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A BE;VY of MOSLEM WOMEN.

BY MISS MYRA A. PROCTOR.

The other morning, we were startled by the sudden appear-

ance of a bevy of Moslem women: My mind has been much

exercised in regard to my personal duty towards this portion. —
by far the largest of our field. The following sketch will present

some of the difficulties in the way.

Nine women were bustling around in the veranda, peeping

into this door and that, holding their black veils closely about

their faces, and drawing back with a horrified expression when

a missionary brother passed out of the dining-room through their

midst down into the yard. After satisfying themselves that

there was no man about, they were persuaded to walk in. They

glanced with childish curiosity at the parlor, then made a rush

for the dining-room.

*' Can you read ? " exclaimed one.

"Yes," I replied.

" Let us hear you !
" they said.

I went for my Turkish Testament, and brought some chairs
;

but part of the company were already sq^uatted upon the rugs.
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I seated myself on a low cricket ; and they gathered about me in

a semi-circle,— an old lady at my right hand, who seemed to be

the matron and leader of the party ; another at my left, less in-

teUigent, who constantly appealed to the first for explanations

;

in the centre, seven young women, giddy and thoughtless, two

of whom were very rude in their manners, frequently slapping

and chasing each other like two romping boys. But they sat

expectant as I opened to the sixth chapter of Matthew, and

read, " Take heed that ye do not your alms before men, to be

seen of them."

" What does that mean? " asked the woman at my left.

I attempted to reply, but the matron at my right took the

words from my mouth.

" That means, that we must not bestow charity with a proud

heart, and make a show of it."

The forbidding to pray "at the corners of the streets" ex-

cited their surprise, but the old lady's comments satisfied them

that it is better to pray in-doors. " Use not vain repetitions, as

the heathen do."

"That means," said she, "that you should make a short

prayer and be done."

Our Lord's beautiful formula of prayer I insisted upon ex-

plaining myself; and, as usual, all agreed that it was "very

good." "But thou, when thou fastest, anoint thy head . . .

that thou appear not unto men to fast." Here the young women

laughed, and took the old ladies to task for their style of fasting.

" Lay up for yourselves treasure in heaven."

" That means, that we should not spend our strength for this

world, but should be laying up good works and meritorious

deeds for the world to come," said our aged friend.

" We do not believe in meritorious works," said I ;
" for is it

not our duty to do all the good we can ? " She admitted that

it was. " And have we not many deficiencies and sins ? " This

was also acceded. " Then, if we cannot do any more than is
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our duty, and, on the other hand, are guilty of so many sins^

how are we going to have an overplus of good works? " There

was a moment's silence. I never before had found so good an

opportunity for speaking of the atoning work of Christ to any

of the Mohammedan religion. " We believe," I continued,

*' that, because we could not by meritorious works obtain salva-

tion, Christ came to earth, lived a holy Hfe, kept the law, and

then died for us, so that all who believe in him, and obey him,

will obtain free salvation."

'* What's that ? " exclaimed two or three voices.

"Oh!" replied the old lady, "that's what they believe.

That is not necessaiy. Let that go."

I resumed my reading :
" ' No man can serve two masters.'

"

"That's evident," rejoined my commentator: "you know,

* Two water-melons can't be held in one hand !
' " quoting an

Oriental proverb.

They asked for another book ; and I read from Isa. xlviii.

12, and onward ; the old lady explaining to the younger one3

that formerly there were those who used to make idols with

their own hands, and then fall down and worship them. Her

gesture of contempt is indescribable. Turning to me, she

asked if there were still idolaters in the world ; and the whole

company showed the utmost astonishment when I answered,

" Yes, a great many."

But they were growing listless, and wished to see the house,

and hear the melodeon. As I closed the book, they wished

"health" to my " tongue," and prayed again and again that

God would lead me to become a true Moslem. " May God
guide us all to the truth !

" I replied.

" Perhaps she is a Moslem at heart," said one. " You know
Varteni said that was the necessary thing."

It seems that they had called on Varteni, and bestowed the

same wish upon her ; and she replied, that it was necessary to be

a Moslem (a true believer) at heart.
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Tliey asked if I received letters from my mother, and who
brought them.

"The post," said I.

" Oh, yes !
" replied the wise old lady :

" there's a telegraph

now."

The physiological charts in the schoolroom they took to be

pictures of Satan ; and the explanation that they represented

the circulation of the blood through the lungs and body hardly

satisfied them, for " Who had ever seen the inside of the body ?
"

However, they were so much pleased with what they saw, and

with the music, that they warmly congratulated the scholars

upon their privileges.

I was watching for my opportunity, and now asked, Haven't

you some little girls whom you would like to send here to

school? " That was too good a joke, and they laughed immod-

erately.

'
' Why, '

' said one,
'

' you could not teach them Arabo-Turklsh.
'

'

"Yes, we would," I replied. They laughed again at the

Mca of a Christian being able to teach a j^Ioslem, and went

away with many polite expressions and good wishes.

Ten thousand such women in this city, thoroughly incased in

ignoi-auce, pride, and self-righteousness.

It is indeed the " day of small things " with us ; but we can

scatter the good seed, " here a little, and there a little," trusting

in the promises. Pray that the bread thus cast upon the waters

may yield an abundant harvest

!

CHINA.

LETTER EROM MISS ANDREWS.

Miss Andrews of Tungchow writes as follows :
—

'* I carried out a plan of hiring a house in a part of the city

where we had already done some work. I fitted it up for a
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schoolroom or chapel, and commenced going there daily for teach-

ing. It required only a very small expenditure ; the furniture

consisting of a Chinese stove, a tiny table, a few benches, and a

mat for the " kang," which is a necessity in every Chinese house.

It is a simple platform of brick, warmed by a fire underneath,

and sometimes covered with a mat, on which the family sleep at

night, and sit during the day. The room has walls of mud, a

dirt floor, and paper windows ; buf it is much pleasanter and

more comfortable than the houses of the majority of these poor

women. A few hymns, and the Lord's Prayer written in charac-

ter, with a sheet of rude Scripture pictures, are fastened upon

the wall. Quite a number of girls came in at first, but they

were all afraid to read. I found, too, that the work of the women,

most of it, was such as could not well be taken from home. I

spend an hour or two there daily with Mrs. Wo, our Bible-

reader, teaching them to read and sing the hymns on the wall

;

reading to them from the Gospels, and illustrating the lesson by

bright-colored pictures.

ACCESS TO HEATHEN HOMES.

" Far more hopeful and interesting is the work in another quar-

ter of the city, where I had tried at first, unsuccessfully, to ob-

tain a room. No one had heard the truth there, save three

women from one yard, who had attended Sabbath services, and

were learning to read. They were, however, unwilling to have

us visit them
;
fearing another woman in the- same yard, who was

very much opposed, would make them trouble. Providentially,

one of the three, Mrs. Kung, had an attack of palsy. I visited

her as a friend, not a teacher, and, under Dr. Treat's direction,

gave her medicine. This won her heart, and also the women of

the neighborhood, who begged me to save her life. While I as-

sured them of my inability to do that, I told them of One who

had power to heal, and who heard prayer. I then urged Mrs.

