THE CANADIAN MISSIONARY LINK

FROM MISS LOCKHART

Vuyyuru, Nov. 27, 1921,

Dear “Link,” ‘Boys and Girls,—
“There was once a young woman
Who lived in a bungalow,

She had so many children

She didn't know where to go.

.Sle zave them some candy, some books

and some bags,

They all salaamed nicely, and went home
in their rags.”

Diu you ever hear of such a large fam-

ily ©

Can you guess how many children have
to have some kind of treat in Sunday
School and school? Well, after you have
tried to guess, and after you have read
this letter through, “something about me,
and something about you,” I shall tell
you.

One hundred and twenty children live
on our compound and go to school every
day, Fifty nine come in from outside to
learn all sorts of things, long division,
fractions, deeimals, geography,—oh! such
hard, hard, lessons our teachers give!
Did you ever hear anything like that in
Canada?

Then we have seventy little girls in
our caste girls’ N
fifteen came to the bungalow with me
when I came in from my weekly visit to
their school. Two of them had brought
in twenty five Sunday School ecards
and proudly carried home a big picture
roll picture,

But oh! you boys ahd girls should see
the Sunday Sehool boys and girls out in
the villages at our rallies. It is a big-

no Bible. Think of
body can read
And candy!
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happen to like candy? It you do, you
may guess a little how eagerly those
children watch to see “if the Missammag-
aru. brought that candy basket.” But
does candy grow on trees? Oh, no! Ana
wait until you find out how many child-
ren this young woman—who will soon be
a very old one if you do not help her—
well, how many she has to give eandy to.

And then, in March, we have a grand
rally of the Sunday School children in
villages near Vuyyuru who have been
taught every Sunday by our boarding
school children—eleven groups of them.
These are all Hindu chiidren, Perhaps
Hindu children do not like candy as well
as Christians, but I have never noticed
any difference.

Do you know what “link-boys” are?
Well, I have just now thought of it. They
carry lights for people in " great cities,
such as London, when the fogs are so
thick that nobody can see where to go.
Now, did I not start my letter “Dear
Link-boys and girls ?” Oh, thank you
all very much for carrying and sending
lights to all these boys and gi~ls stumb-
ling and falling and dying in the great,
great dark of India.

Here are some “lights.” Money for
Telugu Bibles and Testaments; quilts,
(oh, Link, you are keeping many people
warm by your kindness in answering my
request); bags, bags, bags, (not silk);
scrap-books; blotters; S, S. cards and gay
post cards (noturdawithjustbuﬂdlng:
unless you really have no bright colored
ones); dolls; rubber balls (do you like
them ?); and please, please, send me hun-
dreds of 1922 calendats, just the big -ad-
vertisement kind, so that everyone may
know what date Sunday comes on, and
what date school begins.

Oh, Link-boys and Link-girls, carriers
of light, this much distracted missionary
ofthebungdowhuwglveundymd
prizes and cards to fifteen hundred and
fifty-five boys and girls.

Stneerely,
E. Bessie Lockhart.




