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"Anh I s l p a ~ l  %ill PP a Bilh Ban" 
Thrilling Experiences in The Land of Sand a n d  Sun 

A n  Address in the Stone Church by A. Fordcr, Missionary to Arabia 

AVE, you ever read about the 
woman and - her son who were 
out in the wilderness all alone, 
and almost perishing for want of 
water? T h a t  woman had for- 
gotten the promises of C o d ;  she 
lay her son under a bush and 
went oil "as it were a bow- 

shot,'' as. the scripture says, and sat down, and said, 
"Let m2 not see the death of the child." She wasn't 
going to see the death of the child at  all, for threc 
timcs God had promised, concerning the child, that 
tl~ere should com- a race of people that should not 
be numbered for multitude, and therefore C o d  could 
not let that boy die. A s  she sat there a voice spoke 
to her and said, "Hagar, what aileth thee? fear not; 
lor C o d  hath heard the voice of the lad where he 
is. Arise, l i f t  up the lad, and hold him in thine 
hand; for I xvi l l  make him a great nation." 

C o d  had to give that promise four times to 
strengthen that woman's faith. A n d  no sooner had 
she obeyed Cod than she saw the well and went and 
filled the bottle with water. All the promises C o d  
made concerning that boy have been fulfilled. Ther.3 
is no more interesting people in the world than the 
half-brother of the Jew, the people who have dc- 
scended from this lad, whose name was Ishmael. 

T h e  story starts back in Genesis, and i f  we could 
follow it we would see how wonderfully C o d  dealt 
with that people for four thousand years. It is an 
interesting fact that in these people have been ful- 
filled all the promises C o d  made concerning them. 
There are predictions made in the Old  Testament 
that have not yet been fulfilled, but these are along 
spiritual lines, and until the church of Christ arises 
in its strength and goes forward, protected by our 
Savior, these predictions cannot be fulfilled, for C o d  
is not going to send angels down from heaven to preach 

the Gospel to the Arabs;  He wants men and women 
who have been saved from their sins to go out and 
tell the story. Angels could not d o  it, but saved 
men and women can. 

I suppose you have frequently read away back 
there in Genesis, but probably never gave much- heed 
concerning what C o d  promised Abraham through the 
bondwoman. I am sorry that so many people say the 
Ishmaelites are cursed. I do not find it in the Bible. 
On the other hand, C o d  made them certain promises, 

and one promise I i e  made four times. H e  said to 
Hagar  in Genesis 1 6 :  10, "I will multiply thy seed 
exceedingly, that it shall not be numbered for multi- 
tude," and to Abraham in Genesis 1 7 : 2 0  H e  said, 
- 'As  for Ishmael, Behold I have blessed him, and will 
make Aim iruitfui, and will multiply him exceedingly, 
. . . and I will make him a great nation." 

And again in Genesis 2 1 : 13 and 2 1 : 18 we have 
almost the same words. T h a t  four times repeated 
promise is fulfilled today in a race of people h a t  
number thirteen million, and it is a fact that the 
descendants of Ishmacl have "multiplied exceeding- 

ly," for .there are three million more Ishmaelites in 
the world today than there are Jews. T h e  promise 
is that when they became a nation they should dwell 
before all the world: "He shall dwell in the pres- 
cnce of all his brethren." Genesis 1 6 : 1 2. 

Have these people dwelt before all the nations of 
the world? They have, and they do today. There 
has never been a time in their history that there has 
been one break. They have never been subdued, 
never conquered, and although one power after an- 
other has led its army in to subdue these Ishmaelites, 
C o d  has always hindered, because the scripture says, 
- they  shall dwell before all the nations of the world." 
Not even Napoleon was able to carry out the exten- 
sive plans he had made for subduing their country, 
for not one of his soldiers was able to tread on 
Arabian soil. 

Then in Genesis 17:20 c o d  told Abraham that 
Ishmael should have twelve sons, and i f  you will 

read in Genesis 25: 13, 14, 15, you will find the 
names of these twelve tribes. Many of these names, 
with some slight variations, are found in Arabia to- 
day;  towns and families have names which are very 
similar to those given in this reference in Genesis. 
Friends, the Arab  stands today as a most remarkable 
testimony to the truth of God's Word .  I do not doubt 
the Bible, never did, but let those who do go and 
live in Bible lands and their doubts will vanish. 
Have you noticed that C o d  promised Abraham H e  
would give to his seed the countries between the 
,Euphrates and the Great Sea? If you turn to 
Genesis 15: 18 you will find G o d  said H e  would 
give to his seed the land from the river of Egypt 
unto the great river, the river Euphrates, the land 
that 1saL;ah calls the "desert of the: sea," a land that 
covers an area of one million two hundred thousand 
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square miles, or in other words as much as  lies on 
the eastern side of the Mississippi in this land'. Jere- 
miah speaks of it as a land of deserts and pits, a 
land of droughts, a land full of the shadow of death, 
through which no man passed, and no man dwelt. 
'That is a wonderful description of the country, but it 
.is true. 

I t  was also told Hagar  that her son should be 
a wild man. G u l d  you find a wilder people than 
the descendants of Ishmael3 There are wild people 
in the world, but you will not find a wilder lot than 
these people who live in the "desert of the sea." 
There they live untouched by the Gospel of ,the Lord 
Jesus Christ, literally fulfilling Jeremiah 49 :3  1 , 
where he speaks of them as a wealthy nation dwell- 
ing without care, having neither "gates nor bars." 

I think you will all be glad to know that there is 
at least one nation in the world that is not cursed by 
intoxicating drink of any kind, and that nation is 
Arabia. They know nothing a t  all about it, and 
may they remain so forever. They have nothing in 
the shape of opium. They have a false religion, but 
one good thing about it is that it insists every man 
shall abstain from anything that intoxicates, and so 
much do they believe in their religion they won't allow 
any intoxicants in their land. T h a t  is a proof, as 
Jeremiah says, that they "dwell alone." They are 
not anxious to be educated, to become civilized. I 
am anxious for only one thing-that they get Jesus 
Christ. A s  sure as  civilizat~on gets in, they will be- 
come contaminated with the curses of civilization. 

Let them live the life that Abraham did,; they d o  
not need electric cars, railroads, and all these things 
we think are necessary. They  k;:ow nothing about 
them. 

Some remarks about their customs may prove help- 
ful. This large brown robe I have on is probably 
the same kind of garment that Abraham wore, the 
same as John the Baptist wore, the mantle of Elijah. 
John the Baptist had a raiment of camel's hair; I be- 
lieve he had a big cloak. This  robe I have on is 
made out of camel's hair, spun and woven by the 
women that live in the desert, given me because I did 
them a kindness. I believe it is the same as our Savior 
wore, except that H i s  was in one piece; mine is woven 
in two pieces. 

"If thou at  all take thy neighbor's raiment to pledge 
thou shalt deliver it unto him by that the sun goeth 
down"; for in yonder country orientals do not go to 
bed, they simply go to sleep; probably the children 
of Israel slept ill open air, or G o d  would not have 
given that command. If you do not give a man 
back his cloak ere the sun sets, you are held account- 
able if he died in a few days, for his cloak is his 

special protection at  night. These people wrap their 
heads up in their cloaks, and even in this I think I 
see an illustration of scripture. I used to be puzzled. 
and would say, "What are you afraid of, this, that 
or the other wild beast, that you wrap your heads?" 
A n d  they said, "Not a bit," but they would point 
toward the moon and say, " W e  are afraid of the 
moon," and then I remembered Psalms 121 :6, "The 
sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the moon by 
night," and the A r a b  says, "What  a wonderful G o d  
that H e  even keeps the moon from striking us." 

These long sleeves that I have are interesting be- 
cause they too are illustrative of scripture. H o w  can 
they work with long, dangling sleeves? They  take 
them up, tie them in a knot and put them back over 
their shoulders (illustrates) thus, making bare the 
whole arm. When I read Isaiah 52: 10, "The Lord 
hath made bare His holy arm in the eyes of all  the 
nations; and all the ends of the earth shall see the 
salvation of our Cod," and Isaiah 53:1, "to whom 
is the arm of the Lord made bare?" I understand 
it as I never could but for this oriental custom. 
"What  is the Lord going to do?  W h a t  has C o d  
bared His  arm for?" they say. H e  is talking about 
the coming of the Messiah and the great salvation 
that is offered to the world. Wonderful, isn't it, 
that G o d  has bared His  arms as we bare our arms, 
showing H e  is going to work? 

I want you to remember this, that these people 
dwell alone in regard to the Bible also, for that great 
race of people, thirteen million in number, haven't 
yet received the Gospel of the Lord Jesus Christ. 
and that is why people say they are cursed. IF they 
accept the Gospel they are not cursed; on the other 
hand, they are blessed, and there is more blessing 
promised in the Bible to the Arabs than there is to 
any other except the Jews. D i d  you ever 
notice in the O l d  Testament scriptures how they fore- 
tell the time this race of Arabs, these Ishmaelites, 
shall come into the blessing of the Gospel? Perhaps 
you have never noticed it, but underline it in your 
Bible. Psalms 72:8, 9. 10, " H e  shall have domin- 
ion also from sea to sea, and from the river unto the 
ends of the earth." From "sea to sea," the Persian 
Gulf to the Mediterranean, and from the river Eu-  
phrates, the great river in those days, and the land 
between. "They that dwell in the wilderness (in the 
desert) shall bow before H u n ;  the kings of Tarshish 
and of the isles shall bring presents; the kings of Sheba 
and Seba shall offer gifts"; specifying the most flour- 
ishing parts of the country; these shall bow before the 
Messiah. 

Isaiah 42 : 1 1 tells us h e s e  people shall own Jesus 

Christ as  Messiah, and sing His praises. In Isaiah 



60:7 we find them mentioned by name, a n d  there is 
the prediction that they shall also know Jesus Christ 
as their Savior, and in the fourteenth chapter of 
LechariA, verses nine and ten, we find that these 
people are going to be saved through the salvation 
provided by Jesus Christ. 

A n d  i f  there was nothing in the Old Testament 
concerning them, there is enough in the Savior's com- 
mission, and yet, after hundreds of years, this great 
race is practicaily untouched by the Gospel. T h a t  
land has nearly five thousand miles of coast line and 
has thirteen million people and only one white man 
preaching the Gospel. Is that fair? Is that what 
C o d  wants? Does that please the heart of Jesus? 
Is it fair that one man should have a million square 
miles to ride about in and never meet a representative 
of Jesus Chr~st?. If I want to shake hands with a 
foreign Christian worker I have to travel two thou- 
sand five hundred miles. A n d  yet, friends, these 
people are not heathen in the sense we think of heathen, 
worshiping blocks of wood and stone, but they are in 
much the same condition. They have an unshakable 
faith in G o d ;  they have had it for thirteen hundred 
years. Before that they were healhen, doing things 
the heathen in Africa and India do, but today they 
believe that C o d  is great, and that Mohammet is next 
to Him. They believe that Jesus Christ, next to 
Moharnmet, is the most wonderful M a n  that ever 
lived, that H e  was born in a miraculous way and 
lived a sinless life; they believe today H e  is living 
at  the right hand of G o d  and in the near Future He 
is coming back again, but you notice one thing they 
do not believe in. I made no mention of the blood. 
They  do not believe Jesus died. They are taught 
that Jesus,is so precious in the sight of God that when 
He was being led up to be crucified H e  was taken 
away and another substituted in His place; the sub- 
stitute died, but Jesus didn't die. Consequently they 
are just where the heathen are;  there is no atone- 
ment, no blood, no remedy for sin, no hope for the 
future; that is where they need the Gospel. They  
need the simple Gospel and they need the whole Gos- 
pel. They do not need civilization, but they do need 
real Christianity. When we go to them we go with 
the message that the blood of Jesus Christ, God's Son, 
cleanseth from all sin, and you would be surprised 
how they listen. They pray five times every day, 
thinking they are going to be heard for their much 
praying. Every man, youth and boy in that country 
suspends his work and prays. T h e  women never 

pray. They are taught C o d  would not hear-them; 
they are cattle. They are taught they are to be the 
slave and plaything of man, and when they die that 
is the end of them. W h y  should they pray? Women 

of America, I am not going to harrow your feelings 
by telling you of the cruelty in Arabia; all I ask 
of you is, be thankful every hour of your life that 
you live in a Christian country. You do not appre- 
ciate your blessings. You may sing, "Count your 
blessings," but precious few ever count them. You 
would if  you lived yonder. It  would be a good thing 
to transport some of you over there. A h ,  you are 
well off here, friends, but you do not know i t .  Those 
men pray five times a day, and every time they rclxat 
their prayer twelve and fifteen times, which makcs 
fifty to sixty prayers, and this is what they say: 

"Oh, Thou merciful and compassionate Cod ,  
the Maker of heaven and earth, the King in 
the day of judgment. I come to worship, and 
I ask that Thou wilt lead me in the straight 
and the true way, the way that leads direct to 
'Thyself, without turning to the right or to the 
left, without hatred of anyone, 0 Thou merciful 
Creator. Amen." 
Some people in other lands might do well to pray 

a prayer like that. That  is what those thirteen mil- 
lion people are praying, and Christian people are con- 
stantly relusing to send to them those who could tell 
them of Him who said, '.I am the way, the truth and 
the life; no man cometh unto the Father but by Me." 
But they cannot reach the Father without a knowl- 
edge of and a faith in Jesus i f  I read my Bible aright. 
They may pray, they may fast, they may make long 
pilgrimages over the desert to Mecca and think by all 
of these things they can reach the Father, but they 
never will do it. I learned these things eighteen 
years ago. I was ready for anything the Lord would 
have me do. I began my missionary career when I 
was eight years old. I heard a missionary speak, the 
great and good Robert Mofiat: H e  is the first man 
I ever heard speak. I shall never forget him as h~ 
stood on the platform and pleaded for Africa, and 
when I went home that evening I said, "Mother, 
when I grow up I am going to be a missionary," and 
she said, "May God grant it." H e  did grant it, 
and she rejoiced in the fact. Circumstances all m m e d  
against my going to the field. Don't get discoura~ed 
i f  things don't seem to open up at  once. G o  to work 
at  home, for G o d  will never call a man or wcman 
to work abroad who will not work at home. So i f  
you are anticipating work in the foreign field, let 
Jesus Christ use you at home, and then som: day 
H e  will put His  hand on you and say in the still 
small voice, "Son, daughter, I want you in India." 
It  may be Africa or China. It may be some part 
of the world you have never thought of, just as I 
never thought of these Arabs. My mind was away 

off in Africa, and if anyone had said, "Where would 



you like to go and work for Jesus?" I would have 
said, "Africa." But C o d  showed me Arabia. 

