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Synod one cannot easily imagine; but in his old age, ané
when very frail, he formed an impassioned desire to attend
our next meeting on Aneityum, and see and hear all the
Missionaries of Jesus gathered together from the New Hebrides
Terrified that he would die away from home, and that that
might bring great reverses to the good work on Aniwa, where
he was truly beloved, I opposed his going with all my might.
But he and his relations and his people were all set upon it,
and I had at length to give way. His few booklets were then
gatnered together, his meagre wardrobe was made up, and a
small Native basket carried all his belongings. He assembled
his people and took an affectionate farewell, pleading with
them to be “strong for Jesus,” whether they ever saw him
again or not, and to be loyal and kind to Missi. The people
wailed aloud, and many wept bitterly. Those on board the
Dayspring were amazed to see how his people loved him,
The old Chief stood the voyage well. He went in and out to
our meeting of Syned, and was vastly pleased with the respect
paid to him on Aneityum. When he heard of the prosperity
of the Lord’s work, and how Island after Island was leaming
to sing the praises of Jesus, his heart glowed, and he said,
® Missi, I am lifting up my head like a tree. 1 am growing
tall with joy!”

On the fourth or fifth day, however, he sent for me out of
the Synod, and when I came to him, he said, eagerly, “ Missi,
I am near to die! 1 have asked you to come and say farewell.
Tell my daughter, my brother, and my people to go on
pleasing Jesus, and 1 will meet them again in the fair
World.”

1 tried to encourage him, saying that God might raise him
up again and restore him to his people; but he faintly
whispered, * O Missi, death is already touching me! I feel
my feet going away from under me. Help me to lie down
under the shade of that banyan tree.”

So saying, he seized my arm, we staggered near to the tree,
and he lay down under its cool shade. He whispered again,
] am going! O Missi, let me hear your words rising up ir
prayer, and then my Soul will be strong to go.”

Amidst many choking sobs, I tiied to pray. At last he
took my hand, pressed it to his heart, and said in a stronger
and clearer tone, O my Missi my dear Missi; I go before
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you, but I will meet you again In the Home of Jesus.
Farewell ! *

That was the Iast effort of dissolving strength ; he immedi-
ately became unconscious, and fell asleep. My heart felt like
to break over him. He was my first Aniwan Convert—the
first who ever on that Island of love and tears opened his
heart to jesus; and as he lay there on the leaves and grass,
my soul soared upward after his, and all the harps of God
seemed to thrill with song as Jesus presented to the Father
this trophy of redeeming love. He had been our true and
devoted friend and fellow-belper in the Gospel; and next
morning all the members of our Synod followed his remains
to the grave. There we stood, the white Missionaries of the
Cross from far distant lands, mingling our tears with Christian

> Natives of Aneityum, and letting them fall over one who only

a few years before was a blood-stained Cannibal, and whom
now we mourned as a brother, a saint, an Apostle amongst his
people. Ve ask an explanation? The Christ entered into
his heart, and Namakei became a new Creature. * Behold, I
make all things new.”

CHAPTER LXXIX
CHRISTIANITY AND COCOA-NUTS

Naswal, the friend and companion of Namakei, was an
inland Chief. He had, as his followers, by far the largest
number of men in any village on Aniwa. He had certainly a
dignified bearing, and his wife Katua was quite a lady in look
and manner as compared with all around her. She was the
first woman on the Island that adopted the clothes of civilisa-
tion, and she showed considerable instinctive taste in the way
she dressed herself in these. Her example was a kind of
Gospel in its good influence on all the women; she was a
real companion to her husband, and went with him almost
everywhere,

Naswal was younger and more intelligent than Namakei, and
in everything, except in transiating the Scriptures, he was much
more of a fellow-helper in the work of the Lord. For many
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years it was Naswai's special delight to carry my pulpit Bible
from the Mission House to the Church every Sabbath morning,
and to see that everything was in perfect order before the
Service began. He was also the Teacher in his own village
School, as well as an Elder in the Church. His addresses were
wonderfully happy in graphic illustrations, and his prayers were
fervent and uplifting. Yet his people were the worst to
manage on all the Island, and the very last to embrace the
Gospel.

