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Starving Millions. g
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The story of the awful tragedy of famine
in Indis, as here related by Dr. Louis
Klopsch, editor of The Chbristian Herald,
who returned this month trom a tour of the
stricken district, are stories that will
stagger humanity and sustain public in-
terest and increase the desire of the Ameri-
oan people to help the millions in distress,
despite the news of terrible atrocities that
continue to come from farther East, in
China. :

Because rain is now falling in the bread-
less, barren area, the end of the suffering
is by no means yet in sight. The govern-
ment is doing all it can, taking care of
millions of sufferers; but there are still
millions who would starve, even now, but
for the help sent by The Christian Herald
and other private sources, in the form of
money, generously contributed by sym-
pathetic American people.

Dr. Klopsch is writing the story of bis
tour of the land of famine, relating in de-
tail the numerous and heartrending scenes
be witnessed with his own eyes. That so
much misery, such utter destitution invol-
ving so many people can exist in this
Christian era, is startling, if not shocking.

Any gift of cash or corn or clothing,
can be sent to the Christian Herald, Bible
House, New York, with the arsurance
that it will be immediately forwarded to
the Interdenominational committee of mis-
sionaries, in Bombay, who at once dis-
tribute all monies thus received among the
sufferers whose needs are most urgent.
The following is trom advance sheets of
bis remarkable story:
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Desolation and death were written all
over the famine district. A more discour-
aging condition could not well be imagin-
ed. For miles and miles not a blade of
grass ! The sun relentlessly sent its de-
structive rays on man and beast. The hot
soil, hard baked, refracted the heat and
rendered life s burden. Crowds of human
beings, emaciated and debilitated, moved
from place to place in vain search for food,
mutely appealing for help that never came.
Cattle, reduced to very skeltons, feebly
crept about in quest of fodder, and in lieu
of it licked the hot soil as though to pro-
pitiate its anger.

Trees, stripped of all their bark to the
very tips, stood out like white skeletons
against the cruel, fiery sky. Vultures
perched on leatless branches, listlessly
waited for victims. Not a breath was stir-
ring. The silence of death had settled
upon the country. I feel it now as I write
so much so that the scratching of the pen
seems harsh and intrusive. There is some-
thing uncanny about this silence. It kills
ambition. The desire for life passes away
and an absolute indifference to fate takes
its place. We were in the great grave-
vard of India. It covered 350,000 square
miles, equal to any eight states west of the
Mississippi.

Death and decay were round about us on
every band. Poseibly we might never
again get beyond its confines. Who could
tell P Awful as it was, we did not realize
it then, for tbat required thought, and this
ominous, deathlike silence paralyzed
thought.

But we had a mission to perform, and
strength bad to be mustered fcr the effort.
We were bound for Godha. Terrible things
had been reported of its condition
Cholera bad stampeded its great camp of
14,000 famine workers. Unburied dead
were reported as lying around on every
hand, and contagion spread in every direc-
tion.

After a mournful experience in the poor
house at Barods, concerning which I shall
write in a future letter, we started out, on
the Great Western railroad, arriving there
at seven o’clock in the evening. Rev Rob-
ert Ward, a Methodist missionary, met us
and took us to his home, located about
balf an bour’s drive in the interior.

After supper, while seated on the porch,
on the lookout for a stray whiff of fresh air
Mr. Ward showed me the photograph of a
dead child, and told me a story which
saddens me whenever I recall it. While
be and bis mife were working day and
night caring for thousancs of cholera
patients, God called this, their only child
to Himself, awasy from the scenes of
misery and death that surrounced it. A
friend made a hittl: coffia and they buried
their darling a few yards from 'be . bouse.
Then without waiting to mourn they con-
tinued their work, and not until the siege
was over did they realize the extent of
their terrible bereavement. Then nature
gave way and reaction set in. I had

noticed that Mrs. Ward was exceptionally
quiet during the meal. Indeed, it was
painfully noticeable. I could not explain
it. Now I understood it all. Mr. Ward
told me how dreadfully they missed their
little one, and what a great comfort she
bad been to her mother in the wilderness
of woe.

