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(1A Martyrs of 1924 i 8 o AR
HINA is in the throes of its most intensive political upheaval. :
In certain Provinces the devastation and desolation are appall-
ing. ‘The general holocaust is declared by the Red Cross as beyond
any foreign relief generally. Three million have starved to death.
The toll of epidemics, massacres and civil war amounts to hun-
dreds of thousands of lives.

A host of missionaries may be martyred should the desperate
masses be seized by an obsession as in the Boxer Rebellion days.
At least ten missionaries were martyred last year and many more
violently assaulted and kidnapped.

The rising, arrogant despotism of dictatorship is gradually
stamping out civil and religious liberty. As liberty disappears, mar-
tyrdoms will increase. It will not be by the onslaught of the irre-
sponsible, frenzied mob, but through efficient, secretive methods of
autocratic governments that aggressive evangelism will be restrained
and finally throttled. There are many neat, clever ways—a distant
island, oblivion. But God has mysterious ways of bringing things
to light. Worn to skeletons, eighteen Russian refugees stumbled
across the Finnish frontier with a terrible tale of how sixty strong,
they had at first battled and killed their prison guards in a dash
for liberty through the ice-covered swamps of Russian Carelia, They
had escaped from the Solovyetzky, the famous Russian prison
where yearly three thousand miserables die amid most revolting
scenes of squalor and barbarity. They spoke of the brutality of
the Ogpu guards which defied description, especially as meted out
to one hundred evangelicals, whose joy nothing could dampen, .
whose calm spirit nothing could break. Their unspeakable perse-
cutions but increased their boldness in testimony. Among the
45,000 inmates, priests, bourgeois, and criminals, many must have
there first heard the Gospel of grace. The administration finally
condemned them to death for “fomenting and uprising.”

On a raw February day they were ordered to dig their graves;
their arms and legs were then chopped off, and still breathing praises
to God they were thrown in and spiked to death. We marvel at
the extraneous means God used to allow their dying testimony to
be proclaimed to the world. Said a speaker at a great Moscow
Soviet Conference recently, “What shall we do with these Bap-
tists?” .Cries answered him from all sides, “Burn them! Burn
them!! Burn them!!{”"—W. E. B.-C.
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S ANNOUNCED, Evangelist Wm. E.
Booth-Clibborn held a five days’ meeting
at The Stone Church, Jan. 5-10, en-route to Tor-
onto, Can. The first Sunday our brother spoke to
a crowded house under the anointing of the Spirit,
and every night the place was well-filled even tho
we were in the midst of a snow-storm. Numbers
expressed themselves as being much blessed and
deeply regretted that the evangelist was obliged
to go on to his next engagement. The altars were
filled mightly and definite work for God was done.
At the close of the Thursday night discourse
God poured out His Spirit upon people as they
sat in their seats, and without any urging they
rushed to the altar. One said afterward, “A
heavy burden rolled from me that T had been
carrying for a long time.” Another, “Never have
I had a vision of the Lord as I have had this
night.” A young man who was deluged with the
glory and power of God, says that since that night
he has been continually conscious of God walking
with him. The Friday night meeting when the
evangelist spoke on “The Fate of those who Miss
the Rapture,” will never be forgotten. “I was
desperately in need of God and found Him,” said
one who had resisted a long time. She truly found
Him for she shouted all the way home.

* k%

In the second week of the Revival Campaign at
Evangel Temple, Toronto, Bro. W. C. Pierce
sends the following report:

“We are now in the midst of a wonderful Cam-
paign with Evangelist William Booth-Clibborn,

and the waves of God’s power and blessing are
sweeping over the large audiences nightly. The
Temple is always filled on Sunday night, but it
fairly groaned with the tremendous crowd which
was packed in every nook and corner with prob-
ably one hundred or more standing. The deep
spiritual atmosphere which characterizes the ser-
vices has been enhanced by the bright, cheerful
personality and spirit-filled ministry of our Bro,
William Booth-Clibborn. My own spirit has been
richly blest. Although only six sermons have
been preached, yet I know I am voicing the opin-
ion of the entire congregation when I say already
the Temple has felt a remarkable spiritual impetus
which for weeks we have been expecting through
this Revival Campaign.

“On last Tuesday night Mr. Booth-Clibborn
spoke on “PassioN, THE PANAcCEA,” the trans-
forming power of Divine Love. So vividly was
the love of Christ made real to our hearts that
before the altar call was given, the greater portion
of the congregation was in tears, enraptured with
the love of Jesus, and when opportunity was
given the altar and chancel were quickly filled
with sinners seeking forgiveness and Christians
pressing in for a richer and closer relationship to
Christ. ‘Strong crying and tears’! While the
hour was late no one wanted to go home and for
fully an hour several hundred people poured out
their souls to God. The main floor of the auditor-
um was a great altar. With such a beginning
what will this Campaign prove to many lives in
Toronto and especially in Evangel Temple?

(Continued on page 23)
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The Light of His Countenance
When the Sun of Righteousness Shines What Matters the Night?
Evangelist Wm. E. Booth-Clibborn in The Stone Church, Jan. 5, 1930

NE scripture has been burning in
my heart of late, and I doubt if
there is another one like it in all
the Bible; it is found in Psalm
44:3, but we shall read from the
1st verse: ‘“We have heard with
our ears, O God, our fathers have
told us, what work thou didst in
their days, in the times of old. How thou didst
drive out the heathen with thy hand, andplant-
edst them ; how thou didst afflict the people and
cast them out. For they got not the land in pos-
session by their own sword, neither did their own
arm save them: but thy right hand, and thine arm,
and the light of thy countenance, because thon
hadst a favour unto them.” In the 3rd verse we
find a beautiful phrase, and it is on this, *“The
light of Thy countenance,” that I wish to speak
this morning.

Light! We get so accustomed to think of it as
something material, belonging to the natural crea-
tion only. Tt is true, we can do little without nat-
ural light. What an imprisonment the members
of the Byrd Antarctic expedition must have suf-
fered, as the polar anight gripped “Little Ameri-
ca” with its six-months’ reign! All over the earth
it is the sunny climates that are the most popular
and threatening to become the most populous.
Light is the essence of life to vegetation, from
the most gorgeous flower down to the common
grass. Do you blame the scientific world for
lauding Edison so highly on the anniversary of
his inventing the Incandescent Electric Light?
10,000 metropolitan centers, not to speak of the
country sides, owe him an everlasting debt of
gratitude. Without physical light every human
endeavor is paralyzed, natural life is atrophied
and stifled into death, and if this be true of the
sunlight how much more of the Sun of Righteous-
ness Himself. What must the light of His coun-
tenance be, when His countenance itself is “as
the sun that shineth in his strength,” Rev. 1:16.
When on earth even “His countenance was as
lightning on the Transfiguration Mount. Another
scripture comes to mind in Psalm 42:5: “Why
art thou cast down, O my soul? and why art thou
disquieted in me? hope thou in God: for I shall
yet praise him for the help of his countenance.”
I often think of certain of the incidents of the
Napoleonic wars which so vividly illustrate how
God can lift our hope and give us courage

and strength just by the help of His glorious
countenance. No general in the annals of human
history ever exercised such a magnetic influence
upon his soldiers as Napoleon Bonaparte. On
many a bleak, cold morning, regiment after regi-
ment would stand in line prior to being thrown
into the most terrible conflict, and would be
thrilled to the highest pitch of enthusiasm as their
beloved emperor would ride by. And how they
cheered “Vive L’Empereur!” (Long live the em-
peror!) It was an immortal sight to see the hosts
being reviewed the morning of the battle. Their
bravery, their reckless fury was a marvel, the as-
tonishment of all Europe. If only they could be
sure that they were fighting under the gaze of
their beloved emperor, what were danger, foes,
hardships or suffering to them as long as on yon-
der hill seated upon his white charger their Gen-
eral looked down upon them. Napoleon recipro-
cated the affection of his warriors, and we hear
his confidence of his power over them in the
words, “Give me my veterans inured to pain and
privation, reared in the camp, and trained in the
fires of war, and I challenge any army that Eu-
rope can raise.” Of course back of this cry
of defiance was the assurance that he would be
with them, personally appoint and attend the field
of battle. How soon their spirit was broken and
their golden-edged banners drooped, when they
fought no longer under the eyes of their em-
peror. The power of the armies of France al-
most vanished in a day. Had he not first stepped
upon the bridge at Lodi? Was it not he wha
single-handed faced the breaking ranks at Mar-
engo and with naked sabre dared one more
Frenchman to turn his back to the enemy, at the

- risk of being pierced through by his own sword,

turning the tide of battle at the crucial moment
from certain defeat to glorious victory? And
when in Palestine his soldiers were dying by the
hundreds, did he not go among the beds and bid
them rise? and did they not get up as by magic,
klick their heels together, salute and swear that
they would obey him though they fell dead at his
feet? Oh, it was not so much what he said that
healed them, that turned them from cowards into
heroes! It was his presence, his indomitable
will, his quiet confidence and faith in victory
over all obstacles; they could see it in his coun-
tenance and one word of approval from their
adored Napoleon was more than life itself.

_.o{,{ 3 }34.9._
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How much more is not all this true concerning
the Captain of our Salvation. It is only as we
enjoy His eyes upon us, the light of His coun-
tenance, the smile of His approval, that we may
become more than conquerors. In His coun-
tenance there is peace; “The Lord lift up His
countenance upon thee, and give thee peace.”
Numbers 6:26. In His countenance we have joy,
“For thou hast made him most blessed forever:
thou hast made him exceeding glad with thy
countenance.” Psalm 21:6. In His countenance

there is help. “For I shall yet praise him for the -

help of his countenance.” Psalm 42:5. In the
light of His countenance there is life and blessing;
listen to this wonderful scripture in Proverbs
16:15: “In the light of the king’s countenance
is life; and his favor is as a cloud of the latter
rain.”

But, back to our text: What proved to be such
a startling discovery was the fact that God de-
sired the children of Israel once and for all to un-
derstand by what means they had obtained the
land of promise. It was not by their own sword,
neither did their own arm save them. This staté-
ment brings to our mind, how that the key city of
the whole country, Jericho, became theirs not by
anything that they did, no! God was too careful to

let them have the initiative in that matter; they

might have taken the honor to themselves. He
did not leave them to their own devices. You re-
member how Joshua rode about and around the
high walled city, reconnoitering the field of bat-
tle; how he probably sat there planning, wonder-
ing how to attack the fortress, looking for a weak
place in its battlements, a vulnerable spot. When
all of a sudden, God Himself appeared on the
scene. He appeared to him in the form of an
Angel with drawn sword, and Joshua in ignor-
ance and in the impulse of human zeal, jumps up
and would clash swords with God Almighty. Oh!
you and I have done the same thing time and
again, so prone to lean on our own understanding,
so liable to be led of the flesh, but Joshua taking
another look, lays down his arms, removes his
shoes, drops upon his knees and bows before the
Light of God’s countenance. It was by the light
of that vision he took the city. It was the glory
of the light of that countenance that made Joshua
forget the humiliation and scorn he would receive
in marching his army around and around about
it. God never allowed him one stroke nor the
- provision to advance at all, until he could with
sublime gesture present him Jericho as a gift,
prostrated and stripped of its walls.

. Yes, the Psalmist récounts what God had done
in the times of old, and he asserts that it was by

“Thy right hand and Thy arm and the light of
Thy countenance” that these things were accom-
plished. What led Israel {forth from the land of
bondage? The light of His countenance. Even
Israel loved to talk about the early days and con-
cerning what God really accomplished in the land
of Ham. The Scripture asserts, “Tremble, Thou
Earth at the presence of the Lord . .. the Sea
saw it and fled, Jordan was driven back.” Psalm
114. “The waters saw thee O God, the waters
saw thee; they were afraid.” Psalm 77:16. He-
brew poetry may be said to be given to imagery,
nevertheless, God looked upon the sea and it fled.
Blessed be His name! It stood up in heaps. He
looked upon it again and its waters engulfed
246,000 of the flower of Egypt’s manhood. He
led them forth, 2,000,000 strong, into the wilder-
ness, up-to Sinai’s Mount, through the waters of
Jordan, into the midst of their foes, by the light
of His countenance, and only under the inspira-
tion and guidance of that light. What eéxploits
did not Israel perform! All the wondrous tales
that their fathers had related to them, of the won-
drous works that God had wrought for them, how
they pushed their enemies down, and how they
trod under those that rose up against them, all,
says the Psalmist, were wrought because they
lived under the conscious enjoyment of God’s fa-
vor, under the smile of His approval and pleas-
ure. That smile was more than all the swords
und lances, than all the stone-throwers and arque-
buses, all the bows and arrows, yes, even more
than “all the chariots of war they could muster.

