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FORWORD

ET NO ONE GO as a missionary before reading this book.

_ Tt tells the story of the first woman to live among the

wild Cayapo Indians of Brazil. From the time of the

blood-curdling massacre of the Brazilians to the last
triumphant scene, the reader is held spell-bound.

Little did we think when Rosemary, as a nesv recruit,
assisted in the Exhibit Room during one of our Annual
Missionary Conventions in- The Peoples Church, Toron-
to, she would be the fiest white woman to five among
the savage Cavapos of the interior.

Years ago the Christian world was startled by the
news of the massacre of "The Three Frods™, and now

cat last we have an account of life amuong the verv Indians

who clubbed them to death.

Ta read about her experiences with snakes, bats anud
masquitoes is to realize somwething of what o missionary
has to face in the jungles of Brazil. I[n her bedroom she
fourrd snakes, four feet long, bats with a wing-spread
ef two feet, huge spiders and cockroaches—hundreds of
them, tarantulas and scorpions, and insccts of all kinds

But worse stitl were the untamed Indians. Will she
ever forget the day that one of the most dangerous of
therm broke into her house when she was alows, or the
dav she saw an Indion mother slashing hee head till
the blood peured on the body of her dead child, or her
entertainment in the home of a leper. Yes, and the
horrifying wreck in the rapids that nearly cost her and
her husband their lives.  And then the Indian massacre,
so cruel and heartless. the episode with Topsy. the de-
light of cven the children in causing suffering and pain,
whethier in animals, birds, or man beings; last but
not feast, the drowning of her own child in the angry
waters of the Zingu River. There are experiences she
will never forget.

Fler picture of lile among the painted Indians, none
of whom wears a stitch of clothing—men, women or
children. 15 so graphic that the reader can scarcely lay
the book down,
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As to the spiritual results, the Day alone will declare
it. The work has been slow and discouraging from the
stardpoint of numbers,  Tlowever, the Indians have now
heard; some have shown keen interest, especiatly the
bovs; a few have breen saved.  One has most certainly
gonte to heaven. The seed lins been sown.  Teday the
“Sky Songs” are being sung by those who formerly had
rever heard the Name of Jesus, Some day there will be
a glorious harvest, ~

The bload of the martyr is stitl the seed of the church.
“The Three Freds” laid down their Lives, but sucely not
it vain. The Cayapes, their nmurderers, like Saul of
Tarsus, are now responding to the Gospel appeal.

Perhaps the saddest picture of all is that of the Home-
zoing of little Robbie. Tt is but another example of the
fearful price that sometites has to be paid by the mission-
ary in order to take the Gospel to those in far-off places.

T have read many a book of missionarys adventure but
none more theilling than this, Al that David Living-
stone, Robert DMolfat, Williaan Carey, Tohin G, Paton. and
others experienced. missionary ploneers af today are also
experiencing,  Angus and Rosemary Cunningham, along
with Charles Singinson. [lorace Bariner. Dovglas Me-
Allister, Frank and Duleie IHooston, and other trail
blazrrs. will ge dowwn in the annals of the history of this
generation as pioncers of the first rank.

This hook should be read by Christian workers every-
where, Tt swill stimulate missionacy -inlerest, consecra-
tion, and sacrifice in the cause of Christ and will inspice
numbers to go.  How any voung man can resist such o
challenge T cannot understand, This is Lile—life to the
full, life with adventure. life that connts for God, for
souls. and for eternity. dMayv it be the call to hundreds of
voung men ard women to leave the comforts of home,
atd Like David Brainewd, face the dangers and opporturni-
ties of the howling wilderness in order tliat the savase
Indians who still roam the dack interior of the jungles
ol Brazil mayv hear the message of God's salvation,

OSWALD J. SMITIL Lerr. D
The Peoples Church,
Toronte, Canada.

CIHAPTER !

River Travel Into The Unknown

EEP, DENSE Danr~ess blanketed the Little interier

Brazitian town. The Sunday evening service in a
mud house had just been concluded when wooden sandals
clacked just outside the deor and a veree called lowdly,
“Let's go! The launch will depart right away?”  ilur-
vicdly the portable organ was folded up and carried
off on the shoulder of the ore swhio had eotne to suunmon us.

We had been waiting for some weeks for a launch
on which to journey farther up the alfluent of the mighty
Amazon River iuto more isolated jungle fastnesses to the
Cavapo teile of Indians, We stumbled through the unlit
strects to the river, down the slippery bank and across
a narrow plank, Drazilion [riends standing on the banks
were hidden by the darkness, but their voices reached
the tinv launch we had just bearded. The plank swas
jerked aboard, and we pushed away from shore inta the
night. The calls of “goodbye” faded away. The chug
of the motor drowned out the lapping of the water,

The Luunch was so low we made our way about with
Linads bent so as not o bump them on the top, Those on
the shore were able to follow the hoat’s movemnents only
by the twa small storm-lanterns flickering—aone aver the
engine where the engineer was at work-—and the other
over the hold where we found a box and sat down. The
cool night hreeze fanned our faces, but T felt strange,
Perhaps it was because the [aunch secmed so small and
lost in the hlackziess, or perhaps it was the strangeness
of there being no other woman on board.  Qur ham-
mocks were slung from the top ol the Tnunch. and [ was
thankful that at least there wonid be a mosquito net
while sleeping to provide a litile privacy [rom the peeson
ine the next hammock.
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After travelling for little more than half an hour the
launch was stopped at the side of the river and tied to
the overhanging boughs of the jungle trees which reached
to the bank, Armies of hungry mosquitoes swarmed out
of the damp forest on to the open launch to feast upon
our arms, legs, necks and faces,  We crawled into our
hammaocks under the shelter of mosquito nets, stinging
and burning from mosquito bites.

To us the late departure at night seemed without rea-
son. The crew explained, however, since the almanae
stated that the following dayv would be an unlucky day
to begin a voyage, so a start was made on the nmight hefore,
and we would be able to continue early the next mor-
ing. The almanac. to the interior people. is truth and
veritv, and one of Lilv's few cssenttinls

Lving in our hammochs with the homming of hunegry
mosquitoes in onr cars and the haunting call of howling
monkevs sounding through the forest. [ contemplated
what might lie before us. My hushand had been living
for two years with a senior missionary among the wild
Cavapo tribe of Indians, whose eruelty and hacbarity had
for a long time spread terror in that region. At last it
was permitted that a woman missionary niigitt oo to
that tribe and, having been married a few weeks before [
was, with my hushand, returning to the place he had
prepared.

In the dimness of dawn the next morning. the bell on
the Launch spunded. and vee pulled away from the jungle-
hardered river bank te begin the perilons journes wp the
Xingu River. which is well known for its treacherous
rapids. At intervals we sighted mud and thatch huts
along the viver.  There the launch stapped to receive
balls of rubber for which swere given in exclianze builets,
soap, kerosene. sugar, cloth and “cachaca™ the intoxi-
cating drink responsible for so many knifings, dbaths, and
vntald sins. Duaring these transactions we socht shelter
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and conversation in the houses, Tired-looking women,
showing in their faces the extremely rugged life they had
lived, were curious and kind.

“Where are you going, Dona” they asked. When
they found out that T was accompanying my husband who
was returning to the Indians their indiguation and horror
were expressed in no uncertain terms.

“As for me,” one said, *I Tive in constant fear of those
savages: they are devils! They are antmals without any
soul! I would to God that every one was drowned in
the middle of the river. Kill them all—that's what to
do!' You talk of taming them? Never! We know them
better than you do.”

We felt humbled. Yes, they did know themn better
than we foreigners in this wild, far-eff, uncivilized place,
but to us had certainly come a clear call to “Go . . . and
preach the Gaspel to cvery creature”, and “To declare
His glory among the heathen™. We syvmpathized with
these whaose hearts were filled with bitterness towards the
murderous savages who had slavghtered manv of their
loved ones in Indian raids.  We remembered. ton, the
first three misstonaries who had gone to the very tribe to
which we were now on our way. Thev had moet with
cruel death at the hands of the mereiless Tnelians, They
had heen clubhed to death by the very ones to whom they
had so sacrificingly gone to take the Message of Life.

One of the women taking part in the conversation
shivered: “Every timme a dog harks in the nicht T am filled
with fear. for it mayv be the redskins creepinge up on us
and I vision their hideous, painted faces and naked hodies
appearing ‘round the door to arrow us. My own daunghter
[ have sent away to live in a place where she might be
out of dangrr. in the fear that the Indians would kidnap
her.  Yeu'd better look out,” she satd to me, “they’ll
kidnap you too.”
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Another dear old woman embraced mie and prayed
to her saint that [ might he protected. but ah, our confi-
dence was not in her saint, but in the words of our Com-
mander, who said, “Go ye into all the world—and lo, T
am with you always.” We regretted that the dillerence
of our feeling towards the Indians seemed to put a barrier
between us and the Brazilians, who so feared and hated
them. A commsn hatred often draws people together
arcd in this case it united the Brazilians against their
common foe.

As we travelled on T wondered how the Brazilian
people could endure the squaler of their homes.  Any
little mud house can be made prottsy with a small mat on
the mud floor, a curtain, a table-cloth and a flower-vase,
but those swho have lived all their lives in the forest do
not understand, much less appreciate, these things. The
muulded walls were drab and crooked. When the palm
thatch becomes old and dry it is no longer green and cool
and sweet-smelling. The insects chew it and a breath
of wind sends flurries of dry straw, dirt and cobwebs over
thr house. It falls into the plates of food which the in-
habitants are devouring as they sit on the ground, The
furnishings of such a home are an unpainted table, a
box or two on which they lounge or which is ta he offered
to visitors, an earthen pot for water and a stove made of
mu¢d and stones. At night hammocks are swung from
the wooden beams. ‘

In the poorer homes there are no walls—only a roof.
A hollowed gourd takes the place of the earthen water-
pot and three stones on the ground support a pot of rice
or beans aver the wood fire on the mud floor.

Black-eved habics dressed in golden brown skin
crawled on the ground surking with relish a peeled
orange discovered on the earthy its juice mixed sith dust
and the germs which cause so much illness.

RIVER TRAVEL INTO THE UNEKNOWN 13
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As we continued on our journey day after day the
hot sunt and hordes of insects began to cause the glameur
of such an experience to wane.  NMosquitors were myriad,
aud at night they gathered hungrily about the mesquito
net investigating it for some tiny opening. Small biting
flies attacked us whenever the lounch came to a stop.
They marked our skin like German measles and the new-
comer fountd that the bites swelled and hurt, each bite
having drawn a drop of bload. Mleals of rice and beans
served on top of a box or trunk were at the best irregular.
My hushamd had one bont after another with malaria
fever, o tav hour after hour in his harmmock burning
with fever, swhile the sun’s merciless ravs beat down on
the covering of our small hark,

At one place canoes, one alter the other, emererd at
the mouth of the jungle-bordered river “Triunphe™ where
it jolnted the Xingu. Grim men, weeping wernen, fright-
ened children, whining degs, squawking fow], hammock
sacks und bunches of corn [filled the canoes. Their ex-
planation they cried in two words: “The Indians!™ The
cry seemed to [reeze the blood in their veins.

Their story was a sad one.  What might account
for the hideous murder which had been committed could
onlv be the innate desire of the Indians to kill. or per-
haps some grievance against the Brazilians hard been long
harbourced among the redsking and this had been their
vengeance. Far up that tributary of the Xingu River
a merchant had a large stock of supplies of cloth, tobaeco,
sugar. coflee, ete.. for the rubber gatherers in that region.
"This was in charge of a local man whe recetved the rub-
her and gave out pavment. One morming a group of
naked sivages arrived at his house. Thes pretended to
he [riendly hutdemanded that he give them many things.
In order that thev micht have no excuse for treachery,
he gave to them freely such things as food, tebacco, fish-,
hooks and combs. They came in and out of the house at
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will. It would have been difficult to have kept them from
deing otherwise, for interior houses are very insecure,
especially since the roof is of thatch and could easily be
set on fire by savages resenting the restriction of their
presence to the outside of the houso

The neighbours entreated the owner of the place that
he take his family and flee from the place, but he re-
mained guarding his property as best he could, and treat-
ing the Indians well, One morning the Indian warriors
ﬁled into the house alone, A fr[lmmfrr of evil filled their
eyes, which were wild with the greedy anticipation of
the killing they had planned. The Brazilian woman
of the house felt fearful: “Where are the woman and the
children of vour tribe?” she asked in Portuguese. The
Indian men grunted and pointed off into the forest.

“What do you want?” asked the owner, hoping that
a good offering of hampers of grated manioc root or corn
would inspire a greater feehng of amity. * The naked.
painted savages, their bows and arrows and cruel clubs
in their hands, pointed to their long, black hair. They
wanted him to cut it for them. Doclrous of obliging, h=
began to do as they requested.  VWhile he was thus en-
ga"ed. one of the Indians who was standing behind him
dealt the first terrific blow with his cruel club: this
was followed by blows from the great clubs of the others,
and while he was dying they began the torture of hlS
wife,

Rubber gatherers arriving late in the afternoon to
make some purchases saw Indians departing and found
the slaughtered victims. The woman had fallen beside
the water-pot. The bloody marks of her hand stained
the wall for-in her blind agony she had groped for the
water to quench her thirst when the Tndians Had left
her. Her baby. suffering from cruel blows, died beside
her. Two other chlldren a hoy and a mr‘l had been
carried off to sulfer death at the hands of their captors
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- later on, or, if lucky, to be at best the captive slaves of
the people of the forest.

It is small wonder that as the news spread from one
dwelling to another on the river cach family, in the fear-
ful panic of wondering if they should be the next victims,
threw swhat few belongings they could hastily gather
Inta their canees, leaving behind the crops ready to har-
vest for which they had laboured so liard. They aban-
doned chickens, ducks, homnes, even the dogs which were
stithborn when the time came for them to embark in the

‘canocs.

Our launch stopped and we mingled with the fright-
eniedd people as they gathered together in the houses tell-
ing of their fears and losses. Some wept for thase who
had so ruthlessly been deprived of 1ife.  And the threats
—ah, the threats and loud accusations against all Indians
everywhere were many!  In the face of such a calamity,
we certainly had nothing to say in {avour of the blood-
thirsty savages whom we longed to reach. The owner
of our launch seemed to lose his desire to even continue
the trip up river to our station. and we wondered if we.
with all eur baggage, were to he abandoned there and
then. Finolly a smaller launch was dispatched to inves-
tigate the recent slaughter and we prepared to go on,

Tt was a grey day. Therain fell in an incessant drizzle
with occasional terrific cloudbursts. as though the sky
were weeping with the sobbing fugitives. We two went
and sat down on a box in our launch, waiting for it to
move orn. Certainly my first trip to our station among
the Indians had not begun verv promisingly,

Three ducks, swimming about in the river, alone
seemed unmindful of the tragedy and were revelling in
the rain which dappled the water. “I have heen watch-
ing your beautiful grey ducks,” I said to the woman who
owtned the house.
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“Oh, Dona, do you like them?” she asked with a
pleased expression.

As we were about to leave she brought a box with a
beautiful pair of ducks. “Here. These are for you as
a remembrance of us.” Her eves glowed. “They are
nice and fat, and this ene will soon be laying egas. Ir
a little you will have many ducks. Tuke them ‘as remem-
brances.” The lizht of her friendship manifested by he;
gift brought a glow into that sad grey day. It was the
portent of cherished {riendships in the land of our adop-
tion which should glow throngh many more grey days of
diflicult experiences.

An Indign Warrior
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CHAPTER 1

Arrival At Our Jungle Bungalow

~ THE TENTH EVENING the launch stapped at the side
O of the river. “This is Nova Olinda, the last point
on the Fresco where Brazilians live,” was explained. One
could see nothing but forest on one river bank and brush
o the other, but a narrow path through a patch of tall
sugar cane led to an open place with o rows of houses
facing each other. This was the last oulpost of civiliza-
tiotl.

“Tomorrow we will continue up the Little River.
which branches off from here.” said the pilot. The In-
dians were sitnated on the missionary post some five
miles from this small villa.  Angus greatly desived to
reach the station that day since it was his fellow-mission-
ary’s birthulay. IHow wenderful it would be, we thought,
to be able to arrive with his mail which had accumulated
at the last post ofiice five bundred mites down river, and
with news and the yvear’s supplies. So we appealed to
the ptlot: “Can't we o on? It is just one hour's journey
and it is still light.” Angus explained that he felt some
concern for his beloved [ellowavorker. The reply was,
“Senhor 1Toracio can take care of himself, He can speak
to then and understand them.  That is his protection
Wo——we don't nnderstand the devils!™ T wineed at hie
expression: it was plain that nothing would persuade
him to continue the journey arcd spend the night on the
Indian station.

Far up the river the Indians declared to the lone mie.
sionary that they heard a sound Like the Feanoe with
the hir noise’™. Yes, the chugeing came nearer and
nearer, They all heard it As it came closer and the
motor sounded louder the Indians manifested preat ex

17
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citemenit in anticipation of Angus’ return. The mission-
ary, a cordial host to anyone, and happy over the pros-
pects of news and letters after such long 1501atmn,

gathered the Indian boys around and planted along the
banl\ fire-crackers, which when lit would spin around
and illumine the bank in the dusk.

But through the forest sounds are deceiving. In
reality our laum:h was just pulling into the port at Nova
Olinda where we were to stay the night, while the wait-
ing ones thought it was about to rmmd the bend in the
river and come into full view. They lit the fireworks
which spun about showering blue sparks along the bank
amidst the hilarity of the Indians. Then the motor's
chugging stoppei. They listened again—mno, it could not
be heard. Where was it?  Was it near?  Was this a
Jo.\e) Then the truth dawned: the preparation was in
vain. They had been deceived into thinking the motor
was uearer than it really was. They retur nod to thelr
campfires disgruntled and disappointed.

Morning dawned and we struggled into our clathes
in the small space and meagre privacy which our mos-
quito nets afforded, Our launch left the tiny Brazilian
settlement to take us the remaining hour’s journey to the
station. In the early morning all was enshrouded in a
silvery veil of mist. The launch travelled smoothly
against the swiftlv-lloviag current. The dew was still
shimmering upen the leaves of the forest when the station,
built i a p1ctur‘c-squrﬁ strateric spot, burst into view as
we ronnded a bend in the river. Bevond a long. smooth
stretels of swater, thie houses stood in full view.

The narrow plot of earth in front af the houses, as
well as the bank’s ascent, was crowded with painted
Indians—that is men and boys, for the women did not
appear.  Their naked bodics were black with painted
designs; the upper half of their laces were coloiwed bright
red so that their black eyes, shern of eyebrows and laghes,
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appeared to be peering through red half-masks. The
huge wooden disk in the lower lip and great gaping
holes in the ear-lobes added to their savage appearance.
Their long, jagged hair was black and glossy. The men
held c¢lubs or bows and some riflles. But they grinned a
welcome to my husband.

Now [ would like to be able to say that after looking
forward to and preparing some time for the hour when
I should arrive awith my husband and see the Indians,
I arrived with appropriate poise and calm, Years
afterwards, however, when the Indians had long been a
part of our very lives, I was sitting at the sewing machine
one night while some of the Indians sat on benches around
the room talking, I heard them mention my name and
thowgrht T would listen, for they notice any peculiarity
in a person and accurately size us up. For instance, if a
person comtes among the Indians who may have a habit
of squinting, he will scon notice that the Indians are all
squinting at him in imitation. If one has a habit of
smoothing dewn his hair the Indian will often employ
the same gesture in mimicking him. So on this occa-
sion [ took my fouot off the pedal of the sewing machine
—then they knew Twas listening.

“Were vou afraid of us on that first day when you
saw us?” they queried.

“No,” 1 said. “Why do you ask?”

“When you got off the big boat and came among us
on the bank vou were green,” {this being their wayv of
CXPressing pallor) ‘and you hr'ld on to your husband’s
arm for dear life.”

Well, T sttll do not think I was afraid. IHowever, I
leave it to the imagination of our readers to think of what

their feclings might be, coming from civilization to step

for the first time among painted, armed, strange-talking
savages, who boasted not even a fig-leaf as a covering.
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The Indian men in particular hear themselves with a
proud self-possession and poise, void of all self-conscious-
ness, which makes the outsider feel that all his etiquette
and courtesy, learned in civilization, is quite superfluous
and useless to him now, and he may feel awkward in
the presence of their frankness.

The men crowded about my husband and some of
the warriors, with their huge lip disks distending their
mouthe. said, “How are vou?” in Portuguese, and ex-
tonded their hands in true Brazilian fashion. The year's
supnly of staple foods was untoaded along with our
hawgaze and some Brazi) muts and rubber were loaded on
and the launch prepared to leave. The launch owner
said to me, “Look here, don’t veu want to change vour
mind about staving here?  Come on!  Come back with
us!™ I said, *No."”

The starting of the mator also started a queer feeling
ingide of me. There was only one tie between a life in
the jungie among Indians who still had not been alle
to win the name of being “tame” (as following chapters
prove). and ecivilization! That tie was severed as the
leunch pulled asvay from shore, made a wide circle in
the river, churning the water behind it, and went down
stream leaving the water ta glide {n waves to shore and
lap the bauk. Tt rounded the bend and svas out of sight,
the chugaing of the motor becorning fainter fu the dis-
taniee, ¥We had been standing on the bank watching its
departure, The Indian bovs stond close, examining my
arms and gingerly pulling the pins from my hair to see,
[ suppose, how it was held together. We tumed around
and T placed my hand on v hushand’s arnt to feel the
more certainly that Twasn't alone. At this gesture some
of the warriors crowded around us and began in thew
strange language to remonstrate hotly with Angus. One
firmiy took my arm, albeit in a very bratherly fashion.
“WWhat are they saying?” I asked. My husband replied,
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O L L R L L L L R Y L S T TEETEYET TRA VT TEA LI Y )

oy LT T T YT

“They are saying that it is a shame for a wife to touch
her hushand’s arm in public and they don’t want you
to do it.”

A Cayapo'husband and his wife claim no love toward
ecach other. It would be a shame to do so. Nor is one
to mourn when the other dies. Thus may be understood
the difliculty of teaching the men and women faithful-
ness to marital ties when tribal custom ordains that no
love is to be shiown one to the other.

The launch being out of sight and sound, we hegan
the furnishing of the new house. Our thatch-roofed
house! The low, gold roof of thatch spreading its canopy
over us began to mean “home” to me in the truest sense
of the word., The house had been all finished except for
the whitewashing on the inside when Angus left to be
married, and when we arrived it was lovely. Colouring
had heen added to the whitewash and we found the mud
walls of the dining-room tn be rose-colour, the hedroom
was pale green, and another room blue. There were
even llowers planted along a stone path between the twao
houses. 1 loved our mud house with its thateh roof as
much as any American bride loves hee modern bnngalow
—until—well, at least o vear latee. when a nest
of poisonous snakes came to make theirabode in our won-
derful, thick, thatch roof and made their appearance too
frequently in the house for one's own peace of mind.

