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LETTER FROM MRS. MORTON.
(For tLe Children’s Record.)

I have told you that I have a Bible class
every day and a sewlng class nearly every
day in connection with the Tunapuna School.
Some days I have 25 or 26 little girls sewing.

Of thirty who attend pretty regularly on-
ly five are thLe children of Christian parents.
The rest are heathen; 8o you will not be sur-
prised to learn that most of them are wild,
rude, and very quarrelsome among them-
selves. A few are quiet and sweet.

I call the rude ones liuns and bears. Some-
times they ask me ‘“Am I a lion?" or “Am I
a bear?”’

Learning - about ‘*‘Nebuchadnezzar-Shad-
rach-Meeshach, and Bednego' did not tame
them, 8o now I am trying with somewhat
better effect. ““Let dogs delight to bark and
bite,” etc.

We begin the class with prayer; one day
that I was kept a little late, when I entered
the room I found them all kneeling quistly
while Baccheeah, a heathen girl of about ten,
was praylng very nicely; I heard her ask that
they might be kept from stealing and tell-
ing lies, Baccheeah is a smart, but trouble-
some girl,

One day I was telling them all to try to
come clean to church; one and another said:
I have no clean dress;’’ “I have no dress
but this one,” holding up & skirt that was
In moat cases ragged as well as dirty.
“Well,” I sald, ‘“‘you can take a piece of
soap, and wash them.”

Then one sald ‘“‘Baccheeah has a clean dress
at home.” With an awful frown and a
threat in Ler volce, Baccheeah answered:
‘“That is for the horse-races, girl,” appeal-
ing to me as to whether she was not right
to reserve it for that, instead or wearing it
to school.

Soon after, however, Baccheeah appeared
in the hoarded dress.

On such occasions they are sure to say
‘“Madame, don’t I look clean?”
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The children of Christian parents are near-
ly always neat. About 700 people have just
arrived from India. It makes the mission.
aries very sad to see many thousands all
around who do not yet know akout Jesus.

INDIAN BARBER AT WORK.
BY REV. NORMAN H. RUSSHLL.

What a strange barber-shop, only a grase
mat on the side of the road!

It is not a shop after all, for in India the
barber goes to his customers. Every morn-
ing he {8 to be seen making his way round
the village, and carrying his little bag, con-
talning razor, scissors, tweezers, ear-pick,
mirror and strop.

Of course, if he does work for Europeans
he will carry besides a little tin shaving
mug, but for shaving the natives the barber
never uses scap only water.

A man will be shaved probably once a
week, and on special occasions, such as -mar-
riage and other festivals,

Seated on the grass mat in front of his
houce and stripped to the walst, the cus-
tomer holding the glass towatch and direct
operations, submits first to a shampoo, and
then the barber seizing the head with one
hand and wetting the skin with his thumnb,
scrapes away,

One would almost expect such a rude
method to result in a good deal of carving
as well as shaving, but whether it is the In-
dian barber’s skilfulness, or whether the
black skin does not show the cuts, certainly
very few such signs are ever seen.

Shaving in India is a very important oper-
ation, and with different castes and people
there are different ways of having it
done, Some shave only the chin, some also
the back of the forehead, some the whole
crown of the head.

Others again shave under the arm-pits,
and some men and even women have the
whole head shaven on certaln occasfons.

The barber who shaves the Europeans is in.
varlably called ‘“Tom,” and is usually very
aulet, clever, and punctusl. He will come
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every morning and shave a map before he
gets up, and stories are told of men getting
8o used to it as to sleep throughout the
whole operation.
" Beveral ludicrous tales are current in India
of mistakes that have been made by the bar-
ber getting hold of the wrong person.

In India the barber takes the place of the
mcrning newspaper, he is the news-monger
and gossip, and if you are Inclined to listen
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he will always have some wonderful stories
to tell.

Having access directly to all classes of per-
sonage, even the highest, barbers have been
known to work their way into the clogest.
confldence of kings and princes,

Ove wonders, of course, about how caste
is affected by the barber. Often strange
complic. .jons arise. I knew of a native re-
giment where the high-caste men refused to

Indian Barber at Work,

be shaven by the same barber who shaved the
Christians in the regiment, though these
same men would go to the bazaar and
be shaved by a barber who worked not
only for Christians, but for every kind
of low caste men. And when asked for an
explanation they could only say “It is not
the custom in the regiment.”

The ways of India’s people are hard to
understand. The barbers like many other
artlsans who recelve their handicraft from
many generations, show the great fleld of
uncultivated genius there is in India, and
the untold possibilities of this people if on-
ly they were converted to the Gospel of
Clrist,

TWO BOYS IN TRINIDAD.

BY REV. 8. A. FRASER,

For The Children’s Record.

A fow weeks ago I went out in the after-
noon to visit one of our scbnols at a place
called Hermitage, where one of our Indian
young men, a graluate of our Training
School is teaching. There was a goodly
number of bright little children present.

At the close of the school a dear, bright,
Intelligent boy, about ten years of age,
came forward and sald:---

“Sabib, I want to be baptized.”
“I am glad to hear it little man,” I re-
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plied, ¢“but please tell me why you want to
be beptized.”

“For salvation,’” he answered.

“Will baptism save you?”

“No,”” sald he.

‘‘How then, can you be saved?”

He hesitated a moment, and replied, “We
are to believe on Jesus Christ, and be bap-
tized.”

On examipation I found he had a fair
knowledge of Bible truth, belng able to re-
peat (o full the Ten Commandments. He
was able to read in English and also Hindu-
stani, which is his own tongue.

I lnquired if his parents were willing for
him to be baptized. He sald ““No.”

