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- The Wolf.

In tlld muanino of South Africa there
ltelﬁilminywvlmwﬂmhatﬁmm
very daring. One evening a little Raffir girl,
about dght years old, was lying near the
door of her father’s dwelling, when four

wolves rushed in - nponim- One seized her |

“by the head, another by the shoulder, -and
twooMby&emz-, and carried her off.
Her screams were heard, and the wolves were
wmhnudfonedtoselpmthepootch%

mwumwyhmgya..m,f&g-

‘bungry beasts. The parents nursed the lit-
tle sufferer, but could not heal her wounds.

As they thought their child would gie, they
wwhedtombuoutofmuutmmm
expired: for the Kaffirs fear to touch a dead
body. Her father carried Wer to a great dis-
‘tance fwmh«toﬂa,&ndhﬂhudownm
some trees, where no ome could hear “he
groans, ‘and there left her to die.

bs the voar little girl lay in this phoe,

ON A MIDNIGHT PROWL.

she thought of the missionary. She knew
where he lived, and she said, ‘1 will try and
creep to his house, for he is kmnd—-—ahe will
not cast me out.’ —

~ She slowly moved with great pain over the
ronxﬂl places, and at length got to his dwell-
ing. When he saw the bleeding child his heart
was filled with pity. He heard her story, and
counted fourteen wounds nude by the teeth
of the wolves. He laid the child upon Ma
bed, washed “her wunds,~ put ointment on
.Ml_n‘lwﬁenbmdﬁ'&upwxﬂl Tinen,

D&y after dny he watclved ‘her txll she got
well. While he nursed her, he told her of
that Saviour who had done more for her than
he could d0. When the marks were almost
gone, he asked her if she wished to go back to
her pavents. ‘Oh, no, she said, ‘they will
cast me out. You tookme \n Iwﬂlstay
with you.!

One day, as the missionary was walking
near his house, he heard a voice. It was the

voice of a child, enga.ged in prayer. He look-

.ed, and soon saw the little stranger among

some tall weeds, praying to her Father in
Heaven. From this time he had hope that
she was one of the lambs of Christ.

. How much had this little Kaffir girl to
thank God for! If she had not fallen into the
power of the wolves, she might never have
listened to the tewinng of the Gospel, and
would have died in ﬁer sins.

A Professor and the Sabbath

Ptofessor E. W. Clark was engaged a num-
ber of years ago by the Japanese government
to take charge of ‘a scientific school, and
teach chemistry and physics. It was when
the ‘Yankeeland of the East’ was just open-
ing its gates to the fomgner, and the Daijo-
kan—the council of state—was in deadly fear
of the celigious doctrines of the strangers who
were pushing into the country,

When the professor arrived in Vokohama,