At six in the morning I awoke, and after
a hurried breakfast, we started out across
fields to the poor-house. Oan the way we
saw numerous skeletons and skulls of
cholera victims.  Three thousand had
died in four days and many bodies had not
yet been discovered, for the sick bad fled
in all directions, dying on the fields, by the
roadside, in the gulches and under the
trees. We passed the place of burning,
and here skulls and bones in large num-
bers, charred but not consumed, were
plentiful among the ashes of the dead.
Two men, who had been bribed to help
remove the bodies where they could be
burned, themselves had fallen victims to
the dread scourge and had died near the
very spot where the burning was proceed
ing, and then and there their own bodies
were consigned to the flamee.

Passing on, we looked over into the dry
bed of a stream, and there we saw a sight
sickening beyond description. A body,
partly clad, lsy doubled up as though the
victim bad died in intensest agony. A
large hole in the left side showed where
vultures had torn out the heart. The
skull was almost entirely denuded of flesh,
It was ghastly, indeed.

At last we arrived at the hospital. How
different from what we had seen in the
morning at Baroda! A Christian mission-
ary had lent a hand and out of chaos came
order. Ten native christian converts act-
ed as nurses. KEverthing was clean and
bright, and the patients seemed as well
cared for as if in America. It was an
oasis in & desert.

A tew weeks before, this hospital had
been as horrible as that of Dohad, de-
scribed further on. The government gave
Mr. Ward an opportunity to do missionary
work, and a transformation ensued that
made the Godbra hospital the best I saw
in India. The beds were clean. The
patients were cheerful. The attendants
were kind and sympathetic. No offensive
odor greeted us at the gate. The death
rate was normal.

Afterwards we returned to Mr. Ward’s
bungalow and were delighted with a
glimpse of the great work he is doing in
other directions. Foremost among the
many humanitarian enterprises which en-
gage bis active brain and tireless energy,
is the erection of & model orphange in
which he expects to care for at least a
thousand famine orpbans.

This phase of Christian work is now press-
ing itself upom the attention of thoughtful
Christians, not only in India, but also in
our country, and the many cheering letters
and encouraging promises of help which I
already received from readers of The
Christian Herald have made me inexpress-
ibly happy.

Leaving Godbra we started for Dohad,
in Gujerat, the Garden of India. Dr. Me-
Neill, the Irish Presbyterian Missionary
located there, was at the station. Within
five minutes I was seated in his cart and on
the way to what until recently was one of
the largest relief camps. As far as the eye
could see there was not a blade ot vegeta
tion. The heat was intense, the thermom-
eter indicated 108 degrees.

A bot, blinding sandstorm filled our
eyes and nostrils with microbe laden dust,
and the all pervading stench from putrify-
ing bodies impregnated clothes, hair and
and skin. Cholera had broken out a short
time before and 2,400 famine sufferers had
died within a few days and had been buried
in shallow ground. Decomposition speed-
ily set in and saturated the ground with
death dealing malodor. Then the bodies
were disinterred and burned. There were
no disinfectants, hence the awful, sicken
ing, disease spreading suffocating stench.

At the outbresk of the cholera the camp
stampeded and 6,000 infected, balf starved
people spread contagion for miles around.
At the hospital I was appalled at the
shocking condition of e ffairs with wbich at
that moment I came face to face, and that
[ ever got out alive is one of the greatest
of the many incontrovertible evidences of
God’s kind protecting care which my life
bas experienced.

We tound 550 miserable beings in the
worst stages of omaciation. In sixteen
days 374 bad been sdmitted, and of these
all but twenty had died. Others had been

received since then, and now men, women
and children, some of them absolutely nude
and all of them miserably clad, were lying
around suffering from relapsing fever, chol-
era and dysentery, wallowing in the mire
Millions of flies were permitted undis turbed
to pester the unhappy victims.

One young woman who had lost every
one dear to her, and had turned stark mad,
sat at the door vacantly staring at the
awful scences around her. In the entire
hosptal I did not see s single decent gar-
ment. Rags, nothing but rags and dirt.
A native hospital attendant was standing
at the cot of a dying man. The death
rattle had already set in, but the vitality of
the patient held out a little beyond the ex-
pected time, and the attendant seemed
provoked at the delay, and gave us im-
patiently to understand that the man should
have been dead long ago.