“What caste are you?”

¢“Chamar,’ said he,

“If I baptize you, and your parents turn
you out and refuse to recognize you, what
will you do?®”

I will go into the paragrass gang and cut
grass and earn a few pennies to get some-
thing to eat.” R

Standing near was another little fellow,
reading the third Standard, whom the
teacher told me wished also to be baptized.

But his parents are bitterly opposed. His
father asks him when he goes home from
school, ‘““What did the teacher tell you to-
day?” and if the fellow mentions that he
was told about Jesus, the cruel father beats
him with a strap. The buy dves not wish
to worship iduls, but his father furces him
to bow down to them every day. You know,
boys and girls, that these poor ignorant
people worship the sun, moon, stars, sticks,
stones, and sinful Brahmins who are called
Gurus. .

I advised the boys to wait a little, and in
the meantime learn more themselves, and
try to instruct their parents that they may
find Christ also.

The teacher told me that one of the little
tellows was trying to teach his parents.
How noble in the boy! °

You can see from the case of these two
boys how hard It is for them to become
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Christians, and how little encouragement the
poor boys and girls in heathen homes rcoelve
in doing what is right.

We see also what hatred there s in the
hearts of some of the parents to Christlan-
ity. Although the father of the first boy
was g Chamar, one of the lowest ocastes of
India, whose shadow even falling aoross the
food of a strict Brahmin would render it
unfit to eat, still he was unwilling for hls'
boy to become a Christian; showing that he!
regarded a Christian as lower than the low-
est of India.

Dear boys and girls, contrast your privi-
leges and blessings with those of these boys.
Have you not reason to be thankful to God,
your Heavenly Father, for your Gospel bles-
sings for kind parents and Christian homes?
And as you grow up will you not do all you
oan to give the heathen parents and children
of this and other lands, the blessings yon
enjoy?

-

SUKIA, THE SANTHAL GIRL,

Her father and mother died when she was
very young. Her grand mother took her tilp
she too dled, and then poor litsle Sukia was
taken by an aunt, who was very unkind to
hier.

About 18 years ago a famine came to this
part of India, such as some of you heard
about last summer. Food was very scarce.
There was little to eat in the house, and at
length she was driven out,and told not to
come back. Her story is told by a mission-
ary paper as follows:

*Crying, poor Sukia left the house. 8he
did not know where to go; very thin were
tLe few rags that covered her. Was there
not one house open to the little maid? Fa-
ther and mother were dead, the neighbors
all struggling along, hardly knowing how to
provide food for tLeir own children. Poverty
and starvation were everywhere. All doors
were shut to the orphan; none wanted her,

Poor Sukia was ashamed to cry on the
road any longer, and hid in a fleld where she
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ocould not be seen by any ome, but did no.
our heavenly Father notice her tearsf

Night came on, and the child was afraid
to stay any longer in the field, ar the leo-
pards and tigers prowl about the villages
€eeklog their supper; so she quietly went up
to the village, and seeing that all had retir-
ed, she lald down on the hard floor of & ve-
randah to sleep.

During the night something touched her,
whether it was a snake or a jackal, I do not
know, but the child was frightened, and
foudly and wildly she screamed for help. The
men of the village were aroused by her
soreams, and soon surrounded her with
olubs; they thought she had been dreeming,
and drove her out of the village, and forbade
her to return to it. She hid under a shed
till tho day dawned, and then turped her
‘back upon the village.

The next day she walked here and there in
the jungle, and bhid in someone’s verandah
during the night. The second day she had
to beg the women for a little rice, being
very hungry. One kind-hearted woman pitied
the little stranger and cooked all she had for
her, This was the first meal she had had
8ince she left her aunt’s and it was eagerly
devoured.

The third day she came to Dom Kata. The
blacksmith’s wife was in our viliage school,
and urged her to go to us, 8o in the after-
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noon she arrived at our house, asking if
Jesus lived there. She had probably heard
of Jesus from the blacksmith’s wife.

Seeing that the ohild was hungry, the
missionary’s wife gave her at once some-
thing to eat, and spoke kindly to her. Our
school girls took her and gave her a bath.
Her dirty rags were thrown away

It was a great change for Sukia to come
to kind people and bright girls, When the
girls carried her off after her first meal with
Mrs, H., she asked them: ‘Is this lady
God?” and “Is her little boy Jesus?” The
girls had a good laugh at her, and told ber
that God was in heaven, and could not be
geen with mortal eye, but that He loved us
all, and cared for us all, and wished to do us
goed, and that He had sent Jesus to tell us
of His love, and how much Jesus had suffer.
ed to save us, and that God pardoas and
blesses all who believe in His Son.

Since then Sukia has learned to sing beau-
tiful hymns of praise to God. She prays so
nicely and intelligently, and we sincerely
trust she truly loves Jesus,”

Dear young readers of the ‘“Children’s
Record,” one of the things that our mis-
slonaries in India are dolng, is trying to
feed and clothe and help and save such help-
less little ones as Sukia, of whom there are
manpy there, and in every other mission fleld,
and the cents and dimes which go from your
mission bands help in this good work,

Golden Island, Yang Tse River. China.
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SOMETHING ABOUT KOREA.

What about {t? The most important thing
for you to know about [t is that our own
church is beginning mission work there this
year. It 18 just the time that some of you
are baginning to take an interest in mission
work, In your mission bands and Sabbath
8ckools, so that you and our Korean mission
will grow together. Let us hope that both
will grow healthy and successful.

Thatchod House near Seoul.

