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LAWRENCE AND HIS BANK.

Lawrence B -~ about nine yeurs old,
surprised his grandma the other day, by
asking if he ml"ht give all the umtcn[s of
his bank to the canse of missions. The
Boy had his home with his grandparents,
and this bank contained all his little
carnings.

* Why. surely not o1 suid his grand- |
ma. By and by vou will need pencils,
or ball, or knife, and have nothing to buy
with. T should think it would be more
prudent togive half ora third than the
whole, ™

*But Fwish to give the whole,” per-
sisted the boy, 1 want to send sowme
Bibles to those who have not any, and 1
winnt to send some poor children to school
where they way learn about Jesus.”

Grandma felt that she had nothing bet-
ter or more noble than this to propose. so
she said, ** Well, 1 will see about it.”

After this grudma and grandpa talked
it over together, and they said, ** 1 our
Doy has it in his heart to make this offer-
ing to the Lord, we must not hinder him,”

A few days later, grandpa had a talk
with Lawrence about it : but he had not
<hanged his mind at all. He could not
think of saving anything for himsclf while
there were so many children who had no
Bible, and had never heard of Jesus ; so
grandpa told him to give it all, and he
would add enough to Take it five dollars.
He had but a little mory th.m @ dolhn‘ to !

s 30 cents, i
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;.\dd for the bunk contained almost four
dollars.

A few days after came the mite-bux
s opening,  Lawrence had a picce to re-
cite on the oceasion, which began :—

Should yon wish to know the hest use of a penny,

Il tell you away that is better than any

Not on apples and cakes and eandy to spoml it,

But far over the seas to the heathen to send it, )
-—Nel,

HOW TO GO TO JESUS.

One evening, after a children’s service,
a teacher was talking to a young girl who
was weeping for her sins, but could not
feel that she was pardoned.
“ Suppose,” said he, ** (hat Jesus were
in this room : what would you do?”
1 would go to him at once.” she ve-
plied.
 And what would you tell him ?”
“That I was a lost sinner.”
*And what would you ask him?™
* Oh, 1 would ask hint if he would for-
give me.’
* And what would Jesus answer
She hesitated for 2 moment, and then
she looked up, smiling through her tears,
fm at once she saw it all :
** Why.” she said ** he would answer.
*Yes.'
And, simply trusting in the Saviour's
word, she went to him there and then, and
Jesus said, * Yes.'

BAD BARGAINS.

Onee a Sabbath-school teacher remarked
that he who buys the truth makes a good

_ bargain, and inquired if any scholar recol-

lected an instance in Scripture of a bad
bargain.

1 do.” replied a boy, ¢ Esau made a
bad bargain when he sold his birthright
for a mess of pottage.”

A second said, *“ Judas made a bad bar-
gain when he sold his Lord for thirty
pieces of silver.’

A third boy observed, * Our Lord tells

. us that he wmakes a bad bargain who, to

gain the whole world, loses his own soul.”



- ———- i

THE CHILDREN'S RECORD. vy

GIVING MONEY TO SEND THE
GOSPEL.

Early one morning o little boy, five
years old, said to his father: ¢ Papa, 1
am going to put my penny in the Mission-
ary-box 7" The father asked him, ** Who ;
told you to put your penny in the Mission-
ary-box 2" Nobody teld me but my-
self,” was the reply.

But what penny was this? It was the
first penny he had ever earned. He had ;
worked hard at Lis lessons, and kept at
the head of his class for a certain time, for
which he obtained a penny.  This penny ,
Tie gave that it might help to make known !
to the heathen what Jesus hath done for
them.  We can help in the same way by 1
giving our pennies,

An English missionary magazine tellsan
interesting stovy of a little child, who a
long time ago, when she was four or five
years old. had some money given her as a
birthday gift. She made up her mind to
devote part of her money to the purchase
of a Bible to send to India. Her name
was  written  on  the fly-leaf, and’
after  reaching India, the Bible, it |
seems, was given to a heathen girl.  In
after years, the English child, when sho |
cune to be a woman, gave herself to the |
missionary work, and was appointed to,
labor in a certain city of India. While !
there in the rounds of her missionary toil.
she met the very same Bible she had given
when she was 2 child.  The book had not |
Been torn or neglected, and the heathen ;
uir] who had received it was then a Chris- |
tian lady, the wife of a Christian husband. !
As the missionary entered that Christian
home and took into her own hands the,
Bible which had her name on the title- |
page, with the record of her birthday years
ago, we think her heart must have been
overflowing with joy. Suchastory we say
is very strange, and perhaps itis. We
shall not always see the fruit of our toil in
this world, but God has said that we shall
sec it some time. If we reach the Better
Land we shall find fruit of all our toil and
self-denial for Jesus' sake. Howwe shall
rejoice then,—The Little Missionary.

" wards.

WHY A GOVERNOR SIGNED THE
PLEDGE.

¢ Am I my brother's keeper?” fell from
the lips of Cain.  God has so identified our
int =est with others, that we are in some
respects our brother’s kecper. No man
liveth to himself, no man dieth to himself.

A Governor of Pennsylvania signed the
pledge, ““ not because he thought himself

in danger, but to save a friend.” The
| oty

head of one of the best families was be-
coming intemperate, to the great distress
of hishouse. ** Lsaw, " said the Governor,
¢ their grief. 1 resolved to speak to him
on the subjecet ; did so, and urged him to
sign the pledge.  He suddenly turned up-
on me, saying *Governor, 1 will if you
will.” ‘1t isa bargain,” said 1, and we
went immediately to the oftice of the sec-
retary. and both signed ; and I know not
that [ ever touched a arop of liquor after-
Nothing else would have induced
me tosign : but 1 think of it as one of the
best acts of my life.”

THE DISOBEDIENT BQY.

Tonmmy Stubbs was helping himself to
some bread at breakfast, when his father
looked up and told him not to hold the
loaf in the way he was doing ; but the
little boy was inclined to think he knew
the best, as so many children do, and, pre-
tending not to hear, went on as before.
Just as he was finishing cutting off a very
thick slice, the knife slipped and cut his
thumb very deeply ; then Tommy found
out, too Jate, that his father was right.