He died when we were in the Colonies on furlough in 1875 ;
and his wife Katua very shortly pre-deceased him. His last
counsels to his people made a great impression on them.
They told us how he pleaded with them to love and serve the
Lord Jesus, and how he assured them with his dying breath
that he had been '“a new creature ” since he gave his heart to
Christ, and that he was perfectly happy in going to be with his
Saviour,

I must here recall one memorable example of Naswais
power and skill as a preacher. On one occasion the Day-
spring brought a large deputation from Fotuna to see for
themselves the change which the Gospel had produced on
Aniwa. On Sabbath, after the Missionaries had conducted
the usual Public Worship, some of the leading Aniwans
addressed the Fotunese; and amongst others, Naswai spoke
to the following effect: “Men of Fotuna, you come to see
what the Gospel has done for Aniwa. It is Jehovah the
living God that has made all this change. As Heathens, we
quarrelled, killed, and at¢ each other. We had no peace and
no joy in heart or house, in villages or in lands; but we now
live as brethren and have happiness in all these things. When
you go back to Fotuna, they will ask you, ‘What is Chris-
tianity?’ And you will have to reply, ‘It is that which has
changed the people of Aniwa." But they will still say, * What
is it?’ And you will answer, * It is that which has given them
clothing and blankets, knives and axes, fish-hooks and many
other useful things; it is that which has led them to give up
fighting, and to live together as friends.” But they will ask
you, ‘ What is it like?’ And you will have to tell them, alas,
that you cannot explain i, that you have only seen its work-
ings, not itself, and that no one can tell what Christianity is
but the man that loves Jesus, the Invisible Master, and walks
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with Him and tries to please Him. Now, you people of
Fotuna, you think that if you don't dance and sing and pray
to your gods, you will have no crops. We once did so too,
sacrificing and doing much abomination to our gods for weeks
before our planting season every year. But we saw our Missl
only praying to the Invisible Jehovah, and planting his yams,
and they grew fairer than ours. You are weak every year
before your hard work begins in the fields, with your wild and
bad conduct to please your gods. But we are strong for our
work, for we pray to Jehovah, and He gives quiet rest instead
of wild dancing, and makes us bappy in our toils. Since we
followed Missi’s example, Jehovah has given us large and
beautiful crops, and we now know that He gives us all our
blessings.”

Turning to me, he exclaimed,  Missi, have you the large
yam we presented to you? Would you not think it well to
send it back with these men of Fotuna, to let their people
see the yams which_ Jehovah grows for us in answer to
Pﬁfﬁ? Jehovah is the only God who can grow yams like

Then, after a pause, he proceeded, *“ When you go back tc
Fotuna, and they ask you, * What is Christianity?’ you will
be like an inland Chief of Emmomanga, who once came down
and saw a great feast on the shore, When he saw sc much
food and so many different kinds of it, he asked, * What is
this made of ¥’ and was answered, ‘ Cocoa-nuts and yams.’
*And this?’ ‘Cocoa-nuts and bananas.’ * And this?’ *Cocoa-
nuts and taro.’ ‘And this?’ ‘Cocoa-nuts and chestnuts,” etc,
etc. The Chief was immensely astonished at the host of
dishes that could be prepared from the cocoa-nuts. On return-
ing, he carried home a great load of them to his people, that
they might see and taste the excellent food of the shore-people.
One day, all being assembled, he told them the wonders of
that feast ; and, having roasted the cocoa-nuts, he took out the
kemnels, all charred and spoiled, and distributed them amongst
his people. They tasted the cocoa-nut, they began to chew it,
and then spat it out, crying, ‘Our own food is better than
that!’ The Chief was confused, and only got laughed at for
all his trouble. Was the fault in the cocoa-nuts? No; but
they were spoiled in the cookingi So your attempts to
explain Christianity will only spoil it. Tell them that a man
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must live as & Christian, before he can show others what
Christianity is.”

