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EDITORIAL

But give me, Lord, eyes to behold the truth;

A seeing sense that knows the eternal right;

A heart with pity filled, and gentlest truth;

A manly faith that makes all darkness light;

Give me the power to labor for mankind;

Make me the mouth of such as can not speak;

Eyes let me be to groping man and blind;

A conscience to the base; and to the weak

Let me be hands and feet; and to the foolish, mind;
And lead still farther on such as Thy Kingdom seek.

—Theodore Parker.
BCOR R R K
SOME NEGATIVE ASPECTS

OLINESS is not a license for any sort of exaggera-
tions, whether of belicf, or act, or deportment or what
not. True holiness is the friend of order, propriety
and runs strictly within the limits of revealed trath. Tt is
not a release from obedience to all laws, natural, social and
divine. This fosters health, courtesy, morality and spirit-
uality. IHoliness is not a presumption upon God’s power
to exert omnipotence for unauthorized or indiscreet claims
or attempted exploits on the part of those professing it. It is
not a substitute for judgment or discriminating taste and
discretion in all matters of life. It is positively opposed to
a spirit of recklessness. It is not a bar to just censure or
condemnation for lack of the most serupulous and exact care
in meeting every kind and degree of objection. Claims to
sainthood will never satisfy debts. It is not a justification of
failing to be as discriminating in paying our respects as we are
in paying our debts: In our eyes a vile person will be con
temned but we will honor thém that fear the Lord. Differences
in station, influence or incidental elevations of any kind
whatsoever will never rule or modify our awards of respect.

Only the moral measure will sway here.

Horiness 18 common sense in action, conscience on the
throne, influence breathing, a heart cleansed, illumined,

guided, subdued, exalted, in communion with heaven, docile,

hungering ever for more and more of the divine and the
heavenly, and impelled by only one solitary quest and question
—how, where and whence may I find more—learn more—
drink deeper into the fullness of Him who filleth all who
WILL with the infinite fulness of the blessing of the gospel
of peace.
L
A PERSISTENT ERROR

NE OF THE most fruitful sources of unhappiness is

a mistaken pursuit of happiness, or its pursuit on a

mistaken notion as to where it is to be found. Happi-
ness comes from character not from condition or surroundings.
Some men are miserable unless in the blaze and noise of com-
pany and its exciting surroundings. Other men are happy and
contented alone, with the companionship of good books and
the contents of well-stored minds, and the tastes which give an
appreciation of the great minds of all the ages with whem
they delight to commune through the treasures of their books.

Wirn many nothing s a sorer trial and greater grief than
poverty and the consequent limitations imposed. Hence the
mad strife and rush for money with which to supply the de-
mands, the luxuries, the physical comforts of life considered
8o essential to happiness. Other people, poor as to pecuniary

possessions, are yet contented in their lot because they have
found the seeret of happiness to be not in such possessions but
i a heart and spirit of contentment and in the pleasures of
mind and heart arising not only from literary resources within,
but also from the greater resources of a faith which has
brought in as the abiding Guest the Savior with all the wealth
of Iis nature and work.

Tue crmear and - fatal  blunder  of  the  world s
the mistaken supposition that money is the great source of
contentment and happiness by the diversity of comforts and
pleasures it puts within our reach. This 1s practically the uni-
versal belief and it has fanned the fires of materialism until
it 1s well nigh burning out and burning up our civilization.
Letters, refinements, the arts and sciences and all the nobler
traits and powers of man are retired to the rvear, to say
nothing of the claims of religion, and stern, brutal mammonism
is to the fore with all the coarseness and  deterioration essential-
ly resulting, The very rich are extremely sensual and offensive
in their vulgar displays of indulgence and extravagance. Sol-
omon’s experience and testimony fails to warn them, and yet
Solomon is corroborated by the notable of the world, similarly
circumstanced in all ages,

We were neressep with the case of the greatest of the Ma-
hometan caliphs who reigned more than fifty years in marvel-
ous splendor. Twenty-five years and above three millions sterl-
ing were employed in erecting and adorning his city, palace and
gardens. Ilis liberal taste called for the artists of Constan-
tinople, the mest skillful seulptors and architects of the age,
The buildings were adorned with twelve hundred columns
of Spanish and African, of Greek and Italian marble. The
hall of audience was inerusted with gold and pearls in pro-
fusion, and a great central fountain was surrounded with
curions and costly figures of birds and quadrupeds. His
seraglio of wives, concubines and eunuchs amounted of 6,300
persons, and he was attended in the field by a guard of twelve
hundred horse, whose belts and cimeters were studded with
gold.  Such predigal wealth and glory back in the eighth
century dazzles and staggers the mind.  Yet, despite this, he
had to pay the final debt due by all of us. He had to die.
After his death an authentic memorial was found in one of
his closets written and left by the caliph. Tt is a voice out
from the Dark Ages to Christian (?) America warning us of
the fatal error of apotheosizing wealth. Read his words:

“T have now reigned above fifty years in victory or peace;
beloved of my subjects, dreaded by my enemies, and respected
by my allies. Riches, honors, power and pleasure, have waited
on my call, nor does any earthly blessing appear to have been
wanting to my felicity. In this situation, I have diligently
numbered the days of pure and genuine happiness which have
fallen to mv lot: thev amount to FOURTEEN:—O man!
place not thy confidence in this present world.”

Hear Tuis JupGMENT, ve worshippers of Mammon, and put
beside it the experience of a greater even than this Mahometan
prince.  Solomen gave himself to wine and mirth though
blessed with greater wisdvm than all other men. Let the king
himself speak:
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I made me great works; I builded me houses; I planted me vine-
yards: I made me gardens and orchards, and I planted trees in them
of al kind of fruits: I made pouls of water, to water therewith the
wood that bringeth forth trees: I got me servants and maidens and had
servants born in my house; also I had great possessions of great
and small cattle above all that were in Jerusalem before me: I gath-
ered me also silver and gold, and the peculiar treasure of kings and
provinces: I gat me men singers and women singers, and the delights
of the sons of men, as musical instruments, and that of all sorts.
So I was great and increased more than all that were before me in
Jerusalem: also my wisdom remained with me. And whatsoever
mine eyes desired I kept not from them, I withheld not my heart
from any joy; for my heart rejoiced in all my labor. Then I looked on
all the works that my hands had wrought, and on the labour that I
had laboured to do: and, behold, all was vanity and vexation of
spirit, and there was no profit under the sun.

Coxsier this scene of magnificence, glory and bitter dis-
appointment!!  Learn we that happiness, true, genuine and
solid, is found alone in that peace within, the result of a
trusting heart and a surrendered life.

B o Ok K
METHOD YERSUS SPIRIT

ETHODS are now stressed as never before. Ixperts

for this and experts for that are produced and every-

body must fall into line and be taught. Even in the
matter of salvation experts have suddenly sprung into being
and are sent forth to teach us how to save the world in a
specified time. They have even figured the thing down to a
fine point and can tell you just how many years it will require
to save everybody if the methods of the experts only be rigidly
adhered to.

Orper aAND systeEM are well enough in everything, but we
humbly submit that this matter of system is not something
suddenly discovered within the last few years and is now held
in fee simple as a monopoly by a few “expert” discoverers.
No. In all ages very many have systematized their ministerial
work so as to economize time and have wrought wonderfully
in the past. As much as we need to be reminded of the im-
portance of order and system in all our ministerial and per-
sonal work, and we will always need to be reminded on this
line, we certainly demur to this matter being projected now
as something wholly new in the universe and as known only
to an esoteric few who are needed to go abroad and enlighten
the preachers of the world. We still more seriously object
to its being paraded as an evangel—as a means of merit with
saving power. Organization will never save anybody. Method
has no intrinsic merit for saving. System can never save
from sin. These are things which can, judiciously employed,
be made simply helpful in economizing time and strength, but
must not be heralded as efficacious. Really we think we have
seen revivals organized to death. We have seen the drill-
work, and the mustering and the planning carried to a point
where the spirit was allowed no place or freedom or spon-
taniety. We must not so exalt the place and work of man as
to leave God no chance. Neither must we so trammel the
heart and mind of man as to cramp his individuality in me-
chanical molds and make of him simply one little machine of
use only as directed by the guiding genius and skill of some
noted “expert.

Stoxewarn Jackson found that it was important to get his
army across the Shenandoah river one night in his famous
Virginia campaign. Ie gave orders to his engineers to make
a way for his artillery and wagons to go over. He also in-
structed his wagon master who was a blacksmith to get the
train over just as soon as possible. The engineers proceeded
at once in their expert methods to draw plans for a bridge.
The blacksmith in his artlessness and earnestness, gathered up
some men and with fence rails, logs and rocks improvised a
bridge. DBetween midnight and day he came and awakened
the general and informed him: “We've got all the wagons and
artillery across.” Greatly astonished, Jackson asked, “How
did you do it?” The blacksmith replied: “I had some men
pile up rocks in the middle of the stream and we got some
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legs which we laid on the bank and on the rocks in the stream,
and put rails across and drove over.” The General asked:
*Where are the engineers?” “They are up in the tents yonder
making pictures.”

WE rear much of the “expert” talk and work is simply
“making pictures” and that real gospel work is left for the
Spirit-filled ministers here and there by any and all methods
available and by no methods sometimes, to effectually per-
suade men to be reconciled to God and lead them to conscious
personal salvation from all sin.

Tuis wnore “expert” business has too much of a commercial
odor about it. It is something foreign to the Christ spirit and
the apostolic method to figure up exactly the dollars and cents
it will require to save a soul and the amount it will require
to evangelize heathendom and to see a class of modern eccles-
iastical “modistes” rigging up some up-to-date uniforms in
which we can all effectually bring men to Christ on the most
approved methods and in platoons. The trouble is, we sce
none of these platoons being brought to Christ nor even in-
dividuals by these “experts.” Really upon the teachings of
these “experts”™ we see no special need for salvation at all,
as one of the first things they do is to inform us their work
is not to tell people about hell or to frighten them about such
things. In the same breath with which they slur this truth of
hell they discard and deny instantaneous conversion. Their
whole work so far as we have observed, is of a semi-religio-
economic sort. They talk of labor and capital, of improved
economic cenditions and such things which earnest and in-
telligent preachers in all the past have done at judicious times.
We have never, however, held up righteous economic condi-
tions or right views and practices respecting them as salva-
tion. We have always insisted on a personal experience of
conscious salvation from sin as a prerequisite and a producer
of right views and practices on this and all other matters of
practical godliness.

Tue xixepon of Christ is not to be brought about by figur-
ing and scheming and organizing and ecclesidstical states-
manship. It is not to come with observation. It is not earthly
or the result of the planning or plotting of men. It is not
in word, but in power. It is “righteousness, and peace, and
joy in the Holy Ghost.”

