SHE HATH DONE WHAT SHE COULD
A TRIBUTE TO THE LATE MRS. H. S. MULLEN

By Judson A. Sanders

How could we know that for her, twilight should fall
suddenly, and in the golden afternoon? Her shoulders were
strong to bear her share of the burden of life. Her hands
were busy with the many tasks. She used her gift of song
to lift the heavy load that others had to bear.

How could we know that so soon her final task would
be done, her weary eyes closed, her worn hands folded,
and her tired heart stilled? For her the burdens are end-
ed, the tasks are done—but the song is not stilled. She
hath done what she could—she being dead yet speaketh.
Her song rings out in the chill of twilight—that strange
swift twilight that gathered so suddenly in the gold and
green of a summer afternoon. She did not walk slowly
down the sunset slope of the years, her eyes filled with
the glow of the gold and crimson bars of the gates of
departing day, as they faded one by one. She did not
linger sweetly in the slow deepening red-brown dusk. She
did not wait for the purple twilight mist, just hiding the
ruby gleam of the low-hung evening star—mnor pause for
the lilt and swing of the shadowed harbour bell.

How often her rich alto, lacing the quartette like a
golden thread, had helped to bring the glory down! Oh
that cloud of glory—how often it drifted low! And who
shall say that in the moment of shock, e’er the golden
bowl was broken, or the silver chord was loosed, but
what her lingering spirit lay somewhere beyond the tide
of suffering; and who shall say but what the cloud of
glory hovered so near, so low, that her whole being was
permeated and saturated with its sweet throbbing ecstasy,
till she knew a great impatience for that moment, when
sweeping through the wide-swung eastern gate of the
Eternal City, she could stand before the throne of God
upon the glassy sea, and open her mouth and sing with
that skill that is not of earth, and that sweetness that is
like unto Seraph song?

Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither hath it
entered into the heart of man to know, feel, and under-
stand what God hath prepared for those that love Him.
But to us by the Spirit is revealed the foretaste and the
earnest of these things, while we look not at the things
which are seen, but the things which are unseen. To us
may be the shadow of that cloud, its chill and its gloom
—and the haunting question, why? But to her it was a
cloud of glory, drifting low, all unawares—a sudden call
——and a swift farewell. Down here in the shattered
circle we long for the sound of a voice that is stilled,
and the touch of a vanished hand, but we know that up
yonder in heaven, when with lifted voice she joins the
song of that vast and gathering throng of the Bloodwashed,
the white angels, hushed and silent, fold their snowy
wings and bow their heads to listen.

“A VOICE FROM GLORY”

One moment turned her feet to take
That road whence none return again—

One moment brought in surging sweep,
Swift waves of pain.

A cloud of glory drifted by,
Paused for a moment, hanging low—
There came a call none else could hear;
She needs must go.

We feel the shadow of the cloud,
The chill, the loneliness, the tears.

The King’s Highway

Her form is vanished from the earth,
All down the years.

And yet the glory of that cloud
Steals like a balm across the heart,

And brings a strange and sweet relief,
When tear-drops start.

To her the rapture and the crown,
To us the fretting toil and care—
Our hearts know not the joy she feels

Just yonder there.

A perfect circle sweet with song,
Held close as long as life shall last

In treasured memory embalmed—
The dear sweet past.
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GIFTS TO FOREIGN MISSIONS

EASTER TO MAY 31

Miss Helen White (cent-a-meal offering)........ $ 3.50
RIgekiE HarhOUE B S i endsna®e wod o prd s dos sppsre 50.00
Blackls..Harbour: M. 8w woiiacars alodw a8 sebla 8.20
Monetopsairan: . B sstoaiisgimonad. Al HJ0uA03R0 1,200.00
Calaigunns, 2 SHEGLRG. AXUR. BELA, WU LW ERERTR Y 35.00
D I o e e e By st o8 L odas 1.00
Mrs. Eva Burke in memory of husband, Boardman

12400 e R e N R S S o & 50.00
Rev. Glendon Kierstead Itinerary................ 33.50
Brazilgl.akeninas .aaso10imos 210, Jan'l. . Savipsss] 25.00
Mrs. Howard Cox in memory of husband and

SO0 IGeobEe o, M N N A AT T RS T, 50.00
Woodstock “"(Haster “OIeriNg), . iri.cc o comi e o 170.00
(65 =36 oo iatl (s sibeine tmiice s oAby TRy i e S 24.00
Ralph. Adamsases.sasgasaianis adh Jadd haxiessl 500.00
SealrovezdM}. Ssiblof A0AT04. . W J 2980508 & 122.50
Seal; £ ove S8l . S I o MEHE A0, . TR B B 200.00
Primitive Baptist Churches—

Rermicksiaions asibnona il Sl 1R 1898 $16.60

Arthurettei .4lxcouill, Aaieuldn, N0 8850 24.00

Plaster sROCK. . . siindt . mmntiadd «maises. &3 17.00

$57.60 57.00
Yapmouth agli . tzerl . BabastaiToey 40, MaLeeT £ 24.00
Sangiordaast Lk aed oot . 068009 a0 B IS, U 0 100.00
Middle SoUthampLON ... 5.3 - T2 oo it o hesiome s P 52.60
LowenoHalnesyille «a:dic .o 1603 Q0308 94, S5 6.66
ErNL0~ Jo.eakio. wadl ool aalia s 98], aTIESR 25.00
LEUFQsd. Haon e g .onogl. bovar a4 DUIQY G660 & 100.00
Hartland it ol 3aksgll. 30 boold sdl ARUQIAL S804 100.00
Sanatondis Sam hyenat - Deuzado. RRATAL , 08 gAY, 01 50.00
Mrs. Fred McCarthy in memory of father,

Manning Mullen. . . aiditl sl 10 8307% 203 30 5.00
Havelocke it . qoga. .a8W. .a0kiilosos. 2108500848 | 5 37.50
Perth. S . annanalan ). g .aogsreviiell, afil’ 23 O 25.00
Blaclk's, Harbour- I So .. .adi . Dasipg. 289 . 9005, 60.00
Mrs. Henry Gaudet in memory of her mother... .. 5.00
Presque Jsle s . 1. micl -age.wd. gaiiiiw L eolalll, | 7.00
Havelock S. S. (for African buildling) .......... 21.00
Mirs, Mannings Mnllenzadl . iassrdatidaladd Aol 20.00
Grand. HarpPeubsa. iisiic ee. bae. 18610 289, ool &Ll 6.00
WoodBtetk ™ .\ dnieti . ualsaly. . Boridnag) auiohas 92.00
Old "Town . o " at a3t inel . sialit cdiiw e finle. 830 25.00
Havelock (for African Building) ................ 52.00
Norvth “Heaqd: casis sufirt - TSt < A . elalny a3Ig0en N 57.00
Dogktown' s, ¥iis wsie s Miahirare s, Bu Betiantl, 25.00

C. E. Stairs, Treasurer
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