On their return to Fotuna they exhibited Jehoval’s yam,
given in answer to prayer and labour; they told what Chris-
tianity had done for Aniwa ; but did not fail to qualify all their
accounts with the story of the Emomangan Chief and the
CoCoa-nuts

CHAPTHEHR LXXX
MERWA'S BEAUTIFUL FAREWELL

Tur Chiel of next importance on Aniwa was Nerws, a keea
debater, all whose thoughts ran in the channels of logic. When
I could speak a little of their language I visited and preached
at his village ; but the moment he discovered that the teaching
about Jehovah was opposed to their Heathen customs, he
sternly forbade us. One day, during my address, he blf:)s—
somed out into a full-fledged and pronounced Agnosiic (with
as much reason at his back as the European typel), and
angrily interrupted me: g

“J¢'s ali lies you come bere to teach us, and you call jt
Worship! You say your Jehovah God dwells in Heavean.
Who ever went up there to hear Him or see Him?¢ You talk
of Jehovah as if you had visited His Heaven. Why, you

cannot climb even to the top of one of our cocoa-nut trees,

though we can and that with ease! In going up to the roof
of your own Mission House you require the help of a laddex
fo carry you. And even if you could make your ladder hxgh.ez:
thac our highest cocoa-nut tree, on what would you lean itz
top? And when you get to its top, you can only climb down
the other side and end where you began! The thing is
impossible. You never saw that God ; you never heard Him
speak ; don't come here with any of your white lies, or I'l
send my spear through you.”

He drove us from his village, and furiously threatened
surder, if we ever dared to returs.  But very shortly thereafter
the Lord seni us a little orphan girl from Nerwa's village. She
wae very clever, and could zoom both read and write, and
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told over all that we taught her. Her visits home, or at least
amongst the villagers where her home had been, her changed
appearance and her childish talk, produced a very deep interest
in vs and in our work. :

An orphan boy next was sent from that village to be kept
and trained at the Mission House, and he too took back his
little stories of how kind and good to him were Missi the man
and Missi the woman. By this time Chief and people alike
were taking a lively interest in all that was transpiring. One

. day the Chief’s wife, 2 quiet and gentle woman, came to the

Worship and said, “Nerwa's opposition dies fast. The story
of the Orphans did it! He has allowed me to attend the
Church, and to get the Christian's book.”
. We gave her a book and a bit of clothing. She went home
and told everytbing. Woman after woman followed her from
that same village, and some of the men began to accompany
them. The only thing in which they showed a real interest
was the children singing the little hymns which I had translated
into their own Aniwan tongue, and which my wife had taught
them to sing very sweetly and joyfully. Nerwa at last got so
interested that he came himself, and sat within earshot, and
drank in the joyful sound. In a short time he drew so near
that he could hear our preaching, and ther began openly and
regularly to attend the Church. His keen reasoning faculks
was constantly at work. He weighed and compared everything
he heard, and soon out-distanced nearly all of them in his
grasp of the ideas of the Gospel. He put on clothing, joined
our School, and professed himself a follower of the Lord Jesus.
He eagerly set himself, with all his power, to bring in 2 neigh-
bouring Chief and his people, and constituted himself at once
an energetic and very pronounced helper to the Missionary.

On the death of Naswai, Nerwa at once took his place in
carrying my Bible to the Church, and seeing that all the people
were seated before the stopping of the bell. I have seen him
clasping the Bible like a living thing to his breast, as if he
would cry, “Obh, to have this treasure in my own words of
Aniwal®

When the Gospels of Maithew and Mark were at lasi
printed in Aniwan, he studied them incessantly, and soon could
read them freely. He became the Teacher in his own village
School, and delighted In instructing others, He was assisted
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by Ruwawa, whom he himself had drawn intc the circle of
Gospel influence ; and at our mext election these two friends
were appointed Elders of the Church, and greatly sustained
our hands in every good work on Aniwa.

After years of happy and useful service, the time came for
Nerwa to die. He was then so greatly beloved that most of
the inhabitants visited him during his long illness. He read a
bit of the Gospels in his own Aniwan, and prayed with and
for every visitor. He sang beautifully, and scarcely allowed
any one to leave his bedside without having a verse of one or
other of his favourite hymns, “ Happy Land,” and * Nearer,
my God, to Thee.”

