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Flo’s Fairy Days.
(Effie Heywood,in ‘Great Thou rhts’)

O dear, it's so tiresome just to be
a little girl’ said Flo. ‘I wish 1
was a fairy; then I could do what
I liked. I wouldn’t have to go to
school and learn my lessons or help
mamma. I should wear lovely rings
and just eat cake and sweet things
whenever I was hungry.’

“So you would like to be a fairy
asked mamma, who was sewing by
the nursery window. ‘Well, dear
—let me see—you can try it to-
morrow. You can be a fairy for
the entire day.’

‘Really ? cried Flo.

¢ Yes,’ said mamma, gravely ‘You
can be a play fairy. I will make
you some wings and you can do

what you like all day.’
“And not go to school? asked

Flo,excitedly, ‘or mind baby brother
—or anything ¥

«No,” said mamma, *fairies don’t
do those things. You can tell me
about it when you come back as my
little girl to-morrow night.’

So mamma made Flo some paper
wings and a gold paper crown for
her head and early the next morn-
ing she went out in-the garden.

When schooliime came, Ellen
Dean, who was Flo's best friend,
went by alone and Flo was half
sorry she could not join her.

¢Aren’t you going to school?
asked Ellen. ‘And what are you
wearing those wings for ¥’

¢ I'm going to be a fairy to-day,
replied Flo; ‘it’s lot’s of fun.
Mamma says Ineedn’t go to school.’

‘0, dear, how foolish I answered
practical little Ellen; ‘we were
going up to the Bensons’ pasture at
recess and mother baked a little

tart for you and me. Well, I'm
glad I'm not a fairy.’

Flo watched her until she dlS‘lp-
peared down the road, then she
turned half regretfully and walked
back to the seat under the apple
tree. ‘

About the middle of the forenoon
TUncle Dick drove over from the
mill in the old waggon that Flo en-
joyed so much to ride in. He
wanted to take mamma and Flo
and baby brother to the village,
but when he saw Flo he laughed
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HOW MANY HAVE HAD SUCH FUN AS THIS IN THEIR HOLIDAYS?

¢ What are the wings for? he

asked.

‘I’'m a fairy,” said Flo, soberly.

¢Oh! said Uncle Dick and he
laughed again.

“Of course a fairy would never
ride in a waggon’ said mamma,
¢ because it would not be half fine
enough and her wings would crush.’
Then she turned to Uncle Dick. ‘I
should like to go,’ she said,” but the
baby is fretting this morning, so I
couldn’t take him and there is no
one to tend him for Norah is busy
with the ironing.’

‘Let Flo take him, suggested
Uncle Dick, but mamma shook her
head. ‘

‘No,” she said, ¢ Flo is a fairy, so
she couldn’t care for a baby. I
really can’t go, although I wish I
could.

So Uncle Dick drove away and
mamma went back into the house.

The afternoon passed slowly. She
saw Norah go out to feed the
chickens and her first impulse was
to say, * I always feed them.” Then
she remembered she was a fairy
and they never did such things.
She began to wish she could finish
the square of patchwork that had
seemed such a difficult task to her

yesterday and there were berries
to be picked for tea, but of course
such things were out of the ques-
tion. She flitted about the orchard
on an imaginary horse until she
saw the children coming home from
school. They were having a merry
time and she longed to join them,
only she-knew they would laugh at
her wings. Oh, how tired she was!
How still everything seemed and
how the bees hummed—ﬂuntly—
faintly—

Mamma found her asleep an hour
later and carried her up into her
own little room. Flo thought she
was dreaming when she opened her
eyes.

*Oh, dear,” were her ﬁrst words,
‘I’'m a little girl again and I'm so
glad, mamma.’

Poor mamma' looked very tired
and Flo put her armng around her
neck and kissed her. ‘Inever want
to be a fairy any more,’ she said.

Mamma smiled. ‘I thought you
would learn your lesson, dear, and
be my own sensible little girl again,
I wanted you to learn how sweet
it is to be satisfied with one’s own
life and with doing every little
duty willingly that comes to one.
And I want you to remember, my



