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DILLON’S BAY, ERROMANGA.

The picture on the front page looks as {f
i1t were of a very beautiful place, with its
calm waters, its beautiful hills, and its green
trees with little native huts scatterad among
them.

It is & peaceful place now, for one of our
migsionaries, Rev. H. A. Robertson, and his
wife, have labored there for more than
twenty-iive years, and the people are now
Christians, but not mony years ago they
were all heathen, and if a white man ven-
tured to land there, he would likely be kill-
ed and cooked and eaten.

Do you see the mark X by the shore, in the
picture, That is the place where a good
missionary, John Willlams, was killed.

He was landing there with his message of
peace and good will to these poor dark
people, but they scarce gave him time to
land. They killed him by the water’s edge.

So honored and loved was this man, that
a missionary society in Britain called their
mission vessel after him, the John Williams,

Try and find@ out all you can from your
parents and teachers and books, about the
good missionary John Williams,

The people were still very savage and
cruel when our own missionaries, Mr. and
Mrs, Robertson, went among them, and often
they too were in danger of being killed. But
God kept them and blessed their work, and
now the people gather by hundreds, at Dil-
lon’s Bay, to worship the true God, and the
Sabbath is as qulet and peaceful and as well
kept as it is in Canada, and life and prop-
erty are as safe as they are with us.

What a grand work, to be means, in
God’s hand, of turning a wild savage people,
fighting and killing and eating each other,
into a people with safe and happy homes,
and fitting them for a heavenly home when
earthly homes are left behind. Many a lonely
trring hour our missionaries have had, but
they have their reward now, in the change
they ses around them, and what a joy it
will be to them in that better life to see

Jung

there the many they have won from dark-
ness and sin,

<

HOW THE SALOON HURTS CHILDREN.

This story tells one way in which it makes
them suffer., A minister in Philadelphia
says:—*“I was walking down the street one
Saturday afternoon, when I saw a little
child, ten or twelve years of age, sitting on
the steps of a saloon.

I spoke to her. She at once called me by
name, [ said, ‘How do you know my
name 2’ She replied, ‘You came and spoke
down at our mission school.’ I said, ‘Why
are you here ?> She said, ‘I am waiting for
my father, who is in the saloon.’

Presently the man came out. I went on

he opposite side of the street, keeping my
eye on them. He walked uusteadily, partly
supported by the little child.

Presently they came to another saloon. I
saw that the little child was pleading with
him. But he went in and she again sat
down upon the steps.

I went to her and said, ‘I will go into the
saloon and ask them not to sell anything to
your father.” She said, ‘O, no! That will
only make it worse, and when he goes home
he will abuse mother.’

‘Well,” I said, ‘I will wait till he comes
out, and urge him to go home without
drinking any more.’ She said, ‘No, that
would be still worse.’

I followed them from the other side of the
street. He went into one saloon after an-
other until he had gone into thirteen, and
had to be almost carried home.

Think what a home and what a life that
poor little girl would have, all on account
of the saloons.

The people of Canada are to be asked soon
to say whether saloons are to be allowed to
continue in Canada. Will you not try to get
your father and older brothers to vote
against allowing them to continue, to make
sad the lives of little boys and girls and
their mothers,"
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HOW A BOY LED THE RBHILS.,

Boys like real boy stories; not made‘up
ones, nor goody goody ones. Here is one of
the latest, :

Many of you heard our missionary, Rev,
J. Buchanan, M.D., when he was home {rom
India last summer, telling of the new mis-
sion he was going to begin among the Bhils,
a wild, timid, simple people who live, a
million or more of them, among the moun-
tains in Central India,

Dr. Buchanan, when he was home, was
collecting money, to build a hospital where
he could heal their sick people and preach to
them; to build an orphanage where he could
gather and teach the little orphan children
that had no one to care for them; and to
build a house to live in himself,

A few months ago he went back to India
to begin his work among them, and a letter
has just come to the ‘‘Record’’ telling how
a boy helped him to begin his work.

The Bhils were very much afraid of him
and would not come near him and he could
not get any of them to work for him. This
was because they have been so long oppress-
ed and wronged by their Hindoo masters
that they think all strangers want to rob
them, or steal f{rom them, or injure them.
He could not get any one to go and dig
stone, or to help him in any way to build
his hospital and orphanage.

Of course he offered to pay them but they
were afraid of him, and so he waited for
days, living in his tent, and wondering how
he could get them to trust him and come to
work with him,

Now we will let Dr. Buchanan himself tell
how a beginning was made. He says ‘‘By
and by, one Chameria, a boy of ten years,
who was living alongside our tent, being a
little more bold than the average, and hav-
ing seen more of us than others, ventured to
work ono day cutting a little grass for my
pony. He got his pay in the evening, His
confidence was increased, and he asked if he
could bring other boys.
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The result was the next day he brought

hree other boys about ihe same size as him-
gelf, and with this little band I started out
to one of the hills where lime was to be
found, and thus the work of bullding the
mission house, hospital, and schools, was
begun,?”’

The older people now began to follow the
example of the boys, and it was not long
till Dr. Buchanan had more than 2 hun-
dred of them working for him; and the mis-
sion buildings are going forward rapidly,
and the people are learning to trust their
missionary, and know that he s their
friend.

When you read in days to come, of the
Bhil mission, remember that a ten year old
boy led the way, that he then got three other
boys to go with him, and thus began the
work which is to do so much with God’s
blessing in winning his countrymen from be-
ing a wild, heathen, people, to be civilized
and Christian,

Every ten year old boy can be good, and
can do something towards leading other
boys in the same way.