While we stood there, almost crushed
with inexpressible sadness, cooked rice
was being served. A servant told me that
it was the only meal for the day. There
were no pots or dishes in which to serve
the portions, and the patients held cut
filthy rags to receive what was given them.
Une sufferer lying on a cot, overcome with
feebleness, had fallen asleep, and the at-
tendant threw his portion on the bed. A
moment after the sleeper, changing his
position, laid himself into the porridge.
We indignantly protested, but witho ut
avail.

Although scarely enough to constitute
balf an ordinary meal was served, most if
not all ate sparingly and then wrapped
up the remnant carefully, either because
their debiliated conditon made food dan-
gerous except in minute quantities, or per-
haps experience had taught them that un-
less some provision was made to satisty
the cravings of hunger in the meantime
they might be famished before the next
meal was served.

Hard as it may seem, I am not doing
violence to the truth when I say that the
people I met at Dohad were reduced to
the level of cowed and starved dogs, who
were happy to get the crumbs that fell
from the table of Christendom, daring
not to grumble or complain at their scant-
iness. So incredible to the Western eye
was the stage of emaciation to which these
unfortunates were reduced that I had half
a dozen or so of those strong enough to
stand on their feet rise, in order that I
might carry away with me a photograph
illustrating their condition.

Poultices,

The application ot heat is often extreme-
ly useful in the reliet of pain and of in-
flammation, or in hastening the maturing of
a boil or telon. The most usual way of
making such an application is by means of
poultices. These retain the heat much
longer than hot cloths, and have an advan-
tage over a hot water bag when moist heat
is required

The making of poultices is an art which
can be learned only by practice, and un-
fortunately for many poor sufferers tew
persons ever master the art

A good poultice should be perfectly
smooth, moist, but not dripping, as light
as possible, and as hot as it can be made
without burning the patient. s

A poultice of flaxseed is perhaps the
most common, but poultices of ground
slipperly elm, cornmeal, bread, starch or
any other material that will make a smooth
paste with hot water, and will not dry too
rapidly and become caked and hard.

In making a flaxseed poultice, the flax-
seed meal, the bowl and the spoon for
stirring should be previously warmed, and
everything should be ready to the hand
before a start is made. Boiling water is
poured into the bowl, and then the meal is
added gradually with constant stirring.
This is better than adding the water to the
meal, for then it is very difficult to pre
vent lumping.

As soon as the paste is of the proper
consistency—two parts of meal to five of
water being about the right proportion—
it should be spread an inch or so thick
upon a piece of muslin, leaving an uncover
ed margin of two inches. Then on the
face of the poultice is placed & piece of
flannel of the same size as the muslin. The
edges are now quickly turned over and
tastened with satety-pins or basted, and
the poultice is ready.

The flsnnel side goes against the skin, a
layer of cotton is placed over the poultice,
and the whole is covered with rubber or
oil silk. \

The advantage of haviog the flannel
next the skin is that the poultice may be
applied very hot without burning.

It it is necessary to repeat the pou'tices
often, it is well to make bags of the right
size, sewn on three sides and with two inch
flaps on the end, which can be rapidly
pinned after the bag is filled.

A poultice, to be of any use, should be
changed as soon as it grows cool, which is
usually at the end of two bours.

It applied to s commencing beil, it

should be only ajlittle larger than the in-
flamed part.

Generally it makes little difference what
material is used, the virtue being in the
heat and moistare; but sometimes flax-
seed iritates a very tender skin, and then
starch or bread should be substitated.

GLOOM AND DESPAIR

GIVE WAY TO VIGOR, HEALTH AND
HAPPINESS.

An Attack of La Grippe Left the Bufferer
Weak,Nervous and Enfeebled—A Victim
of Insomnia and Heart Trouble.

