
THE JUVENILE PRES]3YTElUAN.

bigh.. But on earth anotlwr death-sceno was. taldng place. A.
strong, -dark-browed mian rolied aîid tossud hiinself wildly on
his fevered coucb. le was in gruat agony ; but sutddenly his
countenance becarne lighted up -with a hecavehly, radiauce ; hbis
lips parted with- a sujile; bhis dark eye beunnld with a joyful
flash ;and then bis soul, long redeeîned from. sin and death,
joyfully departed into the prebence of hiti Lord and Saviour. It
wae the poor Jungle-boy t-,ilesse2nger.

SHORT SERMONS FOR CRILDREN.

No. I.-ENýjLE5ss LiPr.
"And-thec Lord God formed man or tlhc dust of the ground and

breathied irito lils iiuztrik- the breatu uf ]ife, atod mil becarnea living
souV."-GEN.¶ ii. 7.
MvÏï DEAR CE1.LDR Ex,"You are nover to, die, but to live for ever,
and ever, and evert1 You will live a ycar, and, when that je,
done, anothetr year, and so on and on for thousands and-thousandls
of yoars. If you were to count but one grain of sand on thç Boa-
shore in 01nL year, yet, long after every grain was counted, .youI
.-wouid stili bualive. You are.tu-live as long as God«lives, that
ie, for-e'ver.

I. knnw wbat you are thinhing about. You are thinking of.
deatb, which nma-es you afraid; and wondoring wyIsyec
a-strange thinfg ac that you are neyer to:die. For, tho#gh-.-o
bave livod a vory rbort tirno, y ct you bave often- seèn'buriàls,
and huard of peuple dying, and bave porbaps known sorène e
-in your-own house, whe usiéd to, bc witbyou every day, but whorn
you neyer see now,, nor evor hear speak. And you kmié-*,
too, that you will nover see tborn more-in the bouse, beeause
they are dead. And, xnay bo, you hiave -niso seen -sorne littie
brother or sîster who used tuo play 'with you, and whom- yo'u
loved very mpucli; and you -know that they becarne unwell, and
got worse and worse ; and thon every one Iooked ead ; and by and-
by you were told that tbey werer dead; and you. eaw them:
tslken away, but never more corne bac-. Remernbering niltbis,
yon aek, Arn 1 not to die sornetirne ? and thus no doubt You sorne
times think of deatb, thoughi of course youdonpotlike to. dÔ so,
.for-deatb itself is flot good. But I one day sawçi à littie bird 'in
a-cage, and-it iras very bappy. singing its songe, and piéking- Its.
food; and-drin*ing out of itscup, Next day 1 iront 1to.pay itaà
-Visit, and-hear-it-ing, but the cage w,ças Iying-ail brokea un the
:fluor, -nid no bidwas there, 1 1 neyer sawr the birdý agàini.


