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Around the World for
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“Gift of Tongues” Given
to Christians in IndlaJ

L N g

Kedgaon, Indla—1 have stumbled
upon an extraordinary religious man-
ifestation, as remarkable as anything
in connection with the great revival
in Wales, So startling and wonderful
18 it that 1 feel quite unwilling to pass
an opinion upon it, so I shall simply
narrate, soberly and consecutively,
what I have gefen and heard concern-
ing this “baptiam with fire,” and pour-
ing out of “the gift of tongues,” where-
by ignorant Hindu girls speak In
Sanskrit, Hebrew, Greek, English and
other langueges as yet unldentified.

The name of Pandita Ramabal, “the
Hindu widow's friend,” {8 known
among educated people all over the
world. She is the most famous of all
Hindu women. There is an Interna-
tional "Pandita Ramabal assoclation,”
which cooperates with her in her work
of rescuing, training and caring for
high caste widows. She, more than
any other woman, has made known to
the world the horrors of the child
“widow's lot in India. Herself a high
caste widow, of rare gifts and educa-
tion, her appeal has been made to peo-
ple of culture; nor was her work re-
garded as strictly religlous or mls-
slonary, not being associated with any
religious body.

A World-Famous Work,

Ten years ago, at the time of the
greant famine, Ramabal took hundreds
of famine orphans, and ever since she
has had about 1,400 widows and or-
phans and deserted girls under her
care, ag well as 100 famine boys. All
caste lines are mow down, and the
whole immense work is known as the
Muktl migsion, although In certain re-
spects the original enterprise for
widows maintalns its separate iden-
tity.

Because of the fame of Pandila
Ramabai, and because of the great-
nags of her work, I conceived it to be
my duty to take the hot journey out
to Kedgaon, Were it not for the more

important Incldents which follow, I

~d

A Tumult of Praying Girls,

In a large, hare room, with cement
floor, were gathered between 30 and 40
glrls, ranging in age from 12 to 20.
By a table sat a sweet-faced, refined,
native young woman, watching sober
ly, attentively and without disapprov-
al the scene before her, After a few
minutes she also knelt on the floor In
sllent prayer.

The other occupants of the room
waere all praylng aloud. Some were
cerying at the top of thelr lungs. The
tumult was so great that It was with
difficulty that any one voice could be
distingulshed, Some of the girls were
bent over with heads touching the
floor. Bome were sitling on their
feet, with shoulders and bodies twitch-
ing and jerking In regular convulsions,
Some were swaying to and fro, from
side to side or frontwards and back-
wards. Two or three were kneeling
upright, with arms and bodles moving,
One young woman, the loudest, moved
on her knees, all unconsciously, two
or three yards durlng the time 1
watched. She had a motion of her
body that must have been the most
exhausfing physical exerclse, She,
llke others, also swung her arms vio-
lently, often the gestures of the pray-
fng figures were with one or both
hands outstretched, in dramatic sup-
plication.” Not infregquently, several
girls would clap their hands at the
samo time, though each seemed heed-
less of the others. At times the ecan-
tortions of the faces were painfully
agonized and perspiration satreamed
over them. One girl fell over, asleep
or fainting, from sheer exhaustion.

All had thelr eyes tightly closed, ob-
livious to surroundings. BSuch intense
and engrossing devotion 1 had never
witnessed before. It was full 16 min-
utes before one of the girls, who had
quieted down somewhat, espied me.
Thereafter she sat silent, praying or
reading her Bible. The discovery of
the visltor had this same effect upon

Pandita Ramabai Dongre Medhavi.

should tell at some length the story
of this great settlement, with Its wide
acreg of farm land, its many modesat
buildings, and its varied forms of In-
dustry. Study and work are the rule
for every girl; clothes for that multi-
tude must all be woven on the spot,
and the industrial plant is large. An
uncommunicative English woman
gulded me faithfully to every spot of
the settlement that she thought of in-
terest, from the cornerstone to the
steam engine and the dying vats. But
not & word did she say that would
lead me into a knowledge of what Is
by all means the most noteworthy fact
concerning this famous institution,
Stumbling on a Revival.

