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The Family.

MOTEH-FATEN,
1 11AD & beautiful garment,

FRANK'S VICTORY.
A TRUE STORY.
1t No,” sald Henry, who was fcurteen
years old and very thoughtful for his
age, * those words of the Saviour about

ously planned their  dresses, and
bought cheap and pretty musling,
which they made up In the evenings,
that they might look fresh and gay.
Fven the cash-boys brought new
cravats, and hats for the great occasioi.

“You are sure that your best and
highest welfare is the thing most ecarn-
estly sought by us?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ And that there is nothing In the
wotld so precious to us four at this table

Two things should be borne in mind
by every inmate : one is that it takes
two persons at least to make a quarrel ;
the other, that the quarrel usualiy dates
from the sccond word,

Tom—"What did you take my bat

father had offered to pay almost a hun.
dred dollars for An?oy{ She was to
become the wife of his son when she
should be a few years older, 2nd when
her fect should be of the proper size,
Amoy was delighted to hear that her

And [ laid b by with cate \he other cheek when you are| There was one git), whom we shall [ae Just we four 2" forz” {
1 tolded it clos= wuh lavender leaves, turning the ere was one gitl, w " Ves sie” @Y At eet were to be bound,  She had often
fine and fai struch in the face are not to be taken |eall Jane, who could not mdulge her es, sir, ) . Charles—*' I didn't take your bat,lbegged that her fe
L B e conly & robe; , they are like that other saying n “You are a bright boy—yes, bright Hooes ot pught be bound,

+ 1t I far 100 comly a robe,” ,! saud,
4 For one tho me to wear

Mu never At morn of evening
T put my garment of,

11 tay by Disell under clarp and key,
1n she perfumed sush alone

{12 wonderful broidery hidden
Till many o day ha i gone

There were guests who came to my portal,
There were (tlends who sat with me,
And clad in soberest raiment
1 bore them company §
I knew that | owned & beauaful robe,

literally ke ¢
about the mountain being removed and

cast into the mudst of the sea, Our
teacher te' us, {lou remember, to get
at the spirv of the words. You know
yourself that ny boy in our school could
fet himself be slapped 1 the face, and
not sinike bach, without being thought
a coward and a milksop. Could we
follow that rule 1 our every-day hife,
pa?ll ) .
o You an certamnly right, my son, in

self In any pretty bit of finery. She
was the only child of a widowed
mother, who was paralyzed. Jane was
quick and industnious, but she had
been but a few months in the store,
and her wages barely kept her and her
mother from want.

“\What shall you wear?” sad the
girl who stood mext her behind the
counter, 1 bought such a lovely blue
lawn."”

¢ 1 have nothing but this,” said Jane,

as the average, perhaps a little bughter,
althovgh my thinking so may come of
my being slightly partial to you—weli
looking too, well kept and healthy. You
ate able to take in the full delights of
owt-door boy-life ; and you enjoy your
school in a general way, don't you ?

4 Yes, sir.”

“ And are faitly happy in your home
surroundings ?

“Yes, father, in cverything. Buat

and you koo It 1"

Tom—* You are a liar,”

In this case Charles made the quar-
rel, because he et the merely leritat-
ing word with a grossly insulting second,
Put down the brakes hard upon the
second word.— Youth's Companion.

COLIGNY,

A visrror to Paris during the past

and that she might be betrothed, as
wany of herlitile friends were. Soher
mother took Amoy s fect 1n her hands,
and began to bind them. She first
drew the feet out as straight as she
could. She then bent the four toes
under, and bound them very tight
Then she pressed the heel under and
fastened the bandsges about it, thus

leaving only the great toe to grow tots
natural size,

In a few days how Amoy's fect did
hurt] Howsnedideryl Every mom.
ing, in spite of her shricks and moans
of pain, the cruel bandages were made
a litle tighter, Finally, as the days
and months of suffkring went by, some
of the bones weie broken, and great
sores were formed by the pressure,
They put all sorts of hetbs and medi.
cines on the poor broken fect, to cure
them—all to no cffect. The Chinese
doctor waved his hands over the sores,
and mumbled some prayers; fire-crack-
ers were exploded, to frighten away the
evil spirits that were supposed to bring
disease. They even brought a black
hen, and after dwviding her in two

