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words and letters%, a strangce lookilng boy boiundcd througi ax
Openhîig whieh s,érSed a S a gateway -in thc ppste liedge, and,
-rush)ibo towards ber, lie cricd out with lnec oane2tuebý. 'Does

eusChrist live liere V"
He waB, perhaps, abolit twelve years of age. Ris course,

-btack-hir was matteJ witlî filth, aud bristlirig in overy direc-
tion, aud a very dirty cloth oIf plaid cotton was ail bis clothing.

'1Does J'osus Christ live hora ' lie again inquired, scarcely
-pausing for breath until ho made bis way, uninvited, up the
stops of -tho verandiih, aud crouched at the lady's foot.

Wlîat do youwsant with Jesus Christ V' said sha.
"I vant to seo Ejîn ; 1 n'ont to confess to Him."
"Why -wbat bave you bean doing that youi want to confess V'

48 Do"C$ He live here P' cried the boy. -with stili greaf or ear-
nestness ; 111 wnnt to kuow thal. Poing ! vby, 1 tell lies, I steal,

Hôo everythiugbad ; I am. ufraid of going tu bell, sud' w ~ant
to sec Jesus Christ, for- I board ona of tho Loo.gyees say th at
He con save us from, hqll. Oh, tell mue wbere 1 can find.-Jesus-
-christ 1 1 I

"i-But He doesanot bave people froun bell if tbay -continua to
do wiokodly."

ilI wrint to, stop doing 'wiokedly, but 1 cau't stop ; I1 don't
* knowv lion' to stop; the evil thought-3 are iixue, and the-bad
deeds coma by ovil tlîouglits. What ca I do 1

«Nothing -but toi cume tu Christ, po3ur boy, like ail tha rest of
us," tbe.lady- softly murznured;- but bhe spoke thîs ini Englisb,
soý the -poor boy only raibed hizi head wîth a vacant --Bha-lai C

"1You catinot sou Jesus Christ non'," saýid*she.
Tho poor boy iriterrupted ber with a wild cry of despair.
'Ris-face brightenied .littie wben she said, '1But 1 amn Ris

humble friend aud ffd- el Y and, ishen blie added, Il Ha 'lias
éommissioned me to "vch aLIl thobe, wbo WviSh tu escape bell,
how t;6 do so," bis face brightened up witb a juy and an cager-
pmss which we cannot deseariba.

ToîlinaOhtell me 1" lia said. «Ol ask your Master,
the.Lord'Jesus Ohxristý to Save me, and I wîllY1 be your se rval:t.,
your slave.for life. 'Do not be augry 1 Oh, do not send mue

*away.lI I:wonttobe-saved-s-avýed frornhall 1"
YOu: ay ýbe sure tlds lady n'as unt likley soon to.get angry

'at. Sune_ ntrooties. The next day sho took tbis poor, n'ild Jun-
gbbyta tho iettle bamboo achlool-house, -wbere hoe n'as admit-

ted ns a sebobar, and taught the -way t'O the Saviour.

yer ase anIr'y. Deatb bad Ilid-hi6 ý culd-bautd'upon this
* g ztild?,ndber soul was at rast in bar Fatberb. horne on.


