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CONVERSION OF LIDE. , 

IN a book lately published by M. Casalis, on the 
Ilassutos of South Africa, among whom he laboured, 
we have the following account of Libe, one of the 
early converts. 

Libe was the uncle of Moshesh, and was much dis
pleased when Missionaries came to his country. " Why 
do we not drive away those foreigners ?" he said, one 
day, to his friend K hoabane, a man of great wisdom 
and influence. "But why should we drive them 
away?" replied his (riend ; " they do us no harm. 
Let us attend to what they say. , No one can force us 
to believe them." "Ah," said Libe, "that. is just 
what Moshesh and you are al ways telling us ; but 
you will see your' mistake when it is too late." Libe 
was nearly eighty years old when he said this. 

Not long afterwards, Libe left the barren hills , on 
which Thaba-Bossiou stood (where M. Casalis lived), 
and removed to the fruitful valleys of Corocorro. But 
it was not the beauty of the country which drew him . 
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there. '"" All he cared for was to fin._d good pasturage 
for his flocks and to get away from the preaching of 
the Missionary. 

"He soon, however," says M. Casalis, "saw with 
vexation that we had found out his home. And no 
sooner did he hear our voices than a smile of hat~ed 
curled his lips. ' Get away with you!' he cried. 
'I do not know you. I don't wish to have anything 
to do with you or with your God. I will never believe 
in him until you have made me see him with my own 
eyes.' At another time, he said, 'Would thy God 
have power enough to change iin old man into a young 
man ?' Just at that momen·t the rising sun was dart
ing his rays across the Malou~is mountains. • • Yes,' 
.answered the servant of Christ, pointing to the sun. 
'Look at t~at aged sun. He is thousands of years old; 
he seems as young and as beautiful to-day as when he 
Ht up the world for the first time. My God has t!te ' 
power to do what you ask for, but he will not do it 
for you, becanse you have sinned, and every sinner 
must die.' On hearing these last words, Libc, in a 
great rage, turned- his back upon my friend, saying; , 
'Young man, don't trouble me any longer. If you 
wish me to listen to you, you must go and fetch thy 
father-from beyond the seas ; perhaps he may be able 
to teach me.' 

"At another t ime I was asked to conduct the 
funeral of one of his daughters. The mourners had 
moved on before, and I was walking slowly towards 

- the grave, when I saw Libe rushing towards me with 
s-re;it h~ste. His threatenin!j actions told me plain! y 
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en_ough what his intention was. I iremhled at the 
prospect of being obliged to defend myself. But 
happily his sons s__aw him, aud ran to protect me. 
In a becoming way they begged him to go away, but 
he would not. At last the miserable man, after try
ing with all his might to get at me, obliged his sons 
to throw him to the ground and hold him there during 
the service. When I passed near him as I was leav· 
ing the place, he strove to get away from his sons, 
and, as he could not, he struck his head violently 
against the g round, and then darLing upon me a 
ferocious look, he heaped upon me all kinds of abuse. 

"After .this we gave up visiting Libe, and only sent 
messages o~ kindpess to him. You may therefore 
fancy my surprise when one day he sent a friend to 
me of his OWll accord, to ask me to C'Ol11e and see him. 
'Libe has begun to pray,' f1e ,·said to me, with much 
joy; 'and he begs you to eome and pray w'lth him. 
Yesterday morning,' he continued, 'Lib6 called me 
into his hut, _and said, " My child, do you know hoiv 
to pray? Go down on your knees near me, and be
seech God to have pity upon the chief of sinners. I 
am in great fear, my child! That God whom I have 
so long· refused to obey has made me feel his power in 
my very soul. I know now that. he exists ; I have no 
longer any doubt about that. And that fire which is 
never quenched, who will deliver me from that ? I 
see it! I see it! -Do you believe that God is willing 
to pardon me? I refused to go and hear his Word 
when I was able to walk ; now that I am blind and 
almost clc.af, how can I serve J ehovah?" Herc,' 
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added 'i'eion, 'Libe stopped for a moment, and then 
said to me, "Have you brought yourJiook with you?" 
I replied that I had. "·well, then," he said, "open 
it, and ·place my finger on the name of God." I <lid 
as he desired. "There it is, then," he cried, "the 
name, the beautiful name of God! Now place my 
finger on the name of J esus, the Saviour."' 

" Such was the narrative of this messenger. I had 
soon the joy of making myself quite sure of the reality 
of this woriderful conversion; and for nearly a ' year 
my Missionary colleague at Morijah shared with my
self the pleasant task of supplying spiritual nourish
ment to this old man, whom the grace of God had 
made as teachable as a. little child. In order not to 
lose any of our instructions, Libe would generally 
take our hands in his own, bring his ear close to our 
lips, and say after us, word by word, all that we 
uttered, always begging us to repeat anything that he 
lrnd not clearly heard. He was baptized in his own 
village. '.l'he Frontispiece represents the scene. It 
drew together a multitude of people, all anxious to 
see the man who once persecuted us, but now professed 
the faith he formerly tl'ied to destroy. Four members 
of the Church at Morija, all aged persons, carried the 
convert, who was too weak to walk, and put him down 
on a kind of couch in the midst of the· congregation. 
Although we rather feared he might be toq much ex
cited by the scene, we thought it right to ask him to 

· . give au ac_count of his faith. 'I believe,' he said, 
·without hesitating, 'in Jehovah, the true God, who 
has created me, and has brought me to my present 
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ag-e. He has had pity on me who hated him, and has 
delivered Jesus to death so as to save me. 0, my 
Lord! 0, my Fathe1' ! have pity upon me! I have 
no more strength ; my days are finished. Take me 
to thyself. Let not death seize anything of me except 
these poor bones ! Preserve me from hell and from 
the devil! 0, my Father, listen to Jes us, who inter
cedes for me ! 0, my Lord !--0, my Father!' 
Such pious exclamations as these occupied him so long 
that my colleague from Morijah was obliged to inter· 
rupt him, by asking him the· following quest~ons :
' Do you still put any trust in the sacrifices which you 
have been in the habit of offering to the spirits of 
your ancestors ?' 'How can such sacrifices as those 
make me holy ? I do not trust in them any longer; 
the blood of Jesus Christ is my only hope.' 'Is there 
any desire that you wish to express to your family 
and to the Bassutos gathered around you.{' 'Yes, 
I am most anxious that they should make haste to 
repent and believe. Let them all go to the house of 
God, and listen to what is taught there. Moshesh, 
my son, whe1le are_ yon?' At this 1\foshesh covered 
his eyes with a handkerchief, to hide his feelings. 
'.And you, Letaie, my grandson, where are you? 
Listen to my last words ! Why do you resist God? 
0, submit to Jesus! He wishes to save you. Give 
up your wars, and all of you love each other.' 

"Not long after this Libe died. It was on a Sun
day morning. One of his grandsons had just been 
reading to him some verses in the Gospels. ' Do you 
know,' added the young man, 'that to-day is the 
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Lord's day ·p• 'I kuow it,' he replied; ' I am with 
my Lord.' A few moments afterwards he asked that 
a cloak might be thrown over him, as he felt himself 
overcome by sleep, and soon after fell asleep, to wake 
no more on earth." 

Such an instance shows that nothing is teo hard 
for the Lord, and, like so many other great changes 
fonnd in- the history of missions, it proves that He 
who has "all power in heaven and earth," is present 
with His servants always who go forth to preach His 
Gospel. 

-
'IRE wern~D AND :MISSIONS. 

NO, VI.-CHIN..l.. 

DEAR Y011NG FRIENDS,-! know what is the :6.rst 
thing you think about when you think of China. It is 
this : " How odd those Chinese are !" Well, it is so; they 
are odd, and the more we know of them the more odd do 
they seem to us. The Chinaman is.odd looking-with his 
yellow s\fin, flat face, round nose, narrow, slanting eyes, 
eyebrows turned up at the outer ends, hair twisted and 
11anging down like a tail from his bare pate, and always · 
carrying a fan by day, ancl a lantern by night. Odd look
ing he is, and he is also odd in all his ways. I need not t ell 
you of these, for you have often heard and read about them. 

· This is what I want you now to think of-how much alike 
·all the Chinese are. When you have seen one Chinaman 
you have seen all Chinamen. So it is with their ways. See 
one Chinese house and you sec all, one Chinese garden nnd 
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you see all, one Chinese street and you see all, one Cltlnese 
city and you see all. Now, this is the most wonderful 
thing I know about China. F or just think what a large 
country it is. The empire is of amazing size, for in it you 
have not only China; but Manchooria, and Mongolia, and 
Thibet, and Turkistan. But China alone is 1500 miles 
long, and 1500 miles broad, and has, living in it, about 
four . hundred millions of men, women, and children! 
There are eighteen provinces or counties in it, and each of 
these is as large as all England and Wales ! Of course 
there are differences among the people living in 80 many 
kinds of climate, as must be fonnd over so large a tract of 
country. In the south, where it is hot, you never see a 
ruudy face, nnd the people live on rice and wear cotton. 
In the north, where it is cold, even the old people arc 
ruddy, and they wear wool and fur, and have wheat and 
potatoes. So again the mountains, and rivers, and seas, 
make differences among them. YOU see the mou\J.tains in 
the south that go right across the country, from the 
Himabya mountains of India to the Pacific Ocean. These 
divide four of the provinces f1:om the other fourteen, and, 
as the people here live with mountains on one side and the 
sea on the other, they are, as a rule, more lively and daring 

, than the rest. A1110ngst t hem it is that the rebellions, 
which so often occur in China, usually begin. But though 

·there are differences, t hey arc not greater than between 
the children of the old Saxons in Kent, and of the old 
Danes in Yorkshire, and therefore, considering the size of 
the country and the nnmber of the people, this .• I repeat 
it, is the most wonderful thing about the Chinese. They 
are so much alike, alike in appearance, in customs, in 
opinions, in language, in character. 

Bnt why are they so much alike ? For two reasons. 
Jr 3 
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One is because of their language. It is a very strange 
language, but just the language to make a great mul
titude of people one nation. It is the language of four 

. hundred millions, because it is a fonguage not of letters and 
words, but of pictures. Suppose, writing about a horse, I 
write for horse, h, o, r, s, e. That is a word, and only people 
that know English would understand me. But if, instead 
of this, I draw a picture which is at least something like a 
horse, then every man who has seen a horse would under
stimd me. The Chinese language is a language of pic
tures, and thus all the four hundred millions of China can 
understand it when they see it in writing, though they do 
not give the same m11nes and sounds to the pictures when 
they pronounce them. The language, then, is one reason 
for their being so much alike-it has made them one 
nation; and, further, by being so strange and difficult a 
language to speak, it has separated them from other 
nations, and this has made them to be not only like 
each other', hut so different from every other nation. But 
besides the language, there is another t hing which makes 
them one people, and that is the influence of their great 
t eacher, Confucius. Yon cannot, dear young friends, 
understand me if I write about this, and therefore I 
shall only say that Confucius was born 551 B.c., and that 
to this day, i.e. 2400 years after, his teachings are the 
laws of CiJina witb its rulers, and are found .in its books, 
in ever,v school, and in every fomily. Judging of Confucius 
by the extent and the duration of his influence, he is to 
be placed among the greatest of uninspired men. 

(To be continued). 
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A MISSIONARY'S TRIALS. 

THE following is the substance of a letter addressed.'by a 
German . Missionary to two young friends of his in his 
native land. He writes from Christiansburgh, a town on 
the west coast of Africa. It will give you a good idea of 
some of the difficulties ancl discouragements that a faithful 
servant of the Lord Jesus mnst expect to meet with in 
that country. . · 

"About a month ago," he says, "I received from your 
dear father a very kind and friendly letter; but, lo and 
behold! as soon as I opened it, out came two other little 
letters from dear Selma and Sophie, which pleased me 
very much. You, dear Selma, ask me, first of all, how I 
am getting on in Africa? Now,. what shall I say P I will 
say that I am getting on well, for the beloved Saviour who 
was with me in other place$ is with me in ~frica also. 
But you must remember that I am now a soldier in the 
field, and when one takes his place in the field-I mean 
the battle-field-he has to go through thick and thin; he 
hears the deadly balls whistle past him, and often sees a 
beloved comrade struck down by his side and killed. 