I was in business, making money, had a beautiful 
home, recently married; everything that was condu- 
cive to settling down and having a good time in the 
home land. I could not shake off the impression 
that I was t o  go to Arabia. In a wonderful way 
C o d  enabled me to get free from business, everything 
worked out to the day, and I started for the land of 
Arabia. People said I was going to waste my life, 
but that is a matter of opinion; those who said it then 
have altered their minds since. I d o  not think my 
life is wasted, and, I am going back to put in another 
seventeen years, if C o d  so wills, among these people. 
for I am well and strong; C o d  has adapted me for 
this life in the desert, and I must d o  my best. 

T h e  first day  w e  entered the land w e  were taken 
prisoner and held for ransom. I t  didn't get into the 
papers, for there are no reporters over there. W e  
were kept in those black tents of the desert thiity-six 
hours without a drop of water, although that was a 
small affair, and when they found there was no money 
to be had they sent us on in charge of chiefs so we 
might a t  least reach our mountain home without being 
killed by other tribes. 

For  seven months we lived in a dug-out, never 
daring to open our door when we would eat food 
lest those wild fellows would take it, never daring to 
show a tin spoon or tin can, or they would say, 
"These people are rich"; they would lay their hands 
on everything that seemed to be silver. Months passed 
by, and we  began to think we  had made a mistake. 
Why couldn't we  get the confidence of these people 
and their love? One morning as a great crowd was 
before my door and I was attending to their wants 
I went down to a little room about fifteen feet square, 
and there I saw my dead wife. Without any sign 
of failing health she passed away, and those wild 
fellows who had taken her prisoner a few months 
before were broken-hearted about it. They  came with 
black coils around their necks. W h a t  did it mean? 
A sign of gief .  A n d  they said, "Christian, we  are 
sorry to hear what has happened; we were beginning 
to love the white lady. Tomorrow morning at  sun- 
rise we will be  here to bury her; nobody else is to 
touch her." T h e  next morning, Sunday morning, 
those wild fellows came again and picked up  that 
dead body and put it to rest in that old land of Moab,  
the first white woman to lay down her life for the 
Ishmaelites. Since then two other women have been 
laid by her side; I would to C o d  I could say a man 
or two! Where  are the men? In  England and 
America making money, and before they are forty 
the majority of them die. Where are the men? Yon- 

der there are none. Three women have laid down 
their lives for these people already. H o w  much 
longer is this thing to go on? M y  daily prayer is to 
touch the hearts of men, for they are needed over 
there. There is a great work to be done. Here  in 
America and in England pastors are tumbling over 
each other. Over there, there is plenty of room; a 
man can have a thousand square miles to himself, quite 
enough for one man. 

After  they had buried my wife, those wild fellows 
came back to my home, and they had tears in their 
eyes as they said, "Christian, you are going away?" 
I said, "I am going to the postoffice, two hundred 
and eight miles away; going to send a letter home." 
" 

You won't come back again?" "I don't know; 
you have treated us so badly." Then they said, 
"What  is dead is dead, what is past is past; in fu- 
ture, if you will come back, we will be brothers. 
You  have buried your dead in our midst and have 
become a son of the country," and every one of those 
forty wild chiefs took both my hands, kissed me on 
both my cheeks, and bumped head to head; that is 
the way they seal a promise, and they have never 
broken it. Some of them have died believing in 
Jesus Christ who never would have been saved but 
for that strange Providence in the death of my wife. 

I stayed in that city for eight years, carried on a 
work and had a little company of Cod's  people in 
that far away land who belong to no church but the 
church of  Christ. W e  d o  not teach denominational- 
ism over there; we were not sent out to teach de- 
nominationalism. "Go ye into all the world and 
preach the Gospel." 

I was set free to go further into the desert, away 
into parts where a white man's feet have never 
before trod. G o d  has given me the privilege of 
visiting towns you won't find on the most complete 
map. W h y ?  Because tourists d o  not go there. 
There are no lions there to hunt. There are no dia- 
mond mines, n o  gold and silver mines; consequently 
people do not go there; but there are thirteen million 
souls there.. They do not attract hunters; they d o  
not attract gold seekers o r  diamond seekers. They  
ought to attract Cod's children, but they do not. I 
have been pressing on down into the great interior 
visiting these towns, towns and cities of fifty thou- 
sand people, sixty thousand peopIe, one hundred thou- 
sand people and two hundred thousand people, never 
marked on the map. H o w  did they receive the 
word? Well ,  they did not receive it a t  first; they 

-do not want the Gospel. People in civilized lands d o  
not receive it  either; there are more people here nut- 
side the churches -than in them. Is there any church 

in Chicago crowded every Sunday? There may be 



ahe Eatfer %aitt Etrwg~1 

one or two. I heard of one last night out In the 
country which charged five cents to see moving pic- 
tures to raise money to carry on its work. 

Over yonder people sit four, six and eight hours 
listening to the story of Christ beside the camp fires. 
When I am tired and weary, they are not, and when 
the next evening comes and we have had our supper 
and are sitting on the sands around the camp fires, 
and I keep quiet purposely, a man will say, "Chris- 
tian, where is your Book? Have  you told us all?" 
No,  the story never grows old, and the people over 
there today in that Mohammedan land are finding 
their way to the Father through Jesus Christ. I 
could tell you stories of how even women have found 
their way to the Savior and have died believing in 
Jesus Christ through the simple teaching of the Gospel, 
for G o d  gave me another partner who knows the 
language as well as I do, and is willing to spend her 
whole life for the salvation of these women and girls. 
In one letter I received from her quite recently she 
said: "When you come back won't you consider 
going and burying ourselves right in the desert, g~ving 
up even the children that are dear to us, so that these 
people may be saved?" 

I want to ask this, people, when you pray for mis- 
sionaries, pray for their wives too. When I say 
"Good-bye" to my wife frequently on the door-step 
she says, "When will I see you again?" and I have 
to say, "I don't know." I cannot send a letter to 
her once a week or month, or six months, or a year- 
never a word from home. Last year I was awav out 
in the desert, and reached home just in time to see 
my little boy, ten years old, pass away. My wife 
had to stand beside that sick bed for six weeks alone. 
T h a t  six weeks was the best six weeks I had ever had. 
I was entirely unconscious of what was going on at  
home, and C o d  greatly blessed' me. I have had to 
step out without knowing whether P was going to get 
sleep or anything to eat o r  drink; sometimes a drink 
of water once a day, sometimes not for two or three 
days. 

A s  we cross the desert we go through. some very 
trying experiences, and have to look to G o d  for help. 
I t  took me five weeks to cross that stretch of land, 
and some of the hardest experiences I have ever passed 
through I have had there, but I preached the Gospel. 
W e  had been going five days without a drop of water, 
the scorching sun of Arabia blazing down upon our 
heads. I called to the guide who was taking us 
across, and said, "How much longer will we have to 
wait for water?" H e  said: "Last night I was iodk- 
ing at  the stars, and in two days' time we will be 
under a certain star. There I know is a certain spring." 
I called the men and told them what this guide said, 

and then the men said, lifting their hands to heaven. 
"If G o d  wants us to go two more days we will die," 
and I said, "Oh, C o d  doesn't want us to go two 
more days or to die. I believe H e  will give us water 
now," and I quoted Isaiah 41 : 17, "When the poor 
and needy seek water and there is none, and their 
tongue faileth for thirst, I the Lord will answer them, 
I the C o d  of Israel will not forsake them." Tha t  
was good enough to stand on. I believed what the 
Bible said; I didn't try and turn that around and 
make it mean something else than water, and poor 
and needy and thirsty throats, and I said, "Men, 
pray to God and H e  will give us water," and these 
poor fellows said, "Christian, we cannot pray about 
that; the great G o d  would not be interested; H e  
would not hear." "Kneel down," I said, and they 
all knelt. I told C o d  in their language we wanted 
the fulfillment of that promise, and  1 got up and said, 
"Men, go look for water." In twenty minutes a man 
with his great cloak signaled to us to come, and there 
I saw these men on their knees, and they said, "We 
have water." I said, "Where is it?" A n d  they said, 
"Here it is." These men began to dig a hole in the 
sand; there was no sign of water. I said, "What 
are you doing, men? N o  sign of water here." One 
said, "Didn't you ask the great God for water?" and 
I felt guilty. I said, "Let them dig." They went 
down six feet four inches and they found water enough 
to quench the thirst of eighty men and give some to 
our one hundred and twenty camels and fill up our 
water skins. T h e  next morning we went on our way 
rejoicing. Doesn't it pay to trust? T h a t  incident 
in the desert made a greater impression on those eighty 
Mohammedans than perhaps anything else ever could 
have done-that C o d  would hear the cry of thirsty 
people and show them where a l ~ d  how to find water 
was indeed remarkable. 

Then H e  takes care of us in other ways. When  
Jesus Christ said to  H i s  disciples, "Ye shall be 
brought before councils, and princes and rulers and 
magistrates for M y  sake and the Gospel's," I realize 
a little what it means when H e  said, "Be not careful 
what ye shall say, for in that hour it shall be given 
you." Oh,  I have had to stand before those wild 
chiefs many times with the alternative of having my 
head taken off my shoulders or saying, "There is 
no C o d  but Allah and Mahomet is His  prophet." 
W h a t  would you do eight hundred miles away from 
civilization? I have been able by the grace of C o d  
to stand firm. Those men admire me. I have never 
yet had an Arab  to come to me after a severe testing 
and say, "Well, you are foolish." I know men who 
have suffered persecution and endured hardship. I 
know heathen that have had their bodies burned all 



over with hot irons because they would not go back 
on the Jesus they love and believe in as their Savior. 
I was once taken before an Arab chief with the re- 
quest that I deny Jesus Christ and say that H e  was 
not the Son of God, but that Mahomet was the great 
prophet of God, and own him as the only hope of 
the future. Before three hundred men the chief said 
to me, "The only way you can save your life is by 
giving up your religion and becoming one of us." 
That  chief waited on me day after day, and at last 
he said, "This is the last time I am coming, and your 
life depends on it." I prayed, and all I could say 
was, "Lord help me, give me an answer." I had 

'6 

my answer: Chief, if you were in our country, far 
from your friends, and you were told you must be a 
Christian or lose your head, what would you do?" 
"Lose two heads and remain a Mohammedan." 
"Chief, if you were in our country and we told you 
you must become a Christian, would you please God 
or please man?" And he wasn't long in answering 
me, and said, "Why, to please God is better than to 
please man." I said, "Chief, I will answer you cow; 
i f  I had two heads I would lose them both, but can 
not deny Jesus Christ. God would be displeased. 
I must please God no matter what happens." 

That man went away angry, and he laid his plans 
to have me killed before night, but all his plans were 
swept away and I am living today. God saved me 
in a wonderful way. H e  raised up a man I had never 
seen in my life to guard me because a woman had 
showed him a kindness years before. Does it'pay to 
be kind? Are you kind to these fellows all around 
you? These Italians, for example? I was in Boston 
not long ago, walking down Washington street. It 
was after a fall of snow and it was very slushy. 
There stood a little old woman in front of a store and 
on her arm she had pieces of lace for sale; a gust 
of wind came down Washington street and blew the 
lace over the sidewalk, and the men trampled on it; 
there was not a man or woman to pick up the old 
woman's lace. I came from a land where we don't 
hustle so, and I .took it and put it into her hands. 
The poor old lady said to me in broken English, 
" Thank you, sir." I detected the brogue of the 
Arab, and I said to her, "Wash them and they will 
be clean," and she said, "My son, where did you get 
my tongue?" and we began a conversation right there 
on the streets. I learned she had come from Damas- 
cus four years ago; the cold weather had killed her 
son and daughter and she was all alone. She told 
me she wasn't living in a Christian country. I said, 
"Yes, this is a Christian country." She said, "Every- 
body like this (closing her fist), everybody in a 
hurry." I said, "Trust in God, love Jesus Christ, 
and you will get back to your own country soon," 

little thinking I was making a prophecy. She told 
me her address and I said good-bye. That  night in 
one of the churches in Boston I told the story; a 
lady came to me afterwards and said, "Mr. Forder, 
do you think you can find where that woman lives? 
What  will it cost to send her back?" I said, "I in- 
tended to go to New York on the night train, but if 
there is any chance of helping her I will wait.'' She 
said, "If it is possible to send her I will do  so,',' and 
in less than a week that woman was on board ship 
on her way back to her own people. Does it pay to 
be kind? Why, of course it must come back to you. 
That  woman in Bombay that saved that Arab's life 
will never know that her kindness saved my life away 
off in that far away country. 

