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UNDER THE EVENING LAMP

TO MAKE THIS YEAR THE BEST.

1 stand upan the threahuld of two years,

And backward look, and forward strain my eyes ;
Upan the blotted record fall my tears,

Whle, brushiog theus neide, a aweet surprise
Breaka like a day dawn on my upturned face,

As 1 remember all ‘Thy duly grace

Thou hast been good to mo ; the burdened past
‘Thou hast borne with me, and the future days
Arean “Thy handa; 1 tremble not, but cast
My care upon ‘I'tiee, and 10 prayer and praise
Preparo to make the caunng yoar the best,
Bocause of nable work aud swester reat.

A SON OF INDIA.

Samol sat down on the eteps of the Temnple, where the thick
leaves of the banana trees could shelter him, He was an old man,
and {eeble, and the hoat of the day war beginpivg to make him
weary.  But his face shone with eager interest as he took from his
gorka o few zagged leaven, and held them close to his oyes. His
syt had been growing dim this many a day, and now he was
almost blind, le had never met a Christian, nor heard of Christ,
until uow, for all his lifo had been spest in the vast mountain
diatrict of Nagwanee, where none but warriora and the fierce
devotees of Kaleo lived. Liut somewhere lately he had picked up
some torn frayments of the Goepels, printed in Hindustani, and
here. there, and everywhere the old man had goue aeking to know
the Canist.  But no one knew, or, if koowing, no one would speak
of Him but in hatred or detision. He was mulhid, they told hmn,
which moeant unholy. Hut Namol would aaswer, shaking his hsad,
** Hlo canoot be that~he must be a god, this whom they call
Christ. © And every day Namol believed it the more, and his ateps,
as they went up toward the Everoal Hills, grew fecbler with cvery
new-bora day.

He read nloud very softly, and with many pauses, ** Come unto
me all ye that labor and are heavy laden and I wall give vou rest.*’

Namol locked up s if some one had spoken to him,  He thought
of the tisuger. Surely tho rest must be there! Then he began to
read again, ao enprossed that hie did not notice the approach of one
of the prieats of the Temple until his saudalled foot snd one end of
the rope which girded hum halted together an the steps. Then
Samo! hfted himsel! at once, though weanly, and bowed low.

* Thou art from the north,” raid Bhowanee, the piriest,
suepictously. **1 have heard of thee bLefore. \What dost thou
here* "

* 1 am but restang, padr,

** Aud reading.  What 1w't thou art reading? ™

** 1t e mulhid, " replied Samol, with courageous Lruthfulnesa.

lustantly the rope came down un his ativulders, and he was com-
pelled to rinc again and leave the Temple steps

** 1 knew 1t,” said Bhowanee in hot anger. ‘1 can sec the evil
breath rimng from tha jage* How dareat thou, a Christian dog,
come near the steps of a sacred place! Go to, now, and may
Ruddha blight you and your fanuly, and your fauly’s familice, for
cnidless goneratious to come ! -

Samal doggedly settled himeelf in the road, the lattercd book
stsll tightly weld in his hand. ** 1am not a Chustian,” he sad,
spoak ng as if ho were enyuining rather than Jdenying.  ** What
meanes” thou™ 1 kanw not what a Chrstisn s 1f thou dost
kuow, fadre he added alinsat vleadingly, ** 1 pray thee tell me, for
Lani sote afraid that 1 shall die without hearing more about their
god  1am such an ol man now*

** And thou deet ssk mie -me’” said Bhowanee, trnderel altiast
spocchlesa by the audacity of the ranuest, ** to pollute my hps
span hy that name.  ¢harsd "bhul thoa art mad?! And because
thou art mad 1 wall tell thee, far thou doet nat knaw the crime
thou art vanmitung ¢ Anistiane are tagog beasts in the ehajes
of men, speabing lics aod blasphemy in the name of their God,
and cating the tlesh and druking the bleod of tle children.
They print booke such as thon art teading now and dip them
i hire, so that the name of Christ s burnt into the heast of
hiun whe reala, and that 16 why 0 many of India’s sons leave
their fathier a o nle and are ¢ nristiana because their souls have
been et on Lac

The loaves deepped out of Nawsol's hands s head sank on hus
breast

Y T could, " ontinue 1 Blowanee, *° [ would finish every dog
of then, ard threw ther teelies nto the wea \s tie spake he
drew hie hand actoes his 1hireat wath signiflcant emphass, and s
whoic trame diiated with flerce disdain e was honest, thia
Kaddhet prieat, but the savage otill lay waiting in lue bicast, and

truth, with its pure, quiet eyes, had had but little chance to pierce
tho shedows of that soul.  Samol raijsed his head.

*\Vaat if thouart wrong 2" he eaid, with sn imploring gesture.
¢ How can these Christians be so bad and their Chriet so good ?

