Tt made all the difference, didu’t 1tf

What a sermon from a wee maiden in

Ching, for all of ns! <That Telugu in

India for whom you give and work—is
he your burden, or your brotherf Do
you bear him on your heart in-love and
prayer as your brother? ' Those Chris-
tians over there—seattered in hundreds
of towns and villages whom  God
through your prayers and gifts and men
and women working there has led out
into freedom and & new life—they are
so unlearned in the Way, do you pray
faithfully for them?. Did you think for
one moment that when they were con-
verted and baptized your responsibility
was over?  Why, their fight is only then
beguii-—not finished. And sgainst what
odds! Think of your own warfare, how
hard it is for you to be Christlike with
all your Christisn auntecedents, training,
surroundings—your books, your home
life, your. church life, your companions,
above all ‘your open Bible. Ak how
little you know, after all, about fighting
the good fight, as they know itl  For
they live where Satan’s seat is. Amidst
squalid -surroundings, in terrible prox-
imity to all that is down-dragging, with
an untold heritage of ignorance and sin-
ful living from their forefathers; above
all, with the Bible a closed book to a
great majority of them because of their
illiteracy—how = are our people over
fhere to fight the good fight and, 48 Paul
says, ‘‘having done all, to stand,’”” if
we, who are, under God, responsible for
their new }ife, do not continually stand
by them in prayer? And not only must
they stand, but they must go forth to
econquer India for Christ. Out of those

dingy, forbidding-looking villages where

are the congregations of *‘those that are
being saved’’ must come, what’s more,

hase i are to s¢ 0 ristian-
jze India. Ab, if you knew the fiérce
temptations that assail them, hourly
from without and within, 0
never forget them for a day. They are
out ho~e for India. ' Oh, pray for them.

_neighbor as thyself, ye do well. '

you eould.
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“¢8tir me, ob! str me, Lord, till prayeris
Till prl:?:t: is k;—-tm prayer turns to
Stis me, till hesrt and will and mind-~
Ts whoyu?'i?uné, to vse through all the *

days
Stir, 4ill T learn to pray ‘Excesdingly.’
Stir, till [ Tearn to wait expectantly,’’

LETTER FROM MRS. GORDON-
Dear LINK Readers: :

You will all be interested, perhaps, in
knowing how this great needy land ‘of
India-appealed to me on first arriving.
We landed in Colombo the Sth Decem-
ber, T was glad that all sea-journeying
was over, although it was very pleasant
all the way—but one can have too mueh -
of a good thing. % et

A few. hours were spent in. Colombo,
visting  many beautiful = sights, the
strangest event being & ride in'a rick-
shaw=# big baby earriage puiled slong
by a native, running as far as we want-
6d to go, with the perspiration pouring
from his body. The following ‘morning
we arrived in Tuticorin, Our train was
waiting for us; how strange it seemed!
The earriages are nothing like our Cans-
dian carrisgos—the corridors are just
mymmhwpﬂwuapmnto 188
along, snd then by the time we had all
neeessary baggage in the ‘compartment
there was rooin enoigh ¢ just for two."’
How curions the natives were!  And
what impressed me more than anything
was that theré were s0 muny beggars.
and though some appeared nearly stary-
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we sutd—aH
have gathered sronnd. We were 800 on
our way to Madras, where. w
for Waltair. We; both felt

fed us at Waltair; in
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