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: Ootne Over acd Help Us,
O children of Christians, beyond the bLluc

sea,

Your poor little brothers and sisters arc
woe

*Tis not much affection.or pity we find,

But we hear you are loving, and gentle
and kind,

So will you not lister a minute or two,

\While we tell you a tale that §s all of it
true ?

‘There's no one to teach us poor children

‘To be happy or safe, or teach us to pray;

To the bright place above us we alt want
to 80,

But we cannot—for how to get there we
don’'t know.

Oh, will you not help us, and send us a

ray
Of the light of the Gospel, to brighten

To save little children, and not only you.
But even the poor wretched heathen ones
too ?

MARJORIE'S iINDIAN.
BY MAKGHARITA,

‘fhere he sat, looking at her with
huge, wide-open, black eyes, when Mar-
Jorle first no.dced him. He was a rather
smal}l boy, with skin as brown as a nut,
straight black hair, and the broad mnose

(nassnge in the Old Testament, and in
]
 you talk to.”

' old story to this child, who drank In
)

I

the ovening he ciume to her and sald ¢
**Is there nuthin’ elso *bout him 2
** About whom 7 Marjorle looked up
in surprise.
“Him ! him you read about, and him

*“Oh ! It was clear to Marjorio now,
and whh a thrill ot joy she told the sweet

avery word and explanation, as she had
never seen any one do before.

The next day Jake was not at school,
nor did he come on any succeeding day.

left that part of the country. '

April and May had both passed, when i
one ovening as she was closing up for i
the night, Marjorie noticed an Indian ,

- g~

‘The Tndian told her they had had a doc- ' been to college, sald they would in a fow

tor, but ho could do no more for tho
dylng boy. At the fool of the bed. tho
poor mother sat inotlonless, tho plcture
of agony, Lut without shedding a tear.
Jake's face grew brighter #tiil whon
Marjorlo sang in a low, sweet tone,

*Thero is a happy land,
Far, far awny.”

As she finished, there was a long.

weeks; 80 that setiled the matter.

And then, sure enough, schen they
cama to look closcly at somo of tho tttle
fellows, thero were lega already sprout-
ing from the wrlggly, black bosdlles.

There was a goneral scamporing awny
atter nickels, for avery child wanted a
dozen, 8o as to go Into the frog-raleing
busincss at once. Jimmlio xald to some
cconomical oneg, who thought a penny's

quivering sigh from the bed, and then ;| worth would do, that they must havo at

all was still.
with “ Him."”

“ Polliwogs ! polllwogs! five cents a
dozen " was the unusnal cry from a
small, squeaky volce that came in at the
windows along Elm Street one morning

Jeke hand gone to ho!

least n dozen, “‘cayso some was suro {o
e, and there wouldn’t bo onough left

to read ; Marjorie inquired of all the children, but { to ratse a respectable familly,
Thera’s no one to help us, and no one to | couid gain no information about him. ' Soon the little crowd came back, with
lead ; A day or so later, she heard that the POLLIWQOGS AND HEATHZN. ; tin pans and bduckets, to got thelr por-
There's no one =zt alt who will tell us the | gja camp was deserted, and could only Y MES. K. V. MULLISH tion of polliwogs, and also recolved in-
way, come to the conclusion that Jake had DY M®S. R. Y. o | structions that the water must e

changed every morning.

“They afn't no trouble,” sald Jimmle:
“don’t ent anything, and don't make any
dirt.”

Then the nickels were turned over to

" Jimmie, and as his little hands were

-

about full thelr {ntercst was turned for
a moment to tho money.
*What are you golng to do with 1t

our way ? . Jimmie 1" asked one.

{Oh, will you not tell us the beautiful “Send it to the missionaries out {in.
story China,” he answered, promptiy.

Of Jesus, who came from his dwelling of Some looked a little awed at the high
glory

purpose In Jimmy's polliwog business,
while tue college boy gave n~ laugh of
amused superlority. and then sald.
‘“What do you know about misalonariea
{n China

“Know about ey ? 1 know 2 hean
about ‘em. 1 know thero aro lots and
lota of heathen {n China—millions of
them; more than all the people we've got
in our country—and they don't know
about God, and live wicked Ifved”

* But they are cowards,” sald ono bhoy.

the Japs whippcd them easy as noth:

‘ ing.”
t " Well, I don't care.” sald Jimmle; “ it
1 they  were Christiang  they would do
{ cxerything better. live better, fight for
; thely country better, and -cverything,”
; bis argumentative powers ghvingout. 1
i heard papa and mamma talking about 1t
 at home, and they sald onr miaslonarles

and mouth so characterietic of the In-
dian. A pair of low leather moccasins
covered his feet, the tops of them almost
meeting a pair of velveteen trousers, far
tou song for him. On top of all was a tunie,
which was beginning to show very plain-

ly that boys are quits .capable of out.
growing their c.othes. There was noth-
ing crafty in his appearance, and ks
looked her stiafght in the face without a
trace of fear in his eyes,

Marjorie knew at once that he must
belong to an ‘Indian family who had
Jately camped near the vlllage, to be
ready for the spring fishing. After she
had assigmed the work for the morning,
she took ‘the register, and went down to
his geat.

greeting, and then safd .