"A short time since, I was in Adanse, where very wicked 
people live, who are extremely ignorant, and worship 
almost anything t hat they think sacred, and call a .fetick. 
They were. holding a foneral feast, and I watched them for 
a time. When any one among you dies, he is buried with 
solemnity, and a minister conducts a funeral service. But 
here the case is quite different. As soon as any one is 
dead, the people cry out frightfully, then dig a grave in 
the very room where the dead man used to live, and in 
this grave he is buried. But instead of having a funeral 
service, they do all sorts of wicked and horrible things. 
They meet together in an open place in the village, and 
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drink rum till they are drunken, and then m_!lkc a f~ightful 
noise. Some beat drums, others play fifes ; others again 
sl1out, clap their hands, and strike one another; while in 
a moment others fall down and pretend to be dead. 'l 'hen 
again, others fight with knives, or shoot with their guns; 
and this they continue sometimes for a fortnight or even 
for a month together. If you looked at them you might 
well believe that the devil dwelt in them, and it is but too 
t rue that he does. What pains me most, however, is that 
t he little children t ake the greatest delight in all this. • 

" Now, as I said, I was lately at Adanse when a funerai 
festival was held. After looking on for a time at· their 
horrible actions, I could do nothing but say, •Oh, Ciear 
Saviour, have pity on these poor darkened people.' While 
I was thus sighing secretly, a black and frightful-looking 
heathen ran up and stared in my face. H e was thoroughly 
drunk, was carrying a gun on his shoulder, and was quite 
naked. I did not feel afraid of him, and stood quite still. 
H owever, he took his gnn, held it before my breast, and 
tried to fire it off. I could uo nothing in that moment; 
but, as I have already said, the Saviour is with me in 
Africa, and he helped me a~ that dangerous time. The 
man pulled the trigger, but the gun did not go off, it only 

. flashed in the pan. Thus I was saved, and gave most 
hearty thanks to my Lord for it. 

" A few weeks ago, one of our Catechists was shot in the 
breast at another funeral festival. 'l'he ball is still in his 
body, and we cannot tell whether_he will r ecover. 

" See, Selma, that is how t he balls whistle around you 
\vhen you are in the battle-field. But I referred to other 
balls which I hear whistle past me quite as loudly-balls 
which not only destroy the body but also the soul, and are, 
therefore, more dangerous than any others. · There are a 
great many snakes here, and it is not long ago since I 
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kiiled one which was five feet in length, and there ·are 
many scorpions as well. Some of these creatures are very 
dangerous, and if they sting or bite a man he is sure to 
die. But I do not fear these so much as another poisonous 
serpent which has power here, or as ~ther poisonous 
scorpions who creep about in the dark. Do you know 
what serpents and scorpions I mean ? 

"Your seconcl question, dear Selma, is whether the 
accident I met with when I tumbled out of my hammock 
did me any serious injury? To that I can answer, No. 
But since then I have been very often ill, and the fever of 
this climate has sometunes made me so hot and driven the 
blood so much to my head; that I have quite wandered in 
mind, and during the burning fev!lr have SJlOken in 
Germ;m, English, and Ga (the native language), all mixed 
up together. When the violent heat left me, I have 
always been very weak, and obliged to learn to walk just 
like a little child. In the beginning of July I had a very 
b were fever. For about two hours and a half I was so 
c 'd that my teeth chattered in my head, and I could 
ha lly do anything for myself. I pnt on my warm clothes,
lrty down on an easy chair, covered myself with two carpets, 
and drank some very hot tea. Soon I began to perspire a 
lit tle, but then my mind began to wander. In this state 
I lay in the chair, and how I got from it into my beu _ I 
cannot t ell you. During t he night I recovered my reason, 
and on opening my eyes noticed that the boys of my 
school were sitting round my bed looking very much 
concerned, and repeatedly saying to one another, ' This 
fever is too severe.' I requested them to go to bed, but 
one of them remained by my side all night. By God's 
blessing, in about four days I had nearly recovered from 
the fever, but still felt far from well, and was always 
somewhat poorly, till a few clays afterwards another disease 
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seized me. I got worse and worse, till one Sabbath I said 
to myself, 'Well, if things continue as they are, you must 
die this very night.' But see now; I trustetl to Christ, 
and my Lord and Master did not allow my faith to be 
disappointed. In that vel'y night I enjoyed rest, was able 
to sleep well, and from that time I began to recover. :As 
I could not hope to get thoroughly restored at Abokobi, 
where I was then livin"', I was brought down in a hammock 
to this place, where I 0 am at present stopping by the sea
side. Every day I feel myself getting stronger; lint at 
present I a\n still so thin and weak that you would hardly 
know me. But this is of little consequence if the Lord 
Jesus enables me to grow in the inner man ; then all is 
well. -