The cut was a painful one, and bled so
badly that the doctor had to be sent for to
strap it up, and his hand pained him so
much for the rest of the day, that Tommy
looked quite pale and faint. His father
was too kind to punish him for his diso-
bedience, but he talked to him quietly,
and explained that God means little child-
ren to be obedient to their parents, even
in small things when they learn from the
Bible to ¢ honor their father and mother.”
—Child's Owie Magazine.
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A BAPTISMAL FONT WITH A
HISTORY.

Of all the baptismal fonts to be found
in the beautiful churches and cathedrals
of the world, none hag such a strange his-
tory as that of the stone font in tllc great
chureh at Bau, in the Fiji Islands, It is
but fifty years last October since the first
missionaries -r'nnc(l an entrance to the
islands of the Fi ijian group.

[
which once seemed harder than rock. Yet

J
1

i
t
i

it is said that to-day there ave not a score
¢ of heathen in all Fiji.—Mission Dayspring.
“GOD SAYS \VF MUSTN'T."

As a mother sat reading to her three
children, she came to a stmy of 4 naughvy
boy, who had stolen apples and pears from
an orchard near his father's cottage. After
reading part of the story, .u.cmdnw to the

- usual pr.u,tlce she made a pause to put o

At that time there was nowhere on
carth a morve savage, bratal people. The |

stovies of their eruelty are too shocking to
print, but this story must be told in order
to show what a wonderful change the
gospel has wrought. In front of the largest

heathen temple at Bau was a4 great stone |

. not to do as this nau«'ht_} boy did ¢

which stood upright in the ground, having
aspecidname, Fatundbololu, TheFijians

bemg cannibals, were accustomed,

when- |

ever they entered a battle, to capture and |

kill as many of the enemy as possible that
they might have their bodies toeat.  They
dt-v"'ul the corpses to the temple, and as
im nnum" to their gods they beat the

heads  of tlm dc.ul un,n upan this stone

Vatuninbokola, in honor of these savage |

divinities. .-\ftur this the bodies were
placed in the ovens and the savage chiefs
and warriors sat down to their cannibal
feast.
duced all this was changed.  Though vie-
upon this stone, for thirty years, lt is said,
no stain of human blood  has touched it.

. reason that can be given.

But when Christianity was intro- |«

The winds have blown over it and the rains l

have washed it yearafter year, and recent-
Iy the people, with the consent of the

du(,fs, tuok up this great stone and carried |

it mto the great x,lnm.h

which has been

bult at B‘lu, a place was hollowed in the |
, wasn't, for pwplt, dun't have totry to cry;

top, and now it 1s used as @ baptismal font,

The first cnld baptized in it was the’
, asked him if he thought he was crying,
“and he said, ““Yes, but T can’t make any
ubjeet on which so mueh human blood has | tears come on my face.”

been spilt, and before which such cruelties I

13

an

daughter of an English missionary.
must make one shudder to come near

hiave been practised.  The change which

has been made i this stone is a fitting , a

cinblem of the changes which have t: ahen
Pace in the hearts of the people of Fiji, '

few questlons

* William, " she asked, *‘ why ought we
W hy
ought we not to steal apples and pears{”

SOh! " replied W 111hun, ** because they
do not belong to us.

* and what do you say. Robert 2™

** Isay, because if they canght us they
would be sure to send us to prison,”

** And now, Mary, it is your turn to give
areason.  Say, dear, why ought we not to
steal apples ov pears, or anything else /™

** Because,” said little Mary, looking
meekly up at her mother, ** becavse od
says we mustacr”

** Right, my love,” said her mother ;
** that is the true reason, and the Dest
What God com-
mands we are bound to do, and what He
forbids us we are bound to leave undone.
Thou shalt not steal * ave His own words.

. If ever you are asked by any one why you
tims without munber had been s].uwhtuul

should not do what is wrong, let your
answer be the siune as the one you have
given me—*Because Gob Says Wg
MusrNr.””

A little boy had « habit, when anything
went wrong with him, to wrinkle up his
face and make a most dismal howling. I
suppuse lie thought it was erying, hut it

it just comes of itself.  One day sume one

That is because there was no need of
tears. They know when they ave needed,
and 2lways cume in time and without try-
ing. 1f there ave nu tears, there is noth-
ing tu ery about, you may be sure.



LITTLE FCLKS AMONG THE ZULUS.
BY THE REV. WILLIAM MELLEN,

Africa has a warm climate, so warm that
the little babies Qo not need any clothes.
But it is too cold sometimes for the little
tender babe to be without a blanket. There
is veeasiomally a white frost down in the
deep valleys in the winter, but it never |
comes up the hills to the houses on the
coast.  Away back sixty miles from the |
coust there is a little ice, and beyond that
on the mountains there is some snow, ;

The Zulu mother buys a cotton blanket, |
that costs her a good deal of money (7-3:

cents), to wrap up the babe on these coul |
mornings.  She has no bed or erib to put
the litele one in, so she lays it on amat on
the ground, and there it sleeps sweetly.
The mother has not mnch work to do in
her hut,  She has no clothes to make or”
wash or mend.  She does not even wash
lier blanket often, for she says it will wear
it out to wash it, and | think it would;
wear holes in it if she should wash it clean. .
She has only one dish of foud to cook at a
weal.  She sets that out in the middle of
the oor, and the men gather around it
sitting on the ground, and eat with wood-
en spoons until they are satisfivd.  Then
the women and children come and eat |
what they want, and if there is any left the |
dogs lap it out of the dish.  So the woman
has only one dish and a few spoons to
wash, and only one room in her hut to
sweep out and no furniture to dust.

But she does not expect to live in idle-
ness, since her husband has paid ten head
of cattle for her.  She takes great pride
in having a nice garden—~as much so as
your mothers in having a nice house.
When the mother goes vut into the garden |
tu work, she ties the babe on her back with
the blanket I have spoken of, and marches
out with a great hoe on her shoulder, a
dish of sour milk on her head to feed the
babe with, and her hands full of ears of |
corn,

Arriving she scatters the corn broad-
cast and cotunences her digging, swinging |
back and forth with her little one on her ’
back, thus rocking her babe to sleep. She
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then lays it on the soft grass in the shade
of a tree, and although there are so many
snitkes all about there, we have never
heard of their biting the little ones. There
isune very large snakethere --large enough
to swallow a babe. I have caught them
as large as a stove-pipe, and sixteen fect
long.  But they do not swallow the
children.