Kung to pray Jesus to heal her disease and forgive her sins.
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At first, she prayed that she might recover ; but, as she continued

sick and feared death, she was led to pray for the salvation of

her soul. She is now better, and I feel that God has used her

illness to open a way for the gospel.

"Every day the neighbors come in, and sometimes the room

is thronged. As soon .as I found them favorably disposed, I told

them of the Saviour, and read from the Evangelists, while they

listened with earnest attention. Fifty women and girls have thus

heard of Jesus ; some of them again and again.

CONVERTS.

" Mrs. Kung professes to believe in Christ, and I have been

invited to several houses in the neighborhood. Last week, Mrs.

Yin, another of the three, cast away from her house her idol god,

which she had long since ceased to worship ; and with her hus-

band is now asking admission to the church. She led in prayer

at our last two meetings for women, and prays much in her own
home, giving good evidence of real conversion."

LETTER FROM MISS PAYSON.

Miss Paj^son of Fouchow wrote, April 27, —
" Our eldest pupil was married in November. Her wedding

was the first I have attended, and gave me an insight of Chinese

etiquette. Seuk Hiong, the bride, left for her father's house

five days before the event, and there participated in the custom-

ary festivities. On the appointed day, we repaired to our little

brick chapel, which we found nearly filled. The bridegroom

was in readiness; and shortly a scarlet* sedan was brought into

the vestibule, from which the bride emerged, leaning on the arm

of an oil woman, her only attendant, as Chinese custom forbids

any relatives of the bride to be present at the ceremony. She was

attired in scarlet, an embroidered silk. Elaborate flowers of gilt

and tinsel in her hair, with a scarlet silk pocket-handkerchief,

• The bridal color.
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composed lier adornments. Here all ladies, on their bridal-day,

are expected to look wretched and forlorn ; and our bride ap-

peared so abject and heart-broken, as she walked up the aisle,

that I could scarcely believe it was all affectation. The officiat-

ing missionary read the ceremony from a long roll of red paper

;

but no joining hands on the part of the happy pair was required,

as all staid, virtuous people would be shocked at any such pro-

cedure in public. The nuptials over, the husband went out by

one aisle, and the modest bride, with her duenna, departed by the

other. Reaching their house, we found preparations for a fine

dinner ; but, following the bride into her bedroom, we beheld her

sitting io a corner, still melancholy and speechless. Having

tasted tea and cakes, we left. At these feasts, the men eat in

one apnrtment, and the women in another ; but the bride is ex-

pected to eat none at all during the day.

SCHOOL DISCIPLINE.

"In January, our scholars had a vacation of a week; but

some of them, yielding to the entreaties of friends, remained away

two or three weeks longer than the allotted time. On their re-

turn, they were deprived of their ' pwoi ' a certain number of

days. ' Pwoi ' signifies every thing eaten as a sauce to the

inevitable bowl of rice which appears at each meal. Chicken

and pork stews, cabbage, and all sorts of greens boiled, and fish,

constitute ' pwoi
;

' and it is considered a great trial to be forced

to eat rice only for a day or two. Some of the relatives of the

culprits, hearing of their punishment, brought bowls of ' pwoi,'

but were dismissed summarily, much to the grief of the hungry

school-girls.

BANDAGED FEET.

" Two little girls, named Sai Hing and Ai Ohio, entered the

school last autumn with bandaged feet ; but, as we forbid this,

the unbinding process began at once. The youngest, seven years

old, acquiesced readily ; but Sai Hing, twelve years old, was ob-
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stinate, and has caused us trouble. Her feet were much bent

under and misshapen, and at first she could not take a step

without the bandages ; but, by unbinding them each night, by

degrees they returned to something of their original shape. Last

week, she reluctantly unbound her feet entirely, and I carried

away her wee shoes in triumph, Mrs. Baldwin having prom-

ised to purchase them of her as a relic. She walks, and even runs

now, though not very gracefully. It is astonishing how wedded

these people are to this intolerable fashion. Those living in the

most squalid poverty insist on binding the feet of their daughters,

though it cripples them for life.

PRAYER ANSWERED.

*' Tn one of my letters, I requested special prayer for three pu-

pils. King Ugi, one of them, about eighteen years old, giving

evidence of faith in Christ, united with the church in February.

She is to marry one of the most promising of our student help-

ers Mi Ohio, another of our older girls, we trust is a Chris-

tian
;
though she is timid, and fears to offend her relatives. We

are praying that the dear Lord will guide and strengthen her.

Oh that all these pupils may speedily feel the Spirit's power

!

If Christians at home would offer fervent, effectual prayers with

every dollar sent here, how manifold more would be the results

!

INDIA.

LEAVES FROM A MISSIONARY'S JOURNAL.

NUMBER FOUR.

Our nearest neighbors are of a class known as the ** salt-mer-

chant caste." They carry grain to the sea-shore, and bring

back coarse salt, using donkeys to carry the burdens. They are

a *' hard set." In the leisure between their trips, the men give
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themselves to gambliug and cock-figbting. The women never

seem to know me, however many favors they may have re-

ceived. If we ride through their street, the children shout rude-

ly, " There go the white-faces." For all that, I have felt that

I ought to visit them, and have been wishing the way would

open for me.

Saturday afternoon, the sound of wailing reached our ears
; and,

as the smoke of the funeral pile went up from the river-hank, I

inquired about the death. It was the youngest son of a widow,

whose house is in sight from our front veranda. Sorrow, even in

heathenism, softens the heart; and I quickly resolved to go to

, the mourning mother.

Sabbath afternoon I took with me Peri— one of my school-

girls— to visit this neighborhood. Virginia and Martha, who

had preceded us on their way to another part of the town, turned

back to tell me that the wailing was so loud that I should fail to

get a hearing.

" Jesus went to a house when there was such tumult ; and I

can, at least, try to be heard," Was my reply, as I kept on.

There happening to be no one to announce me, I reached the

door before I was noticed ; and the astonishment that made a

sudden silence rebuked me for being such a stranger.

The mother and wife of the young man, and a wife of an elder

brother, were sitting on a low, square platform, on the edge of

which I took my seat. The mother received me most respect-

fully, the wife looked wonderingly, while the other young woman

at once broke into a deafeninoj but tearless wail. Beatino; her

breast frantically, she rocked to and fro, repeating over and

over,—
" He was like forty-five kings, I-yo, I-yo."

" Forty-five kings have gone, I-yo, I-yo."

" Where is he who was like forty-five kings? I-yo, I-yo."

" Great king, great king^ come back, come back ! I-yo, I-yo."

But I had not come to look on such a scene. The wife was
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joining in the wailing chorus ; and I drew up to the mother.

There were tears on her face, and she tried to catch my words.