>

WHAT A BOY HEARD.

When the late Earl Cairns was a little boy
he heard three words which made a memor-
able impression on him: ‘‘God claims you.”
Then came the question, ‘““What am I going
to do with the claim?  He answered, “I
will own it, and give myself to God.” He
went home and told his mother: ‘‘God
claims me.’’ At schbol and college his mot-
to was, ‘‘God claims me.” As a member of
Parliament, and ultimately as Lord Chan-
cellor, it was still, ‘‘God claims me.’” When
he was appointed Lord Chancellor he was a
teacher of a large Bible class, and his minis-
ter, thinking now he would have no time to
devéte to that purpose, said to him, “I sup-
pose you will now require to give up your
class?” “No,” was the reply, “I will not-
God claims me.”
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OUR MISSION IN KOREA.

Here are three men whom I wish to intro-
duce to you. I hope you will get Letter ac-
quainted with them as you grow older,
They are going to open our new mission in
Korea. Find out what you can about Korea
from your histories, geographies, and maps.

The beginning of this work Is an interest-
ing story. Four or flve years ago, a young
minister in Nova Scotia thought a gteat deal
about Korea, and wanted to go and tell

L]
Rev, Robert Grierson M, D.

them of the true God, and oi Christ who
came into the world to save sinners.

At length he decided to go, and for a year
or two he lived and labored there at a place
called Sorai. The people listened gladly to
tho good news he brought them, angd some
of them became Christians; and they were
just building a little church to worship in
when the good missionary, Willlam J. Mac-

Ju~Nge

kenzie, took ill, and soon his mission work
on earth was done.

The poor people were very sad, and want-
ed another misgionary, but our church tur a
time could not send one, But now three are
going; young men who have just finished
thelr college studies and offered themselves
for mission work in Korea.

One of them is a medical doctor, so that
he will be to help their sick bodies as well
as their sick souls. When you pray for mis-
sionaries do not forget the three who are
soon to leave Nova Scotia for Korea,
Rev. Robert Grierson, M. D.,, Rev. W. R.
Foote, and Rev. D, Macrae, who are looking
at you from these pages,

A SALOON KEEPER’S DAUGHTER.

It was evening, and Brown’s saloon was
closely filled with a noisy throng of boys
and men, when suddenly above the din a
sweet, childish volce arose in song, and
through the thin partition came the words.

Take the name of Jesus with you,
Child of sorrow and of woe:

It will joy and comfort give you,
Take it then where’er you go.

‘“That’s my little daughter, Bessie,”” ex-
plained the proprietor. ‘I don’t take stock
in such songs; but she has a praying mo-
ther.”

“Better hush her up, Brown, she’ll hurt
your business,’’ whispered a wily-faced man.

The clear, childish voice again took up the
refrain:

Take “he name of Jesus with you,
As a shield from every snare:

It temptations round you gather,
Breathe that holy name in prayer.

A young man, standing near the bar, re-
solutely set down his glass and left the
room,

“What’s the trouble, Will 2>’ questioned a
companion, who followed him out.

“Trouble enough,’’ he answered. “I've a
praying mother, Tom, who has been all her
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life praying for me; and I had forgotter tiil
a moment ago, that song recalled it all; I
am lost, forever lost.”

‘“Not if that song be true, Will. I had a
praying mother myself, once, and God
knows I loved her; though I have never
sought to foilow ler counsel,”

The young men gazed at each other in
blank despair.
“What s there in the name of Jesus to

save ??°

Rev. W, R. Foote.

As if in answer, the sweet, childish voice

reached them still:

Oh, the precious name of Jesus,
How it thrills our souls with joy !
When His loving arms receive us,
And His songs our tongues employ.

The young men walked silently down the
street together.

““I can’t give drink up now,” said Will, as
he ¢lasped his hands in mute despair.
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‘“Oh, Will, let us break away from it al-
together; it is destroying our lives.”

“If I only could, oh, if I only could "’

*‘If that song be true we need not despair,
The dying thief was saved on the ¢ross, and
we haven’t got that far yet, Come to my
room; I've a Bible there in my trunk that
mother gave to me.”

Together the young men entered the room
and bent over the open book which had
been sealed to them so long.

“‘Whosoever will let him come ! *“‘Ho!
every one that thirsteth come !’ ‘I came
not to call the righteous, but sinners to re-
pentance.’”” What new and wonderful mean-
ing the words held ! ITow they thrilled the
hearts of the young men with hope and
courage !

‘“ “Though your stns be as scarlet,’ that’s
me,’’ sobbed Will.

“But read on, read on, he says, ‘They
shall be as white as snow.” Oh, the beauty
of such a religion, which can blot out all
the iniquity "of the past and preserve us
from future evil.”

It is three weeks later, and In a quiet
and humble home far from the din of the
city, a sad-faced mother is performing her
usual round of duties.

“It is so long now, since last I heard
from Will,”” she sighed, ‘‘and then it was a
mere line stating he was well. O God, pre-
serve my boy, and bring him wunto Thy
Kingdom,?”’ ’

“Good-day, neighbor, here is a letter for
you,” cried a cheery voice outside.

“From Will,”” she gaid, as she seated her-
self, and with quivering fingers tore the en-
velope.

“Saved ! O God, I thank thee,” she cried,
a moment later, “and my faith had grown
go weak. I shall never doubt again; but
rest forever in the fulness of His words.”

