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Tho vcil of ignorance and superstition is being removed
from their undorstandings, and thoir cyos arc boing enliglit-
oued by tho rays of tho Sun of Riglitoousncss.

CONSCIENCE; OR, 9<JEM, JEM."1
À little boy, namcd Jeim Roberts, having beon sot f0 woodl

in a gentleman's gardon, and observing somo very beautiful
peaches on a wall, was strongly tompted to pluck one.

"tIf it tastes but hal f as nico as it looks," thought 14. Ilhow
delightful it mnust bo!" Do stood for an instant gading on
the troc, whilo 1 is mother'.s words Il Touch nothing that
dees not bclong to you,"1 carme vividly f0 mind. Ho with-
drew his eyes fromn the tcmpting object, and with gÏeat dili-
gonco pursued lis occupation. The fruit was forgotten, and
with pleasure ho now pcrccivcd hoe liad ncarly reached the end
of the bcd ivhich ho had been ordered to clear Collecting
in bis hands tho heap of wceds ho had laid bosidc him, hoe re-
turned to doposit them in the whecl-barrow whiob stood near
tho peach-treo. Again the glowing fruit mot his co, moro
beautiful, more tcmpting thon ever, for hoe ias hot and thirsty.
Ho stood stili, 1bis heart beat; his mother's command iras
board no moro; his resolution iras gone. Ho looked around
thero iras no one but himself in the gardon. IlTlîey can no-
ver miss one out of so many,"1 he said to hiniscîf. ie mnado
a step--only one, ho iras now in rcach of his prizo; ho dart-
ed forth bis band to seize it, when at the very moment a
sparroir fromn a neighbouring troc, calling its cempanion, to
bis startled car seemed to say "Ie Join 11" He sprpi.jg f0
flic walk, bis band feUl to his side, bis whbole framo shook ;
and no sooner had ho rccovcred hiniself, than hoe Red front
the spot.

In a short finie afterwards ho bogan thus to reasot with him-
self: IlIf a sparrow could frighten me thus, 1 may bo sure
irbat I iras going to do iras very wicked."1

And now ho workcd. with groater diligence than ever nor
once again trusted hirnsolf te gaze on the fruit 'whîch liad se
nearly led bum te commit so great a fault. The sparroir cbirp-
cd again as ho wvas leaving the gardon, but ho no longer fled
away at the sound.

l'Yeu mnay cry 'Jcm, Jeni,"' said hoe, looking stoadily af the
free on 'which soyeral wre perched, Ilns often as you like t
I don't care for yen now ; but this I will say, 1 wili nover
forgot how good one of you bas been te me, and 1 will rob

Jnote of your nosts again."1


