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THE CHILDREN'S RECORD.

Dece. 10, THE HEAVENLY INHERITANCE.
Les., I Pet. 1: 1-12, Gol. Text, Col. 1: 12,
Memory vs. 3-5 Catechism Q. 73-75.

About 35 years after Christ had ascended,
Peter, now an old man, who had travelled far,
was preaching in Babylon, where was a
Christian church ; chap.’5: 13,

He heard of the persecutions which the
Christians in many other places were sufter-
ing, wrote this letter to them, and sent
Sylvanus with it; chap, 5: 12,

As Sylvanus came with it, to church after
church, how gladly they would listen to itand
get it copied, and read it again and again at
their meetings until they had it by heart,
while Sylvanus would passon with it to other
churches and provinces.

‘Lhig lesson is taken from the beginning of
Peter's letter, where he tells them about the
Heavenly inheritance which was now very
near and dear to himself, and remember,
young people, that you may have this heavenly
inheritance, if you will, and that thinking of
it will comfort you in your disappointments.

Tuke the lesson in four parts :

L vs. 1, 2; This is Peter's salutation; in it
he tells them diflerent things, all showing
how precious they are in God's sight ; hetells
them how God chose them, gave His Son to
die for them and His Spirit to sanctify them,

II. vs.3,4; He tells them of the precious
inheritance which is in store for them. They
may have a hard lot here, but they have a
glorious inheritance for the future, “re-
served " in Heaven, for you, like a *‘ reserved ”
seat. He tells them, too, how God gives this
hope in raising Christ. from the dead.

L vs. 4.9; Then, lest any of them should
fear and say : We may not be able to hold on
-in the good way and get that prepared place,
be tells them, v. 5, that the {)owcr of God
keeps them, and, v. 6, though they suffer
greatly now, and sometimes get discouraged,
yet, v. 7, this very suffering, like the purify-
ing of gold in the furnace, will make them the
purer and better, and that this Jesus whom
they sce not. hut love and trust, will keep
them to the end.

IV. vs,10-12: e then reminds that the old
prophets, long before, spoke of these days and
times, and that so great was the work which
Christ had done, and was doing, for men that
even the angels wondered at it.

Write down the great truths that you are
taught in this lesson :

1. That He begets in usthehope of Heaven.
2. That trials are blessings.
What is said about
- The death of Christ?

The resurrection of Christ?

The ‘“‘appearing’ of Christ?
. Have you a share in that Saviour and that
inheritance ¢

Dec. 17. THE GLORIFIED SAVIOUR.

Les., Rev. 1: 20, Gol. Text, Phil. 2: 9,
Memory vs, 17-18, Catechism Q. 76-78

Look up in your geography all the places
mentioned in this lesson, andthen stuc y the
story of it.

Some sixty years had passed away since the
ascension of our Lord. John, the beloved
disciple, was a very old man. The com-
panions of his early days were gone before.
Revolution and war were common. The
world was dark and stormy while the church
suffered sore persecutions.

Banished to Patmos, a rocky island in the
Egean Sea, John saw a vision which spoke to
himof better days, of the coming triumph and
future glory of Christ's kingdom, and, either
there oron his return to Ephesus, which was
near, he wrote the vision down for the
churches over which he had oversight, and
not only 10r them, but for all ages, for us, that
in timeof trial and discouragment we might
be of good cheer.

In thislesson John tells us of one thing that
he heard, and two things that he saw :

He heard a great trumpet voice, the voice of
God. He listened and obeyed. Did you ever
hear God speaking to you? When you read
the Bible, when your parents or teachers teach
you from it, when your minister preaches
from it, it is God speaking to you. And then
God speaks to your heart; when you feel that
you have done right or wrong, that is God
speaking to you; listen and obey.

But what two things did John see? First a
candlestick, or lamp. with seven branches,
each one having a place for oil and light. This
represented the churches of which John had
the oversicht. Do you help to make the
church, which you belong to, a shining light

The second thing that he saw wasa won-
derful being standing amid the candlesticks.
It was no other than Jesus. To John He
seemed dressed in a long robe, with a golden
girdle around his breast, and He scemed very
glorious and very mighty.

But why should the gentle Jesus appear
thus to John? Because the church seemed in
danger of destruction and needed comfort,
and this glorious Being, standing in the midst
of the candlesticks, showed how Christ is in
the midst of His church, and, in His might,
will protect her from all evil. )

Read the forty-sixth Psalm and see how it
explains this picture. -

How it would comfort John in his exile and
the churches to whom he sent this word
picture.

We know not what we shall be, but_we
Lknow that when Ile appears we shall be like
Him for we shall sce Him as e is.
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THE RECORD'S SOLILOQUY.

WRARIK! Listen ! Can you not hear your
Recorp speaking? I fancy I hear
it talking to itscif on this wise as it
goes on its last visit for the year.

* My meetings with the young people for
the year have come to anend. Very pleasant
they have been. Many long journeys have I
taken to get to some of my young friends.
Sometimes I have been whirled along for
hundreds, thousands, of miles in the train,
and then perhaps had a long ride in an express
wagon or on horseback, before I could reach
them. In all kinds of weather too I travelled,
day and night as well, but whenever I got
out of the bag in which I had travelled, and
brushed myself up and went to Sunday
school, I got such a hearty welcome that it
made me forget all the knocking about that
I had by the way.

*1havebeenina great variety of homes from
the Atlantic to the Pacific, some rich and some
poor, some in the busy city and others on the
lonely prairie, some in the sounding forest
and some by the sounding sea, and have been
80 kindly received that I want to go to them
again next year,

*Iwant to thank them too on this my last
visit for the year, not only for their hearty
welcome, but for the lessons they have taught
me. One of these lessons, which will make
me more contented, is, that place makes
littledifference with young peoples' happiness.
I have seen bright and happy faces looking at
me and reading me, in the poor homes and in
the rich, in the country and in the city, and
I have come to the conclusion that when

young people are happy it is because hap-
piness lives in them and shines out through
them, no matter where they are or what kind
of clothes they wear.

¢ Another thing I have learned about young
people, from looking at their faces and listen-
ing to their, voices on my monthly rounds, is,
that the happiest ones are those that are
thinking of others and trying to help them.

*In the homes, I always noticed that those
who tried to help their parents and brothers
and sisters had the brightest smiles. In the
Sabbath Schools I thought that the scholars
who were most attentive to their teacher
looked the most cheerful.

*In the Mission Bands I noticed a curious
thing, that those who spent their cents on
themselves did not seem so happy and con-
tented as those who had denied themselves
some pleasures and given their savings tq
feed some hungry one or to send word to the
heathen about Jesus. At first this seemed
strange. Surely the young people who had
had the pleasure should be the happiest. Rut
no, it was always those who tried to make
others glad.

¢ Another thing I noticed in my visits, that
the happiest young people in all my wide
circle of friends are those who are trying to
follow Christ. Others of my acquaintance
would like to be Christians but they think that
it will malse life sad and they want to enjoy
themselves. Ifeel very sorry for them and
have been trying to show them their mistake
and X hope that some of them tried and found
that what I am telling them is true.

“ But I must not stay here talking to myself
or my young friends will begin to think that
I have'forgotten them or gotlost by the way,”

“May God bless them all, making them
good and true and noble men and women,”
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ONLY A LITTLE BABY GIRL.
BY REV. A. B. SiMpsoN.

Only a little baby girl,

Dead by the riverside

Onlya iittlc Chinesc chila
Drowned in the floating tide.
Over the boat too far she leaned
‘Watching the dancing wave,—
Over the brink she fell and sauk
But there was none to save.