When the little one wakes up it cries
just as white children do, and the mother
throws down her hoe and runs to it justas
ast as any of your mothers run for you
when they hear you erying,  She loves her
child just as much as white mothers do
theirs, Lt is hungry, and the mother feeds
it with that sour milk she has brought on
her head.  They never drink sweet milk

neither the children or the grown people

ad it is more convenient to have it
sour, for their dishes are always sour, The
mother has a nice way of feeding her little
one without cup or spoon.  She puts her
hand just under the babe's mouth and
makes a tunnel, and pouring in the milk
it runs right down the child’s throat.

When the little fellow is big enough to
run all about the hut, and he sees his
father has sonme food ready to eat (it may
be thick milk with beiled corn ground), he
comes and holds out his two hands put to-
gether and says, *“ (/i pebabe uludhlo
Licalo oloim wand i [give me, papa, some
food of yours which is nice]l.  The father
fills his hands heaping full, and he laps it
all out without spilling a drop on the
ground.

The children are contented with plain
fuoud, and have but one kind of food at o
meal.  They never complain of a hard bed,
though they sleep on a mat un the ground,
often without even alittle blanket to cover
them. If you should go into their hat you
would find *¢ the little darkeys in bed with
nothing over them.”

They are just as happy as the goats they
sleep with at night, or as the monkeys
that come down from the tops of the trees
to steal the corn assounas it isripe. They
are as cheerful as the babouns that come
out from among the rocks to scratch up the
corn the mother plants, if she dvesnot re-
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main in the garden all day and keep them E to her mother just before she died, and
out. They are very fond of play. One ! told her she was going to be with Jesus,
of their amusements consists in making | and was glad to go. Her father was and
oxen and cows and other animals of clay. | still is a heathen, but we hope her mother
They skip and jump about as happy and | and brother love her Jesus,

joyful as the animals about them, But !  Won't you pray for the little girls in
there is a kind of happiness which you | China that they may know and love your
have and which they havenot.  And they | Jesus 7— Miss F, (. Erans in The Litile
do pot know how to get it until mission- | Missionary.

avies come and tell them. — Preshyterian.
Chsereer,

A MICRONESIAN CUSTOM.
BY MRS, M. D. ROGERS OF THE W. B. M. I,
CHILDREN IN CHINA, ' A curious custom have the Micronesian

Some days ago as T went to my work, a* Islanders.  When a person is yet a child
walk almost across the city, the thermom- . 2 hole is made in the lobe, or soft part of
cter between 90° and 100%, T thought of ; the ear, and something is wedged into it
vou, and wrote you a thought letter. 1° to keep the hole from closing as it heals.
often write thought letters to shutout the , From time to time this substance is re-
autside world.  Going along the bank of noved, and a larger and still larger quan-
the canal, a little girl of some four or five * tity of material is used. until by the time
years came from her play to meet me, a youth grows to manhood his cars have
with a pleasant smile-—bus, children, she ' been stretched and stretched until they
was so dirty ! L don’t think you eversaw  hang far down upon his shoulders.
such a dirty, half-dressed little girl. I did We should not consider this very orna-
not know her at first, through all the divt,  mental, but & Micronesian thinks himself
and she could only have known me as a  finely dressed when he has a large ring of
foreigner.  She put her little band up to  polished shell fitted into each of his poor.
take mine, and led me along to herhome. | disfigured ears.

I wonder what vou would have thonght = These rings are sometimes used for the
of that for a home? Jus: one room purpose of carrying articles which a native
M Laars — ner sawser,  mother, and cannot conveniently take in his hands.
little baby sister live there together: the © For instance, Captain Bray says he once
fuel room and pig pen in the front yard ; saw a man who was sufliciently civilized
not one blade of grass, no flowers, no to wear one garment made of cloth. It
pretty plathings : and as I sat on the was a cotton shivt.  The native wished to
brick bed, talking with ant teaching her swim from one point of land to another,
mother, some of her companions came and - but the  precious shirtt must not be wet.
sat down close by me- they were all just  After thinking a few moments he seemed
as divty as she was. to have decided the matter.  He took off’

1 think 1 pity the children in this Jand  the shivt, rolled it carefully together and
more than the grown-up pzogle : none of  tucked it seatly in his car-ring ! Then he
the nice times and pleasant woods you  swiaun across, holding his head high above
have in a Christian land ; mothers here so  water, and not a whit the worse for the
otten have no pleasant words for their voyage was the shirt. When these natives
Jittle givls, only scoldings and often blows:  learn from our missionaries that this cruel
hetle givls are not Joved as boys are. and hideous distigurment  of their bodies

I the same room where § taught, Tsaw * is not pleasing to their Heavenly Father.
soie years ago @ sight which hlled wmy | they do the best they can to remedy the
heart with joy @ agivl of some twelve or Wrong,  They no longer decorate the
thirteen lay dying.  She had Jearned to | Iarge loop of flesh, but hany & wp orer the
read and pray, and loved Jesus ; she spoke - vpper part of ¢ car!
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FOLLOWERS OF THE GOLDEN '
RULE IN AFRICA. !
BY HOPE. |

It is not a story of two rosy-cheeked,
blue-eyed little girls 1 am going to tell |
you ; Decause, as 1 have not scen such u
little girl for over five years, you certainly -
know more about them than I do. Bub'
these T am going to tell you of would be:
curiosity to you, for you have never seen
them or been in the place where they live.
True, some of you may go every suwmmer,
to have a good time, on the other side of
their bath-tul : but even your bright eyes
fail to catch a glimpse of them. or your
sharp cars to hear their splashing. as 1
heard it last Satwrday afternoon, when
they had a good frolic in the Atlantic.

These brown-checked and black-eyed
irls began life in a poor little swoky hut,
and were not taught anything good. or. in
fact. much of anything., until they came
into the mission school. where their gentle
earnest, missionary mother. Mrs. Reut-
linger, has taught then a great many good
things.

