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THE CRY OF THE WOMEN'

sb tisa bsading of a comment hy Elizabeth Bialand in
D., Nrf) Ameticon Rarieie, for June, 189)4, vbich upaus

i h the following remarkabla sentence :-' In the namne
r co,îmon sense-demande the bessîldereal routier of lise
-1 1 of traent bocks writtan hy thse gantier sex-ahat la

,, natter witb the womneîî ? Thoir toicca are ail bitter
,,tiunsatiafiad longing, yet ona cuit distinguîsb nu

'fuiite damand. Wisat do tisey saab 7 M'bat lîros-okes
-ioutcrias as 'The Heavanly 'la''îs 'i{ yllotaa,'
\Superlluoue W,îman,' 'A Yellow Aster,' 'The

\\."titan visaDarea,' and tieir like i They area llatormy
'îith revoIt, against-inhet Y" The writer tisan telle us
i lii,î " literiature ba ies birtis in the curreut thougis end

'daof a people," and declares that thea greadinasa saitis
'loch thoe book& are saizad upon hy the feminine tead-
,ý public proves that they express thea mental condition

f ha vuman of wo-day. Cartainly thera la a dresdful
r3., aud thse fatis of etate look aghast. and literary

î.;îî aicriishle and acrihhla, and close such s entenuce with
hui question, " Whoe wilI it aIl end ? "

liut the faminine raading public la divîdeal inwo two
aacas, e clas sabici reada tise hoka rafarrd w, aud a

lita vbicis dose oot ;therafore, in alîtîv the meantal con-
lîîîîii of but a part of our resding wonlaî Mcauvhile

liur woman have no tiuss we quarrai witb tise prescrit
irtlition of thinga, no trna wo rend '- The Haenly

1 'wîua,' aud "A ÀVallosa Asiter." For tise world is
""la.<Id witboka that tmsllof bright sud beautifni tisinga,
cao of sorrotsfîl conditiosns wehacsnîeliorated. Tise
-'et eauras of healthful nmunic deaden the bitter oui-

-,es of the day ;nature and art are saorkiisg baud in
iiiw to maka our heautiful carlh a restored Eden;

'l-oudpure nindad, God'isonuring writers iu
rst' and lu vens, of both the past and the present.,
, r' ' Whsek tise lie into the t-aath of the malcouteuta;
iî;.;y homes ara made ;mure girls ara homn te follosa
hei tuotatae of happy motisers ; eod la su kind sa ever;
!:,tn ta kirîder tisan anar, and tise world la being brougist

('briat hy tise Christian woman of te-day
thb ' woaa of popular litarature, bush yuur clarnor

,w] turo we Christ Thât la wbat you vaut. You are
i i misunderatoual yon are not dossî-trodden ; but
iui are witisout hope, hesause you are witbout Ood lu tise
"rld. Wbau Olod sud gond vorks corna loto a womausa

t,<t"a, hitteu gues ont ; andl aise vo leaves tise direct-
îiig if ber life te His viso notetb e-sen the sarrow's
41ll, wil bas-e no nsed of tise assistance of any woulal-he
i'ituciptos. Emaucipation frott visat 7 tlod'a plan in
'ci-fart ;aveu the vues of maternity ara drovssad in the
'-i-au of a mothar'a love andl joy. I woulal rather be a
'hitisu woman, witb a vonian'a joysand sorrowa, vith

yoman' a ppurtunitiest, possibilitisa atnd reaponsibili-

.Opp.tresuasi. .e .. e.Oaats, sasOee.18.

ties, vitlt a wouîan'a sympathies, and witb a woman'a
honnir, tissu ho the mightiost and best man in thse whole
world.

But tisere ia the Mr of the wornen sahict mîuet ba

haeded, a kaon, piercing. bitter cry ;a cry and a cal;
and tho rail cones tu you and tu me tu.day, " Corne-

ovar and iselp us. We are liat, la. lost for tijua antd for

eterrsity. There ie tio liglit iii our life gladîtesa and

hope are unknown tu us. Degradation, toi
1
, unrelieved

suffering, unhallowed haressamnîst, a lovieless lite and a

isopsiess deatis are ours. (uîrlhî,od in A diegrace, wife-

hoo.d is slavery, ntotherhood je uuiitgated aorrow and
bitternsas the pest in a regret, the presant sn e pang,
the future it darkneas and drcad, Cuire and bellp us,
and corne tu day.'

'I'iat ln the avful cry that in borne W un by every hrrnze
tisat blovs ;that strikes ta, the heart un we ait in our

isomesa hour after hour with the pace of fancy work tisat
la ti, brightan our already at tracîiv parlora ; as ws draw
our chairs closer to the lire iii the coul of the Octohar
evening and hum, I,îw tu ourselves, '' Love'r ()Id Swcet
Sotng " ;as we greet it the mnarket-placea our friende
laden wlth the ricb gifle of God ;at morning, at îîoon,
and ait night cornes the cry. .bust nov as wu ait in thase

seute, soeure and happy, s-îth our heurts aIl but hurstingý
with love snd gratjtude, juet îîow coines the cry, " Corne

over snd help us. " %Vbo dure teui a deaf car 7 Dare
you 'I Dure you I lly tise îlood tha. flord for aur dark
Indiasi aiatera, i entreat you lu arnaken to a conscîons-

nasa of your responaîbilîty in tii ilatter. The year are
îaasg assittly as clouda of sunitrr. 1 aee isefore me

those whoee hanîde 1 claispaîl îî the old achool days, ini

the early Muytime of lita, and aex wa mnsure, tise tinme

hy its joys and sorrowa, wa loac Ilî count of yeura. But
abat hava wa done sînce wr lises tt 7 ( ' fora R mllion

lîves to ha lîved ail for lodîs Will not arme one in

titis hour register a isily vow of conaacratîcn wo hsnighted
India ? Lires are ready w be coneecrated, to he sacrl-

ficad if nesary, but 'riere 's thse goltt tas huild tise
altari O my aisters, what do you meurt 7 How are you
going W look-into the face of the l'foly Oua aîîd eay,
-Lord, 1 did my hast," whila upoît your redaauîed soul

lies the seeight of a bast Indien hiater, aud, perisapii, of a
hig bank accountî May Gud hall) îîe ail, thut nu dread-
ful charge bce laid te un whon the end cornes.

But vae are met to-night te) say farassaîl to two of ur
nunîbar whions God isas isonored, and wnu fissd sacrifice

swest for Jesus. One, indacd, la douisly honoreal.

A fter à long day of tail, she has been permîttel wu enjoy
the rest of horne and the companîonaship of loved unes,
and now thse vise and loving Fathar, as if lu approval of
her devotion and Loil, la sanding ber back wo the srork,
whioh Ha ses aise only can do. Ia this not double
isonor 1 It is bots choice sud sommendation ;it is a.
saille of approvasl, a Lina of ligist fshad from thea Throna,