On my last visit to Nerwa, his strength had gone very low,
but he drew me near hiz face, and whispered, * Missi, my
Missi, I am glad to see you You see that group of young
men? They came to sympathise with me; but they have
never once spoken the name of Jesus, though they have spoken
about everything else! They could not have weakened me
8o, if they had spoken about Jesus! Read me the story ef
Jesus; pray for me to Jesus. No! stop, let us call them, and
let me speak with them before I go.”

1 called them all around him, and he strained his dying
strength, and said, * After I am gone, let there be no bad talk,
no Heathen ways. Sing Jehovab’s songs, and pray to Jesus,
and bury me as a Christian. Take good care of my Missi,
and heip him all you can. I am dying happy and going to be
with Jesus, and it was Missi that showed me this way. And
who among you will take my place in the village School and
in the Church? Who amongst you all will stand up for Jesus?”

Many were shedding tears, but there was no reply; after
which the dying Chief proceeded, “Now let my last work on
Earth be this—We will read a chapter of the Book, verse
about, and then I will pray for you all, and the Missi will pray
for me, and God will let me go while the song is still sound-
ing in my heart |”

At the close of this most touching exercise, we gathered the
Christians who were near by close around, and sang very
softly in Aniwan, “ There is 2 Happy Land.” As they sang,
the old man grasped my hand, and tried bard to speak, but in
vain. His head fell to one side, “the silver cord was loosed,
and the golden bowl was broken.”

RUWAWA

CHAPTEBR LXXXI
RUWAWA

His great friend, Ruwawa the Chief, had waited by Nerwa like
a brother till within a few days of the latter’s death, when he
also was smitten down apparently by the same disecase. He
was thought to be dying, and he resigned himseif calmly into
the bands of Christ. One Sabbath afternoon, sorely distressed
for lack of air, he instructed his people to carry him from
the village to a rising ground on one of his plantations, It
was fallow ; the fresh air would reach him; and all his friends
could sit around him, They extemporised a rest—two posts

“gtuck into the ground, slanting, sticks tied across them, then

dried banana leaves spread on these and also as a cushion on
the ground—and there sat Ruwawa, leaning back and breath-
ing heavily. After the Church Services, I visited him, and
found half the people of that side of the Island sitting round
him, in silence, in the open air. Ruwawa beckoned me, and
I sat down before him, Though suffering sorely, his eye and
face had the look of ecstasy.

* Missi,” he said, *“I could not breathe in my village ; so I
got them to carry me here, where there is room for all. They
are silent and they weep, because they think I am dying, If
it were God’s will, I would like to live and to help you in His
work. Iam in the hands of our dear Lord. If He takes
me, it is good ; if He spares me, it is good! Pray, and tell
our Saviour all about it.”

I explained to the people that we would tell our Heavenly
Father how anxious we all were to see Ruwawa given back to
us strong and well to work for Jesus, and then leave all to
His wise and holy disposal I prayed, and the place became
a very Bochim. When I left him, Ruwawa exclaimed, * Fare-
well, Missi ; if I go first, I will welcome you to Glory; if I am
spared, I will work with you for Jesus; so all is well ! ”

One of the young Christians followed me and said, * Missi,
our hearts are very sore! If Ruwawa dies, we have no Chief
to take his place in the Church, and it will be a heavy blow
against Jehovah's Worship on Aniwa.”

