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LETTER FROM REV. J. GOFOXTH.

The following letter was sent by Mr.
Goforth a while ago. It lost its way and
did not get to Canada.  After wandering
about in China for a time it found its way
back to Mr, Goforth who started it again
and this time it came all right.  Though
old it will be of interest to our joung
readers.—En.

Lix Cmixa, CriNa.

To the Canadicn Subbath Schools.

My Dear YousNe Friesps :—Lest you
lose us in this vreat land I must tell you
something about the place we live in. The
city is ealled Lin Ching. If you look on
your large school maps you can see where
the Grand Canal at its north end enters
the Wei River. That is where LinChing is
situated, a city of about 50,000 people.
Here we have a Chinese compound rented.
A compound is a yard in which are several
houses. Tt may be that father and sever-
al married sons live in the same yard but
each family has a separate house, so when
you rent a Chinese compound, you rent a
number of houses each one beiug about,
the size of an ordinary room.
put all these houses into one we would
have as much room asin an ordinary Can-
adian house. These houses all have brick
or mud tloors, and in rainy weather are
very damp. On this account it is safer
for missionaries to putin board floors. The
compound is surrounded by high walls so
that you can't see into the street nor into

1f we could.

your next neighbors yard.  To climb up
into the walland look into your neighbor’s
yard is very bad manners in China.

The city of Lin Ching has a «ad history.
It is now move than thirty years since
greatbands of rebels called the **Taipings”
comnng from the South, -warmed North-
wird aver China.  As they came near
Lin Ching the people from the country
fled in terror to the ciry till more than
two hundred thousand were crowded with-
in the walls. Then the rebel king arrived
at the vatesand demanded the city to sur-
tender  The commander of the city was
a brave man and refused to give up the
place.  With this the rebel rost stormed
aud took the city, and maddened at being
refusenl they bad no pity in their hearts,
but killed men, women, and children
alike, till about two hundredj thousand
corpses lay heaped under the walls of a
city a mile square, and the river which
flowed near by, looked like a river of
blood from the life-blood of the butchered
thousands which flowed into it. Nota
house was left standing.  As if a curse
rested upon it, the city within the walls
remains a wreck till thisday. The peo-
ple who live here now have built their
houses all outside the walls.

It is now four or five years since mis-
sionaries of the American Board came to
Lin Ching to tell -he people of Jesus the
Prince of Peace. It is here also that our
house shall be until we can go to live in
Honan.  Though wedo not intend to stay
long here, yet we must tell them that
Jesus came to save.  On  Sunday after-
ndon’s I go to the hospital.  There is a
big shady tree in the yard. I call any of
wy patients who are ab'e, to come and sit
on benches around me ; the people from
the street also come in to listen. Last
Sabbath more than fifty men, women, and
children stood about me as1 told them
that God loved them and had sent Christ
Jesus his Son to save them. One man
said that Jesus was a wise man who had
lived in the West ; but I replied, Jesusis
more than man, he is also God. To prove
this I read the story of Christ healing this



THE CHILDREN'S RECORD.

147

man at Jerusalem who was sick thirtv-
eight years ; and then how he also fed the
five thousand men with five loaves and
two fishes, They wondered at this, and a
man i the crowd said : Hear this, that
Jesus came to the sick man, gave him no
medicine but said, get up take your bed
and ¢o, and the man got right up and
went away., N. man could do this. An-
other spoke about the miracle of feeding
the multitude. He called the people to
notice as he went over iv on his fingers.
Five loaves, two fishes; five thousand
men ate till they were filled, and besides
twelve baskets full of fragments were
picked up. Could a wman dothis? T could
hear them all round sayinga wan could
not do that, it is what God does.  Then
when I read and talked about the home
that Christ was preparing for His people,
an old lady whom I should think had
passed seventy winters, was much inter-
ested and thought it would be real nice to
have & home like that where the poor peo-
ple would not hive to wear sunmer
clothes in winter and winter clothes in
summer time, nor would have to live with-
out enough to eat.

When I finished speaking the women
asked how the baby was, and why I did
not carry her through the streets any
more. Then [ had to tell them that baby
was dead. They had grown so fond of
the little white faced baby, that they
seemed to feel as bad as friends in Canada
would.

In the street where we occasionally
walk the people give usa friendly bow,
and I believe we have won the boys and
girls for they don’t call us foreign devils
as at first, but with smiling faces run ous
to greet us, *© Shall we not, one and all,
pray, and give, and work, that these
Chinese children may soou come to know
and follow our Saviour.

Your missionary friend,
J. Gorortn,

But his delight is in the lawof the
Lord; and in His law doth he meditate
day and night.

A SHORT RULE FOR FRETTERS.

A young friend has heen visiting me
who was a fretter.  She fretted when it
rained, and fretted when it shone. She
fretted when others came to see her, and
fretted v hen they did not. It is a dread-
ful thing to be a fretter. A fretter is
troublesome to herself and troublesome
to her friends. We, to be sure, have our
trials ; but fretting does not help us to
bear or get rid of them.

I have lately come across a short rule
for fretters, which they shall have. Here
it is: Never fret about what you can't
help ? because it won't do any good. Nev-
er fret about what you can help ; because
if you can help it, do so. Say this when
you get up in the morning, say it at noon,
and sny it at night ; and not only say, but
do ; and that will be, do not fret at all—
a fine doing.