At tHE preacher’s meeting on Monday a brother rises with
dignity and reads a carvefully prepared paper on “How to
reach the masses.” The precious brother never had reached
them and knows nothing under heaven about it; but while he
was preparing his paper, a Sam Hadley or a William Booth
was reaching them right down where they are. It is the spirit
we need more than method. It is the spirit of earnestness and
sacrifice which comes of the Spirit of cleansing and power
within, which will usually carve its own methods. Nothing is
so inventive as love, and a heart filled with love divine—with
a passion for souls—will find a quick and a direct way to the
souls needing salvation. The young man in love will find the
way to the home and heart of the girl of his choice if it be
possible for him to win her, and he will need no “experts™ to
teach him the best methods of winning and wooing the object
of his affections.

Bk O R K

Tur GerMan sculpter Dannecker, finishing a statue of
Christ, called in a httle child and asked her “Who is that?”
She replied that it was a great man. The artist turned away
disheartened at his failure. Two years more he spent on the
statue and then calling in the little girl asked her the same
question.” Deeply studying itifor some time she hurst into
tears, and said: “Suffer little.children to ¢omie unto me.” The
heart of the artist bounded with joy for he had succeeded. He
said himself that he had during these two vears had a vision
of the Christ in his vigils and this accounted for the difference.
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The Daily Life

I asked the Lord to let me do
Some mighty work for Him;

To fight amid His battle host,
Then sing the victor's hymn.

I longed my ardent love to show,

But Jesus would not have it so.

He placed me in a quiet home
Whose life was calm and still,

And gave me little things to do,
My daily round to fill.

I could not think it good to be

Just put aside so silently.

Small duties gathered round my way
That seemed of earth alone;

I, who had longed for conquest bright,
To lay before His throne

Had common things to do and bear,

To watch and strive with daily care.

So then I thought my prayer unheard,
And asked the Lord once more

That He would give me work for Him
And open wide the door,

Forgetting that the Master knew

Just what was best for me to do.

Then quietly the answer came:

“My child, T hear thee cry;

Think not that mighty deeds alone
Will bring the victory.

The battle has been planned by me:
Let daily life thy conquest be.”

—Selected.

American Monarchs

Two weeks ago we gave our readers a
message on “Crownless Sovereigns.”
There can scarcely be a word of more im-
portance uttered for Americans than such
warning. We would emphasize it as much
as possible, for we have convictions on
this subject. We believe that this is the
country and we Anglo-Saxons are the
people through whom God is allowin
the final experiment for free religion ang
free government to be made. We confess
we are not boiling over with exuberant-
ly Sanguine expectations as to the out-
come. We are waiting to see if Americans
care enough for America to try to carry
out (rod’s divine programme for America.
Our country stands unique among the
nations of history and of the world as to
origin, governmental genius and provi-
dential destiny. A nation of monarchs
we stand with a possible colossal wreck
and tragedy transcending the sickening
recitals of the fall and ruin of the might-
iest nations of history. Our individual
dignity and exaltation under our peculiar
form of government it is difficult to get
men to ﬁrusp. We are monarchs in our
own rights, and the lineal succession is
in our every family. Think of it and
tremble, ye Americans, and then arise
and shake off this lethargy which threat-
ens your crowns and those of your ghil-
dren. (On. the -very line of the message
of two weeks ago we quote the following
paragraph from the Christian Advocate:

A great monarch sits in his cabinet. He is
the autocrat of millions. His head and his

brow are furrowed with thought. He is pon-
dering great questions of national policy. With
a scratch of his pen he can stimulate trade and
manufactures or paralyze them; make his
dominions blossom as the rose or transform
gardens into deserts; elevate the millions or
degrade them; lift their burdens or crush tpem
to the dust with added loads; help fill their
homes with song and hope or with wails and
despair; enslave millions or emancipate them;
let loose the bloody hell hounds of war or
fill the land with the dulcet notes of peace.
Which will he do? Well might such a one
fall prone before Christ and plead for political
wisdom and virtue, that he might be but as
the hand of Jesus, as far as possible, penning
decrees and shaping national policies. Is the
matter changed where not one king, but many
perform those tasks? Ought not each citizen
king to rule justly and in the fear of the Lord?
When King Demos, like Napoleon, puts the
crown on his own head, he holds that crown
subject to the King of kings. As Dr. Fair-
bairn says, “The sovereign people must not be
sovereignless. But their only sovereign is
God, the Lord of the conscience,” Or, in the
words of John Milton, “A nation ought to be as
one huge Christian personage, one mighty
growth or stature of an honest man, as big
and compact in virtue as in body.” This ideal
of the Christian State it is the business of
the church, and, therefore, emphatically of
the preacher, to help embody in the actual.

“Tin-Horning the Gospel”

The above is a striking characteriza-
tion of the debasement of the modern pul-
pit to which it has descended under the
pastorate of many preachers. We take
the term from an article from the pen of
Brother George Ward, of New Philadel-
phia, Ohio, which appeared in a paper.
It is sad to think of this pulpit debase-
ment of today.  Truly the Savior is
wounded in the house of His friends—at
least of His professing friends. Below
we give Brother Ward’s words:

What's the matter with the church—to par-
aphrase the famous cry of William Allen
White, the Kansan—that it adopts such strange
and flamboyant methods. Is there not potency
in the old ways and the old type of ministers?
Not long ago, a clergyman at Atlantic City
touched, perhaps, by the outlaw spirit of the
place, had services on Sunday afternoon which
were practically religious smoking concerts,
His congregation sat in easy chairs on the
lawn and then were told to bring their cigars
and pipes and “smoke up.” That was the
only way, he said, that he could get the men
to church. And now comes a New York di-
vine who is proud of the fact that he has hit
on a new idea. This, he should be told, is new
only in the place he utilizes it. "Tis the method
of the “speiler” and the “barker” at fairs and
open air shows, for he has installed a man on
the pavement in front of his church to blow
a horh and tell people that this is a “Salvation
Shopi" There is. no doubt that the churoh—
and this applies to no particular denomination
but is aimed’ at all—needs new blood and a
general livening up. It has grown too set
in its ways; i8 not sufficlently alert and pro-
gressive. But the cure is not an external
one; to be applied in lawn poultices and horn
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stimulation. An internal remedy is needed.
The pulpit is the seat of the ill. There is no
need tor spectacular methods there; no call
for things clamorous and unseemly; no need
to turn the place of preaching into a political
platform or one of social propaganda. The
eternal truths of the Bible, more needed to-

day when the forces of materialism are so
militant, will do the work if handled in the
right spirit and with the proper ecloquence.

The clergyman of today who can be a Beecher,
a Spurgeon, or a Phillips Brooks will not need
to go outside of the Bible for his themes. If
he preaches the goodness of God, the value
of prayer, the worth of godly living and think-
ing, in the right way—and that is with elo-
quence and conviction—he will succeed.

Away With The Musty

Some writers have such a dread of tra-
dition we ean’t see how they manage to
sleep without hideous dreams of the hob-
gobling of the misty past rising up to
trouble them. It has hecome a fine way
to advertise one’s progressiveness and for
publishing his breadth and intellectuality
to deprecate and warn against the mouldy
traditions of the past and contend for the
advanced ideas in theology.  These dear
brethren seem to forget, if they have real-
Iv stopped in their flight from the terrors
of tradition long enough to find ont, that
this stuff labelled higher eriticism and
new theology is as old, much of it, as the
obsolete fancies of pantheism and heathen
svstems of forgotten ages. They are close
cousins of Eddyism and kindred fads
which are but revamped Hindu philos-
ophy christened with Christian names
and thus sailing under false colors. An
exchange quotes and answers the Meth-
odist Lecorder as Tollows:

The Methodist Recorder says that “no church
which carries with it the odors of the musty
past can meet the requirements of the living
church of today.” We suppose that this is
true.  We want no musty odors, either of the
past or present; but let us not assume that
things are musty because some one says they
are. The theology of the Ten Commandments
and the Sermon on the Mount, and atonement
and resurrection, of Bethlehem and Calvary
and Bethany, is not musty, but as fresh and
true as it always has been, while a good deal
of what some call new theology is as musty as
an Egyptian mummy or the pantheism of an-
cient India.

Strong Testimony

We are most profoundly concerned for
the question of our church literature. We
believe that upon this solitary point we
are to dominate and vindicate our right
to be an ecclesiasticism. Wae believe the
Pentecostal Church of the Nazarene a
necessity—is here to do a work the old
churches have failed or refused to do.
We believe we havesa signal opportunity
unparalleled in human histery save in the
rise of Methodism under Wesley, That
church has failed. Shall we do the work
now assigned us? The matter of our
church publications is of primary amd
original importance. If God can safely
trust us with this He will trust us further.
If not, then we believe He will not. That
is the whole matter. The matter of the
religious press was one of the earliest and
most important of Mr. Wesley’s concerns
which he strove patiently and persever-
ingly to get on the hearts of his preachers
wnd people, and he never stopped umtil
1e had aroused them. This, too, became
the right arm of the great Wesleyan
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movement that enswathed the globe with
its beneficent power. Shall we as a young
church show our loyalty to God by fidel-
ity to this publishing trust He has so
graciously and providentially put within
our hands? This is the question of the
hour. Dr. Parkhurst, editor of Zion's
Herald, a strong Methodist paper, says:

We can not at this writing discuss the omin-
ous and fateful prophesy for Methodism in
the decrease of the circulation of our weekly
papers. It is the most harmful trend and fact
in the history of the denomination, the deep-
est fall from grace. It was not always so.
Indeed, we have ever been noted for a stren-
uous and loyal effort to circulate our papers.
When the editor entered the pastorate, it was
laid upon him by the bishop and presiding
elder that it was almost as much his duty to
circulate Zion's Herald as to preach the gos-
pel, and just this he did. This was Wesley's
peremptory injunction to his preachers. No
great religious founder ever insisted upon
this obligation for his ministers so imperative-
ly. He said: "It is impossible for a people to
grow in grace unless they give themselves to
reading. A reading people will always be a
knowing people.” And to his preachers he
said in conference assembled: *‘Press this up-
on them (their people) with your whole might.”
This is the only way to create normal, adher-
ing, and propagating Methodists. The min-
ister, in the last analysis, must be held re-
sponsible in the matter; for there is not a man
of God in our entire connection but can, if
he has the burden and passion on him, increase
the present circulation of his church paper at
least two-fold, and nothing that he can do will
g0 greatly aid him in his own ministry or be-
come so potential and far-reaching into the
future.