Though its splendour none might see

Thete wete peor who stood at my portal,
There were orphaned sought my cite
I gave them the tenderest pity,
Bt had nothing beside to spare |
{ had only the beauuful gament,
And the raiment for daily wear,

At last, on a feast day's coming,
1 thought in my dress o shine }

I would ptease mysell with the lustre
Of fts =hitting colours fine

1 would walk with pride in the matvel
Of 11s rarely tich design,

So out from the dust [ boe n—
The lavender fell away —

And fold on fold T held It u'p
To the seatching hight of the day

Alas! the glary had perished
While there in its place v iay,

will you please tell me what all this
means |”

" Yes, I've come to that now, You
awake in the morning in the full cn{?y-
ment of every earthly blessing, You
come to the table surrounded by those
to whom your happiness is dear.”

Hezrbert looked mto his father's eyes
waiting to hear more, as he made a
slight pause,

It seems as if a boy of your condi-
tions in life ought to find happiness in
everything.  But instead of this, every-
thing, according to your own showing,
seems to bear athorn for you,  Of the
half.dozenthingstouched upon withinthe
last fifteen nmunutes, some pertaimng to

always trging to get at the spunt of the
Saviour's words, But if you and your
biother can spare a few minutes from
our tesson 1 will tell you an incident
that happencd m our school when I was
a boy, which may help us on this sub-
ect
/ “QOne day we were practising for a
match game. I wasin the left field ;
game had been called for some reason,
and 1 was talking to the centre fielder,
when we heard Joo Harding's angry
volee |

“1 You did.’

#iNo, 1 did not, quetly replied
Frank Talbntt,

#41 say you did, and if you say you

sgason gives A pleasing account of the
character and influence of the marble
statue recently erccted to the memory
of Admiral Coligny, who was so in:
humanly murdered on the night of the
massacre of St Bartholomew, August
24th, 1572, He says, ‘‘This statue is
crccted tn front of the Protestant
church, the Oratolre, and almost in
front of the church of St. Germam,
from the tower of which the beil gave
the signal for the commencement of
the massacre, The statue is oneof the
| finest in Paris ; compared with it, those
of Yoltatre and Ganmbetta are Insignifi-
cant. It represents Coligny in the
centre, and, on one side, France offer-

glancing down at her rusty black
merino.

# But that is a winter dress| You'll
melt, child. There'll be games and
boating and croquet.  You must havea
summer gown, or clse don't go.”

Girls of fifteen like pretty gowns.
Jane said nothung for a few ninutes.

o1 must wear this,” she said firmly.
“ And I think I will go. Mother wishes
it, and 1 like to get alt the fun I canout
of life.”

“But you can't play croquetin—that.”

It 13 always fun to see other,pgople
have fun,” said Jane bravely.

The day came, bright and hot, and

Who seeks for fadeless beanty
Must seek for the use that seals
To the grace of a constam blessing,
The beauty that use reveals
For into the folded rube done
The moth with {11 blighting steals
—Margaret E, Sangrrer, in Harper s flarar

A FALSE STANDARD OF WELL
DOING

At the present time, when children’s
ideals are hable to be decrdedly influ-
enced by the childiens interaure so
abundant and attractive, 118 worth
while to protest agaunst lalse notes that
sumetimes suund tharaan One of these
recurs agamn and agan, being apparent.
ly as popular and unchaidcnged now as
in the days of my chidhood, when my
own silly lttle heart was cluttered with
foolish schemes begot byits fascinatione,
The outhine of the story embod?mg
the tdea te, tn general, after thisfashion :

