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Poor People Who

EN
striving to acquire the wealth
This 1s the
highest aspiration in life with many.

and women alike are

of this world.

The acquirement of wealth is counted
success. If one can amass a fortune
in a few short yvears he is looked upon
as a successful man. This is the way
the wogld goes. The care
nuthin§ for their souls. Just so they
wealth to be
counted successful in this world they
seem to be satisfied. Many of this
attention to the Bible
with its many warnings to the rich,
and its advice to seek for the true
that last

boundaries of this world.

masses

accumulate enough

class give no

riches will beyond the

As a rule
people are short sighted. They can
see what is close around. them,
are able to

into a

only
and comparatively few
see zcross the border bigger
world than

very

this one. This appears

unwise in the face of the in-
spired Word.

But it is not our purpose to discuss
the way the people of the world look
upon wealth, neither is it our purpose
to raise objecticns to people acquiring
wealth. It is our purpose to point
out to our readers a few pqor people
rich. At sight
might seem absurd and ridiculous. but
full

subject is reached in the light of the

that are first this

when the understanding of the
Huly Scriptures it is very reasonable
_and ‘hecomes a source of comfort to
those who have labored all their lives
to lay up enough of this world’s goods

TOMLINSON

The Best Value Is
Not Always
Money Value

Why Not Strive
For The Best?

keep them in their old days and
have failed.

There is a story told of two men,
one a rich man, the other a poor man.
The rich man reveled in luxury dur-
ing his life time while the poor man
could scarcely At last they
both died. The rich man was buried
with great pomp and splendor. He

exist.

had many friends to follow his re-

mains to the place of burial. His
family and friends were arraved in
apparel suitable for the occasion. The

funeral was very expensive, and was
celebrated with elaberate ceremonies.
Every attention was given to make the
affair

purchased with money.

as «;(Hl](l }\f‘
But little at-
tention was given to the death

funeral as grand
and
I{ls l‘)(u]_\‘
was thrown roughly inte a board box
There

funeral of the poor man.

and buried in a paupér’s grave.
beautiful
mourners, no
friends and
given him except just enough to get

were no (‘("‘T(’Ill”ﬂi(‘s. no

flowers, no train of

but-little attention was

him out of the way.

Are Rich

The next scene opens over in the
other world.
esting part.

Here is the most inter-
The rich man was in tor-
ment while the poor man was com-
forted. The explanation—given by
one who haz once been a citizen of
this world, vut was now in authority
over there should be very impressive
to all who care for their future wel-
fare, “Abraham said, Son,
that thou in thy

remember
life time receivedst
thy good things, and likewise Lazarus
evil things: but now he is comforted,
and thou art tormented.” And all
the begging and persuading by the
rich man could not reverse things or
relieve his pain.
been rendered.
cast.

The sentence had
The die had been
No changes could be made.

If this world was the only world,
and all of life, then it might pay to
amass fortunes and escape the incon-
veniences of but since it is
not all of life to live, neither is it all
of death to die, it is wiser to choose
a different course. I'd

poverty,

rather be 2
poor man that will be comforted

the next world than to be a rich man
in this world and tormented there.
It is greater riches even in this world
to carry a good free conscience than
to have the millions of earth and be
condemned carrying a guilty con-
science day aiter day and year after
vear. It is more pleasant in this
world to have plenty so one can be
comfortable, but when one gets his

mind nxed on his possessions and
wealth and neglects his future happi-
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ness he is certainly acting very unwise,

and his attention should be called to

a question put by Him that spake as
never man spake. ‘“What is a man
profited, if he should gain the whole
world and lose his own soul ? or what
shall a man give in exchange for his

- soul ?” (Matt. 16:26.)

The Bible tells us of poor people
who are rich. This reads like a para-
dox for the Bible is true -even if
some things do seem incredible. The
writer is discussing riches and poverty.
He shows how God would frown up-
on any one for showing greater re-
spect to a rich man than to a poor
man. And in his argument he waxes
bold as he puts the question, “Heark-
en, my beloved brethren, Hath not
God chosen the poor of this world

wn——tich in faith, and heirs of the kingdom

-
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which he hath promised to them that
love him?” (Jas. 2:5.) And he gives
people a mild rebuke for despising the
poor. God’s poor are loved by Him
and He is watching over them with
His all seeing eye. Anything that
touches His poor touches Him. He
is very sensitive to these touches,
James becomes so enthusiastic in his
subject that he finally declares that
those who have respect of persons by
reverencing the rich and despising the
poor commit sin.

