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HIS number, completing the fourteenth year of

The Children’s Record, is the last in its pre-
sent Series.

It is to be continued with the following changes :~

1. IN TIME—From Monthly to Weekly.

2. IN FORM—From a Smail Page Magazine to
a Paper with Larger Sheet.

3. IN NAME — From THE CHILDREN'S RE-
CORD to THE KING’S OWN,

4. IN PRICE — From Fifteen to Twenty-five
Cents yearly, in Parcels.

5. IN PLACE—From Montreal to Toronto.

6. IN MANAGEMENT -To Rev. R. D. Fraser,

who has charge of the other S.S. pub~
lications,

The present management, with lingering farewell,
sees its child of fourteen years leave home for
a distant city, and prays that it may prosper, and
with its growing age and size be ever a means of
greater good.
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FOUR T'HINGS TO BE.

Some of them we are. All of them we should

be and may bo.
1. BRITONS.

Such we are. Not merely subjects to an Em-
pire far over the sen, but part of an Empire that
ciroles the world, an Empire whose people are the
most numerous, whose sway is the widest, whose
arm is the mightiest, whose lanws are the most
righteous, whose government is the purest, whose
subjects are the frees, of all the nations upon
earth.

Lot us be thankful for what Britain has been
anabled to do for the world's uplifting, thankful
that we are Britone, and let us seek so to live
that the name Briton may ever shine more bright-
1y in all that is good and pure and true.

2, CANADIANS,

such we are.  Litizens of the gicawst Colony
ot the greatest Empire; a colony cimbracing half
a continent, with o healthful chmate, o fotile
soil, best und valuuble forests wnd tish riex and
mines. We have freedom, safety, knowledge,
and the good intluences of rehigion almost all
over our land.

The afimirs of our country, the keeping of its
homes, the working of 1its farms, the building of
its houses, the sailing of its ships, the tending
of its shops, the teaching of its schools, the heal-
ing of its sick, the making of its laws, the filling
of its pulpits, all that concerns it, will soon be in
tho hands of those who are now boys and girls,
some of them reading these lines. With them
rests the making of the Canada that is to be a
fow years honce, for they will be living, thinking,
working Canada.

One thing,—the thing,—that makes a country
grent and good and free, is the Bible ; and one
way of muking Canada a good land to live in, a
name that the world will honor and in which God
will be well pleased, is to have the Home Mis-
sionary and the Bible sont to every dweller,
¥rench and Engligh, over all onr broad land.

3. PRESBYTERIANS,

Most of the readers of the CutLpriEN's Rrcorp
are Presbyterian in name, The name isa good
one. Our caurch is 2o named because those who
are chosen to mwnge her affairs are Presbyters,
or elders. Our Church thinks that its form of
Church Government, and its teaching, are such as
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Scripture teaches. Wa love all other Churches of
Christ, but we think our own the best.

This name, too, we can honor and make more
bright by our lives. The possession of the name
brings its duties.

4, CHRISTIANS,

This is the best and greatest name., Without
it all others are of little value. If one has that
name, it is well, whatever other names ho may
have or lack.

This is the name of the four which you must
get for yourself. You are a Briton,and Canadian,
and perhaps Presbyterian, because you were born
in o British, Canadian, Presbyterian home, for
these are outward things and not part of our-
selves. But being born and reared in a Christian
home does not of itself necessarily make youa
Christian. It should help you to be one. It will
help you if you follow its teachings, and there
will be greater guilt if you are not one. But
what Jesus Christ wantsi- the trust of your heart
upon Him, the giving up of your heart to Him,
and the ubedicuce of your life to Him. Ta give
H.m that trust and that obedience ic to be a
Christian.

One can be British, Canadian, Presbyterian,
when a child, and one can be & Christian when a
child, and be a better, happier child for being a
Christian. Is that fourth name yours?

-~

SORRY ENOUGH TO QUIT.

A gentloman once asked a Sunday school what
was meant by the word repentance. A little boy
raised his hand.

¢ Well, what is it, my lad ?

*“ Being sorry for your sins,” was the answer,

A little girl on the back seat raised her hand.

*“Well my little girl, what do you think ? *?
asked the gentleman.

I think,” said the child, ¢ it’s being sorry
enough to quit.”

That is just where so many people fail. They
are sorry cnough at the time, but not sorry
enough to quit.

—reeee ol e e

¢* Politeness costs nothing,”’ says the old pro-
verb, ¢ and buyseverything.”” Shall we notsecure
this talisman, boys and girls, as we prepare for
our journey through life ?
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THE BORE IN FUNDY’S BAY.

Our country has great length, from Halifax to
Dawson City. It has great mountains, great
lakes, great rivers, great mines, great forests.
Among its great things is its tide, that of the
Bay of Fundy being one of the highest ..des
in the world, rising sometimes sixty fecet or
more. When it is so high as that, its begin-

ning sometimes rushes up the great mud flats
in a wall of water several feet high. This
wave or wall of water is called a bore. The

THE CHILDREN'’S RECORD,

179

all over it, East and West,(n tide whioch if it had
itsown way would overrun our land and kill out
its trae life and prosperity.

In that tide is wave after wave, each helping to
awell the volume of the great tide of evil. There
is the wave of Sabbath breaking, the wave of im-
pure and bad books, the wave of strong drink, the
wave of profane swearing, the wave of falsebood,
the wave of infidelity, the wave of worldliness,
eto. These waves, and others that might be men-
tioned, combine to make up a tide of evil, which
if left to itself, uncheoked, would sweep out over

picture shows what our young people in parts
of Nova Scotia, and New Brunswick, often see,
the “ bore ”” and the inrusbing tide.

If this tide had its own way it would spread
out over large tracts of neighboring level land and
destroy all life and growth where it came. But
men have built dykes or walls along the sides of
the creeks and bays to keep back the tide, and
have in this way reclaimed thousands of acres of
fertile soil which yield rich harvests.

There is another tiie pouring into our country,

our land and kill out all that is best in it.

But men and women and children too are build-
ing dykes to keep back this tide of evil, family
training, Bible reading, Sabbath Schools, Young
People’s Societies, Church Services, temperatce
organizations, good literature, Home Missions of
varione kinds, and other things.

In this work younyg people can help. It is their
special work, for they are to reap the fruits, the
benefits of living in a country from which these
evils are kept out.
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A YOUNG MARTYR IN AFRICA.
BY A LADY MISSIONARY.