Let me tell you one lesson they have
lewned, and how nicely they put it in
practise vesterday.  We havem our prayer
room one beneh, which is counted as a
sort of ** high seat.” vceupied by the older
girs,  On Wednesday and Sabbath eve
nings, as a special favor, the little girl who
asks first is allowed to sit there also. Last
evening, just as the lanps were being
lighted, Matomba, oune of the roundest-
faced and brightest eyed little tots, put in
her request for the place of honor, and
pertnission was given. A little later she
cune to me with the siune bright smile. to
say, Ly after all 1don't want to sit
there.” 1 said. ** Very well ; but another
time don't ask for what you do not want.
What is the reason you have changed your -
mind {7+ Because | did not knew when |
1 asked you that Ediya-boka was ready to
make the same request. 1 would rather !
ghe would take the place.” All vight. But §
when we came to take our places, Matom-
bahad the coveted seat, Ediya-boka refus-
ing to aceapt the sacrihce.  What &id 1

do ! Tlet them both sit on the ** big beneh,”
and thought they deserved it, too.  Don't
you think so?

This leads me to think of what happened
a little later in the evening.  About nine
o'clock on Saturday night, three new givls
had appeared in our nidst as suddenly and
unexpectedly as though they had dropped
out of the moon.  They had really come

. over the oeean, a distance of about one

hundred miles, in a native boat or ** dug-
out,” the trunk of a large tree hollowed
out by burning and _cutting.  Don't you
think they were anxious foran education 2
We thought we were full before, but there
was no possibility of tuwrning  these away.
Ordinary evenings we let the girls have 2
Iantern burning until cight o'clock : but
prayer-meeting evenings, it being already
late. we take the light away as soon as
they have made the necessary preparatiotis
for bed.  This evening they said, ** Leave
the light a little longer, as we must pro-
vide for these strangers.”  When we went
to get the light. we found that two of the
older ghls had spread all the mats, and
made the little ones liec down " spoon
fashion ™ to save room.  They pointed to
the prostrate forms, making a row cle
across the room, and said, * But now, |
we two have no mat left for ourselves.”
This want was scon met frone the other
room where the larger givls sleep, who
readily and cheerfully furnished a watout
of their not over-abundance.

3 am sure you will thiuk these wivls did
very nicely in bath these instances, and
you would appreciate it still more highly
if you could comtrast. this thonghtful k.and-
ness with what they are taught in thei-
heathen homes.  Several of them want to
be Christians. and that is hest of all,

Dear young friends, show your love and
gratitude to the children’s Savionr hy pray-
ing for and caring for the little heathen
chldren. —Children Work for Clildren.

According to a statement made at the
Uuitarian  Convention in Philadelphia
lately, therce are in this ceuntry only 360
<hurches seattered over 24 =tat. s,
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PRAISE MEETING OF THE
FLOWERS.

The flowers of many climates,
That bloow: all season through,
Met in a stately garden
Bright with the morning dew.

For praise and loving worship
The Lord they came to meet,

Her box of precious ointment
The rose broke at His feet,

"The passion flower His symbols
Wore fondly on her breast ;
'She spoke of self-denial
As what might please Him best.

The morning-glovies frawvile,
Like infants soon to go,

Had dzinty, toy-like trampets
Aud praised the Master so,

** His word is like to honey,”
The clover testified ;

And all who trust thy promise
Shall in thy love alnde.”

The lilies said, ** Oh, trust Fin!
We neither toil nor spin,

Aud yet His house of heauty
See how we enter in !

"The king-cup and her kindred
Said, ** Let us all be glad

Of his redunslant sunshine ;
Behold how we are clad.”

*And let us follow Jesus,”

The star of Bethlehem said ;
And all the hand of flowers

Bent down with reverent head.

The glad sunflower answered,
And little daisies bright,

And all the cousin asters,

© We follow toward the light.”

** We praise Him for the mountains,”

The alpine roses cried ;
““ We bless Him for the valleys,”
The violets replied,

““We praise Him,” said the air plant,
* For breath we never lack.”

‘“And for the rocks we praise Hiw,”
The lichens answered back.

“We praise God for the waters,”
The gray sen-mosses said,

And all His baptized lilies
*Amen, amen,” replied.

*And for the green, cool wondlands
We praise and thanks return,”
Said kalmias, azaleas,
And graceful feather-fern.

*And for the wealth of sardens
And all the gavd’ner thinks,™

Said roses and cunellias
Andall the sweet-breathed pinks.

* Hosannal in the highest.”
The haby-bluets sang 3

And little trembling harebells
With softest music ran,

* The winter hath heen bitver,
But sunshine follows storm ;
Thanks for His loving-kindness,
The earth’s great heart is warm.”
So said the plgring Maytlower,
That cometh after snow,
The humblest and the sweetest
Of all the tlowers that blow.

¢ Thank Gaod for every weather,
The sunshine and the wet,”

Spake out the cheerful pansies
And darling mignonette.

And then the sun descended,
The heavens were all aglow ;

The little morning-glories
Had faded long ago.

And now the bright day lilies
Their love watch ceased. to keep.

‘* He giveth,” said the poppies,
**To His beloved sleep.”

The gray of evening deepened,
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The soft wind stirrved the corn,
When sudden in the garden
Another flower was born.

It was the evening primrose
Her sisters followed fast ;
With perfumed lips they whispered,
** Thank God fer-night at last.”
Litile dclpers.

JAPANESE FUNERAL CUSTOMS.

The Japanese practise both burial and
cremation.  If the body is to be buried it
is placed in a large earthen jar, in a sit-
ting posture, with the head beat forward
and the arms crossed upon the breast.
The body is placed in the grave, with the
face to the south,

The bodies of women are dressed in
their best garments, and adorned  with
their richest jewels.  The hairis arranged
in most elaborate style, and the face is
painted.  The obi, or girdle, is wound !
about the waist and tied in front, in the .
manner worn hy widows,

Japanese cemeteries are always in some
retired place, and are usually made taste-
ful and attractive.  Almost every grave
has its headstone, and some have costly
monuments. Over new made graves lights
are often kept burning for several nights.
The tombs of the nobility are frequently
furnished with lanterns or lamp-posts,
sometimes very costly, inscribed with the
virtues of the departed.

