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For Every Man and Every
Occasion

There is an inward, an intrinsic or an in-

. herent proof of the divinity of the Word with-

N

~

in the Word itself. There is something in it

and about it that bespeaks it as being from
God. It has an unearthly and an unworldly
spirit, and so impresses an earnest and in-
telligent and unprejudiced reader. There is
a power in this Word to adapt itself to us and
our need in every and in all the issues and
testings and crises of life. It never fails to
meet us, and it never fails to attest its fitness
and fullness and directness of satisfaction of
all our needs. G. H. Morrison writes of this
point with force when he says:

Indeed to me one of the surest proofs that
the Bible is indeed the Word of God is just
the way in which it goes before us through
all the changing experiences of lite. Other
books we leave behind. They were before
us once; they are behind us now. We have
outgrown them, We have reached an hour
when they were powerless to cheer and guide.
But always as we battle through the years,
and break through the thicket into another
glade, a little ahead of us, with eyes of love,
we descry the figure of the Word of God. It
is before us in the day of triumph. It is be-
fore us in the hour of fall. In every new
temptation it is there; in every joy, in every
bitterness. We move into the shadow and the
heartbreak, or into the sunshine with the play
of waters, and yet the Bible understands it all,
and is there to meet us when we come. We
are not above it when we scale the heavens,
nor beneath it when we make our bed in hell
It is always a little higher than our highest,
It is always a little deeper than our deepest.
and that to me I8 an argument unanswerable
that God is in Secripture as in no other book.
It is not so much that I find Him there. It is
rather that tbhere He finds me.

Lobrost (ase Against Mr. Lincoln

It is a lost case apainst Abraham Lincoln
which Romanists and infidels have industri-
ously tried to win in charging that he was an
infidel. This has been often disproved. Any
man who reads “Father” Chiniquy’s “YTifty
Years in the Church of Rome” will have this
matter forever settled. We first read this
work some twenty years ago, and was pro-
foundly ‘convinced of Mr. ILincoln’s stronx
Christian  character, and of his belief in
prayer. Other evidences of this fnct have ae-
cumnulated with us in our reading since which
makes an overwhelming refutation of the false-
hood which infidelity and Romanism have
vainly attempted to foist upon the public for
long decades. Zion’s Herald thus mentions
an incident which proves the point we men-
tion:

That Lincoln was a thorough believer in the
guiding hand of God is very certain. Unbeliev-
ers, atheists, scofferas at religion, have tried
to minimize this and to say that Lincoln was
an infidel. Not so the facts. It is familiar
history how, during the Civil War, he often
called upon Bishop Simpson to pray with him.
It is also familiar history how, before leaving
his home in Springfleld, Ill., for Washington,
he called upor his fellow townsmen to pray
for him. There is another incident, not quite
so familiar, published some years ago by
“Father”’ Chiniquy in his “Fifty Years in the
Church of Rome,” to which reference has
beer made by the Bibliotheca Sacra, This
priest who broker from Rome was made the
subject of much persecution. Infamous
charges were preferred against him, and the
case went to trial at Urbana,” Ill., at the May
term in 1856. Mr. Lincoln was omne of the
three lawyers to defend him. Perjured testi-
mony, as Mr. I.incoln believed it to be and as
hias client knew it to be, made the issue look
exceedingly dark for the priest. Finally Mr.
Lincoln said to “Father” Chiniquy, “The only
way to_be sure of a fsAqrable verdict tomor-
row is that Almighty God would take our part
and show your Innocence. Go to Him and
pray, for He alone can save you.” Accord-
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ingly, Mr. Chiniquy was in prayer from 11
o'clock that night until 3 in the morning, when
such deliverance appeared 2as secured the
acquittal of the accused man, and his accus-
ers fled. This, it may be moted, was in 1856,
when Mr. Lincoln was still practicing law, at

a time when it is said by some that he was-

an infidel.

“Prayer and Plums”

(This poem is founded on a true incident
of Christinn work in South Afrien.)

“Is there power in prayer""

Does any one say?

“Can we really depend

That the answer we've prayed for

The Father will gend?”

Yea, verlly, friends,

But the answer depends

On how, and for what, and why do we pray.
Oh, had I the time, what stories I'd tell

How prayer has oft broken the power of hell.
But listen to this, and you will see,

God answers our prayers most wonderfully.

A Christian lady whose spirit craved

To see the souls of our soldiers saved,
Serving in Africa, made a cake,

For a poor, sick “Tommy,” for Jesus' sake;
And during the morn, as the cake was made,
She took the Lord into her work and prayed:
“Dear Lord, may the man who eats this cake
Be soundly converted, for Jesus’ sake.”-
Then she said, as she gave it to one of his

chums,

“Here's a cake that’s made out of prayers and
plums!®

Snowden laughed (that's his chum), but he lit-
tle knew

What a cake, made with prayer, was going to
do!

He delivered the parcel, safe and right,

But it utterly vanished during the night,

And the poor, sick ““Fommy” got never a bite!

A son of Belial, a drunken sot,

As they suppose, had stolen the lot;

He'd eaten the cake, but was not aware

It had been made and baked and iced with
prayer!

