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BUDDHISM,

The religion of Siam is Buddbism and |

the temples in that country are said. to be
the most magnificent in all India.- Bud-
dhism was in its origin an essentially moral
system, its object being to teach men how
to attain a pure and holy life, Hence it
did notso much destroy T
other religions with which
it enme in contact asen-
graft itself on them, The
ritual or worship is ex-
tremely simple, consisting
in offering flowereand per-
fume, thé repeating of
sacred formulas and the
“singing of hymns, The
temples contain ouly -
an image of Buddha and

& Dagoba or shrine con-
taining his relics There
are no priests or clergy,
properly so called, but
only an order of monks
who have given them-
selves up to a life of
sanctity and whoare gene-
rally very numerdiis.
The highest hope of the
Buddhist is that by the
practice of six transcend-
eut perfections—alnis,

1| moralsy, science, energy,
patience, charity—a man
may hope to arrive at the
state of nirvans —repose
or annihilation.
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For therich to be chari-
table to the pooris agood
thing, no doubt, Yet
there is little real merit
in the giving if it entails
no personal sacrifice.
When the poor widow
gives her mite, or the -
rich woman her time,
there is the true spirit of
loving one’s mneighbor.
Thank Heaven thatatories
of real sacrifice do come,
now and then; since
otherwise - our faith- in
human nature might be

good pictures, and was full of high hopes
and ambitions, when “death came tacitly
and took hiin,”” ending -thus his hopes and
his dreams; - . .
He left his widow with three children—
of whom the eldest was eight years old—a

few unsold pic'ures, and a life-insurance

that it would take what seemed to her like
most pinching economy to keep her little
brood warmed and fed and clothed,

Yet it was to ker, and no other, that one
of her neighbors turned fox help. Ho was
an old man, who had been her lodger once,
and he knew the tender heart to which he

* She left her little girl of eight to take care
of the two still younger mites, and off she
harried to the hospital, She found there
the little one she went to ses; but she
{ound her with the smile sho had worn in
dying, frozen upon her lips, and. needing
nothing more of this world ex:ept a grave,
' While Mrs, Sargent
was lingering to arrange
abou the burigl, e little
girl toddled up to her,
looked searchingly at her,
and  cried, - © Mammy,
mammy !V '
A cry of inquiry, it
seemed jufinitely piteous;
and then, after a long,
baflled Jook in the lady’s
face, the child was turn-
iog away, Oné of the
snurses gaw bey, and cried
© out, Como here, you
tirecome thing I* ~
““Why mayn’t she stay
with me 2 littlo while
Mre. Sargent asked, put-
tiig out a detaining hand,
‘Oh ! angwered the
nurse, *“she’ssuch a hor-
- 1id, tiresome child. Why,
her mother died o whole
year ago, and she won't )
forget it, but keeps on
pestering  every new
ccmer, to see if she can’t
find ber ' mammy.?”

“She won’tforget her!”
The words stirred Mre,
Sargent’s motherly heart.
to a very passion of pity,
If only she could cheer
the poor little waif, and
make her feel that all
kindness, all tenderness
bad uot gone out of the
world when her mother
died !

“Will you Jend her to
me for a few days?’ she
asked,

The nurse stared.

“You'd be sick enough
of your bargain,”’ shesaid.
“Why, that’s tho most
troublesome child in the
whole place ; but if you

overthrown by the selfish-
ness so apparent in gene-
ral society.

Amillionnairemight havegiven thousands
from his abundance, and yet have givenless
than did the widow of an artist, whose Help-
ful deed happened to come to our know-
ledge. . . B ,

Her husband had been little known be-
fore his death, but he had painted some

RUINED TEMPLE AND IDOL OF BUDDHA AT’ AYUDIA, THE OLD CAPITAL OF SIAM.

policy of trifling amount, If ever -a

woman seemed fo ‘have all she could g

do to keep her head ahove water, Ade-
line Sargent was that woman. She cal-
culated her resources. She let part of
the rooms in her tiny house, She cut-off

every unnecessary expense, and then found

gent an appeal from his sick . bed, His
randchild, his last tie to life, had been
taken away from him, ill, and ecarried
to the hospital connected with the work-
houge. He could not go toseehow she was
—would Mrs, Sargent go for him7 No
such appeal could be made in vain to her.

arein earnest, I'll ask the
matron,” _

It was quite an unusual request, the
‘matron said, but there was no harm in it,
that she saw ; so she consented, and: Mz,
Sargent went away, holding in her own
the tiny hand that seemed somebow to be
pulling at her motherly heart-strings,

Stopping to see her old lodger on the
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