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OR

Who?

Who is it comes so softly
In December, do you know,
‘A-covering everywhere he walks

When Totty Went a Fairy-Hunting. sy

Maud Walker

With white and fleecy snow?

ttle miss of five.
mber she sat in the big
e library looking at a|

Totty was a li
bright day in Dece
bay window of th
picture ' book, from which her grand-
mamma had just been

Who is it tweaks the noses
Of children as they run
About the yard and playground
Indulging in their fun?

h
“There’s where the fairies live,” she hollows that were covered with last
line of year’s grass and brush, now dead and
“Grammama tole hanging full of recently fallen snow. Her
knows, cause she |reason for taking this unfrequented road
was to avoid the maay people who came
into town by wagon or on foot over the
d,” as the main thoroughfare was

mamma had gene to mamma’s room to re
see how mamma and the new baby brother
were getting on, and had told 'Totty to
stop there in the sunshine till she should

One {eet fairly flew dovx;n the alley toward

'gaid, pointing toward ‘a bluish
reading a fairy timber in the distance.

tale to her. Just a minute before grand- me so, an’ Grammama
ad it in the book.”
For a long time the little one went on
and on, but the blush line of timber “big roa
seemed to become no nearer. The roadlcalled.

e big road which led into the country.

she

she

she chose soon after reaching the “big Pretty soon Totty began to -feel ‘very
road” led her off over hills and through|tired, and she then realized that her
hands and feet were quite numb from the
cold. Her nose, - too, felt stinging, and

“It’s a long, long way off to where the
fairies live,” she 'murmured. Then she
began to feel some uncasiness. Suppose

Fairy Princess before dark? “It’s all
New Baby Brother’s fault,” she declared
emphatically to herself. “He came and
made mamma and papa forget me. I jus’
' bad to come away from home, so I did.”

But there was a limit to Totty’s endur-
ance, and after walking a very long time
her poor little’legs protested against an-
other step, unless they might have a bit

put her muff over it to thaw it out., |

should not reach the castle of the

.

of rest. So Totty sought out a fallen

reiurn.
But Totty’s heart was a bit heavy on
this beautiful day. The stork had left
new baby brother at. their house the
night before, and Totty felt that she no
longer held the place in her parents’
hearts undivided. Even papa had hurried
| from the breakfast room to see how “Bul-
ger” was getting on; and grandmamma,
too, was so much taken by the new
arrival that she went to mamma’s room
every little while to see the usurper in
his cradle. Totty had been allowed to
see the mew baby brother as soon as she
was dressed that morning, but she had
not been in the least demonstrative over
him. The fact is, Totty could no. under-
stand at all why there was such a fuss
over that tiny thing, of the bald head
and wrinkled, ugly face, no larger than a
little puppy and not half so cute. Why,
the new baby brother did not even open
his squinting eyes, and he held his fingers
all wadded up into little fists. Now, had
he been fat, laughing amnd crowinz—
like the Browns’ baby boy—Totty would
not have minded his intrusion into the
family so much, for she could have
amused herself with him at times when
che had no hing else to do. But this tiny
thing, that didn’t even know when he
was spoken to won her condemnation
rather than her admiration and affection.
As Totty sat thinking over the new
comer and feeling herself ousted from
her rightful place as ‘supreme being in
that household, her eyes fell on & picture
in one of the idly turned pages. It was
of a fairy princess leading a little golden-
haired girl like herself through flowers
and vines. All about them were winged
fairies flitting through the air, and a
magnificent golden castle rose majesti-
cally on a mountain top in the distance.
Toward this castle the fairy was leading
the little girl.
“Wish I could go home with a fairy
princess and become her little girl,”
mused Totty. “And I guess niobody wou'd
care, either, if I were gone. That te nt-<y-
weentsy thing upstairs takes my place
now, and papa and mamma, and even
grand mamma, wouldn’t miss poor Totty.”
The aggrieved little miss got up, went to
her own little room—which opened into
grandmamma’s room—and got her hat a d
coat; she also bethought herself of
her muff and tippet, for the weather was
cold, and she might have a distance to
go before reaching her destination.
After putting on her wraps down stairs,
| watching that no one might see her doing
so, Totty stole softly out at the back
! door and made off through the snow-cov-
lered garden toward the back gate. Once

Who 1is it nips their very toes,
And bites their cheeks to red,

And roars about the house at night
To scare them in their bed?

