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FuTUNA. 

TnE Frontispiece will represent very correctly the 
general outline of Futuna. It is copied' from a photo
graph. · The island is small but interesting. 'It forms 
one of the New Hebrides group, and lies not very far 
from'Eromanga. It is supposed to be about tiventy 
miles only in circumference. Its appearance in ap
proaching it fro'm the sea is very peculiar, as the 
lofty mountain 'rising out of the ocean comes more and 
more distinctly into view. A large part of 'the fop 
is quite flat. This is caUed "t~ble-land,"· and in this 
respect it is ·like the celebrated Table mountain at the 
Cape of .Good Hope. A few people consta.ntly live 
upon. this lofty plain, and cultivate their' planfations 
of .yams and .other_ vegetables. The earlie~t'visit to 
this lonely" island, for' Missionary' purposes, was inade 
by the 'Rev. John· Williams, two or three days before 
his cruel mm·<!_er at Eromanga. He speaks of the 
people, ·whom he then saw for the first time, as being 
very forbidding in their appearance. The three men 
in a canoe, which you will see in the Frontispiece, and 
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which is no fancy picture, will show thnt his unfavour
able impressions were well founded. 'Vhen I visited 
the islai)d, in 1858, I saw many men in their canoes 
exactly like these. 'fheir faces were covered with 
red ochre, and several parts also of their bodies 
were smeared or daubed with the same paint. Many 
of them had feathers stuck around their head and 
through their hair, others had rings of cocoa-nut 
o,r tortoise-shell hanging from their noses and ears. 
You would indeed have thought them very ugly and 
unloveable; but a M issionary looks at such beings 
with other eyes and other feelings. He sees them as 
Jesus saw the city when he wept over it, 'and as Paul 
looked upon Athens when his spirit was stirred in him 
by the sigl:it of its idolatry, and he knows, too, 'what 
God's love has provided for such, and what his-Spirit 
can do in them ; having seen the effects of the mighty 
Gospel elsewhere, he believes that it will become the 
power of God even to their salvation. The first teachers 
were landed at F~tuna in the year 1842. They were 
called Samuela and Abela; but alas! through the 
superstition of the people they were cruelly.killed. Yet 
this sad event has never prevented . the Missionary 
ship calling 'there; 11nd from time to tiine other teachers 
have been landed at the spot, and through God's 
grace, they have done mucli to raise and save the 
people from their degradation, misery, and siri. A very 
interesting history of Futuna might be written, to show 
how God watches over and ca~es for His servants when 
they seek to honour Him ; but I can only now tell yon 
what a Native Teacher wrote in a letter, when I visited 
that place in 1858. Wai hit, a teacher from the Island 
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of Aneiteum, who is labouring there, speaking of his 
occupation and prospects, says :-

"We have reason to thank our Father who is in 
heaven, that the people here assemble evei·y Sabbath 
day, morning and afternoon, to hear the word which 
He has given. I visit the people at t.lie village called 
J atho, and they also assemble to hear the word of God 
on the Sabbath day. At another Station, Navaiko, 
the chief i.s ver,y strong to do the word of God, (which 
nJeans, is zc,alous in doing good.) Dut alas! the devil 
is strong-handed here ; even at this present tinie, he 
is seeking to destroy the word of God, but he is not 
able to do what he desires. The word of God shall 
fully and ultimately triumph in th is land. I am 
always talking to the heathen, when I sec them, about 
the word of God, but some are very unwilling to re· 
ceive it. 

• • • • • 
"I shall be glad to h11ve an axe; I have broken the 

one I had, in building our chapel-house here. Thanks 
be to God we are all well. He has given us a child, 
and. we call her Charlotte. Peace be with you." 

This le~ter was written to Mr. Geddie, and all .our 
Missionary party on board, when we heard it, g·ave 
God thanks that His servants were so faithfully. and 
zealously employed. · 

It is still the " night of toil" there ; but. there ar~ 
also-many promises and many hopes that by ·and by 
the light of God's truth and gospel will shine on 
Aneiteum and dispel the darkness. I n 1859, Ru,' a 
Teacher from the Rarotonga In~titution, was stat.ioned 
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there. The people received him with great pleasure 
. and satisfaction. llfoy God keep the t.eachcrs faithful, 
and pour out of His Spirit to enlighten and save ihc 
heathen! 

GEO. GILL. -
RECOLLECTIONS OF A YOUNG COLLECTOR. 

MY FIRST AT1'EMPTS. 

ON reaching home after the meeting, I took my card into 
my bed-room, pnt it npon the chimney·piece, and, follow
ing tho advice of my good minister, I knelt down to ask 
God to prosper the good design. That evening I could 
scarcely think of anything else, but how I should get sub
scribers. I went over, in my mind, all the relations I had 
who were likely to feel any care about the salvation of 
othen, and then I reckoned up what young friends I might 
ask, and upon which of the congregation I should 'call. 