After supper, when the dishes swere done, we watched
the sun's regal departure behing the forest an the other
side of the river, Then the Indians, men and hovs, gath-
cred in the darkness in an open front room. A few
women lingered at a distance.  Thev were allowed to
listenn to the songs from their huts and the men would
tell them anvthing thev esteemed fitting for them to
know. The gasoline lantern cast its blue light 11pon the
charcoal-painted faces and bodies of those who were
crowding nearest, while the others sat or crouched in
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the shadows. Indian men didn't swalk unarmed; they
came with their long clubs in their hands, or with rifles

slung over their shoulders. Some ceremonigusly placed -

their tall bows and arrows in a corner.

The little twinkling-eyed boys with painted skin and
tiny wooden plugs in their perforated lower lips, not yet
greatly deformed, sang enthusiastically, poked experi-
mental fingers at the organ keys and the stoeps on the
missionary’s concertina, or scurried out of the way at a
word from one of the men. The chanting song is as nuch
a pirt of the red-skinned Tndian as beautiful spirituals
are a part of the dusky negro. They loved to come and
hear the new songs, translated into their tongue by the
senior missionary. They were the first of any songs
which spoke to them of Jesus, of heaven, the first, in-
deed, to speak of a sinner’s need.

The warriors asked questions and commented: “Lf
heaven is up in the sky, why doesn’t everyone fall down?™”
“Is there plenty of hunting there and meat to cat?”
“Docs Jesus get wet when it rains?” asked one little fel-
low. “If God is alive, tell Iimm to coine here so we can
see Him.” :

Questions went further than that: “Why did the men
kill Jesus?™

The missionary explained. “He died in our place to
save us from God’s punishinent because we are bad
people.”

“Why do you say that we are bad?”

Then God’s schoolmaster taught them: “Don't kill.
Don’t steal. Don’t covet another man's wife. It is bad
to kill and to steal!” There were fow, if any, of the men
in the gathering who had net, at some time, committed
murder. Some of themn were those who had taken part
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in the killing of the first theee missionaries who had gone
to reach the Cayapo with the Gospel of Christ.

Even the savage heart is prone to pass condemnation
to the next person, At this point they said: “This counsel
would be good for the women, You can tell it to the
women; they are the bad ones.”

When this mest informal of meetings was over, Angus
and I went back to our house. where we lighted a Kero-
sene lamp, set it on the dining-room table, and sat down
to reasd. But, oh! The mosquitoes assembled themselves
about us, hiting even through onr clothes, and my legs,
thoroughiv bitten, seemed to be on fire. In onr bedroom
we had left a small kerosene storm-lantern alight, bul
hurning very, very low—just so that it would fot go ont.
Going to look for something to wrap about me as some
protection against our tormentors, I stretched out my
hand to turn up the wick of the Tantern. Something hissed
loudly at my finger tips in the darkuess, and jerking my
hand back I got out of the room.

“Angus, there's a snake in the bedrosmn,” T said.

“A snake!™ he reiterated. “There are no snakes in
the house,  Now, look, rizht from the start vou've got
to make up vour mind not to let your imagination get the
best of you!  If you don't. vou will be imagining all
kinds of things, and vou might as well gn right en back
down river, for vou'll never stick it But, comwe on, we'll
go and luok, just to prove there is nothing there™

Just to show <ome spirit of bravers T took the lamp
and went ahead of him into the room. We looked around
and saw nothing, On the bed was a beautiful hedspreard
which had been given me by a ladies’ society at home,
It hine down low over the sides.  Tstooped down, shining
the lamp under the bed.  There it was! A four-foot,
paisonous snake—slithering along the floor. T felt a bit
triumphant at having some Jjustification of my frar.
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but I mot out of the way while my husband killed it and
called the Indian bovs to have some sport stretching it
out on the stores outside our door, langhing and jumping
back as it continued to wriggle and coil even though dead.

We might wonder why that snake had not coiled it-
self around my arrm when [ had startled it by almes:
touching it in the darkness. For me the explanation is
given in Luke 10: 19—"Behold T give you power over all
the power of the encmy: and nothing shall by any means
hurt you. Notwithstanding in this rejoice not, but rather
rejoice because vour nares are writtern in heaven.”

It was a coincidence that on the nirht Tollowing
that expericnce (my second night on the Indian station).
we had another interesting encounter.  While we had
been talking to the Indians after supper darkness had
fallen. WWe came into the house to wash the dishes by
the light of the kerosene lamp. Suddeniyv a huge, bird-
like ereature Hitted through the low door and like a
areat phantom shadow it darted and circled about the
kitchen. Tt rose to disappear in the gloom of the peak
of the thatch roof and then dipped to skim about our
heads. It seemed to me to be the Largest pigeon I had
ever scen.

As it flune itself at our heads time after time, missing
us only by a hairsbreadth, my husband began to slash
at it with a dislctowel, “Get out of the kitchen,” he
said, “it’'s a bat.”

In the year and a half I had been in Brazil the noc-
turnal visits of bats had becewne a common sight, “That's
no bat,” Tsaid. “it's a pigeon”, and remained at my post
trying to watch this one’s strange {light. Tt swooped then,
its huge wings almost stapping myv lace. and L ducked
inte another room. but the mud walls did nat rise to the
roof and he descended into that room also.

The creature then lit on the ralter-like poles to which
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the thatch was tied—that is, he hung there head down
and for the first time T got a good look at him. Its heaci
was as large as a small cat’s, with great pointed ears, and
it showed its long. sharp teeth. A fleshy horn protrud-
ing upward [rom its nose marked it as o vampire hat
These vampirve bats, though usnally smaller than this
partittulur one, will attack any living thing at nizht while
it sleeps, to suck bload. Tt will retirn night after mieht
to the same human being or animal unti! the vict?fn,
weakened by loss of blood, dies.

& i

_Come on. fellows” Angus called out the door t6 the
Indian boys sitting beside a fire on the river bank, “Ilere’s
something to kill!™ '

. . - .
Samething to Kill!™  What could he more excitine
and more thrilling to an Indian bov. for thev are brought
up to love the torturing of any living creature.

“What is it2” they eried. “A Dat!™

They treoped into the hiouse with their tinv bows and
arrows.  VWith a half-duzen small arrows in its body the
monstrous bat still would not et go of its pm'rli_ It
twisted its head about. tearing at the arrows svith its
teoth trying to pull them sut, its eves olaring., althoneh
thiey must have been blinded in the Licht, VWhile st?ll
alive the boys pulled it down by gripping the feathered
end.? of the barbs they had shot: the bat proved to have
a wingspread of two feet.

In our houses theve is a space of about four inches
between the walls and the overlapping thateh roof, thern-
fore, bats cuter freely. 1 learned that moesquito nets
afforded protection from them as well as from the inseets
great spiders and enckroaches, which rmereed from thr:
mut walls at night. Tarantulas and scorpions alse mado
their appearances,

As a little girl [ liad a deathiy fear of spiders, even
those which were ever so small. Often during house-
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cleaning T would call my small brother to }ciﬂ some xyho
had spun their webs in dark corners. Now in the crevices
of our mud walls and in the thatdf} reof, hundreds of
spiders made their abode, and at mg}lt the large ones
came forth to feed on insects and mosquitoes. They could
be seen on every wall as we prepared to go to bed. At
one time to sleep in the same room with one of therx}
would have been a horror to me, yet now in this place of
God's choice, Fle gave grace which sufficed for every occa-
sion and circumstance, and the presence of those ugly
spiders occasioned very little concern.

In many small and great ways He proved the verity
of His promise: “My -grace is sufficient for thee. . . .

CHAPTER III

Primitive Domestic Science

HE oLDd INDIAN MEN, their painted faces distorted with

the huge lip-disks inserted into the lower lip, would
stand, along with the boys, at the door and sing their
songs over and over again.  Due to the kindly counsel and
coaching of the senior misstonary and their friendship
for my husband who had been with them for two years,
the Indians made me feel welcome.

“Hai rme-me tem eray
Hai me-me tem cray
Ha ha ay
Hai mem o ree-c-ree
Ha ha hay auri”

they sang over and over again, while we listened and
smuled with appreciation., :

As for the women with whom I longed to be friendly,
they appeared casually in small groups with little dis-
play of interest, which is becoming, since their proper
place as those who performed most of the work of the
tribe is squatting beside the fire preparing food. I was
a queer specimen to them, even if they tried to overlook
my unreasonable stubbornness in not removing my dress
at their insistent demands—eniphasized by forceful tugs
at my clothing, The Indians were never concerned with
any regard for politeness or courtesy and sometimes
their crude manner made me think it might spring from
ill-will.  One woman yanked at the neck of my dress—
“Take it off!” she commanded, *“hurry up about it, too.
Take it off and give it to me. Why should you go around
in nice clothes when here am I, poor, without even one.
You have lots of them.” And she yanked the harder.

27
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Our senior missionary had made several attempts to
get the women o wear dresses, even cutting out coarse
cloth and laboriously sewing them by hand for thern.
But they never wore them, and upon aqutestioning the bovs
he found that the women had ripped the dresses into
stmail pieces for the purpose of squeezing the juice from
the manioe.  If they wanted a dress. we explained, they
must bring us some roast potatoes, or Brazil nuts, or per-
haps some fish-to pay for it. No, they did not want them
that badly. “You're stingy.” they declared. “You want
pavment for things.” The Tndians have alwavs obtained
what they wished from the Brazilians by stealing—oeven
if thev sometimes had to kill the Brazilians to obtain
possession of what they wanted, Thev felt that a seowl
and threatening lonk should cause anyone to hand over

what they demanded,

At first we did not understand why the wemen seemed
to hold our house. in dread and the yvoung ones would
cast fearful glances in the windew as they passed,
but would net enter.  We invited them to come into the
house and see our things. This tempting offer was irre-
¢istible to them. There was a set of halfa dozen enamel
bowls and we had six yellow-handled, stainless steel
kmives. AIl this was far too much for one woman to
possess. and mariy were the efforts to purloin them. DBut
the story explaining tn ns the reason for their dread
of our house was told to the missionary one day. During
its building some of the Indians slept under the thatch
roof of the house. There had not vet been any walls.
One woman had a tiny baby whose constant crying irri-
tated one of the callous warrtors.

“$Who can sleep with that thivg making such a
racket?” he blurted. “Somehody kill it!”

One of the veunger fellows heard this. In order to
hecome a full-Eedmed warrior ene must commit or take
part in a murder. This the aspiring young warrior recog-
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nized as the opportunity to display his prowess. Seizing
the baby he stung it azainst one of the contre pusts 1 onr
house, killing it and then disposing of the body. How
true God's word: “The dark places of the earth are full
of the habitations of crueity.” Ah! what a terrible sin
to be stamped upen the life of a vouth so yvoung! And
the Lieartathe of the mother so suddenly bereft of her
Baby, but she was o wontan without relatives and there-
fore of little account in the tribe. Thereafter the Tindians
!eft the house, {or the spirit of the murdered child, accord-
ing ta their belief, would return to haunt the place. This
fear of the child's spirit was ample reason for the wnmnﬁ
avoiding our home,

That first day when the launch unloaded our luggag
and the vear’s supplies. loaded on some Brazil ﬂllt:( mhnl
[)l.l”{‘(i out inta the river again and away, was the begin-
ning of many strange things for me. It scemed the (lf;irlrr
f)F the siumplest things needed to be learned over ngnir:
Fhere wvas a troop of charming little Tndian fellows who
were willing, even eager, to help in the kitchen for

the joy of getting an extra banana or the insides of the.

turtle to roast, They scaled fish. pecled pumpkins, stole
Kitchen knives and washed pans, that s if tho.vﬁwrre‘-
sent back to the river again and again with th‘é Sane
part i the il eneinizht say it had been washed, They
split svood, fanned the fire, clandestinely slipped morsels
of food through the fence to their friends, spilled water

“on the mu : nlivene veook
d floor, and enlivened the cook-house generally

by their presence.

Our main fonds were heans and rice along with meat
from the forest or fish from the river—simple enotugh
things to cook anywhere, There was. of course, the
crated and reasted manioe root swhich., i the Ent’orioz‘
Braziltan's diet, takes the plauce of bread.  This laoks
much like sawdust and to me tasted like it too.
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Our meny, like that of the Brazilians, was mostly
like this:
Breakfast—grated manioc root, and coffee
Dinner—grated manioc root, beans, and rice
Supper—grated manioc root, rice and beans

The cooking of even these simple things had a difli-
cult aspect. The native stove consists of only a fow stones
set on an elevated foundation made of hardened mud
and sand. On top of the stories we had an iron plate with
holes in it where the pots and pans sat while the wood
fire burned just beneath them. 1 did not know the differ-
enice between good and bad wood. The hoans must go
on the lire very early and cook steadily until dinner time.
But often the wood was the kind that stubbornly refused
to burn; then T would craploy the fan made of palm-leaf
and fan the Hickering fames perseveringly while the
smoke billowed upwards, stinging my eyes 1o tears and
smearing my face with scot. If the fire wasn't good, the
beans were still hard at noon time.

Sometimes the boys brought wood that burnt up like
tinder and by the time I'd loft the cook-house for some-
thing and returned the fire was out. At the same time
a pot of beans big enough to feed thirty or more hungry
bovs {for their help on the plantation) besides ourselves,
went dry amazingly soon, and the boys left to watch it
were prone to become intent on the car of corm, or the
mouse they were roasting at the fire's edge. Then the
amell of something scorching floated out the covkhouse
and smoke drilted ffom beneath the pan-lid and the
Leaus had become a hard, black mass of charcoal. I had
tn be taught to roast collee and to make milk from Brazil
nuts.

Our meat, which was wild pig, deer, or other small
Forest animals, had to be well salted and dried to be ’
kept from spoiling. Then to be made edible it was neces-
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sary to wash it, cut it, and continue to scald and wash it
urntil 'mu('h of the salt had been removed, and thte_n to
cook it for several hours. We often had 1turtl.e for the
nonn-da-},'-mlral. The only way to kill it was by hacking
at the ln.'mg thing with an axe or huge bush-knife untihl
it was dismembered and dead. The disconcerting part
to me was that the turtle’s heart continues to (‘O?Itl"lct'
and expand, though separated from the dead uretle uritil
thf_= heart begins to cook, Washed, scalded skinn(:d and
boiled it was ready to go on the tahle. ’ -

Washing clothes was another venture. The Brazilian
women’s washing machine is the river, She f:rouc‘h'm: ;)n
a bn;:r(.l or a rock at the river-side seaping the cloth —-9}1(3
Fhurl _Ilfts the dress or shirt high in tllehail' an s;\'i;lr-é
it with all her foree ont the rock !‘l‘ﬁ.“.‘lh‘l’n\-’ lllll)-:l.f
S.ShQ has pounded the dict out, then strvt(‘rhr'a‘ the 1rtil-it'
in thc.'.suu for its blazing rays to finish 1.;111\ w:}rk (‘){
M('u(‘]l{nf; out the stains which remain, incidentalls
bleaching out all the colours of the matn:"iai too. But
there was no Brazilian woman with us to do tf;n w"‘tshin“
and I sonn felt exhausted at the river side. The bchzfinh
sl was like a fire, and the tiny biting {lies t:\\'.'zrm‘e;l F:
the river’s edge covering us with bites. ‘ -

The Indian wornen could not hel v were k
busy cooking for their hushands, ailj;lcflort}tllrt‘r'ly :)(:ehfps
used a‘hnif—bar of soap to wash one article! 1’5‘0 tlolf‘
%mppy Hlvz_: came to me of teaching the little hoxs to do
it. At first they rebelled—the idea of handling dirty
clothes seemed ohnoxious to them, although in the [II(“‘I?I
huts they lived surrounded by filth which we could I;l)t
endure, .31'i|)0d. however, with the thml"llt.uf sotting
somne delicions hananas and even some of our U‘(’:]; ri
soda biscutts for pavment, they agreed to help us'hu“(

'1;11(3 second week of their Taundry service they had
not heen at .tllf‘ river-sitle lang with the clothes when -
some more of the boys clamoured at the door. “Ilaven’t
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S vou any more dirty clothes to be washed?” they asked.
¥ i “IVe'll do them for you!”

i I was delighted. “They are even learning to enjoy
helping us,” I said to Angus, and we found some more
clothes to be washed. During the ensuing weeks there
was no diflicuity in getting them to help us, although
! some of the clothes did come back torn and sometimes
! not quite clean. One wash-day our senior missionary
: asked, “Have you noliced how the boys are washing
vour clothes?”

They consented to our fecding her

: “No, we haven't noticed.”
- . ; .
; “Well, your had better go and see.”

We went to the front deor 1o watch, Fach bov had
donned a piece of clothing. One had on a long night-
eawn which dragged on the ground. anothier a pajuma
jacket, others wore my dresses. Thev then splashed water
on themselves and taking in their hands their piece of
apap they svaped all ever the clothes which they wore.
[ 3 Then with a whioop of joy they dived off the bank inte
the river, swimming and ducking while the dress, or
whatever article of clothing they wore, trailed along be-
. hind in the water. ¥What sport it was! EFach boy tried
' to grab what was worn by another while they shouited,
i disappeared under water and nerformed no end of acro-
batics in the water. It ma+v have been a bhit hard on
the clothes, hut it ceased to he work and heeame play
for them, whereas the sork itself would have been aban-

cloned,

l
| In the afternoosns we went around the long commurnal
houses into which the Indians packed themselves, only a
five separating the tiny space in which each family slept.
At our approach scores of snarling, mangy dogs rushed
at us, but were intercepted by the men, who drove them
away with their ctubs,

e sdemtly confromied ne!
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Singing gospel hymns, with motions
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I crouched on the ground beside the women who were
grating manioc root and wrapping it in banana leaves to
be roasted among hot stones.  Secing the banana leaves
we wondered if they had been able again to get over the
fence and strip the trees we had planted.

“Oh, no,” they said, “we wounldn't kill your banana
trees by stripping the leaves from them. These are from

~wild banana trees which give no frait in the forest, Now

sing to us.” .

Some of the women were sitting on the ground pound-
ing corn in small hand mortars. The men lay on their
grass mats. When the mat becomes dirty they turn it
over, and when that side becomes dirty they turn it back
again. They offered me a flat piece of wood used by
them as a head rest, and I sat on the bit of stick with
my feet and legs curled under me.  The dear little boys
crouched close by, their fists closed on roasted sweet
potatoes which they shared with us. Their hands stroked
our white clothes which became streaked with the black
charcoal with which they were painted, Tiny children
lay sleeping through the heat of the day while their
mothers painted intricate, perfectly-spaced designs on
them, The well-groomed Indian women have their hair
shaved off from forehead to crown leaving a fringe of jet
around the back and sides. Though it may sound ugrly,
itis a great improvement over having shaggy hair falling
over their faces.

Coming back to our thatch-covered house we went to
examine again the banana trees planted inside the fence.
Yes! They had stripped the banana patch again, some-
how reaching the leaves through the fernce and cutting
them off with bush knives. The work of planting had
again been in vain, We loaked down at our hands full
of roasted sweet potatoes, gifts from the Indian women
which we had bhorne away from our afternoon visit,
Well, how could we go back and scold them again, ancd
what good would it do if we did?
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How many times, too, after the missionarufs hz;d t011(110‘(i
to plant the manioc with the' help of the‘bo} s?iq_tlte.z)w;s
ones int the tribe had pulled ttup on'the sly while ; s
only a twenticth of its mature size. Chey had conmmfe_r
in a [ow meals what might have 'fcd many of. tk;mng -(?}
months if it had been left to have 1ts full growth! Such
things were discouraging indeed.

But the Indions are far from dull and are in some
ways clever.

On one occasion one of the warriors came wifth a m}cc:
big turtie for us. e must have two bullet;; 11)11“ 1.t, n](li
declared. The nest day he would take the bu t}ib‘ ;1 i
'.ro ints the forest to get some meat. Shortly n_ftr\r e }mt
;wu-iwd his pavment, another warrior came “_.'1th }al\lot I(T,
nice big tartle. We could not ]ustl): refuse him tlu S?;[HL-
payrent for his. That day we recoived ‘I'n'e sout tur fit;
and felt that this would provide good dinners forus a
for several days.

The next day we searched the yax:d but coulcll ﬁnd
ouly one of them, Then a log was (l:srm’rxrvd.‘lvdn}u'li
ugn‘inst the [ence on the other side. The Ind{an's .1_a
used it to got over the vndusurr.‘, steal the turtle d'gc.'-ll‘f};
and had seld the same one five times to the missionaries!

Thus the days passed. There were 1.()\'{'1\' .hiz'dr: that
cang from the brush swhich hugged the high, spiked ff:}ncci
nnc‘ircling our house. Parrots and toucans sr_rm;'( e
from the top of the tall forest trees where the clv.)rmp.E
endod: hawks hovered over the chicken vard. One day
the tiny tip of a snake’s tail appnu_r(‘rl from under a box
in the kitchen, I bravely cut it off.nnd then ‘found that
it had belonged to a very long reptile whose intent eyes
were starineg inquisitively and very resentfully at me
from around the other end of the box. I fled the scene
and called the boys to my rescue.

Sometimes we wondered what it would be like to be
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walking down the main street of a city at home again,
or sceing people, deessed in their best, hurrying along
quiet streets on Sunday morning to churches where their
voices joined with a great congrezation in singing of and
to the Lord whom e in the jungle served and svor-
shipped.  As months went by our homie-lund ceomed
very far away. '

In such surroundings it was good 1ot to be dependent
on church bells and painted windews to create an artifi-
cial and temporary seuse of peace, but “to have the peace
that passeth all understanding” in our heacts in any
place.

The organ and the white-robed choir—-
I choosc them not for thee.

Only a song within thy soul!
Come, wilt thou follow dMe?

One of the most wonderful things T sitnessed while
living among the Indians was a tribal chant performed
by the mern of the tribe, whicl no woman—--—not even their
owrn—had ever been alloss ed 1o hear.

One night alter the short. tropical twilizht had faded
completely away the Indian men gathered in full force
at the door of the house. The chief voiced the proposal
with which they had come: “We want to come into your
front room and lock ourselves tightly in. We are going
to sing.”

“Why do you want to lock yourselves in?  There are
so many of vou to crowd intn this raom. Why do you
not chant in the clearing, or as you usutally do in the
Woarriors” hut?” hie was asked.

“None of our women have ever heard or ever may
hear this chant. We usually go into the forest for it,
but this ruom s new and we like it We want to sit on

the ctean floor and lock ourselves in and we shall chant
here.”
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Permission having been granted, the missionaries ad-
vised me that maybe I should make myseclf scarce, since
it was against Indian custom for a woman to be present,
so greatly disappointed at not being able to take advan:
tage of the opportunity to witness such a performance, 1
went to the kitchen. The Indians filed into the room
following the chief, whose powerful muscles and strong
physique made him prominent ever among the many
other tall, well-built warriors. As they began to take
their places scated on the floor. one of the old men, who
called me his sister, suggested that T might be allowed to
come and listent to this chant as I had so manifestly ex-
pressed my appreciation and admiration of the songs he
had sung over and over {for me during the alternoor. The
assent of the others resuited in my being
divided the front
bottom half being
alf opern.

murmured
allowed to stand at the door which

room from the rest of the house, the
locked to insure privacy, and the upper h

The chiek, with his right-hand man, sat int the middle
of the room crossed-legged, with their great cruel clubs
held loosely by both hands. Around them was seated a
complete circle of svarriors. The warriors were encircled
by the boys between the ages of fourteen and seveonteen.
There was yet another circle of warriors and old men
and the younger hoys, awed for once, sat at the periphery
of the circle and filled in the corners of the roorm.