Of course, 1 was aware of the un-
usual religious experlences reported
from many Christian communities in
India; but I had never associated this
gort of thing with Pandita Ramabal's
work; probably because some of her
foremost supporters in America are
identified with the ‘“new theology"
which has scant room for the camp
meeting type of “old-time religion.”
My first clew was a pamphlet which I
chanced to pick up, relating strange
spiritual experiences on the part of
some of Ramabal's giris. I began to
ask questlons, which were answered,
I thought, with seeming reluctance,
and discovered that this revival was
still under way.

For half an hour [ had heen hearing
strange sounds, now of one person
shouting in & high volce, now of the
mingled uiterance of a crowd, and now
of song. AL last It settled down Into
a'steady roar, “What is that | hear?”
1 asked. "It is the girls’ prayer meet-
ing,” was the answer. “Could I visit
it?" I pointedly asked my gulde, after
hints had proved unavailing, “Why—
I—suppose—a0. I'll see” In a few
minutes 1 found mysell witnessing a
scene utterly without parallel in my
experignce of religlous gatherings.

half a dozen other girls during the
next quarter of an hour. At my re-
quest the guide after a time asked the
leader If | might talk with her, and
while a dozen of the girls were still
left, praying aloud and unaware of
the departure of the others, the leader
withdrew,
A Strarge Story.

My firat Inverest was to know wheth-
er the girls had been “speaking with
tongues” that day, for I had thought
that 1 detected one girl using English,

Yes, several of the girls had been
praying in unknown tongues, this
young woman quietly Informed me.

Then, In response to my questionings,
she proceeded to tell me that these

meetings are held twice daily by girls |

who have been “paptized with the
Holy Spirit and fire." it.ia common
for them to speak In tongues which
they do nol understand, and also to
be smitten dumb, so that they cannot
speak at all, even in their own lan-
guage. During the early part of the
meeting at which 1 was present, one
of the girls had been obliged to write
her message, because her tongue was
holden. Sometimes the glrls will go
about their tasks for days, unable to
ntter a word, although they under-
stand perfectly everything that Is gaid
to them, and are able to pray In other
tongues, and when they egpeclally
pray for the power to do so they are
able to speak in religlous meetings
The glrls show no effect whatever of
the terrible strain they undergo dur-
ing these prayer meetings, and they
all do thelr regular dally work. The
burden of their prayers is intercession,
that all the mission, and all India,
may be converted and experience n
great revival and recelve the Pente.
costal baptiam. Bo much 1 learned
from this young woman.

The Most Famous Indian Woman.

Ramabai herself is a quiet, strong
personalily, &he dresses after

the !

Mindu fashion, but In white, and her
Jalr Is short, for ahe I1s o widow, She
alects to sit on 4 low gtool at the feet
of the person with whom she con-
verses, for the sake of betier hearing.
While we were talking her grown
danghter, Monoramabal, hor first as-
sistant in the work, sat on the floor
with her arm about her mother, and
accaslonally Interjected a pertinent
word,. Ramabal (the suffix “bal®
means “Mrs."” or "Miss’) speaks sim-
ply, naturally and divectly, BSo she
told me of the growth of Shadal Sa-
dan, the work for widows, and one of
the Muktl mission, the whole support-
od by faith

“We do not make a special point of
the gift of tongues; our emphasis 18
always put upon love and life. And
undoubtedly the lives of the girls
have been changed. About 500 of
them have come Into this Dblessing.
We do not exhibit the girls that bhave
been gifted with other tongues, nor do
we in any wise call special attention
to them, We try to weed outl the false
from the true; for there are other
spirits than the Holy Spirit, and when
a girl boegins to try to spoak in another
tongue, apparently imitating the other
girls, without mentioning the name or
blood of Jesus, I go up to her and
gpeak to her, or touch her on the
shoulder, and a&he stops at once;
whereas, if a girl Is praying in the
Spirit T cannot stop her, no matter
how sharply 1 speak to her or shake
hor,"

The Wonderful Gift of Tongues.

