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A BEAUTIFUL BIGHT.

Do you love to sce rare and beautiful sights? Ah, I
kuow you do, for if the tap of & drum should fall on your
ear you would stop reading your paper and run to the
window or door to sce the procession. I will tell you of
s beautiful sight whick one lady showed to another one
day.

“Pleasge look there,” said a lady to her friend, pointing
to her kitchen.

THE GIRL WHO WORKED FOR HER MOTHER,

“T ouly see n very neat, nice inking girl,” replied the §
lady’s friend.

“Well, that g'irl waorks for her mother and supports
her,” rejoined the lady.

Now L think that girl was & sight worth looking at.
Most girls who carn money spend it on themselves. They
buy ribbous, hoops, breastpins, and other cqually foolish
things to make themselves look pretty. But, in my opin-
fon, the girl who dresscs like a queen while she negleets
her mother is not half as beautiful as the girl in culico
who works for her mother.  What do you think?

THE EDITOR IN COUNCIL.

“HERE is a lengthy paper about Saran N., who weut to
heavea in triumph, giving as a reason why she was not
afraid to dic, *Because I krow that Jesus will carry me
right home.”” '

That was valnable knowledge, worth more than Mr. As-
tor's millions. It was given to 8arah by the Good Shep-
herd himsclf, who walts to give it to as many millions of
children as desire it.  What next, corporal ?

“8ix questions for bright boys and girl 3,1'. There was
only one King of Isracl who was a drunkard. What was
his name? How did he die? 2. A cclebrated Jew died
on the top of a mountain in presence of three witnesscs.
What was his name? 3. A left-handed man was oue of
Isracl's deliverers. What was his name? 4. A certain
man made himseif King of Isracl by murdering seventy
persons. What was his name? 5. A boy sixteen years
old mouunted the throne of David and reigned fifty-two
years in the fear of the Lord.  What was Lis name? 6. A
certain patriarch had tiree daughters who were the most
haadsome ladies in their country.  What were the numes
of the patriarch and his daughters?

“And here {s the answer to the anagram in our last:
Moscs, Sumuel, Mepbibosheth, Abijah, Jonsh.,

“Here is 2 letter to my Try Company from E. J. Hux-

PHRET, bue of our missionarics at Shahjehanpore, ludia. ; etory Jbroved to be true. 8o we gladly took them fin,

I will read it because it is a very nice letter. The writer
says:

“My Dear Youne Frievps,—I have recently recelved
a package of 8. 8. Advocates, and T doubt if ever you felt
greater delight in reading their entertaining pages than [
have now felt in doing sa. I perceive from the ‘ Letter
Budget’ that the Try Companuy s gettiog to be very large;
in fact, I think there murt he several companics now,
nearly enough to form a regiment. I am glad so many
children are thus early enlisting in this company, for I
fear that these are ‘trying times' to all, both old and
young, in our beloved country. I prerume many of you
have dear friends in the great army that has to wmeet so
many hardships and dangers in this fearful war that is now
raging.

“You niry now probahly have ample opportunity to ex-
ercise yoursclves in the pecullar virtues of the Try Com-
pany. You, my dear lads, can try to cheer your mothers
and sisters, and by bearing up manfully under unaccns-
tomed duticr can relicve thewmn somewhat from care and
anxicety. You too, my dear Iittle girle, can Ly your cheer-
ful smiles and ready fingers give much comfort to your
friends ; and O, if any of you have to mourn aloved father
or brother, fallen in hattle, may our heavenly Fathier help
you to bear the sad afftiction with Christian fortitude and
resignation. [ will now tell you of a little Hindustant boy
who T think deserves to be admitted to your ranks,

It was near the cloge of the tirst year of the dreadful
famine that has reeently prevailed in the North-western
provinces of India, where the misgionaries yon helped to
send are laboring.  The distress was terrible.  Quiet, well-
digposed people sometimes were incited by the pangs of
hunger to commit thefts and get np riots, in order that
they wmight be put into Jaill and thus get food. Parents
often sold their litile children for a few rupees in the
streets of Budaon, where we were then residing,

“One bright morning T was startled by a sharp volee
ealling to me from the verandab : ‘ Memn sahib, wo are dy-
ing from hunger. Plense give us food.’

