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Scenes in Breadless India. 1

Dr Louis Klopsch Tells His

Personal Experience in the 1

Stricken Land. :

That famine still stalks abroad in India,
despite the falling of rain, is vouched for
by all travelers returning from the strick-
en land. Help is still needed, and immed-
iate help at that Reliet Committees all
over the country are increasing, rather
than decreasing, their efforts to collect
money for the starving millions. The
principal agency for the receiving and dis-
tributing of money for .the sufferers, The
Christian Herald of New York, isinre
ceipt of some $8,000 a day and is forward-
ing the cash as fast as it is received. At
the Bible House, the office of the paper, a
large force is employed to open and sort
the huge mail that comes addressed to the
India Famine Relhef Work. Every remit-
tance is promptly acknowledged in print
Dr. T. DeWitt Talmage, the editor, is in
Europe addressing great audiences in be-
balf ot the relief fund. In this country
from all sources probably one million
dollars bas already been collected and for-
warded to the committees who distribute
the money in India. Much more money
18 needed to save the breathless ones from
death and to take care of the half million
helpless orpbans left by parents who have
already perished.

Dr. Louis Klopsch, proprietor of The
Christian Herald, who recently returned
from India, gives a chapter from his per-
sonal experiences, as fcllows:

*You surely will go to Agra and see the
Taj Mahal before you sail,’ said my com-
panion, when I informed him that we were
that day to begin the last trip before our
return bome. ‘‘Everybody that comes to
India visits at least that,” added he, by
way of encouragement when I shook my
head negatively. We had come to see
the famine fields and our time was getting
short and every moment of it was mort-
gaged in advance up to the hour of our
departure. Relief operations were of im
mediate and urgent importance while
sightseeing could be deferred. So we
started off that night for Baroda a city
of 110,000 inhabitants, the capital of a
Native State of that name, arriving at 7
a. m.

The Gaekwar was off on a visit to Eng-
land there to be presented to the Prince
of Wales and the Queen, hence there was
no invitation awaiting us to visit the new
and imposing princely psalace, but neverthe-
less on our way from the station we passed
through it and admired its magnificent ar-
chitecture and sumptuous modern furnish
ings. Strange to relate there was not a sou]
to inquire into the why and wherefore ot
our presence. All was as quiet as the in
terior of & magnificent mausoleum. The
garden surrounding the palace was in a fair
state of cultivation but no bird carrolled its
morning lay, and npeither the buzz of the
bee, nor the chirp of the cricket relieved
the dreadful monotony of the oppressing
silence.

We spent a ifew moments inspecting the
never failing well—dug at an expense of 9
lakbs or rupees, or about $300,000 We
then wended our way through the narrow
dirty streets of the capital to the place
where once the poor-house was located,
but on our arrival there we were informed
that, owing to the abnormal increase in the
pumber of its inmates, it had been removed
to more capacious quarters a mile off
Thither we directed our steps and in due
time we reached the antithesis of the Gatk-
war’s Palace. As rich as were his quarters
so destitute was tbe poor-bouse. In my
notebook I wrote a line that reads: ‘‘This
is the worst I bave yet seen,” and as I re
call it now, I marvel that I ever had the
courage to pass into and through the filthy
wards, and more filthy yard that comstitu-
ted this shocking blot on civilization.

I had become accustomed to sights naus-
eating and revolting, but the Baroda poor
house stands out as the most terrible con
glomeration of abject misery that ever met
my gaze. The sun's rays penetrated my
pith hat and dazed brain and eyes, while
an « fllavia of concentrated decomposition
rendered breathing both difficult and dan-
gerous. Almost stified and stupefied we
wended our way through the dead and the
dying, with small-pox, dysentery, fever and
chelera to the right and to the left, leaving
terror behind us only to find horror await-
ing us.

I leit Baroda for the last of these letters
because I was painfully conscious ot the
paucity of my vocabulary to do justice to
the subject and after I bave written the
worst 1 shall feel that even then, 1 have
only faintly indicated the resl condition of

affairs.

