2 THE MESSENGER.

bit of something’ as she went home, when
guddenly voices were heard coming from
the drawing-room. A man’s harsh tones,
loud and angry, and then a woman’s pleaa-
ing voice which broke every now and then
into a sob.

‘Ah,’ said the cook, as she paused with
Boup-ladle in her hand, ‘it’s master ana
missis; mercy on us! they're at it again!”

As Molly went out with her bundle oI
clothes the tears were in her eyes.

‘Even there,’ she said, ‘is sorrow ana
misery!”

She trudged along. Presently she began
to hum a scrap of a song she had heara
Bomewhere,

Against some railings was a woman wita
a baby in her arms. She was leaning up
against them as though weary, and some-
thing in her face made Molly hesitate a
moment, and then stop.

‘Why,” she said, ‘’tis cold, ye’ll be a-
standin’ there like that, and the child an’
all; why don’t yer get along home?

The woman raised her eyes in surprise at
Molly’s kind words.

‘I'm only restin’ a bit,” she said.

‘Have you walked far? asked Molly.

‘"Most all day.’

Molly looked at the pale little face of the
child beneath the shawl.

‘Is she asleep? she ingquired,

‘No, I don’t think so; she is #iways like
that. I can't get her food; we've had no-
thing since yesterday.’ And the woman
straightened herself as if to fiove on.

‘Why, let me carry the bairn a bit tor
yer,’ said Molly. ‘Yer looks just fit to drop.’
And tucking her bundle under one arm, she
took “the child with the other, and they
trud;y2d off together,

At the corner of a narrow street Moty
stopped, and, putting the child back in 18
mother’s arms, fumbled in her pocket.

‘See, my dear! she said, ‘it’s only a trine,
but it’ll get yer a bit for to-night’ And
thrusting her earnings into the woman's
hand, she hurried away into the garkness,

She climbed the stairs to a little room
at the top of some old buildings. It was
very bare and comfortless. She found some
sticks and some pieces of coal, and kind.ed
a blaze in the grate; and then sat down in
front of it, and watched the light flicker on
the walls.

She fancied that somehow the room dia
not look quite so poor and shabby as it aia
on other nights; the fire seemed to burn
bigger and brighter than it usually dia;
she felt quite warm, and a feeling of won-
derful peace and rest came over her.

Suddenly she became conscious of some
one in the room, standing beside her chair,
and a voice, exceedingly soft and tender,
scemed to say to her ear:

‘Molly, Molly, “the kingdom of God 13
within you.” “Inasmuch as ye have done
it unto these, ye have done it unto me.”
“Lo, I am with you alway!”-’

The face of the woman with the
passed before her, and smiled.

Molly opened her eyes. The tears were
running down her cheeks, and a great peace,
such as she had never felt before, filled her
eoul. ¢

‘Lord,” she cried, stretching out ber
wrinkled hands, ‘dear Lord, I have founa
Thee at last!’—J. Crofts.
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Pity the Hindu Widows.
Told by One of Themselves,

There are four principal castes amdng Hin-
dus, and of them all I think the third class,
the Kaites, to which I belong, make their
widows suffer most.

Nearly all widows are treated badly enough,
but our customs are much worse than those
of some others, In the Punjab they are not
always strict in enforcing their customs with
widows; but though we live in the Punjab,
our family comes from the North-west, and
~ as we are rich and well-to~do, our customs

are kept up scrupulously.

When a husband dies, his wife suffers as

much as if the death angel had come to her
also. She must not be approached by any
of her relations, but several women, from
three to six (wives of barbers, a c'ass who
are kept up for this object), are in waiting,
and as soon as the husband’s last breath is

drawn they rush at the new-made widow and
tear off her ornaments. Ear and nose-rings
are dragged off, often tearing the cartilege;
ornaments plaited in with the hair are torn
away, and if the arms are covered with gold
and silver bracelets they do not take the time
to draw them off one by one, but holding her
arm on the ground they hammer with a stone
until the metal, often solid and heavy, breaks
in two. It matters not to’them how many
wounds they inflict; they have no pity, not
even if the widow is but a child of six or
seven, who does not know what a husband
means.

Going to the Burningz Place,

At that time two s0rrows come upon every
widow, one from God, and one from her own
people, who should cherish and sapport her,
but who desert and execrate her. If the hus-
band dies away from home, then, on the ar-
rival of the fatal news, all this is done, At
the funeral all the relatives, men as well as
women, have to accompany the corpse to the
burning ghat. If they are rich and have car-
riages they must not use them, but all go
on foot. The men follow the corpse, the
women (all thes ladies well covered from
sight) come after, and last the widow, led
along by the barbers’ wives, They take care
that at least two hundred feet intervene be-
tween her and any other woman, for it Is
supposed that if her shadow fell on any (her
tormentors excepted) she also would become a
widow; therefore, no relative, however much
sympathy she may feel in secret, dare look on
her face. One of the rough women goes in
front and shouts aloud tclany passer-by to
get out of the way of the accursed thing, as
if the poor widow were a wild beast; the
others drag her aleng.

