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The Mission

THE MISSIONARY 'S WIFE, sitting . Tt was the old siory, and one to which

in the veranda of the bleak, white-

washed mission houso, watshed the
dust devily pirouetting down the Grand
Trunk rond, and gave herself up to
thought. Retrospection may be good for
the soul, but it is not wise to give wuy
o the malady of thought in India when
a pitiless sun in cracking and warping |
the earth, and the hine of high heaven !
is bleached to n Blinding, white hell of!
beat waves Under syeh circumstanees |
the average whife does not think, Some.:
timey ho seeks forgetfulness iy whisky
pegs; sometimes ghe forgets the mad-
dening heat in the greater madoess of
intrigue with the wrong man,

The missionary ‘s wife, because she
wis @ missionary’s wife and beeause
the heart cf her was innately clean, re. |
eoiled from these mental drogs. She en
deavored to ward off the abnormal
wave engulfing her by a renewed zeal
to her religious faith; but she was so

had listened daily ever sines she
ad come to the mission three years be-
fore.

“1 ean not understand it,"’ he said
He continued in this strain, wondering
why he failed and others had sueceeded,
He went on rather longer than he ghould
kave dane, but that was beeause he did

ot recoive the usual words of sympathy

0d cheer from his wife. Bhe remained
ilent, ber eyes fixed on ihe heat baze
in the distance.

“*To make matters warse,”’ he said,
thauging the subjeet, ““Joseph’s broth.
er, the one from Kabul, is hers, He
Fpat at me as I passed him today and
informed me he lind come to wipe out

Uthe fumily disgrace. Poor Joseph! We

ymust see that he comes to no harm.!

He paused again, awaiting a reply,
Lut Lis wife only nodded slightly.
'* Poor Joseph,"* eontinued the mission-
I’.Il’}‘; *if 1 eould convert a few mors he

young, so untried, and so unaecustomed |Would mot feel such an uiter ovteast.

[brother, the one from Kabel, is the most

vindietive. Bo long as he is nnder our
protection he is safe, The nafives dare
not attack him so long a# he in under
the protection of the white eahib, bot
once we go—he dies. In fact, now that
his brother has returned, I think it will
be neeessary for him to stay continually
in the mission eompound.’?

““And if T stay,’” she mid, ‘T die."’
She laughed bitterly and jerked a con-
temptuous band toward the eonvert.
**My life for that, Choose between us, '’

Ho paled as he heard her, for in his
heart he knew that the eoming summer
would bring the fulfillment of her
words. He rose, however, to his prin-
ciples,

““There was Another,”” he maid sol-
emnly, “'who gave up His life.”’

“Bo 1 am to take the rle of a
martyr in cast-off clothing and—'’

“‘Hush, you must not talk in that
strain, '’

“1 hate it,"' she said vebemently.
‘'T hate it all. I hate your faith, your
Gﬂd——” 4

‘‘Silemee!’’ Her husband towered
abova her, his eyes aflame with anger.

ter rapidity. As il drew
ﬁ;guw it was not a dust devil. AS
the mission gates it stopped, and Je-
jog, watehing, eaw, as the dost fell
away and settled, this his brothes,
monnted om a enrveting horse, was be
fore him—the brother from Kabul, who
hed vowed to wipe out the family dis-
grace.
f‘Ohe, my brother,”” mid the harwe-
man. ““There i a little matier be-
tween mo and thee. It ie proper (hat
we should discuss it out of the hexrimg
of the feringhee.”’
Jojug did nol snswer. The waierimg
can hung limp in his hands and, =s i
in abstraction, he walered the drive

memsahib would retsrs to ber hame

to viewing the world in its raw naked Why is it that I ean not do sot Heaven
aess that her faith fultered and she|knows I am sincere enough and that my
would not be comforted. Perhape, as the [[faith is strong.’’

missionary sabib thought, she was o)/ This also she had heard many times
“trifle worldly'’; perbups she was, Butjbefors and had comforted him. Por

f*Cease your blasphemy, Even hys-
teria will not exeuse that.'’

