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A CHRISTIAN MARTYR AT DELHI.
Evsny anc of our renders mnust, durhîg the last year, have
licard of Deii, ini India, and of the niany barbarities which
the cruel Sepoys comrnitted there. You kîîow that they put
to death nlot only many of thc soldiers and their oflicers who
werc there, to keep them. in order, but also sorne of the mis-
sionaries, both Englislh and native. Among tho first wvho
suttcred death for the sake of Jesus was a native Christian
teacher, nasncd Walayat Ai. Ilo was connectcd with the
Baptist Mission. Ris own poor wife saw hirn eut down with
a sword, and fali and die; she told the whole story to a mis-
sionary, who translated il. into Englisih, and sent it home for
the use of the youuig people bclonging to the Baptist Mission.
We are indebr.ed ta Thie Juvenile Mlissianary Hcrald for thc
following portions af it, -which you cannot fail to rcad wif h
very deop intercst.

IlOn Monday, Uic 11f i of May, about nine o'clock in tho
morning, rny husband was preparing to go ont to preach,
when a native preacher, named Thakur, of the Churcx Mission,

jcame in, and r.old ns that ail the gates of the cîty bad been
closed, that the Sepoys had mutinied, and that the ?doham-
medanEt of the city were going about robbing and killing
every Christian. He pressed bard on nxy husbaûd to escape
at once, if possible, cIsc we should ail le killed. My husbaad
said7 'No, no, brother, the Lord's work cannot be stopped by
any on%ý.' In tlie manwhile fiftylhorsemen were scen coming,
sword in hand, and setti ng ire ta Uic hanses around. Thakur
said, 'Hilere r.hey are corne 1 nomw ihat will you do ? rua 1
mun 1-I will, and yau had better corne.' My husband said,
TIhis is no tirne ta fiee, except ta God in prayer.' Poor

Thakur ran, was seen by the horsemen, and kilI cd. My
husband called ns all ta prayer, -whcn, as far as 1 recoilct,
lie Paid --

IlO Lord, mxany of Thy people have been slain befare this
by the sward, and burned ia the fire, for Thy namne's sake.
Thou didst give thern hielp t o lid flast in thc faith. No'w,
O Lord, ve have failen inta the fiery trial. Lord, niay it
please Tîc ta help ns ta suifer with flrmness. Let us nlot
fail nor faint ia heart under tl*.i sore temptatian.

Il 'Even ta the death, oh1 b el p us ta confcss, and not ta
deny Thce, aur dear Lord. Oh, help us ta hear this cross,
that we may, if we die, obtain a crawn af glary."1

"lAite-r we lad. prayers, my husband kissed us ail, and
said:


