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INTRODUCTION.

ABRIDGED FROM THAT OF REV, EDWARD E. STORROW
10 THE Loxpox EbpiTiox.

Tuk writer of * The Dawn of Light” is a volun-
tary laborer in female nission work in Bengzal,
Dwelling in the ecity where it is cliefly carried on,
the noble impulses of feminine love and pity led her,
as well as a few others, to seck access to a select
number of respeetable Hindoo families, and week by
week to labor for their moral and intellectual en-
lightenment.  Miss Leslie, therefore, has had unusual
opportunities for becoming acquainted with the cha-
racter, habits and wauts of Hiudoo ladies, and in the
following story has depicted these with great accu-
racy. DBoshonto, Kumari, Kamini, Prosonno and
Premchand are veritable personages, though all the
incidents assoctated with their names have not
occurred.

The story is not ouly valuable as a faithful por-
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6 INTRODUCTION.

traiture of ITindoo =cenery, character and customns as
they exist in Caleutta und vicinity; it 1s yet wore
valuable, asx illustrative of the methods by which
light and truth are now penetrating into the durk
and sad recesses of’ many a zenana.

Of all the social revolutions oceurring in various
parts of’ the world, none, probably, is more import-
ant than that now passing over the coudition of the
wowen of India. Their state for centuries has been
singularly deplorable.  Their very birth 1s a disap-
pointiuent.  Morully and itellectually they are re-
garded as inferior to the other sex.  liducation is
denied them. Married while yet children, they lall
into the lhands of those who, if' poor, treat thew as
drudges and ioferiors; if rich, as too weak, vain
and foolish to be able to take care of themselves,
and only safe from harm and evil as long as they
have no fice intercourse with the otlier zex, or with
the great world outside of the wulls of their own
apartments.  Should their husbands die, they as
widows, however young, must subsist on poor and
scanty diet and wear the plainest and coarsest attire
to the end of life.

It uced not be told how their state wax deplored,
especially by tho-e who were laboring for India's en-
lightenment, but no remedy was at hand.  Schools
for girls were unknown.  When first established,
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only the very poorest and those of lowest caste could
be bribed to send their daughters,

The very few who were sent to xchool were taken
away at the time of marmage, before any permanent
result could be looked for.  Nor were adults more
accessible.  If they ventured to dyaw near the out-
skirts of a crowd of wen who were listening to a
missionary, they might be told contemptuously that,
being only women, that which appeualed to the mind
and intellect was not for them; whilst respectable
ladies, shut up in their zenanas, could neither he
reached by the living voice of instruetion nor rewd
the books which occasionally penctrated into their
dwellings. One half the populatien of all India
was tlrus practieally beyond our reach.

Ilappily, all this s now beginning to change, and
it is alike importaut and instructive to trace the
causes of a movement which, though limited at pres-
ent to a few localitics, is edrtain finally to revolution-
ize the entire structure of Hindoo society.

Around Calcutta the greatest indigations of this
change are observable; a statement, therefore, of
what is occurring there will illustrate what is going
on in a less degree in many other places.

Being the seat of government, and the centre of
commerce between North-castern India, with its
eighty milliens of population, and the civilized
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world, it has drawn to itself a larger number of
Europecans and respectable Hindoos than ix anywhere
else to be found.  Irom the southern suburbs ot” the
city to Chinsurah, twenty-eight miles north of Cal
cutta, and within threc miles of cach side of the
river, there are at least a million and a half of peo-
ple. In addition to ten thousand who are being
taught in govermment and governent-aided and
wirssion schools in their own lanzuage. there ave in
superior schools and colleges more than fourteen
thousand who are acquiring a knowledge of our West-
ern literature, science and opinions  through the
English language. The latter ncarly all belong to
the middle and upper classes< of society.  In all these
schools and colleges, hoth directly and indirectly, our
ideas of morality, of the relations of the sexes, of
the honor, love and coumrtesy due to womankind, are
ineuleated, and in mission school= and colleges where
two-thirds at least of the above numbers attend, the
Bible is a recognized class-book, and there are spe-
cific lessons om all the abuses and wrongs affecting
native female society.

The eflcet of all this is beginning to be very
marked. The contrast between their manners and
customs and our own is soon observed. The niore
manifest evils inhevent in their own are felt.  And
now there has grown up a tretting iupatience at the



INTRODUCTION. 9

restraints imposed by immemorial eustom, and a dis-
like to the wrongs and inconveniences from which
they suffer. Young men enlightened by an Eng-
lish education canmot but observe a marked con-
trast between their own intelleetual freedom and
growth and the utter ignorance, superstition and
narrowness of their wothers, sisters and wives.
They find themselves married to those whom they
would not have themselves chosen, and with whom
they can have no sympathy. They see their little
sisters given in marriage to perfect strangers who
may be four or six times as old as their child-wives,
They see widows whose husbands died in childhood.
who are an encumbrance to their families, supposed
to be cursed by gods and fate, yet whose marriage
would be judged to be alike impious and unnatural.
They see all thiy, and though unusually timid and
conservative, they canuot shnt their eyes to its evils,
and are slowly preparing to eradieate them. Thus
through the education of the boys and young men
comes the most effective means of elevating the
woulen,

Qar tale exhibits sowme of the modes in which this
social and moral revolution is operating. I have
known many instances in which students wishing
to parade their own learning, and to gratify the in-
quisitiveness of their wives, sisters or aunts, have
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heen led, like Premehand and Prionath in this story,
to tecach them to read. This wus done secretly, for
those at the head of families were of the old way of
thinking, and the innovators were fewr and uninflu-
catinl.  The education of the better classes, how-
ever, for thirty years and more, hax been mainly of
the kind we have deseribed.  That women should be
ceducated is now belicved by thousands of native gen-
tlemen, and, wnlike numbers who a few years ago
held this merely as a theory, they are giving it prac-
tical cffect.  Their ideas of propricty forbid that
ladies should leave their hiouses frequently or with-
out much protection; they are unwilling, therefore,
as a rule, to send them to school, but they do not
object to the visits of English and American ladies,
or even of native teachers who are properly acered-
ited. There is less ineconvenience attendant on this
mode of instruetion than might be supposed, beeause
the sons in a fawily when married, and even the
grandsons, continue to live under the parental roof,
and as Hindoo Iadies have abundanee of leisure, it i3
not difficult to find several in a family who are will-
ing to listen to a teacher.

This is the general work in which many ladies are
now engaged. Its importance can hardly be over-esti-
mated. We are thus gaining access to that large class
whose influence for good or ill is most potent, whose
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enthiralment and humiliation have been most eom-
plete, and who hitherto have been inaceessible as
the summits of the Himalayas.

Whilst Hindoo women are thus reeciving the bless-
ings of knowledge and freedom, the men are prepar-
ing to advance yet [arther in the same direction.
They begin to feel that the preseribed age of mar-
vage is mueh too early; there is a growing willing-
ness to send their daughters to schools ; on the ques-
tion of perpetual widowhood they have advanced yet
farther, and in spitc of an intensity of opposition
which it is difficult for foreigners to understand,
have brought about several such marriages.

It should need only the statement of the simple
facts of the case to obtain all that is required in the
form of aid and agency, that every Hindoo family
accessible to us may have its visitor, and that every
girl who can be sent to school may be within reach
of one.

Tet it be distinetly remembered, however, that
this auspicious work is confined to a very small part
of India. The hopeful state of female edueation in
Calcutta, Bengal and the Punjab is the exeeption,
not the rule.

It is certain that not one Hindoo woman in two
hundred can read or write. Then, of the thirty mil-
lion young people who might be at sehool, at least
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fiftcen millions are girl, and of thix vast number
there is reason to believe that not one hundred thou-
sand are really under instruetion, or one in one hun-
dred and fifty. Thus, whilst there are sixty million
adult women in India who, with the rarest excep-
tions, are wholly uncdueated, there are nearly thirty
willions of their daughters who are growing up in
the deepest ignoranee.

This caunot be perpetuated. We who exult in
our freedom and intelligence, who boast of the chiv-
alrous, dclicate and Clristian sentiments we enter-
tain for womankind, are bound alike by duty, honor
and beneficence to seek the clevation of our magnifi-
cent Eastern empire, and Christian women especially
should strive that their Hindoo sisters may share
their freedom, cultivation, happinecss and piety.



THE DAWN OF LIGHT.

CHAPTER 1L
THE IIOMESTEAD.

BOUT ten miles beyond one of the

suburbs of Caleutta is a large village,
indeed almost a small town, inhabited chiefly
by high-caste families, dwelling in substan-
tial brick-built houses. There many Baboos,
or native gentlemen, have their country resi-
dences. Availing themselves of one of the
newly-opened lines of railway, thcy go every
Monday morning to the ecity, and return to
their familics on Saturday afternoons. It is
true they might, by using the same means of
conveyance, go and return each day, but most

Bengali gentlemen have their city as well as
2 13



14 THE DAWN OF LIGHT.

their country houscs, and they prefer being
near their places of business throughout the
week.

The railrond passes within a mile or two
of the village, but the pleasantest way to it
is by earriage. The read is very beautiful.
Now you pass by a tank covered with the
gorgeous Dblossoms of the eriinson lotus—a
flower so regal In its beauty that it scems to
deserve the name of the Queen of Flowers
far more than does the blushing rosc; now
you see a grove of mango trees, and if the
time of the year be the eold season, cach
branch is tipped with the orange blossoms
and crimson leaves of a wild orchid; farther
on is a long range of bamboos, looking beau-
tiful and soft in the ever-shifting alternations
of cloud and sunshine; then you eome to a
field of a kind of pulse, blue with irnume-
rable flowers of the riehest, decpest azure;
a field of yellow mustard succeeds, with its
golden light and its peeuliar yet grateful
fragranee. In the rainy season every bank
and bit of old wall is marvelously adorned
with ferns of various kinds. The Adiantum
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lunulatum, with its pale-green, crescent-
shaped leaves, and its black, hair-like stems,
beautifies every road. The maiden-hair, with
its delicate, feather-like fronds, mantles every
half-hidden, secluded wall. The very ditches
on either side the road are beautiful, for in
them grow arams of singular loveliness. The
leaves of some of these arums are blotched
with purple; some are veined with exquisite
ciibroidery ; but the most are of a rich uniform
green. During a shower these Dbeautiful
lcaves hollow themselves to receive the rain-
drops, and then the succeeding burst of sun-
shine lights them up with extraordinary
radiance,

The bazaar, or market, is situated at the
entrance of the village. There, in the little
stalls, may be scen all sorts of things exposed
for sale. Here sits an old man with his
stock of tiny looking-glasses, balls of white
and colored thread put up in bottles, little
round wooden boxes fantastically painted,
heaps of nccklaces, or malas, as they are
called, strings of beads of various sizes and
numberless bracelets of glass or lac. A mis-
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cellaneous collection of nails, locks, cow-bells,
tin boxes, conch shells, etc., completes his
assortment of goods. Iarther on is a pot-
tery-shop, with earthen vessels of different
sizes and shapes, some of them almost rival-
ing in beauty those of the famous Etruscan
vases. Yet a little farther on is a sweetmeat
shop.  Great plates full of parched rice, and
of butter, sugar and spices in every form of
delectable preparation, are so arranged as to
tempt the eyes of the passers-by. Beside it is
a froit shop, with bunches of golden plan-
tains hanging up within, and an immense
heap of green cocoanuts lying in front. And
perhaps next to this is a stall for the flower
garlands used in idol-worship. Here the
worshiper, on his way to the river or the
temple, for a few cowries® muy buy wreaths
of white jessamine, crimson hib’zcus or any
other of the beautiful flowers of India which
may happen to be in bloom.

Leaving the bazaar, we come to scattcred

* A =mall shell, about eighty of which are exchanged
for a copper pice, itself the smallest coin in common use,
of less value than a cent.
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brick houses, each one embosomed in trees.
It the day be cool, we can get out and walk
along the road. And what a walk that js!
By oue coming from the heart of the busy
city the stilluess is immediately felt as most
delightful.  The air is fresh and cool, and
“the volce of the tartle is heard in the land,”
fur stealing throngh the stillness may be heard
the sweet yet mournful coo of the wild dove.
Sonictimes, too, the hoarse croak of a raven
may be heard, and oceasionally the singular
ery of a half-mythical bird which no one
Professes to have ever scen, but whose nest,
wonderful in size, is said to have been dis-
covered.

In such a quiet and beautiful retreat was
the homestead of Baboo Rajkumar Dhatta-
charjya. He was a Brahmin and a pundit,
or teacher. Sanscrit, the sacred language of
the Hindoos, was nearly as familiar to him
as Dengali.  Its polysyllabic words had a
strange charm for him, and nothing delighted
him wore than to have pupils who partook
of his enthusiasm. A refined, polished man,
he was a perfect gentleman; conversation

2%



18 THE DAWN OF LIGHT.

with him was a real pleasure, for with great
intelligenee he combined the most finished
eourtesy. He taught in one of the Caleutta
colleges, and had besides some private pupils.
On this account he stayed in Caleutta from
Monday until Saturday, going to Gopalpore
—for so we shall eall the place—for the day
of rest., Verily thé Sabbath is a blessing,
even to those who have not yet received into
their hearts the Lord of the Sabbath !*

The pundit’s household was not large.
It eonsisted of his wife, Kumari;t his two
song, Premehand and DPrionath; his daugh-
ter, Kamini; his brother, Jodunath, and his
wife, DProsonno; and Doshonto, a young
woman of cighteen, the widow of a younger
brother who had died a few months be-

* Government and merchants’ offices and all public
schools being closed on the Sabbath, it is a day of rest
to thousands who do not acknowledge its sanctity. It
i= now much uszed by such for meetings where moral
and literary questions are discussed, and for worship by
those who have discarded idolatry for some form of
Theism.

1 These Bengali names, ending in ¢, should be pro-
nounced as if ending in ee, as Kaminee, Kumaree, cte.
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fore.  An old aunt, Taramoni, and =
servant, Ilerani, completed the establish-
ment. -

Kumari was a sweet-looking woman, very
fair and very gentle. ller age might have
been about twenty-cight. She was slightly
tattoocd on lier chin and nose, hut these
marks—the former resembling a flewr-de-lis,
the latter a simple black line—scemed only
to give to her face a more intellectual expres-
sion than it would otherwise have had. Iler
three children were her pride.  Iremchand
was a queer little fellow of about twelve
years of age. He had Dbeen carefully in-
structed, and was really very clever, Like
all Bengali boys, his Bengali education com-
menced on the day he completed his fiftl:
vear. On that day his mother, according to
native custom, dressed him in his Dbest attire
and sent him to the village patshala, or
school.  There he learned the alphabet, the
multiplication table and the way to form the
letters on strips of palm leaves. Naturally
quick, le soon learned all that could be
taught him at the patshala.  Then his father
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took him into the city with him every Mon-
day morning, where he attended one of the
large missionary institutions, and made rapid
progress in every branch of education. Ing-
lish was speedily acquired, and so fond was
the little fellow of the new language that
whenever he met any one who could speak
English, he preferred talking in it to Bengali.
He even affeeted to despise the Bengali lan-
guage and all Bengali books.  Such was the
progress he had made in understanding Eng-
lish that he could rapidly and accurately
translate Englizh into Bengali, and Bengali
into English. Ile was the darling of his
mother and the hope of his father. Every
Saturday his favorite dishes and sweetmeats
were prepared against his coming home, and
the Sunday passed in listening to his tales of
Calcutta and its wonders, Well was it for
the boy that he had not his mother’s petting
all the week.

The second son, Prionath, was about eight,
a merry laughing boy just able to read casy
words. During the rainy season paper kites
absorbed his heart; at other times his tops,
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fishing-rods and pigeons formed the delights
of his play-hours. IExecepting when he was
asleep, his presence at home afforded little
satisfaction.  Restless, active, domincering,
he plagued his mother and aunt, teased
Kamini and worried Boshonto.  In  his
father’s old aunt, however, he ahways found
an unfailing friend. It was she who peited
and spoiled him.  After cvery misdemeanor
he fled to her, and, big as he was, he always
nestled in her arms, while the old woman
sheltered him from the slaps he so richly de-
served.

Kamini, the youngest, a child of four, was
a very sweet little girl.  She had glorious
eves.  Very pretty did she look with her
black hair nicely tied up, and her tiny saree,
or dress, properly arranged—a veritable lit-
tle woman. Her prattle was charming, and
whenever she lisped out any seutence unusn-
ally long, or tried a new and difficult word,
her mother’s heart Jeaped for joy. “Just
listen to Toki,” she wounld say; for Toki was
the name of endearment by which the child
was called. Kumari dearly loved her, girl
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though she was, and even the pundit, her
father, was very fond of her.

Kumari had these three children - living,
but she had lost four others when infants.
Thix is the case with most Hindoo women ;
indeed, generally speaking, for one they have
living two are among the dead. And, sad
though it be to think of the tcars of the sor-
rowful mothers, yet we cannot but rejoice at
the knowledge that thousands and thousands
of little ones have thus passed away from
these dark and dreary homes into the full
blaze of the splendor of the throne of God.

Jodunath and his wife, Prosonno, come
next. Jodunath was a younger brother of the
pundit. e was a young man about thirty,
without the abilities of his elder brother,
yet like him quite 2 gentleman. He had a
situation in one of the Calcutta offiees, and
earned eighty rupeces* monthly. Prosonno
was a young woman of twenty. She was
good-tempered and affectionate in  disposi-
tion, and little Kamini seemed to love her
quite as much as she did her mother. From

* About forty dollars.
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her birth the tittle ereature had been contin-
ually with Prosonno, and almost the very
first words shce had learned were “ Doro
Bow” (chief wife), the name by which I’ro-
sonno went in the houschold.  There was
the best understanding between the sisters-
in-Jaw.  Ivery one loved Prosonno; even
that little rogue, Drionath, after plaguing
her to the utmost degree, would go and throw
his arms round her, and be forgiven and
caressed.  But loved as she was, I’rosonne
a child had been

had one ecause of sorrow
denied her.  Puja (religious rite) after puja
had been performed, a pilgrimage had even
been undertaken, but still the longed-for
blessing was withheld.  Poor Prosonno! she
feared her husband’s love on this account
was passing from her.

