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210 THE CANADIAN: MisSIONARY Link

her now. Bhe is ald enough to come
to school, and seems quick at her les-
sons. . Does it seem.strange to think of
the mother’s be only two elasses
ahead of her child? school has
done much for them both, and we ex-
pect that some day both will be useful
workers. ~‘T'his is the only real home
the child has ever known. What a eon-
trast this is to the life she might have
had among Ahe heathen.’’ "

IIL. Miss M. J. Frith, who is now in
Toronto, was the first dnqun -
sionary on our Canadian gu field.
Later she went to work in Assam. She
was much interested in our Agﬂl les-
son, and so sends us an eventide pic-

ture from her own experience,

writes:
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tains of my, habitation, He has kept
His word.. Now, here come the children
to greet me. Little Mongoli rubs her
little soft hand over my forehead, and
then prints a kiss there. Aum-
rita, our mission baby, who is almost too
young to articniate more than one word,
calls, ¢ aih, aih,’ while she pulls at
my hand, and hmthtlhﬁm. up and
80 out. ' Yam, an  older child, a gir}
about thirteen, brings my elothes, ‘and
very soon we are on the verandsh., The
night is as glorious as the day, so, with
little Aumrita now in our arms, we go
down the steps and into the middle of
the compound. We stand and gaze
in at the sky, The atmosphere is
clear, and all the stare of the night sing
her,” Aumrita, whose name means

“taweet,’ with one little fat around
-y neck, waved | ther

her .0

ends of th , for what is »
his great du{”“‘"?""/ﬁmm

““To lie in bed, while ill, and have .
stretched out before the eyes so great

's power when He

a panotama of God \

wondsriol. Ob, the madonty sod oy
wonee ), 1y
all ‘own, which He reveals whﬂg He

unfolds and unrolls the pictures the eyes -
behold, ever varying in tints, lights and

shadows, because of the sun and clouds.

The sun is going down beyond those

great and everlasting hills. The fever,

or nauses, has spent itself. Weak, but

‘better, I am loth to leave my eouch.

Torn and look with me once more to-

wards: the ing sun, T dentl

lovely! You 'sdy, ‘He is _lc'u His
“forever,’ eurtain
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worl little Buditi, and a little

ﬂﬂ was ona of our sweet singers
- school.

““Now we must say, Good-night. The
school boys are cooking their rice in
oné house, the girls in another, the
young man who eame from a tribe far
away, in another. Beggie, the trans-
lator, with some older boys of his tribes,
is in another house, and in that Iarger
one where you'hear one‘playing on an
aceordeon while his'wife is. eooking, is
on¢ of the preachers, and ‘the 0}
teacher lives in' the town. I? evening
meal is ready, too. Salaam?’ *

Dear Band members, when atéventide

u_kueel to pray, ask the Father to
o i e ot

he world, the girla in our own
sachool ‘in Cocanada,: .. " :
Sarah Stoart Barber.
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