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THE LITTLE FOLK.

The King’s Picture Book.
By 8. M. CrawLey Bokvey.

An old mau walked at sunset in the King’s highway. His hair
and board woro white, aud his steps wore noiscless as the tido on a
summer pight.  Un hia shoulder sat a dovo aud a raven, beforo him
flitted an owl, ana ho walked alowly, for tho weight of years ho
carried was heavy; besides, ho bad other thiogs. Ono hand held
an hour glass, tho other a reaping hook, aud rouad tho man’s neck
by a chain hung a golden casket.

Presently ho halted, for a fow paces in front was a littlo, ragged,
barefoot girl, whose sad blue oyes Jooked out nf a face that was
thin and whito, as no child’s ought to be.

¢ WWhat are you doing ¥’ asked ho of tho hour gless.

“ Nothing,” snswered she, half ashamed ; and sho puta fiager
to her lips.

“This is my highway,” said tho old man gravely, “and those
who walk in it are my subjecte; they are bound to servo me.”

“ Are you tho king, then " inquired the other with a wondering
look, *‘if s0, whero is your crown, and what is in that casket?”

«J am Kiog Time,” was the gentle reply. *‘In this,” and he
glanced at the hour glass, ¢* I moasuro my aubjects’ lives, and whea
tho harveat of their good deeds is ripe, I reap it with this hook.
My casket is full of nica things, giftsand treats, with roso-coloured
hopo at the bottom to beautiiv the rest. But,” and a smile faded
from the speaker’s lips,” how is it that you are here idle, lor none
are oo young to servo mo?”

1 bave no home, no parents,” said the littlo ono pleadingly.
¢ Folk call me Dorothy, and I beg for bread.”

“God's gift,” murmured his Majesty to himself, yot thrown
carelesaly asiae ax if of no account.  “ Come with me,” lio added,
kindly, ¢ and I will find for you all you nced. You must learn
ncither to misuse me, nor to becomo a slave.”

Beforo long the pair reached a place whero lived sume rich
people who had allthey wanted excent children, and they wolcomed
Dorothy gladly as a loay from tho band of Kiog Time. Before
turning to go, ho strewed the floor with myrtle lesves and bright
bopes from his casket, saying :

““Sho was a strauger and you took her in.  On you will surely
rest a choice blessing.”

Dorothy prospered in her new honie, and did her best to serve
the old man whohad befricnded her, thonghshnhad not understood
all ho 2213, and wondered somotimes if she should ever sco him
again,

Ozne night ho visited tho child when sbo lay saagly tucked into
her whito bed, aud she welcomed him cladly becanss sho know bim
sgain by the birds and tho hour giass. Instead of the reaping
hook his Majesty carricd a picture book, which ho opened as ho
sat do'vn, saying,

**Live and learn, dear, for tho hour has como in which youmast
aco gome cvil things that you msy the better avoid them. Look
hore.”

On tho first page tho gazer saw two girls, many yearsolder than
berself, ono of whom bad a gay picco of fansy work across herknees,
and in ths lap of tho other was a novel. Yet neither girl was
occupied, for tho worker idly fingered a akein of taugled silks, asd
the reader lounged in an casy chair, chattiog, with hacds clasped
behind her kead.

**How slowly timo gocs in this dull place,” said she with a
yawn. *¢Lifo is bardly worth tho liviog if there’s not a dance in
prospect, or a party of some sort.”

Tho raven hers croaked angrily, and the King whispared in
Dorothy’s ear:

¢*Theso aro some of my wozld-be murderers, poor silly thinga 1
Their chicf thought is how to kill time, as they exproas it. Now,
ook hore.”

Tae next picturo was & gas-liv room, in which a bald-headed
man st poring over a big book at a desk, while bis finper pointed
to colamps of fizures, Soon a servant appearcd at the door.

“Ploaso rir,” 2aid be, ““a poor woman has como to aco you.
May she cater??

Tho bald-headed man glanoed at the clock abovo him.

‘‘Half-an-hour atter buaness hours, Thomas Tho office is
closod, and sne must ¢ mo again Lo morrow.”

¢*Sho scems in grest distress, sir, and has walked a long way,”
persisted Thomas. Bat his master only frawnod as hexhragged his
ahoalders.

**Can’t holp that,” said he, “ I'm busy.  Sho must call again,"”
and tho door was abnt,

“Thav's a glave,” explained the King, *“Ho has grown intoa

‘.‘ vort of mashine, and won't stir out of nis way orstap for auybody.”
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Again tha raven croaked, flappiug its wings, aud the page was
turoed over. On thenext thero wore soveral small plotures, at
sight of which the dove bogan to coo eoftly. Ooo was tho ward {a
a chilhren's hospital, and totwoen tho rows of cots walked awcot.
faced womon in whito caps, who gavo amilos or tendor words as
they moved along, tending, comforting, amusing. 2 ‘other acene
a3 & prison coll, in which a chaplain talked caroeatly to a criminal,
who sat sullenly by with folded arms, whilo good and ovil struggled
togother within him. Then came a village school full of happy

oChild faces, with a mistress hard at work in thoir midat. Laatly,
might be secn a couple of girls plodding through tho snow to take
a baskot of good things to the inmates of a tumbledown, thatched
cottago in tho distance.

