nearer, the older missionary relaxed
the muscles around her lips just long
enough to tighten them more firmly.
The younger woman wondered dimly
what emotion this rell.ﬂn‘ and tighten-
'8 m !

THE CANADIAN Mluxo;uuur Ling

121

‘‘1t was almost dark when the young
traveler, coming out upon the Mission
steps, discovered her companion of the
day in the road before the door talking
with a group of travelers that had late-

ing of her
might mean. e felt the keen little
eyes cutting their way through her for
& quizzieal eecond before thoﬂturned
again to the mative group. en she
saw the older missionary clamber from
ber mule, take her rain umbrelia and
place it over the young Turkish wo-
man, who lay on her glmkot beside
the mule, moaning and in great agony.
‘'She heard a few words spoken in
the language she must yet learn, The
missionary and one of the men seemed
in animated conversation, and the man
wore a black frown and shook his head.

The elder Turkish woman showed .

sinster eyes above her dirty veil as
she eyed the tall missionary above her,
the guard-police, the silent girl who
watched.

‘* ‘What was the matter?’ asked the
-young missionary when travel was
again resumed, ‘Did she faint, or was
ehe sunstruck?’

‘4 ‘Bhe expected to be @ mother,” the
other answered dryly.

‘‘ ‘But why didn’t they stay at home
then?  What could induee any one to
make éuch a trip at such a time?’

‘“‘The man of the house decided
upon the journey, I believe,” said the
tall missionary without a trace of pas-
sion—he and the mother-in-law. And

ly entered town. It ha
family they had foun
the desert,

ned to be the
in the heat of

‘“The two men stood at the mule’s . 7

head. Upon the mule sat the elder of
the women. The younger, who had
lain in such agony a few hours before,
now walked at the mule’s side, and a
tiny bundle was at her breast.

¢ Where is the umbrellat’
‘the tall missionary.

‘‘‘Alss,” eaid ome of the men, ‘the
guard-police, he took it when he yet
returned.’ v

‘4 Took it¥’ o~

‘“‘Yes,” answered the woman from
the mule. ‘Your guard-police met us
on the way but two hours since. he
said the lady teacher repented of giv-
ing her rain umbrella unto pigs. He
carried it away with him, and we—what
could we dof’

‘‘ ‘What does she say?’ asked the
young missionary.

‘* “But this woman at your side, she
is sick!’ the elder missionary eontinu-
ed. *You must not let her walk, She
must ride the mule.’

i Rhet’

‘‘The sinister eyes glanced at the

issi n a t and then
ly down at the bowed head

asked

it was convenient that the entire family
should go, Allah willing.” _

‘“All in a flash the girl understood
why the older woman’s mouth muscles
i med when her eyes kept eold.
Oh, the horror of a land of senseless
ereeds, a land where human life was
dross! x

‘‘The young missionary knew, all of °

& sudden, that she, t00,was to see
and m: 4 and aq.ﬂ elose in t
her; that any but her SBaviour
should be powerless fo avert or ‘help.
‘4 ¢Oh, dreadful! Is it mot most pit-
eous, the sight of woman sick?’ asked
holmnl'-poﬂu with ‘an  unsavory
smile, X

““The taller woman did not answer;

the other could not. ?
‘‘Many a mile sthey ‘rode.  Toward
eir ended.  The

beside her.

‘“*“Bah! did she not hinder us four
hours upon our travel? And is not her
firstborn & girl? Besides—the mule—
it is mine!’

‘‘‘What does she eay?’ the young
missionary begged again as the liftle -
company started forwand. But the
older tedcher stared down the street
unheeding as her eyés followed the .
pitiful siek figure dragging itself along-
side the mule.”’ -

When the voice of - the storyteller
ceased, stillness settled down upon the
little grou
matron ne e
:g the bride had ‘forgotten ‘the pink

oa.

The missionary looked from the eyes
of the two eold worldings into those
““lw L - ;‘ﬂ!"‘?-h sad,”” shi
“AT ol it - woul ’ she
said, *‘but ’l:“h all of 4t trde.*—Mig-
sion Mdﬁ;*‘ % : AR )




