T

sptist_Foreign Misston Socletles of Canada.

Vot. KU1, No. 6,] ** The Gentlles shill come fo Tliy light, and kings to the brightness of Thy rising.” —Is. &8 3. (Iax., 180,

TGANADA.  .In the intepests of .the B

i ‘ ', cowNwT

[ T T O St ST . . T
rishing. .

SR i DF B Brainere.

DI ™
¥ow aro wg r':b Socm& ;Vldunke )
L'l,v‘l:md Giving for m& .......

e

N

-Misa Baskervillegpassed her final examinstion in Telugn
early last sumincr, but unfortountely the fact was not men-
tlonod In the Lmnx, aa was that of Miss Stovel and Mias
Simpson. " We reget the oversight, as Miss Baskerville has
“been remarkably ze ful both in y oud accent.

Marps of our Teluga missions %my be -had by semding to
Baptist Book Room, 9 Richmond 8t. West, Toronto ; maps
mounted on cloth, varnidhed, with neat rollers, $1.00, un.
mounted, 25¢.

Zexana -Workers.—Me. E, Poole, P, 0. Drower 70, St.
Catharines, bis & number of photographa of our first zonana
workers for sale. The group comprises: Mias Frith, Miss

‘olsom;~ Mrs, DeBeaux, Misses Gibson and Lottie Gibson,

" Rachel and Yriscilla Beggs, and Ellen the Bible woman:
Price 35¢. each, or $3.50 a dozen.

_Ouis alsters of Qntario ars reminded that beaides the ex
tra.work ‘Which we havo taken for this year, in connection
with Samulootta Sominary, eto,, wo are still hoping to securo
n medical lndy, aud when she comes to us wo must be ready
th'éend’ het\

Giving,—A pister writea: I saw in the Link that we

. must dény ourselvea in order to give. I donied myself a

“trip to Sawia, and send yon the mohoy. My husband be-

longs to the Salvation Army and I don't see much money.
Still-I belong to the Circle and take the Link.

- . LOOK AT YoUB Labzy, and if it bears any date previous to
Dec. 1800, -please either hand your subscription to the agent
(you can help her in her arduous task by not waiting for
her to eall), or sénd it direct to the editor. 1f any mistakes
have been fMade in your nams or addiress, or in not crediting
subacription sent, pleass inform us, as this is the only means
wo have of detecting mistakes, .

GRrEETINGS to all of our readers.. A happy New Year to
you, nad-may it be to exch a year of great usefulness in the

* morvice of tho Master. We.wish to thank our friends for the
many kind words of appreclation that have come to us during

of -chiger and

~ = tho pait jear. , They have heen to uga sonrce:o
.,..cocouragement. * They ahow also, that man)

+ore spprociative stadinta of misions,
hank thiose servants In the cause of
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of whom we hear solittle at our mneotings; they do not figure
in the reports, they are the quiet, patient agents for the Ling.
We beliove that there are no officers connected with the
Sooiety, who have it in thoir power to accomplish more for
the cause, than thbes who have to do with spreading mission.
ary information. No one, more than the egitor, knows how
to appreciate ap sgent who is prompt, painstaking and ener-

otio. Wo frequently notice in looking over our list, a great

isproportion iu the length of liste for djfforent post olgrcea.
Some ohurches that are not by any means the largest or
strongest, havo Jong lists, and some that are quite small have
mach longer lists than some large ohurches. ~ Will nob all of

the agentes in churches where fow Links are taken with
the begumlng of this yoar, to get o number of new sghsarib.
era} There are some.Circles in which no agent been

appointed. This is a great mistake, an agent being “alniost
a8 necessary an officer as a prosldent.  Will not somo of onr
readers, who belong to Ciroles where no agent has bgen ap-
rointod, volunteer to take up this work !  There is no way
n which you can add more to the lifs and interest of your
Circle. e will aid all we can, by woy of sending
sample copies or a liat of tho present subscribers,
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The Cry of the Perishing.

W die, we die, for whom One died in anguish ;
Yet thousands, called His children, sit at easo

In palsce-homes, unhooding that we languish .
n hopoless night beyond their broad, blue seas.

They know the way to us, they breast our waters,
T{ay olimb our mountains, and o’ersweep our plains,
Know ali earth's pathways—they, theirsonsand daughters,

But leave us still in anguish and in chains !

We ask not gold—'tis bread for which we're crying--
The Bread of Life, for whiok we toil in vain,
In dire solf-sacrifice, in pangs; in dying,
In horrld offiés. and 1n hopeless pain.
They know the rest of faith in its comploteness,-—
They stand on heights toward which wo vainly yearn,—
They drink from founts of unimagined aweetness,—
And we—woe die, and to the dead return !

0 death—oh death !~—were't but the body's dying,
Ita direst pangs—we'd face them undismayed ;
But, oh, this endless, hogeleea, weary cryin,
For light on the beyond, for some sure ai
To bridge the awful gulf that séemeth ever
.. To.yawn before us in the unpierced gloom,—
show us in that dim,. unkmown forever, :
'¢r-us.and ours, gome resting place, somo room. -




