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TiHE CHILDREN'S PRESBYTERIAN

was tho weak spot: It ruined him.

Boys, girls. tho sins of iyouth, tho ovil
habit3 of childhood, do for your charac.
tors what the hatchet-cuts did for that
young apple tres. You may ovorcome
thom, ropont of the sins, but those habits
those siny, leave weak places in your
characters, When you grow to bo mon
and women the world may forgot—and
20 may you-—those carly habits of evil,
You may entirely overcorac them, but if
& strong temptation comes you mny fall
befora it, and bo guilty of that very sin
you committed so many yecars before, Be-
ware of ovil babits: they are cuts in the
strongth of your character; they may
grow over and be hidden, but they stay
there; they weaken you. Give them up
at once.—S. S, Visiter,

V/EST AFRICA.
WORSHIPPING THE DEVIL,

Ons of the idols worshipped by the peo-
le of Abeokuta is Eshu or the Devil, A
0w years ago, one of the Society's Mis-
sionarics, now entered into his heavenly
rest, was going on his rounds snd came
info contact with one of these priests,
Let mo tell you in his own words what
happened:—

The heathen priest was in the market,
ond had his idol with him. While he
was walking from placo to place, showing
his idol, he saw me coming. Very scon,
the look of pleasure which was on his
face, gava way to o fearful frown; and he
changed his appearance so he changed
his position. e spread his feet apart,
ono from the other, and stretched himself
right across the footpath, saying,—

*I mean to stop you, gir.”

“So I seo I replied. But why do yon
mean to stop me?”

“ Newor mind; I tell that I mean to
stop you,” and this was all I could get
from him. His wish was, no doubt, to
anuoy e, a’ thore wero hnndr}ds of his
own people standing ahout,

Soelng that he had no immediate inten-.
tion of moving out of my way, I asked,
“TWhat have you got in your hands?”’

“This is Eshu,” he replicd: and he
Yooked me full in the face as he spoke.

*What are you carrying the Devll a-
bout for?” .

*For worship, for worship and for
gacrifices, is it not 80’ He turned his
faco to the apeople as he spoke.  And the
great orowa raised a cry, “It is, it is.”

1 waited awhile until all was still and

silent. Then I cnquired again: “What do
you say your idol is?” And I put my faco
closor to tho idol, that I might examino
it with care, The priest made no objco-
tion It was made up of fiftcon or twen-
ty strings of cowries (a cowrie is a Bhell
which takes the place of moncy in West
Africa ), & fow kola nuts, and several
ieces of black wood, ahout ten inches
ong. A few charms, on which scemed
to have been sprinkled tho blood of a ve.
cent sacritice, completed the collection;
and all was fastened together with a Iarge
iecg of stving, ‘so as to be held in the
and.

Such a cuance of chaching the Gospel
1o missionary would allow to pass by,
aud such a chance of speaking openly a-
gainst idolatey could not fail to be used,
Turning from the priest to a native wo-

f asked, ‘Do you worship the
Devil?”

1 do,” she replied.

- I put the same question to & native
man.

““They all woschip him,” said the priest
“Is not that so?” he inquired, looking a-
round on the people for an answer,

“It is, it is,” replied o hundred voices,

“Wait now,” I said, *‘and listen to o
awhile. I will tell you what I know of
the Devil.

“That thing in the priest’s hand isdead,
and powerless, and helpless. Bu' not so
the Devil, Is it that bundle of shells and
sticks and kola buts which you worship?
The nuts carae from the foem, the sticks
from the fovest, the shells from the sea.
you don’t pray to tkat, surely?”

*‘No, no!” said the priest, *'not to this;
but to Esbu himself, whom these tnings
represent.”

‘‘What repesentation have you there
of him?”

There was no answer given, for the old
priest, I am quite sure, could not tell,

““What do you know about the Devil?”

“Obvru ju.” (He is very wicked. )

“Do you pray, then, to a wicked be-
ing? Can a wicked thing be expected to
do you any gaod? !

He explained that they did not expec’
this from Satan. They sacrificed to him
thot he might not do them harm.  °

**YWho offers the socrifices?”

“‘Gbagbo wa" (All of us), said one man. -

““What do you offer?”

‘‘Cowries,”

¢ Who takes'them away? Ilookedata
larie bag which ths priest had hanging
by hia side, and into which I know the
“‘cowries” went.

No ono dared answer this question;