The next member of the family was Bo-
shonto. She was the widow of a brother
younger than Jodunath. She was only
eighteen, but a magnificent woman. Tall,
large-limbed, large-eved, fair, slow and lan-
guid in her movenents, there was something
majestic and [iscivating about her. Her
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husband had died three months before, and
her face looked very sad oftentimes. But on
her features there was not that look of strong
despair so often visible on the face of Hindoo
widows, for a hope glowed within her heart.
She looked forward to having a baby of her
own—a child to gladden the dreary years of
her widowhood. She wished for a boy, and
can we wonder at that? What good would
a daughter be to her? In a few years she
would have to part with her, sending her info
a dark and, perhaps, joyless future. Dut a
boy would be her own, her very own, as long
as she lived. Ile would always care for her,
always support her, always live with her.
His young wife would be to her as a daugh-
ter, and his children would be brought up by
lher as if they were her own. DPleasant were
Boshonto’s day-dreams, and many were the
prayers she offered to the gods entreating the
blessing of a son.

The aunt, Taramoni, belonged to the old
school. She was a genial old lady, tall, dark,
with bright eyes and gray hair. She always
had a pleasant word for every one, the whole
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family venerated her and her influence on
all was good. The children were much loved
Ly her; indecd, she indulged them too much.
She was considercd a very holy woman, and
had been on pilgrimage to Juggernath, to
Gya, to Benares and other shrines.  She ate
only once a day, and much of her time was
spent in devotions.  DBut the house was all
the brighter for her presence, and the whole
villige too. Au old widow, she had the
privilege of going about among the neigh-
bors, and whenever any sickness occurred,
the pundit’s aunt was sent for, and by her
knowledge of native medicines, many of
which are really excellent, she was often able
to give relief. In quarrels, too, she was often
called in to arbitrate, and her decisions, sen-
sible always, were generally accepted.

The servant was a distant relation of the
family, a DBrahmani and a widow. She
cooked for them, bronght their water, went
to the bazaar and made their purchases, and
did whatever else was wanted in and about
the house. She was kindly treated, and pro-
vided with all she required in the way of

o
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food and clothing, in return for her serviees,
and not unfrequently would the pundit tell
his wife to give poor ITerani a four-anna bit,
that she might have a few pice® to spend on
anything she liked.

Such were the members of the family of
Rajkumar Bhattacharjya. Now for the honse
itself. It was a large, upper-roomed, brick-
built house, in the shape of a double quad-
rangle. Intering by a doorway from the
south, you might see on the right hand the
houschold temple, a large room with a niche
in the wall, and an ugly idol in the niche.
The other three sides had a verandah run-
ning all round, and small rooms opening
into the verandah. Opposite the doorway,
on the upper story, were latticed windows,
through which the women might look down
into the courtyard at any festivitics which
might be going on.  On the left side a flight
of steps led up to the reception-room, which
extended along the whole of one side of the

* The anna is a sixteenth part of a rupee; the pice,
a twelfth part of an anna.  The four-anna piece is worth
about twelve cents,
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house. A dark passage beyond the steps led
into the second court, and gave access to the
women’s domains.  Here there were upper
rooms on ouly two sides of the square; the
other two afforded terraces for walking upon
in the evenings. Down below were the kit-
chen, the cow-house and two or three rooms
which were used chiefly for stores. Herani
had one where she kept her few possessions.
A Dack door gave access to an enclosed tank
surrounded by a few flowering plants. The
whole house was exceedingly comfortable,
according to native ideas of comfort.

When the pundit and his brother were at
home, much of their time was spent in the
reception-room, sleeping or talking with their
ncighbors. This room was fitted up with
mattresses and cushions upon which to re-
cline. A few old worthless pictures, picked
up in the curiosity-shops which abound in
Calcutta, ornamented the walls, and a chan-
delier, which had seen its best days and was
lighted up on grand occasions, hung from the
roof. The women very rarely penetrated into
this outer court. Old Taramoni sometimes
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came and talked with ber nephews, but gene-
rally even she kept within the inner court.
The mornings were spent by the women
in Dbathing, attending to their houschold af-
fairs, belping Herani in cooking and cating
their mid-day meal.  About one or two
o’clock all the business was over for a while;
then they slept or looked over their jewels,
and the younger women oiled and tied up
their long dark tresses—wealth which an
Englishwoman might envy—with number-
less strings called dori, twisted by them out
of their own fallen locks.  About six o’clock
the preparations for the evening meal com-
menced ; by cight or nine o’clock it was
coolked and caten. And then on clear, bright
nights the women would sit on the terrace,
and sometimes some of the neighbors from
the village close by would come in, and gos-
sip, the delight of Hindoo women, would be
retatled in abundance, diversified now and
then by a fairy tale. As sleep overeame
them, one after another would retire into the
verandah, lic down as they were dressed, and
go to sleep.  On cold nights the inner rooms
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were chosen in preference to the verandah.
These inner rooms were fitted up with tokta-
poses, or wooden bedsteads,

Monotonous is the life of a bird in its cage,
yet it is scarcely more monotonous than the life
of a Ilindoo woman of high ecaxte in her hus-
band’s iouse.  While she isa child in the home
of her father, she may visit the neighbors, and
even go into the village close by, but in her
liusband’s house she is kept a perfect prisoner.
Her days glide on in a ceaseless round of
domestic duties, varied only by an occasional
quarrel or the low gossip of the old women
of the neighborhood.  No existence, save that
of a captive doomed to perpetual imprison-
ment, can be more dull) colorless and unin-
tellectual.

3%



CHAPTER IIL
BUSITONTO’S HOPE.

ONE Saturday cvening, as the pundit and
his brother came home, Prionath was at
the station ready to greet them. e brought
good news, and bLoy-like was in great haste
to tell it. As soon as he saw them step
down from the carriage he shouted out :

“The Choto Bow (younger wife) gave birth
to a boy yesterday morning.”

“That is well,” said the pundit. “Iappy
is my poor dead brother, since a son has been
born to keep up his memory.  But what sort
of a boy is it, Prionath ?”

“QOb, a fine-looking boy, father, with very
black hair, bright eyes and a fair face.”

No mention was made of the mother; she
was but a sccondary cousideration.

The two brothers walked to their home,

30
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acconipanied by the thoughtful IPremchand
and the merry Prionath. Premchand conde-
scended to let down some of his dignity and
really ran a raee with bis yvounger brother. It
was a beautiful evening in IFebruary, the In-
dian spring-time—certainly the loveliest pe-
riod of the Tndian year. The air was fresh
and balmy, the sky of a pale blne, with light
transparent clouds iike silver webs stretehing
over it here and there. The mango trees
were laden with blossoms, filling the air with
fragrance. Lvery tree was budding, and the
flush of tender green over all was exquisite.
The spirit-like voice of the kokil, the Indian
cuckoo, might be heard at intervals.  Indeed,
it was the perfection of beauty. No wonder
that one of the sweetest and most common
Bengali names for women, Boshonto, is also
the name given to this lovely season of the
vear,

When they had entered the inner court of
the homestead, Kumari came forward and
ntet her husband with the words:

“ Has Prionath told you the good news?”

“Yes,” he said; “let us sce the child.”
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She took them to a little shed, erected in
the courtyard—a lean-to it might be called—
put aside the mat door and pointed within.
There, in a place hardly fit for a goat, on the
mud floor, was poor Boshonto, looking pale
and exhausted indeed, but very content, with
the babe on her lap.  Beside her was a large
wood fire, for such is the custom with the
natives of India. The pundit and his broth-
er spoke kindly to the poor girl, and each
dropped a gold mohur into the hand of the
unconscious child. Then the mat door was
lifted back to its place, and Boshonto was
left alone with the great wood fire and her
baby.

For a week she stayed night and day
in her dark hole, getting only occasional
glimpses into the outer world when the nurse
came to attend to her wants. After eight
days she was allowed to leave the shed and
take her child and lay it in the verandal in
the sun. Its cradle was a large soorp, or
winnowing fan. After being rubbed over
with mustard oil, the little one was put out
in the sun every day in this cradle. Bo-
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shonto herself could not enter any room nor
do any houschold work. No one might
touch her, nor might she touch any onc.
The child might be handled and caressed
by the members of the honschold, but eon-
tact with the mother had a defiling efleet.
Little Kamini ran up to caress her the day
she first came out of her shed, but the child
was hastily drawn away and made to bathe
that the pollution might be removed. She
was ceremonially unclean, and could not be
cleanzed until the expiration of twenty-one
days, Strange it is to sce among these peo-
ple many of the old ceremonial laws of the
Jews,  All these twenty-one davs Boshonto
sat in the sun beside her baby, keeping away
the flies and mosquitoes, and at night she
retreated with her child into the shed.  Yet
she was very happy.  She had a baby-boy,
lier own, all her own.,  No oue could claim
him from her.

On the twentv-first day after the child’s
birth there was a domestic festival. DBo-
shonto was then purified. The process of
purifieation was singular.  Her nails were cut,
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her hair tied up, she put inte a palanquin,
the bedding having been taken out, and car-
ried to the Ganges, a distance of six miles,
The bearers waded into the strecam with their
burden as far as they could go, and the sacred
water gushed in, around and upon her, shut
up in her dark box. She was then carried
back all those six miles in her wet clothes, and
such was the cfticacy of the bath that from
that time she was reckoned eeremonially
clean.  The ncighbors were feasted with
sweetmeats of different kinds.  Puja was
performed to the goddess Shoshti, the pundit
limself officiating.  And now Boshonto was
frece of the house, and could go where she
liked. Prosonnoe was peculiarly pleased, for
with her caressing nature it had been a hard
thing for her to refrain from all demonstra-
tions of affection. Boshonto, too, was glad,
for now she could take her share of house-
hold work.

Wecek after week passed by, and the boy
grew splendidly.  Native children, freed
from the restraints of clothing, scem to grow
and get the use of their limbs much more
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rapidly than English children. A primitive
sort of swing was put np for him in the
verandah of the inner court, made of coarse
uetwork, fastened by two ropes to the roof,
A mat was laid on the network, and a bunch
of colored balls hung above from the two
ropes.  In this mat the child was placed
and daily swung to sleep. Ile was soon able
to kick about and crow and laugh. Ile
learned to know his mother surprisingly
soon, and would follow her about everywhere
with his beautiful black eyes. Ol how poor
Boshonto loved her boy! Her whole soul
scemed absorbed in him. She was jealous
of her child. Kumari and Prosonno could
not take him without her watching them
most eagerly, Prionath was the terror of
her life. Ie would often rush in, catch up
the baby and run away with him, just to
annoy the mother. At such times Boshonto
used to get very angry, and then the boy
always took refuge with Taramoni. His
mother would scold him, but Taramoni
would invariably fold him in her arms, and
then no one dared to say a word.
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Every onc loved the poor little fatherless
boy. The pundit, when he came home on
Saturday evenings, used to carry him out
into the village when he went to have a lit-
tle gossip with the neighbors. He had loved
his brother, and in this child he saw his
brother alive again. He told Boshonto he
would regard the child as his own son, and
that in every respect he should be on a level
with Premchand and Prionath. Rarely in-
deed did Saturday afternoon come round
without his bringing some toy for the little
onc—a bright red ball, a brilliantly-green par-
rot, a fantastically-colored mud horse, a rag
doll, or anyvthing else he chanced to meet on
his way home.

Six months passed, and the day for nam-
ing the baby came. It was quite a holiday.
A Bralimin astroleger was sent for. The
pundit informed him of the day, the hour
and the monient of birth. The astrologer
then cast the child’s horoscope. The paper
was handed to the pundit, the child’s natural
guardian, and the Brahmin received his fee,
five rupecs. Boshonto was naturally curious
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to know the destiny of her child. She had
heard a strange story of a god who always,
on the sixth night after birth, approaches the
unconseious child and writes its {uture on the
babe’s forehead. In confirmation of this story,
a legend was told of a certain king who went
out hunting. Somehow lie became separated
from Lis attendants, and night coming on, he
took refuge in the house of a poor laborer.
He was sheltered and provided with such ac-
commodation as they had. The laborer had
had a son born six days before, That night
the king, perhaps owing to the poor bed or
to the mosquitoes, could not sleep. Lying
awake, therefore, he saw, about midnight,
the god enter and write something on the
child’s forchead. The writing was to this
cffect, that at the end of twelve years the boy
would be killed by a lion. The next morn-
ing the king told this to the father and went
liis way. The child grew up a fine, steady,
snirited boy. Wlen the twelve years were
nearly completed, the king remembered his
adventure, and, anxious to outwit the angel
of cestiny, sent a guard to bring the child to
1
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the palace, charging them to take every care
of the boy during the journey. A palanquin
was sent for him. In it one of the attendants
happened to put a shield, the boss of which
was a lion’s head. The boy knew of the
writing which the king had read upon his
forehead, and, spirited lad as he was, as soon
as he was shut up in the palanquin and spicd
the lion’s head, he doubled his little fist and
said, “Ab, is it you who threatened to kill
me? TI’ll strike vou.” He struck the lion’s
face; the spike which finished off the boss
entercd his hand, and there in the palanquin
he bled to death, so that when they reached
the palace and opened the doors they found a
dead child. The destiny had been fulfilled.
Often had Boshonto pondered this story,
and stroking her child’s forehead, had won-
dered what destiny was written there in in-
visible characters. She hoped the horoscope
would throw some light on her boy’s future
life. Great was her joy, therefore, when the
pundit told her that from the conjunction of
planetary influcnces at the time of his birth
the astrologer predicted a life of happiness
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and prosperity. Relieved in mind, her heart
partook of the gladness of the day. Again
were the neighbors invited ; again were great
plates of sweetmeats made and bought.  The
little one was arrayed in gossamer clothes for
the first time in his life. A chain of silver
circled his waist and tinkling anklets were
put on his little feet; a necklet of charms
enclosed In cases of gold and a pierced gold
coin were placed round his neck ; on his head
was a curious cap, resembling a fool’s cap
with us. The pundit performed puja, and
then the child was fed with a little boiled
atub rice—rice grown on an island near Sau-
gor, and considered sacred. All the relatives
and friends assembled, and cach onc present-
ed the boy with a piece of money or some
toy ; so they feasted. On this day the child
received his name, Hurish Chondro.

That night Boshonto, lulling her boy to
sleep, had a bitter ery. She thought of his
father and of the pride lic would have felt in
his child on that day, and in the beautiful
poetical language of the people she chanted
between her bursts of tears:
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“O my beloved, sun of my soul, star ot
my heart, lord of my affections, why didst
thou go away ? Did I not make thee happy?
Did I not love thee? Was 1 not always pear
thee to comfort thce when thou wast weary ?
Why, then, didst thou not stay to name thy
little boy ? Iis eyes, his mouth, his nose,
liis forehead, all resemble thine. But, alas for
him! he will never sce his father’s face !”

While she was crying, Prosonno came up
and caressed her, but this made the poor
girl’s grief only the more violent. At length
it sobbed itself to silence, and Boshonto fell
asleep, holding her baby-boy tightly clasped
in her arms,



CHAPTER IIL
THE BREAK OF DAWN.

NE Sunday afternoon Iremchand was
more than usually absorbed in his bonks.
The weather was cool, so the boy, instead of
sitting in the rcecption-room, had stretched
himself full length on a mat spread on the
terrace in the open sunlight. Boshonto was
there, too, with her boy. The child had
fallen asleep.  She had employed herself
during his slumber in combing, oiling and
arranging her long black hair. This work
being over, and not feeling sleepy, she had
nothing to do, so she crept close to Prem-
chand and asked him what he was reading.
“The story of Sacontola,” brusquely re-
plied the boy.
“ Read me a little, Premchand,” she said,
coaxingly.
4 4
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Had it been Prosonno, the boy would
doubtless have complied at once and read
licr the whole story, but Doshonto’s sorrow
had made her proud, shy and reserved ; she
did not ecasily win love. Sinee her baby’s
birtl, however, she had been more gentle and
loving to the family, yet there was something
about her which separated her from the rest.
[t was this that made Premchand pay no at-
tention to her request.  Ile went on quietly
witlt his reading.  Again she asked him, and
this time backed her request with the promise
of some sweetmeats.  Premeband was not in-
sensible to a bribe of this kind, so he began
and vead her the first two chapters. Very
cagerly did she lsten while he read about the
Rajuh Dushmanto and his hunting expedi-
tion—about the little fawn and its rescue—
the Leautiful hermitage with its lovely flowers
and its fearless deer—tlie three young girls
Sacontola, Anosuya and Priomboda, and their
merry talk while watering theiv flowers—
about the rajal’s mecting with Sacontola,
their nutnal attraction and the gift of the

ring, the inscription on whieli was imme-
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diately read by Anosuya and Priomboda—
the amusing eonversation between the rajah
and his friend Madhoba—and finally, the
sending off of Madhoba to manage the affairs
of the kingdom, while the rajah stayed Dbe-
hind to try and win the peerless Sacontola as
his wife.

Here Premehand stopped, being tired, and
threw the book down. Boshonto took it up
and looked longingly at the mysterious signs.
But the key was not hers; she could not un-
loek the gates of the hermitage and revel
amidst its brightness and beauty, nor could
she hear for herself the bird-like chatter of
the three friends. A thought suddenly struck
lier: “Ol, if T could but read!” But how
wasg it to be managed?  Premchand was out
of the question. Little prig as he was, he
despised the ¢ female mind,” as he was wont
to term it, and would have laughed at poor
Boslionto if she had ventured to make known
to him her wish. At present she eould bear
no ridicule. She then thought of bribing
Prionath during the week to get her a spell-
ing-book and give her a few lessons.  After
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she had resolved on this, she got £remehand
his sweetmeats. e was satisfied with the
payment for his trouble, and as the sun was
wow not very far from setting, he put up his
books and sauntered away to join the neigh-
bors in their evening gossip.

The next day, when DPrionath returned
from the morning school, Boshonto called
him aside and put some sweetmeats she had
eooked for him into his hand; they were de-
liciously flavored and quite hot. The boy
was surprised at her kindness, but made no
remark, and ate the titbits with great relish.
Then she began questioning him about his
lessons, and asked him to show her his books.
Step by step she went on eoaxing, and ended
at length by giving him some pice for a spell-
ing-book, adding two for himself that he
might buy a beautiful red painted top. The
Loy thought, It will be long before Hurish
wauts a spelling-book ; however, it is no busi-
ness of mine.” That afternoon he went to
the schoolmaster, and presenting the piee,
asked for a copy. “What has become of
yours?” asked the sehoolmaster. The child,
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with the nnserupulosity of a Bengali boy,
and without the slightest hesitation, said, “I
dropped it into a ditch this morning on my
way home from sehool.”  The master handed
him the book, and hLe brought it home to
Boshonto, giving it to her at a moment when
no one was by,

Shie now set herself to learn the alphabet,
bribing Prionath to tell her the letters.
Sometimes she would promise him sweet-
meats, sometimes she would cook him a favor-
ite dish, sometimes she would give him some
pice. It was slow work at first. Learning
to repeat the alphabet was casy enough, but
it was not ensy to remember the forms of
the different letters.  She got on, however,
slowly but surely, and with Prionath for her
only teacher and confidant, she contrived to
go right through the book.