My first resolution was to give half my weekly allow
ance for pocket-money to my card, :mu having in this 
way shown my own love to the cause, to ask my dear 
father to become one of my subscribers. '!'bis, therefore, 
I did at once; and, although be had long given to the 
Society, he was most willing to encourage me, anu render· 
additional help to the good cause. Having sought bis 
advice as to the persons I iihould canvass, he recommended 
me to get as much knowledge as I could about the'Society 
for which I was going to work, so ' that I might inform 
those who inquired what parts of the world their Mission
aries were labouring in, and what had been ihe fruit of 
their labours. He then brought one of the Society's 
Annual Reports, and got a map of the wodd, and went 
QVCr the different Missions, telling me several things with 

' 
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1Vhich I was much interested. · From him I learned that 
the earliest Missions of the Society were in· the South Sea 
Islands, and in South Africa, and that wonderful changes had 
taken place in those countries. Then he turued to China, 
and pointed out t he Stations qf the Society in and near that 
mighty empire, fi\r it was not then so fully open to 
Missionarie11 as it is' now. India was next named; and be 
spoke of the numbers of native Christians and native 
teachers in the southern part of that land, who had been 

, brought out of heathenism by the Missionaries of the 
Society.- Nor were the West Indies forgotten, where so 
many, once slaves; were now serving Christ, and giving 
proof of their love by their liberality to His cause. I 
remember how my dear father dwelt upon the great 
change which had passed upon islands and groups of 
the South Seas, which were once the habitations of idols 
and cruelty, but where now no false god can be found. 
He also spoke with much feeling of Madagascar and of its 
faithful martyrs. This was a good preparation for my 
work, and I resolved to begin iu earnest on the following 
Monday. Very naturally, my first thoughts were turned 
towards those who, I fancied, had plenty of money; for I 
foolishly supposed that all would be as glad to help the 
good cause as I was, and that those who bad the means, 
\\•ould give to it with a free heart and a liberal hl\nd. 

In our congregation there ~vas an old gentleman who 
was said to be very rich; and although I had heard some 
things about his love of money w bi ch were not encouraging, 
I. thought he could never refuse to help the Missionary 
Society. But there was one thing which led me to hope 
that I should succeed, though, if I had been wiser, it would 
have had the opposite effect. It was that, as yet, be had 
never subscribed to the Society. 'l'his, I fancied, must have 
been because he had never been asked. However, I re· ' 
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solved to try. The gentleman live4 in a large brick house 
just.outside the town; but as there was a high wall next 
to the road, and the gat.e was always shut, it looked rather 
gloomy, and seemed as if intended to keep all beggars away; 
'When, therefore, I reached the gate, my couragll began to 
fail. But I said to myself, " I am not going to ask any
thing for my own use, but for the .sake of the heathen, and 
for the cause of God." So, after standing far a short time, 
I stretched out my hand· and pulled the bell. But it was 
a faint pull, and I could only just hear a distant- tinkle. 
Soon, however, a little door in tlte heavy gate was opened 
by a £ervant, who, having asked-my name, let me in. I 
had often wished to see what was inside that mo.ss-covered 
brick wall, and no1\'. my wish was gratified; and surprised 
I was to find there mai1y large shrubs and trees, with some 
flowers here and there; for I had fancied that things within 
must have been as gloomy as the appearance from without. 
Having been shown into an old-fashioned sitting-room, I 
soon received a visit from the housekeeper, for the gentle
man had no wife. This good woman had rather a dry, 
hard-looking face, and a sharp, cutting voice, neither of 
which were suited to win the confidence and love of young 
hearts like mine. She asked my business, and having told 
her, she said that Mr. -- was not very well that morn· 
ing, but .that she would tell him who I was, and what I 
wanted. Having anxiously waited during her absence, she 
soon returned, and said that he could not see me ; that he 
was qnite the wrong person to call upon; that he .had 
already enough to do with his moirny; that he J honght 
there was too mnch said about Missions to the heathen, 
and that charity should begin at home. · '£his was new to 
nie. i stood still, and said nothing. But·tears came into 
my eyes, when the good woman, though she had not a high 
character for kindness, was so far moved that she gave me 
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a small sum, and wished me .more success in future. 
'£hough much disappointed, it was a great relief to pass 
back through the li ttle gate into the familiar road, and to 
meet plain country people, whose bright nnd hearty faces 
seemed to show a kindness which I had vainly-looked for 
in t he great red house. · 

