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harbor of Bunder Abbas. There lay a large city, with the moun-
tains back of it towering heaven high. Thousands of people live in
that city. Another day we spent in the harbor of Lingah. In the
evening we could hear the muezzin call the people to prayer, but in
answer to the question as to whether there were any missionaries
in those cities, we were told that a colporteur visits them about
once in two years. True, these last two cities are on Persian soil,
and, therefore, do not rightly belong to the field of our Arabian
Mission, but in the eyes of Him who spoke of the plenteous harvest
they belong to that harvest.

Afterward we were for a day off the Pirate Coast before the
city of Dubai. Dubai is on Arabian soil, and is rapidly growing in
commercial importance. But how many missionaries are there
here to work in this part of the harvest field? Not one. About
once a year our missionaries are enabled to make a tour to this
coast, and colporteurs sometimes go twice a year, but this is the
only way the Gospel 1s preached to them. How much can we
expect the masses to hear and remember as the result of these short
visits, of which many are not even aware. Besides, only a com-
paratively small part of the coast can be touched at a visit.

Bahrein 1s a refreshing exception to this dearth of missionaries,
for here is another of our Mission stations. But what about Hassa
and Katif, where our missionaries are sometimes denied admit-
tance, and what about that long string of towns and villages, not to
mention the towns of the interior, which lie scattered for hundreds
of miles along the coast between Muscat and Hassa and Katif?
Not a single permanent missionary is found there. And then far-
ther up from that strategic point Kuweit, until we come to Busrah,
not a single missionary. Yea, indeed, now we realize some of the
significant meaning of these words, “The harvest indeed is plen-
teous,” and also the meaning of that other phrase in all its dread
reality, “The laborers are few.”

There are no lighthouses in the Persian Gulf, and ship captains
will tell you long tales of the dangers of navigating that Gulf, espe-
cially by night. It 1s a type of the spiritual condition. It is true
that we have three spiritual lighthouses, if we include Busrah some
distance up the river, but there i1s a limit to the area to which they
can effectively supply the light, so that there are thousands upon
thousands of human beings in dense darkness, without spiritual
light, in hourly danger of suffering spiritual shipwreck.

We thank God that we as a Church may do something to
relieve that intense spiritual darkness, and when we see the extent
of the field and the difficulties of the work, we are amazed that so
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much impression has been made. DBut the fact remains, also for
Arabia, “The harvest is plenteous, but the laborers are few.”

Not that we despise the day of small things, or ever doubt that
the mustard seed can grow into a large tree. But this does not say
that the Church of Christ may be satisfied with small things. If
the smallness of the effort is due to the lack of interest or unwilling-
ness to sacrifice, the Church has no right to expect great results. He
that soweth sparingly shall also reap sparingly, is true in this
respect. May the Church of Christ, in view of these conditions,
increasingly labor in prayer to the Lord of the harvest, for now, as
in the days when Christ was upon the earth, the harvest is plen-
teous, but the laborers are few.

Odds and Ends of the Bahrein Girls’ School.

MRrs. MiNNIE W. DYKSTRA.

It 1s not to introduce to you a new department of the work, or
to introduce you to new friends, that this letter is written, but to
renew acquaintance, to increase interest, and to benefit the work.

Through lack of help the teaching in this school has been done
by the different missionary ladies as they have found time to add it
tc other work. The attendance is not of Arab girls, as many sup-
pose. According to the law of their prophet, Arab girls of eight
years old and upward prﬁctically become prisoners in their own
homes, and so attending school is entirely out of the question, how-
ever much they might wish to come. The Persian girls and women,
however, enjoy much more freedom, and it is from among these
that the roll is made up. This, of course, brings its own difficulty.
The teachers ought to know Persian as well as Arabic, but till
now 1t has been impossible for them to do so, either because of lack
of time while still studying Arabic, or because of inability to find a
Persian teacher. The total enrollment, of Persian girls only, has
gone above forty, but, of course, not nearly all of these are in regu-
lar attendance.

There 1s no compulsory school law in Bahrein or anywhere in
Arabia, neither is there any law against child labor. The parents
have not been taught, and why should the children be taught, espe-
cially the daughters? If garments are to be had, or at Christmas
time a doll and some candy is given, perhaps a covetous mother
may send her little girl, or encourage her to go, in the hope of
- obtaining a gift. In such a case the teacher must use much discre-
tion in distributing the gifts, so as not to foster this spirit of begging,
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nor to discourage even such attendance, however paltry the motive,
much less to offend those in regular attendance by treating the
irregulars like themselves. It is often quite a problem, for jealousy
13 not an unknown quantity among these girls. But absolute sin-
cerity and justice in dealing out rewards of merit has its own
reward, and gradually the girls begin to appreciate the system.

To encourage regular attendance, rewards were given every
IFriday to chose who were present every one of the five school days.
It often seemed hard to abide by the rule. For the children have no
calendars or timepieces at home; all days are alike to them, and the
recess of Saturday and Sunday is a difficult thing to remember.
And so it frequently occurs that, instead of beginning on Monday,
they come in on Tuesday morning, and, quite unable to remember
or to keep track of the days, expect a prize on Friday with the
faithful ones. Then it is not an easy matter, when tears of disap-
pointment fill their eyes, to keep firm, knowing that they are not to
blame for their ignorance. But as the larger girls, through hard
experience, are being educated up to this rule, they explain it to the
smaller ones, and help them to understand its justice and necessity.
To help them, the teacher carefully explains every Friday morn-
ing at the close of school that there is no school on the next day,
nor the day after that, but on Monday. And still on Saturday and
Sunday mornings most of the girls are sitting about the gate, ready
for school, not knowing whether it is the next day, or the day after,
or Monday, and they seem to think it safer to come each day till
the open door on Monday tells them that school has begun for
another week.

