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I was an only child, and just fifteen years
old when I was sent to Madame Bignon’s to be
‘ finished.” It was a grand old house, situated
in one of England’s loveliest counties, but oh,
the misery of the first fortnight !

Being small for my age, and -childish in
manners, I was put into the second class,
amongst girls of from fourteen to sixteen vears;
but in a day or two I found myself frowned
upon by every single member of that section.
Being fond of study, for its own sake, and not a
little ambitious, I managed to ruffle the tempers
of my fellow pupils by constantly answering
questions in which they had failed, and with a
fatal certainty working my way from the bottom
to the top of nearly every class, whether it were
history, geography, or arithmetie,




I had unfortunately entered Manor House at
Midsummer, and as the prizes were only given
at Christmas, it must have been doubly annoy-
ing to my rivals, for, as they angrily observed,
I could not do myself any good, yet at the same
time could alter the result of the past six
months’ struggle between the most successful
candidates. Ere long a series of persecutions
fell on my unfortunate head ; my sums were
rubbed out just five minutes before we were
called upon to show them : my exercise books
were blotted and smeared : my lesson books were
~hidden in unheard-of places: in short, nothing
was omitted that a girl's fertile brain could
devise wherewith to punish my bad behaviour.

Matters came to a climax about a fortnight
after my arrival at Manor House,

[ had done a slateful of most horribly
difficult sums, which had cost me hours of real
hard work, and on going to my shelf the next
morning, I found them completely effaced! 1
stamped my foot for once in downright anger,
as I remembered that 1 had helped two girls the

evening before with the very same sums, and
allowed two others to eopy mine.
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A good natured child, standing near, saw
my blank face and slate, and not being in awe
of the girls, as she was only a day scholar,
walked straight up to the arithmetic master and
stated what had happened. There was a great
commotion as you may imagine, and that even-
ing as we sat at tea, Madame Bignon placed her
hand on my shoulder, and told me 1 should go
into the first class the next day.

My delight was inexpressible, and it was
wonderful how soon my former enemies became
‘staunch allies, and how often they came with
soft compliments to be helped over some **pons
asinorum ~’ which threatened to be insurmountable,

At last my Dbirthday arrived, and 1 deter-
mined to enjoy myself. It was the custom of
the school to make much of such events, celebra-
ting them by a grand supper in the bed-room in
which the happy heroine slept.

My birthday arrived at the beginning of
October, when leaves are thinking of returning to
their mother earth, and evenings are dark by
eight o’cloek.

At half-past eight the junior governess came
into our room, and finding us comfortably n
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bed, the gas was turned out and we were left
in peace. We were soon engaged discussing the
tempting viands. When all had disappeared, and
a shiver or two began to give evidence that the
October night air, in a charming state of un-
dress, was not so warm as our beds were, we
put out the gas and ecrept Detween the sheets
once more.

“Now, Tiny, let’'s have a jolly ‘ghost story,”

Being somewhat sleepy I pleaded, that as I
was the queen, one of my subjects should hold
forth and give some rest to my over-taxed brain.
A tumaultuous chorus of discontent soon econ-
quered my reluctance, and I began to weave a
yarn containing more than the usual complement

of blood and bones.

At length story-telling was over for that
night, and we proceeded to indulge in short
anecdotes of thrilling dangers and hair-breadth
escapes, all of course ** founded on fact.”

“Who would go into the box-room now
alone ? " suddenly asked one girl.

“Why, I would, to be sure, if it were not

for meeting some one, and getting punished,”
said one.

“And L,” “And 1,” echoed others.

“(Oh, that is easy enough,” said Violet;
“but who would go round the garden after
eleven o'clock ? I'm not afraid of much mysel,
but there’s a weird look about that back garden,
with its thick dark shrubbery and pond beyond,
which makes me creep whenever the sun is not
shining. I always fancy there must have been a
murder committed there years ago, and that the
ghost, if he took to walking, would pace up and
down between the pond and the shrubbery.”

“T'll go, if you like,” I answered, *“and
bring you a leaf from the hedge and some water
from the pond.”

[ had scarcely said the foolish words when
1 was sorry for them, but my pride would not
let me retract; and as one after another ex-
claimed, *“ You daren’t, Tiny,” my spirit rose,
and I determined that I would do it, whatever
it cost me.

The gas was lighted once more to ascertain
the time, and finding it was past eleven o'clock,
when all the inmates of the house would be
settled for the night, I began to put on my

shoes and stockings.
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“Of course you would go to-night,” Con-
stance suddenly remarked. 1t is bricht moon-
light, and there is no more in walking to the
pond now than in the daytime. You would not
go on a dark night, I know.”

The words irritated me. Constance had al-
ways been my enemy, and I had good reason to
believe she had given me .many a blank slate
and blotted exercise book, and now she gave the
finishing touch to my madness, by suggesting
that 1t was the moonlight which made me
brave.

“Very well,” I said coldly, “1 will wait
until to-morrow. Perhaps in the meantime you
will make a special arrangement with the moon
to hide her face.”

* Whether it i1s light or dark you ecan go
to-morrow, 1f you dare, but you have kept me
awake long enough to-night with your frightful
stories,” was the cutting reply, and after that
we heard no more of our disagreeable com-
panion.

One by one the girls fell into pcaceful
slumbers, but I lay awake for a long while, half
repenting my rashness and half rejoicing in the
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opportunity of taking down Miss Constance’s
conceit, which [ hoped the next night would
afford me.

Various were the opinions expressed in the
morning as to the coming feat, but for my own
part I went calmly about my lessons, determined
that nothing in my manner should betray the
qualms which 1 felt within.

Constance said little to any of our room that
day, devoting herself most assiduously to the
little patch of ground which had been alloted to
to her, as to all of us, for the training of her
horticultural talents.

How the time did fly, to be sure! Never
did prosy Mr. Brown’s lecture on chemistry seem
so short and entertaining; never did Monsicur
Montaigne’s tedious dissertation on Krench politics
occupy so short a time,

All too soon darkness fell over the scene,
and I stood pressing my face against the window
pane, and trying in the fading light to make
sure of the bearings for my midnight excursion,
till I am sure the shrubbery must have been
photographed on the retina of my poor strained
oyes.
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“Why, Tiny,” whispered Constance cloge to

'my ear, *any one would think you were afraid,

you haven't taken your eyes off the garden for
the last twenty minutes. It is nearly eight
o'clock, and you have not looked at your lessons
yet; you will lose your places to-morrow, I
suspect. Yon had better give it up at once; we
all know yon are trembling inwardly.”

The words were cleverly chosen, and no
surer means could have been devised to make
me rush headlong into any danger. * You judge
others by yourself, I suppose,” was my answer
as I moved to my desk, little thinking those
were the last words I should ever exchange with
my enemy.

Of course I did not attempt to undress when
bedtime came, but crept between the sheets just
as 1 was.

Ten o'clock struck, and one by one we
heard the governesses and servants troop up to
bed, followed by Madame ; half an hour after, a
dead silence reigned throughout the house.

