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timncs,and thi s, you nia>' be sure, very soon looses their
tongues. WVhile at play they talk iî' their own native
tongue, fur sonie day it is planned that they will re-
turri as iiussioniaries to, their owi tribes, and Mis-,
Whitfield doesn't ivishi theym to forget their native
speech%. I wonder if sonie of you, arc asking just how
they spend the ir days ? WVell, the older girls rise at
five o'cl.ck, and at six-thirty cv try one is astir and
ready for a seven o'clock breakfast. Rice, sweet po-
tatoes anîd other vegetables, fisir, nîcat, bananas, &c.-
these arc~ the kind of things that you would usually
fiiiio'ôlthe table of this Liberian homne, but on Sun-
day, those %vho have been good have also tea and
bread-butter is m.arely seen.

Cari you see in faurcY nine dark, earnest faces
xeading in turn tire lorlîiug Scripture lessoiî? How
good it is to feel that the8se African cijdren have ci
rigkt to break the seal of the King's message.

Some share of the morning work falis to the lot of
even the wec tot of four, and tire twvo big girls of Y2
aiid z- are Miss WVhit*field's right-hand workers.
"Mary"I stands at the left in thre picture, and IlVic-

toria I is guard of honor on tire right. At 9 o'clock
echool opens ini Uie dining rooi. Mary and Vic-
toria read vcry well ini tire 3 rd book, and the smaller
chrlidren follow on %vith their sinîpler tasks. After
dinner -thre littie ones have a sleep while the olderý
ones attend to, dorncstic duties. Then cornes an hour
or two of sewing. T1he larger childrcn niake all thcir
uwn underwear, and also lielp) with tic making of
iCw dresses anrd the nîending. 1 expect you have
'visions of stockings with, pathetic looking holes in
theni, but not so. 'rhese African girls usually wear
neither shoes nor stoçkings, Last Xnîas Mary and
Victoria received boots as presents, and proud and
happy girls they wvere. I arn afraid, howvever, that
some of the poctry nia> wear downr te, solcmn prose,
when they lind that boots ineans stockings, and stock-
ings holes, and holes-darning. Exquisitely neat is
some of Uic sewiiig doue by the childr.mn of Miss
Whitfield's home. It would put to shamne nîuch. of
the %York, turncd out froin the homes of Canadian gi-rls.
Froni five te six is play hour, reai, genuine, rollick-
ing play, in which no one joins more heartily than
the cheery fâced head of >thre household. At evening
prayers each ctiuld gives a verse of a psalni, the older
girl-, tcaching thre littie unes the mttniory verse. Sonie
of these girls of only six\ years ofage, can repeat cor-
rctly whole p'lî.At 7.50 tlil- tired lit tic oees go
tu thcir rest, aird ziftcr anr hour's study vury sount

.) -e the ý ulock bed irour of tire ulder childrcu.J
Sunesay is just the brighty happy day that it shouldf
cverywherc be. Morning service. and home Sunday

school ini the afternoon. Tlhey sing the dear old
fanîlhiar hynîns and Miss Whitfield telis the sanie <'old
story of Jesus and Mis love.",,

Thus these littie African children with heads and
hearts as bright and true as yours, are growïng up Io
be stalwart, lovable wonien. 0f course they are flot
alivays good, but their faces are toward the light.

- Can you reach your hands across the stretches of
land and sea, and gras[à tire hands of these littie black-
faced sisters ? And can you hear theni sa>-" There
are millions more just like we were, onfly-there is no
mo-ney te rcdeem themn?Il
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"Qune golden morn to Adine's homne there carne
The Ang-el-bearer of a sweet behest,

"With loving care,
Adine, thy house prepare,

For Christ, thre Lord, tis day shall be thy guest."

«%V-.tl awe, Mdine the heavenly message heard,
A lroly hush fell on lier heart and face;

And going to and fro,
Sire whispered low,

To-day His presence shall niake glad this place."

Long lîours sire wiîtched, nard wbile sire bent brer car,
And through the twiligirt scrained lier cager sight,

A shadow crossed the iloor,
Aird at the door

A sud cyed chid beggecl shelter for thre night.

But Adine, waitirrg for tihe Kingly grrest,
'%'%ith hope and fèar at wur wvithin lier heart,

No thought or care
Tire weary chuld could spare,

And with ungracious alns bade him depart.

Then suddenly thre childisir forni was changed,
And with a look, thnt smote ber like a sword,

Ail fair a-nd bright,
Ini robes cf silvery white,

He turned and said <'lAdine, behold tby Lord.'-

And whitc witli trembling banrds lier face sire rid,
Tire glary paled that tirrougi tire place bad shone;

ire s;heen of pinion fair
Swept tire' the air,

And in tire twilight dim sire btood alone.

SË-i1 for tire fastter s canâig Mine %vaitsi
Lut !rclp frn tbosc tint rreed no More with.hGI4s

Fer evermore
In ail wio seek ber door,

Adine thre inagecof lier Lord beirolds;."1


