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LAST WORDS OF A NEW ZEALAND CHIEF.

A dying chief lay on his deatl-bLed, (alling his faunily around him he said:
You wvell know that I have, from timne to time, brouglht you much riches. 1

ised to brirg you îmukets, iatchets, and blankets ; but i afterwards heard of
the new riches calleid faith. I sought it ; I went a long and dangerous journey,
for wc w% ere surrouinded by enenies. i saw some natives who had heard of it,
but they could not sati4fy me. I sozght further, but in vain. I then heard of
a white man, at ]apiti, and that with hlim i s the spring whîere i could f111 ny
emptyv and dry calaba1h. I travelled to li, phltee, but lie was gone, gene away
ill. i i t'tîurned to you, my children, dark-minded. Many days passed by.

h'lie snows fI, they nelted, they went away ; the trec-buds came, and the
paths of our forcsts wcre again pasable to our feet. We heard ofanother
white muan, who waî going about over mountains and through forests and
swamnps, giving drink fromt lis calabashî to the poor natives, to the remnant of
the tribes of the mighty, and the renowned of former days, now dwelling by
twos and thrces amnong the rootk of the trecs of the ancient forests, and among
the brooks in the iillages. Yes, we heard of that white man ; we heard of his
going over the 'nowy mountains, and up the east coast, and all over the rocks.
I sent four of my chiddren to neet him. They saw his face ; yes, you tailked
with him. Yout brought me a drop of water front his calabash. You told me
lie woull comie to thIi. far off spot to sec me. I rejoiced. I disbClieved his
coining, but i said, "le may." I built the chapel , we waited expecting.
You sl Iept at nigit ; I did not. Ile came; hie c:ne foirth fron the long forest ;
le stood upon our ground ; I sav Iihin ; I shook hand, witi iiim. Yes, I saw
a nissionary's face; i sat in his cloth hou-e; I tasted lis new food ; i heard
iiimi t.lk in our tongue. Mly leart bonilded n ithii me ; I listened ; I ate his
word-. Yoiu slept at n;ghIlt , 1 did ilot. Yvs, I htsened; and lie told me about
God, and I ls Soin Jestus Christ, and of peace and pardon, and of a father's home
beyond the stars. And now i, too, drank froils calaba.,h, and was refieshid.
Ile gave le a book, too, as weli aq n ords. I laid holdof tlienew riches foi you
and te ; and ve have it now."-Cld's Compan ion.

VERSES FOR A YERY LITTLE C1IiLD.

i am a l'appy little boy:
W li is il Imlakes lie so

Jesut, who lix en thm e thle 'k,
W tailht the little bi d- to fly,

And matkes the dai-ies grow.

The little bird can fiy antd sin,
'Tlie flowt ire -m et and fai'r,

But yet the *% canitearn of Got,
Or thank lii for lits tire;

But i cau Iearnti alibout his lole,
And thandîk him iiin my prayer.

31amnuia vill teach me more and more
A Iolt lis Io i f ioe,

Andi i vill try, tlrottu-hî all the day,
1appy and gd to be;

For \ lieu I aui t naughty child,
The God in heaven can sec.


