eminiscences of

"2 Nature Faki

he Trolley Caribpu

By John Kendrick Bangs.

(Copyright, 1907, by Joseph B. Bowles.)
ATURALLY bein' & fed'ral of-
ficeliolder,” sald the postmas|

ter, plastering the cut in his

é4

thumb with & 1l-cent stamp,

“1 aln't t:"dn’ any side in this
hera question as to whether
& hungry chipmunk really eould bite the

heart out o a bull moose or not. I'm
here to sell postage atamps and to see
that no third-class matter goes out that
ain't l‘fl readin’ fer the young. But I
hsv my opinion on the subject, which
protected by the sacred confiden o
thesa here gatherin's around the slove,
1 don't mind sayin' is wholly fav'rable
to the president o' the United States,
1 don't gnllen the chipmunk could do
ft—not from the oulside, anyhow."

“Them's mYy sentimenis,” sald Bi
Wotherspoon. "I'm a Democrat, but in
this emergency I stand by the admin-
Istration.”

"He might ha' done it from the in-

side,” continued the postmaster, but
not from the outside. :I.; that there
akirs’ union

chaplain o' the Nature
had d that his chipmunk had found
1 moose lyin' asleep somewhere
h his mouth open and had run dewn
s throat an’ nlpgod him by the heart
an’ then gnawed his way out aguin. I
ain't a-sayin’ but what mebbe it might

h

of happened.”
"‘Wgnt you talkin' about, Joe™ put
in the captain. *“It warn't a chipmunk

an' a bull moose. It was & woodchuck
an’ 4 caribon, an' I say without pno de-

sire to curry favor with the president
that the thing never happened, because
woodchucks ain’'t what they call a gas-
tronomic animile.”

“That's & new one on me,” sald 8l
Watherapoon. “I thought gastronomy
had somethin' to do with the moon and
the aslars.™

Jackass Poetry.

‘Haw-haw!" Isuzhod the eaptain.
"That asstronomy, 5. When we see &
Jackasn brayin’ at the moon, he's gol

& In his breast, an’
fa blattin® out all of the poetry he
knows. Gastronomy Is the sclence of
eatin’ ment, an' woodchucka don't eat
nothin' but gresn things, llke eabbages,
an’ lattues, an' grass. 1 did see onwm
tryin' tn eat a waterin' pot once beln’

anstronomie longin

some nn‘v-tllulod kind o' salad, but he
Eive It up when he'd. got through the
paint, an’ found the thing made o' tin.

“Anyhow, since woodchucks don't eat
meat, it's few-tile to say that one of

Am sprang at the carfbou from his bo
I-.n:'.' :nrgb dml. 'Rfi’.'.‘u'"” his h

. n’ by holdin' on
to his tall with his forcu'wl. bit his

Pfa?rt in {t',m 1 would
saw an' had after-davys from a
the Injuns in the world l'ro‘g old :I"o!l'l-l
hattan down to them eollege boys that
comes to the Inglenook every summer,
an' makes life hidjeous with thelr Co-
manche lrTall- and songs about their
Bo_pl?'l; lh?; g:c; the ocean.”
[ 4 ear you speak as

do. c-?uln," sald the postmaster, uo'loh'!
placently. “As the representative of
the Unlited States rnv‘mnt in these
parts I've sort of felt in a delicatd po-
sitlon in regard to this animile issue.
I want to be loyal to th’ president, an’
at the same tima 1 hate to sacrifice -
sonal friendship on th' altars of pollml.
It's nice to know that {rrespective of
party ‘flliatlons we are united In the
support of our peerleas leader at
rw.;{]‘_li
“Hold on, Joe," sald the talh, put-
ting his hand gntly on thac.n’ ofpt‘ht

stmaster. “Better save all that peer-
ess leader stuff Yor the heat of a p'lit-
fcal campalgn., It goes better on the
stump than from the top of a barl o
prunes in timed o' peace. *Taint good
polley to turn on the gas afore you're

ruf% to light It" riben 3
""We on aroun

don't see man
here thess days," nld’!l Wotharapoon,

as a sort of rellef to the situation.

Sapphira the Caribou.

“Many?’' laughed the postmaster, "1
gorry, ye don't see none. I ain't see
one for so long that I don’'t know ‘s
I'dknow ‘twas a caribou If one of ‘em
should walk in here an' ask for a plug
o' terbacker.”