A Good Witness

It is scarcely necessary for us to re-
peat that what John Wesley  believed,
taught or professed as to holiness as a sec-
ond work of grace can settle only on»
thing authoritatively on the subject, and
that is what John Wesley believed, taught
or professed as to holiness. It has no
authority in settling the real authority
of the matter. Secripture alone can settle
that. It yet remains quite proper that we
respect the facts of history on the matter
of Mr. Wesley’s views in the premises.
It is often denied that Mr. Wesley pro-
fessed the blessing of entire sanctification.
We wish to introduce a witness who can
speak from the most disinterested stand-
point—one who has never made a pro-
fession of this grace, but believes in it
from the force of Secripture testimony.
We refer to Dr. Buckley, so long the
editor of the New York Christian Advo-
cate, the leading paper of the Methodist
Church. Dr. Daniel Steele furnishes this
testimony from Dr. Buckley :

This question reappears from time to time
as though of great importance. We know of
no record of his explicitly professing or saying
in so many words, “I am entirely sanctified”;
no record of uttering words to that effect.
But we no more doubt that he professed it
than that he professed conversion. The-rela-
tion John Wesley sustained to his followers
and to this doctrine makes it certain that he
professed it, and almost certain that there
would be no special record of it. 1. All Wes-
ley’s followers assumed him to be what he
urged them to be. Before they were in a
gituation to make records his position was so
fixed that to record his descriptions of his state
would have been unthought of. 2. He preached
entire sanctification, and urged it upon his
followers. 3. He defended its attainableness
in many public controversies. 4. He urged

and defended the possession of it, under cer-
tain conditions and safeguards; made lists of
professors; told them they had lost it because
they did not profess it; and said and did so
many things only to be explained upon the
assumption that he professed to enjoy the
blessing that no other opinion can find sup-
port.” We will add that this voluminous Jour-
nal is a record, not only of his inward life, like
that of David DBrainerd, but of his outward
activities, Hence no valid argument against
Wesley's profession of holiness can be based
on its omission from his Journal.” We think
that Dr. Buckley’s argument is a piece of
unanswerable moral reasoning.

Mother Love

The very strongest and most beautiful
type of all earthly love is that of the
mother for her child. Amid all imagin-
able undeservings, despite dissipation and
base ingratitude, with the most dire and
maost hideous physical or moral deform-
ity, the mother-love flows on and ever in
a smooth, unrufled, unceasing stream for
the child. The boy never grows unworthy
of her love to the mother.  Others wonder
and criticise and strongly advise against
such infinite patience and omnipotence
of love. They may chide with the charge
that it is a waste of love and the wrong
way to bring the bad boy to his senses,
but you had as well talk to the moon.
That mother just can’t help lov-
ing her own. It is engraven deep in her
nature and she will love on and on until
death. She is right, too, and vou are
wrong with your philosophies. Love is
the mightiest force for bringing back the
erring.  God knows this, and this is just
why He loves the unlovely and the un-
loving as He does. Tt is written “God
so loved the world that He gave.” Among
the many gems we have heard Sam Jones
ntter, this is one of the sweetest which
he used in the peroration to one of his
sermons:

An angel was sent down from heaven one
day to bring back the most beautiful thing on
earth. He hunted long and carefully, saw a
bed of full-blown American DBeauty roses,
lovely beyond compare, and he gathered an
armful and started to return to his home
above. As he soared into the air he saw a
baby’s smile and filled with rapturous admir-
ation at the sight, returned to take it too. By
its side he discovered a mother's love, and
with all three in his arms, he mounted to the
place beyond the skies. Just outside the pearly
gates the spirit paused for a moment, and lo!
the roses had withered and were dead, and
the baby's smile had vanished, but, strong as
ever, the mother's love remained; and he cast
the others aside and took this and laid it at
the Master's feet as the most lovely and last-
ing thing on earth.

The Divine Paradox

Suffering and joy—persecution and
shouts—such is the New Testament pre-
sentation of the schedule of the saints.
Truly it is a paradox. Just herein is
the peculiar glory of our religion. Any-
body can shout in the sunshine when
crops are fine and prices high, and health
is good and all things move along pros-
perously. There would be no credit due
religion for shouts and rejoicings under
such conditions.  But when the shout
comes and the rejoicing is heard under
reverses, when health is gone and sorrow
becomes our lot, then it is recognized as
a triumph in a religion which ean bring
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this result about. Dr. Jowett in the
(ongregationalist thus touches this point:

Well, in the presence of all these antagon-
isms what were these early saints to do? “Re-
joice and be exceeding glad.” They were to
be cheerful and radiant. And their joy was
to be of the dancing kind, buoyant and irre-
pressible. “Skip,” says old Trapp in his
paraphrase, “skip, leap for joy as wantoning
young cattle in the spring.” And why should
they rejoice? Because theirs is the inherit-
ance of blessedness, “theirs is the Kingdom of
heaven.” They are related to a glorious citi-
zenship. The King is theirs. In the friend-
ship of the King, kingly character will be
theirs, They are destined by His grace to
wear the habits of dignity, buoyancy and se-
renity. A goodly fellowship is theirs. “So per-
secuted they the prophets which were before
you.” They are linked with the heroic and
blessed souls of all time. We do not recount
our spiritual relationships as we ought in the
time of combat and crises. David Hill, of
blessed memory in the missions of China, was
struck upon the head with a club, and he
lifted his hand to his brow, and on withdraw-
ing it found it wet with blood. He gloried in
his fellowship with those who had been count-
ed worthy to suffer for Christ. He numbered
himself in the fellowship of the *“cloud of
witnesses,” and “the joy of the Lord was his
strength.”

Put Liberal Men in Charge

It is.a great mistake to put illiberal,
close men in charge of fixing and col-
lecting the pastor's salary. In these po-
sitions there should be only the broadest
and most liberal men. We have known
the church to be held back to small and
mean things for years and preachers to
suffer in consequence of such mistakes,
We need such men not only to set an
example of liberality in giving, but also
of liberality in fixing the salary of pas-
tors. - No church can hope to reach the
noble plane of real brotherliness and
Christian propriety in this matter with
the official board composed of the narrow,
stingy and close.  Remember, too, that
these are often the richest men in your
churches.  This is a matter of greatest
importance.  Perhaps the reader’s mem-
ory now furnishes him with numerous
illustrations of the truth of what is here
written.  One case in point we find in the
Presbyterian Banner:

When a man had become a Christian and

joined the church,, a steward came td him
and told him that the board of stewards had

assessed him $12.50.
“For how long a time?” he asked.
“For the whole year.”

“Why, I often spent more than that in a
single night when I was out serving the devil.”

He talked the matter over with his wife.
They began to read the Bible, their new guide,
to try to learn how much they ought to pay.
They marked all passages bearing on the
question.

“But this is what settled it,” he said to
his friend—"Malachi, third chapter, verses
eight to ten. That is so ptain there is no
mistaking its meaning.”

So they began paying a tenth of what they
made. During the first six months of last
vear,” said the man to whom he had told his
experience, “this man gave $328."—more than
twenty-five times as much as the steward
asked for the whole twelve months. The
Lord’s estimate of what the man ought to do
to help Him win the world was more than
fifty times the estimate of the steward. God
wanted him to hdve a man’s share in the glori-
gus work
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Fruit-Bearing Reasonable
J. M. BEECHER, JR.

God’s law of spiritual fruit-bearing is
reasonable also hecause of the satisfaction
it brings to all concerned. Tet us trace
its operation, using the figure of the vine-
vard as in Isaiah 5:1-7: “My well-be-
loved hath a vineyard in a very fruitful
hill.™  This presents the state of a re-
generated heart, as shown by the plain
statement that the vineyard 1s the house
of Tsrael, the, people of God. Again, it
is shown by the fact that “My well-be-
loved™ (Christ) Aath it, People whom
Christ Aath ave not sinners.  Further-
more, they were in a very fraitful hill,
Sinners are not on high ground, not in a
hill: Teast of all a fraitful one.  No, the
fruitful hill represents the grace of God,
rich and full. This an excellent picture
of a clearly justified soul; but God did
something more for this vinevard. Ile
already had a title to it but had not taken
full  possession  of it.  Justification,
(through repentance and faith) gives
God a title to your heart but does not put
Him into full possession of it. Ilis
enemy, the *old man,” must first be cast
out.

“And he fenced it, and gathered out the
stones thereof,” ete.  He now gets full
possession, and fences it. All the animals,
which hitherto had roamed and burrowed
and bred there, were now shut out. Then
all the stones were thrown out. Then the
choicest vine was ptanted. Then a watch-
tower was built for the watchman. Then
a winepress for the disposition of the
expected fruit. All this is a tvpe of what
God does in the second work of grace as
soon as we, by our complete consecration,

ive Him full possession of His vineyard.
Te immediately purifies the heart. How
He fences out the whole menagerie of
anger, envy, strife, ete.: unclean, pesti-
ferous animals who would prey upon the
vines. How He clears ont the whole
quarry of selfishness, pride, ambition,
ete.; stones that would prevent the roots
of the vine from striking down to the
living water. Then. when all is safe and
clean and mellow, He plants the choicest
vine of love, joy, peace, longsuffering,
gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness,
self-control. Then the Holy Ghost takes
His place in the watch-tower of the
cleansed conscience to guard us from the
approaches of the adversary. Not until
all this had been done was any prepara-
tion made for the caring for fruit. We
conclude, therefore, that God considers
all this as simply preparatory to fruitage,

What™ a satisfaction it is to the soul
when God is given the title to it through
repentance and it finds itself in the fruit-
ful hill of His grace! But when, through
a complete consecration to God, He is
given actual possession, what a glorious
and perfect satisfaction it is to have the
animals fenced out; the stones gathered
out; the choicest vine (Jesus) planted;
the tower and winepress built. How this
satisfaction absorbs and magnifies and
completes the first! Thank God for the
“second blessing, properly so-called.”

The Open Parliament

Now fruitage is the natural result of
these conditions. No anxiety, no strain,
no friction. Budding, blooming, fruit-
ing, all as naturally as God intends.

One more figure to impress this point
of satisfaction. The figure of marriage,
so often mentioned in the Bible.  The
normal order in coming to the wedding
day is introduction, friendship, courtship,
engagement, marriage. There is a strik-
ing similarity in approaching to the spir-
itual nuptials.  Introduced to Jesus by
the Holy Ghost in conviction.  Friend-
ship and courtship in  repentance and
faith, progressing into the engagement in
conversion.  Now this engagement con-
tracted in conversion is a solemn covenant
to become the bride of Christ when Ile
shall set the day. Lastly, the fulfillment
of this covenant in marriage when the
soul is made one with Christ in entire
sanctification,

How happily the engagement period
passes as we plan and save and labor, as
we deny ourselves and study each other’s
wishes and conform to the standard of
the loved one. Tlow everything is fo-
cussed in the coming wedding day! The
engagement day was satisfactory and a
great day in our lives, but the coming
wedding day! Iow the thought thrills
us! In my case T know that all these
previous steps were taken with a view to
coming to a wedding day. T did not ex-
pect to stop unnecessarily long at any
intermediate point. That wedding day
was my objective point. My engagement
day was the best day I had seen up to that
time, but there came a day that swallowed
up, overshadowed, and outshone my en-
gagement day. That was my wedding
day. No one expects to remain in an en-
oaged state all their lives. Engaged for
forty years? TExcuse me, no; one-tenth
of that time will satisfy me.

In engagement the woman restricts the
freedom of her intercourse with men
other than her lover. She is plighted to
him, and reserves her best, herself for
him. She separates herself from the oth-
ers that she may devote herself to prep-
arations for the wedding day. In mar-
ringe she passes into possession of her
lover, becomes one with him. She merges
her identity into his. She loses even her
name and takes his. Engagement is a
separation from others; marriage is a
union, a unity with the one.

