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THE MINISTER'S CAT.
By Annie Hamilton Donaell.

Sylvia, because her new dress buttoned
with so many buttons, or because it Lok
Lisie so long to make the great pink bow
on one side of her head stand up straight
enough, was late. 1t was her first party
—her very firsi.

“Good-bye, Yenus O'Milo!” she said to
the beloved cat on the minister's door-
steps.  Sylvia was the minister's little
girl.  “Good-bye, an’ think o' me when
far away. Monest an’ true, Venus
O'Milo, I'm a little scared.”

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

“You dear little Sylvy!” she cried, wel-
comingly. “I'm so glad you've come!
They've begun a game, but you shall
play, too, unless you'd rather sit in my
lap and Jook on and get acquainted.”

“Oh, yes'm, you're wek s

HOW GIRLS CAN HELP MOTHERS

Every girl, if she be not thoroughly sel-
fish, is anxious to lift some of the burden
of household management from her moth-
er's shoulders on to her own; but, un-
fortunately, many girls wait to be asked
to do things instead of being constantly
on the lookout for little duties which they
are capable of doing.

1f you would be of any real use in the
home, you must be quick to metice what
is wanted—the room that needs dusting,
the flowers that need rearranging, the /
curtain which bhas lost a ring, and is
therefore drooping. And then you must
not only be willing to do what 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 re
gularly. If you do a thing one day and
not the next, you can never be depended
on, and if some one else has to be con-

ed scared little Sylvia, remembering
Elise's cautions to be polite. “l1 mean
1'd rather.”

The players sat in two rows opposite
each other. They were laughing gaily.

“The minister’s cat is a fierce cat, “Vir-
ginia Day was saying, as Sylvia went in.

“Ihe minister's cat’s a furious cot!”
cried the little boy opposite Virginia.

“The minister's cat is a 'fraid cat!”
piped a clear little voice, and then every-
body laughed like everything—everybody
but Sylvia.

ine minister's cat is a funny cat.” :

“Ihe ministur's cat is a loreign cat.”

“jne numster's cat is a foolsn cat.”

“jhe mumister’s cat is a fussy cat.”

rveryboay said  something areadful
about the minister's cat. Sylvia's lip be-
gan to tremble. She felt lumpy in her
wroat. Stll they went on:

“yne mimster s cat is a fighting cat, 2

“ine munister's cat is a lfelne cat!
and everybidy shouted again. "

sylvia slid out of Mrs. Towksbury's lap
anu started toward the door. ’nw_hnnp
was getung so much lumpier she did not
dure 1o speak, She had one object 1n
view—to get back to the mmister s dooe-
stops and—and hug Venus O'Muo. She
would call her beautiful, beautiiul names;
she wouid say the munisters cat was a
aarling cat, a precious cat, a dear, lovely,
comi tuble cat! Venus U'Mibo suoud
not be abused! 2

“Why, Bylvy dear—Sylvy!”  Mrs.
Tewksbury hurried atter her in great con-
cern.  “why, you're crymng, you little
sweetheart!” she said. $

“Yesm, thank you. I-I'm going
home an hug the m-minisier's cat. 1
woumdn t have come if 1'd known every-
body d be unpolite to her. 1 love her.

‘Luen Mrs. Lewksbury understood. She
did not laugh at all, but took Sylvia up
in her lap again and explainad.

“it's only a game, dear! “Lhe minis-
ter's cat’ 18 just the name of it, and it
doesnt mean any special cat in  Lhe
worid.  Kirst, everybody tries to think
of something to say about it that begins
with ‘a,” then ‘b’ ‘¢ ‘d,’ and so on.
It's great fun, It just happéned that
all the ‘f’ things were ‘uipolite, sweet-
heart, but nobody meant your cat. Don't
you see?”’

Sylvia saw plainly, and all her trou-
bles vanished in a flash. The lump
disappeared and she began to laugh.
She slipped ber hand into the big, kind
one, and trotted happily back to the

children. One voice rose above
all the rest, and what do you suppose

“The minister's cat is a first-rate cat!”
it was saying?

stantly r you of and supervising
your work, it probably gives that person
more trouble than doing it herself would

cause,

Have a definite day and a definite time
for all you do. The flower vases will
need attention every other day, the silver
must be cleaned once a week, and there
should be one day kept for mending and
putting away household linen. Begin, too
divectly after breakfast and keep on
steadily till your work is done.

If you begin by eitting down “just for
a minute” with a book, or think you will
*just arrange the trimming” on your
new hat, the morning will be balf gone
before you know where you are.

A girl who has brothers, may spare
her mother all those tiresome little jobs
which boys are always requesting to
have done for them, if she will only do
them kindly. But a boy will not come
and ask his sister to repair frayed-out
buttonholes, and to make him paste for
his photograph album, if she snaps and
says be is always bothering. It is not
easy work, but it is quite possible for the
daughter at home to make sunshine.—

ladelphia

THE LOST DOLL.
I once had a sweet little dold, dears,
The prettiest doll in the world;
Her cheeks were so ved and so white,

her all washed away,
And her arm’s trodden off by the cows,

And her hair's not the least bit curiad;

Yet, for old time's sake, she is still,
dears, “

The prottiest doll in the world.
—From Kingsley’s Water Babies.

Mis, Hersey was unhappy over the stern
severity of her new photographs. ‘Norah,’
she said to her pretty maid, ‘do you think
ooks like me? Norah's

quickly, ‘if you looked like that would I
ever have two afternoons a week?

“Health brings wealth,” but this is an-
other of those rules that will mot work
boh ways.

True bumility doce good and is mieut,

A SUDDEN DECISION.

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 ite occupants could look
over the whole northern.slope of Perth-
shire. But many of the days were mnot
bright, and this special day had been
gloomy both within and without. Mre.
Murdoch lay upon a bed, worn and
wasted with sickness, Close beside her
sat her daughter Isabel, holding her
mother’s hand and often #tooping to
leave a kiss upon it. Once she left more
than a kiss, for hot tears broke from un-
der her 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.”

Isabel bowed her head till her face was
buried in her 1aother’s pillow, and in-
stead of becoming quieter, sobs as well as
tears gave eviience of her sorrow.

“Oh, lass, iass, dinna grieve sae sairly.
1 thought fr sure that you wad bear up
better ner this.”

When Isabel became quieter, the moth-
er‘nid, “I hae had it intil my mind the
hail day to epeak to you aboot Willie
Thompson, an’ what better time can 1
Lae than noo? Ane can aye speak bet-
ter o’ eome things when the darkness is
on. I will no see your blushes gin you

uragement

Isabel was silent, and the mother con-
tined: “Willie has been like a son to me
for many years, and it has been for your
sake, I dinna want to judge yov 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 eried,
“Dinna speak o' it, mither!”

“Ay, 1 maun, an’ you maun be
able. That is a gude lass. When
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You surely nanna dislike him?”
““No, mither, but dinna want
wi’ the auld life. You an’ I hae
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auld, Isabel, an’ your father has
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