“My hearing 1s peculiar,” continued
Ramabal, “In that I can understand
most clearly when there 1s a loud
nojse (a wellknown characterlstic of
the partially deaf) and [ move among
the girls, listening to them. 1 have
heard girls who know no BEnglish make
beautiful prayers In English. I have
heard others pray In Greek and Hes
brew and Sanskrit and others in lan-
guages that none of us understands.
One of the girls was praying In this
very room (the room of one of the
English staff) a few nights ago, and
although in her studles ghe has not
gone bevond the second book, she
prayed so frealy and clearly and bean-
tifully In English that the other teach-
ers, hearing, wondered who could be
praying, since they did not distinguish
the volce.” “Yes," spoke up the occu-
pant of the room, “and she prayed by
aame for a cougin of mine whom I
had forgotten, and of whom 1 had
never once thought since coming to
India.”

When I asked why, In Ramabal's
opinion, tongues that served no useful
purpoge being incomprehensible to
everybody should be given, wherens
the glft of tongues on the day of Pen-
tecost was so that every person In
that pelyglot multitude should * hear
the story iIn his own speech, she re-
plied, “I, too, wondered about that,
But it has been shown to me that it
is to rebuke unbelief in the gift of
tongues, she hersell has been given
the gift.”

All these wonders I have set down
Impartially, as phenomena of great
interest to all who give thought to re-
ligious or psychic themes. Neither
Ramabai, nor the native teacher who
led the meeting which I described, is
an emotionalist, so far as I could per-
ceive. Both, in fact, are persons of
moré than ordinary reserve, culture
and discernment, nor can I explain
the relation between what s happen-
ing at Mukti and the revivals that are
heing reported from various parts of
Indla, most of them characterized hy
astonishing confessions of sin, on the
part of Christians and by prolonged
and even agonized prayer, with pro-
nounced physical emotion,

Making Presbyterians Dance.

There has been a pronounced phys-
ical side to the demonstrations, as [
found at Kedgaon. Entlre audiences
have shaken as if smitten with palsy,
strong men have fallen headlong to
the ground. Even lepers have been
made to dance. Leaping, shouting,
rolling on the floor, beating the air
and dancing, have been common, Con-
cerning dancing, Blshop Warne sald,
“Personally, I have not seen much of
the dancing; that {8 reported as most-
ly having taken place In Presbyterian
churches!”™ It Is a fact that the dig
nifled Preshyteriansg, even the Scotch
church missions, have been foremost
in these revival experiences,

The revival h-3 continued in various
parts of the empire for more than a
yvear; 1 have reports from Lucknow,
Allahabad, Adansol, Moradabad, Dare-
illy, Khassia Hills and Kedagaon, The
Methodists baptized 1,900 neéw con-
verts during the year, besides tho
notable result of having secured more
than 500 new candldates for the min-
| Istry.

Dramatic in the extreme have been
the confessions of sin, and restitution
therefoie, and the reconciliations be-
tween enemles.

Everywhere there I8 agreement that
the lives of the people have been mark-
edly altered for the better, “The
revival,” says one, "has glven Indla a
new sense of sin.” The spontaneous
composeition of hymns has been a
curlons feature of some meetings:
Bishop Warne thinks that “there will
{be & new liymnology In the vernacu-
lar as an outcome of this revival,”

While ecolumus more could be writ
ten concerning incidents of this re-
vival, there I8 only room here to add
that it must not be assumed that all
of India Is belng stirred by these
events, Many churches and misslons
are strangers to them, aod the Euro-
pean population of the country as a
whole know nothing about them, Yet
it is the convietion of those who claim
to have received the Pentecostal bap-
tiem that all of India is to be sawept
by & fire of religlous revival, Some
| even say that they have been given
| direct supernatural assurance of this
fact.

(Copyright, by Juseph B. Bowlea)

TRAP HOLDS MAN

STEEL DEVICE SET FOR BEARS
NEARLY KILLS ONE.-ARMED
CANADIAN HUNTER,

TRAGIC STORY OF HARDSHIP

Partner of Vietim 1l In Bed and Un.
able to Render Assistance—I|a
Finally Liberated by Pair
of Strangersy

Ignace, Ont,—The trapping season
has developed one tragle story of
hardship. The tale comes from the far
belt, a hundred-odd mlles from the
north, and is one of the most peculiar
brought here In recent yeurs by woods-
men.