On certain days in the year public cere-
mounies are performed in the cemeteries.
One of these days is called the * Feast of
Lanterns,” and during this festival the
cemeteries are lighted with many bright-
colored lanterns. At Yeddo the tombs of
the Tycoons are very elegant and costly
structures, and worship is celebrated there
every day by priests appointed for the
purpose.

The poorer classes more frequently burn
the body than bury it, and the fire is
lighted by one of the nearest relatives.
The ashes are preserved in jars or vases,
which are either kept in the houses, or
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placed in tamples, or left inthe cemeteries.
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The wealthy Japanese lavish much ex-
pense upon funeralceremonies.  Generous
presents are made to all who have assist-
ed, from the coolies and professional
mowrners to the officiating priests. A
sumptuous feast is given to the guests,
and poor neighbors are alsu kindly re-
membered. —Little Helpers,

THE CROSS AND THE CROWN,

A Chinese barber-boy heard the gospel,
and believed.  Upon offering to relinquish
one seventh of his small wages, so as to
work but six days in the weck he was dis-
missed from service.  His aunt, who had
adopted him as an orphan boy, was angry
and took away his clothes and shoes.  He
finally enlisted with others as a coolie, to
go to British Guiana, thinking this would
turnish favorable opportunities for teach-
ing Christian truth.  There he hecune a
suceessful preacher of Christ ; and he was
instrumental in building up a church of
two hundred members, that last year
aised twe thousand dollars.  His name
was Lough Took, and he died last May at
the age of forty-three, after having grandly
demonstrated the gospel’'s power to save.
—Llustrated Missionory News.

A PRAYER HYMN.
Our Father, we pray
What Christ taught to say,
And hallow Thy name
That from heaven He came.

O wonderful King,

Thy blessed rule bring
Till earth does that will
Which the angels fulfil !

O give us alway

Qur bread for each day ;
Forgiveness renew,
And let us forgive too.

Keep us in Thy way
Lest evil betray,
Power and glory to Thee,

Our dear King, everbe! M. W. S,
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AMONG THE INDIANS,

My, J. Gl Burgess teacher at Bivd Tail
Sioux Reserve, writes @

The number of children om the school
roll is at present 24, In summer they
come pretty regularly but in winter |
have to drive round and teach them in
their own houses, some of them living
over three miles away.
tending schoul daily is entitled to a quar-
ter of a ponnd of *“hard tack.”  They are
Light, bappy looking children, quick to
Yearn, ond not troublesome. 1 have been
with them two years now and can speak
the Janguage pretty well, but it is difticult

“toacquire without books,  Mr. Solomon
Junkansuiciye, our native minister, holds
service in the chureh twice every Sabbath
in swmmer and @ prayer-meeting during
the week.  In winter we have only one
service and for my own purt icis just as
much as 1 can endure to sit it out with a
lieavy coat and mitts on. The women
and ¢hildren sit in a cirdle on the floor
around the stove and soare pretty com-
frtable 1 suppose, but the rest of the
people suffer much from the cold, the
taiilding being old and out of repair,

INBORE.

Miss MceGregor writes thus about the
wilows of India :

Five widows in all have been tanght
and trained to take the plees of assistant
teachiers, One thing 1 have noticed in
them alll that is the hunted. down-trodden
look which every one of these poor ere:
tures wears when she fivst comes toschool
and which after a time gives place to a
bricht look when she tinds that she is of
some use, 1 onoticed  the sane Jook of
woe inthe face of one who camne a few
daysego. When 1 irst saw her she was
et i the corner ot the rooni and
seemed to think 1 might turn heront and
ething conld be more timid and distvess.

11

(KT (R
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witting her before knowing whether she

hore & good character. 1 am obliged to
be particular on this point on account of
the school girls, This woman has not a
living relative, and my heart ached when

i 1 thought of her friendless condition, 1

Each child at- .

-see her in full arty costume.
king vien 1 hesitared abont ol i cune into the reom her enly child, o Lit('e

hope she will continue to come to school.
Another widow who had taught for about
two years, died a short time ago, and as 1
saw her on her death bed 1 felt glad that
God had sent her to me. She often
talked freely with my Jible women, and
was willing to trust in Churist though she
made no open profession.  When her feet
were touching the river of death she said
firmly, ** I trust in Him, T am notafrid,”
and her look was one of quict content-
ment till the summons came. She and
lier mother were all to each other and a
few days after her death the poor old
woman brought back her daughter’s school
books and said with a sorrowful burst of
fears, ** Who will read them now.™ 1]
feel glad to think that even a little joy
caume into the last few years of the poor
crushed life, and better than all that she
was saved through the blood of Christ.
Mrs. Wilsom, in company with Miss
Rodger, spemt two hours one day last
September in visiting  Zenanas.  The
Zenana is the part of the house in which
the women bve in India. She says:
> The first honse we entered was that of
a high caste Hindoo, The room into
whichh we were shown was, according to
our ideas, small and very untidy.  On the
floor was an old Brussels carpet so worn
and threadbare that the patterns and

colors cauld only be guessed at. There
was little furniture in the voom, The

littde girl who was doing the honors, a
daughter-in-law in the house, found some-
where wuseeond chair and then went o
call her mather,

After waiting about 15 minutes she
appeared  dressed i silk and jewels,
Miss Rodger asked her if she had put on
her finest to receive us. She sad no,
she had dvessed to attend a dinner that
afternoon. and we had called in - time to
With her
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girl about 13 years of age, and of whom
the mother is very fond.
The three, mother, daughter, and;

daughter-in-law, sat on the bed, ad after .

‘mdmu out all about me, asked Miss,
Rn(lu(_r to read sumething to them. She
read @ part of Christ's sermon on the
Mount, exhorting His hearers to return
good for evil, blessing for cursing.  They
all Hstened earnestly, and when the read-
ing was finished the mother said that these

words were very good, but did any one
act on them.  When Miss Rodger told !

her that Christians at least tvied to do so.

she shook her head rather doubtfully and

suid : **Perhaps one in a thousand may
doit.”  This woman had heen anxious to

leirn to read herself and had asked to be -
taught.  Though done as quietly as-

,-uw)l:]c her step-sam got knowledge of it
aud influenced his father to fmlml it. so
thie lessons had to be given up.
FORMOSA,
Mrs, Jamieson writes

* T wish you could have seen the effects .

of a typhoon (a violent wind) that 1 ssed

over us lately. It lasted two days, and

tie most solid buildings sutfered more or
less. The wind roared almost like thun-
cer, tiles were erncked or torn off, the vain
cume pouring down. and  fences were
Hattened.  The Colleges stoad it well but
the trees were bent over or torn up by
the raots.  Dr. MeKay was in the coun-
fryv. exposed to the full foree of the storm.
and natrowly eseaped drowning when try-
ing to cross some water ina Tittle boat.

