
,rHE PARISH- MAGAZINE.

of Iicklifl's translation. Thbe following are the views
of the writers of our old chronicles :- Il In the said
parlianient," (narnely, one held at Leicester,) "the
King made a most blasphemnous and cruel .ict, to be
law forever, that iwhatsoever they wvere that should
rend the Scriptures, -an their mother tongue, (-.hlicb
%vas then called %Vickleu's learning,) they should for-
feit land, cattie, body. life, and goods, from their heirs
forever. and be condemned ibr biereties to God,
enernies to the crown, and niost arrant traitors; to the
land."ý-"Townley," page 156.

(To be cou/ied.)
o0

CHOICE OFf COLOURS.

ý HE other day, as I %vas %valking in one of the
IV streets of Newport, R. 1., I sawv a littie girl

standing before the window of a xnilliner's sbop. It
%vas raining brand the irregular pavement %vis filed
with places where the wvater collected. In the '*eiy
middle of one of these pools the child %vas standing
quite uninindful of the rain and cold. I -was wrapped
up in furs and protected by an umibrella, çhe had on
only ani old plaid shawlI and a h-)c%: of knitted wool.
She seemed to be pointing %vith ber finger at the
articles -n the window and talJ:n-g to, sonie one inside.
Being envious to, know %vli,. it muant, 1 crossed the
road and came silently and unohserved bebind ber.
I saw that the window was fulIl of artificial flowers, of
the cheapest soit, but of very gay coloursz Tap, tap,
tap went the little hand against tbe windowv-pine, and
wvith every tap she murmured in a balf-wbispering,
half-singing voice, 'I choose that colour," I cboose
that colour." I stood motionless and wondring.Soon she saw me, anid at once tbe spelli was brokenl.
Sbe %vas no longer the queen of an air-castle, decking
berself in ail the rainbow bues %whicb plensed ber eve.
Sbe %v-as a poor begga r child, out in tbe rain, and a
little frightened at seeing a strauger observing ber.
She did not run away, however; but stood eyeing, me.
irresolutely, wvitb that patbetic mixture of interrogation
and defiance in ber face wbich is so often seen in the
prematurely developed faces of poverty-stricken chil-
dren.

"Wbat pretty colours those are?" I rsaid. Sbe
brightened instantly.

:,Yes'm. I'd like a goon av thit blue."
'But you wvill take cold standing in tbe wvet," I

said. « WIon't you corneunder Rny'umbrella?"
SI'e suddenly looked down at ber wvet dress, as if it

bad not occured to ber before that it was raining, and
steppiing nearer to, the window out of tbe pool of
water, rhe replied, <'I'm flot going horie jist now,
mem, I'd like to stop here a bit"

So 1 left ber. But after 1 bad gone a block curi-
osity irnpelled nie to return and sec if the cbild wvas
still ait the wjindow. T1'ers started to my eyes as I
caiu,(,ht sight of tbe little tîjpriglît figuire, still standing ir
the saine spot, and pointing witbi the rbytbniic finger to
the blues, and reds and yellows, while front the move-
ment of lier lips 1 couild tell sbe %vas repeating as
before, 'lI choose that colour,"' I cboose that
colour.",

I went quietly on my way without disturbing ber
evidently pluamant dreams. But I said in my lieart,
IlLittle Messen êer, Interpreter, l'cacher! I %vill re-
menber youital] nw life."

Wh'y sbould days ever bu dark, life ever colouiless?
There is aliways suni; tbere are alwaiys blue, and scar-
let, and yellow, and purple. We cannot rcacb thern,
but we can sec thetn, if it is only Ilthrougb the glass"
and Ildarklv,"-till wu can sec theni. %%e cain
4" boose " our colours. It rains, perbaps ; and %ve are
standing in tbe cold. Never mmnd. If w*e look
earnestly enough at the brightness whicb is on the
otber side of the glass, ive shaîl forget the wet, and not
fuel the cold. And now and tben a passer-b>', wbo
bas rolled himiself up in furs to keep out tbe cold, but
shivers nevertbe:less-ivbo bas money in bis purse to
bu>' nîar.y colours, if tic likes, but, nevertlieless, gocs
grumbling berause some colours are too dear for him
-- such a passer-b>', cbancing to bear our voice, and
sec the atrnosphere of our content, -lay learn, a won-
drous secrut,-tbaî peiinile:s-neýss is not poverty, and
owncrship is flot possession - that to be witbout is not
alvays to lack, and to reach is not to attain ; tbat
sunlight is for ail eyes tbat can look, and colour for
tbose wbo "Ichoose *'-tbat Ilgodliness " is tbe colour,
tbat '"contentrncnt " is the ptýsession.

----
DEATH-BED REPENTANCE

1-à0«1 long since I %vas conversing with a 'Metbodist
IE. iinister of over forty-one year's experience.
He said, III have neyer, in ail my experience, known
of a single instance in wbicb a repentance on v.bat
iwas supposud to be a deatb-bed proved to bc of any
value ivhatever.-tfter tbe person recove-red."

This -vas stong language. 1 involuntaril>' exclaim-
ed, "aHave you known many such cases?"

"M.Nore tban I dare remnember, and as man>' more
where the person died."

laDid flot the bitter failure of theý,e deathbed re-
pentances to bear the tests of time shake your confi-
dence in their value under tbe tests of etcrnityY'

H-e replied, with tears in bis eyes, 'aIt did, it does."
His conversation made a deep impression on my

mind. It iras strong evidqzce, fromt a quarter in