Suddenly the chicf’s richt-hand man uttered a single
tone. On the very next rhythmic beat every warrior. man
and boy, joined. The melodious chant proceeded in
perfect unisor, equalling, if not surpassing. the unison
of any highly trained choir 1 have ever heard at home.

The chanting began reasonably fast. hecame slowver
and slower as it continued, and their perfectly blended
voices dropped lower and lower. At every pause, every
single voice stopped together as on a staccato note. At
the beginning of another phrase, all began at the exact
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sf:-?:jf';“lql nofne jumping ahead of the rest and none
aggling in after. 1 stood breathles i
r athless ¢

with the wonder of it.  and wembling

e }t\l henuan Frm;tmlfly long pause ensued, evidently in
ating the finsh of one subject an - inni f
another, the chief or an mltstm:dinq 'v'v'(}lrt::?)rlii‘ri::;:lur'ltg'l?f
.th‘n first note and evervone in Beautiful unison V:' "11({
join on the second. Lower and lower 1}193; ch r(::ud('
lewer than any bass veice I'd ever heard at hnn;vﬂ lT“h:
whole reom seemed to be filled with a rich rumbl.ir:rr s
of far-off thundering which swelled, then faded o d
sx\:nllvd again in even a lower and rn:Jrn tht‘iliinﬁZT il
h.lm;:_: then—t suddenly ceased. Thr‘.r(- was b nfmk
silence,  The men arose. Tt was finished, o pereet

The perfection of the performance we had just i
nessed waould have stireed any appreciative listz‘r]wr \:{It-'
.I thought of how often on our journey up river the Brﬂ?'(it
ians had over and over again declared, “These Tu I"'.!
ave as beasts. Thev have no souls 7 They ik
are as b s. 1wy are like

Ah, that thev are savage and murderous masv easil
be scen and has been continuously proven };11t ;EA ‘ fdfl' !
have soulf‘_ cannot be doubted! Evenin Cll‘ristiwn::ﬁtt'w}:
Z}:srrtezl are m{cullvnts of savagery displayed, aﬁd imw(cc;?:?(;
anything else he expecied from a peaple w ave liv
and died for centuries without a Fni.]p;(f 8{}}2) i'f[d;'( 11“”1
any knowledge of Gaod? ) pet Heht o

How great then is their worth. since Jesus came
g not to r‘(')nd(-mn the world but that the world
;Oll,_'.'l [lim might be saved™. “Tor e came not t
L : ‘ . i ot to
call tl}}( }rlghtnona but-sinners to repentance.”  Shall v
not all share in the minis ‘ i the Great
: ministry of praver that i
pot all share fn the ¢ \ aver that in the Great
a v of this tribe shall joi i i
Day man; E s ioin their voices wi -
o s with ours
in tsmf:f:m;; Thou hast redeemed us to God by Thy blood
out of every kindred. and ‘ y
: \ M. and totisue, § > C 1
o g, I and people, and na-

e




0

&y

CHAPTER IV

A Deliverance

HE MORNING WAS STILL cooL when Angus, with his
Tfnllow-mission;lry and =eme of the Indians, paddled
tlie canoe away fromi shore and waved good-bye to me as
I stood on the bank watching,  They were going some
miles up river to one of the plantations te get some corn
and bananas. “Good-bye, we'll be back before dark,”
they called as they paddied away and the brush and
jungle hid them from sight,

A long day of solitude stretched before me. Al of
the Indian tribe, excepting serme of the boyvs and a few
of the older Indians, were sojourning someswhere in the
forest. I turned and went back irtto our house. It was
carly vet and there was work to be done, so I locked the
back door in order to he undisturbed by the one or two
Indians who were about. While washing the dishies I
sleneed into o mireor hanzivr on the kiichen noid-wal
This rellected the windo s covercd by cheeseactoth for
the purpose of keeping out the biting fies wwhich swarmn
about by day. Tust at that minute the mirror rellected
also the painted face of an old Indian with his huge lip-
disk grotesquely protruding as he prossed bis Tace against
the cloth in an attempt to peer inside.

This fellow. Tone - Stincing-Areow by namoe. was
of ill-repute. e had very recently stolen eme of the
Brazilian’s rifles. and bullets from another, and in several
ways had proven himself to he a bad character, T some-
how felt uneasy knowing he was about while evervone
else swvas gone and 1 owas ntterly alons. Then T heard
him trving the door which was locked, to see if he coulid
get in.  “If he wants a fish-hook or something, why
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doesn’t he call?” I thought, “He knows that I am here,
and he shouldn’t try to force the door open without
calling.”

He went away again and T continued about the \.vnrk.
Some minutes later, while drying the last of the dls}ies,
there was a sound at the front door which openied into
our dining room. This door was divided into an upper
and lower part, being cut in the middle so that the lower
part might be locked, preventing the Indians from taking
full possession of the house, and at the same time en-
abling them to see us and talk to ns whenever they
wished, On this occasion the top half was open as always
and the bottom half locked. Eearing something at the
door I believed Long-Stinging-Arrow must be there to
ask for ssmoething, and stepped to the door of the kitehen
just in time to see him climbing swifti_\: and cau-
tiously over the locked half of the door. He silently con-
fronted me—a shaggy-haired, wild-faced, naked savage.
There was an uneasy and wily expression in his eyes. 113
intentions were not good, or he would have asked for what
he wished.

How glad [ was to remember at that instant the words
of the Lord. “I will never lcave thee”. Pretending to be
calm I walked toward him with the dish-towel in my
hand and looked at him quietly but sternly. “Is that
the way we've taught vou to enter nice people’s houses?

Do you think you are a monkey in the forest? ... Well,

you climb over this door like a monkey who r]itn])&:
trees!  When Angus knows you came in this way he'll
be ashamed of you. Now vou walk right cut decently

. . 1
and don't climb over the doors again.”

But then I realized that the door was still locked, and
after just reprimanding him for climbing over once, 1
couldn’t tell him to do it again. The keys lay behind
him on the table. :
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He, however, was not going to be so easily dealt with.
He stood his ground stubboraly., His huge form secemed
to fill the room. Then his lips parted as he spoke in his
language, “Your husband isn’t here, and he won't be
here either until the sun is going down.”

His eyes, searching the room, fastened themselves on
the trunks placed on a little toft above the kitchen. That
was where all the bullets were kept, also the bush-knives
antl axe-hieads for the work on the plantation.  Flow easily
he might rob us of the whale vear's supply of ammuni-
tion we kept for hunting,  He made an involuntary move-
merit towards it. [ reached my arm around him and
clutched the kess on the table hefore which he stood.
“It doesn’t matter il inv husband isn't here now. el
still be ashamed of vou when 1 tell hin.”

I unlocked the door. “Now look! Walk out in a
decent fashion., Don’t ever climb over doors again as
though vou had never seen a wice house and a door. and
as though, like a forest animal, yvou did not know how
to use it.”

He was an Indian of such ill repute that the realiza-
tionn made me feel faint in the stomach, but “God giveth
power to the faint”™. He dido’t want to go. but looking
at me over his shoulder with that wary look. he brushed
past me as I held the door open, and went out.  Surely
God had been my Defender.

A sequel to this incident occurred the nest vear. A
little daughter was born to this Tndian’s wife,  TIe had
become ane of our best friends, and to prove that he temly
cournited me as hiz sister, the little daughter was given
my name, “Rot-je-may™. Ron-je-mav's mother was il
and the little one was about to die when they consented
to our feeding it from a bottle with a mixture of powdered
milk, water and sugiae. This saved the Lile of the ehild
of Tong-Stinging-Arrow and she became as round jund
as [at as a little pumpkin.
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When our Robbie was a year old we had.a_ little party
for him, serving cakes and coffee to t‘he Brazilians and In-
dians who were with us. On the mgh't of the party 01’1:;
of the boys came with a message from h}m that. he want(-.
us to come to his hut and bring Robbie to him. As we
entered the hut where he sat in his h;?mmc::-.kronly a f_ew:
glowing embers lighted the dim interior. “What do you
want, my brother?” we asked.

“My daughter bears your name, and so I must ulfm
put all of my names on to your somn. Put him here in

my arms!”

Robbie cried, for it was dark and gloormy, but we laid
him in the old fellow’s arms. He passed his hand uver
the babe's head and said, “You also are now [,on,r_r,-Stmg(i
ing-Arrow * and many other of his names he passe

L. - 3
ou to the little fellow.

As we received Robbie again from his arms we remoem:
bered that day long past when this savage had crept 1nt’e
our mud house, filling my heart with fear. No“i “ke
appreciate his proffered kinship, but, oh, that th-e. ;ar -
ness wnd superstition of ages might pass from lns. 1eart
and that these who “were without ”C}II“IST. . ‘.‘havmg‘n}o
fiope, and sithout God in the wor]‘d ,may be mtqde {111;:1;
by the blood of Christ. For He is our prace, _“'ho at
made both one, and hath broken down the middle wall
of partition between us. .. .”

CHAPTER V

Death In An Indian Tribe

SHRILL, HEART-HILLING SHRIEK pierced the compound
A and vchoed throngh the jungie which bounded our
clearing.  Another shrick and another were followed by
an unearthly wail.  That first awful blood-cterdling
sereamt betwmbed me, but thie nest made me leap to my
feet. Tt had come in the midst of our noon-day rest
when the sur was too scoreliing for us te be out or around,

It wos such a heart-rending waill  As though some
poor. lost soul were calling for fielp. T thrust my eet
into a pair of sandals and hurrted after my husband, who
was already at the deor.  When we reached the low
Indian hut from which the shirieking was still ascending,
an Indion mother was seated on the ground holding
across her knees the 1ittle ane. her yvoungest sotl. whose
soul had just departed into another world, Blood streamed
frem open gashes i her head. flowing over her face so
that she could hardlyv see out of her eves. The bload fell
upon the dead body of the litile one whom she wildly
ciatched and caressed. thought his slassy eves stared
unseeingly into the world from which his soul had gone.

Fven as the tears streamed over our Taces ot the sight
of the agonized miother heart and the dead little one,
she reachied behind her where a row of bush-knives had
been placed against the crude wall Seizing one of the
knives with both hands she again slashied her already
blevding head with the long sharp blade, The repeated
dull thud-thud of the biade hitting her skull filled my
being with horror. T longed to swrest the crnel knifeo
from ber and lock the other knives away. bt realized
that this was ane of the awful tribal customs which
nothing would keep her from fullilling. Standing in
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mute sympathy, we mingled our tears with hers while
she expressed her agony and sulfering by eutting herself.

Oh, the horror of heathenism, which holds bevond
the grave no hope, but which can look forward only to.
the state of a lost soul!l They themselves never doubt
that after death they become lost souls. The name of
the little child who had just died would be avoided from
then on, or his scul might return to persecute the one
who mentioned him, even though it were his own dear
mother. The agony of the mother as she realized that
her little ane was lost Lo her forever could find retief only
in the torture she inflicted 1pon herself. The father, who
svas blind, Hiewise wept and wailed.

After the body had been painted it was wrapped in
a grass mat and carried to the little round hole which
had been dug in sandy earth,  Accompanied by the death
wail of the women it was placed in a sitting position int
the small grave. and the boy's few possessions laid beside
him—the tiny bow and arrow with which he had imi-
tated the archiery of the warriors, tiny beaded arm bands,
and a tittle cloth bag we had given to him to get from
us his portionr of grated manioc root at meal time. The
arave was then covered with sticks, a grass mat.-and then
a mound of earth was heaped on top to mark the spot
where he sat. Tor days the horror of the agony ard
hopelessness I had witrniessed clung to me, Fven at night
we could not forget, for at midnight we were awakened
by the piercing wail of the mother. who made her way
by moenlizht to the sandy mound which marked the
grave of her little loved one. There. crouching in the
rays of the moon which filtered throngh the forest trees.
she gave vent to her sulfering and loneliness by shrick-
ing and crying.

We have witnessed many times since then the death
of those to whaom Christ sent us to proclaim ITis message
of eternal life, and each time our hearts are stirred with
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a new re_solve of consecration to Ilis service—that some
of this tribe may be found in God's home above.

A contrasting picture is that of little “Pot-tikee™. He
was one of the bovs who some time later the chief of
the _tribe left on the mission station when the older
Inghans went off into the forest,  Pat-tikre was one of e
brightest and most loving of alt the boys. We were all
satldened when some time later o stronee illness r'ﬁmo
over him. His face swelled and his body became thinner
and thinner. Then be lost his sight and wadd arope his
way ahout no longer able to take part in the ,f.:;'lmr\s' nnci
svark of the other boys—a pitiful sight. ‘

When an Tndian is iil his chief desire and cry is, “Oh
I am hungry to live”, His fear of the bevond knows ]’1(;
bounds. When this little [elow knew he was dyving he
looked up into the missionary’s face and said “I'mhrmt
hungey to live longer™, v .

“Why, Pot-tikre? Why do vou say that?”

The litt[9 fellow answered, “Because 1 am hungry to
o and be xrnlh Fesus™, Pot-tikre had learned of the Tord
Jesus, of Tlis home it [eaven, aml of Flis love for gl

How fully and freely the woaderful, hope-giving mes-
sage of Eternal Life is proclaimed inour homntlan(j:;, -’.1[‘1(1
?10\\; many men and women daily turn themseives from
it, while in heathen tands hundreds have never had the
chance to hear! e

Epidemies and inrer-teibal warfares are daily takine
heavy tol}] from the inmbers of wild Tndians still 'rnulmin:
the vast jungzles of Brazil. and many of them are as wit[;
ont hope and light as they were o hundred \"om'q ago
_Survly the Lord wonld that many of us might have a p',:rf
in their evanaelization.  “T must work the works ni; I[‘im
that sent me. while it is dav; the night comoeth, when no
man can work.” ' . '
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Captured

Pale moon shining on the jungles over there,

Shine upon the ndians’ haunts—on the savage lair;

Round the glowing campfires they their song and dancing
share—

And my heart is strangely capturcd by that people over
there.

Red skins painted black—they're a capricious race;
Thick, black hair [alling wildly ‘round the face.
Rhipythmic stamps and swaving as the dancers keep their

pace— .
And my heart is strangely captured by that fitful, mandy
race.

Dark-skinned babies crying sharply in the night—

Dressed in strings of beads binding arms and ankles tight,

Shizy bits of fin'rv matching lushy eves so bright—

And nry heart is strangely captured by a babe's ery in
the night.

[ndian mother crooning her enchanting lullaby,

While the voung onc's father keeps a brooding watch
near by—

Chanting, humming, listenii:g to her baby's sleepy sigh—

And nry heart is strangely captured by an Indian lullaby.

Now a warrior's challenge sounds its daring message
clear;

In the deep, black shadows—enemies perhaps lurk near;

But the fearful speech so wild may fill the lurkers hearts
with fear—

And my heart is strangely stirred by @ warrior’s challenge
clear.
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Pale moon, riding lower o’ er many a sandy mound,

Sce the loncly /rgurc: crouching near it on the ground!

Tremble at the watling and the knife's slasih sick'ning
sourid—

Ah, my heart is torn to breaking by a new-made sandy
mound. '

For I've sat beside their campfire in the nightf's chilly
dews; ) -

[ have held the dark-skinned babics: I have loved their
mothers, ton;

I have stood with tearful eyes beside a mound so very

new—
Arnd rriy heart §s pledged to teach them of the Saviour
true. —RAL




CHAPTER T

Shipwreck

NOTHE DAY TaT Axcrs received his call from the

Lovd to tuke the place of one of the three martyred
missionaries in contining the work from which thev
had been called. e aslod that Gel wounld sive to him
some very definite promises from Elis Word shich might
be his assurance when he faced perils and ovils in the
Brazilian jungles. One of the promises given to him was
this: “When thon passest through the waters, T will he
with thee; and through the rivers. thev shall not over
flowe thee .07 “Through the vivers’™ Al of aur travel
was done by water, for thore were no roads. The river
was filled with rapids and treacherons whirlpnols, ard
even where the waters seemed the smnathest the canoe
nmight run on to a “dead store™, that is a rock fving just
beneath the surface where not even a riople hetravs its
presence.

During the vainy season the river is very deep anid
the racks are covered by many feet of water, but are
nevertheless marked by swirling, turbutent waters whose
force repeatedly proves too much even for the motors of
the faunches ascending the river to eet Brazil-nuts or
rublier. Whern this happens the crew of voune men with
miuch shouting fo eneonrawe hemeelves coise their Lo,
strone poles and thrust thean tnto the svater. reaching the
rocks helow and poling with all their strength:,. The
laainch inches its way along, sometimes, in spite of ull
ellort, carried hock or sidewavs tawards places where
treachiwerous rocks lav hiddetn, The skilied pilot edeges the

Tittle bark back and forth, at last striking a current which

helps it through,
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r time, however, travel is difficult and

In the sunune
veals hurse rock formatious, aned

dangerous,  Lowv water oo
launches must follow the narrow channels among the
ereat stones, Thewater, forced into narroy passages, has
tremendaus power and rapids are passed only with the
aid of stout ropes and steel cables fastened to a rock
farther up and wound up inch by inch. With cables,
motor and chains, the ascent of the river becomes a possi-

bilitv. To descend is even more perilous and wrecks

are frequent.

The river was in full [lood when Angus and 1, feeling
the need of some kind of change, felt that we should make
a trip to a rubber settlement about a hundred miles down
Fiver to have some meetings there and in the dwellings
I was especially glad for the change as
sittee wre had arrived on the station
Le the most

along the way.
it was over a year
and the first vear in any environment may

trying.

We departed from the station about one o'clock in
the afternoon with one Indian bey as a companion and
helper.  Our canoe swas not Lheavily loaded. A canvas
covering was fastened to a curved hamboo framework
on the boat. The men looked npon this as a real master-
piece. Tt partly ¢heltered us from the sun and gave some

shelter from rain.

With a feeling of festivity we waved goodbye as the
outhoard motor bhezan to pure aned our canoe sailed out
into the river. [t was a great start, but we had gone only
a mile [rom the station when the motor coughed, sput-
teredd aned died, Angus spent hours working an it as we
drifted on and on down river and the blazing sun trans-
formed our bark into an ovenl Reaching an affluent
from which water was pouring inte our river, Jo Moo,
the Indian bov, and I clung to the branches along the
hank so the canoe would not be sswept away in the strong
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water, hoping against hope that the motor would start
Suddenly [ screamed and let go iny hold on the hr'mrlws-
and the boy let go likewise, for firc-ants had bénnl ont the
ltl"('n and had come off the leaves on to our arms anlg
1_nm1< and were stinging us like so many fircbrands
wherever they bit, If Angus had not sat(itlér1ly gripped
t?m farthest protruding branch from the back of th?-l"f CEEJII;(‘
:‘.':lt:\\;’)uld have swung down into (lan;;c-r(.msl_\' turbulent

| "As night was coming on he and Jo Moo, by keeping
]m{ ;:lan_mr close to .”m edge of the river, were able tg
paddle 1t up the smiall aflluent, theugh the force of the

water was great, to .
great, to a house where we found sheite
e d shelter for

. Tt was a had beainning to our heliday but alter swork-
ing; on the motor for some hours the next mornin i:t
again began to work, and e made a second start ong(;uc
journiey. Again and again during the ensuing davs th

tmotar, which had already seen its best days \,::'ou‘I-d st )
just whern swwe were i a dangerous spot or I;()t uite 01[::
of one, bt by manulacturing a nesw pin out 0? an im

il and by contindons oleaning of the old sp;n'l;- hl:”:L
weowent along. At night we slept in dwellings nlm[:rr tTn
\\‘ay-u-'}')r‘rv the people welcomed us with trlf{;. Brw??li'\n
rt::"‘(l)l']nhtl_v.[ As the pm:tnl;i(' organ was unfolded z;r{d \(vc'
f:}mixt‘:; :-,;;:ir(;iﬂ;}‘:;_‘nmg meeting in their hotnes they

T one little settlement lived a man swho always
showed us the greatest hospitality. Upen this 0(“("15}(;:1
he \}'vlmmod us inte his little mud home zm_d }li:IISt‘lf
("eu'ru'tl aur hammuock-sacks to his own room.  Alter se :
HLr us a ;?rnod meal he took down his own h-.nn‘&mo«'k- '1:(1
put ours e its plave so that we might have the mou; }1(0
alwavs seenpied. Tt was not until some time later that
we learned that the man was a leper. )
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On anothor occasion I was seated ina Brazilian home
talking with the occupants when a very poor and ragged
old woman entered the house. [Her forlorn appearance
aroused my sympathy and I rese tomy feet and extenvded
my hand to her. When she took my hand I noticed that
hers was bound with a dirty cloth. Afterwards they told
me that she was a leper and lived across the river, only
visiting this house to get some food for herself and her
leprous husband.  Such experiences canse ns 1o depenid
upon the Lord who has called us, to keep us and to guard
us. “The Lord is thy keeper; He that keepeth thee will
rot slumber. . . The Lord shall preserve thy going out
and thy coming in . ..” (Psalm (21).

The trip had been well worth while for the visiting
in the homes, the good attendance at meetings, and the
chanege had heen enjnved. We were hanpy to begin the
trip up-tiver to our thateh roofed home.  On the second
day of travel a heavy thunder shower caused us to stop
in an abandoned hut at the river side until the rain
passed. Continuing, we entered into a very dangerous
length of swiftly-flowing svater, Trouble came whern,
somehow, we missed the right channel. Ina turbulent,
rushing tongue of water the progress of the canoe was
stopped. Tt began to slip hackwards te places where sub-
merged trees were showing only their tips but where the
branches might at any moment overturn the overpowered
hoat. My husband maotioned to me to hand the paddle
near my hand to the Indian boy siiting ahead of us, that
with the added power of his paddling we might get out
of the dangerons spot. [ called him and held out the

paddle. But he shook his head:

“No, T don’t want that big paddle,” he said. “T'd
rather have the little one.”