What was she to read now? Prionath,
merry, playful fellow as lie was, had not yet
got bevond this himself. Indeed, at the
school no other book was used, the boys
leaving the sehool as soon as they had mas-
tered it and the first book of arithmetic.
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One day—it was Sunday again—when
Premchand was busy over his books in the
verandah, she ventured near the boy and
asked him to let her look over them. He
was in an amiable mood and permitted her.
There was that delightful Sacontola with its
green cover.  How pleased she felt at being
able to spell out the name! The key fitted
into the lock; soon she would be able to
turn it. She opened the book, but, alas! she
could make nothing of it. She next tried
another; that, too, scemed incomprehensible.
So in despair she thonght she would confide
her seeret to Premchand and ask his advice.
She was at a loss to know how to begin, At
last she said :

“Premchand, do women ever learn to
read ?”

“Sometimes.  All English ladies can recad,
and some of them have written books. But
Bengali women arc stupid.”

“] want to tell you something, I’rem-
chand. No one knows it yet but little Prio-
nath. I have been trying to learn. I have
gone through the spelling-book, and now I
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don’t know what to read ; your books scem
to me too difficult.”

“T should think so. But have you really
learned the letters ?”

“Yes, Premchand ; only try me.”

She produced her book, and satisfied even
the fastidious boy. He was disposed at first
to laugh at her, but the love of patronizing
was strong in him. So he went away to the
men’s apartments, and from some hidden
corner dragged out an old tattered copy of
the third part of a story which he had long
ago thrown aside. Hec brought it, and came
and sat down beside her, and gave her a les-
son. Very proud did Boshonto feel when
she found she could casily read about “the
good boy end the bad boy,” and heartily did
she laugh at the petulance and willfulness of
‘“the bad boy, Beni.,” Prosonno came upon
them while thus cmployed. She expressed
her surprise and vexation. But a few loving
words set all right, and she sat down with
them and began to listen. After the lesson
was over, Premchand, delighted to show off’
cven to women, began to read to them Sacon-
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tola.  DBright was that hour to the poor
womcn.  They forgot the present in the
magical story of the past. He read to them
of the loves of Sacontola and Dushmanto, of
the carse of the fakceer, of Sacontola’s loving
and sorrowful farewell when leaving the
hermitage for the court. The story of the
little fawn pulling her back interested them
greatly.  The interview with the rajah, his
strange forgetfulness, the discovery of the
lozs of the ring, the distress of Sacontola, her
being caught away by the Apsaras, the find-
ing of the ring by the fishermen, the removal
of the spell from Dushmanto, his gricf and
long search for his beloved Sacontola, his
coming upon the child and its mother unex-
pectedly,—all charmed Boshonto and Pro-
sonno, When Premecband left them, after
cating the sweetmeats which Boshonto had
provided, Prosonno said to her sister-in-law :

“How nice it would be to be able to read
such stories to one's self! I think I should
like to learn.”

“Do,” said Boshonto, “let me teach you
the first five letters to-day.”
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And so the fivst lesson was given.

Slowly but steadilv did they progress.
Boshonto tanght Prosonno all she knew, and
she hersclf, by repeatedly bribing Prem-
chand, managed to get a weckly lesson.  She
could soon read pretty well. Premechand
was generally commissioned every fortnight
to bring her a book from Culeutta. Alas!
the books he brought, purchased from the
native hawkers, were in vile type and getting
up, and viler still in character. To Boshonto,
however, who knew no better, they were
treasures.  Wonderful was it to sec how life
changed to both Boshonto and Prosonno now !
As the inercasing light in the cast changes
the aspeet of all things around, so life changed
for them with the acquisition of the delight-
ful art of rcading. They now both looked
forward to the hour when their houschold
duties would be over, that they might turn
ta their bnoks, which were opening up a fresh
world of interest to their awakening minds.
The Saturday too was antieipated, for it
brought Premehand, with his ready help and

fresh purehases. He had begun to take a
5
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real interest in their progress and a true de-
light in teaching such eager learners. Kumari
knew of the reading, but though she did not
join in it, she madc no opposition. The
pundit and his brother were ignorant of it.
It is wonderful how little the men of a Ben-
gali houschold often know of the daily life
and occupations of the women.



CIIAPTER 1V.
BOSIIONTO’S GRIEF.

T was the rainy scason. Vegetation was

most abundant and beautiful. Wherever
there was a garden plot, the lovely “fragrance
of night” might be seen with its snowy blos-
soms. Over cvery hedge the large white-
moon flower opencd with the setting sun and
made the night beautiful. The tanks were
covered with the white and crimson lotus.
Other smaller water-flowers starred with
their tiny yet beautiful blossoms every bit
of standing water. The rice-ficlds were like
green seas round Gopalpore, gladdening the
eye with their luxuriance and refreshing cool
color. Not a day passed without its heavy
sliower, but in the intervals there were rich
gleams of sunlight and glorious glimpses of
blue sky, while the sunsets were awful in

their wondrous beauty.
51
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Beautiful is the rainy scason in India, but
treacherous in its beauty. The body becomes
strangely enfeebled, languor and weariness
take the place of activity and cnergy, and
discases of fearful malignity prevail.

One morning in September, when little
Hurish was about two ycars and a half old,
his mother was alarmed by secing him look
very languid.  He would not run about and
Play, but just clung to her and fretted. Toor
Boshonto was drcadfully alarmed, and her
alarm increased when, about noon, strong
fever came on. It was Saturday, and the
coming of the pundit was anxiously desired.
How slowly the hours sped! but at last he
came, and immediately sent for the native
doctor of the village. The doctor looked at
the child, felt his pulse and said it was a bad
case, but that he would undertake to cure the
boy if twenty rupees were paid down to him
at once. He got the money, uttered some
mantras,* gave the child some medicine and
promised to come again in the morning. But

* Prayers which are supposed to have the power of
charms.
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wlien morning dawned the ehild was worse.
The terrible cpidemic fever of Bengal had
scized on him—that fever which, like the
tiger, lurks in the jungles and morasses.
[Teavily did that day puss. On DMonday he
was still worse.  The pundit and his brother
did not go to Caleutta, but sent Premchand
alone, charging him to make exenses for their
absenee. Al through that day little ITurish
lay in a state of semi-unconsciousness. 1lis
motlier’s voice alone had power to rouse him,
and that for but a few moments. Toward
evening he died, calmly and quietly, in poor
Boshonto’s arms.

Who can describe her agony then? She
beeame frantie in her anguish, tearing her
hair, beating her breasts and wailing most
piteously :

“O my bird, why have you left me? Did
I not love you? Were you not to me as
sunlight to the earth? My little bird, my
clierished, petted little bird, why have you
flown away ? Ah me! I am a most unhappy
woman! My hushand first left me, and now

my little child has gene away.  What sin did
*
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I commit in a former state that I should be
s0 heavily puuished in this?”

And so it went on, bursts of heartbreak-
ing wecping intermixed with such words of
sorrow. Kinnari and Prosonno tried to com-
{ort her, but what comfort had thev to give?
“ It was written on your forehead ; you can-
not alter it; why, then, gricve s0?” She
would not listen to them, but pushed them
away and rccommenced her wail over her
dead baby.

As soon as the child was ascertained to be
really dead, preparations were commeneed for
the burning. The pundit went and bought
the new cloth, the mat of Kusa grass, the
rice, the ghee,* and the sandal-wood powder.,
Boshonto was forced to give up the loved
little body; it was washed, anointed with
ghee, smeared with sandal-wood powder,
wrapped in pure white cloth and laid on the
mat of Nusa grass. The rice was boiled,
and a uew little cot having been procured,
the child was placed thercon. And now all
was ready ; Boshonto had only to consent to

#* Butter made from the milk of buffaloes.
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the parting. During all the preparations she
had been sitting as if stupefied, looking on
and saying nothing, but now again her grief
found its way. She sereamed in her agony,
forbade them to remove her child, and the
united foree of Kumari and Prosonno and
some of the uneighbors was scareely sufficient
to hold hier back. At last, however, the little
cot was lifted and borne away amidst a tem-
pest of wailing.

On reaching the burning-place, six miles
distant, a foneral pile was erected. IIalf the
botled rice was scattered by the wayside for
the erows, half made into a funeral cake and
placed on the pile with the child. The pun-
dit, after repeating some mantras, fired the
pile; the flame shot up into the darkness (it
was now nine o’clock), and in a short time
the little loved, petted body was reduced
to a heap of ashes. The two uneles and
those who assisted bathed in the stream,
changed their clothes and returned to their
homes.

Poor Boshonto! how desolate she felt!
For more than twenty-fonr hours she lay in
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the courtyard overwhelmed with grief; she
would touch no food nor allow a drop of
water to pass her lips. Her hair was dis-
heveled, her face quite altered, swollen with
weeping and with dark circles formed under
her haggard eyes. Her voice, too, became
hoarse with continual erving.  On the second
day a heavy shower of’ rain fell; this foreed
her to get up and go into the house, and soon
sheer faintness compelled her to cat her joy-
less portion. By degrees she began to go
about as nsual, with her cves streaming,
while every now and then her bitter wail
might be heard coming from some empty
roow, or, sitting along with others, at uncx-
pected times her anguish would find vent in
a sudden cry, startling to those not used to it.
With Hindoo women every feeling finds out-
ward expression ; the conventionalities of so-
clety teach us to “fold the robe o’er secret
pain,” to smile while the heart is breaking
within,  Which is better? The books were
neglected ; life became to her a burden.
Sometimes she threatened to drown herself,
sometimes to throw herself down from the
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terrace, but her instinctive love of life saved
her in these hours of frenzy.

We, to whom life and immortality have
been brought to light by our Saviour Jesus
Christ, little understand the hopeless agony
of a Hindoo mother’s heart.  When our dar-
lings leave us, though our arms may aclie to
hold their little forms again, yet we are con-
tent, knowing that the good Shepherd has
gathered our lambs in his loving arms.  We
feel that they are better oft with him in Iis
sweet and blessed fold than with us in this
world of darkness and sorrow, and we look
forward with jov to the time when Christ will
restore our Joved ones to us, even as he re-
stored lier son to the widow at the gates of
Nain.  But when a ITindoo mother loses her
child) she has no such thoughts to comfort
her. The child was once hers, a part of ler
very self; she rcjoiced in it, but now 1t is
gone; all is completely at an end; she will
never see it any more. It is in every sense
lost—lost never to be found, And so she
tries to forget it—to forget it as we forget
some jewel which we once thought mueh of]
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but whieh was one day irrecoverably lost,
stolen by thieves or dropped by the wayside.

O God of infinite compassion, who didst
pity Rachel mourning for her children and
refusing to be eomforted, pity the women of
India, and let the light of thy glorious gospel
specdily lighten their darkness! And thou
who didst yearn over Ephraim bemoaning
himself in anguish when his brave sons were
eruclly slain, let thy heart yearn over the
men of India when they too mourn sadly
and hopelessly over the destruetion of their
brightest hopes!



CHAPTER V.
LIGIIT IN DARKXESS.

NE day, some months after the death of

the child, a neighbor came in, brim-

ming with news. She sat down, and the talk
began :

“ Have you heard of the robbery at Kash-
mauth’s 2”

“No; what about it ?”

“Well, last night, when they were all
asleep, somcebody entered the house and took
ofl all the ornaments from the Little Bow.” *

“Did she not wake?”

“ Gopal’s mother says she remembers hear-
ing the girl moving restlessly; she drew her
close to her and lushed her, but she knows
nothing more. This morning, when they
got up, they found the Bow without any

* Son’s wife,
69
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ornaments; her car-rings, anklets, bracclets,
necklets and waist-chain all gone.”

“ At how much do they reckon the loss?”

“Torty rupees, they say. The ornaments
were all silver, but very heavy. The waist-
chain must have weighed fifteen rupees.”

“Strange! Some one in the house must
have eommitted the theft.”

“So I say, but they think it could not
have been so. Thicves must have entered
from without, for the house-door was found
broken open.”

“That may have been done for a blind.
I don’t like that Gopal. I think he is a bad
boy. I suspeet he has been gambling lately,
and must have been in want of money.”

“IWho knows? This is a strange world.
Everything is ehanging. Have you seen
Bungshi Baboo’s Bow since she returned
from Caleutta ?”

“Xo; has she come back?”

“Yes; she returned on Friday. She was
at home six months, and what do you think?
she has learned to read and to do faney-
work.”
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« Astonizhing! Have you seen any of her
work ?”

“Yes. She has brought her husband a
pair of slippers and her father-in-law a cap,
both worked by herself, and she says that
in her father’s house every one is learning to
read and work.”

“Wonderful! wonderful! How do they
learn ?”

“An English lady goes twice a week to
teach them, and a native teacher, a learned
woman, goes every day. The Bow says this
Eunglish lady is about twenty, and not mar-
ried.”

“Not married! What can her parents
have been thinking about to allow her to be
unmarried at such an age ?”

“Ol, Oomoo says English parents have
nothing at all to do with the marriage of
their daughters, and that they never marry
voung, as we do. They generally marry
when they are cighteen or twenty, and some-
times when they are even thirty, and then
thcy only marry from love.”

“Strange people they must be! But tell
6



62 THE DAWN OF LIGIIT.

us about this English girl. What does Oomoo
say she is like ?”

“She is fair, with brown eyes and brown
hair. And Oomoo says she has such a pleas-
ant langh and says such winning words.”

Here poor Boshonto was arouscd, and said,
“I wish I could see her.”

“Qotnoo says she has asked her to come
here and teach us all.”

“Do you think she will come?”’

“How can I tell? I hope she may, for 1
have never seen an English lady, even at a
distance. But I must go now, for it is time
to begin cooking.”

So, having exhausted her stock of goseip,
the old woman took her departure.

Some days passed. Boshonto often thought
of the English girl with her pleasant laugh
and wished she could see her. Prosonno
longed to look at the work and learn how to
do it. Iumari’s curiosity also was aroused.

At last, one Thursday, Taramoni, who hap-
pened to have been out, came home in a state
of great excitement :

“What do you think? That English lady
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about whom Hecralal’s mother told ns the
other day is at Bungshi Baboo’s.”

“Have you secn her?” said the three
women together.,

“Yes; she is very sweet. She looked at
me so lovingly and spoke to me so kindly.
She must be like the angels. And she has
brought beautiful work with her, and pic-
turcs—oh, such wonderful pictures! She has
a portrait of the queen of England, and, won-
derful to say, she is our queen too. Sheisa
widow now.”

“Alas! poor woman !”

“Her husband died two years ago, and
she loved him very dearly. But she has
several children, princes and princesses. She
has also two sons-in-law and one daughter-
in-law who is very beantiful.”

“ Could you not ask the lady to come here,
Pesce Ma ?” said Boshonto.

“Do! do!” called ont Kumari and Pro-
sonno. “Tell her we cannot go to see her,
50 beg of her to come and sce us,”

Taramoni departed on her errand, and the
women waited in eager expectation. At
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length, after half an hour had passed, the
lady was seen approaching, followed by a
long train of all the boys and girls of the
place. “Come in! come in!” said the women,
and they led her straight to the upper veran-
dab looking down on the women’s court.
Kumari uncercmoniously turned out the
children, but admitted several women who
came from the neighboring houscs through
back ways. ‘Twenty cager faces crowded
round the fair English girl, and in five min-
utes she had won all their hearts. Little
Kamini was admired and caressed; Pro-
sonno condoled with on her childless con-
dition; and the pitying look with which the
story of Bosthonto’s sufferings was heard went
to the desolate widow’s heart.

Kumari and Prosonno were full of ques-
tions. The work was exhibited. Beautiful
slippers, rich with glowing roses; caps, bril-
liant with crimson cherries twisting round
their borders; comforters, soft and warm, the
delight of Hindoo gentlemen ; rugs, hookah-
carpets, cte.  And then the pictures. A pho-
tographic album was produced. The portrait
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of the queen elicited no end of questions, They
were told how wiscly she ruled her nation, how
prudently she brought up her children, how
devoted she had been to her husband in life,
and now that he was gone, how she looked
forsvard to meet him in a better land. A
colored picture of the sweet princess of Wales
was much admired ; her lovely blue eyes and
wolden hair, the flowers in her hair and the
diamonds round her neck, were all comment-
ol on. Dicture after picture was shown to
them, and something told about each. .\t
length there came a little child sitting on
a sofn, a baby of a year old. “Whose child
is this?” The question was answered and
the remark added: “ He is now in heaven.”
This remark, however, seemed to attract no
onc but Boshonto, and even she, though an
cager light shone in her cye and a question
trembled on her lip, let it go unnoticed ; so
an hour passed away most rapidly and hap-
pily.  Then the lady said, “I will sing to
you.”  Great was their delight. She recad to
them a simple Bengali hymn about the happy
land and its glories, and then sang. The
6 *
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women listened eagerly; one old woman
wept as she heard it.  But Boshonto pressed
nearer, entranced ; she never forgot some of
the lincs,

Then came the question, “ Will any of von
learn to read and work ?”  IProsonno volun-
teered, and told all she knew. She was en-
couraged ; a copy of “Gopal Kamini” and
a pieee of canvas were given to her, and she
was taught a simple stiteh.  Boshonto would
not say anything; it scemed to her improper
to be busy and happy when her little boy
was reduced to a heap of ashes.  Some of the
women from the other houses also agreed to
learn, and spelling-hooks and pieces of work
were distributed.  So the English lady went
away, promising to eome again in a fortnight.
“ e sure you eome!” was repeated to her on
every side as she left the door,

And she did eome; every fortnight did
that brave Xnglich girl journey to Gopal-
pore, and Tharsday, the day of her coming,
was cagerly looked for. Prosonno, having
the visit in prospeet, prepared diligently, so
that she might be able to read some pages
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fluently and reccive the approving smile and
word. “Gopal Kamini” was soon finished ;
“ Phulmani and Karuna” followed. Kumari
expressed a wish to learn, and having ob-
tained a small simple book, set to work.
Boshonto, the eleverest, held back for a time.
At length she also was tempted to read.  All
were cager to work. Very soon cach had
worked a pair of pretty slippers—Iumari
and Prosonno for their husbands, and poor
Boshonto for Premchand, her true friend,
but onc oftentimes difficult to manage. The
women from the necighboring houses were
learning also, and every other Thursday used
to come to the pundit’s, in order to sce the
English lady and be encouraged and helped
by her.

