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Our Poung Folks.

A HINDU GIRL LOOKIN@ FOR JESUS.

Stolen from her home, a Hindu girl was carried
to Calcutta, whero she was sold as a slave. A rich
Mohammedan lady bought her, and, as she was
vory pretty, brought her up as a companion and
plaything.

She had a happy hife for years, unul, one day, it
came into her mind that she was a sinner, and
needed to be saved from sin. Her kind mistress,
to divert her mind, sent for the ropo dancers, the
jugglers, the serpent chariners, and all the amuso-
ments of which she was fond , but the little girl
was as sad as ever.

Sinco shu had lived in Calcutta, she had become
a Mohammedsn instend of a worshipper of Brahiua,
Vishnu and Siva, and so the lady brought her a
Mohammedan priest to comfort her. But though
she recited long prayers in an unknown tongue,
fivo times a day, with her head bowed towards
Mecces, her trouble was not removed.  After three
weary years of waiting, the girl went to a Brahmin
for relicf, hoping, if she returned to the fuith of
her fathers, to find peace.

At first the Baahmin cursed her in the name of
his god ; but asshe offered him money, he promised
to give her all the help hecould. Every morning,
he told her, she must bring to the temple an offer-
ing of fruit and flowers to Vishnu, and every week
a kid of the goats for a bloody sacnifice.

In India every flower has its own meaning, and
the flowers that this poor girl brought to lay upon
the altar meant a blceding heart. She was so
worried and troubled that after a while she became
quite ill. Ab, if she bad but known, as you and
I do, of the One who came to bind up the broken
spirit, and who alone could give her rest and
pardon? - .

At Inst she happened to pass a beggar in the
street one day. You would have thought ho was
a strange looking beggar, with his turban wound
around with strings of beads, his raggtd clothes,
bis pipe and his wooden Lowl She had never
seen just such a beggar before, and us she dropped
a little coin into his wooden bow], she said, almost
ag if thinking aloud : ** Ab, if even you could but
tell me where T might find salvation!”

The beggar started.

«Y have heard thet word before,” he ssid.

#\Where 1 where?” she asked. * 1 am sick,
and I am afraid I am going to die, and what will
become of me 1"

The poor man teld her of a place where rice
was given to the poor.

« 1 have heard it there,” he said, “and they tell
me of one Jesus Christ who can give salvation.”

« o must be the one I want ; take me to Him 1
she urged.

«Y do not know where Christ Jesus lives,”
answered the beggar, “but 1 can tell you of &
man who does know; ”’ and he told her of a Brahumnin
who had given up hisgods, and was now a teacher
of the new religion.

Weak and ill as she was, the Hindu girl started
on her search that very evening. She went from
house to house inguiring -  Where is the man who
will tell me where to find Jesus Christ 1"

No one knew, until, as sho was about to mive it
up, sho was shown to the house she sought, and
met the teacher on the verandah. She burst into
tears as she cried |

« Are you the one who can Jead me to Jesus?
Oh, take mo to Him, for 1 am going to dic; and
what shall I do if I dic without salvationt™

Tho good man took bor into his house, and
heard her sorrowful story.

“Now," sho cried : *you know all, and where
Josus is ; and I cannot wait longer to see Him.”

And how do you think the teacher led her to the
Saviour, who she hoped was waiting for her in
that very house? Ho knelt down beside her, and
besought tho dear Lord to open her eyes that she
might seo and believe in Him who was ready to
give the salvation for which she longed. And, as
ho prayed, tho truth was revealed  She saw the
Son of God ;and the Shepherd, who for so long
had sought His child, folded her to His bosom, and
she was at rest.

It mattered little, now, whether life or death
ware her portion.  She had fouund Jesus, forgive-
nees and pence, and henceforth all things were
hers.

TJHE CHILD'S PRAYER.

Into hor chamber went
A littlo girl ono day,
And by a chair sho knelt,
And thus began to pray :
¢ Josuz, my cyes I close,
Thy form I cannot e :
1f Thou art near me, Lord,
I pray Thee, speak to me.™
A still, small voico she heard within her soul-
“YWhat ia it, child 7 I hear thee; teil the whole.”