Eleven o’clock ! and a gentle reminder from
several girls, who were wrought up to the high-
est pitch of excitement, called upon me to get up.

I put on my hat and jacket quickly, and
then walked to the window and looked out.

A weird enough night it seemed ; the moon
was struggling to shine, but was every few
minutes shadowed by flecting black elouds, so
that the fitful, shimmering light did but serve to
make the darkness more palpable. A tolerably
high wind sighed through the tree as they
swayed from side to side, humbly bowing before
it,

‘**Now, Tiny,” said Violet presently, *TI'll
tell you what we will do. Tl go with you,
then we shall be a match for any number of
ghosts, I guess.” |

““ No, no, that is not fair,” was the exclama-
tion from two or three girls, and so the friendly
hand stretched out to save me was thrust aside,
and I went forth alone on my madecap expedi-
tion. The school was one of those old-fashioned
houses so often seen in the country, only two
stories high, and a window opened from our
room on a flight of steps leading into the
garden.

Taking a tumbler in my hand, I quietly
opened the window, paused for a moment to
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listen to the laughing * good-byes,” and then
sped on my errand.

I rather ran than walked, keeping carefully
to the grass borders lest my footsteps should
disturb  some wakefull person; trembling, I
paused for a moment as I turned the corner
round the thickest hedge and fancied I heard a
rustle among the leaves. The moon coming out
brightly for a moment cheered me on; I hastily
snatched at a branch, broke off a leaf, and then
turned to the pond, In order to reach the
water 1 had to kneel down, and 1 shall never
forget my feelings when the thought came across
my mind, how easy it would be for some one to
come behind and topple me over.

But my glass was half full; already my
heart began to beat more regularly, and fear
was replaced with joy at the thought that I had
done what I promised.

[ rose to my feet, turned to retrace my
steps, when, oh, horror of horrors! I saw a
white figure some dozen paces off barring my
progress.

Twice I screamed, powerless to move hand
or foot, when as the figure held up a warning
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hand and took another step towards me, I
uttered another shriek and fell senseless on the

aground.
ge # Ed £ i

When I came to myself, I was lying in bed,
with my mother and Violet by my side. It was
broad daylicht, and on my inquiring what time
it was, [ was told *“three o’clock,” then -cau-
tioned not to talk and to go to sleep again.

It was some time before I was told all that
had occurred, and then it appeared that Violet
in her kindness of heart had stood half out of
the window waiting for my return, when she
and the other girls heard my screams, At first
they remained trembling, uncertain as to the
wisest course, thinking perhaps it was some trick
of mine, and fearing to get me into disgrace.
The third scream settled the matter, and Violet
and Alice Short rushed to Madame's room, tell-
ing her all that they knew.

There were no men-servants in the house,
but the gardener lived in a cottage close at

hand, and one or two pulls at the alarm bell:

brought him to the school.
On proceeding to the pond they found me

-
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lying insensible, The doctor was summoned, but
[ only recovered from that fainting fit to fall
into a perilous brain fever. My mother arrived
the next day, and she nursed me incessantly till
all danger passed, and I awoke to consciousness
to find that ten days had slipped away, and 1
was 80 weak I could not feed myself.

[t was almost worth being ill to be loaded
with kindness as I was; each girl so anxious to
come and sit with me in recreation time as |
grew stronger.,

The old gardener was admitted one day,
and brought me a lovely little bouquet from his
own garden. He seemed rather in trouble him-
self, for he said his son was not at all well: he
could neither eat nor sleep, and vet would not
own to being il

Now Jem Brookes was a great favourite with
us all, he was always ecivil, and always ready to
find a lost ball or run on any errand, and we
were vexed to hear such bad accounts of him,

“Send him up here, Mr. Brookes,” said my
mother., -“I want some things fetched from
Castleford, and the ride there may do him

‘OOdl"
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By-and-bye Jem was announced, and at my
request, admitted into the little room where I
was sitting in a cosy arm-chair,

To our utter astonishment, after standing
twisting his cap about for a few moments, he
suddenly burst into tears, and exclaiming, *I
didn’t mean to hurt you, Miss, indeed I didn’t,”
proceeded to tell us how that one of the young
ladies had given him a shilling to act the ghost
by the pond, When he saw that I was really
frightened, he meant to tell me who he was,
then seeing me fall, had been terribly frichtened
himself and rushed away. His father being sum-
moned to the school, gave him an opportunity
of getting into bed unobserved ; but the serious
consequences of his foolish trick had been prey-
ing on the boy’s mind, and the sight of my thin
white face forced the confession from him.

It will not need a word from me to tell the
reader who it was that could condescend to such
a dangerous practical joke, and before twenty-
four hours were over Constance Burton had been
sent to her home.

My conduet was by no means considered
blameless, but happily for me, my long illness
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was thought a sufficient punishment. So ended
the whole affair, yet not without teaching us all
a lesson, and henceforth all recitals of murders,
ghosts, and similar horrors Wwere banished from

Manor House.

THELITTLE BEACON KEEPER.

e BT SAP' D

The Mississippi River is a dangerous and
disagreeable river to navigate, owing to its
muddy, uneven banks and shallow water. Even
in broad daylight, unless piloted with great care,
large steamers often run aground, and then all
the erew, and even some of the passengers, will
work hard to free themselves from their unpleasant
and perilous position. At night this rivér in some
places would be perfectly impassable, and not even

the boldest or most foolhardy captain would

venture to carry his vessel through the yellow
water, if it were not for the lanterns hung upon
poles driven into the mud at short intervals apart.
These lanterns are kept burning by people hired
by the government for a small sum of money.

In a wild and almost uninhabited place in
Tennessee, called Kennesaw, close by the banks
of the Mississippi River, lived a boy named Hugh

- — S——
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Davis. Although he was but fifteen years old,
he supported his mother and little sister by keeping
the beacon, and also by the sale of vegetables
from a small garden which he cultivated with
great care. Three years before my story begins,
his father, who was a sailor, had left his family
for a six months’ voyage. At the end of that
time, while they were still hopefully expecting
his return, news came that the vessel he sailed
in had been wrecked and all on board lost. His
wife felt his loss so keenly that she fell ill, and
for a long time was unable to leave her room.
So Hugh applied for the post of beacon keeper,
and when his mother grew a little better they
moved to the small cottage they now ocecupied.

One evening, when the great black clouds flying
cacross the sky and a high wind told that a
storm was near, Hugh said to his little sister
Margery : “I am going to light the beacon
now, Margery. Would you like to come with
me? "

“Yes, indeed, Hugh,” answered Margery ;
“only wait one moment until I tie my bonnet on
ticht, because the wind blows so hard that it

will switch my hair all over my eyes and blind me."”
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“Take care of her, TTugh,” said their mother,
anxiously, as she peered ount of the window at
the fast darkening sky. It must be very rough
on the river to-night."”