Thus the life that had once been so dim and
calorless brightened for these poor women.
The gay-colored wools threw a gleam upon
their daily paths; the books with their cha-
-acters peopled the realms of their imagina-
tion. It was pleasant to see Kumari, I’ro-
sonno and Boshonto sitting on a mat in the
verandah with their books and work. They
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always read aloud, and Doshonto being the
best reader, Kumari and Prosonno would
work and listen while she was reading.

The pundit and his brother were now will-
ing that their wives should learn something.
Spending much of their time in Calcutta,
they had been influenced in their views by
the tide of reformation setting in there. 1lad
they made any opposition, all would have
gone wrong, for in the hands of the men lic
the destinies of the women of India.  Would
that all were ready to accept the change, and
were willing to clevate woman to her truc
social rank and position !



CHAPTER VL
PROSONNO’S TROUBLE.

T was well for Prosonno that she had

learned to read and work, for a heavy
sorrow was coming—the heaviest a Ilindoo
woman has to bear, short of losing her hus-
band. She had been married when she was
cight years old; four ycars after that, she
had come to her husbaud’s house to dwell,
and now cight years had passed and no child
had come to gladden her heart. Hindoo men
long for a child, especially a son.  Without a
son they can look forward to no proper fune-
ral obsequics, and as their future happiness
depends on the ceremony then performed,
this is a matter of great moment to them.
Jodunath longed for a boy as much as any
of his fellow-countrymen. Often in his anger
about some trifling thing he remembered his
greater wrong, as he chose to think it, and

69
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abused Prosonno for not bearing him a son.
Poor Prosonno! she would have given away
cvery onc of her jewels—her sole wealth—if
she could thus have procured a son. She
envied every woman she saw with a child,
and oftentimes bemoaned her fate and cried
in her sorrow.

One day Jodunath said, “It is of no use
to wait auy longer; Prosonno will never be
a mother. 1 must marry another wife if 1
wish all to go right with me hercafter.” The
pundit agreed with him, and they determined
to begin with telling Prosonno. So ealling
the women together, they told them what
they were going to do. DProsonno said
nothing, for childless women always keep
their faces eovered Dbefore their husbands,
and may never be seen to speak to them.
"The pundit said he would send for a’ Ghot-
tock* on going baek to Caleutta, to make

* One who is employed by parents to look ount for
suitable partners for their children. The extreme
rigidity of IIindoo custom relating to the early age of
marriage, the families with which an alliance is alone
permissible, the degrees of consanguinity which 1nust
be considered, and the seclusion of sll respectable
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arrangements. They then left the women to
talk over the matter.

As soon as they were gone, Prosonno burst
into tears. Then came a storm of indigna-
tion against her husband. “He does not
love me, the bad man! Ah me! what a sad
fate was written on my forehead! Why has
not the Almighty given me a son?”  So she
went on.

The Thursday after this the English lady
came. She noticed at once the eloud on Pro-
¢onno’s usually bright and cheerful faee, and
asked her what was the matter. She was
told.  “Yours is a hard ease,” she said,
“but let me tell you two stories about men
who had two wives.”

She then told her of Rachel and Leah; of
Rachel’s passionate desire for children, and
how, when her desire was granted, her life
went.  Then of Hannah and Peninnah; of

women, whiech makes a personal acquaintance with
them impossible,—all render the employment of such
persons expedient, if not in all cases necessary.

As arule, Iindoos have but one wife, but their having
no son is supposed to justify, if not necessitale, the selec-
tion of a second.



72 THHE DAWN OF LIGHT.

Hannab’s prayer, of God giving her the child
for whom she prayed, and of the surrender-
ing of him back to God. Prosonno listened
eagerly, and said, “ Pray for me, pray very
earnestly, that the Almighty would give me
seven sous, and if he should do so, I promise
you one to be brought up by you and to be
inade a Christian, if you wish it.” She was
reminded of Rachel, and told that perhaps
God refused ler a child out of love. This
was a new idea to the poor woman—one she
could not readily grasp. It is only Chris-
tianity that teaches us that “whom the Lord
loveth he chasteneth, and scourgeth every
son whom he receiveth.” To Christians only
is it given to see through the disguise worn
by blessings when they come to us in the ap-
pearance of sorrows.

Onc Saturday after this, when the Baboos
returned, Boshonto contrived to draw Prem-
chand aside and ask him what had been
done. Prosonno remained within hearing,
of course. He told her that the prelimi-
naries had been settled. The Glottock had
mentioned two or three families where there
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were cligible danghters. One in particular,
a child of nine or ten, was deseribed as being
very pretty. “She was of a yellow color,
had a nose like the flower of the sesamum,
legs taper like the plantain tree, and eyes
large, like the principal leaf of the lotus;
her eyebrows extended to her ears, her lips
were red Jike the young leaves of the mango
tree, her face was like the full noon, her
voice like the sound of the cuckoo, her arms
reached to lier knees, her throat was like that
of a pigeon and her teeth were like the seeds
of a pomegranate.”  The name of this beauty
was Juggotarini, and her father was a wealthy
man, a Brahmin, of course, for a Brahmin
would not marry out of his easte. The Ghot~
tock had gone to and fro between the houscs,
and the terms of marriage were nearly settled.
The bride was to bring with her five hundred
rupees’ worth of jewels. Premchand said he
believed the wedding would come off' in a
fortnight.

While this conversation was going on with
Premchand, the pundit had called his wife
into their sleeping-room and told her the

7
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whole story. Woman-like, she showed her
sadness in her face. Ile reproved her for
lier folly, said his brother ought to marry
another wife, since so much of his future
happiness depended on it, and told her she
wmust reeoncile P’rosonno to her sister-wife.

Prosonno was a brave woman. She never
spoke to her lsband against the marriage.
Wlen he told her of it, she listened in silence,
then only said, ““ Do just as you please.” Yet
every day she had a bitter cry in anticipation
of the coming event.

That, however, did not take place as soon
as Premchand expected. There were many
things to be settled about the gifts on either
side, and each party tried to make the best
terms. Sometimes it scemed as if nothing
would come of it; then, again, the Ghottock
would go betwcen, and it would appcar defi-
pitely settled. At last, after two months of
negotiation, all was arranged.

One Saturday evening the pundit told his
wife that he and hLis brother had taken a
week’s holiday ; the marriage would be cele-
brated that v eek ; to-morrow they were going
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to Calcutta and would return on Thursday,
bringing the little Bow with them. They
must receive her kindly and try to make her
happy.

Accordingly, next day the two nen started,
accorapanied by Premchand and Prionath.
Prionath was full of glee; he had never been
to the great city before, and it was a joy to
go now, just when some good feasting and
fun were at hand. Poor Prosonno saw them
go in silence, but when they had gone, she
sobbed and cried most piteously. It was
long before she would be comforted. During
the five days the men were absent much had
to be done. Everything was put in order
and a stock of nice things laid in. A num-
ber of toys was procured, that the little bride
might have something to amuse her. Little
Kamini was full of eagerness and curiosity ;
she secemed to be looking forward to having
a playfellow.

Thursday came, and about four o’clock in
the afternoon, Kamini, who had been watch-
ing, came running in, saying: “They are
coming! they are coming!’ A carriage
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drawn by two wearied ponies stopped at the
entrance.  The pundit and his brother jump-
od out first, and then Jodunath lifted out the
child-wife. She was followed by a female
servant of the family to which she belonged.
In another earriage were Premchand, Pri-
onath and two members of the bride’s family.
The little bride was enveloped in a purple
silk saree, which left nothing of her visible
but her little ankleted feet. Taramoni re-
ceived her, and led her into the women’s
eourt. There all the women gathered round
her, for I’rosonno even was not without curi-
osity. They lifted the veil from off her face
and made their comments frecly. The poor
child was frightencd, and burst into tears.
“I want to go home,” was all her ery. Tara-
moni and Kumari tried to soothe her, and
even little Kamini did her best, but it was
long before the little one could be comforted.*
At last she fell asleep in the arms of the ser-

* Since every girl is married whilst vet a child, and
widows ure not allowed to marry, widowers and those
choosing a second wife can only obtain wives who are
were children.
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vant who had come with her. After an
hour’s sleep she awoke more cheerful, ate the
sweetmeats provided for her and looked at
the box of toys Xumari had brought. Little
Kamini produced her box, and the two chil-
dren were soon busily engaged comparing each
other’s toys. Every little girl possesses a
box of tovs. As she grows older a larger
box is substituted for the little oue, and these
boxes, with their miscellancous contents, are
treasured even by grown-up, married women,
and much of their time is spent in arranging
and rcarrangivg their possessions. In the
course of years these possessions assume a
peculiar character. In addition to the little
dolls with which the boxes were stocked at
first, there may be seen earthen imitations of
fruits, winnowing fans, ovens, bits of gay
chintz, pieces of colored glass, fragments of
broken earthenware—in fact, everything
bright and pretty which may have chaneed
to come in the way.

The bride was really very nice looking.
She had large bright eyes; her hair was nice-
ly oiled and tied, and her jewecls seemed

7%
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quite to weigh her down. Iler pretty ankles
were cireled with silver anklets, and each of
her toes had a silver ring.  To these anklets
and rings silver bells were attached which
made music as she walked. A heavy chain
of silver was round her waist. A Dbeautiful
chil: or nceklace was round her neck, and be-
low it hung a five-stranded chain of gold
beads, called a panchnoli. Her cars had the
usual complement of ear-rings, some of them
very beautiful ; her arms were covered with
braeclets, above which were three kinds of
armlets,  On her head there was a beautiful
yet peenliar ornament, called a siti, and in her
nose a large ring sct with a pearl and two
rubies.  All these were of gold, for silver is
worn only on the waist and fect. She was
very different from our white-robed, lovely
brides, but yet she looked very pretty. She
was much petted during the days she spent at
Gopalpore by all but Prosonno, and though
every now and then she cried and said she
wanted to go home, she was on the whole
tolerably happy. After nine days, her father
and two clder brothers came to fetch her
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liome, and very glad she was to go with them,
She was too young to realize that she would
have to come after a time and stay altogether
with hee new friends, and with the husband
of whom she knew nothing, toward whom
her only feeling was one of fear.  DPoor little
Juggottarini ! what a ding, Iazy future lies be-
fore thee! It may be lighted np with love
or darkened with the bitterest hate and de-
spair,



CHAPTER VIIL
A CHAIN FASTEXED IN HEAVEN.

NE day, some weeks after the marriage,
when Kumari, Prosonno, Boshonto and
some women from the neighboring houses
were busy working and reading, and the
English lady was among them, a female
singer entered the courtyard and asked it she
might sing. She was a stranger at Gopalpore
and had evidently come there as an experi-
ment, thinking that her songs might be new
to them. She was not mistaken. Hearing
these singers is one of the few pleasures which
native women have. The books and work
were immediately thrown aside, and the lady
was asked if she would listen also. She glad-
ly consented, but stipulated that nothing un-
holy should be sung.

The woman commenced; she had in her
?
80
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hands two little metal plates, connected by a
chain, which she struck together at intervals,
so marking time; her voice was clear and full,
and every word was distinetly pronounced.
She first sang a touching song about the heart,
which, translated, ran thus:

“ O Heart, although thou dwellest in this elay,
Thou seemst more severed from me every day;
For what I would not, that I do alway.

“The paths of eril-doing become mine;
I drink with eagerness sin’s crimson wine,
Feeling the while the horror of its shine,

“T aim aloft, I stretch my hands on high,
To grasp the woon set in the starry sky.
O Heart, thou bringst me down, and low I lie.

“What shall I do for all the burning smart,
The dreary trouble, thou dost aye impart,
Keeping me back from all I wish, O ITeart?

“Wert thou but holy, Heart, thon wouldst not roam
From thing to thing, from land to ocean’s foam,
Seeking the jewel waiting thee at hone,

“ 0 Heart, be kind and merciful to me,
Then from this deadly fear I shall be free,
And calmly (;e Death-angel’s visuge see.
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“Let me, O Heart, but worship God aright,
Bending most truthfully before his sight,
Then evermore will shine round me his light.

“The hours speed on; death may come any day,
Making thee hasten from these rcenes away:
O Ifeart, not many years hast thou to stay.

“ Call thou on Krizhna, leart, ay, call, for he
Will never fail hia worshipers; of thee
e will make such a heart as thon shouldst be.”

After this was duly applauded, she began
another—the lament of a mother over her
child. The Bengali secms untranslatable in
its pathos and despair. Hearing it seems
like listening to Raclicl mourning over Ler
children and refusing to be comforted :

“Why, Gopal, hast thou closed thine eyes?
Alas! alas! my Gopal!
O, let me hear thee call out, Mother !
It will revive my fainting heart.
Alax! alas! where shall I go?
Where shall I find my Gopal ?
Thy moou-like face has withered away,
And my soul also pines away.”

The singer sang it sweetly and with decp
fecling. DBoshonto listened until her tears
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began to rain down; with a Ditter cry she
rose up and rushed into one of the inner
rooms. ‘““Poor thing! she is erying about
little ITurish,” said Prosonno. “Ict me go
and speak to her,” said the English lady;
“perhaps I shall be able to comfort her.”
So she went and sat by the broken-hearted
mother and began talking to her about her
child. By degrees Boshonto beeame calmer,
and told her all about his illuess and death ;
then she dwelt on his winning ways, and re-
peated many little sayings of his, nothing at
all in themselves, but very preeious to the
mother’s heart, and then burst out into a wail,
again repeating the words of the lament:

“QOh, let me hear thee call out, Mother!
It will revive my fainting heart.”

“Would you like to know where he is "
was asked quietly.

Boshonto stopped her wail, and said,
eagerly :

“Oh yes! Do you remember the first day
you came, how you showed us the picture of
a little child, and said, ¢ That child is now in
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heaven’? T have often thought of it and
wondered what you meant.”

“Well, if you will listen to me quietly, I
will tell you all about it. We believe there
is a place called heaven. Ttis very far away—
how far no one knows, but it is beyond the
clouds, beyond the sun, beyond the stars
which we see at night. This heaven is a
beautiful place—far more beautiful than this
country or cven England. There is never
any night there; it is never cold and never
hot, but the air is always soft and pleasant;
the river of life flows through it, and there
abound fountains of living water. The people
who live there are holy people; they are al-
ways happy ; they never get sick, never die,
and we believe that all little children who
die go to that beautiful country.”

“But I don’t understand ; what country
is this?”

“It is the home of God. God dwells and
reigns there.”

“But how am I to know that my little
boy Hurish has gone there ?”

*“Our holy book teaches us that all little
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children, when they die, go at oncc to
heaven.”

“Qh, T wish I believed in your book!
Do not grown-up people, when they die, go
there too?”

“Yes, if they take the right way. If you
wish to go to any house, you cannot reach it
unless you take the right way. Should you
miss the right path and take a wrong turn-
ing, you may wander very far {rom the house
and never reach it at all,”

“ But you say little children get there

“Yes; they have no knowledge, and so
God leads them himself, and they cannot
miss the right road.”

“T wish you would teach me the way, I
should so like to go and sce my little Hurish
again.”

Here unfortunately there was an interrup-
tion. The singer, having gone through her
stock of songs, wished to go away, and came
to ask if the lady wonld give her a few pice.
The pice were given, and it was thought best
to say nothing more to Boshonto. They went
back to the verandal, and the reading and

8
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work proceeded.  Before she left, the women
were clamorous for a song, so she sang :

“Ilere we suffer grief and pain,”

explaining each verse. Boshonto drank in the
words eagerly, and begged that the verse—
“ Little childven will be there”—

might be repeated two or three times, that
she might learn it by heart.

That night it was very warm. The women
lay out upon the terrace and fell asleep under
the light of the stars. Boshonto was awake
several hours. She looked up at the beautiful
sky, and thouglt of the country which was
beyond those stars. “ How strange that there
the heat of the sun is never felt1” she thought.
“Jt must be a beautiful place. I think the
lady spoke of fountains and springs of water.
I wish we bad some of those lovely foun-
tains and springs here.  Our tauks are dry-
ing up, owing to the long drought. I should
like to read the Christians’ holy book. I
think they must have so much comfort. My
poor little Hurish! I never before thought
of his being in such a beautiful place—never
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thought T should sce him again. Now, if all
this should be true, I may see lnm again, I
wonder if he will put his arms around my
neck and kiss me as he used to do? O
ITurish, my bird, why did you leave me at
all when you were so fond of me? But the
lady said there was only one way to heaven,
and if I did not find that way, I should not
reach heaven, after all. I wish that singer
had not come in and interrupted us just then.
I should have liked to have heard about the
way. I fear I shall not have another oppor-
tunity of asking about it, for the lady said
something about soon going away.”

So thinking, Boshonto lost herself and fell
asleep. In her sleep she dreamed she was
taken up past the clouds, through a rainbow,
past the sun, past the stars, and that through
a great gate of gold she entered into the
beautiful country. She saw numbers of little
children playing about necar its fountains of
living water. The ground was carpeted with
flowers, and there were no snakes lurking
amid the blossoms. Iach little child was
watched by a beautiful angel.  As she was
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looking at them, wondering if Hurish was
there, she saw a little boy just the age of her
darling rin up to her. As he came ncarer
she saw it was her lost boy ; she clasped him
in her arms; she felt his little arms about
lier neck, his kisses on her lips.  In the full-
ness of her joy she awoke, and, behold, it was
a dream. But the stars were still shining
brightly, and the light of them brought back
the thought of the country beyond.

And so that night a chain was fastened in
heaven. One end was held, as it were, by
the little boy in the good Shepherd’s arms;
the other had been caught by the lonely
mother on carth. She never lost her hold.
The good Shepherd himself drew it closer
and closer, until one day, carth having ap-
proximated so near to heaven, Boshonto step-
ped across, and with her child stood in the
presence of God.



CHAPTER VIIL
A VISIT TO CALCUTTA.

SOI\[E time after this the pundit told his
wife that he wished them all to go to
Calcutta for three months, and had made
arrangements for their going on the Monday
following. What a pleasure for the poor
women! They could not expeet to see much,
but the change was something to which to
look forward. They might possibly make
some new acquaintances and get a sight
of the great city. The week passed by very
slowly, and glad were they when the event-
ful day came. They wished much to go
by rail, but the men objected : it would be
too public, they said; so two carriages were
obtaiued, and at about four o’clock in the
afternoon they set off—the pundit, his brother
and the two boys in onc; Kumari, Prosouno,
Boshonto, Taramoni and little Kamini in
8% 89
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the other. Herani was left behind to take
care of the housce during their absence.