P ITTLE and black, eight years of
ago, ho wont to tho mission
school to learn to ¢ talk Ameri-
can,” and heard for the first time
the sweet story of Jesus,

Asg #oon w8 he wng made to
undorstand that Jesus died to
snve sinners, and loved black
children as much as white ones,

: he gave Him his hourt, and loved
Him with his whole soul,

Then he began at onco to pray for his family
at home, that they, too, might luve the Saviour.

But thoy wore vory angry when he talked to
thom, took him away from the school, and beat
him almost to death to mako him stop saying his
prayers, and singing the hymns he loved and had
learaned to sing sweotly.

For many days the poor boy could neither
raige himeelf upon his lashed knees, or make any
sound with his weak voico but low moans of pain,
but, he sang and prayed in his heart, nover com-
pliincd of his suffering, and was very happy.

Ho prayed constaotly that Jesus would help
him to be fuithful to Him, and convert his wicked
paronts,

When he was able to raise himsolf, and got
upon his knees again to pray, his parents dried
some red pepper, which grows wild in Afiica,
and is much stronger than what is ruised in
America ; then they beat it very fine, and his
father held him while lis mother rubbed it into
hig eyes, nose, and mouth, until he was in an
agony of pain, and almost entirely blinded.

Then they threw him upon the ground in the
<corner of their hut, whero ho lay for many days
with his eyes so dreadfully swollen that they
could not he opened, and only food enough occa-
sionally thrown to him to keop him from dying of
starvation. Nothing was dune tu south the
droadful pain, but the biane little Chuistian did
not utter & murmur.

At last the swelling and soreness were relieved
enough for the little fellow to creep out of the
door, but the bright light was so painful to the
poor, weak oyes that he could not hold them open
long enough to do any work.

When his parents told him he must stop pray-
ing or they would kill him, he answered, *‘ Jesus
died for me, and I can die for Him, but I cannot
stop loving Him and praying to Him.”
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Then they tied a rope around his neck and
swung him up to the pole in the top of the hut,
until his toes just touched the floor enough to
keop him from being choked to death.

When that was done they took a quantity of
dried red popper, beat it quite fine, put it into a
pun with coals of fire under him, shut up the
hut, and left him to die of sullocation.

At night, whon they thought him dead, they
throw him a short distance from the hut, hoping
somo wild animal would carry him off.

But tho cool air revived tho poor sufferer be-
fore morning, and with great effort he crawled to
the mission station, where he was tenderly nursed
and comforted as long as he lived.

He lingered for  two months, rejoicing that he
had been allowed to suffer or Jusus, praying
coustantly for his persecutors, and died triumph-
antly, fully assured that his prayers were answer-
ed, and all those he loved would be with him in
heaven.- -Children’s Missionary.

.

HOW YOUNG MEN MAY SUCCEED.

Samuel Sloan, the great railway magnate,
struck the right Feynote in the following words
which appeared in a recent issue of the Saturday
Evening Post:

¢“1 know of no better guide for the young man
who wants to steer clear of failure, than the

Bible. The good old Book has lost none of its
helpfulness in the on-rolling of the centuries, and
is to-day the best chart extanty for the youthial
voyager on life’s stormy sea.

*“ It is the custom of sume men tu sneer at the
teachings of Holy Writ, but they are not the men
who have attained the greatest heights in either
business or suciety. Let a young man study the
Bible, and acquaint himself with its naked, stren-
uwous truth, and he cannot go far wrong in his
every-day life.

** Fortified by a sound, moral self-traimng, the
young business man of to-day will never know
the 1eal bitteruess of failure, and the lives of those
who go down in the struggle for existence will be
to such a young man a perpetual wonder.”—
American Messenger.

The Story of *‘ Brownie in Underland ’? which
you bave been reading in THE CHILDREN'S
RECukb, you will find in The Presbyterian Record
for January, where the children will have a corner
to themselves. Don’t forget to look for it.
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A TEN YEARS OLD BRIDE.

< \ E wero at such a pretty wedding,
%-' writos a lady missionary in Calcutta,
Indin. Wo threc ladies wore treated

as the chief guests.

All the ludies in the house —daughters, cousins,
daughters-in-law, aunts, ete,--came to sce us one
after the other. Some of them were very pretty,
and they were all beautifully dressed. Thero are
a good many preparations for weddings here too,
so they were all rather busy, and took it in turns
to entertain us while the others did their work.
They wore so psl te and gracious.

Sometimes, when we got tired of sitting—for it
was long before the bridegroom arvived—they
took our hands and led us from room to room, or
we went to tho roof to see if the procession was
not yet in sight.

They were bright and full of fun too. One

nischievous girl called out once, ““The bridegroom
is coming !” and she had the pleasure of seeing
us all rush downstairs from the third flat to the
foot, all for nothing ! She tried it again, but no
one would believe her then.
. In one room thore was a table spread with
‘“ refreshments ” for us, and during the evening
our pupil’s hustand came up to see that we were
being attended to.

At last, about nine o’clock, the bridegroom did
really arrive. He drove in a carriagoe and four,
with & procession of torch-bearcrs on each side
and a ‘“‘Europe ' band, which makes a great
deal of noise with very little music !

We woent down and saw him, clothed first in
red cotton garments, kneeling with bent head,
and surrounded by several old men who were
evidently priests. One of them was reading from
a book.

Then the bridegroom was dressed in red silk
garments and a tinsel crown on his head, and led
into another room to undergo the women's part
of the ceremonies. First, seven of them passed
round him, dressed in their brightest silks, carry-
ing lightsand disbes filled with fruits and various
kinds of food.

Then they all made fun of him—chucking him
under the chin, pinching him, slapping him, while
he stood meekly smiling.

After that, one lady—I think the bride’s
mother—dressed in red,stood in front of him,
and, with crossed hands, touched him with ever
so many different things—dishes, food, etc., and
then she took a key and “locked his mouth,” to
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keop him from saying anything unkind to his wifo ?

Then the bride was brought in, seated cross-
legged on a board which was carried by two mon.
She was only about ten years old, and the bride-
groom eighteen. He had still to finish his studies
for his M. A. Three men carried the bride seven
times round her future husband, and then she
was held up and a cloth put over their heads
while they took a long look at each other and put
garlands over each other’s heads.

There were more ceremonics aftor this, but we
came away because it was already very late.

THE HAPPIEST BOY.
@'UESS who was the happiest child I saw

to-day 7" asked papa, taking his own
two little boys on his knees.

¢ Oh, who, papa ?”

