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IlLight to your eyes, Isa. We trust you wÎ11 find thern well."
"Thank you, and God hless you," he replied, as 1 slipped a coin into, his

Itand, "for the littie one, Isa." And away he went, the happiest 'mant in
Diarbekir.

A few (lays later 1 ran ran across Isa in the streets.
'I want to see the doctor," he said. "You are staying with the Amei-

can doctor, are you flotý «""Yes, Isa. Corne arouind to-rnorrow mrniing. The doctor sees poor
patients in the rnorning. WVho is sick ?"

"My littie child is very sick. He has fever. 1, fear he rnay die."
'el arn very sorry, Nsa. I hope the doctor can do, hirn good. And how

is your wife ?"
'She is dead, effendi. She died on the roac."-L. P. Chambers ('04).
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