Clorus.
O the little lambs that pine and perish
Out upon the mountains wild and cold
Let us go and seek them,
Let us go and seck them,

Let us go and bring them back to the fold.

If she had only been a boy,

They would bave heard her ery;
But she was just a baby girl,

And she was left to die.

It was her fate, perhaps, they said,
Why shouid they interfere?

Had she not always been a curse?
‘Why should they keep her here ?

So they leave her little form,
TFloating upon the wave,

She was too young to have a soul,
‘Why should she have a grave?

Yes, and there's many another lamb
Perishing every day,

Thrown Dy the road and the riverside
Flung to the beasts of prey.

15 there a mother's heart to-night,
Ciasping her darling child,

‘Wiiling to leave these helpless lambs
Out on the desert wild ?

Is there a little Christian girl,
Happy in love and home,

Living in selfish ease, while they

Out on the mountains roam?

Think as you lie in your little cot,
Smoothed by a mother's hand,
Think of the iittle baby girls

Over in China's land.

Ask if there is not something more,
I3ven a child can do;

And if perhaps in China’s land
Jesus has need of you

Only alittle baby girl,

Dead by the riverside

Only alittle Chinese child
Drowned in the floating tide.
But it has brought a vision vast,
Dark as the nation's woe;

Oh! has it left one willing heart,
Answering < I will go?”

~ Christian AUiance Monthly.

A CHILID'S INFLUENCE.

An Bnglish lady of respectability resided
for a few years, after becoming a widow,
with her little son, in one of the chief cities
in Canada. The child had been faithfully
instructed in the elements of Christian faith.
He was about four years of age, very lovely
and promising, and %reut.ly caressed by the
fellow boarders, An elderly gentleman in the
family, Mr. B., was exceedingly fond of him,
and invited him one day, upon the removal of
the cloth after dinner, to remain upon his
knee. The ladies had retired, and free con-
versation ensued. The gentleman alluded to
was given to expressions which ever shock a
vious mind. *“Well, Tommy,” said one at the

ble, in high %lce “what do you think of
Mr. B!” The child hesitated for a moment,
and then replied : “I think he did not havea,
good mother; for if he had, he would not use
such naughty words.” The gentleman was
2 Scotchman ; home and pious mother rose in
all their freshness to his mind. The effect
upon him was overpowering; he rose from
the table without speaking, retired, and was
never afterward known "to make use of
similar expressions.—Whittelsy's Magazine.

THE WORST “ BAD COMPANY.”

The worst “bad company” that a boy or
irl can be inis the company of a bad book.
svil associates are bad enough, but they do

not injure 2 young person as evil books do.
There is & subtle and at the same time im-
perative quality in the influence of a printed
page, which everybody feels. You read a
statement, and unconsciously you believe it,
and yield up your mind to it, simply because
it confronts you in the dignity of type ; but
let & person whom you know make the same
statement, orally, and you will think twice
before you will accept_it. This is where the
danger of a_bad book comes in; it gets a
special hearing, and exercises a peculiar in-
fluence, which a bad person cannot. Besides,
it can say the same evil thing over and over
again, in the same fascinating words, as often
as your curiosity prompts you to seek it.
Therefore, if any boy or girl wishes to keep
pure and manly and honest-and we trust
that all boys and girls do—the wise_thing for
them is to shun books that have a bad name.
And if you donot know whethier a hook is
good or bad, ask the advice of your parents
and teachers as to what you should read. Do
not be enticed by a low curiosity to see what
a bad book is like. Shun it as you would
pitch, or poison, or quicksand, or any other
vile or dangerous thing. ‘The world is full of
good and charming bovks, Keep your com-
pany with them. g‘hoy wilf make you nobler
and better all your life. — Chicago Juvenile.
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HOW THEY WANTED CHRIST.

MISSIONARY in Ceylon, Rev. J, G,
Trimmer, writes in the Children’s
Messenger, of a meeting which he
and a fellow missionary was holdin
in asmall village in Ceylon, at which

nearly all the people were present. He says:—
My companion had given a ver{ sitaple and
earnest address to which all listened with
eagerness.
hen he had done, I put in a few words,
the substance of. what he had said, and asked,
** Do you believz these things?”
¢ Yes, sir,” was the unanimous and hearty

reply,

F gyhought. it would be well to be a little
more particular, so I asked, *“ You believe in
God, that He is one, and one only 2”

- “Yes, we do.”

*“You believe that He made all things, and
sustains all things ; that good is pleasing to
Him and evil hateful ?”

“Yes.
“Dec you believe that this Bible is God's
Word, and that the other Vedas are wrong?”

“Do you believe what it says, that God
senb his Son into the world to save sinners?”

And the unanimous and hearty answer was
still, “ Yes,”

I wondered, and asked the question in
different forms, making them more personal,
*“ Do you really believe, then, that Jesus is
able to save men from sin—to save you?”

‘Oh, yes.”

“ Do you believe that He died for you, to
put your sin away—that He loves you now
and cares for you?”

‘e T 0."

“Will you, then, accept Him as your
Saviour and accept Him now?”

“ Yes, sir, yes,’ A

Everything seemed plain and straightfor-
ward, Here was a village converted by the
{:rcuching of tbe Gospcrl‘, and ready to be

aptized. But I confess I was still in doubt ;
t{lcrcfore continued, * If you become Christ-
ians you must give up sins,”

There was no response, so I added, “¥Ycu
must give up lying.”

I could sec a_smile on many faces, and a
voice said, ‘“ We cannot agree to that.”

“ But God requires it. Lying and thieving
and sin in every form must be given up it
you want Jesus to save you.”

“INo, no, we cannot,” was everywhere the
reply.

went on _sadly; “You cannot serve the
true God and worship idols ; you cannot trust
Jesus and Phillajar. 'Will you give up these
things that He who died for you may save and
bless you’

They would not ; they were willing toaccept
everything but they would give up nothing,
They would accept Jesus, but they would not
alter their lives,

 Remember that Jesus cannot dwell with
sin. If we would have Him as Saviour, we
must be willing and earnest in our turning
from all evil.

GOOD IFOR EVIL,

PROMINENT ]aw{or relates to a
correspondent of the New York Sun
that many years ago, while he was
Attorney-General of Missouri, he

= hap})ened to he in Governor Stew-
art’s office when a conviet was brought in
from the penitentiary to receive a pardon at

the Governor’s hands. The conviet was a

“steam-boat man,” a large, powerful fellow,

with the rough manners of his class,

The Governor looked at the man and
seemed strangely affected, scrutinizing him
long and closely. Then he signed the docu-
ment which restored him to liberty; but
before handing it to him, he’said :

¢ You will commit some other erime, I fear,
and soon be back in the penitentiary.”

The man protested solemniy that such a
thing should never happen. The Governor
loqged doubtful, and after & few moments
said :

“You will go back on the river and be a
mate again, I suppose?”

The man said yes, that was his intention.

“Well, I want you to promise me one
thing,” continued the Governor. I want
you to pledge me your word that when you
are a mate again you will never take a billet
of wood and drive a poor sick boy out of his
bunk to help you to load your boat on a
stormy night.”

The man answered that he never would,
and secemed surprised. e inquired why the
Governor requested such a pledge.

