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a beautiful. garland of fiowers, whicli the
-courteous master of affairs places wlth rnuch
cerernony around miy neck. The wreath la
-closeiy woven of lovely tropical bloomi,
Iîeavy wltli sceat, and taliag below the
waist. I excpress what thanks arc possible
amid the dia of bagpipe music. We -;tep Into
the carniage and are swiftly bowled away.
ieaviîîg the tamaslia crceping down the
streets amid the fiare of torch-light, and pro-
.digai showers of scent.

It la ln progress frein tue bnide'8 bouse te
the briegroom's, and wIll arrive, ln due
-course, at the pleasant resîdence, wliere la a
few moments we aligbt and mounit the
stops.

Oh, she l.a sumli a lIttie bride 1 Tou stand
hushed la her presence, scarcely able to be-
fleve that this la really she.

Ia the central rooni of a bouse she site on
a cusîllon by the bridegrooin, both of thein
,cross-legged on the floor. The women of
the household, la gay gowns aîîd solema sil-
ence, are seatcd on the floor behind. Hindu
musiciane lu front are performlng soft, welrd
music. Delicate rc!rcshments are laid ln a
side room. The littie brldt le eight years
old, a tiay shy slip ef a chIld; the busband a
tali, vigorous, young man of about twenty.
fie epea<s Engzllsh well, and taike f reely to
me, but doce not move froin bis tbrone upon
the floor. Rer uiicle pleke up tt.e littie bride
ln his arme, as you îaight a cbild of two,
and carrnes lier off out of the crow-d Into
the reireehinent room, te try and get ber to
eay a few words, but she le too ahy te utter
anythlng but lier ame, whleh cornes out at
last aftr much persuasion. Someone carrnes
a email boy paet dreeeed ln the brigbtest
ocarlet. The wee bride stretches out ber
baud to hM. They are evidently playinatees.

"She le mnuch more fit for that lîttie five
year old than for the bridegroom you are
glvisg ber," I remarked pItifully.

"4Ah, main Sahib, no!1 Sucb age Is not our
,custoin."

The age that la the custoinfls paInfully evi-
dent. Everythiag around you *le pretty,
sblnlng, costly, gay with mnusic, and ~.by
a glare of light; but oh, It Ia so sad 1 As
you reaise what this wedding represents
you feed that you have scarcely ever seen
anytbing Erander th-an thîs wee bride ln bei
green sllk drese and costly ernameit-a
mite encrusted la a load of jewels. la about
two years eu-e will be actually marrled to
this fuil grown, vIgorous. man.

We are sbown round the galierles of the de-
corated bouse, and corne te the wçomeil'a
quartera, where the ladies vise te nlepi- us:.
the happy wi!e and mether, brIlliantIy dress-
-ed and bejewelled, shows us ber ornaments,
-and emiles moat pieasantly. Sbe caunot
-speak a word of Englisb. Someone le stand-
ing bebind ln flic sbadow, a young and well
fornied woman.

"Who le this ?"1 you ask, turslng te, ber a!-
ter the rest were introdueed.

'Ah, sbe le a w-idow 111 cornes the grave
and ead reeponse.

Widowbood la India le net only a lite long
sorrow, but a 111e-long curse. It la bclieved
te be the effect of some horrible crime coin-
znltted by the woman lun a prerlous 111e, a
criffie for whlcb ber busband lias been purs-
Islied. FIe has dlcd, but ebe Iaust suifer. 0f
course, it la ber fault.

TIhe widow must wear a single coarse gar-
ment, whiite, red, or browa. She must ont
only oeue mcal durnîg the twenty-four hours
o! a day. She inuat neyer take part ln lamn-
Ily feasta and jubilces witb otbere. She musï
not show berself to people on auspiclous oc-
casions. A man or woeman thinksA.t unlucky
to behold a widow's face befere seeing any
other object lu tlie mornIng. A man wll
postpene bis joîîrney If ies patb happens to
lie croseed by a wi-dow at the time of hie de-
parture.

A lludau woman thinks it worse thas
death to losc ber beautiful hair. Look at this
littie lasele, only fourteen years old, lier
cyca swoilen w * tli bitter tears, eittlng with
a sad face out o! averybody's way. She huard-
ly knows the reason wby bier beautiful haîr
lias been eut off, or wby she le so cruelly de-
prlved 0f ail ehe Mies. Sbe will grow Up ln
this sadncss--grow up perhaps to write one
day wJiat a Riadu woxnan once wrote :

"0 Lord, bear my prayer!1 No one lias
turned an eye on the oppression that we poor
%vomeui suffer, though wltb weeplng, andi
crylag, and desire, we bave turned to ail
aides, hoping that somte eue would save us.
N'o one las lifted up hie eyellds te look up-
on us, nor inquIre, Into our case. We have
searcbed abeve and below, but Thou art the
only One wbo wllt bear our complalat, Thon
knowest our Impotence, our degradation, our
dishonor.

4'0 great Lord, our name lu written wlth
drunkards, with lunatîca, with luvbeelles,
witb tbe very animaIs; as thcy are not re-
sponsible, we are net. CrIminals, conflaed in
the jails for lte, are bappier titan we, for
thcy know somcthing of Thy world. Thcy
were net hemn lm prison, but we have not for
one day, uîo, net even la our dreams, seen
Thy world; to. us It la nothing but a naine.
and not having sccu the world, we cannot
krow Tbee, Its m-aker. Thoee who have secs
I hy worke rnay leara to understand Tbee,
bic te learn te know Tbee. We sec oaly the
four walls of the bouse. Shall we cell then
the world, or India ? We bave heeuî bora la
thie jail, we have dIed haro, and are dyisg."1

The Indian worn, as a bride, goes ln-
aIde her husband's zieuse, and neyer, or scar-
ccly ever, geesl out again tîll ber remaIne are
carnied eut te be burlcd. For the test o! ber
liTe ehe la hldden there la a living terni. And
Il she be a widow, that toxnb becornea a
prison bouse ef pain, frein wbicb such crics
asg that above go up te Ged.-lPresbytelau
Monthly."1
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