This early di.sconragement, however, was not without 
good effect. I lcarnccl by it that I '}'US not to t rust much 
to those who wore rich, and, what was more important, I 

felt, as I had not felt until then, how necessary prayer 
was to Him who has the hearts of all men i.n His hands. 
That day, however, I made no -other er.I!. My bright 
hopes had been sadly clouded, and I felt as if I could .not 
venture again just then into another house. I returned 
home before I was expected, and had to tell my father and. 
mother the sad story of my disappointment. They pitied 
me; but yet they smiled to think that I should have ex
pected anything from the old gentleman, and still more, 
that my tears should have drawn a sixcpe.nce from the 
pocket of his housekeeper, who was thought to love money 
qnite as much as her master. But I well remember my 
father expressing his surprise and pain that any one who 
professeGl Christianity should discourage others, and espe· 
cially the young; from learning to do ,good. -
LATEST INTELLIGENCE FROM THE MISSIONARY SHIP. 

LllTTER FllOM REV. G. MORRIS. 

On board "John Williams." ·- , 
March, 1861. 

MY nun YOUNG Fnrn'Nns,-:Many of you will already 
have read the account pf our voyage to the Cape of Good 
Hope. Now I want yon to go in imagin!!tion with us from 
tliat place to Hobart Town. 

nS 
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We must go back to the 29th January. It is eleven 
o'clock in the morning, so we and some of our friends must 
get into the boats and go off to the "John Williams." 
vVe are all safe on board. Having sung the well-known 
hymn, 

" From all that dwell below the skies," 

we are commended in prayer to the care and protection of 
our F11tl1er in heaven. Our kind friends bid us adieu 11nd 

leave us. 
The anchor is weighed. The sails are set, and we again 

launch into the mighty deep. Distance dims the sunny 
shores of Africa, and at last hides her mountains from our 
view. \Ve are again surrounded by the deep blue sea. 

In the early part of this portion of the voyage we were 
sometimes gliding through the water most gently, at others 
were cutting rapidly through it., with the spray dancing 
and frolicking past our ship, and the porpoises racing and 
jumping about in the water. Thus we go on pleasantly 
for several days; but the wind lessens, _and I want you to 
pay us another visit on Tuesday, the 12th of February. 
We have scarcely had any wind for the past few days . . The 
sea is very calm. It is almost like a sea of glass, excepting 
that there is a gentle swell which hea v~s us up and down. 
·we are not making any progress. Lots 'of birds are fly· -
ing .about us; amongst ~hem are the p1·etty little stormy 
petrels, which the poet makes to say : 

" A thousand miles from land are we, ..;, 
-Toss'd about on the deep blue sea." 

Then there is the majestic albatross, now swiftly wing· 
ing its way towards our ship; now proudly flying r~und 
and round us; and now, with its keen eye, seeing a piece 
of meat thrown as a bait into the water, it darts down 
to catch it. In a moment there is a loud, loud shout, for 
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the bird himself is caught and quickly hauled on dee)!', 
where he appears almost like a fish out of water. Another 
bait is put out. There is another shout, for another alba· 
tross is caught ; yes, and another, another, and another. 
Five live albatrosses are on board, and there is another just . 
behind us. He appears too wide awake to be caught. 
We will leave him, and go to see the others. Oh! what 
fine, what beautiful creatures! what lovely feathers! what 
splendid wings ! how long they are ! Let us measure them 
from tip to tip. Really, they are ten feet across. Who 
would have thought it P 'l'hen from the tip of its beak to 
the tip of its tail is three feet nine inches. What large 
birds they are, and how nicely their body is suited to their 
mode of life ! 'rhey have long, strong wings to carry them 
through the air. When they go into the water, they shut 
up their wings in three folds, and by means of web feet 
they swim, and appear much like the majestic swan. Truly 
our God is good, and wonderful in all his works. Having 
satisfied our curiosity in looking at these fine birds, we ret 
them all fly excepting one, which is kept by Mr. Bird to 
send to Scotland. 

In a few days after that of which I have spoken, we had 
a good wind, which speeded us on our voya:ge. Days pass 
away. We have a few squalls, and see some of the pretty 
little ice-birds flitting about our vessel. 

I want you to visit us again. It is not to 'sec birds, 
fish()J!, or land, this time, but to be present on March 3rd 
and 4th, during which we experienced 

A TEURIFIC GALE. 

The morning of Sabbath, March, 3, was fine. We are 
going on full sail. A breeze comes on and increases, so 
that we have to take in some sail. The breeze still in· 
creases, and we are obliged to sho1·ten sail again, and are 
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not able to have our usual service on Sabbath evening. 
The breeze. has now become so strong that more sail has to 
be taken- in, and durii1g the night we go under double 
reefed main-top sail, and close-reefed fore-top sail, We 
pass the night very uncomfortably, and have little or no 
sleep, on account of the rocking, rolling, plunging, and 
dashing of the ship. The wind increases to a )mrrieane, 
with a very heavy sea, hail, and rain, so that between four 
and five A. M. on Monday, the little sail we have out is 
obliged to be taken in, and we go under what sailor's call 
" the goose's wing," just the corner of the main-top sail, 
and a corner of a try-sail. 