“But we have our trials !” my young
readers say. Yes, you have ; and your
little trials are as hard to bear as our big
ones. But fretting doesn’s help them,
nor wishing we were somewhere else or
somebody else or dwelling upon them till
they look a great deal bigger than thicy
really are.

ALL RIGHT.

Little Mabel's mother was dead. While
papa was away she had no companion but
her governess and the servants. Her
father often told her not to admit to the
house any person with whom she wasnot
acquainted.

ne wintry day a poor, ill-dressed wo-
man stopped at the donr and asked per-
mission to warm herself by the kitchen
fine. “But my papa doesn t know you.”
The woman was shivering with cold, and
the rain and sleet dropped from her thin
wraps. A bright idea soon enterced the
child's head. “Do you know .Jesus?”’
Tears started to the poor woman's eyes,
and she began to tell how kind the Savi-
our had beento her. ‘“Well, if you know
Jesus, you may come in, for papa knows
him, and I'm sure he won't care.”
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A SLAVE BOY IN AFRICA.

It is a sad fact that not only grown per-
sons bug clildren are bought and sold in
many portions of Airiea, in the regions
wh r: white men are found. How much

do you suppose the people will give for a
good, bright boy 7 They will give from
two to three hundred brass rods. But ou

|
menly cotton cloth, but in various sections
of the continent, und especially along the
I Congo River, they use brass vods.  The
rods which Mi. Stanley, the great African
Fexplover, used, were about twenty-six
inches long, and it took five of them to
weigh a pound.  These rods cost about
three and a third cents in England, bug

BLOYS AT PLAY IN AFRICA.

say, how much are brass rods worth, and ! sfter baving been taken to Africa, and
why do they sell slaves for these and not y borne long distances on the backs of men,
for money ! { thew value was reckoned at about twelve

Perhaps you do not know that in Cen- j and a half cents each. At one time Mr.
tral Afvica there is no such thing as . Siaunlev speaks of having liad four tons,
money. The peuple have no coins what- | v about 8.0'%) Ibs., of these hwass rods at
ever, and of course no bank bills. The lis stove-house in Leap ldville, on the
currency which they use in barteris some- | Congn River. The rods wonld make a
imes beads, s metimes ivory, more com- | very ine nvenient kind of currency, we



THE CHILDREN'S RECORD. 149

should think, and quite impossible to put
in one’s pocket ; but the Africans wouldu't
put them in their pockets even if they
had any. They keep their rods stored
away, and bring them out only when they
are engaged in trade.

Au American Baptist missionary, Rev
Mr. Eddie, at Equator Station on the
Congo River, tells of a little slave boy,
about six years old. who came to him
many times and begged him to buy him
of his master. Mr. Eddie was much at-
tracted by the boy's appearance, and
asked him : “Who is yourvwner 1" “Ran-
angesi.” “‘Where are your friends?” I

have no brothers.”  ¢“‘Where is your fath- |

er and mother ‘I have no father and
mother. 1 wish you to he my father.”
“Where is your home?’ I came from
far, far away. I should like your house
to be my home.” **Poor little homeless,
friendless Loleka ! T cwuld not vesist his
entreaties, but went to the chief and got
his consent for the buy to come and live
here. Poor little fellow ! Wheun he got
dressed in a coat and cloth, he came run-
ning to me, threw his armsaround me,
and said, ‘You are my farher and friend ;
I will live with you day by day.” ‘Tlis
little boy and two ov three others have
begged me again and agiin te go acd buy
them, so that they might not have to
leave us. One litle fellow said to e,
‘First offer them two hundred lirass rods
for me, then little by little increase the
number to three hundred ; tney will give
me for that.””

Think of it ! How wou'd you like to be
sold for $25 ; to leave father and mother
and home. and go you know not where, to
be the slave of some one who would care
for you only to get as much labor out of
you as possible! No wonder this little
slave boy wanted to be bought by the
missionary. who he was sure would care
for him and treat him well.

This same missionary, Mr. Eddie, tella
a story of & buy who came from a native
home and was accidently drowned in the
Congo, while bathing. The parents of
the child were frantic with grief and beat

their heads and tore their hair. They
seemed to love therr child very much, but
when the missionary and the boys who
were at the station wentout to the native
village to attend the funeral ceremonies,
they found that the people had painted
the body of the boy with red and white
and black paint, so that it was very hide-
ous to lovk at. Then they took the body
far up mto the forest and left it there,
grohably to be devoured by the wild
easts.

These stories show something of what
Africa now is, but if God prospers the
missionary work already begun, there will
soon bea great change, and nv more boys
will be sold as slaves.

A LITTLE BROWN JUG.

Frank Masters -came home from Sab-
bath-schonl fully resolved to join the
**Lend a Hand Workers.” Not that Frank
cared anything about the heathen or
wanted to help them. Far from it. He
wished to join this mission circle because
he had heard the orher boys sav that they
had good times at the meetings, and be-
sides, there were rumors of a children’s
sociable and  supper at some futnre day.
The latter inducement proved too much
for Frank. He presented his name for
membership at the next wmeeting of the
“Lend a Hand Workers,” and pledged
hiwself to do what he could toward filling
a certain brown money jug.

Tt was singular, but that very day Uncle
Robert, hearing about this new mission-
ary society and what they proposed doing,
gave his uephew a silver quarter, saying
as he did so, ¢‘Here’s so much toward fill-
ing the little brown jug.