Paul tells of the grace of God be-
stowed upon the churches of Mace-

= donia, and shows that they ate poor

but rich. Poor in this world’s goods
but rich in faith and deep spirituality.
They were in a great trial of afflic-
tions but had abundance of joy. They
were in deep poverty due to the riches
of their liberality. They went be-
vond their power in giving to the sup-
port of the ministry and while this
reduced them to poverty they were
rich in grace and glory. There is a
line which one may pass that will open
up into the rich fields of spirituality.
I'd rather have this than wealth.
Jesus went the lowly way—did not
have a place to lay His head. He
was rich, but for our sakes He be-
came poor. He went through this
world with the poorest of men. He
was so poor that He had to perform

<

a miracle to get enough money to pay
His taxes. Do you want to follow
His steps? Are you willing to be-
come the poorest of men to attain to
the deep spirituality- that it will take
to make you like Him? Are you will-
ing to be classed with poor people
that are rich? If you are not, there
is plenty of room elsewhere for vou,
but what will the next world be to
you if you choose another path? Paul
commends the churches of Macedonia
for their sacrifices, even if it did re-

duce them to poverty, and shows what.

great joy God gave them.

I suppose Smyrna “was the poorest
church referred to in the catalogue.
The message to this church shows that
the messenger knew of their poverty,
but He did not ignore them because
they were poor. Hear the message:

“I know thy works, and tribula-
tion, and poverty, (but thou art rich)
and I know the blasphemy of them
which say they are Jews and are not,
but are the synagogue of Satan.

“Fear none of those things which
thou shalt suffer.”

Although in poverty yet enjoying
the riches unseen by mortal eyes. The
messenger found no fault with this
church—no fault with the pastor.
Others who were rich were sharply
criticized while this poor one was com-
mended and encouraged.

The story of Moses is very impres-
sive. He could have heired a fine
estate if he had remained with
Pharaoh’s daughter and been willing
to be called her son. But he saw
something better awaiting him. It
was not seen by the natural eve, but
seen out of sight by the eye of faith.
The unseen is often mogpe attractive
to God’s people than that which is
seen. And this was true of Moses.
It is said of him: ‘

“Choosing rather to suffer aflictions
with the people of God, than to enjoy
the pleasures of sin for a season;

“Esteeming the reproach of Christ
greater tiches than the treasures in
Egypt: for he had respect unto the
recompense of the reward.” (Heb.
11:25,26,)

There is something peculiar about

- L e 3
such an expereince. I know a man
who could have had a splendid fortune
today. He was industrious, strong.
physically, a good mind, capable of
doing business, was making his way in
the world upward, gained favor with
business men until he was selected
treasurer of a business concern,
handled thousands of dollars without

giving bond, was gaining in influence -

until his name was mentioned for one
of the highest offices in his county,
every prospect for him was prosperity.
But he chose the lowly path—the one
with the Savior of men. Like Moses,
he esteemed the reproach of Christ
greater riches than worldly honors,
property and plenty. The reproach
has been more than he at first antici-
pated, but he has never had any inten-
tion of retracing his steps and drop-
ping back into the world to receive
the applause of men. He counted the
cost at the start, deliberately made his
choice because he saw the true riches
in the beyond. He now lives from
hand to mouth when he could have
been living in luxury. To him the
reproaches are riches. Like Paul he
takes pleasure in reproaches, in neces-
sities, in persecutions, in distresses for
Christ’s sake. This seems foolish to
the world, but it is glory to him. He
is truly one among the poor that is
rich. :

This is a time for deep considera-
tion. It is not easy to keep from be-
coming influenced by the world to the
extent that we think we must have
something to be thought well of. And
since the world all around us is hurry-
ing to accumulate wealth it may not
be easy to keep out of the stream and
undertake to become rich, but the
deepest spiritual people are endeavor-
ing to lay up treasures in heaven
where moth or rust doth not corrupt
or thieves’ break through and steal.
The treasure house where the meek
and lowly deposit their wealth is in
the beyond. They have their hearts
and affections set on things above and
not on the things of earth. They
would rather be rich in faith than to
There is more happiness
in being rich in faith than to have

own a city.