Think of it; The smile of Jehovah, the confi-
dence, the assurance that His face was toward
them, that His eyes were upon them, that the light
of His face shone down upon that journey—this
was the secret of the conquest of Canaan and of
the driving out of the heathen. And so it is today ;
we either live in the light of the King’s counten-
ance, or we “‘Perish at the rebuke of his counten-
ance” (Psalm 80:16); as a babe lives by the
smile of .its. mother’s face, or weeps when' the
frown of reproof looks down upon -it. Not by
education or training of the intellect, not by the
songs that we sing nor the hundreds of means
and methods that may be used, shall we ever over-
come the powers of darkness against us. All these
mere implements of war are as nothing compared
to the vision of Jesus’ face. Your heart must
daily live in the full enjoyment of the glory and
radiance of that light. When in the secret place
of your innermost soul you feel yourself to be
in the favor and approval of God, then you are
blessed! then you are helped! And indeed you
must see His face, see it in spite of every trouble
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that besets your path. What matters the night!
What matters, if like the Hugenots of old, you
must wade through the bloody seas of persecution,
privation and martyrdom, if only you see His
face! Should the very gates of hell close down
upon you, as long as you can see His face, what
matters?

Here is the secret re-emphasized in Psalm
89:15, “Blessed is the people that know the joy-
tul sound; they shall walk, O Lord, in the Lght
of Thy countenance.” In this dark world you have
no other light! In this present age of fearful fog
and unbelief, you have no other lamp! Intelli-
gence is not a light, knowledge is not a light, even
the storing of the mere letter of Scripture in your
mind will not prove a light. The most eloquent
sermon, the most blessed service, the most spir-
itual church, may fail to be a light. Short of see-
sng His face, you must walk in total darkness!
‘Oh! but when His face appears, when it rises
as the sun at dawn upon your waiting soul, that
Light will beam with healing rays upon your every
task throughout your day’s duties in spite of its
occupations, in all its eventualities, to light every
burden, to soften sorrow and disappointment. Yes,
you can only walk as Jesus” face gives you light.
I have been made to cherish that! In my life I
have been made to cry out, more than once, “Lord
Jesus look at me! Lord Jesus how can I walk
in this vale of tears, in the very shadow of death,
except thou settest Thine eyes upon me, except
Thou smilest upon me. O, Lord Jesus, when I
cannot see Thy face, all I ever learned fails me!
all my knowledge of scripture, all the truth I ever
heard, all seems vain compared to the Sun of Thy
face! Oh! let its rays transform and transfigure
my soul, filling my body with light!

As T meditated on that scripture on the train,
I began to shout. They asked me what was the
matter, so I started to preach to the porter forth-

~with, and lo, I found that the conductor on the
train was a saved man. So I claimed the train
:as my legitimate prey, and had a wonderful time
witnessing for Christ. Of course there are always
some who argue, but we were at it until two
«0o’clock in the morning. The harder the fight, the
stronger the light of His countenance shines down
-upon our path. We can walk only as we see His
face. See? Yes, even you can walk only as you
see! for the true faith brings the vision. Jesus
said, “Believe and thou shalt see”” We shall see!
‘We shall see the light of His countenance as
He 1s ~ow, in all of His glory, in all of His
power! How wonderful when we can discover
such passages in the Old Testament scriptures!

But we who live in the New Testament age,
should know this to be doubly true, since we
have the revelation of Jesus Christ given us by
the Holy Spirit. . Alas! there are too many people
today who have never seen the light of His coun-
tenance, though they claim to be Christians." They
are merely worshippers of the natural Christ who
once walked the banks of Jordan; they can go no
farther than picturing by imagination the histor-
ical Jesus of Galilee. Paul says: “Tho we knew
Him in the flesh, henceforth know we Him no
more.” How then do we know Him? By the
light of His countenance as revealed by the Holy
Spirit. '

‘And there are many who have seen that light
and walked in it and have tasted the exhileration,
the anointing of a life lived in the secret of His
presence, but, alas! it is with them now no more.
Why? It has happened to them as in Psalm
90:8. ‘“Thou hast set our iniquities before thee,
our secret sins in the light of thy countenance.”
Did you ever step from the summer lawn, glow-
ing with the noon-day sun, into a dark room?
Then only can you know the dungeon darkness of
a backslider’s life. What is the cause? It is
plain. The sun is bright, God’s countenance is
brighter, What is it that God has set in the
light of his countenance? Qur iniquities, our
secret sins. Not self-evident sins, not the sins
our neighbors detect, or the sins our friends ac-
cuse us of, nor those we find ourselves ready to
confess in the moment of contrition. No, NoT
THESE! BUT, OUR SECRET siNs. The sins that are
difficult to discover, the hidden sins. The sins of
motive, of imagination, of concealed pride, of
envy, of malice, these sins He has set in the full
blaze of the light of His countenance. And one
more scripture, will prove to you that there is but
one thing that can hide God’s face from you: Isa..
59:2, “But your iniquities have separated between
you and your God, and your sins have hid His
face from you, that He will not hear.” In literal
Hebrew it reads, “Your sins have hidden the
glory of His face” or, “the light of His face”
from you. Oh! beloved, turn to God again, re-
pent of your sins, break before Him, cry out be-
fore God, confess and forsake sin. And remem-
ber that you have an Advocate with the Father
and may be restored and gain again the life in
the light of His countenance. Amen.

* ok %
“It is not the place that hallows the man;
In heaven, angels fell,
In Eden Adam fell
In Christ’s company was Judas.”
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The Reward of Confidence in the Crurial FHonr

Has the Enemy Stripped You of Your Gold
Pastor Ben Hardin in the Stone Church, Sept. 29, 1929

N Hebrews 10:35 we read, “Cast
not away therefore your confi-
dence which hath great recom-
pense of reward.”” In this con-
nection I wish to speak from the
18th chapter of II. Kings. - In the
1gth verse, Rabshakeh, who was
sent by Sennacherib to interview

"Hezekiah, said to his officers, “What confidence
is this wherein thou trustest?” Tt was a crucial
time in the life of Hezekiah. “There is a tide
in the affairs of men which taken at the floods
leads on to victory.” The king of Judah was at
the place where he was eithet to utterly lose his
confidence and be overcome in battle, or he would
believe God and gain a mighty victory.

Some years before this, Sargon, the king of
Assyria had taken captive the ten tribes of Israel
and carried them away into the region of Central
Asia. Now at this time, Sennacherib, who had
succeeded Sargon as king of Assyria, came along,
and he was determined to complete the conquest
by subduing the whole southwestern part of Asia
along the Mediterranean. The ten tribes had al-
ready been taken and Judah alone remained, under
King Hezekiah. = Sennacherib had conquered the
fortified coast town of Lachish, and when Heze-
kiah saw it had fallen he was discouraged, not
only at losing the fortified town but it cut off
his retreat in the .direction of Egypt. He had
nothing to do but to face the enemy. I believe
God sometimes permits us to get into a place
where there is no retreat so that He can show His
power.” We sometimes find ourselves with the
Red Sea.in front of us, the Egyptians behind,
and mountains on either side of us.

Hezekiah was one of the most spiritual descend-
ants of David, and one of the best kings that had
sat on the throne. He had proven his faith in
God when he destroyed the high places where
they worshipped idols. One of the first things
he did was to destroy the brazen serpent that
Moses had made. Do you know that we can take
even religious things, those that have a spiritual
significance and turn them to idolatry. They had
been bowing down to this brazen serpent and wor-
shipping it. 1 know people who have almost be-
come spiritualists in their worship and search
for the uncanny. A lady came to me once in
real distress and said, “I wish someone would

give me a message in tongues and interpretation
so I would know what to do.” You open the
door for the enemy when you continually seek
such signs. 1 said to her, “Blessed are they that
have not seen and yet have believed.” Sometimes
we get our eyes on the gift that God gives and
forget the Giver. It was not the brazen serpent
that saved the Israelites, it was the merciful God.
The serpent was a sign-post that pointed to Jesus
Christ who alone can heal the bite of that deadly
serpent, the devil. Calvary is the only antidote
for the deadly poison of sin.

Sennacherib had invaded the land and taken
the fortified town. We may lose the coast towns,
but let us rally to the defense of Jerusalem and
never give up. We may have failed in prayer and
praise but He will forgive and rally to our defense.
Instantly Hezekiah felt he was in the enemy’s
hands, and he said, “State your sum and I will
pay it.” He would buy his freedom. Sennacherib
sent word saying he required 300 talents of silver
and 30 talents of gold. And when Hezekiah
went to the temple to get the money, the treasury
was low. What did he do? In order to pay this
debt he stripped the door-posts of their gold, and
the gold that overlaid the temple and gave 1t to
Sennacherib. He was forced to pay tribute. As
I read this scripture I thought how the enemy
makes demands upon us today. How many times
have we robbed and stripped the temple of God
in order to pay off the world, the flesh and the
devil that make demands on us. The church of
God has taken away the old-time mourner’s bench
and tried to pay the debt with it; she has done
away with the old-fashioned prayer-meeting and
substituted feasting. We strip the altar; we strip
the gold from the door-posts.

The stones that comprised the temple were
brought from the quarry and every stone was
fitted in its place without the sound of a hammer.
All the chiselling and shaping were done in the
quarry, and they overlaid those stones with pure,
beaten gold. The gold hid the chisel marks, it
covered the imperfections. It was pure, beaten
gold. Every one of us are stones that have been
brought out from the quarry of sin. Each one
1s of different shape and size; some from homes
of poverty and some from homes of wealth; some
with limited knowledge, others educated, but all
have been fitly joined together in the great temple
of God. Then He covered us with the pure gold
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of His divine love. Strip that love from us
and we will bite and devour one another; we will
be jealous and quarrel. We will become luke-
warm and indifferent. Qur creditors would like
to strip us of our gold. They say to us, “You
stop preaching the baptism of the Holy Spirit
with the sign of tongues; stop preaching divine
healing. Do not praise the Lord all the time, but
just have a refined, formal service. Some, alas,
have been paying the debt. They have come in
and gotten another piece of gold and taken it to
their creditors on the outside who are demanding
that we pay. If we pay at the sacrifice of spirit-
uality we are eternally lost. We had better move

into an alley and worship®in a garage and keep

Jesus in our midst than be in a fine building and
have a dead form without Him. That infant
babe Pentecost that God planted but a short time
ago, the babe that has been an outcast, misunder-
stood and unappreciated by its elder brethren who
should have fostered it, has grown rapidly and
developed to such an extent that in the twenty or
twenty-five years since the latter rain outpouring
of the Spirit it has become a recognized Move-
ment. From the store frents on the side streets
we have elbowed our way to fine churches on the
main thoroughfare. From obscurity we have
crawled, hand over hand, to a place where we are
recognized as a religious movement. Now we
are recorded in the Bureau of Statistics at Wash-
ington, among. the religious movements of the
country. God forbid that in our march of
progress and our battle for recognition we should
strip the gold from the temple, that we should
gain prestige or popularity at the sacrifice of spir-
ituality ; that we should barter away any of the
pure gold, the genuine realities of true Pentecost,
and receive a place among other religious bodies
at the sacrifice of our distinctive testimony.
Hezekiah had sent down and paid the bill and
Sennacherib was to vacate the city of Lachish and
turn it back to Hezekiah, but he did not do it.
As soon as Hezekiah paid the tribute Sennacherih
laughed and said, “T will get more out of him.”
It doesn’t pay to compromise. When the devil
makes a demand the thing to do is to take your
stand then and there. Years ago a brother went
to a town in Pennsylvania and held some street
meetings. After preaching on the street for a
time he said, “God wants me to start a work
here,” and he rented a little store-room. Two
children and an insane woman followed him in
from the street, but he held a regular service as
if the place were full. From that little beginning
they now have the largest congregation in the

“help you?”

city. They bought the Presbyterian Church and
enlarged it three times. Some of the best people
in the city are members of his church, have the
baptism of the Holy Spirit and are going on with
God. In the beginning he had trouble to get
someone to play the organ and prayed that God
would send in someone. A woman from one of
the large churches became interested and could
play, though she wasn’t a great musician. She

“was at every service and was deeply interested.