"The next question which you ask, dear Selma, is 
w liether the heathen children know anything of the 
Saviour; and yon, dear Sophie, ask whether.they love him. 
To this I can only answer that only very few black 
children know anything of the Saviour, or love him. Most 
of them are taught by their parents how to make what 
they call the fetich, and how to worship it. As soon as 
the children are born, their mothers take fetich strings, 
and all sorts of magical things, and hang them around 
their necks or arms or feet. But if the mother Fees that 
her child is in any way crippled she kills it at once. ·we 
now receive boys and girls in our schools, and teach about 
the Lord our Saviour, and try to train them up for Him. 
That some of these children love not only the dear 
Saviour, but also the Missionaries and their wive~, you 
m1ty see by the following incident. 

"My home is Abokobi, which is situated in the midst 
of the bush country. There I laboured hard with brother 
R., and I can assure you it was a great joy and comfort 
to have this dear brother by my side. But before long 
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he became ill and was obliged to take a journey to 
Akrofrong for his health. I was thus left alone among 
the natives for five weeks. I never heard any one speak 
German; I did not know much of the language of the 
people, and in consequence could only speak in English 
with my catechist. I naturally felt sad thus to stand 
alone; for when I was attacked by the fever, I lay ill with 
hardly any comforts that invalids need, and you would not 
think it st.range if I had felt quite home-sick. But the 
Lord Jesus was my comfort and my joy. At last, 
after five long weeks, brother R. came back, and I now 
rejoiced to think that I should never be left alone again. 
But iu fourteen days his illness returned, and he was 
obliged once more to leave me. Now I saw nothing 
before me but loneliness. When he left I went with him 
on the road for about !Jalf.an-hour. On my way back I 
preached at a village, and when I came near to Abokobi 
I felt so heavy at heart that I could not help weeping. 
On reaching home the children of my school and the 
Christians saw airectly that I had been weeping. Very 
much grieved that · I was obliged to be again all alone, I 
lay down on a bench in the verandah. I had scarcely 
done so when all the lads and several of the Christians sat 
down before me and began to sing, so as to try and cheer 
me up. But I still felt sad till one of my friends namecl 
P,braham rose and said to me, 'Master, your face is 
gloomy, as though you were about to die; but you must 
not be in this state. I know that your brother has left 
you; I know that you are here all alone, and that in 
Christiansburgh and Akropong there are many of your 
brethren ; but still be cheerful and take courage, for our 
Lord Jesus Christ is with you; you are not alone; He is in 
your heart: He loves you ·very much, and is your best 
brother. Therefore sing again, sing with your voice, which 
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is so sweet, and dq not let it die. Look at all of us who 
arc sitting round you; think llf all the Christians in our 
Abokobi; believe ft, that we all love you very much and 
will never cease to pray for you, that our Lord • Jesus 
Christ may be your protection, your help, your joy and 
your all. Now take courage and sing again with us with 
that sweet voice of _yours.' At this the boys began to 
sing, and kept .on with one song after another for two 
hours; and I soon joined in their "tunes. When night 
came on they said, ' Come, let us pray with one another;' 
and then we kneeled down and prayed. I was comforted, 
and with great joy-I lay down on my bed. Was I not 
right when I said that my boys love me ? 

" But now I must conclude. Pray often for me and for 
the poor heathen children.'' 

SEEKING A. BOOK A.BOUT ORRIST. 

THE following is an extract from a journal, sent to a 
brother by a lady at Madura, in India,· 

"Sabbath Evening. We do have blessed Sabbaths, even 
on heathen ground. The quiet -and stillness seem im· 
pressive. The services in church nre conducted by a 
catecllist, both morning ancl afternoon. At two o'clock, 
I bad the Bible class of the oldest girls, and while we 
were engaged on the lesson two men came-to the verandah. 
'l'he white wafer on their foreheads showed that they \vere 
worshippers of Siva. Bidding them sit down, I went on 