As he said this he jumped to the {ront nf the canoe
after the smaller paddle, to satisfy his own whim. His
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weight in the front lifted the propeller of the outhoard
motor out pf the water at the back end of the craft T{}Ja\r

was a terrific roar as the canoe, now at the m(;rc v f]t(‘l:e
turbulent whirlpools. was in an instant flune b'u'{( Cf' d :
crashed against the submerged branch of a t:ov ‘w)h;‘fr '5,
could not see. The water came powring over -thn- q?d]n“e

:‘mgus jumped to the other side to try 1o level it off
;m-d I jumped too-—if T hada't I would have heen i
prisoned beneath the canvas covering, As the canoe s m;\:
gllz tl;u;sbau}lc? %‘apml towards the tops of the -l.)ranchogr:)f

-ee, which swere just showing above the rushine ¢
rent, and seized a snh]mergcd 11irrlx"1-‘btl b(I)-‘[.I(‘ rtrlrl:pnel:gl;:% .
_w1th thn 1-)[}1!‘1:‘ hand. I thonght I was ;::'irnrr:ﬁn ‘l ﬂtf'rl':
is almast n.npossible to swimn in water like that “:-Lri‘th)ll .
rerts mlllltlg in every direction, hesides heing fcillr-
clothed in a long-slecved dress and heavy oxfords rJAri:r Y
drngged me on to a submerged limb of the tree ;.\.-ho Dl'u'
sat clinging for dear life, only the upper part of ou 'bml"‘e
out of water, while the river churned about us }o Rffles
too, had got hold of a branch to which he was ¢l A
while haunting fear filled his eves e

V“Und”: the water we could just see a part of the can

~ ey - y . - X

g}l" covering of the canoe, VWhat cause for thankfulness
at one of us had not heen pinned beneath it! l

DO o1l t}'l !
¥ II]I\ VO Col [ [ ot t}

1 i o Ly ’
( - - organ out, A"\nhlls.

“Why, tt's gane,” he sai “Fvervthine i ;
went in the instaht th:tldt-hc I?:Li]?ethgflg o ove l’f Al
nrmed te Lensiant b uned over, I

wraned mmy Liead in time to see our trunk, some heros
tn}s and athee parts of our cargo far downlfr«--u 1 (.]EO?(‘-H—C
thing had happened so quickly there hat‘[ n(;t ]}-1 e
even to feel foar. Now nothing seemed impurh)ltlten '—}mﬁ
that we were alive and Jo Meo was sale with ‘us oeept
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We do not know how long we might have sat there
in the river, shivering with cold, if it hiad not been that
the Little shower preceding our shipwreck had caused the
rubber-gatherers in a ncarby house to remain at home
instead of going into the forest. They could not see us,
but had heard the motor, then its roar, and the stillness
which told them that we had gone down. We shall
always be grateful to the man and his wife who endan-
gored their lives to enter that treacherous spot 1n
their tiny canoe, which nearly tipped as the whirling
enrrent caught it. They took us one by one to shore
and then to the house to dry our clothing. The men went
down river in a boat eathering up articles swhich were
still afloat or had caughit in the bushes. They retrieved
the water-seaked trink which had ridden the waves, The
organ had canght i sorag branches hut was s wet that
the weight of the water made it difficult for them to lift
it into the cange. We unfolded it in the sun, but its
thorough soaking had so caused the wood Lo swell that
no amount of pressure would make te kevs go dowrn
The tins of lard and canned corn-beef we had bought to
take back with us as a special treat, also the pots and

pans, lanterms ard other important arteles, had sunk

to the bottom.

The next day a launch happening up river to get
Brazil-nuts took us as far as the last Brazilian settlement.
Trom there on we planned to make the short trip up to
our station by canoe and raddle. But our experiences
wore not yet over. At this settlenent we found some
Indian boyvs, whout we weee rlad to have hielp us patldle
the rest of the way, T[iiorder to avoid the heat of the sun
we decided to start the journey to the station about five
o'clock in the evening. 1We had been paddling for an
hour when the sky began to blackern.

“ook over there,” one of the boys said. “There is a
lot of rain in that big cloud.” Yes, there was, and the

e e P Dt s .5 b sl Sl o B £ 8B i e 4t s VT b’ R
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:;{:ltdinwas, blowing it nearer every minute. It scemed
; — \ — ¢ ., )
that | “:;:1;1;1; OfTO}?;";l;luf}clw immut?s a terrific thunder-
stor : ad gorre from sight and dork-
thesvf—t:::;q to (i.OII.l.{)ICEO blackness. The wind \vhiC}l)lp]j:l
s et into furious waves, the cloud above us burst
ope H;m:)s::)l;r:ntt‘; c?f rain beat vpon s like Toshes. Tt
as mps ..|- [. o.c.o‘n_tlm_m to paddle especially as we
nlway; ‘;111(1(' a lones, sw |.ft-!hn'~'m_q place. The Indian ‘.:m,'\‘r
o wm.lm)](c]'gtnt(;)t](‘flpl|Ct.~, lost ti}t\'ir mouwd for pn([dli.n-;
and poud do n 1%}11{: more.  We nesed the canoe Enl:)
the brm,ldl]N ,.;vz?ll\\ 1lf:}l (‘(I}:{f_‘('l the bank and clung o
e e “I._’. N 1it1 g::cf"lt(wt difliculty keeping the Eont
rant 1-“;}”'”(,({-.-,.,-f“a}k;ml and lurched from the ititpact
s (-[(;h,:; ! ‘nt: h .lrmunmq nf.\\'nll'r' pouved from anr
o ‘.Vith O.“.-lz \_w}' r_rcmr-iw.rl 1 our apen hark shiv-
e ith 0 (11 lm_‘t 1chattering, batlire out the water
ge descended upon us. -

]}]C})O\.q I ronlyre rm l W T se H{a ]
- hOO(] }lll nouro 11 (
cri 154 }1( LIt seerr
)t at . thr storm abat l il 1(] ”1‘ moon IM’VE H'(]
h rs i (ad o } "5 E [ T ' T

t]:tollgh 1}!(‘ mourntainons (].(J .
A LEE U(I‘; Ih('\ 3 lf
b p< (]d (l SAY Iffl‘r

How w soful it wne

lamp bu:‘;lr;::i}-[ ;riul}u, " ',]-'\' to see thie light of the herosene
neared the <t:ti0n " 1“”](!0“- of the mud house as e
convorsinrrc;nl the ! 111;\ to hear the voices of the Indinns
that l?i!-r:wp]-p 'f >ia‘z’1 . IThoy kniew by the paddle stmké
watch for ot r“t( :-.{m.\ m o canne and. alwavs on the
what Irudian p: v ommes. thex were fearfully wande

wliart party might he arriving
of the night. ns

ring
at that weird honr

t prone t ﬂnd r 5 (5 sSHIneol our
I f ‘1 1 G W ( 10 MOre as w I l
(Idllv routine on the station ( ‘

God had fulfi i
(e ed T1is promise: ™11
throue N Hs promise: “When th 8503
riv:;‘:h]:}”" waters Tawill be with thee: and LII(:’THF(;RSTE
them ,11]10-"'15}];]” not overllow thee”  We had he L
all right. but thes had not overflowed: ‘hnfrofft;:c:-n
5 fange o

had been, but He had kept us.
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\;0 ot l(ltl‘ r, Wiien tl vwater was i()\\i. we were
me thb - e 2 € .
OIl Ul wWay (l(]\\v” th rIvVer agalrl. Ihl." [RLs1H it was fOl
P 8 C st i cit to await t]l(‘
£ } e ( € ng 1o h oast \Ly
t}] urpose )E - g
¢ a 3] . L5¢!
rival o r l VoS0t 1ve sto []E‘d o chatin tl]f ]ll)l.
ar EOH JADY S . t . -
Uf tll()b(} \\-110 llil(l resc l(‘(l 1is 011 th!‘ dd\- 0[ OUr bh.lp~ re ‘\

] i 3 ; - that [ still
“There is just one thing we lost that day the
miss very much,” I saic.
“YWhat was that, Dena?™ asked the woman.

“Tt was a pen. That is o little thing that is used for
writing,” we explained.

el there is a 1ittle Janimal” here that I‘fmm(l oru:
1 I was walking about there the

day among the rocks.  thore e

other day, now that the river is so dryvi to s(-(Tl e could

find any of the thinus veu lost that day. usi i,
« - A - .

looks as though it might be for writing, althoneh ot
. i ) . "y

of us here knows how to write.

“Lot me see it 1 said. Sure enough, it was my old
i : i - .

i : ad used in Hig
fountain pen that I had . L a e
Truining School and that had lain for nm&;\ in()]ilto[':'

i o Sc or : ‘
amone the rocks at the bottom of the river. o 90 o
(lhv c:p‘ it stiil held the ink and was as good as (lw_{ ],

) i ) 1 - N - . . 1
As we tried it ont on a picce of pnpnr}thr; W 01: de,]u 1:1 h
] 1 g ~d who wae
] - *If it had not been the Lord w
came to us were, ' . )
)(n our side the waters had oversvhelimed us {Psalin
i . by P -

1241, 4).

e me-bphragmon =% b Skt a TR
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h School and Bible:

CHAPTER VI

Topsy

Sm; CAME TO Us unexpectedly and unbelicvably., Of the
whole Indian tribe the little girls were the most wary
of us, and of all the painted, wild-faced little girls, she
was the wildest.  (They are given over at about the age
of seven to the man who has chesen them.)

When first [ arrived at the lovely hone which had
been prepared on the station the Indian women seldom
apprared.  They were by the fire cooking, or scrapin
the manioe, or wherever the most work swas being done,
Later they camne in groups of five or six, wartlvowith theie
little hollowed gonrds, the shape of an crnpty half grape-
fruit, o their heads, some with theic painted body decor-
ations newly deone, and others with the black paint half
worn ofl.  They seemed shy (thoush really they are
bold enough in some waysY. and the fact that we spoke
different languages didn’'t help much, They laughed
at my clumsy repetition of their words. and weren't hack-
ward abont begging for every bowl and knife they saw,
There was a set of six dineer knives with vellow handles
brotught [rom home, and a set of cight enamel bowls
which they very evidently thonght tos much for any ote
womar ta possess.,

Topsy never came to the house,  IHer name swasot
that, but in some respects she resembled that famous
little character.  The rumour that our house was
haunted was enough to make all wary of the place, and
fearful Topsy gave it a wide berth.  On our first trip
around the six long honses where the Tndians had sottled
we hadn't noticed her, althougl her very curly hai-
plainly indicated she was not an Indian.  She had been
taken captive when a baby alter the Indians had mue-
dered the rest of her family,

i

[
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When asked by the missionary if she wouldn’t like
to come and live and help in the new house, sleep in a
hammock instead of on the ground by a fire, and have
clothes, she was indignant—"0f course not!” Ngthing
in her, though born of civilized parents, responded to
the pretty things she saw. Our lives were so different
and it was plain that she preferred the only life she
knew—that of the forest.

The next timne we went to this Indian house, pick-
ing our way around and over the fires, which alone
separate one family’s grass mat from the other, we took
care to find her. She must have been about eleven—
ant Indian has no way of knowing his age. She was hold-
ing the baby of the captain’s wile, supported in the cus-
tomary way by a cotton bandolier slung over one shoulder.

She looked disinterestedly at us. “Ts that your baby?”
we asked. “Yes, it’s mine,” she dryly lied.

We squatted by the other smiling women, some pound-
ing corn, some wrapping it in banana leaves to put on
the ot stones, some painting each other's niaked bodies
in perfectly spaced designs, some painting the little chil-
dren as they slept.

About a menth later the Indians decided on a
long journey in the forest, and the women stacked huge
hampers with corn to be carried on their backs supported
by a strong creeper passed arotund their forcheads. Never
have [ scen any human being carry such a load, for
such tong distances. as were stacked upon those backs.
On top of the loasely woven baskets laden with corn were
pood-sized bundles of dried bananas and moanioc tied
securcly in banana leaves, to feed themn on their journey.
Fach had a highly prized, small tin box carefully
wrapped in a picce of cloth and wound around tightly
by fishing cord again and agait, That box contained their
greatest treasures; a pair of scissors to take the place of

L S PR T IAREPE T PR PR
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the \ ke 1
t;'l:; ull}tli, (irurlx.l .cl!)htlc alm- to crop the hair closely for fostivi
:5, the loved beaded ornament ¢y} ' :
: i u be donned for dances
) 7 ’ ] < *5.
fish hooks, ratchies, a knife, and perhaps a tiny mirror.

. ]Tlus}; lua;l 1;; always covered by the sleeping mat, and
ut her hand she carries i h
> ¢ a huge bush-knif

jo her b ar ge E tife and perhaps
in(I (0[:}1\111;: put (earned from the missionaries) pllang

o 0woe Ta - 7 i )
1 at u side is a bandolier made ol a wide CCCCTH I
vine, ‘hi aby j i l r
i'mn'tsmtn hﬁh t?lm haby jolts limply along as the woman -
; steadily down a narrow at ti (

¢ 3 and at times almos

Jnts & v down almost ab-
t}]rou:}l u_l, over fatlen logs, under thorny branches, and
1 gh streams, her husband leading the way free of

OO0 eXeo 1 . o
.;liha}ge except for his bow and arrow and club or oun
if hn . i , e
e has bn; n i:ucross{ul enough to gain possession of ene
5y fair or foul means, IHis d 1 ‘ '

5. duty is purely to cle;

by ! e . . 3 3 Hdear the

ay of .1}:1:\];30551})10. Jaguar, wild-cat, snake, or other
enemy which might be lurkin : , \

3 o« » lurking about, and to ki

- . - . ) 0 ¢ -

thing which might serve as meat o it am

. [:\ B s-aw _Topsy getting ready to leave with them. One
ot the warriors had for sport shaved the hair of her head

in horizontal lines, and } i i
| ML 5. ¢ er little cran e Bk
triped, hing Lo ium looked like a

N “Y.L]r} é«.w Indians stayed _b('hind; none of the women
aved. Some of the hoys hid in the honse, loath

but after a few davs the warriors camao ‘fﬁ' hem o
ﬁ_nally we were left with only a couple T
g husky Tndinn. o Tittle |

them, and
it ¢ of bovs and a
prex sk Indian o learned a Tittle Iater the reason
. \ ving was that he feared some reprisal for
Ine o R . : ™
ng clubbed to death two Indians recently.  Lis jud
ment care | » for - i ) fata ndiane,
i r:l‘. came in the form of pucumonia, so fatal to Ind]hn:
Y Was put en g camp et | e
y n the front roc
G T 1A camy 1 the roorm of the house
{ st plasters, iyectinns '
5. s. pills, covers. all wer
e piils, ¢ s all were useless
Iy cscaped t -
1 ; a the cold water of i
o Fepeated - ater of the river where
sit for hour i -
ours to cool off the raging fever.

hav-

Th i v i
e station seemed very quict with the going of the
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lively, ever-demanding crowd. All that was. left in the

Trdian houses were piles of rubbish and the little heaps

<1 : 0s.
of charred wood and stones marking the plat,;:s of.tﬁ}r‘ f[
It was liard to believe that only a few days before 1 1:1n
i Y i ¢, moe
heen such a lively scene-—women grating maln.m L
. M 1 H m Ty -
putting fresh tips on arrows, boys chv1_ng1 sp.las Hng, }lc -
ing in the rivers, hunters arriving with \V.lld pigs, dogs
ek : king. The silence of the
barking, pet parrots squawking.
forest pressed around us.

One aiternoon Topsy appeared. Qur senior nuss%n:
ary was busily writing \'y.'hon he iu.‘urd a sound at1 ’]:]Lt
door which was divided in the middle, the _top‘ 12 !
usually being opent. There were two black eyes p: C]r”‘]h
from a face as black as coal .Loppod by short bli:lCn:dlilli:
The customary warmth of his welcome encourage .1;‘
enutiously to enter the ropnt An Indian has an mumtld:
ble wav of casting his or her eves flhnut_al ron'n11__ :,t
moment that he enters, and very 1Ettlo. if ?}rll}tlllml;:
escapes his bright eyes, purtmu‘lariy if Eherc s, n;t ‘( Ol:
such a desirable article as a knife, a box of matches,

a fish-hook.

She was utterly fatigued. .

Where were the others?  In the forest, he was in-
formed. ‘

She hadn't come alone, had she?  Of course sh'e 'haf}d
—two davs and nights through the forest. E\f'u_r} "51; t
of her bedy was blackened to keep away the sp}n{?.f . e
had smoked so furiously at night to protect h;{] :jo 11:);1:
bad spirits that her mouth was well burned. er aching
legs seemed waobbly.

13 T - ?1)

A Tlittle dress was offered her. ‘“’]m-ts th‘at fﬁu:.‘

she said disgustedly.  On being told that it was to keep
off the mosquitors, she donned it

. c? 3
Didn’t she want to come over to the new house? Ot
course she didr’t, it was haunted by spirits.

T
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But shie came and, resting her tired Iittle body on a
“chair, sho tatked of those she frad Left in the forest. Some
days’ journey away many had taken sick, Catarrh is one
of the Indian’s worst cuemies. It is a kind of flu which
he has no resistance against, and it spreads anmong them
like wild fire. The others being “hungev to live™ had
abandoned the sick ones—relatives or friends—whatever
they might be, Ieaving the dead unbieied. and the sick
close by to die alone. Thev were tnashamed to move
oft and leave their own kin helpless and forsaken.

“Why have you left your friends and come away all
. 3 )
alone?

“Bly legs are full of sores and T couldn’t wark so thev
said they’d kill me!”  She knew them well enough to
know the threat might readily be carried oiit.

A hammock was slung for her in our house.  She ate
some Brazil nuts and corn. ler eves were filled with
fear: “Lack the windew tight so the spirits can't get in.”

“There are no spirits liere.  Look. we'll put the Tan-
tern heee to give light all night.”

We put a blauket over her and tuched it around her
feet. She had been stolen whien she was a tiny baby and
had never known a father or mnther, but she took our
attention calmly.  “Cover my head up. tuo.” she said.

At midnight we heard her whimmper, then eall onr
names loud!yv. then her screams: “Spirits!  We struck
a match and founnd our way out of the maosquitn net aned
to the room, where che was sitting up straight with
terror in her eyves. She was re-assured and told to sloep.
“Lean'tomy lews ache”” We lit a fire. heated some water
and hathed her legs and feet. She fell asleep almost
immediately,

This experience was repeated soveral times through
the first weeks she was with us.
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The larger part of the day, as well as thc mlglhz,l ?Ei
spent slerping. heing utterly fatigued. I_shuu( 1‘ \
it would have seemed like heaven to her, nfter_thc tr(._‘a -
ment she received among the Indian trlbo—-bmng‘a (,d}p-‘
tive and valued merely for the work s}_le c;ould do. butl she
accepted all kindness with absolute indilfercnce and, 1n
fact, with an open attitude of scorm.

The only discipline she had ever ];nuwn Vv.':dS to 1(.“{
what she was told for fear of her .hf(*._ and she :‘lg‘-n(]{'ll
uis as weaklings and unworthy of respect hecause we du
not freely deliver culffs, kicks, or clubbings.

TWe atternpted to treat the sores on her legs a'm_i '}f;()rll_\'.\
Our method of treating sores was not that to \\_hu 1l siu
was accustorned.  NMany times just after dmm.rTg’tnl‘( z:l
out and carefully binding them to keep off dirty ilt},
she would rip every bandage off and thw thl(\n.} ()111 ‘ 11;)
pround. ther proceed to spit o her dirty hands }d!}ll 1.1)_‘
it over her arms and legs, followed by I'm.[ﬂng or& llir p:tll:r
and blowing the smoke on the sores, spitting and b.owinz
smoke alternately. _

When her lezs ached very much she'd se\i\_f 1:‘1 .t}::i
approved Indian fashion: “Hurry up! gom‘: -I:Ll;(ﬂﬁlnk
put some of your medicine on my sores. Doty
they hurt?”

“You wor’t take the bandages off again and throw

. "

them on the ground, will you?
Angered by such slight reprimand, VW {‘l}. Ii (1(.)2::
want vour ugly medicine anyway. It f‘loc‘sn t “)1n~“’
good “The smoke of my pipe is the only thing that helps.

Tor the first months, when offered any of our food, she
: s thi eWeTe
wonld refuse, or would ask to try somu thing we we
eatinz——oither to throw it on the Mleor upon (‘Inhf‘l oxamtr;r
" M N ' y 1 [l ey
arion or iF <he ventared loopat it e her maontin o sn
it out with great spluttering.
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I have always loved and enjoyed children; but never
before or since have I known one like Topsy. Indian
boys and girls have shown their affection and delight at
being with us, but Topsy was beyond my comnprehension
—the combination of ene born by civilized parents and
brought up by a savage tribe. Trying to initiate her
into rendering any service was a test of patience. Upon
gently telling her to dry some dishes or sweep the floor,
she turned a look upon me so full of indignation, wrath
and hatred that one would think 1 had insulted her to
the last degree. These things were almost forgotten
when later she would often post herself so close to me
in the kitchen while I mixed sone buns that there wasn't
elbow raom, or tried to crowd herself on to the box where
I sat when we went visiting in Nova Olinda.

In the absence of the tribe from the station sve de-
cided to move to the nearest Brazitian settlement to tell
of the Gospel to the people there. So one memorable
day, in the canoe overloaded and top-heavy with house-
hold goods, we arrived in Nova Olinda—Topsy and the
two Indian boys with us.

Topsy had changed so much 1 belicved she would
never leave again. We used to play together, sing to-
auther her tribal sangs of birds and lisktes, and at night
we sang hymns and prayed with her,

Typical of people who never stop cating as long as
there may be a piece of wild pig or a roast potato to he
had, she had a very distended stomach, but she begun to
change. Her arms and neck rounded out and beautiful
curly hair grew down over her ears. IHer slender, taper-
ing fingernails often caused us to wonder about her
parcnthood. Her old-womanish ways were gone and she
was @ happy little girl. Fven her fear of spirits alinost
vanished and she secmed like a real daughter.

The already scant population of Nova Olinda dimin-
ished more and more, families leaving in fear of the
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Indians. Once we were left there alone with our Indian
boys and Topsy when all the Brazilians except two men
fled in terror. No matter how few there were the Sun-
day evening Gospel meeting was held and some years
later there was fruit from this sowing.

One afternoon as we were taking a short rest in the
heat of the day, we heard someone calling at the closed
window. It was unlatched, and opened to reveal a dozen
painted faces of Indian warriors.

i Already news had come of the recent kitling they harl
i committed, having attacked another small scction of
g their own tribe. Knowing the fickle, undependable na-
M | i ture of their own people, the two boys and Topsy were
! 3 filled with fear. Topsy hid hersell. The warriors sat
i o in the small dining room and recounted the sickening
: slaughter, tracing on our mud floor a pattern of where
i I their victims had been lying when they had sounded
F i ' their war-cry at the dark hour befere dawn. That day
the song of the birds which greeted the dim light of dawn
had sounded upon a scene of horror. They described to
us the short distances the frantic ones had been able to
run before they had thrust them through with lightning
arrows, of the places where they had dashed the babies
to death against wooden beams.

Spwpleny in black and white

Jpv—

‘ Though it had seemed some conscience had been
. aroused in them against the taking of human life, this
{ murder, they told us, had been done as o necessary
: prevention against continued deaths in the tribe, all
i attributed to the switcheraft of those killed.

of by food

Wae went back with the warriors to the mission station
and besan the work of seeding the plantation in the hope
of the Indinns’ return  The very sight of the old Indian

‘ dwellings had its effect upon glossy-haired Topsy. They
: brought back vivid memuories of the life she knew—fires

A bundty
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glowing in the night and the singing of men, women and
children circling around the moonlit clearing, stamping
bare feet in rhythm to haunting chants.

