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UNDER THE EVENING LAMP

—-——

A .'ON OF INDIA.
tConclusion )

Buawaneo Is & city built upon s nll. la the valleys boneatharo
groups of the poorer native houses, hightly bunlt of lath and matting,
the soofs thatched with the shells of cocoanut.  Up on the hille are
the bupgalows of the Eagheh and well.to.do Hindus, set to catch
every panaing brec s, and looking out upon & panorama of beauty
whioh {s perhsps unequailed in central ladia.

In the dining room of one of these, ou the eveniong of the day on
which Sunol began his toilvomo march, eat three gentlemen over
their wine. The cloth had been removed, and tho pyramids of ice
wero refleoted in the polished surfaco of the table like the dainty
jcebergs that they were, Tho punkabs waving overhead kept the
air deliciously cool nud clear. Dowan ia the valley Samol halted for
a mament and looked up at the house, taking courago for the last
climb, His breath cxme spasmodically, more like that of a dying
man. He could hear voices aud laughter coming down through tho
still alr, for the windows and Goors were all oponed to the oveniog
breeze.

** Hero's » poor devil of & Hindu making tracks for your house,
Dapstan,” said Nobbs, one of the diners. **Qad, helooks as it he'd
beon walking for the last twenty years! Bt you five shillings ha's
comiog to brg for a cup of quakra,’ meaning, of ~eurse, monoy.

*“ If he is, weo'll \Jrop him down at Stcere’s, next door, said
Durstan, with a laugh ; I've got & grudge againat that fellow,
aoyhow.”

* \What for? * asked Tremain, the third ma, laconically.

¢ \What for ? why, because ho in what he is—a deuced parson!”

** 1 should think s0,” ra‘d Nobbs, dogmatically. ¢ D'you koow,
I believe if it weren't for thess pirsons we'd never have troublo with
the native population at all. They are so injudicious and incen-
diary, and the whole trend of their teaching, you know, is so
revolutionary and levelliog, deucedly levelling, in fact'”

¢ 1t seems to be good form, now a days,” said Tremain,” peeliog
a walaut, ** to shift tho onus of the blame oo to the miesionaries. 1
don’t go 1a for religion tyaclf, as you koow, but, hang it all, I like
to see fair play, and I must say that, from tny own observation, I
thiok that, so far from ecxercising a pernicious iofluence, the mis-
sianaries are distinctly on the side of peaco aad order. Besides it's
ridicalous to say that their influence is of & revolutionary kind when
you remember that thoy would have everything to lose and nothing
to gaiu by any dicorgamzition of present affairs.”

¢ Oh, 1 don’t mean to say,” replied Nobbs, * that they do it out
of pure cussedness, No, I mean that the tendoney of their dootrinas
is unsetiling—from their very bature it is so! The minionary
tries to make the native thivk—a very bad plap, a ruinous plan,
indeed, for wo don't twant him to thiok 1"

*¢ Certainly, not,” sgreed Duustan,” we want to keep them as
igoorant as we can, and if they like to eat each other 1a t*air deuns,
well, 80 much the better! Ita the only way to keep the. lown.”

* [V'a a0 effoctual way, I don't doubt,” said Tremain, throwing
himeelf back and tixiog his eyes, keon and cold as steel, on the
ceiling, *“but is it, should it, be a question of * keeping dowan?’ Wo
msy oasily cut our own throats by a policy auch as that. In my
opinioa, there is too much of thia off-hand way of setthing tho matter
~-a8 if the people ef India were a swarming pack of fleas, and wo
British had a sort of Bull from heaven authorising their immediato
exterminstion. Ia point of fazt, they havo qualities the finest in
ths world, if only—-"'

* Ab, if only, interrupted Dunstan, saceringly, * that’s just
whero the argunient fails, my dear fellow! We all know that aDy-
thiog might be *if only® it were not 1o and %0. The man who
bolsters up w defence of the natives ia building & pons asiorum by
which they will crawl over some day and give him his quietus when
his back 1 turned.  Now, just look at thit patriarchal old villian
coming ap the hil. moving as if he had & ton weight tied to cach
fuol.  Heus gong 1o pretend that he 1s worn ont with heat and
fatigue, the brggar! Wair til you hear his dolorous whine for
yanka, and then seo if you don't givo him a forcible invitation to go
and cool ns heels elsewhore.”

The threo turned their heads aud looked at Samol, who was now
nearly abreaat with the outer edgo of the verandah. It didu’t need
uuch obiervation to seo that his atrength was well nigh spent, aad
there was, bosides, such a curious mingling of oxpectancy, exalia
tion, and exhaustion in hia face, that the rough words of interd’crian
died on Danstan’s hips beforo 1hey could bo uttered.

** Gad! ho looks like an angel trailivg & coflio,” eatd Nubbs, with
a bowsterous laugh ; ** there's no denying 1t, theso Hindus are born
tragodiapal ‘o)l Jum an, Dunstan. he'll furnish us with somo
amusement, I warraot.”

