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Auntie's Story

We were seated one evening in the |
cloaming, before a bright
Oldsters’™ in our ccsy arm
with three httle heads very close to
We listened to the rain
dashed against the window panes
the wind that came in fitful gusts,
making the old willows creak and |
rroan and toss their giant arms asif in |
mortal agony. It was a restful feeling, |

fire-—we
chairs,

OUrs. as it}

, and |

among all this unrest, to know that all [

our belongings were »mhl\ housed for |
the night, and we (at least onc nf the
party) was just thinking of ‘forty |
winks'" before lighting the lamp and |
diving down into a well-filled stocking |
basket, when one of the little h(a(lkl
was violently shaken and an indignant |
little voice exclaimed

“Oh, Auntie' That's not fair!'|
Now for one of your long, long stories. |
Hush' ‘

\nd
WAas ]ll\

In a little shell of mother-of - pearl,
with lining of soft pink, sat the dear-
est of little fairies.  Her hair fell hLke
a mantle of gold over a face like the
dnft ;" her gossamer wings
were folded; one round, white arm and
hand supported her dimpled chin ; with
the other she guided her shallop,
which glided silently over the stream.
\t length her rose-bud lips were parted,
and with a sigh she said

*1 shall, T will, 1 must! That's
naughty, says our Queen, but I
should like so much to go amongst
those bipeds who call themselves * hu-
man beings,” men, women, but above
all, little children. I've peeped at
them ; human nature is such a study!
One man can scarcely tell which is
human and which is nature, whether
it 18 natural to be human or human to
be natural. | must consult gy log-
book and see whether my ideas are at

Auntie’s going to kemmence."
so | ** kemmenced,” and this|
\tnl\

SNOW

S0

HORSFORD’S

ACID PHOSPHATE,

A most excellent and agreeable tonic
and appetizer. It nourishes and invig-
orates the tired brain and body, imparts
renewed energy and vitality, and en.
livens the functions.

Dr. Eparain Bateman, Cedarville, N. J,

BAYS

“1 have used it for several years, not
only in my practice, but in my own indi-
vidual case, and consider it under all cir-
cumstances one of the best nerve tonice
that we porsess. For mental exhaustion or
overwork it gives renewed strength and
vigor to the entire system.’

Descriptive pamphlet free.
Rumford Chemical Works, Providence, R L

Beware of Substitutes and
Imitations.

CAUTION.—Be sure the word ¢ Hors-
ford’s” is on the label. All others ®Fe

‘nll

| open this httle casket ;

spurious. Never sold in bulk.

logreal. 1 T could only find my
dear old friend, Monsieur Spidare, the
weaver ;, he 18 80 wise and would advise

me \\hul to do.  Yes, I'mn tired of this
lazy life! Dancing on the green all
| mght, then swinging in my lily bell
wll day. Ah, happy thought! Why
not make use of the gift my fairy
' grand-dame left me, who, as she
| handcd 1t to me, said

* Lattle one, you will soon weary of

| this good-for-nothing gay life, or else

my talent of knowing your inner life
is plaving me false. Some day,
a longing will seize

800N,

you to give
this pleasant life: remember 1 say,
| pleasant life : you will cry out for
| something deeper and fuller ; then

something that will help you to use
your thorns with discretion, or else be
assured of this, my Rose, that

| The thorns you use, 'tis true, so oft in
play,

Will turn against yourself some autumn
du)}.'