“Beeause,” said Governor Stewart, ‘‘ some
day that boy may become Governor, and you
may want him to pardon you for some crime.
One black, stormy night, many years ago,
you stopped your boat on the Mississippi

iver to take on & load of wood. There was

a boy on board working his passage from New

Orleans to St. Louis ; but he was very sick of

a fever, and was lying in his bunk. You had

men enough to de the worlk, but you went to

that boy with a stick of wood in your hand,
drove him on deck with blows and curses,
and kept him toiling like a slave till the load
was completed. I Iwas that boy. Here is
your pardon. Never again be guilty of so
brutal an act.” )

The prisoner took the pardon, covered his

face, and went out.
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OUR TWO OLDEST MISSIONARIES.,

E have ecleven missionaries wlo

have Iaboured more than twenty

3 years in the Xoreign Tlield.

Messrs Morton and Grant and

their wives, in‘I'rinidad, Mr. MacKenzie, and

Messrs. Annand and Robertson and their

wives in the New Hebrides, and Dr. Mackay
in Formosa.

You have had a picture of Mr, and Mre
Mackenzie of the New Iebrides, the latter of
whom was so recently taken home to heaven.
Then in your last RECORD you had a pictnre
of Dr. and Mrs. Mackay from Formosa, o longs
long distance from the New Hebrides.

Now we take anotherlong journey, to Trini.
dad, an Island almost directly on tne opposite
side of the world from Formosa, and give you
pictures of two of our missionaries there, our

Rev. Joux Morrox, D.D.

two oldest Ioreign Missionaries. Dr. and
Mrs. Morton have seen more than twenty-five
Years Foreign service, and Dr.and Mrs. Grant
more than twenty-two years, and \.r. McKen-
zie, Mr. and Mrs. Annand, Mw and Mrs.
Robertson, of the New Hebrides, and Dr. Mac-
kay, of Formosa, ahbout twenty -one yearseach.

Dr. Morton's childhood’s home was cn a
high ill top in Pictou Co., Nova Scotia, with
a beautiful outiook over land ana sea, Two

or three miles distant lay the Gulf of St.
Lawrence. Sometimes its waters were
smooth and glassy, as they stretched away
for leagues to the distant horizon, with a
white sail here and there as the ships calmly
floated on their way. Then the scene would
change, and the waves, would rush and foam,
and the ships plunge madly through them as
if flecing from the storm.



THE CHILDREN'S RECORD.

131

Let me tell you what first turned his
thoughts to missions. A playmate who lived
near used to lend him a litfle paper, called
the Missionary Register, which had letters
from Dr. Geddie, telling of his early work in
the New Hebrides, and these letters were the
means of turning the boy's thoughts to
missions. ’

Another incident in his life was the follow-
ing, After completing his studies he was
settled for a little time in a seaport town
<alled Bridgewater, N.S. Suffering from
sore throat he took a voyage to ‘Trinidad

/ ""\\\

on a sailing ship, for his health. IIerc he
saw the people who had come from India to
work on the sugar estates. There were
twenty-five thousand of them, in dark
heathenism. When he came home he told
the Church, and offered to go as & missionary
to them. The Church approved, and Mr. and
Mys. Morton went forth to the work,

Dr. Grant's early home was in Pictou town,
only a few miles distant from Dr, Morton's.
I wouldlike tobe beside him for a few minutes
to get for you some of the incidents of his
carly days. In that good town there haslong
beenan earnest missionary spirit. Dr, Geddic’s
boyhood home was there.

~

Rev. K. J. GraxT, D.D.

When Dr, Grant had completed his studies
for the ministry he wag settled for a time as

astor of Merigomish, in Pictou Co., but his
gcarb was in the mission field. His brethren
knew this and whenanotherman was wanted
for Trinidad, they asked him to go, and three
years after Mr. and Mrs. Morton had gone
they were followed by Mr. and Mrs. Grant,
an(f’ for twenty-two years, these worthy

ioneers have wrought side by side in that
1~land, and with others who have gone, have
done a great and good worls,

To-day there are nearly eighty thonsand of
these Indian people. There are five Canadian
missionaries, two of their wives, and four

Canadian teachers, besides about fifty native
helpers.  There are fifty two schools with
4500 pupils enrolled, five churches, with good
congregations, and a college where native
students are being trained for the ministry.

May we not say that the beginning of that
mission, was one boy lending a playmate a
missionary paper. Some of you can give your
Recorp to others when you have read it, and
pray that God will bless_it, and good may
come of which you never dreamed.

I would like tointroduce toyou Mrs. Morton
and Mrs. Grant, but am not able to do so,
Some day you may have their pictures too.
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A LITTLE DRUNKARD.
INAS ig a boy of four years of age.
B A fortnight ago I went to the
house where Minas lives to sce a
drunkard at the request of his wife.
I begun to talk about the harm of

drink,

During the conversation one of the women
there, pointing with her finger towards some
who were sitting on the other end of the room,

said, ** Teacher (the people usually call me
s0), if you can make that fellow give up the
drink, you will have done a greatthing.”

I turned round to see the person referred to,
but sceing there some wonmen and a child of
fouror five yearsof age, Idid not know whom
she meant, because in Turkey women rarely
drink 2aki (Larkish drink), and I did not
suspect that such & small child could drink
as I knew nothing until then of Minas, so
asked her whom she meant,  “That boy,” she
said, ‘““who stands there, is one of the worst
drunkards.”

I rose up and went to him and took him by
the hand, and behold, to my great surprise he
was really drunk | He had just come from the
saloon. Of course I zould not understana it,
so Iasked foran explanaiion, and the mother,
who wasthere, told methefollowing sadstory,

Minas' father sells rakiin the saloon. The
hoy goesy there every now and then to see him.
The drunkards, seeing that this boy iy very
interesting and his conversation very plea-
sant, offer him a glass of raki and propose to

ive him some pennies if he drinks :t. The

oy takes the glass and drinks it for the sake
of the money. Then they give him one more,
and one more, and so he gets drunk and begins
to be as frolic as a kitten, to the great satis-
faction of the drunkards, and so the child
gets used to it, and he himself begins to go
after the raki, and :n that way he becomes
a strong drinker in a few months, Hegoesto
saloon every day, and does not rest unless he
has a good drink,

I wag astounded at the sad story, and there
the child was standing before me all wet with
prespiration, his mouth smelling dreadfully,
clad in rags, and covered ali over with dirt.
Ilooked at the innocent and childish face, saw
the devil which had just entered in him,
imagined the future miseries and sins of such
a beginning, and was troubled in my soul. I
wished to rescue him.

Tho next day, early in the morning, I went
to see him; he was there at home veady to go
to the saloon. Iasked him if he would come
with me to our house where I would give him
sugar and pictures and othernice things. He
rafused theoffer. “‘Iwill go to the saloon,”
ho said : when I wanted to take him to my
arns . d bring him home, he began to cry
“I wantrakil I want rakil’

.

Oh, poor Jittle drunkard, just that !s che
devil that is 7n those who drink. In spito of
love, and duty and religion, and humamty.
they ery “I want raki1 I want raki!” and
go to the snloon as slaves.

Seeix:ig that it was of no use to try to
persuade him to go with me, 1 took homg his
elder sister, and sent 3ome nice pictures to
Minas, These bright-colouraed pictures were
too attractive for him. He took tham and
hurried to our housa. I entertained him ell
day with pictures and blocks, and towards
evening, as I was qcnding him to his mother,
he came to me and said, “Teacher, I shali 10t
drink raki any more- raki is bad, sugar is
nice.”

