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Ca Warm Welcome awa.lted them H

‘and ‘when their story ‘was told it
- 'did not take lond for the kind gen-
‘tleman to hurry and prepare means -
for carrying them 1mmed1ately far-

away to another . mission station.

' When morning came it found them

a long distance from the old home.

The journey took them past many -

places of Bible interest, for Syria
is aland full of Bible scenes. '

~ They were many days on :their .

' Journey, for at night they rested;

but finally they reached a seaport.’

town on the Mediterranean. It was

" a busy, bustling place, but the kind -
Christian m1ss1onar1es there took '

the little v.anderers_ in.. Do not
think that the parents lost their

children without hunting for them; -

no, to be sure, and they found them
too; but being ignorant, money-lov-
ing people, they conseunted finally

to leave Effendi and Adel if the
mlssmnameskwould pay a certain.

sum.

years ago, and now these two Syrian
children are nearly -grown up, and
are themselves missionaries, .and

striving in their way to lead their -
friends to the true friend, Christ.
" - Jesus, who himself lived ifzi Syria;
and died there for every Syrian boy .
and girl. — ¢ Children’s Work for'

Children.’
One By One.

‘Pile them straight and evenly,
my boy.’

Will’s father came and stood near
him while he was piling vp some
wood one cold February morning.

‘But then I shall have to lay every
piece of wood separately,’ said Will,
in a complaining voice.

‘That is a good Way—one by one/

‘One by one! Oh, dear. It
takes so long. I like to arrange
half a dozen at a time. Just think
of going all throufrh this great pile,
laying the sticks one by one! v

“But one by one, little by little,
is the way most of the great things
are done in this world,” said his fa—
ther. .

‘IPs the way I’m making ﬂllS
fence, one lath' at a time,” said

Robert, Will’s elder brother, who

swas working near by—‘one lath and

. then another’

‘It’s the way I’'m domo this knit-
ting,’-said mother, with a
standing at the door—*one stitch
~ and then another.

‘7f T had my way about things, -

T’d have it diffevent,’ said Will. . T’d

‘thing and then another ?

All this.happened four or five .

smile,

have tlungs done in one big lump.’
‘I don’t think I’d like that,’ said
Robert. ‘I like to see thmfrs grow
under. my hand) '

‘When we think how many thm(rs
are made up -of one small thing
added -to another,” said father, ‘t

givesa great deal of -dignity to lit-
“tle things.

'The ocean is made up
of drops, land of grains of sand or

_earth, and the sunshme of sepamte

bnght rays.’
‘Sure enough, there are plenty of

littles,” said "Will, who was becom- -

ing interested in the convelsatlon
‘But,’ the whine coming back in his
voice, ‘there’s so much tug, tug, to
it. At scliool it’s day after day.

- And it’s one figure after another on

your slate, one line after another
in your lesson.’

“Well,” said Robert, ‘what would
there be for us if it weren’t one
Would
you like to get everytlnmr finished,
and then have nothing more to do?

‘ALY - said Will, ‘I really didn’t
think of that. No, I don’t believe
it would suit me to be qmte finished
with. everythmrr’

_._‘I think,’” said father, ‘it is well
for us sometimes to remember how -
few of the great things in the world

are dome by just-one person or
through a smfrle effort. They are

achieved by the united work of a -

dozen or a hundred or thousands

of men, and from all these threugh

the adding of one day’s efforts to

another. There! quite a little ser-
mon for you! Now let us go in to
dinner.

‘And after I've finished stacking
this wood I can have a game of ball,’
said Will

“That will be one prtch after an-
other,” said his father.

‘One bite and then another’ said

Robert, with a smile at his brother,

as they sat at the table. '

“Yes, said Will, laughing. ‘I
shouldn’t like to eat all my dinner
in one lump.’—‘Children’s Friend.’

For Each Day.
He liveth long who liveth well,
Al else is life but flung away,
He liveth longest who can tell
‘Of true things truly done each
day: '

Then fill. each’ day w1th what will

last,
Buy up-the moments as-they go;

. The life above when this is past,’

Is the 11po fruit of life below.
-—Bright J ewels,‘

K3

~ how to foment, won’t you?

~other.
‘gale made her first compress, and

Ky

Florence nghtmgale s First

.Patxe‘nt Wasa Crxppled_ Dog

- There is @’ ‘beautiful incident re-
lated of TFlorence lerhtmo ale’s
c]nldhood ‘and. it shows that God
had already planted within her the

‘germ which Was ‘to develoo in aftor '

days

Scotch shepherd dog

Her first Wounded pauent was a'ﬁ, |
Some boys
had hurt and app‘u’ently broken -

its leg by throwing stones ‘and it ~

had béen- decided to put it out of
misery.

The little girl went fearlessly up.-
to where he lay saying,- in a soft,
caressing tone, ‘Poor Cap, poor Cap!

It was enough. He looked up with

his speaking brown eyes, now blood-

shot and full of pain, into her face,

and did not resent it when, kneel- .

ing down beside him, she stroked,
witl her little,
large, intelligent head.. ,

To the vicar he was rather less
amenable, but by dint of coaxing
he at last allowed him to touch and
examine the wounded leg, Florence

persuasively telling him that it was

‘all right” Indeed, she was on the
floor beside him, with his head on
her lap, keeping up a.continuous

-murmur much as.a mother..does.-

over a s1c1\ child

‘Well, said the v1car, arising floxn S
‘as far as I can -

his examination,
tell, there are no bones broken; the
leg is badly bruised. It ought to

-be fomented to take the inflamma-

tion and swelling down. ‘How do
you foment? asked IFlorence. ‘With:

hot clothes dipped in boiling water,” -

answered the viear. “Then that’s
quite easy. I’ll stay and do it. Now,
Jimmy, get sticks and malxe the L.et-
tle boil/’

There was no hesitation in the
child’s manner; she was told what
ought to be done, and she set about

doing it 48 a simple malter of course..

‘But they will be expecting you at
home,’ said the vicar. ‘Not if they
are told I’m here, said IFlorence.
‘But you will wait and show me
‘Well,
yes,” said the .vicar, carried away
by the quick energy of the little girl.
‘And soon the fire was lit, and the
water boiling. An old smock of

" the shepherd’s had been deliberate-

ly torn to pieces, and, to the vicar’s
remark, ¢ What - wﬂl Roger say ?’
she answered, “We'll wet Lim an-
And so Flomnce Nlohtm-

spent all that bright, spring day
in nursing her first patlent——the
shepher d’s dog. -——‘Onward ’ :

ungloved hand, the -
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