Very pleasant to all was that drive. There
was a sensc of exhilaration in going to the
great city and catching even a distant glimpse
of its splendors. The women were curious,
and kept peeping out through the nearly-
closed doors. They saw the beautiful cathe-
dral, and wondered what sort of worship that
of the Christians could be, since it required
such a large building. Among the Hindoos
no spacious temples are necessary. The wor-
shipers never congregate to unite in prayer
and praise; they go singly, each with his
offering. The palace-like buildings of Chow-
ringhee fascinated them. Each carriage as it
passed by was peered into, that they might
have a sight of its occupants. On and on
they went, and at length the princely build-
ings were all left behind, and they entered
the native part of the city. The house was
at Jorasanko, not far from the presidency
college. The carriages stopped at a doorway,
then servants came forward holding thick
red cloths in their hands. With these they
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formed a curtain on each side, and through
the passage thus made the women passed in.

The house was similar to that at Gopalpore,
though perhaps newer and better furnished.
The reception-room had better furniture, but
the women’s apartmeuts were the same,  They
had, however, a staircase by which they could
ascend to the roof, which was a great acqui-
sition,

It was evening when they arrived, and
everything seemed dreary. The little girl
was troublesome, and there was much to be
done. At length the evening meal was ready;
the men partook first: the weary women had
to wait until their lords had dooe. Such is
the barbarous custom of India.

The next day, after the pundit and his
brother had gonc'to their work, there came a
long succession of women with wares to sell.
First there was the bracelet woman, with her
bracelets of colored glass and lac. Little
Kamini was gladdened by having a dozen
placed on each of her little fat arms. It is
true they soon broke, but they were bright
and pretty while they lasted. Next was a
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woman with a basket of sweetmeats—confec-
tions new to Gopalpore. Then the female
barber appeared, and all of them had their
feet stained erimson with alta. After this
came a woman with books; she had heard
that the ladies of the houschold were “learn-
ed.” So it went on all day, and each new-
comer had a bit of gossip to retail.  The day
passed very rapidly, and in the evening, when
it began to grow dusk, the women went up to
the roof; from thence they could sce the ma-
jestie ships lying in the stream. Often and
often did they wish they could go on board
and see the cabins and otlier arrangements,
buat the wish was vain.

Little Kamini could roam at will among
the neighboring houses.  One day she rushed
in to say she had dizeovered a school for little
girls like herself. They werc all learning to
read and write aud sing pretty rhymes; might
she go too? Her mother gave her consent,
and having dressed her in her pretty little
pink saree, told her to go. It was a relief to
have her out of the house, shie had such rest-
less little ways.
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The child had now always plenty to tell of
what she had learned during the day, and of
what her teacher had said to her. Boshonto’s
curiosity was raised, and she told her to bez
the teacher to come in for a few minutes. She
came, a comely native woman, and of course
was immediately questioned about her family,
her income, cte. She answered all their ques-
tions good-humoredly, and then in her turn
made some inquiries. She was told of Bo-
shonto’s sorrow, and said,

“It is a dreadful thing to losc our chil-
dren.”

“Have any of yours died ?”

“Three; two of them when little infants,
and one, a pretty little girl, when she was
seven years old. DBut my little girl wanted
to die.”

“Why was that ?”

“She snid she wished to go to heaven and
be with the Lord Jesus Christ. She was ill
a long time, and used often to say, ‘I want to
go to be with Jesus Christ. Heaven is such
a beautiful place, and my Lord who died for
me is there. I want to go.””
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“ How wonderful in a child to speak so!”

“Yes, and I often hear! her praving when
she thought she was alone.  She used to join
her little hands togetlier and say, ‘O Lowl,
wash my heart in thy precious blood.  170r-
give all my sins and let me go to heaven.
Often she said to me, ¢ Oh, mother, don’t ery;
I am going to the Lord whe died for us.””

“Youn Christians must be a strange people.
Who ever heard a child aniongst us speaking
in that way? And did you not cry when
she died ?”

“Yes, I cried, but I was comforted too in
thinking that she had gone to heaven.”

Boshonto here spoke :

“Do you think you will see your child
again ?”

“Yes, I know I shall when I go to
heaven.”

“IHow much you must wish to go!”

“Sometimes I do want to go very much,
but T must wait until my Lord calls me.”

Saying this, she got up and took her leave
of the family.

Long did Boshonto think about all this.
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She wanted to read the Christians’ holy book,
but did not know how to get a copy without
exciting suspicion. At last she thoughit she
would ask Premchand ; he might be able to
tell her how to get one. So one evening she
sat down by him and asked him to let her
look over his books. MMost of them were in
English, and he condeseendingly informed her
of what they were about.

“This is a book on geography,” he said.

“Geography ! what is that?”’

“ A description of the earth’s surfaice. By
reading this book you would know how many
rivers there are in the world, how many
cities, mountains and different countries.”

¢ And this book, Premchand ?”

“This is on mathematics. Women cannot
understaud that at all.”

“And this little thick book with small
print ?”

“That the English call a Bible. It is their
holy book, their Shaster.”

“ Have you read it, Premchand ?”

“Yes; I am obliged to read it, in order to
be able to prcpare some of my lessons.”
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“What sort of a book is it 2’

“ A very good sort of a book, but you know
I don’t believe in it, and for that matter I
dor’t know that I believe in our Shasters,
either.”

“Oh, Premchand, don’t say such a thing 1”

“Why not? I lcarn many things at school
which make me sce that the Shasters are not
true.”

“Ihat things ?”

“Why, when an eclipse takes place, the
Shasters say it is caused by some giant swal-
lowing either the sun or the moon. That is
absurd. When the moon is eclipsed, it is
caused by the shadow of the earth falling
upon it, and when the sun is eclipsed, the
moon comes between the earth and the sun,
and that causes the eclipse. Then, again, the
carth is round like an orange, but the Shas-
ters say it is flat. And there are numbers of
other things said in the Shasters which are
equally absurd.”

“Js there anything absurd in the Chris-
tian Shaster ?”

“T have not seen anything yet. I do not
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believe in all the stories, but still I must say
there is nothing in it which appears impos-
sible.”

“Premchand, I should Jike to see this
book. Could you lend me your copy ?”

“Mine is in English, and that you will not
be able to read.”

“Is it not translated into Bengali ?”

“Oh yes, and I dare say T could easily get
you one if you gave mc the money.”

“ How much would it cost ?”’

“The whole Bible would, I think, cost a
good dcal, but I could get you a New Testa-
ment for a few annas.”

“ Well, here is an eight-anna bit. T have
had it a long time, and intended buying seve-
ral books with it, but I am very curious to
see this holy book of the Christians. Do try
and get it for me.”

“Yery good; I will see what I can do to-
morrow, but mind you have something nice
for me when I bring you the book.”

“] will not forget.”

Premchand kept his word. He made in-
quiries among his fellow-students, and found

9
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one who had a Bengali New Testament and
was willing to sell it for four annas. TPrem-
chand paid the money, and coolly told Bo-
shonto that he had paid eight annas for it, so
making a profit of four annas. DBesides this,
he had the swectmeats Boshonto had pre-
pared for him.

Very glad was she when she got her book.
It was not the gladness of one who fecls that
he has gained possession of a guide to the way
of life, but of one who is eurious and has ob-
tained something that will satisfy his curiosity.
Perhaps one thing which rejoiced her was the
thought that the book might possibly tell her
something about the Lcaven to which her
little child was gone.

That very night, when all the rest were
sitting on the terrace enjoying the moonlight,
Boshonto lighted her lamp and sat down in
her room to read. The first chapter of St.
Matthew disheartened her. She could make
nothing of the list of names. However she
went on bravely till she came to the verses
telling about the birth of Enimanuel, God
with us. “This is wonderful,” she thought ;
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“I supposc this is Christ, the God of the
Christians.” She read on about the star and
the wise men, about the slaughter of the little
ones and the mourning of their mothers.
“Poor women! well, they had cause to weep
and to refusc to be comforted. Think of
having their little children killed before their
eyes!” This set her thinking about her
little Hurish. She shut the book, extin-
guished her lamp and went out to enjoy the
beauty of the night. The sight of the moon
and stars brought back to her mind the
country which is very far off.

Rapidly the days passed by. The neigh-
bors used to come in and gossip, and little
Kamini, on her return fromn school, had al-
ways much to tell of what she had learned.

“What an old woman this is!” lier mother
said one day. “She pretends to know more
than we do. Just listen to her. Who was
the first man, Kamini ?”

“ Adam.”

“And his wife?”

€« Eve.”

“What else do you know ?’
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“God put them into a garden and told
them they might eat of every tree but one,
and if they ate of that they should die. Then
Satan came like a snake and told them to eat
of it, and said they would not die. And
they did cat, and so death entered into the
world.”

“What a pity they ate that fruit!”

Another day little Kamini said, “Oh,
mother, do you know what the rainbow is ?”’

“ No, okl woman ; can you tell ?”

“Yes; I have learned about it to-day. At
one time all the people in the world became
very wicked, so God said he must destroy
them. DBut there was one good man who had
a wife and three sons and their three Bows.
God said he would not destroy them. So he
told him to make a very large ship, and fill it
with a great many beasts and birds, and to go
into it himself with his family. He built the
ship and got all the animals in, then he and
his family went in, and God himself shut the
door. And then it began to rain; it rained
forty days and forty nights. Did you ever
bear of such rain? And the water rose fif-
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teen hands above the mountains, and all the
men and animals died, exeepting those in the
ship. And after the waters subsided the
good man and his family and the birds and
beasts came out of the ship. And on that
day God put the rainbow in the cloud and
told Noah—that was the good man’s name—
that it was for a sign that the earth should
never again be destroyed by water.”

“Well, that is a good thing.”

“But oh, mother, the teacher told us that
one day it will be destroyed by a flood of
fire.”

“God grant it may not be in our time!”

Many such stories were told by the child
every day on her return from school, but
usually they awakened little curiosity. Do-
shonto sometimes wondered if they were got
out of the Christians’ holy book, but thought
it best not to inquire. Every night, however,
she read her Testament.  She did not under-
stand the chapters about the baptism and
temptation of Christ, but some of the others
interested her very mueh.  The miracles es-
pecially faseinated her; sle would sometimes

g *»
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read them over and over again. “If this
Christ had only been in India when my little
ITurish was il and died, he would cither have
healed him or raised him from the dead, and
my boy would now Dbe with me,”
thought wlhen reading about Jairus’ daughter.
“1 should like to know where this Thakoor
[God] can be fonnd,” she thought another
time. I must ask Premchand about 1t.”

So one evening she called Premehand aside,
and said :

“T want to ask you something, Premehand.
I have been reading the book you bought for
me—at least, I have read a little. I want to
kunow who Christ is, and whether he lives in
England. I think he must be there, and
must give the English such extraordinary
power.”

Premchand burst out laughing, and said:
“Truly women are fools! This Christ is the
God of the Christians. They say that he is
now in heaven, and yet that he is everywhere
present.  Have you mot read about his
death ?”

“No; did he die, Premichand ?”

was her
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“Yes; he was put to death on a eross, like
a eriminal.  Now men are hanged, but then
they used to be put to death by being nailed
to a cross.”

“ But did he do anything wrong ?”

“T don’t sce that he did.  Even the judge
satd there was no fault to be found in him.”

“Then why did he condemn him ?”

“That I can scarcely say. The Jews hated
lim, and the judge was afraid of them, so he
ordered him to be put to death.”

“But he was always so kind; I cannot
understand why they hated him.”

“ Neither do I.  But he said himself that
he came into the world to dic for the sins of
all the people in the world.  And he said, too,
that he died voluntarily.”

“Well, but you said he was in heaven.”

“Yes; three days after his death he rose
from the dead, and after being with his disei-
ples forty days, hie went to heaven.”

“Yon said le was the God of the Chris-
tians ; do they pray to him?”

“Yes, and they say that whoever believes
in him and prays to him will go to heaven,
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and that there is no way of being saved but
through him.”

“These are strange stories. Tell me more,
Premchand.”

“XNot I. I am very sleepy, and you have
got them all in that book. Read for your-
self.”

The Dboy settled himself to sleep, and Bo-
shonto went to her lamp and her book.
That night she rcad the twenty-fourth and
twenty-fifth chapters of St. Matthew. A feel-
ing of awe came over her as she read. ¢ This
Son of man is Christ. He will come onc
day in a chariot of clouds. I think I shall
le frightcned every day when I see the clouds.
Before him will be gathered all nations. I
wonder if I shall be there? I wonder if he
will tell me to go away from him to hell, or
to go with him to heaven? But why do I
think such things? I am not a believer in
Christ ; my gods are good enough for me.”

So she tried to forget, but often in the vis-
ions of the night there came dreams of the
Son of man coming in the clouds of heaven.

Their stay at Calcutta had now reached an
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end. They were going back to Gopalpore in
a day or two, taking little Juggotarini with
than. The last few days were very busy and
Boshionto had no time to read.  Kamini was
greatly distressed to leave her school, but Bo-
shonto aud I’rosonuno both promised to teach
her, and for this purpose they provided them-
sclves with some casy books. At last every-
thing was arranged, and they sct off on their
homeward journcy.



CHAPTER IX.
DOUBTS.

T was the month of October, when the

great festival of the goddess Durga is cele-
brated. The pundit and his brother were to
be at home for ten days, and owing to his
prosperous second marriage, the festivities
were to be conducted on an unusually grand
scale.

A month previous, orders had been given
for the preparation of an image of Durga.
The children were in ecstasies when it came
home. There was the terrific goddess, ten-
armed, each arm grasping a weapon ; one leg
rested on a lion, the other on the giant
Mahisa, whom she was represented as having
conquered, and into whose heart a cobra, held
by one of her hands, was inserting his fangs.
Beside her were her daughters, Soroshoti and

106
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Luckhi, and beyond them, on either side,
stood Gunesh with his elephant head, and
Kartiek riding on a peaeock. Above them
all rose an areh. The whole image was very
gay, deeked with abundance of gold and silver
tinsel, and shining in all the eolors of the
rainbow, It was plaeced in the reeeption-
room, and all the neighbors erowded in to sec
and admire it. But it was not a thing to be
worshiped in that stage of its life. It must
first be animated with the spirit of Durga.
At length the day eame. A 1mnultitude of
ceremonies were performed, and then the pun-
dit deelared that the spirit of Durga had de-
seended into the clay image, and that henee-
forth it demanded worship. The day after
the animation was one of peculiar solemnity.
The idol was bathed and saerifiees were offer-
ed. On this day all widows fast, as by so
doing they expeet a speeial Dblessing.  Bo-
shonto fasted, but she did it with a very sad
heart. She remembered doing so twice during
Hurish’s lifetime with great earnestness, for
it was said that she would thus obtain a
blessing for lhim as well as for herself. But
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where was the blessing? Had he not been
taken away from her, passing into a state of
nothingness and gloom?  Tor three days the
pujas went on, and every night there was
feasting. On the fourth day, after a great
round of adorations, the pundit disimissed the
spirit of Durga, entrcating her to return next
year at the time of her worship. The image
was then taken up, the women wailing in
sorrow at her departure, and was carried
away all the six miles to the river, and there
thrown in. The pundit went also, and re-
turned, bringing with him some of the river
water, with which he sprinkled the women
of the lousehold and the people who were
gathered in the courtyard.

A day or two after the Durga puja was
the Luckhi puja. A basket filled with paddy
(rice) and wreathed with flowers was hung up
and then worshiped. On the night following
the day of the puja, all the family, with the
exception of Boshonto, had made arrange-
ments to sit up, in the expectation that at
some time the goddess would pass over the
house and Dbless all who were awake. DBo-
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shonto’s heart was very full of bitterness;
she said, “What prosperity can I look for?
I have performed pujas innumerable, but I
have got no good. The gods and goddesses
can do no more evil to me than they have
alrcady done.”

After the evening meal; Premchand went
to her and asked if she would read to him
for a little while from the Testament he
had got for her. She wns surprised at his
question, and thinking it was a plan to
entrap her into sitting up, after her express-
ed determination not to do so, she said,
impetuously,

“I will not wateh for Luckhi.”

“DBut cvery onc is going to sit up, Bo-
shonto.”

“ Premchand, do you belicve Luckhi will
come ?”

“XNot I, indeed. Do you think I am so
foolish as to belicve in the worship of a
basket of paddy ?”

“Then why are you going to watch ?”

“I don’t want to vex my mother; she

thinks I shall get some good, and I expect
10



110 TIIE DAWN OF LIGLT.

to be very tired, co do read a little, Boshonto,
to while away the time.”

“Well, I don’t mind reading a little while,
but, I tell you, I don’t want to watch.”

So she went and got her New Testament,
and Premchand provided himself with a eopy
of Vishnu Surma’s Hitopadesha, in ease
troublesome inquiries might be made. The
chapter was the twenty-sixth of Matthew.
She read about the breaking of the alabaster
box of ointment, and her comment was:
“ITow kind Jesus always was to poor
women !”

Then she read about the Last Supper, and
Premehand remarked: “I hear that the
Christians, from time to time, eat bread and
drink wine in this way in memory of Jesus.”

“Have you ever secn it done, Premehand ?”

“No; how could I have seen it? I have
never been into any of their places of wor-
ship, but I mean to go some day.”

Then came the story of Gethsemane and
its awful agony. DBoshonto said, I suppose
Jesus was afraid of dying?”

“Not a bit of it. He need not have died.
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He who raised others from the dead, could
he not have saved himself?”

“Then why was he going to die, Prem-
chand ?”

“He was going to dic in order to save
others, and at that time he was bearing the
punishment of the sins of the world.”

“You know a great deal, Premchand !”

“Of course; I have been to school. But
go on.”

She read on about the coming of Judas,
the taking of Jesus, the mock trial, the de-
nial of Peter. When she came to the end of
the chapter, Premchand said :

“ Now let me read.”

So he took it up and read all about the
decath of Christ, interspersing his own ex-
planations. When he finished, Boshonto
said :

“ And he died for us, you say ?”

“So the Bible says; so Christians say.”

“ But how did his dying do us any good ?”

“Why, you sce all men are sinners.  God
bad said that if men sinned they should be
punished and go to hell. Jesus loved and
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pitied men, so he said he would eome to
carth as a man, would suffer the punishment
of their sin, and then, if any believed on him,
they should be saved.”

“ But 1 don’t understand. How could the
death of one atone for the sins of many £”

“Because that One was greater than the
many. Jesus, they say, was God as well as
man,”

“Then is that why in the first chapter of
this book bhe is called linmanuel, or God
with us ?”

“Yes, I think so. Docs not all this seem
ineomprehensible to you, Boshonto ?”