“They ain't been none for 10 years™
sald the captain, moodily, “Sapphira
was the last one.”

“Sapphira?’ asked B! Wotherspoon,
and the postmaster in one volece.

“Yep,” sald the ocaptain. “Sapphim
was the pet caribou of mine that I
used to keep out on the farm. He was
the usafulest animile T ever see, an' It's
always been a wonder to me that con-
slderin’ their intelligence an' wceptibil-
ity to trainin' for the useful occypa-
tions o' life ther ain't beean no sclentific
move to domesticate ‘em.”

“lT never knowed ye had a pet cari-
bo“\ Cap." sald the postmaster, with a
wink at me. “"Where'd ye git him?'

“I eaught him youm up in Penob-
scot,” replled the captaln, "Lemme see
—I1 think it was In th’ winter o' 18086
I was up on the Penobscot loggin'. It
was a terrible cold winter, The snow
wios thutty feet deep most everywhera
an’ loggln’ wasn't no game fer a dancin’
master, I ecan tell ye; but we had to
do.it just the same. 1 went up with
Hezx Wogley an' old Jim Wotherspoon—
Bi's uncle up at Bangor. Wogley he
disappeared after the first week, but|
Jim an’ me we stuck to it all through
the winter. I remember Il was some-
where nlong about the middle of Jan-
uary that I was waked up one night by
n terrific moanin' goln' on in the woods.
Jim heard 1t too, but he was for for-
gettin® It, an' goln® to sleep again. 1
wasn't p'ticularly Intereated about get-
tin’ up an’ goln’ put to help nobody
myself, seeln’ as how {t was snowin’
foeather beda, an’ the th'mom'ter g0 low
ye could hear the mere'ry elickin’
agalnst the bottom o' the glass bub,
FRut I got up an’ went nut just the same,
fer the volce sounded sorter ke Hez
Woggely's, an’' I thougiht mebbe he'd
g0t a lettls 'shamed o hisself for goin'
off an' leavin us In th' lurch, an' was
tryin’ to get back, nn’ hean overtook bhv
the storm. 80, 's | say, I got up, an’

n't balieve it even

deluded by its color Into thinkin' it wan

L]

F a2

—_—

lantern callin’' out: Hes! O Hez! They
wasn't any answer at first, an' after
lookin' maround T started back, when
I was almost frope by a blood-curdlin’
roan from the distance. This tlme
t kep' ug. until T was able to trace
it down the trall to A place where the
trees were thicker'n usual, an' there I
found 8Sapphira.”

“wood name, sald
master.

Imprisoned by Horns,

“How'd ye know.his name was Sap-

him? asked 8| ‘He didn’t hand ye
is visitin' rard A4ld he?
“No,” sald the captain,
by the (insinuation “I mnamed him
Sapphira myself because he'd decelved
me into lhl)nkln' he was Hezx Wogley.
But there he was, n prisoner. He'd
keteched his horns in the trees, an' he
conldn't get ‘am loose, an' by elow de-
grees tha heavy snow that was fallin’

that,™ the ponst-

undisturbed

put on my duds an' went out with a

was coverin' him up. By the time I got

the first think 1 knowed he was purrin’

to him he was buried up to his neck. An | away just Iike he llked {t. He actohally
hour more, 'n he'd been out o wight.” licked my hand, an’ his poor tongus was
“Poor feller,” mald the postmaster, | so diy It took the skin off, s | pulied
eympathetically. “You come along just | out my flask full o Dubsaworth unfer.
in time, &8s usual, dldn’'t you Cap™ mentad rye tonle, and Jdilutin® It with n
“Preciaely.” mnld the captaln “Juat | handful o' snow, pourad It down hia
In time, ror as | kpied hlm he falnted. | throat, an’ he turned over an’ went to
H!s strength wans used up, and he wans | sleep like a baby.
&1l In. The first thing 1 Ald was to : ¢
lnke oul my saw an' saw off the | Gratitude of a Caribou.
branchea thut lad ketehed him hy the .
horns, an' then [ took my shovel an' "Well, sir,” sald the captaln, address-
dug thes snow away, so's when he come | Ing me after A pauss, “from that time
to he'd be all right When I'd got|on that carlboy was mine. Talk abouot
that dqone, soein” thal hia was pretty nearl | greatitood bein® a humen virtue! Yo
ly froge stiff, 1T bullt two honfirea out | needn't tall me that caribous properly
o driftwood on bhath sides of him, | treated aln't got 1t strong When morn-
dasbed 7 cup o enld water In his fare, | In® come an  Bapphira waked up, he
an’ put his fest hilgher 'n his hend, | oome trottin® along to where | was chop-
whicrh Is th* best thing to Ao when | pin® down trees, an' from that time on
anybndy fninta It restores the clrey-| ve eouldn't get him t{o leave me, an'
Iation o the blood  Himeby ho come to, | usaful’ (Gee, but he baat #veryvthing!
an’ 1 Just sat there nn” held his hoof In | To hegin with, when we'd got a cord o
my hand, an’ patted him Kind of affec- | wond all chopped up, an® roady to be
tionnte on his nerk, nn’ scratched his| havled nway, we dldn't have to walt Yer
forehead llke va wonld a kitien's, an'| the team. We'd just pila the astuff up

