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prayed him to pity and to spare her, but, vering from the face of her slecping bate;
it was all of wo use.  Though he was | and the branches hung so low that he hy
“not angry with the girl, he had resolved | 01, to reach, and the fruit would be wit,

e T X .. 10 his grasp.  And while the child stopg
to gratify his horrid appette.  He there- there, with an e.vnest, longing gaze, fixg

fore seized her, tied her hands and legs, | o, the tree, he suddenly descried on the'
and then flung her alive into the beated | fowest branch a peach larger and ripy
oven ! than all the rest. He saw the rose-coloreg

But, as was said before, these things|streaks that lay on the side nearest th
were. [t cannot now be said they ore, | 54, and the mellow golden colors, thy
New Zcaland is one of the dark places| fiushed the almost transparent skin ; uy

) O . tae Cesite for it grew very strong in th
upon which the great light of the gospel heart of the child.g « Manzma, will nev;

,has‘ sh.med, .nnd there, many of thely oo it,”” he murmured ve y softly, ay
habitations of cruelty have been ehang-| then e lifted hus hand and d.ew down the
ed into homes as peaceful and happy | branch, and the good angel looked sz
as our own.  Thix, through God's bless. | while a smile of demoniac trinmph disto;t.
ing, has been the effect of Missionary | ed the features of the other ; hut the smay
laber.  Should you wot, then, shoutd - hand that was lifted to piuck the huy,

. . . by i Y ansed :—a sha swent an
not alf wio wish their feliow creatures | wddeniy paused j—a shadow swept
i the cleary open brow, and the child o

to e safe and happy, do what they can! o0 500 o lie,~it will be a .

to send B:bles and teachers to th"’}'E [he next moment the hranch swung slow.
land '—Juw. Missionnry Magazive. !y back to its right position, and a;air of
! blue eyes, flooded with a new, deep hgh,
{looked ap, and a ebnuddish voice marmare

: Heart Seeds. j =€ heautiful prach, I cannot tell a he tr
; LY KATE CAROL, [ you.”?
: | Then the evil spitit passed away, an

Two spirste, a good and an evily, came ! N !
- together, to sow sced in the heart of a lit- | the good "”"‘5"} drew near, ad saw e
tle child} ani the seed (hat the goud’b'“‘“"'” of truth sheoting up from thnseled
"spirit brought was called « ThuTH,” any he had sown, and covering the heart of the
the so~d of the evil one ¢ Farsenoop, » | ¢hild s and that day, there was a nes

Many days after, the child weat forth | Wreath, woven ot the fowers of trut,
to gathier flowers snd chase butteiflies in hung wpon the ',‘,’“ tree that stands by the
the fields: [t was a summer’s wmorning, | living water? and, there it will ban;:,
and the still dreamy air was tull of fra- fair and fadeless, until the angel shal
grance, while the sinmer birds, heaving: Weave it aronwl the spirit biow of the
out theit hearts in song. and the sunshine | €hild from whose heart it was wathered.
_that crowded through the branches, and | [T though the flowers of Earth may
lay so caressing around tie feet of the |£10W dim and perish, get the flowers if
child, fillad his heart brimfull of still sin-| L7ulh shall never decay, and the fingers
less happiness, and he walked slowly on: ¢ 3ges shall leave no antograph upn
until he reached the shadow or a large!”wma f(:g their beauty laste  foreverand
"peach-tree, that spread out its great atns : tur aye.
as if in blessing above himn: j

Then the good sretity with its shining,
:silvery wings, and the evil spirit, witha' Kixo Worps po ot Cost Muci.--Thy
fearful, malignant expiession on its dark | never hlisier the tongue or Lips. Andwci:svs
countenance, met again under the peach- rever heard ol aoy menial tronble ansing inm
trea to see it the seed they had sown had t's quarter. They do not eost mneh, vet thes

Tt § N caceomplish musn :—1st. They heipone'soss
taken root in its heartsoil, and promised iy e
ke ' ¢ ’ i & read nature and good wiil,  Soft worde softw

t . )
.h(i\:_n a ih.a”ets.l” had iced hi< fhep 0T own seul. \ngry sords are fuel o e

ow the ctild hac promised dus metaer g, e of wrath, and make it blaze the moe
he would rot touch the peaches that ZreW fcrcely, 9nd. Kind words make other pope
upon that tree, for they were not fully ri- wood natured.  Cold words freeze people, bit
pened ;—hut oh, how tempting they look= hat words scornh them, und sarcuehic wird
ed, as the breeze lifted the leaves from irnitate them, and bitter words make them b
€Yy, ; A ‘
;their smoetly, downy cheeks, softly as ter,and wrathful words m ke them wisik

.the fingers of a motier remove the co-iul




