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Led Thru Tortunus Paths by the Hnseen Presenre
Hid by the Cloudy Pillar.

As surely as God hid the Children of Israel
from the Hosts of Pharaoh by the cloudy pillar,
even so did He hide His servant, Rex Ray, of the
So. Baptist Mission, from the Clinese bandits.
insurmountable mountain passes, raging torrents,
and the constant danger of re-encountering the
bandits were beyond the strength of wmortal man,
but by the side of this lone wmissionary was the
form of one like unto the Son of God, who led
the way to freedom.

] FTER we had been with the ban-
dits nearly three weeks, I became
tired of robber life and desired to
go home. That day about noon
we set out on a march over the
mountains toward the North, but
I wanted to go South, so was
rather stubborn about moving on.
I set my own pace and stopped to gaze over the
beautiful mountains whenever I desired. About
5 p. m. we reached the top of a mountain and
my robber guard pointed out another robber den
in the canyon, a half mile below, and said that
was to be our stopping place. It was about the
ninth we had occupied since we took up bandit
life. Somehow it looked about as attractive to
me as my own coffin would have looked. My
soul refused to go any further, so I sat down
and began to pray to my Lord and Master. I
prayed, “Oh, Lord Jesus, I feel that a great
number are praying for me that I may be set
free, and if it is Thy will that I set out over
these mountains and travel for days without food
in order that Thou mayest answer their prayers,
I am willing and glad to make the journey.”

All the food I had with me was a dried per-
simmon and a handful of burned rice. This
seemed to be a small amount of food for what
I thought would be a four night’s journey. As
I sat there by the side of the trail and prayed
I thought of how Jesus refused to talk to His
persecutors on one occasion, so I refused to
speak another word to my guard who kept urging
me to move on down the trail. I set my eyes
upon him and never took them off till the Lord
answered my prayer.

The rest of the party had gone into a camp
and this one bandit was left to bring me in, As
I sat there and looked at him, I thought of seizing
his rifle and taking him along with me part of
the way, but I said, “Lord, Thou canst handle
this fellow in a better way. Put the fear o
God into his heart and make him go down the

trail and leave me here alone, and Thou shalt
have all the glory.” I continued to gaze at my
guard, and silently prayed on, even though my
guard was throwing the bolt of his gun as
though he was preparing to shoot me if T didn’t
obey his orders. After a bit he began to sing
and glanced at me now and again. 1 saw that
he realized that my eyes were fastened upon him.
He continued to get more restless and I knew
the Lord was working upon him. Just at this
time a man from camp brought me a rain hat,
In a little while a heavy rainstorm came and
drenched me to the skin. As I began to shiver
with the cold I wondered if my guard was going
to get the better of me in this test, but I kept
praying for the Lord to move him away. That
storm passed and then another came. By this
time the Lord had moved my guard some thirtv
yards down the mountain and I felt sure that my
Father in heaven was answering my prayer and
would remove him from my sight. I kept pray-
ing and my guard kept moving on. When he
was about out of rifle range I begged the Lord
to send a cloud to cover up my guard and the
entire camp in the canyon below, so that no one
could see me. In a few seconds the Lord sent
a cloud over the mountain tops, and it floated
down into the valley and buried from my sight
not only my guard but the entire robber band.
When I saw that God had answered prayer and
that now the bandits could not see me, I turned
my face homeward.

It was now about 6 p. m. or later. I ran as
fast as I could for a mile as I wanted to cover
as much ground as was possible before dark.
After T had gone some distance [ realized that
the Lord had led me into a new trail. Just be-
fore dark I came to the head of a deep canyon.
Here the trail played out. Then I walked,
climbed, and slid down the grassy mountain side
into the jungles below. By the time I reached
the bush and trees towards the bottom of the
canyon, it was so dark I could scarcely see. I
was praying every step of the way, begging Jesus

‘to show me the path and guide my footsteps.

Finally I got across the first smaller canyon that
led into the big one. Just as I was crawling out
of the bush at the top of the embankment I dis-
covered that I was within fifteen feet of a house.
Lest I should arouse the natives, I crawled back
into the bush and went around to the front yard
and into the bush on the other side. Later I
got into such a dense jungle of bush, briars,
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bamboo thickets, steep bluffs,
about to wear myself out without getting any-
where.

it was a raging torrent. I had not gone more
than thirty feet when I came into a plain trail.
Out of the depths of my soul I thanked Jesus
and ran down the trail as fast as my feet would
take me, for I was fighting hard to keep ahead
of news of my escape.

Quite often the trail was hard to keep in the
darkness; many times it led through tall grass,
over barren rocks and around on narrow ledges
of rock. At times it led me into cold mountain
streams that tumbled down the canyon. The
difficult part of this was to find where the trail
was on the opposite bank. But we travelled,
Jesus and I. He was very near me all the night
and not once did He leave me.

My plan was to follow the water course re-
gardless of the direction. I knew that in the

end it would lead to either the Foo River or. the -

North River, both of which led south where I
wanted to go. I planned to follow the stream
until it was smooth enough for me to ride a
log or something that would float down stream.
I hoped to do this by night and hide by day
and thought it would take me some four days to
get out of the robber country. But Jesus had
a better plan.

By following the course I knew that some-
where I would have to cross the robber trail
over which Brother Carne and I had already
gone, Far into the night I came to a village
which I recognized as the head robber village,
where the bandit chiefs were then stopping.
This village looked about as encouraging to me
as did the Red Sea and the Egyptians to the
Israelites. If I should try to go around the
village over the mountains I would lose much
precious time and would still be at the very doors
of the robbers. So I felt that Jesus would lead
me through the village as well as around it. I
passed some of the houses and came to a real
test at the most dangerous place, as the trail
led right under the eaves of a house. I said,
“All right, Lord Jesus, Youlead me by in safety,
for T know You can.” 1 passed along within
" two or three feet of the open fromt door, but did
not stop to tell the folks that I was leaving

them. I thanked the Lord when I had passed
the last house. But I was not to be at peace for
long.

1 crossed a small stream and was rounding a
hill when I saw lights in the village behind me

etc.,, that I was -

Hence I decided to turn back a short
distance and hit the water course even though

and a number of robber torches on the trail
some thirty or forty yards just ahead of me. I
thought they must have heard of my escape and
were setting-out to hunt me. I did not faint
nor did I sit down to weep over hard times, buc
T decided on the spot to hit the trail in some other
direction. So 1 turned and fled back up the
gorge on another trail that Brother Carne and I
had travelled over when we left the village the
previous visit we had made there. I now called
upon Jesus as never before in my life, “Lord
Jesus, save me, or the bandits will surely get me.”
I don’t know but I feel I was more in earnest
about it than Peter was when he found himself
wading in the deep sea.

The trail soon led up a slippery, wet, clay
mountain. Sometimes I was on my feet, then on
my knees, and other times when my feet and
knees were from under me, my hands were dig-
ging into the mud and grass. Finally the Lord
got me up that place and how I did thank Him
when I saw the robber torches still at the bottom.
The other side of the mountain was just as slip-
pery as the one I had just ascended, and I went
down the trail “in high.” Sometimes I was up
and sometimes I was down, but I was going fast
and that was all T wanted. Once more I came
back to my water course which by this time was
so deep and swift that T could hardly cross it.
1 now reached the farm villages along the valley.
In order to get around the villages I had to wade
and bog through many rice fields. Many times
I had to go into such dark places that I could
not see a hand before me. FEach time that I
started into one of those dark places, or holes,
this message from God’s Word always came to
me and kept my soul calm, “Yea though I walk
through the valley of the shadow of death, I
will fear no evil, for Thou art with me. Thy
rod and Thy staff, they comfort me.’

Whenever the ground was smooth enough I
continued to run and only halted long enough
to dip up a few handfuls of water as I crossed
the streams. A little while before day I came
out to a big sandbar covered with bushes, along
a stream of water. I could not see how wide
the stream was on account of the darkness, and
neither could I find anything that looked like a
trail. So, not being able to make any progress,
I felt that my Master wanted me to stop and
rest my engine for a while. I had been on the
march since about noon of the day before, and
during the past ten hours I had been either walk-

. ing fast or running continuously.

~ About three o’clock in the morning, while on
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the go, I ate my dried persimmon and a few bites
of my burned rice. Here on the sandbar I bent
down a little bush and used it for a bed. The
heavy rains and dripping trees had kept my
clothes soaking wet. So when I lay down it was
not long before I was quite cool. I hugged my
wet clothes to me and took deep breaths of air to
get warm. As I rested there on the bush and
watched the lightning bugs, T saw one a few
feet away that didn’t go out. But I soon realized
it was not a bug, for just then I heard voices, and
felt that I was being overtaken by robbers. Just
then a :man and woman walked within two or
three feet of me, but never saw me as my clothes
were about the same color as the sand. After
they passed by, I quickly arose and followed
them a little way to find out if they were looking
for me or not. And, too, I wanted to see to
it that no one should get so close to me again.

As soon as it was light enough to see a little, I
crossed this new stream and hit the trail again.
It led along the bank of the main stream which
had grown almost to be a river. Soon the trail
left the river and led over the mountain. Here
I came back to my big stream again at a ferry.
I soon aroused the ferryman and rested in his
boat as he rowed me across.

You remember how the Lord led me to keep
sixty cents when the bandits captured us. I had
given twenty cents of this to buy a stamp and
some extra food. Now I gave twenty cents to

the ferryman who took me across. About 7 a. m.
I arrived at the ferry on the Foo River at Chiu
Ping. Hiring the second ferryman to row me
across this final river, I gave him the last twenty
cents and stepped off his boat on to the big
motor boat that took me safely to my “Home,
Sweet Home” in Woochow. So the Lord had
provided all the finances that were needed, which
He always does if we trust Him.

I afterward learned that the first river I
crossed on the ferry was the only place where
it was possible to have gotten through to Chiu
Ping. The crossing of this river was almost
like the Red Sea experience, since it was only
about thirty minutes after I crossed until the
robbers came there to intercept me, but they were
too late. The Lord did not drown them in the
river, but had they followed me any further, the
Chiu Ping soldiers would have put them to
death. So the bandits dared not follow me any
longer.

In this experience we see how the Lord Jesus
delivered His unworthy servant from the hands
of the enemy. The fact that He led me over
those wild, rugged mountains, through jungles
and streams, in an unknown country, and that
during a cloudy night at a faster speed than the
bandits could travel their own familiar trails, is
to me one of the miracles which our Lord Jesus
is working in the present times. Praise His name
now and forever!

Wiving PYou Bie: Bying PYou Live
Have You Applied the Full Merits of His Shed Blood?
Pastor Phillip Wittich in the Stone Church, Nov. 23, 1924

MEN, Amen, I say unto you, Ex-
cept a corn of wheat fall into the
earth and die it abideth by itself
alone, If it die, it beareth much
fruit. He that loveth his life
loseth it, but he that hateth his life
in this world shall keep it unto
life eternal. If any man serve
Me, let him follow Me, that where I am there
shall also my servant be. If any man serve Me,
him will the Father honor.”—John 12:24, 25.

“Amen, Amen.” Never does the Lord use the
word “Amen” unless He wishes to draw special
attention to the words He is speaking, Some-
times He uses the word “Amen” just once, but
when He repeats it He wishes to put special em-
phasis on that which follows. Why does the
Lord Jesus use the word “Amen”? Our English
Bible uses the word “Verily,” but it is a very
poor transglation. The word “Amen” in the

LA AT}

Hebrew language means ‘‘support,” “strength.”
The Lord is called the “Amen and Faithful Wit-
ness.” He is the Strength and Support of His
Father’s Word, and He is also the Strength and
Support of faith in the believer. Without the
Lord Jesus and His mighty support, no man can
believe; without His mighty support, no man
can be saved. Jesus is our “Amen.”

There is a Latin proverb, “Mors janus vitae,”
“Death is the door unto life.” It is a Divine
principle taught also in nature. The mighty oak
which spreads forth its branches has received its
life by the death of the acorn. The beautiful
butterfly that emerges from the chrysalis, emerges
because of the death of the worm in it.