on Bapphira’s horns—a holl cord at A

Missions Are Worth While on Ceylon’s Spicy Isle

Ry Willlam T. Eillia

(Copyright, 1807, by Joseph B. Bowlea.)

OLOMRO, Caylon.—Reginald Heber
has taught mora people than have
the geographies that there is such
a place as Ceylon, and he has de-
termined their Impression of It

¥For evervhody knows his hymn, "“From
Qresnland's Iey Mountalns,” whieh runs:

“Whnt though the splcy breezes
Rlow moft o'er Caylon's isle,

Where every prospect pleases,
And only man s vile.”

That Is a trifle hard on Ceylon, but
it has forever marked this Isiand as
jdentified with Christinn misstons, And
they are here, not mo apparent, parhaps,
as the pleasing prospects for this is a
singilarly beautiful land, hut still easily

dincernible to n seeking eye. The first
sign= of Christianity In this land of
palme, splees and tea are the lofty

church splres of Colombo, the next the
silver erosses about the necks of the
diving boys.

The Diving Boys of Colombo.

As the ocean liner approachea her
mooringa she ls surrounded by a flaet
of home-made cannes rontalning native
boys, crying: “Diva! Dive! Ten cents!
All right! All  right! Dive! Djve!"

nd wonderful ttle a:aphiblous animals
they are, following the glitter of a far-

yng cnln olear te the bottom of the
r Indulging in*a fight under water
for enslon of |t. Given opportunity,
one ol the lustrous-eyed urchins with
ths sun-bleached halr will dive 30 feot
{from the ship's rail in pursull of a coin.
l.ong after the passengers have wearied
of the amusement the bhoys will stlll
surround the ship with thelr eries and
telr oft-repeated song., “1'a-ra-ra-boom-
de-ay.” until the traveler 1s 3““’ ready
tn assent to the hymnwriter's declara-
1lon that the Singhalese are “vile.'

These boys are mostly Roman Catho-
licw, 88 Are nine tenths of the Christians
in the island. Bo effective has mission
wark been that Christlans are alwaya in-
eluded by the patives In any enumera-
tion of the religlions of Ceylon. Ten per
cent of the island's population of 3,600,-
onh peaple I Christian. The prevalling

faiths are in  this numerical order:
Ruddhist, Hindu, Mohammedan and
Christinn. Except for the crosses and
seapulars (the natives do not wear

clothes enough to conceal thelr scapu-
Jars) the Christians may not be known
by any outward token. In the case of
men, they commonly wear long halr and
the comb on top of thelr heads, whirh
gives them a ephistophelian appear-
pnee; Lhe poorer people are naked to the
walst or wear only a breech-clout,

The same I8 true of the iuddhists,
The Hindus are Tamlls from Indla, and
pre smearad on face anﬂ body with varl-
ous sect marks In ashes. "The Tamil
ringswomen wear nosa rings. bracelots,
finger rings, anklets and toe rings, The
Mahommedan men wear turbans or feg
cnps and thelr women, at least of the
better ciass, go velled.