L —



great possessions here, This is not
spoken to discourage having homes
and the necessities of this life, but we
are only trying to point people to the
riches beyond that far exceed the
riches here. It is also meant to en-
courage the deeply spiritual who have
but little of the things of this world.
I find that the things that are seen
are only temporal while the things
that are not seen are eternal.

It is to be remembered that Jesus
did not go to the higher circles of
society to select His twelve apostles.
He wanted men—men
who could endure hardships, priva-
tions and go hungry sometimes and
not complain, therefore He went after
toilers—fishermen. 1 was

industrious

common
once with a brother in the ministry
who had evidently never known much
about hardships for the sake of
the gospel, and I do not know whether
he saw what the true riches were or
not, but he got hungry and complain-
ed at me very much because he seemed
to think I had money and would not
spend it. 1 was as helpless to obtain
food as he was but because 1 did not
complain he seemed to think I was
to blame. I do not know whether I
ever got him to believe me or not, but
I succeeded in getting him to deliver
a message right in the time of his
complaint and the Lord blest him so
good while delivering the message
that he never complained at me any
more about being hungry. 1 think
he must have gotten away from pre-
sent conditions and rode over the
bridge to a land of spirituals where
he got a glimpse at least of the true
riches.

I wish this message could be blest
of God in a way to attract people
toward the plains of white heated
love that will make people who are

poor feel rich in faith. To get a

glimpse of a few pilgrims of this sort,
call attention to a conversation be-
tween Peter and his Lord. Jesus was
giving a lesson about how hard it
was for rich people to be saved. The
teaching was deep and the listerners
were amazed. They sought for ex-
pression and some said, “Who then
can be saved?” But Peter always
ready for his part and anxious to get
a better understanding exclaimed,
“Behold, we have forsaken all, and
followed thee; what shall we have
He was surely looking
further over to the place of reward,
for he had Waid aside all his business
and was not even trying to make a
living for his faimly. Here was the
answer Jesus gave him:

“Verily 1 say unto you, that ye
which have followed me, in the re-
generation when the Son of man shall
sit in his throne of his glory, ve also
shall sit upon twelve thrones, judg-
ing the twelve tribes of Israel.”

Probably this satisfied Peter and the
others for this showed them that they
would be rewarded for all sacrifices
they had made. They could afford
to toil on with the Master and be-
lieve His promise for the future. But
Jesus did not stop there. He not only
answered for them but for others also
as He continued:

“And every one that hath forsaken
houses, or brethren, or
father, or mother, or wife, or children,
or lands, for my name’s sake, shall
receive an hundredfold, and shall in-
herit everlasting life.” (Matt. 19:27-
29.)

It is evident that the disciples did
not get the hundred fold of earthly
possessions while they lived so this
must have referred to rewards beyond
the borders of this world. There is
another example of some poor people
They showed their

therefore?”

or sisters,

are rich.

that

THE FAITHFUL STANDARD

faith and heroic courage by sticking
to their Lord. They were poor yet
rich in faith. And others beside them-
selves have the promise just the same.
The best riches are not always money
values, then why not strive for the
best ? Our

citizenship is in heaven anyway, and

Our riches are beyond.

there is where we expect to receive
our wealth. We are not to place our
affections on things ot earth, but up-
on things in heaven. We can be poor
people and rich at the same time. I
decided long ago to take Jesus and
poverty in this world rather than
wealth and no Jesus. To me Jesus is
worth more than all this world, and
[ can afford to go the lowly way,
misunderstood, rejected and despised,
because I am rich with Him since 1

am a joint-heir with Him. (Rom.
8:17.)
This is not fiction, this is real.

People do not understand, but we
know whereof we speak. - Paul said,
“As sorrowful, yet alway rejoicing;
as poor, vet making many rich ; as hav-
ing nothing, and yet possessing all
things.” Mysterious, but true. Paul
further states, ‘“for all things are
yours.” Isn’t that riches for you?
What more could we ask for? He
repeats, “‘All are yours; and ve are
Christ’s and Christ is God's.

In closing up the last book of the
Bible a broad promise is made to the
overcomer. I want to be one, don’t
you? Here is the promise which puts
the capsheaf on and surely is the
climax of the whole thing to prove
the riches that belong to the poor.

“HE THAT OVERCOMETH
SHAEL TN HERELR ALY
THINGS.” (Rev. 21:7.) What

more could we expect? For what
more could we ask? These are the
poor people that are rich getting the

very best for their faithfulness.

