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time or thought, and therefore they like
I it: their fathers did =0 before them,

and they do not want to change their
i customs, and tuerefore they do the
;) sanie. .

i But what good dves all this do them ?
:! Can there dumb idols hear them?
i Sometimes they heat the drum and bell

in their temples 1o waken their gods

and make them listen and attend to their

worship ; but these painted and gided

blocks of wood and stone can uever
1 hear.  Some of themn will admut this
il themselves, if you talk to them about it.
1| Very iew of them seem to know much
§ about what they worship.

Oh, how thankful you ought to be,
that y.u have heard about the true
God, and the way of worshipping him!
Why were vou not born in China, and
taught to b+ paper to the devil, as
Chinese chiliren have heen taught to
do? Dear children, it will be a tersible
thing for you, if, after hearing about
the true Gad and Jesus Christ, as you
have done, you should never learn to
worship him aright.  You will be far
worse off than these Chinese who have
never heard of him, Bless God, then,
that he has given you the Bible; and
pray to him, that he would give you a
new heart.

The Missionaries in China are Iahour-

know ledge of the Saviour,

MISSIONAKY

i must,”

ing hard to bring the people to the | Waily and for a short time his lips mov-
They ‘,,C‘ui like those of faithful Hannabh.

AND

nance, that von would feel yovrself
immediately atached 1o him. Then
=0 ruddy withal, none would fear that
he would be the occupant of an early
grave.  Alas! what are more deceitful
than appearances? Nothiug!

It ix now high noon.  The breeze is
sleeping, the sun is pouring out the fujl
blaze of his glory upon the earth ; our
littie friend, we may eall him Edward,
is remming from school.  His step,
however, is slow and feeble, his cheek
pale, his eye dull, and an air of languor
has gathered upon all his'features. The
hoy is sk !

Rapid are the steps by which he
descends to the gates of death.  There
he lies i the last hour of life; the
struggle with the king of terrors has
commenced.  Looking up to his fathe,
he says, < Pa, must I die 17

“Yes, my dear boy,
replies the heart-broken parent.

« Pa, won't you go into the grave
with me

“ 1 ean’t my child!”

“ But, pa, I don’t like to go there
alone ; it lovks so dark

« Be not afraid, my son ; Jesus, the
Friend of sinuers, wili go with you, if
you ask him.”

The child looked earunestly at his fa-
ther, slowly turned his face toward the

Pre-

A Fhis breathing grew less and less di8

engaged in printing books and tracts, '=ently, he turned his head toward his

teaching children, preachimg the gospel,’ Hather with a smile of ineflable joy
and bwlding Chrisiian places of wor-| sﬂa)mg on his quivering lips, and said,
\lllp. At the begmning of this arucic’ Pa, I am not atraidd 10 die now, for
. you will see a picture ot a new chureh ‘J“‘"‘ will go with me, and 1 shall be
bult at Ho z2-Kong, ascaport in China, | safe.”

s — Child’s Companon. Gradually his eyves closed,

Hures settied into the fixedness o

ot

The Dying Boy's Request. unm his pul~e stood still, his heant

The sweet soft airof a June nornng, Feeased its action, awl the sufiering bos

fanned the round rod choeks of a fine.; Was changed into the bright seraph,

eight vears of age. ,ﬂunl'ng on silvery wings in the swedt
"atmosphere of heaven.

C O Children ! would vou dic as died

looking boy, sowe
as w.th satehel on lus arm, and siniles
on his lips, he ran atong the 3 f
grassy path to schoo’s  He was a childiittie: Edward 1 Then pray to b
ene anght love at first sight—so frans {who ~ Suffer fitle children "
and honest an expression of counte- ! cone Gty me, and forbid them oty |
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