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1 saw hcr*torn dress and dishevelled hair, for I knew they had flot seized

lier withotit a fight. I tried to rise and stop tbemi but 1 could not. Then

1 tried to shout but I could flot. I was in a frenzy of anger and helplessness.

And as 1 lay I planned revenge, for I kn-ew God woul(l let me live to -revefige

inyseif; and a mnad sort of exultation came over mie. And then 1 thought

of what she must suifer before I could save her. At the thouglit I shuddered,

for I hiac heard their vile stories and their boasts-in the market place-of

tlieir ungodly deeds. And then I swore a solemn vow that if God would

give me back my life, 1 would not rest an iot until I liad visited withi death

the Turk wbo had seized her, a cleath far more cruel than lie liad ever dreamit

of. God bas granted my prayer. Heh'as given me lif e, and I shall keep my

vow."
Tomkom- was pale and trembling with excitement as be finished his tale.

But it had been impossible to stop him and bis eyes fascinated the Missionamy.

The niother sat in the corner, rocking fromn side te, side and moaning. For

a while aIl was still. Tbhe stillness was broken by the Missionary.

"Vengeance is mine, I will repay, saitli fhe-Lord."

"Yes. But we are the instruments to do God's will."

"Tmue. But liow does God mean to repay sin? Will lie visit it with

death? Will he not rath-er forgive and seek to lead tlie sinner back? You

can (1o nô good by killing the Turk. 'nie hiarm will be doue, and bis death

will not undo it. Forgiveness is the only true vengeance."

"Forgive !" and fine scorn was in Torkom 's voice as lie uttered the word.

"Bodvelli, if you loved a girl whose face was as fair as a lily and hem heart

as white, and if you saw lier in the power, of a man who you knew bad iiot a

pure thought in his heart, and if you knew lie was even now despoiling ber

whvi you mneant to make your wife, would you speak of forgiveness? By

tlie cross and by alI that is boly I swear," and lie seemied to biss out tbe words,

"I will not mest.1until I know that lie is d(l." Mien as lie tried with lifeless

amuis to clutch the air in the intensity of bis hate, lie feil back exhausted to

cry out, "0 Lord, how long?"

.The Depetrtmei7t o! Literature-Kairrard.

IN (leference to a wisb expmessed by certaini cormespond(ents, the writer fore-

iwards the following, conscious that a very brief sojoumu alone, bas julsti-

tle(l hini iii going so disconnectly into the subject.

The Departfllent of Literature at Harvard bas been frequently quoted

as tlie largest andi most efficient that is at present in existence. ýMere size

an(l equipiuient, it is truc, do not always postulate efficiency in any orgattizatiofi

an(l as to the latter encomini the writer bas not had the comparative ex-

perience for enabling himi to jutige. It is truc, bowever, that th-e annals of

the past shiow that the rcsults of the work donc in tbis (lepartuient baye been

eininently gratifying. Indeed one coulti go fardier and say tbat a stranger

aftcr a brief residence bere miit wvonder gmeatly lhadti e results been any-

thiiig cîse.
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