“It seems very wonderful, but I don’t
think it impossible, for in our own Shasters
we have stories of the gods assuming the
forms of men. DBut then Jesus was always
so good and kind ; none of our gods were like
him. T want to know what happened after
his death. If you are not tired, would you
read me a little more 2”

So lie read on about the glorious resurrce-
tion, about the l.ord’s appearanees to the
women aud to the apostles, and about the
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last command given to them by Jesus. Then
Premchand said :

“The missionaries say that it is in obedi-
ence to this command that they have come
from England to tell us about Jesus.”

“What does baptism mean ?”

“Tt is somcthing—1I don’t quite know what
—which is done when any one becomes a
Christian. But I will go away now,” he
added.

“Very well,” said Boshonto, dreamily, and
extinguishing her light, she retired to rest.
When Premchand joined the others, he was
asked what he had been doing.

“ Reading the Hitopadesha with Boshonto,”
was his reply as he produced his book.

“What a boy that is for books!” said his
mother, proudly, and the pundit gave him
his blessing.

Boshonto lay down, but she could not
sleep.  “ How different the Christian religion
is from ours!” she thought. “Here we have
been keeping the Durga puja. I wonder
what Durga ever did for nus? She killed the
giant Mahisa, it is truec, but what have I to

10
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do with that? Tt has done me no good,
And soon the Kali puja will be coming, but
what did Iali* ever do for me? I am in-
clined to think with Premchand that our re-
ligion is full of falsehoods. But how very
beautiful is the character of Jesus! Ile was
always so gentle, so loving! Ile never got
angry. Think of his appearing to those
women after he rose, and speaking to them
so kindly! And just think of his dying—
dying, too, like a criminal, only to save us!
I wish the English lady had not gone away.
I should so much like to ask her some ques-
tions.”

Thinking over these and other thoughts,
she fell asleep. DPremchand, during his
vigils, had his thoughts too. A great dis-
gust and weariness were growing up in his
mind against all the ceremonies of Hindoo-
ism, and bhe was longing to shake himself
free from then.

The other festivals came on. The Kali
puja was the first. Ilideous beyond expres-

* Often written Karlee, the cruel and blood-loving
goddess.
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sion was the image of the black, four-armed
goddess; her uncck cncireled with 2 necklet
of skully, her waist clasped with a zone of
dead hauds, two corpscs banging as car-rings
from her ears, her red tongue lolling ont and
her feet upon her husband’s body.  Terrible
and bloody as the goddess were the rites per-
formed in her honor. The worship of Kar-
tick, the god of war, came next in order, and
then the Ras Jattra, the festival commemora-
tive of the vile loves of Krishua. DBoshonto
was in the midst of these things all day; in
the evening she sat alone and read about
Jesus. Many doubts entered her mind.
Sometimes she scarccly dared to cntertain
them. “What have I, a woman, to do with
sach thoughts? I have only to do as my
forefathers did.” Then again she would read
about some loving act of Jesus, and would
contrast him with what she knew of Krishna,
“IHow pure, how holy, how loving, Jesus
Christ wa=! I feel almost afraid to name
lim with Krishna, who certainly was not
holy.”

Ounce she said to herself: “I wish T had
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been born a Christian. I cannot help think-
ing I’ should have been happier then than I
am now. Now 1 don’t know what to believe.
Iecre is the pundit; he is so wise and good,
yet he believes in all these gods. I have be-
liecved in them all my life, but T confess I
have never got any good from them. And
now my mind is all unscttled. I perform
my pujas with only half a heart, and I am
always thinking Durga and Luckhi and
Mahadeb, and the rest of them, cannot hear
me at all. I think 1 will give up reading
the Christians’ holy book for a few days.”
And so for some time the book was laid aside,
But one Sunday night Premchand came to
her again, and asked her if she was going to
read.

“No,” she said, sulkily.

“Why not?”

“I fecl so disturbed and troubled in mind;
I don’t know what to believe.”

“IHave you finished the bool ?”

“Oh no; not yet.”

“\Well, bring it. It is cold to-night,and I
don’t want to go out. The rest are all busy.”
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She yielded, and brought her Testament,
and they sat down by the lamp. Boshonto
lad by this time read through the Gospels of
Mark and Luke, and part of Johu. Iler
mark was at the fourteenth of St. John.
Premechand opened at the place and began to
read :

“Let not your heart be troubled: yc be-
lieve in God, believe also in me.”

“Qh, Premehand,” broke in Boshonto, “is
he saying that to me ?”

“Don’t interrapt,” was his ungraeious an-
swer, though the same question was in his
own heart.

“In my TFather’s house are many mansions:
if it were not so, I would have told you. I
go to prepare a place for you.”

“What did Lie mean by his Father’s house,
Premchand ?”

“Heaven, I suppose.”

¢« And he says he has gone to prepare rooms
for us there ?”

“Yes; bat let me go on”

*““And if I go and prepare a place for you,
I will come again, and reeeive you unto
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myself; that where I am, there ye may be
also.”

“Wait a moment, Premchand: how will
he come again? On a chariot of clouds ?”

“I have heard that this coming means the
hour of death. And I have heard too that
Chiristians are not afraid to die.”

“ Not afraid to die? That is astonishing!
However, I must say that if they believe
that at death they will go to Christ and be
with him for ever in heaven, I don’t wonder.
Go on.”

“ And whither I go ye know, and the way
ye know. Thomas saith unto him, Lord, we
know not whither thou goest; and how can
we know the way ? Jesus saith unto him, I
am the way, the truth, and the life: no man
cometh unto the Father, but by me.”

“I was going to ask the same question
that Thomas asked. So Jesus is the way to
heaven. 1 wonder what that means ?”

“How foolish you are! It just means
that it is only by believing in him we can get
to heaven.”

Thus the reading went on. When he read
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those blessed words: I will not leave you
comfortless: I will eome to you,” Boshonto
exelaimed

“1 am comfortless. If I were a Christian,
[ should not be so.”

The promise of the Iloly Spirit clicited
many questions. Does he eome and stay
with Christians?  Does he teach them?
[Tow does he teach them? Do they hear a
voice? Do they see any visible appearanee ?
To all these questions Premehand had to re-
ply that he did not know; perhaps the Chris-
tians themselves could tell.

They had not time to read more than this
ehapter, for the pundit ealled his son away,
some friends having come to have a little
gossip. And Boshonto felt she had enough
to think about.

Four months had passed sinee their return
from Caleutta. Many doubts had taken root
in Boshonto’s heart. Premechand had his
doubts too, more than he had ever let Bo-
shonto suspect. But outwardly all was going
on as usual. When the mountain looks the
greenest, the fire may be working within.



CHAPTER X.
PROGRESS,

THE months passed by, to some rapidly,
to others slowly. Again the Indian
spring had come and gone; the voice of the
kokil had been heard ; the trees had budded
and renewed their glorious beauty. The hot
weather succeeded. The days were very hot,
but then the nights were glorious. There
was little reading at night during these hot
months. The strong south wind put out the
lamps; besides, it was such a pleasure to sit
out on the terrace, enjoying the luxury of
that delicious wind. FEvery evening, at set
of sun, it came up from the south, blowing
from the sca, bringing with it refreshing and
reviving. And then the cloudless moonlight
and starlight nights! It was quite a joy to
watch the heavens.
One night, though, there was a terrible
120
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storm. It was a Sunday cvening, and the
men were at home. A huge bank of dark
clouds rose up in the north-west, and in an
incredibly short time overspread the sky.
When the wind began to blow, it brought
clouds of dust, but in a few minutes the wind
was stuceeeded by rain, whieh fell in torrents.
The lightning and thunder were terrifie,
The women huddled together in one of the
inner rooms, and tle men even came and
joined them. At every flash the room was
lighted up with a blue glare, and immediately
after the light came the fearful thunder.

After it was all over, Boshonto went out
upon the terrace, and Premchand followed.
She asked Prenichand what caused the thun-
der.

He said :

“Don’t we believe that the gods and god-
desses are playing at ball in the sky ?”

“Yes; that is what we say, Premchand,
but do you think so ?”

“XNot I. T have read the true reason.”

“What is it ?”

“I don’t think you will understand it, but

11
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I will tell you. There is a fluid which scems
to be everywhere; it is called the electric
flnid. It is in us, it is in the carth, it is in
the clouds, it is everywhere.  But if there is
more of it in one place than another, it passes
from that place to the other. The lightning
is this fluid made visible.  Sometimes it
passes from one eloud to another, and some-
times it goes from the clouds to the earth.
As it thus passes from one cloud to another,
or gocs from the elouds to the earth, the at-
mosphere is rent by it, and the concussion of
the air produces the sound we eall thunder.
Now do you understand ?”

“DPartly. Oh, Premchand, how many
things you know that I don’t!”

“Of course; you have not been to school.”

“Did you feel frightened, remehand ?”

“Why should I have been frightencd, you
goosc ?”

“Well, I was. Don’t you remember tell-
ing me only yesterday how two men were
killed by the lightning striking a house in
Caleutta? T could not help thinking that I
might be killed, and then I felt so terrified.”
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“Why ?”

“Well, to tell you the truth, Premchand,
I doubt very much if our religion is true. I
hecard all the rest calling out, Ram! Ram!
and I thought perhaps there is no such being,
and, if not, of course he eannot save.”

“Then did you call on the God of the
Christians, on Jesus Christ 2”7

“Oh ne, no, Premchand! how could I
do that? I don't belicve in him. I feel as
if I were on the river in a little boat all
alone in the midst of a storm. I don’t know
to whom to look to save me. Oh, Premehand,
I feel as if my boat will go down and I
shall be drowned !”

“Have you read any of the Testament
lately ?”

“No; I am almost afraid to touch it. I
sometimes feel sorry I asked you to get it
for me, for it has so unsettled my mind.
What do you think I ought to do?”

“Will you give me the Testament ?”

“Noj; I think not. I should like to read
it through.”

“Well, you must do as you please.”
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With this the eonversation ended, and
Premchand and Boshonto went their differ-
ent ways.

After this the rainy scason set in, with its
delightful showers, its brilliant skies and
fragrant secents. There was a bokul tree
near the tank belonging to the house, and
every night it absolutely laded the air with
fragrance. 1t was one of little Kamini’s
pleasures to go out every morning to gather
the fallen flowers aud string them into
wreaths to wear during the day. At this
scason the bushes of small jessamine planted
round the tank were also in flower.

The strong south wind having ccased, Bo-
shonto was able to rcad again at night, and
went on with ler Testament in carnest.
Night after night she read the record of the
doings of the apostles with wonderment.
“These apostles,” she thought, “were like
the missionaries we have in India. They
went about everywhere preaching the true
God and Jesus Christ. T sometimes wish I
were not one of the respeetable elass. If I
were only like Lydia, a seller of purple, why
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I might go to Calcutta and hear them preach-
iug some day. DBut, alas! I ean never hear
them, shut up as I am !

Ever since they had returned from Caleut-
ta, Prionath had been aftending the mission
schiool with Premehand, going every Monday
and returning every Saturday. ITe made
tolerable progress, though lie was too full of
fun to apply himself steadily like Premchand.
He was a bright boy, and always cnlivened
the house, constantly learning some new song,
and shouting it out for the gratification of his
mother and aunts. Oue Saturday cvening
they were all sitting out in the bright moon-
light. The gossip of the weelk had been
tallked over, and then Kumari said :

“What new song have you learnt, Prio-
nath ?”’

“This time I have learnt a Christian song.
T heard two of the boys singing it, and I liked
it so mueh that I gave them a few marbles
for teacling it me.”

“TLet us hear it.”

And the boy, rcgardless of the holy words
he was singing, sang thus:

11*
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Jesus is the true riches!
Then trust in him, my soul.

The Lord of all, he came from heaven to earth,"
For thy sake, O my sonl!
And took on him thy form and human birth.

What sorrows bore he in Gethsemane,
For thy sins; O my =oul!
Upon the cross what naneless agony !

The Lord, he is the treasure true of hope!
Ol scek him then, my soul;
The light of life! wilt thou in darkness grope?

Who trusts in Clirist finds in him wealth for ever!
Trust thou, and find, O soul!
The jewel priceless, riches wasting never !

Sinful art thon? Yet humbly seek his grace.
Thy Saviour, O my soul!
Himself will crown thee—thou shalt see his face!

Jesus is the true riches!
Then trust in him, my soul.

As the sweet hymn went on, sung very im-
perfectly indeed, Boshonto listened ecagerly,
and the words of the refrain sank deep into
her mind. “So Jesus is the true riches,” she
thought. “If I can only get him, I shall be
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happy. Somchow these Christians have very
sweet and holy words among them. How
different this song is from many that Prio-
nath sings! T wish I could learn it.”  And
the next day she bribed Prionath to teach her
a verse or two. DBy repeated bribings she
managed in time to learn the whole, and then
she would often sit out on the terrace at night
a little apart from the others crooning to
herself the earnest verses. Obtaining “a
erown” in heaven seemed a very desirable
thing, and many longings and wishes arose
in her heart.

Day after day the light grew brighter and
brighter. The thick darkness which had
covered her mind began to disperse. Stil],
as yet she only saw men as trees walking,
But as nothing can hinder the light of day
from pouring its beauty over the whole earth,
50, blessed be God! nothing can hinder the
light of his gospel, when once it begins to
rise, from filling the human heart.



CHAPTER XI.
THE CHAIN DRAWN CLOSER.

BOUT the end of September a severc

attack of illness scized Boshonto.  For
some weeks she was quite prostrated, and life
secmed doubtful.  She had every care and
attention from IKumari and Prosouno, yct
when the women from the neighboring houses
used to come in to inquire about lier, they
could not help sympathizing with them when
they said: “TPoor thing! it will be well for
her when she dies! A widow’s life is a dread-
ful thing.” DBoshonto often heard these re-
marks, and she used to lie and wonder if it
would really be better for her to dic.

A short time before she would have wished
for death, but now she thought she would
like to live till she had scttled in her own
mind the truth of cither Christianity or Hin-

128
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dooism.  Perhaps it was this wish to live
that enabled her to rally. Life in the con-
test at length gained the vietory, but it was
long before strength eame. She sometimes
got out her books, but often she could do
nothing but look at the covers.  Little Kam-
ini would occasionally read to her some ecasy
story out of her little books, and would laugh
merrily at what she read, but though Boshon-
to smiled on the little girl, she felt no inter-
est in her little stories.  Prosonno once sug-
gested reading Sacontola, but she did not care
for it. She would have liked to hear some-
thing about Christ, but she did not dare ask
Prosonno to read to her from the New Testa-
ment, and she could not read for herself, as
the small print hurt her weakened eyes. So
day after day she lay in silence, thinking,
wondering. '

er little Hurish was mueh in her thoughts.
His pretty little ways and words recurred to
her mind, and she thought: “ What would I
not give for the hope of seeing my boy again?
If I werea Christian, I should have that hope,
but now all is darkness and dreariness.”
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Then she thought again: “T wish T could
find out the places in the Bible which tell
about heaven. When Premchand comes, 1
must ask him.”’ DPremchand had not been
home for some weeks; he «aid the examina-
tion was approaching, and he must study
hard, and could not manage to give up his
Saturdays and Sundays.

One Saturday afternoon, however, when
Boshonto was considerably better, he came
with his father and brother and uncle.  After
his mother had looked at him, studying every
look and coming to the conclusion that over-
study made him thin and pale, and after he
had been petted to her heart’s content, he
asked how Boshonto was. “She is better
now, though very weak,” said his mother.
T think she is lying in the upper verandah;
you had better go and sce her while I look
after cooking you something very niee, my
boy.” Then addressing Prosonno, she added:
“Choto Bow, come and help me; that stupid
Herani will be sure to spoil the curry and
cakes.”

Premchand went up stairs. He was shocked
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to sce the altcration in Boshonto, and sitting
down near her, gently asked how she was.
She told him, aund then said,

“I am very glad to sec you, Premchand.
You are always so kind to me. How have
vour studies been getting on? Do you think
vou will pass the examination ?”

“I hope so. I have been working very
hard. I supposc you have read nothing
lately 2

“No; I have been too weal to sec well.
Oh, Premchand, do you kunow in what part
of the New Testament I conld find a deserip-
tion of heaven? When I was so ill, T thonght
I should die, and I wished so to know some-
thing about heaven. I have been very mis-
erable, Premchand.”

“Give me the Testament.”

“Herc it is, under my pillow. When I
heard your voice down stairs, I crept away
and managed to get it from my hiding-place.”

Premchand opened it toward the end, turned
down two or three of the pages hastily, and
said :

“I have marked the places for you.”
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Then leaning over the verandah balustrade,
he looked down into the court-yard. Sceing
them all busy, he resumed his place by her
side, and opening at the seventh chapter of
the book of the Revelation, began to read
those glorious words, interspersing sundry
little comments by way of explanation. He
had just time to finish when voices were
heard approaching, and the book was restored
to its place under her pillow. Kumari, hav-
ing arranged everything, had come up with
Kamini te have some more talk with her
darling. Prosonno speedily joined them,and
Premchand had soon enough to do answering
all their questions.

When the time came for the evening meal,
they all went down stairs, and Boshonto was
left alone. She had pot yct caten rice, but
lived simply on bread and sugar. She took
advantage of her opportunity, lighted her
lam)» and turned to one of the marks. Again
she read to herself the wonderful words:

“After this I beheld, and lo, a great
multitude, which no man could number, of
all nations, and kindreds, and people, and
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tongues, stood before the throne, and before
the Lawb, clothed with white robes, and
palms in their hands; and cried with a loud
voice, saying, Salvation to our God who sit-
teth upon the throne, and unto the Lamb.
And all the angels stood round about the
throne, and about the elders and the four
beasts, and fell before the throne on their
faces, and worshiped God, saying, Amen:
Blessing, and glory, and wisdom, and thanks-
giving, and honor, and power, and might, be
unto our God for ever and ever. Amen,
And one of the elders answered, saying unto
me, \What are these which are arrayed in
white robes? and whence came they? And
I said unto him, Sir, thon knowest. And he
said to me, These are they which came out of
great tribulation, and have washed their robes,
and made them white in the blood of the
Lamb. Therefore are they before the throne
of God, and serve him day and night in his
temple; and he that sitteth on the thvone
shall dwell among them. They shall hunger
no more, neither thirst any more; neither
shall the sun light on them, nor any heat.
12
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For the Lamb which is in the midst of the
throne shall fecd them, and shall lead them
unto living fountains of waters: and God
shall wipe away all tears from their eyes.”
She was tired, and closed the book, putting
it away and extinguishing the lamp. She
lay down again on her mat, and thought of
the white raiment, the crowns, the palms and
the glorious song of praise. She thought, too,
of the loving Lamb feeding them,and of God
wiping away all tears from their cyes. “Well,
one thing is certain, even if Christianity is
not true, the Christians are better off than we
are, they arc so much happier. No wonder
they don’t fear to die! no wonder they often-
times desire to go, since they have the hope
of such a beautiful country before them!
And so they say my boy is there! T wonder
how he looks in the white raiment, with the
crown on his brow and the palm branch in
his hand? His voice was such a swcet one.
I suppose it is heard in that song, ‘ Salvation
to our God, who sitteth upon the throne, and
unto the Lamb.” He used sometimes to cry
when with me. He does not cry now, for
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God has wiped away all his tears. He has
no more hunger nor thirst, and in heaven
there is no terrible scorching heat, such as we
have here in the hot weather. O, my little
bird, if I only believed all this as the Chris-
tians do, I don’t think I would cry any more
for you, nor wish to have you in my arms
again.”