A sort of a spiritual “Lyddite shell,”

To blow up the forces ranged by hell

Round the poor man’s soul,

To keep out the Christ who would enter in,

And end the control of the power of sin.

And it did so, too,
As you shall hear,
And the story is true.

Seven days passed away, or it might have been

ten,
And the cake was almost forgotten, when
Snowden heard, one night, as he lay in his tent,
The voice of weeping and loud lament,
“Who's there?”
"T{s the voice of the infldel makeg reply:
“] must find peace, or my soul will die.”

“Ah!" Smowden cried, "you stole that cake:
It’s that that makes you shiver and shake.”
“'Tis true,” sald the man, “and I've had no
rest,

God’'s firecs are raging in my breast;

For God’'s sake let me in!

I've never believed In God or prayer, 3
But you know the way, and can tell me where
1 can rid myself of the burden of sin.’ .

“Come in! Come In!”

And together they knelt

In Snowden’s tent, in the lonely veldt,

And there the wonder of life was done,

The son of the devil became God’'s son!

The soul, besleged by the hosts of the l.ord,

Was at length won for Christ by the power of
prayer,

And the unclean beasts, long rioting there,

Were all driven out and put to the sword

Oh, glory to God;

It {s blessedly true,

The I(nfidel soldler

And this slmple incident, I declare.

Should encourage us all to beleve {n prayer;
For there'd be less of sinners in sin a-straying,
If more of the saints belleved in vraying.
—Walter George Edmunds, in Blble Records.

The Daily Grind
Not life’s great crises, not the superb de-
mands of heroism which come now and. then
at rare intervals, form the tests of true Christ-

was born anew.

' that we,

ian character. It is the grind, the daily round
of dutics,Ariviul they may seem, which are the
real ordeal of Christian trial. The man or
woman who is not absolutely true in these
things can be depended upon to meet every
demand. God has no severer trial for His
saints than the homely round of petty duties
and testings of the every day business or
domestic life. It is fidelity to these we need
to mnke us potential as disciples. An ex-
change says, on taking up the cross daily:

In the Gospel of Luke the word daily is
added to John’s words about cross-bearing, and
very significant is its truth that there must be
a daily loyalty to Christ, a daily taking up of
one’s duty. To take up the cross of Christ
consists not in one great, supreme effort, but
in countless little daily practices. How many
there are who are capable of great acts of
self-denial which seldom come, but who fail
in the daily little acts that are always needed!
As an English groom expresses it, “It ayn't
the jumping ’'urdles that 'urts the 'osses ’cofs;
it's the ’ammer, 'ammer, 'ammer, on the 'ard
‘ighway.” The constant hammering on life’s
highway tests the Christian’s vitality more
than the rare occasions when some great task

“looms before him.

One Indispensable Need

; It is a truth taught so clearly in the Bible
ﬂ‘mt he who runs may read, that the Holy
Spititis a direand utterly indispensable neced
of ‘the Christian. He can do without money
or home or friends or influence or position,
but he cannot get along without the Iloly
Spirit. e must have Him in His fullness
and power and sweetness and purity if he
would do his Master’s work. There is not a
step in his life, or a trial or a duty or a joy
or sorrow, or an enterprise, or anything what-
ever, in which the Holy Spirit will not be ab-
solutely ecssential. It is of all things there-
fore neccessary that the child cf God soek this
Spirit for his equipment as a soldier of Christ.
The Telescope tells this truth with force in
its quotation from Henry Ward Beecher, as
follows:

‘What light is to the mariner's compass, or
wind to the ship’s sail, or oll to the lamp, or
sap to the tree, rising up softly and diffusing
its life to the farthest leaf of the remotest
brancl, sald Henry Ward Beecher, that the
Holy Spirit is to Christian work. Then he goes
on to say, in substance at least, that he would
just as suon try to raise flowers without alr, or
fruit without light and heat, as to attempt to
secure the conversion of men without the Holy
Ghost. . If that be a true estimate of our need
of His presence in Christian work, especially
in leading souls to Christ and in building them
up in Him, then our first duty and supreme

" privilege is to secure His guidance and power

in all our services, whether public or private,
at the home altar or in the sanctuary, on the
highway or in the closet. Indeed, it means
as Christian men and women, must
woo the Comforter more fully_ into our lives,
by day and by night, so that His presence shall

. be an unbroken experience of joy and peace,

love and long-suffering in our souls, guiding
us into all truth, and bringing to our remem-
brance the words of Jesus Himself. Why
should I be satisfied with such a meager meas-
ure of spiritual life, since Christ came that I
might have it more abundantly.

At.the recent fourteenth International Sun-
day School Convention in Chicago it was de-
veloped that there had been, since the conven-
tion of 1011, a met gain in Sunday school
membership of 1,823.886. During the past
three yeors there have been 1,855,444 acces-
sions to the churches from the Sunday school
membership.

Sir Robert Baden-Powell has raised $325,000
of the $1,000,000 for which he made appeal to
the British people for the purpose of endow-
ing the Boy Scouts movement.
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The Plan

Cecie and Elsa were neighbors, and
:hey often talked through the fence pal-
ngs.

Elsa was always interesting, even through
a fence. “Let's be naughty and selfish all
day,” she said one morning, “and find out
what will happen.”

“Very well,” agreed Ceccie,
much excited.

“We'll begin right now,” called Elsa, as
she ran off, with her black curls bobbing.

"“Very well, I'll begin,” Ceciec agreed azain.

While she was walking to her own door,
she had the feeling that permission had
been given her to do all the naughty things
in the world; and {t filled her with a sort
of gaiety and kindness for every one. That
“s why she picked a dewy white rosebud and
carried {t to her mother. R

“Why, thank you, dear,” said her mother,
and her face brightened. *“I neceded sowme-
thing nice to take my mind from my
worries.”

“What are your worries?”’ asked Cecle,
to whom other people’s worries were as
interesting as fairy tales, because she did
not understand them.

“One of them is that this note ought to
go to your Aunt Clara at once, and the ‘mail-
man has just passed.”

“l can take it,” said Cecie, as she danced
about happily, for Aunt Clara was her fa-
vorite. “All I have to do is to go on and
on till I get there. And I don’t have to
cross a car-track. I never went alone be-
fore, and it’s time to begin.”

“How can you tell when you come to her
house?” asked her mother, doubtfully.

‘“Why, mother, didn’t you know that Aunt
Clara’s house is the only one in town that
has yellow ‘kissanthemums’ growing at the
gate?”

“I knew,"” said her mother, “but I wanted
to see if you did. You may go, and you
are a dear little daughter to help me.”

On her careful way to Aunt Clara's,

and she fclt

Cecie felt as important and happy as if

sHe were going to a party. To be holding
& real, true letter in her hand! It was ex-
citing to stand at each corner ang looXk bLoth
ways for automobiles beforc she dared to
cross,

Aunt Clara praised her warmly and gave
her a piece of cake when she sent her home
again. She did even more. )

“Such a nice little mail-carrier deserves
a gift,”” she said, and she tied Cecie's hair
with a beautiful big pink bow of ribhon.

At home the pleasant happenings kept on.

“BFor your luncheon I've opened the pre-
serves you like best,” said ber mother, “be-
cause you helped me so much.”

“What is another worry?” asked Cecie,
after luncheon, seeing that her mother's
face was not quite happy.

“Why, baby's teeth make him fretful, and
I ought to take him out in the air, but I
have too much work to do.’

“I"lI wheel him,” offered Ceccie.

“Why, you treasure child!” said her
mother, cheerily. *I'll dress you in your
second-best dress, to make you look as
sweet as you really are.”

At first, while she was wheeling the baby
up and down in the warm sunshine in front
of the house, Cecie had her little hands full.
for the baby cried, and had to he amused.
It is not easy to wheel a carriage with one
hand, shake a rattle with the other, and
keep talking cheerfully, But Cecle man-
aged them all, And at last the fresh alr
began to help the baby, and he fell into a
needed sleep. For over an hour longer
Cecie wheeled him faithfully up and down.
‘When he finally woke up., he was happy
and rested.

Cecle took him in to her mother,
found hgr happy and rested, too.

“You may have your splendidest doll to
play with,” she said, gratetully.

Cecle flushed with delight when the
‘“gplendidest doll” was taken down from the
closet and placed in her arms. Its satin
and laces were as fresh as when new.

“And you may have four pleces of candy,”
continued her mother, and let Cecle choose
from the box. *“And a kiss,’ she ended, as
she gave it fofidly.

and

To Cecie, the kiss was the best part, and
she went out to hunt for Elsa to share the
candy. But as Elsa was not in sight, Cecie
went to look for her at her home.

She found her away upstairs in her room.
Elsa was still In her morning dress, and
she was sobbing dismally. Her curls were
tangled, and her sorrowful face was stained
with tears. Beside her, en a box, were a
piece of dry bread and a glass of water,

With tearful amazement Elsa looked at
Cecie’s pink ribbon, her second-best dress,
her “splendidest doll,” and all the candy.

*“Is that what you got for being naughty
and selfish?” she asked.

“*Oh,” sald Cecie, as the promise came to
her mind, I've been having such a happy
time being good that I quite forgot to do
as I promised.”

*You forgot?”

“I forgot. But what is the matter with
you?’ she asked, in wonder.

Elsa’s tears flowed afresh.

“The matter with me is that I kept my

promise!” she sobbed.—Marion Hill, in
Youth's Companion.
The Business of Being a
Christian
By Nettie Lounsbury Curtis.
“Daddy,” sald Olive Dowling, as sher

came in from church somewhat excited;,

/

“they are going to have revival meetings in -

our church next month.” She tossed her
hat aside and perched herself on the clbow
of her father’s chalr.

“A very good idea,
AMr. Dowling.

“Qur minister,” continued the girl, “said
he thought it was a beautiful idea to have
them in the spring; that our hearts ought
to be sympathetic with the forces of nature,
and expand spiritually just as vegetation
does visibly.”

The occupant of the arm-chair rustled
his Sunday newspaper nervously.

“QOur teacher wants all her class to join
the church.”

No-reply cameo from behind the paper.

“I think I will Join when the rest do,
daddy, unless you and mother object.”

“He're comes your mother,” remarked
Mr. Dowling in a tone of relief. "Talk it
over with her.” Daddy escaped with his
precious Sabbath literature.

“What do you wish to talk over with
mother, my dear?’ asked Mrs. Dowling, as
she seated herself in a favorite rocker.

“Why, mumsie, I'm going to get converted
and join the church next month. Are you’
willing?”

“Nothing would give me greater happi-
ness than to know you had entered upon
that business. Fourteen i3 not a bit too
young.”

“Business, mother! Business!” exclaimed
Olive, surprised and troubled,

“The business of being a Christian, little
daughter.”

“Why, Miss Whipple said one must be
sure she loved God and wanted Christ to be
her Savior. 1 can agree to all that.”

“Nevertheless, you enter upon a very seri.
ous business when you start the Christian
life, Olive.”

“Mother, are you a Christian?” The ques-
tion was put with an anxious desire for
further information om the subject.

“T am trying to be onc cvery day, my
child. Yes, I think I am; for it i8 my 1necat
and drink to do my Master's will!”” Mrs,
Dowling spoke in a soft tone of reverence.

“Why. 1 thonght all you had to do was to
read your Bible, say your prayers, sing,
hymns, and go to church.” Olive’s interest
increased. She threw off her coat, twisted
it up, and sent it to keep company with her
hat. Then she scated hersclf on the stool
by her mother's slde.

no doubt,” replicd

“Dauvghter, how do you know that you
love God?"

“By keeping His commandments, of
course.”

“How do you know that you love
mother?”

“Oh! In dozens of ways, I just guess.

Why, T want to please you all the time,

mumsie, and it makes me dreadfully un-
happy’ when I grieve you.”

“Has mother ever told you not to throw
your clothes around?”’

The girl blushed as she looked toward
the sofa. "“Yes, lots of times.” .

“Did you practice your full time yester-
day, or were you reading a story-book?”

“I was reading the last haif-hour,” came
the truthful reply.

“When you did practice, was’ the time
spent consclientiously on the lesson, or was
part of it given up to ragtime?” persisted
her mother.

Her daughter's lowered face and
cheks were eloquent reply enough.

“Olive, dearest, one of God's commands
is to *Honor thy father and thy mother.’
Now, if you honor me, you will obey me.
Is it not s0?"”

“Yes, to be sure, mother, but all these
things are such practical, every-day mat-
ters.”

“Being a Christian Is a practical, every-
day matter, or else it is worthless sham-
ming.”

Silence fell hetween them, broken at last
by the inquiry: *“Mother, ought I'to have
tried to find grandmother's spectacles this
morning?"’

"“Yes, dear.”

“Mumsie,” the young face was intensely
‘sober, “would it mean trylng to get my
school lessons better, and kecping my room
in order every single day?”

"“Yes, dear.”

« This~matter of conversion is more of a
proposition than I thought,” admitted Olive,
after a long pause. "“I seec now what you
mean by calling it a ‘business.””

“Little girl,” a hand went out and stroged
the soft hair, “when you take a long walk
or have a difficult task to perform, does it
not seem easier to have company?’

“Yes, indeed, mother,” assented Olive, in
surprise.

‘“Then why not have company in such im-
portant ‘business’ as this?”

“Company? 1 do not understand. Who
would want to be with me all the time jn
school and at home, when I work and when
I play?” '

“Yesus Christ, your Elder Brother. Ask
Him to go with you,” urged Mrs. Dowling,
in tender pleading.

The blue eyes filled with tears.

“I think I begin to see. 1If Jesus is my
companlion, I will not want to be idle or lazy
or selfish. That must be where the spirit-
ual part comes in that puzzled me so.”

“That will be conversion, little daughter,
and newness of life.”

Slowly the corners of the handkerchief
were twisted into knots. Vainly the cyes
glanced out of the window, and sought help
ffom the blue sky, budding trees and egoft
green grass,

At last Olive rose, straightened hersclf,
and looked squarely in her mother’s [ace. .
“Mother, somehow it seems mean to me
not to be a Christlan, It is going to be
mighty serious ‘business’ for me, I can sce
that already. However, I am going to stari
this minute by taking my hat and coat and
putting them in their places.” She turned
the next minute and threw her arms affec-
tionately around her mother’s neck with
the whisper: “I'll not forget about my
Companion, mumsie dear.”

OSSINING, N. Y.

How Arnold Did
Emily S. Windsor

Harry was very cross indeed. His mother
had been compelled to go out unexpectedly
on business immediately after breakfast.
She haa said to Harry:

“You must help sister all that you can.
Wipe the disghes for her and help dust.”

With each dish that he wiped his frown
grew deeper and deeper. “You must not
slam the dishes down that way,” sald Mary,
“you will break them.”

“T don’t care if I do, T hate the old things.

. red

Boys oughn't to have to wipe dishes. T bet
you Arnold Bailey doesn’t have to wipe
any.” Arnold Balley was a new boy wha

had lately come to live in the village. He
was older than Harry and the other boys
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of the neighborhood. He was very bright
and smart and gentlemanly, and Harry ad-
mired him and Iooked up to him. IHe
thought that everything that Arnold did was
Just right,

“Well, I guess it wouldn't hurt him if he
did,” reutrned Mary, sharply. “Why
shouldn’t boys wipe dishes as well as glrls""

“Because they oughn't,” said Harry.

Mary laughed. “That isn’t any reason at
all.” she said.

At last the last dish was wiped and put
into the closet. “Now,” sald Mary, “you

need not do anything more. You are so -

disagreeable about it.”

But Harry knew that his mother would
ask him what he had done to help Mary and
that he must help her dust, as he had bheen
told. So he helped to dust the kitchen, din-
ing room and hail. But he scowled all the
time he was doing it.

When he was through his sister said:
‘““Mother said for you to take these flower
seeds over .to Aunt Mary. Then you may
have the rest of the morning to play. But
be sure to be home for lunch at twelve,”

It was a beautiful spring morning. The
sun shone brightly, and the birds were sing-
ing. Harry thought to himself that as soon
as he had taken the seeds to his aunt that
he would go to Arnold’s house and see his
new puppy, and perhaps Arnold would go to
the woods with him. He had said he would
go some day. It was such a nice day for
the woods.

When he reached his sunt’s house, he
found her sitting rocking the baby. “He
was sick all night,’”” she said. "I am try-
ing to get him to sleep. I have all the
breakfast dishes to wash yet, and bread
to bake. I don't know how I shall get
through.”

Harry gave her the seeds and then ran
off. He was in a great hurry to get to Ar-
nold’s house. It was a good piece farther
on, and he ran nearly all the way. When
he got there Arnold's sister was sweeping
the front porch.

“Go round to the kiichen,” she said. “Ar-
nold is there” .

The kitchen door was open, and there was
Arnold with a big apron on, and down on
his knees washing the linoleum. He looked
up at Harry and said with a gay laugh,
“I'm kitchen mald today. You see, mother
and father have been away. They are com-
ing home this afternoon, DMy sister wants
everything in apple-pie order. So I'm help-
ing her. She couldn’t do everything alone.”

“I thought perhaps you would go to the
woods,” said Harry.

“I can't go today, Harry.

time.”
" Harry was much disappointed as he
walked away. All at once it came into his
head what he had said to Mary about Arnold
not washing dishes. And there was Arnold
washing the floor. It seemed pretty queer.
But of course if Arnold did such things-—
he was the smartest boy around the neigh-
borhood; then it was all right.

Then he thought of his Aunt Mary and
how she had so much to dJdo, and the baby
sick, too. Perhaps, perhaps—but he did hate
doing dishes.

He surprised his aunt very much a little
later by walking in and saying, “'Say, Aunt
Mary. T haven't anything to do. TI'll help
vou do your dishes.”—Newport, Ky., Mich-
igan Christian Advocate.

Some other

Those Unwritlten Lellers

Amongst sing of omission a very unenvi-
able prominence attaches to the letters
which were never written. We ought to
have written; the old friend had a claim
to which reason and affection alike sub-
scribed—and yet we failed. We did not
mean to fail; we fully intended to write;
and there was no reason why we should not
have written—and yet—we fatled. And now
there Is another iInmate in God's acre, and
the letter which we intended to write will
never be penned.

What a world of heartache and lonesome-
ness lies back of those unwritten letters;
what a world of unselfish affection seeming-
ly unrequited; and what a world of light
and joy those l(/:gters would have ushered

VRN

" phrases.

into human lives. It does not cost much
to light a candle, but on a dreary night
that light may mean a vast increase of hap-
piness. It does not cost much to write a
letter, but to some lonely and discouraged
heart that letter may be a very big candle
on a very dark night.

Why should a letter mean so much? Ask
the father or mother when they are watch-
ing for the letter from the far-away ckild.
Ask the youth In the big city who has
come to make his fortune and who does not
intend to fail, but who somehow finds the
very bigness of it all the most lonesome
thing in the world,;and.whose heart scems
to ever recur to the old farm home so far
away. The letter is the bridge over which
the heart travels home.

It is a mistake to value a letter at its face
value. The value of the letter does not usu-
ally lie in the finely formed letters, the cor-
rectly spelled words, and the meatly turned
Sometimes we have- knewn a let-
ter which had almost every possible fault
from the technical standpoint, but to the
reader it breathed the atmosphere of heaven
itself, for it came from one whose filngers
indeed might blunder and whose knowledge
might trip, but whose heart had never
known disloyalty and whose love had never
known change. It seems a strange kind
of irony that perhaps the bulk of ocur let-
ters are those which make but little dif-
ference. If they had mnever been written
the world would be little the loser, and yet
these letters do not fail to get written; but
the letter which counts, the ome which en-
riches this poor world, 18 the one which
somehow does not seem to get written.

Why is this the case? One reason seems
to lie in the very fact that it is an excep-
tional letter, it is not demanded by busi-
ness, it is not an ordinary letter which says
little and perhaps means less, but one which
in the very nature of things means all and
more than it says, a letter which specaks
from one heart to another.

How many such letters do our readers
owe to their friends at this very time? We
are confident that in many cascs there are
letters which ought to have beep written
years ago—and they are not written yet.
To some of us it is something of a trial to
write a letter, but the trouble does not
lie in the mere difficulty of deciding to write.

Should we not have some time set apart
for this work, some altar to friendship if
you will, and regularly attend to its sacred
duties? Most of us, perhaps, do not real-
jize just how much that letter may mean to
our absent friend, but we know it will mean
a good deal. May it not be that we have
grown careless, and that our hearts are not
just as true as they should be to our
fricnds? Montesquieu tells us that there
are two classes of people who are apt to
become hard-hearted, the extremely happy
and the extremely unhappy. May it not be
with many of us that life is so full of hap-
piness that we have ceased to care just as
much as we used to how it goes with our
friends? Has our happiness hardened our
hearts? If 80 we need swift repentance.
Somewhere in our little world some heart
is waliting wearily for our message of love
and cheer; no other pen but ours can Write
the \\ords of helpfulness; no other heart
but ours can respond to this appeal; shall
we not heed it and quickly respond? Write
those unwritten letters!--Christian Guard-
fan.

A Girl’s Heroism

In the sultry days of August, 1881, a
wonderfuel story came to us from Amerlces,
and, best of all, the story was true. It was
the record of a young girl’s heroism. Al-
though it is many years ago, some of us c&n
remember well how we were thrilled by the
mnews of the stormy night, the blinding mists,
and the blowing hurricane.

A train was expected to cross a railway
bridge, but just before it was -signalled the
fierce gZale blew down part of the bridge.
It belng too late then to stop the train, it
simply crashed into the ruins of the bridge.
and both engincer and conductor were killed
instantapeously.

Close by the railway bridge a tiny home-

stead had been built, and in it lived a
young girl alone with her father, who was
employed on a farm hard by. Above the
howling of the storm these two heard the
crash of the bridge, the coming of the lug-
gage train, and the noise and shrieks that
told the awful disaster. And the girl, re-
covering f{rom her first alarmed horror,
ltnew that in a few minutes the up express
was due, and that if some warning were not
given, it was doomed, with its living burden
of human lives.

Quick as thought she rushed to the kitch-
ecn, lighted her father’'s lantern, and with
the c¢ry on her lips, “The up express!”
pushed aside his detaining hand, and went
out into the darkness and storm. She
knew every foot of the way, and, with a
coolness that a strong man might have en-
vied, she made and carried out her resolve,

Clambering up on the one remaining beam
of the wrecked bridge, until she reached the
main part (which was simply trestle-work)
she started across it amid the crashing
thunder and blinding lightning of the wild,
wild storm, and tbe furious raging of the
angry torrent beneath. Oh, it was a terri-
ble journey! Ome false step, and death
was certain. Axnd, to add to the horror of
it all, healf-way across, the lantern went
out!

But the brave girls persevered. Some-
times walking, sometimes running, some-

times crawling on her hands and knees
/over the slippery rails and slight trestle-
‘ work}: she came to the other side of the

river.: -What was she trying to do? Why,
to “get to thé telegraph stationm, at which
the express never stopped, that the awful
danger might be telegraphed to the station
beyond, where it did stop. Only a few min-
utes before the train was due, she was a
mile away yet from that telegraph station
when she had crossed the bridge, but, as
God would have it, the express was late.
Her feet were cut and bruised, her shawl
had fallen off, her breath came and went
in gasps yet llke the wind she flew on,
Coming up to the telegraph office, ready to

drop with deadly exhaustion, she staggered _ |

inside the door, having just strength to
shout, “The bridge is down! Stop the ex-
press!” when she dropped fainting on the
ground.

The signal flashed; strong men gathered
round the fainting glrl and tried to restore
her, but almost vainly. She was fragile and
young, and that night’s work had been al-
most too much for her delicate frame; but
God gave back to the world her brave soul,
and she lived to be a heroine in her own
country, and whercver the story was
known. The message that flashed from
that station to the next stopped the express,
and the young girl that night saved hun-
dreds of lives from death, and hundreds of
hearts from desolation .worse than death.

Do you admire this young American girl,
and wish, with all your heart, that you too
could perform some grand herolc action,
and cause the werld to rimg with your
praise?

Well, God may never give you the op-.
portunity to imitate her in one sensec. but
day by day you may do just what she did,
in another and better sense. All round us
are souls rushing to destruction, heedless,
ignorant, unwarned. You see-brothers, sis-
ters, schoolfellows, friends, sweeping along
sin’s dowmward track, and threatened by
eternal and terrific perils.

What can you do? Stop them’

Flash the signal, “Danger!"—give some
warning—use your influence, your encrgy,
your earnest endeavor, to save souls from
perishing. God knows it may cost you
something., With feet torn. and bleeding,
and brow covered with thorns, Jesus Christ
set forth to save the perishing, and you
must tread in His steps. It is not eas;y
work to—

“Rescue the perishing, care for the dying,
Snatch them in pity from sin and the
grave;”

but you ure privileged to do it. Begin to-
day, and with earnest, God-inspired pur-
pose, set out to warn poor, sinful souls that
“aternity i{s near, and salvation walits to-
day.”—Fk. T. E. P.

!
1
i
§
3
i
:
E
3
2
4
3
E
3
b
4
}
2
1
h
!




10

HERALD of HOLINESS for July 22, 1914

| I THE WORK AND

THE WORKERS

-3
*

TELEGRAM. 4

BIrRMINGHANM, ALA.