‘‘ But you must guess.”

“Well, said Jim, slowly, “I guess it was a
very wich littlo boy, wif lots and lots of tandy
and takes.”

“ No,” said papa. ‘“He wasn’t rich ; he had
no candy and no cakes—what do you gu ees
Joo ?”

‘I guess he was a pretty big boy,” said Joe,
‘ who wasn’t always wishing he was not such a
little boy : and I guess he was riding a big, high
bicycle.”

*No,” said papa. ‘‘He wasn’t big, and of
course he wasn’t riding a bicycle. You have lost
your guesses, so I will have to tell you. There
was a flock of sheep crossing the city to-day ; and
they must have come a long way, so dusty and
tired and thirsty were they. The drover took
them up, bleating and lolling out their tongues,
to the great pump at Hamilton Court to water
them. But one poor old ewe was too tired to get
to the trough, and fell down on the hot, dusty
stones. Then I saw my little man, ragged and
dirty and tousled, spring out from the crowd of
urchins who were watching the drove, fill his old
leaky hat, which must have belonged to his grand-
father, and carry it one, two, three—oh, as many
as six times !—to the poor, suffering animal, until
the creature was able to get up and go on with
the rest.”

‘¢ Did the sheep say ‘ Thank you,’ papa ?”’ ask-
ed Jim.

¢ T didn’t hear it,” answered papa. ‘‘ But the
little boy's face was shining like the sun, and I'm
sure he knows what a blessed thing it is to help
what needs helping.”



182

AN HOUR IN KOREA.

(Use map locating and deseribing Korea.)

Leader.—An hour is a short time to spend in
an interesting country like Korea, and wo must
learn all wo can. Will Johntell us about the
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John:—It is 750 miles long, and its average
width is about 206 miles. The Koreans call it
Cho-sun, which means Land of the Morning
Calm. It has a population of 12,000,000. For-
cigners used to call it the hermit nation, because
it would not allow them to enter, but it was

country opened by treaty with America in 1882, It is
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mountainous, and tho natives say, ‘‘Over the
hills, hills again, hills without number.” It has
a fine climato.

L.—Can Mary describe the people?

The Koreans are usually tall and strong, and
lighter in color than the Japanese. They are
fairly good-looking, rather lazy, but frank, soci-
abloand intelligent. They love their country as
it is, and oppose modern improvements.

L.—How do the Koreans dress ?

In unbleached cotton goods, lawns, cambrics,
etc., and the children wear pink, blue or red
garments made like those of tho older people. In
the winter, instead of woolen, they use padded
cotton clothing for warmth. Their style of dress
is rather unbecoming.

L.—Describe the homes.

The houses are generally oune story high, and
have tiled or thatched roofs. A low wall sur-
rounds the house, and in the country the rich
people have gardens and groves. Most of the
Koreans are poor, but they always have an outer,
or “men’s room.”” There is little furniture, al-
though they have handsome cabinets to hold
their clothing. The people sit on their heels,
and sleep on mats spread upon the floor, which
is heated in winter by pipes running under it
from the cooking fire.

L. =What and how do they eat ?

Rice, and other grains with vegetables, is their
food. Meals are served on the floor or little
tables, one for ench person. The tablecloth is
fine glazed paper. They use chop-sticks like the
Chinese, but also use spoons of native manufac-
ture.

L.—What are most of the Koreans?

They are farmers in the summer, working the
land with the help of oxen and old-fashioned im-
plements. In the winter they make mats, shoes,
screens, etc. The boys and girls have a share in
this work, especially in gathering wood and
brush on the hillside for fuel.

L.--Will James tell us about Korean schools?

There are no public schools, but boys are
taught to read and write in private schools, and
girls are eeldom taught at all. Not one woman
in a thousand can vead their ‘‘books of great
learning,” which are printed in the Chinese lan-
guage. There are books also in the Korean lan-
guage.

L. —What are mission presses doing for the
people ?

Printing books, papers and tracts, in the lan-
guage spoken by the common people. These are
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either given away or sold at a very Jow prico. The
King of Korea favors mission work.

L.—What hope of an education have the Korean
girls?

The mission schools oponed by soveral denom-
inations within the past fiftcen years are gather-
ing in these bright but sadly neglected girls.—
Children’s Missionary Friend.

-

Some Questions About Our Own Misslon
in Korea.

Ques. Who was the agent in beginuing it ?

Ans. Rev. Wm. J. McKenzie, a young minister
from Nova Scotia, who went out on his own re-’
sponsibility about seven years ago, and died
after about three years of very successful work.

Q. What led our Churoh to undertake it.

A. A letter from some of Mr. MoKenzie’s con-
verts, to our Church in the Maritime Provinces,
asking for another missionary.

Q. How many were sent ?

A. Tbree men and two women, Rev. W. R,
Foote and Mrs. Foote, Rev. R. Grierson, M. D.
and Mrs. Grierson, and Rev. D. Maorae.

Q. When did they go to Korea?

A. About a year and a half since.

Q. Where is their headquarters ?

A. The city of Wonsan, pop. 50,000, on the
East coast of Korea, with a great region all
around it waiting for the Gospel. Find Wonsan
on the map?

Q. What is their field outside of Wonsan?

A. The two Northern Provinces, Ham-Gyong-
Do and Phyong-An-Do, almost half of IKorea.
Find these names on the map.

Q. What is the Capital City of Korea?

A. Seoul, pronounced Sool. Find it.

Q. Where was Mr. Mackenzie working when
he died?

A. At Sorai. Find it on the map.

Q. Why did not our missionaries settle there?

A. The Presbyterian Church of the United
States has flourishing Missions in the same Pro-
vinee aud it was decided that if they would carry
on the work ab Sorai, our missionaries could do
more good by taking the provinces to the North,
where little mission work had been done.

Q. What are the prospects of the Mission?

A. Very good, The people are more open to
the Gospel than in most heathen lands.

>R




THE GIRL NOBODY LIKED.

HE was very sure that nobody
liked hor. She had told her-
solf so again and again, with a
queer tightening about her

heart that was like a real pain,

And then she had tossed her head

and set her lips in a defiunt hittle

smilo. Nobody should know that
she cared.  Never!

It was on hercighteonth birthday
that Aunt. Elizabeth made a sugges-
tion which caused the girl to open her eyes, and
then to lnugh a little. It wus such an odd iden,
80 like Aunt Elizabeth ! ¢ Then I'm to ‘hold up’
overybody I meet till I've said something bril-
linnt 2" she obgerved.