"I have come to see you, because I know what your sorrow

is."

"You are very kind. Oh, how it aches here I and she

made an expressive gesture, as if her heart were being torn in

pieces.

Others had now come in ; and, with two or three children half

wild with terror, speaking was out of the question ; and I asked

the mother to come out into a back yard, where was a low mud-

wall, on which I seated her, and took my seat beside her. Oh,

the pure air, and the broad, peaceful blue !

"Now tell me all about it," I said; and she told me the

whole story of the journey to the sea-shore, and of the thorn in

the foot, the weary journey home, the spasms and convul-

sions, and the death. The stern facts had stripped all the hollow

mockery of grief ; and I had before me the mother,— quiet> sad,

and earnest. A young daughter, about eighteen, had taken her

seat at my feet ; two wicked young men, her brothers, had saun-

tered along, and were seated at my side ; five women joined my
audience ; while, within the house, the wailing increased in fury.

Where, from heathenism, was I going to find consolation for

this woman? Neither could I say, "Blessed are the dead who

die in the Lord." I could only say, "Your son is gone, but

you are living. I want to tell you how you may die with the

joy of knowing you may go to the Golden City."

" Nothing that you can say will take away this ache
;

" and

she made the same expressive gesture.

Never was sky more peaceful and golden than on this Sabbath

evening. To bid her look above seemed like a step towards

heaven.

" Now, think what a God who can spread such a sky can do

for us," I said. " What can that Puliar (a stone idol with an

elephant's head) out there do for you ?
"
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Respect for me mingled with utter indifference to my subject,

as she pointed towards her younger son, and said,—
" Talk to hira. His eyes are opened. He knows* how to

read. He knows how to write. His hand is clever. As for

me, I can only die as all my race have died before me. What's

the good of talking to me ?
"

My young companion Peri stood before us. She has come

out into the marvellous light of the gospel, and her face shone

with serenity and beaming cheerfulness. It was a moment of

joyful reward for all that I had gone through, when I could

say,—
" Look at this woman : she was shut up in darkness like you

;

but she came to us, as others in my school have done, and she

has learned joy in the Lord, and of a Friend who even died for

us to let us go to heaven."

No words could have been more eloquent than the dear girl's

responsive look, and the tears of joyful assent in her eyes. The

heathen mother looked at her. She will remember this witness

for the truth.

With the most satisfactory attention, I went on to speak of

the love of the Father manifested in the Son, and the inheritance

of the redeemed sinner. The poor woman seemed to understand

it all, and more than once exclaimed, " Joyful ! joyful ! good

news !
" The story of the cross is so simple, — adapted to every

nation. I was going to question her upon what I had said, and

try to plant one thought firmly in her mind, when a woman
rushed out from the house, exclaiming angrily,—

" What business have you here, and we waihng there ? What
way is this for the mother to be doing ? Are you the first to

forget?"

Cruel, merciless heathenism !

" You see they are even now angry with me," said the mother.

" I must go ;
" and so she went, but to join less furiously, and

with more tears, the evening wail for the dead.
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The young men still kept their seats. I said to the one who

could read, " You ought to take God's words to us, and read

them carefully. Find out for yourself what they are about.

Make up your mind whether this is truth or folly ; but do .not

make the foolish mistake of declarino; a thiner good for nothino;,

when it may be proved and found pure gold."

With the greatest deliberation, he took up a white cloth that

lay on a wooden mortar near by. Carefully folding it with tbe

same deliberation, he laid it over his shoulders, and brought it

before and crossed it, as I wear my shawl, and as a native never

wears a cloth. I was not suspecting any special motive in his

doing so, nor was there the least lurking look of contempt on his

face. Still holding it together, he said, "I am not cold. I put

this on to prove it, and see if I liked the feeling of it." Then

throwing it off in a twinkling, he added, " What was the use of

doing all that, when I knew before that I wasn't cold, and

didn't need it?

"

His cool survey of the little group betrayed his consciousness

of having made a fine speech. Turning to his sister, he asked

for tobacco ; at which I,rose, and left. To gain the street, I had

to pass through the house ; and on the platform were nine wo-

men, all intent on wailing. When the rice was ready, they sat

in a circle, and again bewailed the dead. After that, they ate

their evening meal, and the duty of mourning on the second day

was ended.

MADURA.

The following cheering intelligence is from Mrs. C. H. Chand

ler :
—

" Lono-have we waited and prayed for * a door of entrance ' into

the homes of the higher castes. The Lord has heard us. Ten

houses are open to us in different parts of the city ; and the in-

terest is increasing.

" Since October, I have employed several Bible-readers. The
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first, Guanaperahasen, an iutcliigent native woman, began Avitb

fear and trembling, but found the work very pleasant, many

asking her to come again. The labor increasing, I appointed

another, a superior woman, the wife of a native pastor. She

dresses in European style, and speaks English, which proves

attractive. She relinquished higher pay from love to the cause.

The third, Parkeum, mistress of a girls' boarding-school, vol-

unteered her services during two months' vacation, and labored

with a will. I ^m often accompanied in my visits by the schol-

ars, who always interest the young with stories. One attentive

listener repeats my remarks to the women, who crowd about the

door to hear. I was invited to a place, and found fifty persons

assembled, to whom I spoke of the progress of the work in other

fields, and the importance of educating Hindoo females. The

encouraging result was a school of eighteen high-caste girls, kept

in the house ; and the pupils are making rapid progress. I have

several applications for similar institutions.

" To carry on the above work, two hundred dollars are required

annually. Hitherto, the expense has been defrayed from private

funds; but these failing, we present the object, trusting that you

will supply our want. But, most of all, we need an assistant.

We would cordially welcome a young lady to our home and

hearts, promising her joy in this glorious work. Miss K. Smith

has returned from the mountains well and full of hope. We
rejoice in the success of your Board, and feel new courage and

zeal, as we think that you are working and praying for the

females of India."

TUTiKEY

Mrs. Knapp of Bitlis writes, at a recent date,—
-We are enjoying a powerful revival, the like of which we

have never seen. The Lord is workinp; miracles amon i^ our
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people. From stones he is raising up children unto Abraham.

He is breathing upon these drj bones, and they are coming to

life. About the first of January, we made a special effort among

the women, exhorting them with the opening of the year to begin

a new life ; and we beheve that many consecrated themselves

anew, and others covenanted to be the Lord's.

*' Last Sabbath, we sat in church six hours, till sundown. The

pastor arose several times to pronounce the benediction ; but two

or three were on their feet ready to speak, and he could not. He
said, ' I saw that the Lord had taken this meeting entirely into

his own hands.'
"

Miss Mary Ely reports the revival as follows :
—

<< Words are inadequate to speak of the Lord's wonderful

dealings with us. I am incapable of portraying, in faintest out-

lines, the great work that has been and is still going on. Our

hearts are full, and we long to share with you the joy which has

been given us in ever-increasing measure.