But you would like to know something
about Korea so we will listen to a lady mis-
slonary writing in a missionary paper called
Forward. Some of the words are a little
large, but you can ask your parents or older
brothers or sisters their meaning. She says:

Hap-mun {8 the king’s title in Korea. His
Royal Higkness wears a silken garment, find
a8 the dragon is the emblem of kingly pow.
er, the silken robe of majesty is richly em-
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broldered with dragons, and dragons are
sculptured upon the throne,

The home of royalty is a castle, surrounded
by a high wall, and by a ditch about fifty
feet wide. This castle, known as the ‘‘Place
of Government,” has two divisions, the king
occupying tle East palace, and the Chinese
ambassadors have been received in the West
palace.

The king’s family live in separate build-
ings, the royal harem, where the king keeps
his wives, containing several hundreds of in-
mates,

The king lives in great privacy and rarely
leaves the royal residence, and when he does,
it 18 a most memorable occasion. His In-
tention is made public, and great are the pre-
parations. The roads are carefully swept
and must also be well-guarded, for the royal
cortege, while moving, must have the roads
quite to itself,

Along the route of the procession doors
must be shut, and all windows are required
to be sealed with slips of paper. This de-
mand is particularly urgent with regard to
upper windows, for no one must look down
upon his majesty. The procession, compris.
ing bodyguard and train, is a long ome, and
altogether quite a grand affair to the na.
tives.

Before the threshold of cach door must.
kneel the head of the house holding in his
bands a broom and dust-pan, in token of
humble fidelity and obedience.

Seoul, the capital, is 8aid to be Korea, Se.
oul is ‘“‘the city,” every other portion of the
peninsula i3 ‘‘the country.” Three thou-
sand dignitaries live in Seoul, and only eight
hundred in all the other cities and prov-
inces.

Officlals lay great stress upon the decrees
of etiquette, The law decides what one
may wear, and also the article of furniture
which one may with propristy use as a seat,
Only men above the third rank are allowed
to wear silk, others must wear cotton.

Chairs are not in common use, but nobles
are allowed to indulge in a finer order of
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ohair, while petty officials must resign them.
gelves to occupying a bench of rope. Strict
etiquette governs also Iin the -matter of
gates. Leading to the houses of men of
rank are two, sometimes three, gates, and
each gate must be used according to certain
restrictions of etiqustte. ’
Korea is the land of big hats. The wide-
spreading official hat 1s declared to be big
enough to shelter a whole family. A com-
pany Is counted by hats, insteads of by heads
or noses. Marriage and mourning are denot-
ed by the hat, and in a‘Korean assemblage
it is bad form to remove one’s hat. Koreans
dress in white, and as they have little faith

A EKorean Porter with his Basket.

_ iIn the virtues of water, their robes are not
always spotless. The Korean type of cos-
tume is that of China under the Ming dy-
nasty.

In the capital, the castle bell strikes at
sunset, and woe betide the male member of
a household who ventures to go forth after
that hour, even to call upon a neighbor. Ko-
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rean laws are certainly somewhat meddle-
gsome. The ourfew law is, however, suspend-
ed upon certain holidays, and people are al-
lowed to go out freely at night.

There are four classes of soclety: literary
men or officlals, farmers, artisans and trad.
ers. The nobles are usually serf-proprietors.
Serfdom 18 one of the peculiar institutions
of Korea, but the serfdom is sald to be
mild, and in a state of decline.

A very unpleasant pioture s presented of
soolal life In Korea. A woman is never man’s
companion or equal; she 18 an inferior being,
and must submit to her lot with whatever
resignation she can muster. Except in ohild-
hood, ske has no distinctive name, but is
known ag ‘“‘the slster’ of such a person, or
*the daughter” of so and so. After marriage
she {8 quite nameless,

Below the middle class, farm labor and &
variety of heavy work falls mainly upon the
women. In the higher classes shere is a
strict separation of thesexes after the age
of elght or ten years.

The boys live wholly in the men’s apart-
ment, and are taught that it is a disgrace
to be caugkt in the section of the housse set
apart for the women, while the girls are
rigidly shut up, and may not even be Been
by men. Naturally, these customs make sad
havoc of family life, although women are
hedged about by an cutward respect and ad-
dressed in language of honor.

Marriage negotiations are usually conduct-
ed by a middle-man or go-between. As every
anmarried person, boy or girl, is considered
a child, marriage s in a certain sense free-
dom. No matter how youthful, the married
pair are immediately regarded as grown up
people.

The martlage ceremony is simple. The bap.
py pair salute each other before witnesses on
the wedding-day and lo! they are marrled.

The manner of dressing the halr shows
whether a person {s married or single, The
nnmarried wear the hair in a single tress
down the back, but married people wear the
hair vound up on the top of the head.
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When a couple think of getting married,
as an fmportant preparatory step, each must
invite a friend to ‘“do up” the hair in the
style for wedlock. Social customs mark Io-
rea a8 a nation in sore need of the enlight-
ening influences of the gospel, which alone
can change the people.

The tiger is the royal beast ct Korea. 8o
often do villagers disappear, carried away by
tigers, that a common way of escaping the
law I8 to leave pieces of one’s torn garments
in the woodes and run away. A magistrate

Two Masted Korean Vessel.

cannot be sxpected to trace a man who hag
been devoured by a tiger.

The Koreun tiger-hunters are brave men,
as drilled foreign troops have occasionally
had reason to know. The cheeks and whis-
kers of the tiger ornament the caps of the
king’s bodyguard, with a view to create a
wholesome dread in the breasts of all who
se9 it. .

