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@ut o f  f b ~  @nutb o f  qrll 
Wonderful Conversion of a Prize F i g h t e r  i n  t h e  Bri t ish  Navy. 

Jack Saunders in The Stone C h u r ~ h ,  Oct. 4, 1919. 

T is never easy to tear the veil, as 
it were, from my past life. My 
heart palpitates as I bare the 
sordid past, but I am glad thal 
af ter  all the misery, there comes 
forth the glory of Jesus. Out of 
the darkness, out of the midnight 
blackness and the despair of those 

thirty-seven years, there shines forth the mar- 
velous, matchless grace of God. Oh, the wond- 
r o w  grace of God that found me ! 

And perhaps in this reticence I am not alone. 
Had it not been for some divine power in your 
nature which had control, you would perhaps 
never have known where you would have landed, 
and had I the possibility this afternoon of put- 
ting up a screen here and having some machine 
back by the door that was able to look through 
every one of you, and have your past life de- 
picted on that screen, I doubt if in five minutes 
I'd have a very largc audience. I s  it not true? 
Thank God for what I am, by His  grace. 

I was born in England, father was pretty 
well-to -do; had the largest building and con- 
tractor's business in the town, a typical man 
from Devonshire, and as the majority of men are 
from that district, a very large man, stood six 
and a half in his stocking feet. My father's fam- 
ily was a inost remarkable one, thirteen in the 
family and they were all over six feet. I t  was 
very striking to see those thirteen marching off 
to church on Sunday. They tell me it was a 
wonderful sight, grandfather and grandmother 
leading the way, with two girls and eleven sons 
bringing up the rear. 

My father was a man of wonderful strength. 
They built their big ladders, 75 feet long, 5 feet 
wide at  the bottom, and I remember one day, he 
got hold of that ladder and uprighted the whole 
thing against the building. I am simply telling 
you this about his strength to show you what I 
had to endure later. H e  hated me from my birth 
with a bitter hatred because of his absolute ido!-, 
atry of my mother, who was a little slip of a 
thing, about five feet high. I have seen her run 
up to him and make that big mountain of flesh 
cringe and make him do absolutely what she 
wanted him to do. My con~ing into tlie world 
sent mother into a decline; she contracted con- 
sumption, and my father hated me from the mo- 

ment he realized my birth had caused her dc- 
cline, so you can probably guess the boyhood I 
had in such a home as that. 

'There arc some things implanted in a child's 
niemory which he never forgets. Listen to me, 
parents : Don't think that children do not under- 
stand; there was something implanted on my 
mind that occurred when I was three years old 
that will never be effaced. I remember an Ital- 
ian man coming around with a bear and a rope. 
Father was angry and the devil entered into him. 
I do not know whether he meant to do away with 
me or not, but he got the bear up to the door, 
w'llere mother stood with me in her arms, and as 
that bear was dancing around, suddenly my father 
snatched me, a little fellow of three, and put me 
into the bear's paws. That thing has never been 
effaced from my memory. Neither will I ever 
forget illy mother grabbing me with one arm 
and pounding the bear on his nose with the 
other. As she came back, she gave my father 
one look and slapped him in the face. That big 
man cringed before her. 

Such was my life until I was nearly five. 
Mother seemed to feel her passing on was near, 
and every afternoon she would get me on her 
knee and begin to sing little songs to me. She 
knew by intuition what I would have to go 
through when she went, and how she would 
weep and cry over her baby! I used to ask her 
why she cried, and she would say, "Oh, mamma 
is going to that radiant shore." "So am I .  I dare 
not be left alone with father." And she would 
say, "Oh, Denny, you cannot go yet, but you 
will come some day." I n  all my years of sin 
and wickedness, when the enemy seemed to ab- 
solutely possess my being, now and again my 
mother's face would flash between me and the 
whiskey glass, and the words ring in my ears, 
"You are coming there some day." Oh, praying 
mothers, praying fathers, never stop praying. 
Renlember God hears and answers prayer, and 
though you go on before, that prayer will be 
answered some day. 

After mother's death, father sold out his busi- 
ness, for something like $125,000 and went to 
1,ondon. I remember hearing him pace the floor 
night after night in agony of soul over the loss 
of mother. He  felt it more keenly than we did, 
as his whole life was wrapped up in that littlr 



woman. Since I have come to years of maturity 
I can understand his attitude to me through hi5 
love for my mother. I was simply an  incum- 
brance to him, but his wife he deeply loved. 

I-Ie went to London, hit the high spots, threw 
his money right and left, while his little ones 
at home were hungry many times. If an aunt 
hadn't come clear across London to give us 
something to eat, we would have suffered. 
Whenever he  did come home he would usually 
be in one of his tantrums, for he had a violent 
temper. The  first thing he would say when he 
came was, "Where is Detlnis?" and would get 
me by the leg and lift me up with his big hand, 
saying, "You little devil. You killed your 
mother," and then throw me off in a corner like 
so much rubbish. Can you wonder that my 
heart became like a stone? I hated everybody, 
my father more than anybody else, but oh, w h e ~ i  
Jesus came in how H e  opened up my heart to 
love! I n  fact, I never knew love until Jesus 
came into my life. 

I had to suffer this until I was eleven years 
old. Someone said, in speaking of it, "I'd have 
run away." I didn't know where to run. I 
couldn't trust myself with anyone, and where- 
ever I would have gone he would have found 
me. W e  went back to our  home town, and 
father, through his excesses and grieving over 
mother, contracted bronchitis and died. I was 
in swimming at the time of his death. Can you 
think of anything worse than for a boy not to 
care whether his father lived or died? The last 
of father I can remember was when they cal- 
ried him out to the village cemetery and put 
him down into his grave. As I stood over his 
grave, the only thing that came into my mind 
and which I gave vent to right there was, "You 
mnnot hate m e  now." 

They sent me to London to an uncle, who was 
an ultra-religionist. I t  was religion from morn- 
ing till night, until I got to hate the very sound 
of the name of Jesus. O n  Saturday nights in 
England they used to take me to prayer meet- 
ings, and I ,  a mere child, would have to sit there 
until twelve and one o'clock in the morning, so 
that I got to detest the very sight of a church. 
I went to my uncle and said, "If you do not send 
me to school, I will run away," and he saw 
son~ething in lily face that evidently convinced 
him I would do it. So  he found a place for 
me in the northwest of London. I had visions, 
of course, of a wonderful life 1 would lead, 
thought I wo~ild be as free as a bird. Professors 
and teachers never bothered me, but I was a 

puzzle to them. The very demon of mischiefi 
seemed to enter into me from the moment I en- 
tered that place. I would hatch up and carry out 
schemes that were simply outrageous, but 1 had 
been tied down and crushed so long my splrit 
rose up and gave vent to everything that came 
into my head. I got into trouble with the autho- 
rities and they threatened to expel me half a 
doze11 times, which they ought to have done. 

One day, which I shall always consider the 
crucial time in my life, a well-dressed gentle- 
man came to look through the college. H e  was 
a dark-skinned man, an attache of the Argentine 
Legation in London. I-Ie walked through the 
class-rooms with the principal professor, and, 
coming to ours, turned around and remarked, 
"Why, w,hat a smart, bright-faced looking lot oi 
boys ! How I would like to take one of them to 
South America with me." "Well," I said, "me 
for South America." South America possessed 
me at once, and I was just aching for recess to 
come so I could get a t  this man. In twenty 
nlinutes they let us out, but I didn't want to play. 
This man was dressed in a Prince Albert, and I 
began to tug at his coat, as he with Professor 
Smith was looking over the playgrouilds. "Well, 
little man, what do  you want?'' "Oh, I am going 
to South America with you." H e  smiled and 
said, "Why, what do you mean?" "Why, you 
said in the class-room you would like to  have 
one of the boys go with you." "You will have 
to get the consent of your parents." "I haven't 
any," "You will have to get the consent of 
your guardian." "I don't think I have any." By 
that time Professor Smith turned around, 
"Saunders, go to your class-room." "But I am 
going to South America," and that was all they 
could get out of me. I t  so impressed this man that 
he came back again, and said, "If you can get 
the consent of your guardian you sball go." I 
said, "Guardian o r  no guardian, I am going to 
South America." I wrote to my uncle and said, 
"Uncle, a gendeman wants me to go to South 
America with him, and I am going whether you 
want me to o r  not," and he knew enough about 
me to know thsat I meant it. H e  sent word to 
Prof.  Smith not to let me go, and the professor 
sent for me to come to his study. Many times I 
had been in that study; and painful were my 
recollections of it. I wondered what I had been 
up to this time, but for the first time in my life 
1 was asked to sit down in his presence. He  
said, "You want to go to South America with 
Senor Lastra?" "Yes," I said, "I am going." 
"Do you know to whom you are talking?" "Yes, 



I am talking to Professor Smith, but you won't 
Ile 17iy professor much longer.'' H e  threatened 
to write a letter to my uncle at  once telling him 
not to lct me go. Then I told hiin very plainly 
that I had been a nuisance there in his college, 
that lie had wanted to expel me half a dozen 
times for tny outrages (not that I was vicious 
but bubbling over with mischief) and the oppor- 
tunity had come of getting rid of me, possibly 
without any fuss. Fancy a boy like me talking 
like that to hiin, but he finally said he would 
write to my uncle telling him that he had bet- 
ter let me go. From that moment I was the 
hero of the place, the only time I had such honor. 
The time came when I said good-bye, and we 
toolc a boat for Buenos Aires, landing there in 
1890, right in the middle of one of those South 
American revolutions. The gentleman who took 
me out was intimately connected with the gov- 
ernmental situation and his brother was a lead- 
er of the People's Union. T o  understand the 
real significance of that you would have to be 
acquainted with South American conditions. 
There is the government party and the people's 
party, and there is continual friction between 
then?, and my boss, if you would like to term 
him so, was Vice President of the People's Union. 
So I landed in hot water with the government at 
once by remaining with him. I remember the first 
intimation 1 had that there was trouble brewing. 
All the servants were huddled together on the 
housetop. I said to a man, "What is the matter? 
Is there any fun?" He said, "Come and see. 
It's a revolution. They are coming back tonight 
within a half block of our house." That was in 
Liberty Square, and two and a half blocks away 
were the governmetit barracks; on one side the 
people, and soldiers from the government on the 
other, and they clashed. I stood on the parapet 
and watched them. Some people think a South 
American revolution is simply a storm in a tea- 
cup, but they mean business. I have seen blood 
run like water 011 the streets of 33uenos Aires, 
men slain and cut to pieces. That lastcd for 
about two weeks and there were eight cannon- 
ball holes in our house; they tried to capt~lre the 
Vice President of the People's Union. The sol- 
diers were there, and they would rush down and 
protect us, and I enjoyed the excitement. I t  was 
pampering all the animal nature that had been 
bred in me by my father's inhuman conduct. 
Every good feeling had been crushed out, and 
do you wonder tliat when I was in Brazil three 
years later and heard there was another rcvolu- 
tion 1 went to s w  t l ~c  f u n ?  The beginning of it 

was when a big Russian Finn-what we would 
call now a Bolshevist, really a propagandist, 
trouble-maker--walking down the streets of 
ICosario, pulled the Chief of Police off his horse, 
toolc his sword from him, walked him up to the 
corner store and pinned him like a butterfly, leav- 
ing him hanging there. When that happened I 
thought it was about time for Jack Saunders to 
tnalce himself scarce, and I went. Nothing had 
happened to curb my animal nature or bring 
forth any good in me, but all pampered to the 
love of excitement, love of evil, and there is 
no place in the world where you can get that 
thing fed like South America. 

When there was nothing stirring I joined the 
Mercantile Marines, and that satisfied my love 
of excitment for awhile. Then I heard that the 
British Navy wanted to send an expedition 
against the West African Benin tribe. I said, 
"That is my time," and I went home and joined 
the British Navy in 1896. In  1898 there was 
the Boxer uprising and the Boer W a r  in 1899- 
1906, and I was satisfied for awhile. 

Someone said, "Why don't you go in for the 
prize fighting game. You sure love to scrap. J f  
you start in that game you will satisfy all the 
animal in your nature." I used to think it a de- 
light to go into the ring and knock some poor 
fellow around until he was senseless. Not that 
I was necessarily brutal, but it was the only 
thing in me that was brought forth, and it had to 
be satisfied somehow. Prize-fighting naturally 
Icd to drinking and I drank very heavily until 1 
became just a common drunkard. They put me 
in prison in different places. In  Hong Kong 
there is a prison ship called the Tamar. While 
I was at sea on the Monmouth my very soul was 
craving for drink, and I could not get it. I had 
plenty of money but could not buy it. I broke 
into a \vine store in the midshipmen's room and 
lielpecl myself. They put me down in this prison. 
Talk about prisolis ! You haven't any prisolls 
in the United States. They are just play-houses. 
I have been in San Quentin, and saw them play- 
ing ball, but my expreience in prison was vastly 
different. The name of the ship was Tamar, 
and they said, "We tame lions here." They 
wanted to tame me right away, but, dear ones, 
you can never do anything that way. I t  takes 
love to do that. Think of that, some of you pa- 
rents. Love will do what cruelty never can do. 
When I \vent down there I weighed 196 pounds 
when I wasn't in strict training. When I came 
out, after spending wcelcs and inonths there, 
I was a living skeleton, weighed 99 pounds. YOU 



had to do things down there that were simply 
awful. I remember particularly a great big circle 
of blocks of wood placed around. O n  each 
block of wood was placed a 36-pound shot. We 
each had to take one of these 3b-pound shot in 
our iiands and wall; around with that for onc 
hour. Before we had carried it five minutes it 
began to feel like 36 tons, and i f  the warder saw 
ycu not carrying it properly he: would come up 
with his stick and hit you until you would col- 
lapse on the floor. This experience engendered 
in my heart a positive, deadly hatred for every- 
body and every authority. Many times I said, 
"If I gct out of this place 1 will Lill half of 
these fellows." The authorities heard of it, and 
knowing my disposition and character, when 1 
came out they kept me closely guarded on board 
the ship until a relief ship came from Englana, 
and they put me on board at once to take me 
home. And so I could go on with this sordid 
story, for when the devil has a fellow on the 
run he greases the path. 