~
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The Valley of the Shadow

“Come, let us join our friends above
That have obtained the prize,
And on eagle wings of love
To joys Celestial rise.”

Just at the moment that Charles
Wesley was passing over the tide, his
brother, John Wesley, was leading
the congregation in another place in
singing the above stanza.

And Charles himself—just before
the silver cord was loosed—requested
his wife to write

“In age and feebleness extreme,
Who shall a sinful worm redeem?
Jesus, my only hope thou art,
Strength of my failing flesh and heart :
(O could I catch one smile from thee,
And drop into eternity!”

There was no fear of death when
Charles Wesley died—nor when the
seraphic Fletcher died shouting at the
last: “God is love! Oh for a gust
of praise to go to the ends of the
earth!”

When the beloved young Walsh
died at twenty-eight, his last words
were: “He’s come! He's come!”

When the earnest, fearless, honest
Grimshaw, venerable minister of the
Gospel, saw death very near, he ex-
claimed: “1 am as happy as I can be
in this world, and as sure of heaven
as though I were there. 1 have my
foot on the threshold already.”

Ten thousand times ten thousand
Saints have found comfort in their
trust in God when it came time to go
into the shadow. In the past twenty
vears it has been the custom to preach
more about the value of salvation in
this present world—to give joy, and
happiness, and long life. All of which
is true.

But the supreme test of Salvation is
when you come into the valley of the
shadow. Probably not a man or
woman ever dies but they seek the
consolation of religion of some kind.

The heathen send for priests of
their idols. Members of the Christian
religion seek the comfort of the pastor.

Even in the death houses at the
penetentiaries, the priest or the min-
ister is sought by those going to be
executed.

No matter how careless a person
may be about religion, and salvation
in life and health, when sickness or
misfortune comes—then they seek
God.

On being approached about salva-
tion for his soul, a man responded in
the answer that too many are giving,
“T am not ripe yet.” Apparently for
himself he doesn’t need God. He
freely admits that he will need God
when he comes to the end of life—
but “I don’t especially need him now.”
May God save his soul—but what a
great risk he is taking.

A certain man in our town—no
doubt worth many millions—has lived
He
has observed the highest laws of honor
and morality. He has dealt gener-
ously with his emplovees of whom he
He never
smokes, and never swears. He was
once a poor man and has made his
entire fortune honestly.

But he has had little time for
thoughts of heartfelt religion. Re-
cently he read an article on “The
conversion of a Sinner.” He read it
over several times. He spoke to his
friends about it—and among his re-
marks was something like this:

“I have worked hard for all I have.
No one have I intentionally wronged.
But honestly I don't believe that 1
have really been converted. [ don't
believe I know how to pray to Al-
mighty God. I must find out.”

There is a man who has everything
that wealth can command—but he ad-
mits that he doesn't have what you
and I have—the knowledge that we
Know God-—and know how to reach
Him in prayer.

To every man on this earth it is

for years a nominal Christian.

has at least a thousand.

not given to be wealthy. But to every
man is given the full opportunity to
learn and know God—against the
time when Death shall come.

David *Though I walk
through the valley of the shadow of
death I shall fear no evil.” And how
well could he say it, at any time in his
life.

As a boy tending the sheep he was
in danger of a lion and a bear. He
killed them both. When he walked
out to meet Goliath it was into a
valley of the shadow. When with a
thousand men he was marching into

says

a trap set for him by treacherous
enemies, among those professing to be
his friends—again God was with him.

Saul threw his javelin at him—and
later when he was kinz sons of his
own household rebelled against him—
there were enemies on every hand.
But God delivered him.

Having been through all these great
dangers, and depending upon God,
and finding deliverance, David could
“I shall

ART

say even up to his last day:
fear no evil”, for “Thou
WITH ME.”

None who have passed beyond the
veil have returned to tell us altogether
what it is like. Scientists in the Wool-
worth Building in New York have
been for several months waiting in
vain for some one who can demon-
strate that he can get word from the
dead. Socalled mediums who claim
that they can bring up the dead are
heing turned away as they try to get
the $2,500.00 prize for demonstrat-
ing that they can get word from the
dead. 1

But the scientists are waiting in
vain,

It is a long journey after leaving
this life. We all realize that death
does not end all.
promised to go with us all the way.
By many supernatural signs he show-
ed that He pierced the veil. And we
know that he went on to glory and
there awaits the Faithful.