One day she came to her pastor and said, “My
husband has fought me bitterly about coming here
and has told me if I would go to any other church
he would go with me.” He answered, “Do you
believe that?” “Yes,” she said, “I do. I am
sorry to leave but I will quit, and go up to that
large church on the hill.” Her pastor pleaded
with her and told her if she would hold up the
standard by the grace of God, no matter how
much she suffered, God would bring her huskand
up to that standard, but if she refused she would
drop down to her husband’s standard. She in-
sisted on leaving, and her husband went with her
one Sunday, then refused to go to another ser-
vice. As a result of her compromise he never
darkens the church door, and she has been a back-
slider for many years. Do not pay the devil. Do
not strip the gold off the door-posts. Let us lift
the standard high and hold it up.

Finally Sennacherib sent three of his officers
from Lachish to King Hezekiah, who sent out
three of /s officers to interview them. The ofh-
cers from Sennacherib tried to persuade Heze-
kiah's men to surrender. They said, “Do you
think for a moment you can overpower this great
king of Assyria? Do you believe that Egypt will
come and help you? Are you leaning on that
broken reed? That will pierce your hand. Or are
you foolish enough to believe that your God will
And so they taunted them. “If you
are trusting in your God consider what He did
for these other cities? Isn’t your past experience
enough to teach you that after you have put all
your confidence in ‘God, He will fail your Will
you go on trusting Him?” How many times the
world has stood in seeming triumph at our gates
and hurled in defiance that question, “Will God
deliver you now that you are on the broad of
your back?” “Will God help you now that you
are in distress? Will He raise you up? Oh where
now is thy God?” Listen! This God that we
serve is the God who parted the Red Sea. He is
a God that made a path through the wilderness
for His people, the God that parted the Jordan.
He is not the God of the dead but of the living.

_.;g{ 7 }g@,._
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Hezekiah’s officers said to them, “Speak to us
in the Syrian language so our people will not un-
derstand and become discouraged.” But Rabsha-
keh cried out in Hebrew, “We want everybody to
know. Let not Hezekiah deceive you, for he shall
not be able to deliver you out of the hands of the
king of Assyria. Make an agreement with him
and then eat ye every man of his own vine and fig
tree, and drink ye everyone the waters of his cis-
tern.” Satan said to Jesus, “All the kingdoms of
this world will I give Thee if Thou wilt fall down
and worship me.” But his promises were just as
false as Sennacherib’s. Oh how many have been
beguiled into making a league with the enemy of
their souls, by brilliant, alluring offers! Do not
be deceived.

I was ordained to the ministry in 1917, and I
have never earned a dollar since that time. apart
from what I received in the service of the Lord.
And after having given this a thorough trial I
wish to tell you that

natural standpoint Assyria was stronger than
Judah, and the defeat of the ten tribes was a dis-
couragement to Hezekiah and his people, but
again God assured Hezekiah that He would de-
liver: “Thus saith the Lord concerning the king
of Assyria, He shall not come into the city, nor
shoot an arrow there, nor come before it with.
shield, nor cast a bank against it.”

And do you know how the Lord answered
prayer? “And it came to pass that night, that.
the angel of the Lord went out, and smote in the
camp of the Assyrians, an hundred and eighty-
five thousand.” When the outlook is dark, try
the uplook. Hezekiah could see no way out.
Lachish had been taken, and they had threatened
to come up against Jerusalem, but the way'out,
was through prayer. There were more Assyri-
ans slain through prayer than if Hezekiah had'
gone to battle. “What confidence is this wherein
thou trustest?”” said Rabshakeh, “You might as

God is a good Pay-
master, I have had
young folks tell me,
“If T go into God’s
service it will mean
my giving up quite a
little.” Let me say
you will receive far
more than you have
ever given up. I'd
rather work for
Jesus than anyone
on the face of the
earth, I'd rather be
in the employ of my
blessed Savior than
be in your employ.
The Word of God

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.

Like the leaves of the forest when summer is green,
That host with their banners at sunset were seen;
Like the leaves of the forest when autumn hath flown,
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,

And their hearts but once heaved, and forever grew still!

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,
And the idcls are broke in the temple of Baal;

And the might of the Gentile unsmote by the sword,
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!

well surrender.”
God says, “Cast not
away your confi-
dence which hath
recompense of re-
ward.” “Some trust
in chariots and some
in horses; but we
will remember the
name of the Lord
our God,” said the
Psalmist. David had
this same confidence
when he said to Go-
liath, “Thou comest
to me with sword
and spear, but I
come in the name of
the Lord of hosts.”

Lord Byron.

clearly states He will give “beauty for ashes, the
oil of joy for mourning, the garment of praise
for the spirit of heaviness; that they might be
called trees of righteousness, the planting of the
Lord, that He might be glorified.” Isa. 61:3.

Hezekiah went into the house of the Lord and
prayed. He cried mightily unto God and sent to
Isaiah the prophet to pray. And Isaiah sent word
through the servants who came, “Thus saith the
Lord, Be not afraid of the words which thou hast
heard, with which the servants of the king of As-
syria have blasphemed me. Behold I will send a
blast upon him, and he shall hear a rumor, and
shall return to his own land; and I will cause him
to fall by the sword in his own land.” From a

Oh beloved, let us have confidence in the God
that never fails. But you say, “I know a woman
who trusted the Lord for healing and died.” Yes,
I know several of them., I have seen many de-
feated, but we will not hoist the white flag. Paul
said in II. Tim. 1:12, “For the which cause I also
suffer these things: nevertheless I am not
ashamed: for I know whom I have believed, and
am persuaded that He is able to keep that which.
I have committed unto Him against that day.”
The messengers of Sennacherib had said,
“What about these other cities that trusted God.
They were taken.” We are not to look at the
failures of the past. Again the Apostle to the
Gentiles cries in Philippians 3:13, 14, “Brethren
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. .+« this one thing I do, forgetting those things
‘which are behind, and reaching forth unto those
things which are before, I press toward the mark
for the prize of-the high calling of God in Christ
Jesus.” And we read in Heb. 12:2, “Looking un-
‘to Jesus, the Author and Finisher of our faith.”
I have found some people who are catalogued as
saints not so saintly as they appear, and others
who do not seem very spiritual, if you prod deep
into their lives you will find there an inner walk
‘with God. You cannot tell by outward appear-
ances the spiritual status of people. God
knows. Some who have been supposed to have
trusted God implicitly have {ailed, but we know
that God makes no mistakes, We have His
‘Word, in Prov. 29:25, “Whoso putteth his trust
in the Lord shall be safe.”” We are not trusting
in our own strength today, but in the Arm of Him
‘who is strong to deliver. Sennacherib was trust-
ing in his army. He no doubt said, “I have
32,000 men who will do the work.” The Stoics

of old relied on their will power, their own suf-
ficiency ; they would meet death in a majestic way
and never flinch,

But there comes a time when earthly power
fails, When Sennacherib and his army are be-
fore you there is only one way out and that is
through the arm of God. Have you ever reached
the place where all human help was gone? When
the doctor stands over you and says your disease
is beyond human aid and death is just a little way
ahead; that you cannot possibly live? Then you
realize the power of God. I have seen Him reach
right down to a death-bed and raise up someone
whom doctors had given up as hopelessly incur-
able. He is not a God of the dead but of the liv-
ing. “What confidence is this wherein thou
trusteth?” Are you trusting in your own powers
and ability? Are you trusting Egypt, that broken
reed that cannot help you? Or are you trusting
the Living God? Let us trust Him who is strong
to deliver and mighty to save,

Behold He Cometl! Iﬁﬂatrh Pe! Stand Hast!

D. H. McDowell

I HE burden of Dumah. He calleth to
‘I me out of Seir, Watchman, what of
- the night? The Watchman said,
JJ The morning cometh, and also the
ve will enquire, enquire ye; return
Isaiah 21: 11, 12.
There is a stir throughout the world today con-
cerning events that are transpiring so rapidly
‘that in very truth “men’s hearts are failing them
for fear and after looking on the things that are
-coming on the earth.” Some of the difficulties
facing the men of affairs are of such a stupen-
«dous character that it is little wonder their hearts
-are failing them for fear. Here are a few of the
statements quoted from the current press: “Peace
is 'so eagerly sought after today, because rarely
in world history has peace been so uncertain as
“today. This is natural because the post-war world
is just beginning to shape itself. The many
forces which the World War let loose are still far
from being stabilized. The independence move-
‘ment in the British dominions, the unrest in In-
dia, the incalculable power of the masses in
China, the still veilled future of Russia, the insta-
“bility of some of the newly created states, the
-economic and racial impossibilities of the Central
European map, and the question of the colored
races—these are some of thé problems still in
full development.” And we might add. further,
-the Mosiem Jewish problem and the still further

come.”’

~4f 9 -

uncertainty in the minds of diplomats as to the
course of Mussolini.

From every quarter of the world today there is
a cry going up in one way and another. What
do these things mean and what will be the end
and the outcome of it all? Oh that men would
turn in their blindness to the “Sure word of
prophecy” and get God’s picture of the closing
of this age! They would then be able to tell what
time it is and understand the signs that are point-
ing with no uncertain authority to the greatest
crisis of all ages.

In the text above the one making inquiry is an-
swered by the Watchman whose duty it is to be
on the alert for inquirers as to the time of the
night. This great long night of sin and sorrow,
thank God it will end. The sun is soon to rise.
But I desire you to note two important things in
the Watchman’s answer to the inquirer: “The
morning cometh, and also the night; if ye will
inquire, inquire ye; return come.” The Watch-
man sees a complex condition that has him puz-
zled for the moment. To put it in the language
of today he would seem to say: “I see a peculiar
condition that I scarcely understand. 1 see the
morning surely coming, but I see the night com-
ing also. It may be an unusual phenomenon that
will pass away, so if ye will inquire later, return
and do so and perhaps I will be able to give you a
more definite report.” But the Watchman was
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not looking on some unusual phenomenon. He
was looking at the true condition that you and I
are seeing today. There are two things clearly
showing on the horizon. The first, thank God, is
the coming of the morning. That is just as cer-
tain as that we are here today. Nothing more sure
than that the “Morning Star” will come for the
Church, while the world is yet asleep and then
be followed a little later by the coming of the
“Sun of Righteousness,” with healing in His
wings.

But there is also coming “the night”—one of
the darkest nights ever known to mankind. There
is nothing ahead for a Christ-rejecting world but
the terrors of Tribulation night. Yes its shadows
are being cast over the world at this hour and just
as certain as the Holy Ghost is getting the people
of God ready for the coming of the Lord Jesus
and the “morning” so God is getting the world
ready for the Antichrist and the “night.” The
truth cannot be gainsaid or resisted. The pro-
phetic program is being unfolded before our eyes
in such rapid strides that we almost gasp when
we think of the nearness of the end and the com-
ing changes in every walk of life. The end has-
teneth greatly, child of God, and it behooves us
to take heed to the exhortation of the Master,
that we “watch and be sober,” for the “day com-
eth as a thief.” “Be ye also ready!”

There are three dark days spoken of in Scrip-
ture. The first one was in Egypt when the first-
born son of man was slain. That was a dark day
for Egypt. The second dark day was when the
“First-born Son of God” was slain. That was a
day when heaven veiled its face in deepest mourn-
ing, the earth trembled and the mountains quaked.
The third dark day is yet future and its shadows
are being cast over the world today. That will
be the day when the first-born son of Satan will
be destroyed, the man of sin, the Antichrist. As
I write, there is a pall -of darkness hanging over
Chicago, and it is just past noon. It seems to be
the forboding of another storm. But as the dark
shadows cast their gloom over the city and min-
gle with the white snow that covers the ground
it lends a peculiar and impressive meaning to the
thoughts expressed on this subject. The morning
is coming and also the night. There is a blending
of the darkness of unbelief and despair with the
light of faith and hope, and it is casting its gloom
over the earth and causing fear in the hearts of
men. But Jesus has left us an encouraging word.
“When ye see these things begin to come to pass,
then lift up your heads for your redemption
draweth nigh.”

