You. XXXIX.

Torowto, March, 1914,

« EDITORIAL.
“The world is so full of & number of

g8,
T am sure we shauld all b as happy as
s u-“'u

Kings! Are you sure they are as
happy as we aref /The Bditor has her
doubts.: She feels that this-is the very
most beautiful world that she ever lived
in. . There are so many wounderfully
#00d hearts in it—and she'kas had some
wonderful peeps thereinto, TLet her tell
yol ‘about' it, and begin away back at
our Convention in Ingersoll last Novem-
ber, for something happendd there
which she can never forget.

In the ehurch, es we were all going
out’one day, a lady introduced herself
by @ name which the Editor recognized
a8 belonging 1o one of our student vol-
unteers for foreign service. S¢ she just
asked, ‘‘Are you his mothery’’ and,
sure cnough, she was. 8o then the Edi-
tor said, ‘‘And are you glad your son is
going to be a foreign missionary$’’ And
without . hesitation she gave answer,
‘*Oh yes, I consider it & great honor’’—
and was going on down the aisle, But
even as she went she turned, eame back,
and said: ‘I suppose it would be too
much fo ask the Lord that all my ehil-
dren’ might become missionariest’’
Now, your Editor felt something like
people must feel when a great fortune is
unexpectedly bestowed upon them-—mil-
lions-and millions. Her breath almost

forsook her. . Bhe had never experienced

sueh generosity; and it did seem a great

deal to ask even: of our Lord, But she

Pty

sake and the Gospel’s; and consider it
an honor! Do you wonder that the inei-
dent made & warm place in the
Editor’s heart; ana memory keeps it
warm? ‘As long as there are hearts like
that left to us in the denomination,
there is hope for the ‘“wholly unoecu-
pied - fields, Er'y
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And only yesterday morning the Edi.
tor arose thinking about Miss Priest’s
bungalow—not the old one, where %he
rats and white ants overrun her, but the
new one she is going to have; and she
wondered if anyoue was remembering
about it and sending money for it, and
she sighed just a little as she glanced at
her little mission-barrel, for it does take
such &n age to fll! But when she went
to take a cup of tea with a friend that
very afternoon, lo, and behold! her
Bostess handed her $10 “‘for Miss’
Priest ’s bungalow’’! Coming right into
ber hand thus from the warm hand of a
dear friend, it had all the charm of s
personal gift, and sent her home so0 light-
headed (hearted, maybe!) that she quite
forgot to take the car as she was bade,
and walked home instead—on air, not
¢onerete. When she got inside and
remémbered, all she could do then was to
pop the care fare into that same thank-
ful little mission-barrel. 8o somebody
‘was thinking sbout- it, after all. Are
you?
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And now just & woe story pieked up
from one.of our exchanges. .. A . little

Aadid.. A
to; your faith be
her-heart way there]

wide world, .and
hér home  for its

take. &
e ready to ompty

Chi aid earrying . her little
brother on her hack, was spoken to by
THEHORAFTwRe —Bad —aindly, 1 Poor
little girl, what a burden for you te
eavzy!!) But; even as she staggered un-
der the weight of him, the. little, girl
looked up jntg his face and said;, *It’s
not a burden; sir; it’s my brother!’’




