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compozed his features, and, with his u-
sual courtesy, resumed, * My little son
has heard of you, sir; avnd he is very
anxious to learn something about Jesus
Christ. 1t is & pretty story you tell of
that man—prettier, I think, than any
of our fables; and you need not he a-
fraid to set it torth in its brightest co
lors, for my Moung Moung will nover
seo through its absurdity, of course.”

The missionary threw a quick, seru-
tinizing glance on the face of his visitor.
He saw thab the man wasill at ease,that
his carclessness wus entirely assumed,
and that underaeathall there wasa deep
wearing anxiety, which he fancied was
in some way connected with his boy.
¢ Ah, you think so? T what particu-
lar story do you ullude?”

Why that of the strange sort of being
vou call Jesus Christ—a great nat, or
prince, or sumething of the gort—dving
for us poor feliows,and so Ha,ha!
The absurdity of the thing makes me
laugh ; though there is something in it
beautifol, too. Our stopid pongyees
would pever have thought out any thing
one half so fine; and the pretty fancy has
quite enchanted’Moung Muung here.”

+ I perceive you are a paramat,” gaid
the missionary.

«No ; 0,n0; lam a true and faith-
ful worshipper of Lord Guadama ; but
of course neither you nor I subscribe to
all the fables of our respective religions.
There isquite enough that is honest and
reasonable in our Budhistic system to
satisfy me; but my little son’’—here
the father was embarras ed, and laugh-
ed again. as though to cover his confu-
sion—¢is bent on philosophical investi-
gation—eh Moung Moung ?*’

«But are you pot afraid that my teach-
ings will do the c¢hild harm ?*°

‘I'ne visitor looked up with a broad
smile of admiration,as though he would
have said, *You are a very honest fellow
after all.” Then regarding the child
with a look of mingled tenderness and
apprehension, he gaid softly. *Nothing
can barm little Moung Mouag, sir *’

s«But what if Ishould tell you I do
believe every thing I preach as firmly as
1 believe you sit on the mat before ma,
and that itis theone desire of my life to
make everybody clso beheve it—you and
your child among the rest ¥*?

The sah-ya tried to smile, tried to look
unconcerned ; but his easy nonchalance
of manner scemed utterly to forsake him
when hs most needed it; and finally,

abandoning the attempt to renew hia
former tone of banter, he answered gui-
etly, ¢ I have heard of 2 writing you
possees, which by your leave, I will tako
bome and read to Moung Moung.”®

The nussionary selected a little tracs
from the parcel on the table beside him
and extended it to his visitor. ¢ Sab-
ya,’” said he solemnly, I herewnh put
into your hands the key to eternal life
and bappiness. This active, intelligent
soul of yours, with its exquisite percep-
tion of moral beauty and loveliness,”"—
and he glanced towards the child,—
¢ cannot be destined to inhabita dog,
a monkey or & worm, in anether life.
God made it for higher purposes ; and
I hope and pray that it may yet meet
you, all beautiful, and pure, and glori-
ous, in @ world heyond the reach of pain
or death, and above all, beyond the
reach of sin.”*

Up to this time the boy had sat upon
his mat like a statuo of silence, his usu-
ally dancing eyes fixed steadfastly upon
the speakers, and gradually dilatiog and
acquiring a strange, mystic depth of ex-
pression, of which they seemed at first
incapable. At these words however he
sprang forward. Papa, papa,hear hnn,
Let us both love the Lord Jesus Christ.
My mother loved kim ; and in the golden
country of the blessed she waits for us.””

1 must go,” said the sah-ya hoarse-
ly, and attempting to rise.

¢ Let us pray,”’ said the missionary,
kneeling down.

The child laid his two hands together,
and, placing them against his forebead,
bowed his head to the mat; while the
father yielded to the circumstances of
the case so far as to reseat himself.
Gradually, as the fervent prayer pro-
ceeded, Lis head drooped a little ; and it
was not long before he placed his elbows
on his knees, and covered his face with
his hands. As soon as the prayer was.
ended, he rose, bowed in silence, took
his child by the band, and walked away.

Meanwhile. that terrible scourge of
eastern nations, the cholera, had made
its appearance : and it came sweeping
through the town with its usual devas-
tating power. Fircs were kindled he-
fore every house, and kept burning night
and day; while immense processions
continnally thronged the streets, with
gonge, drums, and tom-toms, to frichta
away the evil spirits, and 6o arrest the
progress of the disease. The zayat wag
closed for lack of visitcxs; and the mis-