Frank's face, which had brightened at
the sight of the quarter, fell as he heard
these words. He had hoped Uncle Rob-
ert would help to swell his velncipede
fund, but swallowing his disappuintment,
he took the money with many thanks.
Before poing to bed that night Frank
looked long and earnestly at the

<
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silver piece, then at the money jug.
He knew he ought to drop it at once into
the jug, but visions of a velocipede rose
before him, and without stopping longer
to the pleadings of conscience he placed
the quarter in a box and dropped a two-
cent piece into the missionary jug.

*‘Uncle Robert will never know it,”” he
muttered as he tumbled into bed.

*“‘Ha, ha! don't be so sure.” said a
queer cracked voice close by his side.

Frank started and rubbed lis eyes in
astonishment. His chamber had been
transfurmed into a court room and he was
surrounded by mouey jugs of mammoth
size aned proportions. Before Frank could
speak a tall jug who sat on the judge's
bench cried out, *Bring the prisuner
here !”

Frank was seized roughly by two jugs
and hurried before the bar of justice.

“Young man,” said the judge, ‘‘you are
charged with stealing money from the
heathen and using it to gratify you selfish
desires. Here is your accuser.”

Out from the rank of jugs stepped vne
which Frank recognized as his jug. How
cross and ugly it looked at him! His legs
shook with fear us his accuser held up a
two-cent piece and cried, “This should be
a silver quarter. Yonder boy has cheated
us in order to buy a velocipede.”

. “Thankless boy,” said the judge, “‘do
you know what & great crime you have
committed ? Do you realize what it is to
be a heathen child 7 Listen and I will tell
you.

“‘Heathen children are often starved and
beaten to death.  Thev are often buried
alive.  They are thrawn into canals and
left: to drown.  They are thrown into the
Ganges River and «aten by crocodiles.
They are often thrown under the wheels
of the cruel Juggernaut car.  They have
their bodies cut and bruised and their feet
bound in order to please their gods. They
are often sold into slavery to masters who
beat and kill them.  They are taught to
be thieves and murderers.

¢“‘Such are the lives of thousands of hea-
then children, and yet you can give only
two cents to relieve their svfferings and
keep the quarters for your own pleasure.
Wicked boy, you shall be punished as you
deserve.  Gentlemen of the jury, retire
and decide this boy’s fate.’

In a very short time twelve jugs reap-
peared in the court loom and gave their
verdict, “‘Guilty of sclfishness in the first
degree.”

The judge then arose and in a solemn
manner sentenced Frank to the life of the
heathen child.  ““Officers, take him at
onee to the South Sen Tslands. We don't
want such boys in America.” In vain
did Frank plead for mercy. He was again
seized by two jugs, but he struggled and
screamed and—awoke,

Frank Masters, being a boy, kept his
dream to himself ; but the next morning
he dropped the silver quarter into his
jug, und as far as I know has been dili-
gently collecting funds for heathen chil-
dren since.—Mission Dayspring..

HOW AN AFRICAN GETS A WIFE.

Here is the way in which an African,
a young man connected with our mission
class at Bailundu, sought to get a wife.
He is oue of the promising young people
that Mrs, Stover has written about in the
Missionary Herald. You know that the
Africans marry while they are quite young,.
Mrs. Stover says of him: ‘‘One day one
of my school-beys, who is quite a young
man, was absent, and the next day I took
him to task for it.  He replied, *No,
ondona [mistress], I did not run away
from school ; U was out searching for a
wife.” Tsaid, ¢Are you going to marry ¥
‘Yes, I am old enough,” he answered.
Then he told me where her village is, how
tall she is, etc. Not having any idea of
age they always tellthe height of a person.
1 asked for her name. He tried to think
for a momeut, and then turning to his
companion said, ¢ What is her name? It
forgets me a little.””
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PEEPS FROM A OKAYAMA WIN-
DOW.

BY MRS. ELLEN M. CARY, JAPAN.
Hearing the sound of merry voices this
morning, T hurry to the door to find that
the Mission Dayspring boys and girls have
come to visit us in Okayama. [See Mis-
sion Duyspring for July and August.]

43
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JAPANESE BABY-CARRIAGE

You ar , indeed, vervy welcome; and.
although the home may be a litt ¢ small
for so many people, still we must have
such a good time together that we will not
mind being crowded. As you hive been
on the little steamboat all night anu must
be tired, perhaps we would better spend
one day indoors.  Yon have already noti-
cd that our house is on a low hill around

the foot of which tunsthe rad, so thut

we can easily watch the passers-by. in
whom you will fiud much to interest you.
From wmorning until night, thereis almost
constant pnssing, a few riding in Juerik-
ishas, but the most of those whom we see
are on foot.

There goes a company of men, whom
you recognize by their dirty white clothes

and the boards on their backs to be pil-

AR

\s,\.\ RN

\\w

\\

M

grims, such as you saw on the steamer.’
When they reach the foot of that long
flight of stone steps, you will see them
clap their hands, bow their heads, and, if
you were near enough, you might hear
them murmur a prayer, for they are wor-
shiping the gods in the temple at the top
of the hill.

