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GCROSS THE SEAS

Edited by F. S. Arpot, in cenjunction with Editors of ‘“ Echoes of Service.”
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EDITOR’S LOG. their backs, and if you look carefully at the

ik first picture this month is given to illus- | man who is holding the parasol you will see
iile letters from the Straits Settlements, and | that his finger nails are long and uncut.
s Miss® Pollock’s from China. Those | Chinamen who have to work hard with their
hands roll up their

: tailsand cut theirnails.

' ' '

i i

TraINK of the hun-
dreds of millions of
people that those two
represent. Some one
has likened the Chin-
ese nation to ““a moun-
tain of sand.” Who
can move a mountain
of sand? Well, do
not let us be discour-
aged, but remember
how God gave Solo-
mon “largeness of
heart, even as the sand
that is on the sea
shore” (1 Kings4. 29).
And let us ask God
to enlarge our hearts
big enough to take
in even this great
nation.

' '

WHEN Mr. Whitefield
was preaching in New
England a lady and
herlittle daughter were
converted. Ina trans-
port of joy, the latter
exclaimed, “If only all
the world knew about
Christ! I wishIcould
tell ezerybody,” and
running across the
road to her friend the
TWO CHINAMEN OF THE EDUCATED CLASS. shoemaker she told
(wo Chinamen belong to the educated class, | him of the love of Christ, and not only him,
otherwise they would not have knobs on the | but many others, so that in a few months
(ops of their hats, nor have their trousers | more than fifty persons heard and accepted
drawn so tightly around their legs. Then | Christ’s salvation.
they have their “pig-tails” hanging down |  This little girl's love for “everybody ” led
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her to love the shoemaker and tell him of
Jesus. So I am sure you would find that
those who loved the Chinese most, and the
Africans most, would love their own dear
neighbours very much indeed, and they would
give no rest to their feet in their desire to
carry the Gospel to them.
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telling us of a certain converted Chinaman,
named Tsui, who was formerly content to
worship dead idols. He shows us how
Tsui found the priest to be cheating the
people by telling them that the idol could
eat, and that food must be brought to him.
The people brought offerings of bread, becl,
and fruit, and with

these the priest him
self fed the idol,
saying to the people
that if they camec
back in the morning
they would find the
idolemptyand ready
for more food.
“One man camec
to the temple, how
ever, a little earlic
than usual, and, on
opening the door,
with its old, rusty,
creaking hinges, to
his astonishment
about a dozen raly
leapt out of the
idol’s mouth. ‘Ab,
he said, ‘now I sco

GOD S REMEDY FOR CHINA S WOES—‘‘ CHRIST AND HIM CRUCIFIED.”

THE MALAY PENINSULA.

THis is a long tongue of land stretching down
from the continent of Asia. Steamers on
their way to China go through the “ Straits
of Malacca,” between the Malay Peninsula
and the island of Sumatra, and then turn-
ing round the little island of Singapore go
northward to great China. Some spots on
the Malay Peninsula, with the islands of
Penang and Singapore, are called the “Straits
Settlements,” and belong to England; but
most of the Peninsula is made.up of Malay
Native States that are under British protec-
tion. Into all these parts the yellow-skinned
Chinese have swarmed from their own thickly
peopled country. There are also black Malays
(Mohammedans), and Europeans.

Qur first letter is from Mr. Thos. Baird,
written from Kwala Lumpor, in the Malay
State of Selangor. He begins at once by

them.”

where the food gocs
to.” So he put no
more faith in the
idols, nor in the priests who told stories aboul
Thus he was delivered from pries!
and idol, and afterwards heard about the
Saviour who, by His death, became the
Bread of Life for him.

Our second letter is from Mr. A. Thoburn,
of Singapore. He tells us of another yellow
skinned native of China, who was anxious
about his soul for fifteen long years—and
they sust have been long to him. He lived
in the city of Tsodu-chiu, in China, and il
was his business to paint flowers and figurcs
on China cups and pots. One day his
master invited him to eat rice at his housc.
When they sat down together to eat, his
master closed bis eyes and gave thanks to
God (he must have been a Christian). “To
whom is he speaking?” thought our friend;
‘““there are no idols in the room.” So he
cautiously asked his master to whom he way



praying. The master then told him about
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(God who cannot be seen by us, but Who sees |

us, and Who hears us when we pray to Him in
the name of Jesus. Even hearing thus of such
a1 God, spoiled this poor man’s idol worship, so
heresolvedtogiveit up,andin Chinathisalways
means persecution ; to escape which he left the
country and came to Singapore. There, to
be sure, he saw many strange sights—wide
roads, high houses, and, above all, the “fire
carriage ” (train)—which so astonished him
that for the time he forgot about his anxiety
to know and worship God. Mr. Thoburn
stops here fo say that he thinks it is often
s0 with us, too: the great and wonder-
[ul things of this world often tempt us to
forget God. But Li-teng-han—for that is his
name — began again to be troubled and
anxious. He tried the Mohammedan religion,
but that could not satisfy him. At last, how-
cver, through another Chinaman who was
converted, he heard of Jesus who came to
make God known to us, and to bear away
our sins, and #/za? satisfied him.

VISITING IN CHINA.
DESIRING to give the women of Ki-san an-
other opportunity of hearing the gospel, three

of us, accompanied by a native sister, spent |

last Tuesday among them. We did not travel
this time by buffalo cart, as on former occa-
sions, but by boat; as what was before a stretch
of sand is now almost entirely covered by
the waters of the river.