At the entrance to the poor-house stood

s woman blind. 1 bad often seen women
who had lost their sight as the result of the
horrible tamine, but I had never seen one
who looked as did this womsn. Keduced
to a living skeleton ; the balls of ber eyes
were actually decaying in the sockets of
her ghastly skull and flies innumerable
were acting the part of scavengers undis-
turbed.

She stood bareheaded in a sun which
would bave proved fatal to me in less time
thao it takes to write this incident. Her
claw like hande inactively hung down her
sides until she heard our tootsteps. Then
they were raised appealingly in the direc-
tion of the sound while she mumbled al-
most inaudibly her plaintive petition. Not
realizing at first that she was blind I
walked up close to her when another more
frantic effort on her part brought ber two
hands into direct contact with my face.

I shuddered as I felt the cold, clammy
touch, but being blind she could not see
it. I quickly got beyond ber reach and
then, as I supposed, unobserved placed a
rupee in her hand. In another instant a
doz>n other miserable remnants of human-
ity pressed forward pleading vociferously
for help. Just then the attendant appear-
ed and promptly ordered them back.
What might have happened ~but for his
timely interference I dread to contemplaste,
as Mr. Frease and Mr. Hudson who has
since died of the cholera, with my other
companions had advanced more quickly
and were beyond the reach of my voice.

I entered the first of many wards separ-
ated from one another by a bamboo parti-
tion. It was full of patients suffering from
every manner of ailment. Cholera, dysen,
tery and guinea worm predominated. On
some cots the unfortunates were doubled
up. The temperature was appallingly
bigh. Tbe air was laden with an odor
superlatively offensive. It was thick with
effluvia of the vilest stamp. The cots were
defiled, reeking with filth. Pain, misery
helplessness were on every hand. The
sgonizing groans of men and women writh-
ing in cholera’s fatal and unyielding grip
were almost beyond endurance.

No atterapt was made at a treatment. I
called for the physician. There was none.
A hospital assistant with not as much
knowledge of medicine as an apprentice in
a pharmacy was in charge. ‘ How many
of these people will be saved P’ I asked.
‘They come here to die,’ was the stoic re-
tponse. It was the abomination of deso-
lation, and I was as helpless to help as the
victims themselves. Yet I would have
gladly given at that moment all I possessed
had it been in my power to afford relief
even for one single hour to those whose
piteous gazs between the spasms mutely
appealed to the white man for the help
that they vaguely longed for yet did not
expect, and which he unfortunately was
unable to render. Never, never shall I
forget that sad experience. But what I
saw in the first ward was only a specimen
of all the others. We travelled from ward
to ward only to repeat the same experi-
ence. Our beart strings were wrung until
the ever present consciousness of our own
utter helplessness became so oppressive
that a continuation of the tour threatened
to unnerve us.

We stepped out into the sqnare skirted
by the bsmboo enclosure and into the
brszen sun. There before us on the ground
without shade or protection of any kind,
stark naked, lay a uumber of women in
the last throes of the cholera.
moaning piteously. They seemed uncon-
scious, yet the contortions ot their bodies
indicated that they were suffering intense
prn. We called an attendant and order-
od him to carry the women under shelter
from the burning rays.

We did not stop to think that we lacked
aithority to enforce our demands. For-
tunately there was no objection, and the
women were one by one carried undera

oof. One of them was practically dead,
snd at our request a few rags were thrown
over her for. decency’s sake. She was nct
removed, and then and there she died. We
bad seen enough. We were anxious to
get away. But it occurred to us that thus
far no children had been in ewidence. So
we made inquiry concerning them and
1:arned that they were kept in what is
termed the kitchen. We asked to be
shown there.

Tbe kitchen in the Baroda Foor-louse
must be seen to be realized. In a bamboo
enclosure under the supervision of a tat,
turbaned Hindoo, sat three hundred sk- let-
onized, diminutive creatures, mostly naked
all sickly and miserable and many of them
totally blind. In the entire number there

was not a single child which in our country
would not be considered hopelessly afflict-
ed with marasmus.

Millions of flies gorged themselves on
festering sores and on eyes sealed with
nauseating exudations. The sight of these
poor little helpless buman beings was sad-
dening beyond description. Never bave I
seen anything approximating in abject
misery and utter destitution as this gather-
ing of innocents. Not a cry escaped their
lips. The place was as silent as the abode
of death. Hardly a hand stirred. Not a
sound was heard. With the exception of
the blinking of the eyelide there was no
indication of lite. Had our eyes been
blind we could have passed by this place in
total ignorance of the presence of a living
being. We walked in and no one paid
the slightest attention to our movements

The Hindoo seemed as lifeless as the
children. The sanitary conveniences and
the kitchen were one. We entered and
cautiously advanced step by step zig zig
{ashion in our efforts to escape pollution.
We reached the center of the enclosure.
The Hindoo looked on sil-ntly. The
whole concern seemed dazed. Stupor was
creeping upon us. Death seemed to be
encircling the Baroda kitchen and all it
contained, first mercitully benumbing the
senses as the surgeon administers an an-
@sthetic before he performs the operatior.

Suddenly there was a stir. Two men
bearing a csn of milk appeared in front of
the Baroda tent. The children became
animated. The Hindoo revived. He came
over to where we were gstanding and in-
formed us that milk was to be given to the
feebler children. We followed him to
the entrance and watched its dis-
tribution. As soon as some of the tin cups
w: re filled the children scrambled tor them.
There was not enough for more than four
of the number, and the more vigorous ones
got what there was. The feebler ones

went without it.
Some of them were too weak to rise.

They cried inaudibly, but their grief was
more pitiful then if it had sought noisy ex-
pression. Perbaps punishment awaited
every demonstration on tbeir part, and
hence they dared not complain. God only
knows. We protested against the totally
inade quate supply of milk and lack ot prop-
er management. The Hindoo explained
that more milk would be served in the
evening. Eight long hours! And then
perbaps only as much more. How could
these hungry ones survive P

We asked the Hindoo how many of the
little ones died daily. He professed ig
norance but volunteered the information
that their bodies were burned.

We crossed the square that led to the
gate. Buc before we reached it we were
surrounded by groups of starving people
piteously pleading for a few pice with
which to purchase grain. Tears actually
trickled down the cheeks of many of the
supplicants as they held up to our gaze
their emaciated shriveled little ouesin oc-
lar demonstration of their deplorable con-
dition. Mothers swayed to and fro moan.
ing out unintelligible petitions.

Children prostrated themselves to the
ground chattering a strange tongue and
with frightful rapidily of utteramce the
story of their woes as though anxious to
tell all before we made our escape. *“'Oh
my King” cried they, ‘it will be very well
if you will help us, for we are very hungry.
And driven to despair at the thought that
heir appeal lacked eloquence or earnest-
ness, they slapped their hollow stomach
and persuasively added “I'm starving—it
you will help me God will give you many
children.” My heart sank within me.

Why should I have been called to wit-
ness all this suffering. Why not some
wealthy man, who with a stroke of the pen
could fill these empty stomachs and yet
never miss the cost. I took one of the
children in my arms. The mother said it
was ten years of age. It could not have
weighed more than thirty pounds. It was
a skelton absolutely denuded of flesh. The
large glistening eyes were fixed on mine
as though eager to catch the promise of
help. And yet I could not give any for I
remembered my experience at the gate. A
rupee given at this moment might mean
death for these people were desperate.
They were beyond reasoning. Their own
sofferings and their children’s woes had
driven them nearly mad. If help was to
be given it had to be given generally and
the coin I bad with me would not have
satisfied &  measureable fraction of
the requirements. I handed the child
back to its mother. It was but a matter of
hours, and long before I left India for
home the vultures bhad devoured or the
flames had consumed all that was left when
the catastrophe overtook it.

As I write this I verily believe that not one
of the twelve hundred who were in the Bar-
oda Poor-house came out alive. It was a
veritable dead-house, and those who once
entered seemed hopelessly doomed.

This is the last of my letters descriptive
of my tour of the famine fields of starviog

Indis. ‘Ma bab’ rings in my ears. Would
to God I bad the means to be father and
mother to them all and give them enough
to still the pangs of hunger until Provi-
dence graciously sends a barvest so genial
and abundant that it shall satisfy every
bungry man, woman and child in starving
India.
Lours KrorscH.