"* Who is it freezes by a touch
, The water in the pond,
" To make the finest skating
For the children all around?

Who is it makes th-m eager
To sit about the grate,
¢ As night comes down about them,
And thrilling tales relate?

Who sets their blood a-tingle

' In every sturdy vein,

And makes them give him welcome
When he comes back again?

Ah, hear the children answer!
For they know as well as I,

And love him tenderly I ween;
“0ld Winter!” so they cry.

HELEN A DAVIS. outside her own yard the little miss’|.

FIND THE OTHER JOCKEY

The jockey awaits the hour
When he shall enter the track;

And for another jockey

He i looking back.

His friend, the other jockey,
Calls out, but he deesp’t hear;
Tho he would if he’d but listen,
For his jockey friend is near.

log, on one side of which there was no
snow, and dropping down beside it she
rested her weary head against its huge
proteoting bedy, and closed her eyes to
rest. “Yes, it’s all New Baby B.other’s
fault,” she repeated. “Or, is it the fault
of the stork what brought it to owur
house? I'm goin’ to. tell the Fairy . Prin-;
cess to make the storks keep away from |
Totty’s home. We don’t want any more
babies I’d much rather have kittens |
and puppies. I can play with. them,
so I can.”
Then a delicious wvemse of drowsiness
came over Totty, and feeling quite com-,
fortable from the cold—the great log
breaking the wind from her—she pro-!
ceeded to fall asleep. But hardly had
she done so when something soft touched !
her shoulder, and opening her eyes, she
gaw standing beside her the most beauti-
ful fairy she had ever seen pictured in
story books. “Little one, do you wish to,
go home with me and become my daugh- |
ter?” asked this marvellous appu'itionl
stroking Totty’s hair. !
“Yes’m if you please,” answered Totty.
| But something made her heart sink and a'
lump grow in her throat. Perhaps it was
the thought of leaving forever her dear
papa, mamma and grandmamma. Then—
that bit of a New Baby Boy might not
always be so insignificant and stupid.
Some day he would learn to talk and
walk and play. Then he might be very
nice. But Totty had come for the pur-
poge of finding a fairy mother, and she
must not back down.
“Very well, little one,” said the beauti-
ful fairy. “My carriage and winged snow-
white horses will soun arrive and we'll go
to Fairyland in a jiffy. Once th re you’ll
never, never return to the world again.
You'll have wings to grow from your
shoulders and you’ll fly through the clouds
like a bird. You'll learn new modes of
living and you'll sleep curled up in a
cloud, except when it snows; then you'll
snuggle up inside a great cave. Oh, we
fairies do not live as you do on earth,
with houses, fires, beds and dishes to eat
from. We eat the petals of flowers and
drink the dew.”
“Don’t you have turkey and eranberry
sauce on Christmas?”’ asked Totty, anx-
jously. “And plum pudding and mince
pie and layer cake and jelly and ice
cream, t00, on ever s0 many days, not
counting Sundays, when we always have
a mos’ splendid dinner?”
The beautiful fairy laughed and shook
her head. “We don’t have any Christ-

days,” she said. “Nor do we eat

strange kinds of feod yon mentinn, . Our
diet is flower petals and dew. What more
do, we wish .

{ have playhouses full «g toys and rocking
{ horses and swings?’ asked Totty. “And
tdon’t they have birthday parties?”

sured the heautiful fairy.
do the people from whom you come wo
would not be fairies; we’d be ordinary
mortals.
see it in the air floating this way?”

She felt that living in Fairyland wou.d
not be all that she had at first hoped it
iwould. But as the fairy had already got
her promise to go she supposed she could
not turn back,

get them. Oh, why had she left. her love-

mas, nor Wew Year, nor Easter, nor Sun-
the

9

“Ap’ ‘don't ‘the children in Fairylsnd

*Oh, no, indeed, my little dear,” as-
“If we lived a3

But there comes my varriage;

Totty was now om the point of crying.