Although only five miles from Wu-ch’en,
it took us over two hours to reach our destin-
ation, having only one man to pole the boat.
We started at six in the morning, the air was

cool and pleasant, and the time passed easily !

as, with our Chinese sister, we sang:
“ Follow, follow, I will follow Jesus,”
and read the old, favourite chapter John 14.

On reaching the village we had a very
hearty reception, and some nice ladies came
out of their houses to hear our words, and
several asked for copies of the Gospels.

We could do only a little there, and had to
be satisfied with a longing look at two other
hamlets, passing on to another village a mile
away, and then returned home.

A man, however, followed us in a few days, | at half-past ten at night]

II

asking us to visit his sick child. After a little
consultation Miss Norman and I decided to

| go, fearing to send medicine, and soon we
' set out, accompanied by one woman, the

man having promised to take us there and
back in the boat he came in.

On reaching the river side, we found the
boat, a sailing one, ready for the start, with
twelve Chinese on board, and it was quite a
crush, as all were returning with provisions.
However, we found a seat on an overturned
tub under the low bamboo roofing.

IT WAS A STRANGE POSITION,
cramped for space, and in the midst of noisy
neighbours. It was already four o’clock, only
a few hours before sunset. We felt our help-
lessness indeed, so we there and then bowed
our heads and committed ourselves to our
Master, whose errand we were on. On land-
ing we were led to one of the little hamlets
passed on the previous visit. Little could
be done for the sick child, but we spoke a
few words to the inhabitants, who all came
round to receive us.

Upon making our way back to the river-
side, we found that our boatmen were not
there. At last one appeared, who said that
they would not take us back to Wu-ch’en
that night unless we gave him 400 cash. We
had not so much money with us, and the
proper fare was five cash each. So we knelt
down, and in the presence of half a dozen
heathen men and women we asked God to
help us. But the boatman, instead of re-
ceiving us, pulled the boat off and an-
chored her some distance from the shore,
then left us, and was soon lost to sight in the
village. Meanwhile the sun had set, and the
short twilight was giving place to night
Having waited an hour, and knowing how
the Chinese boatmen avoid travelling in the
dark, we turned our steps to the village in
order to find a lodging, and were making our
way along the narrow. path between rice fields,
when, to our great joy, we met the father
of the sick child, bringing the boatman with
him. Together they drew in the boat, helped
us on board, and, without any promise of
payment, started to take us home, where we
arrived, after a tedious journey in the dark,
M. R. POLLOCK.
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TWO STORIES FROM INDIA.
4

of South In-
dia, has writ-
ten to tell us
of a tree in his part of
the country that the people
actually worship; because one
day, when a man went out
into the forest to cut wood,
he chopped off a branch from this
tree, but the branch did not fall to
' the ground ; it was kept in its place by
the other branches that were growing thickly
around, so he left it and went on chopping
elsewhere. By-and-by he came back again
and saw that this branch that had been cut
off still lived, its leaves had not withered nor
fallen off; so he went and told the people
that a great miracle had been wrought, that
there was a branch cut off from its tree and
yet it lived. “Ah,” said the wise men of the
Hindoos, “that is because a god lives in the
tree; we must go and pray to this god.” _So
the poor people, in all the villages round,
came with their sacrifices to offer to the tree.

The second story comes from Mr. M‘Lean,
who lives in the Godavery Delta, East Coast
of India, and is about a little black baby,
whose father and mother were no longer wor-
shippers of idols and trees. This little baby
was evidently just old enough to crawl. She
had scrambled out to the yard, and was
playing and grubbing away, when the mother
observed to
her horror
that baby had
hold of a
snake. What
was the moth-
ertodo? She
dared not try
to takeit from
her, for then
the snake would have bitten the child; so
she knelt down and prayed to God. Her
short, earnest prayer was hardly finished, when

|
|

| false religion is in all lands.
. MavNaRD |

a cat came across the wyard, and the little
baby threw away the snake and began playing
with his old friend pussy.

These two stories show us what #7ue and
The Lord said
to the Samaritan woman, “ Ye worship ye

' know not what, we know what we worship.”

Both in India and England new gods are
coming up every day—gods of fashion, gods
of pleasure, of greedy gain, and religious gods
—and men are running after them. But
when Jesus is received into the heart all this
is changed ; we then worship the only true
God, and can bring to Him . every little
trouble in perfect confidence that He hears us.

Apout Arrica.—IL.
AFRICAN WORSHIP.

THE first chapter of Romans tell us how the
descendents of Noah, including of course the
children: of Ham, ceased to glorify God as
God, and becoming vain in their own imagin-
ations, they began to worship “men, birds,
four-footed beasts, and creeping things.” And
that is just what the nations of Africa are doing
to-day, and must have been doing for many
long centuries. Theydo not pretend toworship
God, but they worship the spirits of their
dead relations, ard also living animals.
Crocodiles are worshipped by tribes living
on the river Nile: also, in South Africa there
is a tribe called the Ba-Kuena, because they

. bina, t.e. “dance to” the crocodile.

The serpent is worshipped by several Wesl
Coast tribes. The natives along the Upper
Zambesi believe that a great serpent lies
at the bottom of that river. If anyone is
drowned in the Zambesi, the people say
nothing, but solemnly shake their heads,
believing that the unfortunate person has
been swallowed by this monster. I-knew of
a little baby-boy being given as a sacrifice to
him ; first, his fingers were chopped off, and
the blood from the bleeding stumps was
sprinkled over two war drums that the king
wished to consecrate ; then he was thrown
alive into the river !

Another tribe, the Matotela, worship the
ox. They knock out their front teeth, (o
make themselves like the animal they
worship. Dick, who was for several years m,