I wish I could paiut a picture of what I saw whilst on 
deck. The sky was thick and cloudy. Rain and hail' ere. 
falling together. The wind was blowing f.uriously, an' 
howling fearfully as it passed through the rigging and 
sails. The sea was raging tremendously, and the spray 
blowing about like snow. !\!:any of the waves must have 
h<!en at least forty feet high. These, with their white 
crests, came rushing and rolling along, as if to overwhelm 
us. Between these mighty waves were .fields, as it were, 
of white water and long streaks of foam. 

Whilst this is the state of things around, what is the 
state on board the " John Williams P" All the sails are 
furled, except those forming the "goose's wing," of which 
I -have spoken. The helm is secured in one position,. by 
means of relief tackles. Every precaution and prepar~tion 
for rough weather that can be taken have been taken, in 
strengthening some thing~ and securing 'others. Ropes 
are placed along the deck, to enable us.to move about, and 
we are -drifting just where this heavy sea and strong wind 
will carry us. It was truly fearful to look at the moun• 
tainous waves and deep valleys. A scene of such awful 
gran.deur I never remember to have seen before. Were 
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we not afraid ? perhaps you ask. It was truly a time for 
fear and aµxiety. Ilnt we had confidence in the r igging 
and fittings of our sbip. ·Thanks to the children of 
England. And we had perfect confiderice in the eye of 
Him who never slumbers nor sleeps, and iR that arm which ' 
is ever ready to bC. outstretched to the help of those who 
call for it through Christ .. 

The sun shone through the day, but the wind and sea 
continued raging. vVe were in this state for .twelve hours, 
during which time the" John Williams" rode bravely o'er 
the waves. Through the mercy of our God, we were all 
preserved in safety, and not any accident happened to our 
ship. 

Afterwards the wind abated, some heavy rain beat down 
t11e sea, and we were enabled to go on our way rejoicing, 
our hearts being filled with gratitude to God for having 
delivered us in time of peril. 

After this we wept on for five days with changeable 
winds, and on Sunday, March, 10th, sighted land. - vVe 
entered Storm Bay early on Monday morning, and the river 
Derwent in the evening, and having tacked up it, arrived 
at our anchorage on '.l'uesday morning, 12th March, and 
were received very kindly by our friends. 

I hope to write you a further account of our stay here, 
and at Melbourne and Sydney, and also of our voyage; so 
now my dear young friends, hoping you will pray for us, 
afid bidding you farewell, 

I rem'ain, · 
, , Yom·s affectionately, 

GEORGE MORRIS 



182 

ES TUER. 

MY DEAR YOUNG FIUENDS,-1 promised in my last letter 
to tell you something about " Esther," the other little girl 
in the Frontispiece for June. Some years ago, Mr. Porter 
went a long journey into n hill country near Kimmedy, 
which is beyond Vizagapatam. There he preached the 
GospeUo the heathen; but he felt sad, as Missionaries 
often do, fearing that it was like sowing seed by the way
side, which would soon be lost. Some years passed away 
before he knew that there wns any fruit of his labours in 
that district. But one day lie received n letter from a poor 
man, who was a peon or police officer called Tummiah, saying, 
"Sir-Wl1en you were at Palcondah, six years ago, I heard 
you preach about the new religion. I thought it very won
derful, but did not think it concerned me; yet I could not 
forget it, and so I stqod watching and waiting. I thought 
much about it, and Jonged tg know more. Since then, 
another Missionary has come, and I have heard what he 
said, and I have now made np nly mind that I will give 
up all idol worship. I will throw away my idols, and be 
baptized-I and all my household. Will, you, sir, please 
to come and baptize us all-myself, my wife, and my 
children P" Mr. Porter was just then leaving that part 
of the country, and was obliged to ask another Missionary, 
Mr. Dawson, to baptize this interesting family, which he. 
did. 

This man was Esther's father. After some time, he 
gave up his government office, and became a Scr~pture 
reader. His wife was a good woman; but she died when 
Esther was quite a little girl, and poor Tummiah did not 
know what to do with this poor little girl and her sister. 
And so, he took them to Vizagapatam, and asked Mrs. 
Gordon to fake them int'l t.lw Mi~~ionary Boarding School. , 

ESTIIEI!. 1S3 

There Esther 1lrst learned to read and work. After a 
time her father came to Cuddapah, and brought his little 
girls with him, and requested that they might be received 
into the School; and for the last six years they have been 
there. 