The Binghalese are a fine-looking, but
somewhat feminine peopls. With good
features, an erect carriage and 1ithe,
well-formed bodles, shinlng in the sun,
theso soft-eyed men look llke philoso-
hers: It I8 distinctly a shock to find

UNDER “THE SAa

Our Buddhist gulde naively informed us
that “All the world comes to Kandy
every full moon.” For at Kandy Is the
famous shrine contalning Buddha's
tooth. The tooth that is annually dis-
played |s bogus, the original having
been taken away and destroyed by the

Portuguese, although the temple at-
tendants deny this. Satd one of them:
“Of course this Is the real tooth, else
why would milllons of people worship
it? This reasoning satlsfied him, as
it did the other devout worshipers whom
I saw at the shrine of the tooth. In
this temple there {s a rather startling
representation, In a serier of plotures in
colors, of future punishments; it was
surprising to find that a warm destiny
awalts llars, my experience with Budd-
hists had led me to belleve that there
must be m specisl merit attached to
Iying. In the temple area sacred rabbits
were reverently considered: for was not
the great Buddha once a rabbit? 1 saw
man worshiping the sacred bo tree. under
which Buddha sat and meditated. One
of the pictures in the temple was de-
scribed as the "Buddha Christ, the
Buddha who |s coming again,” show-
ing by the phruuwlogi the influence
that Christicnity has had u

dhism. Here In Ceylon Budd

hat practically everyone vou meet is
elther quick to beg A gratulty or skillful

aggressive and modern, adapting Chris-
tian methods. Thus it employs street

in cheating you. The children, veritable
biack cherubs, run after your carria- s,
touching their foreheads -=d orying,
‘(iggno mommer, got no popoer. Pleass,
er, penny.” It s not walllpg men-
cancy: the persistent little beggars are
all the while trying to smlle the monsy
out of your pockets. But the spiril of
pervility seems general: self-respecting
independence Is a quality chiefly notable
dfor its absance. v

A False Tooth Worshiped.

This I= a center of Buddhlem. 1t is
to Kandy, the aneclent ecapital, that
puddhists make pllgrimages from all

Christian ‘sssoclation grounds, where a
large and beautiful specimen of the fa-
mous tree shades the Imposing red brick
bullding which represents America’s in-

On the other side of the front of the

reaching, Sunday schools, Young Men's
uddhist associations and tract dlstri-
butlon.

The Bo Tree and Cricket Match.

Ask the driver of a Colombo ghari
to take you to see a banyan tree and
he will drive you to the Young Men's

terest In the young men of Colomlto.

the Buddhists. The original location of

the assoclatlon building, given by the
city, took in this bo tree, but as it could

X.MC.A

not he cut down without a riot, the
hnlldlni was finally erected between the
be and the banyan trees.

Better proof of the worth of the as-
sociation than these environments, in
the eyes of the forelgn community, at
least, s the fact that its dusky mem-
bers make such a good showing In
athletica. It was my fortune to see
the Y. M. C. A. team defeat the proud
English cricketers, on the latter’'s own
grounds, to tha music of 147 to 62,
The Englishman ls & gopd sportsman
and the victory was gréeted with
cheers from the clubhouse, The whole
altluation Is extruordinary, considering
the white man's attitude toward the
native races, and It Is a fine tribute to
the association. A8 throwing light on
the old charge that native Christians
are thieves and llars, and the least de-

#soclation in Ceylon are attested by the
fact that there are 19 branches scat-

tered over the island, with 1,260 mem- |}
bers, of whom 350 are members of stu-
dent asmociations comprising Burghers
(as the half-casters, or BEurasians, are

Buddhists, Hindus and Christians.
one of the amall branches

In

four men|t

bullding is & sacred-
over the island, and sise from India.|parts sanctity

which im-
oyen of

to the in the

; one of these I a Canadian, one

lod
" s OBS & and ons a

Tamil.

vides residences for 22
body of leading European resldents (1i-
rect the work, and there are
In the membershin
are such principally from rsltruigtic mo-

ropeans

AT COLSRs

men

OTKEF..