Topsy and I watched the hunters
pig, building their huge wood fire
midst of which the [resh meat w
with heated rocks, banana leaves, and vver all 4 layer of
carth to tightly seal the crude but officiont uvert,  In
the village this is the women's work; it brought back
memaries of the busy activity amidst talking, laughing
and general quarrelling,  When the meat Was roasted
Topsy would begin to tear away the covering and push
aside the tieated stones, The hands of Indian women are
50 hardened that they sometimes pull the sizzling hot
stones awway with their bare fingers.

arriving with wild
s to heat stones, in the
as placed and covered

While the men were clearing brush in the dewy, early
morning we picked cotton from the plants around the
houses, and thereafter she spent her afternoons quietly
and thoughtfully spinning it intg string by whirling it
around a little looni—ay smooth stick thrust through a
rounded piece of turtle shel].

Shive erooned an dudian laflaby

£ PO T AT

Every demand made by the w
imperious and often untreasonable marnner was quickly
vedlerated by Tupsy who, althongh a bit fearful of themn
still, treated them as lords of the universe indeed, and
we who had the misfortue of not being born [nidians

arriors in their usual

: as distinetlv inferiors, At the bidding of the captain she

: unquestioninaly sat down before him to pluck out his

% : eyelashes, blowing them off her fingers in the approved

e fashion of Indian women.

: One warm morning sve entered the cool of the forest

v to go to a plantation which had been made about a mile™s
distance from the house,

Topsy tripped through the

overgrowth ou the narrow path, her laughter at the awk-

e e 2 e
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ward way I picked up my heavy shoes alternating with
sharp phrases when the thorns pricked.

She expertly dug a pile of sweet potatoes, not seeming
to mind the stinging of tormenting gnats. We went
home laden with potatoes and bananas carried on the
back in litile baskets woven of grass. There was none
of her custornary protest at work when the chief sum-
moned her to carry a load three times as heavy as I
could have borme. She struggled home with it, her knees
seeming about to give way—the thorns tearing at her
dress. We suggested to her that since she was not
really a born Indian, would it not be better for her to

always live as civilized people and not return to the

very hard, wild life, but the mere mention of her not
having been born an Indian brought deep resentment.

The day came for the men’s departure. The canoe
load of warriors pulled away from the shore out into
the river on their way up-stream to the camping place
of the tribe. We turned and climbed the bank to the
house—but where was Topsy? An empty hammock
hung from the front room beams. We hurried again to
the river bank, and followed along the margin of the
water for some way, over rocks and through bushy
growth, but she was gone, and she had chosen to go. Her
swift feet had carricd her a long, long way where she
would wait to be taken into the cance. She had answered
the call of the wild.

She went away—

The woman at the well
Had talked with Jesus—
And she went moay.

Back to her town, her home,
And to her friends—

She talked of Jesus

When she went away.

LTV TR T PITTITe

But came again—

The woman to the well

And brought to Jesus ,

Those for whom she went qway

Another wene awvay;

She heard of Jesus,

’Bu{ I know Messias Cometh”
This she could not sav.

Back to the tribe, th

And her friends.t, ¢ forest,
Talked she of Jesus

When she went away?

Aned Z’.f,’l'u she come apain

To Him who loves her?

And may she bring for Jesus
Some to whom she went away?




CHAPTER VIII

What God Hath Wrought!

HE FORERUNNERS Who announced that the Indians were
Treturning were a group of warriors. Forace Banner
and Charles Sarginson had returned from a journey in
scarch of another section of wild Indians and settled
themselves again on the station. When it was 1ecessary

' a few weeks later for Charles to make a trip to the coastal
: city to get supplies for us all, Angus and [ also lelt Nova
f ' Olinda to return to the Indian post.

The tribe made its attractive encampment this time

- int the clearing of the old plantation, and the old com-
. ' munal houses, with their memories of the many deaths
; ‘ which had gccurred there in past years, were abandoned.
¢ : Their low, speedily erected shelters of cool, green palm
‘ branches (the work of the women) formed a great circle

o : . with the wartiors’ conference house in the centre.  There
} : was a great dancing ground where in the moonlight the
P _ dancers circled about, the glow of their wood fires illum-
inating the carctfully patterned paintings -on their dark

x

bodies.
i ’ We rejoiced that this nomadic tribe had again volun.-
! ) tarily returned to the place where they had first heard
. . the Saviour’s name and been told of Him. DBut “V\Ve

wrestle not against flesh and bloed, but against prinei-
palitirs and poswers, against the rulers of the darkrness
: of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high
’ places.”” Satan continued to lay his subtle plans for the
defeat of Christ’s witnesses. He who for centuries had
kept this primitive people under his complete control
would do all he could to hinder the Light of Life from
shining upon them.
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The blow which struck was an order flrom the Inidra!:
Protection Society of Brazil that the Indians sl"1‘0ul(  not
be allowed to remain any longer under the for(ixgnd
influence of missionaries. The inspector, who ch are
that he would sooner see even the young boys lw}n;?T m‘
the forest in a savage state than to b.e under the n'usi;mnf
aries’ influence, had brought with him a large supr;lync])q
kettles, bush-knives, tin-cups, axe-heads and other thing:

supplied to him by the Brazilian government for the

taming of wild Indians.

“All these things,” he said to th(‘z Indi:ms_;, “T will {glve
you without wanting any paymernt 1[}'0‘11 will 1{0@0 1 1e<e
white people. whose teaching is only }V]tc}}cru t ilm;“ (1\11
These white people are only orphans in this land. T wi
build for you a big place where you shall have CV&?"}T-
thing you wish. These stingy white peoplc Fev'c-r"gne
vou anything unless you pay them something for it.

The promise of being given so many .worldlyi ]jos}i?sg
cions was a bright one to the Indians. Finally the ¢ .1};3‘
told us that they were leaving, but that some of the tribe
would remain with us, and that .they would all :’e;lurn
again. Qur hearts were moved_ with SOrrow to see t('e“(;
go. nevertheless. throush this seeming defeat, Go :
hrought to pass a wmiracle in answer to one of our mos
fervent prayers.

The voung hovs of the toibe lov.vd to be with ?slbut
during the most tender and impressivnable years of t m;xl'
lives were being taught by the older men in the ev 1I
and immorality which exudes frorp the core of the T_f'lbild
systern,  Our efforts to teach them in a better way ss:uni .
futile  We encouraged the voung ones to help in the
plantation that they might learn to wor}i for what _they
ate. We rewarded each of them for their efforts w1'th 3
nice new pair of blue, short Lrousers :'md encour.age'
them to bring fish they arrowed in the river to receive a

e B il
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comb, matches, knife, or whatever they desired. The old
men then seized whatever payment the boys had received;
they could not even keep their hooks and lines with which
to get more fish. The women demanded the young ones’
trousers and tore them up for cloth through which they
might squecze their manioc root. This made them lose
incentive to help us or to work.

When the little fellows gathered around to sing and
the missionary began to teli them the Gaspel, the old
men repeatedly called them away to go with them into
the forest hunting, or the women called them to eat sweet
potatoes which had just been roasted. So it was that we
prayed to the Lord who said, “Suffer the little children
to come unto me” that somehosy we might be able to have
them. at least for a time, away from the older Indians
who held them back, Among ourselves we discussed how
such a thing could ever be. In spite of the callousness
which Indians display at times they love their childen,
and separatien from them would be much to expect.

On one occasion some Roman Catholic nuns and
priests in another state of Brazil. had separated the
younger Indians of the tribe from their parents. Although
that section of Indians had been already domesticated,
tragedy ensued. The Indian parents demanded their
children back after they had been for some time in the
school. The nuns, who had spent much time teaching
the children and had fed and clothed them in the con-
vent, refused to release them.

According to Brazilian lore, for this is one of the
favourite stories told and re-told by the interior Brazil-
ians, the next day the warriors attacked the school in
full force, They murdered every mun and priest. One
“Sister” had been a special friend to a certain old Indian.
As he approached her with o knife, she cricd, “Wha, you
and 1 have been friends for a long time. You would not
kill me, would you?”
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He replicd, “Do not fear. For though I must kill you
I will kil you very slowly.” Which he did!

So although it seemed impossible that the boys might
be separated from the tribe, we continued to pray. Qurs
is the God that doeth wonders!

The Indians' removal from us which scemed defeat,
turned out to be another way in which our hearts’ desice
was brought about. As the tribe was preparing to take
to the trail again the chief came to the senior missionary.
“We are going off a long. long wav. There are thorns
on the path, and dangers in the forest. We are gaing to
leave the boys with you. You may teach them in vour
way and they will be vour childven”

Tt sounded wonderful, but we of little faith doubted
whether this might really be true.  Was it a [alse promise
made in the hope of obtaining some desived object? The
day of departure came. The Indians began to move oll
down the trail. The bovs brought handfuls of reasted
sweet potatoes and manioc cakes wrapped in banana
leaves. These were given them hy their mothers. who
wailed at the parting from their sons as they left the
clearing with their loads on their backs and entered the
trail in the green gloom of the jungle.

The jubilance of the boys knew no bounds. The clear-
ing rang with the laughing. dancing, chanting and con-
versation of between tiventy-five and thirty little fellows
full of mischief, Thev each donned a  pair of
short trousers. From the chart which hung on the wall
they began to learn about the letter which looked 1ike
a new moon—called C, and thie lettrr which looked like
a fish-hook—called J. They gathered together to sing
the hymns translated into their language and to hear
the Waord of T.ife

Some twenty adult Indians remained. They carried
on their ceaseless activitics, the women coming laden
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with swe
it mmitcriotattc?es f;om the plantation, grating and drv-
e ont in the sun, roasti i i 1
T : ) ing wild izzli
1nis manioc , TOZ fes pig in sizzling
mmin"e?n,d i huge fires. The remaining swarriors reb
- + ~ ¢ ) i
b T(,:'Oml thmrlhunts, sat in the shade of their p,ﬂm
b - , " J : i ' -
nouse | mealy polishing their formidable array of cfub
{ spears i 7 n 1
h‘ght,{;ﬁ; j, guttmg nesy, strong, hone tips on arrows and
tis {“,pt i;, : 1e strings of bows which range {rom ﬁ»:l to
R " i ' ‘
Nl }":;t pgtlll. At midday when the scorching sun
b p.']imp] -mtt..t e women wound their cotton hvr}'rm 1
‘ fhntricate desiens i i ws Of
: e on their slee abi
o paint ! fis sleeping habies.
moon 1,i.ht‘n1ghts the hard clav in [ront of thl‘lr\ hons o
| iht s th L cla; . Se% ro-
soun -1(‘; ;;]tt}; the pe rfect timing of thudding feet on ]nl:d
ol ¥ ! T
ot s A (,t})O}S circled and wound, back and farth ‘u')
. - i .
b e :ﬂ;r sn}l;ms Funrtnatr'f! at regular int(‘rval"u'
3 | screcches of one, and t
( ‘ ¢ , and the guttnral p S
of the others, as practised by the tribe., oo
Manv ]
v routine tasks, dai
‘ sks, daily s
tngs for the Indians, s \l’(\ll '1;th chool 'and aoar moct-
s for Indians, s astite continued Sundavy ti]
‘ e i ) ; ay trips
Nons e 1’n !\C')‘:’l OII.H(L'! constituted for us a husy lifr;
st of ‘1 we rejoiced in the presence of the hovs They
e vy ¢ , : ‘ - the oy
¥ as our own children now, Seeine the answ ;
My 21 answer

to our prav .
AVers We aerain .
- aru ol
hath Gl “.nm,_rm,,,h and again exclaimed. “IWhat
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CHAPTER IX
, sk .
g Hour of Longings
‘ ? ! FHOM ThE TIME an Indian boy is old enough to run with
B

the other boys he does pretty well as he likes, and
the older he is the more his independence grows. His
discipline consists of the occasions when for a misdeed
the chief may inRict a clubbing, or when, for the purpose
of giving him a wilder nature, one of the clder men in-
flicts pain upon him. The flesh of his arm may be torn
; with fish teeth or scorched by a caterpillar of the species
vl

wlse fur is a poisonous fire, and he rolls on the grourd
in torture.

? The rest of his training is the learning of the songs

| and chants and of the wildness and wickedness of the

1_ older men by listening and observing. He encounters
A ‘

exciting adventures in the forests. swims and plavs. Ilis
mother or sister prepares his food and he eats what he
tikes when he likes, meaning that he eats from his waking
hour until the tine he falls asleep.  Their irresponsihility
te maternal reprehension is revealed in a conversation
: held among the younger boys: “When my mother hit
R \ me, [ turned and gave her a hard blow, so when I'm .
: t : man and remember her hitting me, [ won't feel ashamred,
! ! for T hit her too.” They all declared like feelings.

One of a young bov’s chief sports is the torturing of
some wild thing, Nothing is funnier or mere amusing
te these Indians than to see someone or something suffer-
ing. One day, after wounding and capturing a vulture,
they burned his eyes out, then let him stagger about to
the hilarious accompaniment of laughter and the enjoy-
ment of all. Our remonstration because they roasted
their turtles alive caused much mirth. When a huge tree
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' i 1 ticks
lizard was spied, after it the boys v&'oulg g0 :E;Zlds iclks
‘ ; ; rrowed and cap 5
and arrows. It was beaten, arrow nd capturess ol
idn’ 1 : ill shed its tail, they ¢ -
didn't of its own free wi ey cut
1 ‘ ter to see the sulfering g
and screamed with laugh - sullering e
ape i ater. When almost into \
try to escape into the wa ‘ O
i?\vas dragged hack to afford more amusq.lmont’ I)(‘,r :)"'Iiﬁ
allowwed to crawl painfully to the e'dge of the wa 'wénand
where escape seemed near; then it was recapture
beaten again.

It cannot be sondered at that such artlusgmcln:, a:
soon as a little feilow can wield a stick, makes hm?c a ;irngl
b L (4 - w . - r
man to whom killing is a wild dchght and rr;a Ciphl-es
capable of the horrible murders which ltl;cy tg}t.m;n:uCi

12 19 (‘ i
1 i to understand how the
describe, It also helps us to : v il ol
fixion of the Saviour, so precions ard 11m1rt-5t1r:r1{1g1t0 rej
if not carefully and prayerfully presented, might be
garded as a joke by them,

Sometimes it pulled against their 03Il uu](\pcm'l:ir;t‘
little wills to be expected to come fan}jl sit d()\t:)ti);c‘o“‘gopr;
W But if they are
at the same hour every day. be ‘
of the Word and not hearers only” the;lrlm}l]l'st 10‘1111_11'1(15(;}21
i i t one small thing, f

form of obedience in at leas

was to come to school, which lasted onlv a sc}z:nt l’;]t::;rl
anc‘l was made lively and interesting. When t v(.lslik ol
bell rang they came: many drlpplr}g wet from la }nn n
tﬁo river. others wet with perspiration from plan tTm';-
the hot sunshine. Some who had been ‘t?rouif.,fht fromr .m!d
fishi i ; tted sulkily in the corner
fishing lines or play squa L 3 corner

l thing at all. Others walted 1 0

refused to do anything a '

strong smell of fish which they had been roasting ar:d
s T ! ' 7 an
hrouzht with them in mouth and pockets, wiping grea :
ﬁnrro:'s on the tables and benches. A flnw hadlm r-‘n p::m
pos:.'lv “]ost” their trousers temporarily so they <o

ot come.-

Wo-tee-may. live vears old, was the }'t']tl[l;.’,(‘;t hnf
the boys left with us. Somectimes the warmth of the
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afternoon sun made him drowsy; his head nodded slowly
and the pencil slipped from his fingers to the table,
making the others laugh.

One of the old men often put his head in the window
to observe the little fellows in this “new-fangled” inven-

tion of schoul; his huge lower lip with its wooden disk
almost touched his nose,

The savage spirit manifested itself in the scheolroom
ane day. The school-bell tinkled and the boys, divided
iito twvo.classes, came to study. A heated discussion arose
when one little fellow resented another’s elbow getting
in his way. He rudely shoved the offender. In a flash
the little fellow was on his feet.  Against the wall lenned
the pointer, which was used for pointing out on the chart
the new-maoon called C and the fish-hook called J. Whack!
Whack! Whack! and the peinter broke in two. One boy,
his face distorted with anger, held the stump of the stick
in his hand. The bare, brown hack. of the other was
striped with three livid streaks which rose in painful
welts.  Flow clearly was seen in the wild, Angry eyes,
the tense museles, and short breath of these YOl ones,
the spirit of the wilds!

In spite of these not infrequent little upsets, there wers
signs of encouragement. It was wonderful to hear these
little creatures of the forest learning and daily qunting
from memory in the class the Words of Life which had
been translated into their own tongue.

Almost every afternoon after school the boys would
clamour for Angus and Charles to play with them. Then
they would take a ball and swim to the other side of the
river where there was a sandy beach. Divided into two
sides, each tried to pelt the members of the opposite
group with the ball as hard as thev could, dashing and
swimming after and away from each other. There were
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hard-hit heads and black and bll:le spots, but the rougher
the game, the better they liked it.

: his
After supper, when cach of Fhe boys }mbc}.wasétle(i s
spoon and enamel plate in the river, scram mt%ley e
tﬁe hank with it to be counted and put away,
ered in front of our houscs.

i as the sun
- rays of light glinted o the river as oS
di 'A f:;:'ea t{ehind the forest, which r(.:achec% to ;hcov‘;:—yp
ISdPPf the waters of the “Riozinhoe™ (Little River). o
e (f)l 1? band of parrots, the males and females ca mi
o }tlawt‘;mr one reminding the other not to get stf:{)zii_
tOt c:ia?rogl the, llock. The Brazilians call this hour of tv
?ight the “hour of longings”.

A large fish jumped in the water\anfl Ctilz.ecd sg)rl;sli:
tartled the tiny ones near the.shore. An (_i( fed grov
5falndian boys hurried to the river bank with t elt e
gmx,-s and arrows in their hands and p_omt]e‘e_d ‘(iu hat

eared to he a piece of a grey log ﬁ?atmg_' azi yt A
o ?n far out in the water. The d;s(:].Lssm;:l_as1 0E o
ﬁlr(?jld shoot first was intcrrup?l:_d }E)}srt;i?; ?;igﬁ ug h(i}m_
o ;}far:;g;{s ;:;tﬁiilsa?ﬁ;v;r‘t‘(rl ?\:Vang!—the arrow Ilefil:
ifllff.bowelike a sudden fash of lightning and er:;be%(afi
itself with terrific force in what proved to beh uivater
1f crocodile. It leaped into the air, fell into the : vav;
?loﬁndered, then was lost to sifih_t. to{'];(;n:ﬁ}t;rg; 2y

(Cl jumped into ¢ ’ i

::’ir(llt} fgrpalfrilfx:fllt)ilr:liﬁg i;:c[{:dile never came in sight

again,

On the river bank, laughing and (‘u[hz.iz t'u th‘}‘j,}-)(;){:-:{
tood some of the Indian women. 'T%le'lr Veryd rown
i dies, newly painted with black fruit juice, made her
l1)(?0[-26?11((: trapeze performers from a circus dressed in

striped tights.
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The boys came back to shore, some of them jumping
into the water from the canoe for a last cool dip. The
parrot’s cry was no longer heard. All light had faded.
The forest across the river and surrounding our clearing
was now a great, black shadow. Agp older lad arrived
with a few red embers and piled them on the clay near
our chairs, and the others grouped about the red glow.
One of the Indian women arrived with her pipe and

squatted cross-legged on the ground, looking off into the
shadows, A night-bird [lew over us, calling shrilly.
“Therel” said one of the old men standing near. “The
bird s saying that tonight the enemy tribe will come,
Some of the warriors must keep watch.”

The women
shivered and moved closer to each other.

“Did you not
full of clouds?”
tonight!”

say the enemy comes when the sky is

we asked. “Look how clear it is above,

“Aren’t you afraid at all?” they queried of us,

“The Father in Heave

1, of wwhom we tell you, protects
us and takes away fear.”

The boys were cHanting softly aroun
embers. There was the sound of the
mosquitaes on their bare arms, legs, and backs. The
older Indians began to disperse, going back to the wood-
fires in their huts, We groped our way into the dark-
ness of our cozy mud house and lit the kerosene lamp.
The room began to fill with boys clamouring for iodine
to be put on cut feet and fingers, bruised legs and noses,
marks of the day’s activities and casualties. Some of the
oys began an Indian chant, and they marched about
the room chanting and stamping their bare feet on the
floor in rhythm, then wound out the door.

“Come on, it’s late,
we called,

d the glowing
ir hands slapping

Time to get into your hammocks,”
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A little fellow with shrill voice piped up: “I don’t
have a hammocek,” It was Wo-tee-may.

“You've all been given hammocks. What have you
done with yours?” ‘

“One of the big boys stole it.”

“Pl go and see.” The little fellow still hung back,
then whispered, “I'm hungry. Give me some Brazil
nuts.”

“You all had lots of Brazil nuts with your supper;
how can you be hungry?”

“Just two; give me just two,” he entreated.

“All right, here you are. Dou't let the others scc
them; we can't give all of you nuts again; they're nearly
gone. Go to sleep now.”

Off he pattered into the darkness after the others, one
hand clasping the nuts and the other holding up his
little short trousers. They never could get properly
“hitched” over the fat little tummy, which crowded out
the waist-line.

One of the old men was shouting his war talk to the
warriors from the clearing in front of their palm leaf
huts, stirring the young men to fight and to kill. A dog,
startled by a scurryving rabbit, barked excitedly in the
darkness. A big fish jumped and splashed again into the
water and the sound echoed on the other side of the river,
Only the tall tree sentinels which lined the bank were
visible in the darkness.

Sometimes the dimness of twilight conjures before us
a little figure, one hand clasping two Brazil nuts and the
other holding up his little, short trousers—a little figure
pattering off into the darkness. Then twilight to us
hecomes “the hour of longing”, for Wo-tee-may was taken
away—back into the forest. There he diced from the bite
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of a poisonous snake. But another of the last memories
we have of him is that of one bright morning. My hus-
band had gone to the plantation with the other young
boys, to clear away the growth which was threatening
ta choke the manioc root. While they were working he
heard a childish, piping voice singing as somcone
marched down the path closer and closer to the place
swwhere the others were working., Angus straightened up
to look and there was little Wo-teo-may, a huge bush
knife over his shoulder, marcking along and singing as
we had taught them in Portuguese:

“E so Jesus, que salva o peccador,
Que da lhie paz ¢ luz, Que tira o seu temor.”

He sang:

“It's anly Tesus who takes away reey sin,
{£s only Tesus who gives me peace within.”

The boys had been with us for almost two vears when
a few of the Indian men and women came on one of their
periodic visits to see how the YOoung ones were ge
along. The older ones brought with them stories of their
having raet another section of their tribe of Indians near
the fields in Matta Grosso swhere they had made an en-
campment. They sang for us a new song that they had,
learned from the other Indians which was heard enthusi-
astically by the boys. Back and forth the painted men
and women tramped, chanting their new melody and

words. We, with the boys, sat by the glowing fire, Took-
ing and listening.