“ Yes, mother dear,” replied Hugh; * we
will be very careful.”

Then Hugh put his tin box of matehes in
his pocket, and, taking his sister's hand, left the

house,

Close by the river was a steep stony hill
whiech must be crosseld before coming to the bank
of the river, where Hugh's heavy old boat lay.

It was almost dark when they reached this
hill, and as Hugh hurried Margery along the
rough path, he said; “I am afraid we are late
to-night, or else those black clouds make 1t look
so. What a gust of wind!” he exclaimed, as a
blast struck them and blew his hat from his
head. Ie turned quickly to recover it. As he
did so his foot slipped, and he fell among the
jagged rocks. Hugh sprang to his feet at once,
but sank directly down again with ‘a groan.

““ Are you hurt ? " inquired Margery, wistfully.

“] am afraid I have sprained my ankle,”
answered Hugh, trying to rise once more. But
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he soon found that he eould not rest his foot npon
the ground without great agony.

“(Oh, Hugh, Hugh, do not try to walk,”
cried Margery, anxiously watching his painful
movements,

“But, Margery, it is so very late,” replied
Hugh; “and in this mist and darkness there
will surely be some accident if the light 1s not
up. Then I should lose my place, and what

will become of you and mother? I must reach "

the beacon if I have to erawl on my hands and
knees. It seems to me as though I can hear
the boat ecoming now. And only to think,
Margery, the place where my beacon is hung is
one of the worst on the river.  The rock
extends yards beyond it, just under the surface
of the water. Should anything happen to a
steamer there, it would be dreadful. So you
see I must light the beacon.”

After Hugh had moved on a few steps he
discovered that his mateh-box was missing, so
Margery returned to look for it. After searching
around for a short time she found the box on
the spot where Hugh had fallen. As she stooped
to pick it up a thought flew through her mind,
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and she said to herself,—

“I could light the lantern, if only Hugh
would let me. I know how to row a little—enough
to reach the post, and I am sure I could let
down the beacon, for I have often done it.”

So Margery ran back quickly to Hugh, who
was still slowly and painfully moving forward,
and said coaxingly, * Let me go this once, Hugl.
You will never reach the river in time with your
hurt foot.”

“No, no,” answered Hugh, hastily ; * you are

‘too small, and might be swept away by the wind.”

“Why, Hugh,” replied Margery, indignantly,
*“I am not so very small. I am ten and a half,
and ever so tall for my age, Do, please, let me
a0.”

“] will tell you what you may do,” said
Hugh, after a moment’s pause: “run on ahead
and get everything ready; untie the boat and
put in the oars. But keep the boat close to the
shore until I reach her.”

“Very well,” replied Margery, as she sprang
forward, delighted at being trusted even this far.
Very soon she had left Hugh far behind. The
boat was easily unfastened, and the oars slipped




into their places. Margery kept them in her
hands as she seated herself in the centre of the
boat to wait for Hugh. After sitting there a
short time, looking first at the black, stormy sky
and then at the misty dark river beneath her,
she thought she heard Hugh approaching.

“ How heavily he steps!’ thought Margery,
turning toward the land. ** Poor fellow ! how his
sprained ankle must hurt!”

The sound kept on, but Hugh did not appear.

“1t is the boat!” ecried Margery at last,

springing up and looking down the river. * Ho

will never come in time.”

Not more than half a mile away she saw
the head-light of ome of the largest steamers
approaching. It appeared to be steering directly
towards the roeck where the lantern usually hung,
The mist was heavy and thick, and the wind
blew in violent gusts; even little Margery knew
the terrible danger the boat ran in grounding on
such a night as this ; so without wasting a moment
she seized one of the oars in both hands, and
pressing it against the bank with all her might,
sent the boat out into the water. Then seating

herself again, she grasped both oars firmly In her
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hands, and began struggling against the wind.
At first Margery thought her boat did not move

at all, but presently, to her great joy, she found

that little by little she was nearing the beacon
pole.

The sky was very black now, ‘and when
Margery looked at the dark water, and heard
the regular beat of the paddles of the swiftly
approaching steamer, she grew dreadfully fright-
ened, and would have liked to be back on shore
again if it had not been for the unlighted lantern
and the great boat's peril. So, trying to forget
her own danger, she rowed bravely on.

As it was only a short distance in reality
to the rock, Margery soon found herself abreast
of it. She secured her boat hastily by throwing,
the rope attached to it around the pole.

The beacon, or lantern, was drawn up and
down by means of a slender rope run through a
pulley at the top of the pole, and it was secured
in its place by winding the rope around a button
at the lower end of the pole,

It was the work of a moment to unfasten
the rope and lower the lantern, but it was not

so casy to light the lamp inside, for cach time
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Margery struck a match the wind blew it out,
and, besides, the boat rocking up and down

‘made her very unsteady. Once she glanced over

her shoulder at the steamer. How near it seemed !
It had passed the beacon just below, and was
now bearing down directly toward her ; she knew
this by the position of the lights on board that
shone through the thick mist like stars.

“If I don’t light the lamp soon,” said Margery
to herself, * they will run right upon the rock.
They are coming so fast, and Hugh says this 1s

the most dangerous part of the river.” As she

struck another mateh, the lantern on the seat
beside her toppled over, and the lamp rolled into
the bottom of the boat. She picked it up quickly,
but was horrified to find that 1t had fallen into
a pool of water, and that the wick was soaking
web. All the matches in the box would not light
it now until it had been dried.

*“Oh dear! oh dear! " eried Margery, covering
her eyes with her hands. *“1 cannot think what
to do now. If I only had something to make a
bonfire of, I might perhaps save the steamer yet.
But there is nothing dry anywhere around, not
even a scrap of paper.” At that moment u fierce
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gust of wind tore her sun-bonnet from her head,
and as she threw out her arm to catch 1it, her
hand struck the lamp, and a thought came into
her mind, and -springing to her feet, she cried,
“I can make a torch, if only there is time.”

Then without one glance at the steamer, she
tore off her apron, which was a large one with
long sleeves, and wound it and her sun-bounet
around the handle of one of the oars. Then
opening the lamp, she poured the oil it contained
over this great wad of cotton cloth until 1t was
completely soaked through. Seizing a handful
of matches, she struck them all together upon
the inner part of the lantern, and, before the wind
had time to blow them out, applied the flame to the
strange torch. In a moment there was a glorious
blaze, and Margery spraung upon the gunwale of the
boat, waving the oar over her head. The mstant
she did so the whistle of the steamer gave such
a loud, sharp shriek that Margery almost fell into
the water,

Recovering herself quickly, she balanced her-
self more firmly, and continued to move the torch
backward and forward. The flame lit up the
water on all sides, and shone brightly over little
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Margery herself. Her head was uncovered, and
her long hair streamed out behind her like a yellow
veil. Her face was pale, and her eyes fixed
earnestly on the steamboat. Margery's heart now
began to beat loud and fast, for she was afraid that
her beacon had been lighted too late to save the
huge boat. But after a great many loud whistles
and shrieks, she saw that it moved much slower.
Those on board had discovered their danger just
in time, and were doing all in their power to
send the vessel into the stream again, for the
pilot had been steering directly for the rock
where the beacon usually hung. In two minutes
more he would bhave struck upon it, and i the
pani¢ this would have caused many lives might
have been lost.