Altogether, the rasnciation pro-
A Blrong

many
but

tives; the memhership that enjoys

privileges of
I found
and

The dlstinctively
woll
clasgen for Hihla
young

native,
restaurant

patronlzed.

work s

falned. A

It im somewhat
thlis old and famous
prominent a place

ombo. In

rined

the

h

the

Enmeroom

developed,
study

Islands.

charming

lese and one in Portuguess, are
in Colombo
unprofessional
Young Women's Christian

Alone,
atmospheare

helng
Cranadian,
Adams, of Magill university, 1a the sec-
retary In charge of the Y, M
throughout

notewnrithy
misslon fAeld so
should be occupied

nsgocintion is clearly
the rending-room and
being well
religious
weekly
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Young Women's Mission Work.

that

slrable employes, 1 was Informed that| by those modern organizations, the
:ggmcrln:kth.:now};:]vm;n.tlt\"‘: :I:’:‘?(CIRL‘;'T Young Men's Christian Assoclation and
layed in the government atores who |the Young Women's Christlan Assocla-
8 permitted to go And come as he|tion. Of the Intter there are
SL.;:!_'F" without  Inspection at the branches In Ceylon, Mixs Campbell of
Kandy, an English young woman, be-
A Polyglot Institution. ing general secretary. A yYoung woman
The vigor and popularity of the as- ::?::'ymo';u-t I;m‘:"w{“?. rt('l.r :cm:{ ‘(l;::ms:::

town, Pennsylvania, Miss M. F. Croas,
fs in charge of the assacletion In Co-
palm-shaded
bungalow a home Is provided for young
women, and f social and rellgious center
malintained. While more than a llittle
soclal work Is done amon

’f yOUNE wWom-
en, the success of ths rel

ous depart-
called here), KEuropeans, Singhalese|,. i/ has overshadowsd all else. . Four-
and Tamils. Religiously, these are di-|teen weekly Bibla classes for young
vided into  Parsees, Mohammedans, | women, 1? in English. one in Bingha-

of

these

A. work

main-
The refined,
the

Fu-

the

Lt

In
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work eommends {t In a pecullar man-
ner.

Dusky Salvation Army Lassies.

Like, and yet unllke, home are the
native Salvation Army lasses, in the fa-
millar red waist and wearing the nickel
shield badge, whom one meets in Cey-
lon. They do not, however, wear the
hideous pouke bonnet, but, llke all na-
tflve women hers, go bareheaded. In
travellng into the {interior one finds

time—an’ he'd mcoot along with it to
where the big sledges and stons boats
was atandin’ an’ dump 1t aboard without
losin' & stick. Then we'd use them
horns to hang things on. Dinner palls
vyercoats, hats —anything we'd i
narlly hang on & tree, sn that when it
coma time to eat instead of havin’ to
hunt up the tres where our things was
hangin', we'd whistla to Sapphira, an’'

he'd come bhouncin' along like a happy
schoolboy playin' he wam workin’, -
t on ons oocasion ha waw of great

on
bq?o to Jim and me, an’ conelderin® how
much he done for us takin’ the hull sea-
pon through, we forgive him his one
little departura from the paths of rec-
titude.

“Ye mee when night come on, with
the thermom'ter registarin® all the rcold

after th t
took 1t in om': one =
an’ investigate ft. ow

It T don't know, but hé
enough to get his hornas
wire—"

“Oh!” 1 arled.
death!”

Slid Off Like a Trolley,

“Not a bit of 1" sald the
“Ye couldn't kill old l‘mhln
nothin’ like relectricity. was 100
strong for that. What aia hq)rn
wuss., The minute hls horns go h“m
on the wire the power carried him
swingin' down the road at a
minute. He knew somethin' gueer
h ned the minute he got In', an'
he tried fo brace hisself omn ralla
He put his off hoofs on one rall and his
nigh hoofs on the other, an’ the first
thing he knowed he was scootin’' off
down the track, slidin’ along, an’ bellar
In" with wrath, liks a st of greased
thunder."

“You don’'t mean to say—" I began

it conld, an' pleadin’ for meven ar =lght
more Iinchem o degrees to git at the
real truth, Jim an’ me used to let
Hlp?hil‘l come Into the eabln an® sleep |
on the floor ‘longalde of us. Ap' [ el |
ya he was bhetter 'n a stove Thn
amount of animile heat he give out
would ha' turned a steam radintor green
with envy., an’' ye dldn't have 1o keep
tendin’ to it either. No gettin' up n 4
o'clock In tha mornin’ to put annther ok
in the stove. No goln® out into the
woods after kindlin® te  git things

started. No plpes (reezin’ one minute, |
an’ bustin® the next. All we hod to
do was to draw up a lestls closer to
Bapphira an' fergit it twasn't summar
The only troubls was that Bapphira wans
allers hungry. an' ona mornin’ whila

Jim an’' me wans asleep he caught sight
o the straw an' hay stickin' ont of a
hols in Jim's mattress, an' when we
woke up he'd eal up pretty nearly all
the stuffin’ In Jim's bed. Jim was
pretty mad about It at firat, an’ wanted
me o glve him & good larrupin’., an
sort o' rped on It all day, but the

next night when Sapphira eat my mat-
tress, too, he coms down off his re-
veangaful perch an' thought It was a
pretty good joke.™

Did Chores on Farm.
“Afn't it funny how the jnke on the

other feller's allers a good one?' sald
the sLmaster.