Our Lord Jesus died. He bowed His sacred
Head after giving forth that mighty cry, “My
God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken Me?”
His visage was marred, His limbs were distorted
because of the final pains and death struggles.
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Jesus died. No one present at the death of Jesus
needed a death certificate. The centurion asked
one of the soldiers, “Is He dead?” “Aye,” came
the reply. “I have just come from the center
cross and I ran my spear into that Man’s heart
and there was no response, no beating of the
pulse.” The Pharisees whispered to one another
in devilish glee, “The Man of Nazareth is dead
at last and we have rest” A few of His dis-
ciples come to the cross and lower that sacred
body, and as they touch that cold, lifeless form
of the Master, they whisper one to another with
tears in their eyes, “Alas, we thought that He
should redeem Israel, but He is dead.”

“Dead?’ you say. “Dead?” Then why is
there such a commotion about the Man who died
twenty centuries ago? Why is it that thru all
these centuries men have found peace and pardon
and life from a dead man? Why is it that still
there are a multitude of sufferers who receive
healing thru the wounds of a dead man? Why
is it that from the time that He closed His eyes
to this very hour, millions love this dead Man?
And why again is it that millions hate. One whom
they have never seen who has died two thousand
years ago?

Let me quote to you a few words from the
mouth of Napoleon spoken on the lonely island
of St. Helena: “You tell of Casar! You tell
of Alexander, and of their conquests, the en-
thusiasm which they kindled in the hearts of their
soldiers, but think of the conquests of this dead
Man! Can you conceive of Cesar as the eternal
emperor of the Roman Senate, and from the
depths of his tomb gathering the Empire, watch-
ing over the destinies of Rome? Vet here is a
Man who for eighteen centuries has protected
the church from the storms which have threatened
to engulf her.”

Why this death of Christ? Because the eternal
life of the Son'of God indwelling the mortal
body of the Son of Man would have remained
within Him if God in some way had not made
provision that the life within this God-man, Jesus
Christ, could flow from His body so that we who
were sitting in the shadow of death should receive
life eternal. If our Lord Jesus Christ would
have chosen to rise from the Mount of Trans-
figuration in the presence of Peter, James and
John as they beheld the\glory of the Son of God
which penetrated the form and the clothing of
the Son of Man, He would have been the lonely
corn of wheat that “abideth by itself”” The Son
of God would have taken the Son of Man to the

presence of His TFather, but the Son of Man
would have had no seed. He would have re-
mained alone, and there would not have been
any chance for us ever to get to heaven.

“Amen, Amen, I say unto you, Except a corn
of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth
by itself: but if it die it beareth much fruit.”
Christ was sent into this world to destroy the
works of the devil, and to this end He had to carry
out in His own body that which our first parent,
Adam, had received into his body, and which by
progeneration was transmitted to our bodies,
namely, sin, '

Again I ask the question, Why this death of
our Lord Jesus Christ? The body of our Lord
Jesus Christ while it was mortal, that is, subject
to death, could not have died had sin not been
put upon it. It was only possible as He identified
Himself with our sinful human race. He took
upon Himself not only the guilt of our sins but
also that nature which we inherited; therefore
He had of necessity to lay down His life.

Again I ask the question, Why the death of
Christ? His body indwelt and diffused by His
soul thru the means of His blood had first to be
removed before the wonderful life of the Son
of God could ever come forth. The blood of
Jesus never has and never will deliver a sinner
from the power of his sinful nature, but it will
wash away the sins he has committed. I Jno.
1:7. It will indeed heal the sicknesses of the
body, Matt. 8:16, 17; it will protect the believer

-against the onslaught of the devil, Ex. 12:13; it

is a means of overcoming the evil one, Rev. 12:11;
but the blood tself could have never delivered us
from the power of our sinful nature. However,
the shedding of Christ’s blood did it. When
Jesus gave up His blood, His body died and it
is thru the death of. the body of Jesus, by virtue
of the loss of His blood that we have been deliv-
ered from our sinful nature. Therefore the
Scriptures distinguish between the effects of the
blood of the Savior and the effects of His death.
Rom. 6:6-11. The tenth verse of this chapter
reads, “For in that He died, He died unto sin
once: but in that He liveth, He liveth unto God.”
The blood of Christ cleanses, heals, and gives us
eternal life. Jesus says, “He that eateth My
flesh and drinketh My blood hath eternal life,
and I will raise him up at the last day.” Jno. 5:54.
Christ’s blood itself cannot deliver us from our
old nature, but I repeat and emphasize that the
loss of that blood cawsing the death of His body
has accomplished it.

-
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When the life-blood of our Lord Jesus Christ
poured out of His five wounds, His body became
dead, and sin, which on Calvary was laid by the
Father on that body, was carried away thrn
death. Sin had no power over Christ’s dead but
sinless body.

Thus we see in the Scriptures the wonderful
plan of God to take out of the human race not
only the sins which each individual has committed,
but that old, sinful nature. In order to die Jesus
had to offer His soul, which is His blood. He
had to offer it as a ransom for you and me; He
had to lose that soul of His! Tell me what is
dearer to you than your own soul? In the
natural the soul of Jesus was just as dear to
Him as our souls are to us, but in His great love
for sinners He poured it out. He disregarded it
in order to give us life. “When His soul hath
brought the trespass offering, then shall He see
His seed.” Isa. 53:10. He sacrificed His life
in death to save you and me from hell. That is
real love!

Under the law with its ten-fold lash,
Learning, alas, how true
That the more I tried, the sooner I died,

While the law cried:
You! You! You!

Hopelessly still did the battle rage,
“O wretched man,” my cry,
And deliverance I sought by some penance bought,
\Ii\l/hi}e M}r SOUL cried:
1 It

Then came a day when my struggling ceased,

And trembling in every limb,

At the foot of the tree where One died for me,
I sobbed out:

Him! Him! Him!

Therefore we see, beloved, why Christ calls
himself “the Corn of wheat.” Our Lord had a
human personality sustained in His blood, and
with this personality was inseparably united the
life of the Son of God. In order that this divine-
human life might be ours, He had to pour out
His precious life-blood.

Now let us consider the application of our text
to ourselves. Christ says that if we love our
soul in this life we shall lose it, and if we hate our
soul in this world, we shall keep it unto life
eternal. As Christ, so we—we have a human
life, a human soul, but differing from His be-
cause of indwelling sin. Our natural soul is con-
trolled and dominated by sin; the natural man is
not himself, and even after a man is saved and
born again he is still under the control and
dominion of sin until by the grace of God he
sees his deliverance thru the death of Christ.
Our English Bible says we should hate our life.

MARcH, 1925

This is very confusing because it is not the proper
translation of the word used here in the Greek.
The word “life” is rendered in the New Testa-
ment Greek by three names. One is “bios,”
which simply means an existence, such as the
existence of man, animal or plant. That is not
the word used in our text. The Lord doesn’t say
we should hate our existence. The second word
is “psyche,” from which we get the word
“psychical,” soulish. ‘This is the word used in
our text. If we love our “soul” in this world
we shall lose it. Why shall we hate our soul?
Because the soul of the natural man is controlled
by sin. When we love our own soul we love sin
which controls our soul. Therefore Jesus says,
“He that hateth his soul shall keep it until “zoay
aionios,” that is, life eternal. You must lose
your sinful soul, your sinful nature controlling
your personal soul or self in order to get some-
thing far better, life eternal, which the Son of
Man alone can give you. Whenever this expres-
sion zoay aionios is used, it always refers to life
eternal, life in action. The Lord Jesus tells us
our soul is dominated by sin, and if we want
eternal life we must learn to hate our sinful soul.
You say, “Hate myself?” VYes, that sinful self
which controls your personal self.

Again our Master says, “He that loveth his
soul loseth it, and he that hateth his soul in this
world shall keep it unto life eternal.” You ask,
“Must I hate myself 7’ Not_your existence, oh
no! But that nature of yours that is controlled
by another nature, the sinful nature that comes
from the evil one. Only as we hate it, will God
show us that He has provided a means of deliver-
ance from the thing we hate. God will never
take that evil nature out of you unless you see
it to be the very controlling principle in your
life and a hindrance to your own personality.
This sinful nature of yours will always be a
stumbling block to you and a hindrance to your
getting God’s best, which is a life free from the
power of sin and controlled by the Holy Spirit.
Rom. 8:1-2.

Why are we here? Why do we worship God?
Why do we pray in the Name of Jesus? Be-
cause we want God, for God is life eternal.

The hull of a grain of wheat is hard. The
natural, soulish man has become hard toward
God thru sin and the practice of sin. How long
did it take the Lord to get you down on yout
knees and to cry out for pardon from sin? Look
back over your life and answer that question
silently in your own heart. How many years
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has the Lord been wooing you until that hard
‘shell became broken and you cried, “Take me
as I am”? The new life you received is the life
from above. “Amen, I say unto you. Unless a
man be born ‘from above’ he.cannot enter the
kingdom of God.” Jno. 3:3-5. That precious
divine life is at first enclosed in the new-born. or
regenerated believer by the hard shell of the self-
life; therefore in order to lose the self-life he
must yield to the Holy Ghost. Just as the corn
when it is put into the ground could never burst
forth unless the rain from above would soak it,
so the divine seed in our hearts will not burst
forth from the hard shell of the self-life unless
watered by the Holy Ghost. Do not claim to be
caught away with the Lord, no matter who you
are, unless you are willing to go thru this process,
for self will never be translated.

“Amen, Amen, I say unto you. Unless a corn
of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth
alone.” So do not be content becauseé you have
received the new birth. That is but the start in
the Christian life, just as the birth in the natural
is only the start of a human life on earth., After
you have the new birth let the Holy Ghost nurse
this new life in you and slay the old life. Do
not look back to your experience and say, “I
have salvation,” “I have the baptism of the Holy
Ghost,” just as if there was no more for you to
attain. Open the avenues of your heart and let
the Holy Ghost permeate and saturate you that
the life of Christ may come forth and put to
death the old self life.

There is a time in the growth of a grain of
wheat when the hull or shell will just lay down
flat on the ground and pass away, and then the
new. life, which alone has germinating power,
will spring up and ripen into a precious ear, pro-
ducing many life-bearing grains. The Lord
speaks first of the germ seed, then of the blade
and then of the full ear. But that outward self,
that sinful soul, that sin-controlled nature has
to be laid down. What is your part in this
process? You have to say ‘“YEs” to every process
of God to bring you.to this place of deliverance!
I believe we pray too much for deliverances from
tests and trials. God did not deliver the three
young men from the fiery furnace, but He kept
them in it until they lost the cords that bound
them. You say, “I do not know why God leads
me such a thorny path? Has God forgotten
me?”’ No, the very fact that you are going a
thorny path shows that God loves you. He has
very many processes to make you say, inwardly,

“Yes, God, I do not care how dear the thing is
that I have to lose, and how much I dote upon
it, I want to be stripped of anything and every-
thing that stands between You and me!” You
say, “That is very strong language.” It is, be-
loved, but listen to what the Lord says in Luke
13:24, “Strive” What does it mean to strive?
The Greek says to “agonize,” to contend, to exert
yourself. Jesus does not simply say, “Walk
thou,” but “Strive to emter in by the narrow
gate, for many, I say unto you, shall seek to enter
therein and shall not be able.” Paul in Heb.
4:1 says, “Let us therefore fear lest happily a
promise being left of entering into that rest
anyone should come short of it,” and in the 11th
verse he says, “Let us therefore give diligence
to enter into that rest.” Out of the mouth of

. Jesus we are told to “‘strive” and out of the

mouth of Paul to “fear” lest we miss that narrow
gate. And then we are exhorted to “give dili-
gence,” apply our whole being to this one thing
that we enter into that narrow gate, and leave
behind all the shell and the hull of the self-life.
“Only the Christ life will go thru that narrow
gate!”

I know this message is very unpopular, but
our Lord Jesus was very unpopular when He
spoke along this line. He had plenty of followers
when He fed the five thousand and healed the
sick, but when He said that we must strive tn
enter into the narrow gate and learn to slay the
self-life, most of His disciples turned back and
followed no more. Mark my word, Pentecost
will see a great separation and sifting. Watch
yourself to see which way you will be sifted.
You and I have to meet the requirements of the
Lord Jesus Christ or we will be burned up as
chaff.

It means something to be born again; it means
something to have the Holy Ghost watering that
new life. -Woe unto us if we allow that new life
to die because we hang on to the old life! The
old life, the self-life has to die that the new life,
the Christ life, started with the new birth, nursed
by the Holy Ghost, may grow to maturity. Just
as Christ matured into a full grain, so must you
and I, if we want to be Christ’s at His appearing.

