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IIINDU PIRIEST AND DAUGH TE

CONVERSION 0F AN AGED HINDU
PRIEST.

"The conversion of ai aged Hindu
priest at Serampor " says the ldian iVit-
ness, " furnishes another illustration of the
living power of the word of God. Jesus
said, 'the wrordbs that I spealc unto you,
thoy are spirit and they are life,' andi agali
and again in the inission-field incidents oe-
eur which prove and re-prove the truth of
these words. This old niais camle ta the
Rev. T. R. Edwards, of the Baptist Seran-
pore Missions College, about four years ago,
and boughst a large-print Bengali Bible.
He took it hoie and begani studying it.
Gradually liglit brok sin. He delved
deeper. The liglht increased. His seul
ras stirred againi by the words of Min who
'space as never muan spake He becgan
readisng tie gospels to lis friends. His ism-
terest in the little temple of which lie iras
priest slackened. Numbers of his neigh-
bors began inquiring the ,way, and-two
years ago he caime te the missionaries with
the j6y of tie Lord shiining in his face, and
requested baptisim. He gave up his priest-
hood, surrendering its revenues, and for-
feiting his claimn to the plot of ground
whici lie heli as a priest for his own use.
le is very Ippy in the grace of the Lord
Jesis, and confident thiatnumbers of those
iriso have been hearing iim expounid the
iwords of Christ wrill soon faollow hii in the
fuill possession and public.profession of sav-
ing faith in Christ. His village is being
systemabicaily visitedi, and hopes are en-
tertained that a rich harvest nay be
gathored fromi-tho seed sown fron ione copy
of the Word of God." Tihe picture of tis
aged Hindu priest and his diugiter was
baken froin a recent photograph.

'IN DEBT."
A man wolia attempted ta ise sonne

msaonîey onsa ssubscripni paper for a noces-
sary cnurch out West relates mis experi-
ence tus :

" The first nan I iwent to said lie was
very sorry, but the fact iwas hie iras se in-
volved in his business that lie couldi't gire
anything. Very sarr-y, but a mians jus.debt
as lie was owed lis first duty to his credi-
tors.

"He was smoking an expensive cigar,
nd before I left lis store li boughît of a

peddCler-wio cam ein a pair of expensive
Rocky Mounitain cuff-buttons.

" The next man I wrent te wras a young
cerk ia abansking establishincnt. He read
the paper over, aeknowîlediged hlat the
ehsurch iras needed, but said le iwas owing
for his board, iras badly in debt, and did
net see haow.lhe coulci give anything.

" That afternoon, as Lw-eut by the base-
bail grounds, I saw;* this younsg inan pay
fifty cents at the entranco to go -in, and
saw him mount the grand stand, where
special seats were:sold for a quarter of a
dollar.

"Tise third mais te whomis I psresented
the. paper was a farmier ,livinîg nsear the
towin. He also ias sorry, but tinmes wer
hard, his créps iad been a partial failure,
the mortgage on his fairm as ns eavy load,

tho interest %vas -coming
due, and he really could
nsot see his way clear to
give ta te churchl,
although it iwas just what
the3newtown needed.

" A .week from that
l k 1  tinme i saw that saine

fariner drive into town
with his entire family, sud
go to the circus, afternoon
and ningit, at an expeunse
of at least four dollars.

"TheBiblesays, 'Judge
not, thatye be notjudged,'
but it also says, 'By their
fruits ye shallknow them.
A nd I reailly could not lhelp
thinking that the devil
could use that old excuse,

in debt," ta splendid ad-
vantage, especialliy when
ho had a selfish inan to
help hin."- Youth's Com-
paurion.

A CHRIST-LIKE
MISSION.

A reporter assigned to
n. a miurder case in Mulberry

street,NewYork,theother
day, mae a surprising discovery. The
bouses tiere are dark and dingy. Poverty
of thse nost squalid type abounds al round.
DrunkFeness ind vice are everywhere.
The holîe the reporter entered had noth-
ing in its externals to distinguish it fron
its nsei*ghiiors. The entrance ias as inean
and paiinless, tio hall as lark and dirty,
and the passages narrowed off into appar-
ent solidity in the gloomy recesses of the
interior,asin the other houses. But he
noticed vithin, a door freslhly painted and
the w iows vere clean and polished.
Openirsgtiat door lie iwas aistonished to sec
marks oF refinerment and elegalnce. Ex-
quisiteiictures were an the walls, a book-
case filled with choice volumes, vases with
beautifiL flowers, signs of culture were
all roiid. Ho was amnazod and inquired
what Nis the meaning of this oasis in the
moral udesert. He learned that a few
mnesthi -ago two young ladies hired the

roomssa smid had lived there ever· since.
They oYue college graduates, holding di-
plomas ams physicians. Tiey attended the
ioor ic prescribed for thorm, accepting
such fees as they could afford to pay, and
in mamy cases gratuitously. Living in the
imidst of the squalor and misery, they were
exertigii ais influence for good throughout
thd neigiborhood.--Cfiwistian lercld.

