Technical and Bibliographic Notes/Notes

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best .
original copy ifable for filming. F of this
copy which may be bibliographically unique,

which may alter any of the images in the
reproduction, or which may significantly change
the usual method of filming, are checked below.

Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged/ .
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps/ .
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black)/
Encre de couleur {i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or ﬂlustranans/
P hes et/ou ill en

Bound with other material/
Reli¢ avec d'autres documents

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin/

La reliure serrée peut causer de 'ombre ou de la
distortion le long de la marge intérieure

Blank leaves added during restoration may
appear within the text. Whenever possible, these
have been omitted from filming/

Il se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées
lors d’une restauration apparaissent dans le texte,
mais, lorsque cela était possuble, ces pages n‘ont
pas été filmées.

O DDDDDDDDD

D Additional comments:/
c N

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked balow/

OO000DROOO00ODO0O

et

L’Institut a microfilmé le meilleur exemplaire
qu'il lui a été possible de se procurer. Les détails
de cet exempla-re qui sont peut-8tre uniques d du
pomt de vue bibli qui pe

une ignage reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une
modi tion dans la méthode normale de filmage
sont indiqués ci-dessous.

Coloured pages/
Pages de couleur

Pages damaged/
Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages dlscoloured stained or foxed/
Pages di 3 ou

Pages detached/
Pages détachées

Showthrough/
Transparence

Quality of print vanes/
Qualité inégale de I'impression

Seule édition disponible

Pages wholly or partially obscured by errata
slips, tissues, etc., have been refilmed to
ensure the best possible image/

Les pages totalement ou partiellement
obscurcies par un feuillet d’errata, une pelure,
etc., ont été filmées a nouveau de facon a
obtenir la meilleure image possible.

Ce document est filmé au taux de

10X ‘ 18X . 22X 26X 30X

HEEEEENEEN

ENEYEEEENEEN

20X

24X 28X 32X




A fittle Girl

Ulissionary Jug.

Woman’s Foreign Missionary Society.
Presbyterian Ghurch in Gapada.
_(Western Division.)






A Little Girl and Hér Missionary Jug:

= ATHER, what is a missionary?” asked
little Lucy Gray, running into the
house, with flushed cheeks and ex-

cited eyes.- - .

Dr. eéray lowered his' paper and looked
over his spectacles, as he answered shortly,
“ A fanatic, child, a fanatic.”

“ A——a what, father?” she asked, with a
puzzled air. “Is it nice to be what you
say?” Lucy was a little doubtful from the
tone in which it was spoken.

“ As nice as-to be a missionary, I reckon,”
replied, her father, taking up his paper again.

“Then father,”” with slow decision, -“I
wish I was a—a f’natlc, cause I thmk a
missionary is drefful nice.’

Dr. Gray laughed, and laying aside his
paper he drew his little daughter to his knee,
as he asked, “ What do you know about mis-
sionaries, little one?”

“ O father,” she replied earnestly, “a mis-
sionary man talked in Sunday School to-day,
and he was splendid! He told us .stories
about a country away ’cross the sea where he
lives, and where the people are so wicked
they don’t even love their little chlldren,
and they sometimes kill them .
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“Jt must have been interesting,” inter-
rupted the doctor, with a slight sneer, which,
however,. was lost on little Lucy.

“ But, father, wait,” she said eagerly.
“This is what they do before they know
about Jesus; but when they love Him, they
love the little children and everybody, and
arc not wicked any more.

“ Oh!” said her father. “ And did he ask
you all to go to.that heathen country to
convert these interesting people?”

“ Oh, no,” Lucy replied, looking inquiringly
into his face, for she did not quite under-
stand the tone in which‘he spoke, as it was
one rarely used to her; “but he said we
could .help to send somebody else while we
are little, and I mean to try. Do you mind
if T do, father?”

“Oh, no, child; do anything you like if
it amuses you; but give me a kiss now, for
I must go to see some sick folks. That is
my missionary work.”