** Not exnctly ;? and Aunt Elizabeth smiled,
unrufled, ** But I’ve noticed that you pass your
acquaintances with a mere nod or acurt ¢ good-
morning.” 1 wish you would try the experiment
of saying something pleasant to cach one, unless
there is some good reason against it.”

“ It will grow rather tiresome,” said the girl;
and she shruggred her shouldors,

“Try it for nweek,” suggested Aunt Elizabeth,
and rather to her own surprise, the girl found
herself promising,.

She came very near forgotting her pledge when
she met Mra. Anderson on the street the next
morning. In fact, she had passed with her usual
uncompromising nod, when the recollection of
her promise tlashed into her mind. She prided
herself on being a girl of her word, and she
turned quic kly.

*How is Jisimy to-day ' che said, speaking
out the first thing that came into her head.

There was  good deal of detail in Mrs.
Anderson’s answer.,  Jimmy had been sick with
,tho mensles, and then had canght cold and been
worse.  Mrs. Anderson poured out her story as
if it was u relief to find a listener, and as sho
talked on, that articular lietener found herself
more interested than she would have believed
possible in Jimmy and his mother. She said
that she had some old scrapbooks which Jimmy
might onjoy looking over, and Mrs. Anderson
flushed and thanked her with more gratitude
than the slight faver seemed to warrant.

At the very next corner was Cissy Baily, and
the girl wondered if her promise covered the
washerwoman’s daughter and people of that sort.
But sho did notllet herself wonder very long.
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¢ It was very kind of you to bring home the
clothes so carly last week, Ciesy, I was ina
hurry for that ghirt-waist.”

Cigsy Laily did not know what to answer. Sho
smiled 1n an embarrassed way, and looked up and
thon down. But the girl whom nobody liked had
geen something in the uplifted eyes which warmed
her heart, and made that one sided conversation
something to remember.,

The day went by, and she did not tind oppor-
tunity to eay anything very brilliant. She
stopped Mrs. White to ask her if she would like
to read the book she had just finished, and she
patted little Barbara Simnith’s soft check as she
inquired if the new baby sister had grown at all.
When she could think of nothing else she said,
“Hasn't this been a beautiful day?” And her
carnestness rather surprised some people who had
not had her opportunities for realizing that there
was any thing unusual about the day.

By the time the week was over the girl whom
nobody liked had learned a valuable lesson. She
had found out that hearts respond to cordiality
and kindness, just as tho strings of ono musical
ingtrument vibrate i unison with the chord
struck in another. It was =0t a new discovery,
since long ago it was written in a certain wise
book : ¢‘ A man that hath friends must show him-
self friendly,” yet thisis one of the truths that
each person must re-discover on his own account.
And the girl who was learning to love everyone,
and was tasting the joy of being loved, thanked
God that she had not waited any longer before
finding out the wonderful secret for herself.—
Young People's Weekly,

>

THE RIGHT KIND OF A SON.
§OME years ago Dr. John Hall told of a poor

woman who had sent her hoy :0 school
and college,

When he was to graduate, he wrote his mother
to come, but she sent back word that she could
not because her only skirt had already been turn-
ed once. She was 80 shabby that she was afraid
he would be ashamed of her.

He wrote back that he didwe’t care anything
about how she was dressed, and urged so strongly
that she went. He met her at the station and
took her to a nice place to stay.

The day came for his graduation, and he came
down the broad aisle with that poor mother dress-
very shabbily, and put her into one of the hest
eeats in the house.
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To her great surprise he wa3 the valediotorian
of his class, and carried everytking before him.
He won a prize, and when it wasgiven to him, he
went down before the whole audience and kissed
his mother, and said : * Here, mother, here is
the prize. It is yours. I would not have had it
if it had not been for you.''—Ex.

WHERE IS MY BOY?

young civil engineer, who
assisted his father in his busi-
ness of railroad prospecting
A and surveying, had contracted

. intemperate habits. His work

¥ from place to place threw him
into the society of loose men,
much more than his father seem-
3 ed to be aware of, and being a
& generous, convivial fellow, he

. paid for his popularity by copying
their indulgences.

His dangerous appetite and occasional fits of
dissipation were so shrewdly concealed that his
parents were kept in ignorance of them for two
years—until he was twenty years old. They
were worthy people and constant church-goers,
the father being choir leader and the mother a fine
soprano singer.

Once, while the young man was employed on a
section of road forty miles from home, it became
necessary to lie over from Thursday noon till
Monday. His father would be detained till
Saturday, reaching home in time for the choir
rehearsal, but the son returned at once, and we'+t
to a liquor saloon to commence a three days’
spree.

The saloon-keeper understood his case too well,
and kept him hidden in his own apartments.
When his father returned, expecting to find the
boy at home, a surprise awaited him. Trouble
began when the question, ‘“Where’s Harry ?”’ in-
formed the startled mother that he was missing,

For the Sunday evening service she was to sing
a solo, and by special request—because she sang
it so well—her selection was to e the song,
Where is my wandering boy ? It seemed to her
impossible to perform her promise under the cir-
ocumstances ; and when, on Sunday morning,
Harry was feand by a policeman, the certainty
was no more comforting than the suspense had
been ; but she was advised that he would be all
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right to-morrow morning, and that she had
better not see him unti! he had sobered up.

She controlled her grief as well as she could,
took her part that day in the choiv as usual, and
made no change for the evening.

Toward night Harry began to como to himself.
His father had hired & mun to stay with him and
see to his recovery and wnen he learned that his
mother had beeu told of his plight, the informa-
tion cut him to the heart and helped to sober him.

Whon the bells rang, he announced his deter-
mination to go to church. He knew nothing of
the evening programme. He was still in his
working clothes, but no reasoning could dissuude
him, and his attendant, after waking him as pre-
sentable as possible, went with him to the service.

Entering early by the side door, they found
seats in a seoluded corner, but not far from the
pulpitand the organ. "The house filled, and after
the usual succession of prayer, anthem, and ser-
mon, the time for the solocame. It was probably
the first time in that church that a mother had
ever sung out of her own soul’s distress :

* Oh, where is my wandering boy to-night,

The child of my 1ove and care ??!

What faith sustained her, when every word
must have been a cruel stab ? The great audience
caught the feeling of the song, but there was one
heart as near to breaking as her own That he
was present she had no knowledge. She had sung
she last stanza :

* (io find my wandering boy to-night,

Go search for him where you wiu,

But bring him to me with all his blight,

Aud tel! him I love him still ?

