








MY DEAR LITTLE FRIEND, 

AM pleased to be able to write you a few lines as this 

another volume is completed, of our little serial. 

The year which is now drawing to a close has been 

a very eventful one in many ways. In some homes it 

may have brought joy and gladness, but in very many 

others, there has been known the pinching of hunger, an empty cupboard 

and no me.ans of filling it again with even the bare necessities of life. 

All this should indeed lead us to thank our God for all the mercies we 

enjoy, while we must not lose opportunities of holding out a helping hand 

to those who are in distress. 

While I am writing too, comes the news of heavy gales all along 

the coast with many vessels driven ashore, while others are wrecked out 

at sea. 

some lost. 

In some cases all on board perishing, or some saved and 

Ah! how eagerly would ships in such a storm run into the nearest 

harbour if the violence of the wind and waves did not prevent it. How 

secure and safe are the boats when once within the sheltering arms uf 

the harbour. 



\Vell dear readers, we are all like little boats driven about on the 

sea of life, and when the storms of pain, want, or affliction arise, we 

need the harbour of safety-the haven of rest, but in our case we need 

not wait for the storm to come, we may be already safely anchored 

m peace and safety. 

Christ is our shelter from every woe, and if we are wise ·we shall 

find a resting place in His loving arms. Oh! that every reader of our 

Magazine would but flee to Jesus and find in Him a Saviour and a Friend, 

then they need never dread the fiercest winds of sorrow and trial. 

That this may be the happy portion of many of the dear boys and 

girls who read our pages, is the fervent wish of 

20, PATERNOSTER SQUARE, 

LONDON, E.C 

Dteember, 1893. 

THE EDITOR. 
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2 MY LITTLE FRIEND. 

THE MICROSCOPE. 

• 
NE day, when I was a boy, my 

uncle invited me with some other
young friends to have tea and 
spend the evening at his house. 

Dnring the evening we were 
asked to have some fruit and figs. Now I 
was very fond of figs, nothing was a greater 
treat to me. Well, while we were enjoying 
these good things, some one said, " I should 
not be much surprised)£ the dust on these 
figs is alive with insects.'' 

·This seemed to me impossible, as I had
never seen anything of the kind from figs 
before. I knew that rotten cheese and bad 
meat had insects, and stagnant water, too ; 
but figs-the nicest of all things to my taste 
-could· not, I thought, be like this.

"Let us see,'' said my uncle ; and he
fetched his microscope from the next room, 
and soon had it adjusted on the table. He 
then took some dust from a fig and put it on 
a slip of glass, and plac�d it under the 
microscope. 

After looking for a minute or two, he 
said, "Come and look for yourselves.'' I 
ran to the table and · 1ooked through the 
tube, and to my surprise saw two or three 
insects that looked like tiny fat pigs. They 
seemed to be turning it over, and eating the 
best of the food. 

Seeing us look so disappointed when we 
found that the sweet figs had such insects 
crawling over them, my uncle said, ",vhy, 
what has the glass done f' 

We knew that the glass had done nothing 
except to open our eyes to the actual st�te 
and condition of the figs. My uncle said, 
" Surely it is better to know the truth than 
be deceived, though I fear by your looks 
that you wish you had not seen the insects, 
so that you might enjoy the figs more." 

I have never forgotten that evoning, or 
the microscope and what it taught us, and I 
sometimes think whether the Bible is not a 
kind of microscope for us now, because it 
shews us the truth about everything ; it 
reveals the true state of our hearts, and the 
true state in the world in which"we live. 

One of the things that the Bible tells us 
is, that by nature our hearts are deceitful 

above all things and desperately wicked, 
This is very unwelcome knowledge, but how 
much better it is to know our true state 
than to think we are all right and' pleasing 
to God. Then it tells us the other side of 
it, how we may be cleansed from all our 
sins and evil ways-how we may be made 
fit for heaven and the presence of God 
through faith in the �ord Jesus Christ. 

WINTER PICTURES. 

�
ERE are a few winter pictures 

for the readers of iVIY LITILE 
FRIEND to think -over. A story 

- might be told in connection with
each of them, but I have not

space to do that, and can only draw your 
attention to the subject of each. 

First there is the kind lady visiting the 
poor and needy; she is just handing to a 
cottager a small basket, and most of you 
would guess without being told what was in 
that basket. It may be little comforts for a 
sick child or husband, things that are not 
easily obtained when the winter is- severe 
and work scarce. 

In the second picture is a man with a 
large bundle of sticks which he is taking 
home to burn. Then we come to the ship, 
which seems to have got out of its course, 
and the sailors are making their way ashore 
through the sno� as best they ca�. 

· Lower down 1s a shepherd with a large
flock of sheep. They must not be left out 
unprotected from the wintry blast, so he is 
bringing them home for shelter. His faith
ful' dogs aro a great help in this way; they 
drive tho sheep at the sides of the flock and 
keep them from getting scattered, while the 
shepherd himself walks in the centre. In 
this way it does not take long to get them 
to the fold. 

But perhaps the picture of the chil<lren 
skating will please you most, for be the 
weather over so severe, skaters always seem 
so glad and warm ns they glide swiftly over 
tho i;heot of ice. But while many boys nnd 
girls venture on the ice f�r a slide or f?r 
skating, let us hope they will not do so till 
it is quite able to bear their weight, as sad 
accidents occur every winter from this 
cause. 
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HOLIDAY STORIES. 

CHAPTER I. 
ALUM BAY . 

• 
N LY ten days ago, and you, the 

dearly-loved girls of my Sunday
school class, were 6rouped rouIJd 
my chair. I almost seem to see 
your bright faces, and again to 

hear your voices as we talk over our Bible 
lesson. And now I am many miles away 
from the pleasant school-room, where we 
meet so of ten, and your loving letters will 
not let me for(J'et that my girls want to know 
where a.nd ho� I am spending my holiday. 

" How I wish you could all be with me this 
glorious September morning. The sun is 
shining in an almost cloudless sky, though a 
fresh breeze is blowing off the land. The 
blue waters of the Solent are calm and clear 
as we step from the landing stage of the 
Clarence Pier at Southsea on to the 'Heather 
Bell,' a fine passenger steamer that is just 
going to start for Alum Bay. 

'' vVhat is Amy saying 1 Oh, that she 
always likes to know a little beforehand 
about any place she is going to visit, and 
that she cannot remember even having heard 
of Alum Bay. 

"Perhaps not, but I think she will hardly 
need to open the pocket map of England to 
tell us the name of a large island, only 
separated from the mainland of Hampshire 
by the Solent. 

"Do I mean the Isle of �ight 1 
"Yes, Amy, and if you look carefully 

along its coast line you will see the words, 
' Alum Bay ' printed in very small letters 
beside an opening on its north-west side, 
quite close to some strange-looking rocks 
called 'The Needles.' 

"We have all read in our history books 
about the far-away times when the Romans 
conquered Britain. 

"Fanny says it must have been a very 
long time ago, for the rhyming 'Table of 
Dates I begins with the words : 

" 'In forty-three a Roman host
From Gaul invade our southem coast. 

"Fanny is right, and though many of 
those old Romans were very brave soldiers, 

yet they found time to build houses and lay 
out gardens. Many Roman nobles made 
their homes in the Isle of vVight, and remains 
of the villas and baths they built are still to 
be seen in various parts of the island. 

"Nellie reminds us that one of the letters 
or epistles of the apostle Paul was addresse� 
to Roman Christians, and wants to know if 
there were any believers among the Roman 
soldiers who invaded our island home so 
lon(J' ago 1 

/i'w e know that Paul was for some time a 
prisoner at Rome, closely guarded by Roman 
soldiers, and as we are sure he would be 
careful to use every opportunity of making 
the gospel known, it is quite pos�ible that 
some who served in the army were among 
his converts, and as these in their turn 
would lon(J' to tell others of the Saviour, it is 
not unlikely that even in those far-off times 
there were bright spots here and there in the 
midst of the thick darkness that for so long 
covered Britain. 

" We know that ernn in the palace of the 
Roman emperor there we!e at least . a fe_wChristians; for Paul mentions the samts m 
Cresar's household (Phil. iv. 22), and the�e 
is good reason to believe that the Claudia 
wpo sent greetings by the apostle was a 
British princess. (2 Tim. ii. 21.) 

"But here we are just off Ryde pier. Do 
you hear the sound of a bell across the 
waters 1 'Ob, yes,' you say, you hear the 
bell quite plainly. But you cannot see any 
one rin(J'in(J' it. There are two or three boats 
alon(J'side tl1e pier head, and you think that 
perh�ps a mau in one of them may be 
ringing it. 

"No, dear girls, the sound you hear comes 
from a chain or bell buoy. It is a danger 
signal, and to me it always s�unds like a 
living voice, saying to the ca.ptam and crew 
of every passing vessel, ' Take care, take 
care, don't come too near me. I am here to 
give warning; there is danger near, and if 
you are not careful to steer clear of me your 
good ship may be dashed on to the rocks 
and wrecked.' 

" You and I are on a voyage, too, sailing 
over the sea of life. Have we listened to .

1 
the friendly voices that spoke to us of 
danger 1 Above all, have we heard the 

I 
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voice of the Lord Jesus speaking from the 
glory now 1 Have we each one for his or 
her self trusted Him as a Saviour 1 Is He 
our Pilot, our Leader, our Guide � 

" But we are passing East Cowes, near 
enough to notice how well-kept lawns, 
studded with clumps of evergreens and 
flowering .shrubs, slope down almost to the 
water's edge. 

"In a few moments we shall be able to 
get a glimpse of Osborne House, where our 
Queen, whom I am sure we all love and 
honour, of ten goes for rest and change, 
when wearied by the cares and duties of 
her high position. 

"' Elsewlrnre are her palaces, 
But Osborne is her home,' 

another has written ; and perhaps my young 
friends would like to take a peep into the 
cool, pleasant dairy, where the princesses 
in their girlhood often churned butter, when 
lessons were over, or visited the farmyard 
where they fed their chickens, leading, we 
have no doubt, healthier, happier lives than 
has often fallen to the lot of royal children. 

" Now we are passing West Cowes, and 
beyond it, stretching for a mile or two along 
the shore, is Gurnett Common, a famous 
p_lace for blackberries, which must be almost 
ripe now. 

"But some one on deck is saying, 'We 
are within sight of the Needles,' and so we 
know we are not far from the end of the 
journey. It must have been difficult to land 
at Alum Bay in rough weather be.fore the 
present pier was built, and even now care 
and good seamanship are needed to get the 
' Heather Bell' into a proper position for 
landing her passengers. 

"Quite a number of persons are making 
their way to the Chine, some by a winding 
road, while others have chosen a &teeper, 
though shorter, path by the flight of steps 
cut in the face of the cliff. 

" But it is almost low water, so we will 
walk for a little way along the beach, to 
look at some wonderful rocks. 

"Al1, there they are, rising for many, 
many feet above the sea level, while the 
bright sunlight that falla upon the many 
tints of the soft sandstone of which they 
are formed, seems to lend them something 

of its own beauty and brightness. Are you 
surprised at my calling them wonderful 1 

"' Oh, no,' you say, you have seldom seen 
anything more lovely than the shades of 
yellow, red, green, and grey that combine 
to make up an almost perfect colouring. 

" Some of our party have scrambled a 
little way up the cliff, but even the boldest 
among them will soon turn back, for it is 
far too steep and slippery to afford foothold. 

"Numbers of seabirds are·flying far above 
our heads ; their nests are in the rock, there 
they lay their eggs and tend their young. 

"Maggie wants to know what it is gives 
such bright colours to the rock. We know 
iron is the great colouring agent in nature, 
and there is no doubt that the lovely hues 
we admire so much are due to its presence, 
combined, perhaps, with mineral salts ; but 
,surely these majestic cliffs may wel� speak to 
our hearts of the power and greatness of 
the God who created them. 

" On my first visit to this place, I heard 
a sweet story of His grace from the lips of 
an o]d man, whose dress and appearance 
were that of a sailor, but who, having lost 
one leg while serving on board a man-of-war, 
was obliged to walk with crutches. 

"Ho was, be said, 'a brand plucked out of 
the burning.' He had gone to sea when 
quite a boy, grown up wild and r�ckless, 
without any desire for his soul's salvation. 

"Ilut God, who is rich in mercy, laid him 
upon a sick-bed, and in the weakness and 
helplessness of pain, he had time to think. 
Then a great fear took hold of him, and he 
felt he was not ready to meet God. 

"A converted shipmate pointed to Christ, 
and bade him look and live. He did so, 
and became, as he said, quite another man
a new creation in Christ Jesus. 

'' He, to add a trifle to the small pension 
on which he lived, employed himself in 
cutting out small pieces of rock with his_ 
pocket knife into the shape of baskets, v&.ses, 
&c., for sale to visitors. 

"He was much pleased to tell us bow, 
not long before, the Princess of Wales and her 
daughters had visited Alum Bay, spoken 
very kindly to him, and bought the contents 
of his basket, ordering them to be sent on 
board the royal yacht.'' 
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THE ALMANAC. 

• E give in this number a copy in miniature of MY LITTLEFRIEND SHEET ALl\IANAC. It is reduced by photography to this very small size. The reader can use it to test the power of any lens or magnifying glass he ma.y have, or even place it under the microscope, about which you will read more on another page. 
Chats with Children. No. XXI. 

�-NTHANKFUL-2 Tim. iii . 2. NHOLY-2 Tim. iii. 2. tNGODLY-Jude 15. 
DEAR CHILDREN, We are in the time of U nthankfulness, Unholiness, and Ungodliness, and there are daily proofs of it to· any of us who care to mark it-how unthankful, unholy, and ungodly are many ; and even children partake of these terrible sins, and to a large extent practise them. How sin rages on every hand of us ! What little shame there is for wrong-doing ! Sin hardens the sinner. The moment is fast approaching when sin will be dealt with as now found on the earth. Thank God for us who believe in Christ, for our sin has already been dealt with, and also our sins forgiven us. I think how gracious of our God it is to have told us in His word of these deceptive times-the "last days." \V c need not be deluded. Ah! but many are making a nice world of it, and shutting God out. God not in all their thoughts. Do I write to any who arc UnthankfuI, Unholy, Ungodly 1 Oh, Lhen he assured true wisdom is to ho Thankful, Holy, Godly. Seeing tho awful stnto that sin hn.s brought in, and acknowledging one's own condition in it-turning to God aud ha.ving faith in Christ's precious blood anu work is the only way we Ahn.11 get sal vn.tion. 

AMONG THE LIONS . A STORY OF MlSSION WORK IN JHIBMAH. 
CHAPTER XIII. l\lEETINGS AND PARTINGS. 

R. and Mrs. Judson were not ableto return to their mucl1-lovedwork in Rangoon so ']_uickly ns theybad hoped. Their absence lnstednearly six months". They mustoften, I think, have wondered whythey were obliged to be away so long, when they were so_ g�·eatly needed by t�e little band of native Christians, who, as you will remember, were not able to read the word of God for themselves, as only one or two portions of the New Testament in their own language were at that time to be had. These few scattered copies of the gospel by Matthew were, we may be sure, very precious, they were valued as hid treasw-e-treasure which they longed to share with others ; so, often in the silence and darkness of night, the possessor of one of these copies would invite a few of his friends to listen to " the wonde1ful words of life." They felt their own weakness, too ; and so there was much real prayer, earnest waiting upon God for the gra.ce and strength they needed to confess Ch1·ist as their Saviour and Lord in the midst of so much that wns trying and painful. One bright morning in January, 1821, news reached Rangoon that the teacher's boat had been seen slowly sailing up the river, and very soon the converts, with a few other friends of the mission, gathered at the landing stage, all eager to meet and welcome those from whom they had been parted so long. The meeting must have been one of the deepest posRible interest. Going at once to the mission-house they united in thanking God for the wn.y in which ench of the, conYertR had been kept from going back to idol-worship; then the nntive Christians tolcl Mr. and Mrs. .Tnclson how hnnl it hncl Reemetl to them at first to go on without tlleir helovecl tenohers ; but the very feeling of how weak nncl lonely they wore hau ronlly 1wovecl a bleRsing to them, n.s it Imel cast them npon the Lorcl in prn.yer, n.s well nA tlt·n.wn them oloRer to each other. 80 they hn.cl n. gt·ent cleal to prnise nR well n.R to prny n.hont. Unruly n wook after 1\fr. ,JuclRon's return, a Bnrmese docLor, Ou Yan, wnA oonvertea. He wna n. mn.u of great intelligence, ancl oue who, hnving received a good e<luoation, had been in 
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the habit of thinking deeply, and some worcls 
he bad heard on his first visit to the zayat had 
led him to visit Mr. Judson, ask questions, and 
at last to accept with the simple faith of a child 
salvation as the free gift of God. 

"How interesting it is," Mr. Judson wrote to 
a friend in America, " to see-and I can almost 
see it with my eyes-the light of truth dawning 
upon a precious soul, one who has long walked 
in darkness." 

Not many days after Ou Yau's visit, a stranger 
entered the zayat; he too came to ask " How a 
sinner conld be saved." 

Mouug Ing was the name of the new-comer, 
and his story was indeed a strange one. Some 
months before l\Ir. Judson had given a tract 
beginning with the words, " There is bnt one 
true and eternal Goel," to two men. On their 
way home they had called at the house of a 
friend; the " new teaching," as it was called, 
had been the snbject of conversation. The 
three Burmans bad grown angry, and torn 
up the tract; but before doing so had read 
a few sentences aloud. And so a tiny seed 
of truth had fallen into good ground, into a 
heart prepared by the Holy Spirit to hear ancl 
believe the word of God, for Maung Ing had 
been present. 

And so another Burmese disciple was lecl to 
the Saviom·'s feet, and at his own request 
M:oung Ing was publicly baptised. He had only 
been on a visit to Rangoon, his home being in a 
distant part of Bmmali, and soon, all too soon, 
we may be sure the time came for him to say, 
" Good-bye" to his friends at the mission
house. 

But the Saviour in whom he had believed 
was, they well knew, " able to keep him from 
falling." (Jude i. 24.) .And so they commended 
the new convert to God in prayer, giving him 
also a large parcel of tracts, &c., wliich he 
promised to give to his countrymen. 

I have already told you of how, in m11ny 
ways, the viceroy or governor of Rangoon liad 
shewn himself a real friend to the mission11ries. 
His wife, too, seemed much n,ttached to Mrs. 
Judson, and would often invite her to visit her 
at the palace. It was ·during one of these visits 
she said that the new king, though he did not 
wish to force foreigners living in Burm11h to 
attend tho idol temples, had given fresh and 
very strict 01·ders that all his subjects �hould do 
so. He did not know, Mrs.Judson was told, that 
even one native Christian was to be found in his 
kingdom. 

Mr. nnd Mrs. Judson could hardly help feel
. ing anxious, not for themselves, but for those 
whom, in God's hands, they hacl been the me11ns 
of leading out of darkness into light. 

You will, I think, 1·emember my 'telling yon 

iu 11,n earlier chapter of Mr. Judson's visit to 
Ava. He had, it is true, been unable to obtain 
permission from the emperor for any of his sub
jects who wished to become Christians to do so. 
Yet he often wondered if he ought not to take 
"Try, try again" as his motto, and pay another 
visit to the royal city. Perhaps he !llight get 
on Letter with the new than he had clone with 
the old king. Might not 41 God who openeth 
and no man shutteth," make him willing to 
listen to, and even to accept the gospel ? But 
just nt that time the hands of the missionary 
were very frill of work. 

In a village not more than half-a-mile from the 
mission station, two souls were seeking the way 
of life. A tradesman and his wife, who had for 
some time attended the evening preacliing at 
tlle zayat had become trnly anxious for salvation. 
After many long talks, and much Bible reading 
and prayer, Mr. Judson feH slU'e tlley were real 
though timid Christians, and agreed to baptise 
them on the following Lord's day. Much to 
his surprise the female convert called at the 
mission house a day or two later, and asked 
Mr. Judson if he would baptise her as soon as it 
was clark? It must have seemed a stmnge 
request, and of comse Mr. Judson wanted to 
know why she made it. 

She told him with tear-.filletl eyes that her 
father and brothers having heard she bad 
become a Christian, were very angry, and said 
they ·would go to the zayat with a number of 
their friends, and the priest of the idol temple, 
and carry her off by force, rather than allow 
her to be baptised. 

And so the soft, pale moonlight fell, and the 
stars shone on n. strnngely solemn scene that 
night, the b11ptism of another convert from 
idolatry. Her love to Christ soon found a way 
of telling itself ont in service. She began at 
once to tench some poor children, who lived 
nen.r her cottage, to rend, sn.ying as she did so, 
'' There will be no neecl now for their parents to 
send theru to the iclol priests to learn." 

She did what slie could, but her opportunity 
of serving Him, whom having not seen, she 
loved, wn.s soon over. Six months later and 
she lay pale and gn.sping for breath on what 
proved to be lier death becl, She had been 
stricken down by fever, aml when told that she 
was dying, said, " I um not afraid to die, for I 
know that I love the Lord Jesus Christ, and 
very soon I shnJl see His face in heaven." 

A few hours later ancl the Lord gently took 
her to be with Himself. 

0. J. L .

PUBLISHED AT THE OFFICE Of' "MY LITTLE 
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That Word Eternity. 

I
T was only one word that a boy had 

written on the path that led throug� 
the two rows of cottages ; but 1t 

- attracted a good deal of attention
The word was Eternity, and it was

written in plain capitals that could be easily 
seen and read. There was also a cross 
underneath it. I am not sure what was 
the meaning of that; but suppose it was 
s.dded to attract the attention of passers-by 
more easily. 

Now if there is one thing more than 
another which rµost p�ople, and most boys 
and girls put aside and do not. t�in� about
it is eternity ; but the boy, havmg been 
brought to a knowl�dge of Jesus as �is own 
Saviour had a desire to do somethmg for 
Him, a�d hoping that some one might be led 
by i!,_to look at Jesus ·and he saved, he had 
written it there on the ground. 

Sometimes a single word has done much 
good and I hope this may be the case with 
the �ord before us. The present time of 
our lives is given to us to think about and 
prepare for eternity. Oh ! may we not for
get the vast importance of being saved, �nd 
not rest till we know we are ready for etermty. 

I hope, dear reader, this word may be 
fixed on your memories, like the man who 
tore up a tract that was given him ; his eye 
caught sight of the word eternity, and he 
could not forget it. He had no rest tilJ he 
could rest in Jesus, which is the best of all 
rests for it calms and satisfies the heart in 
a way that nothing else will.

The Parable of the Virgins . 

• 
OW often it has been said that 

delays are dangerous, and yet 
people delay time after time to. 

- do that which they know should
be done. A man may know

that there is a leaky spot in the roof of his 
house, and fully in.tend to have it mend�d;
but he delays a bttl�, and somehow time 
slips away, and it is not done, till _ono
night there is a very heavy s.torm, the little 
hole is quickly made larger, an� m_uch
damage is done by the water commg mto 
the house. 

Many incidents like this occur, and still 
we are slow to learn the important lesson; 
but the things of time ard as nothing when 
compared with those of eternity. 

Think for a moment of the parable of the 
ten virgins as shewn us in our picture. 
The qve virgfos, called foolish �nes, . h�d
delayed to provide themseh:es with 011 _mtheir vessels at the proper time, and while 
they went to. buy the bridegroom came, and 
those that were ready went into the marriage, 
and the door was shut; afterwards came 
the other virgins, seeking to gain admittance, 
but the answer was, '' Depart, for I never 
knew yon." 

The parable is given us that we may see 
the contrast between the wise and the 
foolish ones, and that we may not be found 
outside in a day that is coming. I do not 
think any one intends to be lost, but many 
put off the question, not knowing how near 
they may be to eternity.· Then the _l�t
time for hearing the gospel comes, and 1f 1t 
is put off once again, there is no hope any 
more. 

God does not tell us when we shall die, 
or when the Lord Jesus will come. But we 
find in His word that He speaks of to day in 
a very special way, and I should like my 
readers to look up all the passages they can 
find where the word 'to-day' occurs; and 
a1so some other texts where the word 'now' 
is. used. You will then have before you 
some very important passages -which speak 
of the present time as being the day of salva
tion. 

The Lord says, " Come now, and let us 
reason tocrether : though your sins be as 
scarlet, th:y shall be as wliite as snow." 

The River Side. 

I
HOSE of my readers who live in 

London will be well acquainted 
with the Thames Embankment. 

�..._ It is pleasant to walk along it close 
to the water side and watch the 

boats and steamers a.s they go up and down 
the river. At high tide they are almost 
level with the foot passengers, but when the 
water is low they are some fifteen feet below 
the roadway. The scene is a busy one, 
whether we look at the carriages and other 
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vehicles that go rapidly along this broad avenue, or turn to the river-side and see the boats and barges being rowed or carried along by the tide. At night time, however, all is changed. The river itself is dark and gloomy, and the traffic gets less and less as night comes on, but a long line of lamps are seen to bend n.s the river bends and meets the row of lights that stretch across the river by "r estminster Bridge. It was somewhere along this part of the Embankment that a lad fell in the river one day. It was quite an accident, and he little thought an hour beforn that in so short a time he would be called away from this world and have to appear before God; but so it was, for in spite of all efforts to save the boy he was drowne<l. Bright and light-hearted as any boy could be, and I believe a Sunday scl;iolar, too, but of his real condition I cannot speak. vYe may hope, however, that the loving words of his teacher as many times he· took his seat in the class may have done their work in his soul, and that he did not listen in vain, but had learned to cast himself in all his need as a sinner on that One who alone is able to save and cleanse him from all his sins. 
THE BIBLE. 

• OST children are fond of reading; but how many care to read the Book of books. Do not think, - dear children, that the Bible isonly for grown-up people to read.When little Samuel lived in the Temple, he read the word of God ; and Timothy also knew the holy scriptures from a child. Some of you have doubtless read a little book called "Mary Jones and her Bible," which narrates the pleasant story of a Welsh girl, who walked fifty miles in order to procure a Bible for herself. 
1rhe Bible I the BiLlo ! more prociom; tlmn gold, 
1!1he hopes and the glories its pages unfold : It speaks of a S11viom n.ml tcllH of His love, It shews us the way to the mn.nsions n.bove. Tlle Bible I the Bible I we lmil it with joy ; Its truths n.nd its glories Olli' 1,ongnes shn.li em-ploy ; [ wortu, We'll sing of its t,riuwpus, we'll tell of iLs Aud sond its glad tic.lings all over tho earth. 

HOLIDAY STORIES. 

UHAPTER II. 
HAYLING ISLAND. 

"WOvV brightly the sun shines,
;'f � though the swallows said 'good-

vf ) 
bye' to our island home almost - - a fortnight ago, and the cuckoohas left us for the warmercountries where she will make her winter home. We all agree in thinking our holiday afternoon is so bright and pleasant that it ought to be spent out of do()rs. "Harold says, 'The blackberries must be ripe,' and as we all know that Hayling Island is one of the very best places for gath�ring them, our party is soon formed, aud we are ready to start, each of us taking a small basket. · " How shall we go, by train or alongthe sea front 7 '' The walk by the sea is rather a long one, but it is so pleasant that I think we are all inclined to try it-' only four miles,' Ernest and Harold say, almos� in the same breath-and when we get to the boathouse we can hail the old ferryma�, and get him to row us over to the island in his boat. So taking Clarence Pier as our starting-point we set out . " But what are Violet and vVillie stopping to look at 7 'A ship's anchor,' they say-a. large one that may once have belonged to a man-of-war ; it is now placed on a stronglybuilt stone pedestal, surrounded by an iron railing. " I am not at all surprised that so many people linger to look at this rusty anchor. To me it &.l ways seems a real bit of English history. It has done good work. It really belonged to the flag ship ' Victory,' once commanded by Lord Nelson, and, as some words engraved on a stone tablet tell us, it now marks the spot from whi�h he sailed to take part in hia last naval engagement, the battle of Trafalgar. "On the opposite side are the date, and some words that may be �aid to have beon the motto of his life, 'Ready, aye ready ;' and though battles, whether by sea or land, are stern, terrible things, yet there is a sense 
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in which you and I may do well to make the 
admiral's motto our own. 

"If we have really and truly believed 
on the Lord Jesus Christ, owning Him as 
our Lord and Master, it will be a joy to 
us to know that we are uot our own, that we 
do not belong to ourselves any longer, but to 
Him; and it is good for us to be ready, aye, 
and willing too, to serve Him in just the way 
He sees best. And when one of His own has 
thus begun to take life day by day, hour by 
hour, from His own han<l to be used for 
Him, it is really wonderful to see how 

full such an one's life grows, not only by 
work, but also by joy and gladness. 

'' Sometimes the service He gives may 
be to do very common, every-day bits of 

_ work, just little things that no one is 
likely to notice or talk much about; but 
He knows, and this will be a cheer to the 
heart that loYes Him. And 'He is coming.' 
I never pass these mounted cannon without 
being reminded of something that happened 
the first time I came to Southsea, sunny 
Southsea, as I believe it is called in the 
guide books. 

"A great number of soldiers were on the 
Common, going through their different ex
ercises, when I saw the bandsmen of a High
land regiment, who had been released from 
their duties, were enjoying their leisure, 
each in his own way. Some chatted with 
friends, others lounged on the seats, while a 
few stood apart talking gravely as they leant 
against a cannon. 

" • What ,vas that 1' 'Only a bugle call,' 
we said, as 'a few clear notes sounded out. 
They ha<l little or no meaning to the crowds 
of holiday makers on the parade; but to the 

s�attereJ. ba.n<lsmen it was a recall to duty, 
and as each one started up to take his place 
in the ranks we were reminded of how the 
coming of the Lord will separate the saved 
from the unsaved. His own will rise to 
meet Him in the air. The unsaved will be 
left for judgment. (1 Thess. iv. 16, 17.) 

"But our walk has brought us to Southsea 
Castle, and though we cannot help noticing 
its strong outworks, Harold looks almost as 
if he were disappointed, and says the castle 
cannot boast of any great age, he thinks. 

"The present building is certainly not 
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very old, as an explosion of gunpowder 
rather more than a hundred years ago 
destroyed the greater part of what, up 
till that time, had been known as Sou_thsea 
Castle. It does not seem to have played 
any very important part in English history. 

" nut it may interest us to be reminded 
that Edward the Sixth is said to have spent 
a short time enjoying the grand sea views as 
well as the fiue air he could not fail to 
get from its battlements; he had been ill, 
and the court physician had ordered him 
to have change of scene, and there is little 
reason to doubt that the young king was 
glad to escape, even for a few weeks, from 
the cares of State, and spend a pleasant 
holiday among his Hampshire subjects. 

"Madge is, we all know, good at dates, so 
we will ask her for that of his death. She 
says it was on July 6th, 1553, after a reign 
of little more than five years. We like to 
think of the gentle monarch as of one who 
honoured and loved his Bible, though living 
in a day when the gospel of the grace of 
God was not so fully and freely preached in 
England as it now is. 

'· Most of us will, I think, remember 
having read in our histories how, when 
on the day of his coronation two swords, the 
symhol of kingly power, were c:arried before 
him, he said : 'There is yet one wanted, the 
sword of the Spirit, which is the word of 
God.' 

"The castle is a military station now, nnd 
strongly guarded. Our talk about it must 
have been quite a long one, for it has lasted 
till we are within sight of Fort Cumberland. 
Quite a n�mber of soldiers and their wives 
are quartered in its roomy barracks; but to
<lay everything looks quiet and peaceful. 

" Harold and Ernest have run off to the 
boat-house.· There they arc making signals 
io us, so we hasten on, and are soon seated 
in the ferry-boat. Our sail, we arc sure, w.ill 
uot be a long one, for Hayling Island seems 
as it really is very near the mainland of 
Hampshire. 

"But we are going some distance round. 
Shall we ask the boatman why he takes such 
a sweep 1 

"He teJls us that it is because ho wants to 
a.void a strong and very dangerous current 

quite near the mainland. He has mucl\_ to 
say, as he plies his oars, about dangers from 
sunken rocks and shifting sands. Storms 
too often do a great deal of damage on the 
island, though to-day the bright September 
sunshine sparkles on the waves tha� murmur 
so softly along its shores. 

"But it is time to land, so we step from 
the boat, and say a few kindly words to the 
ferry-man. We have some gospel books in 
our basket, so we offer him one, which he 
takes with a smile and a hearty' thank you.' 
' Yes; he likes reading,' -he says; and in the 
dark days and long evenings that will be 
upon us soon he has plenty of time. 

"There is no pier at Hayling Island ; but 
as its low sandy shores slope quite down to 
the water's edge, we found it easy to land. 
How soi t and yellow the sands. are. 

