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and & hymn, in which was this verse,—
¢ I pray my sin may be forgiven—
Tn Jesus nawe I pray,
Who died that we might go to heaven—
The Life, Tho Truth, The Way.”
Soon after he had learned this hymn
perfectly, his friend was obliged to leave
the partof the country where his parents
lived, and before going, shemade James
promise her two things ;—one was, that
he would attend a day-school, which she
had chosen for him, regularly—the oth-
er, that instead of some words without
much meaning, which he bad been in
the habit of saying before he went to
sleep at night, he would 1epeat his hymn
regularly as his evening prayer.

The little fellow promised willingly,
with his accustomed gentleness and
amiability ; but the Jady, knowing his
former idle, unformed habits, scarcely
expected he would keep his word.

Several months passed before she re-
turned ; when she did, there was nolit-
tle James to meet her ;—a few weeks
previously he was playing with some of
his schoolfellows, near the edge of 2 bigh
and dangerous rock, when, his foot slip-
ping, he fell from the top, ond wag
either instantly killed by the fall, or
drowned in the river below. His fond
parents never saw their boy alive again.

His brief story, bowever, does not end
here : on nquiry, the lady found that,
contrary to her expectations, he had
kept both promises most faithfully ; he
had never missed one day at school, and
had taken the greatest pains with his
lessons there ; and nob only had he re-
gularly knelt down every night, and re-
peated the hymn in prayer,—he had
fixed his attention on thatone verse, and
had begged his wmother to learn it too,
that she mightrepeat it along with him.

He would often say to her, ¢ O mo-
ther. you must say, ¢ 1 pray my sins may
be forgiven,’ ** &e.

In short, from all that had passed in
the earlier months of their intercourse,
and from much more which she now
heard—the evident change in the tone
of his mind sud habits from the little
thoughtless boy he had been before, gave
Ins teacher every reason to hope that,
notwithstanding his want of knowledge
and training, he had been led, by God’s
grace, to feel the value of Jegus as his
Saviour, and had thus been mercifully,
prepared for the sudden termination of
his young lite.

He had no warning of his carly death ;
no time then, to make ready for it ;—on
the very morning of the day on which
the aceident happened, he was as full of
life and vigour as any of you—bright
and joyous, as was his wont—among the
foremost in every sport, beaming with
animation and activity ; and yet, be-
foro that summer day was over, he had
entered the eternal world ; this world
for him had passed away for ever, and
he bad learned more than earthly love
could teach him, of the preciousness of
Christ as a Mediator and Redecmer.

And will not you make his prayers
yours? You may think you can be
God’s children without having sought
and found forgiveness in the croes of
Christ, but you cannot really be so : you
cannot ‘¢ grow in grace’” unless you are
first forgiven. I have heard of plants
which would not grow on the north side
of a hill, because the bitter wind blew
strong upon them, causing them to
wither and die; while the very same
species of plant on the other side of the
hill would spring up and flourish, under
the warm rays of the sonthern sun.

Even so, dear children, the trees of
the Lord’s planting cannot prosper
under the breath of his displeasure;
they must take root in the soil which
lies bencath the shadow of ¢t a greas
Rock :** they must bud, and blossom,
and bring forth fruit, under the radiance
of the life-giving, loving beawms of the
Sun of Righteousness.

¢t Unto you, therefore, which believe,
Chrst is precious.’

Toe BLESSEDNESS OF RELIGION.— A
little Indian girl, who had early chosen
God as her portion, could say asshe drew
near eternity, ‘Tam willing to die, if God
sees beet, though 1 should like to live to
do good to my people.” Theday before
her death, she appeared very happy, and
often requested her adopted mother to
sing to her, ¢TI foel,’” said she, in the
triumph of hope, *as thoughI could
praise and bless God.” Atanother time
she said, ¢I feel happy. It secws as
though angels were all around me in the
room and Jesus in the middle;’ and again
she said, I feel happy. 1 am notafraid
to die, for I think that Jesus will bemy
friend.! Such are the happy fruits of
choosing and loving God, in the morning
of lifec~The Happy Choice.