“1 pray Thee, Lond,” she taid,
*“That Thoa wilt condescond
To tarry in mny heart
And ever bo my friend.
The path of life is dark,
1 would not go astray ;
0 let wo have Thy hand
To lead me in Thy way.”
*“Foar not ; 1 will not leave thee, cbild alone,”
Sho thought she felt a soft hand press her own,

“ They tell me, Lord, that all
Tho living pass away ;
Tho aged soon must dio,
And even children may.
Oh Jet my parents livo
Till I a woman grow;
For if thoy die, what oan
A little orphian do? "
* Pear not, my child ; whatever ill may como;
T'l not forsake thee till I bring theo home.”

Hor littlo prayer was said,
And from her chambor now
8ho passed forth, with the light
Of heaven upon her brow.
“Mother, I'vo seon the Lord ;
His liand in mino I'vo felt,
And oh, I heard Him say,
As by my chair I koelt :
¢+ Fear not, my chuld ; whateverali may como,
T'll not forsake thee till I bring thee home * ™

THE CROSS BOX.

1t was a rainy day and all the children had to
stay in the house. Ned had planned to go fishing
and Johnny wanted to set up a windmill he had
made. Susie wanted to gather her flower sceds
and Pet was anxious to hunt for her white kitten
in the barns.

So all were disappointed and before night they
had become cross and peevish and  snappish.
Mamma called them all to her aud talked very
gravely.

They were quict for a whileafter it.  In a haif
hour Ned brought a small box and showed his
mother. He had cut a little hole in the top just
large cnough to let a cent through, and under it
wero the words “ Cross Box.”

* Look, mamma,” he said ; “s’posing whenever
any of us speak cross wo make oursclves pay o
cent for & fino? Susio and Johnny and Pet ave so
cross it would be a good thing. We'll try who
van keep out of the box the longest,”

Mamma laughed and said it might be s very
good plan if they all agreed to it ; but if they did
agree they must do as they promised.

“T'll agreo,” snid Susie ; *I'm not going to Lo
cross any more,”

“ And I,” said Johnny.

“And I,” added Pet.

* What shall we do with the money 1" asked
Susie. J

“\Wo'll buy a magio lantern,” foplid Ned.

*No, wo'll buy a whole lot of candy,” said
Johnny.

* No,” added Susie, * wo'll send it for a bed in
the Children’s Hospital.”

“ 1 tell you,” said Ned angrily, *if you don't
do us I want to, I'll pitch the box out of the
window,"”

“Where's your penny, Ned ?” asked mamma.

Ned looked very foolish, but brought the first
penny and dropped it into the box.

Mamma thought tho box really did some good.
Tho children learned to watch againat getting
angry, and littlo lips would be shut tight to keop
ugly words from coming through.

When school began they were so busy that the
box was forgotten. Weeks later mamma was put-
ting a closet in order one Saturday. * Here's the
Cross Box,” she said.

“I'm going to seo how much monoy there is,”
cricd Ned.  ““Seventeen cents! That's enough to
buy lemonsand nuts and play peanut stand. Let’s
doit!” '

“Oh!” said Susie, *‘there goes poor little lame

Jimmy. I think it would be nice to give it to
him.”
“1 say —" whimpered Pet.

*1 won't,” whined Johnny.

“I —" ©No one knows what Ned was going to
say in‘a very crabbed voice, for just then he
clapped one hand on his mouth and with the
other held up a warning finger.

“ Look out,” he half-whispered, “or there wiil
be four more cents in the Cross Box for lame
Jimmy.”

GETTING THE WORST.
A boy came to the door of a lady’s house and
asked if she did not want some berries, for he had

been all day gathering them.
“Yes,"” said the lady, *I will take them.” So

she took the basket and stepped into the house,
tho boy remaining outside, whistling to some
cangry birds hanging in their cageon the porch.

“Why don't you come in and see that 1
measure your berrics right 7" said the lady; “how
do you know but I may cheat you 1"

“1 am not afraid,” said the boy, “for you
would get the worst of it ”

“Get the worst of it1” said the lady; *¢ what
do you mecan by that?”

*Why, ma'am,” said the boy, “I should only
lose my berries, and you would make yourself a
thief. Don’t you think that would be getting the
worst of it?”

The boy was right.  He who steals or does any-
thing wrong or mean just to gain a fow pennies
ora few dollars loads himself down with a siu
which is worse than all the grin. Iet this b
borne in mind: The oue who dees a wrong to
another always gots the worst of it.

Wax Six Lgg, o Chinamnan, who has saved over
815 900 in tho laundry business, has applied for
adm.sion to Cornell University. He has beer
converted to Christianity, and intends to go asa
missionary to Chins,