Herawy or HoLiNESS:

Great revival here. We have organ-
ized a strong Pentecostal Nuazarene
church. Some of the finest people on
earth vnited with us. The South will
hear from this church; it has a glorious
future before it.

Annie axp Eaaa IRiCK.

Announcements

Orex ¥OoR Pastoral Carnrs — Having resigned
my position as pastor at Hastings, Neb., I would
be glad to hear from any church needing a pas-
tor. Address me at Hastings, Nebraska,—pysMuxp
SILVERBRAND.

No Cuaxge oF DaTE—Some of our people have
gotten the idea that the INansus District Assembly
has been postponed. This is not true. The time
of the Assembly is set for September 2d to 6th, as
announced in the IIERALD or IloriNess.—IL. M.
CuaMBERS, Dist, Supt.

HOLINESS MEETINGS AND CAMPMEETINGS

Rev. ¥red Meseh, Jr., will hold meetings-ns fol-
lows: Il Monte, Cal,, July 12th to 22d; Spring-
field, Ill., cump, July 31st to August Oth; Wichita,
Kun., camp, August 10th to 20th; Whittier, Cal.,
September Gth to 27th. His address is now Whit-
tier, Cal. *

Rev. S. W. McGowan, Route No. 3, Santa Fe,
Tenn., will hold meetings as follows: Stewart,
Tenn., July 1S8th to 28th; Pine Hill, Tenn., July
28th to August 10th; McEwen, Tenn,, August 12th
to 20th; Water Valley, Tenn., August 20th to
28th; Napier, Tenn., September 4th to 14th; Jason
Chapel, Tenn., September 16th to 27th. He has
one opcn date, for which address him as above.

: The annual campmeeting of the Pentecostal
-Church of the Nuzarene, at Blackwell, Okla,, will
e—Leld” under a tabernacle, in Bluckwell, Okla.,
uly 23d to August 2d. Rev. Bud Robinson will
be the evangelist in charge, assisted by Rev, C. A.
Imhoff ne. song lender, and the pastor.—J. IL
VANCE, Pastor.

The sixteenth annual encampment of the Ifud-
son Holiness Association begins August 28th, and
runs ten days. Rev. A. é Jeffries, of Peniel,
Texas, will be in charge to lead and conduct the
great battle agninst the powers of darkness and
sin. KFor further information, address JaMmES 1.
PAYNE, Sec., Dodson, La.

The Mainsgpring campmeeting will begin on Fri-
day before the fourth Sunday in August, continuing
ten days. Rev. J. B. Chapman will be in charge
of the preaching, and Rev. Joseph N. Speunkes in
charge of the singing.—SaAx WESTMORELAND, Sec.,
Prescott, Ark.

District News

NEW ENGLAND

The New Ingland holiness campmeetings are
going on and the Lord of hosts is in our midst.

Pastor Norberry's church voted him a two
week's vacation, which may be enjoyed at Ocean
Park, Maine.

Rev. Seth C. Rees and Rev. W, II. Hoople have
naturnl birthdays August 6th, Let the saints
send their congratulations.

Evangelist C. W. (ox, former pastor of Em-
manuel churceh, Providence, IR, I,, i to hold evan-
gelistic mectings ut West Somerville, Mnss, the
very last part of the summer. Apy of our New
England folks who would like to have Brother Cox
stop with them for an all-day meeting, or longer,
can write him in the writer's care.

Pev. George K, Noble, of Providence, R. L,
passes another milestone along the pathway of
life, August Oth. He was born in the year of
1851.

Pastor Norberry will celebrate his birthday as
usual at Portsmouth campmeeting, July 29th. e
was born in the year 18067, and the rest of his
life he proposes to “keep on believing.”

Let the saints remember in prayer our precious
brother, Rev. H. C. McBride, of Ocean Grove,
N. J., who is threntened Avith blindness. He will
celebrate his birthday, st 20th, should God
spare his life. Brother McBride belongs to the
old school.

- pustor,

The Old Douglass camp is now in session. She
is the mother holiness camp of New England.
Deaconr George M. Morse was the founder of
Douglas camp, and God has hopored him in the
galvation of hundreds of souls. Ile was born
August 235, 1830.

Ttev. Jobn N. Short will be the spiritual di-
rector of Douglas camp this year, as in yeurs
past. Dr. Short was born September 24, 1844,
apd “born again” in the _year 1870. Ile is thriv-
iLg well at the present time, both physically and
spiritually.

Dr. C. J. TFowler has been compelled to re-
muin in New DBogland part of the swmmer on ac-
count of ill health. Iie has now improved and
will be one of the preachers of Dougluss camp.

God gave us a gracious camp at Delanco, N. J.
Oh, what joy! Oh, what holy unction from above!
Oh, what holy liberty and freedom in the Holy
Ghost! How God blessed the praying. and singing,
and preaching! Scores of seekers were at the
altar for both works of grace.

Let all our Pentecostal--Nazarene folks of New
Ingland remember to send Rev. A, B. Riggs a
postcard, September 15th, as he will be T1 years
old that day.