Some lutle boy or gui (say gul)
begins, on some provceation or other,
to ity lo be good, and she casts about
for some good deedtodo. Sometimes
she remembets a poor widow who suf-
fers from lack of food, and goes and
gives this wadow the five dollars received
as a birthday present, departing
under the widow's blessing; some-
times she discovers a little girl of
her own age, but very poor, and adopts
her as a sort of proleges, giving the
poor hittle gul her last winter's clothing,
and half her nice playthings, and receiv-
ing in return the grateful worship of
the poor lintle girdy and the prases of
all the grown people. Often she has
recourse to ' earming money ” for what-
ever the object .of her generosity may
be, and for this purpose sets up a
lemonade stand on circus day (lemons
and sugar coming {rom mother’s pan
try}, or takes to making and pedding
delightful candy (candy ingredients
coming from same source), the buyers
thereof being the friends of the family,
who hasten to help the worthy chitd by
paying three times the pnee asked.
But, whatever the special phase of
benevolence, the children who read are
always assured that Mary, or Ethel, or
Bessic learned from this experience
that it 15 mote blessed to give than to
receive, and grew, up into unselfish
womanhood, beloved and admired by

Il

W hat the chuld s more hikely to have
learned 1s that it 18 more fun to do a
phenomenal kindness in an exciting
way, with flaitunng approval of self love
and immedmate reward of success and
grattude, than to persist in trying to
be good in unnoticed ways, and along
commonplace lines of mauch failure.
Let any little gird take the moral in good
faith, and act consistently according to
the principte set forth, and, iastead of
gromrg 1n grace with God and man,
she uns grave danger of growing in
sclf-consciousnese, in pride, in restless-
ness and intrusiveness ; of becoming,
1n short, a very troublesome hittle prig
indeed.

Let children not lose their beautiful
birthnght of humility. If great wrong
is to be nghted, or misfortune to be
relieved, let them carry the case to
their parents, as their unspoiled in-
stincts would lead them to do, and leave
1t trustfully to wiser heads and stronger
hands than theit own; so will they es.
cipe the pride and self-consciousness
which in their unformed characters
must accompany great results achieved,
apparently, but not really, by their
ajency Let them not believe that
nvel expedienty, and sham sales, and

liying at Providence with applause of
all b:holders is virtue. Encourage all
love and sympathy in the warm, chitdish
hearts, yet let them by no means get
the 1dea that their small doings are of
great importanes, or that their kindly
eftorts e likely to have great results,
Encourage, along with tove, the peculiar
graces of chiidhood, obedience, gentle-
fess, uncenscteusness, simphety 3 and
to this end give them nut for wmodels
thuse urmaturally sutcessful boys and
girls with their farucal benevolences,—
Elten C, Eliiott, m the Chnstian
Union,

JarE you read Tunx RaviFw's Premiim
List for 38902 .

didn'r, that's the same as calling mea
liar, and nobody shall call me a liar.’

“ Joe was a_splendid looking feilow,
the envy of all the boys; for he was
the best baseball player in school.  But
he had a quick temper, and 1t was very
casy for him to get into a fight when
he wasangry  Some of the boys hinied
that he didu't try to control tus temper,
because he knew he was the best fighter
1 school

“¢ He always manages to keep cool
when Fraok 15 around,’ said Big Tom.
‘Frank 1s his match; so we'll never
see that fight,' he added sneertngly.

« Bat ¢ looked as if we should sece
it now. Frank stood in the catchet's
position, s black, curly hair thown
back from his forchead, his far face
looking almost white as he tried to con.
trol himself.® Joe, shinging s bat
away, came toward him, waiking on
tiptoe and shghtly sideways, with his
fists doubled up. We knew what was
comingnex', Everybody had runin as
s0on as we saw there was going to be a
fight. Butwhat) Frank a coward! Not
going to fight! ‘There he stood with his
hands by his side, saying, as Joe rushed
at him, ‘I never called 2 boy a li—'
But Joe had struck him a blow in the
face that sent him reeling past some of
the litle boys that had gotten there.
Frank recovered himself in time to
take another blow, then another, and
another, saying merely, ‘I did not call
you a liar.”