The folowing day his friends of the saloin
found him. * Where are you, Minas?” asked
they: ‘““come, have a irink, and we will give
you more money than we did before Come
and take this glass of raki.” ‘“No!" said the
little abstamner, *‘I shall not drink any more
raki, Rakiisbad; sugaris aice. I willgo to
my teacher's and build there houses and
minarets,” 'fhey could noc persuade nim to
taste it, and so he came to our house again

Well done, little hero! “‘I shall not drink
any moreraki!” Ma{ the dear Lord hear that
from your sweet little lips. May his angels
be round about you to protect you from
temptation.

Last Sunday as he was passing befere the
saloon they took him by force and gave him a
glass filled with rakl, ‘Little Minas snw *hat
there was no occasion to argue with ¢h m.
He took the glass. “I shall 20¢ driak vaki,”
he said, and pourad it out to the ground and
gave the glass to them empty.

He is comin ever{' day to m)l' house. He
plays with blocks and 1picturesx. taught him
short gmyers, and tell him stories abou¢ the
Good Shepherd who found him, and of whom
he had no* heard until now, £nd he hstens to
them with great interest and with many
childish questions.

Oue of the drunkards who taught Minag ¢o
drink, told me that they tried to m«ke another
such child drink recently but he drank so
much that at the first attempt he fell dead.

As I know more about tne drinking people
in connection with our temperance society, I
am more and more zonvinzed of the awful
sufferings of their wives and zhildren. Oh
the cursed cup! Itis the bloodthirsty 2nemy
of the wicked and of the.wr innocent children.
I meec every day many children who are
exposed to a great many temptations in the
families of those drunkards, though not in the
way in which Minas was. How I couid love
to be able to dosomething to them in the way
of their education, if not for their temporal
needs. Will any friend encourage me to rescue
some of those innocent lambs of thre Great
Shepherd?-—-2lissionary Letter.
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FAITH AND DUTY.

Let the road be long and dreary,
And its ending out of sight;
Foot it bravely, strong or weary,
Trust in God and do the right.
Some will hate thee, some willlove ee,
Some will flatter_some will slight ;
Turn from man and look above thee *
Trust in God and do the right.

ATOREIGNERSEXPERIENCE IN CHINA,
BY A BIBLE SOCIETY COLPORTEUR.

NE day. on the south side of the city,
I was pelted with old shoes and
stones by a crowd of hoodlum boys ;
another day my hat was knocke

> off'; and the same afternoon I came

m contact with a_crazy woman who made

sport for the erowd at my expense. I finally

got r1d of her by complying with her request
and giving her & Gospel.

Talking one day 1 the northarn part of the
city to some carpenters who were at work on
a large pubiic bullding, one of them asked as
to the contentscf the hooks that I was selling.
Ircplied : " They exhort men *o be good, fo
1epent of their sins, and to helieve in the
Lord Jesus Christ, not to worship idols, but
toworship thetrueGod.” At this he laughed,
and said, “ Oh, you on that side (foreigners)
have come over here to exhort us on this siae
(Chinese) I" Only those who know the Chinese
could appreciate his remark 1t might be
translated thus : “ What! you from one of
those smalil cutside kingdoms, come here to
exhort us of the great * middle kingdom'?”
(Presumption.) ]

In a tea-shop near the Han Si Men, X asked
aman if he would not buy a Gospel. Look-
ing ot his feet, he replied, ** See, I Lave straw
shves—men whowear straw shoes don't r ead.”
Another replied, “I am_ s farmer—farmers
don’t know characters” {don't read.) A com-
mon saying among the unlearned i3, *¢ Lhey,”
(the characters) ** know m , but X Gon't kncw
them,”

A stone cutter in & small town asked, one
day, when I was showing him the books and
explainin;?'J the doctrine, ‘“ What profit i
téhefcgz" to be derived from worshipping this

o(

Ireplied : ¢ If you worship the true God,
and serve him, he will protect you and bless
you, and give you food (rice) to 2at and “loth.
ing to wear ; and he will forgive your sins.”

** Umph !" said he, ¢ I trust in my hammer
and chisel for my rice.”

‘ But,” asked, * whence comes the
strength to wield your hammer? Is it
not derived from the rice you eat? And
whence comes the rice ¢, Is it not grown in

the fleld? It your clay idol falls into *hé
water, it dissolves and is gone. Your wooden
one burns up, and the wind scatters the
ashes ; your idol is gone. They have no
power. They are worthless, Itis the wruc
and living God_who made the soil and the
seced. He sends therain and the sunshine,
and makes the riee grow.”

Just then he was called to dinner;so !
passed on.

. Coming one mominlg to a tea-shop and find
ing it fuil of peopie, I" entered, and without
saying anything began to show our Scriptures.
A portly old lady, evidentiy from tho coun-
try, sat with her husband «t one of the tables
near the door. Nudging him, and not sup-
posing that I understood her, she said, *Isn't
that o foreign devil?” I replie . “No, old
lady, but a foreign gentleman.” “ Jh! foreign
gentleman, foreign gentleman,” she respond-
ed, She had evidently never seenan  gut-
stde kingdom” man before. ’

In another city, across the lake, just as 1
was coming around a corner, I met a man
who paused as though he wanted to look at
the books. I asked him if he 2id not waut to
buy some of them. He made no replX for
some time, and staring at me, said, “ Are—
arc—a—you not & soreigner 2 .

In the spring I made journcys to =everal
civies lying adjacent to Nanking, Tuh-Ho
lies about thirty miles nortlh of the river, It
is the cleanest ¢ity I have seen in China, and
the sparkling blue waters of the rivar un
which 1t s situated form a gleasing contrast
to the muddy waters of the Yang Tse.

A wheelbarrow coolie whom we met Jn the
strect became much interested in the gospel.
He was one of a party of four who ned driven
their barrows, loaded with produce, 2l the
way from Lai Cheo Fuh, in the northern part
of Shang-Tung Prcvinee, a distanze of 330
miles, and were taking them back laden with
white sugar. TIhis will scem incredible to our
triends at home, but things are donein the
most primitive way in China, and this is not
an uncommon mode of transportation in the
“middle kingdom.” As these men were 00
poor to stay ..t an inn, they had made shelter
of reeds and grass outside of the city to pro-
tect them from the fierce rays of the sun, But
notwithstanding his poverty, one of these
Yought several Calendars, one copy ¢f the
Psalms, two New Testaments, and twenty-
four Gospels, saying that he wanted to take
them to his native village, as they never
heard the gospel there, May he learn through
these >f Him who said, “ Comne unto me, all
ye that labor and are heavy laden, and } will
give you rest?’ Thus will the way be prepai-
ect for the living voice o1 thc evangeiist who
shall ¢ explain the way more perfectly.”—
S. S. Record.
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A KING’S DAUGHTER.
A STORY FOR GIRLS.

E must do something about this
matter at once,” said Mrs. Pur-
cell as shesat in thelittle sewing
chair with the open lettex in her
hands.

“ But what can we do, except have granad-
mamma come bere’”

“ B3y dear, I think it would about break

ndimamma’s heart to take her away from

cr old hemne and all its associations at her

age and bring her into new scenes that are o

unfamiliar to her; besides 1 fear she could not
bear the journey.”

“Is there not some good women we could
gebin Clayton to take care of her this winter?”

‘* Have you not just read what Murs. Brown
has written, that it is impossible to get any
competent person in that locality to do what
rranimamma needs to have done for her.
Adelaide, I do riot see any way but for you to
go to grandmamma. Thereisno one else in
the family who ¢an go.”

