. RauaraTAy, INp1A, Nov. 11, 1889,
My Dear ¥oung FEriends,—Ip tho ** Young peoples’ do-
artment” of the CaNapran Missionary Ling for Uctober,
YSBO, is o short story about four little boys who sat on tho
ground, tailor {ashion, and wroto lotters in the sand; pre-
tending they wers Telugn boys. You doubtless remember
the story, aud how littlo Ernie cried bocause he cauld not
. come snd teach the Telugu childron to write GOD. Per-
* haps littlo Ernio may bo glad to know that we have been
ing about him hero to-day, and learniog from his carneat-

nees to fesl more interest in our work of teaching the Telugn,

ohildren about God, and are more than ever determined to
do it well,

I took tho little story this morning and putting on my sun
hat, went out to my threo little children who wore Iuylnﬁ
and swinging under o shady, old Bauyan tree close by, an:
read it to them. Thay wero much interested, and yet wo
did have to criticizo one little thing. Thosoe four little white
boya used ** pointed aticks ” to write their lettors with, while
real Telugu Eoys use only the forefingor of the right hand
whoa they loarn to write their letters and figurea in the sand,
ug they are doing here now in our echool, while I am writing
this.

As soon a3 ] bad finished . readiog, Thcodore, said:
 Mamma, can’t wo go and tell Ernie that somne of the Telugn
boys do know about God and cap write His name—~that gll
in our achool know about Him, and somo-of them have beén
baptized.”
him, be ssked me to write and say it. Lo

*Thon I said to him, ** Bat Theo, thero aro o great many
childron in Ramapatam who do not know abount God, and
cannot learn from their toschers & thoy.are heath
What shall I writo about them 1" * 8ay,” ho replied, ¢ that
we go out nearly svery evening to preach to the “people
about Jesus, and we hope that many mn{ bo saved goon.’

Thoodore 'is not yot 8 yeara old, but hoe and his younger
brother have beon praying every evening for the last two

cars that the heathen and Moh dans may bo saved.

e alsa wanta me to tell you that thore sre many Christian
children in Angole Nellore and other places in the Tolugu
mission. He hag never scen Cocavada, Bimlipatam, or sny
other Canadian mission station, aud for that reason ho men-
tions only Angole and Nellore which, as you probably koow,

. aro near us here in the American Miasion, south-of the places
where your missionnrics are living and teaching the Toluga
children of Jesus.

Deoar little Ernie, well may those eyes fill with tears, and
the heart with sorrow, over the lost condition of millions of
heathen Telugn children! Whon wo who aro hers among
them, seo how little we can do for them compared with what
we long to dop-and with what they need, sud especislly when
wo seo tholr carelossness and unwillingnoss to hear when the
have a chanco, wo too are very very sad. Thare ia s0 muc
more work than we cau posaibly do. Oh, what a number of

0od carnost missionaries we neod ! I wish that Ernie and
‘bundreds of others were all ready to begin teaching the
hoathen Telugus to-day. Above all other necds is that of the
enlightening and quickonin &owur. of the Haly Spirit in the

hearts of the people. for this my dear young frienda pray,
pray, PRAY. Yours very truly,
F. E. Boaas,
A Doll's Story.
~ JR—

BY MIS8 NELLIE R. GREEN.

My now owner had a littlo sister. 8he camo once or
twico to tho achool to see her—a poor, thin-looking ohild.
Bhe wanted to stay in the achool with her sister, but eould
not leave home, as they wanted her to help in the house-
work ; but sho attended a Ohristian day school near, for
it was held at o time when she had least to do at home.
Her name was Grace; my owner’s name was May. I
loved}ittle Grace, she seomed such a sweet, patient child,
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and looked a0 longingly at the happy little girls playing .
about in the schoot courbyard. Og? doy Mnyglfoolfme ug
and talked to me something like this: My besutiful
dolly, I'love you very, very much. Youare all the dolly.
I have, but my little sister has not half as many gnod
things' as I; and yesterday they.told us at school how
much moro blessed it was to give and help others than to-
keop one's things to ono’s solf. Now I want to give you
to my littlo sister. I shall seq you sometimes ; for she.
will bring you whon she comcs, and at vacation I shall
play with you all day long.” Then she kissed and hugged
‘me o great deal, and her wet face took sll the remaining
paint off entirely, '

8o I left tho school, and came to my new homo. What
a place it was! Such a tiny room, earth floor, rough
brick walls, scarcely any furniture, a few cooking utensils,
o broken chuir, and a box for a table! I heard that
Grace's father was a bad man, and seldom at home. T
saw him only once or twice. Grace was her mother's”
oniy comfort. She often held hor in her arms and cried
aver her, wondpring what would bécowe of her ; for she,
-poor woman, cbuld do nothing if her husband wanted to
sell her.  Although my cars wero only wax I could hear
a good deal, and ffolb very sorry for my dear little girl.
Every day sho would come home from school and tell hor
mother what sho had learned, snd sing to- her, *‘Jesus
loves me.” 8he sang in Chinese, but the meaning was
just the sume, I know. Then she woulq tell her mother
about Jesus, and th¢ poor woman's weary eyea would
br\i’ghben up, fnd she would repeat softly to herself :
**Jesus loves me; Josus Joves mo. I never know that
anyone loved mo before. It is good ; it is good.”

Ono morning Grace’s head ached ; but she went about
her work, a8 usual, only more slowly. When schooltine
camo she aaid, * Mother, I think I cannot go to school to-
day, T am so tired.” 8o she lay dows, and wns very
quiet ; and though she held me in her arms, she said noth.
ing to me. Toward night she becamo worse. Her mother
propared her some food, but she could not eat it. She
was hot and restless now ; and whenever in her toesings
I sligped from her arms, she always missed me, and
searched around till ehe found me again. I felt her little
breast heavo as sho hugged me each time more closely.
In the morning she ®aid : * Mother; where is my book %
1 must go to school.” Her puor, sobbing mother replied :
‘ My littlo girl, you cannot go to school ; you are very
sick. You do not know what you aro saying.” Nor did
she. She could not lift her head. 1saw her cheoks were
flushed, and her eyos vory bright, and she would look at
things aa though she did not sco them. As ovening came
on she seomed botter. ** Mother,” she said, ‘* where is
my book that tells about Jesus opening the gate of heaven
to lot littlo children in 7' Her mother brought the book,
8ho held it and mie together in her arms, and lay with
closed eyes for a long time. Thon she smiled and said :
“‘ Mother, I have seen Jesus ; and the gate is open wide,
and it's so beautiful—so beautiful I” = She spoke softly ;
and afterward, almost in s whisper, she would say,
¢ Jesua—so beautiful —I am coming !" 8he looked lov-
ingly at her mother, her book and me, but it seemed an
though she saw someuthing else, and I believe Jesus was
there, and angels were there, waiting till he should give
the word ; thon they would take this' poor, weary hittle
lamb to the beautiful fold above. That night ahe waad
lirious again ; and-just as the lovely summer dawn)
breaking in tho east, and the golden light streaming
through the torn-paper window sent a ray of glory where
‘s,he lay, the word was given, and I knew sho waa where

esus i8,

”