Esther is a most loveable little girl, bright, happy. 
clever, and well-behaved, and · 1 hope she will live to be n 
truly useful woman, and at last be prepared to join the 
innumerable company of all nations nnd tongues before 
the throne of God and the Lamb. 

So, dear children, you . see how much good sometimes 
results from a little labour in Christ's service. Tummiah, 
~he Felingoo peon, hears the Gospel; he believes, and 
becomes a preacher of that Gospel. One son is a Christian 
schoolmaster, two others are preparing for the Christian 
ministry, three daughters have become Christians, of 
whom Esther is the youngest. 

But you may say, " What have we to do with all thi .. ?" 
You help to collect the money ; and·, if there were no 
fonds, how could Missionaries be sent; if no Missionaries, 
how would the Gospel be preached; if no schools, how 
would children be taught ? And, more than thi~, I hope 
you pray much that the Holy Spirit may bless the means 
used to the salvation of the souls of them to whom the 
Gospel is preached. 

" Every little mite, 
Every little measure, 
Helps to spread the light, 

'' Helps to swell the treasure." 

That you may ever feel it is . your highest privilege to 
do what you can for the spread of the ;Gospel, is the sin· 
cere prayer of yours aifoctionatcly, M. PORTER. 
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TilE RESCUED CHILD. 

NEARLY thirty years ago famine raged in India, and 
seemed to be like what we now hear of from that land 
where, alas! such evils are but too common. The earth wa~ 
dried and burnt up, the crops yielded nothing to satisfy 
the starving thousands. People were dying of hunger, 
and mothers, in despair, would sell their children for the 
merest trifle, so that they might prolong their own miser
able existence. Many of the children thus sold became 
slaves} but a happier lot befel some who came under the 
blessed influence of Christianity. It was so with little 
Ragama. Her mother had found her way to the Mission 
House at Bellary, and in hopeless grief she said, "Oh, take 
my child; I shall die." The little girl thus left formed 
one of the first group of children in the school at that 
Station. She was kindly cared for, taken as a trust from 
Gird, to be trained for Him. No longer did the little 
trembling emaciated creature hear of the anger of Siva, 
or of the need of the favour of Lakshmi. No. She was 
told of the blessed Jesus, who not only came to save the 
lost, but whose heart is full of tender pity and love. She 
quickly learned to read, and was kind and gentle to her 
companions; and as she grew, the love of Jesus reached 
lier heart. She was baptized in his name, and became a 
m~mber of the native church. Her whole. conduct gave . 
great pleasure to the kind Missionary and his wife,,. w.J.io 
had cared for her. By and by she was married to a native 
minister, a good and holy man, and for several years she 
was very happy. Two children were given to her, and as 
wife and mother she had duties whieh devolved on her. 
H~r little ones she loved .dearly, and, like many a Christian 
mother in our own land, would sing to them, and fold 
their little hands in prayer, and teach them to say " Abba, 
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Father." With the Christian women she had µieetings 
for prayer; and as she had opportunity she b.ught others. 
But her happiness was not always to last. God was 
preparing her for a ·great sorrow. Her husqaud· beeame 
ill and died, and she was left a widow, and her children. 
fatherless; but she knew the blessed words, " I will not 
leave thee nor forsake thee," and in lowly submission she 
said, " Even so, Father, to thee it lrath seemed good." 
She did not, as was formerly the custom in India, burn 
herself on the funeral pile of her husband, and she was not 
put apart from others, as the case is with the heathen, who'" 
.think that the curse of God rests ~n the widow ; but the 
Christians tried to comfort her, fo1; they grieved at the 
loss of her husband. There were also many English people 
who were sorry when they heard that the good native 
pastor was dead ; aud they raised a large sum of money 
for the support of the widow and children. S.hc came. 
again to live in the Mission Compound, ancl had a house 
close to the school, in which she had spent so many happy 
days; and she in turn helped to teach others. Little 
orphans, who were from time to time lirought th~re, found 
in her a kind and loving friend. But health failed, and 
the time came when she must bid all farewell. About a 

• year ago she died calmly; trusting in Jesus. Missionaries 
and others thanked God for one who had left so·hurnble 
and holy an example. Her eldest daughter had just 
'!>eforp been ~arried to a Catechist, and the youngest she 
could trustfully leave to the care of God and His servants. 
Thus W!J see how God oftentimes brings good out of evil. 
W:ho IV·ould have thought that the little heathen child, 
rescued from famine, would become the wife of a -Christian 
minister, train a family to serve God, and die .surromidecl 
with so many tokens of love? At this hour, in India, 
many nre dying of starvation. Who will give a helpj_ng 
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band to rescue them from temporal death; and '~here are 
those who shall go forth to unfold to them the tale of 
mercy, and tell them of that " bread which came .down 
from he:;iven, of whicl1, if a man eat, he shall live for 
ever?" A. W. -

A GOOD EXAMPLE. 

