
2 Tho Binzer's Alma.
By HENRY ABBEY.

$*a 1 1 1Odent la the Ife of the great

On the mart of that Frenlch

81tlSslce, a woman leadîng a fair

ý%rda lI alma of one, who, walk-

'.ilig dhowngfae caught the chlld's

l' lanR1ce, and smlled1
Ife sas, beblnd its oyes, a noble seul

Pftused, but found ho had ne coin to
dole.

411guai-dian angel warned hlm not te
lose

This chance of Pearl to do e.nothei'
egood ;
0 a ho walted, sorry to, refuse

Teasked-for penny, thore -solde ho
stood,

-&Ud wlth i@ ba.t held, jw bSr 11mb the

île covered hie klnd face' and sang hie
1bout.

The sky was blue above, and ail the lane

Of commerce, where the singer etood,
wae filled,

And many paused, and, listening, Paueed
. &gain,
To hear the voico that tbrough and

through themn thniillOd.
Ithink the guardian angol helped along

That ory for pity, woven la a Song.

The hat O! its stampod bro was ePt6

InIto the womaa's lap, who drenchod
Wlth toars

Hier kîss upon the haad o*f helP; 'twas
floon,

Aad Moon la ber glad heart drove forth
her feara.

The singer, pleasod, passod, on and softly

.Mon thognht know by whom thia deed
was wreught."

But when at nlght hoe came ul>on the

stage,
Cheer after cheer weIit up fr0111 that

wlde throng,
And fiowers ralnod on lm; naught could

assuage
The tumult o! the welcome aavé the
Th ong wt oee

Tat hoe had sweetly Sung, wt oee
face,

Par the two beggare la the market-place.

HOW MÂTSU WAS BA.VBD.

BY JENNIE WHITE.

Matou was a llttle japalesO girl Who

llvod la one o! the great citieO Of Japan.
lier miothor waa a Christiani. She had
tison a heathon, but one of the mission-

ar ladies had visitod lier homo, and badl
re~ad the Bible to her and taught hor

"bout the truo God a.nd hie Son, the Lord

Jéuand she had îîstened and belleved
and had given up ber iýdols and beca.meý
a follower of Christ. But Matau'5 father

Was stîîî a heathen, and was very aiigrY
bocause hie wlfe had becomo aL Christiani

And he waa very cross and unklnd to

her and the lîttle Matou. Indeed, ho

ha<i neyer been a kind, loving fathel' te

blis llttle girl, because, like most hoathen
tathers, ho thol1ght that girls were not

Ofnuhaccount, and waa always col-
0! muc w muh it coat hlm te

lalaing about ho0 andute trouble that
take cane of lier and n thahah

she gave whîfli'on iv
Wene a boy and could makehroalv
in1g.
.One day wbofl Matsu was about twelvo

Yars old, ho came home after several
days' abseýnce, and toldl his wi! o that ho

wu O!q kf eeping sucb a useloas child,
aad hail soid Matsu to Marayamla, a

frlead of bis, Who lived in anothor City.

Whea the pon mothen beard that sllé
wruag ber banda and buret Into tears,

and begged ber husband not to do SUCh

a dreadfuî. tbing, for Marayamna was nol

O1n1Y a beathen, but a very wicked Mal:

' Wall, anad sho know that If ber deai

littie Matai' becamo hie slave, sho WOUl(

iad a wretcbod, miserable 11f O, f o

14arYama would compel bier to bocomn
*WlCked as bimef. But ber bus

band Would not laeten to her ploadings

[M ad naugbîy told ber to keep stîll an'
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PLESANT .HOIRS.
'jne sa# etuh

got ho lni5 cothes la order' for la a

month ho was te take ho t hnre
owner and get the meaey for hier.

Wheti poor littie Matou' hersaif hoard

the dreadful aews, hor dîstres was piti-

lul ta see. «,O mother, mothen,", she

crled, throwlag horsoîf inte her rnother's

arme, IImuet 1 go to that wicked man's

bouse to live?. Caa't yeu save me V"
But the poor agoalzed mothel' couid

oniy hoid hon fast la hon armes and

mingle ber bitter tonne 'wltb Matsuu*s.