Dear reader, are you preparing for the “Morn-
ing” with all its glory and joy? or are you pre-
paring for the “Night” with its sadness, suffering,
and tribulation judgment leading into that eternal
night of woe where there shall be weeping and
gnashing of teeth? Remember that the Lord
Jesus died for you and that He stands ready to
forgive and cleanse you in His precious blood if
only you will kneel before Him and ask Him to
do so. God grant that you might yield to Him
now and let Him prepare you for His glorious
coming for “The Morning cometh and also the
night.”

Mr. and Mrs. W. R. Williamson and Robert

“Eat the fat, and drink the sweet, and send
portions unto them for whom nothing is pre-
pared,” is one of the favorite texts of the Stone
Church Assembly at her communion services. As
we commemorate the death of our blessed Lord
we pass the cup to China, to Africa, to India and
South America. Thru our missionaries in'these
lands we give the Word of Life to the famishing.

We have pleasure in having a part in sending
out Mr. and Mrs. W. R. Williamson, who are
sailing for South China on the Empress of Can-
ada, leaving Vancouver, B. C. on February 15,
1930. This is their third term out, their second
having been shortened because of the anti-chris-
tian spirit which was very intense in their locality.’
For several months before leaving their station
they were besieged by mobs and were finally
obliged to flee in order to escape death. Condi-
tions in South China are far from settled, but

(Continued on page 20)
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My Experience with Death
~ Pressing. Through the Gates of Praise
Mrs. Wm. E. Booth-Clibborn, Clackamas, Oregon

N THE second chapter of Mark
Al we read of a man who was “sick
I A |} of the palsy” and whose friends
sxssal) brought him on a bed to a house

= where our dear Lord was address-
“%V}( ing all who could gather therein.
{‘»@ Before they ever " reached the
', house they saw great throngs of
people on the outside, and the press was so great
they could not even “come nigh unto Him.” Or-
dinarily, one would expect them to turn back dis-
couraged and disheartened after their long, dusty

journey, only to fail in reaching the Christ, but

they were full of faith, and after a consultation,
decided to go up on the roof and break up some
of the tiling in order to let the man down into the
presence of Jesus. This they did,-doubtless to
the consternation of those who were assembled
in the house, for those in front had to press back
and give room for the descending bed. Our Mas-
ter gazed on the dear suffering one while the
" hearts of his four friends were palpitating with
joy as they looked down upon the scene.

However engrossed Christ had been that day,
He took time to stop and heal this poor sick one,
saying, “Son, thy sins be forgiven thee.” The re-
ward of faith had come. It had paid them to
press through, to overcome that which stood be-
tween the Christ and their heart’s desire. With
determination they used every means that lay in
their power to gain admission to the presence of
Jesus.

Many of us pray and when we do not realize

the answer to our request in a reasonable length
of time, we give up, thinking it may not be the
will of God to have that for which we have asked.
We forget that our Lord said, “Ask, and it shall
be given you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and
it shall be opened unto you.” No “‘perhaps” or
“maybe” about it, but an emphatic shall.

We are reminded also of the woman spoken of
in the fifth chapter of Marky; how for twelve
vears she had suffered many things of many
physicians, and had spent all that she had, and
was nothing bettered but rather grew worse. We
see her, a little forlorn, discouraged figure. One
time life had meant so much to her; now it was a
mere existence, and a miserable one at that. She
had heard of the Christ, and now He is passing
her way. And with His coming a great hope en-
ters her soul, We realize how she felt as she

surveyed the great press of people that thronged
the Master. How can one so weak as she ever
get through that vast multitude and reach the

*Christ? But faith urges her on, and with her lit-

tle remaining strength she makes one last effort
to touch the Master, her only hope of deliverance.

And we read that she did press through; that
she touched “the hem of His garment” and felt
in her body that she was healed of that plague.
Had she given up in despair when faced with the
difficulty of getting to Christ, had she admitted
that it was impossible to press through that
throng that surged between her poor, weak body
and the Healer Divine, she never would have ac-
quired her heart’s desire. First of all there was
the goal. Then she determined to reach that goal
and to touch the Great Physician in simple faith.
No matter how she would be crushed and hurt
and jolted in the press of the people, she stead-
fastly set her face and p‘ressed through!

Now I know that in our day we shall never
have to be worried about great throngs massing
so close to Christ that we shall be crowded out.
Christ is everywhere—wherever there is a need
for Him. And we can always find Him, no mat-
ter where we are. But we also have our difficul-
ties to overcome, our stumbling stones to sur-
moux, just as they did in the days when He was
on earth. Some of us must press through the op-
position of our dearest and nearest in order to get
to Christ. Some may feel all that they ever called
their own, slipping from them, yet determined to
reach Him and have His blessing. We should be
importunate and gain His favor, His blessed
smile at the cost of everything, if need be.

“Knock and it shall be opened!” How many
knock just once, or twice and then give up, never
to be admitted into the room of promises; never
to cross the threshold of faith; never to prove for
themselves that “Faith is the substance of things
hoped for, the evidence of things not seen.” Many
of us neglect to thank and praise God for the
answer, when it is the thanksgiving and praise to
God that bring results.

Some years ago I lay in bed over in Tennessee
—very ill with typhoid and malarial fever, to-
gether with a nervous breakdown. I had been
conducting large, evangelistic meetings, many had
been healed of various diseases, and the whole
town was astir over the services, On a Sunday
morning I was suddenly taken ill. I went through
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the service in great pain but thought that after I
rested a little I would be able to preach in the aft-
ernoon and evening. When the afternoon came
I was much worse and for days I lingered be-
tween life and death.

One night I went through an experience which
I can never forget, and which taught me one of
the most blessed lessons of my life. I was alone
in the house for some hours. The people in
whose home I was staying did not realize the
seriousness of my sickness, and were not aware
of the fact that I was sinking rapidly. When
they returned and found me so low they called a
nurse.

‘For more than two hours that night the very

powers of darkness wrestled with my soul.” The
enemy came into my room and for the first time
in my experience I battled him face to face. He
was hideous to behold! Oh that grinning visage,
so full of hatred as only Satan himself can dis-
play toward a child of God! In his first attack he
appeared masked in black and attempted to shoot
me with horrid-looking, black arrows. Though
extremely weak in body I was able to whisper,
“Surrounding me is a wall of fire which the ene-
my’s darts cannot pierce.”
- His next attack.-was directed from underneath
the bed, and I claimed the promise, “Underneath
are the Everlasting Arms!” For a moment he
- was non-plussed and I had rest. Then suddenly
Satan’s form disappeared and intense darkness
settled about me with a crushing weight. Though
I struggled with it and tried to shake it off, it
penetrated to my very heart, crushing and grind-
ing like tons of rock piled upon my bosom. For
some time I resisted and struggled; then I grew
weaker as a numbness seized my limbs and I
could move them no more. My ears lost their
hearing and I was blind. Life was slipping away
from me; my heart was beating weakly, breathing
was becoming - harder, and suddenly my lungs
seemed to be crushed flat under that exceeding
weight. Death had come—I realized it now! All
was still in the room; my body lay motionless, my
heart had ceased beating, and to all appearances
I was dead. Yet the spirit within me was as
alive as ever. I could think clearly. “So this is
death!” I said inwardly. “If a doctor were here
would he pronounce me dead while I-am alive
within?” T wondered.

My thoughts turned to a story grandmother
used to tell about her uncle. When a young man
he was taken sick with choléra, in the Central
States, and died in two days. In a few hours they
laid him out and two days later conducted the fun-
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eral.

From the time the doctor pronounced him
dead he remained alive. He could hear every-
thing that was said, and dreaded his approaching
funeral. He struggled in vain to show some signs
of life during those long hours of agony, and
prayed the ‘Almighty God to forgive his sins,
promising if he were restored, to devote his life to
the cause, determining that he would become a
doctor so that those who were under his medical
care would not be buried alive. The time came
for the funeral. Knowing that only moments
separated him from the grave, what else could he
do but pray? while word by word, the funeral
sermon fell upon his ears. At the invitation of
the minister friends came to view the remains,
and oh how he wished that someone might dis-
cern the spark of life that yet lingered in his ap-
parently dead body. But alas no such thing hap-
pened! The last mourner passed by, the coffin
was closed—no use now! He could only wonder
how long it would be before his spirit would take

© its flight.

Then in the distance he heard a confusion of
voices. Nearer and nearer they came, and above
all he heard a woman shrieking, “I must! I will
see him!” To please her, because she and the
dead young man were very good friends, they
lifted the coffin lid. “Oh,” she said, “how could
one die who has been so good as he? Why would
God take him away and spare so many useless
lives? Many is the time that he has brought to
my doorway the winter’s - wood. Many is the time
he has brought groceries to my children since my
husband died. Oh, I cannot spare him!” And as
she stood looking down upon him, she hegan to
shriek, “I do not believe he is dead! I do not be-
lieve it!” While some tried to push her back, de-
claring that the young man had been dead two
days and a half, relatives now began to hope and
requested that the burial be postponed. Doctors
came and one placed a white powder on his tongue
saying, “If there is any life in him, this will bring
him to.” They waited, and after an hour and a
half a littln spot of steam or vapor was noticed
on the glass lid of the coffin, and one of the doc-
tors said, “There must be life in that cold, mo-
tionless body.” * The young man’s hopes grew and
he prayed all the harder. Finally a twitching of
the eye was noticed, so they did all they could to
bring him to life, and he was restored.

As my body lay motionless upon the bed, how
vividly T remembered this story of my grand-
mother’s uncle. I too hegan to wonder if not
many who are pronounced dead by the doctor,
are only seemingly so, their spirit being yet with-
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in the mortal home and not having taken its flight
to God. So I waited. I knew I was dead but I
wondered how long my spirit would linger. Then
a great anxiety seized me to go to be with Jesus,
and to see heaven, about which.I had so often
preached. Soon all- seemed a blank and I felt my
spirit moving upward. I had a form of some
kind and could see and hear and think more clear-
ly than when in the natural body. 1 was ex-
. tremely happy; such peace and rest had come to
me,
in Eternity, yet it wasn’t a drag as some people
think of eternity. It was no effort to ascend hea-
venward ; I merely floated. I was so light and en-
joyed a freedom such as T had never known in
the human body. My spirit felt as if it had es-
caped from prison. What a wonderful thing is
the soul's flight heavenward—to Freedom, to
Home, to God!

I had not a grief nor a care. No more op-
pression! Oh T was so glad that I had died! Be-
neath me the earth was receding. I wafted up-
ward as it were on a huge searchlight, which was
strong and powerful. It was no trouble to keep
within its border, for I could see its source, it
came from Jesus. Then I really understood how
He was the Light of the World, and how He came

to lighten every man’s pathway to heaven, the -

abode of eternal light. I realized that it was only
because He had been a Light to me on earth that
I was in this great Light Way now, in Eternity.

To the right and to the left of me was dark-
ness. The Light of Jesus had pierced that dark-
ness, illuminating my way. I thought of the
words of Jesus concerning the “outer darkness,”
where there is “weeping and gnashing of teeth.”
This was the “power of darkness” so often
spoken of in the Bible. The ruler here was*the
“Prince of the power of the air.” The darkness
was not like any you have seen with the natural
eyes, but it was a tangible, black, inky, clammy
darkness that could be felt. It was like a thick
fog, onlv jet black, a darkness that seemed so
thick it could be cut. Not one ray of light was
in that darkness—not even a glimmer. I peered
into it wondering if I could see anyone in that re-
gion. In tenderness I pitied them. Oh, had they
only when on earth accepted Him who is the
Light of the world, how wonderful their pathway
would be now!

Again looking upward I saw my blessed Sa-
vior beckoning me, Flis dear hands outstretched,
His eyes looking love eternal in my soul. He
knew me all my life; nothing had ever been hid-

For me all Time had ceased and I was now.

den from His gaze, yet He who knew me best
loved me most. Onward, upward I floated! Be-
yond, I could see the domes of that beautiful city,
the gold and ivory pinnacles, and over it all, like
so many humming birds, flitted angelic beings. It
'was too beautiful for words of mortal language
to describe. Too sublime! And to think that only
a few seconds more (though in eternity there is
no more time) and I would be in that city.

