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THE CHILDREN’S RECORD,

MISSIONARY BEDS,

It in almost time to be thinking of our
missioniry heds, said Susie Brown to
her brother, turning fromi the open win-
dow into which the warn spring sun
was cheerfully shining, “I think so,
too,” answered Charlie, not looking off
his work ; for he was very busy mending
a hoe.

*‘Missionary eds ! What are they—
feather bods, straw-beds, mattresses ?”
So thought a gentleman who sat in the
room 1cading the newspaper, and who
heard what the children said.  *Mis-
sionary lieds! Are they beds for mis
sionaries " At lasthe asked the chil
dren what they meant.

“Why, garden-beds ! answered Char-
lic quickly, dropping his hoe, and look-
ing earuestly into the gentleman’s face.
“My father gives us children a bed in
the garden to plant and take care of and
do everything ourselves. Then we sell
what grows tu cam our missionary
money. My bed iz ucparagus, and my
father and Uncle John bhought it all.
Susie’s isa bed of herbs : and last year
she sold almost all of it to the apothe-
cary. We like to be gardeners first rate.
Mo her was afraid we should n.t hold
out, but wedid; we like to be doing
what is really something.”

I think there isa good deal of truth
ip what Charlie said.  Play does not al-
ways satisfy children. I have secn them
hang round very often, saying over and
over agam, ‘‘Mamma, what can I do?”
and I belicve it means more thau play.
The fact is, they like to be doin what is
really romething, for a part of the time
at leact, thatis, they want to do some-
thiug that is really important to some
one besides themselves ; something they
will bo ashamed to give up, nug that
will reward them for persevering.

It 18 a very mice way to carn money for
the Lord's beoied work; foo children
nowadays may rot on'yv pray, “Thy
kingdam  come, thy wi'l be dore on
earth as it isin heaven.” but thcy can
really work for what they pray for like
growu-up people. Tney c¢in come into
this heavenly hingdom themselves and
help childien all over the world tn co
also.

A HEATHEN PUNISHMENT.

A rude tribe exists in .\frica, which,
whatever else ¢f evil it tolemtes, zbhors |
laziness. Of course much which is called :
‘‘work” would better be left undone; ]
but these people do uot think so. Their

industries are elephant and monkey
hunting, fighting and killing off neigh-
boring tribes ; and woe to the coward or
the lazy man who does not respond when
the hunting-call or the war-cry sounds
out. When the verdict is that a man is
80 lazy that he is useless to the tribe, his
doom is sealed. Men bind him hand
and foot and cast him into the river,
that he may at least make a feast for a
crocodile, which might, otherwise, de-
vour some toiling boatman or reed
gatherer.

An Englishman who was among this

eople once, geiting elephants and mon-
Eeys in the service ¢of natural history,
saw this punishment inflicted on a poor
trembling creature. The men in charge
held their victim over the water till the
8aw & crocodile rushing towards the \nn{
when they flung him 1n violently, The
great gate-like jaws opened, and in an
instant the waters were crimson with
blood. Then the pwie stream rushed
down and carried away every trace of
the dreadful crime.

Well may we all long for the spread of
the Gospel which has mercy to the err-
ing as well as juy to the righteous. Yet
it is sad to think how many lazy persons
may be fouud in Chrirtian lands, fine
gentlemen who never add a grain to the
world’s wealth, nor lift a burden from
the heavy laden ; fair ladies and beauti-
ful girls who lic on lounges reading nov-
els, or planning some selfish amusement.

Althodgh we have no fear of such cruel
punishments, yet surely while the world
lies in darkness and sin, while sorrow
reigna abroad and at home, there ought
to be no inactive hands, no unfeeling
hearts among us.—Mission Dayspring.

“I KISS '00 ™

“T atrike “o00!” cried a little boy in a
shiarp toue to his sister.

I Lixs "00 ! said his sister, stretching
out he- arms, and putting up her rosy
lips in a <weet kiss.

Tommy luoked alook of wonder. Ind
his car~ b right?  They did, for there

., was a kiss ou Susy’s lips. A smile broke
.over his anery face, like sunshine on a
- black cloud.

“1 kiss “00,” he then said ; and the
little ¢ beother and  sister hugged and
kisse 1 each utier right heartily.

A Kkiss for o blow is better than tit for
tat, is'nt 1t.?