In closing I wish to read out of Matt. 13, be-
ginning at verse 36. The other parables in this
chapter the disciples understood, but the parable
of the.tares was a mystery to them. The Lord
said, “He that soweth the good seed is the Son
of Man and the field is the world, and the good
seed” many say, that is the Word of God, but
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Jesus does not say that. He says, “The good
seed are the sons of the Kingdom, but the tares
are the sons of the evil one.” Vs. 38. The Lord
Jesus says, “The field is the world.” You and
I are in the world. If we want to be the “sons
of God” we must be the seed that is sown in this
world to die to our sinful nature, We are not
to wait until physical death overtakes us. Then
it is too late. If we want to be sons of the king-
dom, in other words if we want to bear fruit in
the coming age, and have part in the glorious
reign that will extend over a thousand years when
Jesus comes back, we must be like the corn of
wheat and die here. The dying process is hard
because the old self-life doesn’'t want to loosen
its hold.

Finally the corn of wheat never sprouts on
the surface. It always sprouts under the ground;
the sons of the kingdom are always out of sight.
This is quite different from many Christians
even in Pentecost, both on the platform and in
the pew. Sad to say, they want to be seen, they
want to be heard, they want to be noticed. If

you would be like the corn of wheat, ask God
to put you out of sight, that people will not say
of you, “wonderful man,” “wonderful woman,”

“wonderful preacher,” “wonderful worker.”
Hide away! Get out of sight! Let Christ be
seen !

“Lift up Thy bleeding hand, O Lordq,
Unseal Thy cleansing tide, .

We have no shelter from our sin
But in Thy wounded side.”

(Message in tongues, interpreted)

Blessed are those that hear My words and
receive them in a pure and undefiled and sancti-
fied heart, they shall bear fruit, fruit unto life,
fruit unto heaven, fruit unto Me. T shall honor
such and My Father shall honor such, and My
Father and I shall come and dwell in such, and
they shall be hidden away in Me and with Me in
God. I am He that searcheth the hearts and
reins of my people. I am not searching the
world. Tt will be searched by Me at My Second
Coming. I am searching My people. Ye are My
people. T am purifying my own. I want you to
be free from that sinful self that you have in-
herited, just as I gave up My holy self thru My

death.

Croumed with Glory and Honor—when the Curse Is Lifted

Depth in Science Increases Faith in the Bible.
Sermon by Wm. T. MacArthur in Chicago

attention to an expression in the
Eighth Psalm which has been car-
ried over into the Epistle to the
Hebrews. :

“What is man, that Thou art
mindful of him? and the son of
. man that Thou visitest him? For
Thou hast made him a little lower than God (R,
V.) and hast crowned him with glory and honor.
Thou madest him to have dominion over the
works of Thy hands; Thou hast put all things
under his feet: all sheep and oxen, yea and the
beasts of the field ; the birds of the heavens and
the fish of the sea, and whatsoever passeth
through the paths of the seas. O Jehovah our
Lord, how excellent is Thy name in all the
earth.”

I trust you will note what wonderful things
are said of “man” and the “Son of Man.” The
first chapter of Genesis is tremendous with the
word “God.” If you have not done it, I wish
yott would mark in the first chapter every time
that the word “God” appears. You will see that
God is in the beginning and God is in the ending.
In the 26th verse we read, “And God said, Let
us make man in our image, after our likeness:

and let them have dotminion over the fish of the
sea, and over the birds of heaven, and over the
cattle, and over all the earth, and over every
creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth, etc.”

Now it is this matter of dominion 1 wish you
to notice, the absolute dominion that God gave
to man whom He created in His own image. I
ought scarcely to stop and refer to the blas-
phemous teaching that prevails in our schools and
in most of the pulpits of today; that is the theory
of evolution. You know it. I remember my
little girl coming home from High School and
saying, “Papa, the teacher told us this morning
there never was an Adam or an Eve, but they
were protoplasm, etc.” 1 do not know exactly
what that is, a lump of jelly, T believe, that pro-
duces a tail and becomes a polliwog. The theory
is that it got an eye by lying on one side and
letting the sun make it. It must have lain twenty
years on one side and then twenty more on the
other side. I never could understand why it did
not lose the first eye it had while it was getting
the second, nor how the polliwog became a fish,
a fish a monkey, and a monkey a man. These
are the unbelievable theories that have gotten
into our schools and churches. I have watched
polliwogs in a glass jar and have seen them
8
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grow legs, but I never saw one turn to 2 fish,
which they say this particular polliwog did.
Then the fish, in some manner I cannot attempt
to explain, jumped out of the water, got legs
and became a monkey. It swung by its tail until
the tail came off, and then it was a man. That
is the theory. I presume this man became a col-
lege professor. This is the teaching you tax-
payers are paying for. I was rather stirred up
when my daughter told me this and I thought
I would go to the principal and tell him that this
young lady had better teach what is in the course
and leave theology to me. But the Vice Prin-
cipal, one of the most charming gentlemen I
ever knew, lived next door to me, and I thought
I would go out and speak to him while he was
mowing his lawn. After I voiced my objections
he said, “Doctor MacArthur, you do not take
the Book of Genesis to be literally true, do you?”
He was the biggest man in the biggest church
of the biggest Protestant denomination on the
American continent, and I thought if he did not
believe in the Book of Genesis there would be
no. use in protesting to the Principal. They
would give us to understand that all the brains
would be found in perdition in the next age; that
nobody but half-wits helieved the Bible.

They make the plea.that “scholarship” agrees
with this polliwog theory, but that is not true.
There are just as great minds and great scholars
who believe the Word of God as those who dis-
believe, and God has permitted me to meet some
of them. A few years ago it was my privilege to
meet Professor Aughy, who had been employed
by the United States as Geologist, a personal
friend of Abraham Lincoln. I said to him:
“Prof. Aughy, what effect has your life-long
study of the subject of geology had upon your
faith in the Bible?” The old man, trembling
with age, said to me in most pathetic tones, “It
has greatly increased my faith in the divine
record.”

Last summer it was my privilege to be enter-
tained in the home of the President of the New
York Microscopic Society, a branch of the
Academy of Arts. He had been elected eight
times to the Presidency of that Society and, was
a man noted for his intellectuality and experience.
His great microscope, made in Germany, mag-
nifies 2,500 times. He took great pains with me
and showed me many wonderful specimens.
Then he asked me if there were any insects in
which I was particularly interested. I told him
there were two, the mosquito, and another that

I will not mention. He said he had specimens
of both but it was not possible to see a whole
mosquito magnified 2,500 times, so he let me
see an eye. To my amazement I found that the
mosquito had just 500 eyes on each side of his
head. The professor proved that to me by mov-
ing his hand under the glass. I could then see
500 eyes and in them 500 hands moving simul-
taneously. No wonder he finds me in the dark.

“Now,” said the Professor, “we will look at
his proboscis.” “I thought that thing he carried
in front of his head was a sort of tube.” ‘“No,”
he said, ““it is a kit of tools.” There was a lance
in there, a pair of hack-saws he used to enlarge
the slit; there was a tube used to inject acid from
a sack which he carried in the back of his head,
which acid was used to keep the blood in solu-
tion so that he would not strangle while drinking
it. I said to him, “Will you tell me one thing?
How do these mosquitoes live when there is not
one in a billion of them ever gets a full meal?
They all need food.” “Mosquitoes were never
intended to drink blood,” said he. “These tools
were given them to enable them to suck the juices
from the vegetation in the bogs where they are
hatched.” ‘““Then why do they want to suck the
juice out of me?”’ I asked. “Why, that is the
evidence that the third chapter of Genesis is
true.” When man fell the whole creation fell
with him; the devil got possession of man and
everything else, mosquitoes included, and that is
why they have perverted appetites, like all carn-
ivorous creation.

Now I come to my main thought. My text
says, “Thou madest him to have dominion over
the works of Thy hands”—absolute dominion
over the “beasts of the field, the fowl of the air,
the fish of the sea and all that passeth through
the paths of the sea.” What does it mean to
have dominion, absolute authority? When God
created man in His own image and gave him
absolute dominion over His creation, he had the
authority to go to the ocean-side and command
the fish and they must obey; he could call to the
beautiful birds and they would come and report
to him. “Oh,” you say, “he has absolute domin-
ion now.” Well, he can set traps for them and
shoot them; he can put bomb lances into the
leviathan, but he cannot command him.

I remember being on a farm in Kansas and
a mule-driver said, “Stand away from the head
of that mule, he will kick your brains out.” I
said, ““You mean he will strike me with his front
foot? He cannot kick me here at his head.”
“Stand away from him or you will find out,”
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he said. I moved. He could have the whole
state of Kansas for all T cared. I would not
have any argument with him, though I had al-
ways been told to go behind a street-car and in
front of a2 mule. I simply tell this to show how
absolutely man has lost his job.

Then why does the Psalmist three thousand
years after the Fall write in this Eighth Psalm,
“Thou makest him to have dominion over the
works of Thy hands; Thou hast put all things
under his feet, etc.” Why does he say that when

he very well knows that the glory has gone? The .

Shekinah glory that-enveloped Adam and Eve
before they sinned had disappeared. Why does
he say that? The Psalmist was making no mis-
take. He was speaking of the incamation;
looking ahead to the time when the seed of the
woman should bruise the head of the serpent,
when the Son of Man would come.

I want you to notice this expression, “man and
the Son of Man.” I had always regarded these
as the same person, “man and the Son of Man,”
hut they are two individuals: the first Adam,
and the second or last Adam, as He is called in
tne Scripture. It is Adam and his son, Jesus
Christ. Why should Jesus always refer to Him-
self as the Son of Man? The priests and the
Pharisees asked Him, ‘“Who is this Son of
Man?” He came to seek and to save that which
was lost, and also to vindicate the truth of God’s
Word. I suppose the devil was laughing at the
Psalmist when he wrote this Eighth Psalm,
which speaks about dominion and “putting all
things under man’s feet.” ‘“Why,” says the
devil, “there is not a mosquito that I am not
inspiring. I am indwelling every living thing.
I am making one bird kill another; I am causing
one animal to devour another animal.” The
devil knew all this and yet he heard them sing-
ing in the assembly of God’s people, “Thou hast
crowned him with glory and honor and set him
over the works of Thy hands. Thou hast put
all things. under his feet.”

But the Psalmist sang on, for he sang by in-
spiration, and with a prophet’s ken he could see

what Job saw, when he said, “I know that my.

Redeemer liveth, and that He shall stand at the
latter day upon the earth”; and what  the
Prophet Isaiah also saw when he said, “A virgin
shall be with child, and bear a son, and shall
call His name Immanuel (God with us).” He
will deliver us from this bondage of sin and
domination of Satan. And so in the fullness of
time the Son of God appeared, and we read in
the second chapter of Hebrews, “We see not yet

all things put under him, but we see Jesus, who
was made a little lower than the angels, crowned
with glory and honor; that He, by the grace of
God, should taste death for every man.”

That was the first thing that Jesus must do, if
He was to restore that which was lost. He must
first become a son of Adam, born without any
human father, it is true, but born of a human
being just the same. He must come into the
family of God; must become a member of the
human race in order to vindicate the truth of
God’s Word; in order to defeat the devil and
make a laughing stock of him, or as the Apostle
says, “made a show of him openly,” We do not
yet see all things put under Him, but we see the
mighty work begun. We find Jesus said of Him-
self, “The Son of Man must suffer, must be
crucified, raised from the dead.” You will find
the whole plan of salvation in that phrase “the -
Son of Man.” I agree with what J. Campbell
Morgan teaches in his book, “The Crisis of the
Church.” He said he believed Satan would
rather not have met the Lord in the wilderness.
He would rather have been excused from that.
It is true that Jesus was here in His humiliation,
here in His human limitations; He was among
the wild beasts that would have devoured Him
had not the angels ministered to Him just as
they ministered to Daniel in the lions’ den. He
said, “My God hath sent His angel, and hath
shut the lions’ mouths,”—gave them all lock-jaw.
I have always been sorry for those lions when I
thought how uncomfortable they must have been
in their hunger. I suppose the same thing oc-
curred in the wilderness when Jesus was with
the wild beasts. He had stooped so low, become
so humiliated, had emptied Himself so completely
of the attributes of Diety that when His own
creatures came in the Garden of Gethsemane to
arrest Him, He was helpless in their hands,
though He might have asked ‘His Father and
He would have given Him more than twelve
legions of angels. But when questioned by the
High Priest He said, “Henceforth ye shall see
the Son of Man sitting at the right hand of
power and coming in the clouds of heaven.”
Then the truth of my text will be demonstrated
before the whole world, before men and devils,
and the four and twenty elders will cast their
crowns before Him and say, “Worthy art Thou
our Lord and our God, to receive the glory and
the honor and the power.” '

Now there is just one thought in closing:
Every person in this world is trusting for salva-
tion either in ‘“man” or “the Son of Man.”

