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THE MYSTERY OF THE SEED.
Children dear, can you read
The mystery of the seed,
The little seed, that will not remain
In earth, but nises in fruit and grain ?

A mystery, passing strange

1s the seed, in its wondrous changc ,
Forest and flower in its husk concealed,
And the golden wealth of the hanest-field.

Ever, around and above,

Works the Invisible Love -
It lives in the heavens and under the land,
In blossom and sheaf, and the reaper’s hand.

—Sower, you surcly know

That the harvest never will grow,
Except for the Angels of Sun and Rain,
Who water and ripen the springing grain '

Awake for us, heart and cye,

Are watchers behind the sky :
There arc unseen reapers in every band,
Who lend their stiength to the neary hand.

When the wonderful light breaks through
From above, on the work we do,
Wo can sce how ncar us our helpers are,
Who carry the sickle and wear the star.

Sower, you surcly know

That good seed never will grow,
Excepr for the Angels of Joy and Pain,
Who scatter the sunbeams and pour the rain.

—Child, with the sower sing !
Love is in everything !
The secret is deeper than we canread :(—
But we gather the grain if we sow the sced.
— .

KNASHEB/.

SOME FACTS IN IHE LIFE OF KASHEBRI, A
RRAHMIN WOMAN, AS AN INTRODUCTION
TO A LETTER WRITTEN BY HERSELF.

On the Westernside of Hindoostan
directly North of the Mahratta Province,
where our Missionaries are laboring, 1s
the Province where Kashebi hived.  This
woman like most women in India, had
been married at the age of five years.
Her husband, azidotwer, was married to
ee Kashebi when he was ten years old.
This girl's education had been mostly of
a kind which modesty forbids our describ-
ing. Her religious training had been
left to her mother, who was accustomed
to take her to the god’s room, and teach
her to pray for such things as wealth,
male children —and that her next appear-
ance upon carth, might not be in some
vile body: for the new birth of the
Hindoos is the returning after death into
some other body which may be reptile,
beast or bird. Kashebi and Dowlutram,
the husband, saw each other the day of
the wedding and met again only once
until the age of twelve, when she was
removed to the house of her mother-in-
laww. She was a beautiful woman, and
rotwithstanding  the severity of her
mother-in-law, did win the love of her
husband, and she loved him with the
fullest affection,  Her amiable and noble
ways made her a favorite in the house,
When an event drew near upon which
her hopes of life-long misery or happiness
depended, more than once every day she
fell down before Mata the great mother
goddess, weeping and praying for the
only gift which would prove her worthy
the respect of the family. She even em-
ployed a Brahmin to stand in the sacred
river, with water up to his neck, half a
day at a time, and the sex of the litile
coming stranger was the important part
of the event. But the pravers were all
unavailing for the baby was a girl.  For
two long monthe of ccremonial confine-
ment, she was kept apart in a little damp
roon. having no~ympathy and not a visit-
ar, except the attendant who brought her
food and gave her such attention as was
absolutely necessary.  Faen her husband
could only look at her through a grating,
and in his anger and disappointment he
did not even do that.  When puor Kas-
hebi was restored to her place in the
family sh. found herself despised.  RBe-
fore the little stranger was a vear old
plans were laid for her mamriage, but the
beautiful Moti was not fully wedded
until she was six years old, and in three

years more her husband died of small-pox.
When Kashebi heard of this she was al-
most frantic with gricf, tearing her hair
and beating her breast, crying, ** My
noor Moti, my lost child, 1io sons, only a
girl and she isa widow.” ‘The most fear-
ful of curses had fallen upon her, and
the years of sorrow and abuse can never
be told.  When Moti arrived at twelve
years of age, priests were called and she
was deprived of all her rights of caste and
the endearments of home.  Her beautiful
hair (of which ¢very Hindoo woman s
proud) was shaven off.  Her handsome
clothes were exchanged @ara coarse, black
wrapper. All her ornaments were remov-
ed from her arms, neck, ears, nose and
ankles. From that day forth, accord-
ing to the Hindoo custom she must
sleep on the ground and be both prisoner
and slave.  Even her mother would be
condemned if she should show any signs
of tenderness towards “one whom the
gods had cursed.”