The girls display as varied traits of character here as in the
schools of America. There are the industrious and idle, frivolous
and serious, good and bad tempered, sunny and morose, bright and
dull, loving and beloved, and friendly and friendless. An introduc-
tion to them and the lives they live may help to bring our little
Persian girls nearer to the love and prayers of all who read about
them.

First, there is Chargooly, a little girl of about six, with beauti-
ful, soft brown eyes, a very regular face, one of the prettiest little
girls in the school. She seems like a little American girl in her
actions, more than any other. Full of imagination and spirit, she
imitates all that is being done in school. If she does not know the
song that the others are singing then her lips are always trying to
form the words as she sees them forming on the teacher’s lips, and
during prayer she has a little play all by herself, in imitation of
what is going on. When first the missionaries saw her she was as
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shy as a wild deer, for all these children were, and in some homes
still are, taught that the infidels will cut their throats if once they
come within their reach. But gradually Chargooly’s fears have
been dispelled, and now when we go out for a walk and pass by
her house, Chargooly and her bosom friend, Zahary, run out to
meet us, and, each taking a hand, walk far out with us into the
desert. Or if we go out on some errand, they trot along content-
edly, always humming their favorite hymn, “There i1s a Happy
Land;” then they wait patiently for the errand to be accomplished,
and go back with us to the house. Truly, she is a child that no one
can help loving, with all her winsome, loving ways.

Then there is Majey, poor, one-eyed Majey. Her home life is
not conducive to sweeten her temper. Adopted, fed, and sheltered,
only that merit may be gained, the nine-year-old orphan earns more
than all she gets. Her present home is back of the Mission com-
pound, and from early morning until dark the call can be heard,
“Majey! Majey!” Majey must run errands, do the family market-
ing, mind the children, bring the firewood—which latter means
going out with a large gunny sack, hunting and gathering the stray
pieces of wood, and when the sack is full, a bundle as large as her-
self, carrying it, coolie fashion, to her home, be it near or far. Quick
to resent a correction or a cruel sting or taunt from unkind and
thoughtless schoolmates, her face often threatens a tempest, which
clears off like April showers, leaving in its wake only sunshine and
smiles. She is a loyal little soul, and, to the children of the home
she lives in, she is a watchful guardian, and always ready to take
up the cudgels in their defense. In writing she has made the most
rapid progress of any in school, and a word of commendation and
approval Ifghts up her face. One cannot but realize that in her
heart there is a chord that responds to love and kindness.

Fatimah is a little girl of about eight, who very seldom comes
to school. She is too busy. Early in the morning she is at work,
sweeping the yard around the hut she calls her home, gathing fire-
wood and running errands to the bazaar to get the day’s supply of
“delin” (grease), fish, etc. When this is done she takes her little
stock of supplies, consisting of bundles of kindling and matches,
sits down on the road directly in front of the school—a shop mis-
tress now, ready for any would-be customer. And here she sits all
day, in the fierce blaze of the sun or in a cold shemal, when her
scanty clothing is quite insufficient to keep off the chill wind. But
Fatimah does not lead an idle life here, although the work itself
might be conducive to idleness. She is a clever little girl, and out
of stray pieces of wood and rags picked up on the rubbish heaps
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she makes dolls and toys. No one has taught her, and there is no
inducement for her little fingers to work so skilfully and indus-
triously except the pleasure it brings to her. Often it happens that
there are no customers, and then 1f a few playmates join her she
gets a chance to play, but usually she 1s alone. Fatimah’s face is
always a pleasure to look at. No matter how busy she is, she is
always smiling and happy. Her untrained hands show great skil-
fulness, and her crude toys indicate good imagination and judg-
ment, and she might be trained into a very skilled worker if only
she came to school more regularly. But she cannot; she must
work. Perhaps her father lounges about the house and smokes his
nargeeleh, while his little girl is the bread-winner. The profit of
the sales at the close of each day amount to but little, but if it is
enough to buy a few provisions for the family, why should Fatimah
go to school? No “baises” are earned there, and Fatimah is only
a girl. :

Another little girl who is a type of many is Sheery. She has
very defective eyesight—perhaps incurable—and, through the
squalor and filth in which she lives, the trouble will no doubt be
aggravated until Sheery becomes blind. She is only about nine,
and 1s now little better than one-eyed. After painstaking efforts on
her part and infinite patience on the part of teachers, she has
learned her letters. Not that she is so dull, but all her vision is
crooked. She writes her letters upside down, and has learned them-
topsy-turvy, but she persisted in spite of all these obstacles, and
began to read. Very few have shown such persistence and cour-
age, and it gives great satisfaction and pleasure, especially to the
teacher, to see such good results and to realize that there are such
possibilities even in unpromising surroundings. In a large measure
Sheery’s success was due to herself, for she was teachable and
tractable as well as faithful in attendance, and the importance of
this last virtue cannot be overemphasized. Many bright girls with
the best advantages, through their fitfulness of disposition and
general irregularity, fail to make progress as this little plodder
has done. Then, too, she endeared herself by her peaceable nature.
Some of the girls can fight like tigers, as their mothers, and on the
least provocation will revile one another. But Sheery knows how
to mind her own business and how to refrain from quarrelling with
others. She is an affectionate child, and often refers to her home,
her parents, and particularly her little brother. Not many take the
trouble to talk about their home life, and if they do it is about the
probability of being whipped, a fight, or similar gossip. Sheery’s
home is one of the very poorest among the poor Persians, and it



