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they do another queer thîig. You've
read about the Indian magicians who
throw a rope up in the air and send a
boy up onl it, and he dis appears ?"

She nodded.
"0f course that is a trick," said lier

uncle, "but these spiders do sornething
very like it. They throw up a thread
that the wind catches, and it flues out
and up, lîke a kite. The spider
clambers up along this rope, and sees
what ýhe can see. 0f course, the rope
is tied to the grass or something first."

"I should cali him a fairv ail the
samne," said Hester, after a pause.
"Anything, even if it is only a spider,
that can do things like that olit to
be called a fairy."

"Vhen I can say that I believe in
fainies," said Uncle Rollo.

"Then I can," said Hester, smiling.
-The Youth's Companion.

* * *

THE WIND'S eUN.

Bv MAUD LiNDSAY.

o NE day the wind blew through
the town, and oh 1 baw merry

it was. It whistled down the cbim-
neys, and scampered round the cor-
ners and sang in the tree tops. "'Corne
aud dance, corne and dance, corne
and dance with me," that is what it
seemed to say.

And what conld keep frorn dancing
to sucli a merry tune? Tlie clothes
dauced on the chothesline, the leaves
danced on the branches of the trees,
a bit of paper danced about the
street, and a littie boy's hat danced
off of ,ihis hiead and dowri the side-
walk. as fast as it could go.,

It was a sailor bat with a blue rib-
bon around it; and the ends of the
ribbons flew out behind like littie
blue flags.

«"Stop!1" cried the littie boy as it
bilew away; but the bat could flot
stop. The winid whirled it and wbirl-
ed it and landed it at Iast right in the
middle of die street.

"Now 1,11 get it,» said the child,
and lie was just reaching bis baud
ont for it when off it went again,
rolinig over and over like a hoop.

"Nobody can catch me," tbonght
the bat proudly; "and 1 do flot kuow
myself how fan I shail go."

Just then the wiud whisked it in-
to an alley, and dropped it bebiud
a barrel thene. When the hittle boy
looked inta the alley, it was nowhere
to be seen.

"Where is my new sailor lut ?" lie
cried.

"Ho!I ho! I know," laughed thbe
wind, anid it blew behiud the banrel,
and fluttered the euds of the blue
ribbou tili the boy spied tbem.

"Hurrah!1" sad lie; and he rau to
pick up the bat in a burry.

"The wiud shail flot get my new
hat again," lie said; and lie put it ou
bis head aud held it with bath bauds
ahl the way home.

But as for the clothes on the
clothesliue, and the leaves on the
trees, and the bit of paper on the
street, they danced on aud on, tili
the wind blew away; aud that is the
end of niy story. -Kindergarten

Review.

ER-BUILIYERS.

self, but, then, I baven't seen every-
tbing, by any means, you know."

Hester, from the footstool, nodded
silently. Unche Rollo's wbimsical
ways puzzled ber sometirnes, but lie al-
ways explained thin s sooner or later,
even if 'be did tease.

"I nemeinber wben I was about your
age," lie continued, lookiug dowu at
bier, "I used ta believe firnly that
thene were fainies. You couldn't bave
conivinced me that there were not."

The girl's eyes brigbtened. "Tbat's
what I-" she began.

"But 1 used ta believe alrnost any-
tbing," said bier uncle. "particularly
because of rny nurse, wbo bad red
hair,"

He paused a minute, but Hesten did
not ask what red, bain had ta do witb
it, so he went on: "She wonld tell
me that the gossamer on the grass was
buiît overniglit by the fainies. Tbey
did it to catch the dew ta drink and to
bathe iu. Just hefore the sun came
up, my nurse said, ail of tbern would
came out and 'bave a grand time. The
fainÎes would climb up the beains ta-
wards tbe sun, and splasb each other
and sing; and a lot of tbings like
that" bl e concluded.

"How pretty Il" cried Hesten, uest-
ling ber footstool nearer.

'1It was pretty,") admitted Uncle
Rolla, "and Iused ta thiuk about the
fainies wbeuever I weut out be-
fore the gossamer 'disappeared in the
mrnng. But I couldn't undenstand
whene tbe fainies 'ent ta, or W$hat
tbey were like, or wby we sbouldn't
see tbem - jnst catch a glirnpse of
tbern, yon know."

"I've wondered, toa," said Hester.
"Then one day I fouud out ail about

it," said ber uncie. "It was spiders
ail tbe tirne."

"Spiders 1" said Hester. "Ugli "
"«Not at al], Hester. It isu't polite

ta say 'Ugh! ' at spiders, especially
when they fool yon into thinkiug that
they are fainies, and build sucli very
pretty things."

Hester looked ber distress. "Do
spiders really and truiy make the gos-
samer, Uincle Rollo?»

He uodded. "Don't be afraid," lie
said. "They are little bits of spiders,
you kuow. I neyer saw thein, any
more than I have seen fainies, but I
know a muan who lias. They spin
those thneads out of týheir bodies, like
reP1ar qniler.q in tihe ;ttii, IThpqte

IN DADDY'S BED.

Bv ANDRzEW BRAID.

Ail niglit I lie within my crib,
Alongside daddy's bed,

So snug and warm, and tucked in
lice

From feet right up to head.

But when the morning cornes at last
I jump in with my dad;

And when hie says, "*Good morning,
boy,"I

And kisses me, I'm glad.

He tells me staries, just like books,
0f Josephi, Bruce, and Tell,

And Daniel, Ali BaBa, and
-A. whole lot more as well.

And when my daddy is at work,
Alone, I play at some-

I'm. Sarnison when he goes away,
And Bruce when he cornes home.

And when we have a pillow flght,
Goliath is his naine,

And mine is David; and we have
Oh, sucli a jolly gamne 1

I always, beat birn, 'cos I'm strong,
Thaugli I arn only four,

So strong dad says he tbinks that I
Could batter down a door.

And then I get the paper knif e,
And cut off daddy's bead-

Not really tbough, for if 1 did
'Twotild muss up ail the bed.

I just pretend. Like David in
The Bible picture-book,

In which an Suudays after tea
My daddy and I look.

And sometimes daddy lies quite stili,
And will flot move or stir;

H1e says I'm LilIy Pussy Anu,
And he is Gully Vir.

H1e says tbaýt Gully Vir was big,
F~ar bigger than a tree;

And that the Lilly ?ussy Anus
Were littler far than me.

1 crawl ahi over bim, untii
Dad gives a great big shout,

And tumbles me among the chothes
And rails me in and out.

But ýsometimes daddy feels so tired,
H1e says his heart is sore;

So I just cuddle in with hirn,
And love him ail the more.

And then lie tells nme of my mari,
Who died long, long ago-

I was ouly a baby then,
And of course I did not know.

"'I've
fun-

me 'tends;
i be;
that mari

with me 1
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