It is seid that one great virtue of the Ko-
reans {8 their respeot for and practice of the
laws of human brotherkood; but some of
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their customs do not sesm to agree with
this. Besides the ordinary slavery, there ex.
fsts & most terrible kind of government sla.
very, whereby the wives and children of a
notorious criminal are included in his con-
demnation, and become the slaves of the
judge.

In a general sense, the social condition of
women does not seem to show very lofty
ideals upon the subject of human brother-
hood in Korea,

>~

A DAUGHTER OF THE KING.

Madeline Hurst’s New Year’s gift was the
prize of one hundred dollars from the Dan-
ville Art School. She had completed the
literary course in the same school the June
previcus, and on account of her standing in
her class had won a scholarship in the art
department, and now at the close of the six
months’ term had, to her great delight, won
the firat award of one hundred dollars fc-
speclal excellence in her studies along this
line,

For years she had been looking forward to
a trip to California, where she might have
the privilege of studying nature in all the
glorious beauty of the Pacific coast. Now
that excursion rates had made small the ex-
pense of travelling, she determined to use
this prize money in gratifying her ambition
to see all that was to be seen among the pic-
ture inspiring scenes of that fair, sunshiny
State,

Madellue had been a close student during
her entire college course, and all her friends
rejoiced over the good fortune that would

give her a much needed outing. No matter
how much comfort the wise expenditure of

that hundred dollars might have purchased
for the family, no one tLought of its being ~
used in -any way except for Madeline’s own
benefit.

What did it matter if the weary mother
had toiled and pinched and economized in
order to give this elder daughter the advan-
tages of an education that she did not pos-
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sess herself? What did it matter if she
must go on doing double service and wearinyg
faded apparel, provided this cultured daugh-
ter could seek the rest and recreatfon she
had so richly earned?

Madeline had never been considered a sel-
fish girl, but she had becoms 8o accustomed
to accepting the sacrifice of others as a mat-
ter of course, that she did not realize how
very thoughcless her decision was; and per-
haps she would never have found out, had
she not accidentally overheard a conversation
that took place between her brother Ben and
Stephen Laurence only two days before she
was to start on her pleasure trip.

Ben was two years her senior, and at one
time had been considered a model boy; but
lately he had fallen in with questicnable
company, and, as he expressed it himself,
‘““was going to the dogs.” Stephen Laur-
ence was a young man of good principle, aud
at this time was arguing against Ben’s asso-
olating with a certain class of youth with
whom he had lately been mingling,

“One must _have a little recreation,” Ben
grumbled, “and as I am skut out from your
kind, I must not be too choice about choos-

ing my companions. The evenings are desper- -

ately long without a congenial chap within
speaking dlstance,”

“I should think the evenings would be any
thing but a drag in your home, especially
now that your sister is at home to help en-
llven the family circle,”” Stephen insisted.

“You refer to Madeline, I presume; but
when you come to know her as well as I do
you will find out that she is not much of an
entertalner---at least, where her own folks
are concerned,” Ben returned, bitterly.

“I have always found her remarkably

pleasant and companionable,” urged Stephen,:

“But you see you are not her brother,”
and that makes all the difference in the
world,” Ben answered, sneeringly,

“I do not see how that is to change things
in the least,” Stephen remarked.

“0, it is just this way with Madeline, Ste-
phen. She is all smiles and sunshine when
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other girls’ brothers are around, but when
it comes to her own, any thing is good
enough for him.

Our Madeline is a King’s Daughter, ycu
must know--- a genulne princess.-- and you
ought to see the royal airs she can put on.
She belongs to the ‘Lend a Hand Ten,’ and
it i8 wonderful to see the number of hands
she has to lend to folks who have no claim
upon her. She won the highest art prize
you know, and now she is off in a day or two
to spend it, having a good, jclly time, with
congenial souls among the orange groves of
California.

8he does rot seem to notice how old and
thin mother has grown, toiling and saving
to educate her, neither does she appoar to
realize that the dear woman wears very
shabby garments considering that she is the
mother of a princess, an out-and-out queen! I
am a good-for-nothing, I know; but I actual-
ly expected somethiny very different from
Madeline. I am afraid the King she serves,
is rather & hard task-master; that is, if she
is a fair sample of his loyal subjects.’”

“But she is not,” Madeline gzsped, mov-
ing away from the open window where she
had been an unwilling listener to a conver-
sation not intended for her ears. “I am sgel«
fish and unsisterly, and I have woefully ne-
glected my parents, who have denied tiem-
selves so many comforts that I might be
prepared for the position I longed to fill, Is
it any wonder thav Ben has grown skeptical
concerning the religion of such an unfaith-
ful Daughter of the King?

If he only knew it, his own evil course has
had something to do with the gray hairs in

mother’s head, but he does not profess to
serve my King, and I Lave not lived so as
to reflect Jesus in my daily life. It will be
hard to give up all my cherished plans, but
it must be done, no matter at what cost,”
she said as, locking herself in her own room
she began the battle of her life. It was
hours before she came out again, a victory
won, her enemy---selfishness-.- completely
vanquished.
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Before she ventured downstairs her trunk
was unpacked and a letter written to a
member of the excursion-crowd, withdraw-
ing her promise to make one of the party.

Ben was surprised the next day to find
the “princess’’ In the kitchen deep in the
mysteries of bread making instead of wav-
Ing a farewell from the car-window as she
Lurried away on a round of pleasure, The
other members of the family were surprised
too, but as day after day went by and Made-
line kept her place in the kitochen while the
tired mother rested, they concluded that
they had all misjudged her, that they never
knew before what a treasure they possessed
in one every way worthy to be a princess.

Ben Lad no longer an excuse to seek com-
panions out of the homae circle, for Madeline
proved a capital hand at entertaining the
young people when she threw her whole soul
into the work.