As the vessel moved slowly forward, and
finally stopped within a few feet of her, Margery
saw that the Captain and several men were
leaning over the side, shading their eyes with
their hands, and endeavouring to see who it was
that held the torch. Presently the Captain eried
out,—

“ Why, it is little Margery Davis. Where is
Hugh, Margery ?"

. 25

“Hugh hurt himself as he was coming to
light the lantern, so 1 came in his place,” answered
Margery. |

‘““ All alone ? " inquired the Captain, wonder-
ingly, ** But how did you come by the torch?”

“The lamp fell in the water, and so I made
this out of my sun-bonnet and apron soaked in
oil,” said Margery, in rather a frightened voice,
for while she was speaking a great many people
came and stood by the rail to listen and hear
what she was saying, When she had finished,
one of the men cried out,—

“ Three cheers for little Margery Davis, the
girl who saved our boat!”™

Then they all shouted * Hurrah for Margery!"
so londly and heartily that little Margery laughed.

All «at once there seemed to be some kind
of commotion on deck, and a large man, with a
sunburned face and big light beard, pushed the
people right and left as he forced his way to the
front.

‘“ Margery Davis, did you say ?" cried he.
“ Let me see the little girl, mates.”

After looking at her for a moment he began
to climb over the side of the vessel. Margery
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was terribly frigchtened when he sprang lightly
into her boat, and taking the torch from her hand,
held it so that the light fell full upon her face.
Then lifting her in his arms, he said, in a trembling
voice, *“ How came you here all alone? Where
are your mother and Hugh ? "

Margery thought he was angry, because he
looked so strangely, and the tears came to her eyes
as she answered,—

“ Mother is at home, and really and truly
Hugh would have come and lit the beacon only
he fell and hurt his foot., I ran on first, and
when I saw the boat 1 knew he would never
be in time. Please do not seold him.” o

The strangce man did not answer Margery,
but turning to the crowd on the steamboat he
said, ** This is my little girl, mates. I have been
from home three years. She does not remember
me, but I am proud of her.”

At this the men gave three more cheers,
and the Captain said, * Welcome home, Davis.”
Then he let down a lighted lantern to replace
the old one, and, turning to Margery, said,—

“Thunk you, Margery. You have done a
grand thing for so small a girl, and I shall

27

not forget it.”” He then gave orders for the boat
to move on.

As soon as they were alone, Margery looked
earnestly into the face of the man who held her
hand, and said, ‘ Are you really my father ?"

“Yes,” answered he softly, “and are you
glad to see me? "™

“ Oh yes, indeed,” replied Margery, kissing him.
“ But mother will be almost too glad, for she has
been erying about you ever and ever so long.”

After Margery’s father had swang the lantern,
he rowed the boat to shore, where they found
Hugh in a dreadful fright about Margery.

As he was so much older than the little
girl, he remembered his father at onece, and
welecomed him with delight, His ankle was still
painful, so his father assisted him to walk home.,
And Margery ran before to bear the good news
to her mother.

2 On the whole length of the Mississippi River’s
banks there was no happier family to be found
that stormy night than the Davis family.

The next day Margery's father received a
letter from the Captain of the vessel she had
saved, tellng him there was a good position
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awaiting him-on board his boat.

Then in a few weeks the family left the
small shabby house they had lived in, and moved
to a much larger and pleasanter home.

Hugh, who had long since recovered from
his injury, gave up his post of beacon tender,

and now goes to one of the finest schools in the

place.

Mr. Davis is at home very often, for he only
makes short trips now. Little Margery sometimes
accompanies him on these trips, and then she is
so petted by the Captain and all the erew that
her father declares he is afraid she will be spoiled.
But this has not happened yet, for she is still the
same kind and thoughtful girl she was when she
lit the torch to save the vessel from grounding
on the beacon rock.

THE SANKATY BRANCH ROAD.

ety

It seemed very strange to have the Sankaty
Branch express train whizzing and shrieking
through their huckleberry pasture and south
meadow, and almost running into their potato
pateh.

Neb was afraid that a spark from the
engine would set the buildings on fire, or that

~some of his poultry, or even his spotted ealf,

would be run over, and his mother -was afraid
the engine would get off the track and run into
the wood-shed.

The cows and oxen and pigs and ducks and
geese didn't know what to make of it, and
Bueephalus, the old horse, kicked up his heels
every time he saw it coming—a thing which he
hadn't been known to do before for fifteen years.
The warlike old gobbler seemed to feel that
here at last was ““a foeman worthy of his steel,”
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and strutted bravely up to it, but retired mi
great confusion when a cloud of smoke blinded
him, and a shrill shrick from the whistle drowned
his furious gobblings.

The lame duck, that had been brought up
very tenderly in a basket of cobton batting, and
was a great pet, was killed on the track, an
then Neb felt obliced to shut the poultry up.

It was undeniably a great inconvenience to
have a railroad track laid across a quiet little
farm, and Neb and his mother, who owned the
farm and lived alone upon it, had almost gone
down upon their knees to Mr., Fenton, the pre-
sident of the road—who lived about half a mile
from them in a fine mansion surrounded by
stately grounds, upon which searcely an impu-
dent frog dared hop—begging that the track
might be laid a little to the eastward, upon
some unused pasture land where it would anmoy
nobody. But it was a little more convenient to
build a bridge across the Sankaty River at this
point, and Mr. Fenton thougnt it was of very
little consequence that the Pennymans, who lived
on a little farm that was hardly worth a thou-
sand dollars, stock and all, should be annoyed.
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He was not a polite man, and he dismissed them
with a sneer that made Neb’s blood boil.

But what could he do? He was only
fifteen, and small of his age, and one of his legs
was twisted, the result of a disease he had
suffered from in babyhood, so that he walked
with great dilliculty. He was the only protector
his mother had, and for her sake he must make
the best of things. Ie was the man of the
family, and not only the manager of the farm,
but the only workman, except in haying time,
when he had to hire a helper. The farm was
all they had, and they must still get their living
from it, even though the railroad had taken its
way through it * by right of eminent domain "—
a phrase which awed Neb and his mother, but
which simply meant that the law requires private
persons to part with their property when 1t is
wanted for publie uses,

Neb resolved to sleep with one eye open
until after the midnizht train had passed, but
he found he could not do that; and after a few
weeks, when they had become accustomed to
the noise, and no calamity had occurred except
the untimely death of the lame duck, Neb began
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to think the railroad might not be so bad after
all, and his mother said the trains were * kind
of company for her in the night when she
couldn’t sleep.”