4 Shame to hit a fellow that won't
hit back,’ ctied some of the big boys,
and they caught Joe's arm, and ‘held
him struggling. - -~

¢ And there stood Frank, bis face all
bruised and bleeding, & sight I shall
never forget.

“tWhy on earth didn't you fight
him? You are his match any day.
“1No, I am trying to be a Chris.
tian, replied Frank , *and I.don't think
it's ught to fight.

#¢You are a fool, that's what you
are ! said Big Tom., ¢ Are you going
to let your face be battered up in that
way by every bully that comes along?’
¢ can’t help that, but I have made
up my mind never to strike back so
long as I live,

“That evening, in Frank's room,
you might have seen a sight that none
of us would have thought possible —
Joe kneeling to Frank, begging pardon
for what he had done.

%1 Why Joe! Get up this instant|
Of course it's all rignt between us.’

% And Frank lifted Jocup. As they
shook hands Joe said :

¢ But can I ever forgive myself for
striking youas I dud 2’

i Joe is conguered for once,” said
one of the boys at supper.

“1 always said Frank was his
match,’ replied Big Tom ; * but I didn't
think he was going to take that way to
conquer him.”

“ Boys, do you think Frank was a
coward and a milksop? by, we
thought him the bravest fellow in
school

“ Joe never struck a boy after that,
And, what's more, it came to be consid-
ered a disgrace to get into a fight.
And all because Frank believed in tak.
ing the words of the Saviour litetallﬁ:
#\Vhosaever shall smite thee on the
right cheek, turn to him the other
also.’ "= Christian Observer,

HOW SHE ATTRACTED
NOTICE.

A LiTTLE incident—it is a true stot

—occurred a few years ago in Philadel
phia, which has its significance for many
of our readers.

The owner of a large retail store gave
a holiday to all his emlployés in the
middle of June. Cashiers, {oremen,
salesmen and women, cash-boys and
porters, all were invited to spend the day
on the grounds of the country-seat
owned by their employer.  Tents were
erected, a bountiful dinner and supper
were provided, a band of music was
stationed in & grove, and special trains
were chartered to carry the guests to
the country and home again,

Nothing else was talked of for wecks
before tte happy day. The sales-

women, most of whom were young, anxi-

Jane went in her heavy, well-darned
dress. She gave up alt idea of “'fun”
for hersclf, and set to work to help
others find it. On the g rounds she
started games for the children, ran to
lay the table, brought water to the old
ladies, was ready to pin the torn gowns,
or to applaud *a good ball;”, she
laughed and was happy and friendly all
the time, She did not play; but she
was surrounded by a cheerfu), metry
group wherever she went.

On the way home to town the cm-
ployer, who was a shrewd business man,
beckoned to his supetintendent.

# There is a girl here whose friendly,
polire manner is very remarkable, She
will be valuable tome as a saleswoman,
Give her a good position.  That young
woman in black,” and he pointed her
out.

The next day she was promoted into
one of the mostimportant departments,
and since that time her success has
been steady.!

The good humour and kindness of
heart which enabled her to “find fun
in seeing others have fun,” wasthe best
capital for her in her business, She
had the courage, too, to disregard pov-
erty and to make the best of life, a cour-
age which is rare, and which rarely fails
to meet its reward.— Youth's Compan-
fon,

.

A BIT OF A SUGGESTION.

“How is your Latin class ggtting
along, Herbert 2" asked his father at the
breakfast table.

% Oh, tolerably, sir,” said Herbert
with & halfscowl which was becobding
very familiar with-his face. “Idonpt
like Latin much myself. And some of
the bogs are such poor scholars they
keep the whole class back. I wish I
was in some other class.”

“Will you have some more potato,
Herbert " asked his mother,

# Welt—1I don’t believe I want any;
I don't think this is a very good way o
cooking potatoes. We uted to have
them a great deal nicer.”

# Can you spate a quarter of an hour
after breakfast to help me with my
examples, Herbert 2" asked his sister.
vQOh, I suppose so. I did want
to stop and speak to Jack Lee about
that book of mine he borrowed and
hasn’t returned. I wish folks wouldn't
borrow ; but if they will borrow, I wish
they'd return things. What are your
examples? .