10



MarcH, 1925

The Luller Rain ﬁﬁangml

Every person is looking for his help in this life
and in the life to come, from one or the other.
Every heathen, every Catholic, every Protestant,
is depending for salvation either upon the work
of man or the work of the Son of Man. Do you
see what an utterly helpless position they are in
‘who «trust in man? What does the Prophet
Jeremiah say? “Cursed be the man that trusteth
in man, and maketh flesh his arm, and whose
heart departeth from Jehovah. For he shall be
like the heath in the desert, and shall not see
when good cometh ; but shall inhabit the .parched
places in the wilderness, in a salt land and not
inhabited. But blessed is the man that trusteth
in Jehovah, or the Son of Man, and whose trust
Jehovah is. For he shall be as a tree planted
by the waters, and that .spreadeth out her roots
by the river, and shall not see when heat cometh,
but her leaf shall be green; and shall not be
careful in the year of drought, neither shall cease
from yielding fruit.”

Hign s in the Heanens
£6 ND great signs shall there be from
heaven.” The following item was pub-
lished in a Calcutta newspaper, The New
Empire, on Dec. 30, 1924, under the caption,
“Advent of the Lord,” “The Coming Christ.”
A Kottayam correspondent writes: “The fol-
lowing event was seen in the sky a few days
ago. It will rouse the interest of the whole Chris-
tian world, and attract the attention of a still
larger number of readers. It is wonderful and
sensational, but it may seem incredible. The wit-
ness consisted of some simple folk in several
villages of Central Travancore. We have, now
in our midst, the followers of certain religious
sects ¢rom America and elsewhere, who in pro-
claiming the advent of the Lord Jesus Christ
do not hesitate to fix the date of which ‘knoweth
no man, no, not the angels of heaven, but my
Father only.” So I had first to make myself sure
that the ‘vision’ was a reality, and not an illusion,
before publicity was given to it. It was on Sun-
day and the time about 3 o’clock in the afternoon.
The sky was clear, but for some cirrus clouds
here and here. Now one such cloud hid the sun
from view. A halo then appeared 'round it. It
was exceedingly resplendent. Soon a Divine
Person, shining as the sun, became visible there.
He had with Him a number of followers. The
leader turned and beckoned something to them.
The ‘vision’ lasted about a quarter of an hour,
and then disappeared from view.
“Several people in different villages had the
privilege of witnessing this ‘vision.” They swear

to the reality of it. It appeared close to them,
not higher than a few hundred yards. They
could distinctly see but not hear these heavenly
persons. They counted the followers. There
were 32 of them. A Pariah who saw this ex-
claimed, ‘Here comes the God of the Christians.’
A few Mohammedans at another place on seeing
the heavenly host, cried out, ‘Oh, Allah! We
pray you not to come now. We are not pre-
pared.” The Christians who beheld this ‘sign in
the sun,’ sincerely believe that it portends the
near advent of their Lord. No one need, how-
ever, be skeptical of this event; it has really
taken place.”
* ok ok

The Lord is continually keeping before us His
Coming, even though some are becoming indif-
ferent to this great subject. After the great
earthquake in Japan (Sept. 1, 1924) there were
minor quakes which occurred every fifteen min-
utes, at which times the people ran out of their
houses to avoid being crushed under them
should they collapse. The night of Sept. 1st,
everybody remained outside during the entire
night. Miss Jessie Wengler, living in the city of
Hachioji, spent the night in the open air. She
saw the sky ablaze with light from the city of
Tokio, and felt that something terrible had hap-
pened although all communication from outside
cities was cut off. '

As she sat there looking up into the sky,
thinking it might be the time of the end, she
saw in the cloud a cherubim and in his hand was
a vial which he was pouring out upon the earth.
Then the scene changed and she saw the Lord
Jesus pleading for the people, a look of inde-
scribable agony upon His face. After she heard
of what had happened the Scriptures came to
her of the vials of wrath being poured out upon
the earth.

x %

The Pentecostal Assembly at Sioux City, Ia,, are
wanting an evangelist to conduct a series of meetings.
They have an assembly hall seating about two hun-
dred. Anyone feeling led of God to go, please write
to the Sec’y, Elva M. Crockett, 3726 7th Ave., Sioux

City, Iowa.
* * *

The special meetings of Sunnyside Chapel, this
city, by Evangelist Charles A. Shreve, of Wash-
ington, D. C., have been postponed. They will be
held from March 222‘d to*Apri}‘ Sth.

“So He Made It Again” is the title of a very
artistic booklet by F. A. Graves, the song writer.
This booklet contains the miraculous healings of Mr.
and Mrs. Graves, and a number of his best songs.
Price, 50 cts. Send order to F. A. Graves, 2812
Enoch Ave., Zion, Il '
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Nntes

Chree Days
OON on a Roman road
By weary prisoners trod!

Bowed to the earth a fainting form,
The Son of God.

Night, and a naked cross
Lifted against the sky,

On whose stark arms the Son of God
Lay down to die!

Dawn by an empty tomb!
He who is strong to save,

The Son of God, hath conquered death
And rent the grave! I. B. M.

- Gud in nur Midst

ROM the very day that Brother Wittich ac-
F cepted the pastorate of The Stone Church, the
one cry of his heart has been for a revival in our
midst. Not a meeting closes without an urgent
appeal to all present to pray for a revival. It is
uppermost in his mind and heart, and long into
the night he is pleading with God for an outpour-
ing of the Holy Spirit in our midst, and God is
giving it. But it has come in a different way than
the majority of revivals. There has been no great
campaign launched with extensive advertising
and special speakers. Not that we would cast
any reflection on “campaigns,” but from observa-
tion we gather that churches and assemblies are
apt to think they cannot have a revival unless
they get a special speaker and launch a big cam-
paign. And it is often the case that they lean
upon these things instead of on God, and the
results are disappointing and disheartening.
There are no objections to special speakers if

God is in it, but if it is the result of man’s plan-
ning, it spells failure as far as spiritual results
are concerned.

“'We have been having a steady rain,” said the
pastor, “and I consider it one of the best revivals
we can have.” There is no dropping off of inter-
est or attendance as is the case after special Series
of meetings. God has done the advertising. IHe
has brought into our midst those who were hungry
for God; He has brought the afflicted and healed
them. “If the Lord can heal others, He can heal
me,” said a woman who came into the meeting
for the first time, and it was even as she believed.

God has led us as a congregation to pray defi-
nitely for the sick and afflicted; also for the un-
saved. “Do you always pray for the sick like
this ? * asked one who was a little restless to hear
the sermon, ‘“ Yes,” was the reply. “ Some of
us do not do much for the Lord, and if we can
spend a little time praying for the sick and the
unsaved, we consider it a precious ministry.” Tt
keeps us who are saved from stagnating by pour-
ing out our hearts for “others.” Our faith grows
as we use it. Letters like the following are of
frequent occurrence: “Sometime ago I sent in a
request for prayer for a man who was dying. His
blood was drying up. God has healed him and he
says he feels well. He is sitting up and expects
soon to be walking.” Then she asks for prayer
for another who heard of his healing, and so the
circle widens as healed lives touch others who
are afflicted.

A woman sadly afflicted came hobbling into a
store on crutches. The people who run the store
were godly people, and as the little daughter
looked at the cripple she said to her mother,
“Close the door, mother, so no one can come in.”
The mother and child prayed for the afflicted
woman and she walked out of the store without
her crutches. She has other afflictions for which
she is seeking deliverance, and said to us en-
thusiastically, “The Lord is working and I am
improving all the time.”

A woman hungry for God came from a neigh-
boring church, and hearing that prayer was of-
fered for the sick asked for an anointed hand-
kerchief for a sick friend. She came back to
tell us that her friend was instantly healed.
Another woman read the tract, “Healed of Gall
Stones when Dying.” She was suffering from
the same affliction and said, “If God can heal
that woman, He can heal me.” She was anointed
and prayed for and has never had a return of
the trouble.
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A woman had a sore eye which pained her

beyond words to describe. She sent for a doctor
to examine it and he said there was an ulcer in
the eye but that he wouldn’t dare touch it. She
called on the Lord and asked prayer of the saints
and the ulcer broke. She says she can see better
now than before.

At another time her hands were crippled with
rheumatism. The enemy said, “You will be
helpless and have no more use of your hands.”
She came in fear and trembling and asked for
prayer, determining that she would praise God
for victory in spite of symptoms, and one morn-
ing when she arose she found her hands were
healed. “Praise God He has given me the use
of these hands,” she said with deep gratitude.

X % %

“I"d like to tell what the Lord did for one
family,” said Mr. L. in a meeting recently, “A
friend of ours called up my wife and said that
her daughter-in-law who had an eight-weeks’-old
baby, was paralyzed in her limb. She hadn’t had
a night’s sleep in eight weeks and had not been
able to walk since the baby came. The limb be-
came numb and someone would have to turn her.
She also suffered pain. She asked if the Stone
Church could do anything for her. We told her
that Jesus would heal her and that on Sunday
we would get an anointed handkerchief. ‘Sun-
day! she said. ‘Can nothing be done before?’
I called up the pastor and we went over there,
The mother-in-law was there and also the hus-
band of the afflicted woman. He pointed them
to the Lamb of God and she accepted Jesus as
her Savior and Healer. Then she was anointed
for healing. We turned to leave and when we
reached the front door we heard a cry. She had
gotten up and followed us to the front door.
They were all weeping for joy. This morning
- she got up and dressed and said she had been
washing out some things for the baby. At noon
she carried the baby around the house for the
first time. The grandmother has gone home.”

X ok ok

Another testified to the salvation of a neigh-
bor: “In April nearly a year ago a neighbor of
mine was in a dying condition. For some days
I prayed most earnestly, but seemingly she didn’t
get saved. So in my distress I asked prayer for
her here at the church, and I have reason to
believe she was saved. Her daughter’s heart was
as hard as stone, but I prayed for her and also
asked others to pray. This morning she accepted
Christ and her little boy did the same.”

A woman in Harvey, suffering from nervous
indigestion, had been given up to die by her
physician. He said there was no possible chance
of her recovery. Her mother had told her that
because of some sin in her family she could not
expect to recover,.quoting the Scripture, “The
sins of the fathers shall be visited upon the
children unto the third and fourth generation.”
Her husband had sent word to the-relatives that
if they wanted to see her alive they should come
at once as she would not last long. Brother L.,
knowing the power of God to heal when all else
has failed, felt if he could get her to the Stone
Church she would be healed, and though she was
extremely weak, he brought her one Sunday
afternoon. As she sat in the audience attentively
listening to- the testimonies of those who had
been healed, she sdid to the Lord, “What You
have done for these peopIe You can also do for
me,” and as she looked to Him in faith she was
immediately made whole. She hadn’t even asked
for prayer, but while the service was in progress
she touched in faith and was healed.

% % >k

Besides this ministry to the sick and suffering,
which always means blessing spiritually to those
who are healed, souls have been saved and bap-
tized in the Holy Spirit. From the prayer-room
continually ascend praises to God for souls who
have gotten through to God. In a little over two
weeks, twelve have been baptized in the Holy
Spirit. A few weeks ago a blessed baptismal
service was held in which a number were buried
with their Lord in baptism, and on March Sth
another of these services was held, attended with
nuch blessing.

Misgionary Dishuraements
(For Jan. and Feb.)