¢ went out to them and saw at once that the two little
boye before me were not professional beggnra.  The elder
hoy was apparently ten years of age, and although his
color was a fine brown, yet to my eye he was a noble-look-
ing Loy. T had a frank, earnest countenance, and large
binck eyes. A hundie was ticd round his neck, and in his
armns was 1 poor little emaciated boy of ahout two years,
‘Will you cat some nice white bread?” T asked of the ¢
larger boy. !

¢ 0 yes, said he, ‘T'l1 be very glad to, and go will my /
little brother, for he 18 almost dead Lecause he ean’t cat
the conrse eakes which the people sometimes give us.’

“T browght two sliees of bread and told the boys to eit
down and cat them, and afterward they might tell me what
they wanted farther. ‘We want to stay here,’ was the
rendy auswer of the elder hoy.,

“EWell, eat your bread and then we will talk about it

“ Meauwhile the little boy was busily examining a sub-
stance the like of which he had never seen before, namely,
white bread. Ie came to the concluston that it was to be
caten, though tn what manner seemed to puzzle him, Ile
attacked one corner of the slice, and finding it very good,
deerired to eat as much of it at once as possible, s0 he
stufted bis mouth with it to such an extent that masticn-
tion was rather difficuit. The older lad commenced his |/
bread with great apparent enjoyment, but secing the litile
boy’s dileunua, came to his nid.  Ile guve his own bread
futo bis Httle brother's hands, and taking the other picee,
broke off small mouthftils and kindly fed his little brother.
It was a long process, and I felt sure us I watched Lim
thus carefully tending his brother that that boy had a no-
ble and tender heart. I did not feel certain that many |
little boys, Sunday-school echiolars in Christian America,
could be found who would show such a loving, unsclfish
spirit. The little fellow finally ate up all the bread, and
told his brother in anawer to his inquiries that he felt
much better. The clder Loy then began to eat his own
bread again, and also to relate his ead atory. ‘A long time §
ago,’ eaid he, ‘I don't know how long ago, my father and
mother died of starvation. They got weak and sick, and
then there was no one to go hegging for food exeept me,
and could not get much, till one morning, when my lit-
tle brother and I awoke, they were both dead. I took
my brother in my arms and went away to a neighbor's
houre, and used to wo with the poor people begging to
the larger villages. The people were very kind, and would
glways share thefr food with ur, and, till the grass dried
up 8o that the cows gave no milk, they used to give my
little brother milk oceasionally.  After the milk was gone
I used to get a little rice and d4l sometimes, and would
boil it till very tender and give it to my brother; but some
days I could not get anything but course cakes, and so
my brother has become so very thin and ill. Two days
ago & man told me that there was a padri-sahib in Budaon
who took orphan children and gave them food and cloth-
Ing, o I took my brother and have como as quickly as
passible, and now you will let us stay, will you not?’

“¢You certainly may,’ said I, ‘if. what you have sald
proves to be true, and I have no doubt in regard to it;
bhut you must first go with » gervant to the head police- %
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officers and let them report to us if they know you to be
real orphans,’
4 They were well known to be real orphans, and their

clothed, and fed them. During the few days they re-
suained with us in Budaon I had no occasion to change
ny good apinton of Goolib, for that was the Hindoo name
of the larger boy,  He seemed (o take far greater delight
in feeding his hrother the nounrishing food prepared for
him, and in seeing the comfortable garments he was clad
In, thau in his own improved circumstances. In due time
they were forwarded to the Boys' Orphanage tn Bareilly,
where they improved very rapidly and were considered
very promising lads. They were baptized and received
Christian names.

