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He told us he had s brother aixty-four years of age
who can't read, but he likes to hear about these wonder-
ful things. Some of the people in the village, too,
come and hear him redd and mlﬁnbout them of an even-
ing, but others laugh at him for trying to set himself up
ns 6 sage.

Wo pressod him to come and ses us, wnd learn more
about geaus and the way of aalvation. He promised to
do so ; but, said he, *“‘lam vory old and weak, and do
not often gét so far as the city.” As we parted I could
not holp foeling that the old man had not read his book
i vain. Burely he is not far from the Kingdom of
Heaven !

Aawe walked home from the village where we preached,
1 conld not help looking around upon this beautiful plain
with deepened interest. Books ﬁ:vu been distributed,
and the Gospel has been preached in scures of these vill-
nges. Purhapa the leaven of the Gospol in working where
welittle expect it. The good seed mny be springing up
in places nl? unknown to us. The Lord of the harvest
Anows ; sod, thank God, svine day both sowers and reapors
shall rojoice togother with Him in the Harvest Home

Rev. J. J. Turner, sm Baptist Missionary Herald,
London.

Eyes Open.

Rachie went off to achool, wondoring if Aunt Amy could
he right

*+ 1 will keop my oycs open.” sho eaid to herself.

Shq stop| (Yn moment to watch old Mrs, Bert, who sat
inside her door bindng shocs. 8he was Lust now trying to
thread a needls, but it was hard work foc hor dim oyes

**Why, {f here isn’t work for me'” exclaimed Rachie
I never should have thought of it if it hadn't been for
Aunt Amy. 8top, Mrs. Bert, let me do that for you.™

“ Thn.ni yon, my little lasaie. My poor old oyes are worn
out, you seo. I can get along with the coarse work yet, but
sometimes it takes me five minates to thread mf’ uweedle  And
the day will come when I can't work, ond then what will
become of a poor old woman?!"

** Mamma would any the Lord would take care of you.’
said Raohie vory softly, for she felt thas she was too little to
be saying such things.

 And you gan say it, too, dearie. (o on to school now
You've g{,;un e your bit of help, and your comfort, too.”

But Rachie had got hold of the noedle-book, and waa bond
\ng over it with busy fingors.

**See,” she presently anid, “I've threaded six needles for
you to go on with. And wheo I come back I'll throad some
more,”

* May the sunlight be bright to your eyes, little oue, " snid
the old women, as Rachio skipped away.

* Come and play, Rachie,” cried many voices as sho drew
near the play-ground.

‘" Which side will you bo on 1"

But there was o little girl, with a very downcoat face, sitting
an the porch.

* What is the matter, Jennie?” said Rachie, going to her.
I can't moke these add up,” said Jennio in a discournged
tone, pointing to a fow smeary figures an her slate. -

* Lot me soo—1I did that example ot homo lnst night. Oh,
you forgot to carry ten—eeo 7" .

“So?did." The example wns finishod,~and Jonnie was
woon at play with the others. -

Rachie kept her eyes open all day, and was surprised to
tind how many ways thero were of doing kindness, which
went far towards making the day happier. Try ft, girls and
hoys, and you will see for youraelves.

** Will ye lock here, Miss Raohiot"”

Bridgot was sitting in tho back poroh looking dolefully at
at a bit of paper which lay on tEu kitchon table she had
carried oat there.

**It's a lotter I’'m nfter writin' 1o me mother, an’ it's fearin’
I am she’ll niver be able to rade it, because I can't rade it
mesilf, Can you rade it all, Miss Rachiot It's all the oftar-
noon I've been at it.” Rachie tried with all ber might to
read poor Bridget’s queer scrawl, but sho was obliged to give
it up.

“%’ll write ono for you some day, Bridget,” she said. ““I'm
going over to Jennio's to play ‘I spy’ now.”

The fresh air aud the bird songs and soft wind made it very
lenut to be out of doora after being in school all day ; and

er limba fairly uched for a good run.” But she tumm{nt the
gate for another look at Bridget’s woe-begone face.

*I'll do it for you now, Bridget,” she ssid, going back.

It was not an casy task, fot writing was siow work with
hor ; but she formed each lottor with puinstaking little fingers,
and when she had finished, felt well repaid by Bridget's
warm thanks and a entisfied feeling of daty well done

* Duy Maator has takon His Journey
To a country that's far away

Aunt Amy heard the cheery notes floating up the stairs,
wlliny of the approach of the little worker

** I've been keeping my oyes open, Aunt Amy, and there's
plenty and plenty to do " ---Christian Secretary.

—_—

A Misgionary Parable.

In the Pucific Ocean there were long sgo maoy em‘ft
spaces without any Jand. The ocean was blue and beauti uf:
but there was no eye to see it. The sun shone brightly, but
no flggvers or trees could grow beneath its rays. The seeds
that fell from other countries into the water oated by, but
there was no soil where they could atop to rest. The Master
aaw that {f thore wore only some islanda there might be lovely
homes for men and animals.

“* My little builders can do this,’ said He.

**Yo0 He callod for the coral insects, and told them to
build three islands in one place, five in another, seven in
another, and so on. The little workers were 60 takoa by sur-

rise that they popped their heads out of thoir windows and
voked at each other in astonishment.

‘“*Wa!' they oxclaimed. ' We are not bigger than pin-
heads.  We never could build one island, to say nothing of n
whole oceanful *

* *1f the whales would only try it' A whale's work
would amount to somothing,” said the Astra.

** But the whales have their own work to do, ' said the
Master Builder; *'and if they come down here to make
islands, who will keep the Nur'j) Pacific free from sea-weeds?
I do not ask one of you alone to build an island. Think how
many of yon there are.’

“‘But wo do not kmow how to shape the islands : they
will be all wrong !’ cried the Mtulmrom

I will take care of tbat,’ said the Maater, ‘only ace
that each one builds one little reld.’

** So the corals divided the work among thomaelvea. Some
began to build the middle snd some the outer edge. Very
busily and patiently they wrought. The islonds grew higher
snd higher, ontil they came up to the top of the water.
Then the weves and winds did their part by bringing sand
and weeds and leaves to make soll. he nuts and sceds that

‘hed fallen into the water, and were so tired by bohbing

and down all the way from Indis and South Amerioa, foun
a nice bed to sleep in for & fow days. Whan they felt rested
they got up nnd grew into thorh-treca and bushes snd cacoa-
trees. Long vines began to creep across the sand, and sweet
flowers blossomed ; men and animals came to live there, and
little children ran about and played besido the ocean. The
islands were called the Friendly Islands, the Caroliue Islands,
and eo on

¢ ¢ Who would have bolieved we could have done it ?* said
the little corals, as they anw the result of their efforts, ‘The
whales could have done no better ! “And to think it was all
doue by our moking one cell spiece !* They felt so proud of



