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The Home and Forefgn Wecord,

Jap

ian population is about two hundred.
Though deereasing in numbers, yet I was
struck with the sight of many children., I
looked upon this station as full of hope for
the future.  Already several native teach-
ers have gone from it to heathen parts of
the island, and as the Christian line ex-
tends, many more may go among the is-
lands where the same language is spoken.

Mr. and Mrs. M’Kenzic seemed to enjoy
good health, and to be bhoth devoted to
their work. When missionaries are filled
with the Spirit of God, they are likely to
get a blessing. I was sorry that they were
not going to the meeting this year, so I did
notsce so much of them as otherwise I
would have done. The feitile island of
Fate is a resort of traders and white!
settlers, and the mission has special diffi-
culties on thas account.

I got some very beautiful shells at
Iivakor to cnlarge my stock. I had not
sought many curiosities in other directions,
but as I was not likely to return I gather-
ed a few on the southward voyage. The
spelling and pronunciation of names in
this quarter perplexed me. The bay is
written sometimes Bang, Ebang, then
Pango ; Fil haroour is Fila, then Efil, and
sometimes Fili; Mel becomes Mele, and
Fate is Vate, then Efat and Efate! It
cannot be them all, and surely onc name
for each ought to be fixed. I choose the
most common, and for the island prefer
Fate to Sandwich. We left Fate in the
afternoon, but did not reach Eromanga till
Sabbath. We were carried away to the
south-west and then becalmed. But with
threc missionaries and their wives on
board, our fellowship was very pleasant
and refreshing to the spirit.  On the fore.
noon of Sunday, the Rev. P. Milne preach-
ed an excellent discouse from John vi. 3.
It was arranged that we should hold a
special comnunion service at Eromanga.

 \Where martve-blood was thrice shed,

On shore from ship we hied,

At Dillon’s Bay to shiow iurth,
The death that Jesus died.

We joined with native converts,
Dispensed the bread and wine,

And Christ! o’eg Thy death’s symbols,
Vow'd Eromanga Thine.”

I had the pleasure of preaching from
Rev. vii. 13, ““ What are these arrayed in
white robes, and whence cyne they?”
The Rev. ). M’Donald offered praver;
the Rev. H. A. Robertson addressed Ero-
mangan converts in their own language. I
dispensed the clements to the missionaries
and their wives, several of the ship’s com-
pany, and the converts. The Rev. Joseph
Annand gave the address after the commu-
nion. We then sang the time honoured
words of the 103rd Psalin, after which the
Eromangans sang one of their hymns.

The Rev. . A. Robertson pronounced
the Lenediction in the native language, It
was a deeply affecting service, and a night
to be long remembered. “The missionaries’
wives on islands where there are no con-
verts have few opportunitics of the holy
Communion. We were quite a Catholie
Chureh, Episcopalians, Lutherans, Preshy.
terians of various branches, and Wesleyans,
all one in Christ.

Next morning while the vessel was get-
ting some ballast, Mr. Robertsou and two
native chiefs conducted a party of us con.
sisting of Messrs. Annand and M’Donald,
Captain  Jenkins and mysglf over the
martyr spots. We crossed the stream, and
stood on the shore where Williams was
killed, then at the river side where Harris
fell. We next visited the gravesof the
Gordons, of Mr. Macnnir, and of a chiid of
Mr. Robertson’s, and of several others.
Sirange to tell, amongst those was the
arave of the chief I{ouioin + "o had mur
dered John Williams! 1le haa Vied from
wounds received in 2 fight ; and his rels-
tives asked the Rev. J. 1. Gordon, thenat
Dillon’s Bay, if they might bury himin M
the Christian grave-yard. It was like the B8
Hebrew seer of old whose guilt had caused
the death of the prophet, and when he JR
came to dic said, “Lay my bones besile S
h's bones.” We next visited the brother S
of Kouioui, a man namecd Nuumpunar, So8
almest the only survivor of those present §
at the death of Williams and Harmsin §
1839. 1lle was lying on his mat in a dyig
state. We then ascended a very stp
path—a thousand feet high to the plae
where the Rev. G. N. Gordon was killel
He had been engaged in building a hous,
when a man named Narabuleet decoyed
him away on the pretence of getting some
medicinc. In a deep path in_the wod
cight men lay in ambush. Narabulet
struck bim from behind and the rest rushed
onandclubied him. We stood with strange
feclings on the spot. Not far from thi
was the house where Mrs. Gordon was
She had heard the savage yell, ~nd wentto
the door to sce what was the matter. A}
native named Ouben appeared. She asked
him what the noise meant. Ie replied, 8
«Tt is the boys playing.”” She turned® g
look when he struck her. She fell, ani 3
another blow deprived her of life, The
were both true martyrs of Jesus Christ=
“|ovely in the lives, and in their death no
divided.” )

There is no vestige of the house remait*
ing; but there are a few lemon trees. ¥
got refreshment from some of theit fl
after our exhausting walk on a veyh
day. It was extremely fatiguing; b
there was an exciting interest in visiting 2
scenc where a conflict had been fought for
Christ. Lfter descending the precipitod

P