"One or two houses are near the Janding
place, but the village of Hay]ing is at some 
distance on the other side of the island ; so 
we set off to look for our berries. , A walk 
of less than half a mile brings us to the 
common. Once it must have been little 
more than a sandbank, but the grass covered 
it with a soft green carpet, and in time seeds 
that may have been dropped by birds took 
root, so now clumps of hawthorn, bramble 
bushes, and brake ferns are neither few nor 
far between. 

"Are we the only blackberry- gatherers on 
the island 1 No ; there are a few visitors 
like ourselves; and here where the bushes 
are thickest we come upon a party of women 
and children, who are gatherin6 the fruit for 
sale. They . tell us the season is a la.to 
one, so we shall not find many ripe berries. 

" How the children's eyes brighten as we 
take out some picture leaflets and text catds, 
one for each, and a fow to spare; but these 
the elder people seem just as glad as tho 
children wore to receive; and so we have 
another precious God-given opportunity to 
say a few quiet words about the Lord Jesus 
and His love to sinners. 

"Many of the men and boys who live 
on the island find employment in the 
different kinds of work needed to keep the 
oyster beds, which are really nurseries for 
the young oysters, clean and free from star 
fishe's and seaweeds. 
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" But it is getting late, and though we 
hav'e decided to return by train, a glorious 
sunset reminds us that the crimson and gold 
of the western sky will soon fade into the 
dull grey of twilight, and we are still some 
distance from the railway station.'' 

Chats with Children No. XXII. 
•ERILY, VERILY. (John iii. 3.) ERILY, VERILY. (John v. 24.) ERILY, VERILY. (John v. 2!;.) 

DEAR CHILDREN, 

In the first scripture we have the subject 
of our Lord's conversation with Nicodemus, 
a master of Israel, who came to Jesus by 
night. New birth seems to he known but 
little, a new nature not much understood. 
The thought is rather to patch up the old

man and make him in that way presentable 
to God-improve him! educate him! polish 
him ! he is very bad, has fallen very deeply, 
but he is not beyond improvement, so 
argues man; but our Lord· said, '' Marvel 
not that I said unto thee, ye must be born 
again.'' A need had been created in the 
soul of this great teacher and master of 
Israel. Has such a need yet been thine 7 

In the second scripture we have the Lord's 
conversation with the ,Jews ; they were 
against Him; verse 16, they seek to slay 
Him. 

Some years ago I learned from another 
that verse 24 was a golden chain of five 
links-heareth-believeth-hath-shall not 
--is. Now connect these five words with 
the truth of that verse and seo what you 
make of it, and before God know if you are 
in the enjoyment of such truth for your
self. 

The third scripture speaks of the wonder
ful hour of 1800 years' duration already-
" the hour is coming, and now is," souls are 
being quickened into life from death, n. poor 
sinner is dead in trespasses and sins, and 
has to be brought from death into life by 
the voice of the Son of God. So these three 
scriptures teach us (1) need of life; (2) 
escape from judgment; (3) the One by whom 
these blessings come. 

AMONG THE LIONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURMAH. 

CHAPTER XIV. AVA RE-VISITED. 
ir� � UST one more true story of a nath-e

· 1 convert, and then I mnst tnrn to other scenes, for mnch remain::; to be told, nnd I know Harold will not forget that I promised to tell him something about real lions. You will, I think, remember that Mah Myat and her husband were working people, who lived at a small villa:;e at no great distance from the mission station. I think they had only one rich neighbour, a man w]10, having been an officer in the army, and also holding a good situation under government, hacl become the owner of quite a large prope1·ty. Do you think he was a happy man? Ah, no, I am qnite sme he was not, for try as he might he coulcl not forget that a day was coming, bow soon he could not tell, when the nice house he had taken so much pains to build, as well as his fields of rice and bamboo, would not belong to him any more. He must leave them all anc.1 go away, he did not know where. In other words, he knew that he must die. He knew he .could not carry his money into the grave with him, n.nd he was quite willing to spend it freely if by so doing he conld buy the forgiveness of sins, and be sui-e of happiness after death. He took long journeys to almost every temple he conlcl be11r of, making costly offerings to the idols, and giving 'large sums of money to the priesrs.. But he only grew more n.nxious and unhappy, till bearing one day that a poor womn.u who lived near him, ancl was very ill, hncl said " that she was not afraid to die," said, too, thnt her sins we1·e n,11 pnrcloned, and that she wns trusting in the work of another. He became grently interested, and made up his mind to cnll at the cottage n.nd find out for himself if what he had been tolcl wn.s 1=eally true. He went n.ncl found Mah Myat suffering great pai!1, but very ho.ppy in soul. Too ill to talk much, she told him in a few simple worcls she had found pardon ancl pence through faith in the :finished work of Christ, and beggecl him to go to Mr. Judson, who woulcl, she saicl, give him a book from which he would learn more. And so in much weakness some tiny seecls of trnth were sown. God, ancl He only, knew how much fruit they were to bring forth. A few days Inter ancl the officer sat by Mr. J ndson in the zayat, asking questions as humble 
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nnd as teachable as a little child, nor was it long 
before be too could rejoice in Christ ni:; his own 
precious Saviour. 

The rn.iny i:;en,son that year proved n. long and 
trying one, and Mri::. Judson, who had a fresh 
nttnck of fever, became so very weak n,ud ill that 
Lhe doctor told Mr. Judson h� mnsi take or send 
her to Engfand, ns he did not think she could 
live if she remained in Burmn.h. Mr. Judrnn 
felt he could not leave his work in Rangoon, so 
nJter husband nnd wife had prayed together, it 
was decided thnt Mrs. Judson shoulcl undertake 
the voyage nlone. 'Vl7 e mn.y be sure the parting 
of Mr. and Mrs. Judson was n. very snd one. 
But they were learning how to trust in God, not 
only for themselves, but, which bad nt first 
seemed hnrder still, for each other. 

Sea breezes did Mrs. Judson much good, when 
nfter n long voyage she reached Liverpool there 
was a faint tinge of colour in her cheeks, and 
her eyes had something of their old light in 
them. Many friends of the mission both in 
England and Scotland gave her a loving wel
come to tbeir homes. Sb all we leave her nmong 
them for a time and return to the husbnnd in 
his for-off home? 

One of l\fr. Judson's fellow-labourers was n. 
very clever doctor named Price. Perhaps it is 
owing to the gre_at lleat of the country, also to 
the strong light of the snn, t'lrnt the number of 
blind p�rsons in India is so great. Soon after 
bis arrival in Rangoon tbe skilful wn.y in whicb 
(by the bleRsing of the Lord) he hacl trented 
neveral of these cases began to be talked about, 
and even reached the en.rs of the king, who for 
some monthR hncl been snffering from a trouble
some complnint of his eyeR. He thought it 
would be a gootl thing if the foreign doctor 
could cm·e him, so sent n. bont to Hn.ngoon with 
a royal order commamli.ng his ntteml!lncc nt 
court. 

As Dr. Price Juul not beon in Burmah long 
enough to len.rn the ln.nriunge vory woll, ho 
wished his brother missionary to go with him ns 
interpreter. Mr. Jutlson, lliinking it mighL 1.,o 
the long-looked for opporllmiLy of mo.king the 
sweet gospel known to tho king, conHentocl. 
So after saying a lrnsty gootl-byo to hiH friends 
nt Rangoon, Limy both stopped i11t,o Lite bon,L. 

011 ren.ching Avn, tlioy wore lold tno king 
would see them n.L once, so thoy wore contl11ctod 
into the royal presence, nntl vory 1cinclly 1·ocoivocl. 
After tnlking for somo time to tlrn tloclor, tl10 
monarch iul'Ded to Mr. Jutli;on, nm1 nd<lroRRin� 
him ns "man in black," saitl :-

11 You r.ro not 11notl1or doctor, nro you ?11 

11 No, your Majesty," he replied, 11 I nm n
L<moher." 

"Ah, yes, I remember, of the new religion.
Arn there any of my subjects who believe in it?" 

11 I do not know of any at Ava, 0 King."
11 A.re there n.t Rangoon ?" 
"Yes, there are a few," was the reply. 
"Are they foreigners or Burmese ?'' was the 

uext question. 
It must hn.ve been a trying moment; as the 

king. who hnd given orders that nll bis �mbjects 
shonld attend the idol temples, ,yonlcl perhaps 
be very angry with those who Juul clarecl to clis
obey him, nncl order them to be impriRonecl, or 
even put to torture. 

But Mr. Judson did not for,.:et that be was 
God's servn.nt, an<l mnst speak the truth, so he 
said.:-

" Some are foreigners and some native Bur
mese." 

The king was silent for a short time, but soon 
began to tn.lk of other tllings; so the missionary 
could only thank the Lord for this nnothe1· 
proof of His tender love ancl care. 

They were kept at Ava for many weeks, nncl 
the king, who found his eyes were getting 
better, often sent for them. One day, when he 
seemed in a more than nsun.Jly good temper, 
they asked leave to- bny a piece of gronnd near 
the pn,lace. 

"What do you wnnt it for?" the king asked. 
"V!7(;l, with yonr 1·oyal permission, 0 King, 

will build a :1.aynt or prenclJi.ng plnce, where any 
who wish it mn.y henr onr i::acred book'i rend 
and explained." 

'l'he king snicl they might have the ground, 
L11t on beillg remimlecl by a Rncldhist priest that 
it hacl once belonged to n temple, nnd that the 
itlol might be angry, ordered nnother piece of 
land to be given or sold to thorn. 

It took n long time to fiud a spot on wbicu no 
ono tried lo l1indor thoir builcliug, nncl longer still 
before they were allowed to take possession of 
iL nnt tho zn.yat wns built at last, n.ncl Dr. 
Prico, with Mr. Judson, set out for Rangoon, 
having promisell Lhe king thoy would return to 
A vii as soon ns tho hot season wus o-rer. 

Tho voyage only took seven clnys. But 1\fr. 
,J uclson, who wns tlown agl\in with feyer, mnst 
hn,vo Loon very thnnkful wuou it wns ovor, nnd 
ho couhl lie tlowu in tho mission honso. 

Another Jong illness followoll, but even before 
ho wits stron� enough to sit up, ho wo.!'- 1\t work 
Lmnsl1\ling other portions of scnptnro into the 
na.tivo language. Aml so by tho encl of the 
yonr Lho wholo ol' tho row Tost1u:uont was roo.cly 
for printing. 

1\frA. Judson, who hnd ho0,l'd of tho illnees of 
hor husbn,ntl, loHL no Limo iu returning to Illll'
run.h, antl in a few months the two faithful
workers for ClU'ist had a;;ain the joy of meeting. 
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A Stormy Night. 

I
HE morning breaks bright a\l(l fair,

L� and the gentle breeze that plays
� about us as we stroll along the

- beach tells nothing of the storm
that has taken place in the night.

"\Vhile we were sleeping quietly in our own
comfortable beds at home, the sailors out at
sea were tossed about by the angry waves,
which, raised by the violence of the wind,
s�emed as if they would dash their craft to
pieces. 

Yet many a frail boat outlives the storm
and rides safely above it all, to see the light
of another day, and to carry its owners safely
into port. 

But what about the child in our picture 'I
Ah ! no one can tell her story now ; but
in the early morn, as tp."e sailors on shore
and their "'ives begin to go about their
daily duties, tho pieces of wreck all along
the coast attract their attention, and i1� the
miJst of it the child is seen wash eel up
by the waves in the night. 

Poor little thing, she lies with her hands
clasped to her as if she were holding fast to
something. Perhaps she had been aroused
from her sleep by the motion of the storm,
and trying to find her way on deck, ha<l
reached it only to be washed off into the
angry waters. 

What a picture of utter helplessness is a
child like this at sea ! ,,,hat she needed was a
lifeboat that could save her from the storm;
and not even a lifeboat would do alone, she
needed also strong, loving arms to lift her
into the place of safety. 

Ah! yes; that !S what we all want, a
place of sufcty and a power to put us
there. "\Yell, Christ is our ark of safety,
and the Holy Spirit is the power that puts
us safe in Him, that is by faith in His
finished work.

Trust 1n God. 

·WHEN Janguor and disonso invade'. :,,f: 'rhiH trcmbliug honr;c of clny, -'Tis sweet to look boyon<l 011r cngr.And long to fly nway; 
Sweet to Jook inwnrcl, and attendThe wbir;pen; o'f His love, 

Sweet to look upwnnl to U10 pinceWhere Jesus lives above ; 
Sweet to look bnck, and see my nameIn life's foir book set down; Sweet to look forward, nncl bchol<lEternal joys my own ; 
Sweet to reflect how grace divine 1\Iy sins on J esns ln.id ; Sweet to remember that His 1,looclMy debt of sins hn.s pn.icl;
Sweet on His faithfuluess to re.c,t,Whose love can never eucl ; 
Sweet on His coyenant of gracPFor nll things to clepencl; 
Sweet in the confidence of faithTo trust His firm decrees ; Sweet to lie passive in His hands,And know. no will but Hii:; : 
Sweet,blessed hope! and I at InstShall see Him and adore ; Be with His likeness satisfied, And grieve and sin no more.

"Char]ie, the Deaf and Dumb 

Boy." 

I
HERE lived in the town of L., an

� orphan boy whose name was
� Charlie _: he was both deaf and- dumb. His aunt, wit,h whom he
lived, was very kind to him and gave him all
·the comfort she could, a.nd everything her
limited means would allow. 

He was very happy and bright, and would
occupy himself for hours reading and writing,
but his chief hobby was working in wood.
He often made model yachts which he sold
to his various friends, and in this way his
lifo was brightened a little, poor lad. It was
hard for him not to be able to speak or hear
tho voices of those he loved, or join in their
merry games; but God is Love, and if He
takes one blessing away, He often gives
another in its place. 

"Then Chariie reached the age of sixteen
his delicate frame shewed symptoms of
disease ; his checks, once rosy and plump,
were now pale and thin, and his step lost the
lifo nn<l buoyancy of youth. Those who
loved him grow very anxious, it seemed as
though their treasure was soon to be taken
by the good Shepherd, and placed in His
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heavenly fold, where his ea.rs would be 
opened, and his tongue unloosed. 

Though he was deaf and dumb, a circle of 
loving interest was round his earthly path. 
"\Vhen he was well he made himself useful in 
many ways. He had n. great desire to rlo 
what was right, and spent a good deal of 
time reading his Bible, and was frequently 
seen on his knees in prayer. It was evident 
that God was ,vorkin!!" within him, shewino-
1. 1 li� " 0 

nm t rn.t e was a sinner, and needed a 
Saviour. 

His fragile form seemed to get weaker 
da.y by day, and he took but little interest 
in things around him ; but it pleased God t.o 
let him rally for a short time. Before he 
was taken home he had a beautiful dream 
which made him so happy. He dreamed 
he saw Jesus standing at the foot of his 
bed, clothed in a beautiful robe. His glorious 
form and tender look of love filled Charlie's 
heart with joy. He held in His hand a scroll 
which He unrolled until it reste<l on the 
floor. He held it before Charlie, who saw 
written on it in black ink from the top 
to the bottom all the sins of his past short 
life; for, though deaf and dumb, he was not 
free from sin; all his unkind deeds, actions, 
and thoughts were there revealed in this 
book of God. 

·while looking at this picture of his past,
sinful life, he saw Jesus pass his finger <lown 
the centre of the parchment, leaving behind 
a deep stain of blood, which sheweLl him 
that the blood of Jesus had cleansed [Lil his 
sins. After this he thought Jesus rolled up 
the scroll and cast it behind his back, which 
gave Cl1ai-lie the assurance that his sins were 
forgiven and fogotten, and he heard words 
which filled his heal't with joy.. Jesus said 
"I, even I, am he that blotted out thy trans� 
gressions. for mine own sake, and will not 
remember thy sins." (Isa. xliii. :35.) 
"Thoug� your sins be as scarlet, they shall 
be as white as snow ; though they be reel like 
crimson, they shall be as wool.'' (Isa. i. 18.) 
After repeating these words, the Lord Jesus 
threw around Charlie a beautiful robe of 
spotless purity and whiteness. Now he was 
complete in Jesus, arrayed in the garment of 
Christ's salvation, and was thus in the loving 
arms of Jesus, safe and happy for ever. 

Just as he was being carried away to 
heav�n, he awoke and was greatly dis
appomted to find himself still in his own 
little bed on earth, but Le soon felt very 
happy, for he seemed to know that he was a 
forgiven child. It was not many days before 
his dream was realised, and he was taken to 
God's beautiful home, where sin and suffering 
are unknown. 

Cha.ts with Children. 

No. XXIII. 

DJ�AR CHILDREN, 

ATCH-2 'l'im. iv. IJ. 
0RK-2 Co1·. iii. 13. 
AI'I'-1 'rI1cs. i. 10. 

That dear and devoted servant of the 
!-,ord Jesus Christ ( the apostle ·Paul) was 
Jnst at the close of his journey, his work 
finished, and is on the threshold of leavino · 
but before doing so, affectionately address�; 
his son in the faith, Timothy, to " watch '' and 
"work." 

Such an exhortation was needed for 
Timothy, and _such we need-yes, " watcll '' 

The second scripture is from the same 
apostle to a company of people, and that 
was as to the quality of "work :'' if it 
was good it would stand the testing that 
was to come, and still to come ; anc.J. if it 
was bad, oh what loss ! 

Some of our "work" will go to the fire. 
How solemn! \V-e shall suffer loss from 
this time forth. Then let us see about the 
qualiL!J of the work; and the quantity, too, if 
good. But oh! let us be exercised that it be 
such work that God can reward it. 

The third is also by the same apostle. 
The company at Thessalonica were con
verted and waiting for Goll's 8on from 
heaven, oven Jesus. Think of that! More 
than 1800 years ago they were waitinrr for 
God's Son from heaven! So you sec° this 
is not a new truth, the coming of the Lord, 
but is an old one. 

Let us thank God together if we are 
a.mong the privileged to

\Vatch! 
Work! 
"\Vait ! 
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"Getting near Home.'' 
HE vessel is nearing home, :md all is 

bustle and excitement. First in 
arra?ging and packing loose articles 

- that· have been in use on the voyage,
and getting everything ready for

going ashore, and then in gazing intently in 
the direction in which the vessel is going, to 
catch the first glimpse of the landing-stage, 
and the well-known forms of loving friends, 
waiting to give them a warm welcome once 
more to their native land. 

My readers will not need to be told that 

l'riso11 S(·c11c<. 
this steamer is making a homeward voyage 
from India, for· they will see the dark face of 
a woman in the background, with a shawl 
oYcr her head instead of a hat or bonnet, 
and will know, at once, that she is what is 
called in India an Ayah, that is an attendant 
or nu1·so for children. 'l1hesc al'C of ten soon 
iu England, having come from India with 
English families who live or have been stay
ing there for a time. 

All eyes are looking in one direction, ex
cept, perhaps that of the sailors, who of 
course have their duties to perform; but even 

with them hope beats high, for they, too, are 
nearing home, and the dangers of the ocean 
are once more passed. 

The glasses are brought up from the cabin, 
and first one, then another looks through 
them to span, if possible, the short clistance 
that separates those who long to be in each 
other's embrace. 

Little by little the distance grows less, and 
the outline of the docks begins to be seen, 
then the landing-stage, with its crowd of 
waiting ones, some of whom are quickly seen 
and recognised, and at last the great steamer 

(Snc Jlll).(C :!:l.) 

is alongside, and all are at liberty to go 
ashore. 

All this can be entered into by those who 
havo known what it is to be separated fro1u 
homo and friends. 

Perhaps boys a.nd girls ca.11not thiuk how 
tliis can be anything like dying and going to 
be with Jesus; but when they have lived 
some years longer in this world, and find how 
it fails to fill and satisfy their hearts , then, 
perhaps, they will know why it is that many 
people when called to leave this world have 
said, "I'm going home." 
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HOLIDAY STORIES. 

CHAPTEH. III. 
J'OHCJlESTER CMiTLE. 

"
§l

'HREE little girls, Gertrude, Bessie, 
� and l\Iay adi: me to tell them 

'just one more story before bed-
- time,' while Bessie l&.ys one

small hand on my arm, and
whispers, 'Tell us r.bout one of the places 
you went to when you were away from us so 
long last year. 

"\Vell, dear ones, nestle closer; though 
the evening is fast closing in, the cheerful 
fire-light almost fills the room with its ruddy 
glow, and I will try to tell you the story of 
an old castle I visited not very long ago, 
ju8t as i� was told to me. 

11 But my story, if you are to understand 
it at all, must have a beginning, and I _have 
not told you yet where the cast.le is. I 
wonder if Bessie would know where to look 
on her map of England for the busy town of 
Portsmouth 7 

" �he is not quite sure, she says, but 
thiuks it must be on the south coast. Yes, 
it is in the county of Hampshire, just where 
the main land of England is divided from 
the Isle of \.Vi6ht by the blue waters of the 
Solent. Going inland for about three and a 
half miles we come to Porchester. 

"Many years ago, we are told, the sen. 
Howcd in at high tide quite close to the 
castle gates, and a busy town grow up out
side its walls. But as the sand a11d shingle 
washed up by the waves formed in time 
banks, tho sea could not come so near to the 
castle ; and though I believe at first only a 

, few poor fishermen an<l their families built 
their huts ou the land that had beeu givon 
up by the sea, yet in two or three hundred 
years from the time when the sea first began 
to go back or recede, a new and much larger 
town had grown up at some distance from 
Porchester. 

" \Vhat is May saying 1 ' Wl�o built the 
old castle 7 Was it some great lord, or war
like baron 1 or one of the brave knights who 
followed King Richard I. all tho way to 
Palestine 1' 

"The castle, dear little May, is only a 
ruin now, but it has had, I think, as many 
builders as owners. Ono very old writer 
tells us that more than two thousand years 
ago the early Britons had a stronghold at 
this place._ Very little, if any, of their work
now remams. 

"But there is no room for doubt as to 
some of tho oldest part3 of the castle having 
been built by the Romans. The thin, hard
baked bricks with which the walls arc 
covered are such as they may have learnt 
how to make under the sunny skies of Italy. 
Armour, too, once worn by Roman soldiers, 
as well as curious old coins, stamped with 
the names of Roman emperors, have been 
dug up in the castle grounds. 

" After the Homans came the Saxons, and 
the merry shouts of blue-eyed, fair-haired 
chil<li·en may have made that grim old castle, 
with its gloomy dungeons and dark winding 
passages, into which I have no doubt the 
children peep�d shyly sometimes, seem more 
like a home. 

" Ah, now I am coming to the most 
interesting part of my story. I did not go 
down the flight of broken stone steps lead
ing to the dungeons ; I only looked through 
a low doorway into their darkness, and 
thought with a shudder of the poor prisoners 
who may have spent long months or even 
years of imprisonment in those cheerless 
underground prisons. 

11 But I climbed up l really cannot re
member how many steps into the keep. 
\Vhat do yon think it was like 7 Gerty 
shakes her hea..:J and won ·t even try to guess, 
so I must t.cll you. The keep was the very 
strougest and safest part of the old castle. 
You have often seen bricklayers busy at 
their work, but you llever saw them build 
u.ny walls as thick as those of the keep. I 
sn.w n gentleman take a rule out of his 
pocket and measure part of the wall, and he 
said that in some parts it was ten feet thick. 
There were no windows in the keep, but 
light came iu through a number of nnrrow 
slits or holes in the walls; these holes had 
been left on purpose to shoot arrows from. 
A long narrow windiug passage led into the 
keep, ending in a doorway only wide enough 
for one person to pass through at a time. 
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" Why do yo·u think so much trouble had 
been taken to make the keep such a safe, 
strong place 1 Because in the far-away 
times I am telling you of, when there were 
many barons in England, and nearly every 
baron lived in a castle of his own, there was 
often a good deal of fighting going on, and 
the keep was intended to be a place· of 
refuge, when the noise of war was heard out
side the castle walls: All the women and 
children, and all the gold or jewels that 
belonged to the baron, all the weak things 
n.nd all the precious things you know were 
shut up in the keep, and though I think it 
is very likely that the chilclren were fi·ight
ened, and perhaps some of them cried when 
they heard all the noise outside, they were 
safe, quite safe, for the walls of the castle 
must fall, or those heavy. iron-barred gates 
be forced open, before any invader could 
reach those who had fled for safety to its 
keep. 

"The keep is roofless now; ivy has covered 
its walls with a soft green mantle, and the 
only sounds I heard there were the murmur of 
the sea, and the chirping of the birds that 
built their- nests in every part. Yet a voice 
seemed to speak to my soul as I stood, not 
many months ago, in that old keep, telling 
me of another hiding-place-one where, 
through the mercy of God, l had sought 
and found shelter in Obrist. ,vm you turn 
with me for a m6ment to two verses I am 
very fond of in the Book of Proverbs 1 Ono 
is, 'The name of the Lord is a strong tower: 
the righteous runnt�th into it and is safe.' 
(Prov. xviii. 10.) 

''Now the Lord Jesus speaks of Himself 
by many names, such as ' the good Shep
herd. 1 (John x. I 4.) All His names are 
precious to His loved ones, but I think the 
name by which each of His own first learned 
to kno\V and love Him was that of Saviour. 
A saviour means one who saves. Do you, 
dear ones, know and trust His Saviour 
name 1 If you can say, Yes, then T am sure 
you will want to know more abont the One 
who has saved you, and you will wish, too, 
to be told how you can shew your love to 
Him by doing what He would lil�o." 

�.;..� 

AMONG THE LIONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURM.AH. 

CHAPTER XV. 
PRISON �CENES. 

TOLD you not very long ngo of 
how n, dark cloud of trouble seemed to 
be gathering over the mission work in 
Burmnh, and n<_>w I want to tell yon 
about some lessons of faith and 
patience God, who is we know always 

wise ancl loving, saw would be best learnt in 
the school of so1·row. 

Many of you will, I think, remember that 
Mr. Judson liad already, as a French prisoner
of:.war, seen the inside of a Spanish prison, ancl 
though be hacl only been kept there for a short 
time, still it was, I think, quite long enough to 
make him value the blessing of freedom in n. 
way that perhaps he had never clone before. 

'\Vhen Mr. Judson returned to Ava he found 
the king too much engaged to spare him more 
thnn n. few moments, and even in that short 
interview he could not help noticing how cold 
ancl almost unkind his manner was. · The 
emp,erQr was about to take possession of n. new 
palace, which hncl been built for him n.t gi·eat 
cost, and nll the princes and nobles of his 
empire had received bis royal commands to be 
,present at its opening. 
· The scene must indeed have been an impos
ing one when the procession, several miles in
length, was formed. The white elephant, in
the body· of which mnny of the Burmnns be
lie,•ed the -soul of tlieir god Bmlclhn. hncl once
lived, almost covered with gola nncl jewels, was
I eel h1 front, nttended by priests from nil the
idol temples for mnny miles round. Next came
nntive princes nn� governors, all wearing their
comt dresses, wllile the tmppings of the horses
on whicli some of them rode glitterecl with
gems ; these were wnited upon nncl followed by
Ion� lines of servants nncl solcliers.

'.rhe king n.nd queen, who wore no orunmeuts 
a.ncl u,1>penred in tlie simple dress of natiYe
Bnrmnns, entered the pnlnce hnntl in hnnd,
nnd sen.ted on 0, double throne of ivory inlaid
with gold, received the homage ·of their sub•
jeots. Yet even iu that moment of triumph,
nny one who looked closely nt the proucl
monarch might bn.vo folt sure that he was
not really hnppy.

For ·some time he hn.cl not been ou friendly 
terms with the British government, and war 
wns about to brenk out between England nnd 
Burmnh. 

l\fr. nnd Mrs. Judson were, nR you will 
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remember, not English but Americans. They 
had nothing to clo with war or politics. They 
had gone to live in BlU'mah been.use they 
believed the Lord had opened a cloor for the 
gospel there ; and they longed to tell its poor, 
pe1·1shing people abont their own precious 
Saviour. . 

Rut the king did not know or unde1'.stancl all 
this. Perhaps he did not even wish to know 
or understand, he only knew that the mission
aries were foreigners, so thought they must be 
spies. 

It was not long before Dr. Price and Mr. 
Jn<lson received an order to appear at the court 
house. They were asked if they had not writtten 
to foreigners, telling them the state of the 
cotmtry and advising an invasion by British 
troops. 

"We have, it is true," Mr. Judson replied, 
" written letters in English to om: friends in 
Ame1ica ; but never to any person employed by 
the government. We have always wished, not 
for war, but peace. ,v e pray to our God for His 
blessing on the king and people of Burmah." 

They were t4en asked questions about some 
money collected by Christians in America to 
pay for printing Testaments and tracts, which 
had been sent to Mr. Judson through some 
British merchants at Rangoon. After n long, 
weary waiting time they were allowed to leave. 
But only a few days after, as they were sitting 
clown to dinne1·, a guard of twelve Burman 
soldiers, led by an officer -who carried a black 
book, rushed in without even knocking. They 
were followed by a man Mio was, Mr. Judson 
knew by his strange dress and spotted face, the 
public executioner. 

" Where is the teacher?" they asketl in loud, 
angry voicer;. 

"I am here," Mr. ,T udson replied, quietly 
stepping forward as he spoke, though knowing 
quite well that the e1Tancl of the sol<lierR wns to 
arrest him. 

" You must come with us ; the king has called 
for you," said the officer. As he spoke, two 
Roldierr; threw him down, binding him with 
cordR so tight]y that he could not breathe with
out pain. In vain Mrs. Jmlson begged them to 
Joosen the cords, promising to givp them money 
if they would do so ; but they only lnughecl nt 
her tearr;, ancl drew them still tighter. 

11 You will at least teJl me where yon n.re 
going to take my husband," pleaded poor Mrs. 
Jndsou. 

She had not long to wait for the nns\\'Elr. 
which must have seemed to her, like a crushing 
blow : "To the death 'prison ; it is the king's 
orders," was the reply. 

She had been in Burmnh long enough to 
]mow that only those who were accused of some 

great crime, and for whom there was little if 
nny hope of obtaining pardon, were sent to that 
much-feared prison. 

Hardly 11i moment for farewell was allowed 
Mrs. Judson, as, after tellin9 her they would
come for ber soon, the. sol<l1ei:s lea or mtbe1· 
dmggecl away their }Jrisone1·. 

While I think Mrs. Judson, who all throm�h 
the many trials of their work in Burm ah acted Jike

the bra.Ye, loving, christian woman she was, 
would have been quite willing to go with her 
husband to the terrible prison where they were 
taking him ; still she knew that even for his 
snke it was best she should be free, as if she 
could not obtain his release, she could send him 
food and perhaps do other things for his comfort. 

For a little time she was allowed to remain 
quietly in the strangely empty and silent room, 
and we need not ask bow she used those preciorn1 
moments : in laying the trouble that mnst have 
seemed so very, ve1·y great before the Lo1·d in 
prayer ; in seeking grace ancl strength in His 
presence, whe1·e they are alone to be found. 

What made her start and look ro1mtl as she 
rose from her knees ? There we1·e footsteps 
outside, and a strange. voice calling her to come 
out. The soldiers bad retnrned and were about 
to march the house in th.e hope of fincli11g letters, 
papers, or other things, which might prove Mr. 
Judson to have been a spy sent ont and paid by 
the English government. 

She must go to them, but not till she hacl 
taken from her husband's desk one or two 
much-valued packets of letters from friends in 
America, and destroyed them by burning. Then, 
pale bnt peaceful, for her henrt was fixecl tmst
ino in God, she went out. 

For two clays she wns kept n. strictly-gunrdecl 
prisoner in her own house, though once or twice 
she was able to send a little foocl to her hnsbancl. 
On the rooming of the third day she was al
lowed to visit the prison. One look into the 
face of the keeper mnst hn.ve mncle her feel 
almost heart-sick ; he was, she felt sm·e, a ha1·cl, 
cruel man. 

" The prisoners,'' he saicl to her, " nncl your
fie)f nlso are quite in my power ; I cannot set 
them free, but they are londecl with chains: I 
can take the chains off your husband if you 
will give me enough money." He then named 
a sum e'lunl to about twenty pounds in English 
money, nclcling, 11 Do not tell nny one yon havE>
given me money." · · 

'l1he sum was paid, nncl the lrnshand and wife 
werQ allowed to see each other, though only fol· 
a few moments. Mrs. Judflon was able, how
ever, to send him n daily supply of food, also n 
mat to sleep upon. 
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Saved :from the Pit. 

HERE had been a torrible explosion 
in a coal mine, caused by the gas 
which comes out of the coal 

- getting lighted. All mines are
ventilated by causing a strong current of air 
to pass down a shaft, . t.hen go through the 
various passages in the miue, and up again 
at a second shaft, which is called the up-cast 
shaft. 