“But, manuna, think of it! In thatdread-
ful place this lung, dreary winter; nothing
going on and nobudy I could_care for. How
can I go! 1 don’t believe I could possibly
exist there I”

“ My dear, **God'’s biddings ate our enab-
lings.” It really seems as if He hascalled you
to this special work.”

“ It is too bad that Mary Ann got married.
Grandmammaalways got on weil while she
was there, and she was just the very one to
take care of her.”

“ Yes, but Mary Ann has gone, and now
the present condition of things must be con-
sidered.”

* But, mamma, 1 have made so many plans
for the winter. There ismy King's Daughters
work, my class in_the mission school—the
dear little ones would be so sorry to have me
go away—and you know we were just about
to organize a literary club, which I promised
mys;:lli"’\\ ould be such a help and delight to
us all.

“Itwill be a great sacrifice, my dear child,
I know ; but the question for us all is which
duty lics nearest to us and is the one w¢
should do first?”

Visitors were announced just then, and
Mrs. Purcell laid the letter from the neighbor
of her husband’™s mother on the table, and
went into the parlor.

Adelaide put on her hat and wrap and went
out to see her deavest friend. Of course
when the girls talked the matter over about
Adelaide’s going, her friend snid it was dread-
ful, it should not be thought of 10r 2 moment.
Certaiinly there could be some good woman
hired to take care of the old lady, to go to

l Clayton, that horrid, out-of-the.way place,
what a sacrifice for Adelaide to make !

When Adelaide went home she found her
father sitting at the tabie in the library read-
ing his mother’s next door neighbor's” letter.
¢ Just like mother,” he said “to try (o gt
along alone and not let us know how hard it
was, for fear it would make us trouble. Mrs,
Brown says she is getting quite feeble, but
since Mary Ann left tries to get along with
John's help outdoors and indoors. Dear
mother, she needs some one who belongs to
Ler to see that she has everything comfortable
and pleasant about her. I would gladly pay
a large amount to the right person, but it
seems it is very hard to get auyone to go to
Clayton.”

¢ 1f grandmamma wonld only come and live
;\'ith us, papa, we would all make her life so
1appy.

Mr. Purcell shook his head. “I doubt if
she would be happy here, Adelaide. She has
always lived in Clayton, and it is the dearcst
spot on earth to her.” The remembrance of
that cld homeand his childhood years with
his loving mother brought the tears to Mr.
Purcell's eyes. Adelaide could not remember
when she had seen such big tears in papa’s
eyes before. She put, her arm around his neck
and kissed him. ‘- Adelaide, I know it would
be a great sacrifice for you to go and stay
with mother this winter; but what a comfoet
you would be to her, my child. I should miss
you more than 1 can tell; but it would be such
a happiness to me to know that you were
making my dear mother’s last days easier and
hapl)ier by your presence.”

“Papa, dear, 1 will go. *God's biddings
are enablings ; i 1 am 1n the way of my duty
1 surely sh:ﬁl find that I can be bappy even
in Clayton.”

“You make me very happy, Adelaide.
Your grandmamma has had a hard life. She
has been called to passithrough sorrows, Jdis.
appomtments, hard woFk and bitter trials.
Always self-sacrificing, patient and cheertul.
Dear, sweet, old motaer!”

Clayton was indeed a deserted village—the
industries that thnived in the placeforty years
before had been obliged to move elsewhere.
The raiiroad left Clayton out of itssurvey and
Lilled the business of the town. Young
people went away to find occupation as soon
as they were old enough, and it reaily seemed
as if those that had stayed were through with
life’s activities and interests, und were only
wailing for the messenger tc come and *ake
them to the Father’s house.

YWhen Mr. Parcell kissed his mother anc
L daughter geod-bye, after a_wedk's stay at
«Clayton., Adelaide relt as if it would be

inapoxsible for her to remain and aqapt herself
to the new life.  She watched the stag? as it

.
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went down the road, and felt almost impelled
‘o run after it and tell her father that she
must go with him. Iome sickness is a dis-
tressing malady. Only those who have suffer-
ed from it know the misery of it. “God's
biddings are enablings.” said Adelaide to her-
selfas the stage passed oub of sight. And
randmaima was feeling so poorly just then
ccause her boy had gone, that the young
girl found her ministwations of love and solace
needed at once. It seemed so strange to hear
grandmamma speaking of her middle~a§ed
son as_‘a boy.” Somehow, she told her
rand-daughter, she could not get used to
hinking of Willicasa man; he alwaysseemed
a boy to her, The old lady’s face brightened
as she told Adelaide the pleasant little inci-
dents connected with her father’s childhood,
and the amusing things he said and did, as
they came to her mind, made the mother
laugh heartily. Retrospect regarding Willie
was always pleasant to her.

Clayton had no regular religious services in
the old church, which was built on a hill-to
where in winter the wind howled and hel
Ingh carnival : and yet forty years ago people
did not mind the summer’'s heat or winter's
cold, for grandmamna said then the meeting
house was always well filled.

Grandmamma’s eyes were so weak that she
could read only a short time before they gave
her great pain. Although she was over eighty
years old she kept up her interest in all the
progress of the world, and it was a reat plea-
sure to her to have Adelaide read to her.

“You have no idea, child, what your young
eyes are ¢oing for me,” she said oneday when
her grand-daughter had been reading some
matters of interest to her. “Yow much it
would brighten old Deacon Brown's and Mrs.
Clarke’s life if they had a granddaughter like
you to cheer themn up and read to-them; and
there is Mrs. Peters, t0o, one of the saints of
the earth, so patient and cheerful, and yet
she is almost blind. She says she can dis-
tingwish colors, and that is about all.”

Al new, inspirating thought came to the
young girl at that moment, and her face
fairly glowed with enthusiasm. °*Oh, grand-
mamma,” she said, “I can go every day and
read to themj it would make me so happy to
feel that I was domng some work here.”

** Could you go, chnld? It would be a merey
to them to have such a bit of brightness come
intc their homes these dark, winter days, and
you read such good things that it would give
them something to think of besides the little
every day oceurrences in our shut-in town.”

Adelaide bhad only been in Ciayton a fort-
night when the circle of King's Daughters re-
ceived a letter from her asking for intcrcstin§
reading matter to be sent every week. ¢
have found work for the King in Giayton, and

Yam getting to love it, and the dear old people
too, who areso glad to see me every day when
Igoin. You have no idea what a dear place
Clayton is, and nearly all the inhabitants are
old men and women. It is like Goldsmith's
‘Deserted village,” but I hope to put a little
more life into it'while I stay. Xam not a'bit
homei?i‘gk now, although I should love to see
you all,

It was remarkable what new life Adelaide
did put into tne hearts of the Clayton dwellers
that winter. What a brightness came inte
the faces as she came into the quiet homes
for the hour's readin%. How trim the sitting.
rooms looked when the old clock pointed tc
the hour when Miss Adelnide was expected.
After she had been in Clayton a few weeks,
the young girl held a Sabbath afternoon
service in grandmother’s parlor. Such a
blessed time it was to everybody who came,
and the fame of spread about, so the youn
peoll)le down at the “ Hollow” drove over, an
finally the parlor and sitting-room were both
well tiflled.

“My dear old people cannot spare me,”
wrote Adelaide, when the spring sunshine
came and the birds returned to build their
nests in the trees about the old homesteads.
‘‘ Besides, the old meeting-house is going tc
be cleaned and opened for service, and I have
promised to take charge of it all. There is a
minister at Greytown who has promised to
come once a month all summer and hold
services, and when he is not there the youn
people from ¢ The Hallow,” who have forme:
a Christian Endeavar Society, are going to
conduct them.” -

And so Adelaide stayed, and is still giving
these beautiful ministries to God's aged saints,
and making the last few miles of the journey
easier for their weary feet, ‘“God's biddin
are our enablings!” Susan Z'eull Perry in
New York Evangelist.