Ol, where is my boy to-night?"
when a young man in a woollen shirt and cor-
duroy trousers and jacket, made his way to the
choir stairs with outstretched arms, and sobbing
like a child, exclaimed—-

‘“Here I am, mother

The mother hastened down the steps and folded
him in her arms. The astonished organist quick
to take in the meaning of the scene, pulled out all
his stops and played Old Hundred—Praise God
from whom all blessings flow. The congregation,
with their hundreds of voices, joined in the great
doxology, while the father, the pastor, and the
friends of the returned prodigal stood by him with
moist eyes and welcoming hands.

The wayward boy ended his wanderings then
and there. That moment was a consecration, and
the beginzing of a life of sobriety and Christian
usefulress.~—Pres. Witnese.
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HOW THEY PRAY IN THIBET.

many changes have been made in the
maaner of worship that it does not seem
like the Buddhism of India and Burma.

Thero are many monasteries in every city and
village, in which live the lamas, as their priests
are called.

L’hassa, the capital, is their sacred city, and
thero lives the Grand Lama, who rules all the
country, religiously. It is enid that eloven thon-
sand lamas live in the monasteries of that city
alone.

But they will not allow foreigners to enter
L’hassa, and the few who have done so, went at
tho risk of their lives. Withina few months past

THE religion of Thibet is Buddhism, but go

an Englishman attempted to see and take views of
this sacred place, but was arrested, beaten, tor-
tured in many ways until he was almost dead,
and barely escaped.

The youngest son of every family is set apart
for a lama, and when ho is thirteen is sent to
L'hassa to study for five or seven yoars. This
gives these priests or monks a great hold upon
the people, and nothing of any importance can be
donc without their approval. In return the peo-
ple pay them liberaily for service, so that they
become wealthy.

Mrs. Isabella Bird Bishop says of the mon-
astery of Hermis, the richest in Ladak, that it
had a ““ chod-ten,” or relic holder, of silver and
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gold, thirty feet high, approached by gold-plated
silver steps, and incrusted with precious
stones.

In these monasteries arc images of Buddha,
and rows of demon gods, and bells, drums, cym-
bals, and immensge horns. Besides these things,
uged by the monks in their worship, are prayer
wheels everywhere.

Some of these, in the temples, are six feet in
height and require two men to turn them. One
was said to contain 20,000 repetitions of the one
sacred phrase ‘‘ Aum mani padne hun.” But
most of the wheels revolve e s5ily.

Sometimes 150 are in a row, and can be turned
by the hand in passing, while others turn by pull-
ing a cord. These prayer wheels are found in the
homes, and are also carried in the hand.

Companios of lamas may he scen in their red
and yellow robes, prayer wheels in hand, chant-
ing the sacred words in a high tone, as they walk.
The wheels are also placed where they can be
turned by water or the wind, so that every hour
in the day the prayer may be ‘“said,”” and much
merit be gained.

The sacred sentence, ‘“ Aum mani padne hun,”
—spe led differently by different writers—means,
¢ Jah—the Jewel—the Lotus—Amen.” Thisesen-
tence is written over and over again on long
strips of cloth or paper, and wound arousd cylin-
ders, which are made to whirl by the means which
have been mentioned.

Sometimes men stop to write their own prayer
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on a piece of paper, and there are wheels with
arms made to accomodate them. The prayer can
be twisted between the fingers at the end of each
arm and then they can set it whirling.

But the motion must always be from right to
left, following the sun’s course. To turn a whesel
the othor way is a sin ?

Poor Tibetans! They are people given to
‘“vain repstitions.”” Do we ever “say” our
prayers in a thoughtless fashion, and so imitate
the wheel turners of Thibet ?—Children’s Mis-
sionary Frioend.

<

TWO PICTURE FROM LIFE.—I

N adreary mud house in Peking,
China, on a brick bed, a
black-eyed baby lay moaning

its young life away.

The feeble voice, growing weaker
and weaker, wa now and then
drowned in the sobs and groans of
the young mothcer, who gazed in de-
spair upon her dying child. She
longed to press it to her aching
heart, but she had always heard that demons are
all '\rouud the dying, waiting to snatch the soul
away, and so, because it was dying she wasafraid
of her own baby !

It is almost time,” said the mother-in-law,
glancing at the slanting sunbeam that had stolen
into the dismal room, through a hole in the paper
window ; and she snatched up the helpless baby
with a determined air. ‘The mother shrieked,
“ My baby is not dead! My baby is not dead
yet !?

¢ But it has only one mouthful of breath left,”
said the old woman ; *‘ the cart will soon pass, and
then we shall have to keep it in the house all
night. There is no help for it; the godsare
angry with you.”

The modcher dared not resist, and her baby
was carried from her sight. She never saw it
again.

An old black cart, drawn by a black cow, pass-
ed slowly down the street, the little body was
laid among theot! ers aiready gathered’there, and
the carter drove on through the city gate. Out
side the city wa he laid them all na comu.,
pit, buried them in lime, and drove on.

No stone marks the spot; no flower will ever
blossom on that grave.
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The desolate woman wails, ‘‘ My baby is lost ;
my baby is lost ; I can never find him again.”

Tho black-eyed baby’s mother is a heathen.

THE OTHER PICTURE.

A blue-eyed baby lay moaning on the pillows
of its little crib, and it wns whispered softly
through the mission, ¢ Baby is dying.”?

With sorrowing hearts we gathered in tho
stricken home, but the Comnforter had come before
us.

“Our baby is going home,” said tho mother,
and, though her voice trembled, she smiled
bravely and sweetly upon the little sufferer.

“ We gave her to the Lord when she came to
us. He has but come for His own,”’ said the
father reverently, and he throw his arms lovmgly
around his wife.

As we watched through our tears the little life
slipping away, some one began to sing softly,

‘¢ Jesus, Lover of my soul,
Let me to Thy bosom fly.”

The blue eyos opened for the last time, and
with one long gazo into the loving faces above,
closed again, and with a gentlo swh the sweet
child passed in through the gate to ‘the heavenly
fold.

“ Let us pray,” said a low voice. We knelt
together, and heaven came so near we could al-
most see the white-robed ones and hear their
songs of ¢* welcome.”’

There arc no baby coffins to be bought in
Peking, so a box was made ; we lined it with soft
white silk from a Chinese store. We dressed
baby in her snowy robes and laid her lovingly in
her last rdsting place. We decked the room
with flowers and strewed them over the little
one.