I have seen an Arab chief before he would touch 
the Bible wash his hands three times in three changes 
of water. Wha t  for? Because, as he said, he was 
afraid he would defile the Book. 

I have known men to walk across the desert five 
hundred miles seeking Bibles; people in other lands 
won't carry a Bible a block to church. Think of 
it. Men carrying Bibles on their backs eight hundred 
miles that their fellow-men might have the Word of 
God. I believe God through the Holy Spirit will 
bring men to Jesus Christ through the reading of the 
Word even though they do not have it preached to 
them. H e  can do it. H e  has done it in other lands. 
Is it impossible to do it with the Arabs? Not a bit; 
and if the Christians stand back and say, "We won't 
go and preach the Word of God," H e  may gather 
out a people from among the strange Arabs. 

I am going back to those people again, for there 
are eight million people who have never heard a white . 
man, never heard that Jesus died on the cross; Oh, 
they must hear it, for this Gospel of- the Kingdom 
must be preached to all nations. I want this people 
to have a chance; I do not want you to say that you 
haven't heard. I want you to go home with your 
hearts burdened, with thirteen million people crowded 
in there; you will be all the better for it, and you 
will count it a privilege. "0 that Ishmael might live 
before Thee." You will never cease to pray, if you 
believe, that through the power of God Ishmael can 
live before God, for the Bible says he shall. This 
is all I ask you to do. I cannot ask you to take your 
trunks and go to Arabia, but I can ask you to pray. 

This is my message to you. Those people need 
the Gospel, they must have it, and if God spares 
my life to go back again, the carrying of the Gospel 
into Central Arabia may mean death, but I would 
rather die on the sands of Arabia than in the finest 
bed in America;--rather be about my Master's busi- 
ness in that far away land to which God has called 
me than live for self here. 



Some Missionary Experiences in The Ohio State Prison 
Joseph Robbins, 936 Arsenal Avenue, Columbus, Ohio 

NEVER expect for a momenl to 
see the day when I will noi be 
happy; to think that C o d  loved 
me when I wasn't lovable, when 
nothing was good, and yet H e  
loved me, but I want to say that 
when I turned my heart to Cod ,  
C o d  wondrously loved me as a 

friend, and I fell in love with him at  once, and right 
in the very beginning C o d  wondrously, wondrously 
led me to know Him. I thought when we sung that 
song, "I shall know Him by the print of the nails in 
His  hands," I have been knowin' H i m  now for over 
thirty years. I learnt Him in a mighty short time, 
and H e  is the most real to me of any other body I 
ever knowed. I know Him. I have been married 
almost fifty years to a woman, and I lived with her 
most of the time, in the time of war I was gone al- 
most two years, and that is almost all the time I ever 
was away from home, and I know Him ten thousand 
times better than I know that woman I lived with all 
these years. H e  is more real to me than any human 
I ever saw, and I do praise Him that I am not ca- 
pable of telling the wonderfulness of the wonderful 
love of Jesus Christ to me. It is out of reach. There 
is no words to tell i t  with. I couldn't tell a t  all how 
I enjoyed God yesterday while H e  worked with the 
other people; not only for myself, but to see that G o d  
had laid a real longing on the souls of the people. 
Now IHe laid that there. W h y  yes, H e  laid it 
there, and I realized it. I want to say that that was 
of more value to me than gold was. I am not looking 
at the trials; let them come if they want to come. 
Why, H e  is over all the trials. H e  is over and un- 
derneath, and all around. Never since I have known 
God,  when all my friends was agin me, I never 
thought that was too hard. I didn't think I had to 
bear it. H e  stood between me and the trial. H e  is 
my Burden-bearer. Some people that can read, good 
scholars never learn that, but I learned it as soon as I 
got converted. I got converted Tuesday night, and 
on Friday night I found my Jesus was my Burden- 
bearer, and H e  has been ever since. A n d  now I have 
great reason why to praise Cod.  I don't think you 
all the time have to holler to praise Cod ,  and yet 
G o d  said, "Open your mouth" and "ye shall be' M y  
witnesses." I just feel as good when C o d  wants me 
to sit and not say a word as when H e  wants me to 
witness. All I have to do is to let Him. H e  has 

His  own-what would you call i t ;  I don't know the 

word and yet I know the reality, bless C o d  I do.  H e  
is the one that speaks like you write with a pencil. 

T h e  pencil makes the marks but H e  makes the pencil 
go, and that is what H e  is with me. You know I 
never did get very much in my head, but the Lord 
C o d  hlled my heart full of Himself, but H e  first had 
to take out old Joe Robbins and all he had, all of 
hls ideas; take them all away, bum them up, and then 
H e  could come in with His  ideas and make me what 
I am. 

I know this as well as I am standing on this plat- 
form. I got the witness right now that I please God. 
H o t  because I am good-lookin'. It  ain't that, but it 
is this one thing regardless of anybody, wife or chil- 
dren, church or preacher, or any livin' man, I will 
obey C o d  and I love to do it. 

H e  never told me nothin' that I thought was too 
hard. I will declare that. T h e  hardest thins he 
ever told me, and I wouldn't say that was hard, was 
this: A bishop of the Methodist Church had an- 
nounced he was going to preach a t  a certain place 
the next day at eleven o'clock; it was announced in 
the papers. God  woke me up the night before, told 
me H e  wanted me to preach there at that time. I 
never saw him more than about five minutes, and he 
didn't know me and I didn't know him, and I just 
walked up on the stand as though I had an invitaiion, 
and took his place. I'he bishop was a settin' on the 
front seat, Now that was a pretty bold thing for God 
to do with me, wasn't i t? Ba t  I. let Him do it, and 
the Lord would a-liked to set me afire. I couldn't 
hardly stand on the and the bishop wasn't 
a bit more than a grasshopper to me. Not  a bit. 
17he people were grasshoppers. T h e  Lord set me 
a-fire. T h e  bishop afterwards told me he was glad 
I preached. Somebody said to me, H o w  can you 
testify before these preachers? W h y  I never knowed 
they was there. They are only sinners saved by 
grace. When I get up to praise Cod ,  what have I 
got to man for? If they get out of fix about 
it, God is able to take care of His own business. A l l  
h e  wants is a dead worm, and H e  will wriggle the 
worm. 

When I first went to the Ohio Penitentiary to 
preach, I hadn't had a class of men before, but when 
I first went there they gave me a class of eighteen 
men, som&nes there were twenty-five or thirty; but 
this morning they had me whipped out. I wouldn't 



let 'em know it but on Monday morning I went to 
C o d ,  and I said, "Cod, I don't want to be whipped 
out, and I am whipped: now you will have to do 
something or else take me out o' there." G o d  told 

me to go back next Sunday morning and not Eay a 
word; just go and stand and He would do it. I 
went there and I stood before that class, and i felt 
like a dried jug laying on the hillside in the sun, and 
to save my life I couldn't do anything but cry. After 

while I began to cry and I cried, and never said a 

word, and finally I opened my eyes and looked, and 
the last one of them was cryin'. I could not get an 
impression on them before, and no matter what I 
would say they would oppose me in i t ;  they would 
pick up some hypocrite of a preacher or class leader 
an' talk about his sins. Seventeen of them men got 

converted before I come back next Sunday, and the 
other fellow left the class. But  that is the only time 

I saw such a thing as that done. I was there twenty- 

one years. I never saw anything like that before or 
after. I don't suppose that would do every time, but 
that is the way C o d  done it that time. I never 
teached the Word.  I jest stood there as G o d  told 
me to. H e  said "I will teach the lesson next Sun- 
day ;  you stand before the class." I t  was the hardest 
thing I ever done, to stand there and not say nothin'. 
One feller he Ieft the class, he always said there 
wasn't nothin' in salvation. About a year afterwards 

he said he never felt born of God. A n d  I said, 
"Wha: did you cry about that Sunday mornin'?" 
"Well, when I see your earnestness, that made me 
cry." N o  sir, because I didn't look very earnest. I 
never felt like doin' that before and I didn't feel like 
doin' it then, in one sense, but I would obey C o d  i f  I 
got put out of the Penitentiary. 

Now you might think there never had been a man 
of that kind converted, but I went there one Fourth 
of July to teach, and on that day they always let 
them out in the yard. I concluded I would go down 
there and jest talk around; d o  a little kind of per- 
sonal work. I went there and began to sing, and 
they gathered around me and the first think I knowed 
some of them was a-prayin', and there was twenty- 
five or twenty-six men converted that day in that 
yard. I held a meetin' the whole live-long day. I 
never stopped only while they went and got their 
dinner, and as quick as they cum back I went at  it 
agin. There was men cum there that couldn't read 
and as mean as they could be, and got saved. T h e  
meanest man I suppose was ever in the Ohio Peniten- 

tiary got saved, and today he is a regular gentleman 
of the land, a business man. H e  was determined 
that he wouldn't work, and they drownded him, 
nearly. dead two or three times, and put him in a n  

Bbe Ealfff9r Zain Eutut1~~1 

electric shock, and said they might kill him but he 
wouldn't work, and so a t  the end of those times he 
got to lookin' a t  it; he wasn't under conviction when 

he went to bed and he was converted before mornin'. 

H e  was the happiest man I ever seen work. I r?ever 
seen such a man. After that you could not keep him 
still. H e  would shout in the Sabbath School and in 
the meetin'. When  he went out he  went to do busi- 
ness like other men. One day I h e r d  some feller 
holler "hello." and I said, "I don't know you." 
'* 

Where did you ever see me?" H e  said, "In the 
Ohio Penitentiary." H e  had been a cow-boy away 
out in the West,  and throwed a railroad train off and 
robbed it, and he was three years in the Ohio Peni- 
tentiary. I lived two miles from the Penitentiary, 

and came every Sunday morning, and he heerd some- 
body say I walked, and he said he thought no man 
would walk that fur for a man that was in the Peni- 
tentiary, and he would come and see what I had to 
say. H e  never had no impression before of the 
preachers who cum there, but that feller got con- 
verted, and went down in Portsmouth and married 

the finest kind of a lady, and that was on a Thanks- 
givin' and he took me home to dinner and introduced 
me to his wife as the man who was the means of him 
bein' saved in the Ohio Penitentiary. H e  was raised 

down in Portsmouth, Ohio, and they didn't know for 
about fifteen or twenty years where he was. H e  
went by another name while he was in the Peniten- 
tiary, and when he went home nobody ever knowed 
there that he was in the Penitentiary. H e  promised 

to marry this lady and two nights before he married 
her he tho't that woman might find out he ~ v d s  in 
the Ohio Penitentiary, and it might cauge trouble, 
and  he would go and tell her where he got saved and 
all about it, and if there was any trouble it would be 
settled right there. And when he told her and after 
he got done tellin' her, he said, "Now you will have 
to do as  you please about this," and she said, "I 
think more of you than I did before," and both of 
them's Christians now. C o d  will save awful bad 
men. If H e  wouldn't H e  never would have saved 
me. I have been in prisons of all kinds, jail, lock- 
ups, work-houses, but the badest of any place ever I 
was in, the work-house is the worst. I t  is worse than 
the Penitentiary. I would ruther be in the Peni~en-  
tiary than the work-house if I was going to be a 
prisoner. O f  course, they don't give a man his 
choice. So many people think a man is mean enough 
to go to jail he is too mean to be saved. T h e  night I 
got saved, the next-morning a man said, "Well, it 
won't amount to a thing." "Why?" "Well," he  

said, "the poor fellow hain't got sense enough tto d o  
anything but to drive oxen and driak whiskey. 
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@rretiltgn Bram h b i n  
George E. Berg, Coonoor, India 

the Rising of the Sun unto the going 
of the same, the Lord's Name is to be 

praised ! Amen ! 
I do praise C o d  for the privilege of having 

such sweet fellowship with you all in the Holy 
Ghost. T h e  April number of "The Latter Rain 

Evangel1' has proved a great blessing to a number 

here a t  Coonoor. 

Beloved, we are so glad for your prayers in 

our behalf; we do feel the power of them here, 

even though we are separated in body about twelve 
thousand miles. What  a C o d  we have! W h a t  a 

Christ we have! W h a t  a Holy Spirit we have! 

W h a t  a privilege we all have in living in these won- 

derful days! 
I have just returned home from a twelve daysi 

tour into the Telugu country, where G o d  confirmed 
His own W o r d  with signs and wonders in the 

mighty name of Jesus. I shall never forget one 

night especially, as I stood out in a dark heathen 

village a t  about the midnight hour, giving out Cod's 

dear message to about three hundred people under 

a starry sky. Heaven indeed seemed to open 
above us and the glory of God overshadowed us, 

hallelujah to the worthy Lamb! I laid 'hands 
upon ten people for healing in the Name of Jesus. 

and word has come since that all received healing; 
to God alone belongs the glory! 

Oh what a privilege to be in dark India amidst 

the serpents, wild beasts and awful diseases and 

plagues, but in the will of Cod .  I 'd rather be 

here than to sit upon a royal throne out of God's 

dear will. 