LOVING AND GIVING.

Lord teach us the lesson of loving,
The very first lesson of all ;
Oh, Thou who dost love little children,
How tender and sweet is thy calll
Now help us to hear it and give thee
The love thou art asking to-day.
Then help us to love one inother,
Tor this we most earnestly pray.

Lord, teach us the lesson of giving,
For this is the very next things
Our love ought aiways be showin
What offerings and fruit it can'bring.
There are many who know not thy mercy,
There are millions in darkness and woe s
Our prayers and our gifts ali are needed
And all can do something we know. Sel.
~—Sel.
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“LOVE: SERVE.”

WO ragged urchins were marching
down & great London street At.
tracted by a picture store they
stop’pod. Suddenly one pale face
brightened, and pointing at a life

size portrait, the child said:

“See, Tim, see!” ** What 1"

“Why, there! That's ourcarl !”

The street boy had recognized the picture
of Anthony Ashley, the seventh earl of
Shattesbury, who was better known to the
poor of Londoa as the chief of police.

Lord Shaftesbury was one of England’s
noblemen. e held a title by right of worth.
as well as by right ef birth. * l.ove: Serve,”
has been the motto of his family since the
days of the Plantagenets. Such a legend
would mean but little to wost ancient lines,
but i¢ inspired or interpreted Lord Shaftes-
bury’s life. A touching story is told of the
way in which he was led to dedicate himself
to philanthiopic effort.

\k’hcn he was a boy in Harrow, the great
fitting school, he was startled on the street
by hearing the noise of shouting and coarse
singing, Ifive drunken men came staggering
toward him, carrving a coflin, Reeling in
their intoxication. t,ﬁcy let the coftin Srop
with oaths just before him.  The boy stood
horrified at the sight.

“Can this be allowed,” he exclaimed,
*simply because this man was poor and
friendless?”  The horrible incident so impres-
sed him that he resolved to devote his life in
befriending the helpless.

He used to say, “People talk of the divine
right of kings, but no one has 4 divine right
to anything except his soul’s salvation.”

When he entered the House of Commons
at the age of twenty.tive, he began his pubtic
service by attacking the old Junacy laws. At
that time Siberia would have been heaven to
parish lunatics. They werc chained in dark,
damp cells, and made to obcy by constant
applications of the lash, and by other cruel
punishments.

When, after much opposition, Lord Shaftes.
tury's bill was scconded, he wrote in his
diary *And so, by God's blessing, my first
eoffort has been made for the advancement of
human happiness.”

Next, he attacked the terrible system of
farming out paupers. The country used to
be scoured, and children were purchased
from poorhouses and from parents. and soid
until their twentv-tirst year, to work in mills
and factories. Here, too, strangely enough,
he had 2 storm of opposition, and might have
tailed had not Charles Dickens come to s
rescud, by writing his famous = Oliver Twist.”

Then this true nobleman took up the cause

of the chimney sweeps. Children of six and
seven years, and boys of even four, were
employed, subject to cruel risks as chimuey-
sweeps. Their sufferings were often pitiable.
Year after year his bill for their relief was
refused by the House, and called in Commons
‘*The pitiful cant of pscudo-philanthrophy.”
But Lord Shaftesbury did not despair, At
1ast a lad was suflocated in a flue in Sheilord-
shire, and this gave force to his appeals, and
the bill was passed.

Then this nobleman worked succesively tor
seamstresses and shocblacks, and in favor of
ragged schools and flowgr missions and in
every kind of sensible and beautiful philan-
throphy that he could touch. At a dinner
which he gave to the thieves of London, jne
of his eriminal guests got up and gratefully
assured him that kis house would be forever
safe, and concluded by saying:

‘* Remember, my Lord, to tell your friends
that bells on the shutters and little dogs is
the two things we burglars dread.”

Prince and pauper vied in doing honor to
this rare man when he died.  Alaboring man,
standing with bare head in Westminster
Abbey, was overheard to say in a choking
voice:

¢ Our earl’s gone, God Almighty knows he
loved us, and we loved him, We shan't see
his likes again.”

The world is as full of misery as cver. It
yneeds more_true noblemen who make the
spirit of the beautiful motto—* Love : Serve,”
the ruling passion >f a conseccrated life.

A BOY AGAIN.

The director of one of our large corporations

was in the habit of prowling around the oflice.

One morning he happened to come across the

dinner-pail® of the office-boy. Ilis curiosity
led him to take >t the cover,

A\ slice of home-madc bread, two doughnuts
and a picce o[applc-ﬁie tempted the million-
aire’s appetite.  He became a_boy again, and
the dinner-pail seemed to be the same one he
carried sixty years ago.

Just then the oftice-boy came 1 and sur-
prised the old man eating the pie—he had
| nished the bread and doughnuts,

“ That's my dinnar you're eating : ° said the

¥

* Yes, sonny, suspect it may be ; but it's o
first rate one for all that. 1've not eaten so
good a one for sixty years.”

““There,” he added, as he finished the pie,
; ““ take that and go out and buy yourself a
j dinner; but you won't get so good a one,”
y and he handed the boy a five-dollar bill.

Tor days after, the old man kept referring
to the first-ciass dinner he had eaten from
the boy’s pail.—Scl.
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SCHOOL AGAIN!

ES, girls and boys, the time has come
for school to begin again. DMost of
the scholars I asked, as the close of
vacation drew near, said they were
glad it was gettin% so near school

time again. A few wished the vacation was
going tc be longer, and one boy said “ he hated
school and wished it was vacation all the
while.” But the average gir: and boy tell me
that there is lots of fun in school days, just as
if I did not knew it and look back upon school
days as among the happiest ones of my life.
Grandfather, grandmother, uncles and aunts,
and your own dear father and mother think
so, too, for you know how they often tell the
bits of fun and pleasant incidents of their
young days when they were in school.

One of the best things about our school
days is the fact that the pleasant, happy mei-
dents are the ones we remember, instead of
the trying ones. You and I know that thorns
grow on roses, and sometimes in gathering
the roses we get torn with the thorns, but
the beauties of the roses make us soon forget
the sting of the thorns,

None of us will deny that there is a_great
deal of downrii;ht hard work connected with
going to school. Disappointments, vexations,
annoyances, hindrances, and other kinds of
trials come up in our life in the school-room.

It is not one bit pleasant to miss a question
asked by the teacher in the class-room ; there
18 & humiliation about it, and it does not make
us feel much better to hear one of our class-
mates stand up and tell the answer off glibly
and then sit down with an air of triumph.
But it is an incentive for clcser study and
more certainty of having mastered the lesson
before taking a scat in the class room.

And then there is the jealous scholar, who
tries to take you down by givingl words with
stings in them when you have been first in
the class. Perhaps there is a comPan ion in
schoo: who makes mischiet by telling over
unpleasant things that were said by one
scholar about another. And chere are others,
{;erha 1s, that are " very sweet to your face

ut talkk about you behind your back.”

