
sins, and be made holy for ever. 1 he last haif hour of
the four hours, the people say he stands upr*tght, and
swings in a circulai- motion round the fire. On coznùbg
doivn, he rolis himself ini the bot ashes of the fire. 1
asked my littie congregation what they thought of ail this;
they sat silent with their eyes cast down, and sighing
heavily. At length Anîond turned to IMatthew Phiro-
deen, and*p'-assing bis armis round his nck, exclaimed,
"lAh my brother! sucih devils once wvere we ! but nowy
Jesus! Jesus ! my God, my Saviour 1"

Reply te the Indiau Child's Lament.
Oh hush thy sorroivs wecping child,
Thy niourning voice co sud and wild,
Nor wishi thou wvcrt a bird or flower,
Thiat sings or bloomos in earthly bower.

Wouldst thon shine in the starry throng-
Join in the choir of angel's song-
Fadcess bloorn by the crystal strcam, 1
TJhou rnust list to my holy theine.

There is a path, it bids me say,
Jesus the lire, the truth, the way;
Trust to his gentie shephcrd hand,
'Twill leaà thc safe to Canaan's lanmd.

It speaks of one whose pitying cye,
First saw thec lost, condemned to die,
And yet su loved-his son ho gave
Thy soul tu purify and save.

Tidings of joy, by aisgels sung,
Tliou mav'st lisp iii t hy Indian tongue,
"May'st tune thy fecblc voice to praise,

Whtheavcnly Ilosts aspire to raise."1

3esus wiIl wipc thy tcars away,
-Wifl be thy evcrlasting stay,
FàiItless present dire at the throne,
RËâeemed, acccpted for his own.
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