The Saviour has
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It will be wonderful comfort to
feel that at the end of the road the
Saviour will be waiting. The writer
was at one time in great danger in a
storm at sea. A ship in full view
suddenly disappeared—and hundreds
lost their lives. While the storm raged
many were praying. Lhe captain
himself was unconscious for hours so

water, and the outlook was altogether
gloomy. It was a time to think upon
one’s soul—if indeed one could think
in the midst of the excitement. You
can judge how thankful it was to feel
that he was fully prayed up. All was
well—whether to live or to die—was
gain—so it was God’s will,

While it is true that Life is far

THE FAITHFUL STANDARD

it be to die in Christ.

The glory of the funeral doesn’t
insure a passage over. In a few hours
the flowers will be withered; the
horses and the drivers will have for-
gotten their recent charge ; the mourn-
ers will have returned to their wonted
duties. The dead will be forgotten.

. Death in even the humblest home

violently was he pitched about by the
The ship was half filled with

sweeter with Christ all along the

pathway—death is indeed a victory if there.

can be glorious—if only Christ

“The Meanest Man in the
World”

BOUT the year 1900, A. J. Tomlinson
i was preaching Holiness in Cherokee
LL County, North Carolina. In addition to
preaching he was conducting an orphanage and
school for the benefit of many poor in the moun-
tains.

It was generally rumored—despite these efforts
for good—that Brother Tomlinson was “the
meanest man in the world.” In all the history
of religion, if any man follows Christ they are
beset by false rumors, and uncalled-for persecu-
tions.

One afternoon in late summer a man came up
to the house where Brother Tomlinson lived with
his family and with his household of orphans, ard
those children of the mountain poor who had
left their children with him for education.

This stranger came up riding a splendid bay
horse—with his saddlebags, armed with two pis-
tols and a shotgun. He had no hair on his head,
no eyelashes, no eyebrows. He said that he had
killed his brother, and that his brother had come
back and pulled every hair out one at a time.

He frankly told Brother Tomlinson that he
had heard that Tomlinson was the meanest man
in the world. He himself had been a very mean

man, and he was anxious to see ‘‘the meanest
man,” and would surely see him when he saw
Tomlinson.

He said he wanted to stay long enough to see
just what the “meanest man” would do, so he
stayed all night and until the afternoon of the
next day.

He watched every movement Brother Tomlin-
son made. He was in family prayers; he was
particularly surprised to find that Grace was
asked at every meal.

When he went away he said to Brother Tom-
linson, “I am disappointed. I came to find you
the meanest man, and find you good.”

This strange man went back home, selected the
best cow from his herd and sent it to Brother
Tomlinson to help in feeding the orphans during
the winter.

And not only did he send a cow, but he helped
in many ways.

He also sent his own daughter to Brother Tom-
linson’s home to attend the school during the
winter.

Even of the Apostles of Jesus Christ it was
said, “They that turn the world upside down
have come hither also.”

-'&_4“
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Crowd Leaving Tabernacle Sunday Afternoon

The Whole World Is Anxious
For The Gospel

Salesmen, Clerks, Bricklayers, Plumbers, Printers —
Every Man and Woman ought to be Active Christian Workers

N the

| above the
2| crowds can be seen leaving a

picture

prepared near a church, because the
church was far too small to accommo-
date the crowds during an evangelis-
tic series of meetings.

On the front cover of this number
of ‘'THE FAITHFUL SANDARD
is a picture of people trying to jam
their way into the church on an
Easter Morning.

The demand for the Gospel is very
great. The preachers who really have
the blessing are doing their best, but
they cannot meet the calls.

Just a few days ago I received a
letter from a great and good man,
who is ministering and working as
In this letter he said,
“if it were possible I could make fifty
of myself, and every one of them

hard as he can.

would be busy” in conventions,
evangelistic services, and missionary

effort.

:: tabernacle which was hastily

A Few Remarks About JOHN WESLEY

But it is so difficult to find preach-
ers enough who really have the bless-
ing. There are plenty who are will-
ing to wear the ministerial robes—
ascend the pulpit on Sunday Morning
and with studied and heavy decadence
deliver a discourse from typewritten
sheets—to have the sisters take them
by the hand and say (whether they
mean it or not) ‘‘T'hat was a won-
derful sermon, Dr. Gush."”