THE WORD OF GOD VERIFIED.

*' Dui'ing the last three months, we have often called to mind

the predictions concerning the flourishing of Christ's kingdom

in the thirty-fifth chapter of Isaiah, and rejoiced as we were per-

mitted to see its fulfilment. Many 'ransomed of the Lord

have returned and come to Zion with songs and everlasting joy

upon their heads : they have obtained joy and gladness, and

sorrow and sighing have fled away.' By one word of the quick-

ening Spirit has the lame man obtained strength to leap as an

hart, and the tongue of the dumb found power to sing in sweet

accents the song of salvation
;
literally the tongue of stammerers

has been loosed to say, * All worthy is the Lamb who was slain.'

The brow, long lifted up in haughty self-righteousness, has bowed

before the power of the Holy Spirit, and wears for a * crown

of glory and diadem of beauty,' that lowly spirit which rests on

the new-born soul in sweetest gentleness and peace.
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** Among the women and school-girls, there was a manifest

awakening at the opening of the year. The week of prayer

developed a marked and wide-spread interest in the community.

Some of the first fruits were garnered on the 6th of March,

eleven persons being admitted to the church. Six of these

were women, the first time in the history of the worli here

that the female candidates have outnumbered the male. As, on

the sweet Sabbath morning of last communion-day, I saw the

sisters come in till they numbered fourteen, and remembered, that,

less than eighteen months since, there was not one female mem-

ber of the church, my heart was lifted up in deep thanksgiving.

" It is wonderful how, under the teaching of the Holy Spirit,

these poor, ignorant women learn at once what we have failed

to convince them of in months of patient instruction.

^OGHOS AND HIS MOTHER.

A particularly interesting Case is that of an elderly woman,

the mother of an efficient helper (Boghos) . When the call came

last fall for us to send an Armenian helper to Persia, this young

man seemed just the one ; but his aged father and fond mother

used many persuasions to prevent his going. He, however, re-

mained firm, and, although much moved by his mother's tears,

obeyed the call he recognized as greater than her loving entreat-

ies. The day the son left, I tearfully begged the sad mother to

seek that dear Saviour her son so devotedly served ; and I can-

not doubt that the voice of the Spirit was then speaking to her

soul. A week or two after, she came early one morning to see

us. I invited her into my room, and talked and prayed earnestly

with her. At last I said, ' You often tell me, " I wish to be a

Christian," but you do not say, " I give niy heart to Jesus now." '

This touched the right chord. Raising her hands, the tears flow-

ing down her cheeks, she fervently exclaimed, ' I do give my
heart to Jesus now ! ' From that moment, she was blessed and

accepted. Her great difficulty then was, to pray before others

I

I
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She v/as first led to pray with her daughter. At the next female

prayer-meeting, wlien all were invited to take part, with sobs

and groans she again bore her heavy cross. She seemed crushed

in view of her sins ; and it was deeply touching to hear her repeat

with broken voice, ' 0 God ! I have sinned, I have sinned, and

I knew it was sin. Oh, how can you forgive me ! I have

sinned ; but you shed your blood for me. I come, I come. Help

me to believe. Help me henceforth to live according to thy

will. Oh, I hav^e sinned !
' Sustained and strengthened, she

visited her former home, and begged forgiveness of her old neigh-

bors and friends. The conflict in her soul was severe but short

:

grace triumphed ; and, at our last communion season, she sat

down at the table of the Lord for the first time.

THE husband's testimony.

The testimony of this woman's husband is very sweet. He
says, ' Our house used to be full of contention and strife : now a

bright light has suddenly been kindled there. I thank God for

this change.' Although for years an attendant at our chapel,

he has trusted in his philosophy, learning, and good works to

save him. Touched by the Spirit, he has now become a child

in simplicity and meekness. He says, * For years I have re-

ceived the gospel with my intellect, now I receive it by faitli in

my heart.' A marked feature of this revival is, that youth and

age have alike been blessed. To some gray-headed fathers, the

still, small voice has come in wondrous power, showing them

their sins, and revealing the mighty depth and breadth of God's

grace in Christ; teaching them, in a single hour, lessons which

years of preaching have failed to instil.

FINDING JESUS.

" A very aged man, with flowing, white beard, long a pillar

in the Armenian Church, and widely known as a person of un-

usual piety and devotion, but for three years a constant attendant
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at our chapel, rising, tells his story briefly, ' I beg you all, young

and old, to pray for me. Ever since I was a little boy I have

deceived myself, thinking, that by keeping fasts, by tormenting

my person, by getting absolution of sin from the priests, I should

find Jesus ; but I did not find him thus. Now the Holy Spirit

has touched my hard heart, and I believe I have found the Sa-

viour. He dwells in a broken and contrite heart. The work

of sanctification has but just begun in my soul. Pray that I

may overcome my sins in Christ's strength and for his love. I

exhort you to love one another, and, when you go out, speak

gently, kindly to all. Win them by love. Never dispute.

Warmth attracts, cold repels. Let our hearts burn with Jesus'

love, and so go forth and work for souls.'
"

LETTER FROM MISS CLARKE.

In a recent letter from Miss Ursula Clarke of Broosa, she

says,—
*' How I wish you could know Anitra, whom I love and ad-

mire more and more ! Her patience and skill are wonderful in

managing incorrigible children and unreasonable parents. This

week, one of our brightest, largest girls left school ; her mother

fearing that being there might stand in the way of her marriage.

My remonstrances had no effect ; but Anitra saw the grand-

mother, with whom such matters rest, and so appealed to her

conscience, that she promised the girl should return Monday.

TUITION PAID.

" An Armenian has just come to school. Her mother, being

poor, renders an equivalent by ironing for us. The Protestants

pay for each of their children at the rate of fifteen piastres a

month. We shall raise it to twenty-two when practicable ; but

this year the church has assumed an increase of fifty pounds on
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the one hundred and fifty they gave before. They have done

well in taking books ; and the wealthy help the poor. Some-

times I think this people generous and open-handed, and again

their determination to get all they can out of the missionaries is

apparent. But good Dr. S. well remarks, ' If they were what

they should be, why did we come to them ?
'

THE BIBLE WELCOME.

" I make calls almost every day, mostly on Armenians ; and at

several places my Bible also is welcome. Some of the young

Protestant women feel that they must learn to read it. Mariane,

one of my girls, goes each day to teach a woman who pays her

well ; but most are careless and heedless. What is the use ?

they say. Their great concern is to dress."

LETTER FROM mSS NORCROSS.

]\Iiss Norcross, in reporting the Girls' School, says,—
" I can give a better idea of what is accomplished, and how it

is done, by noting individual cases.

THIRSTING FOR THE LIVING WATER.