Dr. Gray was the only physician in a small
village. His skill in the profession caused
him to be in the greatest demand, and his
practice extended through all the country
rcund about. Married late in life, all the
love of his mature years was poured out at
the feet of his pretty young wife; and al-
though people shook their heads at what
they considered a strange match they
watched in vain for any evil to drise. Even
the most prymg eyes could discover naught
but happiness in their pleasant home. We
sce many strangely matched teams in this
world every day that nevertheless pull pretty
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héavy loads together; and the burdens of life’
seemed very light to Dr. Gray, as he jour-

‘neyed on with his fair young yoke-fellow

by his side. )

But one day she grew weary and laid down
to rest, and the light and love faded from her
sweet eyes and left him in darkness. Then
he who had so often been insfrumental in
restoring the comfort to other homes when .
it had well nigh departed; was comfortless.
Thus it remained through many weary
months, until one day, as he looked on the
face of his baby-daughter, he saw the like-
ness of her mother there. ~From that day
the tendrils of her young love twined them-
selves around his heart’ and bound up the
bleeding wounds; and he.was comforted. Oh, "
it was a rare love that encircled the heart of
little Lucy . Gray, as she grew more and
moré in the likeness of that dear ‘dead
mother, so that.she did not miss the mother-
love that she had never known.

Dr. Gray was a Christian. That is to say,
he had joined the church when quite young,
and was for years an active member, rarely
mxssmg a service. ‘But in later years, ds his
practice increased, it grew to be .quite the
natural thing for him to start on a-‘long
drive into the country to visit his patients as
the church bells were calling others to the
house of God, so that now he was seldom
seen in church. His life - was upright and
conscientious, and he .felt rather gratified
than otherwise that his name, fair.and clean,
could be seen on the church roll; but'as to

‘any active service for the: Master, he knew
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it not. In dealing so much with material
things, he neglected the spiritual; and in the
study of these human bodies of ours, that
are so fearfully and wonderfully . made, be
forgot the divine Creator. -

After her father left her that Sunday after-
noon, Lucy sat down and thought of all the
missionary had said. How terrible, she
thought, to live in a land where they had no
Sunday Schools and never heard of Jesus!

-It seemed to her that the sun could not even

shine so brightly as in this Christian land.
She wondered how she could send mission-
aries to teach the people to be good.- NoO
one would be likely to go away over there
just for the asking of such a-little girl as
she, and she could think of no other way to
send one. Then she did not know anyone to
ask. True, there was Miss Lewis, her Sun-
day School teacher; she was so good, she
might be willing to go. But what would her
class do without her? They could never love
another teacher as they did her. No, in-
deed; it would never do to ask Miss Lewis.
They could not spare her, and someone else,
who was not so nice, w would do quite as well
where they did not know her dear teacher.
You see little Lucy in her ignorance argued
very much as-some people do who are
neither .so young nor so ignorant. But
whom could she ask to go, and how could
she send anyone? Her small head ached as
she tried to solve the mystery; and at last
she rose from her chair with a -sigh, and

_-decided to ask Miss Lewis the next Sun-

day, for the more she thought about it the
Ve 6




more puzzled she became to know what the
missionary - meant.

The next Sunday Miss Lewis told her
class that she was going to have a mission-
ary society, and she wanted them all to be
members; and if they would come to her
house the next afternoon she would tell
them what a missionary’ society was, and
what they had to do to belong to it. - When
the shour, appointed came, there were ten
little girls with bright, eager faces,-seated
around Miss Lewis’s parlor She told them
they would have three things to do in their
society. ‘The first was to .earn all they
could about the missionaries in the different
countries; the second was to pray for them
and thelr work: and the third was to give
their money t6 pay the expenses of others,
for that was the way they could send them
if they could not go themselves. “Girls,”
she said, “I want to call our society the
Thanksgiving Society. Don’t you think that
is a nice name? I'll tell you why. We all
have so very many things to thank God for
every day that I thought whenever we had
any|th1ng come to us that made us feel thank-
ful to Him, we would give a penny to help
to send the news of His love to those who
do not know Him. I am going to give you
each something to put your pennies in; and

"you can keep it where you can see-it every

day, and it will help you to remember.”
Then she gave them each a little .round
terra-cotta jug, with a slit in it that looked
very much like a wide mouth, and a little
roud knob over-the slit.that was intended
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to be ornmamental, but made one think of a
pug nose. She told them that she hoped
| they would give what was really their own,
| what had cost them some effort or sacrifice,
for that is what makes 2 gift acceptable to
. God. “ For,” she said, “ we must live up to
our name, and make our money a real thank-
offering to Him. We will not have any en-
tertainments, but give only so much as the

Spirit of God prompts us to; and I feel sure

that. He will open our eyes to see how we
" can get this money by our own private
efforts and sacrifices, which will make the
" gift great in His sight whether it be little
or much, and I know it will please Him
best.” She then told them, with a smile,
that if any other members of their families
should wish to put any :money in their jugs.
it would be perfectly fair and right.