“Yes,"” sald the captain. “Some Jokes
Is allers funny, an’ some nin’t v
somever, Bapphira stuck to us all win-
ter, and by jings If he dldn’t foller me
home when come back, an' for three
years he stayed there on my farm
doin* more chores than any 10 hired
men an’ & team. He'd huul the plow
for me just llke A hoss or an ox. When
the hay was cut he'd go out an’ toxs

It with them horns o' his llke he had &
domen pltchforks onto his head. Him
an’ me together ecould load four wagons
with hay while the hired men was talk
in' how to load ona. An' patient! My
goodness—that feller Job was a victim
of the braln storm hablt alongside o'
Bapphira. My wife used to make him
stnnd out In the sun for six to Len
hours a day with tablecloths an' sheels
a-dryiln’ on hia horns, an’ he nevar even
give a slgn of not likin® It, and when
my grandson was horn  wa used to
ewing him In a hammock between two

Bapphira’s antlers, and that there
caribou would rock him to and fro for
hnurs, without stampin’ his foot or

Ivin’ an Impatlent wriggle of hls tall
tell ye I'll never have anaother pet
llke Bapphira, earlbou or dog.”
“Hut what became of him, eaptain?”
1 asked, "1 should llke to sees him."
“So should 1, wmighed the eaptain
*“But I never will-—nor you, either. Hue's
| gone forever.'
tha back of his

The captaln brushed

|

hand m:anlni{ aver his rcyes

\' “No, sir, he's gone forever.” he eon-
tinuad huskily. “Ye sea, tha trollay
come through the next year, an” I, like
n dern foal, gave ‘em A right o way
along the back o my pasture They
told me tha track would attract all tha
IHghtnin’ on my place, an’ my harn an’

houses woilld thereby sscaps bein' siruck

sxcitedly

“] mean to say that the last we sesan
o' Happhira,” sald the captain mly,
“h» wan streakin’ a]on" tham tracks llks
& trolley car exoeedin' the speed limit,
like he and them had been iled, an’ his
horns hooked on the wi an' no way
this wide o' Kennebunk turnin' th
power off. You might's wall hev t
o catch o telegram as 1“ aholt of him,
un' after chasin® alon or an r try-
In' to keteh up I quit”
| "Aml you never heard of him again™

| 1T arlec

“Yen" sald the captaln, was
|an account In & Boston u&r how
whnt they nalled a Trolley ribou had

bern seesn senotin' through BSalem, 80
miles nway, that afternoon, but when

I got there and asked about it 1 couldn't
glt no satisfaction. [Even the editor of
the prper that printed the story of the
Trolley Caribou sald he thought it was
n ils, an' was goin' to bounce the feller
that wrote It as & Nature Fakir'

The eaptain rosge up and bade us all
a sorrowful good night.

“I say, BL"” said the postmaster after
the captain had gone, "I'll give ye a
atamp If ye'll write to your uncle Jim
and ask him {f that ever happened.”

] ain't got his addreas,” sald 8L

“What' Den't you know whera yourl
own uncle lives?'" demanged the post-)
mAster, ]

“Not now,” sald Bl *“He's dead. "

“That's A common habit amongst tha
eaptiin’'s witnesses”™ growled the post-
master. “T hops T don't nevar ses noth-

a0 1 give Il to 'em, an" about slx months

'nnd nldest misslon. This misslon, thall
only strictly American ona on the |s-
land, was established Iin 1826, and |t
has malntained a successful existence
evear since. In truth, so msoundly es-
tablished and reputabla has Christlanity
becoma that one of the misslonaries
complained to me that the church mem-
hers are In dAanger of becoming worldly,
just llka church members at homae!
The oldest mission achool for girls
i at Jafina, having been In continuous
axistence sinca 1523 It now has 200
girls In dormitory. Tha students are
chiefly high-caste natlves, as Are most
of thea Christians, and recently a nota-
hle victnry has been won hy the mia-
glonarles In requiring the high-caste
| puplls to assoclate closely, on a basis
|nf equality In all things, with A number

of low-raste students whn have been
admitted In the mschonl thers are nn
cnste lines whatevar., Despite this fact,
niud desplte the fact that the school s
strongly Christlan In character, nine

tennths of ity puplls hecoming memhers
of the church, high-caste, heathan Hindu
parents contfnue tn send thelr daugh-
ters, paying a higher fultlion than slse-
where

