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room stood black stone jars filled with
water. Ina third, the pieces of & broken
jar were scattered avound, which, when
the little girl saw, she wept afresh.
“Para,” said the tcacher, “is this
your jar? Who has broken it y”
“I smashed it myself,” sobbed the
child.
“You did it yourself puvposely, and
yet you cry ! said the lady with wonder.
“ Shantee touched it with her hand and
made it unclean, so I did as our holy
books tell us. to do—I broke it. Oh,
teacher, will you give me 2 penny to buy
another ¢’ and Tura looked up through
her shining tears. .
“Poor little girl,” said the teacher,
‘smoothing the long tangled hair;
¢ obedicnce to such commands does not
bring happiness. My child, does your
“book ” tell who made the world aud the
people 2
“Yes,” said Tora ; “one god whose
mname is Brakma made the world and all
the people in it. He made tie people
from his own body. From his head he
made wise men, and from his arms and
shoulders he made strong men, Lke
soldiers and kings ; merchants and others
he made from his loins, but poor men and
servants came from the feet of Bralma.”
. ““And from which part were you, do
you suppose, Lara”
¢¢Aly father is high up, he is a mer-
chant ; but Shontee’s fathec is a servant,
50 when she touched my jar it was pol-
Juted—my nice new jar—-and now it is
broken—oh, dear!” Her little hears was
aching with real sorrow, not that she had
broken the jar, for that she thought
right, but because it had been made “un-
clean,” as she ternied it.
“Sit down, Zara,” said her teacher,
“¢and wher. you are quiet we will talk.”
In obedience she turned away, but, half
blinded with tears, she fell over a rude
bench that served as a table. Tt gave
way, and she was thrown to the floor,
when, striving to disentangle herself from
the hroken bench and torn frock, she in.
cautiously caught hold of:one of the re-
msining jars. Irstantly a &irl of twelve
orfourteen years sterted up with words
of -abuse falling thick and fast from her
lips, and before any one could vrevent
ler had dashed the jar into a hundred
fragments upon the ground. Slowly
-gtreamed the water over the coarse mud
$loor, which drank it up:as parched earth
drinks the rain, but quickly flowed the
%ears from the eyes of the excited girl.
“ Tara, Tara,” she screamed, *¢thou
. danghter-of a merchant, why hast thou
touched my jar ¥

Many bitter words would have been
spoken by tho two girls, but the teacher
bade.them be silent. It was then ex-
plained that the oldest girl was of *‘ high
caste,” and none of her inferiors mxi; t
so much as lay hand upon, much less
drink from, the jav she called hers. As
the low-caste Shantce had broken this
rule of caste in regard to Lara’s jar, so
in the same way had Z'ara offended the
high-caste Saluve. .

t is tou true that in India all the
people are divided into sepavate classes
or castes that never intermarry, never
«at or drink together, nov may they even
toucl the vessels belonging to ene another.
Should o vessel be touched by alow-caste
person, it must be puritied Ly e if it be
of brass or copper; but if only cheap
carthenware, like these penny jars, they
raust be broken in picees.

Three ditferent castes were represented
in this mission school. They were all
Hindoos, and strict in obeying the com-
mands of their so-called *holy book.”
The missionary teacher could not forbid
this, for they would have left school had
their idolatry been interfered with. So
easily are these little things brought to
fear the breaking of caste, that Zara de-
clared she “‘would rather die than drink
from Shantecs jar,” which, of course,
would not have been true had death bem
really at hand.

A few days previous the girls had ask-
ed for & few pennies to buy water jars,
Willingly the request was granted, for
in that Lot country the little ones wish
often for a cup of coid water. There were
no wells near. All the water was hrought
from a river that flowed by at a distance
from the school, but too far for little feet
to travel in the burning sun, so it was
well that fresh water should be kept in
the school-room. Accordingly theso jars
were purchased, aud this was the first
day of their use. Half an hour before
three of the girls might have been seen

coming from the river-side, thejars poised -

easily on their heads, while they sang the
new hymn their teacher had taught them.

Now two of the jers were broken. That
oxe belonging to- the lowest caste alone
remained. No fear of any one pollating
their jars,

Here was the begioning of txouble to
the new teacher, Caste, that fatal ob-
stacle to all.good, toall progress, in India,
met her on the threshold.” "What should
shedo? Knowing the power of mausic,
she.said.quietly to-her troubled school,
¢ Let us sing our new hymn.”

Clearly, sweeily, and in unisonrose the
‘vords, *‘ Let us Jove one-inother.” Then
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