I answered, “ Let us each tell our God and Father all that
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we feel and all that we fear ; and leave Ruwawa and owr wosk
in His holy hands.” 2

We did so with earnest and unceasing cry, And when ali
tope had died out of every heart, the Lord began to answer
us; the disease began to relax its hold, and the beloved Chief
waz restored to health. As zoon as he was able, though still
needing help, he found his way back to the Church, and we
all offered special thanksgiving to God. He indicated a desire
to say a few words; and although still very weak, spoke with

pathos thus:

“Dear Friends, God has given mz back to you all I
rejoice thus to come here and praise the great Father, who
made us all, and who knows how to make and keep us well.
I want you all to work hard for Jesus, and to lose no oppor-
tunity of trying to do good and so to please Him. In my
deep journey away near to the grave, it was the memory of
what T had done in love to Jesus that made my heart sing. I
am ot afraid of pain,—my dear Lord Jesus suffered far more
for me, and teaches me how to bear it. I am not afraid of
war or famine or death, or of the present or of the future ; my
dear Lord Jesus died for me, and in dying I shall live with
Him in Glory. I fear and love my dear Lord Jesus, because
He loved me and gave Himself for me.”

Then he raised his right hand, and cried in a soft, full-
hearted voice: * My own, my dear Lord Jesus!” and stood
for a moment looking joyfully upward, as if gazing into his
Saviour’s face. When he sat down, there was a long hush,
broken here and there by a smothered sob, and Ruwawa's
words produced an impression that is remembered to this day.

In 1888, when I visited the Islands, Ruwawa was still
devoting himself heart and soul to the work of the Lord on
Aniwa Assisted by Koris, a Teacher from Aneityum, and
visited annually by our ever dear and faithful friends, Mr. and
Mrs. Watt, from Tanna, the good Ruwawa carried forward ail
the work of God on Aniwa, along with others, in our absence
as in our presence, The meetings, the Communicants’ Class,
the Schools, and the Church Services are ail regularly conducted
and faithfully attended, * Bless the Lord, O my soull”

LITSI SORE AND MUNGAY

CHAPTER LIZXIX
LITSI SORE AND MUNGAW

Lrrsy, the only daughter of Namakei, had, both in her swn
carecr 2nd in her connection with poor dear Murpaw, ar
almost unparalleled experience. She was entrusted to us v;hen
very young, and became a bright, clever, and attractive
Chqst::n girl. Many sought her hand, but she disdainfully
re_phed, *1 am Queen of my own Island, and when I like I
alilla:k a husband in marriage, as your great Queen Victoriz

Her first husband, however won, was undoubtedly the tallest

- and most handsome man on Aniwa; but he was a giddy fool,

and, on his early death, she again returned to live wi
the stsio?: House. Her second marriage had evewttll:i:; :r:
m{nmend it, but it resulted in indescribable disaster. Mungaw,
he'lr to a Chief, had been trained with us, and gave ever;r
evidence of decided Christianity. They were married in the
Church, and lived in the greatest happiness. He was able
and eloquent, and was first chosen as a deacon, then as an
Elder of the Church, and finally as High Chief of one half of
the Island. He showed the finest Christian spirit under many
trying circumstances. Once, when working at the lime for the
bmldmg_of our Church, two bad men, armed with muskets,
sought his life for blowing the conch to assemble the workers.
Hefmng of the quarrel, I rushed to the scene, and heard him
saying, “ Don’t call me coward, or think me afraid to die. If
: til{ed ti;]cw, IIwould go to'be with Jesus, But I'am no longer
Chxi:;an e:l;au! dl? a Christian, and wish to treat you as a
Two Icaded muskets were levelled at him. 1 sei i
each of my hands, and held their muzzles aloft in a?redmmt:\;:
if discharged, the balls might pass over his head a.n’d mine ;
and thus I stood for some minutes pleading with them :
Others soon coming to the rescue, the men were diénmed-
and, a_after much talk, they professed themselves ashamed, ans’:
promised better conduct for the future. Next day they sent
a large present as a peace-offering to me, but I refused to
raceive it till they should first of all make pesce =ith the
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i They sent a larger present to him, praying him
Eomme?t. and et?o forgive them. Mungaw brought a stg]i
larger present in exchange, laid it down at their fect 13 fo:
Public Ground, shook hands with them graciously, ant m:
gave them in presence of all the people. His mmrl::t ofy;
ing was, “Y am a Christian, and I must do the condu

e oy "