** Who says their Christ is good ? ** shouted Bhowauee,

Namol pointed to the fragments at hisfeet. ¢ 'I'huc does,” he
said.

“That! Have 1 not told thee slready what that is? Thou art
a fool—go! Thou doet poison the very air I breathe.”

Bhowanee took hold of the rope aud raised it, and Samol koew
that in another moment it would fall on him agaia. He roes pain.
fully, and his eycs sought the fragments lying on the ground, with
a wistfuloess more pathetic thau words. He went a step 2wy,
and then looked back. He would have given his life to have
believed them truc! His framo shook as if with cold. favolun.
tarily he made a movement toward them sgain. Bhowanes held
the rope high over his head.

*¢ If thou dost——"" he cried, threateningly.

Samol hesitated. He was not afraid of the priest, nor of the
ropo; he feared only to do the wrong. Then he stretched out his
hand and stooped down. **1 will take one of them,” he said, as if
apeaking to himeelf. Instantly the rope, with its nstallic end,
came down across his head, and with the touch of the lash it
scemed as 1f a new epirit awoke within the old man.. Hw eyes
flashed, and he stooped agsin with the ense and awiftness of youth.
1 will take fiwo 1" he said.

Then as Bhowanee broke into a volley of curses, and plied the
laah without stint, Samol’s soul burst through its bonds and looked
out, just then, upon a glorious world.

“ [ will take them all ! ho cried, throwing himeelf dowan and
gatheriog the picces together with a kind of fierce joy.

**Take that, too, then, and that, and thaf, fool that thou art,”
cricd Bhowauee, lashing the rope furiously.

Samol rose to lus feet, heedless of the blows, and waved his
treasure over his head. “1 will have a new god--a god thou
knowest not of ™ he said, triumnphantly. Then he moved away,
chanting, as he walked, one of the songe of the mountain warriors,
Rut he had not left Bhowanee long Lefore bis head sauk acain oa
his breast, and the bitterness of his fears returned. e sat down
by the dusty roadside and took the leaves from his £oyha once more.
1lc felt them as if, for hum at least, titne were deawing to an end.

He commenced to read again, Iaboriously, as before.  ** Take my
yoke upon you, and learn of me . . . and ye shall find rest untsyour
souls. Samolsighed. How could there be rest in life? 1f only
he could aak one of the Euglish—to Namol the Eoglish werc all
Christinns—something about their Christ ! A struggle was going on
within him, a desperate one such as a free-born mind can seldom
rightly gauge, or kuow envugh to sympathise with it. It was the
horror at the thought of losiug caste. To break through these
eoleinn bands meant poverty, disgrace, 1wolation, and perbape eternal
atdhera, darkncss.

Samol closed his eyes, as he had once seen them do when
passing the mission school, and folded his hande as they had done.
**Oa thou Christian’s God,” he said situply, sptaking as if the
Christ were close beside hitn. **I am an ¢ld man now, and am
near my journey's end. 1 koow not Buddha, mor lirahms, mor
Ralee, for 1 have beens a Nadh Jat all my life and have worshipped
the ane God, who made me and made all. Bat they say that thou
art He, and that Thou dost love me, and hast beenonce on the carth
to tell all men the story of Thy love. Give me a sign, 1 pray Thoe !
Show we a man who will help me, and {f it bo that I must loose
caste to speak 0 him, suill, I will go without fear. Hear me, Jeaus
Sahib ! Hoar me! I am old Samol from Nagwazee.”

Sue~] opened his eyes, and luoked down the toad. He had all
a heathen's simphicity of faith. And even as he looked, he saw,
coming round the beud of the real, » rickshaw, bome by a swife
and tireless coolie, who was literally coated with the dust which the
noiscless wheels scattered on every side. In the vehicle was seated
a inan whom Salmon kuew to ho s Christian and a ** foreigner,” ot
Eughahman. It was a mivsionary naned Steere, from the neighbor-
ing town o! Bunwanee. Samol stood up, his face alight, and
bowed with reverence as the ri kshazx paseed. The clergyman did
not see him e probably had not noticed the old man at all, for
the wayaide travellers of lodia ate au inoumerable host. A look
of titter disappointment came into Samol's {ace, and for a moment
he stood rooted o the spot.  Then he pat the leaflet into his girdle
sgmn. 1 will go to his house,” he murmured, *“apd I will aak
him what s true.””  So Namol, at one atroke cutting the prejudices
of a long Wfetime, plunged into the glare cf the sun, and sel his
{a ¢ resolutely toward Bunwanee. I: was distant some miles, and,
soor he was covored with dust as with a garmont, on that he
looked like » part of the road, moviug alowiy on to another

wotld.
{Qon¢luded mext wsuc.)