But where are the preachers that
look to God for their compliments—
and look to men only for their souls?
They are all too few.

Those of us who are working people
—and have the blessing in our own
hearts must come to the rescue of
lost souls.

Sinners spend their evening at
Clubs, at Card parties, at Theatres,
Carousals, Dances. They all manage
to find time for it.

Christians must take that time to

e &

work for the Lord. They can work
evenings, in prayer meeting, in writ-
ing letters, in prayer for the sick, in
evangelistic meetings. Some of the
finest preachers the world has ever
had began their Christian service in
What a wonderful
blessing it would be if every Christian
would improve all his time.

just this way.

I was reading only recently of the
tremendous work that the great Re-
former and Holiness Preacher, John
Wesley, laid out for himself. No
sooner had John Wesley experienced
the transforming power of God’s
Grace than he hastened to declare it
to all, taking the world for his parish.

—to the miners in the darkness of
the mines, to the Newecastle felons in
their loathsome jails, to the wealthy
and refined worshippers in the- fash:
ionable churches, St. John’s and St
Ives's.

John Wesley intended to preach in



the pulpits of the established churches
in England. But they thrust him
out. He resolved that neither Bish-
ops, nor curates, nor church wardens
should stand between him and duty.

But where he would preach he did
not know. Every door seemed to
close against him, and every face
frowned upon him, save only the face
of God.

BUT WHILE GOD SMILED
HE KNEW NO FEAR.

Wesley and his fellow workers were
denied the privilege of the
hospitals and the jails to hold forth
the Gospel. Then they fled to the
open fields, and to the streets of the
cities, choosing for pulpits the market
house steps, a horse-block, a coal heap,
a table, a stone wall, a mountain side,
the back of the horse—anything.

And consider how John Wesley
During a period of fifty-
four years his travels averaged about
five thousand miles a year! (Some
say eight thousand miles). And most
of this travel was on horseback.

even

worked !

He preached not less than twenty
sermons a week, frequently more.
These sermons were delivered mostly
in the open air. For fifty-four vears
he preached on an average of fitteen
sermons a week—In his lifetime more
than 42,000 sermons. In our times
a preacher does well if he averages
a hundred sermons a year.

And while preaching and traveling
he had time to read 2,200 volumes on
various subjects.

He wrote and published grammars
of the Hebrew, Greek, Latin, French,
and English languages. He was for
many years editor of a monthly
periodical of fifty-six pages, known as
the Arminian Magazine, requiring the
undivided attention of any ordinary
man in these times. He wrote and
later revised ‘“The Christian Library”,
consisting of thirty volumes—a marvel
cf excellence. '

His poetical works, in connection
with Charles Wesley's, amounted to
not less than forty volumes. He com-
piled and published six volumes of
church music. In all, John Wesley

wrote more than two hundred

volumes !

Besides this he had pastoral duties.
For a long time he appointed the
class leaders of all the bands, and
select societies. He had under his
personal care tens of thousands of
souls.

To these unparalleled labors he
added the

building of churches, raising funds to

establishment of schools,

carry on the work, and a special care
over the whole movement.

One wonders how he could have
accomplished so much.

“In order to save time,” says one
of his biographers, “in the first place,
he ascertained how much sleep he
needed; and when settled he
never varied from it to the end of his
life. He rose at four in the morning
and retired at ten in the evening,
never losing any time, he says, ten

once

minutes by wakefulness.”

John Wesley himself makes the re-
markable statement that ten thousand
cares were no more weight to his
mind than ten thousand hairs to his
head. “l am never tired with writ-
ing, preaching, or traveling.”

With all these labors John Wesley
lived to the good old age of eighty-
seven. On his last birthday he wrote:

“This day 1 enter into my
eighty-eighth year. For above
eighty-six years | found none of
the infirmities of old age; my
eyes did not wax dim, neither was
my natural strength abated. But
last August I found almost a sud-

den change—my eyes were so dim

that no glasses would help me;

my strength likewise quite for-
sook me and probably will not re-
turn in this world. But I feel
no pain from head to foot, only

it seems nature is exhausted, and

humanly speaking, will sink more

and more till ‘The weary springs
of life stand still at last.” "

What a wonderful example he has
set for Christian  workers. The
amount of good that he has done can-
not be counted in terms of this world.
He gave impetus to the message of
Holiness such as no other perhaps,
since the Apostle Paul.