“ Now, we will have to get your name.
What is it -2

o Eh ?”

* What*is your name 2"

. Jaké." .

*Jake what 2"

“ Eh ?l'

* Jake what ? What other name have
you- besides Jake ?”

* 1 dunno,” aud Jake he remained from
that time on. .

Predently Jake's class was called up
and he soon proved that Indians have
brains as well-as white boys.

Jake was vastly amused over some of
the things he saw. Once in the course
of the alternoon almost perfect stillness,
save the hum of pencils, reigned over the
room. ‘Furning half round in his seat,
a¢ fixed bis eyes on sors2 little girls
across the alsle. Suddenly he burst in-
to a loud peal of laughter.

* Why, Jake ! said his teacher, “ what
are you Jlaughing at? You must not
do that"” .

Anpather peal of Jaughter was'the only
answer she got, however.

Next morning a sudden {nspiration
came to her, as she turned over the
leaves of the Bible, selecting the Scrip-
ture reading for the morning.

I wonder if Jake ever heard the story
of Jesus 2

That morning she read. slowly and
carefnlly, the story of Christ's birth, and
on each succeeding morning. followed
the .history of his lie. It scemned to
have -a-strange fascination for the boy.
While the reading was xoing on, he

- Would:listen with wide-open, wondering-

o,

She gave him =a bright and kindly

————

HMARJORIE'S INDIAN,

coming towarus the schnol. Upon reach-
tnz her he stopped and satd :

* Jake, he very bad. He want youw.”

“1 will go with you at once. As soon ,
as 1 have taken my books Into the
house.”

.She easily prevailed on one of the giris ,
. her boarding-house to accompany her, ,
and they set out. The Indian stalked ]
on in front. without a word, and with |
head ‘bent down. After a walk of about |

-two miles, a little log shanty ceme In

sight, and they were scon Inside. The

‘hiot, close atmosphere was almost more

than Marjorle could stand, but she went ,
bravely forward to the low cot where ¢
Jake lay. HHis eves were Jarger than )

ever, aad his whole frome cmaclated.

but he greeted her with a smile and satd:
*“You good tc come. 1 go awar.
nol see ¥on anx more for long. 1-0-n-g
time.  He call me last night.  Him you ,
read- adout.” .
He stopped, panting for breath, and’

-Matrforie' saw that the end was near.

<

t more properly called.

tn eaily Juae, It brought all @he chil-
dren to the sidewaik, and evea the oldor
{olks lookud out, to sce Nitle Jim.me
Stone trudging along with a tin bucket
full of polliwogs, or tadpoles, as they are
The rubber dboots
were still wet with the wade in Stil
Riter. and the lttle curly head about as
wet from the heat of the long tramp.
He was scon stopped by tho group of

— -

]
|

wers s0 brave to stay thero and work
on for the Chinese when the war put
them fn so much danger.”

* Turning polllwogs Into frogs, and
thereby turning heathen into Christlans,
uirt’s an ldea worthy of progressive
young America,” sald the big boy, ar the
Hitle group dispersed.—Our Monthly

ILIPROVING THE TIME.

William Bradley was a clerk in a ntore
in a small country town. He had a
great deal of time on hls hands, for cus-
tomers were not very numerous.  Bat
he did not waste his time, or spend it
In vain and gossipy talk with those who
lounged into the store to pass away a
vacant hour. We procured a text-book

. In shourt-hand, and upp'led himselt di

geutly to master the system. A friend
of his, who was an expert stenographer
corrected his cxercises and helped him
over hard places for a time; but Willlam
sdon found that the measure of his own
applicaticn was the mncasure of his suc-
cess In the study.

When ho got 50 he could write quite
well, he persuaded some of the schoo)

. boys of his acquaintance to rezd to him

(and he found ways of discharging the

, otligation) evenings when he wns off

duty unt!] he could write fast cnough

, to take down most of the miniater's dia-

eager children that clustered about him, ,

while quesifons and exclamations came
thick and fast.

“ Where did you get ‘em, Jimmie >

* 0, Just see ‘em wriggle "

“ What'l we do with ‘em, Jimmie 7
was the first that found an angwer,

* Why. put "em {n a glass bow} of water

. ana some sand and a stone, and see ‘e
1,

turn to frogs.” sald Jimmle, with dusi.
nessifke brevity.
© 0.0 wli they, though. ever turn to

t frogs 2”7 asked one with astonishment.

Another added, “ T don‘t belleve it.”
Bt 2 big boy standing by, who ksd

-

. enough to M1 a png'*t'on
, office in a necighbouring city, and to his

cours~: on Sunday ard the lectures of
occacional visfors tn the town and ean
versations that might be going on within
his hearing.

In a year’s time he had bercome expert
n o ‘rwrer's

ability as stenograsher he rann 11604 *hat
of using the typewriter  His constant
practire In both thexe Industrles made
him. in a compantively short time, qnite
rapld as a reporter and typewritar  With
Lis mprove) fari''y he was ghle to
command nrreased compeneatian far hin
work. Thus ho went on untfl nnw he fx
supporting himself comfortah’y and lay-

, Ing up monoy to go thronugh collexe.

All this-came frcm his wise improve-
nient of odd momaents,.



