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vory gods do not abide by the laws of virtue, and can
man do more than his gods? Should you object to the
thought of a god heing sinfal, you would be told that
- sinful acta do not dofilo such mighty beings,"” as if to
vommit 8in were not in itsolf tho defiloment. *‘Thero is
hardly a virtua chat is not praised in some Indian book,
on the other hand there is hardly a crime that is not en-
eouraged by tho example of somo Indinn divinity.”

Again, where cruelty and murdor are required to ap-
jense the gods, can we oxpect to find tenderness and
Inve toward man? On the other hand it is oxprossly
stated that if 8 man love' his wife and die wit!
thought in his mind, his fate will be, to be born the next
rune 18 a woman. To be born & woman in the next world
s the worst punishmont which can be inflicted on a man,
tor under the Hindu faith, o woman has no soul, and can
hopo for nothing higher in the next world than to be born
« man, This laat tae can be obtained only by superior
iaithfulness to her husband, who thus becomes hor re-
[doemer. Shé must not einply obey him a8 a master, but
warship him as a god. 8he gndn it her ssored duty to
ninistor to her husband, to prepare his food, eating her-
self anly ‘what is left on his plate after he fininhed.
Her husband honors the guds by hathing in the sacred
1;unges—sho by washing his foot every morning, and
‘hen aftor drinking o part of the wator thus used, bath-
ing in the remsinder. In every way her life.is valued
nly through and for her husband.. Being then wholly
Aependent upon him, all hope of protoction in this life or
‘he life to come is taken from her when her husband
Iies.  Bho is at once an outcast and despised by all. Let
"wr fast, yeo starve ; let hor be beaten and scourged, it is
J1in aceordance with the roligion of the Hindus and the
«1ll of the gods,

The condition of Hindu women is low in the extreme,
vul a8 long 88 they remain thus enslaved the peo-
e of L will never be elevated. ' A nation
wever risos above ita women.” Upon their condition and
neliofs depends the destiny of every nation, and upon
ludin'a wives and mothers rests the future of her millious.
When Hindu women learn that they too have suuls, that
“hey too have miuds and hearts to be cultivated and up-
ifted, the light of progress and growth will dawn upon
India. In the words of Carlyle, ‘‘ What changes are
wrought, not by Time, but in Time.  Caat forth thy net,
'Ly ward, into the ever-living, evaer-working universo ; it
» a seed.grain that caunot dio ; unnoticed to-day, it will
“w found’flourishing as a banyan grove after a thousand
svenrs.” And in the words of a yat highor one, ¢ In the
uorning sow thy seed and in the evening withold not thy
nnd, for thou knowest not whether shall prosper, cither
“lus or that, or whether they both ahall be alike guod.”

) ’ Oarrie Hawou,

February 6, 1889 Moulton Colloge. ..
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“Doe the Next Thynge.”

Will 1 toll you about the Club of Society whose motto
ou 880 everywhere 1 ,

i would if there was anything to tell, but it is n socioty
withuut an organization, o club without n president. It
was no constitution, or by-laws, or officers.  Wo don't
xnow where it begun, or when or where it will end. It
“ ?'ruwinﬁ all the time.

saw the motto yesterday in the corner of the lotter

that great geologist wrote. your brother lnst week about

the curious specimens ho found in Idaha, Marion usod
9

-

that ,
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to laugh about his devotion to his favorite scheme, and
call him the *fossil man,” you knuw, but I don't think
she underateod him voi wa{l Didn't you notice it too,
u\: in Biddy Molloy's shanty beside the railroad track,
when you carried her that * illegant gernnium,” when
Tom waa sick ! You will find it here in all sorts of un-
oxpected places, and in unexpeoted ways, now that your
attention 18 called to it, and possibly it may do sumething
to increase your faith in humanity a lictle.

If you had asked me suddenly who started the whole
movement, I should have eaid grandmother Hallet. On
great occusions she wore s chain about three-quarters of
sn inch wide, netted of strong silk, and on every stitoh
was slipped a crystal bead for the foundation,

The knitter must have had both ekill dnd patience, for
knit in with blaock beads a very trifle larger than the
white ones, so they stwod vut from the %mk ground
clearly, was her name, ‘‘ Roxana Robinson Hallet, born
at Weymouth, Mass., June 7, 1787." This was followed
hy the quaint old motto, "' Doo the next thynge.”
Grandmother Hallot always carried her key on this chain,
and when worn suspended’ from her belt, it was no mean
ornament. The e koy of tho linen chest rattlod
cheerily agninst the key of the ‘‘chest of draws" that
renched to the ceiling of the kesping-room, while the
smaller key was fastonod above. That was why I should
have said grandmother Hallet started the movement, be-
cause the first time I ever saw the motto was on her
chatu.

But I romember she told me the chain was kit for a
wodding present by her own mother, and her mother had
one like it, with the exception of the name, that her
husband's mother kait for her when she married Ephraim
Robinson. How much farther back it went I don't know,
but the Robinsons were desconded from Parson Robingson
of blessed memory among the Pigﬁma. and although
history does not mention it explicitly, actions look as'if
1t was woll know long before 1620.

My curiosity was aroused to kuow’just what tho quaint
saying menant, and to my childish imagination it was one
of those tantalizing mysteries only to be fully understood
when grown up.  But one warm worning, out in the
milk-room, when grandmother had borne with greater
patience than usual my many raids upon the delicious
white curd, T vontured to ask what ‘“ next thing ' meant,

any WB}'.
 Morcy sakes, child, what are you talking about 1" she -
cnguired.
‘nally I wmnde her understand about the chain and the

wotto, .nd she explained the matter thus .

“It's doing with your whole heart the duty that God
wanta done first.  Now, the ‘next thing\for me is to
get this great cheese into the press just as yuick as I can,
for [ want to go over to 'Siah Porkine' this afternoon,
and ho]r his wife spin some wool. You see he has beon
sick 8o lung she is about beat out taking care of him, and
her spinning is all behindhand. T must pick one of those
uarly chickens, too. Maybe it would taste good to him.”

1 shonld think you would go mow,” eaid I; ‘‘it is
more nf a ‘next thing’ to help folks than to make this
cheese.”

** 8akes alivo, child, you don't understand. Do you
think God set 'Sish Porijm’ wifo nigher to me than your
ma—my own son's wife! Doea he want me to go off
lovking after something to do for him, snd leave your
na, poor sickly crotur, to handle this great cheese, besides
taking care uf the baby? Don't you believe no such
thing. When ho wants me to go to 'Sish Perkinsg’ there
wout be anything to hinder.”



