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David king over you, now then do it.” Yes, we have
thought in times past that we would make the8onof David
more completely king of our lives, that we would talk
with Him more, sacrifice for Him more. Now then do
it ; do it, and God grant that none of us may be proved
to have been hindraoces when the day comes that
“'gvery man's work shall betried by fire of what sort it is.”
THE GODS OF INDIA.
By Lucy P. Guinpess, {n the London Christian.

* 8tay—what on earth is this 1"

Wo have caught sight in parsing of s little doll-like
abject, tricked out in finery, but uglier and odder than
any conceivable doll—a preposterons little figure with an
clephant’a head and truuk sttached to & humean budy,
dressed in an immensely full crinoline skirt, and looking
liko some novel form of an elephant ballet-dancer.

**Mem 8ahib,” replied my guide with the utmost

mvity, ‘“this is the god of wisdom, Guoputti, son of
ivE.

** But why with an elephant's head 7 "

** Gunputti fought with Vishnu,” answers the pundit.
* Siva, to end the quarrel, cut off Gunputti's head. . The
mother, Kali, threatening to wreck the universe if the
hoad was not restored, Siva promised to do it, but the
head could not be found, so he gave him that of the
first anirual they met—an elephant.™

** Ani elephant is wise too 1"

“Very wiee, Mem Sahib. Gupputti ia invoked by
travollers and acholars. His name is written ut the
hesd of philosophic books.”

We look at the pantomine doll again—its foolish gown,
its ponderous proboscis curling down among the spangles.
Yes, it is quite true ; India worships this. This is a fair
example of her innumerable gods—the guds of Hindviem

-that all-inclusive, all-accommodating cult, ** a religion
which unites the grossest possible idolatry, in the most
horrible and degraded forms, with a very high develop-
ment of philosophy ; a faith that covers and includes
monotheism, polytheism, atheiam, morslity and im-
morality, ceremonial, non-ceremonial, nu rites or sny
smount of ritual--binding its followers inflexibly to-
gether like columus of the%mrdent adsmantine atone.”

From the Gulden Temple and Lake of Immortality in
Northern India, down to the Bombay shrines we are
visiting to-day, and away acroas the continent, till it
meots the faith of Buddha in Burmab, the Himalayas,
and Ceylon, this ancient idolatry atill reigne—reigna
over more than five times as many men and women as
there are in the United Kingdom at this hour.

Duzens and scores of people, mostly men and boys
(for very few women are anywhere to be seen) gather
round us whenever we stop our gari and get down with
tho guide to see wbat Hindu temples actually are.
Somoetimes the shrine is very sacred, no European being
sllowed within ; sometimes & considerable temple, with
little shrines around it, a bandsome pillared entrance,
shaven priests, and the perpetual bull gazing uncon-
sciously towards the central idol. Worshippers pour
water uver the stone bull's back.

“Why do they do that 1"
the snawer.

** What use is it when he can't feel 1"

I ask. ** Worship,” is

““ It is the system.”

This is the constant reply to every query as to under-
lyinweuonﬂ. Always the same thing over again.

** Why do you have a stone bull here 1”'—It is written
in tho Puranas.” .

‘* Why do they ring the bell 1""—It is a kind of sign
of warshippiog the God. :

**Can the god hear the bell7"~-**I cannot answer
that question.”

‘*But do you think that he can hear?"—*'1 would
rather not say.” , .

You turn to another--** Do fjou think he can hear 1"
—**No."

**Then why do you ring the bell !”—**It is the sys-
tom.”

‘“It is written in the Vedaa, ‘ King the bell,’” ox-
plaine my guide. Re is himself a scholsr, teaches Marathi
in the mission-house, and sees the folly of idolatry, and
yot romarks all the same—*‘ It is tho system.”

One wayside temple is very pretty ; green trees out-
side, a verandah over the lofty entrance, and s young
fellow in red and green and purple looking down ; a
quiet spot with little birds flitting past and s large tree
in leaf-in the courtyard. The tinkle of the soft bell
shows the whereabouts of the idol. A group of men
around the door are excitedly discussing the marriage
question. Near the priest's house on the courtyard a
cow is tethered to the tree. Women, with the usual
pretty figures, pass here and there, and children, bright,
wee creatures with jewelled nose-rings are playiun
about. They seem to do 8o freely all-over the sacr
precinots. The latter are dark and gloomy,- wooden
pillars supporting the low roof, fresco piotures on the
wall representing grotesque gods variously occupied ;
glass candle-bowls hung from the ceiling, and a de-
coratod canopy stretches over the idol.

‘“ What is this building at the side 1" I ank.
for holy men--poor men "’ (pilgrims and fakirs).

‘Do people worship here much 1”—* Every day,
once a week, on the chief day.”

“How do they worship7"—** With fuwers and
water."”

‘* Can the idols ase tho flowers or the water 1" ** No.”

*“ Placen

*“Then why 7" ¢ It is the system.”
‘* Have you read the Now Testament' " I ssk an in-
‘telligent lovking young priest. .** Being a Hindu,” he

answers, ‘‘I don't wish to read that."

What does he read—the histories of his idolsa?7 * Do
you know that, as a Bungali newspaper* confesses,
‘ abomination worship is the rmain ingredient of modern
Hinduism ' " 1

Standing in the sunshine and looking into the gloom
of the idol hall, the continst between the Light of the
World and India’s heathen darkness fills the heart.
¥ace to face with Chriat, think of the ideals before us:
of

BIVA.

‘*Siva, the deatroyer, covered with tho ashes of funeral ﬂreu;
drawing a veil over the sun, and driving creations into chaos.”
A glance from the third cye in his forehead strikes dead those
who offend him. Hisneckiuceia of human skulls, and hia rosar,
is of the same ; serpents writhe in hia hair and wreathe his
neck,

Think of these ideals ! of

* TAe Reis and Rayet, in an editorial.