Little Besgie the saloon keeper’s daughter,
never knew the wonderful influence exerted
by her simple song; but Will and Tom never
passed by the attractive room where Brown
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displayed his choice liquors without thank-
ing God that the proprietor had a praying
wife, who had early in life instructed her
little daughter about Jesus who is ‘“‘mighty
to save.””—Young People’s Paper,

L.
A POOR EXCUSE.

“During a visit to London,’’ says Mr,
Marchmont, my friend Mr., Murray made the
acquaintance of a young man, to whom, as

Reov. D, Macrae.

waus his habit, he put the question, ‘“‘My
friend, are you one of the Lord’s people?”’

The young man frowned and sullenly re-
plied, ‘‘No I am not, and I do not wish to
be.”

“Can you give me any reason for what you
say?”’ continued the clergyman, guite calm-
ly. N

**Oh, yes, I can give a reason and a good
one,”’

JuNE

“May I ask what it {s?”

““Well, just twenty yoars ago I was in a
professing Christian’s kitchen, and be find-
ing me there, swore at me &and kicked me
out. From that time X resolved never to
nuve enything to do with religion, and I
never have.’’

And you have thoroughly made up your
mind to continue in that course?”

‘“Certainly I have.”’

Then let us put it in writing,”” he said
and with that he wrote down the young
man’s words and handed the paper to him
saying, ‘“Take this, and when you are asked
for youur excuse on the day of judgment hand
this up.

The man took it mechanically, scarcely re-
alizing what he did, and they parted. Mr.
Murray had got home; prayers had oseen said,
when the door-bell rang.

‘“As he was in the hall he opened the door
himself; there was the young man to whom
he had spoken that day,

What is the matter now, my fIriend?
I do anything more for you?’’ he asked.

Holding up the little slip of paper, and
trembling perceptibly, the young fellow
said: ‘“Oh, Mr, Murray, I want to talk this
over with you. It will not hold water.,
When I look at it in black and white I see it
will not do for me to reject the Lord .Jesus
Christ for such a paltry excuse. I cannot
continue to do it; is there no help for me?”’

Very kindly he was drawn into the house,
and the clergyman asked: Is this excuse
of twenty years’ standing not suflicient for
you?”

“No it is not.”

“Then we will throw it in the fire;”
suiting the action to the word,
was cast into the flames.

Together they knelt down, and after pray-
ing to God to save the poor sinner who
knelt before him, they arose and gave praise
to the Lord for all his goodness; and the
man went away renewed in heart, resolving
to serve the I.ord from that time onward.

Can

and
the .paper
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NEW THINGS,

A little sermon preached to the S. S,
children of Erskine Church, Montreal, on
May day just past, by the pastor, Rev. A. J.
Mowatt. It has been kindly given at the
request of the ‘‘Child-~en’s Record,’”’ for our
bigger congregation of little folk. The toxt
was from Rev, 21: 5.

“‘Behold I make all things new.”’

Suppose, children, we have a little talk to-
day about new things, New things are in
season just now—new leaves coming on the
trees, new flowers in the gurden, new bird-
fes In the nest, new lambs in the fold, new
babies in the cradle. Yes, you l!ke new
things, and so that is what we will talk
about this new May morrning.

I was in a house the other day, and the
children came in to see me before they went
out to their play. And the little boy had
something to tell me, and I could not make
out what it was. It was very stupid in me,
I know. Well his mother said ‘‘He wants
to tell you he has his new boots on.’” And
very nice little boots they were. And then
the little girl had something to say about her
new things. Sweet children! They gave me
a text for my children’s sermon. I said,
“Children like new things.”’

Now here you are to-day, children, and
you look so nice. I think it must be because
you have your new things on--new boots on
your feet; new hats on your heads with
bright new trimmings, new dresses on, new
little coats and pants for the boys, and poc-
kets in them, new smiles in your faces, such
lots of new things. And that is all right.

GOD LIKES NEW THINGS.

You go up to the wmountain there, and
you do not find God gathering up the best of
last year’s leaves lying around, the ones that
are not so torn and faded and worn out,
and patching them up a little bit where they
are torn, and brightening them up a little
bit where they are faded, sticking them on
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the trees and bushes, saying: *‘These old
things will have to go another season., We
cannot afford to have new leaves and new
flowers every spring.’”’ I tell you the moun-
tain would not look like itself, with all tle
trees and plants in their old dresses. Would
it, children?

No. And God does not do that. \When
May-day comes with its warmth and sun-
gshine, I hear Him saying to the trees and
shrubs: ‘‘Children of the woods, it is time
you had your new things on—new leaves,
new flowers. Let the robin build & new nest,
Chipmunk, hurry up and dig yourself a new
hole. Old oak-tree, what is the matter with
you? Why don’t you make haste, and turn
over a new leaf? *?

Yes, children, God likes new things. He
does not like to see His trees with their old
leaves still on them. There 1s something
wrong if that is the case, Let not the ap-
ple-tree say: ‘I cannot afford new blossoms
every season,’’ Nor let the rose-bush say:
“It is really too muchk to expect of me a
new crop of roses; I cannot aiford such ex-
travagance.’” And robin red-breast, let not
him say: ‘“The old nest will have to do.”
Ah! that is not the way with the birds and
bushes. It is ‘‘all things new?”’ with them.
New leaves for the trees! New flowers for
the woodland! New nests for the birds, and
new birdies in them! AIll things new!

