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MISS B . E . STEED

Miss B. E . Steed, who w ill become the Secretary-Treasurer 
on the field when I go to England on furlough in June, 
is being loaned by the Christian and Missionary Alliance 
Mission, but is not a stranger to M ukti, as she worked 
here twenty years ago, helping Miss Wells in the office 
and also taking charge of the children’s compound. In 
addition, she has been a member of our Executive Com
mittee, so we have often welcomed her here, always regard
ing her more as one of the fam ily than a visitor.

W e very gladly receive Miss Steed now, knowing full 
well that she brings gifts of spirituality, understanding, 
and efficiency, which w ill make her a valuable colleague 
in M ukti and also with our fellow labourers in other 
countries, whose prayers we solicit for her as she takes 
up her duties after a time of rest in the hills.

I am looking forward to meeting our friends in the 
home countries, after a time of rest with my sister and 
brothers. I realize that I shall prove afresh the hundred
fold to H is own. Our Deputation Secretary in England, 
Miss Tillett, w ill be getting in touch with friends with 
regard to meetings later on. W hile I am home, the follow
ing address w ill always find m e : Care of Mrs. S. S. Snell,
Redmarley, Frodsham, Cheshire, England.

— J .  I .  C r a d d o c k .
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DIAMOND JUBILEE
Home they came, our children of yesteryear. Some had 

become teachers, some nurses, some Bible teachers, some 
mothers, some grandmothers, but they came, hundreds of 
them, without invitation and without reservation, because 
they were coming “home,”  and they knew Mukti’s door 
would be open and there would be a place and food for 
the children of yesteryear, as well as for the children of 
today.

A  steady stream of people coming from the railway 
station, glad cries of welcome, tears of joy, happy chatter 
about days gone by, bursts of gay laughter, cherished re
unions—thus started the Diamond Jubilee, with every nook 
and cranny of Mukti filled to overflowing with those who 
had come “ home.”

One of those who came and who always looked to 
Ramabai as her mother, wrote us of what that coming 
home for the Jubilee meant to her. We quote:

“ Ten long years have elapsed since my previous visit to 
the home of my childhood, the Mukti Mission at Kedgaon, 
and this visit, on the occasion of its Diamond Jubilee, was 
indeed a grand moment and a recapturing of golden 
memories. As the journey to Kedgaon drew to its end, 
I was overcome by a keen sense of calm and quiet. Return
ing home is indeed exciting, but my excitement found form 
in a silent joy and eagerness to be within the familiar walls 
once again and in a long-awaited reunion. It was like 
coming to shelter through a storm.

“ I cannot say just what I felt, whether I had come here 
for a few days or whether it was after a few days’ absence 
that I was returning home. To me it was a place where 
all things always seemed the same, a host of familiar faces, 
the acres and acres of fields which always brought us peace 
across their extensive stretch, and the quiet cemetery. My 
happiest moments were spent at Mother’s grave, recalling 
old memories, gazing over the resting-places of those I 
had known, and for a moment I lived in the past. Indeed, 
those were the days, and not without a pang did we take 
our departure, but deep within lay the distant hope that 
some day maybe I, too, may take my resting-place beside 
the sleeping there.”

— M r s . U s h a b a i  M a l e l u .
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THANKSGIVING FOR
Garlands of memory were woven for two hours at the 

Thanksgiving Service of the Golden Jubilee, as the children 
of yesteryear and the children of today sat quietly together, 
and the fragrance of those garlands not only filled the church, 
but later was carried, by those who attended the Jubilee, to 
their respective cities and villages—memories of their 
“ mother,”  Pandita Ramabai, memories of her faith and 
love and vision, memories of the challenge of her life to 
give all for the God she adored. We present Here a summary 
of the messages that led us up memory lane.

“ We are gathered here in memory of a great work and 
a great worker. The wonderful life which gave the 
strength and inspiration for this work was that of Pandita 
Ramabai. She had been a pilgrim from practically her 
childhood, from babyhood, and by the time she was twenty- 
one she had travelled throughout India on foot. During 
this time she saw the passing away of five of her beloved 
ones. Her mind, after the fullest study of the religion 
of her forefathers, had become bitter against it. She thus 
became a seeker, and God led her in His wonderful way 
to Himself.

