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'What can the love of Christ do for him now?' they asked again. And tears
fell even fron lcathen eyes as that Roman mother, a thousand tincs more
tortured than lier son, answered ' It teaches him to forgive his prosecutors.

The boy watched his mother's eve, and lie thought of the sufferings of bis
Lord and Saviour ; and when his torntntors inquired whether lie would ac.
knowledge the gods they served, and deny Christ, be still answered, 'No! there
is no other God but one; Jesus Christ is the redecmer of the world.-lIe loved
me and I love him for his love.'

The poor child now fainted betwen ithe repeated strokes, and they cast the
mangled body into the mother's arms, crying., 'Sec what the love of Christ
can do for him now.'

As the mother prcssed hin gently to her own crushed heart, she answcrcd
That love will take himi fromn the wrath of man to the peace of heavenl.'
'Mother,' cried the dying boy, 'give me a drop of water from oui cool well

upon my tongue.'
The little martyr spake no more; and then the mother said, 'Alrcady,

dearest, thou hast tasted of the vell that springeth up to everlasting life, arise
now, for thy Saviour calleth for thee. Young, happy martyr, for his sake, may
le grant thy mother grace to follow thy bright path.'

'lhe boy faintly raised his cycs, looked to where the elder martyr was, and
said again, ''There is but one God, and Jesus Christ whon he has senti' and
so saying, lie died.

"DON'T SIHUT TIIE BIBLE.'

" Mother, the :ey hand of death
Doth chill my limbs, and stop my breath;
RZead me those sacred words again,
They soothe miy spirit, ease my pain."

She took the precious Book, and read
IIow lesuus long ago had said,
"'Let little children come to me,
For such shall lea en's houschold be."
She closed and laid aside the Book,
And in lier arms the sifferer took;
His eyes grew dim, his utterance weak,
But sti lie struggled hard to speak.

]le struggled long; what would lie say
Ere death hlas sealed his lips for aye?

Don't shut it up !" at length lie cried-
"]Don't shut the Book !"-then calmuly (lied.

1Don't siit it up !" his spirit sings,
While u1 ward borne on anget wings;
- lon't lut (lie Bible !' seemed to say
Ris cold and pnlid lips of clay.

" Don't shut the Bible !" still I bear;
It sounîded sweetly in mine car.
Fromî morl til noon, froim noon to even,
It speaks to me a voice froi licaven.

" Don't shut the Bible !" G4od on high.
With thireat, proclaimis, "or inan will die;"
" Don't shut the Book !' a voice of love
Doth ever whisper frou above.
1 Don't shut the Bible !" till its light
Dispels the gloom of palgan night;
Till sin's doiinion is no more,
And Jesus reigns fromi Aiore to shore.