" 1n the Least Common Multiple.”
“That's easy enough, U'm sure, I
wonder if you'rebrightat arithmetic, Lill?
But of course I'll show you, Seemsto
me this steak is tough.”

#1\We'll have to be looking after the
wood supply soon,” suggested mother,
o And then there'll be more piling
for me, of course,” rematked Herbert.
 Bridget rhust burn a lotof wood in the
kitchen.”

% While you are helping your sister
with the examples, Herbert,” said bis
mother, Y I'll put a stitch into that neck-
tie if you'il hand it to me, Something
about it seemsto be wrong”

¢ Iv's a miserable fitting thing, scar-
cely worth mending. I wore it last
nigh’t. and it bothered me all the cven-
ing.

& By the way, did you have a pleas-
ant time last mght ?”

#Oh, rather, But 1 expected to
hear something finer. 1 could have
done almost as well myself”

Hetbert's father folded up the news-
paper he had been reading, laid it be-
side his plate, and, turning towards the
boy, gazed at him so fixedly and so
ctitically that he looked inquiringly at
him, at length asking,

WWell, what s it, father "

# Hetbert, do you know that we al
love you?"

“\Why,” exclalmed Herbert, greatly
astonished at the question, ' I—sup-
pose you do.” .

# Ate you not sure of it ?"

t Yes,” said Herbert, laughing a little,
“ 1 am quite sure of it.”

'You are sure that you, with your
sistcr, are the object of the most con-
stant, loving care and solicitude on the
part of your mother and myself2”

“ Yes, father,” said Herbert, more
thoughtfully. * But why do you ask?”

your studies, some to your amusements,
some to your small duties to others,
everything has been met by you with
cither a direct or indirect complaint or
fauft-finding. I really am afraid, my
boy, that life is becoming a burden-
some, unhappy thing to you.”

“ Oh, you are mistaken, father,” said
Herbert with a rising'color. 1 really
don't mean to keep up a scowl and a

rowl about things, I don't think of it
alf the time.” '

“Then,” said his father, with the half
jesting expression of his face giving
place to one wholly serious, *'isn't it
ume you were thinking of making dear
to you the haj piness of those to whom
your happiness is dear? Do you ever
reflect how a spirit of fault-finding casts
a shadow about you npon those who are
entitled to something better than shad.
ows from you—how a complaining
voice and a scowling face take away all
the swectness and beauty from the
hours which should be highly prized—
houts 1n which we who love each other
arc together?

“Indeed, father, I never took it to
heart before, But I will”

There are many boys in the homes
alt over the world. Wouldn't they do
well glso to take it to heart P~—Sydney
Dayre, in American Messenger.

+ 1% thou dost bid thy friend farewell,
But for one night though that farewell may be,
Press thou his hand inthine,
How canst hou tell how far from thee
Fate or caprice may lead his steps erc that
to-morrow comes?
- » - L * -

" Yea,-find theu slways~time to lay some

earnest word
Betweeii the [dle talk, fest with thee henceforth
Night and day regeet should walk{”

THE ART OF QUARRELING.

‘Tue first words of a quarrel, which
are generally too trifling to be remem-

f| bered, are like the few sparks that fall

upon the dry leaves of the forest. The
angry retort is the puff of wind that
blows them into a flame. Then the
mischief is done, past recall Then
two hearts, friendly a few moments be-
fore, are full of anger. Then words
are spoken which may be forgiven, but
hatdly forgotten, and the friendship is
seldom quite as it was before. Hence
the old saying * It is the second word
that makes the quarrel,” ‘That second
word usually wounds the pride or the
self.love of him to whom it isaddressed.
It may take a form that implics a doubt
of the other's veracity—a dire offence
to any one not wholly debased. Often
it insinuates a low, small, unworthy
motive.  Sometimes the maddening
word is a truth, as when Brutus told
Cassius he had an "itching palm to
sell his offices for gold.” Cassius was
so enraged that he cried:

41 an liching palm t

You know that you are Bratus that speak this,
Or, ll:y Lt!;e gods, this speech were else your
as

Ugly truths must sometimes be spoken,
but #of when two persons are quarrels
ing. Another most irritating retort is
onc which attributes cowardice. Cour-
age and truthfulness being the very
foundation of respectable character, a
remark which conveys an intimation of
a want of either, is a sure provocation
of quatrel. There are tones in the
voice that cannot be described, but
every reader, unless he is ahigh.class
saint, has used them in the early
moments of a quarrel. The most inno-
cent thing in the world may be said in
such a way as to rasp and humiliate,
particularly if it is accompanied by a
certain look out of the eyes. Human
beings, old or young, never appearin
so poor and mean a light as when the
are quarreling. A family quarrel is
among the most sorrowful and vulgar
of all displairs of human infirmity.
Among people living in the same
house, sitting three times a day at the
same table, being together in the even.
ing, working together in the day time,
all possessing & nervous system and a
tender self-love, it must needs be that
offcnces come.  Iizitating words wilt be
unintentionally spoken, ecxpected at.

tentions will be omitted, the material of
a quarrct whl frequently be creatd.

dom.

ents say,

ing him a crown, and, on the other,
Religion giving him .he palm of martyr
On the base of the statue are
approptiate passages of Scripture. This
statue is surrounded by ever-changing
crowds, who ask, '\Who was Coligny ?
Why was he killed ? Who killed him ?'
As might be expected, all this is not
supremely agreeable to the officials of
the Roman Catholic Church.
statue aids in the work which is done
by the pubhc schools, In these schools
the pupils study history and learn what
the Roman Catholic Church has done
in time past ; they say, and their par-
: *'This 13 the Church that
claims infallibility ; this is the Church
that claims the right to teach morality
to us and to our wives and our child-
ren | "—Christian Intelligencer.

The

cqual parts, they bound it on the die-
eased feet.  Dut nothing did any good,
and little Amoy’s days were very un.
happy ones. The red roses turned
white on her lips, and the happy cyes
took on a sorrowful look of pain,

As Amouy was to be a ¥ lady,” she
was not expected to know how to read,
ot write, or cook, or do any kind of
wortk. She must know how to em.
browder, and how to be very polite, and
make very low bows, She made her
own shoes, as all other Chinese women
did, and hoped some day to be able to
wear them. ‘They were dainty little
pointed-tocd things, embroidered all
over, and put together entirely by
Amoy herself, excepting the little block
of wood that served as a heel, that the
cobbler fastened on.  These tiny shoes
have loops at the sides, through which

strings are passed, by means of which

The Children's Corner,

they are fastened to the ankle,
As there is only the great toe left in
shape, the shoe is fastened upon it;

lips draw
pucker.
Amoy,
ally numbe
grew very
Her eyes were very '
her shost, straight bangs, Her lips
were as1cd as roses, an
white as ivory.

THE REFUGE.

Withix the car a little gidl

\Vith hair of gold, and tress and curl
Like living sunshinc=all alive,

Kept flitting up and down the alsle ;
Now here, now there, from seat to seat,
Danced merrily the little feet

The sunny face now pressed lllle pane,
Now called the sunshine back again.

All loved her as from place to place
She flattered with a bird-like grace ;
And now with this one, now with that,
Stopped to exchange a smile or chat,
So the long journey we beguiled

l!er blue eyes could so friendly be,
Nobody knew whose treasure she,

But suddenly from sunlight plaln

Into & tunnel rushed the traln,

Ah1 then we knew whose arms should hold
The Httle one with locks of gold,

“Paps ) papal® she tremb! ing crled,
And, groping, sought her fathet’s side;

As out into the day we pressed,

Her head lay on her father's breast,

Mis 1o with us § when life is faic

We, too, forget our Father's care,

And wander whetesoe'er we will,

Hut, oh ! He's watching, watching still 3

Asnd when the shadows round us (all,

He hears and heeds His childzen’s calt.