And the carriage was
coming like the wind through the air to

ly home, with its real comforte and its
real people? At this thought Totty could
not keep the tears- back, and she cried
out as the fairy picked her up to place
her in the carriage. “Oh; don’t take me
away; [ want to go home—I wan’t to go
h-o-m-e!” ; :

“That’s just where you are going, lLittle
old Snuksey,” said a voice in her ear, and
looking up Totty beheld her own dear
papa bending over her, lifting her in his
strong, loving arms. “So our little girlie
ran away, did she?”’ he asked, holding
the now wide-awake Totty against his
breast. “Where were you straying to,
little lamb? You had papa most fright=
ened to death.”

“] was going to hunt the fairies,” con-
fessed Totty. ‘“But I don’t want to go
any further; I just want to go home.
Does mamma know I runned away?”

“No, I didn’t say a thing about your
absence,” said papa. “When I missed
you I set out to track you through the
gnow, and her I found my runaway. And
now—shall we go home?” :

“Please, papa, dear,” whispered Totty,
snuggling her face in his warm neoi.
“And I'm glad we've got new babyf
brother, too. May I kiss him and watch
him grow when I get home?”
. And papa, laughing, said yes.
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There was a small boy in a barn,

Who stumbled and then said, “Consarn.
I’ve fallen so oft. ;

l From this same dark hayloft

That it seems I some day would larn!”

Bricktop

“Say, kiddies, do you know that Satur- plained Bettie. “Bridget could bake sev-
day of next week is mamma’s birthday?” eral cakes during her a.hsencg. That
asked Bricktop of Lettie and Bettie one would save us several dollars with whi?h
gvening as they walked home from school. | to buy flowers for the table and avoid

“Qh, 1 hadn’t thought about it,” de- | going in debt for them.”
¢lared Lettie. ‘“But papa would have put| «Clever thought,” declared Bricktop.
it into our minds before it was too late “You are.a brilliant little kiddie, sure.

sents for her. He always does We'll put Bridget next, and she’ll doj
arthogrdheon s i she can to help us along. May-

‘you know.” o ' anything
“Well, I’ve got another bee buzzing in be she can help us to make out the menu,
She is a cracker-jack on luncheons

“than the too.

my bonnet,” laughed Bricktcp, an
. 7 Mamma and teas, I’ve heard mamma say.

and the Twins Give Their Mother a Surprise w.s..

at school yesterday that his grandmother

'be away from home all afternoon. You

mere giving of a few presents. r
always gives us kids parties on our bu'th-l
days, and I'm in for giving her one” |

“Qh, that’ll be splendid!” cried Bettie.
#But do you suppose mamma will give

her consent? She is always in for doing
but never wanis

jovely things for us,
others to go to any trouble on her ac-,
gount.” . |

“Well, I hope you don’t think for a
moment that I mean to ask her consent,
do you? drily remarked Bricktop. “It’s
to be a surprise, and not even shall papa
hear 'a whisper about it. The surprise
shall be as great to him as to her.” .
. “But how will you munage it, brother?” .
asked Lettie all eagerness. |

“That’s for you kiddies and me to talk
pver,” answered Bricktop. »We shall find
3 way, depend upcn 8.

The twins were delighted with the idea,
and the three children put their heads to-
gether that evening while their paren.s
were entertaining company in the par-
Jor. They decided te invite their mam-
ma’s closest friends, to explain to them
that the party was to be a surprise, an.d
that the greatest secrecy pertaining to it
must be observed.

“There must be cake and all sorts of
goodies,” remarked Bettie.

“And s.uffed olives and ice-cream,”

pdded Lettie.

“Nothing shall be wanting,” declared |

Bricktop.
" «But how are we to get hold of the
money to pay for all our preparations?”’
asted Bettie. “Papa would gladly fur-
pish it if we were to ask him for it; but
since he is to be kept in ignorance of the

party ;
“P’ve thought that out,” informed
Bricktop, in errupting Bettie. “I've gt

about $15 in my bank, and we can get
credit at the florist’s. Mamma has an ac-
gount there, you know. After the party
we’ll tell her how we got the flowers.”
. “Bridget can make the cake, can’t she?”
asked Lettie.

“No—o—o!” And Bricktop shook his
head emphatically. ‘Mamma might step
into the kitchen while she was doing it,
gand lo!—there’d be questions.”

“But you forgot that mamma goes to
her club every Friday afternoon,” ex-

‘gladly accepted the

“Now, Bricktop, you never heard ma-,
ma say Bridget was a cracker-ja,ck,”|
laugh'd Lettie. ‘““Mamma never uses such
expressions, you know.”

“] didn’t mean that mamma said it in
those particular words,” said Bricktop.
“] mean that mamma has spoken in great
praise of Bridget's ability in preparing
dainty and appetizing dishes for lunch-
eons and teas. Of course; mamma doesn’t
use ‘Boy-English.”

The next day at noon Bricktop took it
upon himself to call on’ geveral of his
mother’s dearest friends to give them ver-
bal invitations to the party on Saturday
evening of the coming week. Each lady
invitation, ‘and ex-
pressed great admiration for the son who
was taking so much in.erest in honoring
his mother on her birthday. They also
pledged themselves to secrecy, and prom-
ised to give any assistance they could be-
forehand to make the party a success.
B:ttie and Lettie also called upon & few
of their mamma’s friends issuing invita-
tions, the little ladies being very. secret
about it, refusing to talk-aloud over the
coming event, but whispering the partic-
ulars in very low vowces, watching to see
that no person of evil intent was within
hearing.

Bridget was happy to be taken into the
childien’s confidence, and declared ihat
she could prepare the entire repast ex-
cept the ices during her mistress’s ab-
sence from home. “You know missus
goes to market every morning,” she said.
“Ihen Bridgy will fix something for the
day I'll bake the cakes
some excuse to take
e all day Friday? I'd
if I could have the

!party. On Fri
| Say, can’t you get
her away from hom
make things hum

whole day.” .

“It shall be done,” declared Bricktop;
but just how he had not yet made up his
i mind.

All the week of the party Bricktop ahd
the twins were in a round of secret and
sweet excitement, and when Friday morn-
ing came they: thought of school with re-
luctance—there was so much to look after
for the evening of the morrow. While at
'breakfast Bricktop, turni g to his mother.
|said: “Oh, mamma, Dave Pickett told me

“Success to you, Bridget,” answered'

is in very bad health. I told him I would Bricktop, waving his cap to her as he

'}Sk. you to go bver and see her this morn- started with the twins to school. “Ail
ing, and he said' he would tell his grand- is moving along swimmingly,” he re-
mother to be on the logkout for you. You marked to them as they hurried along.
must run over, or th. poor old lady will; But the mext day brought about what
be' greatly disappointew.” threatened to be quite a dilemma for

“Oh, son, this is my club day, I must Bricktop and the twins. At the break-
fast table their mother—after having re-
§hould have thought . that before prom- ceived her husband’s and children’s|
ising Dave that I would ¢all this morning. happy congratulations on the occasion of
Going to market. and calling on Mrs. her birthday—remarked that she had de-
Pickett would occupy the entire forenoon. cided to get a carriage from the livery
he Pickett’s stable and to take the children out to
homestead, and. as our horse is out at Grandpa and Grandma' Perkins’ home in
grandmamma’s, I would be obliged to|the country. “You know we have not
walk.” : been there since Thanksgiving Day,” she

“But you should not disappoint that said. “We can go out and stay over
dear old lady,” insisted Bricktop. “She’ll night and papa can join us tomorrow,
be expecting you. I thought maybe you'd all coming home together in the even-
carry a basket of dainties to her—as you ing.”
do so often—and remain to luncheon Bricktop’s heart dropped to “his boots,”
with her. You can order the things at
the market on your way, and go from
Mrs. Pickett's to your club.”