When the wedding hour arrives some
solemn things have to be done. The mas-
ter of ceremonies asks some searching
questions; questions that probe hearts and
discover thoughts and intentions involv-
ing a lifetime. For the woman, every-
thing centers in the lover. Tt is to Aim,
not to his house or meals or clothes, she
gives herself. Her consecration is defi-
nitely and completely made ¢o Aim. When
all this is satisfactorily arranged, the
ceremony is performed, the certificate
signed, the blessing pronounced, and the
twain now made one are left to each other
and to a lifetime of joy and peace and
fruitrulness.

Similarly is the spiritual engagement
and marriage. In conversion we pledge
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ourselves to Jesus and separate ourselves
from other suttors.  How happily the
days pass in preparation as Jesus comes
and goes (He does not yet abide). How
we plan and anticipate and prepare. How
we study the wishes of Christ and con-
form to His standard. No one expects to
stop i the justified state, that is. no one
who s enlightened as to his privilege of
being married to Christ. As areat a bless-
mg and experience as the new birth is,
the properly instructed ehild  of God
looks forward with joy and of purpose
to a better experience and that better
name that Isaiah and Hosea tell about.
“LIven unto them will T give ** * g place
and a name better than of sons and of
danghters.  Thou shalt call me my hus-
band™  (margin)  (Isa. 56:5 and  o-
sea 2:16).,

Then when the wedding day rolls round
some solemn things must he done. The
[Toly Ghost asks some searching questions
that pierce and probe to the bottom of
things: that discern the thoughts and in-
tents of the heart. involving issues of
time and eternity.  Consenting to the de-
mands of God's Word as revealed by the
[Toly Ghost is consecration: conseeration
to Jesus, the waiting Bridegroom.  This
consecration must be complete and defin-
e and to him, for all now centers in
Jesus the lover of the soul. No earthly
lover would marry a bride who came to
him with reluctance or reservations.
Neither will our Lover from the skies.
An indefinite consecration simply delays
the marriage ceremony. “Wilt thou have
this man to be thy wedded husband, to
live together after God's ordinance in the
holy estate of matrimony? Wilt thou
love, honor, and keep him, in sickness and
in health, and forsaking all others, keep
thee only unto him, so long as ve hoth
shall live?” How definite that is! “This
man,” and “To be thy wedded husband.”
How exclusive and restrictive! “Keep
thee only unto Aim.” Not a single soul in
this but you two. If you hesitate here in
your consecration the marriage can not
take place. This is the crisis. Consecrate
to Jesus, not to the mission field. To he
Iis wife, Iis only, Ilis forever! Say ves,
and let the marriage proceed.

The determined, loving soul says yes,
an eternal yes, and the consecration is
completed. The Holy Ghost then pro-
nounces the twain one, delivers the cer-
tificate (the witness of the Spirit) to the
bride, pours out the overflowing second
blessing, and the sanctified soul is
launched upon a life of unity with Christ,
of joy and peace and fruitfulness which
will abundantly satisfy all concerned.
The day of conversion is now swallowed
up, overshadowed, outshone and over-
topped by this day of entire sanctifica-
tion,

The bride on her wedding becomes as
strong as her husband. All his strength
is hers. She becomes as rich as he. All
his wealth is hers. So the wholly sancti-
fied soul is strong in her bridegroom and
in the power of Azs might. She can do all
things through him who loved her and
gave himself for her that he might pre-
sent her to himself a glorious bride, not
having spot or wrinkle or any such thing.
Oh, the satisfaction of being strong and
rich and clean! But this is only prepar-
atory to, fruit-bearing, This is the last
step of preparation for fruitfulness as
laid down by God. This is the beginning
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of real, full, supernatural, Bible salva-
tion. This is the state to which, and to
which only, the biggest, richest, sweetest,
hottest, strongest and most glorious prom-
ises of God apply. This is God’s purpose,
provision, calling, command and reason-
able expectation.

Now think of the satisfaction of actual
fruit-bearing. The bride presenting her
husband with their first-born child! *A
woman, when she is in travail hath sor-
row, because her hour is come; but as soon
as she 1s delivered of the child, she re-
membereth no more the anguish, for joy
that a man is born into the world” (John
16:20-24). Compare this reference with
our text (John 15:16) and you will see
that both contain the same truth, the
Father's willingness to give to His fruit-
bearing bride every desire of her heart,

So our text begins with God choosing
and ordaining, and ends with God giving
us our heart’s desire.  Fruit-bearing fits
i between as the condition of God hless-
ing us that we may bless the world by
passing on what we receive from Ilim,
The bride of Christ a fountain of bless-
mg, distributing heavenly bounties ac-
cording to her rviches in glory by Christ
Jesus.  This is the true law and phil-
osophy of frait-bearing. Amen!

“We Have Found the Messias!”
F. M. LEIIMAN

The world has made many friends, hut
none so rich as Jesus. The wise men
poured their treasures of gold, frankin-
cense and myrrh at the Babe's feet and
went home “another way.” Iolks who
meet Jesus always do. The old ways
have lost their charm: the new way
scintillates with heavenly attractions.

Spain hung garlands and crosses on
Columbus when she saw his savages be-
decked with glittering gold from the new
world.  Greed leered lecherously across
the watery waste and pressed the point of
her sword against the Indian's breast de-
manding gold. That lust is still unsat-
1sfied.

Mines of fabulous wealth have been ac-
cidently stumbled upon. Immediately wit
met wit, cunning met cunning, until cap-
ital crushed labor to earth and the gleam-
ing shekels trickled from crnsher into the
steel (steal) vaults of monopoly. A fow
were Dbenefited (?), but the many lay
cursing in the coffles of slavery.

The bleak winds of Alaska blew news
of fabnlous finds there. A\t once men set
their teeth and faced old Boreas' blast.
Some returned with leathern belts full of
shining sand, but many returned empty
handed. hollow chested,  white faced.
leathery and lean, to regain their shat-
tered health on the sunny slopes of civ-
ilization. Hundreds lie beneath the frozen
clods and wind-swept snows who will
never come back until Gabriel blows his
horn.  They died for a bit of vellow
sand. ‘

Discoveries have been made that set the
nerves of this old world tingling.  Wheels,
sprockets, shafts, cranks, wives, current,
waves, have revolutionized things. Soon
we need but to press the butten, and they
will do the rest. Science has produced
vegetable milk containing all the constit-
uent parts of cow milk. Tt has produced
an egg (the hen has not yet been invented
that can hatch it), and now, since they
have trained the menkey to speak, they

tell us that they will soon make life itself.
It scems time to turn back the leaves of
history to the tower of Babel.

We come now to a find that towers
above all others; viz., Jesus the Messias.
The world has not found Him. The wise
and prudent are busy discovering Serip-
ture-discrepencies, measuring centuries
and star-distances.  Their spade clanks
among the rocks and their bi-focals read
the world’s ages in the seams and ribs of
their unearthings. Their learned digni-
taries ridicule the Man’s claims. These
buzzards roost high in the tree of know-
ledge—their foul brood damning the
world.

But the babes and sucklings have found
Him. Crushed beneath the iron heel of
greed, robbed by the ruthless hand of op-
pression, they have turned in their ex-
tremity to their only Opportunity—and
now, “December’s as pleasant as May.”

When bleak winds blow, the Everlast-
g Arms encircle.  When Poverty leers
from the mists of uncertainty, He abides
still and richly supplies all our need.
When Greed; bull-jawed and low-jowled,
ruthlessly tramples the fair flowers of our
heart-fields, e gives us songs in the
nighttime.  Hallelujah'!

When Panie walks down the broad
boulevards of Capital and pulls down
the thieves™dens, cattle-pens and pigeon-
cotes, we are undisturbed ; when they pull
their hair at their losses, we sing: “O
think of the home over there,” or “A tent
or a cottage, why should T care; they're
building a palace for me over there?” We
have found Him.

And then the dying. Since we have
found the Messias, death holds no terror.
When the swollen face of King Capital
takes the hue of the elod and the nerve-
less fingers twitch weakly as the last ill-
cotten shekel drops into the undertaker’s
hand for a shroud, he would give all his
time-lecked possessions then for a pass-
port to glorv. The vellow sand, the wa-
ter-marked bonds, the perishable holdings
may mean a lead casket, a burglar-proof
arave, an endowed chair, a publie library,
a perpetual poor-fund., but these can not
close the gates of hell. They have not
found Tim.

The road to heaven is not by way of
Wall Street. Tt lies in obseurity where
walked lowly the Nazarene: where they
teok Him, nailed Him to a tree: where
three eresses stand against an angry sky
and faithful Marys softly sob. In the
werld's voeabulary, it i the way of ob-
soarity,  Thank God, we have found
Him!

The Eternal Word

E. M. ISAAC

1.

“In the beginning was the word.” That
is John's starting point—if there be such
a point. At least, he went as far as he
could and became lost in the infinitude
of the theme and the Person. He is un-
like all the other writers, for which we
are thankful. This is no reflection on the
others, but it is much in John’s favor. He
wrote last, and it would have been an
easv matter for him to plagarize as he
no doubt had read the other gospels. But
there was no temptation for him to do so.
He came last, like a great. new revelation
er dispensation which eclipsed all that
had gene before. The others are full of
living truth, and essential, just as time
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is essential for probation and redemption,
but this last writer ushers us into eter-
nity itself to behold the unknown known,
and to sit in adoring wonder at the liv-
ing Word in the chambers of the Infinite.

The other writers had told the little
details concerning the birth of Jesus, the
story of the wise men from the east, the
shepherds who heard the angels sing, the
mother, the manger, and all those little
things which are of eternal interest to us,
had been told by them. But this writer
pushed back beyond the visitation of the
angel with Joseph, beyond the voices of
the singing prophets, robed priests, and
bleeding lambs; still back beyond the old
patriarchs of ancient time, and on, back
of any being in the early morn of crea-
tion, and far beyond the memory of any
archangel that stands before the burning
Throne of His glory, vea, still back, be-
vond all the silent centuries which have
sunk into the unknown eternity from
whence they came, there in the presence
of the infinite Three-in-One this Apostle
of love and life leads us until we are be-
wildered and dazed as we endeavor to
think.

