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strange kind» o£ food yon mention. Onr 
diet is fluwvr petals and dew. What more 
do, we wish?”

“An’ don’t the children in Fairyland 
have playhouses full <4$ toys and rocking 
horses and swings ?” a^kcd Totty. “And 
don’t they have birthday parties?”

—r I ‘Oh, no, indeed, ray little dear,” «*-
„ T , , . r 1 verv Fairy Princess before da#rk? “It’s all sured the lieau-tiful fairy. “If we lived as

Totty ... . 5T=. - «™. % ,b., h.r New B* Z£ ÏÏS.7 Wl’ïï SZw

bright day in Deo3mber she sat m e g “There’s where the fairies live,” she hollows that were covered with last hands and feet were quite numb from the emphatically to herself. e mortals. But there comes my carriage;

tawHs'sESsSs: cs.*s r. £ «•- ■•••„ ■-.« £vrrXKtr.r,,r-,-1&?» £.rznjnr«»+arrjrr.■asa-JS HHs'H?Æv--irJtsaœf =; in ft:rr1 r *”sssrurü
rKarSd'vîryÆ-i *».*xrit.,ovsc^sa-VMfr-nur:hhz*a:rz^«-sirzzZLtzyjsi

were getting on, and had ^^tyjo ^j butjhe blush Ime «^timber she should not reach the castle of the unlegg th$y might have a bit nut "turn back. And the carriage was
stop there in the sunshine till she should seemed to oecon j _________ .---------------------- ----- nf go Totty sought out a fallen coming Uke the wind through the air to

, A there was no get them. Oh, why had she left her love-
log, on one si e o he„ide it she ly home, with its real comforts and its
snow and dropping dowmbesude it she y^ At thig thought Totty could
rested her weary head iNg®* ’a ^ the tears back, and she cried
protecting body, Cher’s out as the fairy picked her up to place
rest. “Yes, it’s all New Baby Rotheris carr[a(£. o0h, don’t take me
^iLTwhat bright - away; I want to go bom^I wan’t to go

hOU8eto make®the stork" k«p a^ fZ," i ^ where you are going U^le
SS iTmu^ XTte8  ̂ Uddber own/dear

Dj • - t «on Tiin v with them papa bending over her, lifting her in hiaand puppies. X can play with, them,  ̂ ^ ^ ^
B0Then“a deSeious sense of drowsiness ran away, did she?” he ask^, holding

t^tTg -r-whtaw^ ™y «î 5£3t fthem wtd from W ' Jou had papa most fright-

sh^done^o^heTlometS JKuchedl

Lw » L&isLfjd**ful fairy she had ever seen pictured in Does mamma know I runned away, 
story books. “Little one, do you wish to, “So, I didn’t say a ttog about your 
go home with me and become my daugh- absence, said papa. When I “““ed 
ter?” asked this marvellous apparition you I set out to track you through the 
stroking Totty’s hair. mow, end her I found my runaway. And

“Yea’m if you please,” answered To-tty. n®^TshaU ** 8° home. ^ ,
But something made her heart sink and a Please, papa, dear, whispered Totty, 
lump grow in her ,hroat. Perhaps it was juggling her face in bis warm neck, 
the thought of leaving forever her dear And Im glad we’ve got new baby 
papa, mamma and grandmamma. Then- brother, too. May I kiss him and watch, 
that bit of a New Baby Boy might not him grow when I get home.

And papa, laughing, said yes.

Who? When Totty Went a Fairy-Hunting. By Maud Walker
Who is it comes so softly 

In December, do you know, 
A-covering everywhere he walks 

With white and fleecy snow?

Who is it tweaks the noses 
Of children as they run 

About the yard and playground 
Indulging in their fun?

:I
re.urn.

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, 

much taken by the new 
room

FIND THE OTHER JOCKEY

i cesstoo, was so — ,
arrival that she went to mammas 
every little while to see the usurper in 
his cradle. Totty had been allowed to 
see the new 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 and crowi:i;-— 
like the Browns’ baby boy—Totty would 

have minded his intrusion into the 
family so much, for she could have 
amused herself with him at times when 
she had no bin g 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 a 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, 
ffoward 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 1 guess nobody wou’d 
care, either, if I were gone. That te ntoy- 
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 
she also bethought herself of
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<vfWho is 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 
1 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?

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
pose 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 soon 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 cranberry 
sauce on Christmas?" asked Totty, anx­
iously. “And plum pudding and mince 
pie and layer cake and jelly and ice­
cream, too, on ever so many days, not 
counting Sundays, when we always have 
a mos’ splendid dinner?” There was a email boy in a barn,

The beautiful fairy laughed and shook Who stumbled and then said, “Consara. 
her head. “We don’t have any Christ-. I’ve fallen so oft. 
mas, nor Mew Year, nor Easter, nor Sun- From this same dark hayloft 
days,” she said. “Nor do we eat the I That it seems I some day would lain!”
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fcoat; * , ,,
her muff and tippet, for the weather 
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-
. ~r. , ,,, ___ i eved garden toward the back gate. Once

o in er. ^ DAVIS, outside her own yard the little miss

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;

X

His friend, the other jockey,
Calls out, but he doesn’t hear; 

Tho he would if he’d but listen, 
For hid jockey friend is near.