Naturally every sick person to whom
help is promised,will ask, ‘‘has the remedy
been successful? Whom has it helped ?*
We cannot better answer these questions
than by publishing testimonials received
from gratetul people who are anxious that
other sufferers may profit by their exper-
ience. One of these grateful ones is Mrs.
Douglas Kilts. of Perry Station, Ont. Mrs.
Kilts says :—**Three years ago I had a
very severe attack of Ia grippe, and the
decease left me in an extremely worn out,
nervous, and enfeebled condition. The
nervousness was so severe as to have al-
most resulted in St. Vitus dance. Sleep
forsook me. I had bad attacks of heart
trouble, and the headaches I endured were
something terrible. I had no appetite,and
wae literally fading away; I was not able
to work about the house and was so weak
that I could scarcely lift a cup of tea.
I was treated by a good doctor, but with
no benefit. Almost in despair, I resorted
to patent medicines, and tried several one
after another, only to be disappointed by
each. I lingered in this condition until the
winter of 1899, when a friend prevailed
upon me to try Pr. Williams’s Pink Pills,
and I began taking them From the first
the pills helped me and I could feel my
strength gradually returming I continu-
ed the use of the pills according to direct-
ions until I had taken eight boxes when I
was again enjoying perfect health. My
strength had entirely returned, my appet-
ite was splendid, the heart trouble and ner-
vousness had ceased, while the blessing of
sleep, once denied, had again returned. I
had gained over thirty pounds in weight,
and was able to do all my housework with
ease. In fact I had received a new lease
of life. I believe my cure is permanent,
as more than a year has since passed and
1 teel so strong and well that I venture to
say there is not a healthier woman in this
section ; indeed I am enjoying better health
than I have for twenty years, and this has
been brought about by the use of Dr.
Wilhiams’ Piok Pills. I feel that I cannot
say emough in their praise for I believe
they saved my life. My son has also re-
ceived the greatest benefit from the use of
these pills 1n a case of spring fever.’

Lieutenant Gillmore's Spanish Friend.

There was a time, not so very long ago,
when talk of ‘Spanish chivalry’ tended to
provoke derision ; but the phrase seems to
mean something when one reads this charm-
ing incident, related by the Washington
correspondent of the New York Tribune:

While imprisoced by the Filipinos, Lieu-
tenant Gillmore and his men were at one
time thrown into an old barracks with a
party of Spanish prisoners, including a ma-
jor general. This officer in some way ob.
tained money, which he divided among his
men, and with great generosity sent fifty
Mexican dollars to Lieutenant Gillmore,
asking him to accept them with his com
pliments.

Lieutenant Gillmore made the condition
tbat it should be considered as a loan. To
this the Spanish general graciously as-
sented, and Gillmore used the money to
buy shoes and clothing for his men, things
which they sadly needed, for they were al-
most naked.

After his rescue Gillmore learned that
the Spanish general, who had also escaped
from the Filipinos, was in the city of Man-
ils and he offered to repay him the loan.
The general was indignant and refused to
accept the money. When Gilmore remind-
ed him of the agreement, he smiled and
said that he bad consented to it omly be-
cause he feared the Americans would not
accept the money otherwise.

Gillmore told the story among the other
navl officers at Manila, who passed around
a paper and collected a handsome sum,
which was expended in the purchase’of the
most appropriate and expensive piece of
silver that could be found in the city. This
was engraved with a brief statement of the
facts in the case, and presented to the
Spanish general with appropriate cere-
monies, as & token of gratitude and admir-
ation from tee navy of the United States.

Then he was invited to & reception upon
the flagship, where every officer in the
fleet who could be spared welcomed him
and thanked him in person for_his kindness
to Gilmore and his men.

What it Teaches,

The New York agent of the North
German Lloyd Steamship company has
disclosed that the recent burning of that
company’s piers and steamships at Hoboken
was ‘‘the act of God.” He is urquestion-
ably correct. When the prehistoric man
first discovered fire and burped himself
trying to pick it up with bis bands, that
also was the act of God. There have oc.
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curred enough similar acts of God since
then to acqusint us in & general way with
the proprietors and potencies of this form
of energy. If one such act does not suffice
others speedily follow. We should say that
this particular act of God was meant to
convey the hint that a city having on its
water-front miles of wooden piers, baked
by the sun, soaked with oil and piled
bigh with such inflammable stuff as whiskey
benzine and cotton, is not adequately pro-
tecting itself from the ravages of fire. It
might further be construed to} mean speci-
fically tbat all piers should be of stone;
the supersstructvres of stone or metal, and
the instaliation of some good modern sys-
tem of fighting fire when it attacks the
goods stored therein. With this inter.
pretation we are willing to call the Ho-
boken disaster the act of God. God is
evidently teaching us that fire cannot be
tooled with.