Early In September Hen Hardy, an
old-time trapper, took as his partner
for the season Hendy Sandford, a
short and stocklly built onearmed
man, who, in spite of the fact that
he 18 crippled, Is one of the bhest
hunters in this reglon. For 30 yvears
Sandford has made his living shooting
and trapping, and has been 80 success-
ful that he has had no difficulty In
finding a partner each fall. He s par.
ticularly expert In locating game and
entlelng it to the traps. He I8 sald
to possess valuable secrets for decoy-
Ing wild anlmals, being the originator
of a formula which, when placed on
bait, is (rreslstible to earnivora.

The men established a eamp about
hall-way between Cat and Pach-Hoom
lakes, on the west bank of the Cat
river, and set out a line of lleght and
heavy traps. From the first they were
sucecessful, and had taken many fine
fur-bearing animals, when Hardy was
taken 111 of & fever and was obliged
to lay up. This threw the entire bur-
den on Sandford and forced him to
set traps, the one labor diienlt to him
to accomplish because of hig lack of
two hands,

Hardy begged his companion
leave the large traps alone, but one
morning when signg of bears were
feen in Indian Gut, a dried river hed,
three miles from camp, Sandford set
out with a big spring trap with the

to

declarition that he would set It or die

The Teeth Held Him as in a Vise,

in the attempt. Before leaving he
placed a pot of gruel by Hardy's bunk
and sald he would be back at sun-
down,

But S8andford failed to return, elther
at dusk or the following morning, and
Hardy became semi-delirlous through
worry and lack of nourishment. He
was too weak to leave his bunk, and
all that day he lay
hope that his partner would enter the
cabin and end the terrible strain un-
der which he was laboring. Night fell
with no signe of Sandford, and Hardy
fell into a sleep brought on by ex-
haustion,

The man was aroused before day-
light next morning by volees, and next
Ingtant two strangers opened the door
of the eabin and entered. Few words
were wasted., Hardy explained briefly,
gruel was copoked, and then the men
get off on & hunt for Sandford. One of
the strangers, a trapper named Smith-
son, told the rest of the story when he
reached here,

“We took a map drawn hy Hardy's
direction and got into the timber as
soon as possible,” he said. “Now and
then we shouted or fired a gan, but we
got no response for mnearly three
hours, when we thought we heard a
faint call from about the center of the
Gut. We located the sound as best
wo could, and pushing on, shortly came
upon sSandford. 1 shall never forget
the sight, The man's one arm was
caught above the elbow by the power-
ful spring, and the teeth held him as
in &4 vise. He was bent over and as he
tnurned hig face to us he looked
ghastly.

“As | remember it, the man didn't
gay a word until after we had liberat-
ed him, and then he began to jabber
as though he was crazy. And I guess
he was temporarily, but after we had
stripped him and rubbed his back and
legs s0 that he could walk and had
given him food and water, he became
rational. Little by little we got the
story out of him,

“He sald that he had spread the trap
and was plecing the balt on it when
the catch-cog slipped and the trap
nipped him, The teeth sunk into the
flesh and for a time he was dizzy from

pain. Later on hls arm became numb

CAPTIVE TWO DAYS

hoping against |

,nml ha st to fguring out how he
could liherate himeelf, It didn't take
him loag (o declde that he was ceanght

| for keeps and knowing that hlg part-
ner was unable to leave his bunk he
| eame to the conclugion that It was all
up with both, He didn’t give up com-
pletely. He yelled until his throat gave
out, and when he heard us he had just
volee enough to reply.

"It took us a week to straighten out
the pair so we could leave them, B8and.
ford’'s arm then was so well mended
that he could use, it and his partner
was well enough to get about the
camp a little while each day.”