Chr]??::«: of my furloughs to Australia I took the young 1sCl:m:é
with me, in the hope of interesting the Sabbath Schoonahal.n
Congregations by his eloquent addresses a.nd_ noble pﬁmﬁ t:s
The late Dr. Cameron, of Melbourne, having heard him, <
translated by me, publicly decflared that Mungaw’? aligea.ran g
and speech in his Church did more to show him eau gra:]lle
results of the Gospel a.monlglst tl;; t,?::t::;. than

issi dresses he ever listen ;
Mmggrnﬁ;g was in St. Kilda. My dear wife was sudde31§
seized with a dangerous illness on a visit to Taradale, ;n :
was telegraphed for. Finding that I must remain with Kfl!é
got Mungaw booked for Melbourne, on the road fo; St. _ thaé
in charge of a railway guard. Some white wretches, in |
guise of gentlemen, offered to see him to the St _Kllda gtai.ntc:::
assuring the guard that they were friends of mine, an d: %
ested in our Mission. They took .hlm, mstt?ad, to som{; nhe
infamy in Melbourne. On refusing to drink with d?m]': he
said they threw him down on a sofa, and poured m“ %
drugs into him till he was pearly dead. Having taken tz_a. L
money (he bad only two or three pounds, made up bto e
presents from various i'riends)l,11 they kth:-ust him out

¢+ with only one penny in his pocket. :

Strega; ‘E(tacomi:{g conpszious, he applied_to a policeman, who
either did not understand or would not interfere. Iliiesanng ?;
engine whistle, he followed the sound, and fox'md w?y :
Spencer Street Station, where he proffered his ;_:ennyto;jm
ticket, all in vain. At last a sailor took pity on hlm,T%]O ;
gome food, and led him to the St. Kilda Station. ! ere he
stood for a whole day, offering his penny for a nc_keth ¥ ;:e;y
train, only to meet with refusal after refusal, till he broke
down, and cried aloud in such English as desperation gave
tum“.H me savvy road, me go. Me no savvy road, and stop
here me die. My Missi Paton live at Kilda. Me want go
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Kilda. Me no more money. Bad fellow took all! Send me
Kilda.”

Some gentle Samaritan gave him a ticket, and he reached
our bouse at St. Kilda at last. There for above three weeks
the poor creature lay in a sort of stupid doze. Food he could
scarcely be induced to taste, and he only rose now and again
for a drink of water. When my wife was able to be removed
thither also, we found dear Mungaw dreadfully changed In
appearance and in conduct. Twice thereafter I took him with
me on- Mission work; but, on medical advice, preparations
were made for his immediate return to the Islands. I en-
trusted him to the kind care of Captain Logan, who undertook
to see him safely on board the Dayspring, then lying at Auck-

. land. Mungaw was delighted, and we hoped everything from

his return to his own land and people, After some little
trouble, he was landed safely home on Aniwa But his
malady developed dangerous and violent symptoms, charac-
terised by long periods of quiet and sleep, and then sudden
paroxysms, in which he destroyed property, burned houses,
and was a terror to all,

On our return he was greatly delighted ; but he complained
bitterly that the white men “had spoiled his head,” and that
when it “burned hot” he did all these bad things, for which
he was extremely sorry. He deliberately attempted my life,
and most cruelly abused his dear and gentle wife ; and then,
when the frenzy was over, he wept and lamented over it
Many a time he marched round and round our House with
loaded musket and spear and tomahawk, while we had to keep
doors and windows locked and barricaded ; then the paroxysm
bassed off, and he slept, long and deep, like 2 child. When
be came to himself, he wept and said, “The white men
spoiled my head! I know not what I do. My head burne
hot, and I am driven.”

One day, in the Church, he leapt up during Worship with
2 loud yelling war-cry, rushed off through the Imrai to his own
house, set fire to it, and danced around till everything he
possessed was burned to ashes. Nasi, a bad Tannese Chijef
living on Aniwa, had a quarrel with Mungaw about a cask
found at the shore, and threatened to shoot him, Others
encouraged him to do 80, as Mungaw was growing every day
more and more destructive and violent. When any person

5
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hecame outrageous or insane on Aniwa, as they had neither
asylum nor prison, they first of all held him fast and discharged
s musket close to his ear; and then, if the shock did nat
bring him back to his senses, they tied him up for two days
or so; and finally, if that did not restore him, they shot him
dead. Thus the plan of Nasi was favoured by their own
customs, One night, after Family Worship—for amidst all
his madness, when clear moments Came, he poured out his
goul in faith and love to the Lord—he said, “Litsi, I am
melting! My head burns.  Let us go out and get cooled in
the open air.”