Her overstrung nerves smapped and
sho elung to him, sobbing and afraid:
‘*Forgiva me,’” she said. ‘1 wns weak

Bdl.il.h—ﬂnghnd—ui. ol
more lsugh ss she &d ix begie
“Wilt thou eome?’’ mid

she was very young.

jiaps, now, the heat and the thoughts of

Therefors sha gave up herself to/@" English spring had warped her mind,
thought. Day by day she would sit on||*F She asked quietly:

the veranda and watch the dust devils|
daucing und whirling along the Grand
Trunk road. From her position she coald
geo the road, a whito ribbon of dust,
siretching its length across a parched,
flat country until it was lots in a baze
of heat waves. From the haze would
appear the dust dovils, cones of light,
fino dust, whipped up from the roud.
way by a passing bresth of air. She
would watch them as thoy eamo down
the rond towards the mission gutes, spin-
ming along in fantastic dervish danees,
and she continued walching wntil they
were lost to sight in anothar wall of
heat haze on the opposite horizon. Be-
twoen whiles she thought. Her mind ran

"“Have you ever thought that sou
fre not fitted for this work{’’

The missionary started in sorprise. Tt
heas the first time that his wife had
qu_-ﬁlinnt'd his ability. He paused a mo-
ment hefors anawering,

! “*Faith,’" he said, *‘ will move moun-
taing. !

His wife closed her eyes in weari
ness and lay back in ber seat. Her hus
hand watched her anxiously; her actions
wero ruther strange—eomewbat queer.
He was o just man, was the missionary
sahib, and with a great tenderness hid:
den away under the dominance and
rigid determination of his zes). He no-
ticed her utter lassitude, the dead pal:
lor of her skin, bher frail wrists and

to things green and cool; of dainty
primroses smiling shyly from a moist
earth, of wild violets hidden in the cool
shudes of Yorkshire woods, of damp
moss clinging to ancient rock, of moor-
land, spongy underfoot, of moist mists
on Iugleburough's beights. Then, an-
other dust devil would some revolving
from the heat haze, and sho would find
herself in India again, with its white
washed mission house, its watching days
and worse than slespless nights,

Beparating the mission house from the
Grand Trunk road wns what tho mis
sionnry had intended for a garden;
bot the sun bad sapped tho moisture
from the plant life, leaving it wilted,
drooping, and eoated with dust. 1t was
merely a plot of eaked earth and the
futilo endeavor at besuty had but in
tensified its hideons barronuess. It had
its purpose, however, in that it pave
employment to the sole couvert of the
migsion,

On the mission records be was identl
fied as Joseph; but his native tepgue
could get no nearer to his haptismnal
nnme than Jojug, and Jojuog he re
muined to the missionary's wife, The
missionary sahib, who did not quite ap
provo of levity, however, was earcful
to refer fo him ag Joseph, The convert,
like the plants anong which he worked,
but accontuated the failura of tho mis
sion. He was the result of five veurs
of hard, conseless labor, a shambling,
woabegone monument in n castoff suif
of European elothes, We was watering
the plants while fhe missionary's wife
#at on the veranda. It was a hoprless
tatk, for the thirsty earth sueked up
his tiny etream in an instant, leaving
tho surfaee ns drr and as bare aa be
fore. Undeterred, howover, he would
shamble to the well to fill again a
dilapidated watering can—minns the
gprinkler—and proceed about his futile,
useless labor, Once, when passing ucar
the verandn, he salaamed and smiled,
Bhe raised her head as be shuffled by,
but {urned sgain to walch a new dast
devil dancing in the distanee,

Bhe awoke from ber apathy when her
hushand walked onto the veranda and
threw himself into a chair. Ho was a
big man, was the missionary suhib, with
& muscular frame and a dominant jaw
hidden by a short hrown heard; but the
beat Lad robbed Lim of Lis strengih
and fatigue showed in hia every muscle,

““Another fruitless trip,"’ he said with
a sigh. **Tho villugers only mogked

hands. He recalled that throe years ago
he had brought her to the mission radi-
ant and sparkling with youth and laid
& caressing band on her shoulder.

““You are tired,”’ he maid, ms if in
apology for this demonstration.

She sprang from har seat and faced
hism tense with emotion.

“Don't,"" she said fiereely, ‘“don’t
toneh me.'" Her body relaxed as she
spoke and her shoulders drooped with
her weariness. ‘‘Your band,’’ she add-
ed, ‘'is so—so—abominably hot.”’

‘This is bysteria,'’ he said quictly.
“You most control yourself,®’

Bhe walked to the and of the veranda
and turning faeed him with pleading in
her eves and a sob in her voice,

““Let ua go home,’' she said, “‘back
to Ingland. Take me away from hers
—for Gul's love take me away.'’

The missionary fingered his beard and
lowered his eyes so that ehe might not
geo his agony,

‘1 ean mot,’’ he said, very quietly.

““You ean not,"’ she roplied, whipped
into immedidte anger. "Can’t you—
even you—see that the mission is a
farce and that you are a failuref®’

“1 know that,”’ said the missionary,
somewhat sadly,

““Thon do you think it just and right
to yourself—t{o me—to ullow vour pride
and stubbornness to longer perpeluate
this failurei™

I must remain,’’ be replied.

