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on a pieco of paper, and thoro arc whocels with
arms made te uccomodate thein. Tho prayor can
bo twisted between the fingors at the end of enchi
arm, and thon they can est it ivhirling.

But the motion mu8t alvays hc from, right to
left, following tho sufl'8 course. To turi a îvhool
tho othrir way is a sin ?

Poor Tibotans! They are people given te
"9vain repatitions." Do we over <'say " our
prayers in a thouglitless fashion, and sEo imitate
the wheel turners of Thibet ?-Ohildren's Mis-
sionary Friand.

TWO PICTI3RE FROIN LIFE.-I.

N adrearymtidhouse in Pokiug,
China, on a brick bed, a
blaok-eyed baby lay iuoaning

its young life a'vay.

and wvoaker, wva now and then

drowned in the sobs and groans of
the young motlicr, wlîo gazod in de-
spair upon lier dying child. She
longyed to press it to lier aching

heart, but she had always heard t hat douions are
ail arounid the dying, Nvaiting to snatchi tio seul

aaand so, bocause it. ivas dying sue îvasafraid
of hoer own baby !

"It is almiost timo," said the mother-in-hlav,
glancing at the slantiîîg sunbeam that hnd stolon
into the dismal room, through a hole in the paper
windowv; and sîto snatclîed up the hlplles-:s baby
'with a determined air. The inothor shriekoed,
"IMy baby is flot dcad! My baby is not dead
yet !"

" But it has ouly one mouthful of breath left,"
said the old woman ; " the cart wvill soon pass, and
thon ive shail have to kceep it in the house ali
night. Tliore is ne help for iL.; the gods are
angry wvith you."

Tie îuodher darod not rosist, and lier baby
ivas carried froiu lier sight. Suie nover Eaiv it
again.

An old black cart, drawn by a black cow, pesa-
ed slowly down the street, the littie body ivas
laid among the et) ers already gatliered'thoro, and
the6 carter drove on through the city gate. Ou'
sida the city wa he laid them aIl n a comî:..
pit, buried therm in lime, and drove on.

No atone marks the spot; ne flower wvill ever
blossom on that grave.

The desolate woinati wails, " «My baby is lest;
my baby is lost ; I can nover find him again. I

The black-eyed baby's inothor is a heathien.

TIuE OTIIFR IICTLTRE.

A blue.oyed baby lay moauing ou the pillows
of its littie crib, and it wçis wvlispered softly
throughi the mission, "'Ba-by is dying."

With eorrowving hearts we gathered in the
strieken ho6me, but the Coinforter had comae before
us.

C Our baby is geing homne,"' said the mother,
and, theugh ber veice trembled, sho smiled
bravely and sweetly upon the little sufferer.

" We gave ber te the Lord wvlion slîe camne te
us. He lias but conie for Hie own," s'aid the
father revereutly, and hoe threov hie armes lovingly
arotind his wife.

As ive watched throughi our toars the little life
slipping away, soîne eue began te sing softly,

"9Jesus, Lover of îîîy seul,
Lot me te, Thy besoi fly."'

The blue eyos opeued for the last time, and
with eue long gaze inte the beving faces above,
closed again, and wvitb a gontle sigh the sweet
child passed in threughi tho gaite te the heavouly
fold.

"Lot us pray," said a lewv veice. WVe kueit
toettior, and lioaven came se near ive oould al-
iuest sec the whito-robed eues and hocar thoir
sengs of ",welcouio."

Tiire are ne baby coffins te ho botigbt in
1>eking, se a box ivas miade; we lined it with soft
white silk frein iL Chinese store. We dressed
baby in lier stiowy robes and laid lier lovin-ly in
ber last rasting place. WeT dccked the reoin
with flowers and streîved thoîin ever the little
eue.

Theo next day* we followed the t uy cofin te the
cemetoryv.

Witli a seng of hope, sud wvords of cheer and
trus-t, and a prayer of faith, wve coiufortcd the
sorrewing hearte.

New a whiite stoîîe marks the sacrcd spot
îvhoro wve laid hier, and flewers blossom on the
grave that is visited often and touded wvith 1ev-
in- care.

"The Lord gave, and the Lord bath talion
away ; blessed ho the naine of the Lord," says
the baby's father; îvbiie baby's metiior auswers,
"cOur baby is safe; we shiah flnd ber and ljave
ber again, some glad dlay."

The bluo.eyed baby's mether is a Clitian.-
Clara.NL. Cushman, in "Gospel in Ail Lands."'

1899