\V ell this current of air carries of
f 

any gas 
or impure air that may come out of the 
ground, but sometimes, if the miners are not 
careful to keep their lamps shut, the gas 
may be set alight, and then an explosion 
takes place. 

It was so on this occasion, perhaps no one 
will ever know how it happened, but there 
was an explosion which filled the mine with 
hot air and smoke, so that the poor men 
who were down there at their work were 
almost suffocated. 

After a time three men offered to go 
down and see if they could save any of the 
poor fellows who were in the pit. They 
were very brave to risk· their own lives to 
save others, but they did not mind the 
danger, and after much trouble were able to 
save seveuteen'bf their fellow workmen and 
bring them safely out of that dark place to 
the fresh air above ground. 

But alas, there were many more still in 
the mine who could not be rescued, for the 
mine was on fire in one i)art, which filled 
it with smoke and burnt air so that no one 
could go down again. There was only one 
way to· put the fire out, and that was to close 
up the shafts to stop the current of air, and 
then the fire could burn no longer. 

\\That about the other poor men who 
were not saved 1 There was no hope for them. 
The three men had gone down for the last 
time and could not venture again lest they 
too should lose their lives by the fumes in 
the mine. 

One poor man, the last- of those who were 
rescued, tells what a. solemn moment it was 
for him, when the cage was goinp; up for the 
last tirue and he knew if not saved then, it 
would be his last chance. He was lying on 
the ground in quite a helpless cm;uHtion, 

could not even call for help, but at last he 
was lifted up by strong and loving arms and 
placed in the cage, drawn to the top and 
saved without so much as lifting a finger to 
help himself. 

Oh dear reader, how this man is a picture 
of you and me in our natural condition ! vVe 
need to be saved from our sins and are just 
as helpless to do anything as he was, but we 
read that there was One who came to seek 
and to save that which was lost. It was 
Jesus, and He is able to save us and willing 
to save us too, for He has first died for us to 
atone for our sins and now He says, '' Him 
that cometh · unto me I will in no wise 
cast out." 

The Wisdom of Solomon. 

H
ING SOLOMON was a very wise 

man, in fact the wisest man, as 
far as we know, that ever lived ; 

- -- and we have many of his words
or sayings treasured up in God's 

book-the Bible. 
,�re give this month nine little pictures, 

illustrating that number of precepts of 
Solomon from the Book of Proverbs, and 
perhaps you. my readers, would be inter
ested in looking for the verses that refer 
to them, if I tell you the meaning of each. 

The first one is with reference to the path 
of the just, which is like the shining light, 
and shineth more and more unto the perfect 
day. 

The second picture refers to wisdom. If 
thou seekest her as silver, and searchest for 
her as for hid treasure, then shalt thou 
understand the fear of the Lord and find the 
knowledge of God. 

The third is a very important one for 
both boys and girls, for it brings to my 
mind the words : " If sinners entice thee, 
consent thou not." l\'Iany a one has for
gotten this advice and trodden a wrong 
path, done wrong deeds, and said wrong 
words. 

Then there is the sluggard, who is told to 
go to the ants aud lear!} a lesson of wisdom 
from their busy, active ways, instead of 
lying too long in bed, and losing the precious 
moments which he can never recall. 
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The next picture is just the opposite of a 
slothful man, it is a man who is diligent in 
business ; he, saith Solomon, shall

._ 

stand 
before kings. "What thy hand findeth to 
do, do it with thy might.'' 

Sixth, "He that giveth unto the poor 
shall not lack, but he that hideth his eyes 
shall have many a curse.'' 

Seventh, the slothful man saith there is a 
lion in the way, I shall be slain in the 
streets. Oh, how often is this the case 
when there is no desire to do a thing ! 

Eighr.h. A father and his son. Solomon 
has much good advice to give to sons, 
especially that they should· heed the counsel 
of their father, and depart not from the law 
of their mother. 

Ninth.- Here we have the book itself, 
and all its precepts we should bind about 
our neck, a.nd write them upon the table of 
our hearts. 

Outside the Gate. l�N the month of January, 1077, at a 
place called Canossa in Italy, this· most unusual sight took place out

- side the castle there. 
A king might have been seen, 

bare-headed !).nd bare-footed, looking more 
like a beggar than a king, waiting hour after 
hour for three whole days to gain admission 
to the castle, and throw himself at the feet 
of one whom he had offended and plead for 
his forgfreness. 

W'ho was this king do you think ! \,V ell, 
he was Henry IV., emperor of Germany. 

And who was the man he had so offended 1 
Ah, he was the pope nt that time, Gregory 
by name The king had Qffended the pope, 
and now wished to come and apologise to 
him for what he had done ; but he did not 
find it easy even to see the pope, for, as 
I have said, he kept him outside the gates 
for three days in the cold snowy weather, 
and with bare feet he stood there, hoping in 
vain to be let in. 

How different this, thought I, as I looked 
at the picture, to God-the One whom we 
have offended- there is no difficulty in seek
ing His presence. He willeth not the death 
of a sinner, but rather that we should turn 
unto Him and live. 

But the king outside may teach us many 
lessons. ·what bitter thoughts must have 
been hi::;, whether he thought of his own 
sins or dwelt on the harsh treatment he was 
receiving from the one who wac; supposed to 
be the shepherd of the sheep. 

Well, dear children, there is a clay coming 
when many people will have more bitter 
thoughts than king Henry had on this 
occasion. I mean, when some are shut 
out of God'� presence, not for three <lays 
only, but for ever. 

Oh let us flee to Hirn while He can act in 
grace towards us, for as certain as He is 
calling us in love to come to Him n"w, 
so surely will He have_ to judge us by-and
l,y if we refuse to confess our sins and trust 
in Christ for salvation. 

Chats -with Children. 

No. XX.IV. 

•
IELD-Rom. vi. 13. 
IELD--Rom. vi. 16. 

C _ IELD- Rom. vi. H.J. 

D.!!:AR CHILDREN, 

\Ve close this series of papers with 
this letter Y. 

vVe have spent several hours perhaps, in 
writing, reading and searching, now let us 
begin practically to carry out the suggested 
lines of truth as given from A to Y. 

May our gracious God and Father and 
our Saviour and Lord Jesus Chcist just 
enable us in the energy of the Holy Ghost 
to prnctise the truth, and yield ourselves 
unto God because we who are believers are 
alive from the dea.d-once dead in trespasses 
and sins--and dead in sin. 

Whose servants a.re we 1 Read carefully 
the 16th verse, let us act:. according to that 
and also the 19th verse. 

How little we enter into tho truth of 
these three verses. God would have us in 
the full knowledge and practice of them, 
this is why they have been written. 

_ May tho Lord direct and lead our hearts 
moro into His things for His glory. 

" Fare ye wel I." 
\VM. S. 
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AMONG THE LIONS. 

A. STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURMAH.

CHAPTER XVI. 
A PRISON VISITOR 

"Not n0w ; for dun
geon walls look 
stern and gloomv, 

And prisoners' sighs 
sound strangely 
on the breeze, 

l\fa.n's prisoners, 
but thy Saviour's 
noble freemon, !last thou no minis
try of love for
these?" 

died from hunger, or the much dreaded prison fever, and yet the place was nlwn.ys foll. The prison keeperd, too, were hard, unfeeling men, who often n.clded by their cruelty to the sufferings of the poor captives committed to their care. These keepers, who were called "the children of the prison," had nearly all been guilty of some great crime, formed a classwho were looked down upon by their fellow countrymen, and treated as the lowest of the low. No ray of sunlight ever brightened the dark 
•� ,R._Jud�on's gloomy place I 
l..�� rmpnson- have been trying ment must to describe to you, have been and yet the prison a very trying time had a visitor alike to the mis- whose coming sionary and his must have often wife. They had brought comfort said "Good-bye" and liope during to their pleasant the long weary home, and to their days they passed many friends in without books or America, to live writing material, in Burmah. They to some at least loved the poor of its inmates. heathen Burmese, For some time and longed to tell Mrs. Judson had them about the worn the same one true God ; and kind of dress as it must have the native women seemed hard at ofBurmah. It was times to trust the at once simple and love of that God, pretty, and its when His servant, tight fitting jacket who seemed so of bright red or needed for teach- yellow, with its ing and preaching long flowing skirt the Word, was of silk, suited her shut up in prison ; tall figure and and such a prison, graceful move- ' too. The death ments. Shevisitecl prison, as it was the prison as often called, was not · .,._=""--""" ====== asshe wasallowecl unlike a cattle to do so, and shed, its walls and Ki11g Henry oulsido the Castle Gates. would often carry roof being of planks roughly fastened together. food or fetch water for others beside her husband. There were no windows, so no light or fresh air One day the govemor to whom she had given could get in, except such as found its way through money sent for her. He was very angry, saying cracks between the boards. The prisoners, in n, loud, harah voice as she entered, "You are loaded with heavy iron chains, were crowded so very bad, why did you tell the king's officer closely that they could hardly move. No tha.t you had given me money not to ill-treat regular food was given them, and many of them your husband?" 
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:r-.I.rs. Judson replied, "I am sorry to have 
displeased yon, but the officer asked me if I bad 
given you anything, aud what could I say?"' 

" Say? Why you ought to bave said yon had 
giveu me nothing." 

"But that would have been untrue, and I . 
cannot tell a lie. The christian religion differs 
from that of the Burmese. The God of the 
Christians is holy, and His children are forbidden 
to lie.'' 

The governor. still looking very much out of 
temper, said, "But I would have made the 
teachers more comfortable, I could even have 
taken off their chains, n.nd now perhaps I shall 
put them back into the inner prison." 

Tears were in Mrs. Judson's eyes, but her 
trust in God was unshaken ns she answered, 
" If you had been standing by my side with 
yom. knife raised to kill me when the · officer 
came to question me, I could not have said 
what you wish." 

" She is right I she is right !" interposed the 
wife of the governor, "and I like her for being 
so honest. There must be something good in 
the religion of Jesus when it can make its 
followers so brave and true; yon must not be 
angry with her." And from that day she 
became her firm friend. 

Mrs. Judson was not free ip go tq the 
prisoners at any time. Sometimes she bad to 
wait for hours under a burning sun in the prison 
yard, in the bppe of - being allowed to see and 
speak to her husband for just a few minutes. 
When she took a fever nnd was for some clays 
too ill to leave her bed, she tried to send Mr. 
Judson a note by a trusty native servant. But 
the attempt was found out, and the messenger 
ch-iven away with blows. 

A present of cloth and a pocket knife induced 
the head keeper to allow Mr. and Mrs. Judson 
to converse for a short time •in the prison yard 
one evening. They spoke in low tones and in 
English of a treasure they much wished to 
preserve-a translation of the New 'festament 
which had cost Mr. Judson many monthB of 
bard work to prepare, and which Mrs. Judson 
had hidden by burying in the mission garden 
just before the house was searched.. So for it 
had been safe, but the rainy season was coming 
on, and the damp would spoil it if it were 
allowed to remain in the ground; and yet they 
knew only too well, it would not be safe to keep 
it in the mission cottage. 

W'bat was to be done with it? It was decided 
that Mrs. Judson should sew it up in a pillow 
so hard and uncomfortable, and with such n. 
ragged cover, that even the prison keepers 
would not be likely to take it away, and that 
Mr. Judson should have it. The pillow proved 

, n. success, and yen.rs after the missionary when 

telling a friend about it, said, "I had been too 
long loaded with chains nnd with only the 
ground to sleep on, to take much notice of a 
hard pillow.'' 

Mrs. Judson was again laid aside by illness, 
and when three weeks later she returned to the 
prison gate, a baby girl only a fortnight old, 
aucl very small and sickly, ln,y in her arms. 
Maria, as the wee wan stranger was named, 
was the third cbilll of .Mr. nnd l\frs. J uclson. 
Her two little brothers were with the Lord, and 
the sight of his infant daughter, born while her 
father was in prison, must have given as much 
pain as pleasure to the loving heart of Mr. 
Judson. 

Seven loug weary months of imprisonment 
had dragged slowly by, when late one night a 
band of rough soldiers entered tbe prison, 
loaded the prisoners with more chains, and 
thrust them into the inner prison. News had 
reached Ava of n. victory gained in Burmah by 
the British troops; and it was said that all the 
white prisoners were to be put to death next 
morning. 

Mr. Judson's first thought on bearing tbis 
was, "Am I to go ·like tlris? Witbout one 
good-bye to my wife: without one last kiss to 
my child.'' Then the rest and peace of knowing 
that he and tliey were in the bands of a loving 
Father :filled his soul, and he could say, "All 1 

is well, my wife will he spared some hom·s of 
suffering by not hearing of this till all is over 
and I am for ever with my Siwiour." .And he 
pressed the pillow, which in all the confusion 
be bad not lost, still closer, ns he prn,yecl tlrnt 
the "glad tidin�s" hidden there might one day 
be known and loved in Burmah. 

A silence like tlrn.t of den.th hnd fallen upon 
thn.t terrible pr:ison-n. silence only• broken by 
Mr. Judson 'R voice ns he prnyed, not so much 
for himself ns for hi.s loved ones ancl fellow 
prisoners. 

'rhe sentence of death was not carried out. 
Long ye£m; of work for tho Mnster he served 
lay between tlrnt dark night in the death prison 
n.t Bm·mao. and the moment wheu the faithful 
servant was to see His face, nnd know the joy 
of being at home with tbe Ono who hnd loved 
him ancl wttshet1 him from his sins in His own 
blood. 

Whon Saton u.ppoan1 1 to stop up our path, 
And fill us with foars, we ti-iumph by faith; 
Ilo cannot te.ko from us, tho' oft ho has tried, 
Tho hcn.rt-chooring promise, the Lord will provi<lo. 

Should lifo aink a.pace, oucl death be in viow, 
This word of Hill grace shall comfort us through ; 
No fen.ring or doubting with Christ on our side, 
Through faith we'll die shouting, tho Lord will 

provide. 
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HOLIDAY STORIES. 

"'� 
� 

CHAPTER IV. 
BA'ITLE ABBEY. 

WONDER if my young friends are 
tired of our holiday rambles 1 If 
not, I will ask them to come with 
me for another excursion, one 

which I think we shall all enjoy. 
u Bessie and May say they are quite ready

to start, so are Hilda and Mary, and one or 
two of our boy friends will join us at the 
railway station, so we turn from the beach 
where we have spent so many pleasant 
mornings. But not before Hilda, who for 
some time has been watching the flight of a 
large sea-bird, has begged us to wait just 
for a minute and tell her its name. She is 
sure it is not a common sea-gull, she says. 

"Don't point, Hilda, or the quick eye of the 
bird will see your movement and it will turn 
and fly seawards. Let us walk on for a 
little way without seeming to take any 
notice of it, and perhaps it may come near 
enough 'for us to look at it a little more 
closely.· It is the grey gull, really the 
young of the great black-backed gull. We 
are sure from the shaded grey of its feathers 
that the bird is a young one, for it takes 
three years for the soft grey .tints of tbe 
young gull to change into a full dress of 
black and white like that of its parents on 
the far away rock where it was reared. 

"Fifteen different species of gulls, some 
large, others much smaller, are found on the 
shores of Britain. All are alike in one 
respect, their tails when full grown are of a 
pure, spotless white, though it is easy to tell 
a young bird by the black· bars and bands 
that cross its tail feathers." 

"Have I ever seen a gull's nest r: Bessie 
and May ask almoa't in the same breath. 

"No, I do not remember ever having 
seen sea-birds really' at home,' for God, who 
gave them the wonderful gift of instinct, 
taught them to choose wild, lonely places in 
which to build their nests and lay their eggs, 
sometimes on rocks overhanging the sea, at 
others in places where the boldest climber 
might turn dizzy and lose his foothold ; 

though I believe that in some of the islands 
just off the coast of Scotland, men and boys 
often go to look for the eggs of sea-fowl. 
The work must be very dangerous and 
requires great care. One end of a rope is 
passed round the waist of the boy whose 
turn it is to collect the eggs, the other being 
made fast to an iron stake firmly driven 
into the ground. His companions then 
lower him over the edge of the cliff to a 
place where the birds are known to build. 
When he has filled a bag he carries round 
his neck, he will signal to be drawn \IP 
agam. 

"I read not very long ago a touching 
story about the kind way in which a flock 
of gulls treated one of their number when 
unable to fly. A sportsman fired his gun at 
a flock of large gulls called Terns, the shot 
wounded one, and it fell on the water with a 
broken wing. Did the others fly off and 
leave their comrade 1 Oh, no! they flew 
round and round uttering shrill cries of 
terror and distress, and seemed at first 
unable to understand why it floated so 
helplessly on the water. At last they must 
have found out that it could not fly, so two 
gulls took it up, each holding a wing in their 
strong bills, and carried it for some distance. 
"\Vhen their strength began to fail they laid 
it gently down, two other gulls took it up, 
and in this way it was taken to its nest. 

"Surely we may learn a lesson of kindness 
and helpfulness from the conduct of the 
gulls. It is most likely t,hey only acted 
from instinct, but we, if we have begun to 
love and follow the Lord Jesus, are under 
obedience to a higher law, that of love. 
'Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfil 
the law of Christ.' Gal. vi. 2. 

"But we have lingered so long talking 
about sea-gulls that we must make haste to 
the station, or we shall be too late for the 
excursion train to Battle. 

"Mary looks up brightly and asks if Battle 
is not the place where, 

'' Still an .Abbey's 1 uins tell, 
How William conquerttl, antl Haroltl fell." 

" Yes Mary, Battle Abbey, about seven miles 
from Hastings, is the place the lines you 
have just repeated refer to, and I think our 
visit to the grey old ruin will be, if we are 
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willing to listen and learn, a lesson in English 
history we shall not soon forget. I do not 
mean that we are going even to open our 
school books, or learn our lesson in any class 
room. No, we are going to look at real 
things and talk together of what happened 
nearly nine hundred years ago, on the very 
spot where our feet will shortly stand, and if 
our talk does not make each more thankful 
for our Bibles I shall be very much disapa 
pointed, for I shall feel as if your time and 
mine had been wasted. 

" What a quiet little station ! we say, as the 
train ·stops, and we step on to the platform. 
There are not many . passengers besides 
ourselves, for though during the summer 
months numbers of visitors come to see the 
ruin, many prefer to drive in from Hastings 
and so come by road. Our way will be 
through the High Street. 

" The great gates leading to the Abbey 
grounds will not be opened for us, but we 
enter by a small low door in one of them. 
Ah ! now we see that a guide is going round 
with us. Let us get near enough to hear 
what he is saying. 

"He says we are in what was once the 
monks' garden. And in a moment our 
thoughts go back to the days when the 
monks tended their flowers or prepared the 
simple medicines from . herbs and flowering 
plants, which the country people came from 
far and near to get for their neighbours or 
themselves. 

"But we must follow our guide. Now we 
are really in the large ha11 where the monks 
used to· dine. It is roofless now, and its 
only carpet is one of soft, green grass. We 
who have open Bibles of our own, cannot 
help thinking with pity of the strange, sad . 
lives these monks led. The few Bibles that 
were in England were written in a language 
the people did not understand, and kept 
often under lock and key in the libraries of 
convents ; so it is quite possible that many 
who entered upon the life of a monk with a 
real desire to serve God, had never seen a 
Bible, never had the opportunity of reading 
for themselves the sweet story of salvation 
by faith in the finished work of the Lord 
Jesus Christ 

"Every monk on being received made a vow 

or solemn promise to do three things. One 
was that he would never marry, another 
that he would always and in all things obey 
his Abbot, the monk who ruled over each 
house, and the last, that he wou_ld never call 
anything, even so small as a piece of string 
or paper his own. Even the long, loose coat 
of black or grey he wore belonged to hisOrder. 

" But what is our guide saying about 
Nor mans and Saxons 1 He is telling a
strange, sad story of how in the year 1066, 
a terrible battla was fought herl3, when 
fifteen thousand Norman soldiers were 
killed, the loss on the Saxon side being, 
we are told by an old writer, still greater. 

"Bessie asks if the Abbey was built then 1 
" No, though a sum of money to pay for its 

building was given by the Norman Duke 
soon after his crowning as King of England. 
It is said that by his orders daily prayers, or 
masses as they were called, for the souls of 
all his Norman subjects who had fallen in 
the conquest of England, were said or 
sung by the monks of Battle for many years 
after his death. 

•' Hilda looks up from a moss-grown tomb
stone on which she has been for some time 
trying to make out the cate, and asks of 
what use such prayers could be 1 

-" None at al1, dear Hilda, for we are 
taught in our Bibles that there is one only 
way of salvation, ' Believe on the Lord 
Jesus Christ and thcu shalt be saved,' (Acts 
xvi. 31), and in this each one must have to
do with God for him or herself. It is a
great privilege and blessing to have
christian parAnts or teachers, but the prayer
of others will not avail for our salvation if
we ourselves turn coldly away from a par
doning God-if we refuse the grace of a
loving, seeking Saviour, whose voice speak
ing from the glory now says to each, ' Come
unto me, and I will give you rest.' (Matt.
xi. 28.)

'
1 Before we turn away from the Battle 

Abbey I should like to ask my young'friends 
Qno question, praying that the Holy Spirit 
may use it a� His own message to some dear 
girl or boy. ' How shall we escape, if we 
neglect so great salvation 1' (Heb. ii. 3.)" 
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--------------:--------------:------Ho.cl He uot upon the croi:.s Sowing Time. 

•
·ARY and her brother Si<lney have

\ i :/ n.�kt,<l that they ma.y ead� have
� t '!'. a lit.tie plot of �ronnJ_ in the
f-d..::.� __:_ ga.n.lt'n, to be all thi-1r own, 

where they may f:OW thi-ir set d8 
an<l put in rnme plants. Then they "ill 
have to weed anJ wttter, till the warm days 
of summer come alon�. when they ht1pe that 
their gar,len ,, ill look quite bright "iLh 
flowers an<l blo�soms. So now you see them 
bU!.�.Y at their work. 

,ve }1:1.\'e bePn enjoying the bright day 
of Spring, the time wt1en the trees begin to 
lmJ a.11<l put fonh tlu·ir h•avrs. The �pring, 
too, is the time when the ground must be 
prepare<l for wlutever has to he planted. 

There are two thiogs which give us a 
grea.t <leal of trouble in our gardens: I mean 
the weeds and the insec�, or gartlen pesti:, as 
they are called. IYiary ruight well ask her 
mother why the weens f:priug up so quickly, 
when th"e seeds she plants seem 10 take 
so lopg to grow; or bidney be surprised to 
find bis rose bush cove, ed with A phis flit-s. 
\Vhen asking such que.5tions as these, their 
mother woulJ say that there is only one 
book in the wodd that tells us the oiigin of 
wee<ls anrl ga1·dcn pes�s, and that is the first 
book in the Bible-Gt'ne�i.i. It tells us h ,w 
our tirst p:1rcnts sinne<l, and how that the 
ground was cur:ed for man's sake. 

At the end of the first chapter we rea,I 
that "GoJ saw every thing that he h11d 
made, and, behold, it was _very gG>od.'' .But 
we have ouly to pass on to the tl1ird chapttr 
when we find thti.t God said to Adam, after 
he had sinned, '' Cursecl j3 the ground for 
thy sake; in sorrow shalt 1 hou Cli.t of it all 
th� days of thy life; thorns also and thist:e� 
shall it briner forth to thee .... In the sweat 

0 

<l ' of thy face f:balt thou eat brea· ,' &c. 

,rna t Svveet Word. 
�HILDREN dea1· l.Ja.ve precious souls, 
� Suul.s for which tlie snvionr die�

Souls fur which the Pl'ince of Life 
\Vus on Calvary crucified. 
How it tells tlic matclilesa lovo 
Oc" the Lle.-setl l::>on of Gutl, 
'rl1us to corne lrorn heaven to beo.r 
�iu's tremendous hen.vy loa.tl. 

]<ore the wrntli tlint sin deserYed, 
Never lrn d our Im ppy ears 
Tlrnt sweet word SoJrntion henrd. 

Now we henr the joyfn1 sound 
Or i.-nh-n.tion full n.11d free; 
Fn.ith m Jesus m11kes it oure, 
Now nutl through eternity I 

Paul the Prisoner. 

4
1�� AUL was a prisoner, as my rea<ler

l�I �; will �ee in the pi�ture by the chain
)l 1 .� tl1at hangs from his w, ists. Fur 
�i."J two whole J ea,s he Jrnd been a 

prisoner at a place called Cre.:-a1 ea, 
and now he was bruught btfore the �uve1 nor 
Fe�tns and King A�rippa and bis wife 
Bernice, who were on a visit to the goYernor. 

The king tel.s Paul tnat be may spt-ak 
bE-fore them, and Paul at once bt-"gins to 
deft'nJ himfelf, and says he is happy t'J 
�p�ak bt-fore the king, because alt !:.he 
cu�toms of the Jews were so well known 
to him. 

Tht-n he gives a. short history of his 
life from his youth upward. and speaks of 
the vision on the road to Ddrnascus, a11d 
finishe<l by saying that to this da.y J,e spent 
his time in telling to both great and small 
just those things which Moses and the 
prophets had said should come to pass; how 
that Christ should suffer an<l 1 ise from the 
dead, and shoul<l shew light unto the people 
and to the Gentiles. 

\Vhile he was speaking like thi�, Festus · 
ca11eJ out with a loud voice, that Paul was 
mad, hut he answered that he was not marl, 
but only speaking fo1 th words of truth an<l 
sobn11css. 

Tht-n the kin(F spoke a few words, that. 
have very of ten °been repeated since then : 
he said, "Almost thou persuadest me to be 
a ch, istian

_. 
'' And oh, how glad Paul would 

have hoen H he coul<l have persuaded, not 
only king Agrippa, but all wh.o were in
S(lltn<l of his voice at that time, to be 
Christians. 

Since then many men a.nd women, many 
hors and girls, ha,·e been almost p�rsna<led. 
ll�w s11<l to stop short and lose the bles:;ing 
when ir. is so near at han<l. Pd.ul hdu out 
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his hands, and longed that all 1_uight bo as 
he ,�·as, except the 1.>on<l:J that wert� upon hi� 
band�.· 

Dear reader, are yon a Christian Jike Paul 
the prisoner, or amongst the doubter.,i, 
neglecters, or despisers of Go11':J salvation 1 

HOLIDAY STORI.E..S. 

CHAPTER V. 

DANE JUllN'. 

"
1

�
·HE flowers appear on tho earth;

the time of the singing of uir<ls 
h come' (Song of 8olomon ii. 

- 12), or in other worJs, it is
spring again, and pale, star-like primroses 
pc:ep out from every mo-sy bank, while shy, 
sweet-scented violets seem almost to hide 
themscl ves at the roots of olJ trees. 

"And I am going to invite all my young 
frienJs, far a11d near, to join me in another 
of our imaginary excursions; for in journeys 
such as thuse we take to�other, ume and 
distance do not hinder. \Ve aro not going 
to wander among ivy-covered ruins to day, 
or even to look for blackberries on Hayling 
Island. And yet we are going to visit a

very ancient city, on� so old. that its foumla
tio11s are s.airl to have been la.id bt::fure those 
of R,1me. The early Britons called it 
'Derwhern, or the city of the swift river.' 
But in Saxon times its name was cha.nge<l to 
one meaning 'the city of the men of 
K.ent.1 

"Ah, I sec the puzzle some of you were 
in a moment ago is o,·er nuw. HilJa a.nd 
Ha.rol<l have guesse<l rightly. \Ve are going 
t,o Canterbury, au<l l thmk a strull thruugn 
.the qua.iut streets of· the olJ city will hetp 
Ui to unrJer.:Sta.n<l and remember many things 
we may have rea<l or heard elsewhere. 

"Nut very Jong a�o som'j one asked me, · 
'If the gosµel wa.:3 uot tirst µreached in 
Britain by monks who came from H.0010 

a boat tht:i year 5!)6 1' 
'' I <lo not think these monks were the 

fir-,t missionaries to Britain. lrtJecHl thero 
is every rea.ion to believe that gleam,- of 
gospel light ha.J. shon� htH"e auJ thtH'd in our 
cuu11try Jvng heforc, th..1.t <l 1.te. \Ve k11ow 

I, 
th1t the y�lt.r :J):} Ao. is lixd,l ai that of lh-::1
ma.rtyrJorn of A '>b..1.11, a svl,lic,r who hid 

been converted whi e on duty a1 gu:i.rd to a· 
Christian. who ha-1 been cvnJ.�maeJ to Jit3 
for his faith. 

'' Still we know th:it many of our country
men. and women, in those far-away times, 
lived and died without ever hearing the 
saviug name of Christ. And 1 have not fur
gotten how lovingly I used to Jinger, when 
quite a little girl, over the story of Queen 
Bertha, so I lt.m going to tetl it to you, iu the 
hope that you may like it too. 

"\Ve must go back to the time when 
what we now kuow as Eoglan<l was divide<l 
among seven S..1.x,m king:; ·or princes, ea.ch 
rulinii his own portion; though l think one 
gener11.lly managed to be stronger anJ mord 
po :rerf ul than the others, who looked up to 
and obeyed hi_m as their over-lord or cl11d. 

11 \Ye am told that the bcaury of some 
Saxon boy!', who had been tahn to Rome, 
and were about to .be so'.d in the market as 
slin·e�, first attracted the notice an<l pity of 
Gregory, a christian teacher. -.tle ofren 
thought a11d $poke of them, t iU a grt�at long
ing to visit or send teachers to the lantl uf 
the Angles, as our country was then callt:d, 
filled his heart. U na.ble to go himself, he 
WliS obliged to wait Fome ye:;ars before the 
way wa-, open for sen<ling a band of n.,is:;ion
aries to Bntttin. It rnusr, have been iu<let:!U 
a cheer to them to fiud one true £1 it!nt.i iu 
that lan<l of strangers. 

"Ona Uhristia.n among many heathen, 
Ethelbert the Saxon king of Kent,, had 
married n. Uh1 isti1m prio,·ess, Bertha., n.uJ

her ge11tle itdiut-nce may have had much to 
<lo, wiLh the kind way in which her husband 
received the monks, and ht!ard what they 
had to say. 

'' He gave them some land, not far from 
the r,)yal palace, on which to buil<l, and 
though for a time he seerueu unwilling to 
giv� up 1Jols, hi:1 hej,rt was at la.st won by 
the story of a Saviour's love, an,l 011 hi� 
confession of foiLh in l lirist, ho wa� haptiseu 
1n a uhrisLia.n. Hi:J ex.un/Jle wtts fuHowt:t.l 
by great numberd of hid sut.jei;ts. 

'· There a.rt, so ma.ny objc:i;ts of intere-,t in 
and ni;c1r Uanterbur y, th.,,t 1 lld.rJly k11uw 
whdrd our r..1.iuh e ou�hc to bt'gin. .Uut 
lI.J.rulJ s �ys Im rt:111emht,rs hdari11g one Jay 
in tile hi:itory cla.;s, that u�ut�ruury Wii�
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more than once attacked by the Danes, and 
asks if they had not a camp somewhere in 
the neighbourhood 7 

"Ah, Harold is not the only boy I know 
who likes to read or hear about the brave, 
hardy Danes. "\Ve know they loved the sea, 
and many of them were bold, fearless sailorfl, 
though they seemed to have loved fighting, 
as m•Jch as they did the sea, and were some
times cruel. \Ve-must not forget that they 
were idolaters. Many Danes settled in 
P.ritain, and so helped to build up the 
English nation. 

" What is Hilda saying 1

many of the people and burning their houses. 
For about seventy years the city was i,. 

Danish stronghold; but in A.D. 918 the 
Danes were driven away by th� Saxon kin�, 
ElHeda, though in le!is than a hundred years 
they seem to have returnee. Dane John is 
thought by many to have been one of their 
camps or military stations. 

"But as we cross a bridge we cannot help 
stopping for a moment to glance at the swift, 
bright waters of the River Stour. But our 
ramble has brought us to Dane John, and I 
can see something very much like a shade of 
disappointment coming over Harold's face. 

CAN'!' tm.nun.Y. 

" ' 8ax:on and Norman and Dane are we.' 
"Yes, Hilda; you are right, or perhaps I 

ought to say . the poet was: for the line you 
have just repeated forms part of an ode 
written to welcome the Princess Alexandra 
when she came from her home in Denmark 
to be married to tho Prince of Wales. 

"But we will go to Dane John, and 
on our way there perhaps I may be able 
to tell Harold something of tho Danes and 
their wayo. 

"So long ago as the year 85 the Danes in 
great numbera invaded Canterbury, killiug 

I kno,v he dearly loves to hear about camps 
and battlefields, and the well-kept walks and 
neatly laid out flower-beds seem to tell us of 
peace instead of war. 