But there was no need to ealt him in, for Samol, mounting the
vorandah with feeble steps, walked in through the open window
with an unhesitating directnoss which only his intonse abstraction
aud anxioly of soul could excuse or account for. And as thess wero
spiritusl conditlons which only God could know, it was not
unoatural that his conduot should seem to the diners unpardonsbly
audacious aud impertinent. Dunstan roso to his foet in a rage, and
poromptorily ordered him ont again. Now, Samol had made a mis-
take. Ho thought this was thio house of tho miwsionary. Ho was
trembling with weaknose, but he kaow that he dared not sit down.
He looked round, vaioly seeking a friendly face. But they wore
strange to him, and hostile.  This, thon, was what he had dsred a0
much and come %o far to find. In that moment the light of hope in
his hoart flickered, and died out. His head sunk on his breast
again; acrow his eycs gathered a thin film, obscuriog the last ray
of light. Daanstan looked at Tremain. ‘fremnin rose to hia feet.
Nobbs wheeled round and apoke out aharply.

‘I say, you old rascal, you needn’t come any of your tricks here,
We'ro nnt to be taken in as readily ar you think. [f you don’t goat
onco, Danstan Sshib will show you tho wayp out in a hurry.”

Samol seemed porfectly bliad, and there were noises in his ears
which provented hun feom heariog distinctly, but the word ¢“Sahib
struck him hike a flash of bright light, and ho raised his head again,
and began to fumble in his gurdlo.  The next monent he drew forth
tho precious leaves, and with a movement full of eloquence held
them out for someone to take, for he could not seo his way. Nobbs,
who was nearest him, took them from him reluctautly. But they
were in Hindustani, which ho could not read. ¢ I'm bothered if it
doesn’t look itko a tract ! said he, pissing it on toT'remain, **Here,
you cao read these hieroglyphics. Whnatis it the beggar's afwer ?

* 1 can't toll,” aaid Tremain, after a brief survey, *“ but this ia a
pottina of the New Tostament—Matthow.” .

Nobbs broko iato a laugh, ia which ho was joined by Dunstan.
+¢ Oh, that's his little game, isit?”

Samol kaew they wore laughing at him, and he shrank back.
Ho held out his hands for the leaflevs again, instinctively feeling that
there was no help for him there. Tremain put them into his hande,
aund looked with his keen oyes 1ato the old man's fuce.

** \WWhat 18 it you waat to kaow?"” he asked There was a note
of kindness in his voice, and that single noto shook tho very found-
ations of Samol’a soul

“1 am old Samol,” ho cricd, his weak voica shaking with
emotion, **and I know not what thebook meaas. \WhoisthisJeasus
Sahib and whero cap I find Him? I havo been a Sadh Jat all my lite
. . . but I dida't koow! . . . the Haglish are they not Caristiana ?
Do they not care? ... They hswe the poor Hindus ; but their
Christ, Hosays He lovesthe wholo world !  How then, Sahib?”

Tremain stood stock still. Nobbs fidgeted uneasily. Danstan
took a deep draught of wine. Samol waited, and then, as if realis.
iog at last that his quest was utterly in vain, with a gesture of
infiaite dignity nud pathos he replaced tho leaflets in his girdle, and
turned away.

¢« As quick as you like,” said Nobbs, tudely.

Samol half turaed agan, and staggered. ‘¢ Bhowanes wasright,”
he murmured, rawsing his hand as if he would call the world to hear
him.

** Tho man’s dying ' * said Tremain, stepping forward.

Tno words had hardly escapod s lips before Samol, staggering
again, fell to the ground beside the Kursi, and seemingly became at
once nacontcious. At the same moment, the missionary, Steers,
atepped on to the verandah, and called out & cheery Good Evening
to them all.

* Mr. Duanstan, I thought I saw an aged Hindu coms in here,
aud it struck me that he iiad mistaken your house for mine. 1 have
been trying to get hold of him for some time, and I belisve that he
has beca trying to fiad me.”

““ Mau, your a littlo late,” said Teemain quietly; ** he'll never
try to find you agaw.”

They all gathered round the usconscious form, and Tremain and
Stecro lifted him on to a couch by the window, It seemed as if the
sound of a now voice had fanued the flickeriog flame of life, for at
that moment Swmol opened his cyes and looked at Stecre. He
recogaised him at once, and a look of eager uestion came into hia
face. But the next moment the light died out agan, and he shook
his liead, aa if realining that for him there was no looger time.

s Shab-t.dwyur,” he said, sighing deeply. It was the dialect of
his mountain home, and he meant that the night was growiog dark.

Aad with that sigh his snirit pissed out of sight.

‘I'he four men stood dumbfounded forsome mioutes,and then Duoa-
stan and Nobbs bethought themielves of the wine, and went to tho
table aguin. 1t was thoe only thiag they conld think of at tho time.

¢ [ suppose, Mr. Steere this man is damaed ? ' said Tremain,
thrusting his hands deep into hia pocketa.

¢ Whin said 20? ” replied the missionary, turning on him almost
flercely.

** [ beg your pardon. I thonght that you would have it ao.
Shis man was not a Christian, you koow. "

Steero straightened himself up, aund looked at Tremain. ‘Their
oyes met, and something passed from eye to nye, and from 20ul ta
soul, which could nover be put into words. Then Steera said :—

‘S Andother sheep I have wohick are not of this fuld.” Me. Tremiin.
that wassaid before tho world had ever heard the namoof ' Caristian.’

‘T'comain did not answer at once. Thero was an unwonted light
1n his eycs.

*- I will sce you again,” he aaid, then, as he turncd and atrode
from tho room.

Ho went out into the night, and down thehill, where tho patches
of early moonlight were liko tho flgures of men, walking *

. And he, like old Sumol, had beguan his life anew. —The Christian
Leader,
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