Then they in turn seated themselves on the ground
by the fire. One of the old men turned to the hoys:
“Now,” he commanded. “you bovs have heen awav from
us for a long time. We want to know that vou have not
forgotten all the songs and chants of the trihe.
there together and let us ho

tting

Stand up
ar you sing once again.”
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The boys seemed loath to do it and stood back, em-
barrassed and shy, but they must obey the older ones’
command. They stood tegether in a straight line, with
arms linked in the position which is assumed for dancing.
They looked at one another and at those who were usu-
ally the ringleaders of the group. We waited to hear
which tribal song or chant they would choose first. Then
one began and the others joined in unison. What were

they singing?

Their childish voices rang out in the night: “YWhat
wonderful love!l The love of God for e When they
finished, the older folks sat in silence. Then the old men
called for another song. The little fellows sang in Por-
tuguese the translation of “Safe am I”, and “Count Your
Blessings”, winding up with the Brazilian national an-
them and song to the Brazilian flag swhich they had
learned in our daily school.

The older Indians appeared much impressed and the
hoys were pleased that their performance had been so
acceptable. But the decpest emotions were felt in the
Liearts of the missionaries as we stood there in the nizht
among the group of painted warriors and ywwomen who had
just come from the forest. The light of the kerosente lamp
in our mud house shone through the open door on the
figures of the boys as they sang to their elders in Portu-

guese:

“Just lean upon the arms of Jesus,
He'll help you along, help you along,
If you will trust His love unfailing
He'll fill your heart with song.”

Three of the bovs were the sons of men who had
an actual part in the killing of the “Three TFreds”. Surely
“Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and die it
abideth alone, but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit.”

WO i Skt in b Lty ) 2t B T A vy
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CHAPTER X

Cayapo Women

Aﬁlm HAD PASSED since the day we had stepped down
A% girtl}alrfssz' plank from the launch to the clay ban‘k
faed with L 1a;‘1§. The work with the women was dif-
Jpent [t B'bimy‘t ung we had theught of or even lo
o, t; Sgeb(etiiggi;mi\gy lzn}gings were to gather them
the light of comprehcnsior‘llrzla“:;{lg:( . thfllr aces nd
might tell of Jesus’ salvation. Ti?at;: l‘:azhfllllc; eb?eegsxrzllrsu::v;

i15 1 pu_tlu d III l(‘dllt& t turn ou [ >oagu
.
1 r L 1L 1t t Od 1t to be i 1te

arned

At first the women £
eared to come to the hot 1
hc.cause of the murder of the baby which had b iSO ooy
mitted there unknewn te us .
iore, ofte :

A el com-
: : terwards they came
o Chopn sta)]éplrllc,:r}:\'}len en their swav to the plnrlta‘tion
wood. ere is no word for "

: v r “Hello” in their
language. “Is that you?” they would say to me thed

“Yes. It is L I replied,
askeﬁ%ﬂfa-ﬁmtgid in the picture on the wall?” they
1 . g to some pictures taken f . :
School picture roll o the oy
: s sent from home. It w i
School ure rolls ) vas the pictu
fa little child saying her prayers beside her beg. ”

‘It is just a little girl,” I said,

her o3 Just I don’t know what

. ha’I('ihzti}t was the silliest'thing they had ever heard of:
L uan:sjpu:\t;re of a gxrl there and didn't even know
¢ After that if they asked the names of even

r LS D P © ! i ur d ]()l]p veman i 1
l]t I peo I(‘ it puct £ r
g , YW anuiactu ]"Cd tltl(‘b

13} »
And who is that man?”
“That is Jesus.”
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?’ “Is He that little girl's father?” fx?oti%}& Bfruzil 'I:ib‘ns to Lpu_\_f [o; it, and It_nevO_I' chose that
: A re me roviding « onvers Arain,

o A few such sentences were all that could be exchanbcéd of providing a topic of conversation again

| ] l : | fy - j 5 1 . B . : .

: e e o & e oo WU‘-lld_DﬂSS,fE”:d :l:enir“i"?:es With the going of the majority of the older Indians,

11! from him sent the women scurrying otl to 3

the women who remained came often to the house, They
liked the Bible pictures on the wall, although they
thought the characters to he very ugly sith their long

5 i leaving my sentence unfinished and unheeded and my
words hanging in mid-air.

: When we went about the Indian communal hotllit‘s beards and l.ong)r'ohcs, hu‘t it opened the way for telling
i from one family mat to the*n(‘xt, the worcrll-cnl “"eemott'?er:(i am(_i explaining Bible stories,
: : tive and very fri‘?’“dlY' i ‘Izlhelnc)Srllizgs “lﬁh \t‘hc'ir cries Qne very hot mort:i‘ng one of the Indian women was
y : words of comfort and mingled Fort.in the sickening helping me roast the coffee, She had quarrelled with her
of sorrow, but they found their com lolr 1111 bush knives husband and had temporarily absented herself from him.
slashing of their heads with lo.ng-f) a}( od IO ; He was blind in both eyes, but was feeling his way about
while the bloed Mowed. A gourd o t.m‘r for the spirit : the yard in scarch of her while his right hand viciouslv
PEEEE | was put in the bill]).‘r{"b' St“‘llo“'tv ;?:{:td grave ; gripped a club with which he was prepared to mete ont
' ! to drink so it would not cry at night.

punisiment when he found her, She stood heside the

i : It was disconcerting when Vis‘,itin.f,: in t}mir}}nmoe';. n}nd stove of cement amd stories iu_ our i-:'itchnn stirring the

: : not in the least unusnal on approaching an Iml:;”} with a‘ ; colfee beans w}uc}? were roasting inside .tho_ black caul-

f smile to have him or her look up dryly to)say, Whﬂt'af‘- ; dron. The dress given her to be us_e-d while in onr house

; ] you coming cmpty-handed for? Where’s some _cooke;f: had proved too un.cumfnrtablu beside the wood fire and

: i stuff for me to eat?” Not that they were particular ¥ was discarded again.  One foot was pla'ntr-d ont the floor

i g hunery but they loved to demand something. I_n then and the other crlovutod to rest on the ridge of the stove,

; m\'nh\\'ilv thew were loving and generous to us. We Of_t(‘rl that kf‘[on forr}urlg a resting place f'm‘ nne oll.)mv._ which

‘ ! ‘ came back from their huts with sweet potatoes, pumpkins, she raised at mtnrvfals u:hvn removing her pipe to blow

} - PR v roasted in hot stones and a pulf of smoke which mingled with that of the wood fire

i ‘ and manioc-bread which they roas _

i : o offered us proudly. and spun slowly up to the thatch roof.

: o On one of the first visits we made them, sinre.* I could Just then her hushand (‘nll_r'd, having heard hier voice,
speak very little in their lTanguage, I thought it _woulr} and Sh(‘.‘ a.hanclonod the steaming coffee beans to find an-
he o help in making conversation to wear a string o ather hiding place, She promised. ]u.J\.vovor. to come in

N 1 beads which T knew swould attract their attt‘ntm.n.. Bllt}”l' the afternoon and bring the other Tndian women to sing.
! rery Rt it was taken from my neck and tried on by But ‘when. afternionn came she was husv grating her
!_ ‘ every 111 ‘omen alike. Tt was made of many very tiny manioc with the other women, for one of the missionaries
: g::]:]f::; '::.;:Th(\ inml r;hev like for making the warriors’ had been able to bring about something of a reconcilia-
oy art b ;i: and decorations for their babies.  Several tion between the man and wife, When that was done
bl arm )—‘m(lh dqt slipped out of sight in being passed from they promised they would come. But then some were
i e ;lri“}‘i‘:;("ll :Szn(;t}lgs and wzis retrieved with the greatest spinning their cottort, and f?thr‘rs were olf ,r_:r'ttir_t,r_,r waad
* g 4 difficulty. It was promised to anyone who sllgllld bring to keep the fires going all night.  Persistent calling won

:f' 1

1

;

. .
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out and at seven o'clock they were finally gathered to-
gether for the first women's meeting. At that late hour
we had almost despaired of their coming and were jusl
about to sit down to supper, but we alt felt it was worth
postponing the meal for such an occaslorn.

One of the old men said, “I'm going along to see what
they do and to hear what is said.” He sat on a bench
by the door and punctuated the lesson with his ejacula-
tions and comments. Much to my disappointment one
of the warriors sprawled himself out on the meeting-room
table to listen, insolent to our remonstrations. Iis latest
girl-wife, about nine years of age, was younger than his
own small daughter who sat next to her on the flaor.

Two of the women brought dresses which had been
given them. We suggested that they put them en before
the singing of the first song.

“Youw've got the dress on backside foremost,” com-
mented the old man, “hurry up and put it en right.”

When the change had been effected one shiowued great
concern: “How can I sit down with this dress on?” The
other procecded to demonstrate the correct method, lifting
the skirt up to the waist before sitting reluctantly on one
of the benches. :

After the first song one of the women said, “Hurry
up and give me some hair oil to anoint my head with, so
I'll smell nice while we're singing.” This idea was con-

tagious and refusal was met with great disappointment.
They listened with interest to the Creation story, even
though half-way through the lesson baked potators were
produced out of their gourds which they ate Blissfully,

throwing the skins on the floor. The undesired meeting -

concluded after all the hymns had been sung, some of
them over and over again. The old man declared that
the meeting had been good and the audience all requested
that they be given some grated manioc root as payment
for having come and listencd!

CAYAPO WOMEN R7
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“Is it all right to tak ”

oo it atl ‘,-,-:,mer?. take our dresses off now?" asked the
‘Why don’t you k s ; ‘
- 1;;{}9’ o 3t 211;;?;::-}(11‘_"1 on and wear them all the

They hung their heads. “We Indian women don't
decorate our_selvos with clothes like you do.  We decoratn
oursol\{ns with paint. We are ashamed to have others
see us in these strange clothes. We'll take them off 11 v
.-1.nd keep them safely and bring them wiﬂ: lis the nc?:‘:
=l‘l‘m(- we come to sing.”  Thev strugeled out of'the-';

5tra_u1g(- decoration™ (as they tm’mr‘.c[ the frocks), « 1d
carried them away in their arms. o

That they enjoved the meetings one could not doubt
hut what new thing had penetrated heart or even h i
we could only wonder, and trust that something Iﬁiiriut'
have done so.  The spirit world was real to them: bu: i
was ‘thc wo_rld of evil spirits who came to terrif*:? th oh
at night with strange noiscs, to chase them when t;’l:‘?
were alone, to make them sick, to haunt them whe}
someorne rlied.‘evon to kill them by strange dis-msm a Ill
rnaladms._ Thev have no word for pea(':‘pnrdlonﬂ f o
or s"alvatmn. and no comprehension of ﬂ;e‘ir m‘c-(f lEVf"
Swmur. Braziliang call these creatinres ;1rﬁrrn1~: (C):' N
it be .lhut Christ's salvation is for such a pr'opl:--’” "

Dld God not make the wild animals of the forest for
L].lt‘l!‘ meat, the trees which drop Brazil nuts and tl?“
rivers of [ish for their foed, the tali palms fr;mll whic‘lL
fronds are cut to make shelter from sun and ratn, th l
trees front which strong bows are cut, aned the ‘})-n‘ 1 y
[lrnm \;'i.:ich arrows are made? I Tle has pr'm'i(l‘p:ll ]:ll([)

e o . P . ’ :
t}iz: :Ollzlz{;?s for them, is it not evident that e eares for

'1:']101'9 where God's sun wraps day in gold, where
Go_d s moon wraps night in silver, surely th:rn :115 H'L
Spirit calls them to His lave. And e (Clu‘ist-j ;aia N

‘(J’U y e mto (lll t]'lc “(”1(1 (I”d [)I (fac}l ti!(‘ sp very
. GOK 01 toe LA
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CHAPTER X[

Tribal Treachery

HORTLY AFTER we had had our coffee one morniag a

long-haired warrior came ocut of the forest into the
clearing. His gun was slung over his shoulde
were wide with fear, and his lower lip,
ing disk, quivered with excitement,

r, his eyes
with its disfigur-

He was one who had left with the tribe.

*“Is my wife here?” he demanded, out of breath from
his quick journey through the jungle.

“No, she hasn't come here, Why should she?” an-
swered the other Indians.

He poured out his story in a quick rush of svords
which were hard to follow. He was telling of murders
which had just been committed in the tribe, telling of
the victims in a roundabout way so that he would not

recall their spirits to persecute him by mentioning their
names.

Some of the warriors of the tribe had conspired against
the chief. Tt followed that they must kill overy one of
his male relatives to insure themselves against heing vic-
tims of vengeance. They had killed his handsome
young brother, the “chicf-to-be”, and then surroarided
the place where the chicf's right-hand man was sleeping
and arrowed him also. The next step would he to search
out all the male relatives still remaining and finish themn
off.  Those related to the murdered ones, of whom the
story-teller’s wife was one, had fted.

“I thought they would have come here,” panted the
warrior, “for last evening as soon as they heard that our
89
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again, the relatives of the

cilli ther : : ‘
men wwere Kl g o e and ran swifily inte the

dead seized a few things
o | somehow
When the messenger found that he }lla( 313 ehow
tissed his wife, whom he supposed “'Ol}l;lf .,:(}):15 Lo the
nhtion his departure was as hasty as hmll (:u—vinrr pval.
i.\:a a1l stood huddled together at our doo B BU ) e
'ge(\\'}1et}1er or 1ot such a horr}xlblde storz gg td be e,
o i dians had com G
i the tirne the Indie : on the
fOI" ssilélrfestation no such open slaughter }1:1!?0‘2@ rred
I\r"l;]iqt tragedy, if now that they Trad b(_‘(z[t’l} I:;n- e Loy o
L tor of the government the first thing
inspectoe Tove
should be such a horror!

T
3 1
when from ti
We still were conversing together

1 shriek: d the
ns' huts came oagonized :,1111(1\m,_g zfnbm "
’:1 ;x":il af not one. or even two. 'vcnccs but o
t reed the compourud,  We ran '0 o
Jin on the ground were the

older Tndi
shrill death _
many, as cries pierce .
. - there '
ian hut. Crouching th ound wers T
Inﬁ;;?es of the murdered ones, who }'12-11911 L-I-r:c(ii;r L silent
11“9' and swiftly from the ungle pzl.th ahlci I‘h.](f}enm;nm
;utde shelter inhabited by the Indm}?s W 1c1)m;1 | remainn
. . ; the gro J
selves on i
ith us they cast them > & e
;Vlifhaotlrds and things they had hastily zath
ew g

g % i love
The agouy of their souls over the death of thei d
3

st ones to
ould be the next ones i
» fear that they would be ext :
e e t.Lﬂrlf in their despairing shrwk.\i whlh1
- coened wil ‘harcoa
ced daven their faces, blackened with {w ot

T O ! e i}
it Thei aked bodics were bruised and to e
Rt e as they ran through thie
Two of the fleeing

die expressed itse

paint. ‘
thorns which had caught t! o
forest, a distance of about ten miles.

women were expectant mothers.

i v was in
We thought of the chicf, whose soul mnov _

Y. ¥ [ e b«. ,l\ to
¢elernl () W0 I s b(‘f() Pl l'ld C
n}. t Ilh.h re lle } COIT L1
QLY station f(){‘ soine ma tCth d.Iid Other Slnal]. [)IOV 1S1011%
lVl‘E p CtOICd 1111“ as }l 13 h 5 cust a ¢ il-
ctu C}ldd sat 1t omary unt ‘ll\ 1
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tivertess watching the boys play. He had held in his
hand the first few fresh cobs of corn of the season which
his wife had roasted for him in the fire. Ag g special
concession of friendliness he broke the cobs in pieces,
giving some to Angus and me. The beys, afraid to ask
corn from the chief, hung on our arms begaing us to let
them have bites from the pieces of corn we held.

The chief had been tall and stronmg, with wide
shoulders—the picture of physical power. Ile had on-
forced his stern rule over the tribe with a strong arm and
cruel club and never had swe heard evert o whisper against
him, hut evidently angey hearts broeding aver his tyranny
had at last taken their revenge.  Some have suggested
that this crime which tosk place so soon after theip being
led from us was planned by the one through whom thejr
removal had been accomplished, for he resented the
chief’s decision to leave the boys with the missionaries.

The Indians veiced their fear, “The killers will pur-
sue those who have fled, They will soon be here. We
must get ready for them.”

This was true, especially since the chiof’s old step-
father had arrived, and between his lougd wailings was
vehement in his threats of vengeance upon those who
had taken the life of his loved-ones. Then, too, one of
the younger boys with us was a brother of the late leader.

About noon some older boys who had been with the
main tribe emerged from the forest. They brought with
them a note from the Government inspector cxpressing
to the missionaries his regret over what had happened
and saying he guaranteed that no more deaths would
occur, The contents of his letter written in Portuguese
was somewhat belied by the story of the boys who had
brought it and who were returning immediately.

“The warriors are getting ready to come and make
an attack here. They were putting new tips on thejr
arrows as we left” -
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Some of our Indians spdkc to us. “If they come they
will kill you, teo.”

“But, why should they kill us?” we asked.

The bovs whe had brought the message spok(;. V\lf;i
have heard that you white people are only o'rp lxgnls in
our land. And if vou were killed no ene wou a

kH
vengeance for you.

Tt was plain that this had come from the 1011? wll_uf
had proven himself such an enemy to the Gospel we pro
claim.

If one did not realize the changeable nature 05 E'hes?
wild Indians, we could have langhe_d at thedi tt.a l?p
treachery from thoese whose good-will f;((\jex:nc ‘ r:.)mlv
assured. But the fact that those wl'}o };a a‘[.:p‘s; onuy
eagerly served and supportec} th_e chmf_ ?kr-YLi‘E Lould
in a moment turn and shoot him in the bflL and bury his
body in a shallow grave in the sand 'WIIt‘hkllw co;npu
tior, was only another example of their fickleness.

We could only wait. The Indians on _the stau’on
gathered their belongings: kettles, bush-.knlwcs, ?19}”‘:::
sleeping-mats, arrows, bm‘vs, clubs an'd spears. -'nc;_lo'f
crowded through the gate into the forbrdr.len. pr‘eu' ct of
our yard and into our two houses. A‘t this time we
to afford them all the protection available.

The women- coaxed their pet lfirds and parmt% (tlti
gether, and ensconced them in our kitchen, T}hey spee i
‘ i ani rinyr in the sun ane
Iy gathered their grated_ manioc dry mgdlrll-lt- o
brought it to spread out in the once so orderly yard.

The men herded together their everlasting, iz_mun—n\‘r-‘
able dogs and those that did net respond roalclsljs;vte:;
kicked and pulled by the scruff of the neck, ye pl‘nlh,lu":rg
the enclosure: black dogs, brown dogs, (1150a511(. (o_h.:
flea-eaten dugs, dogs with cars chewed off and limping

TRIBAL TREACIIERY 93
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as the result of their encounters with wild pigs on
hunting trips. There were surly dogs, snarling dogs
and friendly dogs, who insisted on hugging their sore-
covered bodies close to one's legs or to lick our hands,

Our jungle bungalow was not a dainty sight any
longer.  The Indians after chewing a picee of wild pig
wiped their greasv hands on the whitewashed walls,
The rooms swhich had been so prettily tinted were black-
ened with smoke from fires lit on our much-prized stone
floor and with the choking smoke of the Indians’
Sleeping mats were evervivhere, VWhen meal-time
[ had to step over sprawling Indians to get to the
We would stumble over the elubs and guns.

pipes,
came
stove,

Under the strain of expecting

gunshots at any minute
husbartds and wives seolded cach other, the bereaved ones

punctuated the hours with their wails. and the men who
had taken their stands at various strategic points about

the house with their guns, avowed their ability to kill
the attackers.

The gates were locked but the high wooden fenee,
topped by barbed wire, which had seermed so secure, Hnow
seemed inadequate, The night was @ restloss one, The
Indians declared the methud of the attackers would be
to attach live coals to arrows and shoot them tiito the
shraw roofs to set the houses on fire, The next day the
tren cleared the brush from about the ferice so that the
arrival of the enemy would be exposed, and strung harbe]
wire around the houses as g surprise to night attackers.
The women began to demonstrate hovwy they could rall
under the barbed wire speedily in case they had to get
away,  One, in the enthusiasm of her demanstration,
under-estimating hor bulky size, went rolling under the
wire to emerge with bleeding cuts from the paints, amied
much hearty laughter by the ordookers. cven in the at-
mosphere of expected danger. For nothing is funnicr te
an Indian than to see someone hurt himself.
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That night we resolved to shut the dogs out of the
house. The result was a night of agony when we longed
for sleep and the dogs howled unceasingly; some jumped
wildly at the door and clawed furiousty. The dread hour
before dawn, the hour usually chosen for attack, passed;
day dawned with everyone still sleepy. One look at the
doors, already ruined by dogs’ claws, made us decide to
give in and let them slcep inside therealter.

For five days and nights over {ifty Indians, with all
their paraphernalia, crowded with us into our two houses.
Then we realized that something must have happened io
intervene. The relatives of the murdercd ones asked to
he rowed across the river where they might begin their
lonely “sojourn” through the forest secking freedom {rom
thelr pursuers.

Some weeks later a delegation of warriors stepped
out of the forest into the clearing. Their eyes were un-
smiling, their mouths still grim, having scated them-
selves they laid aside their weapons and accepted the
cups of coffee offered to them. Conversation was led into
{riendly ¢hannels. The newly bone-tipped arrows with
bows, whose strings they had freshly tautened for new
combat had not been used. Cruel clubs, too, had been
left unused. It might be casy to say now, “Their anger
must have just died down.” But Indians, once thorough-
ly aroused to anger, are not easily appeased, Many times
similar circumstances have led to bloodshed and hate
among tribes which had been united. Great and strong
tribes have divided and scattered. preying one upon an-
other and living in constant enmity. The Cavapo tribe
itself is divided into many sections scattered far apart
in the depths of the immeasurable Brazilian forest, though
they were once one mighty nation.

There is one answer to our deliverance, and that is
“The Restraining [and™, which brought their counsels to
naught.

v R "
:.l-:-mm-..{v;o.u.s.u.:;n«&uh-muul:u-m\'a:
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(11 M
| Though the Lord be high, vet hath he respect unto
thle lowly. . .. Thouzh [ walk in the midst of trouble
thou shalt stretch forth thine hand against the wrath OE

IMine o 108 ¢ - e P , "
13;3:2_(73?1:11(5 ind thy right hand shall save me (Psalm

The anti-climax to these trying days came when v
felt that “‘..“ danger heing over. the Frdians ‘?h()‘lid :"’-
turn to their own huts in order that we rn-ig-ht ;‘vstorf:’_:
our houscs to sonte semblance of liveableness again l Just
there' we encountered a snag!  Instead of the I:dia;ls (“-c-
bressing any appreciation of the fact that we had taken
th.om tto our home for protection, they were now filled
with indignation that we shonld oven tactfully suggest
that they leave these comfortable quarters ; }l. E{hes
to their own huts, ‘ e retmm

L TH ‘
ot ‘le stingy people!™ berated those whom we had
3 W, L . :
efriended.  ““Are you the only ortes who want to live in

a nice house? Do you think i
se. unk we are going to
to our old huts? Never!™ gomns g0 back

We looked about us at the havoe which had been mad
of our yard. Onee it had been neat and clean; now t}(lf(3
absolute filth and odour of it was imlvsrribaiﬁo Ou:
hnu.se we had subjected to airings arid cieanin% wit}ll
antiseptics during those five days, but cven th; stron
odour of creoline did not purge the air of all thin{;-rs ®

We trxg‘d to reason with them. “But look how dirty
Eur yard is now!. W ¢ want to clean it and clean the
ouse, and we can’t do it with vour doss ardl parrots arel
mats all over. Nove w 't i . Mea if o
COF o Novt wouldn't it be a good idea if you
would go and clean your houses and we will clean ours
arul then everything will be nice?” ’

'1:'}wy all but cursed us for this tactful reasoning. Tiwo
~ . . M ! =
particularly obdurate old men with their families had
settled themselves in the front room and refused to
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budge. We finally decided that strnce t.hat room “]r.as_ ut
a squalid condition as a result of the insanitary nf:n_;Z
habits of those who had been there with their pets, 1
would have to be whitewashed. Angus‘proparcd the mix-
ture and began to splash the white fuid about thei rocI)m
with great gusto. This clean, but strong odour t 1f0 ui
dians pronounced to be vile, and those who had re 1?5.115
to move out, finally prencuncing upon us alll the male-
dictions they could think of, departed to their huts.

