
THE BOY THAT DREW THE'
BABY'S PICTURE.

There was once a little Ameri-
can boy named Benjamin West;
when he was only seven years
old he was watching the beautiful
babygdaughter of his eldest sister,
in her cradle, when she seemed to
him to be the most beautiful thing
he had ever seen, and he ran and
got some paper and drew the
picture in red and black ink.
The likeness was said to. be an
excellent one and from that time
forth his mind ran on nothing
else than being an artist. His
father was a Quaker farmer and
had not the money, even if he
had the wish to give his son the
education necessary for an artist;
but still Benjamin West worked
on making his first paint brushes
out of the hairs of. a. cat's tail,
and painted away from bis
seventh year of age to the time
of his death. His birthplace was
in Springfield, Pennsylvania,
and he went from there to
Philadelphia where he received
some instruction in his art and
there and in the neighboring j
towns and New York, practised
it chiefly as a portrait painter..
In 1760 when twenty-two years
old he went to Italy where lie
remained for three years,gaining
very remarkable success, and
then went to dwell for the rest
of his lifetime iu London, Eng-
land. Here he received the
highest honors that can be given
an artist, being made president
of tWE Rôyal- -cademy, and for
nearly forty years he was the
friend of King George the Third
who was proud of being his
patron. But still Benjamin
West made one great mistake
as an artist, which Samuel
Smiles in Self Help, a book that
everybody should read,refers to
in those words; "West might
have been a greater painter, had
he not been injured by too early
success; his fame though great,
was not purchased by study,
trials, and difficulties, and it
has not been enduring.'

THE PARROT'S MEMORY. A
A parrot was once the pet of

a beautiful Spanish lady, who
caressed him daily, and taught,
him her musical tongtte. At
last she sold him to an English
naval officer, who took him.home
as a present tohis wife.

For some time the parrot seemed
to be melancholy beneath the
gray skies of. England, where
men and birds spoke a tongue
unknown to him. By degrees,
however, he learned some
English sentences, forgot ap-
pa.rently all the Spanish he ever
knew, and regained health and
spirits.

Years passed away, and the
parrot still lived as the pet of the
whole family; he grew to be
very old, could only eat pap; and
could scarcely.climb his pole, but
nobody hadthe :heart to destrov
him, arid so he grew weaker and
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weaker. One day a Spanis
gentleman called, and was show
to the room where the, parr
lived.

A livly. discussiodaärose i
Spanish betweenà the visitor an
his host. It: was -the first tim
since hi arrivai in England tha
the bird had heard his nativ
language, and it must have re
minded him of his sojourn ou thi
Peninsula. With wild deligh
the parrot. spread ont his'wiîng
repeated hurriedly some of th
Spanish phrases learned in hi
youth, and fell down dead. Th
joy of:hearing the sweet accent
he had learned when he was th
senonrita's 'dompanion was mor
than he could bear.-Harper'à
Young Peuple.

TUE BOY THAT DREW

HOW TO LOVE. GOD.
In a' beautiful New England

village a younîg man .lay very
sick, drawing neqr to death, and
very sad. His heart longed
for a treasure which he knew had

vneyr been his, and which was
worth more to him now than all
the gold of all the western mines.
One day I sat down by him, took
his hand, and, looking ;in his
troubled face, asked him what
made him so sad.

"IUncle," said lie, "I want 1to
love-God. Won'tyoutellme how
to love God?"

I ca1not desribe *the piteous1
tones' in which he said these1
words, and the look of trouble
which he gave to me. I said to
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:h him, "My boy, you' must trust-his life doubted that the dear bo
ni God first, and thenu you will love had learned to love God without
ot Him without trying to at all.". trying to.-Word and Work.

With a surprised look he ex-
n claimed, "What did you say?" ONE STEP AT A TIME.
d I repeated the exact words M-y there are wh- stand hesi-
e again, and I shall never forget tating on the threshold' f a Chris-
t how his large, hazel eyes opened tian -life, unwilling to commit
e on me, and his cheeks flushed themselves by ·taking a first step
e as he slowly.said, "Well, I never lest they should not prove able to
e knew. that before. I always hold out in the new way. To
t thought that I must love God suchthe following narrative from
S, flrst before I had any right to OEarly Dew may prove a helpful
e trust Him." suggestion. We give it as we:
s "No, my dear boy." I answered, find it, commending it to their
e " G·od wants us to. trust Him; that earnest attention:
s is;wat Jesus always asks us to " GeorgeManning had almost.
e do first of all, and He knows that decided to become a Christian,,
e as soon as we trust Him we shall one doubt held him back. 'How
s begin to love Him. This is the can I -know,' he said io himsef,

way to love God, to put your trust 'that even if I do begin a re-J
ligious life, I shall continue:
faiithful, and finally reaôh:
heaven?' He wanted to see5
the whole way there before
.taking the first step. While in
ihis state of indecision and un-
happinesshe oneevening sought
the bouse of his favorite. pro-,
fessor-for he was a college.
student at the time- and theyý
talked for several hours upon
the all absorbing topic. But the
conversation ended without
dispelling his fears orbringing
him any nearer the point ofde

r cision.
"When he was about to go

home the professor accompanied
him to the door, and, observing
how dark the night waS, pre-
pared a lantern, and, handing
it tob his young friend, said,

George, this little light
will not show you'.thewhole

Sway -to your room; but .only one
stop at a time; but take that
step and you will readh your
home in safety.'

"It proved the word in sea-
sou. As George walked secure-
ly along in the. path brightened
by the little lantern the truth
flashed through his mind, dis-
pelling the last shadow of doubt.

"'Why can I not trust my
heavenly Father,' he said to him-
self, 'even if I cannot see myway
clear to the end, if lie gives me
the light to take. one stop ? I
will trust him; I do trust him.'

"He could hardly wait till he
THE BABY'S PICTURE. reached:his room to fallon his

knees and: thank God for the
ln Him first of all." Then spoke peace and joy that filled his soul.
to him of the Lord Jesus, and Early next morning the proféssor
lhow God sent Him that we might was summoned to the door. There
believe in Him, and how, all he found. George Manning.', With
through his life, Ho tried to w beaming face he looked up to his
the trust of men; how grieved teacher, and as he handed hm
He was when men would not be- the lantern said significantly;
lieve in Him, and every one who "' Doctor, your little lamp
believed came to love without lighted me all the way home last
trying ai all. He drank in all the night.'
truth, and simply. saying, "I will
trustJesusnow,"withoutan effort A. CHRISTIAN'S CHOICE.
put his ybuug soul in Christ's A Christian man, working hard
hands that very hour; and so he for God, was .told by the docto-
came into the peace of God that he must give up all work if le
which passeth understanding,and would save his life.
lived in it almly and sweetly-t6 Hie answer was, "I would
the end. None of all the loying rather spend two or three yearsin
friends who watched over him doing good than exist for'six in
during the remaining weeks of idleness."
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