DYSPEPSIA AND HEADACHE,

An Elderly Lady Tells of Her Cure Through
the Use of Dr. Willlames' Piok Pills After
& Score of Other Remedies Had Falled.

Dyspepsia causes more genuine distress
than most diseases that afflict mankind. In
this country irom one cause or another, its
viotims are numbered by the thousands,
and those afflicted always feel tired, worn
out and miserable, and are subject to fits
of melancholy or ill temper without appar-
ent cause. It is obvious that the buman
body, in order to pertorm its functions,
must be property nourished, and this can-
not be done when the food is improperly
digested. Those who suffer :rom indigest-
ion should éxercise care as to diet, and
only easily digested fooas should be taken
But more than this is required—the blood
needs attention in order that the stomach
may be strengthened, and the secretion of
the gastric juices properly carried on.
There is no other medicine offered the
public that will actso promptly and
effectively as Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills.
Proof of this 1s given in the case of
Mrs. F. X. Doddridge, St. Sauveur,
Que. In conversation with a report-
er, Mrs. Doddridge said: —‘‘For quite
a number ot years | have been a terrible
sufferer from dyspepeia, accompanied by
the sick headaches that almost invariably
come with this trouble. I suffered from
terrible pains in the stomach, bloating and
belching wind. All food seemed to dis-
agree with me, and asa result of the
trouble, 1| was very much run down, and at
times | was unsble to do even light house-
work. I am sure I tried a score of differ-
medicines, but without success, and as I
am sixty year of age, I had come to be-
lieve that it was hopeless to expect a cure.

A triend who had used Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills with good results, urged me to
try this medicine, and my husband brought
home a couple of boxes. Before they were
finished, I telt much better, and we then
got another halt dozen boxes, and these
have completely restored my healtb, and I
not only teel better than [ have done for
years, but actually teel younger. I verv
cheerfully recommend Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills to similar suftcrers.

If your dealer does not keep these pills,
they will be sent post paid at 50 cents a
box, or six boxes tor $ 2 50, by address-
ing the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co.,
Brockville, Ont.

THE DANGER IN ELECTRICITY.

Novel Electrical Kxperiments by a Swiss
Scientist.

Some very interesting experiments bave
just been made 1n Zurich, with the o bject
of ascertaining the precise conditions un der
which electricity is dangerous to human
life. The general impression has been
that currents of less than 500 volts could
not be fatal, yet a few cases of deaths
bhave been record.d through currents
which were as low as 120 volts. Alter-
nating currents of 100 volts have in like
manner been regarded as absolutely harm
less, yet experience shows that this con-
clusion is not always correct.

With the object ot arriving at definite
truth on the vexed questions, Professor
Weber, a distinguished Swiss scientist,
made several experiments on himself.
He first made a test with 30 wvolts, and
found that when he grasped the wires with
moistened bands, his arms, wrists and
hands were practically paralyz:d. It was
inpossible for him to move a hand, an arm
or even a finger, and the pain in these
parte of his pody wasso acute that he
could .ot endure it for more than ten
minutes. He also experienced consider-
able difficulty in freeing his hands from the
wires. His next test was with 50 volts,
and the pain in this instance was so acute
that be could not endure it for more than
two seconds.

Neither was it possible for bim to iree
his hands from the wires, and for the rea-
son that his bands and fingers were so be-
rnumbed by paralysis as to be practically
lifeless. A similiar result was obtained
when he made tests with dry hande, but
not until the intensity of the currents had
reached 90 volts.

The conclusion at which Professor Web-
er has arrived is that ‘there is danger in
grasping the conductors of two alternate
currents with the hands while in a dry con-
dition whenever the difference betw een the
intensity of the two conductors exceeds
100 wvolts. At the same tim3 he
points out that, while currents of such
comparatively low intensity are under dit-
ferent conditions absolute harmless. In
explanation it is said that these strong cur-
rents affect so quickly the surface of the
body that itis impossible for them to
press into the interior and produce physi-
ological changes there.

