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/ EASTER.

« It 'was an Easter morn, Falr tose &he sun,
- And waked the world to beauty and'to Hight;
But. ul knelt beslde wy grave, within
My lmngry longing soul it stm was night

* «Wherelamy Lord? Where is. my Christ ?*'1 moaned,
" When ‘suddenly there fell upon my ear
A fuint sweet sound, liXe t angel tones,
" Which every moment seemed to draw more ncar.

v um,echudmn, chanting loud their Easter hymu!

. .Oufrang tie clear, glad sound, ‘He is not here!”
"Once and again, and yet again it came,
" *He ls not here! Our Christ, he‘ls not here b

u 'Not herel Then X can never find my Lo:d
- Where have they Jaid-him? Master, help, I pra.y r
The answer came; my grave seemed-open wide, :
As tl;ough an angel rollod a stone away.

+And, Tooking in, T saw no light, no life,

. . It'wasadark, a cold, a dreary prison—

‘Then Tose again these childish volces sweet, .
" ‘He iz not hexe, not here: he is arlaen »

“And lifiing up my eyes I saw once more
‘The Suan, the Day-star fair, the world's pufe Light,
Bilpding theso foar-dimmed eyes, so used o sco
*  Nought but'the tomb's dark loncliness and night.

uqmbon], Master?’ penitent, I eried,

sForgivel’ And still the silvery voices BADE,;
'Buﬁ £0 your way, and my disciples tell.’
Asd T—while yet upon thio alx it rang -

\ . 830!»;«! my Muun ‘order, 3nd went back,

lis poorto tecd, to clotho ; to show tho way
. Td wandering ones, hls littlc lnmbe to lcad,
Vm 80 X found my Lordmt Easter day.”

PEKILS OF MISSIONARY LIFE IN
NORTHEASTERN INDIA.

thrilling story to tell you of our good Dr Louisa
Hart.

Late one afternoon a native jutka was driven up to

our door, and a call for Dr, Hart to como at once, as a

poor woman had fallen on a sharp stone and had injured

' MISSV KITTY SCUDDER writes: I have quite a

Jerself seriously, and they fearéd fatally, unless help was

soon rendered. As Sholuopu is fifteen miles awdy, and
there was no time ta send out and get post ponies, Dr.
‘Hart got into the jutka that had been sent for her, with
one of our Christian womef as a companion for the night,
as it was then 5.30 p. 1, and she could not return till
the next day. ~

Jutkas are two-wheeled carts with a bamboo top ~
covered with coarse matting. My brother saw to a mat-
tress being put in, ropes woven across thé centre for a
back, and a rubber carriage apron tied across the cnd to
keep out thé rain. The driver hnd the Brabmin who
had come to call Dr. Hart sat in fronf, back to back to
our good lady and her attendant, while a carriage lamp

~ was added to light up the way.

Dr, Hart expected to reach Sholyopu about 8 or 8.30
p. m., and find comfortable’ quarters in the bungalow of
the Scotch Mission. But when some few miles from the
town, they met the tappel or mail carrier who showed
wounds he had received from wayside thieves, or dacoits .
as we call them here. ansnlution was held, but Dr.
Hart urged ‘the driver to go on, saying that the poor
woman wits suffering and she must try to get to her. So
on thcy yrent, but took the prccnuuon to obtain two

. . - .