When I left the Navy, after twelve years, feel- 
ing free of all restraint, all authority and disci- 
pline, I went headlong to hell; went all over the 
world, having a good time, getting as drunk as 
I could to tlie very verge of deliriun~ tremens. 
l'liree times I went over, and that condition nat- 
urally began to play on my physical. I be. 
came a physical wreck. O n  the ninth of May, 
1913, two fellows I had been beating the coun- 
try with, said to me after a particularly heavy 
carouse, "Jack, you are a fine fellow wlxn you 
are sober, but when you are drunk you are hell 
let loose. Won't you go and get a room by 
yourself ?" I said, "Fellows, good-bye," little 
dreaming that it was a literal "good-bye" to the 
old life. I went to tlie landlady and asked for 
a room by myself. The only two men in the 
world whom I thought were my friends had 
turned me down cold, so I walked out. I re- 
inembered how I had stood up i n  my window 
and looked opposite to the Apostolic Faith Mis- 
sion, run by Will Trotter on First street, and 
thought of what a crazy bunch of folks they 
were; and that if ever I should turn religious 
they would be the last I would get in with, but. 
I am here. 

I walked up to t,he corner. Everybody that 
passed me and looked happy I felt an almost 
unccntrollable desire to pull my fist out and give 
them a wallop. Some might smile at  that, but 
you never felt the depth of misery that comes 
into a human soul when he feels he is deserted 
by God and man. I had a touch of it that night. 

I felt I was absolutely forsaken and nobody 
cared. I stood there thinking, "Well, what 
next :'" Don't forget whenever a man gets to 
the end of his tether the devil is always there to 
tell him uhat  to do. He got me to take a retro- 
spective view of my past life from college to gut- 
ter, and then suggested, "Now, what do you 
think there is lcft for you to dul" "I guess 1 
had better efface myself, get ofi the earth." I 
stood there that night wondering which was the 
easiest way out. You say, "Oh, you coward!" 
I may have been, but do not forget I had suf- 
fered, body, soul and spirit, for nearly thirty- 
seven years. What was life to me?  All I 
wanted was an casy way out. Did I believe in 
a God? No, I didn't believe there could be a 
God. When a man is in that condition, what 
does he care about God? 

As I stood there meditating I happened to 
look up tlie street half a block and saw a sign 
flashing, Rescue Mission, and wondered, "What 
kind of a dump is that?" I had never been in 
such a place in illy life, and curiosity got the bet- 
ter of me. Thank God for curiosity. Many 
folks have come into Pentecostal nleetings out 
of curiosity, and God has hookcd them. I 
walked up there and thought I'd sit down 
for a few minutes meditating what I would do. 
1 thought the best way would be to get a little 
strychnine, go down to the river, destroy all 
identification marks, and then go out. I was 
too iniserablc to think of the hereafter. 

I went into the mission and before the meet- 
ing started, a tiny woman came back to me and 
said, "Good evening." There were five seats in 
that row. I said gruffly, "Good evening." I 
didn't want anybody to speak to me. "How are 
you feeling?" "None the better for your ask- 
ing," I replied. I wanted by absolute discour- 
tesy to make the woman go away. That would 
have satisfied ninety-nine women out of a hun- 
dred, but she was the hundredth one. She was 
fishing that night and she meant to land her fish. 
I sat one seat away from her, and sized her up 
and down, although I was trembling from head 
to foot. "Will you promise me to remain for 
the service?" "No, ma'am," and I went another 
seat away, she coming after me. By this time 
my nerves were in a terrible condition with rage 
whiskey and dope. I was almost in a state of 
collapse. "Madam, will you please go away?" 
I moved next to the wall, and she came to the 
fourth seat. I have often said to her since, 
"Mrs. G., IIOM ever did you have the nervc to cor- 
ner me that night?" "I do not know, God just 



told me to go after  you." She didn't weigh more 
than eighty pounds, but she was filled with com- 
p a f i ~ o n  for a human sot11 and when you h a w  
that compassion notliing in the world will turn 
you down. You say, "Oh, I an1 not cut out to 
talk to anyone." I want to tell you ~f God tell, 
yott to talk to anyone, you had better act. H e  
will do the rest. Finally, to get rid of the wo- 
man, I said, "What do you want?" "If you will 
promise to stay for the service I will go over 
and pray for you during the whole service." 
Just to get rid of her I said, "All right, madam, 
[ will stay. A n  hour o r  two won't make much 
difference." I was over againsl the wall wherc 
she crowded ~ l i c ,  and I took a song-boo], and 
naturally liking music began to hunl the liynl~ls 
over, when suddenly I realized the service had 
practically ceased and the man was making an  
altar call. Suddenly without any premonition of 
what was going to occur my hand went up in the 
air. I said, "What in the world, Jack Saunders, 
did you do that for?"  I'm sorry if anyone 
says it doesn't fit the situation, according to 
their theology. I know the Spirit of God that 
night made me put up my hand, and about six 
great huJ\ies came n~arching down my way. If 
you want real good udiers, send to a Rescue 
Mission. They just liool\ right on and say, 
"Come," which these six fellows proceeded to 
do \\'it11 some pulling and some pushing I had 
to go somewhere. I said, "Fellows, I d o  not 
want to go up there." They asked me to go up 
and shake hands with the preacher. 1 looked up  
the aisle and saw the altar and there was an- 
other aisle leading down to the doorway. so I 
thought I would just go up and shake hands and 
shoot across and down to the door. I had it all 
planned out beautifully, but I had left God out 
of the situation. I walked up, shook hands with 
Sammy Mitchell and turned aroulld to complete 
my program, but saw something in the way. A 
man who weighed about 315 pounds blocked the 
whole of the gangway. 1 looked a t  the situation 
and uiiconsciously I began to comment aloud, "I 
cannot get around it, I cannot get under it, I can- 
not get over it, what shall I do?" H e  solved the 
situation. All he  did was to lean up agaitlst me. 
When 315 pounds leans against 128, the 128 has 
to go and I went. Listen, you who would doubt 
the convicting power of the Holy Ghost, that mo- 
ment that man leaned on me and my knees touch- 
ed the floor, God began to pour on me such a n  
awful weight of conviction as I had never ex- 
perienced before. I had faced men in the ring 
without a quiver. I had t~een through different 

crises in my life. 1 wasn't trimbled when I 
swam through a s h o o 1  o f  shar!cs in New Zea- 
land, but right there, absolute, pl~ysical fear fell 
on me such as I never experienced in my life. 1 
began to t'ecl cold chills up and down illy spine, 
111y hair stood on end, sweat-drops broke out 
on nle in great beads. I trembled from head to 
foot, so that I turned around and said, "Fel- 
low, what in heaven's name is this ?" And a mall 
admitted to me afterwards that he had never 
seen a nian under such awful  conviction in his 
life before. "Boy, you had better pray the pub- 
lican's ~ ~ r a y e r . "  I got down and prayed from the 
bottom of my heart the only prayer laid down in 
God's Word for  a sinner. 1 have since ,been 
superintendent of that mission, and heard men 
come up and say the words, but that night I 
really prayed, "God be merciful to me a sinner 
and save me from all my sins, f o r  Jesus' sake." 
I-Ie is a wonderful Savior because H e  did it right 
then. I got up off my 1;nees and said, "Oh, my, 
I feel good! Oh, Mister, I feel good." Sammy 
Mitchell told me afterwards he didn't have a 
spark of faith in me ; he thought I had put it on, 
and was after a bed. I walked down to the 
door ;  didn't know they gave away beds and 
meal-+iclcets. Somebody called, "lhri.'t you 
want a bed, boy?" "No, I want to go home and 
tell those two fellows what I got." I declare to 
you on the authority of God's Word ,  the moment 
a man is really saved and born of God, he is after 
the other fellow. My first thought as soon as I 
was saved was those two bbys in that room and 
I made a bee-line for  the Toronto Apartments, 
went- upstairs, and right there I met the devil fo r  
the first time after  my conversion. As I got up 
there ready to open the door, he said, "What 
will they think?" and with my hand 011 that door 
I hesitated. I have fought a good many fights. 
but that was the hardest ever I fought in my 
life. F,or quite a time I stood there debating. 
The- Spirit of God was pulling one way and the  
devil another. Finally I pulled the door open 
and walked across the room. They were play- 
ing cards, and a bottle of wine was on the table. 
They looked up. "Hel1.0, what is the tilatter?" 
I walked over to the table, and said, "Boys, I 
have something I want to tell you." There was 
something in my face that made those boys lis- 
ten. "I30ys, I have beell up to a little rescue 
mission on North Main street and  given my 
heart to the Lord Jesus Christ." Jesse imnied- 
iately seized hold of the glass of wine .and 
lifted it up. "Here, Jack, wash it dawn," the 
devil trying to the very last to get me, but with 



all the l)ou.er that God put in 1ny soul and illto 
my fist, I brought it down on that table and 
said, " lhys ,  by the grace of God, that stuff never 
passes my lips again". The  other one turned 
around and said," Ho, Jack has another bug in 
his brain." Yes, it is still there, growing big- 
ger on my hands every day. I went out and 
immediately God called me into His work. I 
resisted and rebelled, but d i d n ' ~  backslide. ITi- 
nally God had to lay me on my back. I wenl 
to the Catalina Islands, took charge of the Y. M. 
C. A .  camp and God marvelously used lliy simple 
message. There were two hundred and thirty- 
eight hoys converted in one month. The  Bible 
I now use was given to me by my first convert. 

I cannot stop to tell you how God helped my 
body, took the marks of sin off my face, 
straightened my nose, and gavc me a new stom- 
ach. I could not do anything else in those old 
days but eat soup and liquid food, but two days 
afterward God marvelously healed me. Two 
months after I was saved, I w.as standing dec- 
orating the mission. W e  like to decorate the 
mission when the boys are i1;lvi;ig their sl~iritual 
birthdays, and in walked one of my old cro- 
nies, H e  came walking up to  the front and 
said, "Say, can you tell me where I can find old 
Jack Saunders?" "Yes, here he is." That  man 
gave one look a t  my face and dropped down. 
'That night he came to the altar and gave his 
heart to God. Two months later I was walking 
up Second street and saw a man conling down. 
I saw it was one of my old compaiiions, one of 
those two men in the room with me. I was about 
to pass him to see whether he knew me or not 
and something stopped me. I put my hand 011 

his shoulder and said, "Hello, Jess." H e  looked 
at me startled and the tears began to stream from 
his eyes. "My God, Jack!" "Yes, Jesse, it is 
Jack." "But, man, what is the matter with 
your face?' "Oh, God just straightened it out." 
H e  began to cry, and said, "Jack, I don't know 
what you have gotten, but it certainly made a 
man of you." I tried to convince him it was for 
him, too, but he would not take it. 

God Ted me into the ministry and gave me a 
beautiful Christian girl for a wife. I became a 
Nazarene preacher, but fought this wonderful 
baptism o i  the Holy Ghost. One time I was 
holding a meeting down in a little town close to 
Los Angeles, and a man came to see me who said 
lie was Dr.  Woodworth. I had never set eyes on 
him and didn't know anything about him. Listen, 
some of you skeptics who don't believe in the 
supernatural workings of the Spirit, account for 

this i f  you can. I said to my wife, "Miell, tell 
him to hurry up. 1 am trying to get my sermon 
ready." I had .a whole table full trying to dig it 
out of books instead of on my knees. T h e  first 
thing he did was to take me in his arms and 
kiss me, the first man who ever did such a 
thing. I excused myself and went out and told 
my wife, and she told me those people did that. 
I went in a little more calmly and said, "I wish 
you would kindly deliver your message. I have 
lo prepare a sermon for this evening and a m  in 
an .awful hurry." "Well, Brother Jack, 1 will be 
brief. My name is Dr. Woodworth. God saved 
me a number o f  years ago, baptized me in the 
Holy Ghost, healed my body and told me I woultl 
have to give up the practice of medicine." I 
wondered what that had to do with me. He 
went on, "I threw all my instruments and medi- 
cine away. My neighbors for weeks were hunt- 
ing my garbage cans. 1 had a continual stream 
to  see if there were any more being thrown away. 
God has given me some wonderful visi.ons."--I 
didn't even then pay any attention to, what he 
was saying-"but last night, o r  rather early this 
morning, God showed me your face in a vision." 
Now, mark you, here was a man I had never 
seen in my life ,before, who said, "I saw your 
face in a vision with your name written over 
it, and the name of a song underneath. The  
song was. 'I Walk and Talk with the King.' " H e  
continued, "The Spirit spoke to me, and told me 
to find that man and tell him to go and sing in 
the Temple Auditorium." I think you will agree 
that was a very hard mission to  give anyone. 1 
have learned to know that man intinlately since, 
and he is a man who immediately obeys God 
when H e  speaks. H e  said, "Brutlier Saunders, 
I have been hunting for you since the early hours 
of  the morning, trying to get trace of a ma11 
called Jack Saunders." Think of the temcity of 
the man who would' not give up. I-Ie said, "I 
have delivered my message. I will not keep 
you any longer," and he went out. I could not 
preach that night o r  the remainder of the time I 
was there, that thing was running through 111y 
brain. I tried to throw it off but could not. My 
wife kept prodding me that if I was not going 
to sing, I should tell them. Saturday night I 
tried to 'phone but could not get him, so I went 
to sing, and God so marvelously blessed me and 
the response of the people was so wonderful I 
didn't understand it. I wanted to walk off the 
platform when I was tlirough, but wife said, 
"No, let's stay for the service." I heard a man 
get up and exalt the blood of Jesus in a way I 



had never heard before, and I said to my wife, 
"Whatever this tongue business is, I don't know, 
but that fellow knows God." 1 got outside and 
said, "Well, anyhow, that finishes me with these 
folks." Outside the door this doctor was wail- 
ing for me, a very apologetic look on his face. 
"Brother Jack, I cannot help it, I have to dt- 
liver my message. The leaders said, 'Get that 
fellow for next Sunday.' " The  following Sun- 
day I was there again with my wife. W e  sang z 
duet and she was just wallting down to take 
her seat in the audience and I was going to sit 
on the platform, when that building rocked from 
side to side. I have always said God sent that 
earthquake for my benefit. Right there God 
showed me what was going to occur on the 
Judgment Day. You will not need God to tell 
you which side to go; you will hunt your owii 
crowd. Immediately that building began to 
rock, the goats ran for the door; they were tear- 
ing each other's dresses to pieces, and it was 
pandemonium let loose, but the sheep stood on 
their feet with thcir hands uplifted and began 
to praisc God, thinking Jesus was coming. I 
wasn't afraid; was curiously watching this won- 
derful scene. God spoke to me definitely and 
said, "These are my people." "Yes, Lord, I 
believe it." 