Suddenly T saw old Mother Earth beneath me.
I could see the place where my dead body lay,
and further North, where my husband was
preaching. Then I thought, “Poor William!
What will he do? What will he say when they
tell him that T am dead?” I longed to comfort
his heart. Then as I looked upward again I real-
ized that I was no longer moving. For an in-
stant there was a wavering, and then I slowly
‘descended back to the earth. I was sad, oh so
sad as I neared this world of sorrow, and T hoped
that my spirit would not return to my body, but
that I would enter heaven and live there for-
ever. Then again all was blank and a cramped,
caged feeling came over me. I was cold, and
wondered if I had again entered the body. Slowly
the coldness became warm and I could feel an
adjusting to the human form. My blood began
to course through my veins, and I began to move
my limbs. Breath and heart-beats came - short
and fast, but I could not yet believe that I was in
the body. Surely I could not be alive unless I
could see and hear and talk. Slowly my sight and
hearing returned, and then I was afraid that T'd
be disappointed to find myself alive. I began to
move my tongue which had lain powerless all this
time. Now I opened my mouth and uttered one
word, “Hallelujah!”

For a long time I lay there thinking. Some-
how, I felt that no matter how serious this sick-
ness became, I would not die of it.. My husband
was preaching in Northern Minnesota, and could
not come at first, but the two.nurses who attend-
ed me kept him informed as to my condition, and
he came as soon as he could. I was too weak to
converse, and since my wonderful flight into
Eternity my mind was much taken up with what
I had seen there. The “Power of Darkness” was
also very real to me. I had seen it for myself.
As T lay there day after day, praying for the
healing which I believed God would give me, I
wondered why He delayed. And all these scrip-
tures which I have enumerated, and others, came
to my mind. ‘We had telegraphed all over the
country to those who we knew had faith in God

_4,:,3{ 13 }gg.,... ’



@he Tatter Rain Bohangel

FEBRUARY, 1930

for healing, and day after day, ministers and
Christian workers of the city gathered in my
room to pray for my deliverance. IHour after
hour my husband would beseech God to heal me,
and the fever was noticeably lower in answer to
prayer. But in spite of all this I grew thinner and
looked more the shadow of death each day. Once
the nurse left the room because she could not
bear to see me pass away. I knew what she was
thinking but was too weak to tell her I felt I
would not die. When she returned and found
me alive she told me her fears, and acknowledged
that only God had kept me for my life seemed
held by a slender thread.

One day a voice whispered to me, “Daniel
prayed twenty-one days before he realized the an-
swer to his prayer.” Like a bolt it struck me.
“Why, of course, all these days we've prayed and
repeated our petition, when we were really heard
the first time we prayed. God says He answers,
so the reason I am rot well is because the an-
swér, like in Daniel’s case (Dan. 10:13) has been
delayed by the Prince of the Power of the Air.”

This ruler of the “power of darkness” just
waits to frustrate any blessing that God may dis-
patch to us, and if he sees we are doubting our
God and disbelieving His promise to answer, he
is delighted. If between us and the throne of
God is" stretched that great realm called “the
power of darkness,” then we must ofttimes ex-
pect to meet with that evil force, but with the
faith that God grants, we must conquer this Sat-
anic power and snatch by dilligence and impor-
tunity the answers God has given us.

Some have prayed for months, perhaps years,
for the selfsame thing, until their ears are tired
of hearing it so oft repeated.” Why not begin to
thank God that when He first heard your prayer
He immediately dispatched a messenger with the
answer? I meditated on this lesson and asked for
my Bible. Too weak to find it myself, my hus-
band located the passage and we read it together.
That afternoon when several came in to pray for
me once more, I asked my husband to prop me up
on pillows and bring me my Bible. I suppose I
looked as pale as death itself, and trembled from
weakness. A minister said, “Well, Mrs. Booth-
Clibborn, you are not going to preach us a ser-
mon, are you?” When I solemnly announced to
our friends that I did not want them to pray for
me anymore, they looked quite shocked. Then
they wondered if I was going back on the teach-
ing of Divine Healing. I explained to them the
reality of the power of darknmess, which I had
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seen, and how we begged God over and over
again to heal me until I had come to believe that
we were almost doubting if God had heard our
prayers; that by keeping on in this way, each
prayer we uttered denied the one we prayed be-
fore. -

Then I requested my husband to move the bed
into- the middle of the room, and said, “I want
you all to march around my bed, and praise God
that. He heard and answered, and that I am
healed.” There was nothing for them to do but
humor me, so they started the march around my
bed. The praises at first were rather subdued
and seemed to lack heart, but soon my husband,
who knows how to shout, started in: “Glory to
God! Praise the Lord! We thank Thee, Jesus!”
Omne by one they joined in until all their voices
blended in praise to Him, and faith began to rise.
I lay still with my eyes closed, feeling that nothing
could hold back the answer now. After some
time I told them they could expect me at the
meeting the next night.

After they had gone a dreadful convulsion
seized me, which so frightened the lady of the
house that she wanted a doctor, but I murmured
between my convulsed lips, “Praise Him! Oh
praise Him!” My husband again began to praise
God in face of what seemed death. It was the
last we saw of that raging fever. From that
moment strength came. I began to walk and eat,
and the next night I was in the service. The town
had talked so much of my death that people were
amazed to see me coming into the church. Men
and women shouted and praised the Lord in their
joy that He had answered prayer.

In a few days we took the trip to Chicago and
I gained strength rapidly. I had learned the les-
son,that to praise God is just as important as to
pray. Dear reader, you may see the answer to
your prayer if you will be determined to sur-
mount every difficulty and brush from your way
every obstacle. “He is more willing to give than
to receive.” Since this is true, surely we should
receive more than we do. Ask God for the thing
you desire; then do not continually repeat the
same request, but hold it up before Him, and tell
Him you know He has sent the answer, and you
are determined not to be cheated out of it by Sa-
tan.

Someone has said, “Prayer is not overcoming
God’s reluctance, but it is laying hold of His will-
ingness.” Just reach out and take the answer to
that prayer you prayed last month. If the power
of darkness tries to make a heaven of brass or a
wall of stone, you just press through determined-
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ly, and you will find that the dilligent seeker will
be rewarded. _

Mother, father, you who have prayed so long
and earnestly for your daughter, your wayward
son, tell your God that you believe He has heard
and has answered. Cause your faith to reach out.

Thank God and count it done. When things seem

to grow darker, right in the face of that darkness
praise God and as you believe it will be done.
The power of darkness is real. Many have °
found this so, only too late. Oh sinner! See
your need of Jesus who is the Light of the World.
He came to lighten your way to heaven. He
alone can save you from the outer darkness.

A Mirarle of Healing

How God Knit a Fractured Vertebrae

The following story of a wmuracuious healing
airich occurred in the Southern California Bible
School, South Pasadena, was sent to us by Mrs.
L. M. Piper, who is Dean of the Women's De-
partment. A wmore recent letter from Mrs. Piper
says that Miss Menger conlinues to improve in
health, and there is wmuch rejoicing over what
God has done.

=22 LESS Jehovah, O my soul: and all

that is within me, bless His holy
Name.” Then David in the 103rd
N Psalm lists the blessmgs he has re-
ceived. As someone has said, “He selects a few
of the choicest pearls from the casket of divine
love and threading them on the cord of memory
hangs it about the neck of gratitude.”

When Samuel Morse, the inventor of the tele-
graph, flashed the first message over the wires, it
contained these appropriate words, “What hath
God wrought!” When we are eye-witnesses to
the miraculous—bodies healed and lives trans-
formed through prayer, we too can exclaim,
“What hath God wrought!”’

I want to write about a marvelous demonstra-
tion of the power of God in our midst. One of
the Freshman students, Irene Menger by name,
came to us full of ambition and life, with the de-
termination to take the full three year course. Be-
fore coming here she had suffered from a weak
vertebrae, but was in good health to all appear-
ances. One day while walking on the driveway
with a large Bible Atlas open before her, she
stumbled in a hole in the ground and fell. No
one thought the accident at all serious, but be-
cause of the weakened condition of her spine the
vertebrae was thrown out of place. She went to
a chiropractor who tried his best to readjust the
vertebrae but without success. Her head was
thrown back over her shoulder and for an hour
and a half she was paralyzed in her throat. Dur-
ing the middle of the night her tongue came down
to her chin.
right at the door.

We held on to :God through

Her eyes became set and death was-

the night and before morning her head was in
proper position, but the vertebrae was still out of
place. Finally she was taken to the osteopathic
hospital where for six hours they strapped her up
with a pulley, trying to adjust her spine, but with-
out any success.

The only thing remaining was to put her in a
plaster of Paris cast and while this- was being
put on she suffered greatly. As most people
know she had to remain in an upright position
while the cast was hardening on her body, during
which time she nearly fainted several times. The
doctors - were overheard saying that there was
very little hope, if any, of her recovery.

Finally she was brought back to the school in
the cast. She was propped up in a hospital-bed
hired for the occasion, but was unable to move
cither to the right or to the left; she could not
feed herself or raise her hand to her face. After
awhile a little of her strength came back and she
was permitted to be moved in a wheel chair to
the north porch. A number of us felt that unless
a miracle was performed she would not be with
us very long, as some doctors say that a fractured
vertebrae never knits.

One day her physician came to see her and felt
the cast should be removed and her back mas-
saged. The doctor and her assistant sawed the
cast off, and during the ordeal Miss Menger
nearly died. Then the doctor said, “We will raise
you up and allow you to balance your weight on
your feet to get up the proper circulation.” This
Miss Menger tried to do but screamed with agony
when her foot touched the floor, and the blood
rushed to her brain. The doctor then refused to
massage her back, feeling she was too ill, and put
the cast back omn, holding it by adhesive tape on
the sides, and put her in bed, more dead than
alive,

I went in to see her that same evening and
found her in great agony. She looked up at me
with despair in her eyes and said, “Mrs. Piper, I
cannot stand this much longer.” She could not
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sit up in bed without being propped. She was.

crushed as she realized that her hopes were
blasted and she would not be able to go on with
her studies. That night we had special prayer for
her in the dining-room, and all felt that only a
miracle could save her life. . We had prayed; we
had believed the best we could, and the doctors
said it was a miracle that she was alive at all—yet
we were not satisfied, and longed to see our Hea-
venly Father do something miraculous.

She had not had any natural sleep for weeks,
and the morning after this trying ordeal with the
doctor, she was lying in bed alone, her compan-
ion having gone 1o the dining-room, when God
spoke to her and said, “Stand on your feet.” Re-
membering the awful agony of the day before, she
hesitated, but the prompting came again. So she
waited until her companion returned, and told her
what she felt her Heavenly Father had whispered

in her heart. Then she threw back the bed-clothes, -

got off the bed with difficulty because of the
heavy cast and stood on her feet without the
" slightest pain or dizziness. In the face of her con-
dition and how we almost despaired of her re-
covery, this was marvelous."*

T was told by a student that I was wanted in
Miss Menger’s room, and knowing of her awful
- suffering the day before my heart sank. When I

reached her room, which I did as quickly as pos- -

sible, I knocked at the door; which she herself
opened, reaching out her arms and clasping me in
them, while tears of joy and gratitude coursed
down her face. In my amgzement I nearly fell
over. She sent for the doctor to come and take
off the cast, but she did not respond, having no
sympathy with all that had occurred. The hos-
pital bed was taken away, but Irene found it im-
possible to lie flat on an ordinary bed and sleep on
account of the cast.
came three days later and insisted on taking her
to the hospital for an X-ray..- To show the awful
condition of the fractured vertebrae eight plates
had been taken, and the doctor did not feel free
to do anything until she had another X-ray. The
plate showed “clear”—yet the doctors having no
sympathy with the miraculous, insisted on putting
the cast back on again, tighter-than ever, with the
remark that it was for support, and adding, “since
nature has done such wondegful work.”

When I went to her room that night she was
the picture of despair, the tears running down her
cheeks, and she said, “Mrs. Piper, I will not keep
this thing on because God has healed me.” We
hardly knew how to act, knowing that the school
would be censured if we helped to take it off

The doctor and her assistant -

against the doctor’s orders. Finally, after much
prayer, we decided that since she was a woman of
mature age we would .allow her to do as she
wished. So she rose up, cut the adhesive tape
and slipped the heavy thing from her body.
Knowing that she could not sit up, stand alone or
lie down without help before, I said, “Now Irene,
lie down as you used to do,” and she stretched
out like 'a baby, which made us all fall on our
knees in thanksgiving to God for what He had
wrought. She has been walking around without
the slightest pain or weakness, comes into the din-
ing-room for her meals, goes out riding, and is
perfectly healed; is as happy as a bird out of a
cage.

