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and godless of town waif.. How could

tlieso good people guess that the youn^^

minister, restless at the seeming fruitiess-

ness of his labors, had given of his own
meagre salary to induce the hungriest of

the town, for so many sen. to be respect-

able for one day in the week ? What would
not a Japanese vagabond do for a sen or a

sweet potato? Submit to a bath, a robe too

clean to touch and the pleasure-some-

times pain-of mimicking the voice of the

white man.

The mellow tinkling of temple bells dis-

turbed the gossips. It was the hour of

noon, when the gods were good and for a

Jitde prayer would give them sweet food

lu

,H