O n  Tuesday afternoon I was in the services 
in the Ice Palace. I h  those days the power of 
God was falling in the Ice Palace. As I stood 
looking at  the seekers my hear t  was hungry. A 
nian whom I had known as a Presbyterian minis- 
ter came along. "I said, "Brother Palmer, what do 
you think of this?" "Brother Jack, it is the only 
thing on earth." "Why, have you got it?" Im- 
mediately his lips began to quiver and he shook 
from head to foot and he began to speak in 

tongues. I looked at him with my eyes bulging 
out, wondering what strange sounds were issuing 
from his lips, and right there a hunger came 
upon me and my poor old heart cried out, "Oh, 
I would to God I had it!" I never sought for it 

.but once, but while a brother was preaching k 
was praying a peculiar prayer, "Oh, God, shut 
that fellow up quickly," and God did it. I t  
seemed peculiar but right in the middle of his 
discourse the preacher said, "I do not know, 1 
feel like making an altar call now." I remember 
having read in God's Word, "In the day that you 
seek me with all your heart, I shall be found." 
Right there I began to seek with all my heart, 
and it wasn't fifteen minutes before the mighty 
power of God surged through this being until 
every joint and bone and muscle of my 'body 
became limp. Some may say, "Bro. Saunders, 
why lay on >our back?" There are a lot of peo- 
ple God has to get flat on their backs be- 
fore He  can really talk to then?. H e  cannot tall; 
to them standing up; they think too much of 
themselves. God began to talk to me hour after 
hour. I said, "Lord, You can take everything 
You want, but give me Jesus, and immediateIy 
the Spirit of the Lord began to seize my vocaY 
organs, and they told me I spoke in seven or  
eight languages. I do not know, but I know that 
something came into my soul that brought joy 
and peace and as I leaned up against Brother 
Palmer's knee I-Ie spoke these words, "Sealed 
unto the day of redemption." Now you can 
count me among you. The  moment you are 
willing to turn yourself over to God H e  will 
make something of you. You may think if you 
are outside of God you amount to something 
now, but I want to tell you we are nothing with- 
out God. 

@our 6ob A t t s m ~ r ~ b  BQ Bigne 
J. Narver Gortner in the Council *Meetin,g, Sept. 25: 1919. 

HAVE planted, Apollos watered, look out for him he speaks in tongues." Brother 
but God giveth the increase. So Jack told me that after that he kept his eyes 
then neither is he that planteth open and looked through his fingers. 
anything, nor he that watereth, God is lookin& for empty channels through 
but God that giveth the increase." whom H e  can pour His blessings on hearts and 

I used to be a Methodist down into the souls of the people of the earth. 
preacher. and Brother Jaclc who May God help every one of us to be empty 

has just sung was a Nazar- channels for Him. 
ene preacher. God has baptized us with the I was the President of the Coast Side Confer- 
Holy Ghost, bless the Lord who quickeneth the ence of Southern California. W e  had had our 
dead. The first time Brother Jaclc Saunders Campmeeting, and I said to my wife, "I need a 
saw me he rather liked me, and he so expressed little reit, and I am going up among the red- 
himself, "I like that Methodist preacher." "Oh woods to rest. I had read in Sister Carrie 
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Montgomery's paper that there was to be a camp- 
meeting among the redwoods, and I thought I'J 
take that in, and 1 did. I was there from Tues- 
day to Saturday. A sister said, "Are you seek- 
ing the baptism of the Holy Ghost? If you are 
we would like to have you come over to Sister 
Montgomery's Cottage meeting, but if you just 
come to look on, we haven't ally room for mere 
on-lookers." She looked at me and I looked at 
her, and presently some one said, "Sister Mont- 
gomery has sent you a special invitation." I 
went over and waited with the. saints that Sat- 
urday, but God didn't baptize me that night. W e  
had a wonderful time. Nobody who has been 
to the Cazadero Campmeeting will ever forget it. 
I t  was a wonderful time. The power of God 
just surged back and forth over the assen~bly o f  
the saints like the billows of the mighty deep 
I wect to my tciit about twelve o'clock and conl- 
mitted my soul to God and slept like a child. 1 

awoke as day was breaking and God reminded 
me cf the 15 ords of Scripture, "And Jacob went 
on his way, and the angds of God met him," 
and as 1 said it the power of God fell on me 
from cn high, my body was convulsed and I 
began to speak in other tongues as the Spirit 
gake utterance. I forgot all I said, but I re- 
mcinber the last two words, "Logo faka" and thc 
c'ekil said, "That means it is all a fake." There 
is nothing more real than this. I t  is just as real 
as the Son Himself. This baptism of the Holy 
Ghost is as true as truth, and as mighty as God 
I-Iimself. The devil said, "It is a wonderful ex- 
perience, of course, but you had better not sav 
anything about it. Just live the experience and 
keep still." I opened the Word of God and the 
first passage of Scripture my eyes rested upon 
was this, "I will declare what H e  hath done for 
my soul." Then the devil said, "It was just by 
chance your eyes lighted upon those words, and 
besides i f  you tell these Pentec~st~al  people herse 
at Cazadero God has baptized you, you will 
have to testify in your Church down at Arroyo 
Grande. They will think you have scandalized 
yourself and your Church, and maybe they will 
put you out. I opened the Word of God again 
and the first words my eyes lighted upon were, 
"Nevertheless among the chief rulers many be- 
lieved on Him, but because of the Pharisees 
they would not confess Him lest they should 
be put out of the synagogue." I said, "Lord, 
I will tell the people God has baptized me with 
ihe Holy Ghost  and fire," and at the first oppor- 
tunity I d:.' 

God also wonderfully touched my body that 
day and healed me of a long standing spinal 
troubmle, so that two or three days later when in 
a hotel in Sail Frailcisco I hunted all up and 
down my spine for the sore spot and could not 
find it. I went home to Arroyo Grande, and said, 
"The day of miracles has not passed." A super- 
anuated ininister said, "What now?" I said, 
"God has wonderfully touched my spine and 
healed me." H e  said, "I hope it will last." The 
next Sunday morning I preached to my people 
on the passage, "And it shall come to pass after- 
ward, that I will pour out my Spirit upon all 
flesh; and your sons and your daughters shall 
prophesy, your old men shall dream dreams, 
your young men shall see visions ; and also upon 
the servants and upon the handmaids in those 
days will I pour out niy Spirit." I t  was my 
privilege to preach to the people that day that the 
latter rain was falling on the earth and the peo- 
ple were being baptized with the Holy Ghost and 
fire and that God had baptized me. Well, they - 
didn't put me out of the church. I suppose if I 
had liilown before I received the baptism that I 
would have to get out of the Methodist church 
I should have been scarcely willing to receive it. 
God ltnew that and so H e  didn't say anything to 
me about it. The days and weeks and months 
and years came and went-it was in 1914, as the 
great world-war was breaking out that God bap- 
.tized me in the Holy Spirit-and one day the old 
trouble seemed to be returning, and I had to 
give up my work for a little while. I was in 
Los Angeles, not able to preach and son~ehow 
God was impressing my mind with the thought 
that I had to get out and do Pentecostal work; 
that my ministry in the M. E. Church was some- 
what restricted and God wanted to give me a 

larger field. I knelt down and prayed, "Lord, 
You have spoken to me in a very wonderful way 
in dreams and visions many times in the past, 
speak to me tonight. Let me know if it is Your 
will that I should leave the Methodist Church. 
Let me dream a dream or see a vision and I will 
do Your will." 

I got into bed and fell asleep, and immediatgly 
I saw .a wonderful sight. I saw a horse, and, 
strange as it may seem, the horse was running 
backwards, and a man was mounted upon it. I 
looked on in utter amazement. Some distance 
away was a hill, and the hill was covered with 
stones, and the horse ran rapidly until it came to 
the foot of the hill and there it fell. The man 
was thrown very vigorously from the horse. I 
said, "What does that mean?" And the Spirlt 



seemed to s,ay, "'L'hat horse represents the M. 
1':. Church, and you are clinging, to it, and if 
you do itot get out gracefully you will be thrown 
out very violently one of these days and the 
church is going to disaster." Strange a s  it may 
seen1 to you, I cluug tenaciously to the horse. 
\\'eelis and months went l ~ y ,  and last February 
1 was in Los Angelcs attending nteetings ill 
Ikthel 'I'emplc. 1 aslied the peuple to pray for me 
that 1 niiglix be tlclivercd from this old troublc 
that seemed to be fastelling itself on to mc 
again. 'I'he saints prayed and I seemed to get 
a little tlelivera~lce but not complete. I went 
to my room and said, "Lord, what is the matter? 
You have spolceu to me i l-o~n Your Word in 
the 11ast. Speak to me again now. 1 am going 
to open Your Word with nly eyes closed and put 
my finger upon a page, llirect me, Lord, so t l i a ~  
the words my finger shall be upon will be a 
message from Thee." 1 opened the Word  at 
random and with my eyes closed put my finger 
u l m ~  a verse, and read these words, "God re- 
wardeth 110th the fool and the transgressor." 1 
said, "I,orcl, which am 1 ?" (;od didn't say any- 
thing. I-le just looked at me. You know how 
Jesus looked a t  Peter. I told a I'eutecostal sis- 
ter about that experience, and how I looked up 
to God, and said, "Which am 1, a fool or trans- 
gressor?" and before I had time to finish what I 
was saying, she said, "Both." 

I concluded 1 woulil ash (;od for three signs; 
signs that were worth while. My wiie and I 
had been praying for  a long time that our boy 
might be saved. I-le had been going to I-Iigll 
School and was beco~ning very it~different, and 
skeptical; our hearts were burdened and (;od 
didn't seem to answer prayer. S o  1 got down oil 
my knees. "Lord, i f  You will give me three signs 
inside of two weeks I will know 1)eyond the 
shadow of a doul~t  that it is Your will 1 shall 
get out of the Methodist Church and give my- 
self, soul, body ,and spirit to Pentecostal work. 

Save lny boy from sin, baptize him in the I-loly 
(;host, and give son~e,  messages through him ill 
other tougues, messages that will be interpreted." 
1 confess to you when 1 asked for the last sign 
it seemed to me that I was asking for the im- 
~)ossil)le, for lie was of a v'ery retiring clisposition 
and shrank from publicity. But do you know that 
inside of ten days God saved that precious boy, 
and two o r  three days later H e  mightily I,al)tizecl 
him with the Holy (Jiost  and fire, and a few 
nights afterwards under the insl~iration of the 
Sl~i r i t  he leaped to his feet and began to speak 
in another tongue, and the message was inter- 
preted by one who had the gift of interpretation. 
I could scarcely believe my own ears, ant1 1 said, 
"l.ord,,,I have 1x0 further excuse," so I said to 
my district Superintendent. "I am goiug to sav 
farewell to Methodism. God has definitely 
shown tne it is His will that I shall devote myself 
to Pentecostal work. The gulf between me and 
Methodism has been getting wider and urider. 
Methodism has been going one way and I have 
1)een going the other, until the rope that oncc 
held mc has become a cord, and the cord has 
1)ccome a thrcnd, and  now the thrrad i s  s~laiqjing. 
and thank (;od, I am allout to br free." H e  said, 
"We are vcry sorry to have you go, but if you 
must, God hless you. Our  prayers will go with 
you." 

I am a Pentecostal preacher tonight. I a m  
justified by faith, my heart has been cleansed 
through the power of the blessed Ho!y Spirit.  
T have been baptized with thc Holy Ghost and 
with fire, and I have been buried with my 1,ord 
in l~aptism in water in the nanw of the Father 
and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost. 1 M-oulcl 
not eschange what I have for all the wcaltli oT 
the Goulds, the Vanderbilts, the Rockefellers, 
and the Carnegies of the earth. 'To be saved 
f rom sin and baptized with the Holy (;host is 
worth more than ten thousmd worlds likc this. 

