The Lefi-behind Fairy.
BY E. B. S

Once upon a t children in a certain place grew
80 wise (! t believe in the fairics any longer
This made very unhappy ; and, after getting
together & he matter over, they decided to go
back to fairyla 1ie moonlight night, they packed
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So he ra as the fairies had beén
used to 1i il r together ;
for he kn w t rawnies 3 curious about
what the fui 1 nd were sure to creep out.of their
holes when they i fairy music

Now these Lrownies were very unpleasant ; they live
in dark holes in rocks and hollow trees ; and, although
they had wi !
to the grou (heir skins were a dull, dark Dbrown
color, full « rns, with which they delighted to
torment th e creatures that dwelt in the woods,
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*“Come h 1 the fairy, “and sit down on these
little toadstools, 1 Have soinething to show you.”

He he n front of him a fairy mirror. Then he
waved his wa the brownies saw, as if they were
looking o1 ow, -the beautiful fairies, flying
about in t ou rainbow-tinted wings, clad in
robes like Is or blue like the sky. They saw
them bending over the fluwers, carrying water to thirsty
plants, fe ugry little birds, and doing all the
kindly li t that made up a fairy’s day’s work.

Then the | vay his wand again and the fairies
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And he began his lesson. But by the time he had finish
ed there was ouly one little brownie left. All the others
had been sent off in disgrace, for they were not used to
being gool. Somwe wriggled around on their toadstools,
and fell off. Some got to quarrelling ; and most of them
got tired of it all, aud thought it was more fun to run off
and do as they bad always done. But the fairy took the
one good little brownie around with him at all his pleas-
ant tasks the next morning ; and, when the other Mwu-
ies saw him, looking so proud and happy going about
with the fairy, they were filled with envy, and wished
that they had behaved well, too.

So the next morning when the fairy called the brown-
ies again, there were ever so many more left at the end
of the lesson who had behaved well enough to stay.
The next morning there were still more, and every morn-
ing there w m aud more brownies who were learn-
ing to behave. Now every day the fairy took the good
brownics with Lim, until there were none of them very
bad any longer. Flying about in. the bright sunshine
with the fairy, they lost their ugly . dark color, and turn

tiful golden brown Their wings also became
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creep and fly and run a grow in the woods loved the

brownies, and that made them very happy But they
loved the fairy most of all, and the little fairy grew so
itented that he said to himself
I'm really gla@ I got left behind. This earth-isn'ta
bad place to stay in, after all, if you have plenty of good
work to do, and do it as well as you can.”—Christian
Register
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The Grave Between Them

BY BELLE V. CHISHOLM.

It was a dark day for Mrs. Southey, when her darling
Lyle, the idol of her heart, was laid away from her sight
in Greenwood. Years before she had buried his father,
a blow that near crushed the light from her life, but
t hen she had her boy, her Lyle, upon whom to lavish
her love, to center her hopes, for the years fo come.
Now all was gone ; the child of her affection, the heir of
her fortune, the joy of her life, the hope, the comfort of
her declining years, all, all gone, and in the darkness
she sat down alone to mourn over her loss, not, to pity
the precious boy in his heavenly home, but to lament
that all his charms of life and brilliancy of intellect
should be shut up in darkness, buried under the sod
down deep iu the hard frozen ground. In vain did her
pastor remind ber of the blessed condition of ‘‘the dead
who die in the Lord,” and picture to her the beauty of
the ‘‘many mansions’’ prepared for those who loved him.
The mothér-heart in its aching void failed to grasp the
unseen, and with the sounds of the clods rattling on the
coffin lid still ringing in her ears, thé stricken woman
shut herself up; away from the love and sympathy of
human friends, and closed her heart against the plead-
ings of the Holy Spirit within her own bosom.

She felt that God had dealt hardly with her, in taking
from her side husband and son, her all ; while other fam-
ily circles remained uubroken. ' Why was it, she asked,
that her boy, with bis fine physique, his manly beauty,
his splendid natural abilities, his finished education, his
promise of future usefulness, and with the means at his
command to carry on good among the lowly in whatever
way he chose—why was it, she asked, was he stricken
with death and confined in the narrow house, the sub
je for worms, whiTe dthier young men, with not a tithe
of his talents, or personal attractions, or goodness of
heart, were left as cucumbers of the ground ? s

Brooding over her troubles, she grew morose and kept
to her room, denying herself to her friends, and remain-
ing away fr the Sabbath services until she fancied
herself neglected and forgotten, and began to sigh for
some=thing with life to keep her company.