“Prayer changes thmgs We sometimes think
that we can reason many things away, but after
all, God is sovereign, and we can say with Job, “I
know that Thou canst do everything; who is he
that hideth counsel without knowledge ? therefore
have I uttered that I understood not; things too
wonderful for me, which I knew not. I have
heard of Thee by the hearing of the ear, but now
mine eye seeth Thee. Wherefore I abhor myself,
and repent in dust and é},éhes.”

| Bying from Starvation

HE daily press dispatches from Peiping

(Pekin), China, tell of most heart-rending
conditions in the provinces of Shensi and Kan-
su. A former newspaper editor from Peiping
took a six weeks’ inspection trip in the Wei River
district, and on returning said that two million
persons have already died from starvation dur-
ing the last eight months ‘and two million more
are doomed to die within the next few months
There is absolutely no hope of saving them.

To add. to the suffering from famine, a recent
cold wave was the cause of thousands being
frozen to death. The thermometer registered at
32 below zero, and their bodies being so depleted
from starvation and unprepared for such weather,
they had no resistance. The minimum tempera-
ture in Shensi Province is fifteen above. The
stronger peasants have turned bandits which
makes transportation of food and money very
difficult. Literally thousands are begging for a
piece of bread and are eating sawdust and bark
from trees. This eye-witness says that even if
the China Relief Commission at Peiping had
plenty of grain to pour into the famine area, they'
could not get it there for months. The local au-
thorities are helpless and are themselves on the

(Continued on page 19)
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@he Pulse of a Bying World

THE LONDON DISARMAMENT CONFER-
ENCE at this writing, sits in solemn session, seek-
ing solutions that will solve carmal man’s . oldest
problem. Delegates, Plenipotentiaries, Diplomats,
“and experts. from the leading nations of the world
knit their' brows, look wise and play the fascinating
game of word-fencing; mere pawns on the checker
board obeying the master’ minds, concealed as it

were behind a curtain, and who in turn are obedient

serfs of the “Prince of the Power of the air”. The
babies are afraid of their own ‘toys—Battleships,
Cruisers, Destroyers, Submarines, Air Craft and
Naval warfare in general, — and their fear but
increases as each year new diabolical engines of
destruction are invented. “Should we pray for the
success of such conferences?’ asks an inquirer. We
have but one answer and it is-finall It.is in the
Bible’s last chapter, “And the Spirit and the bride
say, Come. He who testificth these things saith,
Surely 1 come quickly. -~ Amen. Even so, come,
Lord Jesus.” And as to this conference, God in
heaven shall laugh at them, for there never will be
a removing of war by trimming the “tiger’s claws”

nor playing with war's trinkets, bargaining over

them, and giving up one in favor of the other,
The cause of war is sin. Who ever heard of a
conference of nations to remove sin, to declare its
faith in Christ or turning to acclaim the Prince of
Peace? Alas! that will not be! Nevertheless, when
He comes, only then shall they learn war no more.
. ® K ok,

“THE VIRGIN MARY DID NOT DIE, BUT
ASCENDED TQO HEAVEN”, This is the next
doctrine to be imposed upon the Roman Catholic
faithful, for all over the Roman Catholic world,
feverish preparations are on for the great Ecumenical
Council of 1930, at Rome, to which the whole
Catholic world will send representatives; no doubt
the largest gathering of the sort in the history of
the Roman hierarchy. Shades of the last Papal
Meeting seem to rise to influence the proposed
gathering, to run a new extreme in imposing upon
the world, one more monstrosity of belief. In 1870
the meeting adjourned just before the loss of papal
temporal power occasioned by the rise of the United
Italian State. This year it meets again and will
no doubt, first ratify the new relations between
the Holy See and Mussolini. Then its devotees
must submit to the adoption of new doctrine; “the
mother of God” is first to be ‘proclaimed as having
escaped natural death and ascended to heaven. This
will place the Roman Catholic conception of Mary
in a still higher contrast to its conception of Christ.
In 1870 it was her immaculate conception that was
decided upon as well as the infallibility of the Pope.
How significant, that Jesus never called Mary,
mother. Mariolatry, gets no encouragement from
Christ’s own words.

FIVE HUNDRED BISHOPS IN A GREAT
EASTERN CHURCH COUNCIL, representing
every section of the Eastern and Russian orthodox
church in the world will also assemble in Grand
Congress at Mount Athos in the late spring of this
year. It seems everything is reaching the climax
of its zenith, in this last time. The languishing
Greek church also feels inspired to one grand ges-
ture, before it sinks into the maelstrom of the
final upheaval. Why such virility, such sudden and
pronounced activity, on the part of these doomed
systems of religion? Dying men have often shown
the most surprising return to the full succession
of their senses, the most astonishing clarity of
mind and inderstanding, just before they have
breathed their last in death. So we may expect all
these false systems of faith to resuscitate in 2
deceiving stimulation, in a misleading revival of their
declining powers, before their final lapse in the
coming collapse.

Bishop Stephane of Sofia declares it will be the
most important church congress since the famous
Council of Nicea, 1,000 years ago. Others describe
it as the launching of the greatest battle by the
Eastern churches against the Chirch of Rome since
the fall of the Holy Roman Empire. The Russian
National Church and those of Ethiopia, Alexandria
and Jerusalem will participate. . .

The delegates will discuss such vital questions as
the union of all Eastern churches with the Anglican
and other Protestant churches, adoption of the
modern Gregorian  calendar, revision of canon law
concerning marriages, and adoption of Western
ecclesiastical dress and the shaving of patriarchal
beards and long hair. There is also to be con-
sidered reconciliation of the Bulgarian Nationat
Church with the Patriarch of Constantinople, who
had excommunicated it, and the rtestoration to
former prestige of the Patriarch as supreme cl}lef
of all Eastern orthodox churches. Another _question
will be granting bishops and widowed priests the
right to marry. . s %

MUSSOLINI REFERS TO 1935 AS A WAR
YEAR. In spite of Disarmament Conferences the
nations will continue to make plans for war. Mus-
solini says his plans for the militarization of Italy
are “but a compromise between what we need and
what we can accomplish. When our ﬁnan_ce_s. are
better we shall increase the number of our divisions.
We seek at the decisive moment to be able to mobil-
ize and arm five million men. Our navy must be
strengthened. OQur air fleet should be so mighty that
the wings of the flying machines will darken the sun
above our coasts. Only then can we, when betwqen
1935 and 1940 we face history’s fateful hour, raise
our voice with weight and force thru the uncondi-
tional recognition of our rights.”

A New Feature

Cpming Issues Will Contain
High Lights of World Events
through Spiritual Lenses
A running record of the
Pulsations' of a Doomed Civilization
under
The Pulse of a Dying World
By the Field Editor
® #F K &k

One more reason why you should secure ten new
subscriptions for the pioneer Pentecostal paper, The
Latter Rain Evangel. Ten subscriptions for $10.
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News from the Mission Fields

INCE the bloody riot in and around Jeru-

salem last August, the land is being patrolled

by British troops, and the Jewish people have be-
gun the wotk of restoration of the colonies in
Palestine, most of which had been burned. The
young Nationalists who constitute a large num-
ber of immigrants from all parts of the world
“have given themselves unreservedly to the stu-
pendous task of recovering the land from its age-
long desolation, and vast stretches of plains and
hillsides, once a stony  wilderness have been
covered with blooming fruit trees. "But it is said
that at least 86,000 of these fruit trees were de-
stroyed by the rioters in August. Miss Radford
writes that “outside the city things are slowly
swinging back to normalcy, but not so in Jeru-
salem. The anti-Jewish boycott continues, and
fear and hatred have paralyzed every activity in
- the city. Acts of violence occur every day ; shop-
pers, whether Christian or Moslem, if seen going
into a Jewish shop will be beaten or stoned. Jews
are yet frequently stabbed and that without pro-
vocation. On Nov. 2nd, which is known as Bal-
four Day, all Arab shops were closed and most
of the houses draped in black as another protest
against the Balfour declaration. The atmosphere
around us is so charged with hatred and spiritual
darkness that it seems hard to breathe in Jeru-
salem, and so I ask you again to pray for the
peace of Jerusalem, and that the door be kept
open for us to minister Christ to perplexed and
troubled hearts.

“We thank God that Trans-Jordan has been
kept quiet on the whole, notwithstanding the ef-
forts of the agitators in Palestine. Both Mr. Whit-
man and Mr. Benjamin write most encouragingly
of the meetings in Salt. The revival spirit is rising
and the earnest prayers of many of the people,
pafticularly of the women in their morning meet-
ing, seem to bring heaven very near. We have
had the help of a young Egyptian preacher for a
month and God has blessed his message to many
souls. We are expecting another who will remain
in Trans-Jordan for some months, D. V.

“Over three years ago the people of Amman,
the capital of TransJordan, asked us to open a
mission there, and after searching for a suitable
house for two years, late in September the owner
of a building came and offered to rent it to us.
We are now getting it in shape for a mission
house and Gospel Hall. Mr. Whitman will be
st~tioned there for the present and Mr. Benjamin
will continue in the work at Salt. A most earnest
plea has come to open up work in a village
between Salt and Amman. .They courteously
asked us to visit them four years ago, but we felt
they were not very keen for a Protestant Mission.
Now as they have watched the progress of the
people in Salt they are deeply stirred. For nearly
two years the men of Hussian have been asking
for a missionary, but we have none to send. This
summer they again senf one of their young men

to Jerusalem asking us to come and later wrote
they would give us a house for the meetings, and
another house where the missionary could live
that could be rented for a small sum. Where are
the workers to go to these people with the Gospel
message? This is our day of opportunity for
TransJordan. Some of the preachers in Egypt
are offering themselves to help in the work over
there. Pray that the support for these new men
may be provided.”

Renival in Africa

Blessed news of the outpouring of the Spirit
upon their work comes from Mr. and Mrs. Otto
Keller, Kisumu, East Africa, who write under
date of Oct. 26, 1929, that now God is permitting
them to reap some of the harvest after their years
of sowing the Gospel seed. “Recently about fif-
teen have received the Baptism of the Holy Spirit,
a number have been brought back to God who
had grown cold and careless, many have been
saved, and His healing power is manifested daily.
Just to think that in this heathen darkness we are
privileged to see such marvels of His grace! Meén
and wowmen, girls and boys who a few short years
ago were in the depths of sin, made new creatures
in Christ Jesus.

We began these special meetings about four
months ago in the face of much opposition, but
like the small-pox it is “‘catching,” and even in
the outschool churches the folks are having extra
prayer meetings. Yes, we are certain the Spirit
of God is doing His utmost to draw men to God.

In some of our recent services we have hardly
been able to preach, thereé is such a spirit of
prayer, such heart-searching and confession upon
the people. A good attendance and over 500 in
the Sunday school. Two Sundays ago the power
of God fell and the regular order could not be
carried out. How touching to see the dear chil-
dren on their faces crying to God for mercy. This
was followed by shouts of praises and inspiring
testimonies.

One woman who was married to a Catholic,
backslid, but a few weeks ago she had a dream
in which the Lord told her to read Luke 13, which
she did and was much troubled. She came to the
first service. confessed her sin and got right with
God. Another who had married a wealthy man
had also backslid. Two months ago she returned
to the women’s class and got right with God, and
a month later took sick and died. But before she
passed away she pleaded with her worldly hus- .
band to turn to God. Others who, have never
come to the church are smitten with such convic-
tion that they send word for prayer.

“On the other hand, things look dark indeed
for the people of Kenya Colony. Each steamer
brings new recruits of Catholic priests, laymen
and sisters, whose slogan is, ‘Kenya for the
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church of Rome.” Mohammedanism is also on
the increase, and many poor, untaught natives are
being ensnared. The heart of every man reaches
out for God, and thru ignorance many are led into
the bondage of false religions. May God put the
burden of a lost world on his people in a new
way. When Zion travailed she brought forth.
Have we travailed in birth-pain until souls have
been brought into the kingdom? God has put
such prayer for the lost on some of our people
that T wanted a place to hide away. A dear little
mother of four children in a Sunday morning ser-
vice for Christians only, in deepest agony of soul
prayed for her lost friends and neighbors, ‘Lord
Jesus, 1 stand this man before you. Save him.’
T stand this woman before You. Save her.” And
so she continued until the spirit of prayer gripped
every soul in the service. How we appreciate
your prayers. We often think little indeed we
could accomplish were it not for being upheld by
His faithful children. We daily need His love
and patience as ours becomes exhausted.
® kK

Bro. Leader writes from Gombari, Congo
Belge, that six have just been baptized in water,
Dec. 2gth. Four have been added to their Chris-
tian class, and two Christians who have graduated
from their school leave for a special course in
evangelism at Aba, the headquarters of the A.I.M.
At the outschool the work 1s prospering and the
chief there has asked for baptism.. Brother Lead-
er explained it would mean the putting away of
all wives but one and leaving - all practices of
witchcraft, etc., so only God knows if he will be
willing to pay the price. Some are. One of the
chiefs in Liberia has been in prison for some time
for the sake of the Godspel, yet thru it all he has
remained true to God.

