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TELLING THE OLD, OLD STORY

The kind nurse in the picture is telling
the old, old story—so old, yet ever new—
the story of the little babe born in a
manger at Bethlehem. She is telling how
he grew to be a good child, obedient to
his parents, working in
Joseph's shop with ﬁurw
mer and plane and saw.
She is telling how he be-
came the noblest of all
men, going ahout every-
where doin% good ; how he
wade the blind to sce, the
dumb to speak, and the
lame to walk. She is tell-
ing them how he healed
the sick, yea, even if they
did but touch thehem of his
garment, and how he ve-
stored %o the bereaved and
weoping widow her lost
and only son, Aud she is
telling them how he ever
loved little children, that
he was ever thoughtful of
them, and that it was his
beautiful examplo men
have sought to follow ever
since—the example of him
who said: “Suffer little
children to come unto me,
and forbid them not.” And
when she comes to the
place where she tells how
men crucified this loyal
lover of children, and how
he thought only of others
in bis dying hour, their
faces are wet with tears,

The following are inci-
dents from real life in the
hospital, Ouryoung friends
who are full of health and
strength cannot do a nicer
thing than send some little
love gift to those poor sick
children.

At 8 a.m. breakfast is
served to the children in
the wards. The patients,
unless those who are veryill, look furward
with eagerness to the serving of the meals.
It is touching to sce a little fellow, with
spoon firmly grasped in his hand, ready to
cominence operations, and eyes, which
ought to be reverently closed, winking
and blinking in order to get at least a

glimpso of the viands, singing very carn-
estly and quickly, the usual Lilcasing —

“We thank thee, Lord, for this our foud,
But more because of Jesus' Lioud,
Let manna to our souls be given,
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The bread of Gud
Heaven.”

Wednesday  afternoun 15 Mother's
Day,” and those who Lave mothers luvk
longingly fur their cuwing. DBut fur suwe
of our little sick ones there is no “ mother's

sent Ju% n from

day,” the mothers have gono to the fur-off
land, or thoy have deserted their uilapring
and left them to tho caro of strangers.
Thank God that the luve of Jesus in the
soul prumpts strangers to give to theso
neglected ones a mother's care.

Tho daily lifo in our
words 1s very full of
amusing  incidonts, af
least thero is about them
a pathetic kind of amuse.
ment.  Little M , our
deaf and dumb child, who
i3 quite & mimic, vints the
Ledsides of tho very sick
ones every morning, and
with great solemnity feels
their puises and, if they
will let her, puts a slate
pencil under tgcir tongues,
or arms, in order to take
(as she has scen the
doctors do) their tem-
perature.

Our children are tausht
the lessons of faith and
truth we daily learn our-
selves. Somectimes at tho
evening hour the children,
led by “Joey,” vur senivr
patient, who is quito o
musician, have a littlo
song service all by thom-
sclves, and when it is
cnded, little hands are
folded and before the
weary oyelids closo for
the night many little lips
whisper reverently, © Our
Father,” or,

*“(Uentle Jesus, meek and
mild,

Look upon & little child:

Pity my simnplicity ;

Help me, Lord, to come to
thee.”

Our Hogpital is in overy
respect like a well man-
aged Christian houschold
Superintendent, aysistant
nunses and Juiestics are all servants of the
Lord Jesus, and the influence is sweet and
kopeful. Weare greatly blessed inour Su-
perintendent and assistant.  Their Liarts
are whuiiy at work, and w.th faithfulness
and tenderness they discharge thoir vatied
and onerous duties.