But when haying time came Neb was con-
stantly anxious lest a spark from the engine
should chance to alight upon one of his hay-
stacks. The hay in the south meadow, his best
and largest crop, was always a weight on Neb's
mind from the time it was cut until it was safe-
ly stored in the barn. He watched every cloud
in the sky, and walked every night to the corner
to see, in the daily paper, Old Probabilities’
weather prophecies. And when the south meadow
hay was all down he dreamed that Old Prob
was raking it up with a fiery-tailed serpent for
a rake, and the serpent had a bald head and
spectacles just like Mr, Fenton !

Neb thought such a dream as that must
mean something, but his mother said it came of
eating cold cabbage for supper. Neb's mother
was a very sensible woman, The very next day
Old Prob predicted rain, but Zeb Higbee, ihe tin
pedlar, came along, and said he *forgot more
weather larnin’ every night when he went to
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bed than Old Prob ever knew, and it wa'n’t a-
goin’ to rain.” L

Neb wanted to believe that, because that
south meadow hay needed to stay out longer,
and he could see no signs of rain, except a tiny
black cloud away over in the west, that seemed
likely to be swallowed up by a huge white
cloud soon. And so he did not get the hay in.
But, lo and belhold! when he went out after
supper, the little black cloud had swallowed the
big white one, and its appetite having apparently
increased in that way, it was now swallowing
every other cloud in the sky.

Neb hurried to the barn just as fast as his
erooked leg would let him, pulled out the hay-
cart, drew poor Bucephalus, surprised and un-
willing, away from his well-earned supper, had
him harnessed, and was rattling away to the
south meadow, in, as he would have said, less
time than it takes to say *‘Juck Robinson,”
Roy Fenton, a boy of about his own age, coming
up from the river, stopped him.

“ Have you seen anything of my little sister
Daisy ? " he asked. “She ran away from her
nurse and followed me down the river, and I
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said I'd look after her, but the fish were biting
splendidly, and I forgot her, and she strayed
away. It's getting dark awfully fast, and they're
almost erazy about her at home.”

Neb chirruped to Bucephalus, and the old
horse tore along as if he understood that Neb
wanted to get his hay in quick, and join in the
search for Daisy, ‘She was a flaxen-haired mite,
not four years old. If Neb didn't like her father,
he wanted to find Daisy. *“Now, 'Ceph, old
fellow, if we are not lively, this hay will all be
spoiled, and your old ribs will be rattling next
winter.”

Neb worked with a will, but he counldn't
help pausing occasionally to look around in search
of Daisy. He knew there must be many people
seeking her, but still he felt as if he were selfish
to be attending to his hay when she might be
wandering round the fields and woods, frightened
in the fast-gathering darkness, or perhaps falling
down the river's high, steep banks.

The distant whistle of the train struck on
his ear: the 6.55 express was coming. It was
not seven o'clock yet, but it was almost as dark
as night. Neb was on the bank of the river
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now, and his hay-cart was full and running over.
As he turned Bucephalus homeward, the flutter
of something white on the other side of the rail-
road bridge caught his eyes. It might be—yes,
it was Daisy’s white dress. She had spilled her
basket of berries on the track, and was sitting
composedly down picking them up.

For an instant Neb stood motionless with
terror. Then he rushed toward her. But the
railroad bridge over the river lay between them,
and the space between its planks was so wide
that Neb, with his twisted leg, could not cross.
He might possibly crawl over on his hands and
knees, but that would take too long.

He shouted to the child to get off the track,
but the wind carried his voice away from her,
He cried, in an agony, * Help! help!™ but there
Was no answer.

How could he stop the train, whose rush
and roar he could already hear? It was too
dark for him to make himself seen if he should
rush before it. If he only had a lantern! But
there was not time to get one from the house.
A sudden thought struck Neb like an inspiration.
He might have—he had—a match in his pocket !
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It had been there for two or three weeks, since
he burned the brush heaps behind the barn. . He
backed Bucephalus up to the track, and tipped
up the cart. The whole load of hay lay upon
the track, and when Neb touched a lighted
mateh to it, instantly it blazed up.

He had not ceased to shout for help—the
train might not be stopped in time—and Roy
Fenton came running up, with his father not far
behind, panting and breathless.

« She's over there on the track—Daisy!™
eried Neb, his face dea.hly white in tha glare of
the fire.

The train came whizzing on—it all happened
in so much less time than it takes to tell 1t!—
through the pine grove into the huckleberry
pasture.

“ What on earth does it mean—that fire on
the iiack ? " cried the engineer, and whistled for
« down brakes.” Within a few rods of the fire,
so near that the smoke of the engine mingled
with its smoke, the train came to a stop. Roy
Fenton, who had stood as if petrified with hor-
ror, ran to the bridge, and made his way over.
The fire lighted up every timber and rail of the

37

bridge, and Roy was lithe and agile, and he was
soon back again with Daisy in his arms—Daisy,
who was mourning for her lost berries, but
delighted with the * pretty fire,” and perfectly
unconscious of the great peril from which she
had been rescued.

The people had come thronging out of the
cars, and the story of what had happened
spreading rapidly, they crowded around the little
flaxen-haired girl, now safe in her brother's arms,
and were loud in the praise of Neb, who hadn’t
the least idea that he was a hero.

Mr. Fenton, hard and proud man as he was,
burst into tears when he tried to thank Neb,
and could only put a trembling hand on his
shoulder.

The people on the train insisted upon mak-
ing up a purse to pay Neb for the load of hay
he had burned, and for the cart, which had also
taken fire, and waa almost ruined. Bucephalus
had kicked up his heels to such purpose at the
first sound of the train as to clear himself from
the cart, and had departed for parts unknown,
not returning until the next morning.

Mr. Fenton declared that it was his privilege
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to make good Neb’s losses, and Neb said he
didn’t want any pay, but nevertheless the money
was collected and thrust into his hands as the
train started on again—more money than the
whole harvest of Neb's little farm would amount
to; so there was no danger that Bucephalus's
bones would rattle, even though the hay had
been burned up. \

Mr. Fenton discovered that farm work was
not suitable for Neb, on account of his lameness,
and that the railroad company was in need of a
trustworthy lad for a responsible position in 1ts
oflice at Sankaty.

Sankaty being only five miles away, Neb 1s
not obliged to leave home, but goes up and
down on the train every day. And he 1s able
to hire a strong and capable man to manage the
farm, so the crops are twice as large as they
used to be. But there mnever has been a crop
that did so much good as that south meadow
hay, although all that was not burned was
spoiled by rain that night.

Mr. Fenton’s opinion as to the feelings of
the Pennymans had now changed so much that
if the railroad had not already been built, and
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they had repeated their desire to have it change
its noisy course so as to run over the unused
pastures, where it would be almost out of hear-
ing, it is possible that he might have used his
influence to aratify their wish. Buat there the
iron track was, and there it must stay; and,
after all, it had brought good luck to the poor
widow’s family.