"Dane John is now a public garden, 
where on holiday afternoons· groups of merry 
children play under the shade of some tall 
trees, or chaso ea ch other along the paths. 

" What a lovely day it is! The towers 
of Canterhury Cathedral stand out in such 
bold relief against a. background of clear 
hlue sky that we can see some of the 
carving quite plainly. It is very beautiful. 
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"Ril<ia wants to know something about 
the 1 ilgrims, who long ago came in great 
numbers to say Latin prayers at the grave 
of Thomas a Becket. 

"Tbe story of Thomas a Becket is such a 
long one that I w.11 not even try to tell it 
now; but if on our return home you will 
open your English histories at the reign of 
Henry I I., you can rea<l it for yourselves, and 
I think you will find it all the more in
teresting, because you have visited the very 
place where the events really happened. 
Now just a word or two about the pilgrim3. 

"I believe many of them were men and 
women who felt the burden. of their sins, 
and longed for rest and peace, but, did not 
know where to find it. \Ve must not fur
get that there were very few Bibles at that 
time in En�land, and when one of these 
poor troubled ones went to a priest, instead 
of being pointed to the Lord Jesus as '· the 
Lamb of God which taketh away the sin 
of the world,. (John i. 29 ), he was told he· 
must repeat prayers and offer gifts at the 
tomb of some man, who, though a sinner 
like himself, was supposed to have been 
good and holy. 

'· Such numhers flocked to Canterbury 
that the stone steps before the tomb of 
Bt!cket are said to be quite worn by the 
crowds of pilgrims who kndt there. M>l-ny 
who wera rich brought c,fferings of gold, 
or rings and bracelets s1-t with precious 
stone�. But not one found there what, he 
sought-the forgiveness of sins. Only God 
can pardon; nothing hut the precious blood 
of J m,us can make the soul th.1.t trusts iu it 
'whiter th�n snow.' 

.'' But Ca.nt-erbury al ways seems a very 
interesting place to me, for I know that 
in many of 1t� old wooden houses, with their 
larg�. flat windows, other pilgT"ims fonnd 
peaceful homes when they stt up their 
looms and carried on their trade of silk 
or woollen weavers-pilgrims who harl left 
their own sunny land of !?ranee, with iLs 
gardens anJ vineyard�, to fi11d in Englfl.nd 
liberty to read their Bibles and worship Gu<l 
in tht: simple way they hau learnt to love so 
well. 

'' R ,ther m'lre than two hundred years 
ago, lit,nry IV., who was at thi.t.t time king 

of France, shewed hy the kind way in which 
he treated his Protestant subjects that 
he did not object to their being allowed to 
read their Bibles or pray in their own 
language. Ilut some time .\ftP,r his death, 
the laws which he h2.d made for their 
protection were set asiue, and those who 
stood firmly for Chri:5t, choosing to obey 
God rat her than _man, were ob1igtd to le.1ve 
their pleasant homes and seek shelter in 
England or HolJand. 

'· Quite a number of these Huguenot�, as 
the French Christians Wt>re cal fecl, escaped 
from France during the rei�n of Edwarcl Vf., 
and came to Englan<l. The young king 
received them kindly, anrl gave those who 
wished jt permission to settle at 0anter-bury. 

"Queen Eliz;1beth is said to h$ve taken a 
great interest in these French Protestants, 
and to have granted them Sf>Veral privilege�, 
one being that of holding their simple 
services in part of Canter!lury Cathedral.'' 

C. J. L.

Black, but not with Sin. 

'
'- \V ILL tt·la.t� to you a. true, short

story abour._·a little girl of only about 
three years of age. Her name is 

- Gracie, and one day when her
governess was out for a walk with her in the 
mail cart. she saw a chimney-gweep c,,ming 
tuwardd them, said to be ruore bbck than 
usual. My little f, i�nd askt'd permis.:eion of 
her governess to say something to the sweep. 
L berty was gra.11teJ, and to the amazement 
of governess and sweep, the little dear re
cited a vi::rse of the WP.II-known hymn, 
learned on her motheJ:'::; lap, which 1uus 
thus:-

" Go-1 in mercy SE'nt Hi� Son 
'l'v n w .. r[,'l hy !-ill 1111d1111e ; 

Jo•nts C1iti.,,t was cnicilh:d-
' 1'·u;a, J".Jr sin1tC1'S Jesus <li rl." 

The sweep replietl, '' Ye�. that's it, that's 
it, wy child; that's enough for you, and llle, 
an,1 for us all I'' AfterwurJg, when the dei1r 
child was asked why she wished to say her 
verse to the E>weep, she answered to this 
tffect, "that she thought as he lookccl so 
very blauk he must be a very b.1d, wickeJ 
sinner, and her verse might <lo him good!" 

Tuc:rc, i-J no harm, of cour�e, 1r1 being 
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black with soot, if it cannot 'be helpe'd; but 
it is dreadful to he Llack withs n, which Goel 
hates. Soap &ml water, you know, iemove 
soot, bnt nut sin. When the sweep walks 
down the street on a Sunday you would not 
nl)tice any diffc-rence between him and other 
people. :-1� is Qf a deeper dye, and nothing 
short of the precious bloo<1 of Christ can 
wash it awa.y. It was for guilty siimers that ·
Uod in such boundless love and rich grace 
sent His Son to die. Dear child, if you are 
olJ enou2h, do you yet know what it is to 
be clear of your sins, and made a.:i white as 
snow 1 You will remer,.ber that God in His 
wo1d sa.�·s, "Though your sins be as scarlet, · 

_ they shall be as white as snow; though the_v
he red like crimson, they shall be as wool.'' 
(I�aiah i. 18 ) 
- Some pel•ple really do try remedies of

• their own to j?'et rid of. their sins, such as
good wor·ks. alms d�cds, 1,rayers, and such
like (good things in their right place), as
thou�h sins were outside on the skin, like
the sweep's soot; but rest assured that God't,
reme<ly is the only one, and His worJ also
says, "The blood. of JeJ;US Christ his Sun
clea•1seth us from ALL &fN." (1 'John i. 7.)
Then, my dear Joung reader, if you know
yourself a needy sinner, and unfit for the
presenre of a 'holy God, we <lo beseech you
to receive the Lord Jesus by faith now as
J our Saviour and God's remedy for sin and
ruin, thereby securing for yoursel.f a rda
tionshi fJ with God and an eternal portion-. 
the Father's house above, with Jesus,
where Gracie, and her. mother, and the
governesii, and, we trust, the sweep will be!
!\lay God in mercy grant it-, for Christ's
sake. Amen. J. N.

AMONG THE LfONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURMAH. 

CHAPTER XVII. 
THE BRITISH LION. 

... 
,r. NE day n strnnge prisoner was 

brought into the conl'tyarcl of the 
prison. A court fa,·ourite ha.d fallen 
int<;> disgrace with its royal ma.�ter, 
thou�h I clo not t�.iink for noy foult of 
its own, nnd was condemned to a 

cruel, lingering. den.th. 

But Vio'et looks qnite in a pnz7,}e, and Daisy 
soy�� "She cnunot e\.'en guess what I menn ;" 
so I mni;t l,egin my story at the beh•inniog, and 
theu I think you will ull underslancl. 

Some time Lefore Mr. Judson wns shut 
up in prison the emperor had received a present 
of a very fine young lion from his snhjects in 
Beu�a.J, "hich soon became a great favourite, 
not only with the king, but with all his officers. 
Tho·•gh of l reat size H.nd strength, it would lick 
the hand of the emperor, and lio down at his 
feet like n dog. 

Any of 111y young friends who have looked 
closely at the arms of Great B, itain will not 
have failed to notice that a lion forms part 
of what is called its nrmorinl bearings; a hon, 
too. is in the British :fla.� or standard. 

You will remember that a war was going on 
in Bnrmah between the Burmese and the 
English, nnd that se,•eral victories had been 
gained by the Bdtish soldiers ; indeed, it was 
expected th�y would soon reach AYa, and the 
king gave up all for lost. Like most heathen 
nations, the people of �urmah believed in 
witches, charms, and many such things, by 
whicll bat an, "ho is, we know Jrom scripture, 
the go'd aod prince of tlais world, has blinded 
the eyes ancl hearts of his .subjects. It began 
to Le whispered at comt that perhaps the lion 
was really a frieud and ·ally of the English: 
its deatll might sa,·e the cotmtry. 

So one morning the royal pet, secured in a 
strong iron cage, was sent to the death prison, 
the orders being that no food or drink wns to 
be- ·giv1·n to it. It was to be left to die of 
hunger and thirst. But sometimes a woman, 
touchecl by tho sufferin�s of the poor creature, 
would venture near enough to the cage to throw 
n morsel of foocl between the bars, or one of 
the guo.rds woulcl pour a pail of water ove1· tl10 
captive monarcll. 

Una dny it was found dead, and was dragged 
out aucl buried in the prison court. Mr. Judson 
was again ill with fever, and so closely chained 
that he could not turn or even move without 
pain. \\'bat a comfort it would be, he thought, 
if on 'y his jnilers would allow him to be re
moved to the empty ca . .:e of the lion. There 
he would have room to lie down, and alRo J{et 
some fresh air. At first they refused, hut 
nf1er some time the gentle pleadiugli of Mrs. 
Judson pre,•ailecl with the governor, and he 
consentecl. She was also allowed to pay daily 
visits to her husband, who soon l,ega.n to get 
better. 

A messngP from ·the governor wns one day 
brought to M1·s. J·,drnn as she sat by her 
husband reading to him. "You are to go," 
said the servant, " to liis house n.t once, as he 
wishes to speak to you nLout sowething of 
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great importance." She went, and though the 
governor sajd he had on]y sent for her to ask 
if she wo.uld wind np his wntch, she soon found 
it was only an excm,e to get her away from 
the prison. She was detained fot· some time. 
As she left, one of the servants told her tlia.t 
all the white prisoners had been taken away, 
bnt he did not know where. l\lrs. -Judson 
hurried to the prison, to find what she had 
heard only too true. 

No one could or would tell her where they 
4nd been taken. Returning to the governor, 
she begged for some information. 11 I knew 
this morning," he replied, "that they were to 
be taken away ; but I did not wish you to 
hear of it. l know but little more than your
self; I wil1, however, send off a man to find 
out what is to be done with them: you can-do 
nothing more for your husband, take- care of 
yourself now." 

Later in the day Mrs. Judson heard they bad 
been sent to a place some miles up the river. 
She wished to follow them at once, but the 
governor told her it would not be safe for her to 
go alone, promising that if Rlie would wait -till · 
nightfall, he would send her in the care of a 
trusty servant. She consented and went to the 
mission house to get a few things. On her way 
there she met·one of the native Christians, who 
gave her what was indeed a treasure, the pillow 
in which the New TeE:tament had been sewn 
up with such care. It had been takt-n from Mr. 
Judson by one of the prison keepers, who had 
been incluced to give it up in exchange for some
thin 1. he tliought of much greater value. 

It must have been a comfort to Mrs. Judson, 
lonely and sorrowful as she was, even to touch 
once more the dirty cotton wrapper that covered 
the precious roll. Ye", and her faith i.eemed to 
grow stronger as she thought of it. Tlle- gospel · 
sl10ultl yet be tile light of Burmah. 

And what of the prisoners? Tied two and 
two by ropes. tliey had 1,,een driven at noon, and 
under the fiery rn.ys of an Indian -sun, over 
rongh stones and bnrning sand, till their feet 
were Llistered and bleeding. Mr. Judson, who 
was still very weak, n.lmost fainted from pain 
and losi. of blood Still they were obliged -to 
journey on, wile o.fter -mile, without once stop· 
ping to rei.t .. 

At nij!}1t they were crowded into a shed, but 
no food or water was given to tbem. A native 
woman however kindly brought them some frmt. 

The next morning, after a welcome meal of 
ri�e. tliey were placed in cartR, and soon· after
wards louged in an old tumLle-down pri1-on, 
near .an Indinn village They had not been 
tliere more than two hours before Mrs. Judson 
arrived, carrying her baby, aud looking very 
-pale and tired.

"Why did yon folJow me?" the husband 
asked; adding, "you cannot live here ; this is 
no place for you.'' 

In vain Mrs. Judson beg�ed the guard to 
allow her to put up a little hut outside the prison, 
as she had done at Ava. He refused, and at last 
she was obli !ed to seek the shelter of a shed at 
some distance, overgrown by tall, clamp grass. 
The g,rnrd gave her a little water, and worn out 
by fatigue she fell asleep. 

A day or two after, it was plain that she had 
taken_ the smallpox.; .,;he became too ill even to 
attend to her baby, and the poor little thing 
woulc.l .. have died from want of fo'ld, if Mr. 
J ndson, still wearing llis chains, hnd not obtained 
permission from hi-. guards to carry it every day 
to the village, where a Burman mother, whose 
infant was about the same age as .Maria Judson, 
fed the wailing sickly Laby. 

Six: months later and the king, who could not 
speak or write English very well, remembering 
Mr. Judson, thought he might be of use as an 

· interpreter, and ordered his return to Ava. On
the way there he had another very bad attn.ck of
fever, and became so ill that for many days he
did not know wliat was passing around him.

·when he got a little better, though still too
weak to sit np, be was kept at work, reading and
explaining Government papers.

Mrs Judson. who had again followed her
husband, and returned to tlle mission house at
Avn, took what was known in Burmab as "the
spotte4 fever,'' and was so ill, being unable to
move or speak, that several Burmese women,
who were in the room, said," She is dead! She
is dead ! Who will corufort the teacLer now?"

Bttt it was only a fainting :fit, and in a few
days the fever abated, though for many weeks
she was not able to E.tand. But the days of
Mr. Judson's imprisonment were almost at an
end. After a year nnd seven months spent in
priRon, an orcler for his release wns granted, and
once more a free man, he wns able to join his
wife and child in the mission house.

C. J. L.
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A Stranger in a Strange 

Land. 

' NEED not tell you the whole history of the young lady seen in the picture on the other side. The story would - be far too long for the limits of thismagazine; but I can give you abrief chapter from her eventful life. Not having found in this country any employment by which ·she might support herself, she decided at last to go abroad, where she had heard there was a good opening for her to have a girls' school. And now you see her as she stood on the steamer when it reached the Canary Islands. It was. indeed a strange place to her, and she felt a stranger tl1ere. What a feeling of loneliness would come over any one so placed ! But when the steamer was anchored about a mile from the shore, Rachel noticed a ste�m tug coming out to take off the passengers. 
And now, as she saw some of the peopleeagerly looking out to catch the first sight of friends they hoped to see o� the tug, the thought passed through her mmd that there would be no kind friend to grasp her hand and give her a welcome, but.in this she was quite m,i�taken. When thl:l tug came alongside, a lady and gentleman stepped on board, and soon made their way to where Rachel stood. .They h?,d come on purpose to welcome her, much to her. surprise, and gave her all the help she neeS.ed in going ashore and finding the little cottage which was to be her future home. Rach�l had now proved two things : one was how lonely and sad it was to be without a friend, and the other was the joy of having found friends just at the time when most needed. Now,, why have I written this about R�hel •and. her voyage and finding her friends 1, Because there arc times when we all need. a friend, and there jg one Friend above all others·whom we all ought to know. A Friend who is ever the same, who never changes, I mean the Lord Jesus, "\Vho 

lov�d us, and gave himself for us ,,_:._cc A friend that sticketh closer than a brother." 
The house of Simon the 

"I'anner. 

•HERE are many spots of interest inconnection with Bible history that travellers look out for when visit: - ing the scenes with which we areso familiar from reading the New Testa• ment. The house of· Simon the tanner is still pointed out on the sea coast at Joppa.,or Jaffa, as it is now called. \Vhether it is the same house in which Peter lodged, and from the roof of which he had the well-known vision of the sheet let down from heaven, I cannot say, but in the absence of anything to the con-·trary, it is looked upon by travellers as beingSimon's own house.When Cornelius the devout man was toldto send men to Joppa for Peter the servantof God, clear directions were given him thatPeter lodged with one Simon the tanner,whose house is by the sea side.Peter would not have liked to go with thethree men sent from Cornelius, as they wereGentiles, and Jews; as Peter says, were notallowed to come unto one of another nation ;· but the vision on the top of Simon's hc,use· had given Peter much to think about. Hewas beginning to learn that God in His loveand grace was for the future not g9ing tobless Jews only, but the streams of His gracewere going out to n.ll nations under heaven.So when the men ask for Peter the Spiritbade him go with them and doubt nothing.Peter went with them, carrying to Corneliusand all his house the sweet message of Christand His salvation. The door that day wasopened, to the Gentiles, and it is still openfor all who will come, for all who will enterthe way of salvation through faith in ChristJesus. Peter would never forget the happytime he had in the house of Cornelius withall those who listened so eagerly to thewords that fell from his lips, and how theybelieved in their hearts and were convertedto God.
-->+<----



MY LITTLE FRIEND. 43 

AMONG THE LIONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURMAH. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 
MISSION ·woRK IN BURM:AH. 

"Rest after labour, 
Sweet rest at last," 

FEW weeks after ]\fr. Judson's 
release from prison, he 1·eceivecl 

permission to return to Rangoon. 
I cannot tell you how much he ancl 
his wife longed to see the dear 

native Christians, whose faith must, they knew. 
have been greatly tried by the imprisonment of 
their beloved teacher. Perhaps another reason, 
that made him glad to get away from Ava, was 
the hope. that change of air would be good for 
Mrs. Judson. She did not seem to get any 
stronger, and though she was very patient and 
cheerfol, he could not help seeing how pale and 
tired she always looked. 

Rest was very near for her, but it was the 
1·est and glory of her home. Her work was 
ahµost done, her jomney almost ended. For 
her there would be no more weary watching at 
a prison gate, " rio more waiting, no more weep
ing." Only the '' far better of being for ever 
with the Lord." 

Not many wMks after their return to Ran
goon, Mr. Judson left his wife, who was, he 
thought, looking better than she had done 
for many weeks, to undertake a journey on 
some mission business. He did not know bow 
lon_g he might be away, and as there were -no
posts in that part of India to which he was 
going, he was not at all sure of being able to 
send or receive any letters. 

He had not been gone long when Mrs. Judson 
was _again laicl aside by fever. From the first 
she seemed to think that she shou�d not get 
better, and though a kind English doctor, ancl 
several cbristian friends, did all that skill 01· 
love .could do for her. she grew weaker anc.1 
weaker, and after nearly a week of great suffer
ing, she fell peacefully asleep in J csus, Octobc-,r 
24th, 1826. 

Seven weeks after, Mr. Judson stood by her 
grave, and though his grief was very real and 
deep, yet he gave himself afresh to tbe work of 
Christ in Burmah. Once more, after an inter
val of two and a half years, be was able to 
gather the native converts round him for prayer 
and Bible 1·eading. After a meeting for prayer, 
Moung Ing stayed after the others hnd gone to 
tbeir homes, saying that he wished to tell Mr. 
Judson of something that was "like a .fire in his 
heart." 

From the time Moung Ing had confessed 
Christ by baptism, his quiet consistent walk, as 
well as his love for souls, had given real joy to 
his friends at the mission station. And now he 
said, " I want to go to my countrymen and tell 
them I hnve found the true riches. .I want to 
preacb the gospel. Oh do not hinder me." 

A fortnight later another pmyer-meeting was 
held, and with full hearts and tear-dim.med eyes, 
the little band of Christians commendecl Moung 
Ing to God, and the w01·d of Hif? grace. (Acts 
xx. 32.) The next clay he said good-bye to his
friends, and saile(l on boarc.1 a native boat for
the province of Tavoy.

In ·a letter he wrote to Mr. Jndson some time 
afterwards, he said :-" In the street, in hQuses, 
in shops, in the market, in every place, and to 
all I meet, I am pr.eaching the gospel. Some 
say it is not true, others revile, but there are a 
few who listen and say, 'Your words nre very 
good. We will come again and hea1· more.'" · 

One day a Burmese woman, who had been 
married to a French trader at Rangoon, came to 
see the missionary, and asked if b:e would allo-w; 
her to be baptised as a Christian ? Finding 
that she did not .really understand the way of 
salvation, he spoke to her about the need of tbe 
new birth, telling her thnt as a sinner she must 
trust herself to Ch1ist. She was very attentive, 
and asked several questions. It was not long 
before she could sing with her whole heai:t: 

" I en.mo to Jesus as I was, 
Weary, and worn, and sad, 

I found in Him a resting place, 
And He has made me glad." 

. There were othe1· inquirers too, whose visits 
to the zayat took up n good deal of M1·. Judson's 
time, so that witb preaching, teaching, translat
ing the scriptnres, and conversing with the 
nnxious, his l.innds were again filled with work, 
when the shadow of death again foll darkly 
ncross his path. 

You will remember reading of his little 
daughter Maria, born while her father was in 
prison at Rnngoon. She was at the time of 
her mother's clenth nearly two yeaTs old, very 
small for her n.ge, a pale delicnte little thiug. 
But I think her weakness only made her more 
clear to the bead of her lonely father. She wns 
such a loving, gentle child, and lier coaxing, 
clinging wn.ys seemed to comfort him in his 
prent sorrow for the death of his wife. Some· 
times when his heacl ached badly, and his tired 
eyes could hardly see the strange-looking letters 
he was writing, the touch of"her baby fingers 
woulcl lend him from his desk to carry her rouncl 
the go.rden where, after a few moments spent out 
of doors, he would return to his work feeling 
almost rested. 
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Idol Worship . 

• 
EXT to China, India is the most 

thickly populated country in the 
world, and, alas! is given up to 
the worship of gods of their own 
making, instead of owning the 

true God and His Son Jesus Christ. vV c 
give a picture of one of the figures wor
shipped in India. A great variety of gods 
such as this are still bowed down to, and 
offerings of rice and fruits placed before 1 

them. 
At the present day, however, I am glad to 

say that the gospel in all its simplicity is 
preached in India by many of God's servants, 
but the people find it difficult to give up the 
belief of a lifetime, and t<> throw away the 
idols that once they trusted to. 

Some few of the natives learn to know 
and love the Lord Jesus, but there are still 
millions of poor people in India that know 
nothing of the true God, and are quite con
tent to live and die, as their parents before 
them, in ignorance cf the way of salvation. 

I sometimes hear from a gentleman living 
in India, who delights to stand in the streets 
and preach to the passers-by, Ol.' to any ,�ho 
will stay a few moments to hear the message 
of lo\·e-God's love and the way of salvation. 

Shall we not pray for such a dark country 

0 ,,, ,· ,.. 
� 

c-.,_,c,,_1c;. ,� -.. ,_,-_ c_. c_ c, 0 ,_, C'O-
) 

as India, that God will bless the efforts of 
all His servants in that land in turning t�e 
people from darkness to light....:....from idols to 
God. 

vVe must first, however, know Jesus as 
our own Saviour before we can pray for 
others, and this is our earnest wish for 
the readers of MY LITTLE FRIEND that they 

11 

S::. � . . may be brought ' ·��-,hL�l1i n1 · h · 1 I.Ji ��-ii,,· 1 I"' di rn t e1r ear y yea.rs
1·1111� • · · ',r!'{f -�· i 01' to know the Lord 
� '.., " � 1,tl Jesus as the One 

1 ,·
/\�' whodied forthem. 

--

'." lb vVe live in a land
1 ', of light and liber-
, \� ty, but there·may 

be things here 
,1 that hinder us 
� as much from be
·l ing saved as the
l� idols in India. oc
;: cupy the thoughts

� ��-

of the people 
there ; but the 
very first thought 
of every boy and 
girl should be to 
secure tho salva
tion of their soul. House of Simon tho Tnnnor. 
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But the Saviolll' who, when on earth, said of 
such as Maria Judson, "Suffer the little child
ren to come unto me, and forbid them not: for 
of such is the.kingdom of God" (Mark x. 14), 
took the motherless child to be with Him where 
He is. She died from an attack of fever, aged 
two years and three months. Her father 
pressed one last kiss on the cold lips, closed her 
eyes, and folded her small hands on her breast. 
The next morning they laid her in a tiny grave, 
near that of her mother, under the shadow of a 
hopia (hope) tree, and Mr. Judson wi·ote :-" I 
am alone in the wide world. My wife and three 
infant children are with the Lord, and I often 
long to follow them." 

A few weeks passed, and the mis!-ionary was 
sent for by one of the native Christians. She 
was very ill, but calm and happy. She said, " I 
have done with the things of earth ; my name 
is, I know, written in heaven. I shall soon be 
there." She spoke of Mrs. Judson and Maria, 
saying, "I shall see them again; but first of all, 
I shall see my Saviour. I shall fall down before 
Him and thank Him for His great love in send
ing the teachers to Bun:nah to shew me the way 
to heaven." 

Very Eoon after she fell asleep in Christ, and 
Mr. Judson felt he could only thank God and 
take courage. 

But other fields were white to 11arvest, ancl 
the Lord was, in His own gracious way, train
ing other labourers. 

We must return to America, where one even
ing in the year 1827, a number of Christians 
were assembled in a school room, in t.he State 
of Maine to say good-bye to two young mission
aries, Mr. and Mrs. Boardman, who were to 
sail for Burmah the next day. Both had been 
converted in early life ; both longed to tell the 
heathen about the precious Saviour who had 
loved them and given Himself for them, and so 
they turned gladly from home and friends 
in America to spend and be spent for Christ in 
Burmah. 

: We may be sure they received a kind wel
come from Mr. Judson. After a short stay with 
him at the mission house, where they made good 
progress in learning the language, they went to 
live on the banks of a broad river, in a light but 
pretty house, built of bamboo canes, and roofed 
over with palm leaves. Behind the house lay 
a great Indian forest or jungle, where at night 
they could hear the howl of the tiger and the 
loud bark of the hyena. It must ,mvs been n 
strange, lonely place. But I do not ·think that 
Mr. and Mrs. Boardman were afraid to live 
there. Shall I tell you why? Because they 
knew that God was quite able to take care of 
them. 

I must not make this chapter any longer, or I 

would tell you how He in His grace used and 
blessed them there, giving them the joy of see
ing many Burmans truly converted to Christ. 

C. J. L.

ACROSTIC. 
"H e humbled Himself." Oh! the pam of 

that sensitive heart 
U nrler hatred ancl scorn, when for sins not 

His own dicl He smart I 
'' M nu of sorrows ;" who would not that sin 

should for ever enthral. 
I thank Thee for suffering so, Saviour, for 

me, and for all. 
L owly Friend of the poor, now exalted their 

help still to be; 
_ I-n heaven their ministering angels are wor

shipping Thee. 
T ake my heart. 0 Lord Jesus, for Thou art 

the King it hath owned, 
Y ielding willing obedience to Thee with the 

Father enthroned. 
R.H. \V. 

A few words about Lions. 

HE lion is often called the king of 
beasts, and no doubt this is not far 
wrong, for he is the strongest of all 

- beasts, and while the lion fears
none, yet all animals dread the presence of 
a lion. 

In Proverbs xxx. 30 we read, '' A lion 
which is strongest among beasts, and turneth 
not away for any.'' When he roars all that 
hear him shake with fear. It is one thing to 
see a lion in a strong iron cage, where he 
may have been kept many years and lost 

. somewhat of his savage nature, but quite 
another thing to visit the hot countries of 

· Asia and Africa, where the king of beasts
roams at pleasure, to hear his roar and see

, the effects of his great strength.
! " The young lions roar after their prey
'and seek their meat from God.'' (Ps. civ. 21.)
: You see even the young lions depend on God
1 for their food from day to day, then how 
'much more should boys and girls seek to 
trust and serve that One who has done so 
much for them, He who once said, " Suffer 
, little children to come unto me,'' and "Come 
. unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, nnd I will give you rest-." A. E. C. 

:.._ _________________________________________
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HOLIDAY STORIES. 

CHAPTER VI. 
DEEP SEA FISHING •. 

" ' �TONDER how many of the girls 
C:1 and boys I know have ever asked, ,:· as they passed a fishmonger's shop, - and saw cod, ling, haddocks, turbot, and many other kinds of fish,arranged in a tempting show on his marble slabs, ' ,vhere does all the fish come from 1' "Nellie seems to think the question a strange one, and answers in a very matter-offact way : ' ,vhy it is caught in the sea, of course: we all know that.' "Yes, our little friend is right ; but the story of North Sea fisheries, and the way in which the gospel is carried to the men and boys employed in the fishing smacks, and who are often obliged to be away from their homes and loved ones for many long months, is one so full of interest, that I. think we shall all be glad to know a little more about the wo_rkers and their work. "One of the best known fishing grounds is that north of a long, low sandbank, called the Dogger. Here at certain times of the year the greater part, if not the whole, of the North Sea fishing fleet is collected. There are quite a number of smacks. Some are of Dutch build, and sail from Holland ; others are English, Hull, Grimsby, Yarmouth, and many other sea-coast towns in England sending _several boats. every year. "Every smack has its own skipper or captain, and crew of men and boys . While at sea the whole fleet is placed under the command of an admiral, and their nets are let down or taken up when a signal to do so is given from his ship. " We cannot go for our holiday to the Dogger, but an account of a pleasant visit an earnest worker for Christ paid only last year to the fishermen, will he! p us to understand a little about the hard, rough work that must be done before the fish, even when caught, can be sent to market. " He writes, ' The nets had been let down over night, and at four o'clock in the morning my friend and I were roused from a 

comfortable sleep by the shout of "trawl's com in' up,'' and as we did not wish to lose the sight, we made all t-he haste we could on deck. What a busy scene it was ! A tiny steam engine was at work getting in the ropes, and before long the net was high enough in the water to be drawn on board our smack. " ' Every man was at his post, leaning over and grasping as much of the net as he could ; it was very heavy, but that proved nothing: it might be filled with sand or stones,. or it might be a good catch of fish. It was soon on deck, the lash rope was taken out, and the contents tumbled out almost at our feet. The men looked hot and tired, but we were told the fish must be sorted, packed, and sent off to market by the steam carrier, before any one would have time to get breakfast. " ' The catch proved a good one, and every on� on board was soon at work with a will cleaning the fish. It was next sorted and packed into long wooden boxes without lids, and with rope handles; these boxes are called trunks, but are not much like the neatly painted tin or wooden boxes, the packing of which many of my young friends have watched with so much interest when about to start for their long-looked-for holidays in the country or by the seaside. " ' The fish is all packed at last, the highpriced kinds, such as soles, turbot, &c., being marked "prime;" a wooden label, on which the name of the smack is painted, is tied on to each trunk ; cords, to keep the fish from falling out, ·are fastened a�ross the top. "Ah now,'' we say, "the work is done, and the crew will be glad of some breakfast." " ' But boats are being lowered over the side of the smack, and we are told the fish must be sent to market. "But where is the market/' we ask ; " and how will the fish get there � 1' The fishing smacks will stay where these are, north of the Dogger, for weeks to come, and there are no ships for many miles.'' "' Quite true; but a fast-sailing steam carrier will take the fish to Billingsgate, which is, as most of us know, the great London fish market. What a busy scene getting the trunks on board her is. Every 
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smack in the fleet has sent out her boats, 
some of them so heavily laden with trunks 
as to be almost down to the water's edge. 

" ' There is no time. to be lost, for the 
steamer will be off soon, and, as every boat's 
crew want to get a good place, there is 
a great deal of shouting and pushing. At 
last one boat is alongside th� steamer. 
Getting on board is by no means easy, 
but a sailor, choosing the right moment 
when his boat is high in the water, half 
springs, half climbs on board, n;iaking his 
boat fast by a rope called a painter, which 
he has brought with him. The trunks are 
then handed up by those in the boat, the 
man on deck putting one upon another 
where he can find room ; they will soon 
be taken from the deck to the hold, where 
men are busy packing them in ice, so as to 
keep the fish fresh and cool. 

" ' Sometimes, when the sea is verirough, 
a trunk will slip from the hands Qutstretched 
to grasp it, and fall h;ito the sea, both the 
trunk and its contents being of course lost. 

" 'The fishermen must often find their 
work trying. Sometim�s the deck is covered 
with ice so thickly that it is almost im
possible to walk along it without falling. 
Accidents, too, are very frequent, and men 
with badly crushed hands, or even with 
broken legs, are of ten taken on board the 
Mission smack, where a good stock of splints, 
bandages, lint, and many other things, of 
which I cannot even tell you the names, 
is always kApt ready for use. 

"' But this reminds me that I have not 
told you anything yet about the Mission 
smack, and the message. of peace she bears. 