During the summer Bro. Will Norton wrote o r  fou r  yards of  dirty, ragged cloth to hide their 
that they fed more than 400 of the helpless suf- emaciated frames, perhaps holding nalted, starv- 
ferers, mostly widows, daily. 'They opened up ing babies in their arms, wealtly at tcn~pting to 
a small shop in the heart of 13enares and in- push their way up near enough to the front to 
vited the people to come at a certain hour to get their portion of grain. At first, fat ,  Brahmin 
get a portion of  free grain. The  news that priests were there also, shoving the women aside, 
they were opening such a place spread like wild- but we very soon gave them to understand \hat  
f ire and even the first day they were almost there was nothing for them. W e  first preach the 
crowded out. H e  wrote, "'l'he sights we see Gospel to them and then give them the grain." 
daily defy description. Prosperous America * * * 
knows nothing of such scenes and such poverty. The  story o f  several remarkable cases of hcal- 
Haggard,  pitiful women, with nothing I ~ u t  three ing comes to us from Rro. Williamson it1 the 
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Kwangsi I'rov., So. China. 'I'liey were called 
to pray for a boy whom tlie doctors despaired of 
l~elping. H e  had an  abscess in his h.ead wliich 
was going to his brain, suffering extreme pain 
a t  times. 'I'he first night after  prayer there was 
a noticeable iinproveinent, but in the days that 
followed therc was a fierce conflict for his life. 
Now the boy is going about as usual and able 
to eat a good nleal, which he had not heen able 
to do for ~uonths.  H e  had been suffering with 
this trouble for five years. Another healing 
w,liich led to this one, was that of a man whose 
case baffled the physicians, and after  spending 
hundreds of dollars, the prayer of faith ,brought 
deliverance, and he  witnessed over tlie city what 
the Lord did for him. * * * 

Ijrother I<ol)t. Cook writes from South India 
that the work 011 all the stations is going on 
splendidly. H e  baptized an Anglo-Indian woman 
who had been a Catholic. 'I'he Gospel of healing 
manifested in her body was the means wliicli 
opened her heart to see her need of salvation. 

B e  writes, "We have had a big earthquake 
in the island of Java which is not far  froin here. 
The  volcanic eruption was imn~ense  and also 
very destructive, causing tlie loss of 50,000 lives, 
besides cattle and fields being destroyed. It is 
said that the hot river of lava was ten n~iles 
wide and four feet deep. Truly these are the 
signs of His  .coming." 

* * * 
I<. M. Scurrah, Sterkstroon~, Cape Colony, 

writes of encouraging results in their meetings. 
"My interpreter a year ago was unsaved tvhen 
he came to me irom the Diamond Mines. H e  is 
a clean, hungry man of God today, and a very 
useful vessel, as he speaks about six languages 
besides Lnglish and lh~ tc l i .  H e  had the joy of 
seeing his heathen wife stand up and give her 
heart to Jesus a t  ou r  second meeting in Loca- 
tion. H e r  smoking habit has gone and she is 
trying to live pleasing to God." * * *  

Some snatches from a letter from our dear 
Mrs. Julia Richardson, Congo Relge, whose hus- 
band laid down his life while exploring for a site, 
will give our  readers an insight into the trials 
o f  pioneering in new fields : 

"We are  truly in tlie heart of things. W e  
have 2,500 miles of freight charges from Cape 
Town to Elizabethville, and another 500 miles to 
this place (Bukama, Katanga).  I have before 
me a bill from Elizabethville, sugar 20c per Ib.. 
syrup 6oc per small tin, tinned butter about 
$1.10, flour 25c per lb., ctc. 

"I a m  cooking over stones on ground in a 
little grass house. I !lave to leave most to boys 
because the smoke blinds my eyes. And I bake 
in a hole in an ant-hill, so I have no desserts, un- 
less syrup and rice o r  bread, o r  dried fruit 
(which is expensive). I tried to use only native 
oils in cooking, but found my system getting out 
of order. I want, a s  soon as I can, to get milk 
goats. I economize in flour by using corn meal 
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and Icasava root four .  Of course this is tlie 
dry  season and only sweet potatoes and little 
marble tomatoes (make good soup) and chalots 
to be had. 

"In getting a station in ordcr it will take scv- 
era1 pounds per  month for workmen alone, h u g .  
i r th I met by appointment the 'Commissionaire 
Territorials' and the 'Adn~inistrateur du Dis- 
trict' and they went with me to tlie place of my 
choice and made out papers and then gave me 
permission to build. I. had waited long and now 
the rains threatening, but came home praising 
Him for  giving me favor with the Government. 
T h e  ~ z t h ,  I went over and measured site for 
house. and had boys commence to dig up roots, 
stones, etc. 13th, pitched tent so I could go 
over and stay during days and plan and super- 
vise. I concluded to put up a 10x20 house and 
a n  eight-foot verandah along the front, to be 
used as a boys' house later, put up a fowl house 
9x9 and my boys can sleep in a double-decker 
bed in one-half fo r  the time being. I niust also 
get garden ready and this means clearing the 
roots and stones and 111uch digging. Now the 
26th we have the framework of poles up for tlie 
house and fowl house, the .bamboos mostly tied 
on ready for mud, and the frame work is now 
strong enough to put up f ran~ework of roofs. 
ready for the grass. I have women and children 
carrying dirt for foundation of mud. And  I am 
encouraged. 

"I realized it was too hard for boys to carry 
me and work so I tried walking but had to stop 
a day and rest. The workmen shirked, so I 
docked each a half a day and sent for  a bicycle, 
which I need in the visitation work. 

"Did I tell you that IGngamadi and Kitam- 
bala, who have been with me nearly four niontlis 
now, tell me they want to follow Christ? I 
can have the house full of boys as soon as I 
have arrangements made. and I count that by 
having double-decker beds and enclosing part of 
verandah I can house twenty boys and give them 
tables for writing and a place to gather about 
the fire, which they ! o x .  I have undertaken 
the impossible! But the mountain is being re- 
moved and the worst of tlie battle seems fought. 
And it is all of  Him.  I am sure my letters re- 
veal my utter weakness, my fears, my frailty, 
but oh,  haven't you some young people to collie 
out and meet this need? A dense population 
two days from here which should be entered at 
once. This seems a comparatively good climate. 
I find I 'm as I thought, on a plateau, and the 
commissioner is pleased with the whole district. 
Haven't you some young married couple? There 
is plenty of land for another home." 

W e  trust tHat God will lay this need on inter- 
cessors, that they will pray that God will lay 
it upon the heart of some of his called ones to 
enter this open door and stand with this lone 
pioneer, who, Mary-Slessor like, has undertaken 
the impossible, and God has set H i s  seal upon 
the step by already giving her souls. 
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"Lord help me  live f rom day  t o  day 
I n  such a self-forgetful way  
T h a t  even when 1 knccl t o  pray, 
l l y  prayer shall  be for-Others. 

Help  me in all the work I do  
'To evcr be  sincere and t rue  
And know that  all I'd d o  for  You. 
Must needs 1)c done for-Others. 

Le t  'Se:f' be crucified and slain 
A n d  buried deep:  and  all in vain 
May cfforts be t o  rise again,  
Unless  t o  live for-Others. 

And  when m y  work on ea r th  is done 
And  m y  new work  in heaven's begun 
May I forget  t he  crown I 've won,  
Whi le  thinking still of.-Others. 

Ot,hers, Lord ,  yes,  o thers  
Le t  this my m o t t o  be 
He lp  me t o  live for  others.  
T h a t  I may !ive like Thee." 

W E are drawing near to the time when we 
tliink of "others." Reiurne? mission- 

aries tell us there are two periods in the year 
when there is a falling off of funds. One is in 
summer time when home folks go to campineet- 
ings, and the other is a t  the holiday season. 

Wk are living in a land of plenty, a land of 
wealth, and we trust that a t  this time above all 

. others, as we near the time when we med,itate 
on the Unspeakable Gift of God to this old sin- 
ful, sorrowing world, we will not forget that 

our gifts to I-Iim can anleliorate the suffering, 
stem the tide of sin, and strengthen the hands, 
and lighten the burden of those who have for- 
saken all to plant the cross in the regions be- 
yond. 

Ylay God help us, before we are la\isli with 
our gifts here a t  home, Lo sit down and picture 
the lone missionary, living, perhaps, in a mud hut 
with a grass roof, eating native food which un- 
der nourishes the body and does not satisfy. 
I'icturc, if you can, two inissionaries on a statioti 
as Christmas dawns and no mail has come from 
America. Each has a heavy heart but tries to 
be brave and not let the other know of what she 
is tllinking, but their thoughts uander  L O  the 
homeland, to the bright, happy firecide, the tablc 
bountifully spread, the piano piled with gifts- 
not one was forgotten at home. Dear ones 
planned long into the night that each might be 
remembered, and then suddenly think, perhaps 
the day before, of the lone missionary, and they 
say, "Oh, I forgot to send that check that I 
wanted them to get on Christmas Day." And it 
reached them the end of January! 

Friends, this is a coninion occurrence. Now 
is the time to send your gifts and your offerings 
to the foreign field to have them reach there by 
Christmas. Do not delay. W e  shall be glad to 
forward a t  once any gifts of money that may be 
sent through us, and if it is a Christmas offering 
we will nmke specin1 effort to get it off cpickly. 
May God's great example be a pattern for us a t  
this time, and let us first of all remember the 
"others" who are maliing oases in the great 
heathen deserts. 

* * *  
Mbny of our readers have heard' of the very 

serious illness of our  beloved sister, Blanche Ap- 
plebp of South China. She has been very low 
with typhoid fever for some weeks, and in t h t  
natural, they wrote us, there was no hope, but 
(Yod uorked supernaturally, atid after many 
days of hovering between life and death, she 
is now in~proving quite materially. 

Missionaries wrote us the summer never was 
so hot as it was this year in South China, and 
some of them were not able to go t o  the coast as 
soon as they should have done owing to the extrb 
expense it would entail. Missionaries who have 
stations are obliged to meet the expenses of their 
stations, and unless extra money comes in for 
them to leave the interior where the weather is 
almost unendurable and go to the Coast, they 
are obliged to stay on their stations. 

No  one can overtax his body without suffering 



the consequences. and while the dear imissionar- 
ies may not realize it at first. it is bound to crip- 
ple them and shorten their lives . W e  occa- 
sionally hear missionaries say of each other. 
"She stayed too long on her first term of ser- 
vice." The  consequence was. her body not re- 
covering its vitality during her furlough. she was 
llervously broken on her second term and not 
able to resist thc inroads made upon it by the 
deadly climate and unsanitary surroundings . 

W e  have some very vivid examples of mis- 
sionaries who have collapsed on their second 
term. and 1t.c have no doubt that it has largely 
been 1)ecause they did not have sufficient rest and 
upbuilding cluri~ig tlleir furlougll . Thcy do not 
stop long enough in any one place to relax and 
give their broken. wasted bodies time to recu- 
per;te . This is an absolute necessity. and w h l ~ t  
the missionary in the past lias been obliged to 
keep on the go. we believe this is no longer need- 
ful . With Missionary Rest Homes in different 
parts of the country we invite them to "come 
apart and rest awhile. " and believe they owe it 
to themselves. to the home constituency who sup- 
port their work on the field. and to God. to take 
time to bulid up . 

'The Missionary Rest Home in Evanston. I11 . 
(531 Judson Ave.) gives a hearty welcome to re- 
turned missionaries. and the matron and local 
committee will do their best to  make them  con^. 

fortable . \Ire covet the prayers of our readers 
that God will help to make this H'ome a place 
where niissionaries will'love to come . One who 
lias been there writes. "We praise God for the 
blessings of the Missionary Rest Home . I t  is 
certainly a precious place for missionaries." 

The Lord is blessing the services a t  The  Stone 
Church . Evangelist Jack Saunders. the story of 
whose miraculous conversion is given in this 
issue. was with us for a few weeks. and his min- 
istry in song and the W o r d  has been macee a 
blessing . A number of missionaries stopping a t  
the Rest Bome have also been with us . 

Good word comes from Denver. Colo., where 
Brother and Sister Mitchell are  at present . Sister 
Mitchell writes : "We had a splendid healing 
service last Sunday afternoon . One woman 
came in on crutches. and after being prayed for. 
walked all over the church without crutches . 
Others were healed also." 

Brother Mitchell has been assisting Pastor 
Collins. who has recently located ic nenver  . 

