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There's a surprise ahead for you, Lad>
Bettv."

'fle latter vas about to question, when a
shout frot Philip arrested lier attention, and
she turned to sec Tom Beecher coming toward
lier, happy, smiling, rosy, wearig a cape
overcoat that she had seen ianyVa time before,
though on a different boy.

" lannali and Ial went down with it last
night," Gerald said, bustling with the import-
ance of his knowledge, while Betty looked
around for Harold. The latter, however, was
half way down the slide, and as lie reaclied the
bottoiu, lie called back, in answer to Bettv's
glad cry of--" Mou dear, dear boy ! "

Oh, it's nothing to fuss about.'"
But later, when H-arold stood beside lier, and

the slides were being takei more frequently
and more merrily, and Toi was the happiest
boy in the yard, Betty said, earnestly

Oh, Hal, I'i so proud of you."
And you lielped nw." the boy answered

quickly. " If it ladn't been for you, Lady
Betty, I couldn't have donc it."

It was nearly dusk hien Mrs. Becclier heard
laugliiig voices coming nearer and nearer to
her tiny cottage. She arose and looked out of
the vindow, and the siglht she saw gladdened
her heart for many an hour.

Harold, Tom, Philip and Gerald, a pranciiig
four-in-liand, driien by Lad> Betty, were coin-
inîg downx the hill in the grandest of style.

Bless their hearts," Mrs. Beechermurmur-
cd. And then, looking past the boys to Lady
Betty's sweet, happy face, she added : "And
every one said she'd be spoiled. If she is, it's
in the riglht way. Therc isn't one to equ..l lier
in the land."

And then, as the turn-out landed with a
grand flourish in front of the door, and gay
voices bade a pleasant "good iiglt," the
widow said, softly

" God bless lier and keep lier always as lov-
ing and true as she is to da%, and the boys,
too."-The Churchnan, X. J.

LOST IN THE JUNGLE.
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I shouted to the coolies and they came to
nie, and were very surprised to see an Englislh-
imîan in such ragged clothes, but they took me
to their conductor, a young Bralinian, and lie
treated me as kindly as ever lie could. The
first thing I wanted to do was to tell Mr. Price
I was safe, for I knew how anxious lie would
be, so I tried to get some of the coolies to take
me with them back to the engineers' bungalov ,
but after leading me lialf a mile they lost their
way, and so we lad to come back.

Every now and then we had to fire guns to

keep away the wild beasts, and my little dog
growIled continually when soie of theni must
have coie near. hen we caime back I was
very liuingry, so first of all they gave nie some

j wild lioney, and I took a spoonful or two. Can
you tell ie any one in the Bible who ate wvild
honev wlien lie was very liungry after a battle?
'hen I ate soie plain rice with a little ghee-

that is common bad siiioky butter (clarified).
I daresay you wonder liovever I could eat it,
but wait till you go through what I did, and
then you wil] be glad to eat anything. My
plate was a green banana-lea--a very good

1 one indeed, and iy knife and fork were my
fingers ! I persuaded sonie of the coolies to
take a note to Mr. Price, telling iini where
I was. He had just written a nlote to Mrs.
Storrs, asking lier to send up sonie food and
saying that lie would not coie down till lie liad
fouind mie ; and aniother to the forest officer
asking hii to send up one luundred men with
druis to search for me. My mîessengers were
just in timîe to stop the nlotes being sent. After
sendinig off Iiy men I la>' dowi on a bed the
Brahmian lent mie. I covered iyself up with
soime eipty coffec-sacks and tried to get to
sleep.

At about two o'clock in the morning niy boy
(servant) came down wvith sonie dinner and a
change of clothes, so I got up and lad another
feed in the middle of the night. The next day
Mr. Price and I met on the way down the
mountains, and very glad we were to sec each
other safe and sound.

I galloped iy pony nearly the whole way
home fromn the foot of the hills, and told Mrs.
Storrs all I had gone througli, aud liow God
hac been withi me.

My story is finished. I daresay you will
thinik there is nothing about missionary work
in it. No, it is sinply a story of a holiday
adventure, but I hope it will interest you and
the other boys at your school, and make you
think a little more about India and the people
there.

There are millions there who have lost their
way to God and can't fid it, thougi they try
very liard. It is mucli worse to lose your way
to God than to lose your way in a jungle like I
did. We know that Jesus is the vay to God,
and I hope that some day thousands of people
in India wvill find that out too.

Are you lielping to show then the way ?

Bi very sure, before you repeat an unpleas-
ant statement about another person, that it is
truc ; and even if it is truc, consider further.
Put yourself in the place of the person of whoi
you are speaking, and think whether there are
not many things-all true-whicli others miglht
say about you, which would yet be unjust to
your character as a whole. -S. S. Visior.