I would like to enlist your prayers in behalf of 
the poor, neglected jungle tribes of South India; 

no established mission dares to go among them on 

account of wild beasts and serpents, besides fear 

of the jungle fever. These poor tribes are so neg- 

lected, yet Jesus died for all of them, as well as 
for us. A friend of mine ( a  native brother) has 

worked some among them for the past five or six 
years with good results. I feel that G o d  wants 
us to evangelize these tribes with three native 

preachers (two of these have received Pentecost). 

Jesus is coming soon! W e  do not want to stand 

before Him speechless. 

W e  need at  once about one hundred dollars to 
put up a haIF dozen preaching huts, and for other 
necessary expenses. W e  expect C o d  to supply 
every need. Kindly join us in prayer and C o d  will 
answer. 

T WO Publishers of Pentecostal Papers have 

very generously given us their lists of sub- 

scribers that we might send them a sample copy of 
T h e  Evangel. I t  will require several hundred dol- 
lars to send a copy to each of these. Would you 

not glorify C o d  in helping us do this? D o  you 

know of any better way to get the Latter Rain 
truths ,before the people! Any oflering for this 

purpose, no matter how small, will be acceptelle. 

0 UR brother, A. Forder, who has spent sev- 
enteen years as missionary in Arabia, has 

written a very interesting book giving in consider- 
able detail his experiences in that land. T h e  book 

is entitled, " 'Ventures Among the Arabs" and is 
published by Gospel Publishing House, 54 West  

22nd  St. ,  N e w  York City. T h e  price is $1.00. 
W e  are sure you will be interested in reading this 

book. Order direct from the publishers. 

Topeka, Kansas, Sept. 2-12. Write C. E. Fos- 

ter, 5 W L e l a n d  St. 

Chicago, Illinois, Sept. 12-26. Write  Wm. H. 
Durham, 2836 (old No. 943) North Ave. 
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Mllitngn Mnnuetttinn 
Stone Church, 37th and Indiana Avenue 

another Convention, to begin 

evening, the fourteenth of OC- 
tober, 1909, w e  wish to record again our gracious 

thanksgiving to C o d  for the blessed Convention that 

we had the Iatter part of M a y  and beginning of 

June. A s  our readers know, the Spring Conven- 

tion was called for ten days but so graciously did 

C o d  bless that it continued for twenty-five days, 
with services running from half-past nine in the 

morning to ten, and sometimes considerably later, 

a t  night, and a few days with no break whatever 

between. 

W e  want to ask all our friends interested in the 
work of C o d  to pray that none of us shall yield to 

the temptation of thinking that because we had a 
glorious convention then, we shall have, for that 

reason, a good one in October, but that they will 
also join us in praying that the gracious presence 

of C o d  shall be manifested in our midst in the 

forthcoming October gathering. 
W e  invite the Lord's people to come and wor- 

ship with us at  that time. W e  announce only the 
opening date; we shall set no date for closing. W e  

believe, however, that it will continue for a t  least 

ten days, and shall be glad to have it continue as 
much longer as G o d  may indicate. 

W e  are prepared to say that those who are giv- 

ing all their time to the work of the Lord will be 

furnished lodging without any charge to them, by 

the members of our congregation. 
Pray  that C o d  will send to the Convention such 

leaders and teachers as may best fill the purpose 

in H i s  mind for us a t  that time, and that there 
shall be  a mighty out-pouring of the Spirit mani- 

festing itself in conviction, salvation, cleansing, 
healing and baptizing power. 

@@ Zaffpr gain = &B B~eign nna @p~mfion 
"I Will  Pour Water on Him That Is Thirsty" 

May 29, 1909, Fourth Lecture in the Latter Rain Series, D. Wesley Myland 

NOTE.-At various times in the history of the 
Church God has  emphasized certain great scriptural 
truths-Justification under Luther, Sanctification 
under Wesley, etc. 

W e  are living i n  the time when the Latter Rain 
truths are  due. and hence God is giving them. H o w  
&ique, how natural, how refresGing a r e  these ex- 
positions-not a resetting forth of old ideas, but 
a wonderful, deep revelation from God; hence, i t  
stirs our souls. - 

ET us harken to the reading of 

two passages from the ~ r o ~ h e c y  

of Isaiah, first in the thirty-second 

chapter, from the thirteenth to 
the eighteenth verses, inclusive: 

"Upon the land of my p o p l e  

shall come up thorns and briars; 

yea, upon all the houses of joy 

in the joyous city: because thy palaces shall be for- 

saken; the multitude of the city shall be left; the 
forts and towers shall be for dens forever, a joy of 

wiid asses, a pasture of flocks; until the Spirit shall 
be poured upon us from on high, and the wilderness 
be a fruitful field, and the fruitful field be counted 

for a forest. Then  judgment shall dwell in the 

As you read these discourses obey their teachings, 
and by  the time you are through with them, or  be- 
fore-yielding t o  God a s  you go  along-the Latter 
Rain will be falling upon you. 

Will you not  help us  t o  get these Sermons into the 
hands of thousands? Every Christian, and especially 
every minister of the Gospel ought t o  read the  en- 
tire series which began i n  our June issue. 

wilderness, and righteousness remain in the fruitful 

field. A n d  the work of righteousness shall be peace; 

and the effect of righteousness, quietness and assur- 

ance forever. A n d  my people shall dwell in a 

paceab le  habitation, and in sure dwellings and in 

quiet resting places." 

Second, in chapter forty-four, the first eight verses: 

"Yet now hear, 0 Jacob M y  servant; and Israel 

whom I have chosen: Thus  saith the Lord that 

made thee, and formed thee from the womb, which 

. will help thee : Fear not, 0 Jacob M y  servant; and 
thou, Jeshurun, whom I have chosen. For  I will 

pour water upon him that is thirsty, and floods upon 

the dry ground; I will pour M y  Spirit upon thy seed, 

and my blessing upon thine offspring; and they shall 



spring up (that is, the offspring) as among the grass, 
as willows by the water courses. One shall say, I 
am the Lord's; and another shall call himself by the 

name of  Jacob; and another shall subscribe with his 

hand unto the Lord, and surname himself by the name 
of Israel. Thus saith the Lord the King of Israel, 
and His Redeemer (that is Jesus) the Lord of 

Hosts; I am the first and I am the last; and beside 
M e  there is no God. A n d  who, as I, shall call, and 
shall declare it, and set it in order for Me,  since I ap- 
pointed the ancient people? and the things that are 

coming and shall come, let them shew unto them. 
Fear ye not, neither be afraid: have not I told thee 

from that time, and have declared it? ye are even 

My mifnesses. Is there a C o d  beside M e ?  yea, there 
is no C o d ;  I know not any." Tha t  was the answer 
of the prophet, and he was trying to speak for the 

people: "There is no G o d ;  I know not any." 
This brings us to the fourth in this series o i  exposi- 

tions on the subject of the Latter Rain, and although 

the words "latter rain" are not found in these scrip- 
tures, yet they are so closely allied that they teach 

the same great truth; especially the design and opera- 
tion of the "latrer rain"; that is, h o ~  it comes and 
what it does. 

' <  
Yet now hear, 0 Jacob My servant; and Israel 

whom I have chosen": Here is God's call and God's 

choice. Here is the double idea of salvation and 
sanctification. C o d  calls men to be saved, but H e  
chooses them to be sanctified. They are both called 
and chosen. There is the e/<l&sia, those called out, 
and also the ehle$toi, those called the second time, 

called out from the called ones, for the Hebrew word 

here rendered "chosen" is equivalent to the Creek 
word el&$toi of the New Testament. Notice, i t  is 

Jacob who is called, but Israel who is chosen. Jacob 
was called at  Bethel, which means the house of God,  

but Israel was chosen at Peniel, the face of God. I t  
is C o d  in each case. Bethel-called in the house of 
C o d  to get the bread of Cod ,  for that word means 
both. You can get the bread of G o d  in the house of 
Cod ,  and so we come to God's house to get Cod's  

bread. There are many of God's houses, so called, 

where there is not much of God's bread; hence they 

are not worthy the name of Cod's house. I'd rather 
have a little old tumble-down mission-room packed 

full of God's  good bread than I would have your 

high-steepled, high-spired churches, with an immense 

amount of money invested in them that ought to be 

scattered to the heathen world supporting missionaries; 

far better to have a little humble cottage full of the 
bread of God where souls might get something than 

these great empty houses where p o p l e  starve to death. 

"And Israel, whom I have chosen": that happened 
at Peniel. "Peniel" means the face of G o d ;  face to 
face with G o d  where I shall see Him as H e  is and 

begin to be made like Him. 

"Jacob M y  servant," but "Israel whom I have 
chosen." Now these two things are bound in one self- 

same individual. Jacob became Israel a t  Peniel, not at 

Bethel. There is a lot of strong meat at Peniel, and 
when you come to Israel you can talk about "latter 

rain" because the Latter Rain Covenant is renewed; 

you can talk about Pentecostal out-Boodings and out- 

pourings; H e  will trust you. "Thus saith the Lord 

that made thee, and formed thee from the womb, I will 

help thee; Fear not," Pentecostal worker; fear not! 

God says H e  will help, and H e  can help you more 

than anyone else. H e  says H e  will help you "right 
early"; at the dawning of the morning. Sometimes 

it takes all night like as with Jacob before he became 

Israel, but when the morning dawned Jacob was 
changed to Israel. 

"Fear not, 0 Jacob My servant; and thou Jesh- 

urun"; this latter term Jeshurun is Israel's business 
name, given him because he has gone out to do great 

things for God. I t  is Cod's business that is done 
now. Turn over to the thirty-third chapter of Deu- 
teronomy, especially from the twenty-sixth verse on, 

and you get the unfolding of this name. It  means 

a C o d  who is prosperous in all His ways, and this 

makes us to see H e  is the sovereign Cod.  W h y ,  if 
you get the business name of God and move in His 

sovereign purpose, you are bound to succeed; all 

earth and hell cannot stop you. You want to link 

yourself right there with the God of Jeshurun. It 

means the G o d  of grace, of power' and uprightness. 

You d o  not find this word very often, but it is used 

in connection with the great outworking of God and 
the displays of His sovereign majesty through some- 

body whom H e  can trust. G o d  can never trust us 

until we trust Him. When we have reposed one 
everlasting trust in God and yield unquestioning 

obedience to His  will, then G o d  can begin to trust 
us and can give us something to do and to say for 

H i m ;  places to go and ministries to perform. 

A r e  you complaining of a narrowed life? T h e  
trouble is with you. Lay it at your own door. 

When God can bring you where H e  can trust you, 

H e  will give you more than ten ordinary people can 

do, and then H e  will give you the strength of ten, 
for H e  has promised in His Word ,  "One shall chase 

a thousand and two shall put ten thousand to flight." 
Is your life circumscribed? It's your own fault. 

Get through to Cod.  Lay your life open to H i m ;  
lay it out on His  altar. Lay it out even though it 



has a dry night; lay it out again and it will be wet 

this time. Let G o d  take you and know that H e  

has you on both the dry side and the wet, for there 
will be a dry side sometimes. Some p o p l e  seem to 

want to be dry;  it is an excuse for lazy people to be 
released from service. They  say, "I am dry." W h y  

should they be dry when C o d  has said. "I will pour 

water on him that is thirsty, and floods upon the dry 

ground; I will pour M y  Spirit upon the seed, and 
M y  blessing upon thine offspring"? I will cause 
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them to spring up  as willows by the water brooks." 

"I will help thee, fear not." 

"Give to the winds thy fears, 

Hope and be undismayed ; 

G o d  hears thy sighs, G o d  sees thy tears, 

G o d  ?hall lift up thy head," 

and Pentecost will fill you. Fear not! H e  will 

help you. W h o  doesn't want God's help? W h o  
won't go through with God's help? But H e  will 

have unquestioning obedience. 

"Fear not, 0 Jacob M y  servant; and thou Jesh- 

urun, whom I have chosen." I t  is God's choice 
when you get into the deeper life of the Spirit, and it 

is God's choice again when you get into business 
life. Now that doesn't mean preachers or mission- 

aries only; it applies to you in your shop, to you in 
your kitchen, to you in your store; it means you be- 
hind your desk if G o d  has called you there. T a k e  

Him as the G o d  of Jeshurun, the G o d  of all that is 
good and righteous and prosperous. G o d  needs many 

good stewards to make money for H i m  whereby to 
send missionaries to evangelize the world. G o d  bless 

them; they will get their reward; they have been 

hands and feet for the Master. Have  you read the 

story of the two men that made one? O n e  had  a 

good pair of hands, but had lost his limbs; the other 

had a good pair of strong limbs, but had lost his 
hands. T h e  man with hands rode on the shoulders 

of the one with feet, and thus they sowed their crop 

of rice. I have seen missionaries going out to  the 

foreign countries carried by strong men and women 

a t  home who toil and bear the expense of the work 
in the foreign field. I'd be a missionary if I had to 

live in the back kitchen all my life. 

This is the way G o d  is going to work it: "I will 

pour water on him that is thirsty." Jacob, are you 

thirsty? Israel, are you thirsty 2 You may be thirsty 

in the beginning of your salvation as Jacob was, and 

G o d  will give you the baptism right there. G o d  is 

no respecter of persons; there are first that shall be 
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last, and last that shall be first, and in these sovereign 

workings of G o d  H e  will d o  a thing when you are  
ready for it; H e  will baptize even Jacob. Sometimes 

the Jacobs get it easier than the Israels. But are the 

Israels thirsty? H e  will give you thirst, and I 
say to you there is something more than the blessing 
of holiness, and something more than the doctrine of 

sanctification. 

