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GIVEN TO GOD.

Movixo ax Arricax Hur,

MOVING AN AFRICAN HUT.
Our ploture represents the natives of
Eastern Africa moving & hut from on¢
village to another, These huts are made of
bamboo canes and covired with grass.

on their heads, will shod water quite well,
and protect the inmates from the scorching
rays of the sun quite a5 well or better than
& roof of wood or iron. The material does
not 1sat long in that hot climate, but it is
abundant, and the natives have plenty of
time to mako houses. So if a house decays
in a year it is easy to make another. The
walls of the house are made of bamboo
canes woven togother to make a strong
support for the roof and a protection from
ran and sun, Thus, in a land where ths
oatives'are not intelligent enough to build
houses of wood or brick, the Lord has pro-
vided abundance of material from which
they can conshiuct in a elmple manner
houses that will protect them from the
heavy rains and scorching sun, The Lord
i3 raising up mizsloneries {o go to Africa to
tesch the natives ahout Jesus, and to skow
them bow to build better houses and to do
other things that pestsin to Christian civi-
Hzation, ‘'We hope our readers will help all

thay can,

O~ Sunday Luoy
and Robbie went to
cler hwthtbeurpapa
Lucy cbsrved that o
plate was haunded to
every ono, and that
when it came to her
paps he put iu some
money. So when they
were walking home
together she asid:
“ Paps, who was that
money for that yom
put into the plate at
church?”

“It was for Go)”
sald her papa,

“How will they get
it up to himt” asked
Robble, In great sur-
prise, and looking up
to the aky.

His papa smiled,
snd even Lucy knew
better than that.
“When Jesus was here
on this earth,” sald
thelr paps, “he sent
geod men, two and
two at & time, to go
about teaching people
about God and about

_heaven, And such good men keep going
even fo this day.

And the money was to
help feed and clothe them while they are
preaching, and so I sald it was money glven

“to God.”
The roof, whic we see the natives carrying |

Y wish I had some money‘to give to
God,” said Luoy; “but I haven't & bit.”

“CGod does not expect you to give him
what you have not,” said her papa. “Bat
you have other things beside monoy.”

“I've got some dolls,” sald Lucy.

“ No, I don't mean dolls, When we get
home I will reed something to you which
will make you.see plsinly what you can
give to God.”

So after dinner they went to the library.
Lucy's papa tcok down a large book, and
began to turn over the leaves asit in zearch
of gomething, Before long he came to
the place he was looking for, and told
her to read it aloud: “I have this day been
before God, and have given myself—all
that I am and have—to God; so that I am
inno respect my own, Ihavenorightto this
body or any of itz membera; no right to
this tongue, theze hands, these feet, these
eyes, thene ears ; X bave given myself cloar

away.”’
.. Now you see vhat you have to give to

God, my Gacling Luoy.

half aloud.
them "

you now, to see whethir yon wiil give them

tr bim or keep them yourself, If you give §

them to bim you will be careful sever to
let them do anything maughty, snd will
teach them to do cvery good tbxng they
can.—4dnon,

.

A BOY'S PROMISE;

Tae school was out, and down the street
A nolsy crowd cams thronging;.

The hus of health, and gladness sweet,
To every fate belonging, -

Among them strode a little lad, '
‘Who listened te arother,

Aud mildly sald, half grave, half sad,
“ oan't—X promised mother."

A shout went up, a ringing shout,
Of bolsterous derision; -
But not one moment left in doubt
That manly, brave decision,
* Go where you vlease; do what you vlll "
He camly told the other;
*Bat I shall keep my word, boye, still—,
Ioan't, I promlsed -mother t"

Ah | who could donbt the, fntnm course
Of one who thus had spoken?
Through manhood’s struggle, galn aud loss,
Oould faith like this be broken ?
God's blessing on that ateadiest will,
Unylelding to another, ’
That bears all jeers and laughter still, ’
Because he promised mother!

STORY OF A GIANT. -
A 1rTTLE girl, aged three, informed her
mother that she kuew a beautiful story
about & glant, “Would you like to hm i,
mamma ?” she asked,
“Well, then,” ahs continued, “onoe shere
was a great big vgly giant, and he was very
fond of eating little girls, . One day as he
was walking along -through the woods he
wmet two lttle girls—one veky good little
gitl, and one very banghty oxe, First he

VIR

he made up a borid face, and sald she
tasted awfyl nasty, Then he tooka taste of
the bad little girl, and he smacked his lips
and sald she tasted dresdful nice; ‘canse
you see,, mamms, she had esten puts and
raisins and candy when her mother told ber
not to, and that mads her taste sweet. Then
the old glint said: *I'1l mever sgain eat
good little glel; TII always eat the bad

onea
= This mustn't mske little g’.tlllfnid to be

good,gtmhanodmh. N

Lucy was silent for a time, then she sald, §

"I don't beliove God wanta [}

Ho doce want them, asd he Is looking at 1

took & bite out of the good Httls pirl, knd
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