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THE CHILDREN’S RECORD.

let us make for the woods by the river. They I
will afford us some protection.” !
Reaching the growth of cotton woods, they
had found a better shelter than they h:ul.
anticipated, for here was a tepee, and its
shelter of skins was not to be despised,
Dismounting, they tied their ponies, and
hurriedly sought the tepee, the flap of which
was drawn aside as they approached.  Little
Blue Feather, in her pink freck, peered out !
with timid curviosity, while back of her was i
lier brother.  Black” as a thunder cloud was!
the face of the young Indian when he.
recognized Gilbert, and he made a gesture as |
if to refuse admittance, but the whate lad:
sprang impeluously into the tepee, saying in
Jovous surprise, “Well, if this isn't lucky! 17
sy, aren’t you the chap who sold e abow

and arrows, not long ago?™

TLong-Bow nodded grimly. with his eyes all
ablaze.

I thought you were” Gilbert continued.
“and 've heen hunting for you ever since.
That  dollar wasn™t good”™  here Gilbert

ntused, aghast at the wrathful face of the
ndian.  But Elsic came to the resceue, saying
in her gentle way, “You see, my brother
didn’t know it was bad when he gaveit to
o, and we felt sorey, and father said we
must (ry and find you and give youwanother”™

Here  Gilhert fumbled in his drenched
pocked and drew fovth a bright, silver dollar, «
at the sight of which the voung Indian’s face
relaxed into something like a smile as he
grunted out anacknowledgment of histhanks.

The old Indian and his squaw being away
the tepee was thus left to the fomr young.
folks, and as Gilbert and Elsie bad picked wp
alittle of the Sionx tongue, and the Indian's
knew considerahle IEnglish, they all managed
to have a lively conversation.  Blue-Feather
shyly told of the pride she had in her new

ink dress, and the little white givl showed
1er how she might sew up an ugly tearin the
skirt,  Long-Bow, with dignificd condes-
cension, explained to Gilhert how he twisted
his bow strings,  Thus the time passed away,
and hefore they havdly knew it the sun shene
out again.  Casting many a smiling glance
backward, Gilbert and BElsie rode away.

And as Long-Bow gazed after their retreat-
ing forms, there was 2t thoughtful look on his
dusky face  alook Ml of suddenly awakened
ambition, and tarning to his sister, who was
patiently trying to sew up the rent in her’
~kirt. ax Elsie had directed, he said earnestly:!
“Sister, the heart of the missionary™s son is
white, like his face! 1 believe T will go to!
their school after all” '

Blue Feather clapped her bhrown hands in:
Jox as shee veplied @ Al my brother! you
will never regret it.”

Long-Bow never did regret it and to-day, |

" reform.

were you to Jook in his dark face, all aglow
with an intelligence that has been stimulated
by kind and careful treatment, were vou to
hear_him speak, aye, and read English, you
could not deny that no matter how degraded
aiace may be, by dealing with it fairly and
helpfully, ever keeping in mind the blessed
Golden Rule, one may elevate that race and
glorify its future by hopes and happiness. -
Christian Intclligencer.

KILLING TIME.

ARE a copper, sir: I'm starving,”
said o poor, half-clad man to a gentle-
man who was hastening homeward
througzh the streets in the great city
one bitter cold night - “Spare a
copper, sir, and God will bless you.™

Struack with the poor fellow's manner and
appearance, the gentleman replied @

* You look as if you had seen better days.
If you tell me candidly what has been your
areatest failing through life, Tl give "you
money cnough to pay for your lodging.”

“T'm afraid 1 could harvdly do that,” the
begear answered with o mournful smile.

“Prye man, try,” added the gentleman,
“ Here's a shilling (o sharpen your memorys
only he sure to speak the truth.”

The man pressed the coin tightly in his
hand, and after thinking for nearly a minute,
said :

**To be honest with yvou, then, 1 believe my
greatest fanlt has been in learning to *kill
time” When Iwas o yonngster, T had kind,
loving parents, who let me do pretty much as
I liked: so 1 became idle and careless, and
uever once thought of the change that was in
store for me.  In the hope that 1 should one
day make my mark in the world, I was sent
to college; but there T wasted my time in idle
dreaming and expensive amusements. I 1
had been a poor {m‘\‘. with necessity staring
me in the face, I think I should have done
hetter.  But somchow I fell into the notion
that life was one continned round of pleasure.
I gradually became fond of wine and com-
pany.  Ina few years my parents both died :
and you can zuess the rest. 1 soon wasted
what little they left me: and now it is too
Inte to combat my old habits. Yes, sir,
idleness ruined me.”

*1 believe the story,” replied the gentles
man, "and when 1 get home T will tell it 1o
my own boys as a warning. 1 am sorry” for
you: indeed Tam.  But it is never too late to
Come 1o my oflice to-morrow, and
let e inspire yvou with new conragze.”

And givingthe man another picce of money,
and indicating where he could be found. he
hurried away,
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