NO matter how often you have said, "saved, sanc- 

tified and healed." you need Pentecost. I said, 
"Lord, I have had T h y  Spirit; I have been preaching 

all these years." "Yes," H e  said, "don't you re- 

member seventeen years ago how I met you in your 
library?" "Yes, Lord, what about that?" "I'd 
like to finish what I did then." I didn't know 

enough then, but I did receive the Spirit, and I went 
out into what I called the Spirit-filled life. I had 
been marvellousIy healed, and I said, "Lord, i f  that 

was the beginning and I didn't get this residue, Y o u  

give me all there is now, and instruct me how to 
teach it"-there were a multitude of questions com- 

ing to me, orally and by mail-"and heal my body 

instantly3'-I was at the point of death with blood- 

poisoning from awful burns I had received from an 
explosion in our chapel; the flesh was burned off my 

hands and face, my eyes were blind for three days, 

the blood-poison had gone clear up into my brain. 
I said, "Lord, d o  this and I will give you just one 
hour in which to settle with me," for I had become 

desperate. I had been getting ready for a year; 
C o d  met me inside of that hour and it was all done. 

God illuminated my mind until I saw more truth in 

an hour than I saw in a year before.. H e  took me 

up and I joined the heavenly choir. I wanted to 

stay there, but H e  wouldn't let me. H e  made me 
come back, but H e  showed me where I would be by 

and by. I had a wonderful time in heaven with 

Jesus and the angels and all the saints. Oh ,  what 
a wonderful time! I heard such glorious singing 

there that I was ashamed of all the singing I had 

ever heard on earth. I remember I went up to Jesus 
and said, "Jesus, I am so sorry we  ever sung so 
poorly down there," and H e  said, "Never mind, M y  

child, I am going to teach you better so that you 

ohall make real spiritual melody in your heart to the 
Lord." While  H e  was flooding my soul and 

baptizing me, a flood of truth came into my undcr- 

itanding, and I then began to write out the song I 
had just sung in .. a - tongue and suddenly found I was 

healed, for I was writing with the hand from which 

the flesh had been burned and the arm which had 

been so swollen with blood poison. 



Oh, I tell you it is blessed to have the water 

poured over you; to feel God inside and outside. 

I am always going along with the taste of it in my 
mouth. I t  is on my tongue to stay. "I will pour 

water on him that is thirsty." H e  will pour it on 

Israel, the sanctified; yes, and H e  will pour it on 
Jeshurun, one that is out busy in service. I was very 

busy the winter H e  poured it out on me; there was 

only one night in the week I had to myself, and that 

was Saturday night. M y  Bible-classes and other pub- 
lic ministries, my correspondence, writing and editing 
hymns just went right on. A s  I went to my Bible- 
class I seemed to be walking along the street looking 

for something. I went out to some summer meetings, 

went up to Beulah p a r k ,  expecting all the time; came 
back home and opened my Convention on the 13th 

day of October. 

On that fatal day the magazine in our church 
exploded and threw me twenty feet up against the 

door, and filled me with burning gas until they caw 
it coming out of my mouth. They prayed for and 
anointed me, and took me home. I could not hold 

my hands down; my hands and face were bound x , d  
wrapped in medicated cotton. In this condition 1 
caught cold and blood-poison set in, but God kept 
saying to me, "Twenty-one days." H e  took me back 

to Daniel; twenty-one days Daniel was down and he 
had become very uncomely, and I had,  too. God 
showed me how Daniel was down on his knees ?.nd 

finally how he had no strength at all;  again snd 
again came to me, "twenty-one days, twenty-one 

days, twenty-one days." I didn't know what it 

meant, but by and by that Saturday night came, the 

third day of November, and after it was all over arc! 

I had written out the "latter rain" song and trans- 
lated it into English, I realized it was just twenty- 

one days since the explosion on the 13th of October. 

Oh, such dealings with God, such shutting up to Him 

and emptying out of everything I h a d ;  not that I had 

to repudiate it, remember, but all had to be laid 
aside, all my experience and all my ministry, and 

when God baptized me, all there ever had been in 

my life worth anything was intensified and multiplied. 

You don't have to repudiate anything C o d  has al- 

ready done for you to get Pentecost, but you have 
to be emptied out as though you had  nothing. 

"I will pour water on him that is thirsty, and 

there shall be floods upon the dry ground." -So, 
Jeshurun, get it. I got it. Oh ,  how busy! For 

eighteen years I was doing three men's work, leading 
people to C o d ,  teaching sanctification and divine 
healing, training missionaries and sending them out 
from our Bible-school. I had been doing a good 
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work, but I had to lay it a l l  aside and let G o d  do 

what H e  wanted to d o ;  and give me the bigger and 

better thing. 

I want you to see there are three calls, because it 

is very important; a call to Jacob, a call to Israel 

and a call to Jeshurun, or, to express it in other 

words, a call to the saved, a call to the sanctified 
and a call to those already working for God. God 

will transform your work, too, my brother, and give 

you a new kind of ministry; a t  least H e  will make 
it more efl-ective, for "I will pour water," that is, 

give it to the one that thirsts in order that there may 
be floods on the dry ground. T h e  dry ground can- 

not get to God.  You see the dry ground all around. 

T h e  only way C o d  can get to that barren land is 

through somebody that is thirsty, and He will pour 

water on that one until it will either run through or 
run off them on the dry ground. C o d  reaches the 

people that are not directly in touch with Him 

through those whom H e  can immerse and submerge 
in His  Pentecostal fulness. 

T h a t  is the order in any Gospel ministry-some- 
body must have something o f  C o d  to take to some- 

body else, but, oh, in this sense i t  means that H e  

will put it on you so full it will run off naturally; 

that is, H e  will make you a great system of spirituaI 
irrigation for the arid lands of needy souls. It  is 

not for yourself; it is not to make me full of G o d ;  

of course, one cannot help but be full of God,  but 

that is not the design of it; it is to make you great 
of blessing through which to carry this 

water of salvation to others. "Ye shall be witnesses" 

then. "Ye are M y  witnesses, saith the Lord"; you 
have the same idea in Acts 1 :i3, so it is a Pentecostal 

message in every sense; witnesses to .the great God- 

H e  pours Himself on us and through us to reach 
others. "And there shall be floods on the dry 

ground." 

A n d  then, more specifically H e  tells us what this 
water is. I t  is just a drop of the Holy Spirit, for 

"I will pour M y  Spirit upon thy seed," so that there 
shall be "blessing upon thine offspring." You know 

we are to bring forth. T h e  reason we haven't more 

offspring is because God's Spirit is not on our seed. 

W h a t  is the seed? T h e  thing we  sow. We plant 
the W o r d  of C o d ,  our message, our ministry, the 

song, the prayer, the testimony, and the instrument 

that gives it out is the tongue-"I will pour M y  
Spirit upon your seed." Pentecost is not simply for 

me, not merely to satisfy my feeling, but to get floods 
on  he dry ground; to make me a medium, a trans- 
mitter. T h e  real thirst for Pentecost should not, 
then, be a selfish thirst. I know the reason ten thou- 
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sand more have not received Pentecost; they want it 

for themselves. But it is thirst for others that will 
bring me my Pentecost; thirst for others! "My God, 

I haven't the fulness and power sufficient to reach 

these people!" Pray that from the heart and God 
will pour the water on  you until there will be floods 

on the dry ground. 
"I will pour My Spirit on thy seed." Ah, it is 

different now from what it used to be. W e  used to 

talk about the Word of God, give testimony, sing, 

pray; no result. What was the matter? Cod's Spirit 
was not poured on the seed. Peter could talk a good 

deal before Pentecost, and perhaps could preach 

more eloquently and more self-assertively than he did 

after, but a little bit of a word after Pentecost cut 

them to the heart, pricked them in their conscience, 

and they said, "Men, brethren, what shall we do?" 
God's Spirit was on the seed. That  is what Acts 

1 :8 means: "Ye shall receive the dunamis (the 
dynamite, the dynamics) of the Spirit coming upon 

you, and ye shall be witnesses unto Me," and when 

the power of the Holy Spirit falls on the witness, 
something is done; His Spirit is poured on the seed 

and the little message in song changes, the prayer 

changes, the little utterance of the tongue changes, 

the message from the Word changes, God's Word 
itself changes, because then it is both spirit and life. 

When God's Spirit is poured on the seed it shall 
not return to Him void. You may hear it only once, 

but it will stay. W e  do not give it out like those 

that fight uncertainly or beat the air, any more. Oh, 
bless God, when H e  has taken hold of the deep 

places of your life, and when H e  has poured His 
Spirit on the seed, then there will be blessing on your 

offspring, and that kind of offspring will survive after 
birth. They will be born living and active, and there 

won't be one-half the trouble about backsliders that 
there used to be. What is the matter with the min- 

istry that a few months after the revival is over the 
souls are gone? The Spirit was not poured out on 
the seed. Oh, give us souls that are born to live 

and love and move with God! You will have bless- 

ing on your ofispring then, and you know the offspring 
is like the seed. Like begets like, and kind poduces 

kind. God is getting some children out of this Pen- 

tecostal Movement, and H e  is getting them in a dif- 

ferent way from the old way. W e  are not pulling 

and hauling them to the altar after the manner of - 
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And they shall spring up among the grass, as 
willows by the water courses." They will spring up 

before you know it. Why?  Because the water 
courses carry life. If riJers of God are flowing 

through your life, offspring will be produced. "They 
shall spring up"--I have seen my father take out a 

whole handful of little twigs that looked dry and 
dead, and stick them in the ground along a little 
stream; the next year they were willow trees. Plant 

a little of the seed of ,God along the water courses 
of the Holy Spirit, and suddenly they will spring up 

without coaxing. They will spring up just like the 
beautiful crocuses out in the front lawns in the eariy 

spring, that bloom before the sun has hardly warmed 

the earth-while the cold north winds are yet blow- 

ing; at the-first opening of the spring up they jump, 
and it looks as though somebody stuck them in the 

lawn during the night. That  flower seems to say: 

"I am a heralder of spring, and I am not afraid of 
a little frost or snow. I have been pushed out be- 

cause that is the kind of life I have." It is not the 

old way of holding a set service and seeing how 

many souls we can get saved, but here and there, 
around the corner, and while you are at work, a 

new soul "sprinigs upy'--Pentecotsal! It is a new 

thing in my own ministry; every little while a sou1 

springs up. There is a crocus, here a willow by the 
water course. 

One sister told me how one sprang up one morn- 
ing when she went to empty her garbage; she had 

a neighbor with whom she was not on friendly terms. 
This morning she went out under the Spirit of God, 

praising the Lord, and suddenly she and the neigh- 

bor happened to come together a t  the' garbage can. 

She said, "Good morning; praise the Lord, isn't 

this a lovely morning?" (She had received her 
Pentecost a few days before.) The  neighbor looked 

up, and she said, "Oh, I feel. so bad the way you 
and I have lived." The  bad neighbor hardly knew 
what to make of it and tried to turn the conversa- 

tion. The  other said, "I feel so bad, and the worst 

of it is I hurt Jesus." The neighbor said, "Do you 
think Jesus is affected by these things? I thought 

no one was hurt but us." "Oh no," she said. "He 

is touched with a feeling of our infirmities; H e  was 

wounded for our transgressions," and she went on 

pleading Isaiah fifty-third chapter. The  woman 

dropped her- vessel and burst out crying, and lean- 
men, but God is moving them by His Spirit. An- ing over the fence the two wept together; one told 

other thing, God has a spiritual way of "borning" out all her troubles and the other told what the Lord 

children, I will tell you, and it is through the Word, had done for her; there she sprang up by the water 

the incorruptible seed, the Word of God that lives courses, in the back yard, out by the alley. 

and abides forever. "I will pour My blessing upon your offspring and 
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they will spring up as willows by the water courses. 

God  is saving souls now. In the old way? No,  
no. God is doing it in the direct spiritual way, be- 
cause we had to get a new working. T h e  devil 

had discovered everything the church had, but he 

can't keep up with Pentecost. A n d  so we Pente- 
costal people are believing that mighty imperative 

"shall be"-"there shall be floods"--or did you 

get the little Pentecost to satisfy your own 
little thirst? Shame on you! I could no1 
thirst that way. W e  must thirst for others-- 
boys and girls, fathers and mothers; there shall 
be floods, and the neighbors and the enemies, and 
those who have gone into sin shall believe, for 

wherever the water flows it bubbles up. They will 
believe i t ;  they will testify; they won't be struck 

dumb. I don't see how people are saved and are 

struck dumb the next minute. "One shall say, I am 
the Lord's. Glory to God, I'm saved!" T h a t  is 

how you will know it, for the witness of Pentecost 
will come. T h e  baptism will produce a like result 
on these offspring, and you won't have to go around 
and say, "Are you saved?" They will jump up and 
say, "I am the Lord's;" they wiil give an account 

of i t .  Another shall say, "I call myself by the 

name of Jacob," and another shall subscribe his hand, 

i f  he is not in the meeting to testify. H e  will write 

you a letter saying, "I have it." I shall get a good 
many letters from this Convention; they will sub- 
scribe and say, "I am saved," "I am healed," "I 
have been baptized too, and I want to tell you all 

about it." 

"Thus saith the Lord the King of Israel, and His 

Redeemer the Lord of hosts." T h e  Father and the 

Son are closely allied in this work. I t  is the larger 
work of the Spirit and not only manifests the Son, 

but also the Father in His sovereignty. "I am 

the first, and I am ihe last; and beside Me there is 
no God." "I am the Alpha and the Omega;  

I am the beginning and the end." This divine 
sovereignty is manifested in pouring out 

water on him that is thirsty, and also the 

manner in which God works with the souls that are 

born today. They are of a Pentecostal order. 
You know how it was on the D a y  of Pentecost. 