She warned him not to go, as she heard yoices whispering
ander the verandah. He answered a little wildly, * I am not
afraid to die. Life is a curse and burden. The white men
spoiled my head. If there is a bope of dying, let me go-
quickly and die!”

As he crossed the door, 2 ball crashed through him, and he
fell dead. We got the mother and her children away to the
Mission House ;.and next morning they buried the remains of
poor Mungaw under the floor of his own hut, and enclosed the
whole place with a fence. Itwasa sorrowful close to so noble
a career. I shed many a tear that I ever took him to Australia.
What will God have to say to those white fiends who poisoned
and maddened poor dear Mungaw ?

After a while the good Queen Litsi was happily married
again. She became possessed with a great desire to go as a
Missionary to the people and tribe of Nasi, the very man who
bad murdered her husband. She used to say, * Is there no
Missionary to go and teach Nasi’s people? I weep and pray
for them, that they too may come to know and love Jesus.”

1 answered, * Litsi, if I bad only wept and prayed for you,
but stayed at home in Scotland, would that have brought you
to know and love Jesus as you do?” :

s Certainly not,” she replied.

« Now then,” I proceeded, “would it not please Jesus, and
be a grand and holy revenge, if you, the Christians of Aniwa,
could carry the Gospel to the very people whose Chiel
murdered Mungaw?”

The idea took possession of her soul She was mnever
wearied talking and praying over it When at length a
Missionary was got for Nesi's people, Litsi and ber new
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busband offered themselves at th
! her e head of & band
fhigght Aniwan Cl}nstxans, and were engaged there to Qgp:: :!
Mdv]v;sy :?fd assist, as Teachers and Helpers, the Mission >
= Lol E:mo’l':geie :he gd :vhey bave laboured ever sinf:
: . for the Worship. Her son | i
n':;ge(d:;ipfby his cou'sm, an Elder of the Church, !tIo l;e l"‘mﬂnni
_ iiaonéogfm“,; 80 she calls him In her prayers, as she
b e :g slli.’.: and .watctia over him, while she is ,serving
servin Mission fami i
ing I::a the Natives in that fofeigz ﬁells('is.mn M e
ny years have now passed; and whe
_ n latel i
;::at&art of Tanna, Litsi ran to n;e, clasped my haynci ‘::;;:g
mmt many sobs, a.nd cried, O my father | God has blessed
A::d 0 see Epu again. Is my mother, your dear wife, well?
- your children, my brothers and sisters? My love to th
lw Ol:l:a?y heart clings to you{” ’ e
e sweet conversation, and then i calml
- . she said more
“Mé ‘:ia.ya here are hard. I might be bappy and independegt'
e een of my own Aniwa. But the Heathen bere are
: nning to listen. The Missi sees them coming nearer t
esus. And oh, what a reward when we shall hear them sin§

and pray to our dear Saviour |
ot aviour | The hope of that makes me

CHAPTER LXXXIII

THE CONVERSION OF NASI

Nasy, the Tanna-man, was a bad and :

;azugh some readers may condone hisd;ﬁfi?usancm&?ﬂ '
ngaw in the terrible circumstances of our ca.sg. I)|= e

grea; illness that befell him, I ministered to him mguhru?n% ;

Z{;i indness seemed to move him. When about to yl,&ut
wa, I went specially to visit him. On parting I sa.i:f

“Nasi, are you happy? Have
He answered gloomily, “ No{ﬁﬂ;:ﬂ;rﬁeen il

I said, “Would you like this dear little boy of yours to

grow up like yourself, and lead the life you have lived ? ®

*No!" he replied warmly ; “I certainly would not.”
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# Then,” I continued, * you must become & Christian, and
give up all your Heathen conduct, or he will just grow up to
quarrel and fight and murder as you have done; and, O Nasl,
he will curse you through all Eternity for leading him to such
a life and to such a doom !|”

