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Lord to be still her strength, as she goes from house

to house, telling in her musical Turkish tongue the

story of God's love for every man, and urges all to

receive it. Very closely they get together on a

wintry day, as visitor and visited gather about the

brazier of coals, and talk over the wonderful words

of life. May God greatly multiply the number of

such faithful witnesses for Him, throughout the

Turkish Empire!

"Evet, Effendim !" ("yes, my lord!") frequently

says a missionary friend who, having learned the

Turkish as her missionary language when a young

teacher, still cherishes her love for it, and sometimes

uses it to her best-beloved. Shall we not say, Yes,

Lord! to Him who died on Calvary for all, and who

is "not willing, that any should perish," and with

Him seek those "other sheep," and bring them to

the fold of the Good Shepherd? There can be no

failure here, although the church of Christ has but

slowly and late come to the realization that the

Mohammedan world too, with its millions of women

and children, must be His. Hath not God said:

"Look unto Me, and be ye saved, all the ends of the

earth: for I am God, and there is none else. . .

Unto Me every knee shall bow"?
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