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THE LITTLE FOLK.

KITTY'S LESSON.

It's vory hard, mother.  Atl tho other girls have got nice new
frocks or sasbes for Rose’s birthday party. and ['vo got nothing.
Ouly my ol whito muslin, that thoy all have scen so olten.”

Thero was & disconsolato whino in Kitty's voice, very unlike
her usual brignht little solf,

Mrs. Clayton looked up fromn tho littlo muslin droas sho was
ironing and gettiog up so prot.ly.

s¢] think this will look very nice, dear. The mark, whero I
let 12 down, scarcely shows now.”

Kitty still grumbled on.  ** Rose is going to have such heaps of
prescats, and & aow pisk frock.”

Mrs. Clayton gave a little sigh, as she locked down at her own
biack dress, with ita rusty crapo trimmings.

[ snould like you to have a new dress as much as any one,
Kitty,” sho aaid. **I clways like you to b .v» pretty things.
Still, it is oever too carly to learn tho leston «nat wo cannot all
be altke. Therc are a great many littlo girls much worse off than
you, dear.”

*s Kitty shrugiod her shoulders, and picking up a story book,
murmured puttishly, ¢ Alwayaa leason.”

Mra, Clayton and her littlo daughtec had Jived togother ina
small houso ever ainco the father’s death, They hved very simply,
for Mrs. Clayton gave away all she could sparo to others who were
1u greater nced. Her grest wish was that Kitty should loara to
do the same.

3Most of the girls at school had richer and brighter homes than
hers ; ospecially Roso Vincent, a much spoilt only child, whoso
every wish wus gratified.  Of late, Mra. Clayton had been sorry to
oo z growing spirit of discontent and eavy in Kitly, capecially
when she had much of Rose's companionsbip.

Kitty had not recovered her good temper wher sho started
presently for w walk with her mother. She sauvatered along ina
sulky silence, lingering behind to look in at tho shop windows.

In tho High Strcot they cams suddenly upon a littlo crowd ot
poople.

s \What is tho matter?” asked Mrs. Clayton of tho inan next
her. **Isit anaccident?”

** A boy beca stealing,” came tho gruff asawer.

Tho owner of & nelghbouring coffec stall, a big, burly man, was
roughly ahaxiog a small boy by tho collar of his ragged jacker.

I saw you!” ho cried. **Crecping round the corner 20 quiet
like, with your hand ou ono of my rolls? You little thici, you!
Woa't 1 give yeu up to the next peliceman that comes along 1

Somcthing in the small, pitcous faco touched Mrs. Clayton.
She went forward quickly, and Iaid her haud on tho man’s arm,

“Don't bs too harah, Williams. He is such a baby. ILet mo
spoak to him one moment.™

The man turned round angrily ; but Mrs. Clayton had olten
kelped him when trado was bad, Yo, with a partiog shake of the
ragged vollar, ho gare tho child a little push towards her, mur-
rmuriog—

+t Ntealing’s stoaling, all the world over. No amount of tender-
heartedness can make it anything «lse.”

Mrs. Clayton drew the boy genuy on one side, and by deglocs
got the sad littlo atory from him.

+ It weren't for miyacif. I can bear tho empty paias most days,
now I'm getting to be a man,” and ho drew himsclf up with a
pitcous hittlo air of digoity ieside his rags.  *“*But Dolly can't,
aud she gave me the very laat bit of bread she had. Oh, 1 can’t
le: Poliy starvet™

*1\Will jou tako mo to sce Polly ?* asked Mra. Clayton.

‘This was a matter that must bo gono into thoreughly ; it was
vot ono to Le left to the policeman. Steppiog up to Williams—
who was locking on, now tho crowd had cleared off—she soon
cxplaioed the matter, and made it nght with him.

They foand Polly, the Little crippled mater, lyiog in & dismal,
poky tocm, with a aleping rovf——cverywhere the aigos of most
utter poverty.

Yet 1n Polly's deawn, white {ace there was an expreasion of
such sunny cententment sl pati-aco, that even Ritty, child a3
sho was, saw aud felt it.

Mra. Claytensat Jown and began totalk and ask a few questinps,
withaut menticning the sad circumatanees uader which they had
come acraas litile Tim.

Sho knew, withoat asking, that the desperate Jesire to save his
sister had beea the cause of tho treatle, and ahe felt aho must do
ailin her power to save the hitle lad, avd o teach him how ncar
he had beea to commaitting a deeadful min.

Katty loant againat the amutty window, comparing her own
oomicrtable home with this hare attic. I'oor litile Yolly, lyicg
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hero all day aloue! No one to amuso and cheor her up, oftsu
without any food to eat ; only the kind woman on the next floor to
come in very occasionally, when sho could sparo the time, to give
Polly a **tidy up,” or a {ow scraps frem their own acaoty meal,

Yot Polly looked quito contented, with such s bright look on
hor face, as she listened to Mes, Clayton.