We subinit to our readers our two months' 
(Scpt . and Oct.) Missionary Report of money 
received and disbursed : 
Miss Ethel  Al)e.crombie. China . . . . . . . . . .  $ 23.00 
Miss Grace Agar. China . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  15.00 
Miss Carrie Anderson. China . . . . . . . . . . . . .  90.00 
L . M . Anglin. China  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 
Miss 13lanchc Appleby. China ($16 for na- 

tive worker)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  45.00 
Miss Edith Baugh. India . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  75.00 
Miss Eva  I< . Bietsch. India  . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 
Miss Ethel  Binyeman. for  W . Africa . . . . . .  10.00 
Miss A . E . Brown. Jerusalem . . . . . . . . . . . . .  20.00 
Miss Margaret  Clark. India  . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  20.00 
Robert  F . Cook. India . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  10.00 
Miss Stella Cooper. J e rusa le~n  . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 
M r  . and Mrs . C . W . Doney. Egyp t  . . . . . . . .  115.00 
Miss Ru th  Erickson. W e s t  Africa . . . . . . . .  60.00 
Miss El la  Finch. for China . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  15 .. 00 
Mrs  . I< . Goldic. Africa . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 
James Harvey. India . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  40.00 
Miss Phoebe Holmes. China . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  40.00 
A/lr . and Mrs . 1- . Tacol,s. for India . . . . . . . . .  60.00 
Jo. 1111 James. for China . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  50.00 
Clarence Johns. Hawaii  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  38.74 
H . J . Johns. Hawaii  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  30.00 
W m  . I3 . Johnson. W e s t  Africa . . . . . . . . . . . .  85.00 
Ivan S . ICauffman, China. for  native worker 70.00 
George M . Kelley. China. for B1d.g . F u n d  105.00 
George M . Kelly. China  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  129.50 
Miss Grace ICenning. for China  . . . . . . . . . .  15.00 
Miss Jennie Kirkland. India  . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 

. . . . . .  . . Ylr a..d Mrs H. arland L.awler. China 90.44 
Miss Willa B . Lowthcr.  China . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 
Miss Olive Maw. China . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 
R . S . McBride. South  America . . . . . . . . . . . .  10.00 
Miss Ber tha  Meyer. China ($125 for  return 

fare)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  250.00 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Viss  Hertha \lil.i.gan. China 50.00 

Missionary Rest  Home.  Evanston ($250 
f rom P e n  . Evangel) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  - 473.20 

B . S . Moore. Japan . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  65.00 
John Norton. India . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 

. . . . . . . . . .  . Miss Leonore  H Parker .  India 75.74 
J . M . Perkins.  W e s t  Africa . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  25.00 

. . . . . . . . . . . .  Miss Edi th  Priest. for Egyp t  10.00 
Pandi ta  Ramabai. India . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  10.00 
Miss Zella Reynolds. f o r  China . . . . . . . . . . . .  88.79 
Mrs  . Julia Richardson. Congo ............ 142.00 
Mrs  . P . R . Rushin. C'hina ................ 30.00 
R . A . Schoeneich. Centra l .America  . . . . . . . .  30.00 

. . . . . . . . . .  . Mrs  Violet Schoonmaker. India  75.00 
.............. . . E M Scurrah. S.outh Africa 25.00 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . I r a  G Shakely. Africa 5.00 
Stanley Smith,  China .................... 15.00 

. . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . J W Taylor .  for the Sovdan 5.00 
. . . . . . . . . . .  Miss Lillian Trasher .  for Egyp t  24.00 

. . . . . . . . . . . .  Miss Jessie Wengler.  for  Japan 5.00 
Adolph Wienelte. China . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  108.34 . . . . . . . . . .  . Mrs  Marion Wittich. B E Africa 40.00 

........ Miss Alice Wood. South  America 100.00 
.................................... Tota l  .$3.11 3.76 

Pastor C . W . Doney and wife sailed for Egypt 
on the S . S . President Wilson on Nov . 6th . Their 
address will 'be Apostolic Faith Mission. Cairo. 
Egypt . Miss Jessie Wengler and Zella Reynolds 
sail f rom Vancouver. B . C., on S . S . Monteagle. 
Nov . 24th; Miss Olive Maw. Miss Ella Finch 
and Miss Grace Kenning on the Empress of Rus- 
sia. Nov . ~ 7 t h ~  D . V . All are bound for China 
excepting Miss Wengler. who is going to J a p -  



F o r  the Love of India ' s  Millions. 

Miss Almyl-a Astoti i n  'The Stone C h u r c h ,  Scpt. 21, 1919. 

WAS going through a severe 
trial one t i ~ u e  while up in the 
hills and when attending a prayer 
meeting the Lord spoke thesa 
words to nlc. "See how they 
grow !" Then on my way fro111 
the hills down to the plain P 
stopped at a certain place where 

a lady had somc beautiful lilies and as I looked 
at them the words came to me, "Consider the lil- 
ies," and the Lord said to me again, "See how 
they grow!" I looked up to God and said, 
"l,ord, teach me the lesson," and H e  showed Ine 
how the lilies grew ; first the beautiful leaves, 
then tlle fringe and the bud, and then the waxy 
blossom. How we all love the blossom of thc 
lilies ! H e  also showed lne how the blossom 
was cut. Sometimes we cut it to give it to 
friends and other t in~es  so that new blossoms 
will develop. I said, "Yes. L.ord, i i  You have 
to cut off the blossoms so that otlicrs may IJC 
produced help me to say "Amen," help me not 
to strive against the cutting." 

One of the hardest things I had to go tliroug!l 
i t1  India was tliat of waiting to be able to speak 
the language. The Lord blessed my labors in 
Anlerica, but w1m1 I got to India I was as onc 
dcal  and dunlb. 1 n,ould go out with the Diblr: 
wonlan so as to grasl, somc of the language and 
they told 111c I was getting along beautifully, 
but it was such slow work and then when I was 
able to s l~eak it seemed that the people didn't 
grasp thc truths of the Gospel. I am from Ok- 
lahoma, and 1 have see11 much land cleared fo r  
the sowing of the seed, but the farmers never 
counted much on the first crop. They had to 
wait until the second and third crops before they 
realized much on them, The  seed had to be 
sown over and over. I t  was so in India. I I d  
ihought before I went that the people were just 
reaching out their arms for the Gospel, but I had 
I I I U C ~  1.0 learn. My heart ached and the Lord 
had to speak to nte, for I didn't see the things 
accomplislied which I thought I was going to 
see ; I didn't see as many souls saved as I longed 
to see ;  but I tried to be faithful to the Word of 
God and I-Ie has promised that it shall not return 
void. 

A short time before I left India I had to go t ~ p  
to the mountains as my health was not very good 

and while lllcre I was permitted LO I~ring OIIC ~ O L I L  

back to God. One day I was in the Methodist 
1Iome where the Hishop of the Methodist Churcl~  
was staying, and he asked mc about my se\lcrl 
years' work in India. I said to hinl that it was 
just like the years which Jacob ser\-ed t'or IZa- 
cliel. When Jacob served seven years for 123- 
chcl they seemed unto him as a few days for the 
love he had for her. The  love whicll (;od gavc2 
u ~ c  ior thc work in India made thc scvcn years 
seem as a few days. I would have lieell so wiil- 
ing to stay in India, but the Lnrd sa\v tliat fot- 
In!!  owl^ good a l ~ d  for t l ~ e  ~iurpose o i  stirring up , 

the church at home, i t  was l~cs t  for me to come. 
t l~ough it nearly broke my heart. 

, . I he people were crying and weel)ing when 
they saw nie leaving, especiaily one old man 
whohe name was Cornelius. \ f ' e  Find that we 
have to reach people there te~uporally befnle we 
can reach them spiritually. 'This Inan \\.as such 
a nuisance, but one ~llorning in the 5unda.y 
morning service the Lord poured out I i is  Spirrt 
ulmn this Inan and after  that dear old C'ornelius 
was a j oy ;  lie was a trouLleniaker no longer. 
Oac morning he came to me after  the Imcl  liad 
blessed him, and he said, "If you ha\.c time 
want to tell you something." I went out to the 
porch where he was and he said, " h s t  night 1 
was in my bed and a white IZeing came to me. 
011. H e  was so bright and dazzling that I could 
hardly look at H im and H e  put out His hand 
a n d  touched me and said, 'What a r e  you doing, 
Cornelius?' and 1 said, 'I am praying!' H e  put 
His  hand on me again and said, 'l'ray on'." Car- 
nelius is blind and as he is eighty-two years old 
he is very stooped and hen! and I said, "Cor- 
nelius, you are blind and lame and cannot go 
around like h e  men and the Bible women, but 
t l k  Lord has given you a work in this place; H e  
has given you the blessed ministry of prayer. 
Don't fail God in prayer as we go out dail;:." I-lr 
loved to work and when he heard t l ~ a t  1 was 
going to leave he came to my house and said, 
"They tell me you are going away." "Yes," 1 
said, "my people arc getting old and they wam 
to see me, but you must not cry when I lelve o r  
I shall be unhappy while I am away to think that 
you are  sad over here." H e  said, "I won't cry, 
Missahib, you go and have a good time." I-Ie 
made the rope fo r  my trunk and whenever lie 



heard me crossing the yard he would call me and 
ask me to come and see that he was making the 
rope just right. My molller thinks that rope is 
very precious and is keeping it treasured up. 

'I'he Lord does give us many encour- 
aging things along the way. I n  India we have 
to have men to cut grass for our water buffalo 
and also the horse. This man who was our 
grass-cutler was a sorcerer. \ 4 k n  peolde got 
s t ~ u i g  by a scorpion they would come to him and 
11,- would say little magic words and [hey would 
be healed. H e  was very faithful about his work. 
but one time he got sick and the morning a f t e r  
he came to me and said, "I had a high fever last 
night." \Ye j)i-ayed for him in the name of Jesus 
and our (;od heard and answered prayer. Some- 
time after  that he came to us again, saying he 
had a high fever and asked us to pray for him. 
I called the two men who were with him then 
alxl we knelt down and prayed. The  custom of 
the people, when they hear you praying and they 
arc able to hear what you say, is to say the words 
right after  you, so this man would say every 
word that he was able to catch, after  me. When 
we were through he looked up and said, "Miss- 
ahib, it is all gone," and the perspiration was just 
trickling off o f  him. After  that I really felt that 
the Lord had saved him but it means so m u c i ~  
for those people lo come out and confess that 
they are Christians. H e  never made an ops r~  
cor~t'ession but after  this he would coinc t~ the 
liible class and he was so eager to hear. H e  
learned Scripture very well and loved the Word 
of God ; one o l  his favorite passages was, "Come 
unto me all ye that labor and are heavy laden 
and I will give you rest," and we could often 
hear him, as he was cutting grass, repeating 
those words, and also that Scripture, "There is 
no other name.under Heaven whereby we can be 
saved but hy the name of Jesus." One day he 
didn't come to work and his wife came and told 
us that her husband very sick, and asltcd if 1 
c,ouldn't come to pray. One cannot go out in 
India after  dark, especially the lady missi.onar- 
ies;  it is not the custom; so we got some of the 
other missionaries together arid knelt down to 
psay, but it seemed that we couldn't get hold or' 
God. One of  them asked me lmw I felt and 1 
told her that I felt a check. I h r l y  the next 
morning I started down to the house and as I 
got near someone met and told me that the 
man was dead. I t  nearly broke my heart, it 
seemed to crush me so. The  people were weep- 
ing and wailing for  the dead, but I stopped 
them and told them not to cry. I talked to his 

wlfe and said, "1)idnJt he leave some, message 
for me?'  1 felt that the man had loved Jesus, 
al thougl~ lie didn't confess Him publicly. She 
said that for some time hefore he passed away 
hc repeated over and over, "Jesus, take me, 
Jesus, take me." Do you wonder that the Lord 
didn't want us to ask Jesus to heal him when 
the man wanted to g o ?  Truly he loved Jesus 
though he never had the courage to step out and 
confess Him. It  means so much ;  sometimer; 
they are beaten terribly and always they arc 
turned out of their home and a Christian is not 
permitted to touch a vessel that is used by the 
others. H e  has to be an outcast. 

I do praise God, however, that there are some 
who will step out. The  place where our station 
has hetn is about 1090 miles from L ~ ~ c k n o w  
and in a very unprosperous ])art of the country. 
One party thought we were foolish to go there 
and said that we would never get anyone theri: 
only during famine times. But I know that 
Jesus is able to save even 'there. I arrived in 
India in 1912 when 13rother and Sister Massey 
and 34r. Harvey were there. I t  was a place 
where the people had never known anything 
about the Gospel before and we couldn't get any 
I3ible woman so we got one of nrother  Norton's 
orphan boys to help us in the work. Sometimes 
as we went to the villages some of the women 
would peek out of the doors. T h e  customs of 
the country and the low morals force the wo- 
men of India to keep their faces covered, and 
we even encourage our women to keep their 
faces covered before the men, as the morals arp 
so very low there. In  fact. the missionaries 
often feel that they would like to cover their 
faces from some of the vile things they see. 
Many of you have read of the early ages at  
which they marry in India. They ofttimes marry 
when they are babes in arms, but they do not 
go to live with their husbands until they are 
about ten years of age, although sometimes if 
the father feels he cannot afford to raise his 
daughter he will send her, as a very small child, 
to her husband's home so that her mother-in- 
law will have the trouble of bringing her up. 

'The average laborer in India gets ten cents a 
day, but a s  prices are getting higher and higher 
there, we ~nissionaries feel that we niust raise the 
wages of our laborers, as ten cents will buy only 
two pounds of flour now and when we teach 
them to wear clothing after  they are saved we 
feel we must give them a little more than the 
average wage, so  that they can buy some cloth- 
ing. W e  find it is much better to let the people 



worlc for the money than to give it to them. 
When I first went to India I thought they ought 
to be given the money without having to work 
for it, but I have found out differently. 

