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I well know what I ought to do-leave Mohammed

and accept Jesus-but this would mean leaving my
husband and children-turned out of home and

robbed of all! I cannot (10 it," One sad instance

stands for many: a rejected Gospel!

I once attended a wealthy and influential sherifa

dying of tuberculosis. No English consumptive

clings to life more tenaciously than she did. Every

thing was at my disposal and courtesy lavished until

she found there was no hope for her life. Then she

bitterly turned from any word of a Life to come and

flung herself hopelessly upon her charm-writers and

native crudities until past speaking. Her husband

took a Gospel, and I heard, sat up into the night and

studied its contents. We followed the volume with

prayer. To-day news reaches me from the field

that he has died of typhoid fever. Oh! to know he

accepted its truths!

Sometimes those cases where I have given long

est and most frequent medical attention, have finally

been least responsive to the story of the Cross. In

other instances a single visit awakens interest and

the soul goes on into full light and liberty. Several

homes I have closely visited and watched, hoping to

find an entrance for Christ; but not until some seri

ous illness or other calamity comes are its occupants

sufficiently friendly to hear of God's love in Christ.

The lady worker and constant visitor in her long

white native garment (silham), with veiled face

is much safer, humanly speaking, and usually more
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