Perhaps you have o gricvance in thinkin
the teacher is partial and has favorites and
he]gs them get along faster than he does you.
And perchance you teel that injustice has
been shown you in the way of high marks,
that you should have haa ‘more than you
received. All these things are very trying
and vexatious, but sometimes they help girls
and boys t«. be more just, more true in their
own dealings than they otherwise would.,

. Every day we are building character, and it
is out of little thingg that we raise a structure,
citherol saud orrock. Abraham Mendelssohn
wrote to his daughter Fanny, “ Give a solid

foundation to the building, and there will be
no want of ornaments.” You can do more by
being the soul of honor yourself than in any
other way to give a solid foundation to your
character. The Golden Rule our Saviour gave
us should be the code of the school-room as
well as the home and the business world.

WVhen persons are very disagrecable and
say unkind things of usand treat usunjustly,
the first thing that comes to mind is the
thought that we will retaliate, but by retaliat-
ing we only put ourselves in a position that
we do not quite feel happy in aftérall. We
give people who have displeased us ** a piece
of our mind,” to be sure but does it make
them more friend){ toward us? Ill chosen
words are terrible things. George Macdonald
in one of his stories says: *The time tor
speaking comes rarely; the time for being
never departs.”

You all know the ﬁood influence a boy cr
girl who is noble, unsclfish, and kindly has
over you; you are inspired by such characters
to be like t.iem ; but bitter words and cutting
acts from others, even if you telt you were in
the wrong, did not serve to make you better.
We are very quick to see characteristics in
others that we do not like, and quite apt to
talk them over with our companions. But
how is it about ourselves? We have our
peculiarities and others see them, but we are
very indignant if we hear remarks_ahont
them. Let us look at all these hindrances
to the building of a solid character for our-
selves, and remember to have charity for
others, knowing that we ourselves have our
failings as well. o

What you learn of solid character building
in the school-room will stay by you all your
life. Some young persons speak of the time
when they will not have to be under discipline
of the school-room or the home; they think
when they arrive at the age when they can Le
free to do as_they choose, they will be very
happy. T1hat depends on the way they define
freedom. Charles Kingsley says there are
Sreedoms : ¢‘ the {alsc, where a person is free
to do what he likes, and the ¢ruc, where a
man is free to do what he ought.”

“ Guard your character,” says a good man,
¢ in your own eyes rather than in other men’s.
If when we were vexed we would think, not
what would so and so do? buvt what would
Jesus do if He were in my placet I donot
think we would so often go wrong as we do.”

Dear girls and boys, I hope the new school
year just opened will be for each of you one
of high marks in scholarship and deportment
on the teacher's honor roll, ‘and that by the
strength of a daily noble character, you may
leave the stamp o! onr blessed Lord on all
with whom you come in contact.

SusaN TEALL PERRY, in Erangelist,
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DENYING JESUS.

N Sunday afternoon. when .edcame
home from_ Sabbath-school, he was
very thoughtful, and did not listen
to what his father wasreading aloud.
W DPresently, when the others had
left the room, his Cousin Helen said to him,
“What are you thinking about, Fred?”
“About Peter. I don’t like him, he was
such a coward; he was afraid to own Jesus,
because of the Jews. If I had been there 1
would have stood by Jesus' side, and even
fought for Him : not denied Him like Peter.”
“Did you know there were Peters nowa-
days?” asked Helen.
Fred's look showed he did not understand.

“ I mean those who have not the courage to
own the truth; for the side of truth is always
Jesus' side. And if He is our Master, and we
are afraid to tell the truth, we are just doing
as Peter did, denying Him."

There was nothing which Fred would have
liked worse than to be called & coward. But
he began to be afraid that sometimes he might
really be one.  So that evening, when he was
saying good night to his cousin, he asked her
quietly, ‘Do you mean that any fime when
we don’t own the truth we are cowards to
Jesus Christ?”

“Yes,” said she. ““Just as Peter was, for
Jesus said, ‘I am the Truth.'”

When Fred kneltdown that night tosay his
prayers, the said some words he had never
said before: ‘‘Lord Jesus, save mefrom being
like Peter; give me a courageous heart, not
afraid to do the right ; make me brave on the
side of truth in all things.”

Next evening Ired's chum, George Cole,
came in tosee him. Fred was makinga boat,
and George was much interested in its pro-

ress. All the rough work was done, and
‘red wanted a2 keener knife than his own for
the fine part. OIf he went to his father's
study to borrow his knife, which had a small,
very sharp blade and a larger strong keen one.

‘“Will you lend me your knife father? I
want to put the finishing touches to my hoat.”

“Certainly, my boy. Use the lurge blade, it
ie quite sharp as you can need.”

“All right, father Thank you.” And back
Fred went to the garden-seat,

He \\iorked away with thelarge blade rightly
enough.

“That'’s fine and sharp,” said George.

““Oh, that's nothingz to the little hlade!”
answered Fred. “Father said I wasn't to
work with it, but I'll just show you on this
chip. I'llonly just try it.”

No sooner said than done; but the chip was
rather cross-grained, and the delicate little
blade snapped across.

“You'd better not have touched it at all;
much better not.”

“I know. Whatever shall I do?” said poor
Fred.

He wanted to think of some plan, and he
thought he would ilike not to see his father
that night. So he called in at the window to
Helen, "to say he was going to George's to
supper. . When he came in, he told his mother
he was tired, and went off to bed. lle knelt
down to say his prayers, but though the usual
words came, his heart was not in them ; he
hurried through, and got into bed.

First thing in the mornming, wWhen he woke,
he remembered the broken knife : but though
he thought about it all the while hewas dress-
ing, he had not decided what to do when the
bell rang, and he went down to prayers,
taking care to come in at the last moment.

While his father prayed, hisattention wan-
dered alittle ; but all at once every word le-
came clear and distinct, as his father prayed:
“Lead us not into temptation, O Lord, but
deliver us from 2vil, and give cach one of us
courage to do right.,” ‘That is for me he
thought ; and he did not hear what followed,
for he kept saying in his heart, * Jesus, give
me courage to own the truth.”

As soon as prayers were over, Fred went to
his father, and said—

“ X am very sorry, father, I broke the small
blade of your knife. I was afraid to tell you
last night.”

“T am very sorry, too, for it was a favourite
knife,” said his father. “But I told you not
to use the small blade, didn’'t 1?2”

And then Fred told just how it happened.

That night, when he knelt lown, he'said—

“Lord Jesus, I have denied Thee, like Peter
but I love Thee. Wilt thou help me to be
brave, and not a coward!”

And the last half of his prayer he often
prayed afterwards, feeling how much he
needed it.

Don't other hoys need it too? Do you think
you can do without it?. Messenger for the
children.
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Dec. 24, WHE GRBAT INVITATION.
ues., Rev, 22: 821, Gol Text Rev. 22; 17,
Memory vs. 16, 17, Catechism Q. 79-81.

Christmas is here the season for invita-
tiens. At ne other time cf the year ars theve
s¢ many, and some of them are wvery good.

How fitting, that with the closing year,
from the last chapter in the Bible. you should
have, as o lesson, among your other invita-
tions, God's last great invitation.

Hew much better it is, than even the best
of the invitations anybody else can give. Par-
ties and plays soon pass; friends invite us for
@ few hours et most God’s invitation is to
come to Him, take pardon, and be His friend
for ever.

Then there are some people that do not get
invitaticns to earth’s good things, but God’s
invitation is to all. Have you accepted it?
Are you His friend ?

Now lock at: twc or three verses :

Verse 11 telle us what our future is to be.
The one who i unjust aud filthy here is to be
unjust and filthy for ¢ver, The one who is
holy here is to be holy forever. Young people
you ¢ re now shaping your lives for eternity.
What is that eternity to be?