They didn't go around coaxing people, but the Holy .  

Ghost was poured out and three thousand people 
came jumping up like willows by the water courses, 

and in a little while five thousand, and everywhere 

they went men and women were saved. 
Again ,God is making workers and landing them 

in the uttermost parts of the earth in about the Sam-, 

length of time that it requires an ordinary bible-school 

to examine them and enter them as students. I am 
not depreciating training, nor putting a premium on 

the short cut, but I do love to see the Lard cut the 
thing short in righteousness. I would rather see one 

person baptized in the Holy Ghost and fire, dead in 
love with God's Word ,  reading it day and night, and 

praying the heathen through to salvation than to see 

a score of missionaries go out with only an intellec- 
tual equipment. Some go out with just about enough 

grace to say, "Well, goodbye," with great tears and 

a long struggle, like the old cows that drew the ark 

of God back to Israel, "lowing as they went" for 

their calves they had left behind; they are getting 
along some way, reforming and educating the heathen, 

but G o d  wants it done now like willows by the wa- 

ter courses. H e  wants to pour His  Spirit on the seed 
and start the seed growing right away. T h e  time is 

short. God  has to do it that way. W e  are moving 

too slowly now. I have watched various methods 
of missionary activity and I will take God's way as 

I find it in His Word ,  manifested by His Spirit and 

confirmed by His Providence. 
I have seen the misionaries sent out full of love 

and faith, trusting God not only with their souls 

but also with their bodies, and I tell you they have 

done more for God than those who go carry~ng with 
them a medicine chest. I am reluctant to help send 
missionaries that have to carry some materia rnedica 

with them. I do not turn them down; not at all. I 
pray for them every day, but God is giving us an- 

other class; God is giving us another kind. "Sup- 

pose they die," you say. Well,  suppose. they do die. 
I want to tell you this, that where o'ne has died trust- 

ing God for healing, a half dozen have died who 
were trusting in medicine. T h e  missionaries who have 
trusted G o d  the fullest have come through the best. 

You say they cannot get through by trusting God,  
but they have, and they are going to do it again, 

hallelujah! God is greater than the earth H e  has 
made, and God is greater than the devil that tries 

to rule this earth, and i f  God has a purpose in a 

life over in Africa, H e  will keep that life until His  

work is done, i f  there is real trust. Let us pray for 

those who cannot fully trust God. 

"I am the first, and the last; and besides M e  there 

is no God. A n d  who as I shall call,"-God's 
Pentecostal call. W h o  can call like God?-"and 

shall declare it, and set it in order for Me." If you 

get God's call you may rest assured you will see it 

declared clearly. God will decare it;  H e  will make 
it so plan that "the way-Faring man though a fool 
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could not err therein." Then  G o d  will set it in or- 

der ;  then look out for a Providence confirming every- 
thing, everything in order; you will just go step by 

step-the money will be there, the tickets will be 

there a t  the right time, for C o d  will set it in order, 
and you won't need to worry about it. Just use good. 

sanctified sense, obey C o d  and it will be all right; 
no undue enthusiasm about it; no hop, skip and jump 

business, but moving along on your knees in prayer. 
"And who, as I, shall call, and shall declare it, and 
set it in order for Me, since I appointed the ancient 

people? and the things that are coming,"-God a p  
points them-"and shall come." G o d  has ap- 

pointed the things that are coming, including the com- 

ing of Christ and all that that means; G o d  has ap- 
pointed it all. S o  "all things work together for good 

to those that love God,  to them who are the called 
according to His  puropse." "Who, as I, can call, 

then declare it and make it plain to you, and set it 
in order with things that are coming. I appoint 
and they shall come," and nobody can stop them. 
%lory be to G o d !  T a k e  your Pentecost that way;  

believe it and wait for it; accept it and trust God.  

Well ,  let anybody else show this kind of God.  They  
cannot do it. 

"Fear ye not, neither be afraid: have I not told 
thee from that time, and have declared it? Y e  are 

even My witnesses. Is there a G o d  beside M e ?  
Yea,  there is no G o d ;  I know not any." N o  such 

a C o d  as the Pentecostal God!  This  is His  design 

and operation. This is how it comes and how it 
works. W h a t  a G o d  H e  is manifesting Himself to 

be today! People see a little of it, and say, "I d o  
not understand that way." Of course not. Other- 

wise, you know First Corinthians, second chapter, 
would not be true, because that scripture says "they 

are  spiritually discerned." "The Spirit searcheth all 

things, yea, the deep things of Cod." I t  is God. 

and some people, because they cannot understand it, 

actually attribute it to the devil, and repeat the 

Pharisee's mistake when they said, "This man doth 

not cast out demons, but by Beelzebub, the prince 
of demons.'' 

Now I want to go back to the thirty-second chap- 

ter of  Isaiah. H e  says matters will be  so bad that 
"thorns and briars" and loathesome creatures will 
be in palaces where there ought to be beauty, peace 

and joy. A l l  these destructive, unpleasant things will 

abound, showing the natural abasement of mankind 

"until the Spirit be poured out from on high." Oh,  
i f  you could have a vision tonight o i  Chicago or any 

of these great cities as I have had it years ago when 
I did rescue mission work! I have visited the slums 

in many of the large cities of this country in my ear- 
lier ministry, seeking to lead men and women to Je- 

sus; the sin and degradation are indescribable. Sin 
and sensuality do not confine themselves to the slums 

but are found just in the same degree, but more un- 

der cover, in the palaces of what is called "high so- 
ciety," rotten to the core. This thing that destroyed 

the palaces of Israel in Jerusalem, in literal Israel, 

is just as true in a spiritual and moral sense today, 

and it shall be so "until His  Spirit is poured out from 
on high," and what then? "The wilderness" of 

Palestine shall be changed, and before these things 

can grow a t  all it will "become a fruitful field," and 

you can count that fruitful field "for a forest," for a 
thousand years hence. Thre  will be great, majes- 
tic oaks in that forest. In the same way you can 

count in this Pentecost that when G o d  pours out H i s  

Spirit from on high, the old wilderness will be changed 
into a fruitful field, and you can count on that fruit- 

ful field becoming a forest; indeed, there is no tell- 
ing what it will make for God. There is no com- 

puting it by any human system, because "One shall 

chase a thousand and two shall put ten thousand to 
flight." Oh,  here is geometrical ratio of living faith 

coupled with the out-poured sovereign Spirit from 

the throne of God. There is no limit to the power. 

But it is not that I may feel power; it is not that you 
are to have power at  all. "Ye shall receive power 

from on high, the power of the Holy Ghost com- 
ing upon you to be a witness." You are not to 
realize that you have power; pity the worker that 
has to feel a sense of power before he does any- 

thing. W h a t  am I to feel? Wea$ness. W h a t  am 

I to have in my weakness? The power of God. 
When I am weak then am I the d i n a r k s  of God,  

then am I power. W h y  do I glory in my weakness? 

T h a t  the power of G o d  may rest upon me. W h o  
are they in the eleventh of Hebrews that are made 
the strength of G o d  in the earth-"out of weakness 

were made strong"? O h  "the people are yet too 

strong for Me, saith the Lord." There is yet too 

much of human strength in God's work. Weakness! 
Weakness! A s  long as you feel you can do ar,y- 
thing, I pity your doing, but when you feel as if you 

had no  strength, God can d o  something. 011 God,  

I thank You that You said the "bruised reed" You 
would not break, the "smoking flax" You would not 

quench. I felt tonight just like a piece of flax near- 
-1y burned out, but G o d  permits this that no flesh 

may glory in His  presence; that the glory may be of 

C o d ,  and not of us. H e  "takes the weah things to 
confound the mighty." M a y  we realize that "when 
I am weak then am I strong," for a little bit of weak- 



ness is worth a great deal more'than a lot of hu- 
man strength. "It is C o d  that worketh in us both 
to will and to do of His  own good pleasure." T h a t  
is the design and the operation of Pentecost. "Not 
unto us! Not  unto us oh Cod,  not unto us, but 
unto T h y  Name be all the glory." Pentecost has 
come to display and manifest Cod ,  and H e  is will- 
ing to take any kind of vessel. "I will pour out 
My Spirit," and "judgment shall dwell in the wil- 
derness, and righteousness remain in the fruitful 
field." Judgment shall: obtain in the wilderness; 
get right in that place and everything will be made 
right, and "righteousness shall remain in a fruitful 
field. A n d  the work of righteousness shall be 

9 ,  peace; that is, righteousness works peaceably, 
"and the effect of righteousness"-when it has 
wrought its work in peace, shall be "quietness and 
assurance forever." 

A n d  oh, how you can move on in Cod. T h e  
effect is quietness and everlasting assurance. You 
needn't talk to me or sympathize with me about 

I 'M going through with Jesus, 
Tho'  rough the road may be, 

T h e  blood-stained way is lighted 
B y  the cross of Calvary, 

what C o d  wants me to do, for anything else would 
kill me or crush me, but His  will is the joy of my 
life and heart. "Who, for the joy that was set 
before H i m  endured the cross, despising the shame." 
H e  did not count it any hardship. A n d  what was 
the end to H i m ?  H e  is sitting a t  the right hand 

of the throne of God,  and because H e  is exalted at 
the right-hand of God,  H e  sheds out this to make 
us d o  the selfsame thing. O h  beloved people, let 
us sink down, sink down, and sink out, and let 
G o d  be manifested; not for us, but for the offspring, 
for the dry ground, to reach others. W e  can af- 
ford to be nothing or anything if only G o d  will 
reach somebody, save them, sanctify them, heal 
them, and "pour water on the thirsty-till there shall 
be floods on ihe dry ground." 

"0 I'm glad the promised Pentecost has come. 
A n d  the 'latter rain' is falling now on some; 

Pour it out in floods, Lord, on the parched ground 
Till it reaches all the earth around." 

There is a shining pathway 
From my soul up to the throne 

T h e  Savior smiles upon me, 
A n d  tells me I'm His  own. 

H e  bids me ever trust Him, 
T o  follow all the way;  

T o  keep my eyes on Jesus, 
He'll keep me day by day. 

H e  bears the lambs in His  bosom 
H e  folds them close to His  breast 

He'll bring them a t  last to His  kingdom 
In the land of eternal rest. . 

S. Edward Young, D. D., Brooklyn, N. Y .  

WILL not drink henceforth o f  
this fruit of the vine, until that 
day when I drink it new with 
you; in my  Father's kingdom.- 
Matt. 26:29. 

W a s  it not as when a guest 
rises from table saying, "I will 
return; keep my place for me," 

that our Savior partook of the communion in the 
upper room of the earthly Jerusalem? H e  will par- 
take of the communion in the upper room of the 
heavenly Jerusalem. His  waiting place is the re- 
minder and pledge and each Lord's Supper is another 
link in the golden chain spanning the ages from upper 

room to upper room. Have  you a vacant chair in 
your home? Somebody loved-ah how dearly !- 
was wont to occupy that chair. Have you a certain 
room made sacred by the darling whose it used to 
be? Do you tarry by a store-window or some old 
meeting-spot, soliloquizing, " W e  conversed together 
here so often; but shall no more"? H o w  every ob- 
ject associated with the beloved person brings a tide 
of memories! Saw you the great chieftain's steed 
led ridlerIess in the funeral procession? 

T h e  empty seat a t  the Master's tabIe calls to mind 
the scene when last H e  sat here-the Twelve and H e  
recline, grouped horseshoe-like. Jesus, Principal of 
the feast, takes the divan-then a scramble for p s i -  



tions of honor. Disciples, could you not spare Christ 

this unseemly spectacle? Jesus stands, lays aside His  

garments, the simchah and  the chetoneth. girds the 
slave s towel about Him, and with ewer of cool water 

begins to lave the disciples' dust-soiled, sun-scorched 
feet. John, I can believe, behind the fringes that 
drape the couch, screens his countenance a t  the touch 

of those cleansing hands. Peter protests, then yields, 
a shower of tears upon his cheeks as  Jesus bathes 
his great rough members. Andrew, James, son of 
Zebedee, Philip, Bartholomew, Thomas, perplexed 
the while, Matthew, James, son of Alpheus, Lebbaeus, 
Simon the Canaanite, all submit. T h e  Savior stoops 
beside the traitor. T h a t  man of Kerioth writhes, yet 
resists not. 0 angels, look on-Jesus washes Judas' 
feet-heaven being sweet to hell! "The servant is not 
greater than his lord," quoth Christ, resuming His  
divan. I think I see Peter scurrying to the lowest 
place. John nestles close to his Master's heart. Judas 

holds position of first honor. Lingers the sunlight for 
a farewell glance over the window casement. Bugle 
loud and long those temple trumpets the Passover 
hour. Smokes on the table the Passover lamb, 

trussed, two skewers of pomegranate forming therein 

a cross. First cup is lifted, this spoken "Blessed be 
thou, 0 Lord Cod,  thou King of the world, who 
createdst the fruit of the vine." Fal l  from Jesus' 
lips the dire announcement, "One of you shall be- 
tray me." Tremulous voices ask "Is it I ?"  T o  

their credit, notice none query "Is it he?" Peter 
signs to John to obtain some intimation from Christ. 