Miss Carrie P. Anderson, So. China ........ $ 80.00
L. M. Anglin, China, for orphanage work.... 86.00
Miss Blanche Appleby, So. China ($16 native

WOTK) v it vt i e e 76.00
Miss Olga Jean Aston ,JIndia ............... 40.00
J. H. Boyce, India ...................... 25.00
Gerard Bailly, Venezuela ................. 50.00
Horace Bailly, Venezuela ................ 10.00
Miss Grace Brown, India ................. 10.00
Miss Harriet Dithridge, Japan ............. 65.70
C. W. Doney, Egypt vvvvvriiriinianiieneen 30.00
Ruth Erickson, West Africa .............. 60.26
Miss Ella Finch, enroute from China ...... 25.00
Miss Marguerite Flint, India .............. 20.00
Miss Anna Hockelman, for China .......... 35.00
Mrs. Esther Harvey, India .............. 70.00
Miss C. B. Heron, India ...........c...... 67.30
Miss Gertrude Johnson So. Africa ........ 5.00
C. F. Juergensen, Japan .............c.... 75.00
John Juergenson, Japan .................. 20.00
J. R, Jamieson, Jamaica ..........o0uunne, 150.66
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E. B. Kennedy, China ......covvvrnnnen., 20.00
G. M. Kelley, (on furlough) ............. 35.00
Mr. and Mrs, Otto Keller ($25 for mule).. 214.00
Miss Ethel King (fare) ................. 95.00
Miss Beatrice Lawler, China ($70 fare)....... 80.00
Miss Bernice Lee, India ................. 65.00
Missionary Rest. Home, Chicago ......... 36.09

Mr. and Mrs. F. G. Leader, Congo ....... 35.00
Mr. and Mrs. M. Mackay, China .......... 20.00
Mr, and Mrs. J. J. Mueller, Indja .......... 80.00
Mrs. Mattie Neeley, West Africa ......... 20.00
John Norton, India .....ccovvivnnvvenin.. 20.00

W. K. Norton, India .......cvvevivuninrnn. 34.00
Miss L. H. Parker, India .................. 86.18
John Perdue, China (for Kelley work}...... 16.00

C. C. Personeus, Alaska ................. 20.00
V. G. Plymire, Tibetan border 100.00
Miss Mary Rasmussen, China 10.00
E. M. Scurrah, So. Africa ...............0. 35.00
B. A. Schoeneich, Cent. America ......... 61.20
N. C. Sorenson, So. Amerlca ............. 20.00
Jos. Sugar, India ...t 20.00
Mr. and Mrs. Benj, Surtees, China .......... 50.00
Thomas Stoddart, India ................. 75.00
Miss Lillian Trasher, Egvpt .............. 75.00
W. E. Turner, China .............ccoveun 60.66
W. R, Williamson, China ................. 24.00
Miss Alice Wood ..................cotn. 20.00

TOtal vvee e $2,428.05

Hirat @entury Aunals Repeated

market place—these were the stages
for some of the greatest dramas of
life the world has ever seen. For there it was
that beast-like natures were transformed into
God-fearing, home-loving, peaceful citizens. The
man who yesterday had been shunned by friends
and relatives because of his dreaded leprosy, to-
day was the center of attraction, for his skin had
become like that of a child. Homes were re-
stored to happiness when those who had previ-
ously been hopeless and helpless, returned phys-
ically able now to perform their dures. Never
could these forget Him whom they had met, He
had spoken just a word but that word had
opened to them a wealth of treasures. No won-
der the news spread rapidly and wherever this
Jesus passed there was always a multitude antici-
pating Him; people crowded and clamored to
get one look, one touch or one word from Him.
What wonderful days they were! Days when
hope and faith ran at high tide in many hearts;
days when tragedies were turned into blessings,
sorrow was turned into joy and life was brought
out of death.

But we do not have to turn back to the First
Century to hear His sandalled footsteps or to see
His wondrous works, for today, wherever He
can find an empty vessel, a vessel in contact with
Him so that He can flow through to others, there,
can such scenes be repeated. And today in East
St. Louis this Jesus is passing by and those who
will may step into the moving waters and come
forth new men and new women.

On comes the crowd, as in days of old. Cots
borne by eager helpers, wheel chairs, ambulances,
taxis, the lame and the blind, all have for their
destination Ainad Temple; and over the thresh-
hold of that Temple are passing countless
throngs; blind fathers, deaf mothers, paralyzed

children ; people rich and people poor, but people
with one great need—Jesus.

Though for some, the drawing card is a mere
man, that man is continually making them to see
that he is nothing—]Jesus is everything; he has
no power—Jesus has all power. He is one of
comparatively few who has taken his place as an
heir of God’s promises and intends to make use
of his inheritance. Simple, isn’t it? He has
cashed his check in the “bank of heaven” and is
distributing the funds, the value received. The
result? Exactly the same as in the days when
Jesus was on earth. For instance, when Dr.
Chas. S. Price had prayed the prayer of faith,
one dear sister suddenly ‘“pricked up her ears,”
ears which had not heard for many years, and in
great excitement she cried out, “Say, I can hear!
I hear footsteps. Oh, it’s you, isn’t it,” as Dr.
Price drew near her very quietly. And then, as
if to reassure any who might still be doubting,
she said, “Yes, sir, T can hear. I can hear every
word.”

Another girl, who had not been totally deaf,
but who for many years had been unable to hear
unless the person speaking actually shouted, after
prayer and a feast with her Lord, was able to
hear any ordinary conversation. Not only was
the girl rejoicing, but those from the home could
scarcely contain themselves—no more strain, no
more screaming and shouting. It is interesting
to note that this girl prayed and fasted for three
days previous to her healing and she was so eager
to have prayer before the campaign closed for
she “wanted to be able to hear the messages and
profit by them.”

One man who had had vision enough just to
distinguish light from darkness, could now see
everything. Dr. Price held up various numbers
of fingers before him and instantly the man gave
the correct count. “And what do you think!”
the once blind man said, as he looked far across
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-to the opposite gallery, “I can count the number
of people in that row and before I couldn’t have
told you whether they were white or black.”

One elderly woman had been unable to walk
without a cane for five months because of paraly-
sis, was barely able to mount the steps to. the
platform with the aid of the ushers, and was
prayed for sitting in a chair instead of standing
up as were others. But suddenly, almost un-
known to the audience which was engrossed in
watching others who had been healed, this woman
was walking around the platform without cane,
without arm to help. After much rejoicing she
hastened towards the steps, where friends and
ushers ventured to help her down, but she pro-
tested, and amidst a peal of laughter and clapping
of hands, she descended unaided and without
pain.

Several nights ago, towards the close of the
service, a sister far back in the gallery, arose
with a shout. Thinking some one was getting
saved, Dr. Price continued the service, but before
long the sister testified to the healing of a goiter.
While listening to the message, she grasped faith
and instantly the goiter began to disappear. That
night there was only a bit of it left and that was
entirely gone by the next morning when she
awoke.

Near the platform was a cot occupied by onc
greatly emaciated and thin, death staring her
in the face as far as natural hope was concerned.
She was suffering with a goiter which had
brought her into this terrible condition, but after
prayer, she felt His divine touch go all through
her body and her goiter vanished completely. She
is believing for her complete healing. To her,
old Ainad Temple had become a hallowed spot
and she was loathe to leave in spite of the late
hour.

But the most remarkable and touching scene
was when a mother took up her infant who had
been born club-footed. That mother heart was
tense as she held her offspring up to Him whose
touch alone could avail. She was doing her part
in bringing it. Would God fail to do His?
Never! Tenderly and with the compassion of
Jesus Christ who was always ready to bless the
little tots, Dr. Price anointed and laid hands on
the babe. A few moments later, new life was
felt surging through the limbs and that night,
near the midnight hour, God did the miraculous.
For on the street car, the little one suddenly

jerked its foot and the mother cried out, “Oh, .

my baby!” Thinking its foot had been caught

some way, fellow passengers turned around to
help extricate it, but they looked just in time to
see that little foot completely turn around and
become perfectly normal.

Carried in on a cot one night—walking from
her home to the Temple the next, was the experi-
ence of one girl in the last stages of tuberculosis.
She testified that when she was prayed for she
felt the power of God strike her head and pass
down to her lungs, the seat of the trouble, and
she knew that she was healed. She is steadily
improving and has the glory of God in her face.
The other night she came again and seeing a
number of people on cots, as she herself had been
a few short days: before, she could not refrain
from speaking to and encouraging each one.
What an inspiration to faith!

* k%

But while Divine Healing is one of the main
features of this campaign it is gratifying to note
that still more importance is placed upon a defi-
nite experience of salvation—humanity’s need for
the soul. Surely this old world is hungry for a
real manifestation of God’s power and when the
simple Gospel, instead of ethics and moral re-
forms, is given, it brings the same results as it
did in Finney’s time, in Cartwright’s time and in
Moody’s time. Indeed the conviction present in
one of the recent night services was akin to that
which we read of when Finney preached; it
seemed to sweep that vast audience as Dr. Price
told of how God had dealt with him; tears
dropped and hearts went out in longing to God
for like dealings. Suddenly a man from the gal-
lery cried out under deep conviction and before
many more minutes passed another name was
enrolled in the Book of Life and angels rejoiced
over one more returning home. Because of his
seeming distress, one of the party hurried to his
side and suggested that he come to the altar and
be assured of salvation, but the man, with a new
radiancy in his face, replied, “The work is all
done; I know He has saved me.” Then as the
altar call was given literally scores of people
flocked towards the front. And heaven drew -
near as men steeped in sin, men from every walk
of life and from every denomination knelt at the
common Mercy Seat and wept their way through
to God. Suddenly another cry was heard—a cry
from a wife whose husband was the very first t
hurry to the altar. “Oh,” she cried as she knelt
by his side, “I have prayed for him so long and
now he has come. Harry, God is able.”

People who have attended many large cam-
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paigns remark over and over that never have they
seen such deep and pungent conviction in a cam-
paign of this size, as is present here. The blood-
stained banner of the Cross is being lifted high

and new recruits, together with those already in
the ranks, are marching on determined to press
the battle to the gates.

Feb. 27, 1925 R. M.

Firat Fruits of an Interior Japanese ity

Choosing the Reproaches of Christ Rather Than Worldly Fame.
Miss Jessie Wengler in Chicago, Feb. 1, 1925

HAT a privilege we have of gath-
ering together in the Name of our
Lord and worshipping Him,
praising Him for the fountain
that He has provided for the heal-
ing of our souls, for the precious
blood that makes us. nigh. The
Apostle Paul has told us in the
second chapter of Ephesians, verses 11 and 12,
to remember that we were, in times past, with-
out God,—“being aliens from the commonwealth
of Israel, and strangers from the covenants of
promise, having no hope. But now in
Christ Jesus, we who were sometimes afar off,
are made nigh by the blood of the cross”-—con-
trasting our position by nature and by grace.

Because His grace has shone into our hearts,
illuminating our darkness, we have a great re-
sponsibility placed upon us to remember the
teeming millions who are yet in darkness, “‘with-
out God in the world,” strangers fromn the coven-
ants of promise, having no hope. And remem-
bering, we shall be stirred to the depths of our
beings ; and moved by the Spirit of God we shall
be constrained to obey His commission to dis-
ciple all nations. Knowing the love of Christ
toward all men, we are constrained to win them
to the cross; also, knowing the terror of the
Lord—the wrath that is to be revealed upon all
the ungodly and those who forget God—we per-
suade men and women to be reconciled unto
God.
_ It is in some of those teeming millions of souls,
dwelling in the Sunrise Kingdom, Japan, that I
want to interest you. As a country, Japan has
some perplexing problems; problems peculiar to
herself. TFor sowing the Gospel seed Japan has
been “stony ground,” and yet we believe that this
is in a special way a time of opportunity in that
land.

In the Sixteenth Century, there were those
who laid down their lives to give Japan the Gos-
pel. Some Portugese priests who were sailing

for China, were shipwrecked off the coast of

Japan. At first the Japanese eyed them with
great suspicion, but after a short time these
priests made many friends on the little island—

and soon began to teach their faith to the Jap-
anese. Ere long it seemed that the whole island
was in a fair way to accept the new faith; many
converts were made and baptized, and even the
military leaders of the country accepted the new
faith. One day some Spanish sailors were ship-
wrecked off the coast, and according to Japanese
custom all the goods on board were confiscated
by the Japanese officials. The captain of the
Spanish boat was so enraged that he told the
Japanese officers the King of Spain whom he
represented, would punish the Japanese very
severely for what they had done. Then he
showed them a map of the world, on which
Spain, Portugal, Mexico, the Philippines and

the countries of South America were shown to
be under the rule of the King of Spain. The
Japanese officers asked how the Spanish had been
able to gain so great possessions, and the Spanish
captain said: ‘“The king sends out priests of our
religion who teach the people to worship our God.
Then when there are many converts, the king
sends his armies and all these converts unite with
the king’s armies to over'throw. the government;
thus the king seizes the country.” Then the
Dutch sailors who hated the Spanish and the
Portugese came to trade with Japan, and they,

.too, told the same story—-that all these priests

wanted was eventually to gain control of Japan.
This aroused such suspicion in the minds of the
Japanese officers and people that immediately a
great persecution arose, for the government was
determined to stamp out the ‘“‘evil sect called
Christian.” Many of these first converts were
crucified; the Portugese priests and their con-
verts alike were tied with straw ropes to wooden
crosses and pierced through the heart. Thus cen-
turies ago Japan had her martyrs. Christianity
was stamped out and Japan became a.hermit na-
tion, Less than seventy years ago Japan was a
hermit nation and foreigners were not allowed
on her shores, nor were her inhabitants allowed
to go to other lands.