The missionaries in the Congo are facing the
same problems as those in other parts of Africa.
Bro. Leader writes: “In an article published in
Belgium the Roman Catholics have publicly
stated that they will ‘convert’ every Protestant
missionary and their adherents in the colony. Or
they will drive us out from the Congo as they
consider us a menace to their church.”

Eating Leanes for Food

Miss Mattie Brann writes from Wei Hsien,
Hopei Province, China, under date of Dec. 29th:
“The Evangelistic Bands have now returned from
the out-stations with blessed reports of souls set
free. We still have the women here in a Bible
Training Class which .began in November, and
will have them two weeks longer. When we know
what a sacrifice it is for them to stay away from
their homes we try to give them every moment of
our time, to help them get all the Bible and songs
they can take in. None of them could read a word
before they were converted, and very few of their
husbands can read, and many of the husbands
not even converted feel it is utter folly for women
to want to read. But the Christian women see the
need of knowing what the Word teaches in order

to grow in grace and in the knowledge of the
Tord Jesus Christ. Also many of them take the
responsibility in their local assemblies and see
they need to know more of their Bibles.

“Praise God, nearly all of the landowners had
some harvest last fall. Even the many thousands
who do not own land were able to follow the har-
vesters and glean a few hands full, which mixed
with sweet potato vines and leaves they dried
from trees, so they have had a little food up until
recently. Many trees have had the leaves stripped
as fast as they came out last spring, and when you
realize that trees are very scarce, people were
wild to get these leaves. The landowners who
have a little will always give their own village
poor a little hand-out each day and that keeps the
hordes from drawing on the city people. The
needs are still great and for the next few months
will grow worse daily.

“One of our Christian woten, nearly 25 miles
north of this city, told me of how the Lord glori-
fied His Name in her town. She said, ‘After my
village people had exhausted all their efforts to
appease the rain-gods to get rain from heaven, I
walked out in their midst and told them they were
not calling on the true God who alone could give
the rain and blessing.” Then the crowd asked her
what they should do. ‘Confess your sins,’ she
said: ‘Then T raised my hands toward heaven
and began to pray, telling the Lord they did not

‘know Him and were great sinners like I had been.

When I opened my eyes I saw them all standing
with hands raised saying, ‘We have been great
sinners’ and the very next night' we had a big
rainfall and since then they say, “Your God sent
the rain.’ Please pray for my town people that
the Lord will get many of them to follow Him.”

(Continued from page 16)
verge of starvation. '

An American Relief Committee composed of
business men and missionaries has been organized
in Shanghai, but what can they do to save the
starving millions? A British missionary, Rev.
Mr. Andrews, who passed several months in dis-
pensing relief In some sixty counties in Central
Kansu, says that the people are dying faster than
it is possible to bury them—200 persons daily in
one town : and this is repeated in other towns. In
some houses peonle are lying dead in their beds,
providing food for the dogs.. The practice of can-
nibalism is widespread. The missionary himself
had seen flesh carved and eaten, and when
Chinese officials had tried to prevent this the peo-
ple replied, “Should we be refused what the dogs
are eating ?” - It is a common thing for parents to
sell their children for food. Mr. Andrews said
that the overland route from Shensi Province to
Kansu was lined with bodies of famine victims,

(Continued on page 23)
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Strong Crying and Tears

HEN Paul Rader visited Manchuria he

V¥ spoke to a gathering of three hundred

workers in Yingkow. It was here under the

ministry of Dr. Goforth that a great revival came,

twenty years ago, the story of which came to Mr.
Rader from Dr. Goforth’s own lips:

“I started for Manchuria in February, 1908,
with the conviction that God had given me a mes-
sage for these people. I had no method to follow;
really did not know how to conduct a revival. I
could preach and let the people pray, but that was
all. On my arrival I was shocked to find the mis-
sionary in charge not believing in revival and his
wife had gone away on a holiday to get away
from it. The missionary said, ‘I heard one of
your old wind-bag preachers down at Shanghai
and his theology is as old as the hills.” T replied,
“Mine is as old as the Almighty. I think we had

LA

better stop here’.

They had been asked by Dr. Goforth to hold
extra prayer meetings in preparation for revival,
but had not held one. He went to his knees say-
ing to ‘God, “These people do not seek after Thee.
What is the use of my coming?” Then God gave
him Jer. 33:3, “Call unto me, and I will answer
thee, and show thee great and mighty things,
which thou knowest not.” So he preached and
early the next morning the leading elder came to
him saying, “In the Boxer yzar I was treasurer
of the church. They destroyed everything. I
kept some church funds which I swore I never
received. Since then I havé used the money in
my business. Your sermon searched me like fire.
I did not sleep last night. I can find no peace
until T confess this to the church I have wronged,
and restore it.” After the next sermon the elder
stood up before the people and laid bare his sin.
Others followed. Hearts melted. One man said
there were literally pools of tears on the floor
through the awful days of confession and rejoic-
ing that followed, »

Dr. Phillips, the port doctor, wrote out his ex-
perience in this revival, in a book called “By My
Spirit.” He said, “I first came in contact with
these revival meetings after they had been going
on for a week. Hence I was ushered into the
heart of things unprepared and, in candor I must
add, with a strong temperamental prejudice
against ‘Revival hysterics’ in every form, so that
mine at least is an unbiased witness. At once on
entering the church one was conscious of some-
thing unusual. The place was crowded to the door,
and tense, reverent attention was on every face.

The very singing was vibrant with new joy and
vigor. The people knelt for prayer. Silent at.
first, but soon one here and another there began
to pray aloud. The voices grew and gathered in
volume, and blended into a great wave of united
supplication that swelled until it was almost a
roar, and died down again into an undertone of
weeping. Now I understood why the floor was
so wet. It was wet with pools of tears! The
very air seemed electric—I speak in all serious-
ness—and strange thrills coursed up and down
one’s body.  Then above the sobbing in strange,
choking tones a man began to make public con-
fession.  Words of mine will fail to describe the
awe and terror and pity of these confessions. It
was not so much the enormity of the sins dis-
closed or- the depths of iniquity sounded, that
shocked one. It was the agony of the penitent,
his groans and cries, and voice shaken with sobs.
It was the sight of men forced to their feet, and
in spite of their struggle impelled as it seemed,
to lay bare their hearts- that moved one and
brought the smarting tears to one’s own eyes.
Never have I experienced anything more heart-
breaking, more nerve-racking, than the spectacle
of those souls stripped naked before their fellows.
So hour after hour it went on until the strain was
more than the onlooker could bear. Now it was
a big, strong farmer grovelling on the floor, smit-
ing-his head on the floor as he wailed unceasingly,
‘Lord! Lord!” Now a shrinking woman in a
voice scarce above a whisper; now a wee laddie
from the school, with the tears streaking his piti-
ful, grimy, little face as he sobbed out, ‘I cannot
love my enemies, Last week I stole a farthing
from my teacher. I am always fighting and curs-
ing. T beseech the pastors, elders and deacons to
pray for me.” Then again would swell that deep
organ tone of united prayer. Ever as the prayer
sank again the ear caught a dull undertone of
quiet sobbing, of desperate entreaty from men
and women who, lost to their surroundings, were
wrestling for peace.” World-wide Christian
Courier.

(Continued from page 10)

they feel it is God’s time for them to return, be-
lieving He will open an effectual door of service
for them. Bro. Williamson was pastor of the
Christian. Assembly in Zion, IIl., during his last
furlough, and they with us have a warm apprecia-
tion of these faithful missionaries. Pray for Bro.
and Sister Williamson and their son, Robert
Samuel, that God will keep them in health and
use them to the salvation of many in China.
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The Budding Hig Tree

“There is no power on earth great enough to
stop the march of Israel back to Palestine. There
are other great Powers today who would be glad
o receive and take over the Mandate,” said Lord
Melchett in a recent speech, urging Great Britain
to retain the mandate but to execute it with
greater vigor for the sake of the Jews who must
be protected and helped as they perform ‘“the
work which we have done and intend to con-
tinue to do, reform the whole economic life of
the desert by the energy and the enthusiasm
of all of us.

“Hundreds of Jewish brains,” he continued,
“thousands, I might say—organizers, experts,
financiers, are giving an amount of time to Pal-
estine which is out of all proportion to the place.
Tens of thousands of people who could have
earned a safer and bigger living elsewhere have
gone to till the soil and rebuild our land. I say
that we will not have the work interfered with,
that we will not have it stopped, and that we
- will continue it on a greater scale than ever.

“We are old in the history of the world, We
are old in persecution. We have been dragged
to many places in many centuries. We have sat
and wept at Babylon under the pitiless sky of
Mesopotamia; we have been progrommed under
the snows of Russia; we have been persecuted
in all countries and in all climes. But we have
always gone on and we shall go on now! The
great cause to which many of us have dedicated
so much of our lives, and in which many of us
are passionately interested,; must go forward. To
build up successfully and triumphantly a Na-
tional Home in which we hope our people can
live securely and happily—in a land which, after
all, we possessed for thousands of years, where
every stone speaks of our history, where every
village recalls to you the Testament—that is all
we have asked, that is all we are entitled to de-
mand—that is what the fifteen million Jews of
the world demand thru me tonight.

“And if we hear the fury of the Arab masses,
I would venture to say that the indignation and
hostility of the fifteen million Jews of the world
is a great deal more important than that of
600,000 Arabs in Palestine. The blood of our
martyrs once more waters the ground of Eretz
Israel.. Our hearts go out to them, our souls
bleed with them. It is terrible to us, terrible
to the world, but out of the martyrdom will yet
arise a greater land, a greater race, a greater
ideal than we have ever yet had in the long, weary
history of our race.” '

Religion and Enthusiasm

The following article from the Chicago Eve-
ning Post of Jan. 18th is very remarkable, coming
as it does from the secular press:

E STILL have what we call enthusiastic

crowds at football games, at political mass-
meetings, at receptions to popular heroes, but en-
thusiasm in religion is less in evidence than it
used to be.

Some may think that marks an advance in re-
ligious thought and feeling. We doubt it. We
incline strongly to a contrary opinion. We be-
lieve that one of the needs of religion is more en-
thusiasm, not less.

As a matter of fact, enthusiasm is a word
which properly used describes only a religious
attitude or state. As we use it today we abuse
it. We have torn it from its roots and cheapened
it. We have attached it to types of emotional ex-
perience and expression to which it does not be-
long. Like many another word it has suffered in
human handling a sad dilution and distortion.

It has a Greek origin. Its root is “entheos,”
which, in the days when the word was coined,
meant “indwelt by a god.” Enthusiasm, therefore,
is the condition of being “God-possessed,” and
that is the very essence of religion—certainly the
very essence of the Christian religion, A truly
religious people should be enthusiastic, and no
other people can be in the real sense of the word.

Enthusiasm as an aspect of Christian faith
dates from Pentecost, the 19ooth anniversary of
which the churches are this year commemorating.
It was then the great experience came to 120 be-
lievers in Jesus which led Paul later to write of
Christians as “temples of God.” The old thought
had been that God manifested His presence in the
temple which stood in Jerusalem, as He had in
the ancient tent or tabernacle which Israel carried
through the wilderness into the promised land.
But now His presence was to be in the lives of
men and women, without respect to rank, to edu-
cation, to anything but the readiness of faith to
receive Him. God, Who had been localized, was
universalized by Pentecost. The experience of
His indwelling was made possible to every hu-
man being.

The outstanding figure among the 120 who
were gathered in a Jerusalem home when there
came to them, after days of prayer, a realization
of the presence of God in their lives, was Simon
Peter. We recall that Peter was the friend of
Jesus who lost his nerve on the night when his
Master was arrested and taken to the palace of
the high priest. He stood quaking among the
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crowd in the palace courtyard. It was a chilly
night, and a fire was burning on the pavement.
But it was not alone the chilliness of the atmo-
sphere which made Peter quake. He was afraid.
When some one presently charged him with be-
ing a follower of this Jesus of Nazareth he stout-
ly and profanely denied that he so much as knew
Him,

That was Peter before Pentecost. That was
Peter before the upper room experience which
brought to him an awareness of God entering his
soul, of God possessing him—a Peter who be-
lieved in Jesus but did not dare confess his faith.