Svangelist W. 8. Shepard, of Iasadena, Cul..
endeared himself to our folks here in the East.
The Lord is blessing his ministry among us. Many
scekers are at the altars for both works of grace.

We are glad to send o note of praise to God
through these columns for the special interest that
muny folks are taking in the Portsmouth, R. I.,
camp., We are expecting God to give us a gra-
cious camp, in holy fire and victory.

Last year Rev. John Short was 72 years old.
We sasked the friends of Brother Short to kindly
remember him. Ixactly seveuty-two persons sent
him a posteard—one for each yenr he had lived.
Brother Short personally answered every one of
them. Tet all our friends remember our Brother
John again this year. His address is 159 Chest-
nut St., Cambridge, Mnsxg. .

There are a number of good holiness folks stand-
ing true to God at Sayre, Pa. They are about to
organize a Pentecostal Church of the Nazarene.

Let all our New IBngland folks keep in mind
that we need a District ecampground for our New
Ingland District. *

“KeEp oKX BELIEVING.”

NORTHWEST

Mrx. Libbie Beach Brown has accepted work as
Matron of the Iebanon Home, in Seattle, YWash.
Her address is 1110 West Sixty-fifth Street.

Jameg 1lliott and wife are in meeting at Enter-
prise, Ore.

Rev. G. S. Hunt has been appointed pastor at
Northh Yakima, Wash. Iis address is 301 Ninth
Ave.,, South.

Rev. B. W. Shaver is supplying nt Salem, Ore.

A new class has been formed at Madras, Ore..
with twenty-three members. Rev. J. (. Scott is

D. L. WaLLACE, Dist. Supt.
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B R e S g et S
NEBRASKA DISTRICT

In response to a cnll from Brother M. F. Lien-
ard, I assisted in a IMourth of July bholiness con-
vention, held in an independent holiness churel,
organized under Wesleyan rules, at Burr Oak,
Kan., about fifteen miles south of Guide Rock,
NXeb. This holiness church is the direct vutcome
/of n successful revival held last winter, by the
‘present pastors, Brother Lienard and wife, Rev.
Georger Kearn, and others. On Sunday morning,
Jul# .3th, when the conviction had reached high-
tide in power and glory, it was deemed wise to
take immediate action in receiving this congre-
gation of holiness people into the Nazarene church.
towards which the Lienards and some of the lead-
ing church officials had been looking for some time.
Following the adoption of a resolution by the con-
gregation, in which were stated their principal
reasons for sceking admission into our church, I
received sixty-four persons on profession of faith,
to which were added the persons who were not
present at the convention, or who had not fully
decided their church relations, making a charter
membership of eighty.

In the very first public service with this people.
I observed that they are typically Nazarene in their
clean, humble, pleasing appearance, holy joy, and
demonstration, and testimonies which bad no un-
certain sound, and it was with great pleasure that I
received them into our connection. Sister Estella
Reid Leinard, the pastor of this flock, is a strong
personality, with exceptional good educational
gqualifications, being a graduate of the Law De-
partment of the Kansas State University, and
"baving taught music and elocution ir some of our
lending holiness colleges for o number of years
with n good record.

Brother Licnard is an efficient evangelist, of
considerable experience both asg evapgelist and pas-
tor, and because of his call to evangelism in the
field at large he would not nccept the pastorate
with his wife, who will stay “by the stuff” while he
is out on the ,“firing line.”” Both are ordained
elders, and we do not hesitate to say that they
ave helpfal additions to the Nazarene church. I
make mention of another evangelist and useful man
who beenme “one of them™ at the Hastings camp.

Py . . -

Annual Campmeeting,

Pentecostal Church of the Nazarene
Twin. Oaks, Pa., July 30-Aug. 9, 1914

Tocation—Twin Oaks is on the Baltimore and Obhio railroad, sixteen miles from
Philadelphia and nine milea from Wilmington, Del. About seven trains run to and
from Twin Oaks daily. Conveyances will meet trains at station.

Workers—Rev. H. G. Trumbauer, District Superinfendent, in charge; Rev. Preston
Kennedy, of Binghampton, N. Y.; Rev. Charles L. Slater, Missionary to Africa; Rev.
A. J. Dolbow, of Wilmington, Del. All the pastors aud preachers of the District are
specially invited and expected.

Services—Opening service, Thursdany, July 30, at 10:00 a. m.; six services daily—
preaching at 10 a. m., 3 and 7:45 p. m.; missionary meeting, Thursday, August 6th, at
2:80 p. m.; old-fashioned love feast both Sundays, at 9 a. m.

Rates—Tents, 12 x12 feet, with floor, $3.75. Straw provided frece. Bed springs,
60 cents; cots, 35 cents. Mention which are wanted when ordering your tent, which
should not be later than July 15th. Board, per week, for the eleven days
{33 meals), $T; lodging at low rates. Bring bedding if possible.

For further information, address Rev. J. Trumbauer, 3268 North Franklin St., Allen-
“town, Pa.; or, Rev. J. T\ Mtﬁbury. 1917 West Allegheny Ave.,, Philadelpbia, Pa.; or,
Revs. H. G. Trumbauer, H. N. Haas, J. B. Denight, E. C. Krapf.

PRAY AND PLAN FOR A.GREAT MEETING!
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