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A SUDDEN DECISION.HOW GIRLS CAN HIBU» MOTHERS
By Annie Hamilton Donnell. Kvery girl, if she be not Umrougbly eel-

y fish, is anxious to lift some of the burden
Sylvia, because her new drew buttoned Qf liouseliokl management from her moth-

WIVU eu many buttons, or because it Wok cr*g shoulders on to her own; but, un
ifie so long to make the great pink bow fortunately, many girls wait to tie asked
on one side ut her head stand up straight to do things instead of being constantly

It was her brat party on the lookout for little duties which they
are capable of doing.

If you would be of any real use in the 
home, you must be quick to notice what 
is wanted—the room that needs dusting, 
the flowers that need rearranging, the 
curtain which lias lost a ring, and is 
therefore drooping. And then you must 
not only be willing to do wliat is needed 
but willing to do it pleasantly, without 
making people feel that you are being 
martyred.

It is almost useless to take up any 
household duties unless you do them ro 
gularly. If you do a thing one da, and 
not the next, you can never be dejwmled 
on, and if some one else has to be eon- 

Oh, yes'm, you're welcome!” stammer- Btantly reminding you of and supervising 
td scared little Sylvia, remembering y^,,. work, it probably gives that person
Elise s cautions to be polite. "I mean niore trouble than doing it herself would
I'd rather.” cause.

Xbe players sat in two rows opposite Have a definite day and a definite time 
each other. They were laughing gajly. for all you do. The flower vases will

• The minister’s cat is a fnree cat, "Vir- need attention every other day, the silver
ginia l>ay was saying, as Sylvia went in. must be cleaned once a week, and there

"The minister's cat’s a furious est!” should be one day kept for mending 
cried the little boy opposite Virginia. putting away household linen. Begin, too

"The ministers cat is a ’fraid oat!" directly after breakfast and keep on
Dived « clear little you*, end lli.n every- eteadily tihyour work i. done,
body laughed hire everything-everybody If you begin by eitting down ju»t for 

tSvIvia a lnmute with a book, or think you will
. minister's cat is a funny cat.” “just arrange the trimming” on your
■ lu, „,„„L cut in a toreigu cat." new hat, the mommg will be half gone

1 . j. . foolwn cat.’’ before you know where you are.■me minuter a «tua A ^ who brother, may avare
tveryiuny’^aaid «.methmg dreadful her mother aU thoui tiresome Uttl. job#
tAeryuuuy saiu **• which boys are always requesting to

about tbe mirnstei-s cat. Sylvm s ip be ^ ^ fw them# d ahe will only do
gan to tremble. She felt lumpy m tbem kindly. But a boy will not come
luroat. btill they went „ and ask his sister to repair frayed-out

"Ane ministers cat is a ngnting • buttonholes, and to make him paste for
“The minister's cat is a tenue cai. hi# pbl)togIupk album, if she snaps and

and everybidy shouted again. gay* he is always bothering, it is not
Bylvia slid out of Mrs. Auwksbury * P eahy Work, but it is quite possible for the

ana started toward the door. 1 he lump daughter at home to make sunshine.—
much lumpier ahe did not 

Bhe had one object in

THE MINISTER'S CAT.
A day in late autumn was drawing to 

a close. Already shadows thrown from 
the rough stone fire place in Widow Mur
doch’s two-roomed cottage began to 
dance and flicker upon the low white
washed walls.

This little cottage was perched upon 
the southern slope of the Grampians, and 
on bright days its occupants could look 
over the whole northern slojie of Perth
shire. But many of the days were not 
bright, and this special day had been 
gloomy lwth within and without. Mrs. 
Murdoch lay upon a bed, worn and 
wasted with sickness. Close beside her 
sat her daughter Isabel, holding her 
mother’s hand and often rtooping to 
leave a kiss upon It. Once she left more 
than a kiss, for hot tears broke from un
der lier eyelids and fell upon the hands 
she was caressing.

Then for the first time the stillness of 
half an hour was broken, and Mrs. Mur
doch said, chiding, softly, “Noo, Isabel, 
you.are greetin’ again! I hae asked ye 
no to do that. Put up a bit prayer; it 
surely will compose your mind.”

Isaliel bowed her head till her face was 
buried in her Mother’s pillow, and in
stead of becoming quieter, sobs as well as 
tears gave evi uence of her sorrow.

“Oh, lass, iass, dinna grieve sae sairly.
I thought f -r sure that you wad bear up 
better ner this.”

When Isabel became quieter, the moth
er said, "I hae had it intil my mind the 
hail day to speak to you aboot Willie 
Thompson, an’ what better time can I 
l.ae than noo? A ne can aye apeak bet
ter o’ some things when the dark 
on. I will no see your blushes gin you 
blush, an’ you will no see how hard it is 
upon me to press a point that you are, 
maybe, loath to consider. Isabel, do you 
no think it time that Willie had a bit 
o’ encouragement?”