Now look at him. There he stands, perhaps
at an open window, perhaps on a balcony over-
looking the street. Below is a throng of curious
people, of people come to Jerusalem for the feast
of Pentecost, the feast of harvest and ingathering.
In the throng are doctors of the law, eminent ec-
clesiasts, temple officials—men who a few weeks
before had counseled together to bring about the
arrest and crucifixion of Jesus, and who had
pledged themselves to the work of stamping out
this heresy associated with His name and leader-
ship. ,

Peter is speaking. - His voice is ringing out
clearly so that every word reaches every ear. Hear
him:

“Jesus of Nazareth, a man approved of God
unto you by mighty works and wonders and signs
which God did by him in the midst of you—even
as ye yourselves know-—this Jesus, ye by the
hand of lawless men did crucify and slay. Him

‘L

hath God raised up!. . . Know assuredly that God
hath made him both Lord and Christ, this Jesus
whom ye crucified !”

And that is Peter the enthusiast; Peter the
God-possessed man.

Whatever doubts you 'may have about some
sorts of miracle, the type represented by this re-
markable change in personality is not to be ques-
tioned. It has happened over and over again in
the lives of men since Pentecost.

Peter never again denied his faith, never apol-
ogized for it, never remained silent when there
was a chance to speak a word for his Master. Peter
the enthusiast; by his life and conversation, con-
vinced people that his religion was worth having.
He was convinced of that himself. Nt because
it was a respectable thing to believe as he did—it
was far from that in his day—but because this
religion had made a man of him, had given life a
significance it never had before, had brought into
his experience a Great Companionship, and had
opened the way to possibilities which as yet he
only understood in part, but which, though dim-
ly seen, were glorious to contemplate.

Religion must regain its enthusiasm—its sense
of the divine indwellifig—if it is to win the world
to God. That is the message which comes to us
from Pentecost. If there were more enthusiasts,
more God-possessed men, there would be less
questioning as to the reality of God.

God does not dwell in dogmas, in creeds, in
philosophies. Men cannot find Him in formu-
lae. He is greater than logic.  God must be lived.

The Christian Experience of Abraham Lincoln

N S THIS is the month our nation cele-
brates the birth of her martyred
President, Abraham Lincoln, who
7)) gave his life in the great struggle
against slavery, we give the story of his conver-
sion to Christ. Statesmen, poets and great
writers sing his praises &nid laud him truly as the
greatest man the nation ever knew, but the Chris-
tian world loves to think of him as a man of God.

He was born in the midst of great revival fer-
vor—in the days when Peter Cartwright swayed
the multitudes. His mother’s last message to him
he never forgot. She said, “I am going away from
you and shall not return. I know you will be a
good boy and be kind to your father. I want you

to live as I have taught you; love your Heavenly -

Father and keep His commandments.” Many a
time when some insidious temptation came before
him, he thought of his mother’s words.

A true story is told of an experience a minis-
ter had with Mr. Lincoln at Springfield, IIL
When the minister was assigned to Springfield,
the State capital, he shrank from the appoint-
ment, partly because it was a literary city and also
because the Legislature met there. But he had
to go and the following incident occurred in the
second year of his ministry there.

. “One Sunday morning he was standing on his
veranda, when a boy came running and said,
‘Abraham Lincoln sent me to find out if you were
going to preach this morning.”  The preacher
scarcely believed the boy and replied curtly, “You
tell Mr. Lincoln if he wants to know if I am to
preach to come and see.” The little fellow’s hand
began to shake as he said excitedly, ‘But Mr. Lin-
coln said he would give me twenty-five cents if I
found out.’” - Then the preacher thought if he
could help any one surely he would do so, and
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gave this reply, “Tell Mr. Lincoln T am goiﬁg to
preach this morning at eleven o’clock.

“The church was unusually crowded that morn-
ing and when the President came he was accom-
panied by the Governor of the State and his wife.
There was no place to seat them, only to give
them chairs from the platform. The minister felt
very much intimidated, but inwardly imploring
Divine aid he read his text: “Ye must be born
again,” and preached a very earnest sermon, em-
‘phasizing the truth of his text. The next morning
Mr. Lincoln called on the minister, saying, ‘I
heard your message yesterday morning with great
interest, and have come to have a further inter-
view with you on the subject.” Hour by hour the
man of God talked and explained the Scriptures
and the new birth to Mr. Lincoln who eagerly
said, “That is just what I want—the new birth.’
They knelt in prayer and the pastor said he never
before witnessed such a bright conversion.”

He had had his years of unbelief and skepti-
cism. Joshua A. Speed who was a very dear
friend of Abraham Lincoln’s and a confirmed
skeptic, gives a testimony rggarding the religious
attitude of Mr. Lincoln.  He says, “When I
knew Abraham Lincoln in early life he was a
skeptic. He had tried to be a believer but his
reason could not grasp and solve the problem. He
often said that the most ambitious man might live
to see every hope fail but no Christian could live
to see his hope fail because’ fulfilment could only
come when life ended. In the summer before he
was killed T was invited out to Soldiers’ Home to
spend the night. As I entered the room he was
sitting at a window intently reading his Bible.
Approaching him I said, ‘T am glad to see you so
profitably engaged.” ‘Yes,” he said, ‘I am profit-
ably engaged. Have you ever recovered from
vour skepticism? I answered, ‘I am sorry to say
that I have not.” Looking earnestly into my face
Abraham Lincoln placed his hand on my shoulder
and said to me, ‘You are wrong, Speed. Take all
of this Book, the Bible, and all of reason that you
can and the balance on faith, and you will live and

3

die a happier and better man’.

While he had that experience in Springheld,
he did not really consecrate his life to God urntil
later. He says of himself, “When I buried my
son, the severest trial of my life, I was not a
Christian, but when I went to Gettysburg and
saw the graves of thousands of our soldiers, I
there and then consecrated myself to Christ.,”
From that time on he lived as a man who had
Yeen to the cross of Christ. Nothing gave him

greater joy than to tell his friends how the peace
of God came into his heart, e often prayed
all night long during the struggles of the war. A
Roman Catholic priest said that Abraham Lin-
coln was the most perfect type of Christian that
he had ever seen.

Facing the great problems of the nation he
said, “I have been driven many times to my knees
by the overwhelming conviction that I had no-
where else to go. My own wisdom, and that of
all about me seemed insufficient for that day.”

On the last night of his life, when Abraham
Lincoln was in Ford’s Theatre at a celebration
being held for the end of the war, he was discuss-
ing with his wife, in quiet tones, his prospects of
taking a trip to the Holy Land. “Now that the
war is over,” he said, “I would like to take a trip
to the Holy Land and see Calvary and Geth-
semane, and walk the streets of Jerusalem.” Bare-
ly had he said those words when the fatal shot
was fired, and “the next morning he was walking
the streets of the New Jerusalem.”

(Continued from page 23)
and that his horse stepped over as many as fifty
bodies in one day.

The China Famine Relief Organization esti-
mates that the area of the intense suffering covers
a population of thirty million in various stages of
destitution and starvation, which means that
about one-tenth of the population of China will
have died by the time the famine is over.

Oh that God would raise up some Christian
statesmen within her borders who would be able
to show those in authority that the land is cursed
because of idolatry and superstition! “Righteous-
ness exalteth a nation, but sin is a reproach to any
people.”  The Christian nations of the earth
could go in and establish industries, build fac-
tories and railroads, and mine the treasures stored
in the earth, but poor China maintains her inde-
pendence and is so taken-up with factional feuds
and internal chaos that she is unable to cope with
the awful loss of life—thirty million dead and dy-
ing, If the leaders of the new government would
turn to the living God He would come to their
rescue. With man, the task is hopeless; with
God nothing is impossible.

® * *
(Continued from page 2)

“We have waited for last minute news. The
second Sunday is past and the tide has risen to
a flood. In the last two days, 10T souls have
surrendered to God, making about 150 for the
first week of the Campaign.”
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THE MARKED BIBLE

Containing the King James or
Authorized Version of the Old
and New Testaments, marked by
the best system of Bible marking
on subjects connected with the
Themes. of SALVATION with all
.markings printed in Red
THE - HOLY SPIRIT with all
markings printed in Green
TEMPORAL BLESSINGS with
all markings printed in Brown
PROPHETIC SUBJECTS with all
markings printed in Purple
so as to enable any.person to tell at a glance
the meaning of any passage marked; to turn
rapidly to verses onzany subject marked; or to
give Bible readings at a moment’s noicte on
any subject marked.

The Text of the Bible Has Not Been
‘empt is made to influence
the reader’s opinion woncerning the meaning
of the verses or passéges marked.

The Most Practic

ce that it will be “The
world’s greatest masterpiece”” as a help in

Bible study.

A Complete T ers’ Bible containing
Helps to Bible Study;.including a full Encyclo-
pedia Concordance, a, Subject Dictionary, etc.,
etc., prepared in simiple language, printed
from bold face ty profusely illustrated.
Self-Pronouncing.
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Coming Articles by our Field Editor

First Fruits: The Great Samson Savior and
The Grated Gates of Gaza.

The Coming True Harvest: The Tree that
Tumbles its Fruit Heavenward.

Left Behind: The Fate of Those who Miss
the Rapture.

See that your Friends Get these Issues.

Special offer to New Subscribers only: Be-
ginning with March issue to end of year, $1.00.

“WITH SIGNS FOLLOWING”
By Stanley H. Frodsham

This is a splendid work:on the Latter Rain Outpouring of
the Holy Spirit, from ife “first shower of latter rain” in g1900
until the present time, It .is deeply interesting. It contains
detailed accounts of Pentecostal revivals thruout the United
States, British Isles, Germany, Holland, Scandinavia, Canada,
India, South America, Egypt, China and Japan. A book filling
a long-felt need. Price enlarged edition, $1.30 by mail.

SMITH'S BIBLE DICTIONARY

Two books are a necessity for every Christian worker, s
concordance and a Bible. Dictionary. One of the standards
along this line is Smith’s, It contains every name in the
Bible, gives a deseription of people and places, also an account
of each- book, explains civit- and religious institutions, man-
hers and customs of . ews, etc., etc, Maps and illustra-
tions. 778 pages, $2.15

RAJ, BRIGAND CHIEF
A True Record,-by :Afhy Carmichael

Almost incredible. Ina , is the thrilling rec-
ord of a young Hindw’of *South India. Well born and inno-
cent of crime, yet houndéd by the native police into highway
robbery. ~Forced to -iive :in the jungles, was converted to
Christianity and remained: s Christian until his tragic death.
One of the world’s greal ‘stories. Cloth, 312 pages, $2.50.

CHILDREN OF THE LJGHT IN INDIA
By Mrs, Arthur Parker (Author of Sadhu Sundar Singh)
Stories of heroic, native men and women including philos-
ophers, poets, a judge,&:driestess, a princess and a robber
chief, who have seen. theilight of Christian faith, A work
vivid with .incident, pathos, heroism, and victory, and vital
with the power of Christianity. These stories of India’s saints
are assurance to the church. that missions pay. Cloth, 192
pages, $2.00, postage 10¢,

A BIBLE GAME

A fascinating study of the entire Bible, for old and young.
Entertaining, instructive,”"@lid helpful. When played a few
times one is master of  the characters, cities, and countries
of .the Plble. A means &f mental and spiritual development.
The best Bible game out.: Everybody who plays it dnce, wants
one of his own. Suitable for a gift. Price 50c.

MOUl;I{‘gAIN PEAKS . OF.. PROPHECY AND SACRED HIS-
TO :

By W. H. Cossum, M. A.

Do you know what is meant by “The Prophetic Leap,” “The
Composite Picture” rophecy? This book will make it
plain, Prophecy regarding the Jew, Antichrist, Jerusalem,
Babylon, etc., etc., unfolded. Understand the trend of events
by studying prophecy. .€loth, 75e¢, postage 5e.
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AND TODAY

The remarkable story of how the Lord came in vision to one
who had passed all human help. and told her He would heal
her. A present-day mirdele;. . 10c.
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