Part of that prize money was spent for
Interesting books, and a few dollars went
for new music and entertaining games, and
after a little the tired, overworked mother
was provided with a new outfit and sent off
on a visit to the home of her childhood---the
dear old place that she bad not looked upon
for nearly a score of years.

The prematurely old father had & pleasant
trip to the city out of that hundred dollars,
too, and---well, Madeline expended very little
of it on herself, but she got tenfold more
pleasure out of it tLan if she had spent the
whole month feasting her eyes on the beau-
ties of the Golden State.

Kitty and the younger boys agreed tlLat
there was never such a darling sister as
their own Madeline, and months after-
wards, when Ben bhad found the princess’
King and enlisted under His banner, he sc-
knowledged to Stepben Laurence that this
sister of his was a loyal subject of the
best of masters---the Master who ever veri-
fled to Bis children that His ‘‘yoke was
easy’’ and His “burden light.”

Madeline was very happy in those busy
days; but though her brothers often won-
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Qered why she treated them with even more
courtesy thfin cther girls’ brothers, no one
but her mother was admitted into the se-
cret that had transformed her from a sel-
ish, exacting girl into a genuine princess---a
daughter of the King of Heaven.---Ex.

—-
FOR THE YOUNG TO LEARN.

The Lord’s Prayer (Matt. 6).

The Commandments (Exod. 20).
The Beatitudes (Matt, §).

Paul’s Conversion (Acts 9).
Christ’s Great Prayer (John 17).
The Prodigal Son (Luke 16).

The Ten Virgins (Matt. 25).
Parable of the Tzalents (Matt, 25).
Abiding Chapter (John 15),
Resurrection Chepter (1 Cor. 15).
Shepherd Chapter (Joha 10).

Love Chapter (1 Cor. 18).

Tongue Chapter (Jas. 8).

Armor Chapter (Eph. 6).
Traveler’s Psalm (Psa. 121).
Bible-Study Psalm (Psa. 119).
Greatest Verse (John 3: 18).
Great Invitation (Rev. 22: 17; Isa. 55: 1).

"Rest Verse (Matt. 11: 28),

Congecration Verse (Rom. 12: 1).
Worker’s Verse (2 Tim. 2: 15).
Another Worker’s Verse {Psa. 126: 6).
How to be Saved (Acts 16: 31).
Should I Coufess Christ? (Rom. 10: 9).
Teacher’s Verse (Dan. 12: 8),
The Great Commission (Mark 16: 15).
Christ’s Last Command (Acts 1: 8).
---S. S. Times. .

<

THE TORCH THAT FAILS NOT.

A man who tried to do good went a dis-
tance of one or two miles into a neighbor-
hood where few could read, to spend an
evening reading the Bible to a company who
were asgsembled to listen.

-As he was about to return, by a narrow
way through the woods, he was provided
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with a torch of light wood or pitch pine,

“I objected,’” said he, ‘‘that it was too
small, weighlng not over half a pound.

“It will light you howe,” answered my
host.

I said, “The wind may blow it out.”

He sald, “it wil! light you home.”

“But if it should rain?”’ I again objected.,

“It will light you home,” he insisted.

Contrary to my fears, it gave abundant
light to my path all the way home.’

Just so will it be with every one who will
take the Bible torch to lighten his feet
along the narrow way.

Does some one attack the Bible?

Answer: ‘It will light you home.”

Does another offer objections?

Urge again: “It will light you home.”

To every argument of distrust or doubt,
let your constant answer be, in the words of
the man who furnished the torch: “It will
light you home.” Each honest reader will
come to say: ‘“Thy word is a lamp unto my
feet, and a light unto my path,”---Sel.

—_——— ——

A GIRL HEROINE.

A story comes from Pennsylvania coal re-
gion of how a drunken miner wandered
away and fell asleep upon the railroad track,
His eight-year-old daughter found him there
and tried to drag him away, but he was too
heavy,

As the child bent over him she heard tha
ringing of the rails that tells of a coming
train. She had seen the express pass her
home every day, and knew what it meant for
her father. She pulled . frantiecally at his
coat, calling to him with tears and sobs that
the traln was coming and he would be kill-
ed, but the man did not awake,

A red bandana handkerchief peeping from
her father’s pocket gave her an idea. She
had seen trafomen stop a train by waving a
red flag. Holdlng the handkerchisf above
her head she ran down the track.

The englnesr had slowed.down for a curve,
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when he suddenly saw the child running to,
meet the traln., He applied the alr-brakes
sharply and brought the train to a stand.
‘“Please,”” said the child, “my papa I8
agleep on the track up yonder, and I didn’t

want him run over.”
The conductor sent a brakeman to remove

the drurken sleeper, and the little herolne
was praised by the trainmen and passen-
gers, .

Her father came along presently, thor-
oughly sobered by learning of his narrow es-
cape. He and his little girl went away to-
gether, and the train proceeded on its way.
Surely he had a lesson that ought to keep
him sober forever.

-
IF I HAD KNOWN,

One showery day the cueen, on foot and
alone, entered the dwelling of an old Scotch
woman, It is possible that the dame’s sight
was dim, for she did not recognize her royal
visitor, whose face Is so familiar to her peo-
ple. ’

The queen had come to ask a trifiing
favor,

““Will you lend me an umbrella?”’ sald the
royal lady, who did not happen to have ome
with her.

“I hae twa umbrellas,” said the dame;
‘““ane is a beauty, t’other is vara old. Ye may
tak this; I guess I’ll never see it agen;
and so saying, she profered a ragged concern
whos? whalebone ribs might be seen here
and there through the coarse, torn cover.