The next day we followed the t ny coffin to the
cemetery.

With a song of hope, and words of cheer and
trust, 2nd a prayer of faith, we comforted tho
sorrowing hearts.

Now a white stono marks the sacred spot
where we laid her, and flowers blossom on the
grave that is visited often and tended with lov-
ing care.

‘“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken
away ; blessed be the name of the Lord,” says
the baby’s father ; while baby’s mother answers,
*“Our baby is safe; we shall find her and have
her again, someo glad day.”

The blue-eyed baby’s mother is a Christian.—
Clara M. Cushman, in ‘‘Gospei in All Lands.”
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A LITTLE BRIDE.

ANTU was one of tho pupils in our

M largest Hindu day school. but when

she was ahout ten yearsold I had a

message from her father saying arrangements

were being made for her marringe, and he could
not allow her to come to school any more.

Poor little girl! She was very sorry school-
days were over, but she enjoyed having the new
ornnments and a number of now jackets and
““saris” which were bought for her.

The marriage arrangements took some time,
but at last, when Mantu was about eleven years
old, all was done, and the wedding-day was
fixed. Hearing that I had never been present at
a Hindu wedding, her futher sent me an invita-
tion, and T was very glad to have the opportun.
ity of sceing what was done at such a time.

The eeremony could only take place after ton
o’clock at night, so we arrived at the house about
half-past nine. \We wero taken straight into the
women’s part of the house, and in a small room,
all reated on the ground, we found the little
bride and a number of her girl friends.

They wero all dressed in bright-colored silks,
and woro a number of jewels. The little bride
had on an orange-colored satin-jacket, and a
purple «ilk sari, trimmed with gold, and she had
srold ornaments in her hair, and round her neck,
and on her arms, and silver bells on her ankles,
but she looked, oh, so tired, for all that day she
had been allowed to eat nothing. While wo
waited I was glad to see that she fell asleep.

That evening was the giving ceremony. The
bride’s father and the bridegroom sat opposite to
cach other on little squares of earpet spread in
the courtward, and while two riests sitting near
said Sanserit prayers and verses, the bride’s
father gave the bridegroom various presents
which had been set on a tuble near by,  Amongst
theso was s red «ilk dress, & gold watch, and a
number of brass vessels of varionus kinds. Last
of all, the little brilde was brought out and seated
by her father, and she was given to the bride-
groom, by thar hands being tied together.

There were somo other coromonies the next
day, we were told ; and that night, for the only
time in her hife, the httle bride would be allowed
to eat her diuner with her husband. Then she
was to o and pay & vist to her wother-in-law,
but this would only last a few days, for she was
to stay at hoino anuther year before poing to live
altogother with her husband's relatives,

Tho year wouid soon pass, and then she must
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cave all those she loves and go and live among
strangers.

Think sometimes of tho little Indian wives,
and pray that to many of them the Zenana mis-
sionary may be able to go and carry to them the
message of Jesus and His love.—News From
Afar.

o

ONLY AT HOME.

RAVELLING in a railroad car the other
T day, we heard two women talking to-
wether, about some girl with whom they

were both acquainted,

“I don’t care much for Clara,” said one,
¢ She seems to me to be selfish and domineering ;
and then she is so untidy—I do dislike an untidy
girl ; there's no excuse for 6,77

“Why, whenever I've seen her, she has been
very nicely dressed,” said the other ; and she has
such a good voice—she sang at the club musicale
for us, and was very obliging about it. She
works in the Girls’ Leaguo, too, and they think
a great deal of her. I've always admired her, my
self.”?

¢ Oh, well, perhaps I oughtn’t to have said
what I did,” replied the first speaker. ‘I may
be mistaken. You see, I’ve seen her only at
home.”

Their talk wont on to other things, but the
last sentence stuck in the hearer’s mind: “I’ve
seen her only at home.” Whatastory that told,
and how common a story itis!

How many Claras thero are, obliging and plea-
eant in public, whom it is far better not to know
within the four walls of home! They come out
of the door neatly dressed, smiling, polite, and
leave untidy rooms and cross words behind
them.

Yet, the one placoe where a lovely, womanly
character iz most lovely and most womanly, is
home. If there is any perfume of girlish sweet-
nesg, it ought to make the home atmosphere
fragrant first, before it floats out to the world
beyond. If thete is not enough unselfishnessand
obligingness for buth home and society at large,
then it ought to be concentrated at home.

Clara had not ¢“ enough to go round,’? in home-
ly phrase ; and she chose the wrong alternative,
Tlow many other girls make the same foolish,
m.staken choice, who shall say ? It isin every
gitl’s powet to mahe the swecter and higher
chuice of being a blessing in the home, whether
she ba admired abroad or no.—Forward.
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A CALL TO THE CHILDREN,
BY A LADY MISSIONARY IN AFRICA.

Listen to me, my children,

Lay aside your work and play,
‘While to you I tell a story,

Of children far away.

Not in homes of ease and culture,
Are these little girls and Loys;
No fine clothing have these children,

Dolls and tops and other toys.

None to tell them of the Saviour,
Of the Christ upon the cross,

Who for us gave His life freely,
Counting all things else as dross.

Can you not, dear little ones,
Save your nickels and your dimes—
Each give up some fancied pleasure,
Do alittle work betimes ?

That in Africa, Japan, and China
And the islands of the sea,

You may help some little children,
Help they need from you and mo.

You can belp send men and women,
‘Who can tell that story old,

To these little heathen children,
Those to whom it’s ne’er been told.

You may help to save these children
From a life of sin and shame ;

If these children die as heathen,
We, dear children, are to blame.

-

WHOSE GIRL GOT THE NEW HAT.

E' APA, will you please give me fifty cents
( for my spring hat 2 Most all the acad-

emy girls have theirs.”” ¢ No, May;I
can’t spare the money.”

The request was persnasively made by a six-
teen year old maiden as she was preparing for
school one fine spring morning, The refusal
came from the parent in a curt, indifferent tone,

The disappointed girl went to school. The
father started for his place of business. On his
way thither he met a friend, and, being hail
fellow well met, he invited him ir.o Mac's fora
drink.

As usual, there were others there, and the man
that counld not spare his daughter fifty cents for a
hat treated the crowd.
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When about to leave he laid a half dollar on
the counter, which paid for the drinks.

Just then the saloon keeper’s daughter entered,
and, going behind the bar, said: ¢Papa, I want
fifty cents for my spring hat,” ‘< All right,”
said the dealer, and, taking the half dollar from
the counter, e handed it to the girl, who de-
parted smiling.