THE FAITHFUL STANDARD

If we could alone take the lesson
that he gives in improving every mo-
ment possible for God—that would

Too

early in the evening we get sleepy—

mean salvation to thousands.

and go to bed. Too late in the morn-
ing do we lie abed, half asleep.
There is no reason in the world
now why every Christian cannot be-
come a full-fledged worker.
Christian
pastor, a Sunday School worker, a

Every
should become either a

missionary, or an evangelist—The de-
mand is great.

Your pastor will be glad for you to
become a Christian worker—even if
you cannot attend your own church
regularly—so you are in Christian
service.

It isn't even necessary now for
Christians to go away from home for
a few years in order to get the Bible
Training and Christian worker’s in-
struction. You can get instruction
right in your own home and at a
fraction of the cost of attending a
Bible School. If possible it is good to
attend a regular Bible School. But
it isn’t necessary.

In the world’s work, such as law-
vers, teachers, accountants, machinists,
advertising men, engineers, electricians
—practically every profession—the
Graduates of Correspondence Schools
have attained highest honors in their
work—and remuneration quite the
equal of the average graduate from
a residence School.

Every member of the church—every
one who takes the name of Christian,
should be taking up some studies that
will make him or her more efficient
in the Lord’s work.

John Wesley's labors were enor-
mous, but you will notice that he had
time to read more than two thousand
volumes. In the course of his life,
he must have spent a lot for his educa-
tion and learning. He was a graduate
of Oxford, and was in fact a teacher
in that University for a period.

He speaks of the remarkable Bible
Students that he had associated with
him in his work. One of them died
at  twenty-eight, of whom John
Wesley said: “Such a master of Bible
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Knowledge I never saw before, and
1 never expect to see again, If he
was questioned concerning any He-
brew word in the Old, or any Greek
word in the New Testament, he could
tell, after a little pause, not only how
often the one or the other occurred
in the Bible, but also what it meant
in every place.”

Don't hesitate to spend a year or
two with the Bible in a definite course
of Bible Study.
ness to your Christian Experience

[t will give a rich-

such as vou have not hitherto believed
possible.

The Book of Books, that for two
thousand years has been the Greatest
Book in the World, holds ten thous-
and treasures that you have not yet
taken for your very own.

But the big reason that will prompt
you to prepare for active Christian
work is the call of Lost Souls every-
where. Right in vour own town are
multitudes that need God in their
hearts more than anything else in the
world.

What a crown of glory it will be
upon yvour head at the end of the way
to feel that you have done your very,
very, best for God and the souls of
men. It will never do for one who
has received the blessing as you have
to close yourself up in a shell like a
clam, and not tell the world of the
blessing you have received.
vour own blessing will have gone.
It is only a simple message—the
story of Salvation. As they have
often said to us, “Though we cannot
sing like angels, though we cannot
preach like Paul, We can tell the
love of Jesus—How He died to save
them all.” And that is the story.

When 1 was very young in the
ministry 1 was announced to preach
at a certain place the first and second
sermons of a revival meeting that was
to open. [ diligently prepared a
sermon, the first, with all the care
possible. I delivered the sermon in
the morning service, with what seem-
ed to me fervor and effectiveness,
The congregation received it joyously
—that is the Christians, and many
told to me after the close, that it was

For soon

a splendid sermon. But to me it was
a total loss—for not one soul had come
forward to get saved from sin.

That evening when I took the stand
I was so broken up over the failure
of the morning, and my desire to see
souls brought into the kingdom, that
as I opened the Book to take my text,
I broke down and wept. I preached
the first part of the sermon that 1
had felt I should preach, but it was
nearly all with tears of love and
pleading.

When the sermon was half over,
one could see the desires in the eves
of many present to come to God. Op-
portunity was given, and a number
of splendid young men—of my own
age came forward and gave them-
selves to God. Two of those who
presented themselves
ministers of the Gospel—so fully were

later became
they brought into the kingdom.

So after all, it is not so much the
higher education, it is THE LOVE
OF GOD that wins souls.

But Bible Knowledge is essential.
T'hose who live and move surrounded
in every act by knowledge of the
Scriptures, will always be led aright.

May you, in every waking hour

picture the souls of men and women,
waiting for some one to bring them
the light.

May another sun not go down be-
hind the western hills before you take
some definite step toward being a life
worker for Christ and his kingdom.

