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TWO PICTURES FROM LIFE. littie life slippingy away, sorne ono began
I. to sing softly

A black-eyed baby lay nioaning its yoiing Jesuis lover of my soul,
life away on the brick bed of a dreary mud Let mie to Tliy bosomi fly.
house in Pekin, China. The bluie eyes openced for the last Urne,

The feeble voice, growing weaker ali(1 andj witl one long gaze into the loving
weaker, wvas now and then drowvned in the faces above closed again, and w itli a gentie
sobs and groans of the young rnother, wvho sigli the swcet clîild passed in tlirougli the
gazed in despair upon lier dying child. She gate to the lîeavenly fold.
longed to press it to lier aelhig lieart, but "J . et lus pî-ay, sai(j a low voice. WVe
she liad alwTays hieard that demons are ail kait togyether, and 1-eav'en carne SQ near
around the dying, Nvaiting to snatcli the we coulîd alrnost sec thc w'hite-robed ones
soul away, and so because it was dying Sue and liear songs of wvelcome.
was afraid of lier own baby! Thiere are -no baby coffhis to be bouglit

,It is almost time," said tîle miother-in- lin Peucin, so a box wvas mnade ;we lined
law, glancing at the slanting sun-beam that it witîî soit wvhite silk fromn a Chinese store.
had stolen into the dismal room tlirougli aI We dressed baby in lier sniowy robes and
liole in the paper window ;and she laidî lier lovingly ia lier ast resting place.
snatclied Up the lielpless baby with a deter- We deeke(l the î-ooin îvitlî flow'ers, anid
mined air. The motiier slirielied, "« My baby strewed thi over tlie littie one.
is flot dead ! My baby is flot dead yet ! " The next day w-e followed the tiny coflin

" But it lias only one mouthful of breatli to tie ceznetery.
left," said the old wvoman, tlie cart %vill 500fl Witli a song of hope and words of eheer
pass, and tlien wve shall have to keep it in anid trust, and a prayer of faith we com-
the liouse ail night. There is no lielp for:fre h oroiglers
it ;the gods are angry witlî youl."1 Now a wvhite stone marks the sacred spot

The mother dared flot resist, and lier baby w liere wve laid lier. and flow-crs blossom on
%vas earried frorn lier siglit. Senyrswtegrave tliat is visited often an(l tended

it agin. îitlî loving care.
An old black cal-t drawîî by a black cow' "The Lord gave, and the Lord bath taken

passed slowly dow'n the street ;the little aw~ay ;blessed 1w the narne of the Lord,"
body was laid arnong the othez-s already says the baby's father, w-hile baby's mother
gatliered tiiere, and the carter drove on answvers -" Oui' baby is sale ;we shahl find
tlirougli the city gate. Outside tlie city vli eir and have lier again, some glad day."
hie laid thern ail in a common pit, buried The blue-cycci baby's mothe- is a, Cliris-
themi in lime, and drove on. tian.-CWra M. <,'i-s1,,n un, hi Gospel iii AU

No stone marks the spot ;no flower -%%ill az.
ever blossorn on tlîat grave.

The desolate woman wails, " My baby
is lost ; my baby is lost ; I cari neyer fiad A BOY ENDURES PERSEOUTION.
hlm agaizi! One day, at Yen Cliing Chow, China,

That black-eyed baby's niothex is a hea- among several %vlio tarz-ied to chat ,awhile
tiien. about whlat, tlicy lad heard, Nvas a lad

Il. sixteen years oI<1. I was ziot tl.ere at the
A blue-eyed baby lay moaning on the. time. The helper afterwvad confessed that

downy pilloNvs of its crib, and it wvas :-us lie had ncglected the boy. selling hirn a
pered softly through Utic mission, " Baby -Gospel and a tract, but not urgizig hlm to
iS (lyiflg." Aie-orne at Chistiian, because " lie wvas only

With sorrowiiig lîeaî-ts we gathcîed il, a boy."
the strieken home, but the Cornforter hîad Butt tlie boy carne again axic again. and
corne before li. at last, Iinivited. lie lîimself asked if lie

«Our bzaby is going home." said the mniglit flot 1w Pxîî'olledl as a I)iobatione-.
rnotlie. and. thougli lier voire tebc, The lielpei- hîad leaiied a lesson. Mucli
she snîilcd bi-avely and] sweetly uipon the aslianied of hîirself. lie at once tookz a
little suffe-e. ivarni intei-est iii the scrious-faced lad,

"We irave lir to the Lord w-len suc' camjie The boy liad alîeacly endured persecution
to us. He lias but corne foi' His own,' said'foi' Cliiist's sake -,the books lie purchîased
the father reveî-ently, and lic tliîew lus ai-ms; liad been torn to tattcî-s, and hie hirnsclf
lovingly ai-ound his wife. .beaten b)y lus father for going to the

As wve -watched tlirough our tears the "Jesus chapiel."
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