ob, how wealthy he
will bel” -

Lionel pushed the fruit awsy directly
he heard this £

“No,” he said. “Not for me. Mother
sayn it is better to work hard and make
Jour awn momey Yyoussel!, & & man

- should—not have it gwen to lum. Why, -

that in like & girl, really.™
Then he locked at tihe Head of the
Fairies, who still wailed on the mush-
‘reom to see what would happen. “Am
X to go onT" he asked, an whe nodded.
“Go on till the dish is empty, and if you
are not ntlsﬁe'd- then 1 1 will send foz
some more."
- Bo the boy picked up xnather ap'ple.
and, a8 a pretty little fairy with tiny
white wings and curly bair came for-
. ward, be wondered what she had to say.
“Who. bites from me ahall marry a
princess,” she exclaimed, “and live in =
palace with & sentry box outside.”
“Oh, you are & dull one!” eried Lionel
In great disgust.  “I do not want fo
marry, and when I do it will not be a
- princess. Why, I might have to wear a
erown, and then how my head would
ache!*

shouid have bitten all. those apples, I
- am sure I shovld. But I wonder i Lion-
¢l knows what he does want? Now he

hae picked up another,”

“Who bites from me ehall become
beautiful,” said the little mite who ran
forward in answer to a mipn from the
Head of the Fairies. ‘“¥ou shall grow
tall, and straight, and slim, your eyes
shall be bright and your hair curly and
thiek, Bo beautiful chall you be that ull
shall marvel as you walk by.”

“Pooh!” cried Lionel, throwing the
fruit far from him. “Why, you are sll
- getting woree and worse. It is quite
borrid now. Only girls want curly. hair
and big blue eyes, and ex]ly things hke
that.,” .

© 40k, Lmnel" said his sxster in grea.f. ’

distress. ~ Do not say such thinga, Girls
are very nice people, and everybody likes
curly bair. So. therej”

“Well, let everybady have it . theu,
growled Liomel. * Everybody but me- I
1mean,

thing comes along that seems worth
anything to me. I shall pick & tiny wee
one this time, and see if it is any better.
The large on2s have heemn quite stupid.
Ah, here comes the, fairy who owns this
fruit, I wonder whai she will have to
tell ust Ins, !usten to this. This is &
fine gne.”

“Who bites from my npple shall be
good to 2ll. Kind to the sick and poor,
gentle to the aped, tender fo the young
and helpless, pbedient and considerate to
everyhodyl - _

“Oh-h,” sail Lionel, and then he did
not geem %o pay 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 crossnesa
and ill-manners ali rowund, and he felt
hot and ashamed. ¥f omly he could be a

Yetter boy these holidays He had meant

to when he came home st first, and he
bad done splendidly in the beginning, but
lately nothing had gone right. He won.
dered if the spple would help him.
Blowly 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.

Buddenly he ralsed his eyes and locked
&t her, -

“ May I1" -he aaked Hiting tne apule
4o his lips, and when she nodded ber con-
sent he dug hin teeth fatr in.

* But ms he did so he felt the apple
taken away, and somebody shook him by,
the shoulder.

“Wake up! Wake upl™ cried Iris,
tapping him on the cheek with the frmin
she held in her hand. * First you are
eross at home, and make everything hor-
vid there, and then you come out into
the woods and go to sleep. You are a
Rice brother, you are! Give me youre
knife and let's go shares in this apple
It ia quite s good one, cook mays. You
san see it i3, for it hae streaks of red
« >

Liawe) sat up fecling very lost snd be-

. wildersd. He laoked yound to see where

the firies weie, but theve was »o sign
of them, nor of the bhig dish ¢ fgolden

“How l;lever he is1” Iris t.hnught. “1’

This is the laat apple T shall take,
T am getting tired of this game, for no-
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apples.  Yet he could mot forget his
dream, if dream it was. He knew he
had made up his mind to be & better boy,
and his slater ahould know it too, She
beard it all, or ha thought she did.
“Iris," he mid, * How long have yom
been heret Did you see the fairiest™
But she langhed and shook her head.
“Fairies?! No, you have been as]
mtuwhtnﬁemmwlﬁm
Why, DPve not been here & minute.”
on,” smid Lionel. ™ Let's get
back to the house. You see, V've mot
‘been yety nise st howe, and I wuat to
put things straight with Fatier, amd teil
Mother how sorry 1 am. Come on Let
ue run, for it is very, very imaportant.”

. The Mortified Whale,
A whale met & Mom on her way to the’
charch
{They had made the appointment by
wire);
She smiled as she said, “You're & musical
¢hap

And we need you to help in the choir®

- “No doubt I can render the aid yow de~

sive,”
Condeucendmgly answered the whales

*]] be glad of the change, for 1'm tired

of blawing
And lashig the waves with my tail™

.He had played. on tlm bones and sung

billowy aira
In many a minstrel show,

B0 he eounted on sminging the proment

parts
As the mouze gayly took him in tow.
But when they arrived—oh, be blubbered
and wailed

With a noise like an overworked war .

gun!
He wag mortiﬁed cIear to the tip of kis

tail,

TFor tbcy set ]nm to blow the big organ

organd’
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THE FLY, THE FLY PAPER AND TRR
FLY KI1D.

“Papa, what for it gels dark 30 soont™
“Because, my poy, Winter s comin’ and
it gets late early now,”