£GENTS, NOT OWNERS.
A pu-ishioner said to. his pastor : " Did

I undrestanl you to say on Sunday mnorning
in yon pulpit that no uman iws any pro-
perty i this world-no stocks, no bonds,
no honses,nolands'? Such teachings strike
me as not'only radical but revolutionary
in thol ast degree ; and if this is to be the
doctrine of the pulpit, then ail I have to
say istliat my pew is no place for a level-
head.ed business muan."

"LY dear air," replies the pastor,
"tht you arc a first-class businss-nn
nioboily doubts, and ve are allglad of your
succes. By the way, I sec that you bave
electel. a now president for your bank."

l Ye-s, the old president seemed to think
he oîmed the bank, and if he wanted an
extra ifast horse or a box at the new theatre,
e ha only to raise his salary, or take the

monyor and expeet us, to raise bis salary to
caver the cost."

"hxd I sce that you chose a new super-
intemLent for your railway the other day."

Yes, iwe were obliged to; we nust
have a ma to run the roacd on business
priînciples and for the benofit of the stock-
hiolders, and not for tie pleasure of tie
supeitendent or his faily. Properly
mnsged, that road can pay tie owners a
goodeaight percent, and lay by a handsoine
sur1hls."

"Now, miy dear sir," says the pastor,
j u - this is what I meant when I said

thidaio man really owvns anytlhing in thnis
wosL I am not a Socialist or a Nationa-
list, Your president does not own tie
baikd ; your superintentenît does not own
the miivy. Eiclh is your agent, and ro-
spolî.ible to you for all that is eintrustcd to
his liands. *And in the saime sense, on tie
sanio principlo carried to its source, you do

net own the house and stocks and land
which you hold. The Oreator's original
grant'to nian was not a deed, but a com:
mission-tend and dress, keep and till the
ground. Ail this was God's before, andl is
his now. And in all this you are a steward
responsible ta Cod for what lie has en-
trusted to you. Tie carth is the Lord's
and the fulness thereof, and it is tolbe
watched and worked, sow3d and reaped for
him."-Dr. Webb at Aimerican.Board 1eet-

SACRIFICE AND ITS REWARD.
One day the teacher went to visit ain old

Indian wonman iwho iras sick. Bing- able
iow te go ont, she was asked if. she would
not come te chsurch.

"I have nothing to ivear," was theroeply.
"If I should give you this bonnet?"

questioned the teacher. But the bonnet
alone would net do ; she could net go.
The teacher went ionie ta searchi her owna
slender wardrobe. Ier sister in tlie work
followed ier ta lier rooms, and founsd hsier
on her knces before her little trunik, an
old shawl on lier lais on which iér tears
were falling, as she softly smuotied the
faded folds. It iad been lier mssother's,
worn through weary days of invalidism.
It seened alimost a part of the loved one's
self, linked with the dear pale face in the
grave.

How this daugiter prized it, ail that was
left lier of the old home and "mother,"
hiow sho had carried it with lier iii all lier
jeourneyings, you who have laid avay the
garnients of your beloved with tears and
cisses-you knoew.

"Oh h not that," said the sister who
knew its history. The tòacher shook her
head; there. vas nothing else. The dear
mother was safe in heaven. whilo the poor
Indian was here and suffering. It was
right the shawl should go. And she took
it to the Indian woman, holding it close in
lier arms with caressing touch as se vent.

"Her reward V" Wh)y, some msîonths

after, whlen a baad:of Christians were re-
ceived into the church-that old ·woman
was among then !-.The Pasy,

THE BOY WHO' HELPS HIS
MOTHER.

As I wont down the street to-day
Isaw a littlclad

Wloso face amis just the klind of face
To isake a person glad.

It w-as so plnump and rosy-checked.
Sa cheerfuil and so bright,

Itnade nie think of apple-tiiime,
And fllled ue.with delight,

I sawI ih în lisly at work,
Wlhile blithe as blackbird's song

Iris nerry, inellow whistle rang
The pleasant street along.

"Oh, thats the kind of lad Ilike !"
I thiouglht,.as I passed by ;

"These busy, checring, vlhistliîng boys
31Mac grand mn by-iind-by."

Just then a playmatc caisse along
And leaned across the gate,

A plan that promisud lots of fun
Aini frolie to relate.

"The boys are vaiting for us Wow,
So hurry up !" ihe cried;

My little vhsistler shook hsis head,
And "Can't cone," ie replied.

Cai't comsie? .Wiy not, 'd like to know I
hVliat hinders T' asked tihe other.

"iWhy, don'tyou so ?" caisse the reply,
"fmin busy helpxing mothor.

She'slots to do, and so Ilikce
To helip lier all I cans;

SoIvo no tiine for fun justnow,"
Said this dear little man.

"Il ike to hlear you alk ike that,"
I Laid tho lile lad;

"Help Muotier all you can, and minake
ler kind hleart ligit and glad."

It des nie good to think of him,
And knsow that there are others

Who, like this manly little boy,
Tako hold and lip their mothers.

-Golden ,Da y.
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