Just at this time Dowlutram, the fath-
er, made the acquaintance of an Eng-
lish gentleman, who asked him if he
would not behappy to invite his wife
to visit the ladies of his secluded family.
Many excuses and delays were in-
vented, but finally, after some years
had elapsed, the Missionary’s lady
found her way to the proud Brah-
min’s house.  She was never allowed to
se¢ the hated Moti, who after a time
found a way of escape, and, years after-
wards, washeard of in adisreputablchouse,
having chosen a life or shame, rather
than endure the bondage of her father's
house. 1 should like to tell you more
of the poor mother’s trials, in the intro-
duction of a new wife, to whom was
transferred the love, attenticon, jewels and
fine clothes she had once delighted in.
But I must hasten to tell you that the
two years of faithful instruction by the
Missiopary had revealed to this poor,
crushed, but noble minded woman, the
truth that a woman has a soul--an iin-
mortal soul —and that even sinful woman
may go to Heaven, and that the way is
provided by Jesus Christ, the Son of God
Himself. I have not time to tell you
of the experiences and perils that made
her & member of the Missionary's family,
and of the “houschold of faith” but !
will send you part of a letter written by
her to her husband.

Kashebi's letter to her husband from
the Mission House.

My busband will please receive the
salutation of Kashebi his wife.  Through
the mercy of 130d our Father I amv well
and hope you are well also.  The reason
of my writing is this: I want you to
know where l am and that I amnow bap-
tized, and 2 member of the Christian
Churchs It was not true what you told
me—that the Missionary when baptizing
2 convert put beef into his mouth, whisp-
cred a charm in his ear, and makes him
drunk with wine.  Neither is it true that
all the people are low caste or out-cast
teople; but whatever thev were before
they are very kind now and far happier
among themsclves than Hindoos are : and
just for the reason that they are far holier
and purer. Nor was it true taat I became
a Chrstian in the hope of being married
again. 1 am your lawful wife stil and
never can be anything else while we both
live. 1had no Comforter while I was a
Hindoo, and in my sorrow 7ow [ have an
Almighty Comforter, who is more preci-
ous to me than all the wealth and friends
of the world. I amn not blaming you for
saying thosc things, for perhaps you said
them in ignorance, and even if you did
not I would not reproach you. My dear
Saviour when He was reviled, reviled
not again, and shall not I do like Him?
You offered me a thousand dollars and
ornaments and honor if 1 would forsake
my lord. I would not take a million of
money and an ocean fuil of jewels, nor
the crown of all India and forsake Him!
What! He gave His life for me and I
barter away His love and my soul for

worldly treasure? Never! I am now

one of His people and I mean to serve
Him with my whole soul till I die. Do
not blame tny fricnd the Missionary's
wife, for what T have done.  She knew
nothing of my resolve till it was carried
out. Sha advised me to try and serve
Christ in my own family, but 1 saw 1
could not do this. [ am very sorry 1
cannot love you or your mother as
Christians; but I love you still and shall
never cease to pray for you, that you may
sce the felly of worshipping idols and
turn to the only true and living God,
through His Son Jesus Christ.

Kashebi's letter to Christian ladies :

Sisters 1IN JEsus Curist, Kashebi
sends to you her Christian greetings. 1
am not worthy to address you I know,
but I think you will not be angry with
me. [ amonly a babe in Christ yet, but
I hope to grow strong bye and bye. 1
want to speak to all my Christian sisters
in England, Scotland, Ircland, and Am-
erica, for now 1 know that all these
countries exist and are full of Christ’s
peoble.  Indeed of most of those coun-
trics I had never heard till my dear
teacher told me of them. I suppose that
your children, even your little girls know
all about the countries of the world from
their childhood.  Happy for them
that they were allowed to learn and have
good educated mothers to teach them
from their infancy.  And now my dear
sisters why do not more Christian ladies
come to our country to teach heathen
women about Jesus and His salvation ?
1f you only knew their need of teaching
of every kind, as I know it, you would
almost leave your husbands and families,
and home work, and come at once. 1
sec quite plainly that nothing but the
knowledge of Christ will raise our native
women 1.om the deep ignorance and de-
gradation in which they now live. Those
of them who have met Fnglish women
feel as a Hindoo man once said *like
ducks amonyg swansy'  They konder
what has inade yoyue#sporior 1o them.
I know what hagdoncit. It} your
holy religion, and Christian education,
for I think wherever wonen enjoy these,
men will not trample on them as they do
in this country: but alas! our women
are still without cither. 1 am  like
one who has spent half a  life
in a vile prison -mysclf a prisoner, 1
have been among prisoners and have
seen all the badness of their natures, and
of their daily actions, and the karshness
and cruclty of the jailers: and, if I had a
thousand tongues and a thousand lives, 1
would employ them all to deliver those
unhappy prisoners.  Will you not help
to deliver them? In my country there
is a tree called Femandu.  Itis a bitter
tree, Toot, branch, bark, leaf flower and
seed, all are bitter.  So is sin, the bitrer
sap that flows through the heathen tree,
and it has made them all bad.  Can you

MASSACRE OF CHURCH MUSIC.
Uy LHE REV. 1 DE WITT TALMAGE.

