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CALLING IN CHINA.WHBBB FAITH OBOWS STRONG.

From the depth» of my joy I look op to 
the heights of my old despair, 

of the sunlit valley I <wy to 
my God—Art Thou there 1 

Art Thou there, that hart «are for the 
bearing of *11 men ’■ case thstbel

Art Thou pria.. W. are in a euburb, and the
farms are right across the canal. Ton 
should see the perilous path one must 

perilous peaks, by the cold follow in walking. The field» are sunk 
black taps I wandered and wept; about three rest below the path, and 
the hole» of the rock that is completely filled with water, in which 
fringe of Thy mantle I crept; y,e plants grew like weed». The path 

There in the storm, Thy breath, and if ,ometlmM two feet wide, very un- 
under the abei^ow, Xhy î«e, ud in lt meet a man
^’uiti^^et'^- -Arrying by a pole aero., his shout 

y dors about half a ton of hay. We went

Dr. Harriett Allyn gives some viva­
cious impressions of A newcomer in Can­
ton. “England was lovely, Germany 
quaint and interesting, Moscow like 4 
city of the Middle Ages, but for pure, 
unadulterated queerness China takes the

And out

ling
me!

| By the

Into

' I was

!

the stream; living in tiny “ house-boats. ’ ’ Near the
Thou hast filled my measure with pleas- shore are tiny house» built on stilt». We 

ore, and bodied my daringest walked out across a narrow plank to 
dream; one little house, passed It on another

But Pride Thou hast made my com- droppe(1 dowB , foot or so to
pjuion to^mper—Who . don. „„mpltah.d the turning of a

„ ’ merit and willt”— «®rner at the same time, nearly fright-
Yo°’ “eud'l think that the word is true, sued into fit» two eat» tied by strings

to the premises, sad then crawled into 
the front door, doubled up like jaek- 
knivee, because the door was two feet

i

mr
The wind is a balm on my cheek, and 

I joy in a cloudless sky;
Like manna Thy benefits fall} I high, and likewise two feet above the 

gather, am proud, and deny; “veranda plank." One room filled the 
Thy oil on my head, and Thy wine on house, five feet by ten, maybe. It may 

my lip--hal the glory is mine! have been four feet high; we did not 
BOt attempt te stand =PI The woman hoepi-

are Thine.

«■1

tably presented a three-ineh-high stool 
for a chair. Ton might say that I sat 

„ .. , . in the bedroom, for the close proximity

P,Mk anT’iift ™V-r0tu SJIR * th« W »•" "* ~
That in darkness and wrack and da- the .«me mnnner Dr. Hackrtt »t to 

spair I may bend to Thy wiU and the kitchen, for her corner held the 
Thy might, bowls, the infiniteeiinsl stove, nod a

I may find again fnith end believe, I »poon or two. Miss Stoekton was in 
may crouch in Thy shadow rod lfce cbapel, behind her, paper- figure, 

_ burning incense rtieke, ate., proclaimed 
Thy purpose the «krine. W*bn we departed, two 

women from the intervening bouses held . 
a bamboo pole screes the space between

if

m m <
Glimmer out from the 

wrath the star of 
for me.

K
m —W. A. MacKenzie.