There is evidence that John had dwelt
long and thoughtfully upon the first
chapter of Genesis. It had moved him.
He saw there a loftiness that the average
thinker does not see. That first verse is
colossal. In the beginning God. That
is enough to know if we desire to answer
all the unbelievers of the ages. That ac-
counts for all we see and do not see. In
the beginning God created the heavens
and the earth. What more was there to
create? Where can we go to find any-
thing outside of the heavens and the
earth? The verse is all inclusive, it sweeps
all time and space, nothing is left out.
John had a mind that could ponder just
such a verse as that. It had enough of
eternity in it to suit him, enough of God
to mystify him, enough of everything to
satisfy him. It made a lasting impres-
sion upon him. The very language had
fixed itself upon his mind and heart. But
John did not try to define God. What a
presumption for any one to undertake
such a task! How can the thing ereated
define the One who created it? No, John
will not do that, but he will not fail to
notice that the term as written in the
Hebrew (Elohim) is plural rather than
singular. The mystery may be beyond
him, but nevertheless it is there. It had
never been grasped, it stood alone as a
lofty mountain whose summit had never
been scaled. Yet there had been some
marvelous manifestations to the fathers.
The angel of the Lord had appeared more
than once and declared the Word of God.
The revelation was mysterious but always
accompanied with the supernatural. There
had been no attempt at explanation, but
it was known that God had spoken.

But the time came when John was to
make an announcement to the world that
it had never before heard. Much of the
Mystery was to be cleared up through
One who came to reveal God to a lost
world. This Person had come, had spoken
as never man spake, had worked as never
man worked, loved as never man loved,
and yet He was rejected, despised, killed.
He had not been understood for one mo-
ment while here. His words but angered
them, his miracles only astonished them,
and at times so filled them with envy that
they would kil Him if possible. The
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very work He came to do met with bitter
opposition from the very first.  Every
claim He made concerning Himself was
disbelieved, and He was looked upon as
an imposter and malefactor.

But strange to say His death but in-
creased the number of His followers, and
did more to establish His life work than
He had been able to do while living
among men. He had not written a word
to commemorate His work and mission,
but after His death men seemed to be
aflame with a desire to speak and write,
and Iis disciples multiplied by the thou-
sand. Such a thing could not fail to at-
tract attention among those who made
any pretensions at being religions. DBut
the most astonished of all were those who
had been the means of slaying Him.
They little dreamed that His crucifixion
was going to defeat the very cause they
were supporting, and eventually wipe
out their nation and city, and open the
door for all the Gentiles of the world to
come in and sit at the gospel table until
at last all heathen shrines would ernmble
to dust before the onward march of His
triumphant armies.  In this very One
whom they rejected and killed John saw
ultimate triumph and complete vietory.

Bread of the Face
ANNA L. LINDBURG

The table for the shew bread, the pro-
cess of making, the time of placing and
anointing, and the time for its renewal,
were all given in explicit direction by
God to Moses. It was an everlasting
covenant with the children of Israel.

The table itself, was of desert wood,
acacia, symbol of our common humanity ;
overlaid with pure gold, symbolic of the
glory of God.

The bread was to be of fine flour,
ground, beaten, sifted to proper fineness.
An equal portion was to be measured into
the making of each of the twelve loaves.
It must then be anointed with frank-
mcense that must be burned when the
week-old bread was removed to be re-
placed by a fresh baking, each Sabbath
day.

In the simple and rather meagre ac-
counts of the shew bread, we find a beau-
tiful, deep, spiritual lesson. All phases
of spiritual life may be found in type
and symbol in the tabernacle, and its
equipment; outer life, inner life, and se-
cret heart life, as well.

Shew bread was also called, and means,
“Bread of the Face,” indicating the outer
life—that which others look upon. Re-
membering the construction of the table,
we know that our life foundations must
be both human and divine, nor are they
fitted for a place in the temple nntil so
covered with the glory of God that the
human is hidden.  Wheat grown in the
field of human experience, threshed with
the flail of tribulation, mayhap by the
merciless feet of enemies: ground between
the stones of affliction, beaten in the mor-
tar of circumstances, with the pestle of
humiliation, broken, crushed, sifted over
and over, no semblance now remains of
wheat kernels, this is the fine flour to be
used in the making of shew bread. This
alone is the kind God puts upon exhibi-
tion before the people.

The shine of the face, the dignity of our
poise, the gentleness of our tones, the
strength of our purposes, the firmness of

our conviction, the flexibility of our wills,
are all wrought out in God’s “fining” pro-
cess. Twelve loaves, of equal size, con-
sistency in the personal attributes. The
testimony must not outweigh the life;
the high sounding notes of praise must
not detract from the sweet chords of hu-
mility ; works must not overbalance faith,
nor must the scale show a preponderance
of egotism. There must be nicely-adjusted
equality which produces the admired,
and much-to-be-coveted sympathy of “the
perfect man.”

The Hour of Death
I

Leaves have their tume 1o fatl,

And flowers to wither at the
breath,

And stars to set—bnut all,

Thou hast all seasons fcor
Death,

north wind's

thine own, oh!

Day is for mortal care,
Eve for glad meetings round the joyous hearth,
Night for the drcams of sleep, the voice of
prayer—
But all for thee, thou mightiest of earth.

The banquet hath its hour,
Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and
wine;
There comes a day of grief’s overwhelming
power,
A time for softer tears—but all are thine.

Youth and the opening rose
May look like things too glorious for decay.
And smile at thee—but thou art not of those
That wait the ripened bloom to seize their
prey.

Leaves have their time to fall,
And flowers to wither at the north wind's
breath,
And stars to set—but all,
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh!
Death.

We know when moons shall wane,
‘When summer birds from far shall cross the
sea,
When autumn’s hue shall tinge the golden
grain—
But who shall teach us when to look for thee?

Is it when spring’s first gale
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie?
Is it when roses in our paths grow pale?—
They have one season—all are ours to die!

Thou art where billows foam,
Thou art where music melts upon the air,
Thou art around us in our peaceful home,
And the world calls us forth—and thou art
there.

Thou are where friend meets friend,
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest—
Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets
rend
The skies, and swords beat down the princely
crest.

Leaves have their time to fall,
And flowers to wither at the north wind's
breath,
And stars to set—but all,
Thou hast all seasons for
Death.

thine own, oh!

Felicia Hemans.

Why anointed with frankincense? Why
not myrrh or olive oil? Frankincense is
a resinous gum obtained by an inecision
into a tree, which when burned produces
a clear, bright light.  Are there not—
ves, often—things that cut deeply into
the very heart of our lives? From this
hurt there must exude that precious oint-
ment which when lighted by the fires of
1od’s altar, will arise in fragrant incense
unto Him. The “sweet smelling savor”
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of our lives must come from the very
things that cut and hurt us worst. Shew
bread must be kept fresh. Iach Sabbath
day the old must be replaced by the fresh.
This would certainly seem to indicate
that God intends us to have renewed, re-
freshed experiences not less frequently
than once a week. Our week old exper-
iences must be passed on to be food for
others, “the communication of our faith
becomes effectual.”

Now over to Mal. 1:7: “Ye offer pol-
luted bread upon mine altars.” A charge
against the children of Israel. Musty, old,
testimonies, stale lives, rusty old pocket-
books, dust-covered Bibles, hackneyed
phrases, time worn platitudes, stereo-
typed, worn-out expressions. Do you not
suppose that God Almighty is as tired
of them as folks are? When our friends
visit us and we wish to exhibit what a
good baker we patronize, do we buy stale
bread? No! That sells seventeen loaves
for a quarter for chicken feed. It isn’t
supposed to be fit for human consump-
tion.  God means for us to be as wise, as
just in spiritual things as temporal. To
have delightfully fresh experiences on
display before a hungry world. A living,
glowing, “meaty” testimony that shall
ring with invitation to the unsatisfied
hearts about us, to partake of the riches
of God’s grace, this 1s our privilege.

Let us never again “offer polluted
bread™ upon His altars.

“The Situation”
. J.,TIHOMAS

We' are confronted with a situation
that challenges our faith and that call
for heroism like unto that of our fathers
—when Jesus tabernacled in the flesh and
dwelt among men, He said, “Say not there
are three months and then cometh the
harvest, but lift up your eyes upon the
fields, they are white unto harvest.” The
seed of the centuries had been sown. The
Hebrew was indoctrinated in all the
things of God; the fields were ripe; labor-
ers are still needed—not to reap—the
fields are not white unto harvest: there
has not been much sowing (only in patch-
es) of good seed for many years. “IHigher
Criticism,” “Millennial Dawnism,” “Ed-
dyism,” “Tongues,” etc., the weeds of
the twentieth century have choked out
the good grain. “Laborers” are needed
to plow under, break up, root out and
plant. God is calling. What is needed is
not so much men who feel or who want
to preach, as men who have such a pas-
sion for souls as will set them to work,
preaching, crying, groaning, working

~heroes, those who are loyal to God and

the needs of the hour that the “Here am
I,.Lord, send me!” sign is alwavs on the
doer; the “Please state vour terms.” or
Peter’s cry, “What shall we receive, there-
fore,” have been removed. The vision 1s
clear: the enlistment is made not for
ninety days, but for during the war. We
are able to possess the land, and we must
doit. As we go, “Preach”™—sow the seeds
of tenth by seattering holiness tracts,
papers and  books: they will be the
Aaron’s rod that will consume the ser-
pents of Pharaoh’s magicians. There is
no time to be lost. Let there be a reg-
ular advance along the line. Kvery
preacher, every member, every friend do
more than has ever been done hitherto!

MARSHALLTOWN, IOWA.
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Sometime, Somewhere

Unanswered yet, the prayers your lips have
pleaded,

In agony of heart these many years?

Does faith begin to fail, is hope departing,

And think you all in vain these falling tears?
Say not, the Father has not heard your prayer;
You shall have your desire, sometime, some-

where.

Unanswered yet? though when you first pre-
sented
This one petition at the Father's throne,
It seemed you could not wait the time of
asking,
So urgent was your heart to make it known.
Though years have passed since then, do not
despair;
The Lord will answer you, sometime, some-
where.

Unanswered yet? Nay, do not say ungranted,
Perhaps your part is not yet wholly done.
The work began when first your prayer was

uttered,
And God will finish what He has begun.
If you will keep your incense burning there,
His glory you shall see, sometime somewhere.

Unanswered vet? Faith can not be unanswered,
Her feet were firmly planted on the rock;
Amid the wildest storms she stands undaunted,

Nor quails before the loudest thunder shock.
‘he knows Omnipotence hath heard her prayer,
Nad eries, “1t shall be done,” sometime, some-

where,
—Robert Browning,

More Abundant

A good many people have life, but that is
all; they haven't this living water in abund-
ance. They are satisfied with their present at-
tainment, and the water doesn’t flow out. They
are not fruit-bearing Christians at all; they
have very little power. The poor Samaritan
woman drank deeper than Nicodemus of the
water of life. She turned her whole town
upside down—no, right side up. Nicodemus
got a pitcher of living water, but this woman
got a whole well full. But in the seventh
chapter of John's gospel we have the highest
type. If the Church of God in America lived
in this seventh chapter it would be revolu-
tionized.

When I was a boy I used to carry water up
the hill when the old well at mother’s used to
get dry. When I went back there to live, I
remember how I used to have to tug the two
pails of water, so I found a spring on the
mountain side and laid pipes. Now I didn’t
have to carry water to my house: I sit there
and let it run. The first few years in my
Christian life I was all the time tugging and
carrying water; but now I have a river that
carries me  Christ came thmt we mignt have
life more abundantly; and He wants to give
us this living water, that it may flow in upon
us and through us, God isn’'t stingy. He
doesn’t want us to live, as we say, “at this
poor, dying rate.” Living rate is what we
want! TIf this water is so free and abundant,
vou can have it if you will.—Moody.

