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\r. Blake urged that one important duty of the Auxill-
ary was to callect the facts to set farth the aotoal necesai.
tiea which have to be met. People want to know the real
condition of things in the diocese, as well as in the foreign
tield. The wianot give blindly not knowing to what
objects thefr gifts are to be devoted. They
wrested without abundabce of faformation, accurately and
wvitingly set forth. Let us heware of the optimism of ig-
norance, the self-satisfaction of selfishnesa which is blind to
the great and oryiog needa of men. Compare the vast sums
spent on useless luxuries or hurtful indulgence with what
in given to missions, Compare the drink hill with the in
come of our missionary societies. Think of five hundred
millions voted for the Cuban war. What untald blessing
would even a tenth of that sum have brought to those
spiritually destitute and to the needy and suffering ! In our
awn diocese the Auxiltary has raised 810,000, o Ea try aeven
or eight cents from each member of our Church. It ought
to make us blash for very shame, Surely, there is need of
mare reality, more intensity of purpose, yrester devotion in
our work.

cannot be in-

A MI3SSIONARY PLEA.

" You have never stood in the darkness.”—Words ased
by s Red Indian chief as he pleaded that to him and his
people might be sent the ** white man's Book.”

* You have never stood in the darknoss,”
And reached out a trembling hand,

If, haply, someone might find It
In the awe of a lonely land,

Where the shadows shift so atrangely,
Aad the quiok hoart-beat ls stirred,

If only the leaf bo rustled
By the wing of a passing bird.

*“You have nover stood in the darkneas,
And said good-bye to the wife,

The little child, or the mother,
Who have sat in your house of life,

And knew not whers they were going,
As birds who cross our sight,

Flitting within from the darkness,
Fli!tgng without to the night.

“* You have nuver stood in the darkness,”
When soul after soul went by

In the mighty rush of a battle,
Where kinsman and comrade die ;

Aud somcthing says they are living,
Althongh we behold them prone,

With eyes that stare out blindly,
As yet shall do our own.

*“ You have never stood in the darkness,
You do not know ita awe ;

On your land s great light shineth,
Which long ago you saw.

For the light of the world we ask you,
We plead for the Book which shows

The way to win to, Hla footstool,
Which only the white man knows.”

Oh, voice from out the darkpess !
Oh, ory of a soul {n pain !

May it ring as the blast of clarion,
Nor call God’s host in vain !

By the piorced band which saved os
Lot onrs do their work to-day.

Till from those who tremble in darkness
The shadowa are awept away.
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Mony readers who do not take our monthly visitor,
** Tidings,” will yet be glad to read the letter we republish
from Mrs. Gullison in the May number.]

N

My Dear Sisters,—Again the privilege comes to mo of ad-
dressing o few words to you through Tidings. Would that
I could meet you all in your monthly gathering. Theu you
could freely question me in regard to such subjects as are
of most interest to you, and I could as frecly answer. How
much more satisfactory it would be! However, through
lotters received from membera of different Societics—I have
an idea of what questions you would ask.

Perhape the firat would be, * How are all the Mitsion-
arles?" I thiok, generally speaking, we are enjoying better
heslth than last year at this time. The Lord has graciously
spared Mrs. Corey to us. Although she is not yet strong,
her health hae wouderfully improved. We caunot be thank-
ful enough for this. Mrs. Archibald is also feeling better
than she did last year. However, the condition of her health,
evon now, will not warrant her staying on the plaine durio
the hot season. The others, with the exception of Mr. nng
Mrs. Churchill, are well, The time is drawing near whon
we must bid these veteran workere farewell. We are sorry -
that they inust go from us. But it is best that they should.
Wae pray that their health may be so restored after a year or
two spent in the home land, that thoy may be ensbled to re-
turn to us, and their much loved work again.

We have had a delightfully cool season ; better than has
been experienced for years. But now there is a change. The
weather la getting very warm. Soon we will be eighing for
a good Nova Scotia breeze. We hope to escape some of the
intense heat this year, There is a hill, not far from Parli-
kimedy, which the missionarics have named '’ Nova Scotis.”
Mr. Corey and Mr. Gullison are uniting in erecting o little
house thers, for a shelter during a few of the hotteat weoks
of the season. So, if sll goes well. by the time this letter
reaches you, we will probagly not be in need of as much of
Jyour sympathy aa those who are living 4,000 fest below us.

Anothor question a great many ask, is, ** What does India
look like ! WWell, sisters, I haven't seen a grest deal of the
country, not even all of our own ficld. But what ] have
seen is protty. The treos are rich in foliage, even when the
ground is parched and dry, and not a greea blade of grass is
to be seen. The stately palm, the wide spreading bapyan,
the shady mango, snd many other trees, the names of which
1 da not know, beautify the land the whole year through
But when the rainy season comes, the whole country is a
charming picture.

The far stretching fields with their variel shades of green ;
the fresh water, filling the rivers, overflowing the tanks, and
tiooding the paddy patches; the besutiful fowers and plants;
the sharp peaked hills dotting the landscape, are so many
touches of the Divine Artist, all uniting to remind ues of His
love, wisdem and power.

Then sgain this queation comes to us: ‘* How do you like
the people " We can thank the Lord. for giving. us some
love in our hearta for them, although maoy are very unlova-
ble. Sometimes [ think if our feclings were analyzed it
would be found that we had more pity than love. The peo-

lo seem to have so little to live for. The lower classes work
Eard from morning until night—aod if at the beginning and
close of the day, they bave enough food of the conrsest kind
--not rice, for that would be too exgﬂnai\'e——m satisfy the
paogs of hunger, they lie down on the bare mud floora of
their stived up little huts, and sleep until it is time for them
to go to work agnln. Not even one little ray of sunshine,
brightens their wrotehed lives. Of the God of Grace the Sa-
viour of Love, the Spirit of Comfort. they are woefully igno-
rant.  And the saddest fact is they are willingly ignorant.
The great majority seem satisfied with idolatry. ﬁghey do