‘T'hiy is senscless folly. You know
that the people st the cbarch &t home
have given uwp supporting the mission
when the reports conld show but one
eonvert, We are keeping it up now out
of our private funda. Great hesven!
What possible reagon can there be for
remalning longeri"

The missionary pointed to Jojug, who
stood nearby, his back turned to them,
patiently watering,

“UThera's the reagon,’ be said. “'1f
we lad ourselves to conmsider I would
bave given up tbe struggle long mgo.
Po not think that perhaps becaunse 1
am not domonstrative 1 do not realize
the effect ull this is baving em you,
But we we oan oot leave Josoph,™

tUAnd why not?”?

' Baeanse, '’ he said simply, ' Joseph
gavo up everything for the Christian
faith. Ho left his wife, his chiliron,
his relatives, and home. His poople, as
you know, have tried time and again to
hoave him return, but ke refuses to do so.

me, '’

Now they thresten to ill him, His

and thoughtless and—this beat—and
I have not slept—have not alept—"'’

He led hor imside, *‘Try to ealm
vourself,”” he said tenderly, ‘it will be
cooler very soon. The afternoon is
mz‘l!

As ho walked away his beart was
wracked with sorrow: his mind was in
a tumult. Her outburst had produced a
doubt within him. Was his the right
coursef Had be, in the folfillment of
his duty, the need to saerifice herl
To send her away was out of the gues
tion. The did not possess the means,
and then again he knew sho would
naver consent to live apart from him.
Ilis was the choice—the convert or his
wife! It was through him that the con-
vert had come to the mission; through
him that be bad left his home, his wife

The miesionary stopped in his rapid
pacing. *'I,"" he thought, ‘‘must fol.
low in the footsteps of Joseph. It was
weakness on my part to have hesi-
tated,””

He staggered into the mission house
and found his wife on her kneces; and
at the sight of her thin hands tightly
elenched in prayer and her evumpled,
drooping, tired shoulders he was strick-
en anew, He knelt beside ber and
tried to pray.

In tha garden Jojug shuffled from
plant to plant watering the dead hushes.

**The missionary sahib,’! he thought,
‘*is a good man, but like all the ciher
sahib log. It is hard for them to un-
derstand that wo may understand their
tongue and yei talk our own. And the
remedy is so simple,

He bowed his head on his breast

man,
] eome, my hrother,"’
vert calmly, and skoffled towsrds

and his wife sooght the versnda

““Where is Joseph,'” ssked he. ““We
must tako eare of him.''

“‘He is here,’’ said & voiee from e
galewny, and looking wp the two sew
a horseman riding a eurveting h""
Across his saddle lsy & limp something
¢1This,** be said, ‘“wan vy brot e
H’awuntm""mdu
mnshes—bad men and robbers—wie
slew him.’* His voiee rose in sugss
““Apnd and - sahib, the eomums @
hine.?’

With a kick of his boot ke tipped ile
body in the dust, and turning kis horsey
head, galloped sway.

Furlsplﬂlwpﬂ‘?h_‘h
at their feet. Then f(he nprinsionsag
turned to his wife.

“anfufml?ﬂﬁﬂ‘:’:ﬂ“‘i-
he said, ‘“and notking ean domsy
Come,leatugn. 1 will bury Jasepll
while you pack up car belongings. The
mission is ended.’—Hary Duvids, i
The Argonant
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Hyde Propellers and Everytking for (e
“Motar Boat.

280 B Morrison 8t Portiand, Gregom.

A LARGE, COMFORTABLE
THREE - STORY HOTEL

well furnished, affords aceommodations for those
who do not wish to keep house in & furnished
summer Bungalow., BServieo and
of the best, Eates reasonable.

SURE NEW WAY TO KILL RATS

Never fails; kills every time; does the
work in a single night; embalms the rat;
dries it up; leaves no bad effects; no bad
odors; no taste; no smell; rats like it; not
an experiment; no danger; no risk; money
back if it fails to do all that is claimed
for it

If yon are bothered with rats abont yonr premises—tho house, barm,
ehicken house, other buildings—M-BALM-R will got rid of them very
quiekly. Tha ayeragn rat on tho farm steals and dostroys $6 worth of
grain and chickens every year; save this loss by getting rid of every rat
on the place; save enough te pay your taxes. Qur embalmer is guaran-
toed to do the work. Price $2.50; hig package senl by express, prepaid.

CHEMICAL PRODUCTS CO.

812 Panama Building,
Partisnd, Oregon,




