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HE restlese millions wait
That Light, whose dawning maketh all
things new. :
Christ also waits, but men are slow and late,
Have we done what we could? Hove I' Have
youl
A eloud of witnesses above encompass us,
We love to think of all they see and know;
But what of this great multitude in peril,
Who sadly wait below
Oh, let this thrilling vision daily move us
To earnest prayers and deads before noknown,
That souls redeemed from many lands may join us,
When Christ brings Home His own.’?
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By Waysides in India.

Part 1.

REAEK, CREAE, CREAE, went the bul-
lock-enrt as it ralled slowly over the mili-
tary road hetween fwo larpe stations in

Hindustan. *'I do not onderstand why we are
riding in this vehicle aver wsuch a beauntifully
smooth road,'’ said a bright-faced young women
who was rather restlessly chenging her position
on the straw in the bottom of the cart,

“But you just wait until we get onte the country
road,’” her companion replied. *‘You see, my dear,
that this road has been built pekke (solid) so that
should there be & necessity of marching soldiers
rapidly from one military station to the other, or
to some point where there was mutiny or trouble,
it could be done. The roads leading off from this
to the villeges are quite different, s you will see.'’

The bright morning sunshing filtered through
the tamarind trees, whose gshadows fell in lace-like
patterns on the yellow road. The tamarind with
its fern frond leaves was mingled with the shining
foliage of the pipal tree, sacred to so many mil-
lions of people. Ahead of them were other carts
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and many people walking, for it was bazaar day

in the town of Jalalpur, toward which the village
folk were tending. The farmers were taking their
produce to market, the weavers their eloth, the
potter and basket maker their wares, and these
were to he bartered and sold in the street or by
the roadeide, The despised chamar, or worker in
leather, was passed. He carried some roughly-
made sendala and a bundle of -amelling hides.

“Get out, l[ow-born eater of fAeshl’ said a tall
young Hindu with the bocks of a writer under his
arm. The chemor shraok awkwardly aside. He
was an out-caste and might JdGll and eat, while the
high-cagte man might not de this, lest he should
est hia ancestors. To this high-caste Hindn there
was always the possibility present that the souls of
his great, great grandparents might have teken up
their separate abodes in the cow or the ugly buf-
falo, nibbling the ghort dry grass by the roadside.
The young man looked with disgust on the burden
of the chamar, whoe passed on muttering. An old
man followed the chamor. He wore no more
clothes than the worker in leather; he looked no
clenner. About his neck were strings of large
wooden beads. In his hand was the brass Inta, or
drinking vessel, for he would not drink from the
cup of him of lower caste. His head was bent and
he was murmuring over and over again on his
beads, *“Eom, Bewm, Bem!"

¢ Nomaskor,” ssluted the voung Hindu writer,