The Pennymans are so prosperous now that
they can build a new house and barn at a distance
from the track if they choose, but they have
grown accustomed to the trains. Mrs. Pennyman
says she should be lonesome away from it. The
old gobbler turns his back upon the engine with
calm disdain ; the ducks and hens have learned
better than to go near it. Only old Bucephalus,
although he has grown very fat and lazy, by
reason of living high and having a younger horse
to do the farm work, has so long a memory that
he still kicks up his heels at it.



FIRE! FIRE!l FIRE!
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“Big fire at the London Docks; number 10
warehouse well alight.”

In some such words came a startling message
to the district head-quarters of the Metropolitan
Fire Bricade one November night in 1892 ; and
the superintendent was all alive at once.

“Telegraph steamers from neighbouring
stations,” was the order.

[nstantly six steam fire-engines were sent on,
and he hurried away himself to direct the fight.
He did not wait shilly-shallying and making-up-
his-mind, as some boys are too apt to do in
presence of difficulties.

But an alarm had been given even before
this message, though -communication by special
telephone existed between the docks and the
district head-quarters. Nine minutes earlier, a
little after half-past nine -at night, the electric
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fire-alarm rang furiously at the Shadwell Station
of the Fire Brigade.

As usual, the tablet in connection with the
alarm fell and revealed the name of the place
whence the alarm was sounded. It was from a
spot called the Greenbank at Wapping, and
instantly a steam fire-engine was sent on from
the station, and one also from the neighbouring
station at Poplar.

Little knew the firemen what a huge task
was before them! They found smoke pouring
from one of the warehouses in the London Docks,
and a policeman and two other men were endeavour-
ing to save some books and papers.

* Here you are,” cried these men; * the fire
is on the third floor,” and they were guiding the
firemen to this spot where the conflagration had
suddenly appeared, when some sacks on the
ground burst suddenly, and the most suffocating
fumes filled the place.

“Run! Run!” was the watchword then,
and well for the men that they did run. The
hose they held was dropped, and there being no
time to find the staircase they dashed for the
windows. Happily a fire-escape was leaning against



one, and down this the men slid to the ground ;
while the others had to use the hose after all,

not to discharge water at the fire, which was
thus beating them in the first skirmish, but,
fastening the tube to the window, the men slipped
down i1t to the earth, all narrowly escaping
suffocation.

Meantime, reinforcements had come up. Bufiled
in their first encounter with their terrible foe,
the firemen were by no means beaten. A dozen
streams of water were poured into that third floor,
but still huge masses of smoke rolled away from
the immense building. Not a tongue of flame was
to be seen, and no lurid red light overspread the sky.

Sixteen minutes after the pulling of the first
fire-alarm, viz., at six minutes to ten, the message
was circulated through the brigade that the three
top floors of a large warehouse in the London
Docks were fully on fire; and Captain Simonds,
the chief officer at the head-quarters of the whole
brigade at Southwark, seeing that a very big
affair was before them, sent on more steam fire-
engines, extension ladders, vans of coal to keep
the steamers at work, and, with his second
officer, Mr. Gamble, and a thousand more feet
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of hose, went on himself to the scene of battle.

Captain Simonds also sent on a *“ water tower,”
a piece of apparatus which is largely used in
America. It consists of a tall upright iron pipe
placed on a carriage, and capable of being increased
in height to reach to the top, or very nearly the
top, of any building. Underneath, the pipe is
connected with the supply of water, which rushes
to the top, where it is discharged in a thick
stream through a nozzle projecting like an arm
at right angles to a tube, right on the fire, and
at close quarters.

The aspect of the ficht remained as before.
Spite of all the men could do vast volumes of
black smoke poured out of the building as fast
as ever, though more and more water was thrown
on to the structure every minute.

‘““Ilard pounding, gentlemen,” the Duke of
Wellington is reported to have said to some of
his soldiers at Waterloo, and Captain Simonds
might have said the same to his men at this big
fire. It was hard pounding indeed. Streams of
water were continuously thrown on the burning
building, and yet no good result seomead forthcoming.

But this fighting as it were in the dark did
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not suit the chief officer. Ile wanted to know
what was going on beneath these volumes of
dense smoke, and where the eflorts of his men
could be best direc'ed. So we find him with
some of his brave assistants entering the huge
wareliouse.

And they had a very narrow eseape. They
mounted the staircase to the floor where the fire
seemed chiefly raging when they were suddenly
surrounded by thick smoke—so thick that they
could not find their way out. Suffocation was
imminent, when happily one of the men stumbled
over some hLose which had been put down by
some officials of the dockyard earlier in the fire,
and this led them out. So great was the quantity
of water poured into the building, that it was
dashing down the staircase 1n torrents as they
went along it.

Foiled though it may be said the firemen
were, a second time, they still worked on, and
then at a quarter to twelve, midaight, just, when
they thought they were reducing their enemy,
the flames suddenly burst out throuzh the roof.
Great tongues of fire also leaped out from the
windows, and where before was the blackness of
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smoke and of night, now blazed the lurid redness
of the fire.

Fire-alarms rang all over the metropolis.
Captain Simonds himself telephoned for more help,
and engines came dashing along from distant
Chelsea and Kensington, Paddington, and Kentish
Town. Persons seeing the huge blaze and fearfully
illumined sky thought a big fire must be near to
them, and pulled the alurm. Alarm after alarm
sounded in the fire-stations that nicht. More than
twenty engines turned out to these honestly
mistaken calls, which greatly increased the strain
on the resources of the Brigade. It was a night
long to be remembéred by the Metropolitan Fire
Brigade.

Many were genuinely called down to the
docks, however, and by half-past twelve thirty
steam-engines and nearly two hundred men were
concentrated round the huge building, All the
river floats were at work on the warehouse also,
as well as six hydrants, so that tons of water
were poured on the sea of fire,

By a quarter to three in the early morning,
the men had worked their way all round the
immense building, and they also took every
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precantion to prevent the fire from spreading to
adjoining property. Thus they localised the con-
flagration and attacked it on every side.

And an immense fire it was. Imagine the
flames roaring in a vast structure six floors high,
four hundred feet long, and ome hundred and
twenty feet wide! On, on went the water,
poured into it from every side.

And at length the steady work began to tell,
and the fire was gradually reduced. Happily
also those huge greedy tongues of flames were
kept from licking up other buildings near. Finally
the big fire was practically swamped out with
water, but firemen were still in attendance by
the smouldering ruins right on through Sunday.
The fire having begun late on Friday night, it
was thus some forty-eight or fifty hours—two
whole days and nights—before 1t was entirely
subdued.

The great danger from which the men suffered
on this historic occasion was the dense and
suffocationg smoke—owing no doubt to the smoulder-
ing and burning of some of the goods stored in the
warchouse. One man suflfered from a cause un-

usual for firemen; he accidentally fell into the
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dock basin and was nearly drowned. But he
could swim, and was helped out by his comrades.
Yet another suffered from a sprained hip. Bub
the suflocation was the greatest danger, though
happily none suecumbed.