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

And for another jockey 
He w looking back.
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_________ — ------------------ - — e _ bam, going into tiie office where eat Mr.

Bricktop and the Twins Give Their Mother a Surprise
«Say, kiddies, do you know that^Satur- ^L^Vhlt Ü btfSfth^Î Md h^woÏd ’ Bricktop, waving his cap tojie^ as ^

day of next week is mammas i ay * I _ e ug 8everal dollars with which ask you to go over and see her this morn- started with the ^ ,?° ; ^ expression on Mr. Jones’ face, he
asked Bricktop of Lettie and Bettie one w avoid ing, and he said he would tell his grand- is moving al g sw . , | hastily explained how matters stood at
!Lnin* as they walked home from school, to buy flowers for the table and avoid to be on the lookout for you. You marked to them « they hum.Bd«k«ig. ^^^how it must be made im-

« Md!6 parrieTotour bMh- j JNow Bricktop, you j tom^ead^K T^hm^Æ Gmndp^and

^“that’U be mlend7d'” cried Bettie. laugh d Lettie. “Mamma never uses such grandmamma s, would be ged there eince Thanksgiving Day,” she go to

$2 c.’Bs rEjSÊîBsHvZSothera to go to any trouble on her | Bridget’s ab.lity in prepar.ng carry a Brioktop’a heart dropped to “hia boots,” pose of^eemg a talking doll that had just
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7 . fchree children put their heads to- pledged themselves to secrecy, and p 
i f^r that eveteng whUe their paren.s ised to give any assistance they could be- 
gether that evrnmg wo ^ forehand to make the party a success,
were entertaining co p y also called upon a few
kr", Ttelid bfencU to «plaffi to Them of iheir mamma’s friends issuing invita-
ma s closest finen^, to exp ri^ and tion8> the little todies being very, secret
tirât the ITeam* secrecy pertaining to it wlSriSu^ti»

saatsr* - —:
“* W ™ b.p,r » b. u,. u. ,b,

d”u"1 rsa
B"toriPhow are we to get hold of the cept the ices during her mistress a ab- 

to Tay for an ouTpreparations?” aence from home. "You know missus 
m? / Bettto “Papa would gladly fur- goes to market every morning, she said.
^.h it U we'were to aTk him for it; but “Then Bridgy will fix something for the 
D1 h» in to be kept in ignorance of the party. On Friday 111 bake the cakes 
tmee he 1» to be kept in ignora | lgay; ^n’t you get some excuse to take
paFve thought that out,” informed her away from home aU d»y Friday? I’d 
Brictop, in Irrupting Bettie. “I’ve g t j make things hum if I could have the 

aVront $15 in my bank, and we can get i whole day. , „ . , .
credit at the florist’s. Mamma has an ac-1 “It shall be done,” declared Bricktop;

there, you know. After the party but just how he had not yet made up bis 
we’ll tell her how we got the flowers.” mind. . D.u . ,

“Bridget can make the cake, can’t she?” All the week of the party Bricktop abd 
, , | tti the twins were m a round of secret and

eB-No—o—o'” And Bricktop shook his sweet excitement, and when Friday morn- 
head emphatically. “Mamma might step ing came they thought of ^hool with re- 
into the kitchen while she was doing it luctance-there was so much to look rfter 
and lo!—there’d be questions.” |for the evening of the morrow. m,le at

“But you forgot that mamma goes to breakfast Bricktop, turni g to hia mother, 
her club every Friday afternoon,” ex-1 said: “Oh, mamma, Dave Pickett told me

D >n’ts for Winter
Don’t ét in school with damp, cold feat.
Don’t sit near an open window while 

the enow falls without.
Don’t fail to put fingers, earns and toes 

in odld water aa eoom as possible after. 
frosting them.

Don’t nin against a strong, cold wind, 
Pneumonia may be the revolt of such rash­
ness.

Don’t breathe with the month open; the 
nose is intended for that propose.

Don’t pelt each other with very hard! 
snowballs; soft ones afford the same am­
ount of amusement and no one will be 
injured.

Don’t skate on ice until your elders hays 
pronounced it safe.

—.à.. Letter Enigma
“Mr. My first is in sin, but not in lie;

My second is in narrow, but not in high; 
My third is in over, but not in under; 
My fourth is ih wind, but not in thunder; 
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 

And they play it so often 
This time of the year.

“The early bird catches the worm,” said 
the opkoriet.

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

Windig—“Higgles formerly opposed my 
views, but now he agrees with me in 
everything.”