^* A girl, fourteen years old, the only female teacher in a city

twelve miles distant, accompanied back to school her younger

sister, who had been a pupil. She says, ' Ostensibly I came

the better to be prepared for teaching ; but my soul burned to

come, because I discovered that my sister had learned something

about the way of salvation through Christ, and I wanted to hear

aboj^t it too.' Her soul was thirsting for the living water, and

she soon found the life-giving fountain. Her two years' course

expired last year. A few weeks before, the younger sister went

to her heavenly home, and it became the lot of this one to com-

fort her mother. She gathered her friends and neighbors, and
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told tbem of the love of Jesus for dinners, and of the beautiful

land of rest where her sister had gone, until they cried, ' Teach

us more ! Read to us more !
' Eight of her hearers came

regularly. AVe invited her to spend another year in school.

Her mother said, ' I sent her before with joy, that she might

become learned : I will send her again, though with tears, and

spare her that she may learn more of this blessed truth. I know

that the people will not receive her if she teaches such doctrines,

but let her show us the way of salvation.' This week she

wrote to her daughter, ' We cannot wait until the year is out

:

come to us now for a little while !
' My heart has been much

drawn to the dear girl, yet I rejoice to see her go forth to labor

in the Master's vineyard.

THE AWAKENING.

" There has been an awakening in a village six miles from

here. The people have converted an old mill into a school-

house, which serves also for a chapel, and have called a former

member of the boys' school at Phillippopolis to be a preacher,

and teacher during the week. He has often a Sabbath audience

of four hundred, — a great congregation for Bulgaria. The

women, as well as the men, learn to read.

YAMBOUL PERSECUTION.

*' At Yamboul, the women are keeping pace with the men in

searching the Scriptures. Stephen, our colporter. a man full

of faith and good works, became the spiritual teacher a month

since. Immediately the multitude set upon him with stones,

destroyed the house in which he lodged, and otherwise annoyed

him. The great adversary is very active now in Bulgaria. Mr.

Morse went to look after the disturbers, and returned with the

intelligence that remuneration was made for the damages done,

and the government and people promised that the Protestants

should not be molested.
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WHO WILL GIVE THE ORGAN?

*' Music is a great source of attraction to native guests and

callers, and almost indispensable in school. I am obliged to

teach singing, and to lead the songs of praise on the Sabbath

;

but, on account of the weak condition of my voice, it will be

difficult to get along without an instrument. Our trustees feel

that we should secure one without delay. I know the Board can-

not furnish it ; but will not some one, for Christ's sake, supply

our want?
"

A WOED FROM mSS SEYMOUR.

In a communication from Harpoot, Miss Seymour says, under

date of May 12, in referring to the loss of Miss Warfield,—
" Yet He, who never takes from his children an earthly bless-

ing without supplying in its place some rich spiritual gift, has

graciously led me to rejoice that in my school-duties an unerring

Counsellor is ever ready to direct, and an Almighty arm to aid."

Miss Caroline E. Bush of Rochester, N. Y., sailed. May 28,

for Harpoot, to take Miss Warfield's place.

MISSIONARY ITEMS.

On May 12, Miss Powers of Antioch wrote,—
" Deploring the coldness among the Protestants, I sought to

revive the female prayer-meeting. At the first one, I invited the

pastor's wife to pray ; but she looked foolish as a bashful child,

and declined. At the next, when she begged to be excused, I

spoke of the privilege and duty of social prayer, and the sin of

neglectino; to do the work God intrusts to us, and called on her

ao;ain. She beojan in a tremblinp; voice, oratherino; courage as

she went on, and never since has refused. I had a similar ex-

perience with the rest. Having attained that point, I led them

forward yet another step
;
and, when I left for the health retreat,

they were willing to take the leadership of the meeting.



FOR IIEAIIIEN WOMEN. 237

LIFE AND LIGHT FOR CHRISTIAN WOMEN.

A letter from Marash states, " that three Mothei-s' Meetino;s

are held there monthly, on the same day and hour, well attended

and very interesting. The native women take the principal

parts, leading in prayer with great earnestness and propriety, —
as many as twelve or fourteen being offered at each meeting.

These mothers are very poor, and many have to bring their lit-

tle children ; but they come with great cheerfulness, and seem

to prize and enjoy their spiritual privileges."

Extract of a letter from Mrs. Edwards, Inanda, May 19 :
—

" You ask if I am sorry I came ? I can truly say, no. There

is no peace and comfort equal to that found in the path of duty.

During a recent illness, the scholars behaved beautifully. One

of them acted as teacher ; and things went on as orderly and

quietly as usual. I was surprised to feel so much freedom from

care, while confined in a dark room. It was a great comfort to

know that thej sympathized with me,"

•

Mr. Kendall writes, May 27,—
" On her arrival at Madura, Mary had the pleasure of receiv-

ing a kind letter from the ladies in Chicago, offering their pray-

ers, sympathy, and support. I believe the formation of the

Women's Board is a new era in the missionary cause. How it

will strengthen and encourage our hearts to know that Christian

sisters at home are co-operating with us ! I think, too, that our

communications will interest them in the good work."

In a recent letter. Miss Isa Baker, of-Mardin, writes, —
" For a long time, the land has been parched and dry. The

' early rains ' did not fall, and the people saw famine staring

them in the face. The pasha ordered three days to be spent in

prayer, and the cattle to be driven out, that their leanness might
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move the Lord to pity ; but not a woman''s face must be seen

outside the city, or God would not send rain."

In a communication just received from Rev. J. W. Parsons,

Nicomedia, he says,—
"The work among adult females is very inviting, and calls

for a lady who will engage in missionary labor, superintending

Bible-women, common schools, and encourage the opening of

high-schools for girls." Who will go

?

PERSIA.

ADDRESS OF MISS RICE.

Chkistian ladies, daughters of Jerusalem, dwelling on the

heights of Zion, in the full blaze of gospel light and privilege !

These priceless blessings are yours because our adorable Re-

deemer endured the cross for us. Have you ever pondered the

de«p meaning, the wonderful power, contained in these precious

words " endured the cross,"— endured the cross? Union with

Him who " endured the cross " is the secret of spmtual suc-

cess. This is the power that shall renovate the world. This

the power that shall reach down into the deep, dark caverns of

humanity, in which immortal spirits lie, imbedded in darkness,

ignorance, superstition, and vice of every form, " hateful and

hating one another." In China, in Burmah, in India, in Persia,

Turkey, Syria, Africa, and in the islands of the sea, there have

been trophies of victorious grace among women who have '

' en-

dured the cross," and endured it to the end. They have passed

over the dark river, singing " Thanks be unto God, who giveth

us the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ !

"

.Many remain ready to endure the cross. They are bright

stars in our missionary sky, on wliich we gaze, in the sweet
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hope that in the great coronation day we shall see them shining

in the radiant diadem of Him who "endured the cross, the

King of many crowns."

Many of you, no doubt, are familiar with the history of the

Nestorian mission. You have read the thrilling stories of

" Woman and her Saviour in Persia," and the life of the now

sainted Fidelia Fiske, the spiritual mother of many Nestorians.