Indeed, this is one of the worst dangers with
which firemen have to contend. While this very
fire was raging, a brave fellow lost his life at
another conflagration throngh this very cause.

It was at Agar Street, Strand, right away
from the exciting scene at the docks. Shortly
before two o’clock, early on the Saturday ﬁmrning.
a fire burst out in this thoroughfare, and spreading
upward from the ground floor, enveloped the
whole house and caught the staircase in its fiery
embrace.

The fire-alarm communicated with the Scotland
Yard station, and engine and fire-escape were
soon on the scene. The escape was speedily placed
against the blazing building, and Fireman Fielder
mounted. But the volumes of dense smoke pour-
ing forth overpowered him. He must have lost
consciousness, and fell headlong on the pavement,
with a horrible thud. He was taken up uncon-
seious, -and at once conveyed to Charing Cross
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Hospital, which is near, but there he died. In this
case the fire was so fierce and had gained such a
hold that it burnt out the premises, but the
firemen by their efforts prevented it from spreading
further.

This plan of localising fires and preventing
them from extending is frequently adopted. The
case of the great City fire, when Messrs. Judd’s
printing works were completely burned out, in
the spring of 1893, affords a remarkable illustra-
tion. The locality is not far from Blackfriars
Bridge, and is difficult of access by reason of the
narrowness of the streets about the building.

The conflagration appears to have begun in
the engineroom, but the fire must have been
smouldering a long time before the police constable
who gave the alarm saw the fire and summoned
the brigade.

Several engines dashed down in rapid sucees-
sion, but the building was burning fiercely, and
the men could not reduce it.

More engines were sent for, but, owing to
the great hold the fire had gained, and owing
perhaps also to the diffiealty of getting near it
because of the narrowness of the approaches, the
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firemen had the vexation of seeing the flames
spread with great rapidity., In fact, only St.
Andrew’s Hill and Carter Lane were wide enough
for the engines to approach, and for some engines
two hundred yards of hose had to be used.

When, therefore, it became evident that the
building could not be saved, the order went forth
to the men to turn their attention to the sur-
rounding property. But bravely though they
worked at this task, and thongh water was poured
upon the buildings from almost all points, several
houses suffered.

At one terrible moment it seemed as if nothing
would stop the fire. Excitement rose high, for it
was rumoured abroad that many people were in
these neighbouring houses, and the good folk
began to leave their beds and hurry away in the
fearful glare, taking such valuables as they could.
One woman was bedridden, and a policeman
pressed his way upstairs through the blinding
smoke and carried her out, while very soon after-
wards the house from 'which she was brought
took fire. Indeed, so great was the danger, that
notice was sent out to all the occupants of premises
near to leave their dwellings.

' 1
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Crash! Crash! The walls of the burning
buildings fell in with loud noise, the flames roared
high as if in demoniac triumph, and in the fearful
heat the brave men toiled and slaved at the
engines, fighting their enemy. Strong iron girders
supporting tons of machinery were glowing with
white heat in that terrible furnace, and became
hent and twisted into all kinds of grotesque shapes.

Neighbouring buildings appear to have canght
fire by reason of the immense flames shooting
out and leaping over streets and enwrapping the
houses in their fearful grip, and also by reason
of the intense heat of the immense conflagration.
Thus Nos. 37, 38, and 39, St. Andrew’s Hill
seem to have caught fire in this way.

But the vigorous efforts of the firemen to
localise the conflagration began at length to have
some effect, and shortly after seven o' clock in the
morning the fire was begun to be subdued. Then
with a terrible crash a big block of masonry
fell bodily, completely blocking one part of a
place called Ireland Yard, and from this particular
event, which, under the circumstances, cannot be
called a catastrophe, the firemen gained steadily.
business in the City was in full swing, the * stop ™’
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message and at eleven o’clock in the morning, when
was circulated through the brigade. But the
engines on the spot continued to pour water on
the smouldesing ruins for some hours.

In this terrible fire the greatest danger seems
to have oceurred from falling walls and bits
of ruin. Heat, suffocation, and fiery rain of this
alarming description are some of the very real
dangers to which firemen are exposed. It is to
defend them from this terrible hail that they
protect their shoulders with metfal epaulets and
their heads with those shining brass helmets that
form so striking a feature of the dress of the
Brigade. e

Their skill and courage in entering buildings
to direct streams of water from the hose more
eflectually, or to save life and property, deserve
high praise ; and that the work is often no child’s
play 1s ftestified by the sadly significant Roll of
Honour at the head-quarters of the organisation
at Southwark. There, on a large, slightly. or-
namented, oaken board, are ailixed a number of
brass tablets bearing the names of the men who
have lost their lives in the hazardous service.
But happily, bravery is not eliminated from our
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vocabulary, and daring heroism is not 'dead.

_—

LITTLE GLADYS AND HER
SUNBEAM RIDE.

- Little Gladys lived at the lower end of the
town, where the streets were narrow and crooked,
and the houses stood at all sorts of odd angles.
She lived in a little white cottage behind the
“0ld Trinity Church.” Her father was the
sexton. ‘

Saturday was the best day of the week to
(ladys, as her father had to be at work in the
church all the morning, and she always went in
with him, and played in the high-backed, old-
fashioned pews. She liked to open and shut the
pew doors, and fasten herself in, and let herself
out. She liked to walk up and down the aisles
and climb the pulpit stairs. She liked to sing,
and hear her little voice echo throughout the
great wide space and go floating up to the
arched roof above.
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Saturday afternoons the organist always
came to practise an hour or two; and Gladys
was allowed to sit quietly in one of the pews
and listen to the music, with her dolls, all
dressed in their finest clothes, in a row beside
her, as if they were at a grand concert.

One afternoon there she will never forget.
Mr. Howard had been playing some time, when
he struck into a low, soothing melody, one of
the tenderest of lullabies. Through the upper
pane of a stained glass window that faced the
west the sun streamed in, its dazzling rays mak-
ing one broad, slanting path down to the pew
where Gladys was curled up in the corner, with
her little family of dolls sitting in a prim,
straight row. ‘Lady Montague,” the grandest
and most stylishly dressed of the dolls, had a
steel buckle on her bonnet, which caught the
attention of the sunbeams; and they stopped
and danced a queer little zigzag dance upon it.

Presently, a funny little mite of a woman,
m a red cloak, with a staff in her hand, stood
upon the top moulding of the pew directly in
front of them. The hood of the cloak was
drawn over her head, and stood up in a sharp
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peak behind. Her wee, wizened face was cheery
and beaming with goodnature. Gladys stared at
her in amazement. She wondered if she could
be the fairy godmother, whom she had read
about in her story-books, who could do all sorts
of wonderful things. As the little creature con-
tinued to smile pleasantly at her, and to bob
her little red hood up and down in greeting,
(zladys found courage to speak.

*Oh, tell me, are you the fairy godmother,
or what are you and how did you get in here ?”
she asked.

