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safely out, our littie lieroine began to take clianber of many a beautiful palace which.
the four, one by one, up the hlli, to the men have builded; lu the deepest shrine of
house of Miss Hartford, an American mil'3- many a temple of lionor %vlich men have
siouary, who had escaped thougli badiy reared ln their owu praise; hidden away out
wounded. of siglit, is a grave over whtch God's angels

These bloody scenes were ail over In weep-the. grave of a soul.
thlrty minutes, and the desperate band of Mlany a mnan lias buried lis manhood lu
Long Finger Naits had lied back to their bis business. Many a poor slave bas dug a
mountain fastness. They left behind them deep grave for his soul "with the wine-cup
the burnt and mutilated corpses of eight for a spade. Fashion has woven the shroud
noble missionartes, besides Mrs. Stewart's and paîl for nuany a poor girls soul. In
faitliful nurse and the two chidren, who many a garden of beauty and pleasure, hmf-
dted of their wounds, eleven in ait. den aniong the flowers, is a grave where iu-

As soon as the dreadful news reaclied nocence, fatth, purity, virtue, honor, and
Englaud, a good aunt of the Stewart chul- truth lie buried.-SeI.
dren satled for China, and bas carrled back
wtth lier, Mildred, Evan and IÇattîleen.
People in many lands have rend of and ad-
mired the bravery of dear little Kathleen,
wlio unconsciously won, and rtchly deserves,
the name of heroîne. Indeed, we mlght
more appropriately, perliaps, have callect
this true story of missionary life lu China,
"The Little Heroine of Wliasang."

-D. C. Raninii, in Ille Illtc-ior,.

A LIQUOR DEA.LER'S WORK.
A prosperous liquor dealer was boasttng

to a group of men standing near lis saloon
of the amount of money lie had made.t>

cdI have made a thousanci dollars lu the
last three months," lie said.

You have made more than that," quietlyd
remarked a listener.h

:"What is that ?" was the qulck response.
'You bave made my two sons drunkards.

'You have mnade their mother a brokeù-
hearted womnn. You have made mucli more
than that, I reckon, but you'tl get the fuil'
account some day."-Cltristian lnstriictor.I

BURIED ALIVE. i'

There Is a story of an Italian nobleinan, y i îj1who took a terrible revenge upon one whom'i I
he liated. He set hlm ative in a niche int-
the palace lie wns building, and pied row'
upon row of bricks and stones about hlm.
until tlie wnll closed over lis head, and shut .lhlm lu his dark and awful living tomb..

Horrible as this story is, it is just wi
many men are <boing wtth their souls. They'
are ptling bricks and Stones about theni, ___

alngthem lu, and leaving theni there to1

die. In the very core of! many a great for- Idol God, fron Madagascar.
tune whtch nien have gnthered; lu the tuner