You kcow the condition of woman there thirty years ago, the

slave, not the helpmeet and companion, of man. The customs

of society were such that no young woman could go to the

place of public prayer, and so degraded and dark was she that

she did not desire the light. To illustrate the chanoje wrouo;ht

by the gospel, let me refer to a few examples.

About the time that I went to Persia, a little Nestorian girl,

named Hoshebo, entered the Oroomiah Female School. Like

other new pupils in those days, she was untruthful, dishonest,

and, in addition to these traits, had an irritable temper.* Self-

willed and obstinate, she was at times a gTeat trial. But, after

a few months, grace was grafted on this crab-stock. The " flesh

lusting against the spirit," severe were the conflicts, but many

were the victories. After finishing her course of study, she

engaged in teaching a few years, and tlicn became the wife of

a native pastor, an humble, earnest, godly man They were

stationed in a village, and were blessed in their labors by the

gathering of women into the church. These were years, not

only of success, but of discipline, to Hoshebo. " Whom tlie

Lord loveth he chasteneth." One child after another was taken

from her, till only one was left ; and then she was deprived of her

beautiful stay and staff",— her husband rested from his labors
;

and for nearly six years she has been a widow. Every year

but one, since, she has taught in the Oroomiah Female School.

[Miss Rice then read passages from Hoshebo 's letter of a re-

cent date, showing the fruit of twenty years of discipline and

labor ; which we hope to give in a future number.]
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The winter before we left Persia, there was a revival of

unusual interest in a neighboring village. One of the native

brethren came to the school, saying that the women were deeply

interested, but there was no one to lead them to Christ. Will

you go to our village? " he asked earnestly. One of our pupils

was apparently veiy near death, and I could not leave. Arrange-

ments were made to send Hoshebo. She went three times, and

was constantly surrounded by anxious^ weeping women, asking

" What shall we do? " She labored day and night, sometimes

forgetting to eat, in the blessed walk from Sinai to Calvary."

I would like to tell you of another native Christian woman

;

and what the gospel can do for one, it can do for all. Fourteen

years ago, a Nestorian school-girl gave her heart to Jesus, and

consecrated herself to the work in Koordistan. She became the

wife of a mountain missionary. His health failing, they were

obliged to leave their field. She still smiles through her tears,

and everywhere delights to labor for Christ. Winter before last,

her husband was itinerating in the mountains. The Friend of

little children had taken her last babe ; and she came to Oroo-

miah to spend a few months in a missionary family, where she

was a great blessing dining weeks of watching and weariness

with sick children. One evening, the mother went to our weekly

prayer-meeting, leaving Esli in charge. The oldest child was

very restless ; to soothe and quiet him, she told the story of Jesus,

the old, old story of Bethlehem and the cross. The child listened

with eager, rapt attention. She prayed with him. The boy

said, " Esli, I do not know how to pray in your language." So

she taught him a sweet, childlike prayer in Syriac, and the little

one slept. Under the influence of this lesson, the child soon

found the stable-boy in the kitchen, and said, " Yosip, do you love

Jesus ? "— " No, Charlie : when I was a little boy, Miss Fiske

came to our village, and told me I must give my heart to Christ,

but I have not done it yet."— " I will pray for you," said the

little missionai-y, for he believed in the power of prayer. When
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ill and nervous, a few months before, nothing, in his uncontrol-

lable state, had soothed him like prayer. He would say, be-

seechingly, " Pray, pray !
" and was always calmed.

[A Boston mother, too old to go, and with no daughter to send

to foreign missionary work, gladly assumes the support of this

happy, zealous teacher and Bible-reader.]

The door is open for women in America to carry or send the

blessings of the gospel to their sisters in foreign lands. The work

must be accomplished mainly by native Christian females, edu-

cated by missionary ladies. As yet, there are few compared with

the immense demand. A great work remains to be done. Who
will do it ? Perhaps some heart here is saying, " Lord, here am

I. Send me."

Beloved, is there not need of laborers? Ask the graves of

departed ones. Still voices whisper, *' Who will be baptized for

the dead ? " Behold weary, exhausted disciples laid aside from

labor, with the whitened fields ever before them. Look at the

pale, careworn missionaries, faltering under heavy burdens which

they may not lay down, since there are none to fill their places.

Christian sisters, you will give your prayers, sympathies, love,

and money ; but He who withheld not his only Son asks more.

Give your sons to lead the way
;
your daughters to reach woman

in her seclusion in heathen lands. 0 Christian mothers ! have you

no thank-offering, no whole burnt-offering, to lay upon the altar of

missions ? Have you no Samuel or Timothy, no Mary or Persis,

to send away to endure the cross, and go home to wear a crown ?

There is joy unspeakable in this service ; but there will be ful-

ness of joy, and pleasure forevermore, in the glad harvest-day,

when we shall be permitted to unite with " kindreds and people

and tongues from all nations" in the ascription of praise,

—

Worthy is the Lamb!"

For Treasurer's Report, see " Missionary Herald " for June,

July, August.

16
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THE MEETING AT YAHMOUTH.

In compliance with repeated invitations to hold a public meet-

ing exclusively for ladies, in connection with the Maine Confer-

ence, convened at Yarmouth, June 21, the President of the

Woman's Board, with one of the secretaries, made arrange-

ments for such a meeting. Surely the call to go was of God.

Instead of finding, as was expected, " a faithful few " who long

and pray for the coming of Christ's kingdom, a crowded church

waited to hear what had been and can be done to save heathen

women- After brief devotional exercises, the President gave a

concise statement of the formation of the Woman's Board, its

relations to the American Board, the work already undertaken,

and of that which remains to be accomplished, urging most ten-

derly upon each lady present the privilege and duty of working

with the Master. Letters of thrilling interest from Turkey,

China, and Armenia were read by the Secretary. Mrs. Allen

of Harpoot, and Mrs. Snow of Micronesia, also addressed the

audience, holding their tearful, undivided attention to the end.

Already the seed sown on that occasion is bearing frait. God

grant it an abundant increase ! A. C. G., Secretary.

MAY MEETING.

A MEETING of the Women's Board of Missions was held in

the Old South Chapel, May 26, at 10 o'clock, the President

occupying the chair. A large and appreciative audience of

ladies was present. After devotional exercises, a report was

read from the Recording Secretary, which indicated a deepened

and growing interest in the work. Auxiliaries were multiplying,

and a vigorous and successful effort is being made to interest the

children in forming Mission Circles.

The Treasurer, Mrs. Homer" Bartlett, reported ten thousand
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dollars received since the 1st of January. While grateful men-

tion was made of the increase of funds, attention was called to

the growing demands of the Board, in the enlargement of its

work.

Mrs. Winslow, one of the corresponding secretaries, read ex-

tracts of a letter from Philadelphia, stating that a " branch " of

the Woman's Board had been established there, with the confi-

dent expectation of forming auxiliaries in that region. Mrs.

Gould also read deeply interesting letters from our missionaries,

several of which communications are in our columns.

