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suid, «“ Had I desived to become a Moham-
medan, I would not have raised those
sereams for help; Twould not haveexposed
all my relatives and friends to slaughter.””’
The venemble Dr. Pevking says, ¢ There
were thrilling incidents enough crowded
into the experience of this poor Nestorian
maiden, Nargis, in the five days of her
detention in the hands of the crucl Moham-
medans (during which she hardly dared to
sleep) to fill a volume of romantic interest.
Throughout the whole, though she is not
morc than (ifteen or sixteen years of age,
she demeaned herself with wonderful con-
rage and self-possession.  On the last morn-
ing of her detention, at the sccond solean
conclave of the Mollahs at the Prince’s
palace, when the “chicf one called for ten
persons to take onth that she had been
marricd to a Mohammedan, she holdly step-
ped forward, took the hem of his garment,
and said, ‘“What kind of a religion is this
of yours, that you are trying to compel me
to confess it? Do you lic in this manuer,
and teach your people to lie? I will never
hecome a Mohammedan, if you cut me to
picces!”  They were all mute, as though
thunderstruck.  Lhe old Mollah soon rose
and left in a rage, and in his haste he
stumbled and sprawled on the steps, and
his huge turban fell to the ground—a fit
cmblem of his being so entircly vanquished
*by that modest but truthful yomng Nes-
torian girl. In the cvening of that day
Nuargis climbed over a high wall upon a
grape-vine from the court where she was
coufined, and fled to our mission premiscs,
where she is now sceure.” :

Not Ashamed of Christ.

Being on n visit to London, I foundmyself
one day in one of its suburbs, seated in a
railway carrage beside two young officers,
one of whom I abserved whs reading o
French New Testament.  The civenmstance
interested me, and X observed him atten-
tively. e oftered his book to his compan-
ion; but the latter returned it with the re-
mark, that there were about seventy books
at his quarters, but he did not care for rea-
ding. After a little X took out my note-
book, wrote on a leaf of it,  Haveyou en-
%istcd under thebanner of the Cross? - Jesus

5 the Captain of salvation , >and laid it on-

his book. Assoon as he had read it a bright
look kindled in his cye, and with joyful
alacrity he took ot his peneil, wrote ‘I
have,’ and rcturned it.  The bond of Chris-
tian brotherhood was communicated like an
clectric flash, and my heart was filled with
joy to find a soldier not mercly fighting un-
der the banner of an carthly monarch, but
fearlessly acknowledging himself to he a
follower of the Lamb.  Itook out my note-

book again, and wrote two lines whichI
lately heard—
¢ We'll march along the heavenly street,
And ground our arms at Jesus fect.!

¢ Be thou faithiul wnto death.!

T asked him to show me his book, marked
out the Christian’s armour in Ephesians,
put the slip of paper into and returned it.
He put it into his pockct.  When the train
stopped he was the first to leave the car-
riage; but he turned when he veached the
platform and gave me a soldier’s bow, then
walked off and was lost among the crowd.
And as I threaded my way amid the dense
multitude, I thonght, ¢ How soon will all
this busy crowd have passed into oblivion,
but that soul will sparkle throughout eter-
nity in the Saviow’s crown” And I
thought of the deep joy which the Gospel’s
trinmph gives, and how every other pleasure
fildes into nothing hefore the elevating joys
of religion.  And when all these things shall
have passed away I may meet that fellow-
soldier, and it may be reeall the circum-
stance of the railway carriage.

Iow permanent and pure the joy
‘That fellowship in faith imparls,

When with a quick clectric speed

A brother’s eye and face you read,
And find him one in heart !

A fearless soldier of the Cross,

‘Who boldly owns his Master’s name 3
Who takes delight to read His word,
A*ﬂugh Tie bears his country’ssword,

et follows Calvary's Lamb.

A rarer gem than monarchs wear

Thus sparkles in the world's gay fair 5
But when the setting day shall come,
It shall be gathered safely home,

And shine in glory there.

ﬁearwith Them.

There is a great deal to do in the Sunday-
school ; there is almostas mueh tobear. Xt
is a good place to test one’s patience and
faith and love—perhaps especially patience.
For, indeed, in the tempers and heliaviour of
the children, the teacher finds plenty tobear
with,  They, with their vestless lhmbs aud
noisy tongues, little know how much their
friend at the head of the class kas to put
up with.

Yet, bear with them, teacher.  They will
repay you for all hereafter.  Ifnot, youare
working for a Master who isnota hard task-
master, but a loving, interested Iriend—
And the children, when they grow up in the
Jong years to come, will give the faithful
teacher loving, grateful thoughts, which, if
he could know them, would he priceless trea-
sures.

Bear with them. It shall not be in vain,