" ' Life for these hardy North S.ea fisher
men, hard and full of toil and danger as it 
now is, must have been much worse some 
years ago, for, though I have no doubt 
christian men now and then were to be 
found in the fleet, yet the greater number 
of the men and boys were ungodly and 
often openly wicked. ?tf:any had gone to 
sea when quite young, some were orphans 
who had been sent on board a fishing smack 
as apprentices, when they were not more 
than eleven or twelve years of age. Year 
after year. had been spent in the service. 
Perhaps not more than two or three smacks 

in the whole fleet had a Bible on board. 
Many of the crews hardly knew how to read, 
and those who did were often hi,ndered by 
the taunts or laughter of their mates from 
reading the Bible. 

" ' Still the eye of God was on these lonely, 
uncared-for toilers in the deep, and it is 
a joy to remember that the heart of the One 
"whose compassions fail not" cared that 
they, too, shou1d hear the "good tidings 
of great joy" (Luke ii . 10) of a· Saviour 
and the love that led Him to die for sinners. 
Hear, too, that the Saviour is a risen, living 
Saviour now, able "to save to the uttermost 
all who come unto God by him." 

" ' But if the North Sea fishermen were to 
hear about the Lord J esu.s and 'His love, 
some one must go 'to carry the sweet gospel 
message to them, for they could not leave 
their work. 

" ' Who should be the messenger 7 I think 
the Lord put the desire to do som�thing to 
brighten the lives of these poor men into 
the hearts of some of His own dear people, 
living in different places, at about ·the same 
time ; and after prayer that the way might 
be made plain, many gave money to help iu 
buying a fishing smack. She was to fish 
like the other boats in the fleet ; but her 
captain and crew were men who, having 
found Christ precious to their own souls, 
longed to tell others the sweet story of His 
love and grace. 

" ' At first many looked coldly at her; 
some shook their heads, and muttered some
thing abouli wishing to be let alone. But 
her skipper ha.Li skilful hands as well as 
a kind heart, and several cases of cut fingers, 
&c., were so nic�ly bandaged, that, as they 
said on returning to their own smacks, 
"they hadn't got the heart to refuse the 
gospel book he offered them with a few 
bright, kind words." 

" 'And so coldness and dislike melted 
away before the power· of love like snow
drifts in the sunshine, and many h'eard the 
gospel, still in this day of grace '' the power 
of God unto salvation to every one that 
believeth. '' ' 

PUBLISHED AT THE OFFICE OF "MY LITTLE 
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A Pleasant Journey .. 

ITTLE Rachel was sitting one day 
with her teacher in the school

I room, busy with lesimns, when the
----=. door opened and a tall gentleman 

came m. 
Rachel jumped up at once to welcome her 

grandfather, and could tell in a moment by 
his manner that he had something ple11sant 
to tell her. 

'• \Vould my dear child like to say good
bye to her. books, and go away with me for 
a holiday r' 

No need for a rPply to such a question
that wi1s just what she would like, and Miss 
Barton, h�r teacher was to go too. Soon all 
was arranged, and the v-ery next <lay they 
were to srart fro1n home for. a holiday of 
several weeks. 

I cannot tell you of all the places that 
Racl>el and her grandfathrr went to, or the 
many thin!!S they saw on the way; but the 
name of the cic.y tba� was mo-t in their 
thoughts is one that all are familiar with 
who rea<i their Bibles-it was Jerusalem. 
Mr. r�aacs had long wi�hed to visit this 
ancient c1t_v, and now the opportunity had 
come when he might. go there. 

Ir, was about six. o'clock on Saturday 
evenin:t, ju�t the close of the .I ewish sabbath, 
when the tired travellers reached Jerusalem, 
so they were very glad to n·st after their 
long journey. Everything they saw around 
was so diff�r�nt to sci,nes in English townii, 
but they were almost too tired to take much 
notice of these things . 

The next day was Sunday, and after an 
early breakfast they all went out for a walk, 
and going in the direction of Mount Zion 
were rather surprised to hear the sound 
of singing coming from a building on the 
top of the mount. On getting nearer to 
it they were very pleased to hear the words 
of a well-known English hymn; this served 
to remind them that, although they were 
now in the down-trodden city of Jerusalem, 
where the Arab or Turk may lord it over the 
poor Jew, yet that God has his hidden ones 
there, who fear His name and who love ·to 
sing His praiseEZ. 

They now returned, and had their mid-

day meal, and rested during the heat of the 
afLernoon, and how better could they spend 
the qniet time than in reading the old, 
old story of ,Jesus and His love 1 They 
were in the very city where Jesus had 
Jived, and where He died that we might 
never die. 

In a Storm. 

I
HE two ship's boys that you see inu the pictur-e belong to a vessel laden

with coals. It i-; bound from• the 
_i north to the Thames, but on the 

way they were caught in a gale, which beat 
the ship ahout so much that the men were 
quite unable to manage her. The captain 
at,d crew gave up all for lost., as it seemed as 
if nothing could save them. 

When the boys he�rd this. they crept 
away to a corner where they might lie down 
to die. Jack, the youn_ger, cried out. "l 
shall be drownPd and never see my mother' 
any more." Hi:s friend, Dick, tried to com
fort the hoy by saying, '° I am not afraid, 
Jack. Don't you know they always p1ay
for this ship in the ti vn 1 It is Tuesriay 
now, and at eight o'clock there is a prayer 
meeting on one of the ships. I know they 
won't forget u�.'' 

Not far off the .9aptain stood almost in 
despair as to his vessel, now tossing about 
on the angry wa.ve�, but he heard the boy's 
words, and they sent fresh hope through his 
breast. He first,, in a few words of prayer, 
cast himself upon the Lorn, and then ma<le 
fresh efforts to save the boat. Just then the 
winrl shifted a little in their favour, and a 
small sail could be set•, then the sbip answered 
to the helm, and after several days' hard 
work, it sailed into the mouth of the river 
Thames and was soon moored in safety. 

The boys never forgot that day of peril, 
and the earnest cry that rose to God for 
help, and how the answer came just at the 
right time. Dick afterwards said, "I never 
go to my hammock now, or leave it either, 
without a short prayer to God to keep me 
in safety.'' I ti:usr., too, that both Jack and 
Dick learned not only to �o to God in time 
of trouble, but to go to Him with their joys 
as well. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE BRITISH l\IUSEU.M. 

OW, as I am going to give the 
children who do not live in 
London, one or two chapters 
all to themselves, I will begin 
by asking them to pay a visit 

(in their minds) to the British .Museum. 
We are not going to waste our time. Oh, no, 
for there is much to be learned there, and 
perhaps, as we wander through some of 
its courts, our talk may seem almost like 
a Bible lesson. 

" But a c'oud seems to be coming over 
Willie's facP, and he looks as if hd thought 
our visit would prove anything but a pleasant 
one. What is he saying. 'Oh, thll.t he does 
not care much ahout the British Museum. 
He thinks it is a dull, stupid old place, DO\V 
that all the stuffed birds and animals, and all 
the butterflies, too, have been removed to 
Kensington.' 

" W e�I, we know Willie is very fond of 
natural history, so I &.m not n1uch surprised 
to fint.l that for him the great attraction of 
the Museum is gone. All I will ask of him 
is tha.t he will open his eyt-s an<l ears, and if 
he does not find anything to interest him in 
the voices of old stoneE:, we will not a..k him 
to join our party in the next ramble we take 
together. 

"Bessie and Hilda remind me of how, not 
many weekd ago, our Bible lesion told Ud of 
the far-away time, when the chdunrn of 
Israel liven in E�ypt, anJ ask if l can shew 

l them anything that will help tlwm to under
staad more about the people of that strange
country.

'' I am so glad of their q110stion, for our
walk through the M,1seum shall b➔gm in the
E�yptian (3-allery. \Ve somt:,t11nes hear E6vpt
called 'Tne land of the Phard.ohs.' W .. e
know that.the title of Pn;1.raoh was one borne
hy a long line of Egvpti11n kings, an l to-,Jay
our eyeri may lo,,k upo,t ohjec..:ts that m LY
ha.vt1 been useu bt tnede p1·0111 m1)rtar1.1h-1
ntHrly four th ,uun,l yea.rd a-5,,. W d can
le.1ora so JU ,tlli116, to�, ab Ju & thtHr to ill bs.

" Who has not heard of the Pyramids of 
Egypt 1 The clouds have all cleared away 
from Willie's fac(l_ now, and he is quite 
pleased to tell us what he can remember of 
their history. He says they were built by 
the kings of Egypt, who intended them as 
burying places, though it is not at all un
likely they may sometimes have been used as 
hiding places for treasure, or even as store
houses for J!l'ain. 

"The old Egyptians had no Bibles. No 
clear Jight of (Joli had ever shone across the 
darkness of their minds. You will, I think, be 
as much surprised as I once wa�, when you 
know that they not only bowed in worship 
to. the sun, moon, and stars, but also to bulls, 
crocodiles, lily tlow�rs, onion:;:, and beetles. 

'� Not very many years ago, some long 
galleries, cut out of the s,,lid roc..:k, were found 
not far from the royal city of Memµhis. 
They proved to be i,assages, each lea.ding to 
a chamber, in which a large cuffia of black 
marble, so highly polished that it might 
almost have been used for a looking-glass, 
had been prepared to receive the embalmed 
body of one of their sacred bulls. 

'' But you want to hear something about 
the tombs of the kings, don't you 1 

".For many years the entrance to the 
Great Pyramid was so covered up hy the 
sand of the desert tha.t no one entered it. 
But when, after a great deal of harJ work, a 
party of explorers forced their way through 
Jong nnrrow pa,;sages to its iuner chd.ml:>er, 
they found it t,mpty. 

"Tne mumm i of the king for whom it was 
builr-, if evd phLcecl there at all. may ha.vt1 
been carried uff hun<lred:; of yea.r.s 1tgo by
Arab robbtffS, wh,, broke the chi:1.mber· open 
iu the h11pe of fi11<ling buri�d treasure. 

"Tne secorn.l Pymmid WliS likewise empty, 
but after forcing their way into the third, 
tllrough a pas .. a6e so narrow R.n I with such. 
!ow roof:; that they Wdl'd often obliged to
creep, with tneir faces only a few inches
from the ground, the explorer:; found them
s1l ve:; in what they knew, from the picture
writing o� the wi1.lls, hd.1i OIIC-i been a
royal tornb. Uut the stone cotfin of the
kin6 w..,:; emptv. On the tl"or of the o•ttet· 
ch;.1.inbdr, co .rere,l with the dust, of centurie:;, 
lay a mullllny-c..1.:;e, or rc1,tL.er the broken ltd 
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THI<: 

MARRIAGE OF THE KIN&'S SON. 
Tim kingdom of heaven is like unto a 
certain king, which made a marriage for 
his son, And sent forth his servants to 
call 1]1em tlmt were bidden to the werl
ding : and they woulu not come. Again, 
]1e sent forth othH servants, saying, Tell 
them which are bi<lden. Behold, l have 
prepared my dinner: my oxen and my 
failings are killed, and all things are 
ready : come unto tlie marriage. But 
they made light of it, a111l m:mt their 
ways, one to his farm, another to his 
merclin11dise : And the remnant took 
his serva1,ts, smd entreated tht>m spite
fully, aml sitiw them. l3nt whtin the 
king lienr1l tlwreof, lie wns wroth : aml 
he se11t forth Ms armies, an<l destroyed 
those murdl:!rers, a11d h11med up their 
city. Then s11ith he to his sef\'nuts, The 
we<l'1i11g i1:1 rt-ady, but they which were 
bi1lde1, were n9t worthy. Go ye therefore 
into the highways, a11d as mauy ns ye 
shall find, hid to the marriage. So those 
servants went out i11to the highways, 
and gathered tOO'Pt 1

Jer a11 as many as 
tl1ey found, both bad and good: and the 
wedding was furnishtid with gnests. 

MATTilBW XXJI. 2-10. 
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of one. It was that of ·tha builder, and we 
may look for ourselves at his coffin with its 
strangely.carved lid, covered with the picture 
writing of E�ypt, for it is in the Museum. 

"\Ve know from our reference Uibles that 
it was about four hundred and thirty years 
after the Flood, or uear]y two thousand 
years before Christ, that Abraham went 
down into Egypt. He may have seen the 
oldest of the Pyramids. Aud I think, if 
we have begun to read our Bibles with 
a real de$ire to understand their meaning, 
we sha.Jl find these old stones are something 
like old friends. 

" Bessie says she was thinking of the 
years Joseph and Moses spent in Egypt, 
and wants to know if I can tell her anything 
about those far-away times. 

" We must not linger over the. story of 
Joseph, though I do not think any of us will 
ever tire of hearing or telling it. We know 
that the .Lord was with him, and that he 
rose to a pm,ition of great honour. A curio�s 
old tomb, near that of the Pharaoh who 
reigned in Egypt in Joseph's time has been 
found. It was built most likely by the 
command of the king for one of his chief 
officers. It bears the name given to Joseph 
in Egypt, one meaning ' Saviour of his age ;' 
also his titles, one being ' Keeper of the 
royal granaries;' at the very end are ·words 
we have read in our Hibles, 'Bow the knee.' 
(Gen. xii 43.) 

"Many �riters think the Pharaoh who 
thus honoured Joseph was one of a race of 
shepherd king�, who for a time ruled in 
Eg,vpt; but' who were themselves conqutlreµ 
aud' driven out by a stronger race: • Now 
there arose up a new king over Egypt, w)lich 
knew not Joseph.' (Ex. j. 8.) 

"It ahvays seems to me when I am look
ing. at these old" stones in the Egy(Jtian 
Gal_lery ·of the �ritish Muse•tm, as if a hright 
ray of sunlight fla.shed out from their dark•
ness and sile�ce and fell across the pages of 
my open Bible. 

" \Villie as�s; 'Why was Joseph's tomb 
in Egypt, when it says in the Bible that 
he was b1;1ried in the i;ame piece of ground as 
his- father Jacob and hid, 1-!r/tndiather A.hra
ham, the fidd or cave of i\fachpelah, in the 
land of Uanaan 1 ' 

"It is quite Jike]y that tl1e tomb Qf Jo!=eph 
was bmlt by ordt!r of his roJ al master, aud 
his ernbalm..:d body may have Jain there 
till the night of the Passover, when, as 
we lmow, the chiJdren of Israel left Egypt, 
taking it with them. 

" Can I tell you anything about the giants 
and the cities tbey lived in 1 

'' Come with me a little way and I will 
shew you a door that once belonged to a 
house in one of the giant cities of Basban. 
You see it is very large, and must have 
needed great strength to shut or open it. 
It is formed of a single slab of stone. Bessie, 
who has joined the geo ogy class at her day
school, asks if the stone is not of the kind 
still known as black basalt 1 Yes ; Ressie is 
quite rig4t, and I see Willie has taken out 
bis pocket Bible, and is turning its leaves as
if in search of something. He is looking for 
the account given by Moses of the time when 

� the giant Og, the last of his race. reigned in 
Bashan. He will find it in Deuteronomy 
iii. 1-5. God had said to His people,
'Fear him not, for I will deliver him,
and all his people, and his land into thy
'hand.'

"Many of the stone houses built by the 
giant race, who once dwelt in Basha.n, 
ar� still standing; but the ow.a and bc.1.ts 
are almost their only tenants, except when a 
few wandering Arabs take, for a short time, 
possesi,:ion of one by throwing down a few 
mats, and lighting a fire upon its hearth. 

"The whole country i:; wil<l and Jonely, 
and the band:J of robbers make it dangerous 

' for travcller1> to pass through.'' 

OUR PICNIC. 
Sec Coloured Picture. 

•
E had been staying for some 

weeks in the country, far
away from town life, whfoh 
we were u�ed to nearly all 
the year round, ancl it was 

quite delightful to wander thr<>ugh the fidds 
of rip➔11in_;; corn .. or h11ve a 1:omp where 
the fr�:1h-mown grass wa.s being maJe into 
ha.v. 

But 'one d.1.y we ,vere tQ have a picnic in 
the woods

1 
and that \Va.� the_grnaWdli trtHLt of 
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all. We took the peramhulator, or baby
carriage as they are now called, with us, and 
be_i.J1g a douhle one we were able to put 
all the packets of food in it, so t l:at there 
was not tbe tiring work of carryin� heavy 
bai-kets to that part of the ,�oods wh�re 
we·were· to stay for the dl\y. 

Being a hot summer's dc1.y, the shade of 
the trees· w'as vet y welcome, e�pecially as -we 
all g-ot very warm in running abnut. 

Emil_v had· takt>n her little ba�ket with 
her, and was looking for flowers with which 
to fill it, but unfortunatelv there were very 
few to be found, so she had to he content 
with a very me3gre bunch, together with a. 
few pieces of lichen which, is so often found 
clinging to small twigs, or on the bark of 
trees. 

After a time the little ones were tired, 
and f?lad to sit down and rest, while they 
all rl id justice to the ati, pie meal spread 
out on the white cloth on the ground. 

Then was the time, too, to take out our 
pocket Te .. taments and read a few verses 
togeth<>r. I cannot now rememher the por
tions_ we reacl, as it is some years ago ; but I 
think the miracle of the loaves and fishes 
would be a nice chapter for such an occasion, 
for while the pP.ople were thus fed they all 
sat down on the grass just as we were doing 
in the woods. 

It is the sam� blessed One who clothes 
, the birds and fl•>wers of the field that fed 
the five thousand men and women in Israel's 
d;i.v of old. and He is called the Brea:! of 
Life. whiQh came down from heaven. 

AMONG THE LIONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURMAH. 

CHAPTER XIX. 
A STRANGE PEOPLE. 

� 
URING the years Mr. Judson had 

lived in Burmah he -bnd oft.en 
�e�rd _of a strange race, who, though

� hv10gm Burm11h, were not Burma.us. 
They were called K11re:,ns, their 
homes were in scattered villages 

among the mountains. No one seemed tQ 
knoyt, and perhaps very few even cared to 

ask how long they had lived there, or the 
nnme of the country they came from. 

One thing Mr. J ud�on lien1·d about the Karens 
we 1:iny be sure interested him greatly :- he was 
told they did not worship idols, hut prayed to 
God. They lind no Bibles, were very poor and 
often ill-treated by their Burm •n neighbours ; 
yet many of them were looking, as th&ir fathers 
and grandfathers had done, for the �oming of 
white teachers, who would bring good news and 
speak words of pence to the Karen nation, 

The missionary often thought of them, -and 
prayed that some way of preaching the gospel 
in Karenlu.nd. as their conntry was called, might 
be opened up to him by the Lord. And an 
answer to prayer was giveq. although not, I 
think, quite in the way Mr. Judson exp,ected. 

A Kar• n youth,. Moun'g Shan-byp., left his 
home in one of the v.illages, and, after· foilr 
clays' journey over the_ mountains, reached the 
nearest town. He was only fifteen years of 
age, but liis wild, daring spirit soon made 
him the terror of all the country round. He 
g-ot into the company of a gang of robbers, 
and took part in many robberies and even -
mnrde�s. He was j?Oing to be sent. to pri<:on 
for debt, when a native Christian offert:ld to 
pay the debt for him if the boy would become. 
his slave. a very common thing in Bur.mah. 

The kind offer was accepted, and Moung
Shan-byn went to live under the roof of one 
who often spoke to him about the Lord J esns 
and His love. Here for a time his outward 
conduct was a little better; but after - some. 
weeks he behaved so badly tllat his master was· 
obliged to send him away. 

Mr. Jud�on took him at once. into his service, 
and though at -first much tried by his fits of 
violent temper, :went on in faith and prayer, 
not only ten.ching him to read his Bible, but 
expln.ining to him whn.t he rend ; and in les.s 
than a ye.ar light from the true and only lamp, 
the word of God, shone into the soul of the 
wild, wicked Knren boy. Like one · of old, 
he could say, "One thing I know, that whereas 
I was blind, now I see." (John ix. 25.) He sELw 
himself as a lost, .sinner; but by faith he saw in 
the. Lord Jesus just the Saviour he needed. He 
was truly a new creature in Christ Jesus. He 
lon�ed to tell his 1·elations and friends of Christ, 
and when n.t last the way oleai·ed for .Mr. 
and Mrs. Broadr.unn to live among the Karens, 
he begged that he might be allowed to f:?O 
too, and act as their interpreter, as tlle language 
of the Karens differs greatly from that of the 
Burmese. 

His request was granted; and as soon as 
the missioaary party reached a Karen village, 
he would collect the people who came in crowds 
to listen to the· gospel. Once the boat stopped 
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near a village during harvest. All the inhabi, 
tants were nt work in the fields. The only 
rerson to be found at home wns an old mnn, 
the brother of the chief. 'When he heord c,f !Lo 
coming of white ten.chars from over the sea 
he wns much pleased, and gave orders thnt 
a horn should be blown as a si{?nnl to the 
people to leave their work and assemble in 
an open space before his tent, saying, '' They 
have come, they have brought ,1s words of 
pea re; but ah I how long we have be�n waiting 
for 1hem I 11 

Mnny of the poor people brought presents 
of fowl�. fo,h, fruit, 11nd other things, and all 
listened with great attention while Mr. Bonrd
mnn sroke to tllfm from John iii. 10 of the 
wonderful love of God. 

Mr. Boardman wn.s mnch encourn�ed, and 
wrote : "I believe the God of all grace is nbout 
to work in a w11nderfnl way among these poor 
people. Moung Sban-byn is a great comfort and 
a rev.I helper to us. He will often ask lea,•e to 
visit distn,nt Karen villages, where he preaches 
the g-ospel. Once he wn.s away for seven weeks. 
We began to get quite anxious about him, but he 
returned, hringing with him ten persons, who 
having believed in Obrist wished for christian 
baptism." 

Mr. and Mrs. Boardman bad two children, n. 
little girl of not quite three years old, and n. baby 
of ouly n. few months. The eldest, whose name 
wn.s Snrn.h, was n very lively and engaging child. 
Her rosy cheeks, blue eyes, and Jong yeJlow curls, 
made her so unlike the dark-skinned native 
children, that her mother wou]d often look at 
her, thinking she wn.s very much like some fair 
flower, bursting into bloom and beauty among 
dark. unsightly weeds. 

Although so young, sbe could speak Burmn.n 
and En2lish quite nicely, and knew a number of 
Kn.ran words. But better still, the little one 
loved to hear "the sweet story of old," often 
an.yin!!, "Plen.se, mn.mmn., tell me more about 
Jesus." Only n. day or two before her death, 
her mother heard her sn.y to a Kn.ren girl, who 
had been playing with her, "I cannot pln.y now, 
f qr I wish to go n.lone and pray." 

And the Lord Jesus who when on earth called a 
little child unto Him, had need of Sarah. Her 
illness was so short that her sorrowing parents 
could hn.rdly believe their darling was about to 
be tnlcen from them, til1 all was over, and they 
knew their precious ln.mb wn.R "safely folded." 

It mnst hn.ve been n gren.t trial. But through 
gi·ace they were enabled to bow and sn.y, "It is 
the Lord, Jet him do what seemeth him good.'' 
Mr. J3on.rdman turned from the grave of his 
much-loved child to the work of making Christ 
known to tho perishing Karena, with a new 
st1·nngo feeling that fo1· him the time was v_ery 

short, that what he had to do must be uone 
quickly. And so he was a1wnys at work, preach
ing, teaching in t:rhcol, talking to thoE:e who often 
cn::c :rem lon:z distances acrotts the mountains 
to get gospel books and tracts, or translating the 
script mes. 

His wife thought sometimes that he looked 
paler and thinner every day; his cough, too, was 
troublesome, and he couJd not sleep wen at 
nights ; but be did not complain, and was so 
bright in soul, and so happy in his work that 
even her watchful eye failed to see that he was 
reaHy very ill.

But we must Jen.ve the Boardmans fo1· a time 
.to· peep n.t Mr. Judson. Many hours of every 
dn.y be E:pent in the zayat, where many came to 
hear the gospel, or aE:k for cbristian books. 
Tracts and gospels bad been carried into places 
mnny, !Dany miles from the mission station, and 
fr0m time to time the heart of the missionary 
was glnddened by hearing of one and another, 
who through reading had heen led to give up the 
wori-hip of idols, and pray to the true God. 

There had been n. remarkable work, too, of 
conversion among the elder i.•irls, i;ome of whom 
bnd heen n.mong Mrs. Judson'R firRt scholars, 
nnd though Satan, who, we know, always tries 
to hinder the woik of God, raised a good denl of 
opposition the yotmg converts held steadily .on 
their wn.y. 

One dn.y n. woman, whose daughter bad con
fessed Christ, 'but who was herself a heathen, 
came to the school. She was very angry, and 
began to shake and beat her, Rn.ying, " I have 
been robbed of my dau�hter. She hn.s become a 
Christian, and Christians do not cheat or steal, 
or tell lies. She is of no use to me now. She 
will never be able to get her own living, and no 
one will wish to many a woman who prn.ys.'' 

The poor girl tQok her mother's blows and 
abuse in a meek, quiet spirit, only saying, 
" Please, dear mother, do not be so vexed with 
me for loving the Lord Jesus. I always remem
ber you when I prn.y to God." 

After a time the enraged woman became more 
quiet, nnd before leaving promised that she 
would allow her daughter to remain at school, 
and not force bar to go to the iclol temple on her 
return home. 

C. J. L.
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A HAPPY COUPLE. ET me tell you a little about this happy couple. Just now I think I they are looking out for a visitor,---'-=· and waiting for her arrival, but it was not so much that I was going to speak about, as their past history. A gentleman was one morning giving an address to a large number of children in a big city. I need not tell you wbat his subject was; of course it was about Jesus, and how the dear boys and girls might have their sins forgiyen, and when it was nearly time to close the meeting and go home, a very solemn question was asked, " Will any one here have Jesus as their Saviour 1" All was very quiet for a moment as the speaker looked round to see if there would be any answer to this his question, and the dear little boy stood up, and said out loud, (c Yes, sir, I will." Oh, what a happy choice for this little fellow, and his ways proved afterwards that a real change had taken place with him. Now let me say a few words about the little girl. She was found one evening sitting with her head hanging down, and in great trouble. What was she in trouble about 1 perhaps you will ask. Well, she had found out that she was a sinner, and she wanted to be saved. A friend read a short text to her ; it was this : "I am the door ; by me if any man enter in, he shall be saved," and then explained that .Jesus called Himself a, door because He was the way into blessing. Because of our sins, we all deserve to be shut out of heaven, but the Lord Jesus Christ having been punished instead of sinners, it was like opening the door wide. " I am the door; by me if any man enter in, he shall be saved." Christ is the only door, "neither is there salvation in any other." The way then to become a child of God is to have faith in Christ Jesus, and that is like going in by the door, and all who enter thus are saved. Two days afterwards, Nellie had quite a different face; she was now bright and happy, all the sorrow was gone, she was trusting in Jesus, ll.nd He made her happy. 

The Queen's Gift. 

� AM going to ·tell you what happened to a littl_e orphan boy, �nd how hewas provided for by a kind lady of - the highest rank, who took a greatinterest in the poor and helpless one.One fine summer afternoon, not many years ago, when Regent Street was crowded with carriages and foot-passengers, a sharp, piercing cry from a child's voice rose suddenly above the noise of rolling wheels and prancing horses, and drew everybody's attention. Immediately a' gentleman was seen to dart from the side waJk into the centre of the roadway. Right in front of one of the carriages, apparently under the very hoofs of the horses, he stooped down and snatched up the body of a little ragged lad who had been knocked down, and with his burden regained once more the side walk. The crowd on seeing him, burst into a bnzz of admiration. The poor little fellow lay limp and helpless in the firm bqt tender grasp of his rescuer. The latter hailed a passing hatsom cab, and still hold.ing his insensible burden, got inside, and told the cabman to drive with all speed to St. Thomas' Hospital. The child came to himself soon after his arrival at the hospital, and it was discovered .that his injuries- were not very serious. Lingering for a few moments by the bedside, the gentleman· began to talk with the rescued one. The boy was clad in rags, bare-footed, and had suffered from privation. "What is your name 1'' asked the gentle-man. "Jim, sir." "Jim what 1'' cc Jim notMng, sir.'' cc You must have a name!,,"Never 'eard on it, sir." "Have you a father and mother j ''"Please, sir, I 'ain't 'ad no father nor mother theso five years." Then little by little the boy told a touching story of a daily struggle for bare existence on the streets of Lo�don. It so happened that the gentleman was nn officer in the army, and a member of the Queen's household; and shortly afterwards what ha.cl occurred came to Her l\fajesty's ears. 
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The Queen was much interested in the 
case, and kindly arranged to provide for 
the future of the fatherless and friendless 
lad. 

The officer who had rescued Jim had 
him placed by Her Majesty's directions in 
an Industrial School for three years ; after 
which, as the lad shewed some talent for 
mnsie, he was admitted into the band of one 
of the regiments stationed near London. 

On the day he first put on his regimentals 
as a band boy he received a. little packet 
from his rescuer, and this proved to contain 
a present from the Q,ueen herself. It was a 
Bible, on the fly-leaf of which were written 
the words, " \Vhen my father and mother 
forsake me, then the Lord will take me 
up ;" with the added inscription : "To 
James, from his friend, Victoria R.'' 

Surely that boy would never forget his 
kind deliverer, nor the good lady who so 
befriended him. R. H. W. 

AMONG THE LIONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURMAH. 

CHAPTER XX. 
SEED TIME AND HARVEST. 

V/,b,-

AY by day Mr. Boardman grew 
weaker, and after a few more 

weeks of suffering, he fell asleep 
� in Jesus. It took some time before 

a letter telling of Mrs. Boardman's 
great loss could reach her friends in 

America; but when her father and mother 
knew that their much-loved Sarah was a widow 
with one little boy in a land of strangers, they 
lost no time in writing a long, loving letter, 
saying that they thought it would be best for 
her to return as soon as possible to the home of 
her childhood, where they assU1·ed her a warm 
welcome awaited not only her but hQr child. 

But was she .really free? Was her work for 
Obrist in Bur.1ru1h done? Could she leave the 
Karens, about whom I told you so much in my 
last chapter, at a time when many sEiemed 
really anxious to know " How they could be 
savec1." 

Come with me to the mission house, and you 
shall judge for yourselves. It is late in the 
evening, but a group of Karen women, some of 
whom came many miles to see their beloved 
teacher, still linger in Mrs. Boardman's room. 
All day long she has been so busy visiting 

the sick, teaching in the schools, Ol' caring 
for her little George, that they were obliged 
to wait before :finding an opportunity of iielling 
her of thefr love and sympathy. 

What are they saying ? They speak in a 
language we do not understand, but their 
pitying looks shew that they share the grief 
of one they all love, and tears are on the faces 
of several. 

One, a Christian from Rangoon, says: " I 
was telling a native disciple that it had pleased 
God to call our beloved teacher to Himself, and 
that now you wonld be very end .. and lonely. • 
He said, ' That is trne, so you must go a.nd 
comfort her.'" 

Another said, "My home is in a village, far 
away among the mountains, whei:e mg,ny wor
ship idols; there are a few Christians ; we arg 
all very poor but very happy, for we love God 
and each other. Our only sorrow is the death 
of our beloved teacher; if you go away too, we 
�hall feel like chilchen who have lost· both 
father a.nu mother." 

Many, too, were beginning to shew grea,t 
interest in the gospel, and is it any wonder 
that Mrs. Boardman decided to stay where she 
was and work on among her scholar� and the 
native women, who, thougli very igno1·a.nt, we1·e 
as humble aI).d teachable as little children ?

Writing to her friends in America., she says : 
" The love some of these poor people shew for 
the gospel often makes me feel quite ashamed 
of my coldness. Some of them will ceme from 
forty to fifty miles to attend a Bible reading or 
beg-a christian book; and that, too, when the 
way lies through pathless forests, known to be 
the l.u1,unts of the lion and tiger. A Ka1·en 
woman, who has been for some time living 
at the mission house, told me that when she 
came she was often obligecl to cross streams 
so deep that the water almost touched her 
chin. I asked her if she was not afraid. 
She said, ' Only of the alligators,' tba.t make 
their homes among the tall grass and reeds 
growing on theil.· banks.'' 

Mr. Boardman had been dead a.bout a year 
and a half when his widow beca.me the seconcl 
wife of Mr. Judson. And now I must tell you 
how the Lord in His grace gave His faithf nl 
labom:er what must have been a very sweet and 
precious foretaste of the joy of harvest. 

Day after day, Mr. Judson would sit for holll's 
in the wayside zayat, sometimes speaking to 
natives who ventured in, sometimes alone, 
reading aloud some simple gospel book, in the 
hope that some passer-by might listen, if only 
for a few moments, to " the wonderful words of 
life." It was on one of the hottest days of tho 
Indian summer. The 1,alm-leaf roof of the 

(Continued on pctge 62.) 
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I-IOLIDAY TIME. 