I praise God that H e  has privileged me to 
preach this wonderful Gospel ill India to bright- 
en  up a few lives there. You know the Gospel 
of resurrection is something so  new to them. 
One time I was speaking to them on the twenty- 
s.xond versc o i  the ninth cliapter of Hebrews. 
All tlie men who work for us always have to 
come to the 1 1  :30 13ible class and this was the 
first morning they ever came. They said, "Are 
you telling us that everyone who has died on 
the earth is going to live again?" ' "That is just 
wllat I a m  telling you." I shall never forget the 
expression of one Inan as lie said, " 4 n d  I h a v ~  
to see them all agai~i  ?" \Vhen I canie home thc 
first thing we heard .was that my father had 
passed away while we were on our  journey and 
the verse which came to me was this, "But we 
sorrow not as they which have no hope." We 
have all known the pangs of sorrow I ~ u t  we liavcb 
known One who comforted us. I shall nevcr 
forget the first death wails I he.irc1 in India ;  the 
people were wailing and wailing until I wa\ 
frigltiened a i d  said, "What does it ~ n c a n ? "  Our  
loss was heavy, but we are comforted and I Ion(: 
to go back to India to comfort them with the 
ccnifort wherewith I am comforted. You know 
when they die they throw the dead bodies into 
the I iver. Sometimes if they call afford it, they 
will t ~ ~ t r n  thc body. They think that the body is 
carried on and on down the sacred river until it 
is carried into eternity, and that it will return 
to the earth in another station of l ife;  if they 
haven't worshipped idols as they should havc 
they will return in the form of an  animal, and if 

they haven't been quite so bad they may r e t u r ~ l  
a s  a human being but in a lower form. I t  is 
pitiful to see the way the old people are  treatea,  
the old women especially are very much mis- 
treated and they are  considered with less ~ L L  

s1)ect than the animals. I remember one famllp 
where the man and wife had one room and in an- 
other room were their boys, but the old mother 
had just a little corner out in the yard and she 
had to do all her cooking herself. I said some- 
thing to the man about their treatment of this 
old mother, but he said, "She is so  old. The  
oxen worlc for us arid we have to take care of 
them, but she won't die." W e  used to give warn1 
clothing to a dear old woman who lived neai 
tlie compound, but we found that the men took 
it all away from her and finally she was willing 
to come and live among the Christians. One old 
soul told me about a long time ago when a mis- 
sionary came to her village and told them the 
story of Jesus. This old soul finally got so  . 
feeble in mind that she was considered a great 
carr  and came to our place. She was the first 
onc of the native Christians at  Nawabganj. I 
(lo p r a i ~ e  Gcd for  a few trophies which I will 
have to lay a t  His  feet. The  man who died ask- 
in: Tesus to take hini, his body was thrown into 
the river l~ecause he had never brolcen his caste, 
but I praise God there will be a few, and I be- 
lieve he is one of them, who can say, "You told 
me about Jesus." 

I praise God for  what the prayers of the peo- 
ple at hcme have meant to us while we were out 
in I n d i ~ ;  when we give out the W o r d  it means 
much to have the people behind us in prayer, thai 
thc Word which is given out may find soil where 
it can grow and bring forth fruit unto eternal 
life. 

Elizabeth Sisson. 

OME ycars ago in a little Cali- texts for a few moments, for the all of the Chris- 
fornia town when God there held tian life is there. 
me in His  work, in my bed-cham- "In Christ's stead." This means wherever I 
ber, as my eyes opened in the am in the earth, being God's child, "a new crea- 
morning, the first thing they ture" (2 Cor. 5 :17) I am sent into the day, and 
rested on were the above two every ntomenl of  the day, instead of the Lord 
texts, s trung in that order from Jesus Christ Himself!  The obligation cannot be 
an opposite window. They were dodged. Having put on the name "Christiann- 

placed there, that my first waking thought might a Christ-one, He,  whose  name^ I wear, has sent 

catch both the soletun import and the glorious me into the hour, its circumstances, its service, 
provision of the new day upon which I had en- its trials, its ignominy, its humdrum, its pov 

tered. Let  us meditate upon ' the  two precious erly, its wealth, its martyrdom, ctc., etc., to re- 
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veal how Christ would l ive  in such a place. I 
come to present Christ on that occasion. If I 
do not accept the responsibility I should cease 
to wear the name "Christian." I t  is given me 
only as His  representative. I am on the earth 
as Heaven's Ambassador to act Christ, to live 
Christ in every minute of my life. 

How gross would be the injustice of an ap- 
pointee of the Government of Great Britain, 
sent with its power plenipotentiary, to the 
United States, should he come here, immerse 
himself in private interests and fail t o  represent 
the country which sent him! H e  would soon bc 
called back, robbed of his titles and his office 
and find a traitor's dishonored grave. Oh, how 
Paul panted lest he should similarlv become a 
castaway ! ( I  C O ~ .  9 :27. Gr. unusable.) 

If the thought of God were fully brought 
forth wherever one bore the name of Christ, 
there we would see Jesus living, moving, act- 
ing;--His miracles, His meekness, His teachinr 
Wis industry (Christ in the carpenter's shop), 
His calmness, His heavenly mindedness, His 
heat, His indignation (John 2 :14-17), His tears, 
His prayers, His devotion to God. Just Jesus, 
as occasion served Him. If the thought of God 
were fully wrought out, we would be so many 
reflections of Christ shining upon the earth. 
Each one of us is here in His  place, "in Christ's 
stead." That the people in my neighborhood 
may see Christ God has sent me;  that the shop- 
mates may see Christ, God hath sent me intc 
the shop; that the fellows associated with mc 
in College may see Christ, the Lord hath me 
now in College; that the men with whom T 
transact business may see Christ, I am fixed in 
my business relations; that the Church where I 
serve may actually hear Christ all the time from 
that pulpit, I have been called to pastor the 
church. Dio they see m e  or Christ only in me? 

I t  can be me in Christ's stead, for the glorious 
provision of infinite grace is, Christ kzstead of 
m e !  Christ using my personality instead of 
my using i t ;  I deposed and Christ gathering up 
my faculties, and livlng in me, "Not I but 
Christ." This was the "mystery hid from the 
ages" that Paul said had been revealed to him, 
and afterwards revealed through him, as his 
testimony proves; "I )am crucified,"-dead- 
"nevertheless I live, yet not I ,  but Christ liveth 
in me." When Christ did the living, how well 
it was done among those proud, cultured, luxur- 
ious Greeks at  Corinth, though Paul himself was 

to them but a barbarian, rude, standing before 
them "in weakness and fear and much trem- 
bling." Yet ~e that was in Paul was there "in 
deinoilstration of the Spirit and of power." Re- 
sult: the church in Corinth, and flowing down 
to us of all the ages, the marvelous Corinthian 
Epistles! What mattered it that a turbulent 
mob in Lystra stoned Paul to the death, as they 
supposed, and dragged his inanimate body out 
o f  the city! Paul might be senseless, lifeless, 
but the Christ that was in Paul rose up and lo! 
Paul was on the m a r c h  to preach the GospeI 
to other cities and other wild mobs. "And God 
wrought special miracles by the hands of Paul," 
and though that body often felt dull and life- 
less indeed ( f o r  how else must it feel if PauI 
continually counted it a dead thing, would not 
God answer his faith and give the experience 
of the death?),  yet the Christ who lived in his 
stead rose up, as aprons and handkerchiefs 
touched Paul's crucified body, and "the diseases 
departed" from those on whom the bits of cloth 
were laid, and "the evil spirits went out of 
them." Paul was, instead of Christ, on the 
earth to heal the sick and cast out devils. W h y ?  
Because Christ was instead of the helpless good- 
for-nothing dead Paul. "Not I but Christ," says 
Paul. 

Once I saw an exquisite tiny etching of a 
mountain, a river and a bit of wild forest. At  
the lone edge of the wood a rudest one-story 
house. Underneath, the legend: "It was noised 
abroad the Master was in the house." (Mark 
2:12.) Along with it came to me the menlory 
of "Blind Aggie," as the villagers called her. I t  
was a Sotch town with a Sanitorium and some 
medical waters, to which people of leisure and 
culture came from all parts of Britain, also 
clergymen, out of health, for the drinking of 
the waters. But never a spiritual man among 
them, but sooner o r  later found his way to the 
alley and the court, and the two flights of rickety 
stairs that led up to Aggie's one room, whose 
rent the parish paid, and where, with her fingers. 
Aggie pored over the raised letters of her Bible. 
She knew the book; she knew nothing else but 
what the book taught her. She lived a life of 
exuberant wealth. Once a duchess, a young 
Christian, though an  elderly woman, came to 
tell her of her great troubles and impending 
poverty, for a large part of the Duke's vast 
estates threatened to disappear. "Oh," said 
Aggie, "that is nothing. F o r  thirty years I have 



lived here in helpless blindness, yet God gives 
me a house (her one room) and three meals a 
day, and always something left over for my 
birdies !" of which she had a great fiock who 
New daily to her windows to be fed of Aggie's 
bounty. The duchess took heart of faith in her 
Lord's grace, and went away strong and com- 
forted. A widow of a celebrated D. D., in the 
sorrow of her widowhood, was nearly unbal- 
anced in mind. They sent her to talk with 
Aggie. "Yes, Aggie," she kept interrupting, 
"but what do you do when Satan says so and 
so?" "DO?" says Aggie, "I hurl a text at 
him," and the bereaved one learned to drop her 
thoughts (our thoughts at the best are but 
weapons of carnal warfare) and to hide herself 
in the Word of God; reason ceased to totter on 
its throne and God righted her. With greatest 
glee Aggie said, "Would you like to see how 
Jesus threads my needle?" and with the adroit 
use of the end of her tongue and her fingers, the 
needle was threaded so swiftly that my slower 
eye could not follow the motions. " H c  always 
hits the eye of the needle the first time," she 
laughed. A wealthy woman sent in a plate o f  

dinner by her maid. As the girl rapped at the 
door, a blithe "Coom in" responded. You could 
always hear the Master's tone in Aggie's voice. 
The maid, with the eye of an expert, looked 
admiringly at Aggie scrubbing the floor-"My, 
Aggie, how clean you make those boards." "Oh, 
Mary," was the reply, "it is not me you see here 
scrubbing, it's Jesus!" For  her, to live was 
Christ. I t  was not Christ helping her, nor she 
helping Christ, but in her simplicity it was the 
"Master" who had come into the house and 
He was doing the living. And oh!  how it was 
noised abroad among high and low, rich and 
poor, the broken hearted and the sinful. A 
great meeting was held nightly in her room 
with its one chair, its table and its bedstead - 
the three bits of furniture, and the people sat on 
the bed and sat on the table and sat on the floor, 
and always somebody was saved, or some wan- 
derer was brought back in "last night's meetitlg !" 
Notes of triutnph were ever sounding in Aggie's 
room. "Now thanks be unto God which alzuuys 
causeth us to triumph in Christ, and maketh 
manifest the savor of His knowledge by us in 
every place." "Noised abroad," it will have to 
be, i f  "the Master" does all the living in the 
house, no matter how humble that house, or 
how retired its situation. 

'Travelling by railroad last winter in Penn- 
sylvania, I came across a wide brawling sheet 
df water labcllecl "Muddy Gulch." It  flowed 
about an inch deep over a great surface, drag- 
ging all the mud and sticks and loose pebbles 
along with it. On miles and miles of railroad 
it disappeared and reappeared. A muddy gulch 
indeed! And then it changed. Its lazy waters 
had entered a narrow bedway of stones and its 
pent-up stream flowed on with force enough 
to ,be a river indeed. As we rode on, the stream 
constantly increased in volume and then there 
was an actual waterfall, and then another and 
another. Skillful engineering had gotten 13old 
of its conditions, and cut thick slices out of the 
river bed, and the volume of waters, with many 
a tiny tributary hastening inZo it, was booming 
a mighty river. More skillful engineering yet, 
deeper cuts in the river-bed, and now we come 
to a town through which the river flowed. O n  
either side of its, banks were the factories, ma- 
chine shops, and other industries, the turning of 
whose wheels by that water power, made all the 
wealth of that town and vast surrounding re- 
gions. And I had marked its first source Mud- 
dy Gulch! Oh what a parable of the possibili- 
ties of my own life and that of inany another. 

Muddy Gulch was indeed my own status, as 
I flowed on in my natural estate, running only 
on the surface of things and dragging earth's 
filth with me as I went,-all in the outward and 
human, a mere worldling, "dead while she liv- 
eth." But when the waters of my life struck 
the Rock of Ages, were dammed up from the 
world and unto God, then existence took on 
Life. I began to be a river, but O h !  how God 
wanted to deepen the river-bed-me-till 1 
should make room for mighty torrents to flow - 

down from heaven through me, and bless wide 
ranges of arid area, and turn with holy power 
the wheels of heavenly industries ! "Not I ,  but 
Christ in me." Would I let H,im? Should H e  
cut recklessly, with my full consent, into the 
inner core of my being and waste my heart's 
fibre in making room for Himself? What  a 
cry there has been in my soul since then, "Lord 
deepen the river-bed. At any cost to Elizabeth, 
deepen the river-bed." R o w ?  By the mighty 
torrent of the Holy Ghost flowing through the 
human river. I t  will be me dead, and "not I but 
Christ" living within me, i f  the blessed Holy 
Spirit is uninterruptedly taking of the things 
of Christ and revealing them unto me. "He 
shall glorify Me." 