A more enthusiastic missionary meeting
never adjourned. As they separated to their
several homes, each with jug in hand, their
small heads were full of schemes for raising
all the money they could, and I fear the
other rules .of their society were forgotten
for the time being. A Not entirely, however;
for when they left her Miss-Lewis had gone
K to her room, and as they walked away she
B © was pouring out her whole heart in prayer
4 for the work they were about to undertake;
and in a few days they each received a copy
of “.Children’s Work .for Children,”- which
this zealous young teacher sent them. . .

‘When Lucy Gray entered her. father’s
. sitting-room she found him sitting before the
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fire, having just réturned from a long, cold
drive.

“ Well, little girlie, where have you been?”
he asked with a'smile. No matter how cold
and tired and anxious Dr. Gray was, he al-
ways had a smile for his little daughter
- “Tve been to Miss Lewis’s, father,” she
rcphed “and we are going to have a mis-

. sionary society to meet at her house every
month. We are going to learn all we can
about missionaries, and give all the money’
we can send to them, and she gave us each
‘a jug to put our money in; and we are going
to put-in a penny every time we feel thank-
ful for anything, ’cause our society is named
the: Thanksgiving Society.”

Lucy paused, quite breathless, as she hand-

. - ed her jug.to her father, who looked at it

B . With a smile, partly of amusement at her

- enthusiasm.

- “But where are you going to get your

pennies? ”- he asked, looking at her sweet
little face, with a ﬁrellgh:t gleammg ‘on it.
“ Oh, I've lots of penmes, ” she said with a

bright glance .

- “ But-if you put your pennies .in this won-

derful jug, what-about that doll with real hair

that you have been wanting so long?”’
Lucy’s face grew very sober, for oh, how

much- she did- want that doll! At last she

looked - up into her father’s face, with a

smile, and said, in-a voice that would tremble
just a little in spite of all effort, “I can get

a cheaper doll, father. A doll doesn’t have

to have real hair to be loved.”

..There-was a.sudden mist in the eyes of
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Dr. Gray, as he drew his little daughter to
his side and kissed her tenderly; and as Lucy
put lLer little arms around his neck she said,
“ Aud, father dear, when you are very thank-
ful for anything, you can put a penny in my
jug, ’cause you haven’t any of your own.” .

It was a very opportune moment for the
suggestion, while the mist in his eyes was
still undried, and with a laugh he said, < You
sly little puss, so I may use,your jug, too.
may I? Well, I feel very thankful now, so
I think I will have to make my first contn-
bution.”

He slipped his hand into his pocket and\
to Lucy’s delight she saw a bright coin drop
into her jug. A whole sixpence! How nice
it sounded when she shook the jug! ’

“ Why, father, are you thankful a whole
sixpence~w0rth? What is it for?” she asked.

* For my precious little daughter,” he .an-
swered, as he folded her in his arms; and,
with his cheek resting on thelittle ¢urly head
they sat in silence, with eyes fixed on the
dancing firelight, the minds of both ﬁlled
with their own thoughts.

‘After that it became quite a ‘common
thing for the doctor to drop a penny into
Lucy’s jug, just to see the smiles chase each
other over her face. It was a very simple
way to give the child pleasure, he told him-
self. One evening whén he came in he
found her sitting over her little missionary
magazine. He lifted her in his arms, maga-
zine and all, and before he knew it—in - fact
he could not have told how it "happened—he
had taken the little papér from her hands,
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and was reading aloud ‘to her, while she lay
in happy contentment, curled up in his arms.
He read it almost through before he
stopped, it was so pleasant to watch the’
absorbing interest in her little face. In all
the world of science and aft there was no
study that attracted Dr. Gray as did the face
of his child. .

