SOME INCIDENTS OF MY FIRST
TOUR.
Miss Katie H. Marsh,

I have wished many times during the
last few days, that some of our Mis-
sion Band boys and girls counld see what
I was seeing, for 1 know it would
have inspired them to become even
better ‘Willing Workers’’ than they
now are. Bo I will try to pieture a
little of what T saw and did on one or
two days.

The first village we wanted to see
was & mile and a half from the canal,
s0 leaving the boat at 9.30 am., we
walked on ' ridges through the rice
fields, where bers of men, en,
and ehildren were busy transplanting,
that is, taking the young rice plants
from the seed beds, and planting them
four inebes apart, in flields of water.
What a time it takes! Some bright
boy might make his fortune, if he were
fo invent an electric machine to do
this work, But, I would advise that it
be made of aluminum or' something
light, so that -it wounld not sink too
deeply in the mud and water. Several
times during our walk, we had to be
carried by two men aeross deep ditches,
and at onme place, where a tank had
overflowed (making almost a river), the
men who carried us were wading in
water above their ~waists, and trying
their best to keep us out of the water.
Wouldn’t you like a snapshot? When
we arrived at the caste village, Miss
Selman learned that one family where
she was always well received, had
moved -away, but by tact and persua-
sion, we were at last allowed to sit on
ong end of a verandah under shelter,
and as we sang our first hymn, quite
.a, few gathered and  listened to the
“‘Bweet story of old.’”

The next place we .went to, they
swept. out a cow shed, and gave us a
mat to sit on, and there gathered. a
much larger erowd than before. - One
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woman asked, ‘‘Is not Rama the same

as Jesus Christ,
name?’? In’ speaking about sin, one
said, ‘‘God gave us the mind to sin,
how can we help it?’’

only a different

Being new, I e¢avsed several inter-
roptions,—they wanted me to talk and
sing in English; we told them we had
not come for their amusement, but with
the good news of salvation, but, it they
would ligten well, I would sing after-
wards, and they did listen well. We,
stayed till they left to prepare their
evening meal for the men, returning

' from work,

The walk back to the boat was even
more éxeiting than going, the men be-
ing ealled to kill a cobra, which was
by our path; it had torned, and rais-
ed its hood at us. We reached the
boat about four-thirty, rather tired
from the long walk, and unaceustomed
mode of sitting, and with arms burning
from sun and wind, the Iatter being,
so strong it made mnbullu_'impnllble.

At one wvillage & man tried hard to
prevent our going to the women, sail
‘‘they eould not understand,”’ but we
went notwithstanding, and in one
courtyard a crowd mumbering at Jeast
one hundred and fifty, were listening
splendidly, when this same man we had
eseaped from, came rushing in talking
at such a rate, it ‘was impossible to do
anything:, He said, ‘“What is the use
of all this preaching, there is only one
God and everybody kmnows it; if
Jesus Christ is God, weé want some
proof of it.”’ We .waited till he had
talked himeelf tired, and finally went
away. In another courtyard, sitting on
the grovnd in front of the steps of a
Jarge easte house, 1 was rather startled
when a huge white. ox eame walking
down the steps almost into my lap.
This cauvsed quite a lot of merrriment.
Brahman women, as well as others, were
anxious to hear.

The long touring season has begun.