I
OME years ago, a young lady was 

staying at a beautiful seaside place 
in \i\7 ales. She was having her 
holiday, which she had looked for
ward to for a long while, and now 

the time had come round when she found 
herself many miles away from home at the 
seaside, where she might enjoy the fresh air, 
lovely sunshine, a11d the sparkling sea. She 
hoped to have her health built up, and get 
back colour in her face, which was pale from 

city life. One day she might go for a 
ramble along the shore, and another time 
climb t,he high hills near at hand. 

"Oh !'' you say, "how I should enjoy a 
holiday like that! How happy I should be !'' 

Ah ! but that was the strange thing about 
it. This young larly, of whom I am telling 
yoa, was not happy. She could not enjoy 
the brightness and freshness all around that 
God in His goodness was pleased to give. 
No, she had a trouble that took up all her 
thoughts, and prevented her from enjoying 
her holiday. 

One day she had been at a meeting where 
Jesus and His love were being spoken about, 
and God by His Spirit caused His word to 
have a great effect on her, and the thought 
,vould come to her, what a sad thing it 
wpuld be to be lost for ever. ::-he did not 
want to be lost for ever, and yet her sins 
were not forgiven. 

No wonder she was unhappy, no wonder 
she could not enjoy her holiday ; but I am 
glad to be able to tell you that she did not 
remain in that state ; no, she was told to look 
to Jesus, and to trust in His finished work 

for the salva.tion of her soul. And, oh, she 
did look to Jesus, and told Him what a 
sinner she was, and how she wanted her sins 
forgiven. 

A happy change then ca.me over her, for 
she saw that Jesus was her Saviour, and 
that holiday, though sad at first, proved to 
be the happiest in all her life, now she could 
say, "Jesus is mine.'' Boys and girls who 
are now going into the country fol' your 
holiday time, think, are you ready 1 If not, 
oh look to Jesus, trust all to Him, then you 
will surely have a very happy time. 
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zayat ha.i·dly seemed to shelter him from the 
rays of the sun, and the missionary felt so tii:ed 
he would gladly have closed the book and in• 
dulged in a brief rest. 

But he would not, for perhaps he remembered 
bow once His Lord and l\:fa_ster had, when very 
tired with a long journey, lingered at noon by 
Jacob's well, telling one lonely, · sorrowful 
woman of living waters. (John iv.) And it 
might be that the same gracious, loving Lord 
would guide some passing strangers that way, 
and incline them to stop and listen. So Mr. 
Judson read on. 

"Look father, look, that is Jesus Christ's 
man! Ob, how very white he is." The speaker 
was a dark-skinned, bright-eyed little boy who 
passed holding the hand of a tall Burmese 
gentleman, whose dress and manner marked 
him as belonging to the educated upper class. 
Mr. Judson, who loved children dearly, smiled 
at the boy, who returned his smile with a look 
so bright and open, that the missionary quite 
longed to take the little fellow on his knee and 
tell him" the sweet story of old." 

The next day at about the same hour, the 
father and son passed again, and the next Mr. 
Judson made a sign to the boy, whose name 
was Moung Moung, that he wanted to speak to 
him. In a moment the child was at his side. 

The missionary knew it would not be well to 
say many words, or detain him long. But 
taking a gaily coloured Madras handkerchief he 
folded it into a turban and twisted it round the 
boy's head. 

Moung Moung, much pleased, ran back to his 
father, saying, " See what a beautiful turban 
Jesus Christ's man has given me." 

The father looked grave, and said in a low, 
troubled voice, "Yes, Moung Moung, it is very 
pretty, but I do not care for your going to the 
zayat. It is not a very good place for yon. 
These white foreigners have strange ways of 
making people believe things. Why do you 
always wish to walk this way ?" 

"Oh, my father, the white teacher will do 
me no harm. But I want you to tell me some• 
thing I wish very much to know," and Moung 
Moung drew closer to his father's side, and 
grasped his hand more tightly. 11 Did my 
mother worship tl?e Lord Jesus Christ?" 

The father's face grew stern and hard as he 
said, u Who dared to tell you so?" 

" But did she? Is it true?" 
11 Who could have told you such a tale?" 
11 I must not tell you, my father, for I 

promised I would not. The one who told me 
•said it was as much as life was worth to talk of
such things to your son. But do tell me if it is
true?"

" We will not talk any more of these things, 

Moung Moung. The white teacher was very 
kind to give you such a pretty handkerchief." 

The pair bad been - closely followed by a 
woman whose veil was drawn closely over her 
face, and who canied a large palm-leaf fan. 
Unnoticed by eitlier speaker, she had been near 
enough to hear almost every word. She now 
stopped at a small shop, and seemed intent on 
the purchase of some bananas. But there was 
a strange new look of gladness on the veiled 
face, and an unspoken thanksgiving made music 
in her heart. 

Father and son were out of sight, a cluster of 
bamboos had hidden them frQm the missionary, 
and he began once more to read aloud the little 
book he had already read and 1·e-read so many 
times that he could have repeated every word 
from memory. But the words seemed to come 
with greater sweetness and power to his own 
soul, and he felt almost rested. 

A BURIED CITY. 

I
HE city Nineveh is one of very great 

interest, whether we think of it in 

I

connection with Bible accounts, or 
- as mere history of the past. So

completely was it covered up that in
two hundred years the very place and ·name 
seem to have been forgotten, and thus it lay 
for many centuries. 

But let us turn to the Book of Jonah, and 
read again the account of the prophet who 
was sent of God to warn the people of judg
ment and ruin that was at hand. 

Jonah did not like to deliver the message, 
and fled, as you know, to Tarsus, but the 
wo1·d of the Lord · came to him the second 
time, to go to Nineveh and preach as God 
had told him. 

This time the prophet went, and raised 
his voice in the streets of the city, saying, 
" Yet forty days and Nineveh shall be over
thrown.'' How surprised the people must 
have been at the words of the strange man 
who had sudde.nly come amongst them, and 
as they looked at the solid stone walls of the 
city little did it seem likely that Jonah's 
words would come true. But the people 
believed God and the message He had serit. 
They repented of their evil ways, fasted, and 
put on sackcloth from the greatest even to 
the least. 

Now God al ways has mercy on those who 
turn to Him, who confess and forsake their 
sins, and He had mercy on this city also. 
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HOLIDAY STORIES. 

CHAPTER VIII. 
A VISIT TO SOUTH KENSINGTON. " ,, �T is half-holiday once more, and C::1 Bessie will not let me forget a � promise made some time ago to - tell those of my young friendswho live in the country somethingabout the places of interest in this great city, this busy London, where most of my working time has been spent. '' 'But wliere are you going to take us f Grace and Hilda say, and I answer by asking them, ' Where would you like best to go f Vl e all remember how pleasantly vVilli� gave up his own wishes, and joined our party at the 'British Museum,' only a month ago, '8.nd so we agree that the choice shall be his to-day. " "\Ve shall expect to hear him deciq.e in favour of the Zoological Gardens. But no, he says that he should. like a peep into the Bird Galleries of the NaturalHistory Museum at South Kensington. " Well, Wil1ie shall have his wish, for a short journey by the Undergro�nd Railway from any of our City stations will take us within a very short walk of its principal entrance. There it is ! We can hardly help stopping for a moment. to look at the building. Its general appearance is ve1·y pleasing, as a ray of sunshine lights up the warm tints of the terra cotta bricks of which its walls are built. "We shall have so much to see and talk about that we can only stay long enough on the ground floor, just to glance at the skeletons of some very la.rge animals which are said to have become extinct, or to have died out long ago. We can form some idea of their great size as we look at the framework of bones once covered by fle8h and skin. Truly they must have been a race of giants, and we find ourselves saying in the words of David, as we think of the IJod who formed and fed them, '' These wait all upon thee, that thou mayest give them their meat in due season. That thou givest them they gather : thou openest thy hand, they are filled with good, Thou hidest thy face, they 

are troubled : thou takest away their breath, they die, and return to their dust.' (Ps. civ. 27-29.)" Hilda would willingly linger looking atsome cases filled with precious stones and beautiful specimens of gold and silver ore, the metals in the state in which they are dug out of the mine, but she says she knows Willie wants to get to the stuffed birds, so she will only ask if I can shew her a jasper stone 1 Yes, here is one, and as I look at it my mind goes back to words it was my privilege to listen to many years ago, when one of the Lord's servants addressed a little company of Christians on the wonderful way in which some of �he glories of Christ are unfolded to. His people, even by the jasper stone. "You would like to know what he told us, would you 1 You answer, 'Yes,' and Willie says we shall have plenty of time for the birds when we have finished our talk about the jasper. "Well, I am afraid I really can't remember all he said. It is such a very long time since I listened to his voice. But as we stand looking at a real jasper, I will try to tell you a· little in the hope that you may be led to take a still greater interest in the preciou� things of God. " He began by reminding us of how long ago twelve precious stones flashed and glittered on the breastplate of Aaron, who was, we know, the high priest of God's earthly people, the Jews. When we get home, if we open our Bibles at the twentyeighth chapter of Exodus, we shall be able to read the names of the stones, and the order in which they are placed, for ourselves. "Mr. F. went on to say, 'If I had all these gems, and could lay them on the table, and ask you each to take the one you liked best, I feel sure that not one of you would choose the jasper. One might say, "Oh, give me the diamond, for I know it is very precious, and even when the darkness of night gathers round me, I know it will still shine with a pure steady light.'' While another might choose the soft green hue of the emerald, or the bright blue of the sapphire. The jasper is far from being so bright and beautiful as the eleven other 
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gems of the breastplate. And in this way it 
speaks with power to my soul of the Lord 
Jesus Christ., for it is not till the Holy Gpost 
has opened our eyes to see, and our hearts to 
understand, that we really see any be�uty 
in Him. We have read what was w1itten 
by the prophet faaiah many years before the 
coming of Christ. He spake, we know, of 
Him when He said, "For he shall grow 1up
before him as a tender plant, and as a root 
out of a dry ground : he hath no form nor 
comeliness ; and when we shaJl see him, thei e 
is no beauty that we should desire him.": 
(Isa. liii. 2). 

"Now if through grace we can say that by 
faith 'we see Jesus,' we are glad to own 'He 
is altogether lovely.1 (8ong of Sol. v. 16.) 

" Many chemists and learned men have 
taken great pains, and tried many interest
ing experiments, in order to find out the 
different kinds of earth, clay, &c., of which 
precious stones are composed or made up. 
In order to do this �hey were obliged to put 
some of them into a fire-proof vessel or 
jar, called a crucible, and place them, in 
a furnace, a kind of large oven made very, 
very hot. They could bear a great deal 
of heat, so the furnace was made hotter 
and hotter, till at last all but one had 
lost their bright colours, and when taken 
out of the crucible looked only like worthless 
lumps of clay. 

" One alone stood the test, that one was 
the jasper, the fire could not harm it. i\.nd 
none but Christ. Himself, the holy, sinless 
Son of God, could have become a Saviour, 
for none else could have borne the storm 
of God's righteous anger against sin; or 
bowed beneath the dark waters of death 
to rise again conquering and triumphant 
Lord and Christ. 

"Some of you have already begun the 
study of a foreign language ; I have seen 
Hi!da look quite grave over her French 
translation ; and I know Willie sometimes 
finds his Latin exercise anything but easy ; 
but perhaps you may not have heard that 
there are just a few words that cannot 
be translated or changed into other languages. 
The name Jevvah, by which God was known 
to His people Israel, is one of these words. 
Another is the word 'Jasper,' it never 

Changes, and l think may thus remind us 
of a text., precious I trust to our hearts, 
'Jesus Christ the same yesterday, and tcf
day, and for ever.' (Heb. xiii. 8.) 

"Look closely. at the jasper ; for a ray 
of sunlight enters through a window almost 
opposite to the glass case where we are 
standing and places it in a good ligh�. 
There are four different colours in the stone 
-red, blue,· green, and dark brown. The re�
may remind us of the precious blood of Christ
that cleanseth from all sin. (1 John i. 7.)

"Sometimes in the early spring, as we 
have watched the grass spring forth cover
ing the dark brown earth with its tiny 
green blades, we have thought it spoke to 
our hearts like a pretty story, telling of 
life out of death, reminding us of the 
empty grave of the risen Saviour. 

'' Blue is, we know, always used in 
scripture as the heavenly colour, and as 
we look at it in the jasper we may think 
of the new place where the Lord has gone. 
Do you a11 understand what I mean 1 I am 
afraid you do not, so I will tell you about a 
poor woman I once went to see in the in
firmary ward of Marylebone Workhouse. 
She was very ill, and I think she must 
have felt very lonely; for, though it was 
visiting day, she did not seem to have 
any friends or relatives to ca.re for her. 
I had been speaking to her about the Lord 
Jesus and His love to sin·ners, and asked 
her if she could trust Him as he-:- ou;n 
Saviour. 

" I shall never forget the answer, or the 
look of trouble that was in her face as 
she said, ' Ob, if you could only tell me 
for sure where He is now; I do keep praying 
to Him on the cross, but somehow it seems 
as if He couldn't be there now.' 

"It was a real joy to me to open my 
Bible at the first Epistle of Peter, and 
read to her of the One ' Who is gone 
into hAaven, and is now on the right hand 
of God."' (1 Peter"iii. 22.) 

"But we are forgetting all about the bird 3, 
upstairs, which we must now go and see 
and then I can write about them for next

h' 
. ,, 
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Waiting for the Ferry. 

• 
DEAR little girl named Amy had 

been taken very ill, and her 
parents were at her bedside, 

- - eagerly watching for any little
sign of a change for the better.

The doctor had dcne all in his power to 
stay the disease, but at last he said, " I'm 
afraid your little girl will die.'' 

Not far from where Amy lived was a 
river, which she had often crossed with 
other children in a ferry boat ; and now 
as her end was drawing near, this river 
seemed to be like death, which she had 
to cross, and ,Jesus was the One who was 
taking her over. The following . verses 
sweetly describe the fe.w last hours of Amy : 
" And, mother, such beautiful songs I hear, 

Like praise to the heavenly King ; 
Such beautiful songs, from such numbel'less 

throngs, 
It must be the angels who sing." 

" And whom does my Amy, my dal'ling, see, 
Stand there on the opposite !,bore ? "

" A beautiful One, who shines like the sun; 
I never saw such before. 

"I know who it is-I know very well, 
'Tis the Shepherd-so good and so kind ; 

He's coming to save-He comes o'er the 
wave, 

His wee little lambkin to find. 

"Afraid of the Fe1-i·yman? no, mother, dear, 
He'll not let me sink in the flood ; 

He'll take me to rest on }iis own loving 
breast, 

For I'm wash'd in His own precious blood. 
" Afraid of the Ferryman ? father, oh no, 

'Tis Jesus 1 He'll do me no harm ; 
If the valley be drear, I never will fear, 

As I read in my own little Psalm." 

A smile, and a movement-a mising of hands, 
" The Fe!-ryman's Jesus ! " she cried ; 

They raise up her head, but her spirit has 
fled, 

She has pass'd to the other side. 

The father and mother, though bow'd down 
with grief 

At the sorrow that over them roll'd, [kind 
Were thankful to find that the Shepherd so 

Had taken their lamb to His fold. 

The Lord knew the trust of that denr little 
heart, 

That of trouble she fear'd not a wnve; 

And why should she fear, with the Saviour so 
nenr, 

So willing-so mighty to save ? 

MILLIE'S FEARS. 
REALLY think there never was a 
more timid child than Millie. She 
could not bear the dark, nor would 
she ever go alone about the house, 
even in the daytime. Her sisters, 

who were stronger and more robust than 
she, could not understand this nervousness, 
and I ·am sorry to say the poor child of ten 
had to stand thoughtless teasing from them. 

But at last there came a change in Millie's 
conduct. She was no longer the nervous 
little child she had been. What had made 
the difference 1 Was it only because she 
was growing older and leaving childish ways 
behind� 

We will find out the secret. In a certain 
box, where Millie keeps her greatest trea
sures, there is a leaf torn out of a little diary, 
and against the date, March ] 0th, are 
written these words, "Jesus saved me." 
Ah ! now we know the reason : 

" Her terrors all vanishetl before the sweet 
Name, 

Her guilty fears banished, with bolclness 
she came 

To drink at the Fountain, life-giving ancl 
free." 

Speaking one day of her former fears to 
her sister, she said : 

"I will tell you how it was I so disliked 
being alone. I was in constant terror lest 
the Lord should come and leave me behind, 
and whenever the rest of you were out of 
my sight, I fancied this had happened." 

But now Millie knows she is one of those 
who will be caught up to meet their Lord 
and Saviour when He comes, and she has 
nothing to fear down here, for she knows 
He is ever near her, and she can say : 

"What time I am afraid I will trust in 
thee,'' "I will trust and not be afraid." 

And now should any child read this who 
is troubled in the ·way Millie was, do you, 
dear one, put your fu]l trust in the Lord, 
and then " under the shadow of his wings '1 

will you rejoice. 
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AMONG THE LIONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURMAH. 

CHAPTER XX.I. 
AN OUTBREAK OF CHOLERA.

� OUNG Moung, with all his boyish
\.J�f�

... 

love of play, was an observant,
thoughtful child. His father, who
was thought by all who knew him
to be a stern, grave man, was very
kind to his little son, often allowing

him to ask questions. One day a conversation something like the
following took place between father and son. "Is it true," asked Moung Moung, "that she,
my mother, worshipped the Lord Jesus Christ?"- A frown seemed to cast its own dark shadowupon the father's face, as be asked in a low,hoarse voice, "Who dar�d to tell you ? Whodares to speak of such things to my son?" 

Moung Moung trembled at his father's angrylook. But his answer was, " I cannot tell you,dear father, for I promised I would not. Theone who told me, said it was as much as lifewas worth to talk of such things under yourroof. But I want very much to know if what I
heard is true. Will you not please to tell me ?" " We will talk of it another time, MoungMoung, you must not ask any more questionsto-day, it is too hot even to talk now." \'\"ho were the father and child? Let us enterthe mission zayat just as Mr. Judson calls anative helper to his side, and pointing to themas they turn a corner asks, " Do yon know that
gentleman and his little boy ?" "Ah, yes,
teacher, I know them well ; the father is a
writer under Government. He is a 1·ich man.
He lives in a large house, and keeps many
servants, but -" "But what?" 

"Teacher, you have asked me, and I must
tell you the truth, he hates Christians." '' Does
be ? How is it then that bis son al ways smiles
at me, as if I were an old and dear friend ?" 

"Ah, that is because he has been taught to 
love you. Burmese children are very shy of
strangers. Does the teacher remember howone morning, it may, be six or even eight years9,go, a young woman came to the zayat to askfor medicine for her baby who was very ill?" 

"No, indeed, I do not remember," themis1,;ionary said with a smile, "my memory
would be very good if I could remember all to
whom I have given medicine.'' 

" But you must remember her," the helper
continued, "for she was very beautiful, and her
voice was like the sound of silver bells at
midnight� Well, she was the wife of this

gentleman, and her little boy, who was only a
baby then, was very ill. The native doctorcould do him no good, so she came to you,
even though she feared it would make her
husband angry. "You gave her medicine for her child, and
then you told her that she was sick too, of a
worse disease than the fever that burnt in the
veins of her baby. You told her that she was a
sinner, and then you spoke to her about the
Lord Jesus. " When she left, you gave her the Gospel by
Matthew, and kneeling down you prayed God
to bless her, and make her a true believer in
Christ." "Yes, I think I remember her now,'' said
Mr. Judson. "But what came of it?. did she
read the book?" 

"Yes, she 1·ead i� at night as she watched by
her' baby, and she used to pray too, for shewould kneel down ; at first she would speak in a. whisper, saying the words you had used, or allshe could remember of them. But I am sureGod heard her, for she believed in Jesus, andhad a great wish to be baptised as a Christian,
but when she told her husband he was veryangry, and would not allow it. " Moung Moung got well, but his mother wasnever strong, and day by day she grew weaker,and looked more like a fading flower. Herhusband who was really very fond of her, was
grieved, and bought her all kinds of beautifulthings to wear, but he would not let her senclfor you. A little while before she died the Lord
gave her faith and courage, and she spoke to all
around her of Christ, telling them to love Him,and worship none but Him. " Sometimes Moung Moung has his mother'slook, such a fa1·-away look, and I am told he
will ask questions too, about God and heaven.
I often think it may be that God, who so long
ago called the child Samuel, may have spoken
to the heart of that boy." 

The Indian summe1· had been hotter thanusual, and a terrible outbreak of cholerahad visited Rangoon. Day after clay the
missionary ,n.nd his helpers had been from earlymorning till late at night carrying medicine and
needed comforts to the houses of the plague
stricken. Speaking too, we may be sure, of
Christ, as a living, loving Savioill', and manywho, wben in health, had not cared to listen to
his message, now seemed anxious to hear
words whereby they might be saved. 

Late one evening he was told that the cholera
had broken out in a lionse he had often wishedhe was free to visit; the pleasant home ofl\Ioung l\Ioung. "Who is sick?" Mr. Judsonasked anxiously, "is it the boy or his father?" 

(Continued 01� Page 70.) 



6S MY LITTLE FRIEND 

A FIRE AT NIGHT. 

' WAS one day driving down a country road in the cool of the evening, just when it was getting dusk. There - were two or three of us in the trap,and we were watching the flashes of,mmmer lightning that every now and then lighted up the sky ; but presently we saw a stronger light in one part of the country, and could not think what it was, but on asking our driver to turn round and look at it, he at once said it must be a fire, perhaps a house on fire. We were going in the opposite direction, so that the reflection of the fire grew less and less and we could sit Etill and talk about the matter ; but how different ly we  s h o u l d  h a v ethought of it if our own house had been burnt down. Ah, then it would have been a great trouble in<leed. The little girl in our picture has been awakened in the dark hours of the night by the cry of fire, and then the heavy feetof the firemen, as they hastily entered her bedroom, and caught up Nellie and took her to the window to save her life, without waiting even to put any clothes on her,. for the fire was gaining ground, and every moment was precious, so that they did not wait till Nellie was passed down the ladder in safety to her dear parents, who were waiting to receive her. When she was outside the burning house and perfectly 

safe, then her friends noticed that in her little arms she was clasping a dear little kitten, of which she was very fond. I suppose that Kitty slept in the same room with Nellie, and when she awoke with the cry of fire her first thought was for Kitty. Feeling about in the dark she soon felt her warm soft fur, as Kitty was curled round fast asleep on Nellie's bed. It was the work of a moment to clasp the little thing to her bosom, and then the strong arms of the firemen lifted them both  up quickly, and they were saved from both the smoke and the fire. Oh how glad was Nellie that help came to save her, she could not possibly save hers e l f; but  he l p  came from outside, help came from one who was both willing and able to save her from the place of danger, and the next t ime t.hat  Nellie knelt down to pray, one of the first  t h i n g s  she would say would be, " Thank you so m uch,  Lord  Jesus, for sending a strong man to save me.'' Now, dear children, a fire does not often happen, and you may never need to be saved from one; but what we all need to be saved from is from eternal burningthe due reward of our many sins-which will surely come to us if our sins are not washed away in His precious blood. We could never save ourselves any more than dear Nellie could save herself from the burning house; but Jesus has come to this world, before you were born, to die for us. 
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70 MY LITTLE FRIEND. "Ah, teach'3r, I cannot tell," replied the messenger, " I only kuow the cholera is there, and that you· are wanted." A. little later the tired missionary reached thehouse. The doors were all open, and passing quickly through the courtyard he reached au inner room, guided to it by a wild wn.iling sound, he knew told of the presence of death. Lifting a white cloth, Mr. Judson looked with deep feeling at the lifeless form of Monug Moung. Pale and cold, but beautiful in death, the child lay as if asleep. " He has gone up to the glorious country, to bloom for ever among the wl1ite lilies of paradise," said a voice close to his ear. Turning quickly, he saw a middle-aged woman holding a. palm leaf fan before her face. Speaking inquick, Jow tones, she went on to say, "I amsure of it, for he worshipped the true God, andtrusted in the Lord J esns Christ. He called on
Him and He answer&d. Moung Moung wastired. Oh, so tired, and in pain, and the Lordwho loved him, took him home to be a littlelamb in His bosom for ever.""When did be go?'' asked Mr. Judson. "About an hour ago," was the reply. " He was able to speak, and full of joy to the last. He talked only of the Lord Jesus Christ, whose face Ile so Jonged to see.'' "Was his father he1·e ?" said the missionary. "His fatller ! Ah, my noble master, teacher, he is going too, come and see him." "Did he send for me?" "No, his pain was so great that he could not, even if he would ; it was I, your handmaid, who sent for you." " How did you dare to do it? The danger to you was very great,•· Mr. Judson said. " God was here, and I forgot to be afraid,'' the woman replied gently. " How did you learn about Christ? I do not remember ever having seen you at the zayat." "Ah, teacher, I do not know very much, but it was my dear young mistress who taught me. She would read to me from the book you gave her, and just before she died, she made me promise that when her baby was old enough, I would tench him to pray to the true God. " She said I was to go to you to learn more ; but I was afraid and did not. After a long time I found out a native Christian. He kept my secret, but he got me books and told me all he 

had heard from you, and I taught Moung Moung." Mr. Judson was not without hope that the father of his little friend, who died the snme I night, was really a believer in the Lorcl Jesus. I So he and the faithful nurse could rejoice together over a whole family safe in heaven. 
l 

TI-:IE TWO FRIENDS. 

•HE two men in our picture are very great friends, their names are David and Jonathan. I think the - reason they were such fast friendswas because David had been intothe valley of Elah and killed the giant Goliath, of whom all Israel were afraid. David was the only one found ready to face this man, and to fight with him. After the battle, when Goliath was dead, and David came before Saul with the head of the foe in his hand, Jonathan was present, and when he heard David speak his heart was drawn out towards him, and Jonathan loved him as his own soul. There was a great difference between these young men. Da.vid was only a shepherd, while Jonathan was a king's son; yet they made a covenant together to be true to each other, and as a sign of Jonathan's love to David, he took off his royal garmentshis robe, his sword, and bow and girdle, and gave them all to David. These were the very things that Jonathan prized most, but so devoted was he to David, who had saved Israel from the Philistines, that' he could give up all to him. This is a beautiful illustration of a text of scripture, "We love him because he first loved us." This of course refers to Jesus, who has been into death for us, who has broken the power of our great foe, Satan, and now if our hearts are drawn towards Him we shall feel· something like Jonathan, when he stripped himself to give his garments to David. 'vV e shall want to love and serve the Lord Jesus because He first loved us. 'vVell the time came when David and Jonathan had to part, and that is what is shown in our picture. Jonathan gave David a sign when he should shoot some arrows, and should cry out to the lad that the arrows were beyond him, then David was to understand that Saul, the father of Jona.than, wn.c; not incliued to peace with David, but wished to put him to death. But before David went away he and Jon a than hnd a sad parting, for they kissed each other and wt,pt with one another, and David then went his way. 
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HOLIDAY STORIES. 

CHAPTER IX. 

NESTS AND THEIR BUILDERS, "BY/JILLIE must think we have �� , � been a long time in getting1• ') from the ground floor to the 
1/.�� bird corridor ; but we are here at last. Hilda and Bessie have run off to admire the bright colours and peep into the tiny nests of a large case of stuffed humming-birds. But Willie, who has not forgotten the pleasant holiday he spent at Folkestone last year, says he should like to hear something about the small birds common on all the British coasts. " Come this way then, we shall not need to seek them in their homes on some tall cliff, or in trees that grow in very dangerous, ont-of-the-way place;. For so much care has been taken in forming the collection we have come to see that we may learn a great deal, not only about our feathered friends themselves, but also about their nests and the places in which they like best to build. "Shall we begin with this case 1 Willie looks for a momAnt at the long-legged birds, and shakes his head, saying he does not remember having met with any of this species in his seaside rambles. "Perhaps not, Master Willie; but it is ' quite likely that some of their near relations may have spied you out with their sharp bright eyes, and made off- at your approach, for they are very well-known shore birds. Bird lovers call them waders, and I will not even ask you to remember the long Latin name by which they are known in books of natural history. " 'Where and how do they get a living 1' you ask. "Have you never noticed a line of seaweed, broken shell1:1, and other things, too numerous to name, forming a sort of high water mark on the sand and shingle of the beach 1 Many living creatures have been washed up with it. Small fish, dead and alive, tiny crabs, whose soft bodies are covered with plates of armour, and many another delicious 

morsel, falls to the lot of the Avocet, a common shore-bird, as with his long, slender 1legs, he wades in some pool left among the rocks at low water, or turns over the seaweed with his long, slightly curved bill in search of food. If disturbed, he will fly off with a shrill, harsh cry. "The early morning, before visitors are astir, and they have the beach almost to themselves, is the favourite feeding time with most of these birds. But if in spring we should be spending a short holiday at the seaside, and care to walk before breakfast, we may of ten see a couple of small grey birds, and if we are careful not to venture too near, we may watch their movements, as they go into the water after something good to eat. They are Dunlins. Very soon they will put on summer dresses of dark, rich brown. These Jitt]e creatures are birds of passage, but unlike most who come to spend the bright, warm days of summer with us, and leave our shores as soon as chilJy evenings begin to remind us that winter is coming, the Dunlins leave us in April or May, and fly off to some colder country, where they will spend the summer months. " In the n.utumn they return to us, the same grey birds that we knew in the springtime. These birds fly in flocks, and large numbers in this way pay a yearly visit to t,he low-lying coasts of Norfolk "Hut what are these birds 1 They are Ringed Plover.er. We may know them by a ring of black feathers on a nearly white ground round their throats, as well as by the bright orange colour of their legs. They are not such common birds as the Dunlins, but they may be met with sometimes in wild, rocky places. Their nests are very curious. They choose some slight hollow on a sandy shore, and after lining it well with very small white stones they pick up among the shingle, lay four eggs. A plover's egg is thought quite a prize by some of my boy friends, who are fon_d of makil)g collections of birds' eggs, but who, I hope, never take more than one from each nest. " These eggs are al ways placed in one way, and are not unlike one of the pretty kindergarten patterns you have often seen. Look, here is a plover's nest. The eggs are round 
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at one end, but pointed at the other. ,vhen 
the chicks are hatched they are the softest, 
downiest little things you can think of. 
Were it not for their bright eyes, and sharp 
beaks, we might mistake them for puff balls. 

" We may look as long as we please at the 
occupants of the next case. Indeed this is 
the only way in which we are likely to get 
to know them, for they are such shy birds, 
that we can hardly count them amongst 
those we really know. They are Oyster
eaters, or as they are called by fishermen, 
Sea-pies. The bird is about the size of a 
pigeon, very quick in its movements, and as 
busy as it is quick. Boatmen are often able 
to watch its movements, and tell us that if 
it finds an oyster opening the doors of its 
stony house ever such a little way, it slips in 
its bill, which is very strong, and draws out 
the coveted dainty. 

" 'What a number of shore birds 1' you 
say. Yes, hut you must not think that I 
have told you even all their names yet. 
They are not a11 to be found on the same 
beach, or at the same time. But they all 
find their food among the refuse washed up 
by the tide, or fish for it in shallow pools 
among the rocks. And I am sure it will add 
greatly to the pleasure of a holiday spent in 
the country or by the seaside if you were to 
take an interest in the manifold works of 
God. Ask some friend to tell you the names 
of the birds common at the place where you 
are stayi_ng, and then find Qut all you can 
about their habits-where they build their 
nests, how they feed their young, and I know 
you will soon find the occupation far more 
interesting than mere aimless wanderings 
through fields, or along flowery Janes. 

"But do not forget, please, that the nests 
you admire so much are really homes, and 
though you may peep if you can into the 
airy palace, there is no need to break the 
heart of the poor mother bird by taking 
away her dear little brood of soft, half
fledged nestlings. How should you know 
how to feed such wee, helpless creatures 1 

"Only such things have 'happened, do 
not you think so 1 as pets being neglected 
by their young masters or mistresses. I 
know a boy who so often runs off to school 
or play without feeding his rabbits that I am 

afraid the tame, pretty creatures would have 
died of hunger, Jong ago, if his mother and 
sisters had not fed and looked after them. 

11 The care of birds for their young is very 
great, and as I know you all like true stories, 
I am going to tell you something that really 
happened only last spring, not very far from 
this busy London where some of us live. 

" Two very small sparrows, too young and 
weak to fly, or even to feed themselves, had 
fallen out of the nest, and were found flut
tering helplessly on the gravel walk of her 
garden, by a. lady I go to see sometimes. 
What was to be done with them 1 To leave 
them there would only liave been to provide 
pussy with a tempting dinner. The birds 
weri;,, I expect, too much frightened by their 
fall to understand that they had fallen into 
the hands of friends. Some nice bread and 
milk was soon got ready for them, but no 
coaxing or petting could get the little things 
to open their tiny bills for food. Some one 
said, ' Cannot we put them back into their 
nest 1 ' But the nest was far out of reach, 
under the eaves of the house ; so you see 
that way of helping them was quite out of 
the question. 

