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any man, but their own husbands and with it that dread disease, cholera. Nook
tons, -and the next best are those who elamma sickened, and in spite of all her 
have seen only nos» relatives. You would friends could do, grew worse, and worse.

When the missionary went to see her on 
a Sunday morning, she lay on her cot

like our daughter to see all the men in 
town. Fatima shall stay in form thin 
day, and you shall watch and see that with scarce a sign of life. Het heathen 
■he does not go out." But what is pur- mother-in-law had visited her, and to

drive away the evil spirit—the smallpox------
goddess—had marked the child’s fore
head with sacred ashes, and placed upon 
the cot beside her a broom, a shoe, and 
a bit of root tied up in a saffroned rag.

believe indaW—The Meh 
keeping their women and girls in like 
prisoners. They must always stay in 
the back part of the house or walk about 
the bare little yard with its high wall 
They do not look out of the front door or 
windows. Very seldom do they go out 
in the ox-eart, and then the cart must be 
covered so that they can see little that 
passes along. Poor imprisoned women 
and girls.

Satan semmed very near, but he must 
not have Nookalamma. Jesus must save
her. After prayer by her bedside, the 
missionary hurried to the Christian 
Chapel where Sunday School was iu pro
gress. Time was precious. The work 
of the Sunday school was stopped. All 
listened to the story of the child’s need, 
and then all knelt in prayer. One by 
one, the Indian Christians prayed. Then

(4) This story is from the pen of Miss 
Murray, our own missionary: “Nooka
lamma was a little girl who lived in the 
outcast quarter of one of our mission 
stations in India. Although only nine 
or ten years ot age, she had been 
ried four years. Her husband, a grown 
man, had gone away to Burma for work, 
but would return
the little girl lived in her own home and 
played with the other children of her vil
lage, or went to the fields to help trans
plant the *'iee or to glean after the har
vest, or at other times to gather fuel 
Her parents were poor, so her dothing 
wss scant, sml her supply of jewels 
small. She had a bright little face, how
ever, and when cleaned and combed was 
not unattractive. There was a school for 
her class near her home, but ehe attend
ed little, if any. It was said of her, that, 
young as she was, ahe was opposed to her 0wn re<Joest> ker BSme waa changed to 
peoplf’e becoming Christians. She ni Aeaimme. Sh. beg»n to «teed Sa.d.7 
named for the .msllpox goddeao and on 3ch<*>‘, **d aehool, and we ton, that 
feast da,a, in honor of the* goddeao, ahe **er w0*f too> m*3r lwlea of 4t* 
liked to edorn herself as beat as die Pr*y ,ot h*r-
could, and join in the rude noisy wor
ship. She knew, too, that Christians Pledge.”
were despised and often persecuted for o dear little girlies, far over the see,

In beautiful India, where’er you may be, 
That year the rainy season brought From southern plain to mountains high *

came a wonderful prayer. Beginning a-
way back at the eroeing of the Bed Sea, 
the young man reminded God of S num
ber of His -wonderful deliverances, and 
pleaded that He would again prove His 
superiority ever the gods of the heathen, 
and cause the people to acknowledge 
Him by healing the sick child. The re
gular morning service followed. At its 
close, word caaie that Nookalamma bad 
opened her eyee. The use of medicine 
and nourishment was resumed and the 
next Sunday, ehe came to Church. Since 
then her father and brother have been

day for her. So

baptized, and she, herself, is changed. 
She was quite willing to acknowledge 
that Jesus had healed her, and, at her

Closing recitation,—“The Children’s

having broken caste.


