
TH-I CHILDREN'S RECORD.

RECITATION FOR EIGHT GIRLS.

First Girl.

"O, the nations that in darkness
Wait for light from far-of! lands,

How our hearts are yearning -towa.rds
them,

Hlow we long to loose their bands."

Second Girl.

"We have friends se kind and tender,
We have homes by love made brlght;

We have Christ for our Defender
While they dwell in darkest nlght."

Third Girl.

"'Can -e help te brln-g them gladness,
Those sad-hearted girls and boye,

Can we chase away their sadness,
Can we fili their lives with joye?

Wlth their woes their hearts are beat-
ing,

And we long te set them free,
Can we send our love and greeting

To the children o'er the sea'?"

Fourth Girl.

"I1t le ours te send the message
To the lands beyond the sea,

Ours to sendi the balm ef healing
Te the seule ini misery."

Pif th Girl.

"'We would ask na higher service,
Lord, that we mlght do for thee,

Than the blessed word te carry
Te the lands beyond the sea."

Sixth Girl.

"'Let us hasten; let us send them
«lad good news; their hearts te wi

To the service ot the ?4llster,
Who will cleanse their seul from sin."

Seventh Girl.

«'Go, preach my gospel,*8 " Jeeue sald,
"«Te every creature bear

The Strea.m of Life, the Living Bread,
And I will Mless you there.' "

Eighth Girl.
"Lord, let us go, or let us send
This word of truth ahroad;

Gladly our little wlll we lend
That ail may know our Lord."

A LOVE SCENE.
It was the afternoon of a perfect Septem-

ber day that a weary business man left the
city in the out-going train et the early
morning. I t had been yeare since ho had
visited the old famillar scenes et hie boy-
hood. The one nearest and dearest to hlm,
who had once made that locality the meet
loved on earth, had long since passed into
the skies. But a great longlng te see the
old place once more, the mountains and the
valîcys, the brooks, and the old trees, had
decided him to leave his chair at the office
desk empty for one day at least.

It was quite an event in his lite. This
man from the city was beunded on ahl sides
by business interests. He had gained what
for fit ty years had been the one end and
aim of his lite-money. He had resolved to
be a rich nian, when he left the old home in
his early manhoed, and had klssed his mo-
ther good-by, as she stood in the door-way,
in the cold, grey dawn et that day, se
many, many years age. He had gained what
he had striven for in ahl those years. Hio
energies and time had all been devoted te
that one end.

He was net recognized by those who were
at the station when he stepped off the
train, and ho get into a carniage which was
waiting for passengers and directed the
driver te take hiLn over the old roade s0
familiar ta his chlldish foot.

No one associated wlth hlm in business
would have given him credit for any senti-
ment, for ho was looked tipon as hard, sel-
t ish and grasping-and ho was judged with
ti Just judgnient.

But as he drove ever the old ronde, 'thé
scenes et early lite, and the remedinhrance ef
the old home came over hlm with an over-
whelming power. The tather and mother
kneeling, with their children around them
In the eavrly heur et the morning, asking
God's help and blessing in the duties of the
day, rose up hefore hlm like a beautiful pie-
ture. Rie children had neyer been gathered
around their tather and mother in such a
way. There was a wealth et love in that
dear home, and in those early days love
was the greatest thing in all the werld te
hlm.
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