In 1860 Japan seemed to awake from her sleep
and once more opened her doors to commerce,
making a treaty with the United States that not
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only opened up her ports to foreign trade, but
once more the door was opened for the Gospel
to be taken into this dark land, once more the
Heaven-Commissioned Ambassadors of the Cross
were permitted to enter with the precious seed,
the Word of God which He has said should not
return unto Him void.

Although Japan has arisen with astonishing
rapidity from her place as a hermit nation, and
taken her place as one of the “big five” powers
of the world, and along with Great Britain,
America, France and Italy, helped to make the
settlement of peace at the end of the world war;
although her shipping dominates the Pacific, and
her commerce extends to all the world; although
her people have traveled and settled in almost
every country of the world, yet Japan is dwelliny
_in great spiritual darkness, the intensity and the
depth of which is not exceeded in any other
Oriental land. Shintoism, or ancestral worship,
Buddhism, the worship of primitive nature gods,
fire gods, water gods, rice gods, the carpenters’
god, the sun, moon, and stars, and numberless
other gods are worshipped and the spiritual dark-
ness prevailing on every hand can almost be felt.
Civilization and education cannot penetrate this
awful darkness but, praise God, there is a power
greater than any of these things. The Gospel is
the power that is able to lift them out of their
depths into His leve and grace, bringing them
into a place where they are no longer aliens, no
longer strangers, but new creatures in. Christ,
made nigh by the blood of the Lamb.

After spending three years in Brother Moore’s
work in Yokohama, where I learned many invalu-
able lessons, the Tord led me to one of the rural
districts, into the city of Hachioji, which is lo-
cated about thirty-two miles from Yokohama, for
the purpose of opening up a new station. Many

of the people of Hachioji had not seen a white

face before, and as I walked along the streets,
great crowds of children and even older people
gazed with open eyes at the stranger in their
midst. The children would come up close and
examine me very carefully and I heard them say
that my eyes were like cat’s eyes. When my furni-
ture arrived from Yokohama the whole neighbor-
hood turned out in full force and 1 was kept
quite busy for a while sHowing them the various
pieces of furniture, such as bed, chairs, etc. The
Japanese do not use chairs nor do they sleep on
beds, and they were very curious to see all the
“foreigner’s” things.

As T looked upon this people how my heart

went out to the Lord that He would work in that
city, and that this people who had many of them
never heard the Gospel, should receive His sal-
vation into their hearts and be made to rejoice
in the abiding presence of His Holy Spirit. I did
not know one soul in that city, and how to begin
work there was a real problem. But as 1 prayed
and waited on the ILord He whispered many
sweet promises and He made me to know that it
was not by might, nor by power, but by His
Spirit that they would be brought to a knowledge
of the truth; and that He would work and none
should hinder. I first opened up a Sunday
School. I had some little boys take some large
printed posters, announcing the opening day and
the time, and paste them in prominent places, in
the stores, in front of the .public school, and on -
all the telephone posts, then I asked all the chit-
dren that we met on the street to come the next
Sunday to Sunday School, at nine thirty. I won-
dered if any one would come, because often the
Japanese are afraid of the “foreigner” in their
midst. But on Sunday morning, long before I
had had my breakfast, I heard a great rabble out
in front of the place and when I looked out of
the window there was a great crowd of children.
They had come early, some of them with nice,
clean aprons on, some very dirty, some with a
little baby brother or sister strapped on their
backs—all expectantly waiting for the doors to
be opened. When nine thirty arrived I opened
the doors and invited them all in, but there was
not enough room for all. Some stood out in the
genkwon and on the outside was a crowd of older
people who had evidently come to see what
would take place. That was our first opening in
Hachioji. The following Saturday we opened
another “Sunday School” in a little village just
outside of Hachioji, called Nishi Nakano, and
there we had a repetition of what had taken place
in Hachioji. It was through this Sunday School
in Nishi Nakano from which two of our first
Christians came. Two young ladies, one twenty
and the other twenty-one, never failed to attend
regularly and then each Sunday afternoon they
came to my home in Hachioji and asked to be
taught the Sunday School songs. Later they both
took a definite stand for Christ.

Soon after that a young man, a school teacher,
asked me if I would teach him English. He told
me that his father was a Buddhist priest, but that
he had been a Christian for four years and had
attended the Holiness Church. He said that if I
would open up a church he would help me. Then
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the landlord’s daughter, a girl of eighteen, began
to come, and she, too, took a bold stand for the
Lord.

When [ decided to have the first meeting these
young people offered their services. We decided
first of all to march through the streets playing
on our various instruments and singing, and in-
viting the people to come to the meetings. Therte
were six of us in all and, needless to say, we did
not sing as your choirs do over here—but we
made some noise at least, which had the desired
effect. The people came in crowds to see and
hear the strange procession—men, women, and
children, and even dogs lending their voices to
the din of geta (shoes) and drum and guitar. I
must confess that that first street meeting did not
seem very spiritual, Every one of the Japanese
sang in a different key; the man whom I had
hired to beat the drum was not beating in time,
it being his first attempt, and the young man
school teacher thought he saw the principal of
his school in the crowd that gathered and, becom-
ing afraid, dropped out. But, praise the Lord,
He looks at the intent of the heart and not at our
ability along these lines, and we were “breaking
through” for Him. Many times I myself have
had to beat the big drum in our street meetings
as the Japanese do not have much sense of
rhythm and it is practically impossible to sing if
they beat the drum.

When I was quite young I had great ambitions
to become a concert piano player and made some
preparations to that end, but I praise the Lord T
would rather beat the drum in that little proces-
sion for the Lord when it is necessary than to be
the finest concert player in the world, Our sing-
ing was anything in the world but musical, but I

am sure that it was sweet music in the ears of the -
Lord, for we were doing it in His name and for"

His cause.

As the crowd gathered we had the opportunity
of telling them about the Lord and the opening
of the new church. At first the people did not
come into the meeting, but stood on the outside
and listened earnestly to everything that was said.
Then, one by one, they came in and sometimes
we had a crowded house. One night when we
had talked on the “prodigal son,” a young man
came forward after the service and said that he
was a prodigal and wanted to be saved. He was
really saved that night and has stood true. With-
in six months from the time that we started there
were about eighteen “enlisted” ones although not

_all of these were baptized. Since returning
the homeland some of these have received the
Baptism of the Holy Spirit.

There are numberless places in Japan that are
just such open doors ‘of opportunity as Hachioji,
where the people are dwelling in great darkness, .
in some instances never having heard the Gospel,
and in all instances not so much as knowing that
there is a Holy Spirit—and we, remembering
that the power which quickened us into life is the
same power that is waiting to bring them out of
their superstition and ignorance and fill them
with His joy divine, know that many lives will
be transformed in the days to come in these dark
places if God’s children will pray. We long tc
see the Kingdom of God extended; we long to
see the work enlarged. We long to see a great
ingathering of souls and a mighty preparation
in hearts for the soon coming of the Lord. We
long to see laborers thrust forth into these white
fields, men and women equipped by the power of
the Holy Spirit, and the “evil sect called Chris-
tian” predominating in the “land of thé Rising
Sun.”

A Yictory for the Shut-ins
Mrs. Jennie Kirkland Mueller, Laheria Sarai,
India, writes of a very unique gathering they
have recently had for the Purdah women. A
decided onward step for the women of India.
Who can tell whereunto this will grow! She
writes:

“We have just had a little Purdah gathering.
I invited the mothers of the high caste Zenanna
girls who attend our day school, making the in-
vitation to all the women of their homes and
their friends, and it was, indeed, beyond our ex-
pectation, for more than fifty came in autos and
closed-in carriages. They began coming at about
1:30 and the last Purdah carriage left at about
6 p. m. Some were of the very high castes,
judging from the large amount of jewelry they
wore. You may know a man’s wealth by the
jewelry the wife wears, for she is his bank.

“It was a time of getting acquainted and of
telling them of the One who loves the ‘caged’
women. The news of this gathering has spread
and other homes are opening. An influential
man in a near-by village asked if we could not
have one such for the women of his village! We
who have labored among these shut-ins know
something ‘of what a victory this is over existing
conditions of the Purdahnashin. This gathering
and the open homes are all a result of the day
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school for the high caste Zenanna girls. Praise
the Lord! '

“Some months ago the doctor (heathen) living
about three miles away persuaded the fathers of
about twenty Zenanna girls to allow them to
attend a day school. He also got the refusal of
a building with about a third off on the rent,
then called us and asked us if we would put a
Christian teacher in the school. We keenly de-
sired to do so, but there was the expense and
the difficulty of finding a satisfactory teacher.
We continued praying about it and this week the
teacher of our day school here in our chapel came
~ to me feeling very sad and said they were about
to call a heathen teacher and then all the homes
would be closed to us. I told her that we had
prayed much about it and that if God did not
work for us we were helpless. She answered,
‘Then please pray for me for my heart has become
very small (an Indian figure of speech used when
one has become very sad) and I cannot rest.
We prayed and the very next day a letter came
regarding a teacher whom we felt would be the
-very one for the school. Mr. Mueller and T
talked it over and felt that in the .natural as
"funds are, we could not open the school, but as
we trusted for His will we felt we must venture
~out on Him and we decided to take the step of
faith and send for the teacher. Certainly the
hand of the Lord has been in the opening of
this Chrstian school for heathen girls. Please
stand in prayer for us and for the shut-in women
we shall be able to reach as a result.”

Our missionaries tell us that there are evid-
ences along many lines that the Gibraltar of
caste is breaking down, and when that is accom-
plished the great barrier to Gospel work will be
removed. One of the speakers at the Foreign
Missions Convention recently held at Washing-
ton, D. C., an East Indian, professor at Lucknow
University, no doubt a high caste man himself,
said that it was a tragedy that “one can touch a
dog or a cat while there are sixty million human
beings in India who are ‘untouchables,” and that
‘untouchability must go’ before Christianity.”

Tun Chriatmas Srenes

Miss Margaret Flint gives an account of two
Christmas scenes at Bettiah, one for the Chris-
tians and one for the heathen. They are in strik-
ing contrast to Christmas in Christian lands:

. _And what shall I tell you of our Christmas Day?
Oh, what a day it was! It began in the dark, cold
hours of the early morning, for when we were all
asleep over fifty precious girls came stealing out

from the School Compomnd to awaken us with sweet
Christmas carols, to throw garlands of flowers about
us, and to wish us joy and peace on Christmas Day.
At eight o’clock we sent the girls away for a long
walk, and during their absence went into the com-
pound, chose a large mangoe tree near the center
of the compound and quite transformed it—in a half
hour I am sure the tree would not have recognized
itself as a mangoe tree at all. Yellow oranges
gleamed from the tips of the green branches, over
seventy-five white bags filled with popcorn and nuts
blossomed among the branches, there were little
dresses, a doll with outstretched arms, clothing, blan-
kets, parcels great and parcels small on every branch

“and limb and twig. When the girls returned from

their long walk, and spied the tree, there was a shout
that lasted long, and from then until three-thirty
in the afternoon that tree was the center of attrac-
tion. We only had one doll this year, and that not
quite new, but we decided it should be for the little
girl who has just come in from heathenism, who has
never seen a Christmas tree before, and who had
never owned a doll in her lifé. And when she was
told that the doll baby hanging high on the green
branch was for HER, she stood under it with shining
eyes and little arms reaching up hungrily, as she
cried, “Oh, give it to me, give it to me, give it to
me, NOW.” And later when the doll was placed
in her arms, the bright little brown face was a sight
to see. We are going to ask the Lord to send us
a hundred dolls for next Christmas, and I believe
we will receive them!