“ Her scholarship won her the title of Pandita-Saraswati, 
Goddess of Learning. Her intelligence was so very wonder
ful and her work so thorough, that when she undertook 
the translation of the Bible into Marathi, she learned Greek 
and Hebrew at an age when, in India, it would seem an 
impossible task. Her faith was so great that sometimes 
when she did not have even corn ears for her hundreds of 
girls and women, she was sure of God’s presence and His 
faithfulness, and He always honoured her faith. Her love 
was so great that she did not make any difference between 
her own child and the children that famine brought to 
her, and her discipline was so strict that even Krishnabai’s 
old father had to submit to it, but he did it gladly. He 
had opposed her in the beginning, but when he was in 
need of help and she helped him without the least pre
judice, he began to understand how great was the love of 
the Panditabai. Thus we have before us a person who 
built this institution by her great love, faith, courage, 
perseverance, and power of character. We praise the Lord 
for this great gift to us.” —D. N. T ilak, B.A., L L .B ., 
Advocate.

A  former Mukti girl who is now a grey-haired lady of 
distinction and position, gave the following testimony:
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LOVE A B U N D A N T
“ We do not need to give a testimony to Pandita Ramabai. 
Her work and life have shown a living testimony to the 
world, and will continue to do so through all those who 
work here. Her faith was strong and firm in Him. When 
her daughter died, she stood on a chair and preached the 
Word of God to all who came from villages everywhere 
to give her condolence. Her faith remained unshaken in 
spite of the sword that pierced her heart on account of 
her daughter’s death. We owe so much to this saindy 
woman, that even if we made shoes out of our own skin 
and put them on her feet, we could not pay back the debt 
we owe her.”—M r s . S a r o d e .

Bhimabai Harischandra based her remarks on Proverbs 
3 1:2 8 , “ Her children arise up, and call her blessed,”  as 
she gave this testimony: “ From my childhood I was attached 
to and proud of Pandita Ramabai, to whom I looked as 
to a mother. Past memoreis are beyond expression, but even 
today I can see her coming to church, taking off her shoes 
before entering, and then sitting on the floor. During 
the latter years of her life she prayed all through the 
meetings, and her head was always bowed. We who sat 
in front used to look to see if she were watching us, but 
no, her head was always bowed in reverence, praying for 
her girls. We are a very happy family now, but who can 
describe the happy company of that great heart?”  
— B h im a b a i H a r is c h a n d r a .

And the following were the words of Rajas Dongre: 
“ Just as the body without life and a lamp without oil, so 
was Pandita Ramabai without Christ. To live to her was 
Christ, and many miracles were performed through her 
unwavering faith. The picture of Jesus on the cross dying 
for our salvation and of His resurrection was perpetually 
before her eyes. Prayer was her breath, and mountains 
were moved by her faith. She found her freedom and 
joy in her obedience to her Lord. On the occasion of our 
Jubilee, we give thanks for her life and we admire her, 
but our thanksgiving and admiration can only be expressed 
in our deeds by following in her footsteps. The world 
pays her tribute by sending us missionaries from countries 
around the globe. Are we not going to contribute to the 
work of this world-famous woman through our service to 
Christ, to Mukti, and to India? Her life was the life of 
sacrifice, and in memory of our Panditabai we offer a 
garland of tears.” —R a ja s  D o n g r e .
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SUNSHINE A N D  SUNSET
A s the sun rose over the red-tiled roof of the new Sunshine 

Hospital, the courtyard became filled with school children, 
Mukti women who live and serve within our extensive 
walls, and farmers and villagers from round about, all 
looking toward the building which had been provided by 
God the Father to help them to physical health and 
spiritual light.

Mr. Tilak, who has been a friend of Mukti since the 
days of Ramabai and who is the lawyer who represents us in 
legal matters, spoke thus of the one in whose memory the 
hospital has been built:

“ We are reminded at this time of a great personality of 
Kedgaon fame, and she is Krishnabai Gadre. Sharada 
Sadan is associated with the name of her sister, Sharada, 
but we shall find that the younger sister, Krishna, is alive 
here through her work in and for this institution.

“ After Pandita Ramabai went to be with the Lord, the 
brothers of Krishnabai tried to take her away from Kedgaon, 
but they could not move her, for she had given a solemn 
promise to God and to Manoramabai that Kedgaon would 
be her home, and that she would give her all to this work. 
Her faith in the hand of God and His presence was like 
the faith of Isaac, who never once doubted his father. 
Krishnabai worked with that same implicit faith. Her 
work was not only for the people who were of the Mukti 
Mission, but for others round about. She worked also for 
the production of Christian literature, and had a big share 
in the Bible revision work.

“ In memory of her faith in God and vision of service to 
the people of this district, we dedicate this Sunshine 
Hospital, with the prayer that the Sun of Righteousness 
might rise in the hearts of all who are treated within its 
walls.”