We loocked at one another in mute bewﬂdormi\ﬁii
Those whom we had befriended to the last dogrefc 1
rewarded us with insults because we had not le ‘t -O:I:
home in their possessiorn. Such are th'e ‘.vays_‘oflsa‘xé,.,(‘
people who have never known the meaning of l\m; fu{s‘s ot
gratitude. Yet as I pondered upon it I thought, had Ilily
sins been any less repulsive to the sinless (.)ncj th.a:n the
unclean habits of the Tndians appeared to me: . } 1‘
God commended His love tov_vards us, in t}mt1 \?}1’1{1,
we were vet sinners Christ died for us A_nc s Td-
Christ's follosvers upon this earth expect to receive gra.t}-
tude when He received none? Oh, that_E*Fe may recon.-e
from us, His redeemed ones, all thanksgiving and adora-

tion.
“Take my love, my Lord, I pour
At Thy feet its treasure store,

Take myself and [ ruill.bc :
Ever, only, all for Thee.”

—F. R Havergal.

CHAPTER XII

Bundle of Babyhood

ain! Rarw! Raint Notonly days of it, butt for months
the grey sky had spouted torrents of water upon the
jungle land. The river swelled nearly to its brim.

“This rain must stop,” we said one to the other, “or
the river will overflow its banks worse than last vear.”
But even when there were a few days without rain the
mighty stream continued to rise as smaller tributaries
powred their bubbling waters into the main course.

Our thatch-roofed house rno longer shone like gold
in the sunlight. The water poured off its drab eaves cut-
tigy shallow trenches in the reud.  The widening river
crept nearer and nearer the front dovr. At the back of
the house the low land became a great lake which was
stealing towards the back door as swiftly as the river
was creeping to the front step.  Water hemmied us in on
cvery side.  An army of frogs about the house croaked
and whirred so loudly that at times we put our hands
over our ears to shut out the noise, which nearly drowned
OUT OWT VOoices.

Some of the commmunal houses of the Indians were
completely Onoded, and those swwho had staved ont in them
brought their helongings and ensconced themselves in
the open mreting room: others crouched by burning logs
in their partially Hooded shelters. Qutside of school hours
the boys spent hours each dayv diving almost from the
front door into the river, trughing, shouting and plaving,

The dampness softencd the cement with which our
waondrous stone floor was laid, then the lake jtself entered
the kitchen and we placed logs and planks ahout tg walk
on. We found fun in slipping off sur shoes and crouch-
ing on the door-sill to wash the pots and pans in the
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lake which surrounded our “ar]f".. All itulfecﬁesr‘l'v;ff;
beirg a perfect lily-pend was thehhlll{c_zs. hSmg rls  swamn
ast the Kitchen door.
about the vard and Rashed pas d
ile, in hi hunt, would venture up

crocodile, in his nocturnal mt, ald v } !

sing una get through,
2 border of the fence and being unable :

:?atp )its tail on the surface of the water and wait for a

:uicy frog to draw nigh, The banana and other y(;unp;

]Fruit trees, planted with such care, began to droop from

excessive water and then died.

The months passed slowly. We fervent?y pra}.fr-}(i t}haé
there would be no epidemic of pnewmonia, which ha
already taken such a large toll of this tribe.

On this day the cold drizzle continued from dgwr;l till
evening. Suddenly, in a heavy cloudburst, the rain t un-
der&i down on the straw roofs and tlzle ac&:_ompahl/}y:.?f

ind ri leaves to shreds. Turu Marie,
wind ripped the banana 0 o Maric.

i i heavily over the chest-hig

an Indian woman, climbed ; : :

i lian hut and made her way

icket enclosure about the Ind L
{)hrough the driving rain to the thicket. A grey sheet
of rain drenched the world.

As she came back to the house s}_le bore.a tm)ff bro.\-:fri
bundle in her arms. There w;las}al\ hétg; ci{tu;:c;ll: ct)h:?glé‘e
1 ncampment as she han » fo
zzc;ztnler:):ligirfside tcf)hold whil_e she made her'way tt'hrm.(l‘grvh
the rain to the cold, flooded river, There w a; ; lm};n;“i
and we looked closer—-vyes, it was a bundle_(‘) baby thp_
The helpless little thing was naked and shivering in the

cald and rain.

Turu Marie, having bathed in’ th.e river’s icy “iater:(:
came hack to the hut. As the opening of the or}11c ?s;m
was shut to keep out the dogs, she climbed over t e de ce
again, toek the shivering, unclad, little thing and s:

heside the low fire. _
“Why don’t you wrap the baby up?” I asked. *Look,
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there is the cloth you Squeeze manioc root in. -That will
keep him warm.,”

The women looked at me disdainfully, One laughed
heartily at such a joke. “What! Spoil the good picces
of eloth we use for squeezing manioc root just to wrap
the baby with? Not much! If vou want it covered, go
and get something for it yourself!™

I'ran to the house for a warm towel and returned as
the mother was {inishing cleansing the newly-horn by
scraping it with a piece of bark. What a crude reception
for this little, living creature as precious in God’s sight
as any little babe born. in the comfortable and happy
surroundings of a civilized home! My heart ached. for
it was plain that this mother did not want the tiny child. .
As none of the Indians could claim to be its father he
was scorned. When a mother will not feed her baby how
can it live? We attempted to feed him, but our efforts
were regarded with general amusement. The other
Indians dipped their dirty firgers into the mixture, then
sucked them to see how it tasted.

Exposure to damp and cold hastened the death of the
little one. He went to be with the Lord who satd, “Can a
woman forget her child? Yea, they may forget, yet will
I not forget thee”

To find even a burial place was difficult for flood-
waters covered almost every place. Whon the canoe was
rowed away to find a grave for the tiny form wrapped in
the towel, I went tg meditate on the vast difference be-
tween babies born into the world in this jungle land and
thase born into a world of pink and white blankets, dainty
things and kind care at home, and T marvelled that people
in Christian lands should have been so slow in bringing
Light to these dark places of the earth. Oh, that some
might hear God’s call to go forth, “. . . to open the blind

eyes and bring Light to them that sit in the shadow of
death”!
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CHAPTER XIIT

| Jungle Nursery

E I1AD ZEEN for a year and a half in this far-off place
then we decided that we must begin our trip to
the coastal city of Belem, which was a thousand miles
away. At the bottom of the suit-case lay tiny garments
prepared  for the little one  we expected  to bring
back to our forest home. Summer had come as we began
the long journey, Every day the river dropped away
from the bank a few inches more. We travelled in our
smatl launch which could be dragged through shallow
places after the moter had been turned off.

At this season of the year the mighty rapids had be-
come most dangerous; rocks glinted on every side barely
under the surface of the mighty flow of water. Sormo-
times it seemed my hands and feet turned to ice as our
small bark entered the turbulent whirlpools and the rush-
ing, jumping, mighty torrents of the treacherons rapids.
[ admired as never before the missionaries who could
work so competently and calmly in bringing our small
craft through periious waters. To emerge from each
rapid safely seemed miraculous: continually we thanked
God for His protection.

How oftenn we were thrown by the terrific force of
a mighty torrent towards a jagzed rock just submerged
under water, when the poleman standing at the prow
would throw his pole against the rock with all the force
of his bulging, straining muscles and swerve our launch
from disaster. Only a split second later we would have
been smashed to bits had his pole erred. At night we
stept in hammeocks slung from the boughs of trees in the
jungle at the side of the river,

101
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Word had come from the Br?zilian g.overnmcrll‘t tha‘\(;
we must 1o longer live in unpoliced territory. It.sf.f‘mgto
wise to move the station from the_} Little ) Rntu('i i
the small village of Nova Olinda, wh}ch was situa ';'here
the opposite side of the river from Inchz.m tcrr1:lory. here
the Indians often came and would continue to do sto. The
population of Brazilians there numb_ers abou’_}‘hwe e‘zs
five adults and half-dozen or less chll.dren. ' e n.ve(l
of the missionaries’ moving to Nova Olinda was recei
a bit dubicusly by the inhabitants.

“Tf the missionaries come to live here the In.dlan br)}l's
will come, too,” they said. “And where the chﬂdren] are
T ] : o
the older Indians will always appear. We klr?ow' tt ur;:s
Cayapos! They have always plundered our p anta 1? I:[
stolen our chickens, and taken our canoes. We don't wa
thern here.”

But the station equipment was all moved dur"lnlg 01‘1}1'
absence and when we arrived from Belem the 11ttl e ‘;’ld
lage became our home. The small s?ttlement plan (m
in the middle of the vast forest rang with the 'b(ﬁ(shsu.n,_,;
and laughter. The Indians received our l'lgk t- a‘m,:
baby son with kindness. One_ old mar, who 1Es hno'\I'tlT ec;
have been one who took part in the murder o the 11; ¢
Freds and who is now stone bl.md, held out his amlds ho'q
the baby that he might feel his head, his hqnds and hi

feet,

The Indian boys were a great help in carrying Robbll‘e
around in their arms when we were busy, and _fr'equef}hf‘
brought him back to us dripplpg v:."nt, e_xplammg, €
was hot, 50 we put him in the river.

We had brought with us a small_baby buggy stl:cu'r£(¥
at the coast. The boys delighted in putting the 1}3d y
inside and running with the buggy at top spee'd, pus ;:nlg
it as fast as it could ‘mo, whoopmg_ and velling, V\’}l‘t
baby clung to the sides for dear life. Of course they
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played some pranks, After having had Robbie away from
the house for some time one of the boys would come rush-
ing to where we were. He would scream, “Your baby
is dead! Come quick—he is lying over there dead!” If
they could have thus aroused our fear and caused us to
go rushing out to look for him, their delight would have
been unbounded. If we looked stolidly unconcerned in
the approved Indian fashion and paid little heed to this
“joke” they would seon bring him back to us. Sometimes
I became impatient and would go out to look for him.
Then the hoys would pass him from one to the other,
hiding him in various places so that 1 couldn’t find him,

There were two Indian girls of another tribe whoe had
been captives of the Cayapos since their very carly child-
hood. We never had a Cayapo girl to live in our house,
for they are married when they are still children. But the
two captives came to us. They were the greatest bless-
ings to me in helping about the house, washing the
clothes in the river and caring for Robbie during our
school hours. They became as dear to us as though they
had been our own daughters.

When baby cried they clasped him in their arms and.
performing the steps of their tribal dances, they danced
about the frout room with him; the harder he cried

the faster they went and the louder they sang, untii his
tears turned to laughter.

When he was sleepy one of them took him to her
hammock where she rocked and crooned an Indian lulla-
by, until often both of them became drowsy and we would
come to find them both cuddled together asleep. All this
may rnot have been strictly according to the modern
methods of rearing children: nor could our provisions
vield the strained vegetables and other things considered
so necessary for babies. Even the powdered milk on
which he was raised gave out, but this way of feeding
worked in his case,
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When Robbie began to crawl and water was spilled
on the mud Moor, he invariably found the muddy spots-
and streaked himself with it in good imitation of the
fruit-juice painting the boys occasionally decorated him
with when we weren’t aronnd.

One of the greatest problems came in disciplining the
little one God had given to us. Whenever we spauked
himt ar irate old Indian man or several Indisn women
marched inte the house and berated me in the crudest
mannoer.  “What do you think you're doing there, hit-
ting our little grandson like that! If you hit him once
again we'll go and get clubs and beat you too!™ they
declared.

There was an old Indian man whose hut was only a
few vards from our back door. O his chest he bore the
tattea which the warriors may have only after they have
murdered someorne.  Now he was unable to go off even
on hunting trips for his body was full of terrible sores.
Ele used to sit on a box in front of his hut just a few
vards from our dyor, and Rebbic would crouch at his
foot waiting for the old man to peel oranges for him with
his long bush-knife. The old fellow’s lower lip, with its
huge disk hung down loosely as he concentrated on the
fruit-pecling. I wished that Robbic wouldn't get his
tiny up-turned nose so close to the knife, but the old man.
once a murderer, and now so careful of our little one,
treasured his company. I1is own baby had recently died.
Irmagine my horror one day when Robbice escaped to the
sick old man’s hut and. whert [ followed him, found him
trying to smoke the Indian’s old pipe!

We often remembered Turu Marie’s little one who
had gone to Heaven, then looked at our own who had
brought a little bit of Heaven on earth to us. How privi-
leged are people born in Christian lands or of Christian
parents. Surely Christ has given to us great blessings
and therefore great responsibilities! “Go, and teach all

nations. .. 1"

CHAPTER X1V

Weeping and Reaping

Tm—: LITTLE SETTLEMENT of Nova Olinda, once so forlorn
took on new life with the establishing of our St'ltiﬂt;
;here. Two mud house_s were fixed up-and \\'hitcwa‘shr‘d
horlug and'the boys to live in, and'othor mud huts which

ad been abandoned by the Brazilians were hoursht for
a few floilars and made habitable [or the oi(l d In dians
who wished to remain with us there. ’ o ndians

p\‘tThe.re was daily Sf:hool, also weekly meetings. teeti

1. m}cflons, and treating of the sick. Sewing clothes for

the children and cutting hair for thirtv boys alore with
B o i)

house duties and : .
hot and plantation swork helped to [ill every

Often a.litt]e extra spice was added to life when oxa
perated f’]('l{.";hb()lll"s came with angry threats hpmueé‘ Si
the bo:vs' misdeeds.  However, the bovs often Ir*nlt f] ‘0
a he_lpm,r; hand, too—pounding rice, carrving v t . ".;
cutting palm leaves for the re-covering of th:ir iltoifarf:m

An example of thei
“gmndmomg)r“ ir pr?nks occurred the dav T heard
: screaming in the street.  “Grandmother”
W ats a VE-‘I‘}—' old lad;v in the town: she could not walk with-
?11'1 ,a }stm[k ont which to support herself, But, lu, on this
(}}}\s 1e hobbled down the short street using her stout
:}t_llc }. I-’lgt as an aid to walking, but brandishing it abont
e heads of sorme of our small boys, while she screamoec
and carried ort a tirade amainst them

. Prancing frantically about the street also was her
est rooster. The hone tip of a long arrow was buried

an 1ts wing, the other end dragged about on the ground

after the poor fowl. The boys had yielded to the tempta-
105
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tion of making a target of her prize‘d fowl., As they
ducked into our house to hide, we tried to make peace
with her. Her anger was harmiess, but that of her sors,
when kindled, we feared might bring some harm to the
boys.

Sometimes we were saddened by serious Imsl‘)e-
haviours. Even the captive girls who were so bright, in-
dustrious and affectionate, and whom we loved dearly,
had their serious escapades, too, but they all were taught
of one true God and Saviour.

We seldom visited the Brazilian homes without sorme
of our young Indians accompanying us. 0ne.day_-aiv3r3'.'
poor Brazilian woman cooked a large pot of rice, Ll'l e ‘d
big rooster, and invited us to come to'her house for dinner,
As we sat about on boxes and logs with our enamel plati}‘.
in our laps, our yvoungest girl lifted the hollowed gou
in which the drinking water was kep‘t. There was just
a small hole in the top and this she raised to her lips. A
snake had been coiled inside the gourd and in the moment
she went to drink he popped his sleek head o.ut-——almost‘
into her mouth, This was to the }mys a perfect joke. T}}eu
laughter rang through the clearing and re-cchoed against
the forest wall. :

Our hearts were often stirred within us as we looked
at the shining faces of the boys, (Irnsst_rd in thel}' S.unqa}'
shorts and shirts, hair slicked down with tht_& brilliantine
which was passed around as a Sunday merning treat. .T({
the tune of the Old Rugged Cross they sang the beautifu
translation Hlorace Banner had made:

“Jam me kotu be Yeoyu kuri? .
Kwani kwain. Ba Yeyiu oama.

Which is:
“Will I along with the rest of the people hate Tesus?
No, I'll love Him, too!”

EESTYER
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Since the beginning of the Indian work some years
before the missionaries had travelled by canoe and out-
board motor to this small villa on Sunday nights to have
Gospel meetings. At that time there had been a Roman

Catholic chapel in which a plaster saint occupied the
altar.

On church holy days the devotees would have con-
sidered it a gross sin to do any work at all. During the
day they drank a terribly inebriating concoction called
“‘cachaca™ and prepared for the procession. Candles were
lit before the image and prayers chanted. Then the mer,
some of them already drunk, carried forth the figure,
newly bedecked, mounted on a platform. They were
followed by the chanting women carrying lighted can-
dles. Since the length of the street is no more than that
of a city block, the procession went back and forth be-
tween the two rows of mud houses.

FHow my soul revolted to see this mockery of the
mother of Jesus!  An image of her being carried by men
so overcome by drink that they stumbled and reeled, and
women living lives of shame and immorality offering to
Gad with an air of righteousness these vain repetitions

from lips which profaned—from mouths which smelied
of drink!

What kind of person can they think God is to he
flattered by such sham—to be delighted with a few fire-
crackers shot towards the sky?

And afterwards what licentiousness followed all dur-
ing the night until dawn. What drunken brawls! What
threats of murder!

As months passed and prejudice against the mission-
aries (Protestant intruders) diminished, the people would
file out of the chapel from an evening mass on Sundays
and into our Gospel meeting. When it was over we
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travelled by canoe back up the moonlit river to the sta-
tion, an hour's journey by the outboard motor or three

- hours by paddle.

Now that we had come to live in Nova Olinda the
Roman Catholic, chapel became less and less used by the
people and the Light of the World which is Jesus dawned
in some of the Brazilians’ hearts.

One young Brazilian who declared himself to be a
believer was accosted by the priest on his periodic visit.
“Why do you want to be a follower of the way of the
Protestants?” demanded the black-robed “padre”.
“Theirs is not the way of vour forefathers,” The voung
man looked into his face aud answered, “1 am a follower
of Jesus.” What more could the priest sav to him, though
he ranted to others!

On a beautiful sunny day one of our darkest moments
came. It was Robbie's-first birthday and the Indian boys
were gathered with us in our meeting room. which had
just been newly whitewashed, to harng up streamers for a
simple celebration that night. The two Indian girls
were roasting coffee and the few Brazilian wernen in the
town were busy making little cakes of manioc flour for
the occasion.

I the stillness of the bright day we heard the hum
of a motor which came nearer and nearer. It had been
months since any launch had arrived with mail and we
gladly hastened to the river's bank to see what merchant
misht have come so unexpectedly.  As the large canoe
driven by outboard motor plowed the water and nosed
inte the bank some strange premonition struck into our
hearts. There were three men.  One dressed in the olive
green outfit of Brazilian soldiers stoed up as the canoe
stopped. It was the government official who had on a
previous occasion ordered the removal of thie Indians from
our station, which was followed by inter-tribal discontent
and murders,
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and%i n;)ade his way into some of the Brazilian homes
e boys who went to the doors to listen were quid;

to b[ 1Ig s t}le stor y - ’
& . I'IC haS came to I‘.al\ s Y Y
(4] awa

.
AV‘E}Y; we ql . £ 4 ¥
lestlolled A.\'Vav iﬂ‘]l b A]ld

.VVe went on hanging the streamers
wljuch had been the scene of suc
mnutes before. Now our he
himself soon came to make
th{lt the boys of one of the wildest Indian tribes w
i)};nng taught by the missionaries had spread far d;\ejrcl
mfkni:le;wglie;F;%?i;l'da'tmn o_f the Brazilians and theyr

issionaries’ work ange i
spector beyond meastre. Wae ;c(:t ;&%ﬂ;};“n;;xiﬂlnthe s
agent to these Indians? Should not HE alone 1~H-1m"1tS
credit for anything accomplished among the DLC?IV:C
jealousy swvas as a fire within his bornes. o ”

. about the room
bk lightheartedness a few
arts wwere heavy, The official
known his mission. VWord

He had secured from the gove
{3‘2;1?,';:232"}m{’:'e”}?iﬂdiah‘h[-lfrlom the influence of the

: G d counselled avage- iy
of boys_t(? respect their country il:lr(lsz;llhgllc)liin i
cease killing and robbing the civilized inhal _tOUCS "
the same lard. In our daily school they 1e .
the National Anthem of Brazil. and t.;jm
Brazilian Flag. Here they beca’me contve
Poqtug.uese language, and had been taught to read and
r;;m- lti I.ctters. Yet now it was intimated t};at lc: .

cign” influence was a detriment, i

rament an order to re-

ants of
arned to sing
Hymn to the
rsant with the

13
Where are the boys to be taken?” we asked

He would take them to a post some distance up river

the place to which he had asked the Tndians to £0 on

casoned that
Here we had Dro-

that previous and fateful occasion. We r
there was nothing for them there
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vided for them a home, hammocks, blankets, clothing
and schooling.

“I would rather have these boys in the foFes‘t in t}lei:
savage state, than to have them with you missionaries,
declfred the, official. He himself had rejected the Light
of the Gospel message, and it seemed he w"oulrrl do any-
thing he could to keep others from accepting it.

““We have tried to teach them to be useful citizens of
Brazil,” we said. “We have tanght them to work.

“Yes,” he sneered. “You have tau:ght them to wqu,
all right.  You have made them work in your plantation
and cut straw for the covering of your housc:?. Y,',ou have
made profit of the boys and paid them nothing!

What a bitter accusation! Had we not taught them
to work in the plantation and indeed worked with them,
that they might be fed three times a day? Had we not all
worked together in covering the houses th?t they might
have a dry place to sleep and be kept from illness? Could
any amount of mere money ever repay all t.he treatment
given them when sick, the care, the teaching, the love
we had poured out upon them? Ie was adamant! He
had an order from the government, and take them he
would, he said.

It was true that we were foreigners in that land.
“Submit yourselves to every ordina::lce of man for the
Lord’s sake; whether it be to the king, as supreme, or
unto governors. . . . For so 15 the will of God, that \«V}th
well doing ye may put to silence the ig{norance of foolish
men" (1 Peter 3:13-15). It was plain that there was
nothing we could do but watch and pray. '

The first day he was able to take away only two boys
who had been the most refractory. Whene'ver he ap-
peared, some hid, others declared they wouldn't go. Then
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the inspector talked to one of the old Indian men and
used him as his tool to order the younger boys off, for
the boys by tribal law must obey the warriors and men.
Some of the boys, before leaving, brought their little
bundles of goed clothing and treasures and handed them
to the missionary for safe-keeping. They had lcarned to
read and write reasonably well—very well, indeed, for
little savages from the jungle—and they waited their
turn to sign their names in a book before leaving.

