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A LONG TRAMDP FOR A BIBLE.

STORY is told in Northfield Echoes'
by Rev. E. R Young of Toronto, of
hisexperience asamissionary smong

&

the Cree Indians in the North- West.
He says i--

Often have 1 been made ashamed of the !

littleness of my love by the devotion of these
Indians and by their love for the Bible,
me give you an incident.

TITE CHILDREN'S RECORD.

Tet

Araust

!ml very early on their homeward journey.
They strapped on their overshoes and watked
seventy miles. dug a hole in the snow at
"night, where they cooked some rabbits, and
had prayers and lay down and slept. The
next morning bright and early after prayers
they pushed on and made seventy wiles more
and reached home. That night the father
said to his son, ‘Give me the book of heaven
that the mother and the rest may read the

“One of our Indians with his son came | Word and have prayers * As the son opened

away down from the distant huonting-grounds
ta fish on the shores of our great lakes.

We catech our winter's supply there in
October and November. My good wife and
I have lived chiefly on fish twenty-one times

a week, for six months, fish and salt with a

cup of tea, at times no bread or vegetables at
all. We lived six months on fish, and the
other six months on reindeer and muskrats,

gulls and owls, anything we could get, some- ;

times glad to have two meals a day. 1 have
been in your penitentiaries— not unwillingly
—and [ have seen the food provided for the
worst eriminals,
been glad to have had anything approaching
what you give to your murderers and house-
breakers. 1 have been for three ;s without
amounthiful,

To go on with my story. This man and his
son came down to fish, and they made splen-
did fisheries, put up the whitetish on astaging
where the foxes and wolves could not reach

them, and one night the father said. * My son i

we leave toamorrow morning carly : pat the
hook of heaven in your pack; we go one hun-
dred and forty miles to our distant hunting-
ground to join the mother and the others in
the wignwam home” So the young man put
his Bible in his pack that they mizht take it
home.

Later on, along came an uncle and said to
the young man, * Nephew, lend me the bhook
of heaven that T may read a littles [ have
loaned mine.” So ke pack was opened and
the Bible was taken out, and the man read
for a time and then threw the Bible back
among the blankets and went out.

The next morning the father and son start-

My wifeand T would have :

!
bes '
i Gospel !
"men deeply sunken in sin and ean save them
{ grandly, and make them devout studentsand
!

“the pack, he said, * Unele asked for the hook
'wo nights ago and it was not put back.”

| The father was disappointed, but said
little. The next morning he rose carly, put

a few cooked rabbits in his pack and away he
stanted. e walked that day seventy miles
and reached the camp where he and his son
had stopped two nights before. ‘The next
day he had made the other seventy miles and
reached the lake and found his Bible in his
brother's wigwam. The next morning he
started again, and walking, in the two days,
one hundred and forty miles, was back home
once more,
That Indian

walked on snowshoes {wo

“hundred and eighty miles ‘hrough the wild

forests of the Northwest to regain his copy of
“the Word of God? Would we do that much
to regain our Bibles? O the power of the
It can go down very low and reach

areat lovers of the Blessed Book.
i PARABLE OF Till LIE AND THE
"TRUTH.

One day a Lie broke outof its enclosure and
started to travel; and the man who owned
the premises saw it after it had started, and

l was sorry that he had not made the enclosure
! lie-tight.  So he called his swiltest Truth and
said, .\ Lie has gone loose, and will do much
mischief if it is not stopped. I want you to
o after it and bring it back it, or kill it.™ So
the swift Trath started out after the Lie. But
the Lie had one hour's start. At the end of
the first day the Truth was a long way behind,
and was getting tired. It has not yet caught
up, and never witl.—Sel.