INJURED MAN SEWS
WOUND IN OWN ARM

MEMBER 18 CAUGHT IN MACHIN-
ERY, BUT OWNER'S PROMPT-
NESS SAVES IT,

(Chester, Pa~—Gazing affectionately
at his right arm, James Cassidy had
the satigfaction of knowing it was be-

Cassidy Took Stitch After Stitch,

cause of hls own fortitude he still
wore It, to say nothing ef (he fact that
he was gtill in the land of the living.
Cassidy had the arm, and there was o
Casgsldy to have an arm, because with
his left hand he clumslly but effective-
Iy sewed up a wound in it through
which his life blood was pouring at an
alarming rate, Medical men sald it
was one of the best bits of basting
they'd seen in a long time. With
practice, they added, Cassidy easily
might learn to decorate himself from
top to toe with hemstitching and em-
broldery. Tt would not astonish them
to see¢ him in the convalescent ward
setting insertion into his cuticle or
adorning his ears with Hamburg edg-
Ing.

“Ha's 8o handy with a needle,” they
explained, admiringly.

Cassldy was earning his pay In the
Edystone print works when his right
forearm became involved in an alter-
cation with part of the machinery, and
the next moment it was spurting a
ruddy fountain.

“Getl me a neadle and thread, quicls,
or I'll bleed to death,” he cried. A
needle was threaded and placed In his
left hand. Both needle and thread
were dipped in an antiseptic solutlon
that stood at hand. Swiftly and stead-
ily Cassldy took stitch after stitch in
the ugly wound until he cloged it. Then
he asked his friends to rush him to n
hospital, saying the surgeons could
finish felling the seam.

GIRL'S HEROIC DEED.
Bucks Poison from Hand Bitten by
Gila Monster.

New York.—Frank Gillian, an at-
tendant at the Children's museum,
Bedford park, Brooklyn, §s back at
work after six weeks in a hospltal,
with the knowledge that he owes his
life to the promptness and bravery of
Miss Mary Day Lee, formerly of Rich.
mond, Va,

Six weeks ago Gillian waa cleaning
out the cage which is occupled by the
Gila monster in the museum when the
venomous reptile bit him, Its testh
were buried in Gillian's hand, and he
was forced to pry its jaws apart., Gil-
lian at once bathed his hand in aleo-
hol, and then Miss lee lacerated the
hand with a sharp knife and, applying
her lips to the wound, sucked out
the polson., In spite of her prompt
action Gillian’s hand at once began to
gwell and he was rushed to a hos-
pital, where he was forced to remain
for six weeks. The blte of the Glla
monster 1s usually deadly and the
surgeons say it was only Miss Lee's
promptness that saved Gilllan's life.

Now the reptile is dying, not from
the effects of the bite, but beeause It
{18 unable to stand the cold northern
winter,

Fierce Hog Fights Farmer.

New York.—W. Irving Green, a
farmer of Ocean township, was at
tacked by a viclous boar, and before
ald reached him the hog had nearly
chewed off his left hand. Green s
now at the Monmouth Memorlal hos-
pital, The boar refused to be driven
into Ite pen. Green was compelled
tg fire his shotgun, using blank car-
tridges, three times at the hog before
it would enter, He tried later to drive
the boar with a big stick. Green
struck at the boar but fell. The boar
[ attacked him, grabbing him by the
left hand and dragging him down the
fleld. CGreen's cries were heard by
hig small son who fired a blavk shot
at the Doar, frightening it so that It
dropped Green's hand.

17: by Byron Willlama

Willle's Skates.
ml Father mor ¢ never Bweatr—
he NHeked me with his cane—
and onct Ma washed my mouth with
BOAY:
| took His nalm In vain!
ma sex a Bare will eol me up
and gnaw my bones and feet
It | don't stop a-saying tlilngs
I heor upon thee Btreot!

Capyright!

'm sure 2 hay suom new skates though,
| nut my Pa. e sed:

" yoursare good enuf, | guess;
now Mustel off 2 Req!"

I dldn't though;: | hanged around
and watched P dressing up

I's phunny how he malkes thea Boap
Kint Lather In thee Cup?