England’s queen quietly took the umbrella
---which was better than nothing---and went
forth into the rain, not by ome word be-
traying her rank., The next day one of Her
Majesty’s servants brought back the wretch-
od umbrella, and then the cottager knew to
whom she had lent it!

“Ay, ay! Had I but kenned wha it was
that asked for the loan, she wad hae been
welcome to my best---to 8’ that I hae I’ the
warld,” exclalmed the mortified old woman,
shocked and grieved at having missed such
an opporfunity of winning a smile from the
quesen.

Do any of our young readers: ever put thelr
king off with what is small and poor and
keep the best themselves, when all they
have depends upon his bounty.
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HOW HE FIRST WENT ASTRAY.

MURDERER was condemned to die.
A The good chaplain of the prison
asked him how he came to go wrong
in the first place. The poor man replied:

When I wasa boy I was raised in the
country, an’ went to the town academy for
aterm or so. My mother was a good
woman an’ hard-working, too, God bless
her!

“X wa’nt wild then, only full of sperits,
an’ bold, perhaps; always ready fur a
good time. One day, I remember, we boys
all got into a scrape. They all confessed
to the teacher, and I lied out of it. After
that my playfellows wouldn’t go with me,
an’ all the friends I could get were two or
three toughs, who were glad enough to
have me drop down to them.

“Iwa'n’t much of a liar, an’ only told
the other one because I was scared; but
now I had to lie to keep with the new lct,
An’ they taught me to steal from my
mother.

 Instead of going home nights, we used
to camp out in the woods an’ play pirates,
an’ sometimes we played it purty strong
an’ natural. So it went on. All my friends
had dropped me, an’ I got to be known s
a bad boy, an’ people shook their heads.
Then it became too hot fur me in school
because I took something out of a feller’s
desk, an’ I quit.

I couldn’t get no work, because nobody
would trust me (an’ I don’t blame ’em,
neither, as I look at it now; but then I
thought *twasn’t fair). So me an’ another
mate took to the road. That settled it. I
never could get back to be like the best
boys I had been with, an’ I never knew
anybody better than a bartender. You’re
the first person, sir, that ever spoke a good
word to me since I was a boy at home an’
told that lie. I wish I’d known you sooner.
Then I wouldn’t be here.’?

How the first bad act often drives into
bad company and begins one’s ruin.

But if Christian friendship had helped
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this erring boy to lift against the down-
ward strain he brought upon himself, a
good life might have been saved to society.

Try and help those who are going
wrong whenever you can. You may help
and save them,

A safe character, for time and eternity,
is sometimes built on the first forgiven sin.
— Youth’s Companion.

-
BEGIN JUST WHERE YOU ARE.

Kate and Jack stood at the window
watching the people who passed. It had
been a snowy day. but the sun coming out
bright and clear in the afternoon made
the streets wet and sloppy.

‘“See that poor little girl,”” exclaimed
Katie ;* how webher feet must be! Her
shoes are full of holes. If we were rich
we might buy shoes for her.””

‘¢ And for that boy just behind her; his
shoes are worse than hers,” added Jack.

‘“And if we were rich we might buy a
shawl for that old peanut women. She,
she is trying to get those children to buy
peanuts from her basket.

¢“How poor she looks! There comes a
real old man ; if I were a rich man I would
just call him in and say : Here, old man,
here’s some dinner for you, and take what’s
left for the children.”

¢ Now, if I were rich,’” exlaimed Katie,
‘““that is the oneI would help, that poor
sickly woman with a baby in her arms.”

‘“The children’s mother had been listen-
ing to what they said. She sat sewing
nearthe window. ‘‘Iam glad,” she said,
¢ to hear my children express such kind
wishes, but wishing is not giving. Just to
say,‘Be ye warmed and be ye fed,” will
not make these poor people any less cold
or any less hungry. You say that if you
were rich you would help this or that one.
God does not ask you to give as if you
were rich, but He does ask you to give
according to your means. Now let us see
what you have to give, and then we can
tell how your good wishes will help these
poor people.”
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HOW A MOTHER SAVED HER SON.

There is an old Christian woman, named
Moita, living in Tokyo, Japan who is very
zealons in her efforts to bring others to
love and-obey her Lord and Master.

She had a son who was very dissolute,
and wasted his mother’s progerty in
debauchery ; and his wickedness went to
such an extent that in the course of ten
years he was sent to prison seven times.

8o bad and disgraceful was his conduct
that all his other relations and iriends
forsook him, and only his good and patient
mother was left to pity and care for him
in his wretched condition.

Her faith in God did not waver; and
whenever she saw him she told him of
Ohrist, and endeavored to persuade him
to forsake his sins, and walk in the ways of
righteousness and peace.

But he was so hardened in gin that he
tarned & deafear to all her loving en.
treaties. He only said in reply, ¢ Dear
mother, it is all right for you to be good,
and to go to heaven, but Iam so addicted
to evil ways that IJcannot stop, anditis

"my purpose to live on in this same course,
and to go to hell.” Still his mother did
not give him up, and prayed for him day
and night.

About one year ago he wassent to prison
once more, and while thus‘in confinement
his wife died of the cholera, leaving four
children, of whom the youngest wasonly
8 baby.

The grandmother was at first much
troubled, andsaid: ¢‘ There is surely no
other way than for these little ones to die
of starvation.” Then, after awhile, she
gaid, “Oh, no, it is a great mistake to
doubt the power and goodness of God,
and Hewho has created us is also able to
supply all ourneeds.”” She took the little
ones to her home and cared for them
tenderly.