And so she went on thinking till she fell
aslecp.

The next day was the Sabbath. DPrem-
chand watched his opportunity, and managed
to sce her alone. He asked for her New
Testament, and read to her parts of the twen-
ty-first and twenty-second chapters of the
Revelation of St. John:

“And (the angel) carried me away in the
spirit to a great and high mountain, and
showed me that great city, the holy Jerusa-
lem, descending out of heaven from God,
having the glory of God: and her light was
like unto a stone most precious, even like
a jasper stone, clcar as crystal; and had a
wall great and high, and had twelve gates,
and at the gates twelve angels, and names
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written thercon, which are the names of the
twelve tribes of the children of Israel; on
the east three gates, on the north threc gates,
on the south three gates, and on the west three
gates. And the wall of the city had twelve
foundations, and in them the names of the
twelve apostles of the Lamb. . . . And the
twelve gates were twelve pearls; every several
gate was of one pearl: and the street of the
city was pure gold, as it were transparent
glass. And T saw no temple therein; for the
Lord God Almighty and the Lamb are the
temple thereof. And the city had no need of
the sun, neither of the moon, to shine in it:
for the glory of God did lighten it, and the
Lamb is the light thereof. And the nations
of them which are saved shall walk in the
light of it; and the kings of the earth do
bring their glory and honor unto it. And
the gates of it shall not be shut at all by day:
for there shall be no night there. And they
shall bring the glory and honor of the nations
into it. And there shall in no wise enter into
it anything that defileth, neither whatsoever
worketh abomination or maketh a lie, but
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they which are written in the Lamb’s book
of life.

“And he showed me a pure river of the
water of life, clear as erystal, proceeding out
of the throne of God and of the Lamb. In
the midst of the street of it and on either side
of the river was there the tree of life, which
bare twelve mamner of fruits, and yielded her
fruit every month : and the leaves of the tree
were for the healing of the nations. And
there shall be no more curse; but the throne
of God and of the Lamb shall be in it; and
his servants shall serve him; and they shall
sce his face, and his name shall be in their
forcheads, And there shall be no night there;
and they need no candle, neither light of the
sun; for the Lord God giveth them light;
and they shall reign for ever and ever.”

Boshonto listened to these words with great
attention.  When he finished, she said :

“Premchand, I should so like to be a
Christian.”

The boy was startled. It was the echo of
liis own thought—a thought to which he had
not yet given a living voice. DBut he said,

12+
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“That is impossible, Boshonto.”

“Why?”

“How can yon leave the religion in which
your forefathers have lived and died ?”

“ But, Premehand, others have doune it, and
they must be happier than we are.”

“ Well, never mind ; don’t let us talk any
more about this. Ilave you liked what I
lave read ?”

“Oh yes, very much. I only wish I
knew that I was going to that heaven, I
should then be guite happy, I think.”

The young man knitted his brows: he
looked lost in thonght ; then he said:

“Boshonto, I will tell you one thing which
you must never repeat.”

“I promise.”

“I feel just as you do. I, too, am very
unhappy. I long to be able to believe in
Cliristianity. I have not been quite lonest
in saying that my studics kept me from com-
ing here for some weeks. It is true I have
stadied hard; my Saturdays, even until sun-
set, have been spent in study. DBut the Sun-
day has been otherwise spent. 1 have read
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the Bible, and oh, Boshonto, I have even
ventured into Cliristian places of worship.”
4T am very glad to hear you say this,
Premchand. You are a man, and are learn-
ed; vou will be able to tcach me. But tell
me first what these Christians do in their
places of worship; I am so curious to know.”
“Well, one Sabbath evening, after I had
been reading and thinking all day, I went
out after dark to sce if I could get into any
place of worship unobserved. I found one
lighted up, and I went in and sat down at
the very back. A hymn was given out, and
I saw all the people stand up to sing. I stood
also, and a gentleman handed me a hymn
book. It was a beautiful hymn—all about
Jesus, Then the minister rose up in a sort
of box at one end of the chapel, and read a
chapter about some of the niiracles of Jesus,
and after that he prayed. I never heard a
Christian prayver before, and I thought it so
heautiful. He seemed to feel the presenee of
God. He called God our Father, and he
spoke to God as a little ehild would speak to
his father. How I wished I eould pray like
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that! Then there was another 1ecautiful
hymn. After this the minister again rose up,
and read about the healing of the blind man.
Wait; I will find you the passage.

“¢And it came to pass, as he was come
nigh unto Jericho, a certain blind man sat by
the wayside begging : and hearing the multi-
tudes pass by, he asked what it meant.  And
they told him, that Jesus of Nazareth passeth
by. And he eried, saying, Jesus, thou Son
of David, have mercy on me. And they
which went before rebuked him, that he
should hold his peaee: but he eried so much
the more, Thou Son of David, have mercy
on me. And Jesus stood, and commanded
him to be brought unto him; and when he
was come near, he asked him, saying, What
wilt thou that I should do unto thee? And
he said, Lord, that I may reccive my sight.
And Jesus said unto him, Reecive thy sight:
thy faith hath caved thee. And immediately
lie received his sight, and followed him, glori-
fying God: and all the people, when they
saw it, gave praise unto God.

“The minister applied all this to us. Ile
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said : ¢ We are like that poor blind man; our
eves, the eyes of our mind, are blinded, and
we cannot see the love and the glory of Christ,
But Jesus calls us to him, and we have but
to ask him to give us sight, and we shall see.’
On closing his sermon he said: ¢ My friends,
Jesus is now passing byv. You ean all hear
him passing, but many of vou cannot see his
majesty, his glory. You do not see him as
your Saviour. Call out to him, as the blind
man did. IIe will stop; he will eall you to
go near him ; he will say to you, “What wilt
thou that I should do unto thee?”’ And then
you have but to say, ¢“Lord, that I may re-
ceive my sight.” If you pray thus, Jesus
will answer, “Receive thy sight; thy faith
hath saved thee.”’

“ After the sermon there was a short prayer;
then a hymn; then some loving words of
blessing.. As soon as these were uttered I
hurried away.”

“How wonderful all this is! Did you
ever go again ?”

“Yes; the next Sunday I thought I would
go te a Bengali chapel. So I managed to
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malke inquiries during the weck, and on Sun-
day afternoon I went to the one farthest off
from our house, that no one might see and
recognize me. There were no English gen-
tlemen there; they were all Bengalis. There
the service was just the same—beautiful
Liymns, and the same loving, impassioned
prayers. The text was, ‘ Whatsoever ye shall
ask the Iather in my name, he will give it to
you. The native minister told us that if we
asked anything spiritual in the name of Jesus,
God would surely give it to us. IIe would
give us the Holy Spirit to teach us. He
would give us strength to resist temptation
and to serve him aright; he would make us
holy. 'We have ouly to ask in the name of
Christ in order to reccive.

“I was so fearful lest any of the Christiaus
should speak to me that I erept away before
the end of the last prayer. It was quite early
still, so I thought I would take a walk, and
walking on, I came to an English burial-
ground. I went in out of curiosity. In
these burial-grounds they have tombs with
inscriptions. I cannot tell you how I felt as
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I wandered about rcading the inscriptions;
they were so full of hope and gladness.”

“Cannot you rcmember some ?”

“No; I cannot remember particular in-
scriptions. But they seemed chiefly passages
of Scripture telling about the resurrcction
and about heaven. Next time I go I will
try and write some of them down.”

“T like the plan of burying the dead.”

“Yes; so do I. How much better it is
than onr custom of burning our dead! I
have read that in some places burial-grounds
are called God’s fields. The dead are put
into the ground, like seed, to wait for the
resurrection.”

“ Premchand, are you a Christian ?”

“ No, Boshonto.”

“Of course not. I forgot; you must first
eat beef.”” *

“This is quite false, Boshonto. Christian-
ity has nothing to do with eating and drink-
ing. I have made my inquiries. Many who

* To a Hindoo the cow is a sacred animal; to kill

one is murder; (o eat its flesh is an atrocious and hor-
rible crime.
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are Christians never eat beef, but they can do
so if they like. Cliristianity means believing
in Jesus Christ and serving and worshiping
the one true God.”

Here they were interrupted, and the con-
versation, long as it had been, was left unfin-
ished. The next day Premchand returned to
Calcutta, after saying a warning word to Bo-
shonto to keep all that had passcd secret.

But the chain which had long ago been
fastened in heaven by means of little Hurish
was drawn closer. The little one was in the
arms of Jesus, and the love which united the
mother and child had drawn the mother to
Christ. How often this is the case!

The Lord is kind in all his ways
When most they seem severe;

He frowns, and scourges, and rebukes,
That we may learn his fear.



CHAPTER XIIL
TIIE. RIVETING OF THE CHAIN,

BOSHONTO had become very thoughtful

now, and also very loving and tender.
As soon as her strength returned she lLegan
to take lier part in the daily household duties,
She helped Kumari and Prosonno, heard little
Kamini read every day, taught Juggottarini,
and made herself generally useful, so becoming
a favorite with every one.

One thing was noticeable in her. She
ceased to take an interest in the numerous
pujas which went on in the house. She would
bring the flowers and light the lamps, but she
did not seem to care to repeat the prayers.
Hcr former religiousness made this the more
observable. Kumari once remarked it to her,

Her only answer was, “ What have I to pray
13 145
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for now? I have neither husband nor child,
and as for myself, I have all I want.”

She spent a good part of each day in read-
ing.  All her old books were read and re-read
constantly. She felt little interest in them,
but she did this that she might get a reputa-
tion for learning, so that no suspicion might
be excited by her nightly readings, for it was
only at night that she was able to read her
New Testament.

On Sundays, alternate Sundays, for Prem-
chand generally managed to remain in Cal-
cutta every other Sunday, none but Boshonto
knowing his true reason, she usvally bad a
little quiet talk with her nephew. They were
both groping after the truth. He told her
what place of worship he had attended, what
he had heard, his doubts, his perplexities, his
hopes. These conversations were eagerly
looked forward to by both, for both were
really in earnest. One Sunday Premchand
said to her, ‘

“A few days ago I went to the old China
bazaar to try and get a book on algebra. In
hunting among the book-shops I found a
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small old book with this title, * The Test of
Truth.” I bought it for two annas, and took
it home and read it all thatday. It was writ-
ten by an English lady. She says at onc
time she beeame an infidel—that i, she did
not believe in the Bible nor in any hereafter.
Yet she felt very miserable, for as long as she
believed in the Bible she had been singularly
happy. At last, one day, she thought of that
promise in the seventh chapter of St. Mat-
thew: ‘Ask, and ye shall receive; seck, and
ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened
to you.” She thought, ¢ How easily I can test
the Bible and see if it is true! I have but to
ask for the Holy Spirit. If I receive him, I
shall know that the Bible is true.” So she
prayed for the Spirit, pleading this promise.
In answer to her prayer the Holy Spirit was
given to her. He taught her, he removed
her difficulties, he helped her again to believe
in the Bible. Slie again looked to God as
her Father, to Christ as her Saviour, to heaven
as her home, and she was happy.”

“ Premchand, this is very easy. Have you
so tested the Bible?”
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“Not yet; I am thinking and waiting.”

No more could be said, and he went away
the next day. Boshonto, however, resolved
not to think and wait, but to act. So that
very night she prayed thus:

“Q Lord of hcaven and earth, all power-
ful, all wise! thou hast said in the holy
book, ¢Ask, and ye shall reeeive; scck, and
ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened
to you.” I comc to ask thee to teach me by
thy Spirit what is truth. Do not put away
my request. I wish to be taught which is
the right way. I wantto be saved. Oh, I
want to sce my little Iurish again in heaven,
Lord, teach me!”

She opened her New Testament.  She had
commenced reading it again, and had reached
as far as the twenty-sixth of St. Matthew.
She read that chapter and the next two eager-
ly. She never uuderstcod what she read so
well before.

Next night she prayed again; indeed, the
whole day had been onc of constant inward
prayer. When she sat down to read, her
book opened, of its own accord as it were, at
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the twenticth chapter of John. She had often
turned to the last chapters of this Gospel;
therefore it was not remarkable that this
should have happened so. She thought <he
would read that chapter before going on in
her usual eourse. She read of Christ’s ap-
pearance to Mary in the garden; his ealling
her by name and her jovous recognition when
she exelaimed, * Rabboni!”  She went on to
the record of Christ’s tenderness to Thomas—
poor, unbelieving Thowmas !—when, after giv-
ing him the proofs he had desired, he said,
“Be not faithless, but believing,”
Thomas, looking on the once crucified but
then risen Saviour, said, “ My Lord and my
God !’ She read the next verse: “Thomas,
because thou hast scen me, thou hast believed ;
blessed are they that liave not seen, and yet
Lave believed!?” Here she laid the ook
down, involuntarily elasped her hands and
said, “T believe that Jesus Christ is the Son
of God and the Saviour of the world, my
Lord and my God!” Again she lifted the
book and read: “These things are written
that ye might belicve that Jesus is the Christ,
13 %

and how
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the Son of God, and that believing, ye might
have life through his name.” Once more she
exclaimed, “ Lord, I believe! Give me life
through Christ’s name.”

Very glad was her heart that night. She
extinguished her lamp, and lay thinking of
all the Saviour’s acts of love and mercy.
Again and again she uttered the words of
faith and love, “ My Lord and my God!”
She wondered that she had not believed in
him long, long before. She never for one
moment doubted that he would receive her,
would forgive her, would bless her, would
finally take her to him in heaven. She be-
lieved in him, she loved him; hence she re-
joiced with a joy unspeakable and full of
glory. That night she prayed thus:

“Q Lord Jesus Christ! I thank thee for
having taken my little Hurish to thyself.
It he had stayed with me, he would have
grown up worshiping idols, and I too should
have gone on worshiping them. If he, my
pet bird, had not flown to thine arms, .and
been sheltered in thy breast, I should never
have tried to get to thee. O Lord, my boy
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i~ with thee: take my soul into thy keeping.
1t is a preeious jewel God has given to me.
I cannot take care of it, but thou canst.
Wash away all its sins in thy precious blood,
and keep it until the day of judgment, and
in that day say, ‘This soul is mine, for I
have redeemed it.”  Amen.”

The prayer was heard. Christ took charge
of that which was committed to him against
that day, and in his keeping it was sate, for
has he not said, “I give unto them eternal
life, and none shall pluck them from my
hand ”? Ol the joy of this surrender! Io-
shonto was at peace now. The peace of God
which passeth all understanding took posses-
sion of her, ruling her soul. It shone out of
her eyes; it pervaded her whole being.

From this time the chain was riveted in
heaven, It had passed from the hand of the
babe to the hand of Christ. He held it fast
with a grasp that could never relax.

After this night the change in Boshonto
was very great. Her face, which had been
so grave and thoughtful, often sorrowful, now
became full of gladness. She seemed to have
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a hidden spring of joy within her. The
women wondcred and held their peace.

When Premchand next came home, a fort-
night later, he too noticed the change, and at
the first convenient opportunity, he said:
“What is the matter with yon, Boshonto?
You look so happy.”

“TI have done what the lady did, Prem-
chand. T have tested the Bible, and have
found it to be all true. I have said to Christ,
‘My Lord and my God! I am now a Chris-
tian, Premchand.”

“The tortoise has outstripped the hare!
And has this given you such gladness, Bo-
shonto ?”

“Yes; I have comfort and pecace. And
oh, Premchand, T shall sec my boy again.
When I die and go to heaven, Jesus will give
him back to me.”

Then noticing the look of sadness on Prem-
chand’s face, she added :

“ Have you not tested the Bible yet, Prem-
chand ?”

“No, Boshonto; I have been afraid. I
want to believe in Christianity, yet somehow
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I dread being a Christian. But I will do it
at once.”

And he left her. No one saw him again
that day. In the evening he veturned, and
his father asked him where he had been.
“Taking a long walk and sitting in a mango
grove,” was his answer. This was trne, but
he did not tell who had met with him that
bright Sabbath day under the trees. In the
lonely place Christ had manifested himself to
him, and e, too, had exclaimed, “ My TLord
and my God!” A quick glance of intclli-
gence revealed all this to Boshonto.

Christ has different ways of manifesting
himself to those whom he calls. Yet all to
whom he reveals himself must exelaim with
Thomas, “My Lord and my God!” Any-
thing short of this proves that there has been
no manifestation of God to the soul.

Boshonto and Premchand, led to Christ by
different ways, yet both taught by the Holy
Ghost, called Jesus “Lord.”  From this time,
thercfore, they were both his, They had
troubles and sorrows before them, perhaps bit-
ter persecutions also, but what did it matter?
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Better to be reproached by one’s dearest and
nearest here than to lose the crown of glory
hercafter. Better to be disowned by all one’s
family here than at the last day to hear
Christ say, “ Depart from me; I never knew
you.”



CHAPTER XIII
A NEW LIFE.

l‘i[ONTHS rolled by peaccfully. Ioshon-

to was a mystery., She seemed very
happy. Kamini, now a girl of ten and soon
about to be married, clung to her as much as
she had done to Prosonno. DBoshonto was
always ready to help her and to teach her.
Prionath left off plaguing her, for he found
she bore so patiently with his tricks that there
was no more fun. Herani, the servant, felt
the change very sensibly, and used to go to
her with her troubles, sure of sympathy and
comfort. Kumari and Prosonno often won-
dered and thought, “ What has come over
Boshonto? We never hear her abusing now.
She has given up blaming Ged, and erving
over her husband and Hurish.” Prosonno

once remarked, “She does not perform the
155
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pujas at any time, nor does she even help us
by bringing the flowers.”

“She must please herself,” was Kumari’s
laconic r¢joinder.  With her shrewdness, she
suspeeted that Boshonto’s faith in Hindooism
was gone, but she did not want to know it as
a fact.