T h e  sop of bread unleavened enclosing wild endive 
is handed to the gentleman in honor's seat. Judas 
went out-"and it was nightw--outdoors. Inside the 
change was like murky, sultry August freshened by  
the shower with sunburst following fast. Each  

breathed a freer breath. N o w  the second cup, suc- 
ceeded by rehearsal of the immortal delivery from 

Egypt and chanting of Psalms 1 1 3 and 1 14 and by 

bread and lamb passed with these words, "The bread 
of affliction," "the body of the Passover." Crisis 
now, new meaning henceforth forever! H e a r  Him 
say "This is my body broken for you." Another 
cup, Cos-habbera-chah, "cup of blessing."-"This 

cup is the New Testament in my blood." H e  an- 
nounces His  place will be unoccupied awhile and goes 
to Gethsemane chanting Psalm 1 15 to 1 1  8:26, clos- 

ing "Save now, I beseech thee, send now prosperity" 
-Jesus went singing to His  doom. 

T h e  empty seat a t  the Master's table calls to mind 
the one scene of His  career whereby H e  wished chiefly 
to be remembered. People abide in our recollection in 
some vivid single impression. W e  remember our 

friends by their best deeds, our enemies by their worst. 

A p t  is Plato's a r t  in making Phaedo exclaim, "0 
Echechrates, tho ofttimes I had admired Socrates, 

never admired I him so much as then, to witness how 

when we were overcome he  rallied us!" Aptly 
Dickens has Steerforth say to Daisy, "Remember 

me at  my best, Daisy, remember me a t  my best." If 
best means lack and worst means ill, there was no 
best or worst with Christ. Ye t  reverent faith may 

aver that, unspeakably grand and great as Jesus al- 
ways was, H e  never was so sublimely Himself as  
when through those terrific hours on Golgotha he  bat- 
tled alone with death-the propitiation for our sins. 

A t  Nain H e  halts the bier whereon is stretched a 

widow's only son and gives the resurrected boy to 

mother's arms again. Glorious ! 
Cried to Christ yon leper, one putrid blotch of 

disease, his deepest pain avoidance by his kind. Jesus 

might have icily commanded "Be thou clean" and 
hastened on; but, knowing how the sufferer yearned 

for sympathy, Jesus went near, put forth His  hand 
and touched him-"I will; be thou clean1'-- 

A n d  his dry palms grew moist 
A n d  the blood couned with delicious coolness through 

his veins 
A n d  o'er his brow the dewy softness o f  an infant 

stole. 
His  leprosy was cleansed and he fell down 
A t  Jesus' feet and ~orsh iped  Him.  

Many are the scenes in which to recall our perfect 
Redeemer. In  one above all others preferred H e  to 

be borne in m e m o r y - H 1 ~ ~ ~ ~ ~  DYING FOR OUR 
INIQUITIES-the broken bread. H i s  broken body; 

the cup, H i s  outpoured blood. Communing members, 

be sure your attention rivets on H i m  to-day. Spoil 

not the sacrament's effect by dwelling only on  your 
sins. Your  sins-sicken yourself of them before you 
approach these elements. While  here entrance your 

whole sentient nature with Jesus alone, Jesus dying, 

the Atonement the At-one-ment of G o d  and man. 

. . . Surely you have seen your sins enough. 
To-day lift your steady gaze to the sin Remover. 

T h e  empty seat a t  the Master's table calls to  our 

minds where Christ is and what H e  is doing while 
absent. Hark!  Some one toiling in heaven. W h o ?  
Christ. Doing what? Preparing a place for us-"I 

go to prepare a place for you." Interpreters of 

prophecy peg away a t  evidences of His  coming set 
gorth in this world's events. H e  is bound to come 

soon as the Jews return to Jerusalem, they insist. A 
move of the pow&;of Europe, a combination of stars 
in the sky, a symbolic number concerning the time of 



the end now fulfilled, must prove H e  is a t  hand. 
I am looking for the King at any moment. How- 
ever, His  return is not conditioned so much, I fancy. 
by the progress of affairs on earth as by the uprear- 
ing and embellishing of the many mansions H e  is 
getting ready for our reception. When they are fully 
furnished, not t i l l  then, the clouds will unfold Him 

and radiant everywhere shall break His millennia1 
morn. Our future home-what paradise it must be, 
smce Omniscience and Omnipotence have been busy 
thereon these nineteen centuries! List!-Some one is 
praying in heaven. W h o ?  Christ. For whom? 
For us-"He ever liveth to make intercession for us." 
Whosoever else in your behalf does or does not im- 
plore the throne of grace in hours of your temptations 
and heavy loads and griefs, the one-time occupant 
of this unoccupied communion place prays and prays 
and prays for you. When you struggled in decision 
whether or not to come out and confess Him H e  
interceded for strength. When your dearest died I i e  
besought sufficient grace. H o w  unjust to regard Him 
as devoted to our interests only those three and thirty 
sinless years of His earthly career! H e  ceases not, 

kin whom the angel, black-winged, tore from our 
embrace. Oh,  we shall enjoy! You see it never 
could be arranged that all the faithful gather around 
the Lord's table according to the promise of the text; 
so the Savior has ~ l a n n e d  one final communion serv- 
ice. Abraham saw Christ's day and was glad. 
Abraham will be there. Heroes of Old  and New 
Testament and missionary epochs, all these. I think 
David, sweet singer of Israel, whose Psalms lifted 

day or night, summer or winter, in good report or ill. 

And  what did vou do for Him yesterday? A n d  
where is your reciprocation of His love? A n d  
whose soul is whitening to meet Him? 

T h e  empty seat at the Master's table calls to mind 
the fact that H e  will take the communion again with 
His disciples. T h e  Last Supper-nay, Leonardo D a  
Vinci and the artists, nay, not His last supper! H e  
reserves this place for the future celebration. H e  
looks backward to the sighing; forward to the shout 
of triumph ; backward to intriguing priests and be- 
traying Judas; forward to ransomed believers wel- 
coming their King; backward to the manger; forward 
to the throne; backward to the crown of thorns; for- 
ward to the crown of glory. Would you not like to 
sit down a t  communion table with Christ and the 
original twelve disciples, minus Judas? You shall- 
"in that day when I drink it new with you in my 

Father's kingdom." Dearly, dearly would we enjoy 
this sacrament side by side with Paul  and Timothy 
and Saint Augustine and Luther and Calvin and 
David Livingstone and our own promoted kith and 

into music our woes and struggles and hopes from 
generation to generation-I think David in the ban- 
quet hall of the city celestial, in the presence of the 
blood-bought hosts, will take his harp again and a 
wave of ecstasy shall sweep the assemblage as he 
begins 

A l l  hail ille power o f  Jesus' name 
L e t  angels prostrate fa l l ;  

Bring forth the royal diadem 
A n d  crown Hirn Lord  o f  all! 

Then from veranda above veranda crowded with 
the saints of elder Israel and the Christianized of 
modern Israel will come 

Y e  chosen seed o f  Israel's race, 
Y e  ransomed f rom the fall ,  

Ha i l  H i m  who  saves you b y  H i s  grace 
A n d  crown H i m  Lord o f  all! 

Then sinners, thousands, hundreds of thousands, 
millions, thousands of millions, washed from their 
sins by precious blood and clad in garments spotless 
will peal forth: 

Sinners wllose love can ne'er forget 
T h e  wormmood and the gall, 

G o ,  spread your trophies at H i s  feet 
A n d  crown Hirn Lord o f  all! 

Then shall swell the rapturous chorus till "a 
great multitude which no man could number, of all 
nations and kindreds and people, before the throne 
and before the Lamb, clothed with white robes and 
palms in their hands," voice their vibrant doxologies 
wreathed into one mighty anthem : 

Let  every I$ndred, every tribe, 
O n  fhai  ierresirial ball , 

T o  H i m  all majesty ascribe 
A n d  crown H i m  Lord o f  all! 

M a y  not the wooden cross of Calvary, the wherc- 

abouts none of mortals knows, be treasured in heaven 
for such a moment? M a y  it be raised, the rough, 

crimsoned timbers, raised to view? May the hymn 
resound 

W h e n  I survey the wondrous cross 
O n  which the Prince of Glory  d ied ,  

A411 richest gain I count but loss 
A n d  pour contempf on all m y  pride. 

Then Jesus the glorified, Jesus the High Priest, 
with naiLpierced hands, will break the bread and 
say "This is my body," and pour out the cup an-1,. 
saying "This is my blood," and with Abraham and 
Isaac and Jacob, with the whole Israel of God,  shall 
we sit down in the kingdom of the Father, re- 
hearsing from Eden below to Eden above the trans- 
porting glory of redemption.-Homileiic Rev iew .  



all~ Nnn I@@ EM for l e  
"Boys Raise M e  Up, I Want to Tell the Story" 

Mrs. H. K. Barney 

A N Y  years ago I wanted to go as 
a foreign missionary, but my way 
seemzd hedged about, and after 
a few years I went to live on the 
Pacific coast. Life was rough in 
the mining country where I lived, 
and this was my chance for mis- 
zicnsry work. 

I heard of a man over the hills who was dying of 
consumption. "He  is so vile," they said, "no one 
can stand it to stay with him, so the boys place some 
food by him and leave him far twenty-four hours. 
1 hey'll find him dead some time, and the quicker 
the better. Never had a soul, I guess." 

T h e  pity of it all haunted me as I went about my 
work, and I tried for three days to get some one to 
go and see him and find out if he was in need o l  
better care. A s  I turned from the last man, vex-d 
at his indifference, the thought came to me, "Why 
don't you go Here's misionary work if 
you want it." 

1'11 not tell how I weigh.ed the   rob able usefulness 
of my going, or how I shrank from one so vile as he. 
Ii wasn't the &nd o f  work I wanted. 

A t  last one day I went over the hills to the little 
adobe cabin. I t  was just one room. T h e  door 
stcod open, and up in one corner on some straw and 
some blankets I found the dying man. Sin had left 
awful marks on his face, and if I had not heard h a t  
he cculd not move, I should have retreated hastily. 

A s  my shadow fell over the floor he looked up and 
greeted me with a dreadful oath. 

"Don't speak so, my friend," I said. 
' I ain't your friend," he said. "I never had any 

friends, and I don't want any now." 
I reached out at arm's length the fruit I had 

brought him, and stepping back to the doorway I 
asked him, hoping to find a tender place in his heart, 
if he remembered his mother, but he cursed her. I 
osked him if  he ever had a wife and he cursed her. I 
s ~ o k e  of C o d  and he cursed Him. I tried to speak 
of Jesus and his death for us, but he stopped me with 
his oaths, and said, "?hat's all a lie. Nobody ever - 
died for others." 

T h e  next day I went again, and every day for two 
weeks, but he did not show the gat i tude a dog would 
have shown. 

1 21 

A t  the end of that time I said, "I'm not going any 
more." T h a t  night when I was putting my little 
boys to bcd, I did not pray for the miner, as I had 
been accustomed to do. M y  little Charlie noticed it 
and said, "Mamma, you did not pray for the bad 

3 ,  man. 

"No," I answered with a sigh. 
' 6 

Have you given him up, mamma?"- .' 
Yes, I guess so." 

"Has C o d  given him up, mamma? Ought you to 
give him up before C o d  does?" 

T h a t  night I could not sleep. T h e  man dying, 
and so vile, with no one to care! 

I got up and went away by myself to pray, but 
as my knees touched the floor I was overpowered 
by the sense of how defective had been my players. 
I had had no faith, and I had not fully cared, bc- 
yond a half-hearted sentiment. Oh,  the s!~ame, thc 
sham of my niissionary zeal! I fell on my face 
literally, as I cried, "Oh, Christ, give me a little 
glimpse of the worth of a human soul." 

Did you ever ask that and mean it? D o  no; do 
it unless you are willing to give up ease and s-lfish 
pleasure, for life will be a different thing to you aftzr 
that revelation. 

I stayed on  my knees until Calvary becam- a 
reality to me. I cannot describe those.hours. They  
came and went unheeded, but I learned that night 
what I had never known before, what it is to travail 
for a human soul. I saw my Lord that night as I 
had never seen him before. 

T h e  next morning brought a lesson in Christian 
work I had never learned before. I had waited on 
other days until the aftercoon, when, my work be- 
ing all over, I could change my dress, put on my 
gloves, and take a walk while the shadows were 
on the hillsides. T h a t  day, the moment my little 
boys w e ~ t  off to school, 1 left my work, and hur- 
ried over the hills, not to see "that vile wretch," 
but to win a soul. There was a human soul in the 
balance and I wanted to get there quickly. 

A s  I passed on, a neighbor came out of her cabin 

and said, "I'l!.go over the hiIls with you, I guess." 

I did not want her, but it was another lesson for 

me. G o d  could plan better than I could. She had 



her little girl with her, and as we reached the cabin 
she said: "I'll wait out here and you hurry, won't 
you?" 

I do not know what I expected, but the man 
greeted me with an awful oath; but i t  did not hurt 
as it did before; for I was behind Christ, and I 
stayed there. I could bear what struck Him first. 

While I was changing the basin of water and 
towel for him, things which I had done every day 
and which he had used, but never thanked me for, 
the clear laugh of the little girl rang out upon the 
air like a bird note. "What's that?" said the man 
eagerly. 

"It's a little girl outside who is waiting for me." 
"Would you mind letting her come in?" said he, 

in a diflerent tone from any I had heard beforc. 
Stepping to the door, I beckoned her, and then, 

taking her by the hand, said: "Come in and see 
the sick man, Mamie." She shrank back as she saw 
his face, and said, "I'm 'fraid," but I assured her 
with, "Poor sick man, he can't get up; he wants 
to see you." 

