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TEE "FPOTNT '.N1» AND TEE "IOIL.1"
Ina onc oi my early journcys in Sotb lAfrica 'wo came

to fi beatlien village on the bankas of the Orange River. WVe
hadl travcllcd far, aud wcre bnngry, thirsty, and tired. For
fear of lions, -%e tbougbt it best to go into the village .and
tarry for the night, ratiiet than go on our journcy; but 'il,.
people secing us, rouglily bade us to stop at a distance.XV
asked for watcr, but tlîey would give us none. 1 ofrercd the
tlîree or four buttons stitl left on xny jacket l'or a littlemilk;
this also was refuscd, and we liad the prospect of a.nather
hungry niglit at a distance froin "lie water, tligli witbin.
siglit of the river. Our lot lookced bard, especially wbien, in
addition to tiiese rebuflis, the mnncirs of thc villagers nroused
our suspicions.

"Wben tbe twiligbt came on, a woman drew near from
the heiglit bcyond %vhicb the village lay. She carried on bier
bead a bundle of wvood, and hall a vessel of inilk ln licr band.
Witbout spcaking, she bnnded us thc xnilkc, laid down tic
wvood, and wvent awaýy. Soon she came back witb a cooking-
vessel on ber head, a lcg of nititton in one band, and -vater
in the other. Sbie thon kindled a lire and put on the meat.
We asked ber agnin and again wbo she was. She said net
a word until -we beggcd to know wby she sbowed tbis un-
looked-for kindncss townrds strangers. A tear stole down
ber black elheck ns sbe answered, 'I1 love lm -%vbose servant
you are, and surcly it is my dinty to give you a cup of eold
water in Ris naine. My henrt is fîjl, ihîcrefore 1 cannot
speakc the joy 1 fuel to sue you in tbis otit-of-tbie-world place.'

IlOn learning a littie cf bier li..tory, and finding she wvas
a Christian, a selitary liglit buruing iii a darkî place, I asked
lier bow she kept up the life o? God in lier soul witbout
Clhristian society. Slie drew from lier bosoin a copy o? a
Duteh New Testament, wlbieh she received from a missionary
wbhilc at bis sebool maîîy ycars since, before ber relations
took ber away to tbis distant rcgi-in.

Il'1Tbis,' suc said, lis tbcfouniain vvblence 1 drink ; this is
the ail whicb makýes my lamip bur.' 1 looked on the precious
volume, and yen may conceive lîow we feIt wben we met with
tbis disciple, and mingled togetlier or sympathies and prayers
at the tbronc of our heavenly Fatlier."

This story -%as told by a great and good missionary, the
Rev. Robert Iltoffat. IIow it sbould cheer and encourage al
wbo, are engaged ia scnding tbe gospel te the heathen,