I tell you, there is something wrong some-
where, if children are running about the
streets in their old things, their clothes in
rags, their faces as if they never saw soap
and water, their lives as if they never knew
a mother’s love and a father’s care. God
does not like to 'see that. He who gives
new leaves to clothe the trees, wants the
children to be neat and clean. Is every crea~
ture to have new things, the birds new
feathers for their wings, the lamb a new coat
of wool for its back, and the children in their
old things? No! No! That is all wrong.
God likes new things, and children like new
things, and so they have them on to-day.
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THE NEW HEART.

It is nice to have a new hat. I think God
likes to see you with your new hat on. But
there is something far nicer than a new hat,
and it is the new heart. I think He is look-
ing now to see if you hauve the new heart.
It is not merely some things new—new hats,
new shoes and stockings, new dresses, and
80 on, and 80 on, but *‘all things new.” 1
think I hear Iin saying: ‘‘Here is a little
girl, and she looks very pretty in her new
hat, but, poor, thing, she i8 here without
the new heart, and I do not lke to see it.

You sometimes see a very young face un-
der a very old hat, and you you don’t like
to soe it. They don’t match. But it is still
worse to see a little girl, or a little boy,
with all things new on them, but nothing
new in them—their hat of the newest fash-
fon, but their heart all battered out of
shape with sin and hard usage. I tell you,
little friends, God does not like that,

Now, you can have the new heart. I see
you with your new things on—your nice new
hate, and new dresses, and new other things.
Where did you get them? I think I know.
They were given to you. Now that is the
way to get the new heart. Ask the one who
has it where he got it, and he will say: ‘‘It
was given me. I asked Him for it, and He
gave it to me. Wasn’t it kind of Him.

Does it take long to get a new heart?
No, not any longer than to get a new hat,
not as long in fact. If I am not mistaken I
met a little girl yesterday, and it was her
old hat she had on. But {1 I could see her
to-day, for I think she is here somewhere,
she has a new hat on. An old hat yester-
day, a new hat to-day! An old heart yes-
terday, a new heart to-day! Blessed Jesus,
Thou givest the new heart, and so these
children may all have to-day the best of new
things—the new heart! That makes every-
thing else new.

NEW TONGUES.
The Bible has 1lots to say about new
things. I cannot begin to tell you all the

JuNE

new things we read of here. But let me tell
you of the giit of tongues—-new tongues.

What a funny gift to get? Think of some-
body coming to you, and asking you to open
your mouth, You wonder at it. But you
do it., And then he says perhaps: ‘‘Little
boy, little girl, you need a new tongue.”

And is it not so true? The tongue that
tell lies, that carries tales, that is free in
the use of cross words, and bad words, and
swear words—that tongue should be pulled
out by the roots, It is the ola tongue, ana
it is too old for such young lips as yours,
and so you want the gift of the new tongue.

Long ago a lot of people came up to Jer-
usalem, and they came up witk their old
tongues: and all the way up they were jab-
bering to oune another in the old way—
scolding, swearing, lying, and all the rest of
it. Well, there was a wonderful meeting,
and a great many of them +went to that
meeting. God’s spirit was there, and do you
know, Ile blessed them with a strange
beautiful gift—The new tongue? Instead o:
telling lies as they used to do, they told the
truth, Praise-words were on their lips in-
stead of swear-words, good words instead
of bad words. When they went home to
their people, the men and the boys, they be-
gan talking to those who had not been there,
and the people said: ‘“Why these men and
boys have come home with new tongues, and
wonderful things they have to tell us,
things we never heard of before, new things,
and they sing new songs.’”

Yes, children, among the other things, be
sure to ask the Lord to give you the new
tongue. If we had all new tongues, it
would be so much better at home, so much
better in the play-ground, so much better
everywhere. Instead of cross words and bad
talk and lies, it would be holy words, sweet-
ness, kindness, truth, the new song.

THE NEW JERUSALEM.

That is the last new thing I want to tell
you about to-day, for I must not keep ycu
too long.
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The new Jerusalem is a wonderful eity,
John tells us about it. It is wonderful for
its size. You have heard of London, and
some of you have seen that great city
where our good Queen lives and reigns,
But the new Jerusalem s larger than twen-
ty Londons put together.

It is wonderful too for its wealth. Its
walls are of jasper, and its gates of pearl.
Its strects ave paved with gold. The most
costly and precious things are there in rich
abundance. Through the midst of this city
flows a great river, called the River of Life,
and its waters are as clear as crystal, Al-
ong its streets are planted rows of trees,
wonderful trees. Both the leaves and the
fruits of the trees are wonderful. It is the
Tree of Life.

And then the city is lighted as no city is
lighted., They have no such thing as night
there. It is light all the time,

The city is full of people, millions an@ mii-
lions, and they are as happy as they are
many. Nobedy sick there: Nobody feeble!
Nobody poor! Nobody disappointed and un-
happy ! Nobody friendless and forgotten |
Its streets are full of boys and girls at play,
and such sweet bright faced children. The
people all dress in white, and they sing
beautifully, and some of them have golden
harps.

