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Vor XX.

“‘Qonsiderable String."”

* Yes, yes ' he might make out to be
A very useful lad.—

Our nelghbour’s gon.—if but enough
Ot string he only had

To tlo ud the dangling loose ends
He Jeaves ‘round every day;

To fagten him In, good w.nd strong
At work to make him stay

*« And then, about his pocketbook,
S0 ev'ry cent won't go
Right out, as fast as it gets in,
He peeds tight wouud, you know.
Avother length and strength of string
He'§ went to tle his tongue.
That wags go busily all day,
With talk, and nothing done.

+* Yes, as 1 said before, he might
Be qulte a usetul lad

Atout our town, {f but enough
Ot gtring he only had.” .

The hearer ghook his head, the while
Sald not a single thing;

But at lt‘he last groaned out, “‘'Twould

tale
Con-sid-er-a-ble string !

Now, poys, don't be the sort of lads
Who need to be tied strong,

To keep you at your work in life,
Anq held from going wrong.

And it you are, unless you change,
I fear You're surely bound,

Toe Geed, when you are men, to have
Stropg strings about you wound.

R E——

BE OOURTEOUS, BOYS.

“1 treat him as well as he treats me,"
said Hal,

His mother had just reproached him
because he did not attempt to amuse or
entertain a boy frlend who had gone
home,

“1 often go in there and he doesn't
notice me,” safd Hel again.

“Do you enjoy that ?”

“OQh, I don't mind! I don't stay lung.”

“I ghouid call myself a very sgelfish
person it friends came to see me and I
should pay no attention to them.”

""Well. that's different, you're grown

. “Then you really think that politeness
and courtesy are not needed among
boys 77

Hal, thus pressed, said he didn’t exactly

mean that; but his father, who had lis-
tened, now spoke,
A" bOy or man who measures his
treatment of otuers by their treatment
of him has no character of his own. He
 will never be kind, or generous, or
Christian. If he is ever tc be a gentle-
man, he will be so in spite of the boor-
ishnesg ef others, If he is to be noble,
no other boy's meanness will change his
' nalure,” -
Ang very earnestly the father added.
“Remember this, my boy, vou lower
your owR seif cvery time you are gulity
of &k unworthy action because some one
else Is, Be true to your best self, and
{13 l;zy can drag you down."—Christian
or!

DICKENS' CAT.

Charles Dickens was a lover of ani-
mals, and like all true lovers he was
1ikely to hecome the slave of his pets.
Willlamina, a little white cat, was a
favourite with the whole household, but
shoWed an especial devotion to her mas-
ter. che selected a corner of his study
tor her kittens and brought them in from
the kitchen one by one. Mr. Dickens
had them taken away again, but Wil-
liamina only brougny them quietly back.

Again they were removed, but the third
time of their return she did not leave
them in the corner. Instead, she placed
them at her master's feet, and, taking her
stand beside them, Juoked imploringly up
at him, .

“That settled the question. Thereafter
the kittens belonged to the study. and
they made themselves royally at home,
swarming up Jue curtains, playing about
the writing-tablo, and gcampering behind
the byok-shelves. Most of the family
wers gived away; ont only remained, en-

This little creature foilowed him about
itke a dog, and sat bestde him while he
wryie.  Onc evening Dickens was read-
ing by a small table whereon sat a
lighted candle. As usual, the cat was
at his elbow, Suddenl)y the light went
out. Dickeis was much interested in
uis book, anda he reitghted the candle,
giving tac cat a stroking as he did so.

Afterward he remembered that Dpuss
had looked at him somewhat reproach-
fully while she received the caress. [t
was only when the light agaln became
dim that he guessed at the reason of her
melancholy. Turnicg suddenly, he found
her deliberately putting ovut the candle
with her paw, and again she looked at
him appealingly.

She was lonesome; she wanted to be
petted, and this was her device for bring-
ing it about.—Youth's Compaanion.
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_HINDU WIDOWS.

This picture shows a group of Hindu
widows rescued by the British Govern-
ment from the cruel rite of sutteeisns,
that is, from being burned to death.

One of the greatest obstacles to civil-
jzation Is the degraded condition of wo-
men. It fs impossible to raise the moral
status of a people without ralsing that
of {ts women. And here the Gospel has
shown itself the best friend of the women
of India, as well as of womanhood
throughout the world.