* Then she was wafted away on the

| wings of the wind, and I've not seen

she has
the future

seen her since. Most likely
been changed into a flower
existence of all good fairies.

hike to be a rose; I'm called * Sweet |
Rose ' now. How can | be sweet and |
have thorns? LEasily ; what are my

thorns? My not too honied words, in
other words,
sweet temper. Therefore, |

my thorns when it so pleases me. But |

I sprang into existence with thorns, |
therefore it is my nature to be thorny. |

Ah, but I can rub off the sharp edges,
so that when 1 use them they may not
wound deeply. And now I must see
what this contains.”” And, taking the
silver casket, wiich was fastened to
her waist, she touched a sp ing; it
opened easily, and ‘* Sweet Rose "’ saw,
first,a bunch of Forget-me-nots, which
she held to her breast, then pressed
reverently to her lips. ‘* My grand-
dame’'s name,’’ she whispered ; then,
lifting the sheet of silk on which they
had lain, her hand touched a wreath
of Rue. On the silver paper on which
it was folded was written, ‘“ She who
wears this wreath will have many sor-
rows, many trials, many tears; her
duties will be to watch the sick and
guide the erring. If she fulfil her
dutles faithfully, she will never rue her
sorrows, never rue her trials, and will
weep tears of joy."

The wreath lingers in her fingers,
she is sorely tempted to put it out of
sight, but the words, ** duty faithfully”

and ‘* tears of joy’’ haunt her, and she |’

saye, ‘I will!” as she places the
wreath on her head, and, laying the
Forget-me-nots jtenderly in their silken
sheet, closes the casket. Then guiding
her skiff to the sweet briar bush where
she lives, ordersa ‘‘ fly " of black and
gold, and on its wings is soon borne
away through lovely lanes and pretty
villages into a dusty town, 'till they
dash suddenly into the morning room
of a suburban villa and rest on the
back of an easy chair in which sat the
younger of two ladies who occupied
the room ; they were discussing the
last night's ball.

« The ball,” said the younger of the
two, *‘ was, I suppose, very pleasant ;
but, my dear mother, I am so tired of
this sort of life ! ™

« This sort of life, Florence! What
can you possibly mean ? How ungrate-
ful!” Are we not most Jindulgent
parents ? Giving you pleasure in every
way, travelling, balls, dress, ——

¢ Everthing heart can wish, mother

up |

in it there is

I should | 1

my—ahem ! doubtfully — |
can lwf
| sweet when it 80 pleases me, and use

mine, and | thank you
thouvhtfulness of
‘ll\t

for your loviny
but | should
the world.

cup of water, but | must be patient till

e, mother comes home.

LO |l(l

wome zood in An in-tant, and the hLittle fairy had

Only let e visit the sick and poor.” lighted on the sick child's pillow, and
* Never! leave that for women who in passing the cup, had dipped her
bave no ties ; pe ple who are weary of finger in the water and moistened, the
the world.  Why, I've no patience sick child’s lips; then, shskiny gently
with you! Think of the fevers you her httle dress of pml\ rose Y¢ aves, she
might catch too” No--a thousand filled the air with sweet putunw and
times, no! fanned the child to sleep, to dream *“of
“ But, mother, why should one wait a pure river, of streets of gold with

till one is weary of the world to dogood
' to others? Spending the young life
| that 18 given us in frivolity, and then,

gates of pearl, and sweet incense."”

The door opened and a poorly clad
woman entered ; going quickly over to

when youth is passed and health is|the child, she said :
gone, seek for excitement in looking

‘“ Nothing but this for you, darling;
‘No

and cook gave me

on the miseries of the wretched poor.
| fear, unless I learn to know and love
themm now, [ shall never do so.”

the lady could not pay me.
| change,” she said,
§|smH1c broken bits.’
Without deigning to answer, her| **Mammy, dear, never mind ; ['ve
mother left the room. The closing of  had such a sleép, and I have seen such
| the door bore testimony to very strong | a beautiful place ; how I wish we could
excitement on her part. both go there.”