A Song in the Night

Seven men were buried beneath thousands
of tons of rock which fell without a moment’s
warning in a Cornish tin mine. Willing hands
soon began the work of rescue, though all de-
gspaired of finding any one alive. Their worst
fears were not quite realized.

After two days the men who were at work,
having been greatly encouraged by finding one
man alive, called very loudly to ascertain
whether others were alive and could speak.
One man answered. He was an active Chris-
tian, a Sunday-school superintendent.

“Are you alone?” asked some one?

“No; Christ is with me,” was the answer,

“Are you injured?” was the next question.

“Yes,” replied the imprisoned man; “my
legs are held fast by something.” Then in a
feeble voices he sang:

“Abide with me! Fast falls the eventide.

The darkness deepens—Lord, with me abide!
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee,
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me.”

They heard no more from him. Two days
later they found him with his legs crushed by
a huge rock which rested on them, but it was
known from his life and last words that he had
gone to be “forever with the Lord.”

When he was buried his funeral was at-
tended by hundreds of people. According to
a local custom, they carried the casket through
the seCpts with their hands; and on the way
to the cemetery and also at the graveside his
favorite hymns were sung. All were weeping
as they finally sang the hymn which was last
upon his lips, “Abide with me;” and many
felt the desire of their hearts expressed in
the words, “In life, in death, O Lord, abide
with me."—Selected.

My Heart Needs Thee

My heart needs thee, O Lord, my heart needs
thee! No part of my being needs thee like
my heart. All else within me can be filled
by thy gifts. My hunger can be satisfied by
daily bread. My thirst can be allayed by
earthly waters. My cold can be removed by
household fires. My weariness can be re-
lieved by outward rest. But no outward thicg
can make my heart pure. The calmest day
will not calm my passions. The fairest scene
will not beautify my soul. The richest music
will not make harmony within. The breezes
can cleanse the air; but no breeze can cleanse
a spirit. This world has not provided for my
heart! Provide thou for my heart, O Lord! It
is the only unwinged bird in all creation;
give it wings, O Lord! Earth has failed to
give it wings; its very power of loving has
often drawn it into the mire. Be thou the
strength of my heart! Be thou the fortress
in temptation, its shield in remorse, its covert
in the storm, its star in the night, its voice
in the solitude! Guide it in its gloom; help
it in its heart; direct it in its doubt; calm
it in its conflict; fan it in its faintness; prompt
it in its perplexity; lead it through its laby-
rinths; raise it from its ruins! I can not rule
this heart of mine; keep it under the shadow
of thine own wings!—George Matheson.

Pravers and Pains

“Don't you think, John, the time has come to
recognize the claims of Jesus Christ?” An old
schoolmaster, looking into the bright, expect-
ant face of his favorite pupil, asked the ques-
tion earnestly, and then wisely left the lad to
his own thoughts. The flerce battle, the re-
bellion, and the final yielding to the call of
God's Spirit—no story has ever been written
telling of these, but a few years later the lad,
John Eliot, went out from the school-room to
his mission to the American Indian. After his
death, upon the flyleaf of the Indian grammar
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which he had made, was found written:
“Prayer and pains through faith in Jesus
Christ, can do anything.” The years passed—
his work seemingly left unfinished.

“I do not seem to have found any corner,”
said David Brainerd. “I—I do not believe Goad
can use me!” And the fine, sensitive face of
the young man quivered with disappointed
pain as he spoke to his friend, Jonathan Ed-
wards. “I don't know about that, David,” re-
plied his friend. “Have you ever seen this lit-
tle book?'—taking from a shelf John Eliot’s
grammar in which was written, “Prayer and
pains through faith in Jesus Christ can do
anything,” and handing it to him. “Look it
over, together with a copy of the Life of John
Eliot, and let me know what you think of it.”
And after looking it over David said to his
friend: “Oh! T know what I shall do; I'll
take up John Eliot's work where he left it.”
And David Brainerd became the successor of
John Eliot. Two years he worked and then
fell sick and died.

Jonathan Edwards, with tender, sympa-
thetic touch, told the story in the Life and
Letters of David Brainerd, and one day a copy
fell into the hands of a schoolmaster cobbler
in England. The cobbler became oppressed:
with the darkness of heathenism the world
over; he interested his neighbors; he became
a preacher; and at last he, William Carey, be-
came the founder of the modern missionary
movement.

But the mission of the Life and Letters of
David Brainerd did not end there. Another
copy found its way into the hands of a godly
young woman, and finding the book inspiring
reading, she sent a copy to her brother at Cam-
bridge. He opened the book in the early even-
ing. It was two in the morning when he
turned the last page. It was gray dawn when
he rose from his knees. And Henry Martyn
followed in the footsteps of William Carey.—
Nashville Christian Advocate.

Shut Thy Door

A man was standing in a telephone booth
trying to receive an important message, but he
had great difficulty in hearing. He kept say-
ing, “I can’t hear.” The man at the other
end of the line said, after a while, “If you
will shut the door you can hear.” When the
door had been shut all the noises from the
street and from the office were shut out. Many
a Christian is going through life with spiritual
weakness and worry because he does not more
frequently shut the door that silences for a
time the noises and din of the world. The
“ghut door” is one condition of the peculiar
blessing of God.—Selected.

Sanctified Tongue

My tongue must be sanctified.
talk too much if I am sanctified. I shall weigh
the words I utter. I shall be backward in
speaking praisefully of myself. I shall not
be harsh in my criticism of others. I shall
be more ready to commend the good than to
find fault with the evil in the people around
me. I shall not exaggerate for the sake of
making an impression. I shall never promise
what I do not intend fully to perform. I shall
guard against an irritable tone of voice; an
angry word will never escape from my tongue.
Deceitful, impure, and even irreverent words
will never drop from my lips.—Selected.

I shall not

Lesson in Humility

“As long ez I was po,” said Brother Wil-
liams, at a revival, “I wuz humble enough to
be thankful for what T wuz 'bout to receive.
But one day I found $10 in de big road. After
dat 1 went about holdin' my head so high dat
I couldn’'t see what wuz befo’ me, an’ I fell in
a dry well, an’ staid dar three days, hollerin’
fer folks ter pull me out. Satan hisself wuz
once an angel in heaven, but he couldn't stand
prosperity, an’ look whar he is now!"—Sel.
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Mother and Little Ones

Little Miss Smile and Master Frown

Went off for a ramble out of town.

The sky was blue and the blossoms gay,
And the birds were singing along the way.

“How clear and sweet they sing,” said she.
“But it makes my head ache,” grumbled he.
“Oh, look!" she cried, “at those roses red!"
“But they prick my fingers so,” he said.

“See the bees
stings,
And these dandelions are common things!”
Then, scolding and scowling Master Frown
Empty-handed went back to town.

in clover!"—"“But bees have

But little Miss Smile, along the way,
Had gathered a bunch of the blossoms gay.
And she laughed and jumped and sang for
glee.
Now, which of the two would you rather be?
—Children’s Magazine,

Generous

GRACE

Faire sat in her room on the eventful morn-
ing, counting out the Italian coins which her
mother had given her the night before.

“For the necklace, dear,” Mrs. Atherton had
said, “and the keepsakes for the home people.”

“One hundred and twenty-five francs! Twen-
ty-five dollars!” the little girl chanted softly.
“Dearie me! What gorgeous things I can
buy!”

Just then the door, which Faire had left
unlocked, opened and the small chamber-maid
appeared with broom and dusters to arrange
the room for the day. She was about to with-
draw hastily when the American girl called
her. She had been weeping again; in fact, she
seemed to be always sorrowful, and kind little
Faire felt that she must fathom these depths of
woe,

“What is the maftter, Teresita?” she asked
gently. “You have been crying, I knmow. Won't
you tell me what troubles you?”

Teresita spoke very fair English, but for a
moment she did not answer. Then she said
with a little catch in her voice: “I am unhap-
py, very unhappy!”

“I am so sorry,” and Faire clasped her hands
before her in a way she had when she felt
deeply. “I noticed how sad you looked the
first day you were here. What is the trouble?
Can I help you?”

* * * * * * * *

Then the story all came out. Teresita was
the eldest of seven children and her widowed
mother was very poor. The girl had been in
school in all about six weeks, and had she
stayed on until the end of the term would
have received what she called a “certificate,”
and then might easily have obtained a good

Sacrifice

CRATIG

position in a shop. DBut the mother had been
ill for several weeks in the winter and unable
to do her regular laundry work for the hotel,
and the housechold funds were consequently so
low that when Teresita’s gown and shoes be-
came too badly worn to appear at school, new
ones were out of the question.

“And so,” the little maid finished, “I did
geeve it all up, and came here. The hotel
people furneesh the clothes, but I shall never
get here enough wage to help the mother,
while if T might have had a poseetion in a
shop I should have earned as much as {wenty
francs a week. I was so disappainted.”

[Faire looked at pretty, sorrowful Teresita,
and then looked at her silver purse for a mo-
ment.

“Dou't ery!” she sald softly at last. “How
much would a new gown and new shoes and
the other things you need cost?”

“Fifty francs,” Teresita said sadly. “And 1
shall never earn here so much until T am too
old for school.”

Faire rose and walked around the chair when
the little Italian had dropped down, and sud-
denly something glittered on Teresita’s white
apron.

“Oh, but you must not!” the girl cried. “Fifty
francs! Madame, the mother, will not like it.”

“It is mine,” Faire said. “Mother gave it
to me for a coral necklace, but I would far
rather have you use it, Teresita.”

For a moment Faire’'s straight little Amer-
ican figure in its Peter Thompson suit stood
opposite Teresita's little rounded, already
stooped form in its uniform of service, and
then the two girls suddenly put their arms
about each other and Faire felt a soft kiss on
her cheek,—St. Nicholas.

How Eddie Preached

“When I get big enough I'm going to be a
preacher,” said Eddie, one day.

“What is a preacher?” said grandma.

Eddie looked surprised.

“Don’t you know what a preacher is? A
preacher is a man that tells the people what
the Bible means. And he says, ‘Firstly, my
brethren,” and everybody listens to him, It's
nice to have people listen to you.”

Grandma smiled. “I think you are big
enough to preach now,” she said.

“Really and truly, grandma?” asked the lit-
tle boy.

“Yes; really and truly.”

“I'm afraid not,” said Eddie, after a few
minutes of thought, “or I'd know how, and I
don't.”

“What does the preacher do first?” asked
grandma.

“He takes a text, and then he ’splains it.
I can’t do that.”

“Oh, yes, you can!” said grandma. “Here is
a good text for you to explain: ‘Be ye kind one
to another.””

“A good text, though, for my little preacher's
first sermon. I should like to hear him preach
from it for a week.”

“Preach a week? Why, grandma, I can’t.”