The King of that City—you know Him
well—is Jesus, and all the children there are
in love with Him, and all the people there
think there is no king like Him, never has
been, never will be. And they are right.
Their favorite hymn all over the great City
is something like this: ‘‘Worthy the Lambd
glain to redeem us out of all lands, and
tongues and nations! He found us sinners,
and he saved us. He found us filthy and fall-
en, and He lifted us up, and washed us in
His blood, and now we walk In white,
Worthy is He to reign over us forever and
forever! *’

I see the children assembled before Him,
It is a great day in the new Jerusalem, The
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King gives prizes. Do I not see some from
Erskine Church Sunday-school? I think I do,
To some He gives beautiful palms. He doee
it in token of their devotion to Him when
they were here where we are., They were so
brave and true, doing the right for Bim
when others around them were doing the
wrong, And all Heaven rejolces with a
great joy. To others He gives beautiful
golden harps. They sung so well for Him,
Their lips when they were here were full of
praises for Him. They sung in the Sunday
school. They sung in the home. They made
music wheraver they were. Sweet singers,
how honored in Heaven for their beautiful
happy service for Him. To each of them is
given a golden harp.

To others again are given special honors.
Here is a little girl, she is arrayed i spotless
white. The King calls her to. Him. He
takes her by the hand. He tells the story of
her love and faith, how amid great trials
she was true, making the home bright with
her light and love where she lived, and win-
ning others to be what she was—little fol-
lowers of Jesus. And then he puts a bright
crown on her head, and she looks so radi-
ant and sweet. Thus it goes on, now a lit-
tle boy, now a little girl.

Children, will we be there to receive our
prize—our palm, our harp, our crown? Not
all will be there. Outside the gate are the
lips that liked lies better than the truth,
the gay one’s to whom the world’s folly was
more than the Kiag’s service, the godless
and profane. They cannot enter in. I do
not think they would want to enter in, for
the light of that city is no place for those
who love the darkness. But may we be
there in ihe new Jerusalem with our new
things—our new hearts, our new tongues,
our new songs, all things new!
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THE HEATHEN BOY.

Not many years ago, as a lady was sitting
fo the verandah of her house in Burmal, a
a jungle boy came through the opering in
the hedge which served as a gateway, and
approaching her, inquired with eagerness:

““Does Jesus Christ live here? »’

He was a boy of about twelve years of age,
his hair matted with filth and bristling In
every direction, like the quills of a porcu-
pine, and a dirty cloth of cotton was wrap-

Taanil hoys going to school.

ped in a most slovenly manuner about his
person.
“Does Jesus Christ live here?’’ he asked,
as he hastened up the steps of the verandah.
“What do you want with Jesus Christ?”
asked the lady.
“I want to see Him and confess to Him.”?
“Why, what have you heen doing that you
want to confess?’’ -
“Doing? Why. 1 tell les,

I steal, I do

Jong

everything bad. I am afraid of going to hell,
and I want to see Jesus Christ, for I heard
one of the Loogyees (missionaries) say that
He can save us from hell, Does he live
here? Tell me where I can find Him,”

“But He does not save people from hell if
they continue to do wiczedly.”

“I want to stop doing wickedly,”” said
the boy, ‘‘butl can’t; I don’t know how to
stop. The evil thoughts are in me, and the
bad dJdeeds come of evil thoughts., What can
I do?”

“Nothing but come to Christ, poor boy,
like all the rest of us,”” the lady softiy re-
plied: but she spoke this last in English, so
the boy only raised his head with a vacant
look.

‘““You cannot see Jesus Christ now,’’ she
added, and was answered by a sharp, quick
cry of disappointment ‘“But I am His friend
and follower,”’ said the lady, at which the
face of the listener brightened, and she con-
tinued, ‘‘He bhas told me in His Word to
teach all those who wish to escape from hell
how to do so.”

The joyiul eagerness depicted in the boy’s
countenance was beyond description, “Tell
me, oh, tell me! Only ask your Master to
save me, and I will be your servant for life.
Do not be angry. I want to be saved!”’

The next day the little boy was introduced
to the little bamboo school-house in the
character of ‘‘the wild Karen boy;” and
guch a greedy seeker after truth and holiness
had been seldom seen. Every day he came
to the white teachers to learn sometking
more concerning the Lord Jesus and the way
of salvation: and every day his eagerness in-
creased and his face lost its indescribable
look of stupidity. He was at length baptis-
ed, and commemorated the love n! that Sav-
four he had so earnestly sought. He lived
awhile to testify his sincerity, and then died
in a joyful hope. The lady has also since’
died, and she and the wild Karen boy have
met in the presence of their common Ro-
deemer.—Christian Work,
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SECOND THOUGHTS BEST.

‘‘Good-bye, dears. I hope you’ll have a
good time this afternoon.”’

It was mother who said it. Nobody ever
wont away from mother, so the boys de-
clared, without having a good wish as they
started.

“But I hope you won’t stay lete, I mean
very late. The 3ays nre 30 long, and It’s
good to have you come home,”’

It was Hetty who said this.

‘“Poor little Het,” said Frank, as he turn-
ed for a farewell smjle at the two faces at
the window. ¢‘It’s too bad this race on the
ice came just to-day.”

‘“Yes, it is,” assented Rob,

‘““‘When she’s been shut up in the house 8o

long, and this is the first day she could get
out.”?

““Yes,”’ said Rob again.

“Look here,”” said Frank, stopping short
after they were out of reach of the eyes in-
side of the window. ‘‘Suppose we give this
up, and give Hetty her frolic.”

“Pghaw!’’ exclaimed Rob, hall angrily.
¢All the boys are going to be out, and it’ll
be a regular tiptop time. Give it up just to
take out a little girl!”’