As one came to me at  the close of a meeting W a s  t h e r e  c 'cr  s t o r y  s o  moving .  

and aslied me to lay 11auds on her for healing, T .Story of love a n d  pa in ,  

tliscernctl (or the devil made me think I dis- Was t15cre e 'er  ISridegroom so loving,  

cernetlj that she was a chronic! seeker, which Seeking o u r  h e a r t s  t o  ga in .  

means a chronic doubler, and unbelief tried to H o w  can 1 e v e r  I)e lone ly ,  
assert itself in my mitid, "Oh she will get noth- H o w  can  I ever  fa l l?  
ing and you are in no special faith!" but a swift W h a t  can  I w a n t  i f  o n l y  
cry to heaven, "Oh strengthen me by Thy Spirit Chr i s t  is my a!l in a l l?"  
fhtrr Chist  rrlny dwell i~ yl~y heart arid come 
forth into this situation while I hang crucified But it can never be ~Ierlnancntly, uninterrupt- 

on I-Iis cross !" Illstalltly (so swift  is God1? edly, effectively Christ in me, except it be, Christ 

answer to the heart's cry) I was impelled to say, instead of me. H e  loved You and gave Hinlself 

u ~ o n .  looli up and receive ~~d ,as coming LIT,,.- f o r  YOU to this ver31 purpose that it might be 

you \vitll Gyent power!" She raised her heat\ $10 //10Y'' you, but Christ that liveth in YOU. Ry 
and eyes to heaven. I believed 'Christ laid His faith you have touched this life again and again. 

hand, through mine, upon her. Over she went BY the continuity of faith you make the life 

under the power of God, on to the floor. When continuous. Oh, how Paul yezrns over the 
later I left the room they \?,ere making Ephesians and other Christians! And how the 

ments for someone to stay with her throug!~ the heart of God yearns over us today, that we 

intermission, or till God should lift the power may be a of Christ-ones, letting Him live 

from her. I returtled fo r  the evening meeting. throughout the entire being and every luoment 

She still lay under the power-face radiant of our lives. TO this end Paul prays that God 
with "that light that never was on land or  sea." would "Crrant you according to the riches of 

Still later in the testimony meeting she (who His glory, to be strrnqthemd with ?night by His 
had the11 arisell) gave a burning witness to her S[)irit in the inner man;  that Christ may dwell 
healing, and the mighty spiritual touch of God in Your hearts by faith." W.elT m y  we pray 

through all her being. for ourselves and each other for this strengthen- 

~l~~ I,uttillg on name ~ ~ h ~ i ~ ~ i ~ ~ ~ v  is ing, and with ittight fo r  such a life, for  it is a 

" 1 - 1 ~ ~ ~  is ,a cllrist 1 live, uyet not martyr life, in the closeness of its separation 

1 but cllrist liveth in l,le.~ vast is the audacity from all about us, and most from ourselves! 

that clothes itself with 13is ~~l~ nallle and says from our  humall thoughts and desires; separ.ated 

"I nut  i t  is the audacity of from our  naturalness to His heavenliness ,to be 

faith lnsed on tile Word of God. Rut  this treas- ', but Christ." 

urc is "in earthen vessels." Christ dwelling it1 
Thus was Christ Himself separated from His 

our  flesh and clotlling Hinlself our human life, turn'ed from the natucal to  ,the 

ality. The moment faith l.apses, the flesh (your Divine. "He that bath me bath seen the 

lluman nature and Inille) comes dowll frolll the Father." *'Id whether to discerll it 

cross lvl,ere cllrist nailed it, and begills to live or llot, they never saw allything else ill Him 

again. The human revives and Christ dies, i. e.. but the I n  the flesh God manifest H e  

is llullified or powerless in our life. "ye was, and. the union was so absolute, so uninter- 

by faith," "ye walk by faith," "christ dwells in  r ~ ~ p t e d  that Hle produced God everywhere and 

by faith.H '(The life which I now live every moment. T o  the end that we might be as 

in the flesh, T live by the faith 01. T H E  Son of manifest a reproduction of Christ "Come in the 
flesh" ( I  John 4 :3)- HI^ lived it. May H e  live God." Oh, the high possi*bilities of faith ! "A.11 
it all over again in me? I n  you? Impossible 

things are possible" to just two parties,-God 
but as we are strengthened by His Spirit with 

and him that believeth ! Would you live Christ? 
~rriyht, moment by moment. 

Let Christ (in response to your faith) live in- 
stead of you. H e  longs to. 

That such a life as this may be developed and 
maintained in you and me, has God led us into 

"This  is m y  wo~i ,der fu l  s t o r y ,  that submerging in the Holy Ghost which Jesus 

C ~ I - i s t  to  my h r a r t  h a s  come- terms the "baptism" (Acts I : 5 )  and which was 
]esus t h c  King of G l o r y  accomplished in the first waiting company, (Acts 
Find;  in  m y  h e a r t  a  h o m e .  2 4).  Oh, how the groaning, travailing creation 
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labors fo r  the sight of such sons of God, in 
whom Pzothing appears but the Son of God! It 
is God's only remedy for present earth condi- 
tions, whether in the political, social, financial 
o r  religious world. I n  Pentecost and out, this 
only is the all-corrector of all evils. Saved cre- 
ation, unsaved creation, alike "waiteth for thc 
manifestation of the Sons of God." When they 
are fully matured, fully manifested, "Creation 
itself also shall be delivered from the bondage of 
corruption into th'e glorious liberty of the chil- 
dren of Cod." I t  is good to enthuse over the 
final victory of the Church and sing: 

"Hlcst r iver of salvation! 
Pursue  thin: onward way. 
Plow thou to every  nation, 
Nor  in thy richness stay.  

S tay  not  until the  lowly 
Tr iumphan t  reach their  home.  
S t ay  not  till all the holy 
Proclaim-"The 1,ord is come." 

Eu t  know thou, O h  soul, the only river-bed 
f o r  that river to flow through, is the yielded 
lives of the Holy-Ghost-filled saints, who a re  
hourly, momentarily, being strengthened with 
might by 15s  Spirit-the river "in the intier 
man." Strengthened to this end "that Christ 
may dwell in the heart by faith." God is will- 
ing. Are you? Oh,  the glory which beckons u s  
on ! 

"Tr iu tnphar~t  Zion, lift thy  head 
F r o m  dust  and da rk r~css  and the  dead. 
Though  humbled long, awake a t  length  
Anmd gird thee with t hy  Saviour's strcngih." 

Pu t  all thy beauteous ~ga rmcn t s  on ,  
And !et thy  varied charms be  know^^; 

T h c  world thy  glories s'hall confess, 
Decked in thc rol>ei of r ightcousnrss." 

"Let every  crcaturc rise and br ing 
Peculiar honors to o u r  Icing; 
Angels  descend wi th  so~ilgs again,  
And ear th  repeat t he  loud Amen!"  

m i e p ~  Brant f h ~  @nraoet Naake 
Leila M. Conway, Hur lock,  Md. 

ND she said, 1 pray you, let me 
glean and gather after  the reapers 
among the sheaves. And when she 
was risen up to glean, Boaz com- 

manded his young men, saying, 'Let her glean - 

among the sheaves.' "-Ruth 2 :7, 15. Not unto 
me, the least of His  laborers, was it given to be 
in the great swaths of the harvest, but to reap 
in the corners of the field and to pick up the 
scattered straws left behind-"here a little and 
there a little"-that at the end of life's day, I 
might have some few sheaves to lay down at  
the Master's feet. l ' lle next timc we returned 
to Pine Bluff Sal~itariuln for another service, 
they told us that the T. B. patient who had re- 
ceived the Saviour when first we were there, 
passed away two weeks after .  O u r  soul re- 
joiced that we had been in time with the blessed 
tidings and fo r  the hope of meeting him again 
in that Country where the inhabitants never sav, 
"I a m  sick." Thank God! W e  hurried to the 
Peninsula Hosnital, for there was but an  hour 
before our  train was due. A s  we went through 
the wards speaking to the inmates of Jesus, and 
distributing Gospel literature, a cot in the fat  
end of the building attracted our  attention. 
Going to it, we found a yuung man v;ith such 
a boyish face and very ill. "Do you know what 
ails n ~ e ? "  asked he. "No," I replied. Looking 
up so anxiously he said, "I have typhoid fever, 

and last Christmas I lost a brother with the 
'flu.' " I n  response to our  inquiry a s  to whether 
he wanted salvation, he assented that he did. 
"Oh, tell me how to find the Lord," sobbed h., 
Ll~e tears streaming down his cheeks. Opening 
my Bible, I read a few Scriptures showing thc 
way. "Read that again," eagerly cried he, try- 
ing to raise his head from the pillow in a n  effort 
to see the words, but just at that juncture a nurse 
stepped forward and told us as the lad was 
very sick we could not remain with him longer. 
IZeluctantly we went, but with the confidence that 
the Great Shepherd would watch over this seek- 
ing soul and complete the good work begun. 
Rlessed is it l o  know that no power on earth nor  
hell can pr_event the operations of  the Holy 
Spirit, for none can withstand God's counsel and 
might and say unto Him, "What cloest thou?" 
Glory! 

And again we returned to the Home for the 
Aged at one of our  neighboring towns. T h e  
death angel had been there, too, and some of 
the ladies told us that  the youngest of their 
number, who had been so powerfully wrought 
upon by the Holy Ghost in one of our previous 
meetings, had crossed over to the other shore. 
Memory quickly flew back to the' day when this 
dear one, her face bathed in tears and with 
deepest longing written upon her  countenance, 
listened to our message on the Spirit-filled life 



and the soon coming of Jesus, but reticent, she 
did not answer our question as to her soul's 
need; though she evidently wanted to, some un- 
seen power seemed to be hindering. We left 
determined to follow her up by pnayer and en- 
couraged that God would take care of the case. 
O u r  mind returned to the present moment and 
we overheard one of the old ladies saying to 
another, "There was a change with Mrs. 13---. 
before she died." Replied the sister, "Why, I 
thought that she was a Christian." Quickly the 
answer came, "She was, but realized a need for 
something more than what she had." My heart 
overflowing with thankfulness I looked up to 
God and praised Him for this dear child of His 
that had gotten right and gone safely home. 

One of the boys in war work visited our 
con~munity at certain periods, to whom we gave 
Gospel reading and told of our interest in his 
soul. H e  was not free to converse, but we 
trusted God to give the increase to the seed 
sown. Many months passed, but still there was 
no hopeful sign outwardly. The  young man 
would return after long intervals and after a 
short stay, hurry back again to the great ship 
building works, where he was employed. O n  
looking over the past, we can now see how God's 
band was directing. The last (as was supposed) 
of those flying trips to his country home, the 
boy reported that soon he was to sail for 
France. The answer to our  prayers seemed 
further away than ever. But as a writer has 
said, we must leave room for God to  appear 
in the leeway, by an unexpected route, for oh, 
the marvels that He, whose name is called "Won- 
derful, Counsellor, the mighty God," can pet- 
form in just a little time. When during the 
next few hours I again saw Fred, it was at  the 
table taking tea with a neighbor's family. I un- 
latched the door, not dreaming of what was go- 
ing to meet my eyes, and there sat the lad, tears 

. glistening on his cheeks and a look on his face 
which told he was a newborn babe of the fold. 
'(Mr. S-. has been saved," bursted forth the 
neighbor. "And he has been walking the floor 
and rejoicing," volunteered another. The joyful 
boy reached his hand in greeting to me: "Yes, 
I was saved this afternoon all alone in the woods. 
And I was so happy I couldn't keep it to myself ; 
I had to tell somebody,. so I came over to teIl 
Mr. Brown's people." We united our voices in 
praise with his, and angels must have hovered 
round, for "there is joy in heaven over one sin- 
ner that repenteth." Truly, we can say, "As 

for God, His ways are past finding out." Here 
a man had trawled far and wide, in contact with 
the multitudes, possibly having met many Gos- 
pel workers, yet God had him come apart into 
a lonely spot, away from every human being, 
that H e  might save him. Christians, cease not 
to pray and to labor for souls. "In the morning 
sow thy seed, in the evening withhold not thy 
hand; for thou knowest not whether shaIl pros- 
per, either this or that," but committed unto 
the care of God, we know that the faithful 
Husbandman will give the increase to the seed 
sown, "some thirty, some sixty, and some an 
hundredfold." Dkar sower of the Word, hasten 
your steps. The soil is waiting in all of earth's 
harvest fields. "Blessed are ye that sow beside 
all waters." Isa. 32 20. IS there a child of God 
standing idle? "Go ye also into the vineyard." 
There is a place for you to fill. From war pos- 
ters-discarded relics of the world battle-the 
piercing, accusing eye of "Uncle Sam" is fixed 
on all passers by, and not alone to call loyal, 
true citizens to the defence of their country's 
flag, but also as if  to ferret out someone that 
might be in hiding, a "slacker" and unfulfilling 
duty. And has not the King of Heaven given 
the call to EACH of His redeemed subjects, "Go 
your ways: behold I send you forth." Heed the 
command, and under the blood-stained banner 
of Jesus take your stand in the harvest. Con- 
stant a t  your post of duty in the home, a t  the 
office, over at the schoolroom, behind the coun- 
ter, by the sick bedside, among your Sunday 
School scholars,-oh, how M A N Y  places-and "be 
ye. . . .ALWAYS abounding in the work of the 
Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your labor is 
not in vain in the Lord." I Cor. 15 :58. 

One bright Monday morning we went to an- 
other of the almshouses. Some there confessed 
to their lost condition. The keeper of the insti- 
tution was depending on what he believed would 
be a chance for salvation after death. W e  
showed him that there is mercy only this side 
of the grave and held up to his gaze, redemp- 
tion through Christ and the regenerating work 
which must be wrought in the soul. The  Holy 
Spirit pierced his armor of self-rigl~teousness, 
his false security was shaken, and he admitted 
to believing that there is such a thing as real 
conversion. Pray  for him, beloved. These poor 
folks seemed to appreciate the little service and 
literature givcn out, then the keeper's wife led 
us to the room of an aged lady too feeble to 
attend the meeting. We read to her from the 



Scriptures and the dear Christian soul wept for 
joy on hearing that Jesus is soon to come. With 
what eagerness did she listen, breaking in with 
praises to her God, and after prayer we clasped 
glad hands together, expecting when we should 
meet again, it would be in one of those man- 
sions which Jesus has gone to prepare. Oh, the 
longing hearts among the rich and the poor, the 
high and the low! Souls that sit waiting for 
someone to come! "Will ye therefore pray the 
Lord of the harvest that H e  thrust forth Iaborers 
into His  harvest?" And as you pray, will you 
not ask God to send a handmaiden to help me 
bear the burden for I toil alone. I wait before 
God, trusung all to Him, that the sister shall 
be the one of H i s  choice. Write me that you 
are praying and believing. 