Neven chapels were destroyed,  which
were ameng the best. One of these was

spened a little over @ yenr ago when 81
To t]w right Zind hehind :
this chaped lived Rev. Tan-Hel the native !
assistant who was ordained last year.  He

were haptized.

had notes carefully written out of all Dr.

McKay's daily teaching for the last 14

years : they were stolen and no doubt |
destroyed.”
A Pastor.
The Chareh of England has nine mission
stations along the Panana: Canal.
<

l THE HEATHEN HAVE BEAT.

One day Robert’s uncle gave him a
! penny.

¢ Now." said he *“ I'll have some candy;
" for I've been wanting some a long while.”

s th.tt, the best way you can use your
penny !~ asked his mother,

‘) yes ! I want the candy very much.”
And he hwried on his cap, and off' he 1an
in great haste.

His mother was sitting at the window,
. and saw him running along, and then he
stopped.  She thought he had lost his
- penny ; but he started oft again, and soon
reached the door of the candy store ; amld
then he stood there awhile, with his hand.
s on the lateh, and his eye on the candy.
His mother was wondering what he was
waiting for : then she was more smrprised
to see him come ofl the step, and run back
home without going in.

In ainute he rushed into the parlor
“with a bright glince in his eye. as he ex-
claimed,—

¢ Mother, the heathen have beat -
the heathen have beat !

** What do you mean by *the heathen
have heat 27"

“ Why, mother, as 1 went along T kept
hearing the healhen say. *Give us your
penny, te help to send us good nission-
“aries. We want hilles and {racts. Help

us little bay. wonr't you?" And [ kept

saying, * Oh ! 1 want the candy.” At Lt

the heathen beat ; and 1 un going to put

my peuny into the missionamry box. It
- sheadl go the heathen, ™ - Sel,

THE PI()l SAWISH.

OF, that mine cye might closed be
To what hecomes e not to see !
That deafness iight possess mine car
To what concerns me not to hear !
That truth my tongue wmight closely tie
From ever speaking foolishly !
That no vain thought might ever rest
Oy be conecived within my breast !
That by cach word, each deed. ench
; thought,

Glory may to my Gaod be Yrought.
l ;\‘('I.
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“COME OVER AND HELP US.”

Come over and help us, nor pass us by,
TFor wrong and cruelty, pain and sin,

{Forfive little girls one standing in the middle of | Aye all of our habitations in.

the room and one in each corner.)

MIDDLE,
Voices are sounding and calling for me
Across the mountains and over the sea ;

* Come over and help us,” they seem to
say

\\'lwm,:t: o thay come ! and from which

way /
NORTH,

My voice is wenk : but 1 send it forth
Daown the icy hills of the frozen carth ¢
| wish it coudd =onnd so Joud and elear
That all in Christian kands conld hear.
There are long davk nights in the land of
S,
In the cheerless home of the Esquimaus ;
There are nights of darkness and nights
of sin
Will you bring the Hghes of the gospel in 2
Come over and help us, and tell us where
The Lowd is the sun. and there’s no night
there.
Come over and help us,

SOUTH.

Where the tossing wanes of the South Sea

roar,

And dash their foam on the eoral shore,

From the eruel isles of the seas we ery,

* Come over and help us before we die.”

Jesus said, ** Let the hittle ones come unto
me,”

Though we dwell in the
of the sea,

Come over the stormy waves, and bring

Theisles of the seatotheir Lord and King;

Come, help us to know where our home
shall be

In the land where ye say, ¢ There shall
be no sea.”

Come over and help us.

EAST.

From the lana of the East, oh ! hear my
ery ;

uttermost parts

1 Wise men of the East came long ago
. To seek the wonderful Child, you know;
“Yet lands so near where the dear One
‘ dwelt
Have never the light of his presence felt.
Come over and help us; we long, like

them,
To tind the manger of Bethlehem,

Come over and help us.

WEST,

My voice shall speak of the Western wild,

The home of the ignorant Indian child,

Where wicked anger and hatred ave,

Where the tribes go forth unto strife and
war.

Is there somewhere a merciful Prince of
Peace !

Isthere one who maketh the wars to cease?

I think, if there is. you must love him so,

You will come and help us his name to
know,

Come over the wilderness drear and vast,

And make it bloom like the rose at last.

Come over and help us.

MIDDLE,
And so from the East, West, North and
South
Again and again doth the sownd go forth.
EAST, WEST, NORTH, SOUrH [in coneert.]
Come over and help us.

MIDDLE.

The earth is the Lord’s from sea to sea,
And oh, of the children of God are we.

EAST, WEST, NORTH, SOUTH [in concert.}
% Come over and help us.
i —Qolected.

{After this recitation, let eight other chiidren revite
the first cight versos of Paalm cvii.}
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A HYMN 600 YEARS OLD.
Guard, my child, thy tongue,
That it speak no wrong !

Let no evil word pass o’er it ;
Set the watch of truth before it.
That it speak no wrong.

Guard, my child, thy tongue.

Guard, my child, thine eyes ;
Prying is not wise ;

Let them look on what is right ;
From all evil turn their sight ;
Prying is not wise.

Guard, my child, thine eyes.

Guard, my child, thine car;
Wicked words will sear ;

Let no evil words come in
That may cause the soul to sin ;
Wicked words will sear,

Guard, my child, thine ear.

Ear, and eye, and tongue,
Guard while thou art young ;
For, alas ! these busy three
Can unruly members be;
Guard, while thou axt young,
Ear, and cye, and tongue.

A CONGO SCHOOL.