What are you now looking at that
amuses yousomuch ¥ O yes! I see; it is
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the man who is coming up the street with
two buskets, one suspended from each end
of a pole which he carries over his shoul-
der.  Onejbashet is fillod with vegetables,
and the other—with a little shaven-head-
ed fellow, who is sitting so quietly in or-
der to keep his balance, but who is thor-
oughly enjoy ing his ride. His father has
straw sandals on his feet, tied in place by
cords which are crossed several ti.nes over
the bare fuot. From the ankleto the
knee he wears a kind of leggin wade of
dark blue cotton cloth ; his dress is bluc
and white, and it is so long that in order
to walk more easily, he has tucked it into
his belt ; his hair is **done up” in a queer
litele knob on the top of his head, and T
do not wonder that you childien think
that he and his bashets make a funny
sight. How wauld you like to be earried
in this way? Sometimes the missionary
children have beencaired very wuch like
this over the mountuing where there has
beennogood jiwr ihishurroad.- M. Daaspring

THE RATN THA 1 FALLS INTO
OUR LIVES.
A few weeks ago thechildven were sing-
ing, s April showers
Bring May flowers.”
and now it is May and the flowers are
here~the  crocuses and daffodils in the
garden, and out in the woods the beanti-
tul blue liverwort and the delicate ane-
moues and the fragile spring beauty, and
best and loveliest of all, hidden away un-
der the dead leaves, but betwying itself
by its delicious fragrance, the exquisite
trailing arbutus, which some people call
Mayflower.  These lovely things are what
the April showers helped to bring.

Aud yet some of the children pouted
and fretted when it was raining. and said
they wished it would stop and let them
play. Suppose it had stopp-d and had
not rained any wmore all through the
wonth of April, where would the flowers
te now 1

There are tiials that come into the lives
of children that are very much like the
r-ainthey make the daysdark and hinler

the children from doing what they want
to do. Perhapsit is illness, and they are
obliged to stay in bed when they long to
be out at play. Or perhaps it is a harder
trial still—a father or mother ill, or gune
away to Gud,and the child's heart is very,
very sure with grief anJ loneliness. Ah!
this is far worse to bear than a rainy day !

But God knows just why the trouble
comes. Great tronbles or little troubles,
illness or death, or only the petty trials
that cume every day even into happy
homes it is God who sends them, and he
does not send them without a reason.
Can we teli what the reason is ?

The reason of our trials is the same as
the reason of the rain : they come to sof-
ten our hearts, and make beautiful con-
duct grow out of our lives, just as the
rain softens the earth and makes the
flowers grow.  When we learn patience
and  gentleness and submission to God’s
will, when we learn to be cheerful even
though things go wronz, and even to those
who are not kind to us, then our lives are
as beautiful as a garden of flowers. Tt is
flowers like these that God looks forin us.

But he sends the pleasant days, too,
does he not? After alll how much more
sunshine than rain has falle v it owr
lives! How bright the flewers sh ld be
that we produce for Him !

WHILE AT PLAY.

< T thovght T saw a little child

Steal softly from its play,

And in a still retired spot
Kneel softly downand pray.

“Dear Father,” ran the simple prayer,
‘“Please make me difterent when

I want to have my way alone.
For Jesus' sake. Amen.”

T thought I saw that little child
Steal back ere hardly missed,

And then no more with angry words
On her own way insist,

I thought I saw, the while she played
So gently with the rest, .

A light upon her brow that showe
She was by Jesus blest !
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CURED BY A LITTLE BOY'S
FINGER.

1f you look on the map of the Pacific
Ocean, you will find a group of islands
called the Friendly or Tonga Islands.

The people who lived on them yenrs
ago was very ignorant and cruel. They
usel to kill humau beings, and eat them ;
und they had many ceremonies in which

chief is angry with their family.

To appease the anger of their chief, a
little boy belonging to Mele's family is
taken, and the first jointof hislittle finger
cut off. The poor child is then dnubed
with his own blood, and, with the rest of
his family and friends, is taken to the
grave of the angry chief whose name is
Finanteiioa.

The whole company sit in silence, the

“NIEANWHILE THE BLEEDING HAND OF THE CHILD Is HELD up” :

even little children suffered from their | bleeding hoy nearest the grive, until the

cruelties.

In the picture you see some of them
voing through one of these ceremouies.
The Missionery News tells the followmy
stery about ir @

A woman whom we will call Mele, is
sick ; and she has a brother named Mea,
who wishes her to get better. He thinks

he reason she is sick is because somedvad

high priest addresses the spirit in a prayer
like this :

“Finant:eloa, here we are, if you are
angry about anything, have mercy upon
us through ' ubon (the highestchief of the
land) and his elders here present.”

Meanwhile the bleeding hand of the
child is held up until the priest returns an

| answer inthe name of ' the angry spirit,
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and the answer usually is :

“Yes, Iam angry. You have taken 2
pig from your god and given it to your
friend ; you have given me no Luve (native
drink) ; but go and live.”

The family soon tind another pic.  The
priests gets a good feast by it and so the
matter ends, but the poor little hoy has
cause to remember it all his life.

These things wsed to happen, but you
will be thankful to know they do not of-
ten happen now.  Missionaries have
taught these people about our Saviour ;
and some years ago a Christian native
became their king. He was a preacher as
well a3 a king ; and, if you had gone to
hear him preach some Sabbath morning,
and noticed his hands, you would have
seen that one finger was gone—cut off
when he was a boy in just the same way
as this little fellow's in the picture.

So you see heathenism leaves irs scar,
even after it has been given up for years.

A BOY WHO RI;‘_COMMEXDED
HIMSELF.