"One thing remained to be tried. If the 
sparrows could be placed out of the ,reach of 
the cat, the parent birds might hear their 
feeble chirps and feed them. So a cage was 
found, the foundlings put in, and after being 
fixed up in a good place on a sunny wall, the 
one by whom the birds had been rescued, 
taking care not to stand too near, and so 
frighten the old birds away, waited with 
some interest to see what would happen. 

'' At first the parent birds tlew backwards 
and forwards overhead, or darted in and out 
of their nest, uttering short sharp cries of 
distress, till finding all remained quiet, they 
flew nearer to the cage, and at last began to 
feed their hungry little birdies through the 

· wires, nnd this they continued to do many
times each day till the little birds were full
grown and able to fly, then the door of the
cage was opened, and with many a chirp,
which was perhaps their way of saying,
'Thank you,' to their kind friend, they flew
off to begin housekeeping for themselves."

PUBLISHED AT THE. OFFICE OF "MY LITTLE
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In the Fields. 

I
INY BERTIE, who is not yet three years old, has been in the country for a visit to a farm-house. Little - Mary was delighted to have hiscompany, and took great care ofhim as she led him about the fields, where he could pick the pretty flowers and hold them in his chubby hands. There they played very happily together, except when Mary tried to lift or carry the little fellow, and then he resisted very much, for since the time he had b�en old enough to run abou� how and when he liked, he does not wish to be carried, unless when out for a long walk and gets really tired. All the life of the farm-yard had a great charm for Bertie, especially the cows and horses, or " pull ups" as he called them, because that is ·wnat the man says when driving the horses. Then there were a great many hens running in all directions over the farm, and though now late in the season, one big. hen had a brood of little ones. It was a pretty sight to see them running in and out of the coop in search of insects or scraps• of food that might be lying near. One day a colt, or young horse, kicked against the coop, and so frightened the hen that she managed to get out, as one of the boards was loose at the top, and ran off with her feathers ruffled at being disturbed by the rude horse; but all her chicks soon ran to her, so I do not think any damage was done. One morning when out for a walk quite early, Bertie found a new-laid egg in one of the nests, and was very much pleased to hear that he might have it for breakfast, as he is very fond of eggs. 

V I After the morning meal was finished Bertie always bad to sit very still while his father read a chapter out of a big Bible. This was rather a trial to the little boy, for being too young to understand much of what was read, it seemed to him a long while to be so quiet. And sometimes he got into trouble, if, while prayer was going on, he moved about or got up from his knees. But one day he had been very quiet all 

the time, and his mother could not help saying what a good boy he had been ; so nearly always after that, whether he had been quiet or not, when prayer was ended ·he would say, "Good boy to-day."As Bertie grows older there will be something else for him to learn, and that is, thatwhile his outward conduct may be good, sothat his friends are glad to call him a goodlittle boy, that God looks at the heart, andsays there is none righteous, no, not one. Imean that good conduct in this world willnever take us to heaven, nothing but theprecious blood of Christ, which cleanses usfrom all sin.
"TO-DAY I" 

�OU have often heard the words, '' Boast not thyself of to-morrow, rA for thou knowest not what a day" - may bring forth '' (Prov. xxvii. I); but have you heeded them 1 have you acted as if you knew not what a day might bring forth 1 Are you ready for whatever may come to pass 1 Those of us who belong to the Lord are daily expecting Him to come in the clouds to call us to Himself. Are you waiting for that event 1But even should the Lord tarry, is life so sure that you can go on, 
" Careless of your soul immortal, 

Heeding not the call of God " 1 How lugubrious I If you were to visit a cemetery and notice the agea on the tombstones, you would find that many, both boys and girls, have been called away at you1· age.Do not think that I am speaking only to delicate, pale-faced children ; no, I want to call the attention of you sturdy, lighthearted boys and girls, with roses on your faces, and "life in every limb.'' Listen while I .tell you of a boy whom I often saw playing in the street, and joining in his playmates' noisy glee, with that mirthfulness which only boyhood knows. One day in wanton sport he climbed a lamp-post, and by some means he fell with his back on the curbstone. He was picked up helpless; his back was injured, and after a few month6 of pain he died. And what 
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about that boy's soul. I know not. It was 
not till I heard of his death that the story of 
his accident was told me, and I could get no 
further information. 

We read of a· time when "the dead, Sl\fALV 
and great, shall stand before God." (Rev. 
xx. 12.) How solemn!

Then in Revelation xix. 5, &.nd xi. 18, we
read of " those that feared him, both great 
and S1nall "-the young are not over1ooked. 

Dear one, believe to-day the glorious news 
that the Lord of life and glory went down 
into death and the grave for you-that He 
rose triumphant, that life, eternal life, might 
be your portion. 

AMONG THE LIONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURMAH. 

CHAPTER XXII.

TWO PATHS.

-� . '!f HA VE told you many things that

��� 
you will, I hope, remember about
some of the different kinds of work

,;i that made :Mr.Judson's life in Burmah
such a busy one ; but I do not want
any of you to run away with the idea

that when a Burman had believed the gospel
the work of the missionary was done. In one
sense it had only just" begun, for, though we
know from the word of God that the Lord
jesus Christ always loves and will never lose
one of His own sheep (John x.), still the native
converts needed much patient, loving care to 
lead them on in the things of the Lord. Perhaps
a true story will help you to understand what I
mean.

One day a Burmese woman, who had been
a Christian for about two years, went to Mr.
Judson to ask his advice about something she
very much wished to do, but which he saw
at once would be very wrong for her, ·as it
might lead her to dishonour the name of Obrist,
and perhaps in the end even tempt her to
return to the worship of idols. He told her
just what he felt about it; but though she
listened to his faithful words, he saw she still
wished to have her own way.

Taking a ruler from the table, Mr. Judson
made a 1·ather crooked line on the mud floor
of the zayat. Pointing to it with his finger,
he said to the weeping woman, " Look here,
look here I this is where you have been walking :
very often you have got out of the 1ight pa.th,

but you ha.ve kept near it, you have not gon e
fa11 away ; you have �own in grace, though not
so much as you might have done, and you
know more than when you started of how good
the Lord is. You know, too, where this path
leads : you know that after only a few more
sorrows, a few more trials, it will end in glory,
and you will be with your Saviour.

" Now you have come to a place where two
paths meet-one is narrow, the other is broad.
Will you, dare you, go right out of the narrow
path ? You think you will only go a very little
way out of -it, and you will soon come back
to it; but I tell you, you will not, you may
never even be able to find it again. Will you,
dare you, give it up?"

Some years after, the woman, then an active
and useful Christian, herself told the story,
adding : " I could not speak, for I was crying
bitterly; but the dear teacher knelt down and
prayed that G;od would give me grace to walk
in the narrow path. And very many times
since, when I have been tempted to do what
I knew to be wrong, I have seemed to hear bis
voice, saying, ' Will you, will you, will you ? ' "

Mrs. Judson, too, was very busy, far too busy
to write many letters to her fi.iends in America,
though I think a peep into one or two ·of those
she did w1ite will help us to understand a little
about her work. In one she says : "Yesterday
twenty-six Bmmese came to s.ee me. Several
begin to ask very thoughtful questions about the
way of salvation, and nearly all ask me to read
the Bible to them. The little ones play nearly
all day, and amuse themselves while I am busy
writing. The room whe1·e I sit is open to the
road, so natives very often stop and talk to me.

" The other day I looked up from my work
and saw a man standing by the door and
looking in. I asked him if he wanted any
thing.

" He· said he had been watching me write.
At once the thought came into my mind,
perhaps this man may be one of the Lord's
dear chosen ones, and he may have been guided
here to bear the gospel. So I invited· him in,
and we had quite a nice long talk about the
trnth. He told me he would pray to the t1:ue
God to teach him to believe in His Son Jesus
Obrist, of whom he says he never heard till to
day. He is a trader, and lives in his boat; but
coming on shore to-dn.y was led, be could not
tell why, to walk this way-I pray that it may
be for the salvation of his soul.''

We all know what it means to get tired, do
we not'} Even boys and girls, who are getting
ready for the rnal work of theu: lives, often find
tbeir sums hard or their lessons difficult to
understand ; and I think we sometimes forget

(Continued on page 78.} 
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Saved by a Sheep. 

•
ANY years a.go the people living at 

Portsmouth were much startled
one fine day in the month of 
May by a loud explosion which 
had taken place in a man-of-war 

that was lying at anchor just off the coast. 
The powder magazine had exploded, and in 
a few minutes the ship was in flames, while 
every one on board at once looked round for 
the best means of escape. 

Just when the explosion took place one of 
the Marines was down below with his wife 

and child-a dear little boy about a year and 
eight months old. As there seemed no hope 
of getting a'.boat, the man went to the pens 
where the live sheep were and caught hold 
of a strong, full-grown sheep, then he care
fully tied his little boy to its back, and 
getting them to the ship's side managed to 
drop both of them into the sea, and as he 
saw his little boy drop into the water, he 
said, "May God be with you.'' 

It was time then to see after his own 
safety and that of his wife, as the fire on the 
ship was quickly spreading. They therefore 
both sprang into t_he sea, and the woman 

being supported by her husband was enabled 
to keep afloat until both were picked up by 
a boat sent to the rescue. 

But what about the little boy tied to the 
back of the sheep 1 Well he was brought 
safely to the shore, and soon released by the 
people who were watching the burning ship, 
and the little fellow seemed none the worse 
for his strange way of being saved. 

Now, dear children, I want you to re
member that, the boy did nothing to save 
himself, and had only to remain still till 
brought safe to land ; he could do nothing 
even to help save himself; all was done for 

him, and that is just the way that God is 
saving boys and girls in the present day; it 
is not by any work that they can do, but by 
what Jesus has done for them that their sins 
are washed away, even by His own precious 
blood, for that is why He died, that we 
might never die ; He bore that we might 
never have to bear the punishment due to 
your sins and mine. Thus indeed you will 
be able to sa J : 

"Now I can call the Saviour mine, 
'!'hough all unworthy still ; 

I'm shelter'd by His precious blood, 
Beyond the reach of ill."
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that getting tired and giving up do not mean 
quite the same thing. 

Perhaps just a few of my young friends may 
remember reading how patiently and bravely 
Mr. Judson, when a boy of not more tban 
ten years old, had worked at a very trouble
some sum till it came right. It will not sm·
prise them much to hear that as n. man he 
undertook a far larger and more important 
piece of work-the transl�tion of the whole 
Bible into the language of the Burma.us. 

Early.and late he was at the desk, sometimes 
wi·itiug, at others reading, with tired eyes and 
aching head, the strange-looking letters written 
on palm leaves, I have ah-eady, told you about. 
Sometimes he would stop for a moment, then 
there was a light in his eyes and a smile on his 
face that seemed almost to say, "Yes ; I have 
found something worth all the trouble I have 
taken; worth, too, the precious hour I have spent 
looking for it." 

What had he found? Why, just some word 
or phral,e that would. help him in making the 
1·eal meaning of God's word more clear to his 
much-loved Bmmans. And then with a thanks
giving and a prayer for guidance and help, he 
would bend once more to his task. 

What is Harry saying? " That it must have 
taken Mr. Judson a long time to translate the 
whole Bible." 

Yes; it did indeed take a very long time. 
Twenty-one years had passed from the time 
Mr. Judson first landed in Burmah before 
the Bible in their own language was ready 
for the use of the native Christians. 

But as he looked at the first printed copy 
glad tears filled bis eyes, and bis head bent low 
in silent prayer. He was thanking God for the 
mercy that bad kept him through so many 
dangers, an.d allowed him to :finish so great a work. 

Mrs. Judson, too, who knew the language of 
the Burmans almost as well as if she had spent 
her whole life among jhem, did good work as a 
translator ; ·we know she loved the children 
dearly, and it. always gave her great pleasure to 
do anything for them. She wrote o�· translated 
several books for the use of her girls' school, 
and many a Burman child bas learnt its :first 
Bible lessons from her " Scripture Questions 
and Answers." 

But again the shadow of death fell darkly 
over the mission house. One day Mrs. Judson, 
who had been out some hours teaching school in 
a neighbouring village, was met on her rEitum 
by her husband, who told her in a voice broken 
by sobs that little Henry was dying. 

Could it be true? The bright little boy who 
only that morning had been so full of life and 
spiiits, who had kissed such a loving good-bye 
to his mother, could he be dying ? 

She hm·ried to the room where he lay. Yes; 
it was true, her darling Henry, the pet of the 
household, lay pale, cold, and gasping for 
breath. 

With anxious hearts they watched the little 
sufferer through the night. All that love and 
care could do were done, but in vain. The 
sick child grew worse, and for some hours did 
not seem to know either parent; towards morn
ing he opened his eyes and smiled at his father, 
then one sigh, and all was over-his body 
lay cold and lifeless on the bed, but his spirit 
was with the Saviour, who long ago had taken 
little children in His arms and blessed them. 
(Mark x. 16.)

The next day the body of their much-loved 
child was laid in the mission burial ground, and 
though 1\-Ir. and Mrs. Judson felt his loss very 
much, they were enabled through grace to say 
with all their hearts: "The Lord gave, and the 
Lord bath taken away; blessed be the name of 
the Lord." 

The Mustard Seed. 

•' OU all know what a tiny seed is,
'i and have no doubt sown seed in your garden. It may be seeds of 

C _ the fragrant mignonette, or the showy marigold, or nasturtium. The seed is placed in the ground, then it dies, and a new life or plant grows out of the old seed, sending the rootlets down, and the shoots or small branches upward. Well, we read in scripture of a man who planted some mustard seed, which it says is the smallest of all seeds. Yet when it is grown it sendeth out branches, and becomes quite a big tree, so that the fowls of the air can come and lodge in the branches of it. You will see in our picture the seed being sown in the ground, and at the side is a big tree fully grown. Jesus says the kingdom of heaven is like that; it began when He was on earth. The seed was sown, and now Christianity has become like the tree, so that even people who are not Christians at all are glad to come and find shelter in the branches of it. But, with my readers, I hope the gospel will be like a tiny seed sown in the heart, which will not be like the tree of profession, but will spring up and bear fruit unto life eternal. 
--►� .. •--
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HOLIDAY STORIES. 

CHAPTER X. 
ABOUT DEAL BOATMEN. 

11 \Vould'st thou, so the boatman answered, 
Leam the secrets of the sea ? 

Only those who brave its dange 
Comprehend its my11tery." "' WONDER how many of my young �, readers have spent a seaside holi-� day at Deal 1 - " Grace and May, Willie andHarold answer quickly, ' Yes.'They spent a very happy three weeks at Deal not many months ago, and have much to tell of all they saw and heard during their visit. "Shall we ask each to tell us what they found most-delightful. "May says, ' Digging in the sands, or hunting for shells and seaweed on the shingly beach.' We all smile at the answer, but May is only a little girl, and we are glad she had such a good time. "Willie, who is very fond of reading about military heroes, loved to peep into Deal Castle, and would sometimes walk over to Walmer, where an old soldier would tell him true stories about the late Duke of Wellington, who as Lord Warden of the Cinque · Ports, passed some of the closing years of his life at Walmer Castle. "Grace thinks she never saw anything more beautiful than moonlight on the Downs, as the splendid natural harbour being between Deal and the Good win Sands is ca1led. She says, too, that when the nights were dark, it was very interesting to watch the lightships that warn passing vessels not to venture too near those terrible sands. She learned to know them all, some steady burn-ing, others revolving lights flashing brightly through the darkness at regular intervals . And a kindly fisherman told her their names. "And Harold, what of him 1 Ah, we always know where to look for our sailor boy. We were almost sure of finding him down by the life-boat house, watching the fishermen as they mended their nets, or listening to the talk of the hardy Deal and Walmer boatmen. 

"Grace says she felt as if the boatmen were 'just a little bit of a disappointment.' Before going to Deal she had beard so much of the courage and skill of its boatmen, that she half expected to see some brave deed done by them. Bnt every time she came upon a group of these men, they seemed to her to be lounging_ almost idly in the bright sun11hine chatting and smoking their pipes. " Ah, Gracie, you judged only by what you saw. I look with real and ever deepening interest at the weatlier-beaten faces, and rope-hardened hands of the very men you thought almost idlers; for I know they are . the heroes of many a hard-fought battle. Willie looks up with a quick glance of wonder. I can almost gue$s what is passing in his mind. "He is thinking, perhaps, of the last battl� fought on British ground,- that of Culloden in the year 17 45, and these men could not have taken part in that. " Willie is right, and yet these warriors of the deep have fought in other, and it always seems to me far nobler, battles. When dark masses of storm clouds have drifted across a leaden sky, when angry, foam-crested waves have dashed themselves into surf along the shorA ; when the sullen booming of a gun, or the flash of a rocket across the dark waters, have told of some good ship in distress on the sands, then these men, with brave hearts and willing· hands, have manned the lifeboat, and gone to the rescue of the crew. " They do not care to talk much about their doings ; but one who knows and loves them well, F. S. Treanor, M.A., has told the story of some of their brave deeds, in a volume he has called 'Heroes of the Goodwin Sands,' such a delightful book that I wish I could place it in the hands of all �y boy readers, though that would hardly be fair, as I am sure the girls would like to peep into it as well. " Long, long ago, we are told, the Goodwin Sands were an island forming part of an estate of an Earl Godwin, who seems to have been a leader much loved and looked up to by his men in Saxon times. If the story be a true one, it is quite likely that the Earl thought more of battles by sea or land than he did of keeping up a good sea-wall, and in 
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a terrible storm the sea washed over what 
had been smiling fields and fruitful orchards, 
and ever since then 'The Goodwin Sands' 
have been among the greatest dangers of the 
British coasts. 

"What is Willie saying 1 'Will I tell you 
just one true story of wreck and rescue on 
these very sands.' Yes, though I shall find 
it difficult to choose one from among so 
many, I think it will do us all good to under
stand a little more about the real work done 
by the lifeboats, and the brave men who 
form their crews, and I am glad to be able 
to tell you that among those toilers in the 
.deep are to be found some at least who have 
looked in faith to the Lora Jesus, who know 
Him as their own trusted Saviour, .and are 
looking for His coming. 

" But you want the story I promised, 
don't you� 

"It had been a stormy, showery April 
day. I may as well give you the exact date, 
.April 20th, 1886. At about half-past four 
in the afternoon, the skipper of the Deal 
life-boat went, taking his glass, to have a 
look-out over the sands, saying to his crew, 
'It's going to be a rough night, and if I am 
not greatly mistaken there will be work for 
the life-boat before the morning.' Going up 
to the window of the boat-house, he took a 
long, careful look out seawards. Turning 
to the men, he said, " There's a fresh wreck 
on the sands since yesterday.'' Quickly and 
almost without a word the glass was passed 
from one to another. When all had looked, 
they agreed that their skipper was right. 
During the darkness of the night another 
ship had run aground on the Good wins, and 
most likely all on board had found a watery 
grave. 

" But again the glass was in the hands of 
Roberts, the skipper. After another long 
look, he cried out, ' Mates, there's a man 
running t.o and fro on the sands.' 

" Yes, they could see him plainly through 
their glass, though the part of the sands 
where that one figure walked or rather ran 
backwards and forwards had been seen, was 
about eight miles distant from the main-land. 

" Quick)y a council was held. It was low 
water then, but long before the morning the 
sands would be again covered hy the tide, 

and the wrecked ship was almost sure to be 
broken up by the next heavy sea that swept 
over it. The lifeboat must be got out. 
Several of the crew wanted to go at once. 

"But Roberts pointed out that as a strong 
gale was blowing from the north-east, it 
would be impossible to reach the sands, with 
wind and tide against them. They must 
wait for the turn of the tide at about nine 
o'clock. 

"Waiting, must have �eemed, as it often 
does, far harder than working, but they were 
sure their skipper knew best, and yielded at 
once to his judgment. 

" It was the night for the weekly meeting 
for prayer and Bible reading in the sailors' 
mission-room. Nearly all the crew of the 
lifeboat were present that evening, and more 
than one, who spoke to God in prayer, re
membered that lonely man; who must have 
thought himself beyond the reach of help, 
and prayed that the blessing of the Lord 
might rest upon their efforts to rescue him. 

'' As soon as the tide turned the lifeboat 
was launched. Getting to the sands was by 
no means easy work, and when there the 
lifeboat men were for some time unable to 
find the wreck, which proved to be that of 
a Norwegian brig, ' The August Herman 
Franke.' 

" They shouted again and again, but their 
voices seemed lost in the roar of winds and 
waves. At last, to their great joy, they saw 
the shipwrecked man coming toward them, 
and more dead than a.live they got him into 
the life boat. 

"The story he had to tell was a very sad 
one. After his ship had grounded on the 
Goodwins, he had seen his crew of five men 
and a boy washed one by one out of the 
rigging, unable to help them from the tiny 
platform where he stood, hardly as large as 
the seat of a chair, and which had not been 
broken up by the heavy seas that swept over 
the deck of the ship. 

"When the sands became dry, he got 
down, and ran wildly about in the hope of 
finding the bodies of his friends. While 
doing that he was, as you know, seen from 
the shore, and saved by the lifeboat."· 
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The Postman and His 

Message. 

' DON'T know any one whose visit is more looked for morning by morning tban the postman. I have seen - children in the country and othersin town who all delight to run, when they hear the knock of the postman, to fetch the letters and packets he brings. Yet those lettel"s do not always bring messages of joy ; sometimes they contain much that is sorrowful, and when the outside is marked by a wide margin of black, we all know that it speaks of a very great sorrow. Oh ! what a contrast there is in the message which the postman brings to two homes. To one he may have to hand in a letter full of joy and glad tidings, to another it may be a message of a very different kind. The friend or relative in a far-off country may be in great trouble, and send you a letter to tell you about it. Tears often fill our eyes as we read a sad letter, and on the other hand our faces may light up with joy as we read the good news from a far country. I know a sailor who, while he was at sea on foreign duty, often had a letter from his father, but knowing that his father was a Christian, and often put in a leaflet o_r little book telling of Jesus and His love, he always turned away from the other sailors while he opened his letter lest they should see the little books and make game of him for having them sent. Now he is home from sea, and is no longer a sailor , but I am happy to say that he, like his dear father, is a believer in Jesus, and a real Christian. Did you ever hear of a letter that contained a double message, one of joy and another of sorrow 1 I can tell you of one such. The Bible is like God's letter to us, though I must admit it is a very long one ; but it contains a double message, it speaks of joy to all who trust in Jesus, and it also speaks of certain judgment to all who turn away and refuse His grace. May we each ask ourselves the question, which portion will be mine. And if we know that up to the present we have never yet believed in the Lord 

Jesus Christ, let us look to Him at once, for 
now is the time to be saved ; but we know not what a day may bring forth, or whether to-morrow will find the door closed for us, and mercy for ever passed. 
GRACIE'S TWO WISHES. ".._::-..._,:;;., �HAT is your greatest wish, ' � Gracie f' asked Agnes, as 

r,� w, her little friend tripped 
,i 70• along clinging to her arm."vVell,'' began Gracie, "I should like to be very rich, and live in a grand house like that," pointing, as she spoke, to "The Hall," which stood on the hill surrounded by tall, ancestral trees ; "and of course,'' she continued, tossing back her long fair ringlets, "I should like to be very heautiful, and I should like a white pony all of my own to ride on, and pretty dresses to wear, and-and-be the queen!" Agnes laughed very much at this vain, fanciful wish, but she did not tell Gracie what hers was, though she afterwards wished she had done so, for she had learned that nothing in this world can satisfy, and that in Christ alone all true happiness is found. Soon after, Agnes left the town where Gracie lived, and di<l not see her again for two years ; but during that time she heard from her little friend that she had believed on the Lord Jesus, and when she went there on a visit they had many nice talks together about Him. One day Agnes remembering Gracie's former foolish wish, said : "Gracie, if you tell me your greatest wish, I'll tell you mine." "To live in heaven, because I shall be with Jesus there," was Gracie's answer. "And mine is for His coming !" said Agnes, " and our wishes will be realised, for ours is a ' sure and certain hope.''' How glad she was to find how Gracie's wish had changed since she had known the Lord. It shewed she had learned of Him, did it not 1Now, if I were to ask you your great.est wish, I wonder what your answer would be 1Are you building hopes on all sorts of earthly pleasures, or have you found out lihat they do not give lasting happiness 1 Your child-
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hood's games and pleasures will soon be 
over, for 

" Childhood's years are passing o'er you; 
Youthful days will soon be done." 

Oh ! dear little one, put your whole trust
in tha:t gentle Jesus, who took the children 
up in His arms. Then He will carry His 
own blood-bought lamb so safely and happily 
through w hate' er betide in this scene of 
change and disappointment. 

A. 

AMONG THE LIONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION WORK IN BURMAH. 

CHAPTER XX.III, 
"ST. HELENA." 

' ·, " :,., 
INETEEN years had passed since

J Mrs. Judson, then in all the fair

Ir · , promise of her early womanhood, 
' g said " Good-bye " to her friends in 
W America., s.nd went to live in Burmah. 

Did she not long sometimes to see 
her father and mother again, both of whom 
were growing old ? Yes ; I am sure her 
heart often turned fondly to the home and 
friends of her early years. But her life in 
Burmah had been such a busy one, that she 
never seemed able to spare time to take the 
long holiday that would have been needed to 
pay even a short visit to the land of her 
birth. 

So she worked quietly on, teaching school, 
holding Bible and other classes for native 
women and girls, copying books, writing letters 
for Mr. Judson, visiting the sick, guiding the 
house, mll"sing and teaching her own three 
children, and doing many other things. But 
day by day she gre:,w paler and thinner ; her 
step, too, was slow; and, though she clid, not 
, complain of feeling ill, it was easy to see that 
she was weak and tired. 

She had a bad congh, too. One day she 
looked so ill that Mr. Judson, feeling really 
anxious about her, sent fo1· a doctor, who on 
seeing her said she must give up work at once. 
Indeed, she had gone on far too long for her 
fast-failing strength. Medicine would do her 
little if any �ood while she remained in Burmab. 
Only one thmg seemed to him to hold out any 
hope of bringing back colour to her pale cheeks 
or strength to her frail form. 

A sea voyage mi�ht do her good, and if that 
could be followed by a nice long rest in the old 
farm-house that had been the home of her child
hood, she might, he thought, return in about a 
year to her loved work among the heathen. 

Mr. Judson felt he could not be away from 
the mission station so long, nnd so after praying 
that they might see the will of God clearly in 
the matter, it was arranged that he should go 
some distance with his wife, then leave her 
and the children to go to America, while he 
took passage on a ship bound for Rangoon. 

So Mrs. Judson got ready for her journey. 
She was indeed " near Home," but it was not 
the one of her childhood. She was going to be 
with the Saviour.who had loved her and washed 
her from her sins in His own precious blood. 

Th us, amid loving words of farewell from 
friends and native Christians, the mission party 
set 9ut. The beach was crowded with Burmans, 
and the girls of Mrs. Judson's school pressed on 
board with tear-stained faces, bringing little 
gifts of fruit and flowers fo1· their much-loved 
teacher. She had a smile and a kind word for 
each, and so they parted, little thinking that 
they were to see her no more on earth. 

The ship put out to sea, and for some time 
Mrs. Judson seemed to gain strength daily; she 
was able to sit or lie on deck for several hours 
each day, and much enjoyed having a quiet 
time with her husband and chilch-en. Almost 
the last day they expected to spend together 
had come, when she became very ill and Mr. 
Judson felt it would not be right to allow her to 
go on alone, so took theh- passages on board an 
American ship, sailing for Boston. But she was 
sinking fast ; her children printed their last kiss 
on her pale lips, and her husband bending over 
her whispered gently, "We think you will soon 
be with·your Saviour." 

" What can I want beside ? " the dying 
Christian 1·eplied with a smile ; and just as the 
ship came within sight of the island of St. 
Helena, calmly fell asleep in Jesus. 

Early the next morning, with flags half-mast 
high-a ship's mourning-the vessel entered, 
port. The same afternoon M1·. Judson and his 
three motherless children stood by her newly 
made gi-ave. I cannot tell you how lonely and 
sad the tired missionary felt as he tumecl away, 
only God and his own soul knew how real ancl 
deep his grief wns. But God's own precious 
word is full of comfort for those who mourn, 
and ho could open his well-worn Bible at 
such words as: " But I would not have you 
to be ignorant, brethren, concerning them which 
are asleep, that ye sonow not, even as others 
which have no hope. For if we believe that 
Jesus died and rose again, even so them also 

( Continued on page 86.) 
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Wiclif, the Reformer.

'
T is now nearly six hundred years 

since John Wiclif was born at Rich

mond in Yorkshire. He grew up to 
-· - be a great and useful man. He was

not only a learned man but a bright 
Christian, and was much used by God in 
opening people's eyes to the truths of the 
gospel. 

\Viclif lived in 
the dark ages when 
very Ii ttle  was  
known of the love 
of God, and he was 
to be the one to 
shed a great light 
amid the darkness, 
especially by print
ing t.he Bible in 
English, for up to 
this time only a 
few who could read 
Latin were able to 
study . the Bible 
themselves. 

In the year 1�79, 
Wiclif was taken 
very ill, and all 
thought he would 
die. The priests, 
who did not love 
his plain gospel 
teaching, were very 
glad, and thought 
if they could only 
get him to take 
back all he had 
taught up to this 
time, that it would 
be for their benefit. 

So they came to 
his bedside before 
he died, and said 
to him: "You have 
death on your lips, 
be touched by your 
faults, and retract 
in our presence all 
that you have said 
to our injury.'' 

Wiclif was quiet 

for a time and said nothing, and they 
were full of hope, waiting for him to speak. 
The sick man was very weak, but he asked 
his attendant to raise him up, and then with 
great effort he said : " I shall not die but 
live, and again declare the evil deeds of the 
friars." 

This came quite true, for the reformer 
began to recover, and lived to do a yet 
greater work than before ; for up to that 



86 MY LITTLE FRIEND. time he had been content to preach the gospel when and �vhere he coul�, b�t after his illness the chief work of his hfe was done-that of giving the people of Engla�d the Bible in their own language. Thus m many dark corners of the _earth. wh�reWiclif could never go, the Bible found its way and did its own work. Since then there has never been a time when the Bible could not be had in English. 
(Continued from page 83.) 

wLich sleep iu Jesus will God bring with him."
(1 Thess. iv. 13, 14.) 

An hour or two later, he and the children
were a(Tain on board ship, and that night they
were o�ce more on their voyage to America. 

When they reached Boston every one wanted
to see the man who, thirty years before, had
gone to live and work for Christ in far-off
Burmah. Some who remembered his going
wished very much to t�lk to him abo�t old
times and old friends; while others, who did not
know but had he:,ard of him, were just as anxious
to see the man who had been a prisoner at Ava,
and whose long years of st�ady, patient :-work
had given the people of that great empire a
Bible in their own strange language. 

Many friends, old and new,. wished him to
preach and address large meetmgs ; but to all
such 1·equests his answer was that for so.me 
time owin(T to weakness and loss of voice,
he bad fou�d himself unable to do much in
public. 
· Those who knew llim best, saw that all tl,e
attention he received gave him more p11in th11n
pleasure. He would often say, "If 11nr good
has been done, it is all the Lord's domg; I
am only a servant, and a very poor one too." 

One day be consented to say a few word1:1
at the close of a meeting where many hundreds
were present. He spoke for about a quarter of 
an hour, telling his hearers.

, 
in_ very simt?le,

earnest words of the love of Uhr1st, and askmg 
u.ny who were still unsaved to accept Him as
their very own Saviour. 

Tlie. people Jis�ened with great att_ention ; but
when the meetmg was over, a friend of Mr.
Judson's said to him, "I am afraid the people
were a little disappointed to-day." 

"Were they," replied Mr. Judson; "I am
i;orry but as I know my voice is still weak,
perh�ps they could not all hear what I s!l'i?." 

11 No; I do not think there was any difficulty
in hearing you,'' was the reply; "wh11t I �ean
is, that knowing as they do that you have lived
so long among the heathen and travelled so

1 many thousands of miles, I think they rather
expected you would tell them some interesting
story." . 

11 Well, did I not tell them the most mterest
in a of all stories ? " he asked. " I told them as
w�ll as ever I could of One who loved them
even unto death ; of One who came all the way
from heaven to earth to seek and save that
which was lost." 

" Yes · I know that," said his friend ; " but
still I tbink they expected something rather
different." 

