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diately believe all thgt the foreigner told him, so
that he became his Captive forever,”

It was to save their son and nephew from such an
abominable fate, that they refused to permit him to
enter the foreign employ.

To which Ah Fay replied, that the work was very
respectable, being connected with a school ; that the
duties were light ; that he was a true son of Confu-
cius and could not be influenced by the foreigners’
ignorant ideas of religion ; that he would never drink
any foreign medicine. Thereupon Ah Fay broke
the lock of custom and went to the mission,

He stayed a year, and, alas ! for his Confucianism.
It faded out fike a mist before the shining sun.
He drank in foreign ideas with an avidity which
astonished the foreigners. He became a devout
Christian, and his black eyes shone like great stars
as he told of his beloved * Jesus-religion.” Then
came the change. His uncles would endure it no
more, and Ah Fay was dragged off to their laundry.
The missionaries came to see him and begged him
to return, but with a grave, patient smile, he said :

“ Me workee laundly littee while,” and remained
under the jurisdiction of his uncles,

Now the brightness left his eyes, and the happy,
boyish, light-heartedness slewly died out. He some-
times talked with his uncles, long, quiet, earnest
talks they were on his part, but angry and excited
on theirs. An old Irish woman, who kept a fish
market next door, one day saw them strike him with
a hot iron, and she gave him some ointment to put
on the burn, but he offered no resistance to the
violence, and by and by he talked to them again.
She often wondered what he found to talk about
in that quiet way so long at a time, and why it
made his uncles so angry, but he never told her,
and not a word of Chinese did she understand.

The blows with the flat irons were not the only
violence that Ah Fay had suffered at the hands of
his uncles. When the laundry was closed late at

the particular fast days, the two men

god, and when Ah Fay
with them, they dragged him
down, so that he fell before the
for a time unconscious. When he would not place
the incense, nor drink the wine, nor offer prayer
before the house gods, nor bend in worship of his
ancestors, they beat him, and one day they cut him
with their knives. But he did not die, at least, not
then.

He had been in the laundry nearly two years,
when one day after he had been talking a long time
to his uncles and their anger was at the highest
pitch, he suddenly fell over his ironing table and the
»red blood gushed from his mouth,

After this he was violently ill. The old Irish
Wwoman came in once and told him to get the doctor,

idol and lay there
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but his uncles despised the American medicine and
would have none of it They brought him herbs
from Chinatown and made a tea, but he was too
sick to drink it Then his mind began to wander,
and their fear of evil " spirits returned, Without
more ado they took his case in hand, Wong Yo
set off firecrackers in the front and rear of the house
to frighten away any demons that might be lurking
around, and Hop Hoy burned incense and said
prayers to ward off the anger of the gods. When
night came and Ah Fay's raving had not yet ceased,
they shut the doors and stretched him on the ironing
table and tried to find the hole where the demons
got in him.  Finding none, they determined to make
one for them to get out. With a sharp knife they
made an incision in his side, and ran in a hollow

But with the morning his reason slowly returned.
Summoning all his strength, while his uncles slept,
he dragged himself to the door. With almost super.
human effort he boarded a passing street car, and
sank into a corner where he quietly fainted away.

In the other end of the car a missionary sat, and
he looked up just in time to see Ah Fay’s head fall
over and his eyes shut in that deadly faint. With 5
bound he was b i
him.
recognized his old friend.

* Me jus’ go home mission to die,” he said.

Up the stairs they bore him and laid him on his
own white bed in the familiar room. They did all
that human power and love and tenderness could do
to bring back the ebbing strength, but it was too
late. Day by day he slowly but surely neared the
heavenly home, and as he drew near his tongue was
loosed again.

“Me no want go laundly,” he said. « By Holy
Spirit say go. Many time me pray Jesus, God make
me good missionary go back China countlee, but
Holy Spirit all time say, ‘ Go laundly, tell the uncles,’
Me no want go, but must 80.  So me go tell uncles.
Me talk, talk evly day. Me too muchee talk, then
they hittee me so bad. Me no care, talk jus’ same.
Now me comeé back mission littee while. No get

well any more.  Go home Jesus’ house much better,
me so glad.”

They buried him among the Christian dead, and
upon the white stone was written :

“ Greater love hath N0 man than this, that a man
lay down his life for his friends.”
Three years later the mission
converts as missionaries to China.

sent out two notable
They had been




