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OUR~ MISSION IN KOREA.

Iloro are tlhroo men whoiii 1 %%ish to liitro-
duce to you. I hope you wlvi get i:otter ne-
<îuîinted wt) tliu as you grow ohler.
Thsiy are golng to open our îîew miisIon la
goroa. Flnd out wliat you cau> abiout Korca
froin your Iii3torles, goographies, and ni nps.

Tiio bo-glinnlng of tlîls %ork l8 an> lnterest-
lig story. Four- or flvo yoars ago, a younig
rninilstor ln Novat Scotia tlioughit a gloat dleal,
about Korea0, and wvanted to go and tell
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thoen> of the truc God, and oi Clirist who
caine ixto tlie %worl to savo sinnîers.

A~t lengtli lie dccidexl to go, and for a yoar
or two lie llvodl îiîd lahored tliero nt a place
called Serai. 'lPlie people lîstenîcî gladly to
tCe gond nowvs lie brouglit tlîem, an(' sorne
of tlien beca-nie Clîrîstians; and they were
Just buildlng a lîttie cliurcli to worsbip la
wheîî tlie good miissionary, William J1. Mfac-

kenzie, took 111, and scion lus mission wvork
on eartlî was done.

The poor people wore very and, and want-
e(1 anotiier mlesonary, but our clîurch fi.r a
tine could not sond oae. But now tlîree are
going; young mon who have just fliîlslied
thieir colioge, studios and offored theomsoiveG
for mission work la Korea.

One of tîeïm Is a medical doctor, s0 thiat
lie wvill bo to hielp thieir sick bodies as well
as their slek souls. Wlien you pray for mis-
sionarios do aot forgot tue three who are
soion te beave Nova Scotia for Korea,
Rev. Robert Griorson, M. D., Rev. W. R.
Foote, and Rev. D. Macrao, who are lookiing
at you from these pages.

A SALOON KEEPER'S DAUGHTER.

It was eveaing, and Browin's saloon was
closely filled wvith a nolsy throng of boys
and men, wlion suddeîîiy above the dia a
sweet, chilldlh voice arose la song, and
througli the tlîini partition came the words.

Take the namne of Jesus with you,
Child of sorrow and of wvo:

It will joy and comfort give you,
Take lt then where'or you go.

"Tiiat's my lîttie dauglîtor, Bessie,"1 ex-
plained the proprietor. "I don't take stock
la such songs; but slie lias a prayiag mo-
ther."1

"Botter liusii lier up, Brownî, slie'1l hurt
your business," wvlispered a wviiy-faced man.

Tlîo clear, chlîlisi volco agala took up the
refrain-

Take thle naino o! Josus witlî you,
As a slîield from every snare:

If tem-ptations round you gather,
Breathie that holy name ln prayer.

A youuig mni, standing near the bar, re-
solutely set down hits glass anid left tlie
room.

"«Wliat's the trouble, WI]lI questloned a
companion, who followçff hlmi out.

"Trouble eaough," ho answerod. "I've a
praying motiier, Tom, who lias been ail hier
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