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TRE LITTLE FOLK.

TRE CAT'S PICTURE.
ny ¢ L.
“ Mary, do, please hold Kitty-Kat just a few minu-
tes till 1 draw her picture,” Harry entreated.

Harry felt just a little bit proud of the talent his
teacher agieed he had for drawing, and he scized
every opportunity to show those around him what
he could do as an artist. He was not disagrecably
vain about it. He really loved to draw.

Mary was perfectly willing to hold pussy, for she
was as proud of his sticcess as he was himself,

The day was Saturday, and both children had
been enjoying their holiday. Their mother had given
them a little talk that morning, after breakfast about
their tempers.  She had said that those bad tempers
ruincd ncarly cvery once of their holidays. st was
patural, she weat on to say, for every one to fuel at

HOW LITTLE LELIA TOOK UP THE CROSS.
A TRUE STORY.

Little Lelia, a fair-haired blonde, who had been her
mother’s sunbeam for six short years, sat rocking her
d»ll to sleep and humming snatches of one of the
children’s hymns.

Every now and then she stopped singing and sat
still in her little rocking chair, and looked lovingly at
a little fairy lamp, which was burning brightly on
the end of the mantle, saying, with a soulful expres-
sion in her eyes:

“ Mamma, ain't it pretty ?—ain’t it sweet?”

Yes, dear, it is onc of the prettiest I eversaw; and
you think a great deal of it, don't you?”

“Mamma, I just loveit.”

Papa had brought this little lamp a few days
before from the city for his little girl ; and with it two
others for her to give to her two little playmates,
Mary and Agnes. For papa’s and mammd’s little
sunbeam must not be scifish, but share her pleasures
with others.

This beautiful little lamp with its pretty pink globe
and soft light, waslittle Lelia’s dcarest treasure. The
first thing in the morning she asked Sarah, the maid
to light it for her; all day she watched it with ecager
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interest. and whenever the light began to fail, she

.

g ran to Sarah, and begged politely :

o8} “ Please, Sarah, fill my dear little lamp; its going
0. out, and I do want to see it look pretty again.”

-3 This Sarah gladly did for the little lady who was
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times provoked at the way things happency or_other
people behaved, but they must learn to control their
anger or they would make those about them miser-
able and themsclves unhappy. They had got along
together very well sefarand the day was nearly over.

Mary had been holding the cat very patiently for
some time, and Harry was just putting the finishing
touches to hus picture when the cat began to grow
rostless. " Hurry up, Harry,” exclaimed Mary.
** Kitty-Kat is fidgeting, and 1 know she is going to
jump in 2 minute.”

“Well, hcld her tight, then, for I want to finish

al 7ays kind to her, and thoughtful of her comfort.

At night when “ Now I lay me” had been said,
mamma’s good-night kiss given, and little Lelia snugly
tucked up in bed, she lay looking at the precious
lamp until “ Mr. Napper” closed her © peepers.” 1t
gas indecd.her heart’s treasure, and was for many

ays.

One morning Lelia’s mother said to her. ‘Lelia,
Sarah is going to sce her little lame brother this
evening. What are you going to send him?”

Lelia’s cyes immediately rested on her lamp—the
thing necarest to her heart. For.a minute she said
nothing, then with her big blue eyes full of carnest
love, she looked up in her mother's face and said :

*“Mamma, if 1 send Ben my lamp, will that be
‘taking up the cross?’”

It was mother’s time to be silent now. She felt
strongly tempted to seize her precious darling loving-
1y in her arms and tell her to keep her treasure, and
that she would send for another lamp for Ben. But
the wise mother knew the eternal value of thislesson,
and said quictly: “ Yes, dear, taking up the cross for
Jesus’ sake.”

X my picture. It is splendid! and if youlet her go, Then she kissed her own little treasure, and left
e you will spoil cverything.” Harry spoke, quite the room with somecthing in her throat, and in her
£ sharply. heart a thanksgiving that Jesus had said, * Suffer the
3 _ Considering that she had stood and held the cat  little children to come.” That day little Lelia wore
& in her anns for so long without a complaint, Mary a thoughtful brow, but was very quict and gentle,
2 thought it very unfair for Harry to speak to her in  there was no outward sign of the battle going on in

that way. Soshe grew cross. “l am not going to
hold herany longer, so there!™ she declared.

She had hardly said the words when pussy jumped,
ant straight down to the flaor, but across Harry’s
drawing pad, jarring the peucil in his hand so much
that a crosked, black line was made right through
his picture.

Of caurse, it was very provoking, but Harry made
matters muck worse by flving into a temper, and
flingin his pad across the room at the cat.

GFortunately for pussy the pad just missed her,
bu intn the bed of glowing caals in the wide grate
went the dving pad. Refore Harry could snateh it
oat the pad was in flames, and in a few minutes
nothing couid be seen of it but curls of white ashes.

SHamry and Mary looked at cach other. Both
knew  without saving anything that Hamry's really
goad picture of Kitty-Kat was Jdestroyed on account
of thair giving way to their temupers.  Their mother's
words came back to them, Ilow true it was that
givirg way to those tempers miade them do things
of vhich, in theirisober scnses, they were heartily
ashamed |

that little soul.

But when Sarah was about to leave that evening,
she heard a little voice calling her.  Looking up she
saw a litt!lc angelface all covered with smiles, resting
on an odd-lookiny parcel donc up in Lelia’s own
childish fashion;tne owner of face and parcel came
tripping downstairs with a light heart and raerry
voice, as she said:

**Sarah, will you please take this to Ben, and tell
him I hope he will soon be better.”

The mysterious g-arcel contained hermost precious
treasure—the fairy lamp. Little Lelia had proved a
a heroine indeed, and had gained a victory over self.

In the later twilight of thatevening Lelia and her
mother sat silently looking into the big wood fire,
both thinking of the same  thing, when little Lelia
Ieancd her head on head on her mother’s knee and
said in a low vaice:

“Mamma, I feel so much happier since 1 gave
my lamp away.”

Older and wiser heads, can you not learn a lesson
of lictle Lrniia, and receive that “ Peace that passeth
al understanding ?’