John Brentwas trimming the hedge,and
the “‘snip-suap” of his shears was a pleas-
ing sound to his ears. In the rear of him
stretched 8 wide, smoothly kept lawn, in
the centre of which stood his residence, a
handsume, massive, modern structure,
which had cost him not less than ninety
thousand dollars.

The owner of it was the man who, in
shabby attire, was trimming his hedge.
“A close, stingy old skinflint, T'll war-
rant,” some boy is ready to say.

No, he wasn’t. He trimmed his own
hedge for recreation, as he wasa man of
scdentary habits.  His shabby clothes
were his working clothes, while thase
which he ware an other ceeasi-ns were
both neat and expensive 1 mdeed, he wis
very particular, ceven about what are
known as the minor appointments of dress,

Instead of being stinuy, he was exceed-
ingly liberal. He was always contributing
to benevolent enterprises, and helping
deserving people, often when they had
not asked for his help.

Just below the hedge was the public
sidewalk, and two boys stopped opposite
to where he was at work on one side of
the hedge, and they were on the other.

*Hello, Fred ! That's a very handsome
tennis racquet,” one of themsaid.  **You
paid about seven dollars for it, didn’t
you?”

“Only six, Charlie,” was the reply.

*‘Your old one is in prime order yet.
What will you take for it

«I sold it to Willie Robbins for one
dollar and a half.” replied Fred.

“Well now that was silly,” declared
Charlie. ““T'd have given y.u three dol-
lars for it.” ’

«] can’t doit, Charlie.”

“You can if you want to. A dollar and
a half more isu’t to be sneezed at.”

¢0)f course not.” admitted Fred ; ¢‘and
T'd like to have it, only I promised the
racquet to Willie.”

“But yon are not bound to keep your
promise. You areat liberty to take more
far it.  Tell him I offered you another
time as much ; and that will settle it.”

*‘No Charlie,” gravely replied the other
bay, ‘“that will not settle it—neither with
Willie nor with me. I cannot disappoint
him. A bargain is a bargain. The rac-
qn]x«t is his. even if it hasu’t been deliver-
e( ."

¢Oh let him have it.” retorted Charlie,
argrily. “Fred Frenton, I will not say
that you are a chump, but T'll predict that
yow'll never make s successful business
man. You are too punctilious.”

John Brent overheard the conversation,
and he had stepped to a gap in the hedge
in order to get a look at the boy who had
such a high recard for his word.

“That lad has a gond face, and is made
of the rizht. kind of stufl.” was" the mil-
liouaire’s mental comment.  “He places
a proper value upon his integrity, and he
will succerd in busi -ess because Le is
punctilious.”

The next day, while he was again work-
ing on his hedge. John Brent overheard
another convasation.  Fred Frenton was
again a participant in it. :
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“Freq, let us go over to the circus lot,”
the other boy said. ¢ The men are put-
ting up the teuts for the afternoon per-
formance.”

*No, Joe ; I'1 rather not,”  Fred said.

“But why ¥’ .

“On account of the profanity. One
never hears anything ¢ood on such oc-
casions,and | would advise you not to _go.
My mother would not want me to go.”

“Did she say you shouldn’t ¢’

«No, Joe.”
““Then let us go.
obeying her orders.”

“But I should be disobeying her
wishes,” said Fred. No, I'll not go.”

*That is another good point in that
boy,” thought John Brent.  *“A boy who
respects his mother's wishes very rarely
goes wrong.”

Two months later, John Brent adver-
tised for a clerk in his factory, and there
were at least a dozen applicants.

“I can simply take your names and
residences this morning,” he said “I'll
make enquiries about you, and notify the
one whom I conclude to select.”

Three boys gave their names and resi-
dences.

“What is your name ?’ he asked, as he
glanced at the fourth boy.

“Fred Frenton” was the reply. John
Brent remembered the name of the boy.
He looked at him keeuly, a pleasing swuile
crossing his face.

“You may stay,” he said.  “I've been
suited sooner than I expected to be.” he
added, looking at the other boysand dis-
missing them with a wave of his hand.

“Whw did you take me?” asked Fred
in surprise. Why were enquiries not
necessary in my case? You do not know
me.

“I know you better than you think I
do,” John Brent said with a sigmificant
smile.

“But I offered no recommendations,”
suggested Fred.

My boy, it wasn't necessary,” replied
John Brent.  *I heard you recommend
yourself.”

You will not be dis-

But as he felt disposed to enlighten
Fred, he told him about the two conver-
sations he had overheard.

Now bhays, thisis a true story and there
is a moral init. You aremore frequently
observed, and heard and overheard, than
you arve aware of. Your clders have a
habit of making an estimate of your men-
1al and moral worth.  You cannot keep
late hours, lounge on the corners, visit
low places of amusement, smoke cigarettes
and chaff boys who are better than you
are, without older people making a note
of your bad habits

How much more forcibly and credit-
ably pure speech, good breediug, honest
purposes and parental respect would speak
in your behalf. —Golden Days.

JUST AS IT HAPPENFD.

A TRUE STORY,

When little Clinton was five years old,
his mamma showed him a pledge roll, to
which she had persuaded several boys and
givls to sign their names.© He seemed
very anxious to see his own name written
there, and after impressing upon him the
solemnity of the act as well as the great
benefit it would be to him, mamma put
his chubby little fingers around the pen
handle and guided it for him until his
name appeared in full.