May’s father seemed dazed; walked out alone,
and said to himself, ‘1 had to bring my fifty
cents here for the rumseller’s daughter to buy a
hat with, after refusing it to my own daughter.
I’1I1 never drink another drop.”’

‘This is a specimen of the wholesale robbery of
the home which the saloon is practicing every-
where. And it is not only spring hats, but
winter clothes, shawls, shoes and stockings, and
daily bread, and fire to warm the family hearth,
that the saloon is stealing from families in Can-
ada.

oy

“ NO SWEARING ALLOWED.

N HE above notice was written in a good
4 plain hand and stuck up on the wall of
2 the barrack-room by the corporal in
charge. Ho had been converted shortly before.

At first the men laughed. He had been a
rough character; he would not keep it a week,
etc. But the Lord kept him; and among other
results the notice was stuck up. The men re-
spected him, he was counsistent, he was honest,
he was brave and the order was oboyed.

There was to be an afficial inspection. A great
general was coming. ‘There was washing, scrub-
bing, scouring, polishing. Many paintings,
pictures, and papers werc taken off the walls, as
likely to meet with disapproval.

“ No Swearing Allowed.” ¢ Corporal, you'd
better stow that thing away.” *¢No, it is thero
to stop, and I'll take the consequences.”

‘“ It caught the general’s eye.

¢ Who is the corporal in charge here ?

¢ 1 am, sir,” stepping forward and saluting,

tDid you put that placard there ?

*“Yes sir.”?

¢¢Do you enforce it ¥ >’

*“ I do. sir,” :

The general stretohed forth his hand—to tear
it down ? No, but to shake handswith the cor-
poral. ‘I wish all our corporals were like you,
and that the same rule were enforced every-
where.—Sel.
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THE EAGLE AT NIAGARA.

A gentleman standing by Niagara saw an eagle
light upon a frozen lamb incased in a floating
piece of ice. The eagle stood upon it as it was
‘¢ drifting” on toward the rapids. Every now
and again the ocagle would proudly lift his head
into the air to loo around him, as much as to
say, I am ‘“drifting” on toward danger, but I
know what I am doing; I will fly away and
make good my escape before it is too late.

When he neared the falls he stooped and
spread his powerful wings and leaped for his
flight ; but alas ! while he was feasting on that.
dead carcass, his feet had frozen to its flecce. He
leaped, and ghrieked, and beat upon the ice with
his wings, until the ice-frozen lamb and eaglo
went over the falls and down into the foum and
darkness below.

That is & graphic picture of the tippler, the
songualist, the embezzler, of any and every man
who has begun to do ovil, intending to stop be-
fore he oes too far.—Sel.

—_———————————

AN ENGLISH LAD'S LONG DAY,

Thero is no ‘‘cight-hour law” in London for
small boys who have to help carn their living,
and probably if they heard of a ten-hour law they
would think the news too good to be true. The
London Leader presents the typical ease of H.O.,
aged eloven, who attends the Baker Street School,
Stopney.

Out of school H. O, works for a shop-keeper.
Here i3 his daily round :

Work, every week-day morning, S to 9.

School, 9 to 12.

Worg, every dinner time, 12.30 to 1.45,

School, 2 to $.30.

Work, every week day night, 4.35 to 10 p.m.

Work, every Saturday, 8 a.m. to 12,30 a.m.
midnight.

Work, every Sunday, 11 a.m, to 2 p.m,

Wages, 1s. 6d. weokly.

Breakfast, dinner and tea.
for suppor.

Total time at work per week, 57 3-4 hours.

Total time at schuol por week, 27 1 2 hours.

Grand total, 85 1.4 hours,

And in London there are hundreds upon
hundreds of buys who work just like little H.O. —
Sel. .

One penny allowed
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THE CHILD AND THE SERPENT.

CHILD begged permission to handle a
serpent. Its beauty had fascinated him

as hoe saw it glide so easily by with its
folds of green and brown, its keen eye glittering
like a jewel. He begged. He prayed. He en-
treated. He became frantic. He charged his
father with unkindness in not allowing him to
seize the serpent.

All the time the father refused. But when, in
after years, the story was told to the boy, now
grown to manhood, he thanked his father for the
denial.

God keeps away from men the shining good
they had so much desired. It scems to them a
real blessing. They prayed for it. The prayer
seemed legitimate. The motive was not con-
sciously unworthy. There was no mixture of evil
present to the mind.

But the earnestness of the petition was seen
afterward to be mainly human fervor. And the
answer was restriction in one way, but an en-
largement in another. For the pitying God gave
the supplicant wider vision and ho was taught a
lesson that could be learned in no other way.—
D. W. Faunce, D.D.

SOMEBODY'’S BAIRN.

COACH was driving rapidly down one of
the narrow streets of old Edinboro’. A

poor little child of some two years of age
crept into the middle of the road, and there it
was in utter helplessaess standing by itself, while
the galloping horses were drawing nearer and
nearer every moment.

Just as they appronched the spot where the
poor little helpless infant was standing, a woman
who had happened to come to the door of her
house darted forth like a flash of lightning,
grasped the child in her arms, and, at the peril
of her own life, saved it from imminent destruc-
tion.

A passerby remarked to the poor terrified wo-
man, when she reached the other side, ¢ Well,
woman, is that your child ?'? ¢‘Na, na,” she
said, ‘¢it’s nae my bairn.” ‘¢ Well, woman,” he
said, ** what for did you risk yeur life for a child
when it was na yours?? With a beaming smile
and « flushed face, the noble woman replied,
‘“\ye, but it's somebody's bairn.” Thomas
Guthrie.
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A RECITATION.
FIRST GIRL.

There’s a call from the far-off heathen-land,
Oh, what cen you give for the great demand

ALL.

We have not weslth, like the rich man’s store ;
We will give ourselves-—we have nothing more,

SECOND GIRL.

I will give my feet ; they shall go and go,
Till the heathen’s story the world shall know.

THIRD GIRL.

I will give my hands, till their work shall turn
To the gold I have not, but can earn.

FOURTH GIRL,

I will give my eyes the story to read
Of the heathen’s sorrow, the heathen’s need.

FIFTH GIRL.

I will givemy tongue, that story to tell,
Till Christian hearts shall with pity swell,

SIXTH GiRL.

We have little to give ; but by and by

We may hear a call from the Voice on high,
¢¢ To bear my gospel o’er land and sea

Tnto all the world, go ye, go ye!”