“Dear son—=ao considerate of that dear|let's not go today,” said Bricktop. “I’
old lady’s peace of mind!” declared Mrs. | really a lot of work to do that just can’t
Perkins, caressing the auburn hair of |be done if I gb to the country.”
her big boy, in whom she felt great pride. “Well, suppose you remain at home and
“So you can’t let her be disappointed, come out tomorrow with paps,” suggest-

Why, it’s fully two miles to t.

as he afterw'rds told the twins.

quickly at oricktop.

i
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Well, I'll go out directly I'm ed mamma. “The twins and I can go-to-,
day.”
For once Bricktop failed to find a re-

eh?
through ‘at the market; and I'll follow
your sueggestion abou® remaining to lun-
cheon with her. Bless you child.” medy 1n mind to help him over this last

And as- his mother kised him, Brick-|stumbling block. He was on the poiat
|top’s conscience gave him a little turn.!of taking his father aside, and of con-
It was not really the dear old lady he fiding the secret to him, when his mo-|
was planning for—it was for his own be- | ther gaid: “You can run over to the livery
loved, beautiful young mother. Some- | barn, son, after breakfast, and see if you
how, though, he he did not feel guilty of | can get a carviage and driver to take us
having done any wrong. out.”

.

barn, going
Jones, the owner o
and a friend of Bricktop’s father.
Jones, - I'm hepe to engage & carriage for
this morning for my mother and sisters,
but I don’t want you to have one to let,”
said Bricktop. Then seeing the aston-
ished expression on Mr. Jones’ face, he
hastily explained how maiters stood ab
their house, and how it must be made im~
possible for Mrs. Perkins to be away from
home that evening.
" «Al] might, Brick,” laughed Mr. Jomes.
“Go home and say that I can’t accommo-
date your mother today. Truth is, nearly
every rig is out—but some
be coming in after a bit,”
laughing.

into the office where sat Mr.
f the establishmen M::’

Letter Enigma

My first is in sin, but not in lie;

My second is in narrow, but net in high;
My third is in over, but not in under;

My fifth is in black, but not in white;
My sixth is in day, but not in night;
My seventh is in lute, but not in song;
My eighth is in bell, but not in gong.
My whole spells a game

That children love dear
e Al'lrc}mthiy play it so often

Tt ime of the year.

My fourth is in wind, but not in thunder;

“The early bird catches the worm,” said

D n’ts for Winter

Don’t sit in echool with damp, cold feat.
Don’t sit nmear an open window while
the enow falls without.

Don’t fail tg put fingers, ears and toes
in cold water as soom as possible after
frosting them.

Dorn’t run egainst s strong, cold ‘wind,
Pneumonia may be the result of such rash-
ness. :
Don’t breathe with the mouth open; the
nose is intended for that purpose.

Don pelt each other with very hard
snowballs; soft ones afford the same am-

age from Mr. Jones.
go to grand
ma. Then the matter was

After tea that evening the twins begged
with them to a little
shop eeveral blocks away for the pur- |-
ng a talking doll that had just

their mamma to go
toy
| pose of seel
displayed there. Onoce on the street
pt stopping to gaze through the
nging their stay.
mamma walked
of her friends, all earry-
ing small gifts in their arms. The din-
ing-room was brilliantly lighted, the table
spread with the best lnen, silver and

And | been
Lettie and Bettie each gasped, looking they ke
“Oh, mamma, please shop windows, thus prolo
ve  On returning
in on a party

“Your Birthday Cift From Brother and Us,” Wispered the Twins

Bricktop hurried home with the mess-
“Al] right, we’ll all
papa’s tomorrow,” said mam-

settled.

home their

the aphorist.

“Yes,” answered the iconoclast, “But
look at the owl. He stays up all night, ge s
a weputation for wisdom, and never gets
shot at.”—Washington Star.

"Rexflem.ber,” said the melodramatic
man “there are things in this life that
mox;rey cannot buy.”

“Yes,” amswered the impecumious

?on wemﬂg&h“but I bad enough of thp:lm.-
ong ago. at I want now is h g
—Washington Star. 5 e of

ount of amusement and no one will be
injured, ;

pronounced it safe.

everyth

Don* skate on ice until your elders have

~Windni¢~—"Migglu formerly opposed my
views, i_.mt'now he agrees with me in
ing.” :

Marks—‘How do you eccount for 2
vazzd;g—l “Give ity wp. I'm not. sure
whether convince him or only make him
tired.”—Chicago Deily News, .