As the people went from ward to ward, each room was 
dedicated with prayer, and then the long procession of 
those who had come to see turned toward the Sunset Home. 
Unto Him who loved us, and washed us from our sins 
in His own blood, this haven for the aged who love Him 
was dedicated.

Mr. Satralkar led the procession, four abreast, down the 
public road from the Hospital toward the Mukti Church, 
singing praise to the Father and praise to the Son. What 
a procession of witness to His glory it was!
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THROUGH TH E W ATERS OF BAPTISM
The spreading branches of the tamarinds blended with 

the tropical foliage of the banana and papaya trees to 
make a garden scene for our Easter baptismal service. As 
the twenty-one girls stood straight and true like the trees 
shading them, many memories came to the minds of the 
missionaries who had cared for, prayed over, nurtured and 
taught them for most of the years of the girls’ lives.

There were memories of the days when some of them 
were brought to M ukti’s open door as tiny, thin, sore- 
covered, opium-dulled, dirty, ragged infants with but a 
slight chance to live; there were memories of sick days, 
.happy days, school days, days of discipline, and days of 
prayer, the most outstanding memory being the day when 
each girl came to know the Lord as her personal Saviour, 
.and then the Christian walk that followed on to baptism.

There were the blind girls, who, having never seen a 
baptism, walked with confidence as the missionary led 
them forward. There was the temple dancer who rejoices 
now in service to the living God. There were the girls 
from Krupa Sadan, whose stories are sad, but, because 
of that, whose baptism was glorious.

A t the close of the service, when these twenty-one girls, 
clothed in new, white saries that rippled as robes in the 
breeze, stood to give their testimonies, our hearts thrilled 
again at the redeeming power of the Lord, at the greatness 
of our God, at these twenty-one miracles of H is grace, and 
at these twenty-one answers to your prayers and ours.—C .T .

At Easter-Time I am remembering
That garden where a woman stood and wept.

Because the tomb that gave Him  sheltering 
Had yielded up the Presence that it kept.

I am remembering her tears were dried
By just a word—the whisper of her name;

When Jesus,‘ risen, standing by her side,
Gave her the resurrection to proclaim.

And I, a woman, want to tell the world
That I have seen the Lord and He has said,

“ Go find the heart where sin has long been curled 
And say to it that Jesus Christ was dead,

But is alive, and reigns forevermore!
T o all who seek for God He is the Door.”  — H .F.B .
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A  SONG TO MOTHER
We cannot put into equivalent English the beautiful 

songs which an Indian Christian, Mr. Pawar, wrote and 
sang to us in Marathi at the Jubilee regarding Ramabai, 
but the Editor has tried to summarize them for our readers 
.as follows:

There’ s no one like you, Mother, in this world,
For us a home and refuge you unfurled,

Deserted girls you brought from everywhere,
His shady courtyard made our haven fair.

The wealth that can be made, though mountain high, 
E ’en though it reach from earth unto the sky,

Is naught beside the mother we adore,
Whose value far exceeds earth’s treasure store.

Though we on earth become a king or queen, 
Compared with you as beggars low we seem,

Without your faith in God and love for us,
W e’d wander blind and lone and piteous.

From  whence your power, our Panditabai?
From whence the newness of your strength and life? 

From  whence your peace and joy, your faith and light? 
How came such greatness out of darkest night?

From  Christ the Son her resurrection power,
From  prayer with H im  the strength for every hour, 

From  Him  our M ukti’s ever-open door,
To Him  the praise and glory ever more.

Secretary in America :
Miss J .  P a t te r s o n  

P .O . Box 415 
Philadelphia 5, Pa.

Secretary in Australia l 
M r s . E . R ic k a r d  

55 Stephen S t. Yarraville  
Melbourne, Vic.

Treasurer in Scotland:
Miss M. L a ir d  

Lynton  
Kilmacolm 

Renfrewshire

Treasurer in England; 
M iss  E .  B . B u t l e r  

Flat 4 
6 Arundel Avenue 

Liverpool 77
Treasurer in N ew  ZealandT 

Miss M a r y  P asco e  
768 Victoria Avenue 

Remeura, Auckland, S .E . 2
Treasurer in Irelandt 

Miss M. R e a  
‘ Bethany ’ 

Ormiston Crescent 
Knock, Belfast.

Secretary-Treasurer on the Fieldi 
Miss J. I. C r a d d o c k  

Kedgaon, Poona District
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