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LITTLYE fairy sat alone in 8 garden one bright morning

in June, The tlowers waved to and fro around ler

and the air was full of their sweet scent, while tho leaves, as

they rustlod in the summer breeze, whispered all sorts of

Joving messages to her. Yet she wept ! \\'qlpt a8 only fairics

can weep ! an Uher tears as they fell, left dull dirty marks on
ker white drese.

The lcaves as they whispered brought Ler no comfort, for

she kuew that the wind which stirred them came diuct]yl

frow the fairy queen'’s paace, and just then she wanted to
fusieb all alout her queen and the lovely place wlhirs she
lived. Would you hke to know why she was unhappy ¥
W', I will tell 'you. It was because she had not dene her
duty, Ncither fairies, children, nor grown-up people, can be
Fajpy when suchis the case, however they may laugh and
try at at times to forg t the very sound of the word.

Somctines Ina weald be very merry—at least outwardly
so- but at the same time her heart was heavy, very heavy,
anmd that day in spite of the lovely weather and summer
skicg, she fairly gave way to tears, You would have thought,
to have seen her tiny figure swaying to and fro, on the top
of oe of the white stones, piled in one corner of the garden,
that if the wind grew rongh she would be blown away by it,
as casily as a withered leaf from a tree.
leoked well at her you would have seen something very likea
blue ribben en each shoulder, and that was the little fairy's
wings, given her by her queen ; so that should she find ler-
s an open place with no shelter near, when tho wind
Lecame rough and boisterous, she would at least be able to
fly along with it till an opportunity was given her of stopping
to rest, and creep away into some hollow,

Last May night, when all the little people had had their
tacks given them for the year, the queen had sent Ina to where
she was, to_drivo away all insccts and reptiles—such as
spiders, carwigs, frogs, and toads—from among the flowers,
bie.use the widow lady and her little girl who lived in the
L use 1 clonging to the gardens were particalauly afraid of such
hings,

;\l?my of her friends had envied her the work, because it
wa3 so grand to do something directly for the good of the fair
gentle mother and lonely cghild they had watched so often
walking alwut on the common, But oue and all resolved,
that if not permitted to tead the widow’s garden, they would
water the wild flowers, paint the huttertlies, teach the wild
hecs to hum, and the crickets to chirp, so that the common
thoull be a pleasant place to them, when they wandered
thete in the bright summer days. Nothing graud or noble
culd they do, like Ina, but they tried to do their best, and
then when night came and the moon shone lovingly upon them
s they gambolled and played, its gentle beams seemed to
their little hearts to be like the reflection of the widow’s
stiile, which they felt they had feirly earned.

At first Ina was happy in the garden ; there were so many
pretty flowers to look at, so many gentle messages from her
queen, and lastly, so much to observe and love, in the mother
aud child,  So she passed away her time, never thinking of
diving under the pilo of stones, or the leaves ncarcst to the
ground, for, like lier mistrcss, she had a dislike to crceping
things in general, and to frogs and toads in particular, She
kept carefully away from the places where they were likely
to be, and looking on the lovely flowers, and admiring their
gurglcous hues, she dreamed her little life away for several
weeks,

Once or twice, when her daughter was at school, the Indy
had tricd to do a little gardening, in order to make the time
pass more quickly, till her darling should return, but after a
few minutes she would give a faint scream and hurry away.
Then on the very morning of which I am writing, Ina had
heard the mother’s voice calling to her little girl, who lingercd
a ;nm;xent in the garden, to pluck a few flowers on her way to
school,

¢ Lottie, Lottic, take care my love! There are so many
toads under the flowers. I must send John to weed the
garden, and hunt them out.”

John wag a big boy, kept by the lady to go errands, and do
@l e could to Lelp lier one ‘maid-servant, At this speech

But if you had d

Ina trembled, for would not she, as well as the toads, be at
the merey of this great giant of a boy. She did not dare to
leave her work, or she would have at once tluttered her little
wings, and flown high over tho garden wall, but the fairy
queen had expressly charged her to stay there till noxt May
night, and on no account to leave it, unless—which was
searcely likely to be the case—tho wind was so rough as to
obliygo her to tly over the wall,

The thought never entercd her mind to diswbey her queen,

j atd yet she had been domng 1t all the time she had been in the

garden.  She had known 1t, t-0, m her heart, amd been mise-
rablo, although sho had Lopt up her spinits, and danced about
here and there, looking at thus, smelling that, and admiriny
something elsc, 50 us to have uo time for serious thought.
Now, however, she could laugh and enjoy herself no longer.
All her faults and failings stared her in the face,  They wero
nob ko tuch wrong things done a3 right things 1ot undone,
and the hittle fuiry soubul aloud at the theught of her wasted
life.

1t did seem hke a lifetime to her, for after their winter's
sleep, a fairy's hifc seems to begin anew, and although they
remember the deings of the last summer, yet they seem to
belong to other fairies’ lives, not theira, So tho weeks spent
by Iua in the garden were to her like the best years of a life.
time, spent in idlcress and folly.

“What can I do? What can I do?” she moaned over and
over again,

A rose-bush grew by her side, and one branch kept whis-
pering, whispering, whispering; but she did not heed, and
agaig the littlc bird.like voice cried out, ** Oh, what shall

o L

At length the branch bent down a little lower, and one
leaf touched her check. She looked up, and the thought
came into her miud, *The Queen knows everything, so
perhaps she haa sent to tell me what I must do, and the rose-
leaves are even now waiting to speak.” So she listenad
attentively, and as the leaves rustled once more she distinctly
heard the words—

“The Fairy Queen is your friend,
'Tie never too late to mend.”

New lifc scemed given to her in a moment, and rising, she
set about hunting spiders and earwigs in good carnest. For
some time, however, she could do but little, for, in spito of
all her cfforts to keep them back, the tears would come and
blind her cyes ; only now they were tears of love and thank-
fulness to the Queen for her kind message.

Juat as she was rejuicing in the fact that she was doing
right, the sun went in behind a cloud, and when Ina looked
up she saw that there was not one cloud but many, and that
the sky was almost black with them. She knew what thoy
meant, as they frowned uimn her, for she remembered a
thunderstorm which had frightened all the fairies last summer,
and she knew that just such another was in store for themn
now. She was only a fairy, and neither knew why thunder-
storms came nor who sent them; therefore it is not to be
wondered at that she trembled and was very much afraid.
All work was over for her now till fine weather should como
again, and, when the first big drops of rain fell, she ran up
to the pile of stones, and crept into a hollow between two for
shelter, She was so small that what was only a mere crevice
was to her a grotto, and a patch of green moas on one of the
stones was a nice couch for her, so she stretched her littlo
tired limbs upon it and fell asleep.

It was the first time since last May Night that she had
been really tired, and her sleep was very eweet.

She dreamt that next May Night was come, and that the
Queen, being pleased with her work, had taken her back
with her to her ‘ulwe to live. Ob, it was so beantiful there
The floor was all ahining, and of many different hues, justz
if it had been paved with beetles’ wings. There was a
fountain too, and the cool, bright water plashed and sparkled
ag it fell. Some of the bright drops actually washed her
arms, as she stood off at a little distance and admired,

Suddenly she awoke. The palace faded away; but what
was it made the fairy scream and tremble—what was lyin%
cold againat her, making her dream of fountains with coo
water? Nothing more or less than a toad. There it was,
staring at her; and Ina tried to creep closer to the aide of
her grotto. But alas, poor little creature! the toad moved
too. She could not get out into the garden without touching
it, 8o there she lay, almost fearing to breathe,

She knew she ought to drive it away ; but how [could she