Till the advent of Christfanity they
wero regarded in youth as the toys, and
in age as the slaves, of their lords and
masters,  Marrled at a very early age
th men of {wice or thrice thoir years,
wiom they had never seen befor~, thelr
union was, with few exceptions, a love-

“less one on their side. Should the help-

tirely deaf, and knuwn, from her devoton !
[ ta Nickens, as " the master's cat.”

less woman be left a widow, her lot wae
fudecd sad. If she escaped belag durned
alive upon her husband s funeral pyrc
she was condemned to & perpetual soli
tido and seclusion, amounting almost tu
living burlal, The strong arm of the
British Government has beon stretched
out for the protection of ihe widowed
daughters of India, Sutteelsm has been
forever abolished, and the possibilitiea of
bome and family ties and support have
been given her. But even into the
Jealous seclusion of Orient.. homos .he
blessings of Christianity, with its en
nobllng «ud elevating fnfluence, have
penetrated, and the Zcnana Mission has
opened up new pussibilitics of happiness
and knowledge, of mental and moral de-
velopment, to the daughters of that dusky
race.
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1f you can’t be an apostle, be an epistlc.
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WIDOWS,

! HOW A GIRL SUCCEEDED.

In a simple home in Paris some fifty
years ago lived M. Bonheur and his poor
family. He was a man of talen® in
painting, but he was obliged to spend
his time {n giving drawing lessons

His wife gave plano lessons, going from
house to house all day long, and some-
time sewing all night. Al this was to
support the family: for they had four
little mouths beside their own to feed.
There was August, Isadnre, and Juliette,
and lastly, the one I am golng to tcll
about, Rosa,

Her mother—tired with hard work—
died when Rosa was elght years old
Tho children were placed in the care of
a8 good woman, wha sent them to school.
but Rosa was a little truant.  She didn't
like to be shut up in & schoolroom. and
spent most of her time playing in the

wouds gathering da'eles and marigoldr
Dut her father thought i ahe did nat
.sve scheol she must be taught somothing
useful, and tried to have her taught sew
ing, but she couldnt learn thls. and be
«ame su slck at tho sewing-school that
she had to be t *en away.

Finally she was left to herself for a
while, and she hung about her fathers
studio cupying whatcever sho saw him do.
Then ho suddenly woke up to ths Zact
hat his littlo girl had great ialent. He
“egan to teach her carcefully in drawing.

At thia she astudied and worked with all
her might,

Onc Jday she happened to paint the ple
«ure of a goat, she fuund 80 much plea.
sure 10 the work that she made up her
mind to paint animals only.

She bad no money to buy or hiry
models, so she had to take long walks in
the country, working a't day {n the open
air.  She loved animais, and it pained
her to szce them killed, but she must
learn how to paint their sufforing on can-
vas, and so she went to the slaughter
pens of Paris and sat on & bundle of hay
with her colours about her, drawing and
painting, while the drovers and butchers
gathered around to look at her plctures.

At home—wher the family had all
moved together again—on the roof of the
douse Rosa made a fittle flower-garden,
and kept a sheep there for a model
Very often Rosa's brother would carry
the sheep on his back down six flights of
stulrs, and ai.er letting him graze on
the outside would bring him back to his
garden home on the roof.

At nineteen years of age Rosa sent two
pictures to the Art Exhivition. The
critics spoke kindly of these, and she was
encouraged to keep on painting.

At twenty-seven her splendld plcture,
* Cantal Oxen,” took the gold medsl, and
was purchased by the English Govern-
ment.  Her own Government presented
her with a silver vasc.

Her father shared the success of his
daughter, he was at once made the direc-
tor of the Government School of Design
for girls. But this relicf {rom poverty
and trouble came tou late, for ho died
tho same year.

Orders for work now poured in upon
her, morg than she could do; four years
leter, after long months of study, she
paiated the * Horse Falr.” This was
greatly admired, both in England and
America, It was sold to an Englishman
for eight thousand dollars, and was
firal'y bought by the late A. T. Stewart,
o2 New York, for his famous collection.

One day, after she had become famous,
the Empress of France callad upon her,
and coming into the studio without warn
Ing, found her at work. She rose to re-
ceive the Empress, who threw her arms
about Rosa’s neck and kissed her. After
2 ver) short .all the visitor went away,
Lut not until after she had gone did Rosa
discover that as the Empress had glven
the kiss she had pinned upon the artist's
bl.use the Cross of the Leglon of Huncar
Th.s was the highest honour that the
Empreas could bestow.

Perbaps some of you girls want tu
rezch and hope to reach the heights of
fame as artists, but dun't forgel that
everything worth having in this world
has a high price sct on it—and 1f jou
want a true fame as an artist, you must
boe willing to pay the price. Rosa Bon-
heur says :

* Art demands heast. brain, soul, hody,
Nothing less will win its highest favour ”
I wed art it i3 my husband, my world.
mv life-dream I know nothing else, icel
ncthing else, think of nothing clxe 1
have no faste for general soclety. I nnly
wish to be known through my works.*

Accompaniment - A poffce ufficer met
a.. «rgan grinder In the street, and sajd,
“Have you a licensc to play *  If not,
¥o.: must accompany me.” - \With plea-
sur~,” answered the strcet musician.
“What will you eing **

“They bave mo.~d our cholr to the
other end of the churrh

“ What's that for >

“Qur clefgyman is delicate, agd he
sald he coulda’t atand havigg tweive girla
fanning tis bald spot all at once.”