Verse 15. Qutside the city. Intc eartl’s
cities we may go, and wa may take sin with
us; but intc the heevenly city, the New Jeru-
galem, nc sin can enter, and we, ourselves,
cannot enter so long as we cling to sin.

Verse 17 tell us who it is that carries God’s
invitations; the “Bride,” that mears the
church. _All the work that the church does
in opreading the Gospel iy saying “come.”
Him that heareth, that means you and me,
all who hear the invitation should pass it on.

¢ Whosoever will.” That is Letter than if
veur name were there, “* Whosoever ” means
yev and me, if we * will.”

Hew free is God’s invitation, and how good.
It s tc g,ive u} ourselves, our hearts, our
lives, to Christ, just as we_are, to accept a
full and free pardoyn since He has paid the
I}Qnalty of cur sins. ““ Believe on the Lord
Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved.”

Remember thet accepting the invitation is
bet half cur duty. *‘ Let him that hearcth
say come.” Whether w2 accept it or not we
are under obligation to pass it on. Others are
perishing. Are you saying “come.”

Dec 31. REVIEW.

This is a solemn day. The last of the year-
Review not only the lessonsabut the life of the
year. What use havs you made of it? One
year less remains in which to seck the

aviour, to do good. for self, for others, for
God Soon the last day of life will come;
How will you stand then?

Jan. 7. THE FIRST ADAML

Les. Gen, 1:26-31. Gol. Text, Gen. 1: 27.
Mem. v&, 1:26.23, Catechism Q. 83, 84,

The lessons for the next six months are
from the beginning of the Bible, most of them
from Genesis, an old, old book, the oldest
book in the world, which Jesus Himseif
ascribes to Moses. Some of it happened thon-
sands of years before Moses, and so he icarned
some of it from stories that were handed
down frouni month to month, some of it he
zathered from some kind of books that had
been written before his time, and some of it
God cavealed to him, as *t took place before
there was any man on carth to see what was
doing. Butno matter from what eource he
learned his facts, the Holy Spirit guided him
in the telling of the truth, for we are told
that holy men of 0ld spoke as they were moved
by the Holy Svirit, and Christ, Himself tells
us that these old books are true.

This lesson tells about man’s creation, after
God's five other great creative days or periods

when all other things were created. There
are three parts to the lesson.
1. Man's Creation, vs. 26, 27. He was

cieated in God's likeness, pure, and holy and
good, as Christ was when upon earth. Sin
has spoiled that likeness, but God wants us
to get it back again, and so loved us that
Jesns came as a Saviour to die for us, that
we might get back into his likeness.

II. Man blessed, vs. 28-31. God made man
the master of all creatures, and to-day,
although there are a great mmx{ animals
stronger than man, yet man by his knowledge
and skill can master and destroy any of them.
But when man has such power he should be
kind, and it makes him worse than a brute to
abuse animals that are in his power for a
brute knows no better, while man does. .

When God bhad finished everything it

leased Him well. He called it very good.
t was just as He had made it. How sad
when young people spoil God’s good work by
their wrong doing.

III. God resting, vs. --3. This does no
mean that God was weary, but merely that
he ceased his work of creating. God’s rest is
continuing, for Creation is finished. And then
to keep man in fellowship with Him, He told
man t]lmtn.fte:- working six days. he should
rest the seventh and hold fellowship with
God in His rest.  Since Chrigt came, the Sab-
bath is a type of the work that He did and to
keep redemption in memory.

We should ask the Spirit to take away our
sin and make us anew in Christ’s likeness.

We should carefully guard God's day of
restkwhich reminds us of Christ's finished
work.
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é A FRAGRANT FLOWER. IT STINGS.

-

Within an Eastern garden
A homeland flower grew ;
It cheered me by its fragrance
And by its lovely hue.

I went upon my journey,
But I could ne’er forget

The fragrance of that tflower,
It lingers with me yet.

A mother clasped her infant
Within her fond embrace,

Rejoicing such sweet blossom
Her pilgrim path should grace.

That flower the Lord had handed
The fragrance to inhale,

A fx;ngll;ance that should linger
Té cheer her through life’s vale.

And then as;nin he took it,
As he had lent in love,

That it might bloom forever
With Him in Heaven above.

To that mast gracious homeland
The mother’s thoughts aye soar

Where ste shall see her Saviour,
And that fair flower once more

THE PROMPT CLERK.

A young man_ was commencing life as a
olerk. One day his employer said to him:

““ Now, to-morrow that cargo of cotton must
be got out and weighed, and we must have a
regular account of it.”

%Ic wasayoung man of energ{. This wag the
firsttime hebad been entrusted to superintend
the execution of this work. He made his ar-
rapgements over ni%ht, spoke to the men
about their carts and horses, and resolved to
begin early in the morning. He instructed
the laborers t» be there at half-past four
oclock. So ihe, set to work and the thing
was done. hout ten or eleven o'clock his
master came in, and, seeing him in the count-
ing house looked very angry, supposing that
his commands had not been executed.

¢ X thought,” said the master, “ you were
requested to geb out that cargo this morn-

ing?”

& It is all done,” said the young man, “and
here is the account of it.”

He never looked behind him from that
moment never! His character was fixed,
confidence was established. lHe was found
to be the man to do the thing promptly. Ile
very soon caule to be the one that could not
be spared ; he was as necessary to the firm as
any one of the partners. He was a religious
man: went through a life of great benevo-
lence, and at his death was able to leave his
.children an ample fortune.

“ How pretty 1" cried little Sam, as his little
fat hand grasped a bunch of white lilac which
grew near the gate of his father’s mransion,

‘he next moment the child’'s face grew red
with terror, and he dashed the lilac to the
ground shrieking, * It stings, it stings !”

What made if sting? It was a bright,
beautiful, and sweet-smelling flower. ow
could it hurt the child’s hand ¢ I will tell

you.

A jolly little bee, in search of a dinner, had
just pushed his nose in among the lilac blos-
soms, and was sucking nectar from it most
heartily, when Sammy’s fat hand disturbed
him. So, being vexed with the child, he
stung him. That's how Sammy's hand came
to be stung.

Sammy's mother washed the wound with
hartshorn 3 and when the pain was gone, she
said: ‘‘Sammy, my dear, let this teach you
many pretty things have very sharp stings.”

Let every child take note of this: Many
pretty things have very sharp stings. It may
save them from being stung if they keep this
in mind.

Sin often makes itself appear very pretty.
A boy once went to a circus because the
horses were pretty and their riders gay ; but
he learnt to swear there; and thus that pretty
thing, the circus, stung him.

Another boy once thought twine a pretty
thing. He drank it and learned to be a
drunkard. Thus wine stung him.

A girl once took a luscious pear from a
basket, and ate it.

‘“ Have you eaten one? asked her mother.

Fearing she should not get another if she
said ‘* Yes," said ‘" No,” got another pear, and
fc:lt;l :o stung that she could not sleep that
night.

hus you see that sin, however pretty it
looks, stings. It stings shm*?ly, too. It
stings fatally. The Bible says: *Thesting of
death is sin.”

1f you let sin sting you, nothing_can heal
the wound but the blood of Jesus. ~If you feel
the smart of the sting, go to Jesus, and he-
will cure it. After that never forget that
many pretty things have very sharp stings,
and be careful not te touch, taste, or handle
such things.—Sel.

Hark what mean thosc lamentations
Rolling sadly through the sky

'Tis the cry of heathen nations
Come and help us are we die.

Snarling at other folks is not the best way
cf showing the superior quality of your own
character.
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