One day while watering the plants in her room, Lyle's
plants, sbe found curled up on the underside of a geran-
jum leaf, an ugly green worm.  Usually she wou'd have
turned from the thivg in disgust, but now. becsuse it bad
life, she watched its movements with iatense interest,
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taking pains not to dislodge it.- Day after d«y she
watched its growth, and in a strange way took it to her
heart, finding in it a friend that attempted neither to
check nor chide her grief. But one day, much to her
distress, it fell from the leaf to the earth in which the
glant grew. She thought at first it was dead, but after
awhile she noticed that it was groveling in the soil at the
root of the plant. Deeper and deeper it went, until it
was hidden, .entirely covered up with the earth, and then
she knew it had been digging its own grave.

‘“‘Everything 1 love dies,” she cried ‘‘Everything !
Even the worm that crawls at my feet. God seems to
hate, to despise me, and gives me nothing for my portion
but death

Days of grief and despondency followed, but one
morning, it was the glad Easter Sabbath, while she sat
with her eyes on the grave of the worm, thinking not of
the resurrection but of the grave of her beloved dead,
she noticed a slight trembling of the earth over the spot
where the worm had buried itself. Fascinated with the
strange phenomenon, she kept her eyes fixed on the
place, until with a mighty quivering of the loose soil the
earth seemed to roll back, and out from the grave came,
not the worm that had been sleeping under the ground;
for so long, but a beautiful butterfly, with soft, velvety
wings, and colors so bright in hue as to be dazzling in
the sunlight. With the vision of the transformed worm
before her, a new light seemed to flash into Mrs
outhey's darkened soul

But now is Christ risen from the dead and become
e first fruits of them that slept,’’ she repeated, asif the
suggestion had heen whispered in her ear. Then, recall
ing another comforting passage Them that sleep in
Jesus will God bring with him,’’ she arose and, opening
the window facing the cemetery, looked across the snow
to where the new grave had been made, her face radiant
with the assurance that-her boy, asleep in Jesus, was in
his keeping ‘He is not there, in the cold, silent grave,
but risen with Christ. He is happier, yes far happier,
than if in the enjoyment of all the blessings and -privi
leges he has left behind on earth, My grief js a selfish
grief,”’ she continued, ‘‘and my pity is for myself rather
than for my boy, whose joy in that other world would be

. marred if he knew how I grieve and rebel against the

hand of the smitter."”

A new and strange gladness had taken possession of
her heart, and, with her Bible on her lap she selected and
read the comforting passages relating to the resurrection
and the joys of the redeemed in heaven, she wondered
how she counld have been so blind as to refuse to see the
light in the darkness, the bow of promise in the over-
shadowing cloud.

The ringing of the church bells for the Sabbath ser-

vice, reminded her that this was FEaster, and that she
might expect a special message on the subject of the day.
She was not disappointed, bringing back as she did to
her home the reflection of the gladness with which the
message had filled her heart. Nor did the sweet lesson
of the transformed worm end with the comfort it brought
into her own life. Her KEaster offering was neither
small nor grudgingly given, and in the years that follow-
ed she found plenty of worthy places in which to invest
the loan she had from the Lord.

The money she had intended for Lyle, as well as the
amount in his own name, was kept sacred for the help of
needy and deserving young men, striving for an educa-
tion to enable them to fill places of usefulness in the
world. Especially was she interested in young men
who, like Lyle, had chosen the work of the ministry, and
by helping them into their life mission through her son’s
partimony, she not only perpetuated his memory, but
carried on the work so dear to his heart while on earth.
—The Presbyterian.
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Keeping a Secret.

It was when Molly was getting over the measles that
mamma told her about Tom’s birthday party, It was to
be a bicycle party and the boys were all to bring their
bicycles, and Tom's father was going to give him one for
a birthday present.

“‘Oh, goodie I"* cried Molly, jumping up and down,
““Won’t Tom be just too happified for anything

‘““Now Molly," said mamma, you must be very careful
not to tell Tom anything about it. You mustn’t even
Jook as if you knew about it."

“Can't I tell anybody? Not even Arabella Marix?"
asked Molly. ** 'Cause I shall surely burst if I don’t.”

‘“Ves,"” said mamma, laughing, ‘‘you can tell Arabella
Maria, but no one else.”’

This was hard  That very afternoon Tom came rush-

" ing in from school, and told Molly about Billy's new
"improved safety.

“I'd glve romething if I just knew I'd get a wheel for
my birthday,’ he said; ‘‘bu', when father wns telling

about the scarcity of money last night, I knew that <
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