But our own Christmas treat was as nothing com-
pared with the Christmas for the poor of the district.
They began to gather in our front yard early in the
morning, sitting in the first rays of the morning
sun—lepers with their loathsome sores bound in
filthy rags; blind leading the blind; cripples brought
in rough wooden carts and others who dragged
themselves to the Mission House painfully along
the dusty roads; men, women and children; naked
and hungry and pitiful, until they were seated in
hundreds and hundreds out on the pathways and on
the green grass. At noon we began the service for
them. Our sweet girls, saved from such poverty and
filth, stood before them, clean and happy, singing
the Jesus songs. One of our Indian preachers who
once bowed down to wood and stone, as they now
bow, preached to them of the Christmas Christ Who
came to bring salvation, and then we distributed
grain, rice mixed with dal, and a handful of salt to
every man, woman and child. We had prepared
many little garments and clothing and a few blankets
for the most needy, but when that part of the giving
began and the poor people saw there would not be
enough for all, they became quite frantic, and
.mobbed us, screaming and trying to snatch the gar-
ments from our hands, rushing onto the porch in a
frenzied mob that was way beyond control and we
were at last driven into the house and distribution
of cloth became impossible. Oh, I wish the dear
ones: at home, with so much- more than they can
ever use, could have these people sitting outside their
gates, actually weeping, crying from cold these chill
nights, dying for a little warmth and food—begging
for more—when the supply is exhausted! I wish
the thousands of His own, who sat down to tables
just loaded with good things at Christmas time,
could have looked into the faces of a few hundred
of these who were fighting—for a handful of rice
and salt! I wish those who sat in Christmas services
with silk and fur and woolen, could look at these
who screamed like beasts with disappointment be-
cause there was not a yard of cheap, unbleached
muslin or a little jacket for them, in their nakedness.
God help us! How little we know, after all, of the
suffering old world, and how little we sense, after
all, the meaning of the words, “I was naked and
ve clothed me, I was hungry and ye gave me meat.”
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Hidden Feroism on the Mission Hield

JROM one of the many homes on Dan
Shing Road, Shanghai, came thz
| strains of “Just as I am without one
4l plea,” being sung by a gathering of
Armenians. A few hours later, a band of Rus-
sians, meeting in that same home, sang heartily
in their language the familiar hymn, “I need Thez
every hour,” and again in this very home might
have been seen on-some nights a group of Chinese
soldiers who had dropped in with guns, amuni-
tion and all, to listen to the Gospel story. To
the Chinese soldier this home was a peaceful re-
treat after the horrors of the day in battle. It
was to this place that the Russian refugee turned
in time of physical as well as spiritual need; and
of this home that the Armenian refugee spoke
when he said, “Just think, the Lord has opened
up this place where we can hear the Gospel, when
we fled from our own land because of religious
persecution.”

It is a home, retreat, and chapel to the “who-
soever” and when at last the hidden will be re-
vealed, man, woman and child will point back to
this very home as the place where he was givea
food, she was clothed with raiment, and where thz
little homeless waif found a father’s and mother’s
care, but best of all, where all were pointed to the
cross, God’s great magnet-—where Christ took
their place and paid their penalty that they might
inherit eternal life, ‘

“Oh,” you say, “what wonderful opportunities
are theirs. Would that I could have such a wide
ministry!” But would you be willing to sacrifice
the comforts and privacy of a home that it might
be a refuge to the distressed? Would you be
ready to empty out your closet of necessary cloth-
ing that the needy might be supplied?
you take the financial responsibility of several
mission stations, the support of a family and
native workers, and the rent of this unique
“home” without the promise of one penny be-
hind you? Or one person in the homeland +o
whom you could look for help? Ah, there are
hundreds who covet the wide ministry, but only
the twos and threes are ready to toil and sacrifice
as these two humble people, Benjamin Surtees
and his good wife, Pansy Mason Surtees!

Several years ago when so many Russian refu-
gees landed in Shanghai in destitute circum-
stances, these two missionaries gave them food
and clothing, even stripping their own wardro'w

Could

that others might have, This opened the door
for a spiritual work among them. Having no
other available place they devoted the first floor
of their home as a chapel, and later on, moved
out of their hed-room that these refugees might
have a much-needed class and prayer-room. This
part of the work has grown until now they have
their own Russian pastor, and f{rom these
refugees ‘He has called a people for His name.
Two of these Russians are now in Bible Schools,
one in Los Angeles, and the other in Tokio. As
one became converted in the meetings he imme-
diately felt a call to work for God and asked Mr.
Surtees where he could go to study. He told
him to make it a matter of prayer. In about
a week Mr. S. met a bishop of the Japanese
Independent Church who immediately asked him
if he had a Russian Christian who would be
willing to enter their Bible School and be pre-
pared for missionary work in Siberia. In two
days they were both on their way to Japan.

But while the Surtees’ are bringing the light to
the Russians, yet the Chinese claim most of -
their time and effort, and today their home is
encircled by a group of light-houses for the
Chinese, for which they are partly or wholly re-
sponsible. The aim of these workers is to estab-
lish mission stations and stand by them until they
are self-supporting. And God has honored this
plan, for several Chinese Christians are helping
in the support of one of the stations. Their
labors have been rewarded by some trophies,
whose onward walk with God is a constant cause
of rejoicing to their pastor. While talking over
the work with us, Mr. Surtees said, “I tell you
it is surprising how some of these Christians put
us to shame. I doubt if I would have had the
faith that Mr. Yieh had. He actually prayed
that the Lord would stop a fire which had broken
out near our chapel, above which hc waa living
at the time. One frame house was completely
burned down, but in answer to this native’s
prayer, the adjoining frame houses on either side
were undamaged, and this without any protection
from the fire department.” But Mr. Yieh in his
estimation, had failed to reach his own standard
of faith in God, for a few days afterwards he
shame-facedly confessed to his pastor, that altho
he had asked God to quench the fire, he showel
his weak faith by removing his goods from the
chapel, and said, “Oh pastor, I am a great sin-
ner!”
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It was thru this native Christian that a door
effectual was opened during the recent war, for
he himself had been an officer in the army. And
while the battle raged around them, these mission-
aries bought up every opportunity to tell to many
a dying soldier the sweetest story ever told, for
the first and last time. Thousands of soldiers of
both forces were pointed to Jesus and the effect
was felt thruout the district. Even the villagers
expressed their gratitude, for they were less
afraid of these looting, desperate soldiers after
the Gospel had touched their hearts. When the
war began the Surtees were urged to move to the
Foreign Concession, but they refused because
they wanted to be used in blessing to the soldiers.
Let us pray that the word may not return
void but that as the soldiers have been transferred
to other districts, even so the Gospel may be scat-
tered, till it shall know no bounds even in down-
trodden China,

Wonderful opportunities are open to them on
every hand—teaching the Bible in several schools,
reaching Russians in new quarters, opening up
new stations among the Chinese — but lack of
funds many times ties their hands, and because of
this, some are still denied what we have so long
appreciated — the Gospel.

After we had listened to-a rehearsai of God’s
working with them, a sister who was more inti-
mately acquainted with the needs, said, ““ Yes, but
he didn’t tell you that yesterday he was faced with
rent and other bills with barely anything in hand.”
No, he had not told us, but behind the scenes,

closeted alone, those two had told their Father
who had proved Himself able,

“God has honored thewr faith in stepping out
with no support at all,” writes a fellow mission-
ary, and time and again they have proved God in
the testing time, experiences which are deeply
precious to them. One instance where God mar-
velously supplied, took place some months ago
when they were facing a bill of $75.00 for the
monthly rents with nothing on hand. They found
refuge in Matt. 6:33, knowing that He would add
the “all things.” Whenever they were tempted
to worry they re-read this comforting promise.
Two nights before they were to pay their rents,
Bro. Surtees was especially impressed, against his
plans, to attend the Russian meeting then in pro-
gress. While sitting in the service he noticed the
door open and close. Thinking a Russian was
outside, he opened the door for him te enter, but
instead, a foreigner was there who handed him
an envelope which contained just the amount to
meet their needs.

Twelve long years before, Mr. Surtees had met
this “ foreigner ” in Canada, during a railroad
accident, and an acquaintance sprang up because
of their mutual interest in China. While visiting
a friend a few days before, Mr. Surtees was sur-
prised to again meet the man with whom he had
had just a casual acquaintance. It was this man
whom God used to answer prayer in time of need.

Pray for these two unselfish and untiring work-
ers, and if God impresses you to help lighten their
burdens, rejoice that you can have a part in their
fruitful ministry. R. M.

Soming the Seed "Mid Pierring Gules and Blinding Storms

V. G. Plymire on the Tibetan Border

HAVE been away for some time
on the cold, bleak ranges of the
roof of the world. It certainly was
cold and windy and snowy. The first

=l day it snowed and that night it
snowed more. The next day it snowed and still
much more during the night. But on the second
night we came across a few houses, where we
stayed for the night, not putting up the tents.
But this was the last village we should see until
we returned within a day’s journey of home on
another route. To add to the discomfort of trave -
ing, we had another snow that night and our
traveling was across a large divide, over high
places and bogs. These bogs were terrible—at
times we were up and other times we were down
and sometimes we seemed to be a little more than
down, for we were in deep holes. These we
could not see on account of the snow, but it was
not long after striking them that we could feel
the cold water at the bottom. Still another snow

covered our tents that night and all more or less
wet, we certainly were not very comfortable.
During these days we met many Tibetans in
tents, to whom we gave the message of salvation;
a good amount of literature was also given them.
We have made friends among them and will have
openings on the next trip through that part of
the country.

By this time our food supplies were running
low and T had to think of getting game of somu
kind or we should run out before we got back
home. Now, traveling was across nearly level
country for the whole day. Towards evening we
sighted a herd of wild ass and it was decided I
get one for food. So, I turned off the trail and in
about half an hour I had a nice large male. It
did not take the men very long to take off the
hide and get some ready for supper. But the
diffieulty here was the lack of water. So, while
some were skinning the animal, others took bags

21



Bhe utter Rain Eoangic

MARcH, 1925

and, after going about a mile, found snow, which
was carried in and used for water—but the horses
and yak had to wait until the next day. You may
wonder why there was no snow here after so
many days of snowing. The winds on the lake
plain are terribly strong and the snow is blown
away to the mountains. Here again we had the
privilege of talking to a number of tenters and
also leaving with them literature.

The next day we crossed a low range and got
to the Kharainor (lake). This water is usable
by filtering it through the sand. A native told us
that good fresh water was within a rifle shot ot
us in a northwestern direction. So we traveled
for more than two hours, but seeing no signs of
water, late in the day we had to return to the
lake and make the best of it there. It was diffi-
cult to pitch tents on account of the storm, and
terribly cold, but we soon had a lot of dry manure
in a pile and a fire going. This served poorly,
however, as it heated only one side while the high
wind pierced the other. A terrible gale was blow-
ing and we were in grave danger. I prayed the
Lord to keep the storm from us as our tents
would not possibly hold up under such a gale and
they would likely be taken so far that we could
not recover them. The storm changed and moved
by on the north side on the plain and then down
the east and back along the south side, and thus
we were saved. It was terrible in its grandeur.
Words fail to describe the sight—it was as waves
of fire and smoke rolling as high as the moun-
tains.

Leaving this place, we traveled northwestward
till about noon, when we found a frozen stream.
Here we camped for two days, as the yak had
not had much grass and were getting tired out.
While here we met pilgrims from far inland on
their way to Kum Bum to kow-tow to the gold
image; we were now on the main northern route
to the Tsa-dam. Besides these, we met tenters
also and had a good time with them, considering
that it was the first time they had ever seen a
missionary. Being afraid our food supply would
not last, for we were not yet on the homeward
run, I began to measure it out for each per-
son and the amount was very limited, indeed—so
much so that all were complaining of hunger.
All T could say was that I, too, was hungry, but
T had no other way for the present. Here I shot
another wild ass and the men had more to eat.
More snow here added to our discomfort. The
morning we started from this place it was so ter-
ribly cold we just could not warm up.

From here we crossed over the divide into a
very large and thickly populated district. Snow
being on the ground; it was difficult to get a dry
place for the tents. Next day we headed for the
tent monastery of Ma-pi Gompa. Here there
are about fifty or more tents and nearly a hun-
dred priests and three Living Buddhas, As we
neared the place the priests were all out on pa-
rade, carrying the classics around the tent monas-
tery. After this was finished, we pitched  our
tents just outside their line and T had a small

present ready for the head Buddha, which was
sent in but returned with the message that he
was chanting and could not be disturbed at pres- |
ent, but that the business manager of the |
monastery could receive it for the Buddha. So
it was sent to him and accepted and soon one was
returned from this man in the name of the |
Buddha, with the assurance that we were wel-
come there.

