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By our Mlissiorry, Dr. Mlargaret 'Hlarat.
DÂK. ]3UNGALO, DnAit, July 15tli, '95.

To the CHIILDI>.EN'S RE~CORD.
115evenirîg, after tea, I wvas waikimig

Son the veranîdali and tlinkirig ai al

ýtO-(lutY, anid suddenlly I thouglit of a
group of chîildren far away over the sea, and
iniagiried I lueard tlîe Voice of niy littie nep-
hiew, Jolinmîiie, sayimug, " Once jupon a tirnie,"
" Please auxutie Maggie tell us a story." amid
tue desire uit once cainle to tell, niot only ny
own nepliews anid iiieces, but ail tue cliildremu
wlio read the lut comwi a littie about tlie eliild-
reîî here iii ])har. Tlîey arc ail strangers to
you, as thisý is Our iiew stationi, an<l I went ou
to take anl interest !i these roilicking, frolic-
îmîg, littie onie$.

The first mormiing» that 1 found ny w ny
into the eity, a boy wliose naine is "Ibguamui-
deen' wvas the first to inake niy acquaintauce.
lie salaanued to, ie lu a most f rieîidiy manner,
and was very machel surprised tliat I did îiot
know huis naine. Since thuen lie is tlue first to
wclcoîne Ie NvIlil I go to tlîe City ; Opens the
gate door for nie, anti insists on carrying niy
riiedicixue case into tue dispensary. R-is
notlier had licou i11 a year ag-o and -%vzm treat-

e(i by ine ut Indore, and tlis Ilue tliîks gives
hini furst claini oit me.

There i-i a little girl living near tlie bung-
alo wliere I an stayin- ut preseut; lier
motier is dead, and sue is flot iooked after
very muech ; al t le clotiies she lia-s is a littlc
eloth around lier loins, auîd a vest witliout
any buttons. lier liair looks as if it were
never coinbed. Slie doos îîot possess sudh au
article as a coinli ut present, and I assure you
slîe lias large possessions of anotlier kind in
lier liead, and it is not book learîimug cither-

Wlthis little tiîing liecame very fond of
Miss Calder whlo wvas out lieue Nvith uIl a few
days, amîd Miss C. began teaelîimg lier Johnm
3: 16, and a hynun. Siuîce Miss Calder weut
home sile launts me, stands ]ooking ait me
as 1 %vrite, a.sks questions about the ehidrea
ln iuy country, sings a line of lier hyrymu and 1

join in aîîd w'e sing the w'le of it. When I
wvalk sile Nalks by niy side. Slue tries W re-
peitt any verses 1 tel]ilier, but wasli lier face
aud conib lier hair she does flot beliLve iii
aîid yct I love this littie wvaif and -%ouild like
to washi lier; but iii this country one is not
allowed such pirivileges. ler nainle is Rari-
niabai.

Yesterday (Stnduy>) 1 liîd uiy Iirst Sabbatlî
S;liool iu Dhar, andi tlîis little ghi, with twvo
boys jîîst as naked and just as dirty, wvere ail
w'ho Nvere liresent. The lîigli caste chiîdren
arc cleaner than these aîîd nîuny of tueni I
sec iii tue eity ; but sotneliow these wild, lov-
iii," one(sdtraw-ouit nîy. sympatliies. Iliereare
scores of tlix %vho flock aroid nie in tue
eity, lîow- I love to take thieir littie browvu
faces inito my hiaîds, look inito their pretty
browvn eyes, anîd tell thieni of Jesus who loved
tlie littie mies, and salid, " Sufièr little eiiil(It-
ren to couie unto nie, and forbid tiiem îîot,
for of sue. i is thie kingdoinu of lleuivemi." \Vill
you xîot pray for tiiese dear littie ones? and
pray ulso for nie tlîat 1 niay live so near to
Juiri that I inay win theia for Ris kingdorn.

"I Nvould like thcmn to kzno% tiiere is rooin
for thîem. ail,

Amîd that Jesus lias bid them. to corne.

1 long foi tlîat blessel and glorious tinile,
The fairest and bri glitest and bcst ;
Wlien the dear iitt,1e clildreri of every chine
Shail croNvd to lis arnis and lie biest."

FAITII.
Once, iii au lîour of great lieril, anl offleer

hiac showed sucli courage that his wvife lifter-
%vard said to him, '«1 lw could you hieip bing
afraid? " He drew ]lis sword aîid rekith.
point at lier heart. "IIow eau you srnile ~
.cesaid. "Because," sue answeredi, "lie who
hlods tlie sword love~i nie better tlîan his
life." " It is tlîe saine witlî me," lie suid, as
lie returned the sword to its shecath. "He
w'ho liolds the wind in tlîe hollow of ]lis hand
loves mue inflmiitely."

Tlue great deed is a tlîing of earth, but the
good dleed lives forever.-Sel.

THE CI-IILDR«Pl«àN'S ]RECORD. 1471895