We tun to Him with fear oppressed—

He folds us to His gracious breast,
—Congregatinalish,

HISTORY OF A CHINESE GIRL.

Ix a little house of bamboo poles

with a roof like a big hat, without win-
dows, and with only a back door far
down a dirty street like an alley, began
the history of a Chinese gitl.

When she opened her eyes for the
first time, she was lying upon a rug
spread upon the bare ground. In onc
corner of the room stood 2 big wooden
figure, looking like an ugly doll, but
in fact it was the household god. Be-
fore it some incense was burning in an
jton bowl. The only picture that hung
upon the wall was the picture of an-
other idol, printed in bright red and
green, upon cheap, thin paper. There
was neither a chair, nor a bed, nora
stove, nor even a cradle in that room.
She lay there upon the floor, blinking
her eyes, and wondering, as all babies
do, what sort of 2 world she had gotten
into. She had not learned enough to
understand what her father and mother
were saying.

W \We don't have rice

girl,” said the father.

We could make a tady of her,” said
her mother. )

#She's better dead.  Girls are no use.
Better drown her now,” continued the
father, .

1w We could sell her if she has small
feet,” begged the mother, )
So they kept the baby, who lay with
her fists shut up so tight and her red
n together in such a queer
They gave her the name of
although girls in China are usu.
red instead of named. Amoy
fast and fat and cunning.
black, and so were

her tecth &

enough for a

She was a very happy
little girl until she was five yeas old.

One day, soon after her fith birth.
day, her mother told her that she was
to have bound feet, and be a “lady,"
as she was now ‘‘betrothed” to Sng
Lee, & young Chinaman, Sing Led’s

and all small-footed women 1 Ching,
or "ladies,” as they are called, hobble
along on these toes, tilting about Like a
boy on stilts. Many cannot walk at
all without the assistance of a servant,
upon whose shoulder they lean, or by
the use of a cane.

After the shoe is on, the stungs and
bandages are covered with rnibbons
and fancy cords wound abowt the
ankle, ’
Amoy was almost twelve years old,
and 1t was near the time when she®
would become the wife of Sing Lee.
He was very cross about her feet being:
diseased, and said he would not’buy her
unlessrhe s ily recovered. Amoy's
father frightened her with his scolding
and angry manner, because she was in
danger of being a lifelong cripple.
But, with all the scolding, the poor feet
grew worse and worse, until at last
they actually decayed and came off.
How Amoy cried and wrung her hands
with grief when she knew the truth,
She preserved the miserable feet, hid-
ing them away until she grew well
enough to move about on the rude
crutches furnished her

One day she heard about the *for-
eign doctor” who lived outside the
city wall, and who bad cured people
of all sorts of dreadful diseases, Thay
said he possessed wonderful magte,
,|and could do anything he wished.
Amogy listened with beating heart, The
next day, taking her crutches and
thrusting 2 bundle in her bosom, she
started out to find the “foreign doc-
tor.” Away she went, through the
narrow streéts, across the long bridge,
past the gateway of the city wall, away
a weary length from home, until she
reached at last the door of the hospital
where lived that great magical doctor,
It was o very kind and patient face
into which Amoy’s eyes gazid as she
told her errand; and it was with a
pleading carnestness that she ended b,
saying, “1 brought them to you.
thought you could make them grow on
again,” as she laid the bundle she had
drawn from her bosom before the mis-
sionary.

It was hard to make Amoy tunder-
stand that no skill could make her feet
grow on again, 'Thinking he wanted
money, which she did not have, she
told him she would work for him ; that
she would beg and toil until he was
repaid. The good man tatked very
kindly to her, and learned all her story
of suffering and disappointment. He
asked her if she would come to his
house as one of his family, How her
eyes shone then! It was not hard to
gain the consent of her parents, as they
had no further use for her, now that
they could not sell her, So Amoy found
not only a kappy home, but a Friend
of whom she had never heard before,
And now she can read in her own lan.
uage how this Friend has promised
that, if father and mother forsake us,
He will take us up, as in very truth
He has done with Amoy.—Sunday
s | School Timet.

——
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