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A COFFEE HOUSE IN I'ERA.

expected *to do or hiow to do it?'
Visions of Don Quixote and lus
windmills loomied up, as I turned
aNvay and wondered."1

The Red Cross agents ý-î ached
Constantinople February i 5th,
and next day tliey receiveýd in a
body the menibers of the Mâis-
sionary Board in Constantihiople.
"Here cominienced," says Miss

Barton, "that friendly intercourse
wvhich continuied without interrup-

tion, strengtliening as the days.
Nvore on througli the half-year that
followcd, tili moistened eyes and
wvarni hand-gyrasp at parting told
more plainlv than words liow
fraughit Nvith confidence, the inter
course liad been. I shall a1lvays feel
it a priviilege and an honour to h1ave
been called, eveil in a small wvay,
to assist the efforts of this chosen
body of our couintrymen and \\ o-
ienl, whose faithiful and devoted
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