Miss Rice, from Oroomiah, was introduced, and gave the ad-

dress which appears in this number.

Mrs. Wilder, from South Africa, was presented, and said, We
often hear it remarked that the heathen do not need the gospel

:

they are better off without it. If people holding these opinions

could live in Zulu land, as I have done twenty years, they would

bear different testimony. Men, women, and children are there

elevated, ennobled, and Christianized from the depths of idolatry

and barbarism. The missionaries need just such helpers as the

Woman's Board is sending out. The converted Zulus ask,

* Why have Christians kept the gospel from us so long ? ' What

can we answer ?
'

'

The audience then sang—
" Go labor, ere your hands are weak,

Your knees are faint, your soul cast down:

Yet falter not ; the prize you seek

Is near,— a kingdom and a crown."

We thank our many subscribers to "Life and Light" for

prompt remittances. There are, however, nearly three hundred

whose dues are yet unpaid. Will these please remember that

fifty cents retained by each is, in the aggregate, one hundred

and fifty dollars loss to our treasury.
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C&e |:ti«3's Mttis.

BY EMILY C. PEARSOlf.

*' Inasmuch as ye did it not to one of the least of these, ye did it not to me."—
Matt. XXV. 45.

" Go ye forth and give my gospel !

"

Said our glorious risen Lord.

Should we, listless, disobey him,

And the priceless treasure hoard.

Those who might have shared salvation

Will arise, a judgment throng.

Us upbraiding with their mourning,

Thus bewailing for the wrong :
—

" Oh ! the summer now is ended

;

All the harvest-time is passed !

Since no one our need befriended.

We have failed of heaven at last
!

"

" I was hungered,^' will the King say,

" Nothing gave me ye to eat;

I was thirsty, poor, in sorrow,

Me ye never came to greet

;

" I was sick, and oft in prison.

Yet ye came not to my aid

:

All the suffering ye could save me
To your charge shall now be laid !

"

Thus he hungers in his offspring,

Thirsts he in the very least

;

For the maimed and blind he bids us

Haste to spread the gospel feast.

Halt and maimed and blind, the millions

In the shadows drear and dim :

Shall we not arise and feed them,

Christians, for our love to him ?

Thus he'll heal them, in compassion.

Shield them with his boundless love;

And from long-benighted nations

Shall be gathered hosts above.
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THE CHILD HELPER.

Mrs. Emily Gultck of China gives an interestinoj account of

a missionary tour of herself and husband, accompanied by a

little girl five years old, whom they adopted about a year since.

Mrs. Gulick says,—
" Martha was generally can-ied on a donkey; while crossing

a stream, the one she was riding made a false step, and over

rolled Chenger and Martha into the water. We had to convert

our steeds into clothes-horses, and laughed to see how odd they

looked dressed in the wet garment . Unfortunately, my dear

little girl was ill with lung-fever, caught from the damp, brick

beds at the inns : her bath made her worse, and for several days

we were very anxious about her.

*' I thought of the time when she was given to us. Her moth-

er's- village is two days' journey from Kalgan, where we live

;

and, as we were bringing her home, people shook their heads, and
a* 245
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said she was a dying child. She was so reduced by cold and

hunger, that, although four years old, she could not have weighed

ten pounds ; and so weak that it was a fortnight before she could

creep, and longer still before she learned to laugh. Poor child !

her short life had indeed been one of suffering. She had had

small-pox, and whooping-cough, and had often been left alone

from mornino; till nio-ht, cold and hunon-y, while her mother went

into the fields to gather wild roots and herbs. The father told

us they thought of throwing her into the river, if we would not

take her, because she cried so much, and they had so little food

to give her. She is now fat, happy, and loving. I think, too,

that Christ is making her one of his precious lambs. Once,

when we were talking of God's goodness to her, she said, ' I

want to kiss God : where is he ? '— ' He is in heaven.'— ' When
I die, I shall go to heaven, then I will kiss him.'

" She is very fond of Timeus, our blind boy, and often prays

that he may love Christ. One night, she stopped in the midst

of her petition, and asked, 'Doesn't Timeus love Jesus?' I

said, ' I hope God will teach him.' A few days after, they were

playing together in the veranda, and she asked him if he loved

Jesus ; and, when he said he did, she ran joyfully to tell me.

* Timeus does love Jesus, mamma !

'

" We spent a Sabbath in a village not far from Pekin. Mr.

Gulick went into the town to preach, and Martha and I staid at

the inn. We were soon surrounded by a crowd of young folks,

whom I tried in vain to interest in the gospel. At length, in

despair, I took up the ' Peep of Day,' to teach Martha. As I

told her about each picture, she of her own accord showed it to

those around, repeating the story in her touching, baby way,

which so completely won their attention, that I could not help

feeling that my little one had taught them more than I could

have done. ' Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings thou

hast perfected praise.'
"
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VAKVAR S LETTER FROM HARPOOT SEmNARY,
ADDRESSED TO THE CHILDKEX'S MISSIONARY SOCIETY, FREDOXIA, N.Y.

My very beloved and little friends in Christ,—My thankful-

ness I offer for your love, that, like the vernal, sweet-scented, and

beautiful violets, you have blossomed in that flower-adorned plain.

Oh, how sweet is your fragrance towards us I Though very

great seas and high mountains keep us at a distance, one from

another, nevertheless, they are not able to hinder that sweet-

breathed wind,— your gush of love, — that it blew not towards

us. I know that it is love for our beloved Saviour that constrains

you to put your hands to such good works, viz., to give money

for our education. I very much desire to be a good girl, and in

the vineyard of the Lord to work, though I am weak, and do not

know many things. I beseech that for me you make prayer, that

I be faithful in my lessons and to my teachers. With love I

salute you. Your sincere sister,

Varvar Isak,\zia\, the daughter of Isaac.

THE SCHOOL-ROOM.

In visiting one of the villages near Harpoot, Miss Seymour

says, " After stooping to enter a low door, we groped our way

till we reached the stable, where it was utter darkness. A wo-

man took hold of my hand, and piloted me between cows and

donkeys, pushing them aside to clear a pathway. But, as she

opened the door at the other end of the stable, my heart was

touched with the picture before me. There sat more than twen-

ty little girls and boys, most of them with the primer in their

hands. Though in January, it was not cold ; for the stable-

door wap usually kept open, that the warmth from the animals

might be communicated to this room. As the children rose to

welcome us, we saw that most of them were clad only in a blue

cotton shirt, or sacque,, reaching nearly to the knees, while the

little bare legs and feet told a story of privation."
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JAMIE'S BANK.

Among the gifts Santa Claus brought to little Jamie, one

Christmas Eve, was a small, brown, u'on bank, with an opening

just big enough to slide in pennies. St. Nick felt quite sure

that the little fingers that enjoyed slipping them in could never

find the "open sesame" concealed in the brown screw, which

looked only like a bit of an ornament, — certainly a five-year-

older could not understand it to mean any thing more,— and now

the numberless pennies that burn so many holes through pockets

would surely be tempted into a safe place, where they could

never get out. Little Jamie was greatly pleased with his gift,

and thought it fine fun to slip in his pennies, and hear them

jingle as he shook the bank. But it soon became evident to him

that what he was so fast slipping in would be slow coming out.