“Can’t you be kind to everybody you meet
for a week?”

Eddie looked thoughtful.

“Would that be preaching?” he asked.

“It would—the very best kind. A good
preacher has to preach in that way, or people
will not listen to what he says in the pulpit.”

“Well,” said BEddie, with a sigh, “I suppose
I can try; but I wasn’t thinking ’bout that
kind of preaching.”

“You'll be showing everybody what tnat
verse in the Bible means, you know,” said
grandma,

“It's not kind to the teacher to whisper in
school,” said Eddie, the next day; and he did
not whisper once,

“It’s not kind to Bridget to play along the
road and keep my dinner waiting, either;” and
he hurried home from school,

“It’s not kind to mamma, when I don't do
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errands promptly,” he said; and he did quickly
and well whatever he was bid.

Every day ‘he thought about what was kind,
and tried to do it. The end of the week came.

“How do you like preaching?” asked grand-
ma.

“Why, I like it; but, grandma, I guess
everybody must have been preaching ‘'bout
that text, for everybody has been so kind to
me."—NMayflower,

A Pause in the Prayer

“If I ghould die 'fore I wake,” said Donny,

kneeling at his grandmother's knee; “If I
should die 'fore 1 wake"—
“I pray,” prompted a gentle voice. “Go on,

Donny.”

“Wait a minute,” interposed the small boy,
scrambled to his feet and hurrying away down-
stairs. In a brief space he was back again,
and, dropping down in his place, took up his
petition where he had left off. But when the
little white-gowned form was safely tucked
away in bed the grandmother questioned with
loving rebuke concerning the interruption,

“But T did think what I was savin', grand-
mother; that's why I had to stop. You sce,
I'd upset Ted's menagerie and stood all his
wooden soldiers on their heads, just to see how
he'd tear around in the mornin'. *'f [ should
die 'fore I wake,” why—I didn't want him to
find em that way, so I had to go down and
fix 'em right. There's lots of things that seem
funny if you're goin’ to keep on livin', but you
don’t want 'em that way if you should die
fore you wake."

“That was right, dear; it was right,” com-
mended the voice with its tender quaver. “A
good many of our prayers would not be hurt
by stopping in the middle of them to undo a
wrong."—Wellspring.

Gel the Habit of Succeeding

A girl in a high school class in geometry
was sent to the board to demonstrate an
original proposition. Several members of the
class had tried it, and their instructor had
promptly found a flaw in their reasoning.
This girl gave a neat, correct demonstration,
and was cordially commended.

The effect was unexpected. The student in
question was far from brilliant. How she had
chanced on that demonstration was a mystery
no one could fathom, She walked to her seat
tingling with a sensation novel in her exper-
jence. She was tasting the joys of success.
That night she applied herself to her work
as she had never done before in the course
of her school life. By the end of the year she
was acknowledged the most promising student
in her class, and her record more than ful-
fills the promise of those early days.

It is hard work to get up ambition enough
to carry you on through a humdrum routine,
but as soon as you have done anything splen-
didly, your pride and satisfaction will supply
the energy you need for duplicating your
achievement. Get the habit of succeeding.
Make your work easy by making it good.—
Selected.

Nothing Really Wrong

If today is gloomy and cheerless, remember
the past days that were glorious in their
brightness! Let their splendor strike through
today's clouds. In the old psalm we read,
“This is the day which Jehovah hath made.”
That is true of every other day—not only
of the rare days of June, so marvelous in their
splendor, but just as really of the somber days
of November and the wintry days of January.
The aspect of the dreary days is only a thin
veil, behind which always are blue heavens,
glorious sunshine. God made the days, and
He made every one of them beautiful. If to-
day i8 dark and misty, it has divine beauty in
it nevertheless. If things seem adverse, God
is still God, our Father, still love, and nothing
is really going wrong.—J. R. Miller.
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The people that walked in darkness have seen a great light:
they that dwell in the land of the shadow of death,
upon them hath the light shined

India

“Ask of me and 1 will give thee the hea-
then for thine inheritance.”

No doubt you will be much surprised,
when you learn the decision of the mission-
ary board, which has just convened at Chi-
cago, in reference to sending the “Eaton
family " to India.

It is imperative to the work at Calcutta,
in the building up of “Hallelujah Village,”
that our precious Brother Jacques have
help, and since my husband is somewhat of
a builder and 1 myself have had a vision
of the plan the Father hath willed for the
“little widows™ and He hath rolled this
great burden upon my soul, until for their
sakes, I can not rest uniil He himself will
make  Hallelujah Village a glorious reality
and a praise in the earth,

With joyful hearts we expect to sail on
the “Chingo Maru” leaving San Francisco
saturday, Nov. 15, A very short time to
prepare for 2o long a journcy, but true sol-
diers are ready for marching orders at any
time

During my absence, Mrs. K. M. Tanner,
of 574 Spokane Ave.,, Portland, Ore., has
been chosen by the missionary board as the
“American Mother.” so [ take the liberty
of urging all friends of this great work, and
especially supporters of children in Hope
School, to see to it that your contrikutions
and support reach her, either through your
district treasurer or by sending it to her
direct.  She will see that your loving gifts
reach us safely and we ourselves will care-
lully Took after your dear little widows. or-
phans, Bible women, teachers and preach-
ers.  We shall endeavor to write you per-
sonal letters and send you little notes and
pictures of interest, according as we shall
have time and means.

Now, dear friends, do not fail us. If we
are willing to go to the battle's front and
hlaze out the way for future missionaries,
lav the foundation of a prosperous work
in the establishing of homes and schools
in Hallelujah Village, where hundreds can
be trained for God and holiness, we must
have  vour prayers and hearty support,
Bishop Thoburn says, “The greatest dis-
courazzement in the mission field is to be
forzotten by the home-land.” Do not “for-
get" us, friends.  Call upon God often in
your secret devotions and also write us
occasionally, We will appreciate some
word from the home l:nd. There is of
coursea strong pull on the heart strings,
leaving our loved ones, c¢ven for a short
time, for we know not what a day may
Irine forth, but this we know, “As thy day,
g0 shall thy strength be”

Shounld vou desire to send some little
gift to vour “children” or workers for
Christmas (we will arrive there at that

time), quickly forward same to 953 Denver
St, Pasadena.

The girls are pleased with any thing per-
taining to sewing boxes, for we teach them
how to sew. Then cards, especially pictures
of Jesus, are very attractive to them. They
also are so fond of a photo of their Amer-
jcan fathers or mothers, who so kindly sup-
port them, They kigs them, hug them, weep
over them, and last but not least, pray
over them. Their appreciation, dear friends,
ean not he told Tt ig indeed tonching to
sor ALt extrac money can be used nieely
in the purchase of a new “sari” (dress) for
Christmias,  We will gladlv take any gift
YOU 1y care too send

Thankineg you in anticipation of having
your Toval support and loving sympathy in
the great work of resening these most de-
graded and distressed ones, the little wid-
ows an< orphans of dark India, T am yours,
all for Jesus,

MRS, E. G EATON.

Cheering Reports From Some
of Our Workers in the
“Regions Beyond”

Africa
PENIEL MISSION STATION, SWAZI-
LLAND, SOUTH AFRICA

The past week has been one of much
blessing, as we have seen the working of
God in our midst. lLast Sunday we had a
good congregation at the chureh, and sev-
eral expressed their desire to become Chris-
tians.  One crippled boy crawled five miles
upon his hands and knees to be with us two
davs. Kindly pray for this boy that he may
be a shinine light for Jesus.

[ am still going from hut
preaching the Word, and
blessing His Word.

At present the heat is intense and every-
thing is dying for the want of rain; it seems
that we are on the verge of a famine: corn,
which is the staple cereal here, is $6.25 a
sack, which is extremely high priced.

[ visit Grace Mission Station almost every
week, to take classes; the work there is
coing forward splendidly, praise the lLord.

We get the new paper, the Herald of Holi-
ness, every week., and truly it is a feast
of good things. Upon its arrival we can
hardly stop reading until we have read it
through.

Kindly remember us in prayer for victory
at Penicl Station.

H. F.

to hut and
God is surely

SCHMELZENBACH,

Japan
KYOTO

Last Sunday was a busy but a victorious
day. In addition to the two regular preach-
ing services, both of which were fruitful,
five Sunday schools were conducted here in
Kvoto, two new ones were organized, one
with a membership of fiftv-two, the other
with a membership of thirty. The Bible
class, Sunday afternoons, larger than ever
and keen interest shown.

Saturday evening at the Old Testament
study class several new ones were present,
among the number were five voung Bud-
(hist priests. The Japanese are a very stu-
dious people, so we find the regular and sys-
tematic Bible study a source of blessing to
them; at nearly every service there are ear-
nest seekers, an encouraging number give
clear testimony to full salvation, and are
really bearing fruit.

Dear ones in the home land, remember
that this is the work of our beloved Naz-
arene Church, and though far away, i3 eas-
ily and powerfully reached by the throne.
Listen for God's voice when you pray for
this work, and let Him tell you what He
would have you do. Seven dollars will run
a4 Sunday school for a year, thus instilling
into the young hearts the eternal truths of
God that will bear fruit bountifully.

Yours in His service,

CORA G. SNIDER,

NEWS FROM JAPAN

“Notoanto oug, O Lord, not unto us, but
unto thy name give glory,” for one more
town in this heathen land has a Christian
mission station. It was with joy that three
of us started one afternoon on an eighteen
mile journey to Kemeoka, a town of eight
thousand souls. to open a new work. The
October day was perfect and the scenery
truly  beantiful.  The pine-clad hills, the
roaring mountain torrent, and the ripening

rice fields never seemed so beautiful. In
going to a new place there is always more
or less of uncertainty as to the first few
services, and we were prepared to meet
whatever might come of trial or victory.
Though we have but a bare room with no
pulpit, table, organ or chairs, yet we were
confident of the Spirit's presence to help
and to give victory in His own way. The
first service was a Sunday school. Forty-
four children came in and sat down and
nearly as many stood in the open door (a
whole side of a Japanese house). 1 never
before heard children sing as they did. By
the time the first song was half finished,
they all joined in heartily. When songs,
pravers and lessons were over, each child
was given a St. Matthew's Gospel and a
Sunday school card, and sent home to in-
vite their parents to the evening scrvice.
Shortly after seven the main room was full
to overflowing and as many more stood in
the hallway and open door. The Lord helped
the writer to once more tell the old, old
story while the crowd remained standing,
Scarcely any left until the service was over,
A number of Testaments were distributed
to those who wished to become Christians.
when we returned last Sunday a number
of the children met us at the train. The
Sunday school inereased to eighty-four with
a good number of young and old who stood
outside and listened. A larger company
than the previous Sunday came to the
preaching service in the evening, and we
felt the Lord was really working, although
there were no definite seekers. lL.et the
people in the home land pray earnestly for
this new field; and as you pray, remember
that we have no organ, pulpit, or chairs.
It is very difficult to sing without the aid of
an instrument—especially in a new place
where the people do not know the hymns—
and then to preach. It is also very fatiguing
to have no chairs in which to rest during
the hours of waiting. Yet we gladly en-
dure hardness in order that the gospel may
reach this people. We know that as soon
as the people in the home land know of the
need here they will count it a great priv-
ileze to help

The total cost of supporting this work for
one month is $12.00, or $144.00 will provide
a year's support for a Nazarene Mission in
a town of eight thousand souls. What an
opportunity for investment for eternity!