ALL (very slowly and solemnly).

Though of silver and gold we have none at all,
We will give ourselves if we hear that call.
—Young Folks Missionary.

-
SHINING IN AT EVERY WINDOW.

E went, one cold, windy day last spring
to seea poor young girl, kept at

X~ home by a lame hip. The room was
on tbef hg@, side of a blealgouse. It was not
I a p[et@‘ﬁnt, prospect without, vus there much
“that was pleasant and cheer in.

‘- Poor girl ! what acheerlessTife she has of it,”
I thought, as we went to see hoyd-she was
situated ; and I immediately thought"Wat a pity
it was that her room was on the north side of the
house.

“ You never have any sun,” I said; ‘‘not a ray
comes in at these windows. That I call a mis-
fortune. Sunshine is everything., I love the
san.”

‘“Oh,” sghe answered, with the sweetest smile I
ever saw, ‘“ my sun pours in at every window,
and even through the cracks.”

-
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Iam sure I looked surprised. ‘‘Tho Sun of
Righteousness,”? she suid softly—'¢ Jesus. He
shines in here aud makes everything bright to
me.”

I could not doubt her. She looked happier
than anyone I had seen for many a day.

Yes, Jesus shining in at the windows can make
any spot beautiful and every home happy.--
Sel.

-
THE SWEEP.

Severa years ago an effort was made to collect
all the chimney sweepers in the city of Dublin.for
the purpose of education. One little fellow was
asked if he knew his letters.

‘“Oh, yes, sir,” was the reply.

“Do you spell 2”?

¢Oh, yes, sir,” was again the answer.

‘Do youread ?”

“ Oh, yes, sir.”

‘“ And what book did you learn from ??

¢t Oh, I never had a book in my life, sir.”

¢ And who was your schoolmaster

¢ Oh, I never was at school.”

Here was a singular case—a boy could read
and spell without a book or master! But what
was the fact? Why, another little sweep, a little
older than himself, had taught him to read by
showing him the letters over the shop doors as
they went through the city. ¢ Where there is
a will there is a way.”—Christian Advocate.

-

NEVER.

Never make fun of old age ; no matter how de-
crepit, or unfortunate, or evil it may be. God’s
hand rests lovingly upon the aged head.

Never tell nor listen to the telling of filthy
stories. Cleanliness in word and act 1s the sign
manual of a true gentleman. You cannot handle
filth without becoming fouled.

Never cheat nor be unfuir in your play. Cheat—
ing is contemptible anywhere at any age. Your
play should strengthen, not weaken, your char-
acter.

Never call anybody bad names, no matter what
anybody ecalls you. You cannot throw mud and
keep your own hands clean,

Never be cruel. You have no right to hurt
even a fly needlessly. * Cruelty is the trait of a
bully ; kindness the mark of a gentleman.

Never make fun of a compupion because of a
misfortune he could not help.—Sel,
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GOOD-BYE ; CHILDREN?'S RECORD !

A’PENNY, for half-penny; pen’orth,
for penny-worth, and many other
like contractions there are in our

good old English tongue; but the best among
them all-ig the onc at the head of this little
article, ‘¢ Good-bye,” for “God be with ye.”
When two peoplo say *‘ good-bye’’ to each other,
it is a prayor for cach other. We sometimes sing
our good-bye, in the words of that good-bye
hymn, — “God be with you till we meet
again, ?

3ometimes good-byes are for a little time,—to
mother when we start to school in the morning,
to teacher or playmate when we leave school'in
tho ovening. Sowmetimes they are for longer.
When a boy or girl leaves homo to go away
among strangers, then there are tender tears
with the good-byes, and the fathor and mother
hearts are very sore. Thoy would like to be with
their children always, and care for them, but they
cannot, and so in saying ‘‘good-bve” they ask
the Heavenly Father to be with them, though
carthly parents cannot. ‘I cannot be with you,
my son, my daughter, but ‘‘ God be with you.”

That beautiful thought takes away much of the
sadness, for if God is with our parents and with

. o us When we leave them, He will keep both our

\

parents and us when we are absont ono from the
other, and by and by He will bring us together
again in His happy home, where there is no
parting.

Sad that there are ¢‘ good-byes > said which are
forever. No glad meeting again. Why is that?
How is that? Where is that ? Can you tell ?

There is a special *“ good bye’ that T wish to
speak of just now. It is ¢“ good-bye” to the
CriLpreN's REcorp,  Fourteen years ago it was
started. For all thesy years, escept nne yenr
when it was 1n other hands, we have had our
monthly talk together. The buys and girls who
were readers when 1t started, are now men and
women. These monthly visits have been very
pleasant ones to the CHILPREN’s REcoRD.

It was not so good as it would like to have
been, but your welcome was very kindly, and
looking back over these years makes a very plea-
sant memory. .

But it was cnly monthly. Many of you would
like o weekly paper. So it has been arranged
that the CHiLDREN'S Recorp will be transferred
to Toronto, where the others of your Sabbath
School Helps are published by Mr, Fracer, and

THE CHILDREN'S RECORD,

DeceMBER

that it will be changed into weekly puptﬂﬁi
ed **The King's Own.” oo

A WONDERFUL CHANGE.

Did you ever ses a caterpillar and a butterfly ?
How different ! And yet they are the same.
One continues the other. The caterpillar crawls
for a time. ‘Then it spins itself a little house, a
cocoon, out of which it comes a beautiful butter-
fly, with pictured wings, soaring high and far.

The CuILDREN'S RECORD has been small and
only monthly, Its price, too, was small. It has
moved along quistly for fourteen years. Now it
is changing to a larger sheet. It will fiy abroad
with big wings. Pictured wings, too, forit will
have more pictures than the CuILbREN’S RECORD.
And it will move much more swiftly, for it is
coming every week on its big pictured wings.

As the CHILDREN'S RE0)IRD in it3 new form and
new name, goes forth to its new life, may that
life be long and useful, may it moeet a® cordial
and ever-growing welcoms, and may it help to
make its young readers better Britons, hetter
Canadians, better Presbyterians, better workers
in Sabbath School and Church, better sons and
daughters and brothers and sisters and neigh-
bors and friends, better Christians.

Again to all its young readers the CHILDREN’S
REecorD wishes, very earnestly and sincerely,

Good-Bye.

The King's Own
CONTINUING

THE CHILDREN’S RECORD,;
Every wecek, E - -
¥
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