Then the busy little brain and fingers began to work hard to re-

gain the lost treasures : his knife in vain endeavored to cut the

iron hole larger. Santa Claus, it seemed, had at last found

something that would keep babies' pennies from melting into

candy. But he was too sure in this case : he did not know that

Jamie belonged to the " never-give-up company," and that his

ten little servants called fingers knew just how to work out all

Corporal Try's plans. And so it came to pass, one day, that

mamma was astonished by seeing one of her nice tea-knives used

as a screwdriver ; and Jamie was overjoyed to find the little or-

nament of a screw fast drawing out, while the bank separated on

either side, like the waters of Jordan, and all the pennies rolled out.

Mamma expected to see them g-oing for candy as before
;
but,

to her joyful surprise, when she asked her little boy what he in-

tended to do with his money, he replied, " I shall give my first

bankful, mamma, to the heathen."

Jamie had always felt great pity for the heathen boys and

girls, especially for the babies thrown to the crocodiles, and un-

consciously obeyed the command, " Honor the Lord with thy
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first fruits ;
" for his first bankful he freely offered. Not one of

all that treasure of pennies did he keep for himself ; and one

bright, sunny day, he went to Boston with his papa to the

" Heathen House," as he called the " Missionary House," and

left his money for the heathen children. Mary B.

Girls and boys, if you have no little " bank," you can obtain

a very pretty missionary box for a few pennies, at our room, 33

Pemberton Square.

The following communication, from an unknown writer, enclosed one dollar
and twenty-five cents :

—

" I WISH I could do something," said little Charlie B.,

'Tor the poor, foolish heathen, away across the sea;

For since mamma has shown me the map in ' Life and Light,*

And pointed out the darkness the Bloio would make bright,

I long to send some money, and have anofher star

To tell of Christ our Saviour, and bless the isles afar.

But, oh, I am so little ! I'm only five years old

;

Although ma often tells me ' I'm worth my weight in gold.*
**

Just then dear little Charlie heard mamma speaking quick

:

" Now, who will fix my basket shall have five cents for it

;

And who will get some paij^i, down stairs within a drawer.

And bring it in a minute, shall have five pennies more."

Then, with his black eyes sparkling, his cheeks so rosy too.

Away rushed little Charlie :
" Here, mamma, 'tis for you;

And now I'll fix the basket, for, though I want to play.

And the little boys are calling, yet 'tis a better way
To g3t my wished-for money." Sitting upon the floor,

See self-denying Charlie the basket fixing o'er
;

And when his mother paid him, a happy boy was he.

" Now, sisters dear, and brothers, if you would happy be,

Just help me in this object ;
" so Mags^ie brought her hoard,

James, Walter, and Louisa, and gave them to the Lord
;

And the blessedness of giving filled each young heart with joy.

Now, who will be like Charlie, the self-denying boy ?
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MISSION CIRCLES.

The girls and boys are busily at work. '* Cheerful Givers,"

"Willing Workers," "Little Nightingales," and "Wide
Awakes " have promised their aid since our June call; while

Alice, Susie, and Hattie have determined to start missionary

rills in their Sunday-schools.

THE NIGHTINGALES.

The annual meeting of these juveniles took place May 4, at

Kev. Mr. Fisher's church in Lawrence. The pastor, superin-

tendent, parents, and friends united in the exercises. Decla-

mations#by the boys and appropriate recitations by the girls, with

piano and vocal music, made a good programme. It was a gala

day for the young folks ; and we were cheered by their in-

teresting report.

THE MONATIQUOT CIRCLE.

The pupils of Miss Faxon's school, East Braintree, gave a

social entertainment during the afternoon and evening of June

22. Printed invitations were sent to friends a fortnight before.

Under the direction of their kind teachers, the members had

manufactured many fancy and useful articles, which were sold

;

while the occasion was enlivened by music, speaking, and exhi-

biting native costumes from India and Turkey. Those present

had a delightful time ; and the treasurer of the W. B. M. re-

ceived one hundred and twenty-six dollars for Mrs. Edwards's

school as the result.

THE ZULU HELPERS.

This mission circle, under the charge of Miss Wilder, held a

strawberry festival and sale at East Boston, June 29. Tickets

of admission were disposed of in advance. Various attractive

and serviceable things, made by the members, found ready pur-

chasers.
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A quilt for Mrs. Edwards, made by many little fingers, was

bought by friends, and sent to her. A " curiosity shop," filled

with articles brought from heathen lands, and a " missionary

tree," laden with bags of candy, baskets of cherries, and the

like, helped to raise funds. The festival passed off admirably
;

and the young folks were gratified in sending to us, through

their treasurer, Miss Mary Bingham, the proceeds — one hun-

dred and eighty-five dollars— for the Zulu girls.

WILLING HELPERS.

This children's society in Fall Eiver gave an evening enter-

tainment, Thursday, July 26. The exercises, including songs,

dialogues, and recitations, elicited great interest, and received

hearty praise. The dialogues were original ; and the speakers

appeared in appropriate foreign costumes.

The pastor of the church. Rev. W. W. Adams, gave an in-

teresting address, which was followed by the song, "There's

work to do for Jesus." The children have added more than

fifty dollars to the Lord's treasury by this effort.

Received one dollar and twenty-five cents, with the mother's

sketch of "Little Nellie," which we give in verse on the next

page.

Twenty-five copies of the " Children's Quarterly" can be ob-

tained for one dollar a year, or one hundred for four dollars, by

sending to the secretary of the W. B. M., 33 Pemberton Square,

Boston.

Children, will not all of you ask your superintendents to fur-

nish you with this little paper ?
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*' Oh, ril be a missionary !

"

Loving little Nellie cried.

** Far away I'll tell the children

How our blessed Saviour died.

" Soon as I do get there, mother,

I will shut them in ray room
;

Sing, and pray, and tell them Jesus

Bids ' the little children come.'

*' Say, dear father, you will spare me,

Though I'm all the child you have :

Oft you've told me how our Father

Gave his Son the world to save.

" Let me go and help the children

Serving idols far away :

Seems as if I heard them calling,

' Show us, please, to heaven the way.'

Gladly, rosy five-year Nellie

All her little fortune gave—
'Twas a dollar and some pennies —
Darkened, famished souls to save

;

For her heart was full of longing

To make heathen children good.

Precious little missionary,

She was doing what she could

!

Jesus called her soon to heaven :

Finished was her mission well.

Happy Nellie ! early chosen

In his glorious home to dwell.

Forth the King doth speed his herald :

"Lead them shall a little child,"

Till " the wilderness shall blossom,"

No more desolate and wild.