There has been an effort made for the
last twenty years to kill congregational
singing. The attempt has been tolerably
successful; but it seems to me that some
rules might be given by which the work
could be done more quickly and com-
pletely.  Whats the use of having it ling-
cring on in this uncertain way ? Why not
put it out of its misery ? If you are going
to kill a snake, kill it thoroughly, and do-
not let it heep on wagging its tail till sun-
down. Congregational singing is a nui-
sance, anyhow, to many of the people
It nterferes with their comfort. It of
fends therr taste. It disposes their noses
to flesibility in the upward direction. It
is too democratic in its tendency.  Down
with congregational singing, and let us
have no more of it.

The dint rule for kilhing at, is to have
only such tunes as the people cannot sing.
In some churches it is the custom for the
choirs at vach service to sing one tune
which the people know. It is very gen-
crous of the choir to do that.  The peo-
ple ought to be very thankful for the do-
nation. They do not deserve it, and if
permitted once in a service to sing, ought
to think themselves highly favored.  But
I oppose this singing of even the one
tune that the people understand. It
spoils them. It gets them hankering af-
ter more.  Total abstinence is the only
safety ; jor if you allew them to imbibe
atall they wiil after a while get in the hab-
it of drinking too much of it, and the first
thing you know they will be going around
drunk on sacred psalmody.  Besides that,
if you let them sing one tune at a senvice,
they will be putting their oar into other
tunes and bothering the choir.  There
is nothing more annoying to a chair,,
than at some moment when they have
drawn out a note to exquisite fineness,
thin as a split hair, to have some
blundering ¢lder to come in with 2
“Praisc yo the Lord {7 Total abstinence,
I say. Let alt the churches take the
pledge even against the milder musical
beverages, fur they who tamper with
champagne cider soon get to Hock and
Old Burgendy.

Now, it all the tunes are new, there
will be no temptation to the people.  They
will not kecp humming along, hoping
that they will find some bars down where
they can break into the clover pasture.
They will take the tune as an inextricable
conundrum; and give itup.  Besides that,
Pisgah, Ortonville, and Brattle-street are
old-fashioned. They did very well in their
day. Our fathers were simple-minded,
and the tunes fitted them.  But our fa
thers are gone. and they ought to have
taken their baggaze with them. It is a
nuisance to have these old tunes floating
around the church, and some time, just
as we have got the music as fine as an op-

not change the heathen tree into a sweet j era, to have a revival of religion come,
one? The love of God is the new sap'and some new-born soul break out in

that is needed for this, and vou can carry | *“ Rock of Ages, cleft for me
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it out to India in the pitchers of your' right have people to sing who know no-

hearts. Will you not do it?

Again, 11 thing about raythmics, mclodies, dynam-

want you particularly to know that gen-!ics 7 The old tunes ought to be asham-
tlemen { Missionarics I mean) cannot do!ed, when compared winh our modern

much for our Hindoo women. So Chris-

tian work must be donc by Christian
women, and if they are doctors as well
as teachers so much the better.  What
can I say more to you? 1f the love of
Jesus will not constrain you to pity our
oppressed and ignorant women, my poor
words, I am sure, will be of little worth.
You will not find our women rude or un-
civil, but you will find them in a dread-
ful state of ignorance, and many of them
prejudiced and opposed to learning, but
do not be discouraged. The same God
who opened the door to my family, shone
into my sorrowing heart, and became my
Comforter, will open other doors, shine
into other hearts, and in His own time
will turn all India from its idols to serve
Him and His dear Son.

That the time may come quickly is
the prayer of your redeemed sister.

Kasuzut,

beauties.  I.et Dundee, and Portuguese
Hymn, and Silver-street hide their heads
beside what we heard not lons ago. in a
«church -just where, I shall nottell. The
minister read the bymn beautifully.  The
organ began, and the choir hegan as near
as I could understand, as follows -
Oh—aw—gee -bah
Ah- -me Ila he
O pah -sah- -dah
Wo-—haw —gee-e-e.

My wife, seated beside me, did not like
the music.  But I said : “what beautiful
sentiment ! My dear, it is a pastoral. You
might have known that from ‘\Wo haw
gee ;' you had your taste ruined hy attend-
ing Brooklyn Tabemacle.” The choir
repeated the last line just four times.
Then the prima donna leaped on the first
line, and slipped and fell on the second,
and that broke and lct her through to the
third. The other voices came in to pick