Hetty had had a long illness, and was just
able to go out. For several dayr 1t had been
arranged that on this Saturday afternoon
she was to be wrapped up and the toys were
to take her on a sled over to the house of
Uncle Harry, half a mile away.

The little girl had looked forward to it
with such delight as those know who have
spent many weary weeks in the house.

Then had come the regatta,

Of course, &ll the boys in the country ar-
ound would expect to be there; and equally,
ol course, Hetty, being an unselfish little
girl, said at once that she would remain at
home, so that her brothers might go.

“I wouldn’t care a bit,”” went on Frank to
his brother as they walked on; “if Hetty
wasn’t so nice about it. It she eried and
made a fuss, as most girls would, I'd have
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just told her to shut up. But she didn’t.,”

Rob remembered, though, the tremble of
the lip with which his little sister had in-
sisted that the boys should not give up
their sport for her sake. So he didn’t meke
any reply, except to quicken his steps, which
had slowed as Frank hesitated.

‘“You don’t mean,’” said Rob presently,
‘‘that you would really go back now.”

‘I will, it you will,”’ said Frank stoppiag
short. ‘“I don’t mean but what I want to
see the regatta awfully, but—?"’

¢#Well, that’s just my fix,”” sald Rob, step-
ping on with a resolute face. ‘I want te
see it awtully, and I am going to see it.
Hurry up now.”

With one or two swift rurns to vary the
fast walking the mile was soon covered.
They were early. It was scarcely past noon,
yet there were already numbers of people
gathered on the lakeside.

What a gay scene it was! The ice boats
stood decked with bright ribbons, which
whirled and danced in the breeze. The ice
was alive with skaters, fiying this way and
that, while on the bank sleighs and cutters,
with merry parties and jingling bells, drove
up and down. But notwithstanding all,
there was a weight at the hearts of our
two boys. Rob was by no means inclined
to be unkind to his sister. Take them as a
family, they were most united in loving care
and thought for each other. A large sleigh
tull of little girls drove by. They were Het-
ty’s friends, and how Rob would have re-
joiced in seeing her face among them; but
it was inside the room in which she had
been a prisoner so long, probably still look-
ing from the window from which she had
waved them a farewell,

Then before him arose the day on which
the dear face had lain on a pillow, and no
one knew whether it would ever be lifted to
to gladden those who loved it.

Rob skated up to his brother.

“Say,” he said, ‘‘do you believe mother’d
let us bring Hetty down here? We’d scoot
her down in no time at all.”
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“No,”
would.”

Rob hadn’t believed it either. It was sim-
ply his way of getting at what he now fully
intended doing.

He took another turn around the skating
course, It was pleasant to be there, hard
to think of turning omne’s back upon it. He
was again at Frank’s side.

said Frank, ‘1 don’t believe she

“We’ve,” he began, ‘‘seen how things are
now., ‘They say the boats won’t go for
an hour yet, and who wants to wait so
long? It’s early. What do you say? »’

“I say yes,’”” said Frank,

Skates were taken olf, and the distance
home soon left behind.

‘“What’s that at the gate? »?
as they drew near,

A sleigh stood beside it, inside of which
was a delightful mixture of furry wraps and
bright faces. Strings of bells pealed out
jerky chimes with every movement of the
restless horses.

“Hello,” cried voices, mingling with the
bells. ‘‘We have come for you. Hurry up.
We must get there before the regatta begins.”?

It was Uncle Harry’s family, and within
the house was an zqually exciting condition
of things. Hetty was being wrapped for the
ride. She was to see it all,

“Why, boys, why are you back so soon?

“We came to take Hetty out.”’

‘“‘Now, boys! >> How her face beamed and
shone as she heard it! ‘‘You really gave it
up to come for me? Wky, you dear, dear
brothers, that’ll be the very best part of it
all.”

It may be easily guessed that it was the
best part of it for each of them. Surely, no
one on that bright day could be more light-
hearted than the boys who had been willing
to give up their own pleasure to do a kind-
ness.

asked Rob,

*‘We should have been glad to do it even
it it hadn't turned out so,’ said Rob, as
they talked of it in the evening.

*“Yes, dears,”’- said mother ‘“your self-

JuNE

denial was as perfect as if it had not met
with such quick reward.”

“Pshaw! ’? said Frank, with a little swag-
ger, walking around the room with his
hands in his pockets. ‘‘It wasn’t such a big
thing to do.”

‘‘Perhaps not,” said mother, ‘*‘but you
know that in our every day routine we are
not often called on to do big things, It is
the smallest kindnesses, given out of loving
self-denial which make up the sweetness of
home life! >—Herald and Presbyter.

-
OBEDIENCE TO PARENTS.

‘‘Children, obey your parents.’” The Bilile
is full of admonitions of obedience to par-
ents. The best and wisest men of all ages
have counseled this obedience. It is count-
ed as one of the sweetest and most grace-
ful attributes of childhood and youth, and
yet there are those who are fearful that this
virtue is on the decline and that the children
of our day are far from being as obedient to
those in authority over them as the children
of other days have heen.

There is reason for fearing that this is
true. So many boys and girls are inclined
to rebel against authority or discipline of
any kind, not knowing that no one can
ever hope to be free from discipline and auth-
ority.

The strongest and greatest and the wisest
men in the world feel themselves to be under
authority, and they yield a childlike obedi-
ence to all of the laws that contribute to
their well-being. They recognize the value
of discipline and are not impatient to be free
from authority. We must all yield to auth-
ority of some kind. We must all recognize
the existence and necessity of a law higher
than our own will and desires.

