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THE CANADIAN MISSIONARY LINK64les!*
with the precious Wood of Christ," “Servants of God," It Is our duty to obey 
HlB commend, "do yd." Have we done it? We do not doubt that “Come unto 
Me all ye that labor and are heavy laden and I will give you rest” and "Lo, I 
ant with you Slway,” mean us; then why do we not believe the command? Go 
ye" means us, means me! “He came not to do His own will" Can we be 
showing chrlet In our lives If we are Indifferent to the great need of the 
unsaved? Who? Our boys and girls. Have we, aa mothers here today, no 
responsibility for the dearth of missionaries? How are we training our chil
dren? Are we praying the Lord of the Harvest to send laborers intothe har
vest? or are we afraid to lest He should send one of our children? Who? Per
haps there are acme young women here today whom the Lord la calling. 
Perhaps you say, "I have not heard the call.” Are you living SO dose to the 
Saviour* that you can hear Hie etlll, small voles? Have you ever really faced 
the Question. “What is God's plan for my lifer Mrs. (Dr.) Chute, from Akldu, 
long ago answered the next Question—When?—by going as a medical missionary 
to India when He chlled her. “Whenr While the war was on every woman, 
all the time, did her beet. She could not go to the front, so she helped all those 
who could go. Knitting needles were busy almost night and day, rag begs were 
searched, old linen brought out, old silver and odd bits of gold were sold to help 
make the war a success. Another war Is raging between evil and right. Are 
we praying day and night for those who are lh the thick of the fight, and for 
others to be sent now to occupy strategic places, where the enemy lue his strong- 
holds? Nine stations vacsht! Sixteen young women needed! When? Now. 
Bolivia, there la work there, and China needing workers now. Europe groaning 
in pain. There Is only one hope for them all, Jesus Christ our Saviour, and 
they all need Him now. Mothers! what are you doing to help meet this need? 
He la saying, “Come to Me, teUowahlp with Me, and you trill want to do some- 

- thing toward letting the world know there Is a Saviour." Every woman has the 
right to hear His message once before you hear It twice. We ask God to bring 
this message home. How we wish in writing this report that there was room 
enough In The Link to have given these messages from our workers verbatim. 
So much has been lost In condensing.

The convention placed on record a resolution of appreciation of Miss Fol
som’s years of faithful and efficient service. For the llrst time In the history 
of many of us we had the pleasure of looking Into the face of our Bolivian, Mr. 
Johnson Turnbull. In 1810 Mr. and Mrs. Turnbull went to South America under 
tiie Bolivian Indian Mission. They were loaned to our society to relieve Mr. 
Mitchell at Oruro while he went on a sadly needed furlough. The result was 
that, In 1811, Mr. and Mrs. Turnbull became members of our mission staff. We 
give here Just a little of his Une address:

Beginning with an expression of the rare pleasure that It was to him to 
meet the Canadian friends and tell them something of his work, he secured our 
further interest by telling us a little of their first experiences with the Spanish 
language and Bolivian attitude at Oruro. One could fairly feel the sympathy of 
the housekeepers in the audience as he described the building up of a birthday 
cake his wife was marking for him. “Flour and eggs and butter and allspice 
and cocoa, it rose up till It reached the senlth, and then, began slowly to descend 
till it was only a sticky mass," and Mra Turnbull ha® learned that she could 
not uae as much sugar aa the recipe called for, nor expect potatoes to cook as 
rapidly, In the high altitude of Oruro. The people in Bolivia, aa In other places, 
bsd very many disagreeable habits that the missionaries must learn to put up 
with, all of which became easier as they learned to love them. There were two 
concrete examples of the result of the late Mr. Mitchell's work of which he 

•'ipA wanted to speak. One convert was taken seriously ill. Her friends wanted her 
to see the priest, but She would not Her husband, who was a Christian, had 
left home. While she was unconscious someone placed a string of heeds—the 
roeary—around her neck. When she found them she threw them to the floor, 
bxoiaimlng: "Qod forbid that I should glory save In the Cross of my Lord
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