The following paper prepared by missionaries in
Africa refers to o station seven hundred miles inland
from the sea on the banks of the Congo.

HOW WE MADE A BOYS' HOUSE, AND COM-
MENCED SCHOOLS IN CENTRAL AFRICA.

When Mr. Petterson had made a Small
house to live in, he saw a fine large ant-
hill av the back, and the happy thought
struck him to build the boys’ house right
upon the top of it ! He cut off its summit,
and on the platform thus made built the
hoys’ house of clay witha palm-grass roof.
There it was prettily perched on the top,
fifteen or twenty feet from the ground,
with a wooden ladder to reach itand large
enough to hold eight or ten boys. From
the river this house looks lovely, and all
the boys like it. Here they take their
meals of manioca, stewed fish, palm oil
and potatoes. For six cents a week they
keep themselves.  They sleep in it on

! mits, or bamboo frames only a few inches

from the floor. They are fine and happy
in it ; and far into the night their merry
laughter and conversation go on till we
have to get up and quiet them. For
clothing they have two yards of calico
around the loins, and a small print coat.
We give them a small blanket to sleep
under at night.
HOW DID WE TEACH THEN?

Mr. Petterson planed three boards, mail-
¢d them together, and hung the board
thus formed upon the wall. On it we
wrote copies in charcoal (we had no black-
boards or chalk). Round it the boys
gathered and did sums till it was too black
to do more ; then the eldest boy would
wash it with sand and set it to dry till the:
MOITow.

HOW THE BOYS SPEND THEIR TIME OUT OF
SCHOOL.

Their greatest pleasure is a game at ball
with goals and sides, and fine fun they
have. When tired they run off and juinp
into the Congo. They are clever little
swimmers and go far out in races with one
another, dive deep, and show their best
feats.  Later on they sweep up our rooms,
mike up the beds, lay the table, serve us
at dinner, remove and wash the dishes,
and cook their own food, rest and per-
haps sleep a little, help us in gardening
towards the evening time, finally come in-
to prayers, sing and hear the Gospel, and
retire to their house on the top of the
ant-hill.

HOW WE GOT ON WITH THE SCHOOL.

We have over twenty boysattending it,
and twelve or fifteen of them live - with us
at the station and very rarely go to their
own villages ; some of these boys are
slayes who live with us through the con-
sent of their owners ; most of them are
free boys.  All of them live with us by
choice.  We are now able to have prayers
with them in their own Janguage.  When
we have services crowds of people gather
and look on in much astonishment.

HOW AN ORPHAN WANTED US TO BE HIS

FATHER.
One poor little slave boy about six years.
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old came many times and bcgged me tof

go to his owner and get his permission for
the boy to come and live with us. 1 was
very much attracted by this dear little boy
and asked him, ** Who is your owner{”
* Ranangesi.” ** Where are your friends 2
*J have no friends.”  ** Where are your
brothers 7 **1 have no brothers.’
“Where e your father and mother?’
T have no father or mother ;
sour fo be ey futher.”  ** Where is your
home ! ™ 1 came from far away; 1
should like your house to be my home.”
Poor little homeless. friendless Loleka, T
could not resist his entreaties, and went
to his chief and got his consent for the
boy to come and live here. When he got
dressed ina cont and cloth, he came ran

« T avish

not want it,”

N ])Zl})il.
- self, like the rest of youdo !

uing to me. threw his arms avound me -

and said, ** You are my father and friend;
1 will live with you day by day.”  Little
11("1""'.\.

PRULE'S MISSIONARY MOXNEY.
* Oh, mamma, my potatoes ave looking
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new disease attacked your dolly 7" ** No
papa, but such wonrderful things ave to be
done.”

“ What wonderful things? Is Barnum
coming up here with his museum ¢” “Why
no, papa, but about missions, and you, and
manmma, and auntie, and even Phil have
something to give, and I--1 haven't any-
thing.” And Prue ended with a sob.

*“Whao ever expected ¢irls could carn
anything, I'd like to know! See here,
Prue., T'll give you ten cents of my potato
money.” sad Phil. * Thank you, I d»
returned Prue.
=T give you twenty-five cents,” sail
** That would not be carning it iy -
Noo Tsheld
give nothing whiclt is uot my very own”
said the little Miss.

After the dishes were washed nuunae
sat down to her sewing, and auntie to her

- knitting, while Prue with a kitten in ler
lap was in a brown study.

£ Oh, manmma ¢ I've got an idea,” and

. Prue gave such a jump that the kitten

splendid, and papa thinks there will be at -

least six bushels, and if they are fifty cents
a bushel. there will be three dollars, Only
think, won't that be a good deal of money?”
8o saying. Phil Sanborn drew up to the
dmnc table, delighted.

ndeed,”
down upon her ten-year-old hoy.

The spring previous some of the ladies
of the Woman’s Board of Missions had
been in that town to tell of the grand

work they were doing. and even the boys
and un'ls were interested.  Phil had been
told “that he could plant some potatoes,
caring for thuu himself, and have their
price “for missions when these ladies came
again,

Prue, Phil’s nine-year-old sister. heard,

and her large Llue eyes grew sad, for she

had notlmw to give.

** Bat your dmucr Prue,” said mamma,
1 thought my little girl was fond of
apple dumpliugs.”  **SoTam, but—-I was
thinking.”

“Of what, pussy 7?7 asked papa. “Any

went out of the window. ¢ Auntie said [
was very clever at making doll's clothes,
and 1 mwhl make a few suits, real nice

' ones, and put them in My, Robert's stove,
 He will let me if it is for missions, and

then 'l have some money all my own to

.o "
tgive.
> Yes, my son, That will be a good deal - S¢

said Mrs. Sanborn. as she smiled '

“So you shall. dearie.” said auntie.

DY Get your silks and merino and your

“dolly, and we will commencge.

1 will cut
and fit, and you shall sew every stitch.™
In Nov embu the missionary meetings
were held again.  Phil gave three dollars
and seventy-nine cents, the dollars from
potatoes, and the cents from chestnuts.
Then happy little Prue brought her ofter-
ing, four bright, new silver dellars, with

" her eyes shmm" like stars.

That night as they talked the mecting
over by the fire at home, Phil said, **1
have changed my mind about girls since
Prue earned so much. T don’t know thas
many boys could have done better.”