The past week in Kyoto has been one of
blessing. Nearly every service results in
seekers, some of whom are praying through
to real victory. The Bible classes are in-
creasing in attendance and interest as are
also the Sunday schools. The total attend-
ance at the latter last Sunday was thres
hundred. Does it pay to have these schools
when that number can be touched and
taught the Word? Not long since, in mak-
ing up certain statistics in Japan, it was
found that of the Christians of this land,
forty per cent were trained in the Sunday
schools. Knowing this, shall we fail to do
all we can to store the minds of the children
with the Word, and lead to Jesus in early
vouth as many as possible? To support
one Sunday school for a year costs on an
average $7.00. Who will lay up treasure in
heaven by investing in this heavenly busi-
ness? Kive of our Sunday schools as yet
have no support. We are trusting the Lord
to care for them.

Yours of the blood-washed,

CORA G

SNIDER.

P. S Christmas is near at hand and we
hope to he able. through the thonghtfulness
of those who know so well what the day
means to a child, to make it a day long to
he remembered hy our little ones here.
Sunday school cards will be thankfully re-
ceived. .S,
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Districts and District Assemblies

ABILENE DISTRICT ASSEMBLY

Saturday, Nov. 16, 1912.

The fourth assembly of the Abilene Dis-
trict is now in session at Hamlin, Texas,
Nov. 13-17, 1912, with Rev. H. F. Reynolds,
general superintendent, in the chair. His
blessed amens are refreshing to the battle-
scarred pilgrims that have gathered in from
the east, west, morth and south.

The assembly opened with a blaze of
glory, with the blessing of God shining in
the faces of the preachers and delegates.
The first service held at the C. N. U, Tues-
day night, conducted by our dear old father
in Israel, Rev. T. C. Eason, was a real feast
to the soul. We very much appreciated the
address of welcome delivered by the mayor
of the city, Mr. A. D. McGlothin; also his
expression of the interest taken by the peo-
ple of Hamlin in the C. N, U. The response
was given by Rev. Allie Irick; his words of
encouragement made us feel like going on.

Wednesday morning Brother Stanfield gave
us a stirring message of encouragement
that made us feel that we had pulled out
from the coaling station with a fresh sup-
ply of grace. At night Brother Upchurch
made us want to draw nearer to the great
sympathizing heart of our Master, by his
message on consecration. God grant that
our experiences of'consecration may grow
deeper as we come in contact with sin and
the enemy of souls. These happy Nazarenes
are delighted as the C. N. U, choir brings the
music from time to time conducted by Prof.
Marvin Paylor, master of music at the
Central Nazarene University. Waves of
glory swept over the congregation as the
Beracha singers and Roberts choir rendered
the blessed gospel in song.

Thursday morning the session opened
with a rousing devotional service and a fine
representation of the district. Preaching
at 11 o'clock. by Bro. S. H. Owens, district
superintendent of the Oklahoma District.
His soul-stirring sermon on the people of
God being co-workers together in the great-
est business in the world, that of soul-sav-
ing, was greeted by the congregation with
loud applause. He brings to us greetings
from the Oklahoma District. We appreciate
the same and extend to them special greet-
ings. We were glad to have the pleasure of
introducing the pastor of the Presbyterian
church of the city to this body of Nazarenes.
His expression was, “I feel warm toward
this assembly of Nazarenes.” We are so
glad to welcome those transferred from oth-
er districts. Their words of greeting were
refreshing and were received by our district
with hearty amens,

Brother Fisher, our former district super-
intendent, gave us an instructive message
on old-time religion.

The educational anniversary was a bless-
ing to every heart. We so much appreciate
having Prof. J. E. L. Moore, superintendent
of our C. N. U, his word his hand shake,
and even expression, is permeated with the
presence of God.

Friday night brought us the rescue rally
with a special song from Brother Dallas,
“Over the Walls of Jericho.” The congre-
gation gave an enthusiastic wave offering.
The songs rendered by the orphan children
from Rest Cottage left their imprint on the
heart of the people. Brother. J. P. Roberts
gave the report of Rest Cottage, which
shows the work on the up grade, for
which we praise God. We praise the Lord
for the much-appreciated address given us
by Rev. J. T. Upchurch.

Brother Allie Trick gave us a stirring ad-
dress from the thought “Rescue Work Fin-
ished,” when Jesus died on the hill lone
and gray, after which he took an offering
of $825 in cash and pledges, for which we
praise God.

Saturday morning’s session opened with
an unctious devotional service. The great-
er portion of the morning was taken up in
an offering for the Central Nazarene Uni-
versity, which amounted to $4,924 in cash
and pledges, $650 worth of property and a
piano, two cows and gome quilts,

Sunday, the last day of the assembly, was
indeed a Feast of Tabernacles to our hearts,
At 11 o’clock Dr. H. F. Reynolds delivered a
practical sermon on missions: “Give and
it shall be given you,” stressing the point
YOU. Give first, and God will give back in
the same measure. The night service was
a special missionary rally. The songs were
soul inspiring, waves of glory rolled and
the people shouted. Rev. Allie Irick gave
us his vision of the field while passing
around the world. Sister Lula Williams,
our returned missionary from Japan, gave
us some of her experiences on the field;
the difficulties and blessings. She said altar
calls are easy in the foreign field. When
they hear of Jesus they want His presence,
which brings peace to the soul. Central
Nazarene University pledged her support
for 1913. J. A, Cummings donated to her
one organ, for which we humbly praise
God. A box of clothing was also donated.
The missionary collection was: cash $66.30,
pledges $433.70.

The ordination service Sunday after-
noon was the most impressive of the day.
As nine God-called preachers kneeled at the
altar a halo of glory encircled pulpit and
pews, and new inspiration to do God's will
was expressed in every face.

The memorial service followed. God is
so good to promote His children from this
world of sin and sorrow and transplant
them in the celestial city. Sister Cagle,
Rev. Allie Irick and Rev. J. P. Roberts
gave us 'words of encouragement from the
life of our dear Brother Guy, whom God has
called away. You will find him inside the
eastern gate. His life is an inspiration to
our young preachers. We trust his mantle
will fall on us so that after we are promot-
ed our lives may live on and bless the world.
God give us more such mothers as Sister
J. D. Scott—whom God has translated to
the celestial city—who will teach their chil-
dren about Jesus, and sacrifice their lives
for others. The consecration manifested in
the life and death of Sister Edna (Grear)
Rector was something wonderful. God, in-
spire us with the same sacrificing spirit.
Sister L. E. Etta (Rogers) Lewis has done
lasting service in the interest of rescue and
mission work in this district. We all
regret her loss, but our loss is heaven’s
gain. Quite a number of others have
slipped away to be with Jesus—Rev. BE. A.
Fergerson, of Mt. Vernon, Ill.; S. R. Tay-
lor, Mrs. S. Cleo Franklin; two sons of
Brother Tyler, Brother Milo Wayland, and
Grandma Lagrone.. Let us be true.

Rev. I. M. Ellis was elected district super-
intendent for 1913, May God’s richest bless-
ings rest upon him and his family.

This has been the most spiritual assembly
held in the Abilene District. Approximate-
ly $7,000 was raised for all purposes. The
people seemed to have their pocketbooks
consecrated, and could truly sing, “I sur-
render all.” The delegation was about two
hundred and fifty strong. Praise God! Our
last session was favored with a very bene-
ficial lecture from Dr. H. F. Reynolds about
the cheerful discharge of our duty to God.
Our hearts are encouraged. We feel like
going on. Praise the great Head of our
church for His careful watchcare and pre-
cious blessings the last year. Let us keep
under the shadow of the Almighty in the
secret place of the Most High, We say,
Glory!

REV. ALLIE IRICK.
MRS, ETTA MULANAX.
ARRANGEMENTS
District Superintendent ...... I. M.
Hamlin, Roby and Mount

Zion M. V. Dillingham
Waco, Hillsboro and Lakenon .,Thos. Dunn
Bowie and Pleasant Ridge .... P. R. Jarrell
Dublin, Bethel and Beatty .. Etta Mulanax

Assistant pastor ........ T. L. Mulanax
Dodsonville, Wellington, Memphis,

Claude and Childress .. W. E. Ellis
Pearl and County Line .... T. J. Carpenter
Abilene, Bangs, Trickham and

Buffalo Gap

Ellis

H. G. Land

Ballinger, Coleman, Glen Cove..E., W, Wells
Mountain, Hico and Parker .... J. W. Bost
Lubbock and Plainview ....... T. C. Eason

Germany ..............0..0.0... L. S. Wood
Bunyon ..................... Rufus Parks
Wichita Falls and Murry .. B. R. Golightly
Compere ........oovvvvun S. W. H. Busbee
DOWEY wccivmaiiessomssss s s John McGee
Shannon Station .............. S. E. Moore
Artesia, N. Mex, ............ R. E. Dunham
Causey, N. Mex. .........o.uun. D. Z. Little
Deming, N. Mex............. David Sanford
Yoakum .................... G. L. Neely
Bitter Creek ................. H. B. White
Pilot Point ................. C. P. Roberts
Red Rock, Litton Springs, Pounds
Chapel, and Creedmore .. C. R. Blevins
Cisco, Mingus, Gordon and
Eula .......ooovvii i G. W. McClusky
San Antonio ................. W, E. Fisher
Red Creek................. I. W. McDonald

Other churches to be supplied.

OKLAHOMA ASSEMBLY

The district assembly of this large and
populous and busy state was recently held
at Bethany, near Oklahoma City.

The attendance was good. So large a
company of licensed preachers I have seen
nowhere else, Besides, there were a large
number of elders and deaconesses, Sunday
school superintendents and delegates in at-
tendance from all over the state—the
largest attendance on the whole that I have
seen at any assembly.

Generally the reports were interesting,
though I was pained to hear of a number of
“back door revivals,” and felt that probably
there may be an extreme zeal for discipline
in ridding the church of members who do
not measure up as they should. Certainly
the door of entrance should be carefully
guarded, and so should the way out. It is
necessary sometimes to get rid of those who
have gone away from truth and holiness and
God; but the Bible speaks something about
receiving those who are “weak in the faith,”
and “restoring those who have been over-
taken in faults.” We do well to consider
such teachings. If we keep the “front door
revivals” on we may not have so much oc-
casion for “back door revivals.” The Lord
continues to add to the church in Pente-
costal condition  “those that are being
saved.”

There were, as usual, some difficulties to
be adjusted, and some things not so pleasant
to consider; but on the whole the spirit of
the assembly was Christly and loving. Good
altar services followed each preaching
service,

At Bethany 