Sweet who bhad been seated| * Ah, lass, we must jnst wait our
quietly on Florence's chair, whispered | time, and my Liza must just get well.
q,Mx I'll make you more comfortable, and

*Be patient, your motives are good | tidy up a Iub for I must be off early
and unselfish, nnl\ be patient ;’ t,hen | the morn.’
mounting her flv, she ordered her at-| After raising the sick one, and feed-
| tendant to take her where she could |ing her with some of the bread, she
find little children, as she might be of | bommenced a war on the cobwebs.
| some service to them. Away they| ¢ Oh, not that'! " cried little Liza,
flew till the window--ill of a fashion- '“t.ha.t, 18 my very dearest old spider ;
able house 1s reached. Here Rose| dontklll him, mother.’
sees two lovely children, a boy and a| * Well, well, child, if you take any
girl, blowing soap bubbles and Jaugh- divarsion out of him, I'll leave him
ing loudly. The dor is opened and|be.”
| nurse brings in on a tray nicely cut| Fairy Rose looked up, and there,
| bread and jam, a jug of milk and silver | spinning his loveliest web of lace, was
cups. her old friend the weaver. Wafting a

“Oh!" exclaimed the boy, ‘‘ Only|sweet perfume 'round the sick child’s
' that! [I'll break my bread and spill | pillow, she flew to his web and touched
my milk.” him lightly with her wand. The old

*“ So will I,”" said little Miss. ‘‘ It’s | spinner stopped his work and put out
quite ridiculous of cook sending such|a feeler, raised his eyebrows and re-
a miserable tea.” marked :

‘“ Ah, little opes,” said nurse, ‘‘if| ¢ By all that is beautiful ! the fair
you had seen the longing look the|Rose! Pray, have you left your thorns
char-woman gave at your tea! I|behind? "
heard her say, * If my poor, dear sick| This was a very stinging remark,
child could only have a taste of those|but poor Rose was too sad to cross
good things, what good it would do|swords with him, therefore only crossed
her.” Indeed, Master Frank, it's a|him with questions.
shame the way you waste ! " ‘“ How came you here ? Where is
“ (1" cries the boy, “my papa is|the lovely place she speaks of 2" here
very rich ; what do I care for the char-
woman and her youngster ! "’

Little Tina looked very sad, and|
said : !

‘“I'se very sorry, nursey ; pray send
my bread and jam to the little sick
child.”

Nurse, not caring to descend four
flights of stairs for a char-woman,
said :

“ Cook will look after her ; she has
gone away home to Charwell Alley.”

Sweet Rose did not wait for more,
but ordered her fly to take her to the
alley where the sick child lay. The
very respectaole livery of gold and
black loeked askance, and, for the first
time refused to do his mistress’s bid-
ding. At this the little fay stamped
her tiny foot, and with her wand turn-
ed him into a caterpillar. With what
a “flop” he came to earth! She
never waited to notice, for, seeing a
grave little moth floating past,, she
hailed it and was soon taken to the
alley, where the houses were so closely

{ose,

A GAIN OF A POUND A DAY IN THE
CASE OF A MAN WHO HAS BECOME ““ALL
RUN DOWN,”’ AND HAS BEGUN TO TAKE
THAT REMARKABLE FLESH PRODUCER,

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

OF PURE COD LIVER OIL WITH
Hypophosphites of Lime & Soda

IS NOTHING UNUSUAL. THIS FEAT
HAS BEEN PERFORMED OVER AND OVER
AGAIN. PALATABLE As MILK. EN-
DORSED BY PHYSICIANS. ScotT’s
EMULSION IS PUT UP ONLY IN SALMON
COLOR WRAPPERS. SOLD BY ALL DRUG-

1 i T §0c. AND $1.00
::;l;oga t(tw ﬂiymhcfﬂmtﬁ lend a kindly | § OGS S e BOWNE, Bellevitle.
On the window of one of the most
dilapidated of those houses the moth M LARTOLIND
softly lighted. gt ohuR FF’} .
“ Now,” thought Sweet Rose, ‘ shall of

I go in, or shall I return to Fairy
Glen? It's so unlovely here.”

“I'm so thirsty,” said a sweet,
feeble voice, i and I cannot reach that