· . with the lesson. After the girls were gone I said: 'And 
{vho are you P' One, more forward than the other, 
replied: ' We have come fron~ a village twenty,six miles 
from here.' 'And for what P' I 'asked. ' Smmnn~' ho 
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replied, which means, 'for no special purpose.' 'We came 
yesterday morning and stood here ; but you were busy over 
some papers, and 'we went away.' ' I did not see your 
face,' I replied. 'We came for a Gospel,' he continued; 
'one of t)le books that tell about Jesus Christ ; for we 
have heiird about such books, ancl seen one. Vi' as it Luke? 
Wasn't that one of the books P' 'Yes,' said I, 'Luke was 
a man who.knew much about J esus Christ, and wrote it 
all down for us to read; · but som13times when I give a book 
I think I see it aftcrwa1·ds all tom:' 'No, we will read it. 
all; we came becanse we 1iiust know!' And here he said 
something which I could not understand, there being 
several words of which-I had no li:nowledge. Oh, this 
breaking down a foreign language ! 

"So I unlocked the library, and took down a little Gospel 
of John. 'Now,' said I,' I want yon to do just what, this 
book says. I mu going to mark with a pencil two verses, 
which you must read every day. 'l'here now, read it to 
me.' And so the worshipper of the false gocl read : ' For 
God so loved the world, t)l.at he gave his only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth in him should JiOt perish, but have 
everlasting life.' ' 

" 'Now,' I added, ' here is the other : " Except a man· 
be born of water, and of the Spirit, he cannot enter into 
the kingdom of God." ' 

"There they were. The heathen man had read, lvith 
his own vpice, the way of salvation, and he looked at me, 
and around the room, as if he was in a strange place. 'I 
will keep this book,' be said, stretching out his arm and 
holding the little volume firmly. '·when you come to 
Maduta, come here,' I added; and he went away." 
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.A. LITTLE BOY TAUGHT BY HIS . FATHER TO 

WORSHIP EVIL ·s:eIRITS. 

A MISSIONARY in Fuh-chau, China, thus writes-
" Last evening, as I was returning from a Chinese 

meeting, I saw something which made me feel very sad, 
and I tho,ught I would tell you about it. A man was 
engaged in performing a certain superstitious act, called 
S ia Oha, which consists in making presents to evil spirits, 
in accordance with a previous vow, or as a thank-offering 
for some supposed favour received from them. He was 
teaching his little son, just able to run alone how to 
worship the bad ' spirits iu the lower world. ' Perhaps 
what was done was on account of the little boy, or for his 
benefit. 

"About ten different dishes of food, among which were· 
boiled rice, a hog's head boiled whole, two or three kinds 
of cake, &c., were arranged on the pavement, in the street, 
in front of his house. There were also three cups of wine, 
and two large candles. Seven sticks of incense were stnck 
in seven different dishes of food. The candles and the 
incense were already lighted when I came along, and the 
father was just setting fire to a quantity.of paper, full of 
holes, which the Chinese believe becomes money after 

· being burnt, and is used by the evil spirits in hell. 
"He then took an incense stick out of one of the dishes 

of food, and put it in the hands of the little boy. But as 
the boy did not know what to do· with the incense, his 
father took hold of his hands, and caused him to make a 
bow several ti mes towards these things, still holding the 
incense. H e then threw it down on the fire, and placing 
another stick of incense in the boy's hands, made him go 
through the same ceremony as before. He took one of 
the cups of wine and poured a little of it on the stone by 
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the blazing paper, and afterwards threw sever:tl of the 
cakes down on the ground. The cakes and wine are, by 
this act, considered special offerings to the evil spirits. He 
then gathered together all the incense sticks, and put 
them on the fire. 

"Wh}le the man was doing these things, he put his 
hands together in a certain way, and made several bows 
towards the fire and the food, at different times. After he 
had finished doing this, the wine from the cups was poured 
back into the bottle, and the food was gathered up and 
taken into the house, where doubtless, according to custom, 
it was feasted on by the members of the family. 

" I felt very sad that the little boy should be taught by 
his father to do such wicked things. I thought, how 
would the little boys and little girls at home, who love the 
Saviour, feel, if they could see such a sight? And when I 
reflect on the many millions of little children in China 
who are taught from their infancy to worship idols, evil 
spirits, deceased ancesto1s, &c., I cannot help being very 
sad still. 