Obedience to parents is something under
which children should not chafe and rebel.
It is a duty and a necessity, and when com-
plied with cheerfully is sure to bring happi-
ness. Do not be in any hurry to be free from
the authority of your parents. They hold
you in loving bonds, and the time will come
when you will be glad that you obeyed fath-
er and mother. It is true that *No princi-
ple is more essential, as there is none more
holy, than that of a true obedience.””—Ex.
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INTERESTING ITEMS ABOUT JAPAN.

In Japan there are no cows; the Japanese
neither drink milk nor eat meat. Thare ure
but few horses, and these are imported
mainly for foreigners; there are but tew dogs,
and these are neither used as watchdogs,
beasts of burden, nor in hunting; there aie
no sheep, and wool is not wused in clothing
-—silk and cotton being the staples. There
are no pigs; pork is an unknown article of
diet. There are no goats, mules, or donkeys
in Japan.

Twice a year the adherents of the Shinto
faith in Japan cut small figures out of paper
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and throw them in the river, the idea being
that with the immersion of these figures
their own sins arc washed awy.

The Shinto priests of Japan scrupulously
practice cleanliness in their religious service.
Their garments are always spotless, and
they even bind o slip of paper over their
mouths so that their breath may not pollute
the oitering.

Japan claims the oldest wooden building in
the world. It is a log storehouse in Yars,
that is now used to shelter some of the mik-
ado’s art treasures. An age of one thousand
two hundred years is claimed for it, Some
of the logs are nearly worn away by weath-
er.

Chineso Salutations, bowing and shaking their own hands.

A STORY OF THE BLACK FOREST.

Many years ago a worthy old pastor lived
in a village near to the Black Forest. His
life had been spent in doing good amongst
his people, and now he was calmly waiting
for the summons to come from his Master to
enter upon his reward.

He was, however, anxious once more to
see his sister, and place in her hands a small
sum of money he had saved for her. He ac-
cordingly set out one bright autumn morn-
ing, hoping to reach her home by easy stages
before nightfall. His path lay through a
portion of the forest.

As he drew near to the end of his journey
he was startled and alarmed on seeing him-
self suddenly surrounded by a band of fierce-
Iooking men, who immediately demanded his
money.

At once he gave up his travelling bag: tell-
ing them to take all he had. The chief of
the band asked him roughly if he had any-
thing more with him, and he answered,
““Nc » On hearing this they let him go on
his way, and he soon found himself on the
outskirt of the wood, and near to his sister’s
cottage.

He had almost reached the door, when =a
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thought struck him. He remembered now
that he had taken the precaution before he
started to sew the money for his sister inside
the lining of his black velvet cap. What
ghould he do? His conscience was very ten-
der, and he was always accustomed to tell
the truth; but here he had told a lie, for he
and said he had nothing on his person.

The theught troubled him. He began to
reason with himself in his own simple fash-
fon—‘It is a sin to steal; true, but it is also
a sin to lle. What should I say tu God if He
called me now to stand before Him., I had
better lose my money than defile my con-
science.”

And so he determined to make a clean
breast of {t—go back to the robbers and ex-
plain to them that he had forgotten this
money when he said he had none.

The moon had now risen, and he could
see to retrace his steps. He quickly came up-
on the men, most of whom were sitting on
the ground smoking their pipes, and laugh-
ing over the contents of his bag, which were
scattered about. One of them had just then
in his hand a prayer-book with a silver
clasp, an old family relic.

At that moment the robhers looked up and
saw the old man approaching. He came to-
wards them and said, *‘I have come back to
tell you that I am guilty of a He, I said I
had no other property on me, but I had
these few coins which I have saved for my
poor sister. In my fear 1 had forgotien
them., Take them all; I coul not face my
God wi.h a lle on my conscience.’” So say-
ing he held out the coins to them.

As they looked at him in the moonlight he
seemed to them almost like a being from an-
other world, and not one of them dared to
take the coins. Then the leader, in & mom-
ent or two, told him to keep them for him-
self.

Seeing the fmpressfon his action had made
upon them. the old man in a solemn man-
ner spoke to them of the evil of their ways,
and begged them to turn a better life.

June

Not one of them answered him, but silent-
1y returned to him his bag, and every article
they had taken. Then the old man lost his
fear, and standing in the midst of them in
the moonlight, he looked up towards heaven
and prayed aloud, then gave them his bless-
ing and left them,

His heart was filled with joy. The very
forest seemed to be flocded with a light
from heaven as he walked once more to-
wards his sister’s cottage.

That night, and every night to the day of
his death, he prayed for that robber-baund.
Who shall say what might be the .answer?

It will very likely seem to you that the
old pastor in this story went beyond what
was his duty in thus turning back; but he,
at any rate, kept a clear conscience and did
good to others. ’

There is one thing. however, which we
should always try to do, and which this
story may help to fix in our minds—that {s,
always speak the exact truth whatever it
may cost. When anything is told respecting
a person or an event which has happened,
we have no right to add to it any discoloring
of our own, nor take from it by any desire
to lessen its importance. Factas are facts,
and should be told iust as they happened.

If we fail to do this, we injure first of all
ourselves, and then we injure others. And
oh! the misery there is in the world through
this one cause—people putting their own
feelings into things they tell of others. Re-
member always truth is truth, and all else
is wrong.—Free Ch. Monthly.

TWO FRIENDS.

“In a minute,” is a bad friend: he makes
you put off what you ought to do at once,
and so he gets you into a great deal of
trouble.