Marks—“How do you account for It?"
I’m not sure

"Remember,” said the melodramatic 
man “there are things in this life that 
money cannot buy."

“Yes,” answered the impecunious per­
son wearily, “but I had enough of them 
long ago. What I want now is a change.” 
—Washington Star.

Windig—“Give it* up. 
whether I convince him or only make him 
tired.”—Chicago Daily News.i

Little Biographies of Big Men
:

struggle was too much for the poor ok| 
woman, and in dire poverty she sickened 
and died. Then, in sheer desperation, Mad­
ame Zoila went to Paris, where she ob­
tained some relief from a few of her hue- 
band’s odd-time friends. They also secur­
ed a free scholarship for her son at the 
Lysee St. Louis, for Emile’s mother was 
determined that her eon should not be 
robbed of a finished education, which she 
so fully realized was worth more to him 
than money. From Paris she w, ote to Em­
ile to sell off the remaining furniture and 
household goods for enough 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 odd at this time, and 
when he enteied the Lysee he determined 
to profit through the opportunity 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 disa«ppoinjt- 
ments that followed fast, one upon the 
other—-before the sun at laet shone 
through the clouds for Midame Zola and 
Emile—read like a woeful romance— al­
most a tragedy at times. But the young 
genius climbed the rugged path, overcom­
ing every obstacle, and at last stood on the 
mountain top, peace and plenty ail around

Emile Zola, the celebrated French novel­
ist, was barn April 2, 1840, at Paris,
France. When the fettle Emile was seven
yearns old his father died, leaving as a 
legacy to bis son his own ambition, indus­
try and untiring perseverance.

Robbed of their share of the husband’s 
and father’s inventions and enterp.ioee— 
which made those who robbed the orphan 
and widow rich—Madame Zola and the lit­
tle Emile found themselves in almost desti­
tute oiroumetanoea. And to add to this 
bitter problem the parents of Madame 
Zola had come to make their home with

EE1 y

w I

her.
v When the little Emile was three years 

old his father’s burliness had called him to 
Aix, whither he had taken Ks wife and 
child. It was here that he died, leaving 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 far the fatherless child—spoi eel 
him, saying that the greatest misfortune 
which could befall a boy had befall?n the 
fettle 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 wa^ 
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.

In the year 1817 it was decided by 
Emile’s grandmother that he should be 
sent to school, so the mother selected a 
boys’ school—the Pension Notre Dame— 
that stood at -the border of the town. For 
several years Emile was a day pupal the e, 
later going in as a boarder. But the times 
which had been hard for the Zo’as and 
Auberts (the latter were the parents of 
Madame Zola) were grow ng from bad to 

and want sta el them in the face.
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G MARY GRAHAM.

"Your Birthday Cttt From Brother and Us,” Wispered the Twins
w.it T-11 an out directly I’m ed mamma. “The twins and I can go to- flowers, While on the mantels and side- 

— Well, Ill go out directly im eq mamma. board stood vases of ferns and roses.
through at the market; and 111 folio . • Briektou failed to find a re- Bridget, in white cap and apron, was flit-
Tln witoW 8BtoUstyo“dg”t0 m^Zirittlp" TJLZ timber and thither Bricktop a,sist-

Ind as hto mother ktoed him, Brick- stjbling block. He was on the point ing her, while papa was kept busy in the

It "was” not Really8 the ^Tar* old ‘ tody^he tiding üfe h^^whll ht ml- “YoJ'biriMay lift'from brother and

nlanning for—it was for his own be- ! ther slid: “You ran run ever to the livery us,” whispered the twins, entwining their 
loved beautiful young mother. Some- ! barn, son, after breakfast, and see if you arms about their surprised and happy 
how, though, he he did not feel guilty of, can get a carnage and driver to take » ^ lhappy mother uodemtood

h*™y! y°o”ue |oT rZ^that nice, Master ' Then it was that an idea tome to Brick- -hy thechMren had been whis^ring so 
Bricktion ” declared Bridget, who had i top, one which he whispered to the anxi- much together ak the week. And her 
bZali teneiatthe dining-room door. I ous twins as be left he hail, whither heart -swelled with pnde and pten ureas 
been a tenet at ne Q W kitchen I they had followed him to hold a consulta- she kissed each dear little one before go-

| tion. Then he fairly flew to the livery, ing to welcome her guesta.

S' eh?»lfat\
Ar--

mwM w WB'jworse,
The last franc-piece belonging to Madame 
Zola had been swallowed up in their fru­
gal living and usa’to,» lawuite to lecower 
her share of the p-oceeds from certain in­
ventions of her husband. The income of 
the Auberts was insufficient to keen the 
wolf from the door, and Ma 'arae Aubert, 
bravely fighting for ex • e began se’ling 
furniture and do*hi t le piece at a 
time—to supply the daily bread. But the

c r« mwasEC3 &
he
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5cm Po “Now, I’ll make things 

bake and boil all day."
Emile Zolatyv
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