She knew o! no way te save ber; the

father's Word was iaw, and if ho sald

go she muet go.
Suddenly a happy thought stnuck

Matou. IlMothor,"l she sald, raialng honr

head from n mother's shoulder and

drying bier tours, Ilthe missionflZy ladies!

They'li lot me live wlth ter, 1 arn sure,

and thon father will not have te seil me,

for l'Il flot cost hlm anythlllg any more."
ISure enough, the mIsoloaary ladies,"

repea.tod tee mete. "I had flot thought
o! them. Wo wlll go te ses thon' this
very day, and will pra.Y that the Lord

Jésus wl incilite their hearts te rocelve
you Inte, teir home."

They bot no tirno la oarryiiig out their

plan, and wone soon at the Mission
Homo, whero the twa lady miesionarles
la charge received tbern kindiy, and

ietened wlth maay expressions o! aym-

pathy ta thoîr story, but when It was

,finisbed tbey expressed sorrowfui glandes

and one sald : " Wo would beip you If

we could, we cannot bear te, refuse ta

save this dean littie girl from auch a

terrible fate ; but the people la Amendca

wbo support thie Mission Home, have

sont us se littlO money this yoar that wo

cannot take evon one more cbiid lato ItL

Tho hast ones we took we are paying for

oursoives out o! our own mofley. And

we couid not pay for Matsl5 food aad

ciothes If abe caine to us."
Paon Matsu's face feil and the tears

came again at 'this sad news. And ber

mother looked the pictiire o! despair, as

they prepared ta take thoir aorrowfui
way homo again.

IlThore la one thlng thut we can do,"

sad tho misslona-y that had not yet

apokea. IlWe oaa ask the Lord te aend

us more aioaoy, o that we caa take

Matsu: and If we vray witb faltb. I arn

sure that ho wiii bear and answOl' us.

Thore le a month's Urne yet. Go home

and pray and walt patleiitly until the

montb la up, and wo will pray also that

soUlO way m;ay bie provlded for us te take

Mateli."
So Mataou and bier mothol' wont home,

and prnyed earnestiy evorY day, and

many tlifOs ee.ch day, to the Fathor la

heaven that hoe wouid touch the hearts

o! the people la America and cause thomn

to send moire rnoney te the misslonaniOs,

se, that tbOyr couid taire Matou lato thoir

mission Home. And many elmilar

prayera wont Up fr011 the mlesioilSJ7

ladies as w il,' for their hoarta wont out

to pon littie Miate", and they longed te

bie able to holp bier.
The rnonth was naaily ovor, and stili

no More rnoney came ta the Mission

Home, and evei7 day wboa Matou came

te saik if there we-O any hope for ber

yet, the misslonanies bail to, shako their

hosade sadiy and Bay: IlNot yot, Matsu;

tee moaey bas not corne yot." Thon,

soolag the littie gli's dlsappointmont,
thoy wouid add : "lBut do not bms f altb.

it wiii sureiy corne la tume." And she

wouid go home once more te walt and
pray.

One rnorniag, just at the close o! the

!ountb week, wbea tee mlesioales
themBelves began to, fee1 discoilaged.

and te tbink that tbey wouid bave ta let

poar Matai' be eold aftor ail, thero came

a letton ta the Mission Home f nom one

o! the chllrcos la Amendca, and this

wns what it sald :"IOur Mission Band

bas declded ta maise enougb money to,

support oneO girl la yoiir borne. It le a

protty big undertailg for twenty boys

and girls, but tbey are very mucb la

eaneast, and you caa déenod upon tbom.

'rhey send yoii ton dollars now, and wili

sead you the reat quarteriy, s0 pick out

a nice girl for theni, plonso, nnd nsk ber

to ta ite ta tbOnm.P

Tbis wns signed by the supenintondent
r !teMission Band, and sure enougb

a thora was the ton dollars ail a! eough

And how those mlssloanes' eyos eboaf

wbOli tbey aaw It !
n he Matai' came that day, the mis

membere of that Mission Band ln Arn-

eica could have mon her happy face ae
she fiew home te tel her mother the joy-
fui tîdiaga, and could have heard thern
thaakling the kind heaveflly Father for
hie goodness te theni, they would have
fait a thousalld times repaid for their
litte sacrifices.