"Are you not sorry for the heathen children in China, 
who not only do not know about the true Lord, and how 
to worship Him, but who are thus made to reverence and 
worship idols and bacl spirits ? I wish to ask you to pray 
for these children, and for God's blessing on the labours of 
Missionaries in Chma'.. I wish, too, that some of you 
would come to China when you become men and women, 
and help to t each these t ens of millions of little children, 
who, by that time, will have become, also, men and 
women, the duty and the way of worshipping the only true 
and living God, and the sm of worshipping id.ols." 

J;D. 
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GIVING l'llOM TIIE HE.ART. 
A l'OOR woman, and a cripple,.a convert from heathenism 
in South Africa, hireu herself out that she might earn 
something to give to the :Missionary eause. When ·the 
fime came for the Missionary Meeting,· she usked her 
mistress for five shillings, who, in reply, told her that sober 
and industrious people ought not to give anything, hut 
'rather1 drunkards, who squander their money. She replied, 
" Mistress, such persons can do as they choose; but we feel 
that we must give." -A FRAGRANT OFFEilING. 
'A LITTLE boy, Robert, nine years of age, a member of the 
Old South Sabbath School in Boston, died a few weelrs 

- since. Soon after his death his ~notlier sent the following 
note to one of the teachers in the Sabbath school. 

"DEA.R SIR,-Inc1osec1 is the sum of twenty dollars 
and ten cents. This is found to be the amount of money 
owned by the clear departed one. While sinking rapidly 
into the arms of death, he looked up to me and said: 
'Mother, you know that it was my aim to be a Missionary; 
but I sha'n't live. now; God will come soon and ·take me 
home. I want you to take all my money and give it to 
Mr. S. for the heathen.' 

"This little gift is followed, I a~sure you sir, by many 
prnyers. That it may be the nreans : of bringing some 
precious soul to t :1e knowledge of . Jesus, is-tho earnest 
desire of his bereaved mother, 

" Satiirday E·ve, ·Feb. 5tki' 

.\'{as. not thfa ·an offering of a sweet smelling savour ? 
About too same time that teacher received from another 

boy in the school, also nine years of age, this note, in
closing a gold dollar. 
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"Mr. S.-You mentioned in the Sabbath School Conce1·t 
that Ro~rt gave a gold dollar every y~ar to the Mission
aries. Now he is gone, I thought I would try and fill his 
place in that, this year. Next year I shall, and give two. 

"Roston,. Feb., 5, 185;J." 

This showli at least tw·o good things; first, that Robert 
not only ga.ve all he had when lie was about to die, but 
had given while -he lived l and second, that his good 0xam
ple, as well as his. money, did good, and that certainly one 
other boy is ·trying to foliow-it. Who else will do so ? - Daiy-Spro/ng. 

JUVENILE COLJ".:ECTION FOR THE "JOHN 

WILLIAMS." 

IN" our last Magazine, we announced the return of the 
'' J obn Williams," and informed our young friends that 
the Directors of the London Missionary Society were 
looking once more to them to. raise £3000 for lier repairs 
and outfit. The applications for Collecting Cards which 
have ·since then r~acW.ed the Missiorr House, show that not 
a few are as ready now as they were four years ago t.o 
help in this good work. But these, we feel sure, ·are only 
the first d~·ops of the coming shower. The Directors hope 
that, from every Christian family, and from ev~ry congre
gation and. school connected with the Society, there will 
be similar ~pplications. This work cannot be d~ne by a 
few; nor should it be. It is a work in which thousands 
and tens of thousands ought to share. "The «John Wil
liams" has always been looked upon as the Children's 
Ship. Shall she cease to be so r \'\'" ould you, dear young 
friends, wish other hands 'to undertake the work ·which 
you have done hefore, and which you have done so will
ingly and SQ . w,ell r We l.ielleve not: r on look 11pon thi~ . 
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not merely as your duty, but as your delight; ar\d you 
would feel both sorrow and shame if the Directors were to 
turn away from you to ask any others to raise the money. 

But no time is now to be lost. The ship must leave 
this country in less than three months. And when you 
. read this address, she will be in the ship-builder's yard, 
her deck torn up, her copper stripped off, and many men 
very busy in making her sound and strong for another 

· four years' voyage. The Directors ask you, then, not"only 
to help, but to help NOW. And, before this Magazine is 
in your hands, your Minister and Teachers will have been 
requested to give those of you who are willing to work, 
Cards to collect for this object. 