He was very much impressed, but made no response.
After we had sailed, a band of our young Native Christians
held a consultation over the case of Nasl. They gaid, “'We
know the burden and terror that Nasi has been to our dear

Missi. We know that he has murdered geveral persons with |

his own hands, and has taken part in the murder of others.
Let us unite in daily prayer that the Lord would open his
heart and change his conduct, and teach him to love and
follow what is good, and let us set ourselves to win Nasl for
Christ, just as Missi tried to win us.” :
So they began to show him every possible kindness, and
one after another helped him In his daily tasks, embracing
every opportunity of pleading with him to yield to Jesus and
take the mew path of life. At first he repelled them, and
. gullenly held aloof. But their prayers never ceased, and their
patient affections continued to grow. At last, after long
waiting, Nasi broke down, and cried to one of the Teachers,
] can oppose your Jesus no longer. If He can make you
treat me like that, I yield myself to Him and to you. 1 want
Him to change me too. I want a heart like that of Jesus.”
He rubbed off the ugly thickly-daubed paint from his face ;
he cut off his long heathen hair; he went to the sea and
bathed, washing himself clean; and then he came to the
Christians and dressed himself in a shirt and a kilt. The
next step was to get a book,—his was the translation of the
Gospel according to St. John. He eagerly listened to every
one that would read bits of it aloud to him, and his soul
seemed to drink in the new ideas at every pore. He attended
the Church and the School most regularly, and could in a
very short time read the Gospel for himself. —The Elders of
the Church took special pains in instructing him, and after due
preparation he was admitted to the Lord’s Table—my brother

Missionary from Tanna baptizing and receiving him. Imagine ,

my joy on learning all this regarding one who had sullenly
resisted my appeals for many years, and how my soul praised
the Lord who is * Mighty to savel”

e L e Eat
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mm & 'zmt vmtr:: A.mw?o In 1886, God’s almighty
forther revealed me, when I fo
iﬁm t::t zurderer was now a Scripture Rada,l andm:!lﬁeth:
preah & wonderful and interesting manner on what he
éuGrmBriz:pk! On arriving at the Island, after my tous
b e (x884-85), all the inhabitants of Aniwa seemed
e mbled at the_bmt—hnding to welcome me, except
i & was away fishing at a distance, and had he:‘,n sent
H' ut had not yet arrived On the way to the Missi
ouse, he came rushing to meet me. He grasped h 7
and kissed it, and burst into tears. 1 paid, “ Nasi ‘;'ﬂy i
utl;.{stmeet you ag a Christian?® ol
e warmly answered, * Yes, Missi; i
serve the .ou_]y Lord and Savionsr’ ]emuz1 bhlri;w glorshlp 1
aun;;I Christian at last!” ‘ e
y soul went out with the silent cry, “Oh, t
z::;: :f:g :lhucuss and doubt about?&nversit’m,ha:nglet!;?:;:
i . e power of Jesus to change and save, could but
on Nasi, and spell out the simple l&son,;He that

created i
T us at first by Els power can create us anew by His

CHAPTER LXXXIV
THE APPEAL OF LAMU

M :

“E g:t é;bb?tb on Aniwa, after this tour in Great Britain
5 onies, gave me a blessed surprise. Before day-
oput andy awake thinking of all my experiences on that
el wc:ndenng whether the Church had fallen off in
i onyg;sea:sbfen;:, when suddenly the voice of son

! was scarcely fu
up and called to a man that was pf;s?;:, El'al‘;:,vey e; ﬁltj:tnl;:g

Is it already Ch -time ?
carly 2 y Church-time? Or yhy are the people met sc

He was one of their leade
: rs, and gravely replied, " Mj
g:c?hgo?: 11;_3&, we have found it very ha%? to {ime!:ae::d! tohé:d?%
g ief and the Teachers and & few others meet when
y comes in every Sabbath morning, and spend the firss




