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Dear Readers of the Link,—We are about saying good-
bys to the cool season. Not that it is positively hot yet,
but one can feel in the air the hint of coming heat, and
it makes me feel gad. The cool season in India ia ideal,
delightful, but alas ! so short. At the ond of November
wo say cheerfully, ‘‘ It is getting cool once mure,” and
at the end of January we remark with a sigh that it is
getting warm again. Much as wo enjoy our cool season,
it is perhaps good for us to have a hot seuson, too, if for
a0 other reason that that it furnishes us with one argu-
ment with which to meet those put forward by people
(at homs), who insist that. foreign mission life and work
in India is ** romantic.”

The year that is past has gone up to (God, with all its
record ; and I cangot but stop and think of all the women
I have spoken the Gospel to during its days. Some of
them bright, some, oh ! so dull ; some_ef ‘them inter-
ested, some indifferent ; some of them respbnaivo, some
cald and apathetic ; some seeming to catch in the words
u glimpse of the God of their hearts; some reeing in it
anly ** a tale that is told.”

What shall tho harvest be 1

Oh'! I cannot help praying and believing that out of
tho hundreds who heard, some, if only one here and nne
there, have heard to some purpose and have found in the
message they heard that day from the Missamma and
her women, the very help they need in this weary life,

“n light that shinath in a dark. place dntil the day

dawne.” As my memory pictures forth one and another
of the many who composed my audiences, Tthink of the

* woman iR an-dutgvillage near Nureapatnam who fullowed
me but $o the outskirts of the hamlet, saying,- ** Plecs
tell me how to believe—I never heard beforo. Iam so
wnorant, what can I know? Please tell mo how
Aud I stood and told her as best I could, until my throas
Iiterally gave out from much talkiog all furenoon, and I
had to come away. What about her, who is only one of
wany 1 Will she ever find the full light 7 will the Day-
star ever arise in her heart to flood that once dark,
superatitious and sinful realm with glory 7 I only know
what (od says: *‘1f with all your hearts ye truly seck
me, ye shall ever surely find me.” Only let there he the
sceking heart, and God is not far off. What a comfort
w His word !

I had an especially good tour on the Narsapatnam
tield in December. 1 wish I might tell you somo of ths
ucidents of the trip, but it is impossible under the cir-
cumatances. How I wish you had been with me, to see
it for yourselves ! 1 saw some villages I had never seen
hefors and where the women had never heard the Gos-
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pel before. They were very wild and shy, sud the show-
ing of my white face in the village street was the signal
for a general rush for home on the part of the women.
Undismayed at this rather disconcerting welcome, I
would advance slowly, assume the most harmless aspect
1 was capable of, take off my smoked glasses and may
gently, ** Come now, friends, I'm not the Collector, nor
yot the Missionary. 1 am only a woman just like you,”
my Bible-woman meanwhile assusging their fright, and
after o few momenta of keon inspection on their part and
assurance of peace on mine, they would consent to draw
near, and in a short time we would be launched upon our
subject. This time we took with us large colored pic-
tures—those used by the primary classes at home—to
show the woman and illustrate our words, and they were
much enjoyed by the women—and men, too. Often the
men who gathered near would say, ‘‘The Dora Garu
(Dr 8mith) comes here to preach, but he doesn't bring
these ! ” The pictures nre a great help as an attraction,
a meansito hold attention, and an illustration of our mes-
sage. A goodly number of women heard on this tour,
and 1 was very much encouraged by the hearing accorded
us, Inonlytwo villages could we say we had not been
well received.

During the first part of the tour we had our tent
pitched under a large tree about a quarter of a wile from
Bulighattam, 'a villaga quite near Narsapatnam, from
which a number of caste people came out in Mr. Bar-
row's time. The head rsn of the village tried in every
way he dared to make it so uncomfortable for us that
we would a!pcd}te our departure, but he did not suc-
ooed. Ho tried ¥ Break up a mesting, but the meeting
only divided into two, and kept on until dusk in the
same place. . In other ways he showed his animosity.
A Christian widow in that village, Rebocea her namo is,
has to atand a good deal of annoyance from this man and
his -friends, who taunt har ind use sbusive language to
her in Lho,stmet, angd who ‘are taking away from her her
land—but as lar as E car sce, she is standjng *the storm
splendidly, apd her own sister wh is still.a ﬁeathen,
told us that, ** Wherens at first Rebecca nsed to get very ™
angry when they abused her, now she never aven showed
that sho heard them.” In this same village live David
and Sarah, who are our faithful workers, and they are a
help to Rebecca and a power for good in the region.
Although the head man of the village and some of his
*“itk ” hate us Christians so, we had just splendid hear-
ings in the village, the ‘‘common people hearing us
gladly.” Auother caste girl, Salome,  who left all to
follow Jesus, belongs to that village. 8he is now being
trained in the Girls’ School in Cocanada. We went to
visit her sister, who is still a heathen, but who bad
invited us to como to her home, and we had an extra
good henring there. The poor old white-haired father,