“1 can answer your first and last questions,
my dear; but the middle one is beyond my
power. Yes, I am the fairy godmother; and I
came in here on the sunbeams. We were out
taking our afternoon ride, when we heard some
one playing a fairies’ dance in here; and some
of us thought we would slide down and enjoy it
for a few moments.”

“Us!” repeated Gladys, in a surprised tone.
“ Are there more of you, then?”

“Oh no, childie. By ‘us’ I meant the
fairies who came with me. Look around, and
see how preftily they dance.”
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Gladys sat up in the pew, and turned to-
ward the western window where the sunshine
came in; and, sure enough, there were twenty
or more of the tiniest, most exquisite little
creatures, with shining wings, tripping up and
down the long slanting sunbeams, sometimes in
groups with arms entwined, and sometimes singly
or in pairs, all keeping time with the music.
Then she noticed for the first time that the
music had changed, that Mr. Howard had finished
the cradle-song and was playing the most be-
witching little "dance one could imagine; 8o
exqusitely delicate and sweet its melody, so
entrancing its gracefull, swinging movement, that
it was not strange the fairies wanted to stop and
dance to it. To and fro they lightly skipped on
the tips of their tiny toes, the sunbeams flashing
back bright rays from their wings and shining
hair, Oh, it was perfectly fascinating to watch
them !

But soon the organ stopped, and the fairy
godmother said they must go. Gladys' heart
sank. Probably she would never see any real
fairies again, she thought,

“l am so sorry,” she said sadly., “1 wish
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you could stay ever so much longer.”

“We can't, little gir, We must be off on
our sunbeam ride. They only stepped in to
dance a few moments. We couldn’'t stay here,
We like the open air and the sunshine. Perhaps,
though, 1 can take you with us for a little
while. How would you like to go? You shall
be back here all safe before nightfall. 1 promise
that.”

“Oh!"” eried Gladys, her heart beating fast
with joy. * Can you really take me? I should
like so much to go, but you know I am a great
big girl.”

“It doesn't matter about your being big, I
can manage that.” And the little, red-cloaked
fairy began to wave her staff slowly over Gladys’
head. Iustantly, she felt herself becoming
smaller and smaller, till she was just the size of
the fairies, and had shining wings and glistening
hair like theirs.

“Now, we will go,” said the little god-
mother ; and, taking her hand, they jumped upon
the sunbeams dancing about on Lady Montague's
bonnet, and, quick as a flash, they were with
the other fairies, and all riding out of the
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church window.

How high up in the air they were! Gladys
was wild with delight. She ¢ould look down
upon the tops of great tall trees and the roofs of
houses. Above, the deep blue sky seemed very
near them, They rode so fast it seemed as if
they must be going ever so many miles a
minute,

Once in a while they would slide down the
sunbeams right in through the windows of
houses, some of them rich and elegaut, and some
of them poor. They went into the nursery of
one beautiful mansion, and found themselves in
the midst of a children’'s party. Ten rosy, curly-
haired, chubby little boys ‘and girls sat around
the tea-table, all of them in high chairs. There
was considerable silver upon the table; and the
fairies had a grand time dancing about on the
spoons and forks, sugar-bowl and cream-pitcher.
The children shouted with glee to see the bright
rays flashing. They thought they were only
sunbeams. They could not see the fairies, as
they were invisible.

Gladys, who was flitting about just as if
she had always been a fairy, poised Lerself upon
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the top of the teapot, and looked about the
room. Such lovely pictures, such beautiful
ornaments, and such a profusion of pieture books,
dolls, and toys of all kinds, she had never seen
before. She thought of poor Lady Montague
sitting there in the chureh, and wondered what
she would think of these dolls, all in satin,
velvet, and lace.

Just then the fairies called her to come and
play * hide-and-seek” among the children’s
curls, so Gladys jumped off the teapot and joined
in the merry game. They chased each other in
and out, and hid themselves in the sunny hair
of the different little heads” whose owners were
having a happy time over their candies and ice-
cream,

By-and-by, the fairy godmother, who had
been sitting upon the top of a silver clock on
the mantel, tapped with her staff, and, pointing
to the hands of the clock, said it was time to
2o,

“ But, first, we will bestow a gift on each
of these little ones, they seem so good and
sweet,” she said, and took a bag from under her
cloak, which Gladys had not seen before.
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The fairies gathered about her, and, opening
the bag, she told ten of them to draw out a gift.
They all took out what looked to Gladys like
ting diamond stars. FEach fairy placed a star
upon the forehead of a child, and then kissed 1it.
The instant the fairy lips touched. the child’s
forehead, the star disappeared,

“ How very wonderful!” Gladys could not
help saying aloud.

The little godmother turned to her with a
smile, and then explained the meaning of it.

“The star represents a blessing, either
wealth or health, a contented mind, a happy
heart, a cheerful disposition, or something of that
kind, which shall follow the child through life.
They fairy’s kiss seals it ; that is, makes the gift
the child’s very own, unless he chooses to throw
it away.”

Then all the fairies jumped upon the sun-
beams, and away they rode with lightning speed
out into the clear, bright air again.

The next stopped to look in at a garret
window in the poorest and most crowded part of
the city, where a little boy lay sick. The room
was bare and cheerless, A little scrap of a
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geranium in a flower-pot on the window-sill was
the only bit of brightness. The little white face
on the pillows was turned toward the window,
and lightened up very perceptibly as the sun’s
warm rays streamed in upon the counterpane
and flooded the whole room.

“*Let us go in and dance for him,” said one
of the fairies. So they glided in, and stood be-
fore him upon the bed.

“Can he see us?" asked Gladys, in surprise,
remembering that the rosy children in the grand
house could not see them as they danced upon
the silver tea-things.

“Not yet. Watch, and you shall see what
happens,”’

The wee, red-cloaked mother had seated
herself upon the pillow, and now began to wave
her staft slowly over the boy’s head. His eyelids
closed, and soon he seemed to be asleep.

“You see it is only in his dreams that he

can really see us,” said one of the fairies to the
wondering Gladys,

answered a fairy,

“But I wasn't asleep,” said she, earnestly,
“1 wasn't dreaming. 1 was sitting in church,
listening to the organ, you know.” |
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“Yes, I know. But hush! There’'s the
music! He sees us now, and we must dance
our very best.”

The fairy godmother had drawn a queer
little knotted reed from somewhere underneath
her cloak, and was playing the most enchanting
dance music upon it. Back and forth the fairies
tripped on the tips of their tiny toes, just as
Gladys had seen them in the chureh, only now
she was one of them. The little sick boy
laughed aloud, and clapped his little, thin,
transparent hands, and reached them out to
touch their shining wings and bright hair as
they danced up close to him. They stayed a
long while, as he enjoyed 1t so much ; but, at
last the little godmother put up her sweet
musical instrument, and said they must go.

“ But isn’t he going to have a star out of
your bag, too?” asked Gladys, anxiously, as
they all bade him a loving good-night, and
turned to ride away on the sunbeams.

“ No, dear child,” said she, taking he