Jaffna Mistrict has a Proteastant pop-
ulation of 4,489, of whom half bhelong
to the American mission, the other be-
ing divided among several English
missions, Thera are 27,161 Roman
Catholies In 1,266 square miles.  Thae
whale population is 300,861, The Amer-
{ran mlsslon, when all Its warkers are
in the fleld g & force of 14 misslona-

the farmer

I
stove.' and he pointed to the

in' ex-tryordinary along with him.”

ries, 18 churches, 10 ordained pastors,
23 unordained ecatechists, 30 Bible
women, 6 higher educational Institu-

tions, 128 lower schools and 1 industrial
school.

Missourl Editor's Troubles.
From the 8t. Louis Republic.
"S8oma peopls are under the Impres-
slon that & country newspaper office
carries a stock of every known article,”
sald J. P. Campbell, editor of the Pros-
pect News, at Doniphan, Missouri. "1
manige to have people drop Into my
place every little while under the im-«
pression that I run a general merchan-
dise store,
"“The girla that set my type have &
habit of hanging their hats in the win-
dow, and not long ago two country wo-

men dropped In.

“In there anything we ecan do for
you?' asked one of my girls,

*Yes, ma'am,” replled the country
woman., ‘we would rllm to know the
prica of that hat In the window with
the red cherrles.’ [IL was necessary to
rxplain that we did not run a mmlmr;

store,
the Il-l‘
wal

“The other day. howawver,
was reached when a farmer came
Ing Into tha nfflee and back to the me-
chaniral department.

““Want (o buy some axle grease?’
said the countryman to me.

" Why, this is a newspaper office,’

I

anid I
“"Wall, who'd a'knowd Y repl
‘T thought this was a t‘;
when saw that there
press,

WHre Alore

The Best

them at almost every statlon offering,
with the melting smiles that make all
Sipghalese women attractive, a sub-
scription book, In lieu of the “War Cry.”
The report s that very good work is
done by the Salvation Army among the
lower classes of natives, they make an
impresgion upon the higher castes,

Caste obtains here, as {n Indla, and
Is n barrier In  religlous work, The
schools do more than a little to over-

come It. While these articles are con-
fineed Lo American and Canadlan mis-
sions, the excellent work done by the[

wany British socletles Is met with at
every turn. Most of the missions that|
dot Ceylon are Britlsh; It is to their

pratse that there 1a very little eriticism |
of misslons here, and most of that s
& mere echo of the prejudice agalnst
mlsslons which exists {n the world of!
traval The educational side of mis-|
alonar‘v service has been emphasized,
there I8 less need for medical missions
than in some other lands, This s a
British crown colony, and the govern-
ment meintains & system of medlcal
dispensaries, these being, by the way,
a development of medical missions. The
only two missionary hospltals In Cey-
lon Are maintaine by the American
board at -Jaffna.

Breaking Down Caste Lines,

It {s claimed that “Indla's coral
strand” 18 really at Jaffna, northern
Ceylon, where the coral formatlon is
extensive. ' Probably that had nothing
al_ Jaftna, #0

to do with ti
.v,mmoﬂ.nm hoard's seg-

served at regular

tric Lighted; Library,

of Everything

NORTHERN PACIFIC Through Vestibuled
Trains, each way between North Pacific Coast
Points and St. Paul, Minneapolis, Duluth and
Superior, carry the latest styles of through
Pullman Standard and Touring Sleeping Cars,
Dining Cars and handsome Day Coaches.
Dining Cars run through and meals are

“North Coast Limited”
daily in each difection—Steam Hutéd: Elec-

Barber Shop in its unique Observation Car
SEND FOR NORTH COAST LIMITED BOOKLRET

-

hours each day.

Buffet, Baths and




