Tus Cnumb Missionary Lins

Class ,and,
'ar been sup-
in America, who

Sy o
the village Somerevaram, we

ed. By the time T aotually ar-
rived th:z were safely ensconsed in the
Jittle mud schoothouse, whose oni;
niture was a table and s ¢hair and some
mats. But the decorations on the walls
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ilies. 'These divisione in & home are &
great source of weakness; whereas, if
all were Christian they could help and
z:onu'o one_snother in the Christian

Tn the first thres houvses we saw, the
busband was a Christian, and his wife
was not. In other housés the mother-
indaw or the mother was a Christi
and the children were not; and in others
the wife, and the husband was not;
and so on, 8o remember the village of
Someswaram—that the families may be
united in Christ, and that Jacob, the
temclior, and his wife, Daisy, may be
greatly blessed in their work. Of those
we visited,

“Some were sick, and some wers sad;
sAnd some have never loved Him well;
And some have lost the love they had.”

But we had the blessed text that all
are teaching or being taught this year:
“Clome unto Me, all ye that labor and
are heavy laden, and I will give you
rest.”
- L 3 . - - - -
The above was written on tour,—I
am now at the b The
pride in my new (!
when T found the smell of new paint .
blocking up the air- es to my
lunge; so 1 returned to the bungalow
after six days, and have been busying
myself this last week with work not re-
%nirlunmnehm':norhyvoica
y the next tour, the paint will be quite
dry, and T mo it may be uninterrupt-
ed. I will ko? the heading, “Just
an Ondinary Tour,” because it is part
of the ordinary to. be interrupted one
way or another. I hope to resume my
ordinary speaking this afternoon,

Will add just a few notes. It was &
great pleasure to be at the new-mar-
ried home of . one of our caste girls,
where for an hour and @ hadf, we talked
Andungcndmngmﬂlechomlofn
hymn. - Some twenty-five listeners ix
that oné house.

The sweet invitation, “Come.  unte
me,” was to in snother caste
home, where the mother was bowed in
sorrow over a very sick

yed togeth
ng band. A little Brahman girl—
old school

an girk—vis
The story of Lazarus, in Telugn.

boat.