Isabel was silent, and the mother con- 
lined; "Willie has been like a son to me 
for many years, and it has been for your 
sake. I dinna want to judge you harshly, 
my bairn, but it is no like you to under
value gude in any ane; yet you gie him 
no proof that he is appreciated. When 
I am awa’—”

Here Isabel found her voice, and cried, 
"Dinna speak o’ it, mither!”

"Ay, I maun, an* you maun be reason
able. That is a gude lass. When I am 
awa’, as I was say in’, I wad like you to 
be in Willie's care. 1 wad fain see you 
wedded to him before I gang hence. 
You surely nanna dislike him?”

“No. mither, but dinna want to break 
wi’ the auld life. You an’ I hae been sae 
happy here to'gitber! We neede but oor 
twa selves, an’ maybe a neebor drappin’ 
in whiles. I wad fain live on aa we hae 
dune.”

"That I weel ken wunna be. I am 
auld, Isabel, an’ your father has waited 
upon the ither side amaist as long as 

Ami Ikt hair's not the least bit curiad; you hae been in the world. Weel on to
Yet, for old time’s sake, ahe is still, thretty years, R is, an’ Willie, whom I

maun think is your ither eel, has waited 
uni teen years for you. Ay, eaxteen years 
it is cornin’ the winter, sin’ I hae seen 
the luve glint in hie een when they hac 

Mis. liersey was unhappy over the stern rested upon you. Isabel, it is no wise,
severity of her new photographs. ‘Norah,’ and maybe it is no fair.”
she said to her pretty maid, ’do you think You are weary noo, mither, speak nae 
this photograph looks like me* Norah’e abo*it it. I maun rise up an mak
warm Irish heart came to the rescue. 1 ]*ht> for the darkness has come upon
‘Bhure,’ Mrs. liersey, dear,’ she replied u"' 
quickly, ‘if you looked like that would 1 
ever have two afternoons e week?’

enough, was late.
—her very first.

"Good-bye, Venus O’Milo!” she soul to 
the beloved cat on the minister's door
steps. Bylvia was the ministers little 
girl. “Good-bye, an’ think o’ me when 
tar away. Honest an’ true, Venue 
O’Milo, I’m a Utile scared.”

The party was around two corners, at 
Mrs. Tewksbury’s. Mrs. Tewksbury 
came to the door.

“You dear little Sylvy!” she cried, wel- 
“l’m so glad you’ve come!

shall
cunningly.
They've begun a game, but you 
play, too, unless you’d rather sit in my 
lap and look on and get acquainted.”

M

Philadelphia Ledger.was gelling so 
dare to speak, 
view-to get back to the minister ■ door- 

ud hug Venus O'Milo. Bhe
THE LOST DOLL.

I voce had a sweet lit tie doM, dears,
The prettiest dott in the world;

Her cheeks were so red and so white,

And her hoir uns so ulwrmiogly curled. 
But 1 twt my poor ilithe do*t, deers,

As 1 played on Ube heath one day ; 
And 1 cited lor her mure than a week,

But 1 could not find where dlie lay.

st^pe and
would call her beautiful, beauUlul names; 
she would say the minister s cat was a 
uarliug eat, a precious cat, a dear, lovely, 

Venus O’Miio allouaicvinl table cat! 
out be abused 1

By Ivy dear—Sylvy!” Mrs.“Why,
Tewksbury hurried alter her m great cou- 

you’re crying, you little" it by,
sweetheart!” she said.

" X es m, thank you. 
home au hug the m-minisier s cat. 
w outdo t have cutue il I’d knowu e very- 
bmiy d be uupohte to her.

Than Mrs. Tewksbury uudewtvod. She 
did not laugh at all, but took Bylvia up 
iu ner lap again and explained.

"It's only a game, dear! ’The minis
ters cat’ is just the name of it, and it 
uoesnt mean any special cat in the 

first, everybody tries to think 
about it that begins

1—I’m going i
1 1 found my i>oor little doU, dears,

As 1 {fayed on the 1 «-atil one day; 
1'oiks my ahe is teriiVly changed, deals;

For her punit m ul washed uiwtiy.
And lier arm's trodden off by the dow#,

1 1-love her.

llue prettiest doti in the world.
—Fix*n Kingsley’s Water Bulbies.of something to say

with tlreu 'b,’ V <V "nil *- 
Its great fun. It just happened that 
all tbe *f things were ‘uupohte,’ sweet
heart, but nobody mural your cat. Dou’t

Sylvia saw plainly, and all her trou
bles vanished in a flash. The lump 
dwappeared and she began to laugh. 
Blie slipped her hand into tlie big, kind 
one, and trotted happily back to the 
shouting children. One voice rose above 
all the rest, and what do you suppose

“The minister’s cat is a first-rate cat!”

She lighted the lamp and atirred the 
fire, and taking up some custom-work 
that was almost due. she seated herself 
at her little sewing bible near her moth
er’s bed. Every few 
glance upon that pale face and the closed 
eyes, feeling that soon they might close 
to open no more.

But the mother was not sleepy, *nd

“Health brings wealth,” but this Is an
other of those rules that will not work 
boh ways.

minutes she cast »

it was saying? True lmmüty does good end is nient.
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