**1 was slck, and in prizon, aud yo visited me,” murmured the
Kiug, as he shut the hook and roso to his fect.

¢ All theso are doing something for others,” ssid Dorothy, after
a fow minates of thought. ** Is that tho best way of serving you?”

A sudden light came into tho oldor’s upturced faco, and the
dovo fluttered down on the little ono'sshoulder, neatling thero with
a caressing air.

“ Child,” answered Timo, “‘thero is so much to bo dons for
others, and 80 many ways of doiog it, that thero is no excuss for
aon jostant’s idlencas.  Sco, the sand grains in my hour glass are of
gold, and when they havo ron through they can never be recalled,
because I always roplaco them by fresh ones. Storo them up,
then, as they pass, and remembor that cach kindly unselfish action,
evory loving word, quarrel smootbed, or enemy reconciled, is an
atom of gold !aid np in my store-houss to benefit you in tho end.
But woe to those who mako themssives slavea inatead of faithful
scrvants, and doubly woo to such ag misuso me.”

s Hoot,” said the owl, *‘theso aro truo words of wisdom.”

Dorothy’s cyos wore downcast, and when sho next raised them
tha sun was shining, for another day had begun. Bat she never
forgot shat Royal visit, and, as she grew up, all loved her more
and more, becaueo ahe knew the secret of tho best service for King
Time.

A .riend in Need.

Brennus, nioro commonly known as Bren, is & {riend of mine,
who wears all the year round a gloesy black coat, a .aagnificieat
tap waistcoat, and a whito shoker. Ono look at his thoughtfal
brown oyes must assoro yon that Bren is gifted with plenty of
seanse, and o few hours in his company must convince anybedy that
ho has tho manners of a gentleman,

So thooght Jack, who becamo in consequence a stavnch ally,
though he, unlike Bren, cculd not claim the amallest connestion
with the Collio family, nor indeed with aristocracy ot any kind.
Yes, trath to rell, Jack wasa more nobedy, withoat a featare sug-
gestive of a long pedigreo 1 His tail was atumpy, his noso a anab,
and bis yellow eyes with red rims to them scemed to carry on the
ides of his tight-fitting, reddish coat. He was accustomed to
alights, and having no envy or malioe in his nature, Jack was con-
tent that Bren ahonld bave tho double portinn of attention to
which bis appearance agd manncer entitled L .m. After all, both
snimalsowned foor legs, Iy “ing hearts, and a language of their own,
50 they lived together uander tho samo roof on oxcellent terms,

Thia being » truo atory, the reader mast be told that Brea had
s weak peint—in fact, a bad one—Iin tho shape of cowardice, and
ho would do anytbing to cscapo scquaintance with his neighbonry’
teeth, Few wero ill-tempered coough to quarrel withsucha well-
conducted collie, but Bren had onc enemy, a distant coasia ia poor
circumatances, who no doaby felt disgoatad thet his relation ahould
bo 30 much better off than bimsclf. Blof was a farmer's dog, a
powerfnl beast, whoss teeth and Lemper were wall known as things
to be avoided in all tho countryside.

QOac day Bren trotted into a field, at tho far end of which his
cousin happened to be with the farmer. Bron espied his ezemy,
balted, sat down, and reasonod somowhat as follows for s ahort
spaco: “There's tbat quarrelsomo croaturo again, What a
nuitance. If ho sces me, thore'll be a fight, and thea he's sarv 0
get the best of it ; ho always docs. Yot I want to go on. Happy
thought—Y'll fotch Jack and we'll tackls him together. Two are
better than ono any day, and doar Jack is as brave as a lion.”

No sooper said than dore.  With bashy tail lowered, Bren

harried honie, told the state of affairs 2o Jack, sand ina few minutes
tho friends were 'rotting quickly «croas the fiold. But Blaff soon
csaght sight of xnom, and rushad to battle, caring little for tho
fact that there waero two to bo dealt with, becauso tho red dog wes
lose thap balf his size, while Bren wzs & born coward. Blufl, how-
cver, did not reckod on Jack's plack 2nd eadammnce 5 30, after a
itched battle, tho sheepdoz was fairly drivea from tho field,
oaving the frionds to go their way, covored with wounnds and
loty.
8 r’bea farmer who watched tho whole alfair with somoamusement
told this story to Bron's mastor and from him I heard it oaly tho
other day. b



