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THE CORAL-ISLAND CRIPPLE.

*As T went along one evening,” says
M. Williams, @ missionary to the Pacitic
islands, ** 1 was struck by seeing a man
got oft'a seat near his house and walk upon
his kuees into the widdle of the pathway,
when he shouted. * Welcome.. servant of
Gud, who brought light to this dark is-
land @ To you we owe the word of salva-
tion,”

** His hands and feet were: eaten off hy
feprosy, and he could only move along on
his knees.

-+ On asking what he knew about Jesus
Christ, he said: * 1 know that he is the
Son of God, and that he died ingreat pain
on the cross for the sins of e, in order
that their souls might be saved and go to
be happy in the skies.”

**Where did you learn
kuow 7 asked the missionary.

= Why. as the people come hack from
the service, 1 take iy seat by the wayside,
and beg a bit of the word of thew as they
puss by, One gives me one picee, another
. secotd piece, and 1 gather them together
i my heart. and, by thinking over what
Iyet and praying to God to make me
kuow, | understand a little about his
word." "

After this the missionary seldow went
by the puor eripple’s house without speak-
ing to him.
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WH\T A BOY ACCOMPLISHED.

A Loy who attends one of our Sunday-
schools went out in the country the past
Sununer to spend his vacation a visit he !
had long looked forward to with pleasave. |
He went out to help the men  hareest.
One of the men was an inveterate swearer. .
The boy, having stood it as long as he
could, said to the man:

< Well, T guess 1 will
worrow.”

The swearer who had taken a great lik-
ing to him, said :

*1 thought you were going to stay all
Suumer

1 was,” said the boy, *but ean't stay !
where iuybody swears so 5 one of us must |
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THE CHILDREN'S RECORD,

wo, so T will leave.”

The mau felr the rebuke, and said ;

CTf you will stay 1 won't swear,” and
he kept his word.

Boys, take a bold stand for the rvight;
throw your influence on the side of Christ,
and you will sow seed the harvest of which
you will reap both in this worki and that
which is to come,

A MINUTES ANGER:

Not long ago, in a city not far from New
York, two boys, neighbors, who were geod
friends, were playing. In the course of
the gune a dispute arose between the boys,
and both becie angry ; one struck the
other, and finally one kicked the other,
who fell unconscivus in the street. was
taken home, and now fur four weeks has
sutfered most cruelly.  The doctors say
that if he lives he will never be well, and
will always suffer and need the constant
care of a physician.  If the hoys had been
the greatest enemies they would not, could
not, have desired a worse fate for each
other than this.  But, instead of enemies,
they were friends and loving companions.
Now everything is changed. One will
never e able to walk, or to take part in
active games ; the other will never forget
the suflerings he has crused.

A minute’s anger caused this.

GO HOME, BOYS.

Boys, don’t hang around the corners of
the streets.  If you have anything to do,
do it promptly. vight on, then go home.
Home is the place for boys,  About the

i street corners, and at the stables, they

lewrn to talk slang, and they learn to
swear, to smoke tobaceo, and to do many

“other things which they ought not to do.

Do your business, and then go home.
If your business is play. play and make
a business of it. 1 like to see boys play
good, earnest, healthy games, and when
the play is ended. go howe.

The way to be saved—Delieve.