So the days went by, and as Lucy shook
her jug there was always a heavier jingle.
It seemed as though she could hardly wait

for the three months to pass before it _should _

be opened. It soon seemed very natural to
the doctor to slip something into the jug,
and he often did it when Lucy was not by
to look on; and, as was also very mnatural,
his thoughts often recurtred to the object to
which this money was to go.. No matter in
what direction our momney goes, our thoughts
are pretty sure to follow, and our interest,
too; for where the treasure is,.there will the
heart be also. In reading Lucy’s little maga-
zine to her, he soon found that it was very
pleasant and interesting to himself, for it is
only where there is lack- of knowledge that
the interest is lacking. Dr. Gray was a
busy man, but the long drives that were
necessary to visit some-of his patients gave
ample opportunity for thought, and he was
surprised one day when it occurred to him
how much his thoughts were .in foreign
lands, and how deep an interest he felt im
the work of saving souls going on there.
VIVith a bound his heart awoke -from its long
sleep.

\ - The next Sunday morning, as Lucy was
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about starting for church, she was not sur-
prised to see her father preparing to go out,
for it was quite customary; but when he
took_her hand in his and said: ‘“ Daughter,
do you want father to go to church with you
to-day? ” the big brown eyes were raised to
his face with surprise that soon changed to
delight as she saw that he was inl earnest.
“Q father, how nice! It is so lonely to
go all by myself 7
I hope you will. never feel lonely agam,
darling,” he replied in a trembling voice,
“for father intends to go with you always
after this.” - -
Everybody was glad to see Dr. Gray at
church, for they all loved him, and the hearty
greetings he received on every side made
him feel as though he had just returned home
from a far country. That evening he and
Lucy sat together in the twilight, as they
both loved .to sit, she curled up in his arms
like a kitten. She put her hand up and
patted. his.cheek, as she said softly, “ Father,
don’t you think mamma must have been very
happy to-day, when she looked down from
heaven and saw us going to church to-
gether?”

“1 hope so, my chlld he answered sadly,-

for oh, how he longed for her sweet presence

- that night! .

“ And Jesus, too, father. T know He was
glad, ’cause Miss Lewis says He wants every-
one who loves Him to go to church. You
love Jesus don’t’ you, father? -You never
told me.

It was hard for Dr. Gray to control hlS
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voice as he replied, “My. dear little Lucy,
father loved Jesus a long time ago, but he
let the love get buried in his heart under a
great many worldly things. It was there,
daughter, all the time, although he had al-
most forgotten it and it has come to life
again, and he will never let it get buried
any more.”

They sat very quietly for a few moments,
and then Lucy slipped out. of her father’s"
arms and ran. from the room. She soon re--
tuined, with her little hand’ full of pennies,
and taking down her jug from off the mantle-
piece, she said, with her face radiant with

. happiness, ““ Father, dear,,I am so thankful
" that it will take every one of my pennies;

but I am glad of it, for.I don’t care for
the doll now,” and she dropped them slowly
into the jug, pausing to hear them jingle
as they fell. “ O father,” she exclaimed
suddenly, looking into his face with spark-
ling eyes, “to-morrow is the day we are to
oren our jugs. I do wonder how much I
have in mine? Do you think it will be

. much?”

“71 think 1(c will be a great deal in the
Savior’s eyes,” he answered tenderly. “ Lucy,
may I come to your Thanksgiving Society
to-morrow? I like that name.”

“ Why, father,” Lucy answered in surprise,
“1 guess s0; but we never have any big
people come.’

_“Well, let me come just once, he-an-
swéred, smiling. He went, and was warmly
welcomed by all those little people, who, at

some time or other in their short lives. had
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looked to the kind doctor to heal their sick-
nesses.

The business of the day was the opening
of the jugs, and they all went to work at
once, Miss Lewis counting the money for
them. When she held up Lucy’s and ex-
claimed, “ Twenty-one shillings and six-
pence!” Dr. Gray saw the big brown eyes,
so like her mothers, open wide with won-
der, and the cheeks grew rosy red with de-
light. Then he told them, in very simple
words, what great good and happiness had
come to him during the past three months,
a)l through 'a magazine and a terra-cotta Jug
in the hands of a little girl. -
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