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l101, LET. mr- RING TEIE BD- M."

A Missionary far away,
Beyond the Soutbcrn Sea,

Was sittini(r in bis home one day
With Bible on- bis knee;

Wben suddenly lie heard a rap
Upon. the cemnber-door,

And. opening, there steod a'boy
0f some ten years or more.

Hie was a briglit and bappy ebuld,
With cheeks of ruddy hue,

And eyes that 'neath thei' lashes smiled,
And glittered like the dew.

le hield bis littie fox-m ereet
In boyish sturdiness,

But on hip lip you could detect
Traces of gentleness.

"Dear sir," lie said in native tongue,
IlI do so want to 1knoiv

If soùmething for the bouse of God
Youd kiudly let nie do."

"Wbat can yen do, My hittie boy V,
The ïMissionary said,

And, as lie spoke, he laid bis baud
t Upon the youthful head.

Then bashfuhly, as if afraid
Ilis aecret Nvish to tell,

The boy in cager accents said,
"Oh, let me ring the bell 1

"Oh, please to let mie ring tbe bell
eFoo ar hoeeof prayoir;

d And rM be always' thtre 1"
Mie lwlissionary ldndlly looked

g - - Upon thzat upturned face,
Where hope and fear and wistfuliess,

-d..ted loft théir trace.