Porhaps Katty would scarcoly have felt the difference 8o keenly,
if sho had nut only that morniog beon comparing her own life with
that of somo other luckler little gicls,

Breaking in on Kitty’s thoughts came Polly’s weak little voice—

*¢Oh, but wo have lots to bo thank{ul for ! Mra. Spratt lets us
have this room without any rent—doesn’t she, Tim?" Aand a
brilliant smile passed ovor Polly’s face as sho looked iovingly at
her brother. ** Aad then, as long as Tim and Ihave got each
other, things can't be very bad, you know. Oh, wo've got lots to
bo thankful tor, has Tim and me.”

Kitty followed her mother downstairs, and stood by while she
tatked to Mrs, Spratt.

Perhaps mother know somothing of what was going on in hor
little girl's mind. After a time Kitty spoko.

¢ Mother, I think I know now what you meant this morning—
that wo cannot bo all alike. Just think what heaps of things and
pleasures I iiave compared to poor, poor little Dolly '

t Iodeed you have, darling; and 1 want you to remamber the
lesson you have learnt to day, becauso it will help you all through
your hfe. Bo thankful for all your blessings; no matter whether
they scom am-ll compared to somo people’s. You may be very
sure a great many others have not nearly as much,” anawered Mrs.
Clayton.

BETH'S WHITE MOUSE.

“T’'m ‘lected,” cried Beth, much out of breath and much
excited.

* On what ticket 2 * asked papa.

¢ Memboer of the childrens’ choir at tho church,’ she unswored
proudly. Then sho fled to toll everyono in the house, and at last
to tell Whitey, her latest pot, a tiny white moase.

She took a eest on the floor in front of its cage, and took it ont
gently. ¢ You will bs very glad when I tell yon that I'm going to
8ing in a lovely choir in the oburch,' she said very tenderly, * 1
wish you conld go with ms to rebersal to-night, and then you would
know all abcas i3. Will you be very good il I $ake you2*

Soit fell out that Whitey went to tho zehersal in Bath’s pocket,
where bo lsy quietly enough for a while,

It was quito dark in the body of the great chuorch, bat the choir
stalls wore brilliapt with light. Beth’s mamma sat down with
many others who bad come to listen to the now choir of girls and
boys. Tho other members of tho choir wore already in the back
soats, when Beth went timidly forward to be placed with tho other
childrea in the front seats,

Softly ths organ played * OIt in danger, Joft in woe,” whils
they stood roady to sing. Then the sweet voices rang throngh the
groat ohurch ; and, with hor head shrown back, her cheeks like
crimson flowers, Beth forgot everything bat her dolight in the
music.

Tho cbildren in tho front seat quite forgot tho precentor’s
warning not to lean on the front of their seas, which had becn jost
plaoed thers for that evening withons fastening it down. So in
tho middle cf tho socond verso they pressed upsn it so bard that
down 1t weot twith a terrific orash, and all the cbildren with it,

‘This was moro than Whitey's nerves, already somewhat shaken,
conld stand. Ont of Beth’s pocket hio bounded, and with a little
sJueal ran alony on the back of the sinnding seat.

The giggliog {ron the back eoats over the childrens’ tamble and-
donly tarood into shrieks of dismay; and whea Beth jumped up
and turael around she was horrified to see all ths youog ladiss of
the choir standiog on $hs ssata and scroaming, ** A moase!™

«Jvs mine. Don't—please doa’t hort it,” she oried, as the
precentor made s dask for poor Whitey ; bat Whitey bad fled dowan
into tho church. Reth felt that oven the honor of being elected a
member of the choir conld not atone for hor loss; acd, alter the
rehersal was over, she walked boras with her mother, {oeling very
melancholy indeed. Sbareceived small sympathy from hor mother,
however, who, it is neodless to ssy, koew nothing aboat Whitey's

vint 2o the chureh until the acsident occorred. .

Bo', after they got home, mamma pas ber band io ber pockes
for hrr handkerchief ; and there, {sr down in oneocorner, ths found
Whitey, a timid frightened littis ball, .

Ho had fled throngh the cbaroh, with unerring iostinct, to ber
pocket, a8 & refogs {rom che coramotion ¢ awlal to his ahakiog
nerves.

* O you darhog!™ crisd Beth, taking him carefolly in her
hands, * forzive me, please; and I will never take yoa thore again,
for certainly homo ia the beat place for scarsy vhings like you.”

And Whitey squoaled fainily ab this, evidenily tborongbly
agrosing with bar.
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