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fron a poor Spanish shoemaker for the precious
Book you brought himi."-G/anings for the
J oung.

1- E Rev. S. Allnutt, of Dellhi, tells the fol-
!owing pathetic story of a poor heathen
seeking to gain salvation by enduring
hardship :-

"As 1 was on i y way hole 1 saw a strange
and moving spectacle. In the distance there
came in sight what seemed a prostrate body in
the middle of the road. On comiing nearer I
found it was the fori of a woman, slowly
crawling along and measuring her length on
the road as she went. 1 drew up as I came
close to lier, and began to question her. She
told me she was a Brahman wonan, the wife
of a man who was about a hundred yards behind
her on the road. She had journeyed in this way
from a far distant village in the N.W.P., and
was on the way toJarvla-Muklii (fire-mouth),
a celebrated place of pilgrinage in the Kangra
district, at the foot of the Hime.layas. Alto-
gether lier pilgrimage could not be less thai
5oo muiles, and that at a rate, she told nie, of
about two miles a day ! I liad often heard of
this nethod of performing a pilgrimage, but as
it vas the first time I liad ever witnessed the
siglt (sucli modes being very rare in these parts)
one could not fail to be very much affected by
it. Poor thing, lier arms and legs, which were
quite bare, were worn liard and leathery by the
constant rubbing along the roads. I asked lier
why she was utndergoing ali this pain and toil.
She replied again and again, clasping lier hands
upwards, ' Usk a darshan ' ('To see Him ).
To gain salvation by so doing ? ' No, only to
see Him.' Oh the pity and pathos of it ! Whîat
a wealth of devotion displayed, and so largely
(though who would dare to say entirely) thrown
away ! Al she would be able to see with lier
outward eves wlien she reached her destination
would be the flame of the ignited gas, whiich
superstition makes people believe to be the
divine exhalation of the god Agni (fire). If
only, one felt, ail that faith and devotion could
but be directed into its right and natural chan-
nel, one could breathe a prayer that some day
it mighit find the object of its aspiration, and
the poor misguided creature be enabled indeed
to see Hini Whîon lier soul did indeed long for.
I don't think anything I have ever witnessed in
the country moved nie so iuclh. The loneliness
of the spot, the bare, duli, iionotonous road
along whiclh the couple were toiling, and that
simple, earnest reiterated cry, 'To see Him,' it
ail conspired to make one long and pray, as I
feel sure it will lead the readers of the story to
long and pray, for the coming of the day when
this gross darkness which hangs like a pall over

the hearts of the deluded people of this land
shall be renoved, and the true liglht shall shine
'in the region and shadow of death.'

"THE STONE WHICH THE BUILDERS
REJECTED."

GREAT cathedral was being built.
The most beautiful marbie, exquis-

itely carved, made its walls. Its
woodwork was like satin, and of
delicate colors. The windows were

like rich paintings, telling the wonderful ;tories
a Christ's life.

The workmen had come from far and near,
the most skilful only having been chosen.

1-or months hammers and chisels rang, till
at last ail but one window was finished. It
was a south window, not large, where ricli
sunlight fell early and late.

" Strange it should have been forgotten,"
said the master workiian. "The bishop comes
to-morrow, and ail should be finislied."

A little, bent man, witlh a slirewd but kindly
face, limped up. Doffing his cap he said :

" Sir, I have made a window for that space
from bits of the other windows. Prav you,
let it go up."

" It is the best we car do," said the master.
" Put it up for to-morrow, man, but after that
it niust come down."

The next day the cliurch was crowded.
just as the old bishop turned to preach the

sermon, the sun burst out. It cme througli
the south window, touching his white hair
with a halo.

Every one turned to look. The stranger's
wviidov was a flashing jewel. Though it was
made of bits, the colors were so blended that
it seemed like one. The sunlight glittered
and broke into a thousand rays.

The bishop knew about the forgotten win-
dow, and the strange way one lad been made.
He had written a stately sermon, but he put it
away, and preached the thought the beautiful
windov gave "The rejected stone being the
lead of the corner."

People who heard it, and saw the window,
never forgot. So shall we feel, littie and big,
when we see that some of our little efforts,
which many thouglt worthless, shall be count-
ed by Jesus worthy of ail recognition.-Selected.

THE American Citizen says that in a recent
missionary report this iteni appears :-" An
eminent Bishop, Dr. E. S. Camachio, for many
years Roman Catholic Bishop of Tamaulipas, lias
recently, from deep Christian convictions, pro-
tested against the idolatry taught and practiced
in the Roman Catholic Church in Mexico, and
lias publicly withdrawn from its communion.