In the month of November last the son
and father wasreleased, and whenhe came

. t0o his home and found the motherles"

THE CHILDREN’'S RECORD, 6y

children thus cared for by the old grand-
mother, his hard heart was melted, and he
became a truly penitent and humbleseeker
after that religion which had strengthened
and comforted his mother’s heart. From
that time his house was opened as a place
for preaching, and frequent services were
held there for his own benefit, and also to
lead others to a knowledge of Christ and
His salvation.

One day he read the second chapter of
Ephesians and was deeply moved by its
fitness to his own case. He has been re-
ceived into the Church, and is working
diligently to extend the blessings ot the
Gospel among all hisassociates andfriends.
—@Gospel in all Lands.

-
THANK GOD FOR MOTHER.

After one of the hard-fought batitles of
the war, a Confederate chaplain was called
hastily to see a dying soldier. Taking his
bhand, he said, ¢ Well, my brother, what
can I do for you ? »?

He supposed of course, the young fellow
would want to cry to Cod for help in his
extremity ; but it was not so.

*Chaplain,” said he, ‘“I want you to
cut alock of hair for my mother ; and then,
chaplain,I want you to kneel down and
return thanks to God for me.”

“For what ? ” asked the chaplain,

“For giving me such a mother. Oh, she
is & good mother. Her teachings are my
comfort now. And then, chaplain, thank
God that by his grace I am a Ohristian.
‘What would I do now if I were not a
Christian ? And thank Him for giving me-
dying grace. He has made this-hard bed
feel * soft as down pillows are.” Angd, O
chaplain, thank Him for the promised
homein glory. I’ll soon be there!

¢ And 80, said the chaplain, *“Ikneeled
by his bed with not a petition to utter,
only praises and thanksgiving for a good
mother, a Christian hope, dying grace,.
and an eternal home in glory.””—The Pres-
dyterian Banner.
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A SHOCKING LITTLE BEGGAR.

Madge Howe was skipping gaily down the
street, clad in her lovely new cardinal cloak
and jaunty plumed hat (which were things
to have made any little girl’s heart glad),
when suddenly, looking over her shoulder,
she spled a weazen-faced lad standing upon
the corner.

“Q, what a shocking little beggar!’ she
exclalmed, under her breath, catching a
glimpse of his thin and bepatched coat wild-
ly waving in the plercing wind.

Madge herself did not notice the wind, In-
deed, no one would have supposed that there
was the least possibility of her feeling it.
Her hands were snugly tucked into a cozy
muff, and the ‘“‘sweetest little boa, just to
matoh,” encircied her neck; and her feet
were clad in a palr of such regularly splen-
did walking boots that they defled the fler-
cest blasts that old Boreae could send down,
Her cheeks glowed like two great, rosy ap-
ples, and short brown curls added a genial
warmth to her whole appearance.

The car which she had designed taking was
just vanishing around the cornmer as she ap-
proached, and Madge was obliged to uwait
the arrival of another. As she waited, she
observed that the boy’s hands were bare and
blue, and one of his old shoes had 8 yawn-
ing aperture in the toe. The coat and the
too brief trousers were covered with patchea
of ¢very slze and color. Indeed, it would
have been difficult to ascertain what the orl-
glnal material really was.

“My gracious! I'ta sure I should freeze
to death tricked out like that!” ejaculated
Madge to herself. “And I’'m sure I
wouldn’t be seen on the street In such an
outrageous rig. I wounder that buy's muther
don’t look after him!” Stepping about
quite briskly---‘just to keep up circulation”
--she mede two fanther observations, viz.,
that the lad’s face was exceedingly thin and
white; and that, during the six or elght
minutes while she waited, no one had re-
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sponded to his untiring invitation of ¢A
shine, mister? Have a shine?”

“Goody! There’s the car!’’ exclalmed the
little lady, and away she flew.

“The shocking little beggar’’ had not
been blind to the pretty picture just depart«
ed, and he, too, had been making mental
comments. They were, however, quite the
opposite from Madge’s, being simply of ad-
miration, mingled with a& regret that tha
little sister at his meagre home might not
be warmly and beautifully clad.

Poor little fellow! His own needs were
quite out of the question. Perhaps it had
not occurred to him that he really suffered,
for Tommy McKee had ‘‘made his own Iliv-
ing almost ever since he was a baby.”

He blew on his fingers to keep them warm,

and waited patiently for a customer. It
grew late---the gas was being lighted---but as
yet none had applied.
It was Saturday. Everybody seemed in un-
wonted haete, and it was beginning to sleet.,
Just a little, to be sure, but the tiny loy
pebbles descended with such force that they
plerced Tommy’s thin face and hands.

“A shine, mister? A shine?” he kept call- ~
ing out; but no one heeded.

At length another car stopped, and a host
of people rushed out. The last passenger
was a little girl in a cardinal cloak,

‘“Well, it means no supper for poor Bes-
sle, that’s all,” soliloquised Tommy, with
sinking heart. ‘‘Don’t mind for myself, I'm
getting used to it. But Bess’---he stopped
short. The little girl in the cardinal cloak
had slipped and fallen; at least Tommy
thought so. But, In truth, as she stepped
from the car and started to cross the track,
one of the tiny boots had caught, somehow,
in the rails, and, losing her equilibrium,
Madge had fallen in an Iignominious heap.
In vain she tried to extricate the unfortun-
ate boot. She was a brave little girl, and
did not cry out; but no one seemed to no«
tice her. The host of passengers had hur-
rled on; and, O! another car was approach-
ing? What should she do? B8he saw it be-
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gin to slacken speed, but knew that the dis-
tance was too short to permit it to come
to a standstill befc ‘e reaching ber,

She grew dizzy and sick! Ther there
flashed before her vislon & glimpse of a
small figure in mottled coat and trousers.
It was the “shocking little beggar!”  He
dashed toward her, and with one almost'
rude jevk., had the unfortunate boot wisfus-
tened rrom top to toe, brought her to her
feot, and thrust her out of reach of the ap-
proaching car.

