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Woell, one day one of these little brooks, that were
always accustomed to laugh and sing while doiog their
work, took it into ite head to doubt and grumble. Call-
ing to another little stream not far away it eaid : We've
been at thisa work for a good many years, but it has just
ocourred to me that anything we can do must ba of no
great consequence. Why, I hear that the old river that
we help to fill up, I mean the Godavari, is expected to
water soven hundred thousand acres of land. Now just
think for 8 momeunt, and you can sce that all the water
we give cannot be of any help in watering such a large
extent of land aa that. 2

Fortunately for the people who eat the rice that grows
on tho land watored by the river, the second little stream
kept ita head, and wna not led astray by the foolish talk
it had heard. 8o it roplied : Yes, of course that's how
it appeara if you look at the matter carelessly, but let me
show you the truth. Supposing that I and the other
little brooks_near here listen to your advice and stop
running, what would be the result? There would be no
small river s little further on, and there would be no
mighty Godavari atill further on. The groeat stone dam,
built by the goed 8ir Arthur Cotton, would be empty ;
the canals leading from it all over the country, and the
little channels running to tho rice-fields would be dry ;
the little rice shoots would wither ; thore would be no
harvest, and the poor people—men, women and children
—would go about trying to find roota to eat to keep them
from starving, and thousands of people would die. And
ll this loss and sorrow would come because we. foolish
little brooks, had not done our share in helping tu make
the river, Now, for my part. I intend to laugh and sing
as 1 go running slong to help iu giving bread to thou-
sands of poor Tolugus; and I am going to tell all the
other little brooks to do the same.

The Telugue need the bread of life for their souls as
woll as food for their bodies, and to supply this need a
river of love and sympathy and prayer and gifta is flow.
ing from Canada to India. This river is like the great
Godavari river because it flows from little aprings and
braoks, which we call ohurches aand circles and mission
banda and Bunday-schools. And it is like it at the other
ond too, bocause its life-giving waters are gathered only
to be distributed again through the missionaries and the
schools and the preachers, until many a village and mul-
titndes of Telugus have boen supplied. Lot us hope that
uo little church or circle or mission band or Sunday.
achool will be like the thoughtless brook. But may all
resolve like the wise brook to hurry along joyfully to
holp in swelling the rivgr that carries life—oternal life—
to dying Telugus !

Jouy Cralu,
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THE FIRST FRUITS.
H. V. LAFLAMME,

This generation of Telugu native Christians are the
first {ruits of our Canadian Baptist Mission work. Many
of the necond generation of Christinns will b3 the fruitage
of the independent Telugu Baptist churches, now coming
slowly into existence. By means of the following brief
deacription of an association held at Tuni early in 1892,
oue gets an idea of these native first fruita through the
delegates. These ate not the choicest and the best of
the Christians by any means and yet are far from being
the scrub of the Christian community. They are a fair
avorage representative body. Sece them and judge.
Many of them arrive on foot. The Telugus are great
walkers, frequently travelling 40 miles a day on ** shank’s
mare.” Bome of them atrived by.ox-cart, creaking along
all night at the rate of two miles an hour or less: yet
at times tho overwrought driver follows the lead of his
load of sleeping passengers, the oxen then follow the
driver into the land of dreams and the entire combina-
tion are roused by the break of day having covered only
four miles it may be of the twonty-five miles expected
night’s journey. After a few such experiences the
missionary (aarcastically disposed) dubs the ox-wagon
method of Jocomotion the ‘* Wagner-Sleeper.” On
arrival the delegates are accommodated in s large shed of
bamboos forty feet square, the top perfectly flat, and
walls not eight feet high, covered with large palmyra palin
leaves. Here they cook their simple moals in lttle
black earthon pots placed on throe bricks, within which
the fire of thorny sticks crackles and blazes merrily.

Rice atraw scattered liberally on mother earth’s broad
lap provides comfortable bed room where rows of men
women and children lie down in the clothes they have
worn through the day, their Sunday beat, and sleep
regardless of the creeping creaturcs that under similar
circumstances would render sloep impossible to the
more tender skin of the luxuriously-bred white man, to
say nothing of his vast imagination.

At eight in the morning in response to the schaol bell
they troop into the little school-house, church membera,
delegates, heathen friends, all who can possible crowd
into the suffocating place not 12 x 24 fest in area, with
ceilings only seven feet high. Two doors with the help
of three small windows scem incapable, after admitting
the Assnciation, of lotting in even so unsubatantial a
necessity as air. The limited wall aroa is decorated with
foliage, flowers and illuminated texts and mattoes, cele-
brating the occasion and extending a welcome in Telugu
and English to the mixed assembly. The men nccupy
soats around the wall and two-thirds up the floor ares ;
the women—the patient, much-enduring women—and
thoe children sit at their feet on the remaining floor space,