“ Whenever I bave visited the orphanage rince they
were admitted, Goolib, or William Jonea as he is now
ealled, ured to bring his brother to me and call my atten-
tion to his fat cheeks and arms, and ehubby appearance
generally, so different from what it was when I firet saw
him. But I have very recently heard that this little boy
has died. William nursed him with the greatest tender-
ness througl his eickness, and when he died was greatly
distressed. e has plauted rosc-bushes by his grave nnd
often visits the spot.  Willlmn will doubtless miss bis
sprightly little brother very much, and will never forget
him; but I think it must be a great consolation und satls-
faction to him to know that he was always o loviug and
tender n friend to his brother white be was with him.

*“Now I agk you, children, ought not William P. Joues
to be admitted to the ranks of the Try Company ¢

“ Of course,” adds the corporal, “they will all vote to
admit that noble Hindoo boy, and so 1 shall set down his
name and expect him to do his best to become a good
man if God epares his life,”

I think that boy will make a good scrvant of the Lord
Jesus. Ile certainly has the right sort of stuff in him,
and if he will give Jesus his beart will be u good and no-
Lie man by and by, God bless bim!

*Here i= a note from a Middletown youth, who says:

“Here T humbly present myself for admission to your
glorious Try Company. First, having just started in the
way all children of God should go, I mean to try and
persevere in that course while life sholl last.  Secondly, I
mean to try and get others to travel that glorious path of
which *stralglit is the gate and narrow the way,' and which
leads to cternal tife. Thirdly, by the grace of God, I mean
to show to the world, by my example, that there is o
blessed reality In religion, and that the love of God shed
abroad in the heart transforms a person who perhaps be-
fore was an envious, proud, pussionate, eovetous creature
Into o meek, lowly, long-suftering Christian,”

Tlat youth has noble purposes. He builds, too, upen
a good foundation. May he seck wisdom, materials, and
strength from Jesus the great Master Builder, and thereby
grow juto perfeet Cliristian manhood!

“Ilere is u letter from o ¢ poor soldier’ in camp near
Yorktown, Vi, who says:

‘Having once had the privilege of perusing your excel-
tent little paper, the 8unday-School Advoeate, I could not
help forming an attachment fur it; indeed, it scemed a
part and parcel of our charming little 8abbath-echool. I
have n lingering relish for it. I love it for the truth it
always contaius, and for the flavor it always scems to
have of my old Sabbath-school.”

May God bless that poor soldier and all his comrades
who belong to the army of freedom! May lis life be
spared to return home rejoleing that the rebellion is put
down aund peace restored. What say you to that wish,
corporal ?

“1 sny Amen, and let all my Try Company say Amen
too!” .

What a loud Amen that wonld be, corporal. It would
be heard above the roar of Niagara!

“IWrLLIAM, of Sarah Furnace, says:
#We have no Sunday-school here now. It broke up

-some time ago. I love to go to Bunday-school, but our

books gave out and so we clused it."”

That's a ead story for the good people of 8arah Furnace.
The school clused because the books gave out, did itY
Why didu't the people buy more? If they were too poor
(o buy why didu’t the preacher ask help from our Sunday-
School Unjon? I bope Willlam will show him this paper
and tell him that the corporal thinks he will be sorry
whon be mects his kunbs at the judgment-seat that he
didn't get books to keep their Sunday-school in operation,

¢ CHARLIE, of Vicnna, says:

“J am twelve years old. My mother died when I was
but two years old. There were rome Kind folks who took
me, and I have been with thewm ever since. I have o
brother and two sisters. I hope to meet my mother in
heaven. I would like te joln the Try Company if the
corporal will admit me.”

Charlie, dear, I hope you will keep that dead mother’s
image fresh In yofir nemory as lung as you live. Never
do anything that it would pain her to see ber dear boy
commit. The corporal admits you.