ONE bright afternoon, in the mellow month of October, 
two little Swiss . girls were lying in the grass, under the 
shade of a cluster of trees. They had chosen that place 
because it was very quiet, and so far from the houso that 
they were sure not to be tormented or disturbed by their 
frolic-loving brothers. Oh i how beautiful everything 
looked about them :-so beautiful, that they talked ·at 
intervals only, stopping now and then to hear better the 
sleepy song of the myriad insects that came and went 
all around the flowers, or the whimsical, funny chirping 
of the crickets-those faithful lovers of summer! Then 
they gazed a long time at the deep cloudless blue of the 
sky, through the tliick foliage of the chestnut trees, and 
they kept wondering whether the birds, when they flew so 
fast and so far up into the air, really did reach that which 
we call heaven P So the afternoon was nearly spent before 
our little dreamers thought of moving away from their 
retreat; and it was only when they heard their moth.er 
calling them, that they did make their appearance in the 
family circle. 

But though apparently idle while so comfortably hidden 
in the fragrant field, the two sisters had not lost their 
time. They were great friends, and loved each other so 
wefl, that one had not a thought without wishing to 
communicate it to the other; and it was for that very pur• 
pose th11.t. on that lovely afternoon they had left the bois. 

A GOOD EX~ltPIE, 187 

terous society of their brothers. They wished to have a 
good opportunity for talking together. It was not, how. 
ever, about their dolls, or the prom:se they had received 
that morning of some new books, that they wished to talk. 
Nor was it either of the visit they were to make to their 
aunt in her lovely villa on the banks of the lake. No, 
indeed, but rather of something far more distant from 
them, and yet so near, so much within their own reach 
that it made their hearts heat quicker and louder as the; 
pondered how they could really set about it in good earnest, 
and become also helpers in that good work. 

Fanny and Ellen had recently attended a Missionary 
lnccting. ]<'or the first time in their life they had men a 
Missionary. They had become acquainted with a man who, 
in the humble yet living hope of doing something for his 
Master, in proc1-iming His eternal truth among the heathen, 
had willingly given up all the endearments of home and 
country, and had courageously accepted beforehand the 
many countless privations which such a sacrifice 'necessi· 
tates. 

1'hey were both full of all they had heard on the Sunday 
before, and since that day, their parents had noticed 
more than once how thoughtful they were. 

Can we wonder at it P If children do give their at
tention to the building up of the Missionary work abroad, 
they must become interested. The impulses of their age 
nre -not sluggish, and often a1·c quickened into honest 
resolves which shame the cold indifference of after years. 

While they lay in the warm grass, Fanny and Ellen had 
tl1erefore talked over the various accounts given by Mr. 
Lacroix, and each one had strengthened the other in the 
heartfelt conviction that their duty was to do something 
for the poor benighted Hindoo. 

Happy are the chiltlrcn who do not stop half-way towards 
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God, but who, in gcod earnest, put th~ir little hands to the 
great and glorious work of love to which all arc called. 

"One thing is certain, Fanny," said Ellen, after a 
moment's hesitation, "if what Mr. Lacroix said is true, 
we are both very selfish, for-we never have given up any· 
t hing to help the Missionaries." 

. " I am afraid it is so," said Fanny ; "only I don't s.ec 
how we can begin to do anything now. I wish we had 
more pocket-money. It would be so easy then to give so 
much a month for the Hindoo mission. What do you suppose 
mamma would say if we asked her to increase our allowance?" 

"Oh ! I don't think she could do it very well. Yon 
know, Fanny, how mnch more· we already receive than 
cousin Low; and besides, it would be no sacrifice for us 
to part with money which we received only for that pur· 
pose. If mamma gave us more tha11 W# now receive, 
simply that we might send · it t o Mr. Lacroix, I don't 
believe it would please God as if we gave up what is really 
already ours. Perhaps we could give up something we 
like very much, and then each time we missed it or wished 
we had it again, we would remember that we bad offered 
it to God. Of course child1·en can do. very little; but yon 
know how l\fr. L acroix encouraged all the children by 
saying that the least effort on their part was accepted by 
God, who looks into the heart. No, we must not ask 
mamma for one cent more than she now gives us, but we 
must contrive to do something. I have been thinking 
t lmt we might, perhaps, give up having dessert aft.er dinner, 
and taking sugar in our tea. What do you think, Fanny ?" 