LAWYER, BARBER AND PARROT.

All Talked at Once to the Pollce SQr‘onnt.
who Took the Parrot's Word.

The parrot was too frightened to talk
and the sergeant who was behind the desk
in the East Fifth street station, New York,
at 9 o'clock one night last week did not
know how to decide the dispute between
the crowd brought in by Policeman Goss.

‘Squawk,’ said the parrot.

§'Shut up,’ said the sergeant

‘It’s my parrot,’ chimed in Lawyer John
Palmieri, who lives at 159 Second avenue.
‘I charge this man standing here, William
Kensley, with stealing the bird.’

‘I didn’t steal it,” said Kensley, who
works in & barber shop at 155 Second
avenue. ‘The parrot flew into our shop
just now and I put him in the towel closet
to find out who owned him. Hs landed
on the head of & man who was getting
shaved.’

‘He didn’t,’” said Palmieri. ‘He landed
on a tree after he flew out of my mother’s
arms and the barber got him there.’

‘He landed in my boss’s shop,’ said the
barber, ‘and when I wouldn’t give him up
Mr. Palmieri landed on my eye. Itis
black and blue.’

‘Obbleobble,’ gobbled the parrot.

‘How did it happen ? asked the ser-
geant, turning to Policeman Goss.

‘I’ll tell you, began the lawyer, ‘I wae
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‘It was this way,’ interrupted the barber.
oI_’

‘Squawk !’ shrieked the parrot and the
sergeant shouted : ‘Keep quiet or I’ll lock
you all up !’

‘Well,” said the officer, ‘when I got
there I found a big crowd in the mix-up
in the barber shop, and the parrot was
getting the worst of it. Then I interfered
and brought them all here.’

‘Core ! Core " sighed the parrot with s
long sigh on the ‘R,’ ‘Core !

‘He says court,’ remarked the sergeant.
‘I guess the parrot’s right about 1t. Gent-
lemen, clear out and settle the matter in
court in the morning.’
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Fair Evideoce for Everybody.

No one can doubt the great merit of
Polson’s Nerviline, for it has been placed
in the market in 10 cent bottles, just to
give you the opportunity of testing its
wondertul power over all kinds of pain.
This is the best evidence of its efficiency,
for every person can try for themselves.
Polson’s Nerviline is & positive (it cannot
fail) cure for cramps, headache, colds,
neuralgis, and the host of pains that flesh
is heir to. Good to take, good to rub on.
Go to any drug store and buya 10 cent
sample bottle. Large bottles 25 cents.

Unpackiog the Wedding Presents.

(Bride and her risters discovered hard at
work.)—First Sister—‘Here’s another car-
riage clock.’

Second Sister— (entering it.)
makes nine.’

First Sister—*And another dinner gong.’

Secend Sister—‘That makes five.’

First Sister—‘And & couple more silver
card cases.’

Second Sister—‘Two more—that's seven
of them.’

First Sister—*‘And here’s something that
I think is intended for something or otker.’

Second Sister—‘Ob, I know what it is—
I bave seen it at the stores. It's an egg.
boiler. (Enters 1t.)

First Sister—*Another silver-backed bair
brush.’

Second sister—*That’ the ninth. Quite a
stock of them.’

‘That

First vister—‘Ob, here’s a silver mount- .

ed riding wbip.’,

Second sister—‘The fourth, and the
dear girl never rides anything but a bi-
cycle.’

First sister—‘More carriage clocks,card
cases, and dinner gongs !

Second sister—‘I have entered them.

And now, dear (turning to the heroine of
the hour,) I will write your letters ot
thanks for you. What shall [ say

Bride—‘The usual thing, I suppose,
dear—that I am delighted with them all,
because they are just what I wanted !

(Scene closes in upon fresh arrivals of
cloch). gonge, whips, brushes, and card
cases

Smisar -, .




