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MISSION FIELD.

My Friends the Missionaries.
(From the Home of the Bible.)
BY MARIO. ~ARLAND. .

My oppesite neighbor at table upon the voyage from Now York
to Seuthampton 1 the autumn of 1893 wus a young woman sbout
twenty-fivo years of age, whom I silently decided by tho closing of
the second day out, to be among the most interovting of my fellow-
passengers, In featuro sho was plensing, oven pretty, but hat
charin lny in a certain refinemont ot spoech and manuer, combined
with quick 1ntelligenco and senaibility of expression. She wura
lady in grain, aod io education and conversatiop, so far abavo the
average of her sex, that when tha crucial twenty-four hours of
*¢ slight uupleasantucas™ 2o both of us were huppily over, 1 made
opportunity to cultivato our acquamntanceship.

We were alceady good friends when vn the fourth night of cur
voyngo—which chanced to be Sunday wmeht--wo were pacing the
moonlightod deck togerher, and the talk took a personal turn.
The initiativestep wus my statement that I wasbound for Palestine,
the Promised Laud of iy lite-long dreams, never botore visited by
mo in budy andn truth. My companion hetened, and when X
proposed jesungly that she should join me in Jerusalem, swited
brightly.

“ In other circumstances, nochiog Woula givs me more pleasure,
but 1 too, am goire to & Promised Laud, My destination ia
Rangoon.”

*t Are you going along?” ** Alone so far as humao co npanicn-
shipis conceraed. The fricods with whom Iwas to havas: ded left
America a weck ago, I was detained Uy a ahort but sevore illness.”

This was the prefuce to the atory I drew from her. From
childhood ahe had known that sho was ‘‘appoin.cd” asahe phrased
1t, to the Master’s service in foreign lunds.  With tho natural
shrinkingof youth from privation and toil, sho had tried to got
away from the coaviction in varicus ways. At twenty-three she
was impslled to reveal to her motlier the struggle going on between
conscicnee and expediency, and liow she could not escape from rhe
persuasion that the Divino will urged her to consecrate hersetf to
the life of & forcign misslonary. The mother’s reply set the seal
upon her purpose.

 Were I fiitcen years younger I would go with you, As itis,
let me fulfill my part of the mission by giving you up cheerfully.”

From that momeunt, tho deep peace that entered tho daughter’s
soul had never known a cloud, a ¢lenr-headed, resolute woman, she
knew what sho bad undertaken. In putting her hand to tho plough
sho had grasped it, not hasuly, but with staying power in the hold.
In our lung aud earncst talks upon the subject, I appreciated for
the firat time what coustitutes **a call to themission tieln.” Sinco
then I have thought and spoken of it with reverence, assomething
with which a stranger to such depths of spiritual confhet and such
heights of epiritual enligzhtenment as hera may not intermeddie.

My last glimpse of her wasat thoe Waterloo Station, London.
Wo had said *good-bys,” she caught sighr ol e, stepped to the
open door of my carriage, the clectric light showed the ineffabl
white peace of the smile with which ahe kissed her hand to me
silently, and miade a slight but eloquent upward motion. Then
the crowd and the London night swallowed her up, and [ saw her
face nc aore.

Tho thought of her had much to do with the resolution that
wmoved me & month later to scek an intervisw with a party of
missionaries, who, I heard. were voyaging with me upon a P. and
O. steamship bound to India via Port Said. Tho information came
to mo through thoe lips of one of tho ship's officers who was my
vis-a-visut table.  ** A jolly pame of cards had been disturbed the
night bofore by tho psalm smging of a pack of missionarics in tho
second cabin” ho growled, **if thoy had suurz something jolly
don'c you know, the card party would not have minded it so much
although there was such a lot of them that they mako a beastly
racket, bpt hymn tunes have a way  of making a fellow low in his
mind, don’t yoon know ?*

1 had nover heard until then of inissionarics assccond cabin
voyagers, and tho impression wasdisagracable. Itis still, although
I havo learned how common it is for the Board at home (moved

presumable by the churches at home) to ecconomizo in this way,
espccially when the voyago is long. My rcadors may not sympx-
thizo with tho indignation that flushed up to my forchoad at tho
coupling of tho wor & ** missicaarics” and **second cabin.” It
may be that the failare to fall in with my temper arisea from
ignoranco of the conditions .f a six wecks voyagoe accond.clats, ina
P. and 0. steamship. Tho first cabin passage was incouvonient
to discomlort to one used to Atlaatic floatiog palaces. The liven
was dingy and musty ; tho food badly cooked and ceaeleasly served;
tho general debility of the milk and the sustzined strength of the