Matsfu's father grurnbled a little whoa
hoe heard of the new arrangement, bie-

cause, whlle it would relievo, hlm f any

further expeaso on account of bier, yet

ho should lose the meney that Marayamfa
had prornlsed to pay for hoer. BiÙt when
haîf of the monoy mant by tee Mission
Band was pald over to hlm by the mis-
sionarlos, ho was satisfied, and gladly
rellnqulehed ail dlaim te hie little daugh-
ter.

So t*he end of the month found Matou
net the poor, miserable slave of the

wicked Marayafla, but the happy anate,
of the pleasalit Mission Home, whero
she stilI la, fittlng hermîlf to bie a BTibl
readel' to bier awa people, and ofton says
to ler mother : IWho knows but what
1 may help somo littIe glrl's mothor te

be a Christian Iatead f a.beathon wo-
man, Jut as our missionary ladies helped

you, and "0 Save some othr poor lttle

girl from being sold as a slave to a
wicked, bathen man!"

And whenovor that Mission Bad la

Amonica receive lettons fi-rn ber, as tbey
often do, they look poudly at each othor
and say : IIsa't It nice that ehe's our

own Matsu, and aron't you glad we
eaved hon from that dneadful f ather o!

bers and bis wicked frlead " And thon

tbey go to work wlth fresh energy.te
ralse the money for their next quarterly
rornittance to Japan for Matsu's support,

and It nover seeme a bard task at ahl,

because their boa.rte are la the work.-
S. S. Visitor.

UNOLE PHIL'S STORY.

"-Teil us a Stoi-y," said Rob and Archie,
runnikg ta, their uncle.

IlWbat about, Il aid Unclo Phil, as Reb

cllmbed upon hie nlght knoo and Archie

on hia left.
".Oh,' about somothlag that happened

to you v, said Rob.
"5 ornethiilg whon yoU were a boy,"

ad Archie.
IlWeil, Once whon I was a littie boy,"

ad Unclo Phil, IlI askod my mothol' te

lot Roy and Me go and play by the
river."

IIWas Roy your brother V" askod Rob.

"lNo ; but ho was very fond of piaylng

wlth me. My motb0i' sald yes, so off

wo weat, and wo had some good fun te-
getherI

IlAfter a whlle I took a plece Of wood

for a boat, and salOd It aiong the bank.

At iast it got Into deep water, and I

couid net reach It with a stick, se I toid

Roy to go la and get ft for me.
" Ho almoat aiways did what 1 toid

hlm, but this timoe ho dld not. I began

to acoid hlm, and ho man towards home.
"lThon I grew angry. I picked up a

atone and tbrew It at hlm as bard as 1
couid. Juet thon Roy turned bis bead,

and the atone atruck hlm right over the
eye* t

"Oh, uncle VI cniod Rab.
"Yes, it made hlm stagger. Ho gave

a iittio cry, and iay down on the ground.
But I waa etili aagry witb hlm. I did

not go to hlm, but took off my eboos and

waded Into the wator for rny boat.
"lBut the wator was deoper than I

tbought, and I wae Boon carrled away

by the strong currelit. I screamed ne

it carriod me down the Stream, but thoro

were no mon near to bolp me. But as I

went down under the deep water, somo

one took bold of me and dragged me ta-

ward the shore ; and wbon 1 wae safo on

the bank, 1 saw that it was Roy Wb»
biad savod My i! ."

IlGood foilow ! Was ho your cousin?"

asked Rob.
"No," replied Unclo Phil.
"Wbat dld you say to hlm 9" aeked

Archie.
IlI put my arme aroutid bis neck,1 and

cried, and askod hlm to forgivo me."
IlWhat dld ho say "" asked Rob.