Anotber notable discovery was made by
Professor Weber. He knew that many a
workman bad been killed while bandling a
conductor in which the current was 115
volts, while engineers bad constantly ban-
dled a similar conductor without meeting
with any injury, and be determined to find

out why the current has proved so fatal in
the case of workmen. One reason, he
claims, is because engineers, owing to
their training, sre conmstantly on their
guard agsinst daoger from electricity, and,
furthermore, while performing such work
are isolated from the ground through the
soles of their shoes. The workmen, on the
other hand, sometimes work in their bare
feet and sometimes in damp leather shoes,
the result being that either through this
dampness or through their own bodies a
connection is established between them
and the earth which necessarily leads to
their death.

Professor Weber’s experiments have at-
tracted widespread attention among scien-
tists, and the beliet among them is general
that our knowledge of electricity is more
likely to be increased by practical tests of
this kind than in any other way.

Feeding the Monkeys.

At a tine when reports of famine are
brought from India and our sympathies are
#0 heavily drawn upon our suffering poor,
we cannot help feeling how hard the lack
of food must fall upon the wild creatures
ss well. To understand how directly the
lite of the jungle is dependent upon the
lite ot the town we need only to read such
accounts as this, whichis given by an Eng-
lish lady from Dumraon, India:

We drove some distance into the jungle,
and stopped at a sort of stone erection at
four cross roads. We went up several
steps, and the gardener gave a loud call
of ‘Ow!Ow! Ow ! and from all directions
came running monkeys, some about three
feet high, and several mothers with tiny
babies in their arms.

The monkeys were in distinct tribes, and
those on one side would not go near those
on [the other. We threw them grain,
which they rapidly picked up, and at last
I could not resist going down to see if
they would feed out of hands.

They crouched around me, and to my
surprise a few of the big ones came up,
and with one little band held mine, while
with the other they picked food from my
palm.

All the time they looked anxiously into
my face ; but it I squeezad their fingers ever
so little they gave a screech and boun ded
off, showing all their teeth at me. Oae
female trotted along by my side for a long
way, holding on to my finger.

I was shocked to see the bad mabners of
the gentlemen, who smacked the ladies’
heads and knocked over the little ones in
their eagerness to get at the grain. I was
sorry when the food was all gone; but
every day while we were at Dumraon we
paid the monkeys a wisit.

Aunt Edey’s Bonnet,

While visiting Boston not long ago
Aunt Edey, a lovely old Quakeress, took a
morning walk in the Public Garden. Feel
ing tired after a while, she sat down on a
bench, and as she sat there, a picture of
serenity and dJignity in the dress of her
sect, she attracted the attention of a pass-
ing gentleman.

He was ‘doing’ the garden, and was
borne along by several women, a wife and
four daughters, all of whom were clothed
with transatlantic splendor, gowns of the
latest mode, and elaborate hats perched on
enormous rolls of hair, which overhung the
temples with the bulge of a haymow.

The gentleman, evidently, was unfamiliar
with Quaker dress, for he halted and
gazed open-monthed at Aant Edey, his
eyes lingering longest on the gray silk
bonnet which dld not quite hide the smooth
hair. His party passed passed along, but
he did not move. Present!ly he glanced
turtively at his convoy, and then took a
step toward Aunt Edey.

‘I beg your pardon,’ be said, ‘but that’s
the most sensible bonnet I have ever seen.’

‘[ am glad thee likes it,’ returned Aunt
Edey, placidly.

Village or City,

The line has been drawn, it seems, at
which a small town emerges from its chry-
salis condition and becomes a city.

Farmer Qatcake was a witness in a case
in circuit court. He had given his testi
mony and was about to step down, when
the lawyer who was cross examining him
asked, as a matter ot form :

‘This took place, did it, in the village
of Buunkertown ?’

‘Yes, sir,’ replied Farmer Oatcake, ‘in
the city of Bunkertown.’

‘You call ita cty, do you P said the
lawyer. ‘What is your idea of the differ -
ence between a village and a city

‘Well,’ rejoined the farmer, on reflect -
ing & moment, ‘s village is a place you can
take a drove of cattle through the main
street, and & city is a place where you
can’t.

PAIN-KILLER cures all sorts of cuts,
bruises, burns and strains. Taken inter-
nally it cures diarrtca and dysentery.
Avoid substitutes, there is but one Pain-
Killer, Perry Davis. 25¢. and 50c.