The  present time will soon be gone, only a 
few brief days, then the cry will sound, "Be- 
hold, the Bridegroom cometh! go ye out to 
meet Him." Laborer, "thrust in thy sickle and 
reap" for "the harvest of the earth is ripe." 
Count no labor too great, but "go over the top" 
to save a soul sinking into hell. The first thought 
which probably will come to many of us on en- 
tering the portals of Eternal glory will (be, "Oh 
Lord, if I only had done more down on earth 
to show others the way and induce them to come 
to  this beautiful pbace, that they, too, might en- 
joy it with me. Thank God, we are yet on this 
side and the opportunity is still open. Let us 
hasten to redeem the time, leaving no stone un- 
turned, "to spend and be spent" on behalf of 
a dying, perishing world. "Say not ye, There 
are yet four months, and then cometh harvest; 
behold, I say unto you, Lift up your eyes, and 
look on the fields; for they are white already 
to harvest." All about us is the w'aving grain. 
Every one to his work, "you in your small cor- 
ner, and I in mine." And "herein is that saying 
true, One soweth, and another reapeth." And 
"he that reapeth receiveth wages, and gathcreth 
fruit unto life eternal; that both he that soweth 
and he that reapeth may rejoice together." John 
4:36. May we water the seed which we sow 
with our prayers and our tears, for "They that 
sow in tears shall reap in joy." And "he that 
goeth forth and weepoth, bearing precious seed, 
shall doubtless  come again with rejoicing, bring- 
ing his sheaves with him." Ps.  126 :5,6. Yes, 
soon the glad acclaim of "Harvest Home" shall 
go resounding through the skies as the gleaners 
lay their sheaves at  the feet of Jesus, saving, 
"Here I am, Lord, and the souls that Thou hast 

given me." So let us press on, beloved, in the 
strength of our Lord and not shrink froin the 
trials and obstacles which like lions confront us 
in the path, for "the toils of the road will seem 
nothing when we get to the end of the way." 
May the Lord our Leader give courage and wis- 
dom. F o r  "they that be wise shall shine as the 
brightness of the firmament; and they that turn 
many to righteousness as the stars for ever and 
ever. Dan. 1 2  :g. 

Brother and Sister Harvey are working un- 
tiringly 'both for the souls and bodies of the 
poor, famine-stricken of India. Their family 
now numbers over 300, two-thirds of whom are 
widows, orphans, lepers, blind, lame, sick and 
old-all very poor, who hear the Gospel once 
a day. Many have been supernaturally healed, 
and these signs, togeiher with con~passion for 
their needs, have been the means by which the 
Gospel entered their darkened hearts. Three 
women have been healed of scorpion stings, a boy 
of a severe fall, when unconscious, Indian sore 
eyes, boils, poisoned hands, fevers, and other 
numerous diseases. 

A Brahmin village burned, and Bro. Harvey 
tooli up an offering for them, the famine suf- 
ferers contributing out of their poverty. This 
touched the Brahmins as nothing else had done 
and opened their hearts to hear the Gospel. 

Miracles of grace are constantly occurring 
among the natives. A dying baby, marvelously 
healed, brought a mother to renounce a life o f  
sin, and pray in faith for her two children, six 
and eight years old, to be delivered from sons 
of a sorcerer to whom they were married. 

Nawabganj is surely a refuge to poor, de- 
serted wives and children, oppressed widows 
and orphans, and God is cleansing and purifying 
so that into their benighted souls the glory o f  
God shines. I t  is a big undertaking to be re- 
sponsible for 300 people, and Bro. and Sister 
Harvey and their workers need our prayers and 
co-operation, especially for clothing, now that 
the winter is coming on. If you can make up 
a box of good clothing for them we can tell you 
how to send it. W e  have no doubt many assem- 
blies could get together a box of good, warm 
clothing at little expense, if  they would be will- 
ing to take the trouble. 

Mrs. Schoonmaker writes encouragingly to 
our readers: "Five months have passed since 
the translation of my dear companion, and look- 
ing back over the solitary way 1. can truly say, 
'What God hath wrought!' One of the first 
messages He spoke to my heart as the clouds 
began to liftj was, 'Be strong and of good cour- 
age." I had leaned, more than I had realized, on 



the strong human prop God had trained my life 
around, and then suddenly it was torn away and 
I was left alone. But God in His infinite mercy 
reached down, picked up the broken tendrils and 
bound them up so tenderly to His own strong 
heart. Again and again as I looked into the dark 
future and found my heart shrinking, H'e told 
me to be strong and whispered that His grace 
was sufficient. 

"He laid me on the hearts of His praying 
saints at home and I can never express the 
comfort and strength derived from their letters. 
Many times a day I thank God for you all. H e  
has not let me or my little ones lack one good 
thing. Month by mmth  I have been a'ble to 
make out the check covering the three girls' ex- 
penses in school, and have had over and above 
to distribute to the necessities of others. I t  has 
been lonely and the work at the station has been 
heavy. Burdens have been thrust upon me that 
made me tremble at times, but He  has strength- 
ened me. 

"We are now having splendid rains and the 
poor people will soon be on their feet again. We  
have given work to a large number through the 
hot, dry months. W e  praise Him for a fine 
well with about twenty feet of fresh, pure water, 
which was a great need as all the water used 
in this station had to be carried from the Railway 
Station, quite a distance from the mission Lunga- 
low. We  prayed as the men blasted their way 
through solid rock, and the God of heaven and 
earth heard. Halielujah ! 

"We have been enlargillg and walling up the 
mission compound, also improving the roads and 
doing some building, all with famine relief work. 
We have had to help our village school children 
with food and clothing. W e  have seven schools 
in the villages, ten little orphan girls in an ad- 
joining station and are gathering boys in an- 
other district under our charge. Have already 
gotten over twenty bright, promising boys whom 
we trust will be a power for God in this dark 
land. 

"Our little Joseph is very poorly at present. 
He  has been having bowel trouble for nearly two 
months now and (has worn away to a little 
shadow, but we are trusting for speedy deliver- 
ance. We  covet your most earnest prayer." * * * 

There is a real harvest of souls in North Con- 
go. Some new missionaries who have gone 
there, Mr. and Mrs. Lowder, writing to a friend 
say they have had the time of their lives. Mrs. 
Lowder writes: "It was the time of getting new 
tax-medals, and about 5,000 people were in 
Watnba. Our boys went fishing for souls, my 
husband also, with the result that thirty-six were 
converted in one day, sixteen the next, thirty- 
five the next, then ten and fifteen, until the num- 
ber reached 300 souls. 

* * *  
Brother Johnson in Liberia has been very ill 

with fever. The dear native Christians on his 

station prayed for hours that his life might be 
spared; the heathen came to the mission to see 
him, and they begged God to spare his life and 
not Ict him die. While he was so ill, his great 
burden was for the perishing millions that some 
one might be sent to tell them of Jesus. He  is 
now recovering. * * *  

The following letter came from one of our 
new missionaries in Liberia, Miss Ruth Erick- 
son : 

"We have now been in Blebo a month and 
the time has passed quickly for every day has 
been full. They have been days of happy serv- 
ice. I have never been happier nor more con- 
tented. Right here with these dear, black faces 
around me, is home, and I have scarcely had a 
moment of homesickness. O r  course, I realize. 
that as yet I know very little of a missionary's 
life, but in the fear of the Lord is strong confi- 
dence. He will never fail us. 

"Mr. Johnson certainly had a hard attack of 
fever and suffered intensely for a few days. 
How the boys pra.yed those days ! and they know 
how to touch God. I have never witnessed a 
more touching scene than one night during his 
illness, just before going into a delirium, the 
Spirit came over him and under the anointing 
he gave us missionarles an exhortation to be 
faithful for the sake of Africa's millions, and 
also an appeal to  those in the homeland to thrust 
forth laborers. His words oft repeated, were 
deeply significant, "dask, dark 'Africa," and with 
our heads bowed. we could not refrain from 
weeping. All about us so humble ; the grass and 
mud hut (the men's sleeping apartment) with 
no comforts except the bed, bare mud floor, and 
no dear wife at his side in this trying hour. All 
seemed hard to me, and for a little I thought, 
'Africa is indeed dark,' but praise the Lord it 
has its sunshine as well as shadows. 

"Bro. Johnson left with two of the mission- 
aries for Nynebo. From there he will go on to 
Gwebo and perhaps arrange for a big meeting 
next week. W e  are all looking forward to 
going." * + +  

The Beulah Heights Pentecostal Assembly and 
Missionary Training School of North Bergen, 
N. J., will (D.V.) hold their semi-annual con- 
vention from December 20th to  28th inclusive. 
A special course of Bible study on Revelation 
will be given during the convention. Pente- 
costal workers and Missionaries expected. Mis- 
sionary offering to be taken. "Pray ye the Lord 
of the Harvest to thrust forth reapers." For  
further inforn~ation write Beulah Heights As- 
sembly, 4741 Hudson Blvd., North Bergen, N. J. 



Christian Martyrs of A11 Ages. I1,argcr and more 
comprehcnsive than l~oxc ' s  Martyrs. Gives gra- 
phic description of the persecution of the Huge- 
nots, Waldenses, Scotch Worthies, etc. $1.65 by 
mail. 

Mary Slessor of Calabar. Thc missionary book of 
the periold. Thrilling story of hcrois~n and dcvo- 
tion of a humble-minded Scottish factory girl who 
conquered African tribes. 353 pp. Price $2.00. 

Christina Forsythe of Fingoland. T,he story of thc 
loneliest woman iu Africa. An unparalleled ex- 
ample of uttcr consecration to the service of God. 
246 pp. $1.50. 

The White Queen of Okoyong. An abbreviated 
story of Mary Slessor for y0un.g folks. Illus- 
tratcd. $1.25. 

The Mark of the Beast. By Sidney Watson. $1.00. 
Faussett's Bible Dictionary. Without question the 

l m t  on thc market. 750 p g e s .  A vast fund of 
information. $2.50 I)y mail. 

Hurlbut's Story of the Bible. Splendid for young 
fo!lcs. Everybody enjoys it. $1.65 by mail. 

Bnaka far (ahilbrm 
Twilight Talks with the Children 

Bed-Time Stories 
,Oar Darling's A. B. C. Book 

50 cents each. 
All Ril~lc stories, most interestingly toljd by Isabel 

C. Byrum. Well bound and illustrated. Children 
will be delighted with them. 

Ministry of Healing. By A. J. Gordon. A recital 
of ~ n i r a c ~ l o u s  healings through the cllurch age, 'COMFORT B'OXES. "Precious Promises," daintily 
with Scriytural proofs. By mail $1.10. boxed (in white and gold. Hinge  box. Nothing 

Better for a gift. Price 35 cts., 4 for $1.15. 
Many Infallible Proofs. Illuminating and inspiring. 

By A. T. Pierson. A most helpful book for min- 
isters. $1.00. BOOKLETS.  

THE W O R L D  WAR, by F. M. Messenger. Four  Outline Studies of the Book of Revelation. By C. IIiorses of R ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ .  Paper cover, 25, cts. W. M. Turner. Papcr 552, cloth $1.00. 
TEL1,ING T H E  LORD'S  SElCRETS, Awrey, 10c. 

Things a s  They Are. By Amy Carmichael. A pic- 
ture of heathen India as has rarely been read. A 12RO%f D E P T H S  'OF S I N  T O  H'EIG,HTS OF 
deeply stirring book. 303 pp. $1.10. GLORY. Robbins, 10c. 

Foregleams of Glory. By E. Sisson. $1.10. 

The  Book of Revelation. By D. W .  Myland. In- 
spiring and ,helpful. $1.00. 

Latter Rain Pentecost. By D. W. Myland. Con- 
taining account of seven Ilealings by the author. 
A marvel of cheapness. Paper 35c, cloth 55c. 

Death t o  Life. By Anna Prosscr. Onc of the best 
books ever read. Cloth $1.00, paper 50c. 

Mountain Peaks of Prophecy. By W. H. Cossum. 
Light on the present situation. Cloth 55c. 

Autobiography of Madam Guyon. No onc can read 
this and not be deepened in God. 265 pages. 75c. 

I n  the Twinkling of an Eye. By Sidney Watson. 
$1.00. 

P R I M I T I V E  CHURCH GOVERNMlENT, Schell, 
1oc. 

APOST~OILI~C F A I T H  RESTORED,  B. F. Law- 
rence, 25c. 

READY ARROWS FOlR G O S P E L  WORI<E,RS, 
25c. 

PRACTICAL RIGHTEOUSNESS,  by Wm. T. 
MacArthur, lac. 

P'IIACTICING THlE P R E S E N C E  O F  GOD, 15c. 

SONGS 01; CALVARY, board' cloth embossed 
covers, 25,cts. by mail; $19.00 per hundred. Ex- 
ceptionally cheap. Order from The  Evangel Pub- 

lishing House, 36351 Michigan Ave., 'Chicago. 

1920 CALENDAR 1920 
The Scripture Text Calendar 

For 1920 
is a marvel of beauty. The cover and twelve 
pictures are printed in four colors, heautiful 
Uible pictures, reproductions of famous paint- 
ings, Jesus Stilling the Tempest, On the Way 
to Emmaus, The First Missionaries, etc. 
Every picture worth the money in itself. Send 
in your orders early to avoid the holiday rush. 
Prices: Single copies $0.30, 5 for $1.25, 12 

for $2.75, 25 for $5.25, 50 for $10.00, 100 

for $17.00. Order from 
THE EVANGEL PUBLISHING HOUSE 

3635 Micl.iigan Ave. Chicago, Ill. 
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