‘“And Prue whispered to mamma,
“ Wasn't it work for Jesus too, mamma ?

Yes, darling, if you did it for the love
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of helping Him™ replied wamma  with al
loving kiss for her little girl.

Tt seemed to-day as though Jesus
stood there and smuled at me, saying,
*Prue, I know you love me, for you gave
up those pretty clothes for wme.” " —Cun-
ndian Missionary Link.

WATCHING FOR HIS PREY.

Concealed in the midst of the jungle, |
the tiger lies erouched sometimes for hours !
together, watching for his prey, and ready ‘
in an instant to pounce upon the first un- |

!
{

wary animal that comes within his range.
His whole body is on the alert.  Hismouth
wide openedshowsthecruel wliteteeth, his |
cars are erect, ready to cateh the first dis- |
tant sound, and the bright, sharp eyes:
pierce through and through the thick un- !
dergrowth of ferns and grasses.

With one spring he pounces upon his
vietim, and it then takes but a short time
to tinish his work. Just so Satan, the!
Arch-Enemy of mankind, gees about !
watching for his prey.  He isnever weary
always on the alert, ready to pounce upon
us. Therefore,

** Take ye heed, watch and pray, lest
coming suddenly, he find you sleeping.”
and you fall a victim to his snares.—Sel.

GATHERING FOR JESUSK.

In the vineyard of our Father daily work :
we find to do,
Scattered gleanings we may gather, though :
we are so young and few ; |
Little handfuls help to fill the garners, too. ;
|

Toiling early in the morning, catching
moments through the day ;

Nothing small or lowly scorning, as along ;
our path we stray, :

Giving gladly free will offerings by the way.

Not for selfish praise or glovy, not for ob-
jects nothing worth,

But to send the blessed story of the Gos-
pel o’er the earth,

Telling heathen of our Lord and Saviour’s
birth,

THAT ETERNAL THINK.

A convict, on being vemoved from one
prison to another, was asked how he liked
his new home.

“ Not ab all,” was his reply.

“Are you not clothed and fed as well
here?”

¢ Yes, better.”

¢ Is your labor harder?”

¢ No, not so hard.”

£ Are you not treated with kindness 27

Y e, )

““Then why not likeit !

* Pecause L am allowed to speak to no
one. I go to the table and sit and think;
T go about my work all day to think ; and
at night the iron door shuts me in my sol-
itary cell to think !think ! think ! and I
cannot endure it.”

Can the mind coutemplate 2 more dread-

il sy -
« ful condition than the remorse of a losé
. soul thinking through an endless eternity ?

WORKING FOR JESUS.

Deerr Childyen :

Miss Beattic, our medical missionary
in [ndia, has not yet been two years in
the mission tield. She cannot talk direct-
Iy to the women of that country. She is,
however, working for Jesus in another
way, doing what she can to spread the
gospel.  Let me tell you how she does it.

The people often come to her for
medicine. Just as with our doctors, the

¢ directions are pasted on the hottles.

Below the divection is also pasted a text
of Seripture in the Hindi language.
Eternity alone will reveal how many of
the poor heathen in India may be led to
Christ through those pasted texts on
medicine bottles.

If you ave anxious to work for Jesus,
like our missionary Miss Beattie, you will
find ways of doing so. Youcan dropa
tract in the hand of somebody, speak a
kind word, help the poor and pray for
those out of Christ. And let us not weary
in well doing for in due seaxson we shall
reap if we faint not.

Your friend,
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SUNBEAM LOVE.

A darling little infant
Was playing on the floor,
When suddenly a sunbeam
Came through the open door;

And falling on the carpet
1t made a golden dot;

The darling baby saw it,
And erept up to the spot.

His little face was beaming
With a smile of perfect joy,
As if an angel’s presence
Had filled the little boy.

Then with his tiny finger,
As in a fairy dream,

He touched the dot of sunshine
And followed up the beam,

He looked up to his mother,
To share his infi.nt bliss,

Then stopped and gave the sunbeam
A pure, sweet baby kiss.

O Loxd, our Heavenly Father,
In the fulness of my joy

I pray that childlike feeling
May never leave the boy ?

But in the days of trial,
When sin allures the youth,
Send out thy light to guide him -
The sunbeams of thy trath!

And may his heart be ever
To thee an open door,

Through which thy truth as sunbeams
Make play upon life’s floor!
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SAYINGS AND DOINGS.
Whore two ways meet the children stand,
A broad, fair road on either hand ;
One leads to right and vne to wrong,
So runs the song.

Which will you chuuse, each lass and lad,
The right or left, the good or bad ?
Oue leads to right and vne to wrong,
So ends the song.

FIVE RULES FOR BOYS.

1. However much you admire any one,
never allow yourself to be influenced by
that one to do what you know is wrong.

2. Never follow any one blindly, make
sure what it is you are asked to do, and
what purpose is to be served by doing it.

3. Always think of what the thing you
are tempted to do would lead you to, and
where it would land you at last.

4. Follow the leadership of no one who
« sueers at thuse whom you know tu be good
! people.

5. Rather deny yourself pleasuves that
are lawful than expose yourself to temp-
tations which you are too weak to resist,
by becoming the cluse companion of an
evil-doer, —Nel.

AN INCIDENT.

A young man went into the oftice of the
; lavgest dry-goods importing house in New
: York and asked for a situation. He was
told to come again.

Going down Broadway that same after-
noon, opposite the Astor House, an old
apple woman, trying to cruss the street,
was struck by a stage, knocked down, and
her basket of apples sent scattering in the
gutter.

This young man stepped out from the
| passing crowd, helped up the old lady, put
her apples into her basket and went on his
way, forgetting the incident.

When he called again upon the import-
ers he was asked to name his price, which
was aceepted innnediately, and he went to
work.

Nearly a year aftérward he was called
j aside one day and asked if he remembered
assisting an old apple woman in Broadway
to pick up a basket of apples, and much to.
his surprise leamed why he had obtained
w situation when more than one hundred
others were desiring the same place.

Young man, you little know who sees
your acts of kindness. The eyes of others
see and admire what they will not take the
trouble to do themselves.—Sel,  °




