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o2 A MEDICAL MISSIONARY AND HIS PATIEN1S

So that you ~an luxuriate under the illusion that things are as they
were. only that every day the night is longer. Soon, the winds of. the
Equinox will awake you, and then the enchanted land will be no more.
The other birds, who have helped, by their presence, to make the
Summer, will depart; the swallows will fuss about, like ladies over
their luggage at a railway station; then, long-winged, will finally sneak
off without saying “ Good-bye” to anyone, leaving their nests to the
sparrows, who. like the Arabs of Syria, will take up their dwelling in
houses which their betters have built. Other birds will come. in as
Qctober advances, but for these you will hardly have a greeting.
Though they arnve in hosts, they will do nothing to raise your spirits,
for vou will know, from their arrival, that they have been driven before
the Winter, fast setting in on the Northern shore. Then will you long
for wings to escape the shrouding mists, fogs that sit like vampires, a
goblin blackness of darkness, squeezing the smarting eyes, drooping
rain<clouds, that weep, weep, weep, as if Nature were losing her nearest
relatives day after day; and damps that make an inquisition of your
rheumatic bones, and wring from you confessions that alarm your
friends.

But where are we? Not in such a plight yet. It is still September
in My Lady’s Garden. We have all to die; but it is not healthy to be
continually dving in imagination. o

Those plums shine suspiciously tempting from among the leaves.
Of course, you have tasted big, ripe plums on a hot day. Have you
tried to put into language the Paradise of your sensations? You
delicately remove the skin from the riper end, then you let the
nectar dissolve deliciously all over the sensitive palate, the nerves of
the throat welcome the succulent coolness, and convey the satisfying
sense of delight to that part of your person which is supposed to
appreciate all good things.

* * * *
T am afraid this article has an “out-of-work ” air about it; but even

vou. Mr. Editor, would find it hard to be serious if you caught “ Jacob ”
looking at you out of one eye.

3 Bledical Flissionary and his Patients,

A LEeTTER TO BRITISH BOYs AND GIRLS.
BY DR. T. G. CHURCHER, SOUSSE, TUNISIA, NORTH AFRICA.

EAR YOUNG FRIENDS,—“ A man up a tree” will, I expect, be
the thought, if not the words of some of you as you look at this
picture; and one who goes to preach the Gospel to the natives

of North Africa, gets, as the apostle Paul did, into some curious places.
But the very same Jesus, who saw Zacchzus when he was up a tree,
and saved him, is still our all-seeing and almighty Saviour, in whose
Name we have gone to heal the sick, and to seek to win their souls for
Him. The people, whose faces you can see at the bottom of the picture,
are some of our out-patients whom, with difficulty, we induced to face the
camera. | think the smiling one must have been photographed before,
as, unlike Arabs generally, he is not afraid of a snap-shot.