Arrived at the river, tank, or well, where
the body is to be burned, they push her into
the water, and as she falle she must lie, with
her clothes on, until the body has been burn-
ed, and all the company have bathed, wash-
ed their clothes and dried them. When they
are all ready to start for home, but not be-
fore, they drag her out, and in her wet clothes
she must trudge home. It matters not what
the weather is, in a burning sun or with an
icy wind blowing from the Himalayas. They
care not if she dies. Oh, I would rather
choose the suttee with the husband!

Many are happy emough to die in conse-
quence of these sorrows, for however ill they
may become, no care is taken of them, or
medicine given,

Dying with Thirst,

I once went to a funeral (before I was my-
self a widow), wheie the burning-place was
three kos (about six miles) from the city. It
was the hottest month of the year, and
though we started at sunrise, we did not reach
the house again till 3 p.m. I shall never for-
get how much the women suffered from the
hot blasting wind that blew on us Jke fire,
and the blazing sun. We were almost worn
out with heat and thirst, though we had
stopped often to rest, The poor widow
dared not ask for a drink, or she would have
lost her character; the women with her might
have given her water if they had liked, but
they would not.

At last she fell, but they pulled her up
again, and dragged her on, told her not to give
way,she was not theonly widow, taunt-
ed her, when she wept, with wanting a hus-
band. When she had no strength left even
to crawl, they dragged her along like a bun-
dle of clothes. §

On arrival at the house she was flung on
the floor in the little room; still, though they
knew she was almost dead with thirst, they
did not give her a drop of water, and she
dared not ask for any. She was a relative of
mine; but none of us dared go mear her, for
it would have brought down maledictions on
the head of any who tried it. At last one
young woman, after watching a long while,
saw her opportun ty, and s'ipped in with a ves-
sel of water. The widow ran at her like a wild
creature. I cannot describe how she behaved;
at first she did not recognize her friend—she
drank, and drank, till life and sense came
back to her. Then she fell down at the feet
of her who had brought the water, and em-
bracing them said— g

‘Oh, sister! I will never forget what you

June 22, 1906,

have done for me! You are my God—my sec-
ond Creator! But go away quickly, I pray,
that no one may ever find out what you have
done, or we shall both suffer. I promise I
will never tell of you’—‘Daybreak.’

Ruskin' on One’s Special
Work.

There is a work for us all. And there is a
special work for each, work which I cannot
do in a crowd or as one of a mass, but as
one man, acting singly, accoxding to my own
gifts, and under a sense of my personal re-
sponsibility., There is, no doubt, associated
work for me to do; I must do my work as
part of the world’s great whole, or as a mem~
ber of some body. But I have a special work
to do as an individual who, by God’s plan
and appointment, has a separate position,
separate responsibilities, and a sepa“at: work;
if I do not do it, it must be left undone. No
one of my fellows can do that special work
for me which I have come into the world to
do; he may do a higher work, a greater work,
but he canmot do my work. I cannot hand
my woik over to him, any more than I can
hand my responsibilities or my gifts. Nor
can I delegate my work to any association
of men, however well ordered or powerful,
They have their own work to do, and it may
be a very noble one. But they cannot do my
work for me. I must do it with these hamds
or with these lips which God has given me.
I may do little, or I may do much, That
matters not. It must be my own work. Amd,
bv doing my own work, poor as it may seem
to some, I shall be‘ter fulfil God’s end in mak-
ing me what I am, and more truly glorify
His name, than if I were either going out of
my own sphere to do the woik of another,
or calling in anotker into my sphere to do
my proper wo'k for me. .
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LOYAL CANADIANS.

This is what we want our children to be,
everyone of them. It is the little influences
that tell. A flag for your home, duly hotst-
ed, on proper occasions, a flag gaily waving
over the schoolhouse, a little flag pinnea
on the coat or dress, a Maple Leaf scarr
pin or brooch, continually worn, a hearty,
though not necessarily elaborate celebration
of Dominion Day, and other National anni-
versaries—all these go to make up the
training of patriotic men and women. It
costs a little effort, but it is more than
worth while. Our Maple Leaf offer and our

Flag Campaign are especially designed to as-
sist this work. Read our advertisements
elsewhere in this paper, and send your or-
der now. .

With a repeat order:—
Olds, Alta.
‘Every one is greatly pleased with the
pins and brooches.’
Yours respectfully,
SARAH J. ADSETT.

. Brass Hill, May 28, 1906.
John Dougall & Son:—

Dear Sirs,—We received the Maple Lear
brooches, flags and badges, on 22nd Inst,
and were very much pleased indeed with
them. The pupils thought they were get-
ting ‘a good deal for ten cents.’

‘We wish to thank you for them and for
the promptness with which you filled our
order,

I am glad to be able to help extend the
influence of such papers as the ‘Witness’
lalad ‘Messenger.’

Yours truly,
BELLA L. HOPKINS,

N.B.—All club orders to be accompanied by
the list of addresses to which we can send
the papers. Persons ordering pins may, where
they already get our papers, choose a friend
anywhere in Canada to receive the month’s
FREE subscription to the two papers in their
stead. This is a chance to interest your
friends in what interests you