She looked like an angel; her bright face, frarncd 
In golden curls, and her eyes tender and pitilul. In 
her hand she held the flowers she had picked oB 
the purple sage, and bending towards him she said, 
"I sorry for oo, sick man. Will oo have a posy?" 

H e  laid his great bony hand beyond the Rowers 
on the plump hand of the child, and the great iears 
came to his eyes as he said: "I had a little girl 
once, and she died. H e r  name was Mamie. She 
cared for me. Nobody else did. Guess I'd been 
different if she'd lived. I've hated everybody since 
she died." 

I knew at  once I had the key to the man's heart. 
'The thought came quickly, born of that midnight 
prayer service, and I said: "When I spoke of your 
mother and1 wife you cursed them. I know now 
that they were not good women, or you could not 
have done it, for I never knew a man who could 
curse a gcad mother." 

"Good women! Oh,  you don't know nothin' 
'bout that kind of women. You can't think what 
they was." 

"Well, i f  your little girl had lived and grown 
up with them, wouldn't she have been like them? 
Would you have liked to have her live for that?:' 

H e  evidently had never thought of it, and his 
great eyes looked off for a full minute. A s  they 
came back to mine he cried: "Oh! Cod,  no! 
I'd killed her first. I'm glad she died." 

Reaching out and taking the poor hand, I said: 
"Tile dear Lord didn't want her to be like them. 
He bved her even better than you did, so H e  took 

her away where she could be cared for by the angels. 
H e  is keeping her for you. To-day she is waiting 
ior you. Don't you want to see her again?" 

"Oh. I'd be willing to be burnt alive a thousand 
t~mes over i f  I could just see my little gal once more, 
my little Mamie." 

Oh,  iriends, you know what a blessed story I 
had to tell that hour, and I had been so close to 
Calvary that night that I could tell it in earnest! 
'I'he poor face grew ashy pale as I talked, and the 
man threw up his arms as though his agony was 
mastering him. T w o  or three times he gasped as 
though losing his breath. Then, clutching me, he 
said: "What's that, woman, you said t'other day 
'bout talkin' to somebody out o' sight?" 

"It's praying. I tell Him what I want." 
"Pray now, pray quick. Tel l  Him I want my 

little gal again. Tell Him anything you want to." 
I took the hands of the child and placed them on 

the trembling hands of the man. Then dropping on 
my knees, with the child in front of me, I bade her 
pray for the man who had lost his little Manlie 
and wanted to see her again. A s  nearly as I re- 
member this was Mamie's prayer- 

"Dear Jesus, this man is sick. H e  has lost his 
'ittle girl, and he feels bad about it. I'se so sorry 
for him and he's sorry too. Won't oo help him 
and show him where to find his 'ittle girl? Do 
please. Amen." 

Heaven seemed to open before us. There stood 
One with the prints of the nails in His hands and 
the wound in His  side. 

Mamie slipped away soon, but the man kept say- 
ing, "Tell Him more 'bout it, tell Him everything; 
but, oh! you don't know." Then he- poured out 
such a torrent of confession t h ~ t  I' could not have 
borne it but for One  who was close to us that hour. 
You Christian Workers know how H e  reached out 
after that lost soul. 

By and by the poor man grasped the strong hands. 
It was the third day when the poor tired soul turned 
from everything to h i m ,  the Mighty to save, "The 
M a n  who died for me." 

H e  lived.on for weeks, as if C o d  would show how 
real was the change. I had been telling him one 
day about a Meeting, and he said: "I'd like to go 
to a meeting onqe. I never went to one of them 
things." 

So we planned a Meeting, and the men came from 
the mills and mines, and filled the room. 

"Now, boys," s a i d  he, "get down on your knees 
while she tells 'bout that Man that died for me." 

I had been brought up to believe that a woman 
shouldn't speak in Meeting, but I found myself talk- 
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mg, and I tried to tell the simple story of the cross. 
After a while he said: "Oh, boys, you don't half 

believe it or you'd cry; you couldn't help it. Boys, 
raise me up. I'd like to tell i t  once." So they 
raised him up, and between his short breathing and 
coughing he told the story. H e  had to use the lan- 
guage he knew: 

"Boys," he said, "you know how the water runs 
down the sluice boxes and carries off all the dirt, and 
leaves the gold behind. Well,  the blood of that 
Man she tells about went right over me, just like 
that; it carried off 'bout everything. But it left 
enough for me to see Mamie, and to see the M a n  
that died for me. Oh,  boys, can't you love Him?" 

Some days after there came a look into his face 
that told the end had come. I had  to leave him, and 
I said: "What shall I say to-night, Jack?" "Just 
good-night," he said. "What  will you say to me 
when we meet again?" "I'll say 'good morning,' 
up there." 

T h e  next morning the door was closed, and I 
found two of ,the men sitting silently by a board 

stretched across two stools. They turned back the 

sheet from the dead, and I looked on the face, which 

seemed to have come back nearer to the "image of 

God." 

"I wish you could have seen him when he went," 

they said. "Tell me about it." "Well, all a t  once 

he brightened up 'bout midnight, and smilin', said, 

'I'm going, boys. Tell ner I'm going to see Mamie- 

tell her I'm going to see the Man that died for me,' 

and he was gone." 

Kneeling there, with my hands over those poor 

cold ones, that had been stained with human blood, 

I asked to come to understand more and more THE 

WORTH OF A HUMAN SOUL, and to be drawn into 

deeper sympathy with Christ's yearning compassion, 

-'Not willing that any should perish." 

'EARS ago I used to go out into the villages in 
India to preach the Gospel in a carriage drawn 

oxen. One of them was a fine, strong fellow. 
H e  was so cheerful in his work, always kept ahead 
of the other and, pulled the greater part of the load. 
T h e  other was a weakling; sometimes he was stub- 
born, and sometimes he would shy off the road and 
get us into trouble. When they came home a t  night 

and got a chance to lie down, d o  you know the 
great big ox wou!d stand beside the weak one, lick 
him with his tongue, and show affection to him in 
his weakness, even after he had drawn the greater 

part of the load all day long? 

C * ? I ; ~ b e e t  the strain! 

M y  aching heart and weary brain 
A r e  rested by the sweet refrain,- 

H e  cares, our Father cares! 

T h e  Lord Jesus Christ has invited us to be His  

yoke-fellows. W e  are often stubborn and get out 

of the road, we make things very hard for ourselves 

and the load gets heavy because we do not pull in 

the same way the Master does, but H e  is patient 

with us. H e  loves us and pulls the greater part of 

the load. H e  wants us to pull a t  the same load H e  

is pulling on and in the same direction, and so H e  

says, "Take M y  yoke upon you and learn of Me. 

for I am meek and lowly in heart, and ye shall find 

rest unto your souls, for M y  yoke is easy a n d  my 

burden is light." Will you d o  it?-Abrarns. 

C o d  cares! 

O h ,  sing the song 
In lonely spot, amid the throng; 
'Twill make the way less hard and long.-- 

H e  cares, our Father cares! 

C o d  cares! 
T h e  words so sweet 

My lips and life shall e'er repeat, 

M y  burdens all left a t  His  feet.- 
G o d  cares, H e  always cares!-Casterlinc. 



5ongs  for the i h t ~ ~ g ' s  JBueinese 
THIS is the title of the new Song B3ok just being 

issuzd. I t  comprises a collection of exactiy 400 
ivell-selected hymns, covering all subjects for Chris- 
tian work and worship; 370 of these are in music. 

T h e  following well-known authors hsve one or  
more hymns in the book: 
CIHA.5. H. GABRIEL,  E. 0. EXCELL,  CEO. C. 

STEBBINS, ROBERT HARKNESS,  MRS. C. H. 
MORRIS, JAMES MCCRANAI-IAN,  . I O H N  R. 
SWENEY, MAY WHITTLE MOCDY, W. A. OG- 
DEN, W. S. W E E D E N ,  WILL L. THOMPSON, 
W. S. MARTIN,  E. A .  HOFFMAN,  CEO. 14. 
CARR, FRED A. MILLS,  W. J. KIRKPATRICK,  
P. P. BLISS, GEO. F. ROOT, H. R. PALMER,  
A. J. SHOWALTEII, C. D. TILLMAN. FLORA H. 
CASSEL, J. S. FEARIS,  A. B .  SIMPSON, R. K. 
CARTER, L. L. PICKETT, A. C E I B E L ,  W. F. 
S H E R W I N ,  ROBERT LOWRY, J. H. ROSECRANS, 
H .  P. DANKS,  HAYDN, HANDEL, MOZART, 
~ : ~ E N D E L S S O H N ,  SULLIVAN, BARNBY, DYKES, 
MASON, B R A ~ B U R Y ,  ETC. 
T h e  list of  hymns given bdow,  which represents 

about one-fifth the entire number, will give some idea 
of the richness of the book: 
B y  Chas. H. Cabriel- 

T h e  Glory Song. 
Glory  In M y  Soul. 
A Sinner Saved by Crace.  
Just W h e n  I Need Him Most.  
Crowing Dearer Each  Day.  
W h o m  Having N o i  Seen I Love. 
He lp  Somebody Today .  
0 H o w  Wonderful !  
H e  Is  S o  Precious to Me. 
Somebody Is Looking to You. 
Somebody Needs You.  
0 W h a t  a Change! 
I Will Not  Forget Thee. 
W e  Shall  B e  Like Him.  
Higher Ground. 
T h e  W a y  of the Cross Leads Home. 

By Mrs. C. H. Morris- 
Sweet Wi l l  df G o d .  
Amen  to Jesus. 
H e  H a s  Come to Abide. 
Nearer, Still Nearer. 
T h e  Fight Is  O n .  
Lot Jesus Come Into Your  Hear t .  

E y  E. 0. Excell- 
C r a c e  Enough for M e .  
1 A m  H a p p y  In Him.  
My Father Knows. 
c q u n t  Your  Blessings. 
W e  Shall  Stand Before the King. 
411 for Jesus, etc. 

M;~:cllaneous- 
?-mebody Knows-D. B. Ac/&y. 
T h e  King's Business-Flora Casx l .  

- 

Loyalty lo Christ-Flora Cassel. 
Pentecost H a s  Come-D. W. Mgland.  
O n  the Glory Side-D. W. Myland.  
T h e  Dove  of Peace-Frmccs Bolloil. 
Nobody Loves Like Jesus-Robt. Har lpess .  
Living Water-John R. Sweney. 
C o d  Will T a k e  Care  of You-W. S. Martin.  
T h r o w  O u t  the Life Line-W. S. Martia.  
Must  I G o  Empty Handed?-Geo. C. Stebbins. 
G o  Y e  Into A l l  the World-McCranahan. 
Jesus Is  A l l  the W o r l d  to Me-Thompson. 
M a k e  M e  a Channel of Blessing-W. H .  Smitll. 
Nothing to Do with Tomorrow-May 1.11. Moorly. 
Shall  O n e  B e  Missing?-F. E. Belden. 
Chcose Now-F. E. Belden. 
M y  Anchor  Ho lds  in ~Heavcn-F.<E. Belden. 
Launch the Life-Boat-F. E. Belden. 
Pillar of Fire-F. E. Belden. 
Chiefest Among T e n  Thousand-F. E. !3elden. 
Build on the Rock-F. E. Belden. 
Ask  for the Rain,  etc.-F. E. Belden. 
Jesus Saves- W. J. Kiri:patricl<. 
Lord,  I'm Coming Home-W. J. Kir+patric/<. 
H e  Is  Ab le  to Deliver Thee-W. A. Ogrlen. 
H e  W a s  Nailed to the Cross-F. A.  Craves. 
W h e r e  Jesus Is 'Tis  Heaven-J. M. Blacls. 
When'  the Roll  Is Called-/. M. Black. 
T h e  Lord I n  Zion Reigneth-H. P. D a i ~ l p .  
8 u r n  O n  !-A. B. Simpson. 
T a r r y  for the Power-A. B. Simpson. 
Blessed Quietness-L. L. Piclsett. 
Launch Out-R. Kelso Carter. 
Breathe U p o n  Us-R. Kelso Carler. 
Standing O n  the Promises-R. Re150 Carfer. 
The re  Is Power  In the Blood. 
T h e  Haven of Rest. 
Chains Broken. 
T h e  Spirit Answers to the Blood. 
H idden  Peace. . . 
This  Is  Like Heaven to M e .  
Christ Returneth. 
I W i l l  Praise Him.  
T h e y  W e r e  I n  an  Upper  Chamber.  

fl A good deal of space is given to the good old 
classic hvmns and tunes that w e  learned to sing in 
childhood, such as "Abide with Me," "Jesus, I My 
Cross H a v e  Taken," etc. 

W e  have examined many hymn-books, and as f a r  
as our knowledge goes this is the best collection of 
congs and hymns, for size and price, ever issued. 
Q T h e r e  are a considerable number of hymns espe- 
C ; P ~ ~ V  adapted to Pentecostal meetings. 
Qi[ T h e  book must be examined to be appreciated. 

Price 35 cts., well-stitched, cloth binding, postpaid; 
$30.00 per hundred, not p r e p a i d .  SEND FOR 

SAMPLE COPY. For  sale by 
THE EVANGEL PUBLISHING HOUSE, 

3554 Vernon Ave.,  Chicago. 
.. - 

Published by 

rnillinrtt 3jairritrr V i p ~ r ,  
3554 Vernon Ave., Chicago 
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