“Right Away” is a good friend: he helps
you to do what you ought to do, pleasantly
and quickly, and he never gets you into
trouble.
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“GUMPTION” AND A FILE.

If a boy has any ‘‘mechanical faculty,’’ it
it comes handy to him o use tools, let him
be thankful. Such a gitt of nature—*‘‘gurap
tion?? it is sometimes called—deserves to be
cultivated. It will serve its possessor many
a good turn, though it may never serve him
quite so wel, as it served & man who tells
his story in the Cleveland Plain Dealer. Iie
opened a dvor for himself in a really strik-
ing manner.

Whe.: I was fourteen years old, he says, it
became necessary for me to go out into the
world and earn my share of the family ex-
penses. I looked about with small success
for a week or two, and ihen I saw a card
hanging in a store window, ‘Boy Wanted.”’

1 pulled down my hair, brushed the front
of my jacket, and walked in

“Do you want a boy? ?
clerk.

‘“Back office,”” he said.

I walked back to the little den with a
partition around it, and pushing open the
door, which I noticed was slightly ajar, cap
in hand, I steppad in.

It was a chilly day in November, and be-
fore I spoxe to the proprietor, who was
bending over a desk, I turned to close the
door., It squeaked horribly as I pushed it
shut, and then I found that it wouldn’t
latch. It had shrunk so that the socket
which should have caught the latch was a
trifle too high. I was a boy of some me-
chanical genius, and I noticed what the
trouble was immediately.

““Where did you learn to close doors? ¥
said the man at the desk.

I turned around quickly.

‘At home, sir.”

““Well, what do you want?

“‘I came to see about the boy wanted,’”’ 1
answered.

*“O! » gajd the man, with a grunt. He
seemed rather gruff, but somehow his crisp
speech didn’t discourage me. “Sit down,”
he added, “I’'m busy.”

I looked back at the door.

-If you don’t mind,*’ said I, “‘and if a lit-
tle noise won’t disturb you, I'll tix that door
while I'm waiting.’’

I asked of the
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llEh,‘:
ahead.”

I had been sharpening my skates that
morning, and the short file I used was still
in my pocket. In a few minutes I had filed
down the brass socket so that the latch fit-
ted nicely. I closed the door two or thres
times to see that it was all right. When I
put my flle back in my pocket and turned
round, the man at the desk was staring at
me,

‘“‘Any parents? ’* he asked.

“Mother,” I angwered.

“Have her come in here with you at two
o’clock,” he said, and turned back to his
writing.

At twenty-five I was partner in the house;
at thirty-five I had hali-interest; and 1 have
always attributed the foundation of my
good fortune to the only recommendation I
then had in my possession — the file, —
Youth’s Companion.

he said quickly. °¢‘All right, Go
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A MISSIONARY HYMN.

We bring our hearts to Jesus
To have them freed from sin;

His precious blood will cleanse them,

His Spirit dwell within;
Then ready for His service,

We can go forth with prayer,
To do the work he gives us

And serve him everywhere,

We bring our hands to Jesus

That he may make them strong,
To fight the daily battle

With sin and every wrong;
We’re soldiers in his army

And pledged to serve our King.
Then let us lift His banmner

With faith unwavering,

We bring our seed to Jesus,
The seed we want to sow,
That He may give His blessing
And cause each grain to grow;
We’re sowing for the harvest
And pray for precious corn
To fill the Master’s garner,
Upon the happy morn.

We want to glean for .Jesus
In fields both far and near,
To gather in the lost ones,
The gospel news to hear;
Although He may not send us
To work in distant lands,
We know he also serveth
Who by his Master stands.

But if the volce of Jesus
Should say—*‘Go, work today,”
We want to follow gladly
To dark lands tar away
O Saviour, take us, use us,
And make us all thine own,
Thy weak and faltering children,
But Thine, Lord—Thine alone!

Children’s World.

-8
ONE GLASS A DAY.

I knew a young man who was in the I.iv-
erpool Customs, and who had for many
years been a total abstalner. On omne occa-
sion he said to a friend of mine, ‘I think
it’s a stupid thing to be a total abstainer,
and tie one’s self down so much. I don't see
why a man can’t make himself a definite al-
jowance from day to day. It would be no
harm, Now I am going to alter my system
and take one glass a day and no more,”

“‘Well,”? said my friend, ‘“‘you are perfectly
well without it.”’

‘“Oh, yes, I'm very well in health.”’

““Then, why not let it alone? »?

‘“Oh, one glass a day won’t hart.”?

“But you are a great deal better without
it.”

“‘Well, I don’t know; I shall just try one
Zlass a day and keep to it,”?

For twelve months that man did keep to
his one glass a day. That indicates that he
was a man of very considerable natural
self-control. But at the end of twelve
months he said, ‘‘I think it’s a foolish
thing for a man to lay down any hard and
fast line for himself. A man ought to be
able to say, “I will take as much as i3 srooa
for me. I will restrict myself to what my
requirements need.’’

He aimed at that.

Six months afterwards that young man
was picked vp reeling drunk, in the street,
his employers forgave him the first offence,
as he had borne an excellent character up to
that time; but that first offense was follow-
ed by a second, and he was eventually dise
missed from the Customs and became an out-
cast from soclety. He then plunged into a
life of intemperance, and within a few short
vears of that first fall delirium tremens
hurried him into eternity! This is how the
fatal habit of drunkenness grows, little by
little.—Sel.
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