Only three of the little fellows contrived to stay. Of
Samuel, one of our most beloved boys who remained,
we will write in a later chapter. We watched the others
file down the bank from our home and theirs. Then we
went to our rooms and threw ourselves upon our knees
to pray for those who were going back to the tribal life,
and to seek some ray of comfort to pierce the black-
ness of night which had descended upon us. As we wept
it seemed that I could hear Satan laugh that dav, but
through the darkness God gave us faith that this had
happened only because He who can see much farther
than we, permitted it for the best.

“Beloved, think it not strange concerning the fiery
trial which is to try you as though some strange thing
happened unto you; But rejoice . . . if ve be reproached
for the name of Christ, happy are ye; for the spirit of
gloty and of God resteth upon you; on their part he is
evil spoken of, but on your part he is glorified. . . . If
any man suffer'as a Christian, let him not be ashamed;
but let him glorify God on this behalf.”

Besides the few boys who managed to stay behind, the
two captive girls were still with us; but the adversary’s
work was not yet done. On the return of the government
inspector he demanded that the girls be handed over to
him. By this time reports had come to us of the life at
the post where the boys had been taken. We had taught

=mem&mnnunilu&ﬁmmu&-m&«u dakin ad
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them the wrongs of immorality and had, while they were
with us, spent much time with them that they might
have clean diversion and that immoral tribal practices
might be shunned. We now found that he who had de-
manded the boys be removed from our “foreign” in-
fluence, encouraged them in the grossest sin and wrong.
Although this man wore an atlractive appearance and
had a suave manner, his own immeral life was well
known among Brazilians and Indians alike.

With tears I plez‘aded that the girls should not be

taken, but to no avail, and we could rot refuse to allow -

them to go in the face of the authority of this man, no
matter how unjust was his action. Sobbing, Ruth and
Mary fotlowed him to the launch, and the inhabitants
living along the edge of the river told us that all the way
downstream the girls had wept bitterly.

It secemed that our sorrow was almost as great as we
could bear in the light of all the hopes which had been
based upon the future scrvice of these children. But
deep sorrow came leading keen joy by the hand, for at
that Christmas time the missionaries performed the first
Brazilian baptism in the River Fresco, where it flowed
past the station. The testimonies of saving grace rang
true. Others, too, among the Brazilians, accepted Christ
on that happy Christmas Day.

The saint’s image kissed by lying lips and cursing
mouths has been taken from the chapel and is gone. The
place where it was enshrined is abandened to a clan of
bats. The Son of Glory is enshrined int some hearts. and
surely others will soon yield to His true Lordship. Will
not the waters of baptism some day receive Christ’s dis-
ciples from this Indian tribe. though it has bren a long
wav from the darkness of the Cayapo to the Light of
Christ!

. , " t:;,;‘g:‘;f@;:;

CHAPTER XV

- Can You Make Me Well?

CANYONK WAS A LITTLE FELLOW whose entire body was
affected with a repulsive skin disease which made
him look as though he were covered with rough scales.
He had appeared to receive the Gospel with more under-
standing and readiness than the others. The others nick-
nz}med him “scurvy skin”, but his loving rature and
winning smile, along with his marked iatelligence, en-
deared kim to them and to us. His futher, a hiuge En:liun
with an enormous disk in his lower lip, was said to have
taken a prominent part in the clubbing to death of the
three missionaries who had been murdered by the Cavapo
tribe.  On various occasions he had desired to take the
boy Irom the school back inte the forest, but each time
prayer had won out and he had bern brought back, or
else finally allowed to stay. |

After the boys had been taken away, word came hack
that two of them were very sick and Canvonk was one
of them,. Early one morning the bovs whe had re-
mained en the station called us to the river-side. There
was “scurvy skin"” climbing up the bank on all fours
He had been brought in a canoe. and was attempting to
get up to the house.  As he reached the tep of the bank
he tried to straighten up, but we noticed then that his
body was hent almost double. Semething had happened

to_ the muscles in his hip, and he could not straighten
himself. -

We greeted him with the usual words, “Ts that vou?”
and he responded according to custom, “Yes! It's 117

“Well, why don't you stand up?”
113
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“I can't. I'm sick. Hurry up and get your liniment
: "
and rub me and make me better!

The boy made his way painfully into the Rc;uf:?sanoc:
stretched out on a benclh in our front' rcio‘m. Thg u-ei !
the liniment and began to massage his hip. is treal
ment we continued for some days, br?cau‘sle lw  didn't
know what else to do. T_hr‘ bov cont_muu to be ben
double. One day he said, "I came back here to g .
Can you make me better?”

“Well, we have told you how Jesus cam_‘ cure silgk
people. I,{e can make you well if you ask Him to. Do
vou belicve that?”

“¥Vos [ know that,” he declared. Then ?’eflling Angus
by his Ijndian name, he continued, “Ange!

“What is it?”
“I have been very sad.”
“Why is that, Canyonk?”

“Because in the.place where we were taker{ the g.e;?grl;;
are wicked.” (We had heard of the immora kcol:l \:Vhen
prevailirlg there.) “T am not hm’lgry 1o be wic ‘;31; H o
I am with you I am happy. [ want to stay with you.

)!l

“Do you want to ask Jesus to make you well?”" we
asked. )

In impetuous Indian fashion he agreed, '}’(;s, [I)Od?{
Hurry up and talk to Him! Hurry up about it!
e l he house
The next day the boy came to the _door of 1;-111{;?'“’(;
without the use of his stick. “Where is your stick: >
asked. -
‘ : ’1’

“T don’t need it; see how 1 can walk "}”thoudt 1t.tt‘nIt
was true that he was walking without it, and getting

Sl il b Tl 010 LB BBy oMbl st Kb bt T3 stz iy ke £t T
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around hetter. Within a week Canyonk was running
about and the muscle which had appeared to be stiff or
atrophied had relaxed so that he walked straight again.
What a manifestation of the loving-kindness and match-
less power of our Lord! And wae God not calling back

to us one by one those He pleased to bring according to
EHis eternal purposes!

This faith-inspiring episode was followed by another
opportunity to prove His admonition: “Call upon me and
[ will answer thee and show thee great and mighty
things that thou knowest not,” Word continued to reach
us of the other boy who had been taken sick. Nei-comi-tee
was dubbed by the other boys as “Chiel”, because he was
the son of a chief and was outstanding among them, both
for his strongly built body and his handsome face—anid
also, perhaps, because of his aptitude as a ringleader to
devise mischief. Oceasional visits from those whe came
from the place where the boys were, provided a means
of news being brought that Nei-com-tee was not as he
used to be, that ke needed medicine, and that everyone
was sad because the little “chief” was very ill. Though
we sent him medicines a few times he zot no better.

One day we wore having our noon-day rest during
the scorching heat of mid-day, when one of the boys
pressed his face against the cloth which was nailed over

the un-glassed window in our room, “Anpge!” he called,
“Angt‘! 2

“What do you want?” we asked. “Can't you wait
until we have had a little rest?”

It was Canvonk at the window. “Nei-com-toe is here,
Hurry up! Come and see him!™ Some Brazilian rubher
cutters had brought him in their canoe as they passed

the Indian enca mpmientt on their way back from g rubber
trail.
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We got up and went out into the blinding neon sun.
The boys took us into the house where they slept. We
had known of Nei-com-tee's illness, but were far from
prepared for what we saw. On the floor 'of th(‘) mudf
house an emaciated figure huddled on a dlr.ty piece o
sack. As he lay there on his side, head resting on one:
arm, he was almost unrecognizable to us. His .o‘nc:i
husky body was now only a framework of bornes cov cre]
by discoloured skin.  His eyes were c?osed a}'ld tlhr(.mg_l
his parted lips his breath came in quick, pame_:‘ ,;I'LISPSL
Worst of all, from the time the boy had taken su,l_-. some
months before he had not bathed, and the perspiration
which came from his body flled the room with a poison-
ous odour. He had paroxysms of terrible cough.mg.
There was a severe pain in his chest and ‘he cor'nplmned
of the burning fevers which came upon him at intervals.
Fach breath he drew was an effort.  The other hoy;
wrinkled their noses, spat on the ﬂom*,_ and went to stanc
outside, for the odour was too distressing to bear,

We had seen many healthy, strong Indians become
suddenly ill and die in a few weeks of what, as near as
we can determine, must be galloping consumptiorl. .It
seemed that this boy was already beyond hope. A basin
full of water was heated, and Angus toc_;k t?le boy to a
closed room, bathed him, then hoisted him into a ham'-
mock. He wrapped a towel about him :[nd _mok the filthy,
short trousers which we had given him in the days of
the boys' school to be washed. But ‘..vhen“hc. t?}d the
Indians to go and wash them for th_e little “chicf™, they
rebelled. They withdrew sith wrinkled noses, declar-
ing that they would not even touch c_lnthos‘ with such a
stench. Angus washed them in the river himself.

It was clear to us that Nei-com-tee s}_'lould he isolated,
but he himseif felt that the end of his days was near
and refused to sleep in a room by himself. He was then
told that there was one hope for him: that was that the

way with the rest of the b
coffee to attend
gan our trip down river, N
one of the canooes he
surpassed what my

CAN YOU MAKE ME WELL?
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dowr}‘t/::ohré?:}? m}l;('i you about our great Father

you meiror i e shles and sees everything that we dg. Now

i reme: m;}; t, e times you sl?ut your ears against the

ings ¢ you from tis big bogk. You remempbe
you led the other boys to steal gur chickens and th;

chickens of the nei
righbours to roast . HI i
on'the other side of the river, and eat at meht

who looks
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Wordz’m; remember tl_m times we called yout to hear the
of eur Ifather in the skies and to sing IIis songs

d“ﬁd }IOLI ran (“:’rﬂy to the river to 1[511. iDU were tdl\f I
h()nl s ﬂnd th{‘n L()U]\ [J(“t in tilL Ty .l(.,l’\Cd“(‘bb YOil }l (l

learned w
M Was wrong.  Has the Chiaf ; » Ski
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Ou not sorry for your wickedness?™

Nei-com-tec had beo
and petted by the older
unbending nature.,
self at all,

n Iooked up to by
ontes of the trihe,.
It was harg for him

the Indian boys
He had a proud.
to humble him.

[
Are you sorry for yaur wickedness,

“Yes,” he said.

Nei-com-tep2™

Do you want tg tell God th

. at you "
[lim to make You well so th Can ot ond want

at you can walk in Fis way?"”
ant to be well ag

¥ days later that

coxr
Yes, I am sorry; and w ain,”
It was not man vel-c
Nei-com-tee made his
0¥s to our house after morning
}'\ fow weeks later, as we be'-‘
ve: e1-com-tee sat i'n the prow of
g to paddle, Thjg mtiracle far
weak faith had looked for, but ‘:O

devotions,
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Lord of hosts, thou art the God of all the kingdoms o

ing 1 r Thee.”
the earth” and “nothing is too hard fo

This is not a story of something “éhm’}Il‘hlg é):os:n ;rﬁ_
B e epi{SOde '?}}ze?i(){iglﬁ;sin. his kingdom of
SOUE o ﬁgr?cilzggktzc;p Esz}ijth in the living Lord from hg};lt-‘
flaf r;fsshaearts of these young ones who now knowil'tmct
Word ¢ ell: but the Spirit of the Lord is also calling
o 50dWr ?Prayer availeth much! Every ‘reade.r cax%
e .'n +his ministry which will yet bring wc;orl}l
e oo 1in defeat. Whether some day t‘r}c_re a;u}\q
put of SS?ITH (i' that school, or whether the Sp:nt_o} ;0
b‘f ; 1‘e-Gl d shall in the forest bring the Word tw}uc 1' mi
megl Ot d in their hearts to bear much fr:ml rcrmj.m}.
bf“{n pn::: OVVO can leave it all with [Tim Who knoweth
to be seen. an !

what is best!

CHAPTER XV

Mail Day

HE LATE AFTERNOON SUN shone through the door
Toverhung by the low thatch roof. The table was clut-
tered with envelopes, bapers and magazine wrappings
raggedly torn off. The arrival of mails months apart was
always a high spot in our jungle life. Indian boys’ grimy
fingers pulled at letters and envelopes, and their bright,
black eyes examined keenly the writing.

“Who wrote this and what does it say?” they asked.
It read, “You are expected hom_e on furlough.”

- Thoughts of loved ones at home surged up within us,
It would be many months yet before we should see
for the river journey is Iong and slow,
great conflict away down deep inside
these who had once becn so str
own people pulled in differe

them,
There was a
of us. Love for
ange to us and love for our
nt directions,

I looked through the doorway. A few yards away
another small hut of mud and thatch was glorified in
the slanting rays of a golden sun.  An Indian woman
crouched in the low entrance wrapping fish and grated
manioc reot in banana leaves for roasting in the already
sizzling hed of het stones. Robbie’s old Indian friend
squatted on the ground in g shady spot, carefully, almost
tenderly, fastening ntew, sharp, bone tips on his long
arrows.  His lower lip, distended by the inserted wooden
disk, hung grotesquely loose. Robbie crouched on his
haunches beside him watching interestedly and trying
the old pipe, which lay close at hand.
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i “What does
The boys were still leaning on the table. Wh
the writing say?”

ur own
“It says we are to go back to our land to see o
people.”
s am
“Are you going:
L3 n
o i e back.”
“Den't go. If you do, you will never com k.

< £ \ Ol L]'lt
\r\-l 1 l](] we LAY t (E( 1. £

0 er l ore l I RELS
F t con 8¢ )
struc 1\ us Hi & are gown to {}11\. some l)ﬂd(ls—tl‘d ]\”.'l[l
: Ho =

that you like.”

At this one of the men il}mpec_l Cx'c'lted'l-)'!t]t]u-1}:-:;:;;};&
his great, distended lower lip qun-?rm;r,} }\1} ‘ “ ticipa-
0 Apping his upper arm against his bare .
ety Slap'p”{nof showing pleasure, he extended his other
iiiﬁgeptgiiltc’?o alarge trunk standing in the room.

, .
“Do vou see that great box?” he cried.

3 "
“Why, of course I see 1t!
“Do you sce how lomg it is?” he demanded.
ti'&fes.Vl

Sy e e e

“Do vou see how wide it is?
(lYCs "

¢ atic gesture:
He shouted even louder and made a dramatic g 1
; R T 1]
“Do you see how deep it is?

“Of course I do.”

'y 7 k
ise ri r that you will bring a trun
“Well, promise right now t i 1k
just Sf?z:t b’ig—full, yes, stulfed Full to the top with beads!
J 23 b,

I do not know why I ever promised such o thing, but
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something in the lighted eyes and bated breath of tlic
old man made it impossible for me to say no.

The boys then added their requests: “You'll bring o

knife for me like the one you have that folds up.”  He
wanted a jack-knife.

“And of course you will bring a dog's ¢
like the one you have.”
for a flashlight.

ve for me
This was his way of asking

After supper, two of the Indian women were in the
kitchen helping with the dishes while we were packing
our trunks. Their method was a bit different, but sinrn
the two Indian girls had been taken from us, my heart
was touched that these women should voluntarily under.
take this simple task. One rubbed the plates with her
bare hand then dipped them in eold water—that was the
washing process. The other vigorously shook the water

off the plates, making a tiny puddle on the mud floor, and
finished the drying process with a towel,

They came to watch the final picking: “Sit down «,

we can talk.” said one. “Now we're going to tel] veu
sontething,”

“All right, I'm listening,” T said.

“Are you really hungry to hear what vwe're going to
say?”

“Yes, I'm hungry to hear what you have to say.—
- what is it?”

“If we tell you what it is, will YOIt say yes?”

“All right, Tl say ves.”  (Surely they waore getting
ready to ask for some of the bananas so beautifully ripened
in the cupboard.)
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e with conviction: “We're going to ta

o e Maybe it won't hurt

sharp knife and cut you in half.
much.”

“What are you going to do that for?’

3 he can take a
“Since your husband has to go away, ]
half ilfn\f;u} with him, but the other half of you we will

keep with us.”

. - -

I smiled at this, but their eyes were uI.’lSInl.l-iH'gt, [ﬂ}ih

faces serious. They had put into expression w u—l o

";1(!' knew not how to say. In the thought of separat 1our,

goth they and I were experiencing tIhe Sar}neturfyahmn

i edful that I go, bu

heart-strings. It was ne t _ o
would fain have bound me to remain with them

1 3 rown-
In those first days of learning to know tl}zesi :)tmngo
skinned, shaggy-haired, unkempt }:reatureds—!-— 11?;0“' range
: ! In some ways how crude:
they had seemed! o e
i ¢ a bond of love deeper,
ly different! Yet now a : or decper,
thar such exterior things binds me to themn ar;e sha'd
ver do so. Yes, no matter what distance may sep
[ . )
ws. v heart is theirs as ever—and forever.

CHAPTER XVII

Treasure in Heaven

E BEGAN OUR TRIP HOMEWARD by cance. Suitcases
Wand the food, pots and pans necessary for preparing
our meals as we travelled down the river, were stored in
the bottom of the boat. Another canoe-load of Indian
boys and young warriors with two Brazilians accom-
panied us to the settlement some one hundred miles down
river. There we were able to get a launch to take us the
next four hundred miles, where a larger boat could be
boarded for the last half of the thousand-mile journey
to the coastal city.

The canoe trip was fiuished, and we, with Robbie,
crossed the plank and boarded the small launch ready to
begin its journey. It was early morning as we waved
goodbye to those who had corrte part way with us. Three
of the Indian boys stood together on the steep bank of
the river, How dear to us they were!  How handsorne
they locked in their new striped shirts and long, white
trousers, for they had grown almost to young manhood!

And Samuel! Dear Samuel! How faithful he had
been, managing to stay with us when the bovs had been
ordered off on that fateful day. Pride swelled up in my
heart as T thought of him.  He had cormie out of the
forest like a little, wild animal, and he had learned not
only his letters and wrote well, but he could add num-
bers and subtract too, Best of all, he had learneéd much
of God’s Word. He was so full of fun, yet so capable.
He could fish, and was becoming a good hunter. of
course he had his moods—Iike all Tndians {and many
of us) but he secemed the dearost of all to us.

His newly-trimmed hair shone sleek and glossy in the
bright sun. A sweet, sad expression played over his
123
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clean-cut face as we pulled out into the river waving
goodbye. What visions of the future I dreamed for him
as we journeyed down-stream on the silver thread of
water which twisted its way- through the deep green
velvet of the jungle. The crimson sur dropped bchind
the forest trees and our boat moved on through the waters
in the short, grey twilight of the tropics, until we stapped
to camp just before the night descended. Qur Indian homs
lay far behind us as we travelled on day after day, but
we planned bright things for the future swhen we should
return to Samuel and the others again.

We sat one morning in a nicely furnished room in a

city house in our homeland. Our jungle home lay far

behind us. Among the mail this morning was a letter
with a Brazilian postmark; of course we opened it first
of all. It was from our fellow-worker on the field and

read thus:

“Write the dav in sad, black letters! Samuel is dead.
I have just come back from burying him. Here in my
own room lie a few articles of his clothing, his bhows
and arrows, and small treasures as he left them. He had
two davs of fever and dysentery and was pone, for the
Lord took him. Yes, I believe the Lord took him, for as
he lav here after death, all marvelled as they looked
upon his face. ‘What is that alow which seems to shine
from his features?’ they asked. 1 told them it was the
shine of glory reflected in his face, for Samucl died trust-
ing the Lord.”

Now in the comfortable surroundings of .the home-
land we threw oursclves upon our knees in tears.
“No, no, it cannot be true. Our most promising bhoy!

Er————
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Our Samuel! Why? Why, Lord?"
the darkness came the word .
well” (Mark 7:37).

But again through
“He hath done all thin%gs
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Epz'logue

A vEAR has passed since the going home of Samuel
and we have returned to Brazil. Today we stood
beside his grave; but beside it is a new grave, and in it
we have just laid our own beloved Robbie.

As we recorded the experiences of this book, which
he had shared with us, we did not dream that he was
to be ours for so short a time.

On our return- journey up the Xingu river to the
Indians, in the blackness of a starless night, he fell from
the tiny launch into the swifily-flowing water. All our
cfforts either to rescue or find him were in vain. After
days of searching in the maze of waterways, his little
body has been recovered and brought here to be buried
heside Samuel.

Our eyes are sore with weeping and our hearts leaden
with longing for the little one so exuberant with life
who has suddenly been taken from us. Great has been
the price of evangelization of the Xingu! We cannot
understand but we look above to God, whose ways are
higher than our ways. Dear Robbie and Samuel await
together the Resurrection Call of the Lord.

Amazing Answers To
Believing Prayer---_

South From Guadalcanal

by DR. NORTHCOTE DECK

Dr. Deck knows at first hand i

I th
islanders. He has lived arr?o:é;e S
among them and has seen the power

the Solomon
them, worked
of the Gospel
Yo_ur heart

qf[licted with this terrible disease.
like another chapter to the “Acts o

Seven Sevens of Years
and a Jubilee

by R. V. BINGHAM

Shortly before he died, the author completed his
story of the Sudan Interior Mission, alter ‘fifty yecr—.;
crfs tIi"'lounder and ('_J'enerc:l Director. Undeubtedly or;e
:3_ e greatest rp:s;ionary statesmen of our genere-
ion, qu u;ed him in a marvelious way. Paper, 40c

Cloth, $1.00

The Glory of The Impossible

by DR. ALBERT HELSER

If you want to know what i i
: N is being done to heal the
igper‘s and to bring them the glorious Gospel, read
: 1; book b_y one who has spent many years in the
udan dealing with the lowest kind of human beings
His story reads
f the Apostles”.
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Thrilling Testimonies '
of God’s Care---

We Flee From Hong Kong i
|
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by ALICE LAN and BETTY HU

Alice Lan and Betty Hu, missionaries, found them-
selves in the ill-fated colony of Hong Kong when °
it fell to the Japanese. Read how God protected
and cared for them in the midst of desperate suffer- |
ing, bloodshed and need. $1.25
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Chinese Diamonds
For the King of Kings
by MRS. JONATHAN GOFORTH

There is not in existence such « series of telling per-
sonal instances as Mrs. Goforth has given to us in this
volume. . . . These sketches were written primarily,
to answer the questions "Do Missions Pay?” and “Are
there any real Christians in China?” New edition.

$1.50

Bible Agent in Spain
by WALTER McCLEARY

One of the most romantic figures in English literature
was George Borrow, who tock the Bible into Spain.
Mr. McCleary gives us an insight into the character
and life of this amazing man who was one of the
greatest linguists of all time. 51.25

FROM YOUR BOOKSELLER OR DIRECT FROM THE PUBLISHERS
Evangelical Publishers, Toronto 1, Canada
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