About a year afterward Clinton sat
down to a dinner where, amonyg other
desserts, mince pie was served, and as he
heard those about the table tease mammma
and sisters about refusing it, he wanted
to know what was the matter with the
pie. When told it had liguer in it, he
looked very sorry, for he was fond of pie.
One and another urged him to take it,
arguing that that little bit of liquor would
never hurt him, and that if he never did
worse than that he would do well. Dear
little Clinton! He looked at mamma,
but she dropped her eyes, realizing that
the moment was onc in which he inust
decide for himself; she did not forget,
however, to offer up a silent prayer that
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he who was tempted like as we are would
help her boy in this first temptation.
There was a pause—ono look at the pie,
and then the beautiful blue eyes changed
their expressi m, and clearly nd distinctly
said the child, “Mamma, 1 will take some
custard.” God only knew the joy of that
mother's leart when the decision was
made, and angels scemed hovering near
that evening, when, closeted in her own
room, she tonk Clinton on her knee and
encouraged him to be always firm and to
always dare to do right : and together
they kneeled and asked the Father’s bless-
ing and protection.

During the late presidential campaign
some one asked Clinton which party he
was going to vote with when he urew to
be a man, and he answered, ““Whichever
govs nginst the beer saloons.” God grant,
that not only this little boy, but the boys
all over our land, miy come out fully for
that party which is to remove the curse
of liquor from our country !—~el.

HOW IT Was MADE UP TO HER.

News cune that o baby had been born
in the Nelson household, @ dear little gicl,
with blue eyes, but alas 1 with 2 misshap-
pen fout which wonld cause her to limp
all her life. When grandima read the

Anessage, she went to her own room with-
out a word, and the young aunts busied
themselves with their work, looking sus.
piciously moist about the eyes. That
night, however, Edith Lee came limping
in with her two crutches, and was told all
about it, because she was the dear family
friend and knew all the home secrets.

“And you feel dreadfully about it, don’t
you?' asked she, patting one of grand-
ma's withered hands.

“Yes, my dear, we do ; how could wer
help it ¥

<She will suffer s0 27 It will be so
hard for her when she grows up ! said the
aunts mournfully.

“Now, my dears, just listen to me,”
said cheerful Edith.  ¢‘She will be sorry,

and sometimes mortified, when she re-
members she's not like other people, but
she will havea great many compensations.

‘“Look at me ! I've stumped through
life on helpless limbs, and the conse-
quence is that I trust the world and love
it. Other people get blue, and say they
don’t believe in people. T receive sy much
kindness every day I know the world is
full of warm, loving hearts. When L
make a journey, I find the merest strang-
ers willing to carry my bundles, check my
haggage, help me into the cars, and give
me the best places.

“I've heard some of you complain of
the railway men who have no hesitation
in running you down witha baggage-
truck. Those same men push the truck
up to me, and ask if I wou't get on and
ride to the car or the crriage. Teamsters
pull up their horses to let me cross the
street.  Waiters in hotels give me a seat
near the door, so that I need not walk
further than is absolutely necessavy, aund
in the summer, when we are in the coun-
try, not a farmer passes me without beg-
ginyg me to ride.

“Now, all thisis because I am lume,
The sight of my misfortune appeals to
every heart, and the consequence is that
as 1 have told you, I believe in the world
and the warmth of its sympathies. That
baby will have the same experience.  The
wind will be tempered to her in precisely
the same way, and when she is thirty, as
I am, she will say, “Why, its a beautiful
world !

“Bless you, dear,” said grandma,
w:xrm}y, *I shouldn’t wonder a mite if she
did v

And they were comforted, remembering
the mercy of God in making merciful peo-
ple.—5t. Lovwis Presbuterian.

I will both lay me down in peace, and
sleep : for thou, Lord, only makest me
dwell in safety.

What is man, that thou art mindful of
him ? and the son of man, that thou visit-
est him ?
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Ehr Sabbatlh Sclool Erosoone.

October 3. Luke 20.9¢19°

Parable of the Vineyard.

Memory verses 13-19.

GOLDEN TEXT —Tsn, 33:3.

Catechism Q. 9.
Introductory.
Title of this ]osqon’

Lesson Plan? Time?
verses ? Catechism ?

Golden Text?
Place ? Memory

X, The Servants Rejected, v, 9412,

What is a vineyard ?

What did JJesus represent by the vine-
yard ?

Whom by the man that planted it?

How did he furnish his vineyard ? Matt.
21:33;Mark 12: 1.

To whem did he let it ?

What had Gad done for the Jews !

For what purpese d d he send his ser-
vants ?

How were they treated ?

Can you mention any of the prophets
who were thus treated ?

What fruit does God require ?

I1. The Son Killed. vs. 1315,

Whom did the Lo 4 of the vincyard
then send ?

Who is the redeemer of God's elect ?

Why should the husbandmen have
reverenced the son?

How did they treat him?

How do many treat Chvist ?

XXE. The Hushandmen Judgged. vs. 1619
What question did Jesus ask ? v. 15,
How did he answer it ¢
How was this fultilled in the Jews ?
How will all rejecters of the Son be

punished ?

Who is meant by the rejected stone ?
How has Jesus become the Head of the
corner ?

Wherein did Christ's humiliation ¢on
sist ?

His exaltation 2

What did Jesus further say ?

What did he mean by this?

What did the chicf priests and seribes
now perceeive ?

What did they do?

What prevented him?