Bnt before Fanny could answer, as she felt somewhat 
startled by so unexpected a proposition,_ both little girls 
were called home for tea, and the subject was dismissed 
between them, yet not frpm their mind. 'l'bere it silently 
ripened into a· resolution. 
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A·whole week passed away. Mr. Lacroix was a daily 
visitor at tho house, and each time he called he seemed to 
bring along with him a warmer glow of t rne enthusiasm 
for th~ cause to which his life was devoted. Fanny and 
Ellen listened breathlessly to every word he said, and were 
determined not to let themselves be hindered in carryino
out thei;. plan of usefulness, even by its insignificance. 0 

It so happened that one morning the children rnet their 
mo~her as she was entering the pantry, and making sure 
of the opportunity, Ellen told her mamma that they would 
like to give up taking sugar in their tea, morning and 

, evening, as well as eating of the desser t at dinner, if t heir 
share of those luxuries could be nppropriated to the Mission 
in India. The mothar gladly, ay gratefully, conse~ted to 
that bargain. She felt happy that some of her children 
realized the s~cred obligation of doing something for God. 
Instead of trying to dissuade them, she, on the contrary 
encouraged their zeal. She told them not to regret th~ 
sacrifice when once it was offered, and not to lose its surn 
reward by offering it unwillingly. 

So from that day, and for nearly a whole year, Fanny 
.and Ellen took their tea unsweetened, and never once did 
they break the engagement they had contracted with their 
cbnscience. Whatever was the sum of money saved by 
their daily privation, went to swell, with a few drops, that 
current of Christian sympathy and love which fiows from 
this earth for " the healing of the nations." 

Children, do you think Fanny and Ellen did right to 
give up what t hey liked so well ? It required a good. deal 
of perseverance and determination on their part. it al ways 
does, to br~ak a life-habit. 

Will you follow their example, and do sometl;ing for 
God that costs you a sacrifice ? · Think about it. 

Oar1·ier Dove. L ENTO. 
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TIIE COST OF BECOMING A CTTnIS'fTAN IN INDI.A. 
DY DR. II. M. SCUDDER, 

AFTER I had been in India a few years, I became ac· 
quainted with a man, a Hindoo of " good caste," as the 
Hindoos express it. This man's heart was affected by the 
truths of the Gospel, and he became a Christian. I had 
the pleasure of baptizing him. His wife was enraged at 
the very idea ; and, whilst the ceremony of baptism was 
going on, she charged in upon us with the utmost fury, 
clutching handfuls of sand and throwing them over us, 
with yells of madness. In this, and in every other way 
she could devise, she tried to hinder the Christ.ian cere
mony. She foiled, of conrse, in that. That very day 
she ran off with her children, and all the moveables ·she 
could lay her hands upon. For eight years that Hindoo 
convert was left without a wife; and I can my of him 
what I wish I could say of myself, I can conscientiously 
say, that I never saw a fault in him. He illustrated the 
beauty and the excellence of the Christian religion, as I 
think I never saw it illustrated in any other C<lse; and 
when he died, one of the hardest-hearted heathen in our 
district expressed but the feeling of all who knew him: 
" Oh, sir, a true man, a holy man, has passed away from 
the earth." I had no apprehensions for the death-bed of 

.such a man. He had grown under Chr~stian nurture to 
be a preacher of the Gospel, as a catechist, for he was not 
ordained, and he and I preached .Christ in many of t_he 
towns and villages of India. A few days before his death, 
when in a very feeble state, he came to me, and without 
any solfoitation on my part, told mer '" I feel thnt I am 
a . poor· wretched sinner; I have got notliing~ in myself, 
but I have everything in the righteousness of Christ. I 
will wrap around me that mantle, and then I shall be 
safe." There was no sorrow connected with his death-
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bed. To this day it is associated, in my mind, with every· 
thing that is peaceful, and happy, and beautiful. When
ever l think of it, I think of the gorgeous summer's 
sunset, when the clouds come there with their man.y 
wings to be gilded by . the departing rays, and to catch 
up and multiply the glory of the scene. I watched 
with the greatest delight as I saw that man's sun go 
down. I watched him as he entered the valley of the 
shadow of death. There was no darkness in that vale, 
for the light of glory broke through from the other end. 
I could still see him ns he ~alked through the defile; 
and as he entered further and deeper, as long as my 
mortal gaze could follow him, there was the same light 
step, the same expression of joy with which he began 
the journey. His last words were, "Joy! joy l" That 
hard-hearted wife came hack to see him die. She loved 
him as much as woman ever loved her husband; but 
that cruel caste has terrible power over the heathen 
mind and heart. She threw her arms around his neck 
and wept t ears of repentance; nnd now she is a mem
ber of the church over which I have the honour to pre. 
side, while all her children nre gathered under Christian 
culture.-Sower. -

A MISSIONARY'S PARAULE. 