**Well done!”’ shouted a gentleman from
the platform,

When the car passed on, there set the lit-
tle boot, upright and quite unharmed, but
looking much out of its sphere out in the
middle of the street, Tommy ran to recover
it, and put it on its little owner’s foot with
such chivalrous gentleness that that smsll
individual wondered how ¢‘ such a nice boy
could be so dreadfully shabby.’

The boot restored, she ran on, forgetting
in her fright to thank the boy. She thought
of it, however, as she entered the next car,
but there was a sharp pain in her ankle,
and she dared not return. By the time
Madge left the car, the ‘‘skipping” had sim-
mered into the most painful presence of a
walk, Mrs. Howe saw her little daughter
lHmping up the steps, and met her at the
door.

‘““What has happened, Madge, dear?” she
asked.

But for answer the child threw herself
into her mother’s arms and wept violently,
Not that she was so much hurt, as that the
sight of that dear face made her realize
more fully how narrowly she had escaped.

When Mrs. Howe unfastened the boot, she
found a much swollen ankle. She wrapped
It in a towel wet in very hot water, and
telephoned for the doctor. Then the whole
story came out. On hearing of his daugh-
ter's timely rescue, tears came to Mr.
Howe’s eyes as he exclalmed:

‘“Why, Madge, my child, I was on the plat-
form myself, and saw the whole affair; but
I had no idea that the little girl was my
own.”

“No, papa, 1t’s no wonder you dldn’t re-
cognise me. You see, I had on my new cloak
and hat, and I’'m afrald, perhaps, I was
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thinkiug too much about how they looked
(for you know they are very, very prottyj);
and I'm sure I was a little vain about the
walking boots; and they got me into trou-
ble. But I will never be so unkind as to
call anyone names. I think that poor little
boy heard what I said, and then---helped me
ag if---as if---I1 were his friend.”

‘“Well, Madge, your father will see that
that little lad doesn’t appear at his post in
such a plight hereafter,” and fondly kiss- .
ing her, the father abruptly left the house,

It was late when Mr. Howe reached the
corner where the accident had occurred, but
Tommy was still there, calling out plain-
tively, ‘““Shine, mister? Have a shine!’’ his
voice betraying the utter faithlessness of the
appeal, a8 by twos and threes the men surg-
ed on, giving no heed. .

“I’m your man, my lad!” said Mr. Howe,
extending a shoe somewhat the worse for
recent contact with the elements. -

Tommy looked up In blank amazement,
then fell to putting a ‘‘shine’ on the shoe
that did no small credit to his profession.

When he had finished, Mr. Howe sald,
“Now, my lad, if business isn’t too press-
ing, we will cross over to the coffes-house
and get a lunch, as I have something to say
to you.”

Tommy opened his eyes very wide at this,”
and asked, ‘“You’re pot a policeman, are
you? I haven’t done anything, have 17"’

‘““Afrald you have, my boy. Didn’t you
snatch a little girl almost from beneath the
wheels of a car this afternoon? That Mttle
girl was my daughter. Now will you come
with me? You see, I have neither a star
nor a billy,” answered the gentleman, with
a twinkle in his eye.

Tommy complied gracefully, and the lunch-
rcom proved amply satisfactory. It was ob-
served that he abandoned the ‘“‘boot-blacking

profession,” and became cash boy In Mr,
Howe’s store.

Little Bessie was placed in care of a kind
lady, at whose cotisge Tommy also found a
pleasant kome,

And Madge---after having made due apolo-
gy for her unkind words, and sxpressing her
upbounded thanks for Tommy’s timely as-
sistance---set about becoming a more gener-
ally considerate little maiden, and many
hearts were made glad thereiy.---Northern
Christiau Advocate. )

63 .-
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DIED FOR HER SON.

A Scotch minister one Sunday was try-
ing to illustrate the love of Jesus Christ,
and told the story of the mother who took
her little boy and went one night over one
of those Scotch hills. The snow came,she
lost her way, and finally lay down ex-
hausted, covering the baby with her shawl.
The next morning she was found stiff in
death, but the baby was alive.

“ Now,” said the minister, ¢ if that little
boy is alive to-day he is a man thirty or
forty years old. I have not seen him for
thirty years, but it he is living and thinks
of that story, don’t you think his heart
goes out with love to that mother? He
would be the most miserable scoundrel if
he did not love the memory of that mother,
and every time he thought of her he would
unconscicusly thank God. You, friend,

4

are worse than that ungrateful son, if you
do not love Christ,’”” and he pleaded with
them to give their hearts to Christ.

Soon after that day, he received word to
come to a certain quarter of Glasgow and
8ee & poor dying man. When he got there,
the sick man said to him, “Iam the boy
you told of in the sermon. I have been a
poor, miserable wandering wretch, but I
came home to Glasgow and went in and
heard you tell that story about me.

Idid love that mother, but when youn
added that I was treating Christ in that
way, I couldn’t get away from it. Iam
dying, but I wantto ask you if you honestly
think it is 80 ? Will Jesus Christ receive
ma who has been treating him like this all
my life? Do you think he will receive and
forgive me?’’ The minister assured him
of Christ’s forgiveness and the man died
with a sweet hope in Jesus.—D», Kneeland,
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