Emile Zola, the celebrated French novel-
ist, was born April 2, 1840, at Pauis,
France. When the lttle Emile was seven
years old his father died, leaving as a
legacy to his son his own ambition, indus-
try and untiring perssverance.
Robbed of their share of the husband’s
and father's inventions and enterp.ises—
which made those who robbed the orphan
and widow rich—Madame Zola and the lit-
tle Emile found themselves in almost desti-
tute circumstances. And to add to this
bitter problem the parents of Madame
Eola. had come to make their home with
er. :
When the little Emile was three years
old his father’s buriness had called him to
Aix, whither he had taken his wife and
child. It was here that he died, lewing his
widow to be defrauded out of what might
have been a fortune for herself and child.
Emile’s mother and grandfather—full of
sympathy for the fatherless child—spoi'ed
him, saying that the greatest misfortune
which could befall a boy had befallon the
little Emile in the loss of his father. There-
fore, the good woman humored his every
whim, granting everything he wished for
when it was possible to do so. Emile was
not a rugged boy, and his mother allow-
ed him to spend the first seven years of
his life in the open, playing about in the
big, sunshiny garden that was attached
to the house where they lived at Aix.

11_1 the year 1847 it was decided by
Emile’s grandmother that he should be
sent to school, eo the mother eelected a
boys’ school—the Pension Notre Dame—

flowers, while on the mantels and side-
board etood vases of ferns and roses.
Bridget, in white cap and apron, was flit-
ting hither and thither, Bricktop assist-
ing her, while papa was kept busy in the

hall admitting friends.

“Your birthday gift from brother and
us,” whispered the twins, entwining their
anme about their surprised and happy

mother,

And then the happy mother understood

that stood at the border of the town. For
several years Emile was a day pupil the e,
later going in as a boarder. But the times
which had been hard for the Zolas and
Auberts (the latter were the parents of
Madame Zola) were grow'ng:from bad to
worse, and ‘want sta ed them in the face.
The last franc-piece belonging to Madame
Zola had been swallowed up in their fru-
gal living and use'ess lawmite to recover
her share of the poceeds from certain in-
ventions of her husband. The income of

- Little Biographies of Big Men

struggle was too much for the poor old
woman, and in dire poverty she sickened
and died. Then, in sheer desperation, Mad+
ame Zola went to Panis, where she obe
tained some relief from a few of her hus-
band’s old-time friends. They also secur-
ed a free scholarship for her son at the
Liysee St. Louis, for Emile’s mother wae
determined that her son should not- be
robbed of a finished education, which she
so fully realized was worth more to him
than money. From Paris she wiote to Em-
ile to sell off the remaining furniture and
household goods for emough money to buy
for himself and aged grandfather third.
class tickets to Paris—that she had a shel-
ter for them there.

Emile was 17 years old at this time, and
when he entered the Lysee he determined
to profit through the oppo:tunity his mo-
ther had provided for him at so great a
sacrifice to herself. He worked hard and
conscientiously at his studies, ranking high
among his classmates.

But the years of vain endeavor, of heart-
aches, discouragements and disappoint.
ments that followed fast, one upon the
other—before the sun at last shone
through the clouds for Midame Zola and
Emile—read like a woeful romance— al-
moe_t a t{mgedy at timss. But the young
genius climbed the rugzed path, overcom-
ing every obstacle, and at last stood on the
mountain top, peace and plenty all around

him.
MARY GRAHAM.

“My! you got round that nice, Master! Then it was that an idea came to Brick-' why the children had been whispering 0| i fici o
Bricktop.” declared Bridget, who had |top, one which he whispered to the anxi- muf:h together all the week. lZend ghea' ;:\l:lf :};Tt?hewssoa;m:ﬁim'?;&:;oke::;bg:
been a li-tener at the dining-room door.ious twins as he left the hall, whither heart .swelled with pride and plea ure as bravely fighting for ox ; e began ee‘i-iu'
“Now, I'll make things in the kitchen! they had followed him to hold a consulta- she kissed each dear little one before go-|furniture and clothi . ,ie piece at 2
bake and boil all day.” tion. Then he fairly flew to the livery,ing to welcome her guests, time—to supply the daily bread. But ﬂ;g

—.
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