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THE CHILDREN’S RECORD.

A SCHOOL GIRL'S CONFESSION.

You will be alinost tired of hearing about
everyday “‘trifles,” I am afraid, but [ do
want to repeat one more anecdote in that
line. Here is a little confession taken
from the lips of aschool-girl, and set down
in her own words :

“I've begun to find such little mean
streaks inmyself that I'm gnite frightened.
Guess what 1 was tempted to do the other
day ! I was washing the dishes for mam-
ma, and when I got to the tins and kettles
T was discouraged, they looked so greasy
and Dblack, and 1've always been a little
vhin of my hands.

““Tm going to Kitty Merrill's party to-
night, and 1 want to keep my hands nice
for that. I'll leave this for mamma; it
won't make any difference with her hands,
because she can’t keep them nice, anyway.’

‘‘Then something seemed to say to me:
¢ Ol you coward ! oh, you sneak ! Tobe
willing to have whiter hands than your
mother! Aren’t you ashamed ?

Y was ashamed, and I washed the
kettles pretty humbly, 1 can tell you. I
felt as if they weren't half as black as L.—
Since then T've watched all my thoughts,
for fear 1 shall grow so wicked mamma
won't know me.  I've learned pretty tho-
roughly what the minister means when he
talks about *¢ the little foxes that spoil the
grapes of a tine claracter.””

RELIGIOUS TFACHERS IN INDIA.

We were in - 1 oaud sion hoat on the
rivar and a Melowumedan was passing in
 little canoe, aut « Hinlu was following
in another.

“Who is in that bont " aswed the Mo-
hammedan, as he tossod his head  toward
us.
“The Christians’  ‘gurn,” replied the
Hindu. “He comes to give them instruc-
tion out of the Christian Shastres.”

“Then does e receive presents{ Do
they pay him ¢ .squired the Mohamme.
dan.  He remoensered how every visit of

his moulvie cost him the choicest of his
fruit, as well as the money he could ill
manage to spare. And he knew that all
Hindus gave as freely to their gurus when-
ever they liked to call un them. In bit-
terness I have often heard them call such
*Money gurus,” instead of *‘Religious
teachers.”

“No, indeed !” answered the Hindu.
“Tt is just the opposite. He often helps
them. If they are in trouble he is ever
veady. They give him nothing.”

““This is not at all like a guru!” the
man exclaimed. And as they paddled
along the two men thought over the mat-
ter, and found there was a great differ-
ence between the missionary and the na-
tive religious teachers. But there is a
areater difference still in the messages we
have to deliver. Ours is from above and
divine : theirgis from beneath and human.
We tell of the true and living God ; they
preach todeaf and dumb idols.—Sprur-
georn Report.
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A CHINESE FUNERAL.

Among the strangest customs of foreign
nations are those connected with the
burial of the dead. Whata terrible thing
death is to those who have not heard the
words : “‘He that liveth and believeth on
me shall never die !

A little Chinese girl was buried in
Evergreen Cemetery, in New York, the
other day, in & way that would seem very
odd to an American child. Red candles,
which emitted a disagreeable odor, were
burned in the house, and at the grave a
fire was kindled to burn all the girl's
clothes. Into this the relatives kept
throwing 2 white powder, which burned
with a bluish light. The Chinese believe
that Satan has a fas:ion of racing to the
grave and seizing the body as soon as it
arrives, so on the way there the friends
keep tossing bits of paper out of the car-
viage window, which Satan is supposed to
pick up and read, thus allowing the pro-
cession to reach the cemetery first.—Sel-
ected.