"Did they? Well, I am glad they did �ot
(Tet it· glad that they have gone away saymg
that ; man who had travelled thirty thousand
miles had nothing for them but the gospel.
Besides," be added with deep feeling, "I shall
have to appear before the judgment seat of
Christ. Wlien I meet my Master I should not
like Him to say to me, 'I gave you one oppor
tunity of telling those people about Me, and
you let it slip that you might talk about yolll'self
and your doings.' " 

Mr. Judson remained in America about a
year. A few da.ys before bis return to Burm�h
be was united in marriage to Miss Ennly
Chaddock, a chl'istian lady who was at that
time a well-known writer of books for the
youncr. She had to give up much pleasant
work� as well as to say "Good-bye" to many
loved ones, among others her aged father ; but
she saw how greatly ·Dr. Judson and bis
children needed her care and love, and the
very need seemed to her lik� the voice of _Christ
bidding her go forth for H-1s sake, and m His
strength.

FATHER'S GLASSES. 

•ANY a little girl, like Mabel in our picture, may delight to rub her father's glasses, when he comes home in the evening and is tired. He wants to sit down and read a little and when Mabel is ready tQ go to bed, he i� never too tired to read with her a chapter out of the Bible, and explain the meaning in such a way that Mabel can easily understand it. How pleased her father looks at the t.houghtful care of his little girl. I hope my readers will be like Mabel, especially if their dear parents are getting aged, to think for them and save them trouble wherever they can. There may come a time when they will be very glad of the kind attention of others, if sickness or old age should ever be their lot. 
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HOLIDAY STORIES. 

CHAPTER XI. 
ON WANSTEAD FLATS. ",.ANSTEAD FLATS! Why, , what a strange title !' some 

... , rl , rJ J of my young friends are 
,� 'f' ready to say, and Bessiewonders what I can have to say about 'The Flats.' Nothing very interesting, she thinks. "Don't be too sure, Bessie. I have an affection for the Flats, and as you know, it is ·easy to talk or write of persons or places we care for. I think I can promise you a pleasant ramble. '' If I were writing only for the girls of my Sunday class, I should not need to tell them where to find The Flats, for their homes are all within a walking distance. "But as this little paper will, I hope, find its way into the hands of a far wider circle of readers, I may tell them that W anstead Flats is the name given to a large tract of open common in Es�ex, on the borders of Epping Forest, and quite near Leytonstone, Stratford, Forest Gate, Manor Park, and East and West Ham. "Now you all know where we are going, and if you would like to come with us, I am quite ready to be your guide. We will choose a day in early spring, when the trees have put on dresses of soft, pale green, and birds and butterflies are on the wing. 

" ' All that is wise and wonderful, 
All creatures �reat and small,
All that is bright and beautiful, 
The good Lord made them all.' "Let us stand for a minute by this pond, and watch the merry little sticklebacks darting about in the water. Some of my boy friends. tell me it is a famous fishingground. We have all seen and been amused by the lively, restless creatures, and yet, perhaps, some of our party have never taken the trouble of learning anything about their homes, and ways and means of getting a living. " The bright sunshine has brought them out from their strange hiding places. When the ponds and ditches were f �ozen over, and many of you, my dear young friends, were 

having splendid skating on the ice, the sticklebacks were hidden away in some little nests among the weeds and water plants, where they slept during most of the winter. " See, one of the boys who has been fishing by drawing a smaU basket through the water, has just brought it up, and is going to empty its contents into a glass bottle. Let us go and see what he has caught. Two small �inkers, and one good-sized threespearer. You may put them in your bottle, but you had better return the water scorpion to the pond, as he has an enormous appetite and would be almost sure to eat up your fish. There is a fine water beetle, with a very long Latin name, but he is not to be trusted. " Now let us look at the sticklebacks. You want to know why I said there were tinkers and thre-e-spearers in the jar. They are two different species of sticklebacks, both very common in ponds and ditches. They are small, seldom more than an inch and a half in length. But 1 must tell you they have some relations who live in the sea, and have as many as .fifteen spines or spears. The tiny tinker has ten. But you say you like the three-spearer best. He is so pretty in his spring dress of blue, yellow, red and green. And oh, what care he takes of the little nest of soft green weeds, shaped like a ball. He is keeping watch over the eggs from which a family of young sticklebacks will soon be hatched. The tinker is a homely little fellow, and wears a suit of black or dark grey. The tinkers and three-spearers �re never on friendly terms, and are not of ten caught together. " Harry wants u; to look at a ditch which he says seems alive with tadpoles. He wonders if it can really be true that these curious bony-tailed creatures will really turn into full-grown frogs. Yes, Harry, it is quite true. Perhaps some day I may ask you all to come with me for a "peep into wonderland," and then we shall hear such an interesting story of froggie's escapes and adventures. But I had better not begin it now, or I shall not have time to tell you about the gipsy children who come to Wanstead Flats in great numbers every year. " 'Have I seen them 7 Where do the gipsies come from 7' 



88 MY LITTLE FRIEND. 

" Two questions, Bessie, and as I can only 
answer one at a time, I may begin by telling 
you that I have often seen the bare-headed 
and genera]]y bare-footed gipsy children, 
and longed, I can't tell ) ou how deeply, to 
gather thfm round me and tell them about 
the Lord Jesus and His love in dying for 

.sinners. Their sun burnt faces seem all 
aglow with smj]es, and their little brown 
hands are eagerly held out for books. Most . 
of them can read ·a little, and one boy, about 
ten years old, looks quite delighted when we 
ask him to read aloud the texts on a scrip-

. ture card• just given him. He says he goes 
to school in the winter, but in the summer 
he has to help father, and do lots of odd jobs. 
He has been to Sunday School, but '·not 
regular.' 

"\Ve are glad the neglected boy has heard 
something of 'the sweet story of old.' 
'Where does he live 1' we ask. He points 
to a caravan not far from where we are 
standing, and tells us that during the summer 
his home is in that strange-looking little 
house on wheels. Hisfather and mother get 
aliving by selling nuts, gingerbread, and other 
things at fairs. They do not �tay long in 
one place. They only came to the Flats last 
night, and will go away to-morrow morning. 

"You have all, I expect, seen a caravan ; 
but you may not all have been inside one, 
and you may have wondered what kind of a 
place it is, just as I used to wonder when I 
was a little girl. Some years ago I went 
very often to visit a poor woman who lived 
in a caravan, so I can tell you a little about 
the inside of the one I saw. 

"First of all I had to go up a little step
ladder. The door was very small, but there 
was a real knocker on it. The roof was so 
low that I could touch it in every part. 
Nearly half the caravan was taken up by a 
cooking-stove. Two sacks filled with straw 
served for beds. A very small table, three 
stools, and a few cracked plates and basins 
on a tiny shelf, were,! think, all the furniture; 
and yet in that narro.w space, father, mother, 
and three children lived and slept. Mrs. 
Mayne told me that in wet weather every
thing in the caravan got very damp, and at 
night the air was often so close that she was 
obliged to open one of the small windows. 

" The poor woman was at one time very 
ill, but when I asked her if I should try to 
get a letter for her to be sent to a hospital, 
where she would have proper food and good 
nursing, she thanked me, but refused, saying, 
'Oh, no, I could not go away. Why there 
would be no one to look after the home and 
the things.' 

" Do you smile, dear young reader, at the 
idea of calling a caravan home 1 Perhaps I 
did just a little ; but after all, only affection 
can make any place a home. To be with 
Christ will be heaven to those who love 
Him. 

" 'Heaven, without my Saviour, 
Would be no heaven to me : 

Dark were its wallR of jasper, 
Ray less its crystal sea. 

" But you asked me· where the gipsies 
came from. I am not sure that I can tell 
you. Only that Henry the Seventh was 
king when these strange people were first 
noticed in England, and that at about the 
same time they made their appearance in 
several of the countries of Europe. They 
spoke a language that no one but them
selves seemed able to understand. It 
has since been called Rom�ny, and 

. though I believe it is still in use among 
some gipsies, those who are really on the 
Lord's side give it up altogether. You will 
be glad to hear that the blessing of the Lord 
has rested upon the attempt to send the 
gospel to the gipsies who live in tents and 
caravans, and that in several places con
verted gipsies are doing good work as 
missionar_ies among their own people." 
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I'M HER CHILD. 

mf,ITTLE lambs, why all the day, 
� Do you near your mother play ? 

When she calls, why skip for glee? 
And yet, from all others flee ? 

" \Vhy," the little lambs reply, 
"She's our mother, that is why,''
Little child, why all the day 
Does your mother near you stay ?
When you call, how quick to see 
,vhat your little want may be ?

"Why," the dear one doth reply, 
"1•m her child, and that is why.''

True, dear child, now hark to me, 
And another answer see-
God has made her love you so, 
That you might His own love know. 
God so loved you, little one, 
That He gave His only Son 
Once to die, on Calv'ry's tree, 
That you might quite happy be. 
That your sins might be forgiven, 
And that you might dwell in heav'n. 

"Why," you ask, " did Jesus die ?'' 
Because He loved you, that is why. 

On the Sea of Galilee. 

MATT. XIV. 22. 

I
ESUS told His disciples to get into a

ship, and to go before Him to the
� other side of the sea.

"\Vhy did He tell them to go
before Him?

Becauso there were many people in that
desert place, and Jesus stayed to send them
away.

Did Jesus go to His disciples when He
had sent the people away 1

No, He went up into a mountain to pray.
Jesus was often engaged in prayer in the
evening and at night time ; perhaps that was
another reason why He sent His disciples to
the other side alone.

Did their ship soon reach the land 1
No, becaµse they were in the midst of the

sea and tossed by the waves, for the wind
was against them.

Did Jesus know that the water was rough,
and that the disciples could_ not get to land 1

Yes, and He came to them in the fourth
watch of the night, walking on the sea.

What is the meaning of the fourth watch
of the night 1

The night was divided up into four
watches of three hours each.

If Jesus came ·then i:r;i the fourth watch,
what time would that }?e·1

It would be in the early morning, some
time between three and six o'clock.

How could Jesus walk on the sea to go to
His disciples 1

It was a miracle, for no one can walk on
water without either a miracle or support of
some kind.

Did not Peter walk on the water to go to
Jesus-how was he supported 1

It was by the power of Jesus that Peter
was able to walk on the sea.

What made him begin to sink �
Peter looked at the waves and felt the

wind blowing, then his faith failed, and he
began to sink

When Peter felt himself sinking what did
he do�

He cried out, "Lord, save me,'' and Jesus
saved him.

If you ask the Lord Jesus to save you
from your sins, will He do it 1 He will.

The Road to Heaven. 

l'ff,HAT tho11gh I'm but a child, 
� And little can discern, 
Christ is a Tencher meek and mild, 

And bids me come n.ncl learn. 
When Jes,ns dwelt below 

The infants He caress'd, 
He prayed for them, and bless'd them too, 

And slll'ely they we1·e blest. 
Then let me not deln.y 

To learn the rotHl to heaven, 
For Jesns tells me He's the wny, 

And grace is freely given. 

AMONG THE LIONS. 

A STORY OF MISSION' WORK IN BURMAH. 

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE OVERCOMER. 

\VONDER if any of the dear 
young readers who have shewn so 
much interest in my ti·ue story of 
the life and labours of a missionary, 
who has been called by many" The 
Apostle of Burmah," are getting a 
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little tired of its many chapters? Well, my 
task is almost done, for little more remains 
to be told. The shadows of life's evening 
were gathering fast rotmd the honoured head 
of Mr., then Dr., Judson; and the once full, 
rich voice that had so often preached Christ 
to crowds of eager Burman listeners, was so 
weak and broken that it could seldom be raised 
above a whisper. Rest and Home· were very 
near, but it was the rest of being for ever 
with the Lord ; the home to which he was. 
going was in the Father's house. 

"When Dr. and Mrs. Judson reacbed Ava tbey 
found new troubles awaiting them. The old 
king was dead, and though the heir to the 
throne received them kindly and gave them 
leave to live in Rangoon, Dr. Judson was told 
that, though hEl would be quite free to teach 
any English or American children who lived 
at Rangoon, or preacb the gospel to their 
parents-the new king would not allow any 
of his subjects to become Christians, and did 
not wish the missionaries to speak to them or 
give them books. 

All this was, we may be sure, very discourag
ing; but it was a comfort to remember that the 
God of all grace would still in His own time 
and way carry on His work in Burmah. He 
did not· foel thil.t be ought to leave the few 
native Christians, who, though often called 
upon to suffer for Christ's sake, kept steauily 
on, so he made up his plind to remain at 
Rangoon, doing what he could. If ·be must 
not go among the people he loved so well, 
the Lord was, he knew, well ablo to bring 
to him any who really wiaheu to know what 
they must do to be saved. 

He was very busy, too, with a piece of work 
which he wished very mucu, if according to 
the will of God, to finii:sh. You may remembe1· 
reading of the long years of work it had cost 
him to give the Burmese the Bible in tueir 
own language. And again he was just as hard 
at work, speniling many hours every day at his 
desk, sometimes busily writing, at others read
ing and making corrections in printed sheets 
brought to llim by a native helper from the 
printing-room, !Lt the back of the mission 
premises. 

He was working away at a Burmese and 
English Dictionary. But Millie looks up with 
a quick glance of wonder, saying, "Well, I 
do not know however be could have had the 
patience to write a whole dictionary-I find 
half a page of one quite enough to learn for 
a lesson, and I think it 1s rather a stupid kind of 
book." 

Well, Millie dear, I know tha dictionary is 
not at all a favourite book with most of my 
young friends. Indeed, I sometimes hear it 

called very unkind names by those who forget 
what a useful servant the much-abused book is; 
for it is only as we take a little trouble to find 
out the real meaning of words that we are 
any richer for our knowledge of them. 

I think, too, that Dr. Judson had learnt 
a lesson many of us are slow to learn, that 
it is not so much the kind of work we are 
doing, as the way and spirit in which it is 
done, that gives it its true value; and seeing as 
he did how greatly such a work would help 
in writing or translating other books for the 
Burmese, he bent over its pages with the joy of 
kn,.owing that even in this seemingly uninterest
ing task lie was serving the Master he loved so 
well. 

Antl day' by day the Lord gave His faithful 
servant tokens of His blessing and approval. 
There were several Burmese inquirers; tlu:ee 
or four new converts, "not fearing tlle wrath of 
the king,'' confessed Christ by baptism. Though 
during the day the mission house was often 
closely watched by government otlicers, yet 
under cover of darkness parties of Karens woultl 
come from their far-away homes to ask for 
gospels or tracts, or to tel1 the missionary that 
they too. were trnsting in Christ, and asked to 
be countecl among His disciples. 

Month after month he worked patiently on 
till at last the first part of his uictionary, a 
book of six humlred pages, was finished. The 
next day he began the second part, saying as be 
tlid so, " I shall not be slll'prised if I tlo not 
live to finis!1 it; men almost alwiLys leu.ve 
unfinished �ome . work which they or their 
friends UtLVe been very anxious about. All is 
well-it may be God's way of shewing us that 
He can do without His workmen." 

He worked on till late one November evening, 
then the pen fell from his powerless hand, and Mrs. 
Jud.son st.1,w that her husband was very ill. Days 
of great pain and weakness followed, but through 
all lie was calm and happy in soul, often saying 
to llis wife : 11 Oh, the love of Ch1·ist, the love of 
Clirist; I cannot tell you how precious it ap
pears to me now." One day he said, 11 I aw 
not tired of my work, and I have been very 
happy with you and the dear children ; but 
when Chri.st calls m,e home, I shall go, oh so 
very gladly.'' 

The doctor thought sea air might do him 
good, and after some delay he consented to 
try a short sea voyage. tle was then too 
weak to walk or even stand alone, but native 
Christians carried him on board a small ship 
lying in the harbour. After a tearful "good
bye," Mrs. Judson and the children returned to 
the mission house, only Mr. Ramsey, a brother 
missionary, and a Burmese servant going with 
the sufferer. 

) 
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J After sailing, the attacks of severe pnin from Mr. Ramsey faltered at times as he thought of 

which he had suffered much before leaving the deep sorrow with which the news of Dr. 
Burmah came oftener nnd lnsted longer. Oue Judson's den.tb would be received at Rangoon, 
evening he seemed a little better, and snid to he tbonght, too, of the joy that was now his, 
Mr. Ramsey: 11 I am glad you n.re here, it the joy of being for ever with tbe Lord, and 
is n. grent comfort to me to hn.ve one who went brn.vely through with the simple service. 
loves Christ near me now-we nre one in Him, And now, clear young friends, my task is 
our precious Saviour." done. I {lave tried, and I trust not in vain, 

"I trust yon feel He is nen.r you now," to interest you in the simple record of trials and 
Mr. Ramsey said gently, ns he bent over bis triumphs, joys and sorrows, among the heathen. 
dying friend. Together we bave followed, in om thoughts, Dr. 

"Oh yes, it is nll right there; but the pain at Judson all the way from the happy home of his 
times is very great," Dr. Judson answered boyl10od to far distant Bmmah. We know a 

Graco Darlin!-(, (SPc p. IJ k) 

feebly. Through the night ho grew wenker, 
and about noon the next day ho said in Burmese 
to bis servant, "All is done-I am going home. 
Take care of your poor mistress, be vory kind to 
lier." And soon after fell peacefully asleep 
in Christ, April 12th, 1850, at the age of 
i;ixty-two. 
�That evening there was a fuuornl n.t i-en-tho 
body of tho worn out missionnry wns committed 
to the doop, a !lacred trnst to be rcstore<.l when 
the Lord shall come for llis own in tho air; for 
them also which sleep in Jesus shall God bring 

with Him. (1 Tlloss. iv. 14.) And if the voice of 
little 0£ his suff

erings wlnlo a prisoner at Ava; 
something, too, of his joy over the first Burmese 
converts. Antl now, as I say a loving good
bye to my readers, I would say to each, Are 
you on the Lord's side? A1·0 you sheltered by 
tho precious blood of Clu·ist? If you can answer 
"Yes" to my question, I lmow you will be 
nrnong those of whom it is written: "Him tlmt 
overcomeU1 will I give to sit in my throne, even 
as I nlso ovorcnmo, nnd nm sot down with my 
Fo.the1· in his throne." (Rev. iii. 21.) C.J. L. 





D4 MY LITTLE FRIEND. 

FIRST EARNINGS. 

" 
.

HERE, mother dear,'' I fancy I 
hear Harry say, as he throws 

G down the four shillings on the 
- table; "there is my first week's

money." He had hurried home
from work full of the pleasure it would 
be to give it all to his mother. Little Bessie 
looks on, and thinks what a clever boy her 
dear brother Harry is to be able to earn so 
much money. 

And what does Harry's mother think 1 
\Vhy, she is very proud of her boy, nnd looks 
fonvard to the time when he will be a man, 
and pictures what he will do then. Well, 
Harry, _we are glad to see that you love your 
mother, and try to do what will please her; 
if you always do that it will keep you from 
much that is wron�, but there is another 
motive whi�h is higher still, and that is 
doing right because it will please God. 

The very first thing to please Him is to 
own Christ as your Saviour by faith in His 
finished work, and then in every way to 
follow in His footsteps down here. 

In the Lighthou!:e. �1�) OME years ago a little girl namctl
C'\S� Grace was living, with her pare11ts,
)�� at a liµhthouse on a rocky isla.nd, 

called the Longstoue, off the coast 
of No1-thumber]and. It was a very 

lonely plact-, and when tho weather was 
stormy and the sea rough, a grand sight 
was seen hy the old lighthouse keeper and 
his family. 

Sometimes in fair weather Grace wont on 
the sea with her father in a little boat, and as 
he of tell Jct her take one oar she learned to 
row. 

One September, after a fair summer, there 
came very rough wcaLher, and a ship was 
wrecked off the Loogstone lighthouse. In 
the morning, GracP, who was now a young 
woman, was looking through her father's 
telescope, and saw a portion of this wreck 
on a rock about a mile away, and -could 
see some poor creatures clinging to the 
bows. 

Running to her father she pointed out the 

spot, and said: "What shall we do to save 
them 1" 

" God help them," answered the old man ; 
"for no human help can reach them there." 

11 Oh, father!" cried Grace, "Jet us try 
and save them." And though the old sea
man shook his head, and said it was like 
throwing away their lives, yet the brave girl 
persuaded him to launch the boat with only 
her and himself in it. Though in great 
danger of being dashed to pieces by the 
angry waves, they toiled on till at last they 
reached the wreck and took off the nine 
people still on it. 

Then there was hard work again in getting 
back to the lighthouse, but the saved men 
helped with the rowing, and all reached 
Longstone in safety, though the sea con
tinued so rough it was some days before 
any could venture to ]eave the lighthouse to 
go home to their friends. 

Do you not think they must have thanked 
the old man and especially the brave girl, his 
<laughter-whose name, I must tell you, was 
Grace Darling. 

HOLIDAY STORIES. 

CHAPTER XII. 

ON THI£ SANDS. " ,�le' I remember rightly, our 'holiday
story ' began with a visit to Alum
Bay. It is nearly· a year since we 

- took that pleasant ramble together, 
and again it is a. lovely autumn 

morning, and before we say 'good-bye,' I 
want you all to come with me for one moro 
stroll along the sands. 

11 How vlensant it is. Tiny wavelets make 
a soft, low murmur as they ripple along the 
strand, or dash themselves into spray at tho 
foot of some rock. The sea birds a.re flying 
in graceful curves and circles overhead, and 
the sands are dotted with happy children, 
busy with their spades and pails. 

''' Why did I bring you here 1' you ask. 
'Are we going to join the castle builder3, or 
shall I take you for a shell hunt, and te11 you 
the names of the different kinds we find 1' 

"No, not this morning. But if you will 
come with me to a quiet place among the 
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rocks, I will tell you about some meetings on 
the beach at Dover I attended several years 
ago, and enjoyed very much. 

'' The meetings were not al ways held in 
the same place. Sometimes, when the tide 
was so far out as to leave a st-rip of sand 
between the shingly beach and the receding 
waves, the meeting was really 'on the sands.' 
But as the tide did not always suit, we very 
oft�n got into some sheltered corner on the 
beach. Once when the wind was high, and 
the noise of the waves would have quite 
drowned the voice of the speaker, had he 
gone too near them, quite• a large meeting 
was held on 'the Stone Apron,' a kind of 
sand hill paved with large, flat stones, used 
by the boatmen when they wished to let 
their boats down to, or �raw them up from 
the water. 

"But there was one thing about the meet
ings I had almost forgotten to tell you, and 
yet I am sure you ought to know. They all 
belonged to the children ; they were really 
'children's s�rvices,' and though I am sure 
the grown:up people liked them too, for 
quite a number came, I always noticed the 
boys and girls felt the meeting really be
longed to theIQ., and took care to keep as 
near to the speaker as they could. 

"' Did they bring their own Bibles and 
hymn-books r

"Not always, I think, though I was glad 
to see that quite a number of the elder ones 
had pocket Bibles or Testaments, and always 
found the passages of scriptures read or· 
explained. But nearly every child brought 
his or her portfolio, and very pretty some of 
these were. I saw several looking quite 
bright, with dried seaweeds, mosses, and 
pressed wild flowers, found by the children 
in their rambles, and tastefully arranged on 
the cardboard covers, while a few who could 
draw and paint nicely had sketched some 
view or ivy-covered ruin in the neighbour
hood. One boy, who I should think has a 
great desire to go to sea, when he is old 
enough, had drawn a ship in full sail on his. 

" What should you think all these port
folios were for � Nora shakes her head, and 
Grace says, ' She does not know.' So I may 
as well tell you at once. 

" 1\fany who loved the children, and 

longed to see them on the Lord's side, had 
been very kind in giving money to buy 
hymn-books and sheets, 'gospel stories,' 
scripture texts, cards, &c. for the young 
people who attended the meetings on the 
beach, and at the close of almost every 
service, a present of a little book or card 
was given to every child. But as most of 
our young friends were away from their own 
homes, staying with their parents or friends 
in seaside lodgings, they had no nice box or 
drawer to keep them in, and so the books 
often got lost, till some one, I am not quite 
sure who, but think it may have been the 
gentleman who began these meetings, thought 
of a first-rate plan. It was that each of his 
little friends should buy, or better still, make 
a portfolio large ·enough to hold all their 
booklets, cards, &c. He told them when 
their holidays were ended, and the time 
came for them to return to home or school, 
it would be quite easy for. mamma or nurse 
to pack the folios in their trunks, and then 
they could often look them over, and re
member what they had heard about the 
Lord Jesus and His love to them. 

"It is hardly time 'for the meeting on the 
sands, though about twenty children are at 
work or play, I hardly know which to call it, 
digging out seats for themselve::s. Two or 
three are giving a few finishing touches to a 
hillock with a fiat top, something like a small 

· table. They tell us it is for Mr. S. to stand
upon while he is talking to them.

'' We watch them for a little while, and
our minds recall another morning, nearly
twenty years ago, when the same earnest
worker for Christ, then quite a young man,
was spending a pleasant holiday at one of
the loveliest of Vv elsh watering places. The
season had been a fine one, and there were
more visitors than usual. As Mr. S. looked
at the children, busy with castle building on
tho sands, a great longing filled his heart to
tel1 them about the good Master he served.
He hardly knew how to begin, and yet ho
wanted very much to speak to them of
Jesus, the- children's Saviour, tho children's
Friend.

"�eaking up a handful of smooth, white
pebbles, he began spelling a text by placing
them in the form of letters. Just as he ex-
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pected, quite a number of children left their 
play, and came to see what he was doing. 
One little girl filled her basket with pebbles 
and brought them to him. Mr. S. thankeLl 
her, and soon had quite a little band of 
helpers. At first t,hey were too shy to talk 
much, but their new friend had such a kind 
pleasant way with them, that before very 
long they were chatting away quite freely. 

" ' Would they like him to tell them a true 
story f Oh how their eyes brightened, and 
their cheeks flushed. 'Yes, they would, very 
much indeed.' And one small boy said, 'If 
you please, sir;' and very quiet and attentive 
they all were while :tvir. S. told them of 
children who had known and loved the 
Saviour. 

" ' Would those who would like singing 
please hold up their hands 1' Every hand 
was raised, indeed I think a few of the little 
ones held up both theirs. 

" So a gospel. hymn was started, and 
though it was new to nearly all the children, 
they quickly learned both words and tune. 
A little earnest talk followed about the need 
there is for each one of us to be real, and not 
say words with our lips we do not mean in 
our hearts. Then a few words of prayer, 
and the meeting was over. 

"But the children lingered, as if unwilling 
to go away. What could they be waiting 
for 1 Why they wanted another meeting. 
So after a little talk it was arrnnged that if 
the next day was fine they should meet at 
the same place and time. And so the work 
went on, and I am so glad to be able to tell 
you is still going on, for many of the Lord's 
servants spend the whole or part of their 
holiday every year in telling the children 
about the Lord Jesus, and gatherings of 
young people are held on the seashore for a 
few weeks during the season at most of our 
watering places. 

"And many have been won for Christ in 
these seaside services; many have trusted 
Him as their own precious Saviour, and 
rnturned to their own homes able for the 
first time in their lives to sing:-

" 'I can't hulp loving Jesus, 
Because He first love<l me.' 

" A dear young girl who, as I don't know 
her real name, we will call Annie, lived in a 

town where some children's meetings had 
been held. Annie attended several of these 
meetings, and one evening a Christian lady 
who had noticed how unhappy she looked, 
spoke to her at the close of the meeting. 

" Annie's story was soon told. The Holy 
Spirit had shewIJ. her that, as a lost and sin
ful child,.she needed salvation. Very simply 
her friend told her that to 'believe on the 
Lord Jesus Christ ' meant really and truly to 
trust Him as the Saviour. And so Annie 
took salvation ru; a free gift and thanked the 
Lord Jesus for His great love in dying on 
the cross for her. 

"A year had passed since Annie's conver
sion, and meetings were held at the same 
place. But· Annie was not at any of them, 
and when her f

r

iends asked for her, they 
were told by one of her schoolfellows that 
she was -very ill, and that the doctor thought 
she would not get well. 

" On going to see her, she was found to be 
very weak in body, but bright and happy in 
soul. A ·picture of a little girl, ·dressed for a 
party, and waiting for the carriage to come 
and take her, with the words, 'Ready to go,' 
written under it, was on the wall near 
Annie's bed. 

"Pointing to it, the sick girl said with a 
smile, 'That's me, I am ready to go when 
Jesus calls me, and I do not think it will be 
very long no,v. I am glad, oh so glad, that 
I came to Him when I was well and strong. 
Very soon I shall see His ·face and be with 
Him for ever. I should like you to tell all 
the dear children who come to the meetings 
what a precious Saviour Christ is, and oh,
plen.se do ask them to trust Him too.' ,

, 
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the World. Jncoh and tho Ladder. David and Goliath, Price 3d. 



iolu.tn.es -��\ it�ttt�n�e; ���ii,) wl�� lAAtks�r>��i.ons 

As follows:-

1 The Stqlen Treasure, and other Stories. 
2 The Story of Little Louise and her brother Eugene. By L. T. 
3 Love Stronger th "'n Deith, and other Stories. 
4 · An Incident of the Pen.st: ne Railway .Accident. 
5 Mak'3 Haste and Come Down, and other Stories. 
6 The Story of a Shipwreck. In cloth boards. 
7 The Captain's Wife, and other Stories. 
8 The Story of a S·.1mmer Holiday.· In neat cloth boards. 
9 The Story of Jonas Ellers. A new edition. 

10 The Jew and his daughter. A Story in. verse. 
11 1he Little Shepherj, and other Stories. 
12 Nearly -Home, and other Stories. 
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(Speci111m u/ JJ11umvi11u1.) 

12 sixteen-page books iu gluzcd covers (11 difforouL sorts), with pictures, interesting talcs, 

2 pnckot.s post free le. 

. I 



!f>lhil;u.\OOf f u.\lh�� W®t f�1lfil W®lIDOO{ t

In Assoded Packets containing 24 Books with Tllustrati( rni:. 

. SERIES 

FIRST, SECOND
J

AND 

THIRD. 

�- ��1< '.illllllllu1,, 

Price 6d. per packet. · Illiistratccl. 

PRICE 

SIXPENCE 

PER 

PACKET. 

1'!K'��� 7S � �� �ffl �Yrv:tXX:1• BD,�1tr 
jV� ¼U������ w � �Jvl,JX".ft�WJ!� ),§A J.::)l X 

BEING SIMPLE GOSPEL TRACTS. 

LI'rTLE VOLUMES FOR THE YOUNG. 
Bound in neat cloth boards, prire 4d. t•nch. 

Eight kinds ns follows : 

1. The Little Bo� who was Lost and Found.
2. He did it for Me, or the Young Cricketer'.
3. 6ianrs and €>ian1l Killer's. And other' Stof'ies.
4. The Bible Sweetmeat-the Riddle.

AND OTHEI-t STOB IES. 

5. Little Elsie and. Hef' BFothef' Jem.
AND OTHER STOI 1ES. 

6. M� ©Fe� Pair' o.f Boots. And other Stof'ies.
7. The Two Pic1Luf'es. And other' Stories.
8. The WFong Road. And other' Stof'ies.



Just Pn b]ished. By L. 1'. Price ls. Illustrated. 

A WEEK AT THE MANOR FARM I 

Hy :-:. E. L. 0. I', i,·,· 1 ·. ti . Illustrated. 

Louie's Cou nse.llors: or, Clouds and Sunshine. 
Contents-The Rising of the Cloud. Everyday Life. The Cloud Darkens. The 
Sunny side of the Roa.cl. Louie's Shelter. How the Shelter was_ Upset. A Sad 
Message. Shady Places. New Scenes. Things that would not do. The Door of 
Hope. Shining without Shadow. 

MEMORIES OF NlAGARAx 
Contents-The Smrounding Country. The People on Nia:,!a_rn's Bank,; in form1•r day�. Tlie 
Upper Conr:-e of the Rivt•r and rt.,,ids. l,dands a111iJ the Rapi,ls. A,11�ricau :-i.!e or the 
Niagnr:i. Tlie Midtllc of lhe Falls. l31°l11w the Falls, �k. With rull page illn:-;trntions, 
l,onntl iu clu1 h board�, 1 s. 6d. 

----------------------------·-------

St.ill on Sale. 

Containing twelve chapters, with Illustrations. 

Just Published. Price ls. By C. J. L. 

WlLFRllJ GRA Y
1

S TEXT ROLLx 

OR, 

<J3Rb(?;lt1f 7tM@uJ®Hlf�. F
)

@i
j £U'FFtB c
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fJQ)PtB,,,

Bound in Ornnmentnl Cloth, price I�. By W. J. W. With sovernl IllnsLmtions. 

Foolscap 8vo., 02pp, with fo1l-p11go lllustrntions, price ls. 

J-IoME FOR._ THE J-IoLIDAYS. 
A BUOK FOR BOYS 

Uniform with II Spnrks of Light." 
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