What Have I Learned ?

L. That God has distinguished us with
many privileges and blessimgs.
. That he has sent Lis ministersand
messengers to us,
3. That he has given His Son to be our
Saviour,
4. That if we abuse his gifts they may
ho taken from us.
5. That if we negleet the Saviour we
must perish.

October 12, Luke22:7.20.
The Lord’s Supper.

Memory vs. l.!), 20.

Golden Text—1 Cor I1: 26,

Catechism. Q. 97,

Introductory.

Whit is a sacrament ?

Which were the sacraments of the Old
Testament ? (ns. Circucision and the
passover.)

Which of the Nvw ?

Title of this lesson ?
Lesson Plan 2 Time?
ory verses !

Golden Text ?
Plice? Mem-

XI. Preparation tor the Passover. ¥s.7<13
What was the passover ?
Whom did Jesus send to prepare the
passover.
What directions did he give them ?
How did he know all these things 1
What preparation was made ?

X1 Entingg the Passover. vs. 14«18,

Who were present at the passover ?

What. did Jesus say to them ?

What reasen did he give for this desire?

What did he mean l)y sl il il e fulfilled
in the Eingdone of God?
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What did Jesus now recdive § v, 17.

What did he do with it ?

What did he add about the future?
III Institution of the Lord's Supper.
VN, 19, 20.

What new ordinance did Jesus now in-
stitute ¢

For what purpose 7 1 Cor. 11 : 24-26.

What two symbols did he use?

What did he do with the bread ?

What did he say of it ?

What is means by this is mar body

What did he say of the cup? (Compare
the purallel passages.)

How do the bread and wine represent
Christ's body and blood ?

What is the Lord’s Supper?

What is required of those who would
worthily pumitake of it ?

What Hiave I Learned ?

1. That Jesus gave himself for my sal-
vation. .

2, That bis body was broken and his
blood shed for me.
3. That the Lord’s Supper is the ap-
pointed wemorial of his sufferings and
death.

4. That L should come to his table ac-
cording to his dying command.
5. That I should do this with vever-
cnee, humility, penitence, faith, gladness
and self-conseeration,

Gctober 19, Luke 22:24-37,

The Spirit of True Service.
Memory Vs, 23-57.
GoLpeN TeEXT. -Phil. 2:35,
Catechism Q. 98,
Introductory.

Title of this lesson? Golden Text?
Lesson Plan? Time? Place? Memory
verses?  Catechism?

XI. The Nohility of Scrviee. vs. 2427,

What strife was there among the dis-
ciples?

Frowm what mistaken notion of Christ’s
kingdom did it spring ¥

What did Jesus say to them ¢

How was it among the Gentiles as to
rank and authority ¢

What difference should there be among
the disciples ?

How did Jesus propose himself as an
example ?

What example of service had he just
given them ! John 13 :1-17.

15. The Reward ot Service. 28-30.

What did Jesus then say to his disci-
plest

Meauing of temptation here ?
- What reward of service did he appoint
unto them ?

When should they receive this?

What fellowship should they enjoy with
him?

What dignities should they share with
him ?

ANI. The Cost ot Service. vs. 3137,

What did Jesus say to Simon? .

What sifting was referred to as soon to
come ?

Of what did Jesus assure Peter?

What command did he give him ?

What is here meant by when thou art
converted ?

What did Peter reply ?

Of what did Jesus forewarn him ?

What question did Jesus now put to
his disciples ?

To what mission did he refer ?

What did he say would now be required?

Of what did he forewarn them ¢

Where is this prophecy found ?

What did he add ¥

Meaning of this?

What Have I Learned?

1. That it is true greatness to forget
self and serve others.

2. That if we follow Christ in humble
service we shall be partakers with him in
his glory. .

3. That the sufferings of present service
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will be more than compensated by the re-
ward th: b shall follow.

4. That it is because Christ prays for
his people that their faith failsnot.  /

Oclober 26. Luke 22 : 3933
Jesus in Gethsemane.

Memory v, £0-43,

Golden ‘text.—Isa, 53:3,

Catechism Q. 9.

Introductory.

What feast did Jesus celebrate with his
disciples !

What ordinance did he institute?

Tide of this lesson? Golden Text ?
Lesson Plan? Time? Place ? Mewmory
verses? Catechism ?

X. The AgonizingJord va.39-46

Where did Jesus go with the disciples ?

What did he there say with his disciples?

What did he do ?

“What was his prayer?

How often did he go away by himself
to pray ? (See parallel accounts.)

Who appeared to him ?

What are we told of his agony ?

What caused this great agony ? Isa. 53:
4, 5.

IX. The Sleeping Disciplen. vs, 45«46,

What did-the disciples do while their
Master was suffering and praying ?

How is their sleeping explained here 2

How many times did Jesus find them
sleeping ?  (See parallel accounts.)

What did he say to them ?

IXX. The Betrayal by a Kiss, vs, 4753,

Who was the betrayer ?

Whom did he guide to Gethsemane ?

l?:‘y what sign did Judas betray his Mas-
ter

How do men now betray Jesus ?

What did Jesus say to Judas?

What did the disciples ask Jesus ?

What rash act was committed ?

What did Jesus say ?

What did he do to the wounded servant?

What did he say to the leaders of the
band ?

Why did Jesus submit so patiently to
the arrest -

What Have I Learned?
1. Taat in every prayer we should say,

“Not my will, but thine, be done.”