I hanged around! he tored hils mock
und couldn't find his Kuf!

and sod 2 Ma, “plague take this shirt,
the Kollar's oful run!™

M went awny 2 drews horself,
ml pn wasn fuming mad!

he dropped thee Stud right

binek

and SWORED gist oful bad!

down his

I erled a Utile and Pa yvellod,
“"Why are you Snifling there?"
“I'm pe—no-woinred,"” sod | 2 P'n
“That—ma-—has—herd—-yew-SWRAR!"
ha geamed 2 sorter stop and Think
and thon He koffed und sed:
“"Haoro le 0 Dollar for yewr skatons,
now hurry off 2 Bed!”

Wayside Fancies.

The hop erop out my way was
frozen stiff last night., Uh huh, the
lnke's frizzed so hard the bulifrogs all
have gone Into winter quarters,

What's the use of working so hard
for more money which has to be
spent, just ke the lttle you make
now? g

Sometimes a man goes with a red.
halrad  givl just for a change—and
sometimes the change sulta him so
well, he s stung for life,

When Fame makes up Its Jewels, 1t
ts mafe to nssume that it doesn't al-
ways inelude those who had their ple-
tures in the maedlieine advertisoments.

An Ohlo humorlst says, "An honest
man is the hypothetical unit in an im-
possible Utopla.” You're another,

Soma men don't seem (o care what
kind of a temptation they bite on,

The man behind the gun is after
the sportive little cottontall these
snow-flurrying days.

Sometimes a sweet little bride gels
go execlted over her clothes, her wed:
ding, where she Is going to live and
how many servants she s to have
that she almost forgets the name of
the man who Is to be her hushand.

Joubert says all luxury corrupts
@lther the morals or the taste, I have
no fear of this. Sometimes it frightens
me to think how reflned and moral I
am from lack of luxuries.

Sometimes the gossip of the board-
ing house Is a betler advertisement
for the establishment than its prunes,

1t takes a pretty woman to live up to
her favorite photograph.

If money made people good, Uncle
By would be in jall half the time,

An Oklahoma farmer has traded his

farm for a merry-go-round. The
merry go ‘round of n farmer from
morning until night was probably

what gave him the idea,

I paid $2.60 for eight hours of post-
hole digging yesterday and spent
$18.00-worth of time bossing the Job,
Talk about your financlal stringency!

No Wonder He Died.

Bpeaking of obituary poetry, here in
what they did when father died out in
a town which shall be pnameless be-
cause gomebody loved him there:

No throb of angulsh no monn of paln
No dying pang will ha know agaln

But safe and sheltered, owned and blest
Cur father lins entered his holy rest,

For though we cannot see his dear face

His memory sweet we will embirace

Though we loved our darling father here
Jesus loved him more dear.

No more the volce we love to hear
Bhinll fill our lstening ear,

No more the tones he joined to swell
The joys he loved so well,

When we gather round the table !
When we seo the vacant ehalr J
We will think of our dear father
We will misgs him everywhere, |

We will lstlen for his foolsteps, coming
through the open door
Then we sadly will reineiniber
Father will come back no more,

Oh how true and well we loved him
Wa will grieve for you I know |
But the God that dwells above us
Bld you come, and you must go.

An Editor's Hard Luck.

Recently we mentloned the fact
that Thanksgiving was drawing nigh
and nobody hadn’'t sent us no turkey
yvet, The item, coming to the eye of
the Chula (Mo.) News mau, by force
of suggestion, reflex action or {mpres-
slon on the think tank, set him golng
thus:

Not long slnce, one of our noble band
of delingquents, invaded our sanctum with
i very fine fat turkey, und Informed us
thnt thanksgiving was near at hand, and,
as rendy cash was searce, he would like
very much to let us have the fine spect-
men on subscription, Of course, we ac-
-‘!‘]“."‘! the pl'[lrfq'l'l'd prigs, and thought
It a lucky deal, s it only left him owing
a balpnee of #.30 after deducting the
price of the bird which was $1.70. None
but & member of the craft, can know
any thing of the thoughts that crowdea
them sclves Into our cranium, and how
we wished for the 28 of November, Aas
wi renched for the turkey, he flopped his
wings, and we awoke!

Prevent Without a Knife,

In a Kangas newspaper, 1 read the
advertisement of a man who saysa:
“You can learn how to cure and pre-
vent disease In yvourself and others
without drugs or kalfe. There's woney

fa it!1” There ought to bo!
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