About this time an cvent took place which
caused a terrible commotion throughout the
little town. Several of the more respectable
families had imbibed Brahmist views; they
had given up keeping the pujas; they wor-
shiped only one God; they thought caste a
bad thing, and were trying by degrees to free
themselves from its trammels; and now a
marriage was contemplated between the son
of one family and the daughter of another,
the son a widower, the daughter a widow.

The youth was about twenty-two years of
age. His name was Bhoobun Mohun Baner-
jea, and he had been married when he was
cighteen to a little child-wife of eight. Two
years after, the child-wife died. He did not
scem anxious to marry again directly, and as
he and his father were adopting the new sen-
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timents, thev let matters alone for the time
being.  In the family next door to them was
a voung widow of sixtecn. Her husband
had died five years previously. She was a
charming girl, and had been tolerably well
tanght. The young man, who had entered
enthusiastically into the sentiments of the
pundit Bidyasagor, had frequent opportunities
of secing the girl, and at length told his
father he would like her for his wife. Several
such marriages had taken place, but in this
caze there seemed to be difficnlties. They
were, however, removed, and finally it was
gettled that Bhoobun Mohun Banerjea and
Sreemoti Mookto Keshi should be married.
The news flew like wildfire, and the talk
scemed endless. In every houschold the sub-
ject was diseussed and rediseussed. Many
disapproved, and said they would never again
have anything to do with the two famihies;
they would not speak to them, would not cat
with them, would regard them as outeasts.
Others said, “I.et them please themselves;
they say there is nothing in our Shasters
against it, and certainly it is not a bad thing,
1
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But at any rate, we shall have nothing to do
with it.” A few approved, and hoped the
innovation would be universally adopted.

In the pundit’s family the matter was of
course talked about. The pundit and his
brother did not regard it with much appro-
bation, but Premchand had a good deal to
say in its favor. His mother had an un-
bounded admiration for her son. She thought
him perfection, and so whatever he thought
right she was inclined to think right also.
Thus it happened that in the women’s apart-
ments, at least, the marriage was regarded
with interest and pleasure. They contrived
to send Herani on scveral pretexts to the dif-
ferent households, and on her return always
questioned her eagerly ; every little scrap of
news was welcomed.

At length the day of the marriage ap-
proached. The pundit and his family, with
many others, were invited. The women were
very anxious to go, but did not know what
the pundit would do. However, after due
consideration, he announced his intention to
be present, and their glee was great. On the
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morning of the marriage-day Kumari and
Prosonno dressed themselves in their purple
silks, put on their jewels and had their feet
stained with alfa. Toor Doshonto could not
wear any jewels, but she was allowed to have
a silk saree. Her bare arms, ringless nose and
unadorned ears and neck contrasted sadly
with the jewelry of Kumari and I’rosonno.
Still, she looked very queenly in her majestic
beauty. Little Kamini had on her pink saree,
and looked very pretty. They were taken
to the house in covered palanquins, and on
alighting disappeared within the women’s
apartments. Mookto Keshi’s mother had to
undergo no end of questions as to how she
felt about her widowed danghter’s marriage.
Ier answer was the same to all: “ Mookto
Keshi’s father wishes it. He is a learned
man; he says there is nothing in the Shasters
against it. Bhoobun Mohun has been to me
like a son. What can I say? My child will
be happy.” The shy bride would not say
anything, but looked very contented when-
ever they managed to get a glimpse of her
face.
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The ceremonies were much the same as in
all marriages, and everything passed off well.
The women feasted by themselves, the men
by themsclves, and there was great rejoicing.

Among the guests were many men from
Caleutta. One of them was a great friend of
Premchand. He was older than Premchand,
but between the precocious boy and the young
Babu a close friendship had existed for seve-
ral months. The fact was, the same thoughts
had been siouldering in both their learts.
They had both been seeking something better
than Hindoeoism could give. Unconsciously
they had been lelping each other to get to
the truth, yet, strange to say, unknown to
each other, had both arrived at the knowledge
of the truth. Each had found the treasure,
yet each was rejoicing over it in secrct. On
this occasion there was of course but one topic
of conversation, the singular marriage which
they had met together to celebrate. The
voung Babu, whose age was about twenty-
five, had lost his young wife of eighteen about
two years previously. He had loved her very
dearly, and had made her a companion for



A NEW LIFE. 161

himself by teaching her to read and write.
After losing an infant child she had another,
and this time it was the mother’s life that
was surrendered ; the child, a fine little girl,
lived, cared for and cherished by its father’s
mother. Iis family had wished him to
marry again immediately, but he had not
felt inclined. But during this visit to Gopal-
pore he thought, “If I could mect with an
educated young woman—a widow, for any-
thing I care—I think I would marry her.”
He happened to mention this to I’remchand,
and the boy quickly replied, ¢ My aunt Bo-
shonto would be just the wife for you.”

“Indeed! What is her age? Tell me all
about her.”

“She is now twenty-four—a year younger
than yourself. She can read and write, and
Js very nice.”

“Is she pretty

“I think so, and she is also intelligent
and very sweet tempered.”

“I wish I could see her. Is she in the
verandah ?” '

The boy looked up, but did not see her.

14%
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After thinking a little, e wrote on a slip of
paper these words:

“You bave often heard me speak of my
fricnd Bishonauth Mukarjen. Look down
into the courtyard and you will sce him talk-
ing to me.”

Folding up the paper, he gave it to a child
and direeted him to take it to Boshonto. It
was done, and presently Boshouto appeared.
She had time for a good look at him, but he
got only a glimpse of her, for as soon as he
looked up she drew back. But the glimpse
was very pleasant, and Dishonauth saul to
Premchand,

“I like ber face and figure very much,
Do you think if I asked they would let me
marry her?”’

“That I cannotsay. You had better speak
to my father about it after all this is over.”

Tt was not difficult to introduce the subject,
for, indecd, the marringe of widows was the
onc thing talked about everywhere. When
the young man came to see the pundit, he
asked about his family. IIe told them that
his wife was dcad, and that he had a little
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child who wuas being rcared by his purents.
The pundit asked him if he did not intend
to marry again.

“I have lately been thinking about it.
When my wife died, ny father and mother
wished me to marry at once, but somehow I
did not eare about having a child for my wife.
The wmarriage that has taken place has made
me wonder if' T too could not marry a widow
like Bhoobun Mohun.”

“I don’t know what to think of this. Tt
scems to me dangerous to make any change
in our existing customs. I have always no-
ticed that in a family when even the slightest
change 1s once introduced other and more
important changes speedily follow.”

“But the marriage of widows is not op-
posed to the Shasters, is 1t? I have lately
read the writings of Ishwer Chunder Bid-
vasagor, and I feel convinced that it is not
forbidden in the Shasters.”

“ Are you seriously thinking about marry-
ing a widow ?”

“Well, I think ot it.”

“Have you any onc in view ?”
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“I fear yon will be vexed if I tell you
who is in my thoughts.”

“Why should I be vexed?”

“Then I will tell you. Yesterday I saw
vour widowed sister-in-law. Your son point-
ed her out to me looking down from the
verandah. I was much struck with ler noble
look. Your son tells me she can read and
write, and from all I have heard of her, I
think she would be to me such a wifeas I
should like, and a fitting mother for my lit-
tle child.”

The pundit was stupefied with wonder:
“IWhat shall I say? Who ever heard of
such a thing ?”

“Would you consent ?”

“J don’t know. Let me recover my as-
tonishment. Think of Boshonto being asked
for in marriage! Who ever could have
thought it? Why, Boshonto has too much
love for our religion to think of such a
thing!”

“If your sister-in-law were told that
marrying again was not forbidden by the
Shasters, do you think she would object ?”
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“How can I tell?  Women are foolish
creatures.  Wah! wah! wuah!”

The young mau rose to leave; he saw that
he had gone far enough. He went back to
Caleutta, but he did not forget Boshonto. The
pundit also did vot forget the extraordinary
request.  Ie told his wife about it.  Her in-
dignation at first was extreme.  Woman-like,
however, she did not keep the seeret to her-
self.  She told Boshonto about it the next
day. To her surprise, Boshonto heard her
in silence. She remarked :

“You say uothing, sister. Are you not
angry ?”

“Why should I be angry? I confess I
should be very glad if the custom of widow
marriage were to become general.”

“Why ?”

“Oh, sister, don’t you sce how many
widows are yearly ruined? You have been
kind to me, and have kept me among you,
but what should I have done if you had turn-
ed me out or been unkind to me? Remem-
ber Koylas” Bow. When her hnsband died,
her mother-in-law ill-treated and beat her.
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And what was the result? As soon as Ke-
dernauth Babu spoke a kind word to her over
the wall, she went to him. .And then, again,
Pooshopi’s mother. 'When her husband and
child died, she was so miscrable, hearing every
day the reproaches of her father-in-law and
mother-in-law, that she ran away. And what
is she now? These two cases have occurred
this very month, and you know how many
before. If there had been any hope of their
being married again, this would never have
happened.”

“Very true, sister, but you know widow
marriage is not in accordance with our cus-
toms.”

“Still, there is nothing in the Shasters
against it, and if a custom is bad, why
should we keep it np ?”

“Well, what do you think about Bisho-
nauth Babu’s proposal ?”

“IWhat does the pundit say ?”

“He says he does not know what to think
about it.”

“If my brother-in-law give his consent, I
will not refuse.”
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It was out! Kumari and Prosonno looked
aghast. They did not in reality disapprove
of the thing, but they wondered at her cour-
age.

A fortnight passed. At the end of that time
2 Ghottock came with a formal proposal of
marriage. The terms offered were very favor-
able. The pundit called together his friends
and held a consultation. Some approved ;
some were indifferent; some thought the
whole thing very wrong. Sometimes it scem-
ed that the answer would be a decided nega-
tive; at other times that it would be brought
about. The Ghottock passed to and fro for
nearly a month, but at length the prelimin-
aries were arranged. Premchand was in
reality the one who managed the affair. He
used all his influence with his father and
mother.  He was their darling son, their
pride, their joy. They thought everything of
his learning.

The father often said, “ Well, my boy, you
know more than I do. I trust to you not to
lead me astray.”

He was the medium of communication be-
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tween Dishonauth and Boshonto, and his
stories about them to each other made them
very anxions to be acquainted. There could
be no intercourse between them until mar-
riage, vet hearing so much abont each other,
they felt as if they knew all about one an-
other.  To Boshonto, Premchand had con-
fided his suspicion that Bishonauth was a
Christian, and she wished for the marriage,
expecting to find a helper of her faith in her
husband.  Bishonauth looked only for a
friend and companion, as I’remchand, for
some inexplicable reason, had not told him
that Boshonto was a Christian.

The day came at last. Bishonauth came,
accompanied by his father and cousins and
several other friends. DBoshonto was again
arrayed in her jewels, and again wore the
nose-ring. It seemed so strange to put them
on again after they had been laid aside so
long. The customary rites were gone through,
and then on the third day Bishonauth return-
ed to Calcutta with his wife. She was always
to stay with him henceforth; “ For,” said he,
joyfully, “we shall have no second marriage
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ceremonies.”  Kamini cried very bitterly at
losing her aunt, and was only consoled by a
promise that she should one day go to Cal-
cutta and sec her.

Thus they went away. Premchand alone
saw them go away with a glad heart. All
the rest had doubts and misgivings as to
whether they had done right.

15



CHAPTER XIV.
HUSBAND AXND WIFE,

HIEN they reached their Caleutta home,
Bishonauth’s mother received her
daughter-in-law very warmly. She put her
arms round Boshonto’s neck, kissed her and
said : “I wish my son had married one not a
widow, but since he has chosen you and is
pleased, I am happy. May the Almighty
give me to see a son of yours on my lap!”
Then Bishonauth took his little girl, now a
little over two years old, and put her into
Boshonto’s arms. She embraced her and
kissed her, and said to her husband, ¢ She is
like what my Hurish was when God took
him away. She will be to me in his place.”
That night Boshonto saw her husband
reading after he had had his dinner, She
went and sat down by him near the lamp,
but did not speak.
170
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“You can read, Boshonto ?”

“Yes.”

“Let me hear you. I have a very inter-
esting book here.”

He put into her hands the New Testament
open at the tenth chapter of the gospel by
John. She read the chapter through slowly
and distinetly.

“Yery good,” was his comment. “Bo-
shonto, have you ever heard anything about
Christianity or read the New Testament 2”

“Yes; I have a copy.”

“ Let me see it.”

She went and brought it and put it into his
hands.

“Why, this is onc I got for Premchand a
long time ago.”

“I dare say. He got it for me.”

“Have you read it all through ?”

&« YCS.”

“YWhat do you think of it?”

“Will you be angry ?”

“XNo; tell me, Boshonto.”

“I believe in it. I am a Christian.”

“So am I. Oh, Boshonto, I am so glad
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you are a Christian. Tell me how you be-
came one.”

“After my little Hurish died I was very
miserable.  One day an English lady who
used to come and teach us, secing my sorrow,
told me that my boy was in heaven, and that,
if I believed in Jesus Christ, I should go
there too, and see him, and have him in my
arms again. This made me wish to know
something about Jesus Christ. So T asked
Premchand to get me a Testament, and T read
it. Then I felt that the Christian religion was
true. I saw that T could not be saved from
hell by any of our gods and goddesses, but
that Jesus Christ alone could save me. I
was in great perplexity for a long time, wish-
ing to believe and yet not wishing to do so.
At last, one uight, T prayed to Jesus Christ,
and immediately a weight was taken off wy
mind, and I believed he would save me. 1
have prayed to him ever sinee.”

“But have you not performed pujas ?”

“XNo.”

“Did any in your house know you were a
Christian ?”
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“Premchand did. He is a Christian also.
I never told the others, but I think I umari
and Prosonno suspected it.”

“I wonder why Premchand did not tell
me?”

“I don’t know. He told me he thought
you were a Christian, and this made me wish
to marry you.”

“We shall read the Bible together every
night, Boshonto.”

“Very well. Don’t you pray to Jesus ?”

“Yes.”

“I should so like you to do so. I have
never heard any one pray to Christ.”

“T will”

And he prayed thus:

“0O Lord Jesus Christ, we believe in thee.
We Dbless thee for thy love in dying for us,
and for the world. We thank thee for bring-
ing us to know about thee and to love thee.
We give our hearts again to thee to-night.
O Lord, save us, and wash away our sins in
thy precious blood, Help us to serve thee
and to love thee. Bring others to know thee

as the forgiver of sins. O God, the Father
152
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of our Lord Jesus Christ, bless us and love
us, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.”

Gladsome indeed was Boshonto’s  heart,
“I am very happy,” she said to her husband,

\ery popular was Boshonto in the house-
hold.  Merry as the kokil she went about all
her houschold duties.  She would not allow
lier mother-in-law to do anything, always
saying, “I am your daughter, you know,
mother, and you must let me work for you.”
The ehild beecame very fond of her—so fond
that the grandmother seemed almost jealous
at times. For her husband she had a wor-
shiping love.

Bishonauth soon began to teach his wife
LEnglish, and their evenings passed very pleas-
antly, he teaehing and she learning. Often-
times the old mother used to eome and sit
down by them, and then, after the lesson was
over, the son nsed to read to her from the
Bible. The old woman used to seem mueh
interested 1n the stories, but she never would
stay long. Bishonauth often said to her,
“Oh, mother, if I had married a ehild, as
you wished me to do, should I have been as
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happy as I am now with my dear wife, who
can read to me and with me?”

And she would respond, “ Boshonto makes
you a good wife, my son, blessed be God !”

Weeks and months passed on very happily,
Kamini paid her promised visit, and Prem-
chand was a frequent cvening guest,

Boshonto was very happy—happy in her
present peace and comfort, and happy in the
prospeet of future gladness,  God was going
to give her a child of her own, and they were
all very glad. At length the baby came—a
boy. Bishonauth would not allow his wifc
to be treated as Hindoo women are at such
times. She remained in her own room, and
was carefully tended. There were no idola-
trous cercmonies performed, and the neigh-
bors did not expect any, for the houschold
had long been known as one that had re-
nounced all pujas, and worshiped the one
true God. The child was named Anondo
Chondro—the moon of joy.

When he was about two months old, an im-
portant event took place. It was brought
about in this way.
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One night Boshonto was reading the Eng-
lish Testament to her husband. She could
read tolerably well, and had reached the tenth
chapter of St. Matthew. She read the thirty-
second and thirty-third verses:

“ Whosoever therefore shall confess me be-
fore men, him will I confess also before my
Father which is in heaven. But whosoever
shall deny me before men, him will I also
deny before my Father which is in heaven,”

“What does this mean?” she asked her
hiusband.

“It means that if we acknowledge Christ
as our God and Saviour here, he will ac-
knowledge us as his disciples at the last day.
And if we don’t own him now, he will not
own us then.”

“But what does this mean, ‘Before men’?”

“ Before other people.”

“Then I fear Christ will not own us as his
disciples.”

“Why not?”

‘“ Because we have not confessed him before
men.”

Bishonauth said nothing. After some con-
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siderable silence he rose and went out, and
Boshonto went to nurse her boy.

When they met again, it was time for their
evening prayer. They knelt ogether, and
Bishonauth prayed thus:

“0O Lord Jesus Christ, our Saviour and
Redeemer! we have been guilty of great sin
in not counfessing thee before men. Thon
mightest justly vefuse to confess us before thy
IFather in heaven. But we come to ask for-
giveness for this our sin.  We pray that thy
precious blood may wash it and all our other
sins away. We ask thee to give us strength
to acknowledge thee, not caring about what
our friends may say. And now, before thec,
we resolve to do it. O Lord, coufess us be-
fore thy ITather and the holy angels when
thou comest in thy glory. O God, our
Father in heaveu, receive us for the sake of
thy dear Son our Saviour. .And keep us
steadfast unto the end, and at the end wel-
come us into thy kingdom, for Jesus’ sake.
Amen.”

They kept their resolution. The next day
their friends were called together, and were
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told that they were Christians. Then Bisho-
nauth went to a Christian minister and told
liim of all the loving dealings of Christ with
him and his wife. And shortly after, in
Clirist’s own appointed way, they “ witnessed
a good profession before many witnesses,” be-
ing baptized in the name of the Father, the
Son and the Holy Ghost.

Farther we will not follow them. Peace
and joy were theirs—the  peace of God which
passcth all understanding,” and the “joy un-
speakable and full of glory.” And they
had, Dbesides, the prospect of “glory, houor
and immortality ” in the world to come.

God grant us all grace so to learn of Jesus
and confess him before men, and so to live on
earth, that we too may attain to that glory,
for Christ’s sake! Amen.

THE END.