butter were matters of popular complaint, nothiug wasup to the
primo standard of quality ezcept prices. \ssoonusbreakfust was
over I botook mysclf to the end of the ship whero was located tho
socund-cabin, and passivg through tho pate, asked u ruddy youny
Euglishman if 1 might have speech with my friends the missiou-
aries, 1lowasono of them he said pleasantly, and he hud the whole
band about me in u fow minutes, sixteen of them, all from Great
Britain, four Wesleyans, four Baptists, four frem the Church of
England, and four Congregutionalists. My exclanation at the
equal allotment of each denomination ruised & laugh, sud wowe.e
no longor strungers. In breeding aud education the women wero
the superiors of thoss who lounged in sea chairs under tho double
awning amidships, and murmured languidly at thokeat and length
of the voyage.

Tho chcerful contentment of the party was to mc nstonishing.
With onc eccord they overlooked discomforts untii they becamo
glaringly obtrusivo, then laughsd at them. When questioned, ull
pitcbed tho stories of personal experienceinone koy  Of theirown
freo will, and after mutuis deliberation, they had entered upon o
course tkey hoped to continue while life should last, und they
rejoiced and were glad init. Six of thr izteen were veterans in
the foreign ficld ; five wero tho childre. of missionarics who had
been educated in England and wers fing to carry on the work
begun by their parents.

The peace that passed worldly understanding was not the
soronity of ignorance.  They knew what thoy were undertaking

A young man-—a first-catua passengec—who had heard with
wmingled wounder and cyniciam tne roport of my visits to the
¢¢ psalm singers” one day asked to accompavy e, Being o geatle
wman he qaickly afliliated with the missionaries and made tho
most of our call. It wus evening, and after bidding them *“good
mght " wo watked the decd. for a white, he glaucing ut cach turn,
at tho group seated in the moontight withia the cabin doors Ry
and by ko gave without prelude bis solution of the mystery of the
happiness of such prople iu such circamstaucer.  * They must
love Him " reverently raising his cap ‘¢ vory much.”

In aix words he had furnished the key to conduct that batiles
tho adepts in sccular policy. It is a key that adjusta itselt to
cvory combination,

Through :he silenco succeediog the uuczpected remark I seemed
to hear in the rush of the south ziud that blew 2oftly aud the
wasn of the Maditerrancan waves, like tho rhythem of a Gregorian
chant :—** For I am persoadcd that neither death, nor life, nor
angels, nor priacipalitics, nor powers, nor things present, nor things
to come, nor height nor depth, nor any other creatore skall be
ablo to separate us from the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus
our Lord.”

In Barat, Syria, 1 counted my fricnds tho missionaries by the
acore.  Jr. Post, the head of the medical department of the
Protestant College, which is, to all intents and parpases, a aniver-
sity, wasnur fcllow passenser from Purt Said, via Jatla, ana the
tirst haud clusp I had atter wo anchored in the Beirat offing, was
from De. Bliss, the Prendent.  For ten days and more I was
hourly association with tne noble body of profcssors and tutors,

1ko, with their familics make up vne of the most charming social

rcles 1t was ever my privilege to cuter,  During onc of the call

nth whicth De. Bhss honored my, iie said with the air ot a man
who cclebrates a bappy anniversary .—** Thirty seven years ago 1
left my native land for this place and work.” * Have you never
rearetted it?”  **Regretted it!  In looking Lack te day, my regeet
is that I have not in the courac of nature, thirty seven years mor
10 devote to the same cause.”

* WWe are somotunes spoken of as the gilt edged mission,” he
continued, but there are black edges to ceitamn leaves of our

history.”
This introduced a deeply interesting abstract of the carly

straggles of tho mission baud—then n feeble folk —against half.
hicarted backers at home, and the apathy of tho native poputation.
1 had from an eye witness the particulars of tho Massacro of
<Christians by the Druscsin 1562, How overy uative Christian man
and boy in the acttlemnents near Beirut was killel, and tho women
and girls were brought down irom the ruins of their homes to fiil
the mission house and be fed, nursed, and clothed by tho mission
arios and their wives. Of an slarm of petil thatled to tho flicke
by night under cover of tho cactus hedges lining a lano that ran
down to tho picr, whero.lay a boat ready e con “cy the hunted
Amcrican Christians to an English man-of-war. Babics were
anatched from their beds, anid boroe off by their pareats, overy.
thing clso of value being left for the pillagers. Of Mra. Bliss's
aigh, as she aped along in the midnight at her busbands side, *1f
‘wo could only escape to the mouutaius ! and his reply, *God is
our relage and steeogth, my dear. Look at the mountains, the
Lobavon range, that at sunset had beon as the Garden of the
Jord in terraced laxuriance of vioe and olive and fig troe, now



