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THE MISSIONARY AND

g In one of the rooms ofthe jail was
& young man, about twenty.eight years
old. He had beea found guilty of mak-
! king and passing bad money, and the
Judge aaid he must go to ths State
Prison, and stay there as long as he
lived. But he was so sick that he
could not be removed from prison,

Poor fellow ! once ha could play in
the green fields, down by the cooling
spring, or under the shady trces around
his father’s house ; or when he was ti-
red he could go home and lay his head
upon his mother’s knee, and rest him.
self; or if he was sick, she would sit
by his bed and kindly nurse him.
But now how different! shut up in a
dark, gloomy jail, with no one to care
for him, and all around cursing and
swearing, and making horrid noises.
O, ' » felt very wrelched.

Said he, * I shall never be able to go
to the State Prison,! am sosick. O!
if I was only ready to die, it would not
matter so much.”

“ And are you not ready to die 1"

«0, no,” saidhe, “ 1 am afraid
to die.”

# But why are you sfraid to die?”

# Because I am suck a sinner.”

* There is hope, and mercy, and
salvation for sinuers, for the greatest
of sinners, through Jesus Christ.”

[ have no hope. You may talk to
me about Christ and salvation, but
there is none for me, and that makes
me afraid to die.”

I talked to him some time about his
father ; and when 1 spoke of his mo-
ther,then his lips trembled,and a single
tear stole dowi his burning cheek.

¢“Was not your mother a Christian }”’

“ Q yes, sir; und a good woman
she was too. Many and many a time
she has warned me of this.”

¢ Then you have had good religicus
instruction, kind Christian parents,
who, no doubt, often prayed for you,
and taught you to pray '

« 0O yes, sir.”

“Then why are you hers 7”

Said the dying man, ¢* I can answer

you all in one word,~I did not obey
my parents !’

Thess wers the last words he apoke
to me. Alfter sayiag a few words
more to him I came away, reflecting
upon his awf{ul condition, and the rea.
son which he gave for being in that
dark jail,—*l did not obey my p.
rents.—Selected.

One Bin Leads to Another.

It was & beautifui day when lite
Lorenzo’s school closed, and the boys
were looking forward to a fine time
during their long suminer vacation,

“Do not go nearthe pond, Loren-
zo,” said the fond mother, as he left the
perental roof. But Lorenzo did no
always remember the command,
% Children, obay your parents,”” This
was his first sin. * Leaving home, he
went down back ofthe meeting house,
to the forbidden spot. This was the
second. Finding some boys, among
whom was Samuel G , playing
near the pond, he acecepted Samuels
invitation to bathe. This was the
third.

Soon the rest of the lads ran away
to the echool house to meet their be-
loved teacher. Lorenzo climbed upon
an old pair of stairs that were floating
about the pond, and jumped off. As
he. did not rise again, Samuel was
frightened, ran to the shore, dressd,
and hastened to tie school.

When Lorenzo’s sister went home
at noon, her mother said, ¢ Where i
your brother 7’ ¢ I do not know,” was
the reply ; * he has not been at schod
this morning.” The father startedat,
once for the pond. There lay Loren
zo’s clothes on the white sand
Wading in until the water was three
or four feet deep, he stooped Yown and |
raised up the lifeless body of his sob.

In sight of the spot, within the sight
of Samuel’s voice, was 8 workshopin
which were some ten or fifteen men.;
Why then did he not ery for help ashe;
saw his playmate sink ? It was be-y
cause, if he did this, he would show

that he had been to the pond, anddis