It was only a short time until many of the ;
priests began to gather about us and we were
busy giving them the message and literature. On
the whole, they were friendly, and since our re-
turn home some have been in to visit us, Here
it was so cold and wet that our bedding froze to
the ground during the night.

The next day we continued down the plain and
met great numbers of tents and on the whole got
on well among the many nomads to whom we al-
ways tried to give literature and a message. But
this day we met one man who refused our litera-
ture and our message. This was our only experi-
ence of this kind on the whole trip.

Our next stop was in an open plain not near
any tents, but right by the river; it was intensely
cold and we could find very little dry manure for
fuel. Next day brought us to Gomba Sobo,
where we met with the priests and gave out the
message and literature and the following day
brought us to within about eight miles of home
and to the road we took on the out-going of the
trip. Here more literature was distributed among
the priests at the nearby monastery and the next
day T lost no time on the road, for I did want to
get home and warm up for once.

I carried three U. S. Army blankets and a large
native all-wool mat doubled for covers, a heavy
all-wool mat and a fur rug to sleep on and not
once on the whole trip was I warm throughout
the night. T kept my cap on and down over the
ears as far as it would reach and yet frosted ears
resulted, and a badly disfigured nose.

Before this reaches you I expect to be out on
another trip north and northeast from here. This
time T will not take the yak, as the last trip has
practically put them out of commission for the.
year. But I will likely be able to get the Tibet-
ans to take me into their tents and homes and we
shall be able to get supplies at different places
which will make it easier than the last. The oply
thing we are anxious about is the very high
passes we shall have to cross.

Will you continue to pray for us that the Lord
will keep and meet every need for this work as
we push forward into the regions beyond. For
this we still have a_need and trust the Lord to
supply it. We must begin now for our travels
and lay our plans for next year. For the rest of
the winter and the early spring we shall be busy
here with the large numbers of guests coming for
supplies and also we have many places we can
visit within a few days’ journey from here, thus
keeping busy all winter through.

We need much prayer for keeping. Little John
at times seems to become perfectly lifeless—this
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we think is due to high altitude. All the time I
am away Mrs. Plymire is alone here and the iso-
lation is felt keenly. Pray that they as well as
myself may be preserved for the glory of our
ever blessed Lord.

Hinds Famgry for the Gospel

E WERE in a great tent meeting in India,
W in one of the denominational missions
preaching especially to the teachers and their
families, and we noticed four educated Hindus
in the meeting. We thought they belonged to the
Mission Station and that was their reason for
attending, but we found that was not the case.
At the close of the service they came and said,
“We would like to see you for a moment.” 1 in-
vited them over to the Mission House, and they
began to speak one after another about Hindu-
ism. For awhile all I could do was to listen, for
they had it in their mind that they would make
me a convert to Hinduism, When they got talked
out I asked them a simple question, which was
this: “Amongst all the great teachers you have
in Hinduism (and they have a great many),
among all the wonderful incarnations you claim
to have, have you ever had one who uttered words
like these, ‘Come unto me all ye that labor and
are heavy laden and I will give you rest’?” The
four of them dropped their heads and said, “No,
we have no one like that,” After their confes-
sion of that fact we proceeded to point them to
the Lamb of God which taketh away the sins of
the world, and they astounded me with this con-
fession, “Mr. A., we were perfectly content with
Hinduism until we came here and heard about
Jesus, but since we have heard about Him we
have become restless. We do not know what is
the matter with us, but oh we want you to tell us
about Jesus!” As a result of that conversation
one of the missionaries began a Bible class with
these four young Hindus that he might give
them the Gospel.

During the time of the uprisings in India con-
ditions were rather hard for many of us mission-
aries. Some four or five miles from our house
there was a Mohammedan village, most of the
people of which belonged to the Non-Co-oper-
ative Movement. We were not a welcome visitox
in that village during our stay in Pottabahr. One
time after we had been living on goat meat for a
long time, we thought we would like to have a
change and went to this Mohammedan village to
buy a chicken. The chickens in India are not
like you have. here, however. The people gath-
ered around our conveyance and began asking
questions. We told them we were missionaries

and were there primarily to tell them about Jesus.
Some of the crowd wanted us to tell them of
Him, and we stayed there all afternoon and told
them of Jesus the Savior of the world, but never
got a chicken. We had to leave as it was getting
dark, and as we were almost at the end of the
village, a man called out, “Sahib, Sahib, I have
some chickens I want to sell.” As we stopped
to look at them, another crowd gathered around
our tongee (a two-wheeled cart) and we talked to
them of the Gospel until pitch dark. We drove
slowly home, very tired but happy. that we had
been able to hold two meetings in that hostile vil-
lage, although we had never gotten a chicken.
In our last meeting one of the Mohammedans be-
came rather noisy and tried to draw away the
crowd, so I said to the people, “Whom do ycu
want to listen to, this fellow or me? If you
want him to speak I will stop, or if I am to speak
he must stop.” They turned to him, and they
told him he must keep quiet.

In India, baptism is the separating line between
Christians and non-Christians, A man may be
a known believer, a saved man, but it makes little
difference with his people until he follows his
Lord in baptism, but from that moment he is an
outcast from his own people, from his village,
and from his own caste. As I saw how the
Christians were ostracized from their families I
was reminded of my own experience and of the
time when I followed the Lord in baptism. For
two years I was estranged from my family be-
cause 1 dared to obey my Lord’s command, but
the persecutions we endure here are not to be
compared with what they suffer when they ac-
cept the Gospel. They are tortured and often
poisoned or secretly murdered if they openly he-
come Christians.—Paul Andreason in the Stone

Church, x % %

“Hands full—too full to bear the Bread of
Life to starving souls; eyes full—so full of the
dust of earthly vision that they fail to see shep-
herdless multitudes ; ears full—so full of the rat-
tle and roar of commercialism that the sob of
human lives adrift in. the night never reaches
them; hearts full—so full of the world and its
spirit that heathendom’s shivering nakedness wins
no response, unless it be a shrug or a sneer, God
help us! Does Gethsemane, with its agony and
bloody sweat, and the judgment hall, with its
crown of thorns and scourge, and Calvary, with
its cross and broken heart, mean no more to us
than this? Are these but the symbols of a creed,
or do they stand for a life to be lived out before
men? Shall we forever crucify the Son of God
afresh on the cross of our own convenience? God
torhid !’ '
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Some Good Books

SOUL-WINNING STORIES
By L. A, Banks
Sixteen true stories from the experience of the author
in his ministry, revealing the possibilities of personal

contact. A book that will give suggestions to the per-
sonal worker. $1.80

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MADAM GUYON

A rehearsal of greater crosses and more signal vie-
tories can scarcely be found than is related by this
great character of the Seventeenth Century. ‘“She was
to France what Savonarola was to Italy.” Her life and
sacrifices, the deep lessons which have come to the
world thereby are Just beginning to be appreciated.

270 pages, 5 cts.

EKHAMA. THE GREAT AFRICAN CHIEF -
By J. C. Harris

Misslons’' most remarkable convert. An astonighing
story of how a Christian chief created a powerful peo-
ple out of a dwindling tribe. fought his heathen father's
sorceries. abolished intoxicating liquors from his tribe
and ruled his people for fifty years. An eternal an-
swer to the question, “Do Missions Pay?” $1.25

THE LATTER RAIN PENTEQQST
By D, Wesley Myland
A God-given exposition of the Latter Rain, showing
It to be a fulflllment of prophecy. The most complete
work on this subject ever published. The last chap-
ter, “In Deaths Oft,” a rehearsal of seven deliverances
from death, Paper cover, 50 ots,

THE MISSIONARY HEROES OF AFRICA
By Rev. J, H. Morrison

Thrilling storles of how God’s Ambassadors plon-
eered for the Gospel, crossed deserts, waded swamps,
faced the treachery of heathen, braved dangers, per-
ished with thirst and hunger and oft a martyr’s death.
A wealth of interesting material about Moffat, Living-
stone, Mackenzle, Stewart, Colillard, etc. 267 pages, $1.50

CHALMERS OF NEW GUINEA
By Alex Small

A vivid account of the transforming work and martyr
death of James Chalmers, a ploneer missionary on t{e
Island of New Gulnea, the second largest island in the
world. Illustrated. $1.386

TaE Book of REVELATION. B8Y D. Wesley Mylund

This is a blessed book containing twelve lec-
tures. You cannot read it without rising from it a
better and purer Christian, It wonderfully portrays
the time of the end; it humbles and inspires the
soul. The Spirit of Jesus breathes, weeps and warns
in every page.

No two teachers agree in every detail of this book
and you may not agree with all the arguments of
{)he author, but you can not but be greatly helped

y it.

Mr, Myland unfolds it as a book of Consumma-
tions; the manifestation of Christ in glory; a book
of sevens, a book of Songs and of Sorrows, of hal.
lelujahs and dirges; a book of antitheses, depicting
the glory of the Bridegroom and the Bride, and also
the horror of the Antichrist and the Antichristian;
a book of victory, and a book of restoration.

It is intensely interesting to follow the author as
he traces the “five converging lines of vision”
through the different chapters up to the coming ot
the Lord, for this method is the only one that gives
the reader a clear and comprehensive understanding
of the book.

Bound in Cloth, 255 pages, $1.00 (4/6)

TRACTS

Demon Obsession,

False Standards of Deep Spirituality.

True Standards of Deep Spirituality.

The Great Battle of Armageddon.

The Translation of the Saints.

The Value of Tithing.

God in Everything?

The Promise of the Father.

Morphine Tablets of Hell.

Discerning the Lord’s Body.

The Cost of Fine Needlework.

The Baptism of the Holy Spirit,

I Am the Lord That Healeth Thee.

Be It Unto Thee Even as Thou Wilt.

Price on above: 3 for 5 cts., 12 for 20 cts., $1.35
per hundred.

Healed of Gall Stones When Dying.

Will We Know Each Other in Heaven?
15 cts., 100 for 75 cts.

Some One Is Coming. 35 cts. per hundred.

10 for

LIFE OF DAVID LIVINGSTONE
By H. Livingstone Wilson

The ever-fascinating story of Livingstone the ploneer,
told in new and attractive form by his grandson. Il-
lustrated. 230 pages, $1.50

THE CHILDREN'S PAUL
By J. G, Stevenson

A vivid and intensely interesting 1life story of the
Apostle Paul for boys and girls. This new story of
St. Paul's consecrated career is one that boys and girls
will eagerly read. Beautifully illustrated. $1.25

THE CHRIST OF THE CHILDREN, by same author.
greatest life-story retold. $1.26

A BIBLE GAME

A fascinating study of the entire Blble, for old and
young. Entertaining instructive and. helpful. When
played a few times one is master of the characters,
cities and countries of the Bible, A mean# of mental
and spiritual development. The -best Bible Game out.
Bverybody who plays it once, wants one of thelr own.
Suitable for a gift. Price 50 cents

Foregleams of Glory. By E. Sisson. This is the
cream of Miss Sisson's pen. For God-given ser-
mons and articles, they cannot be surpassed. Con-
tents of the book: RESURRECTION PAPERS
(in seven chapters). FAITH REMINISCENES:
God Backing a Train, Tombstones Spurting Gold,
The Money Token, The Guarded Sovereign. IN
TRINITY COLLEGE: The Holy Ghost and
Fire (the author’s personal experience), Jewel
Joints, The Heavenly Housekeeper, Blessings
From Under the Threshold, etc.,, etc. Bound in
cloth and gold, $1.25. )

% %k Ok

“PRAYING HYDE”—A Booklet that will bring a
revival in your midst—25 cents by mail.
n ok ok .

Full Gospel Songs—Latest and best. Art Can-

vass, 40 cents—3$30 per 100. Manilla, 35 cents—$25
per 100. All orders promptly filled by

THE EVANGEL PUBLISHING HOUSE
162 W. 74th St. Chicago, TIL, U. S. A.

Special offer: Fifteen copies of the December number for $1.00.

The Stone Chueeh, 70th Street and Stewart Auvenue, Sundays 11:00, 3 and 7:45;
Ques., Jirayer Service, 7:45; Thurs., Bivine Healing, 2:30; Evening Seruice, 7:45; PYoung

Heople's, Hriday, 7:45.
Tel. Hincenues 8362

Hhilip Wittick, Pastar
7102 Stemart Ave,
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