2. That temptation will overcome us if
we do not watch and pray.

3. That Jesus endured all this agony
for our salvation.

4. That God sometimes uses wicked
hands to work cut his holy purpuses.

WHATSOEVER.

“Please move along,” said little Harry
to Eddie Fish, as he tried to sit down by
Eddie at Sunday-schoa],

“I shan’t do it.” replied Eddie, and he
took up as much rovn on the bench as he
could, and pretended to be looking at his
book. But e was really thinking to him-
self, ‘T got here first, and I guess I ain't
going to give up this corner seat”

Presently he peeped over the top of his
book to see what had become of Harry.
He was sitting at _the other end of the
bench by Charlie Fay, who had squeezed
himself into as small a place as he could
to make room for Harry. The two boys
were talking and smilirg and looking very
happy. Xddie had plenty of room down
at the end of the bench, but somehow he
didn’t feel very happy. )

Just at that moment Harry dropped his
penny. FEddie saw it roll away under the
edge of Miss Smith’s dress, but instead of
telling Harry where it was he turned
away and looked at the boys in the class
behind.  Harry and Charlie hunted
around on the floor for the penuny, but
could not find it until Miss Smith began
looking too. That moved her dress a fit-
tle, and so the penny was found.

Miss Smith had some beautiful cards
which she gave to the boys at the close of
school. Fach card had a different verse
onit. Eddie’s was “All things whatso-
ever ye would that men should do to you,
do you even so tv'them.” He shut the
card up quick in his Sunday school book
as soon as he had read it, but somechow
the verse kept going over in his mind.

That night at supper, there was a nice
dish of cream teast, and mamma said, “I
made this because you are so fond of it,
Eddie.”
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Eddie liked the cremn toast very much,

After supper wmamma’s friend, Miss
Carr, cime to the gate with two Jarge
ripe pears in her hand.

=A certain little boy asked me if he
might have these (wo pears when they
were ripe,” said she, “and that boyv's
name is Iddie. 1 have been watching
them every day, and now here they are,™
and she gave them to Kddie.

Eddie ate one of the pears very quictly
hut he did not seem to enjoy it as much
as Miss Carr expeeted e would. Man-
ma noticed, too, that he was very quiet,

At bed-time manmma sdd to Eddie, as

she put her arm tenderiy  avound him,
“‘Has mv little hoy hal o Lappy dag 27

SNosand Fddre, ctand 1 owish Miss
Carr didn’t give me those pears, aud 1
don’t want any more eroim-toast D

<Why, ddie,” said  usumne,  cwhat
makes you talk so!”

“Well, an; how,  evervbody is  doing
‘whatsoevers' to me, and Tdudn't do it to
Hary U

Mamma could not tell what Eddie
meant till he pulled his card out of his
pocket, where he had put after he came
home from Sunday school, Then she read
the verse, and Eddie told her how he
woulde't move up for Harry or tell him
where his penny was.  ©1 expect he
thouuht I was real mean, too.”

“Probably he thought very little about
it, Eddie,” said mamma. *“When we are
unkind it mahes ourselves a great deal
more unhappy than it does anyone else.
Harry found a good seat, but you, wmy
dear child, lost something that you did
not find agiin - the pleasure of being po-
lite and kind.  Every time that you do
an unkind act it makes it easier to do it
the next ; and if you keep on refusing to
be kind and helpiul to others, your soul
will grow crovked and unsightly instead
of noble and hezutiful.” N

Fadie said that he wasn't going to keep
on refusing to be kind ; and I think he
was in carnest, for the very next Sunday
he gave the corner seat to little Harry, —
Mrs. Bucton.

THE TIME TO BE PLEASANT.

** Mother's cruss,” said Maggie, coming
out into the kitehen witha pout on her lips.

Her aunt was busy ironing, and she
looked up and answered Maggie : --

* Then it is the very time for you to be
pPleas nt and helpful.  Mother was awake
agooddeal of thesight with the porrbaby.”

Maguic made noveply.,  She put on her
i hat and walked off into the garden. Buat

avew idea went with her— = The very
{ time to be pleasant is when the other peo-
plv are eross.”

*True enough,” thought she, * that
“would do the most good. T remember

when T was !l Tast veur, T was so nervons

that if anyone spoke to me T eould hardly
cheld being ervoss 3 oand mother vever got
| eross or ot of patience. but was quite
; pleasant with me. T ought to pay it hack
fnow, and T will.™

And she jumped up from the grass on
which she had thrown herself. and turned
a face full of cheerful resolution toward
the room where her mother sat soothing
and tending a fretful. tecthing baby.

> Couldn’t I take him out to ride in his
carriage mother?  It's such a sunny morn-
ing.” she asked.

1 should be so glad if you would,”
said her mother.

The hat and coat were broucht, and the
haby was suon ready for his ride.

Tl keep him as long as he’s good.”
said Maggie, **and you must lie on the
sofa and take a nap while I'm gone. Youn
are looking dreadful tired.”

The kind words and the kiss that ac-
companied them were almost too much for
the mother, and her voice trembled as she
answered :—

*Thank you, dear, it will do me a world
of goud. My head aches badly this morn-
ing.”

What a happy heart Maggie’s was ag
she turned the carriage ap and down the
walk ! She resolved to remember and
act on her aunt’s good words :—

The very time to be helpful and plea-
sant is when everybody is tired and cross.”