"Ho said, 'Bow-wow-wow.'
"'Wby, Who 'was Roy, unclo V" askeÈ

Archie, ia groat surprise.
"lHo was my dog," said Uncle Phil

In~ I7h uver t,.H tuh

same lesson."

A NEWSBOZ.
BYJzsNiB iMAP&BOTTLE.

It was a bitter cold day ln DecembOr.
Little Bennie had a bundie of papers
under his arm, which he had been trying
te oi. He was looklng so wistfully at
the beautiful cakes In the Windows, whefL
a man came up to hlm, and asked :

" What are you doing boere ln the cold?"
Ho said, " Papers, air ?-do buy thein,

for I arn so cold and hungry."
"How much do you want for them V"
"A Shilling, air, please."

The mani took the papers, handed hlm
a crown, and told hlm tc> bring the
change to his office on the next block.
The man thon went to, hiseoffice, and
was very busy for about two hours, when
he thought, Oh, 'weil, ho has been tempt-
ed te keep the whole, and ylelded.

Next day there camne a littie boy with
the samo honest face and blue eyes.

IIPlease, air, takre this coat ; It la only
rage, I know, but poor Bonnie was run
ovor by the horees and carniage, and
thoy pickod hlm up and took hlm to the
hospital. He la hurted so. He did' not
mean to loso the money, and if you will
trust hlm, he says when hoe gots Well ho
will work se, hard, and pay back every
cent."

"Husb ! my boy. Where je ho VI
At the Chlldren's Hospital."

They hall a cabman. On their
arrivai they are shown te his bed. Ho
says, "Oh, mîstor, I dld not mean te

lose it, but 1 was knocked down by the
horees. 1 amn dylng. Jimmie wlll work
and pay you back."

IlHuah, neyer mmnd, don't worry-it
wlll be ail right."

The man can hardly keep back the
tears. He graspe the hand of the dylng
newsboy.

Prosently the child says, '«Jésus, take
me," and with that he passes away.

The man sees to the funeral, attends
the last rites-gots Jimmie a place te
work, and slacerely thanke God for the
honesty of purposo shown by Bennie, the
newsboy.

FÂMOUS BOYS.

A Swedieh. boy fell eut of a wlndow
and was sovereiy hurt, but with clenched*
lips he kept; bnck the cry of pain. The
King Guetavua Adolphua, Who, saw the
fali, propheeled that that bey would
make a man for an emergency ; and se
ho dld, for he becamo the famous Gen-
oral Bauer.

A woman fe11 off the dock in Italy.
She was fat a.nd frlghtened. No one of
the crowd of mon dared to jump in af-
ter her ;but a boy etruck the water ai-
most as aoon as ehe, and managed to
keep her up until atronger arma got bold
of her. Evorybody sald the bey was
very daring, very kind, very qulck, but
aiso very rockloss, for ho mlght have
been drowned. The boy was Garibaldi,
and if you wili read hie lîfo you wll
fiad theso wero juet hie traite ail

through-that ho wae se, alert that ne-
body could tell whon hoe would mako an

attack with hie redshirted aoldlers ; s0
Indiscreet sometîmes as to mako hie

fellow-patriots wlah ho wae ln Guinea,
but aiso ao bravo and magnanimone
that ail the world, oxcopt tyrante, loved
to hear and talk about hlm.

A boy used to crueh the fiowors to got

thoir colour, and palnted the white aide
of hie fathor'a cottage la Tyrol with
ail sorts of picturea, whlch the moun-
taineere gazed at as wonderful. Ho was
the great artiet, Titian.

An oid palator watchod a littie fellow

Who amuaod himeif maklng drawings o!

hie pot and bruahos, eaei and atool, and
eaid : " That boy will beat me some

day." So hoe dld, for ho was Michael
Angelo.

A German boy waa reading a blood-

aad-thuflder nove1. Rlgbt la the midet

o! It ho said te bimef :"lNow, this

wiiI nover do. I get too mucb excited

over It ; I caa't study so well after It. Sa

hebre goes 1" and ho fiung the book into

the river. Ho was Fichte, the groat

Germali philosopher.