When the Collections are made, they should be sent to the 
Rev. EBENEZER PROUT, Mission House, Blomfield Street, 
Lond011, and all sums of 2s. 6d. and upwards will be ac
knowledged in " The Juvenile Missionary Magazine." 

-
COLLECTIONS FOR THE REPAIRS AND OUTFIT 

OF THE MISSIONARY SHIP. 

To Ministers of Congregations, and Conductors of 
Schools, in connection with the London Missionary 
Society. 

THE Directors will thank their Brethren in the Ministry, 
with the Conductors of Day, and the Superintendents of 
Sunday Schools, to give them their prompt and best assist
ance in encouraging and directing the Young under their 
care, in raising the money required for the repairs and 
outfit of the Missionary Ship. With this view, it is in

. t ended to make a personal appeal to each of them, and to 
furnish specimens of the cards.and books which have been 
prepared for the use of their young fi~cnds. It is feared, 

I 

t 
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however, that the letters aud parcels may in some cases 
miscarry. The Directors will therefore thank any 
Minister or Superintendent whom their appeal may not 
reach, kindly to send an intimation to this effect to the 
Rev. E. PROUT • 

The Directors attach great importance to this move
ment, and very earnestly entreat their Ministerial Brethren, 
Officers of Auxiliaries, Parents, Conductors, Superin
tendents, nnd Teachers, with other friends of Missions, to 
give them their best assistance in rendering it successful, -
THE SABBATH SCHOOL ,CHILDREN OF ENGLAND, 

AND THE "JOHN WILLIAMS." 

MY DEAR CHILDREN,-On the 24th September, 1795 
-nearly sixty-five years ago-the late venerable Dr. 
Haweis, barning with a desire to send Missiona"ies into 
the South Sea I slands, exclaimed in the presence of three 
hundred ministers and others :- / 

" 0 that we could enter at a thousand gates-that every 
limb were a tongue, ,and every tongue a trumpet to spread 
the joyful sound!" and then he added, " I should not be 
surpri~ed to see our Missionary schools thronged, and our 
~vorsh1p attended, from the king on the throne to the 
mfant of a year old." And this he lived to see. But it is 
our privilege to see , more than this. Your own vessel has 
b,rou~ht happier tidings still. She has taken not only 
English, but many Native Missionaries, on errands of love 
and of mercy to the Heathen. Some of those devoted 
men have died in the caus11, and have dcubtlcss received 
their reward; others are still blessing by their la hours 
the dark lands of the Heathen, and such people as those of 
Savage Island, who were once so cruel, have now, except 
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ten, renounced thqir idols, and are leaq,1i~g t)le only way 
to heaven. 

And now our lov,,id vessel has once more returned to the 
port from which she 5ailed, bringing to us such an appeal ' 
from our Rarotonga Missionaries as W\) µever reQeived 
before. And I am sure you will gladly answer that 
appeal by repairing the vessel, that she may carry the 
light of truth to those islands described by these our 
brethren "as still in darkness of death ;" where the 
wretched people are ".d~vouring and destroyii;ig each 
other;" and· when they ask, "Brethren, will it not be 
agreeable to you to sanction this new effort by appointing 
some of us to go and search them out now ?" the Direc
tors will be sure to answer "Yes!" Isaia, wilo visite'a 
England with Rev. Mr. Gill, 1853, also adds, " Do exhort 
the young people in your schools to continue their love 
and help our young people in these schools;" and adds, ' 
"that if he had wings, he would fly to other islands which 
still dwell in darkness, and make known to them the name 
of Jesus Christ ; but that, as stationed at Arorangi, as 
pastor of the Church, he cannot go, but will pray that we 
may never be dull and weary." 

As a Sunday-school Teacher of fifty-nine years, I ask 
you to give your cheerful contributions to this gr~t 
object. 

May you give your hearts' best affections first to the 
gracious Saviour; then, besides your willing offel'ings to 
His cause, you will sing wit11 heart and voice, 

"Fly abroad, thou mighty Gospel, 
Win and conquer-never cease, 

Let thy lasting, wide dominion, 
Multiply and still increase~" 

Yours in Christian hope aud affection, 
J!rioi· Pa1·7c: Batk, 'fHPM4S THom:rsmr, 
. 7th 4upu$t, 1860, ' 

-
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