AdAtNST'Amanna's rocky ~hore a gallant vessel. dashed, 
And soon above her towermg mast the sullen billows washed; 
But ere the bark went down, her crew had climbed tha~ islet reef, 
And from impending death had fo~nd a ha~bour of rehef. 
No voice ·offriendly welcome, no p1ty~beammg face · 
Greeted the homele'!ls ,wanderers in that wild and far-off place; 
But they praised the God "of. heav-en, wh? alon.e was strong to save 
Even life itself, amid the str1fe ofwresthng wmd and wav~. 
But thirst with direst sufferings. those stalwart men assailed. 
And at this new calamity their hearts with terror quailed. 
They roam'd all o'er the desert iale, if ha.ply some clear spring 
Might to their waeting energies nc1Y life and t i"gour bring. 
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Vain, va.tn the search; and dnrk despair was sottllng in enoll eye, 
As they saw no other fate than just to lay them down and die. 
Only one hardy mariner, to suffering long inured, 
Continuing his lonely path, by blessed ho_pe a11ured, 
Rer.ched n. deep thicket, where the sourid of bubbl;ng waters 

thrilled - · 
·Ifis ear as with sweet music, and bis soul with rapture filled. 
Jn eager haste he knelt beside that rippling rill, and drew, 
' Vith .a. long deep draught of its cr)'Stal wave, courage and life 

anew;-
'l'hen, raising his eye to lrnn.ven above, '' ~fy God, accept," he cried, 
"The praise of a grateful heart, for Tlwu hast thus my need sup-

plied!" · · '. 
And now, does he haste away, tbink you, to his comrades in dis~ 

tress, 
And bid t hem share his new-found joy? Ah, so you would surely 

guess t 
But Hst~en-he re.asons with himself : " 'Twas God that brought 

'me h ere, 
And showed the secret spring of life, with its waters fresh and clear. 
There's plenty for all to drink, I know, but no need for me to te1l, 
}1'or He wpo guided my steps, can guide the steps of my friends as 

well.'' . 
Days passed: he drank an.::l Ji reel, while those around him pined 

and died. • 
Full oft upon their dreadful fate he looked and sadly sighed, 
"Oh, would to God they knew where ftows thatlif0·rcnewiug tide !" 
Jllas ? he vainly wishes-one by one they perish sOon, 
A nd he of all that gallant crew stands silent and alone. ~ 

At l ength a whftening sail appears- be hails ,_it with delight r 
·I\:ind voices cheer his heart again , and hopo grows st.rong and 

bright. 
But ·when tbe sailors leap on shore, and view the dread array - "' 
Which death has left behind, they start in horror and dismay ..... --:-.· 
"How livest thou among the d ead? sa.y, whose these mou1dering 

bones ?" · · ~ - ... ... "' .; 
"Alas? my comrades all,'' he cries, iu la.mcntable f.6nes, 
' ' Co1?su~~d by thirst, have perished 1011g..-I mourn_' their ha.ples-s 

iate. '· --- - ~· · '\ 
"How livest Thou ?" again they ask. He hastens to relate 
How God his footsteps guided to the tiny forest rill, 
)Vbich, 11ad his brethren known, maybt1.p .they had been living still. 
"Ah! wretched mun," with one accord his auditors exclaim-
'' A murderer self-convicted thou; thine be the guilt and sh ame!" 

My reader, does thy heart r espond to the dread verdict given? 
Then say, what is the crime of t.hoae who hold the "News of 

heaven" 
Fast in their sel fish grasp, nor seek its bi9s'sings to convey 
TO those who, "knowing not the Truth/' are passing swift awa.y? 

ION. 

(From Notes of a U issionary Sermon- preached by Rev; E. R. W. 
Krause, at Yarmouth, August 22nd, 1858.) 



Vol. XVIII.-No. 206. JULY, 1861. 

FUTUNA 

RECOLLECTIONS OF A YOUNG COLLECTOR-

170 

171 

MY FIRST ATTEMPT3 • 174 

LATEST INTELLIGENCE FROM THE MISSION· 

A.RY SHIP. • 177 

ESTHER 182 

THE RESCUED CHILD 184 

.&, . flQOD EX AMPLE 186 

THE COST OF BECOMING A CHRISTIAN HI i INDIA • • 190 

~ .ona.-• =•: •m'i •=~· . lJJl 

,.Jl;.""\jA'ii-a4 :;a""jiiA'S+A;a~ .. ;a,.;,;;! tlA:~:;b 
- 'ii William St.evens, Prmter, '&7, Bell k' ard, l'empie Uar. -}j.. -