Today is the day of decision. If
you pass the matter by now, you will
delay, and forget. The week will
pass, the month, the year, two years
always, you

—five years
will put it off. Then as you pass the
meridian of life—you will say, re-
gretfully, “If only 1 had begun
vounger.”’

ten years

Your opportunity is NOW-—those
who wait for the tomorrows never
get anything done.

What shall we say for the man
or woman, who upon reading this
retires to his closet, alone with God,
and in a renewed consecration dedi-
cates some portion of every day for
the rest of his life to the work of
God.

With love-abounding, to every one,
[ am,

Faithfully yours,
A Co-Laborer in the Gospel.

The Faithful
étauharh
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The Vision of General Booth

Bl HAD seen these sights and
i “""3 | heard these sounds before, not
5:\ so often, it is true, for I hid
myself from them; but oh, they blind-
ed and stunned me now, for they ap-
peared a million times blacker and
viler, more wretched and piteous, than
ever they had seemed before! I felt
like putting my hands before my eyes,
and my fingers in my ears, to shut
these things out from sight and hear-
ing, so intensely real and present did
they seem. They wrung my soul
with sorrow and self-reproach, for
alongside these recollections, the “Roll
of Memory” at which I glanced
showed me how I had occupied my-
self during the few years which I had
been allowed to live amidst all these
miseries after Jesus Christ had called
me to be His soldier. I was reminded
how, instead of figting His battles,
saving souls by bringing them to His
feet, and so preparing them for ad-
mission into this lovely place, 1 had
been on the contrary, intent on
earthly things, selfishly seeking my
own, spending my life in practical un-
belief, disloyalty and disobedience.

I must say T felt awful. Oh, if
at that moment I could have crept out
of the “land of pure delight” about
which I had sung so much in the past,
and could have gone back to the world
of darkness, sin and misery, which I
had just left, that I might spend an-
other lifetime in that poverty and
cross-bearing, while truly following
my Lord! But that could not be, 1
was a fixture; I was in heaven,
Heaven must be my abode forever:
and, contradictory as it may seem, this
thought filled my soul with unutter-
able regret.

And then came another thought,
wilder than any that had gone before
it. (You must recollect that it is a
vision I am relating.) Tt was this:
Would it be possible for me to obtain
a commission, or rather permission, to

.

Part 11.

General Booth
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go back to the world, to that very part
of it from which I had come, clothed
in some human from, and live my
earthly life over again; live it in a
manner worthy of my profession, my
Christ and my opportunity? Could
this be? At that moment if an answer
in the affirmative could have been
brought to me, I would have been
willing to forfeit my heavenly blessed-
ness; I would have gladly undergone
ages of hardship, ignominy, poverty
and pain; I would have given a mil-
lion of money, nay, a world, had it
been mine to give! But I could see no
hope for such a second probation.
What was to be done?

[ had not been thus musing for
many seconds, for thoughts appeared

to flow with remarkable rapidity (as .

I have said) in this new world, when,
quick as lightning flash, descended
one of those bright inhabitants which
I had watched floating far off in the
clouds of glory, and stood before my
astonished gaze.

I can never forget the feelings with
which this apparition inspired me.
Describe the.shape and features and
bearing of this noble form I cannot,
and I will not attempt it. He was at
the same time angelic and human,
earthly and yet celestial. I discerned,
therefore, at a glance that he was one
of the blood-washed “multiude,” who
had “come out of the great tribula-
tions of earth,” and I not only judged
from a certain majestic appearance

which he bore, but from instinct I
felt that the being before me was a
man, a redeemed and glorified man.

He looked at me, and I could not
help but return his gaze ; his eyes com-
pelled me; and in doing so I confessed
to being ravished by his beauty. I
could never have believed the human
face divine could have borne so grand
But
far beyond the entrancing loveliness
of those celestial features was the ex-
pression through every lineament of
that countenance, and through those
eves that were gazing upon me. It
was as though that face was only a
sun-lit window, through which 1
could see into the depths of the pure,
benevolent soul within. I don’t know
how I appeared to my beautiful vis-
itor ; I know not what form I bore, for
I had not, as yet beheld myself mir-
rored anywhere since I had doffed
mortality for immortality.
ly had a deep interest for him, an
interest that seemed of a saddening
kind, for his features seemed to me
to grow almost sorrowful as I lay

a stamp of dignity and charm.

I evident-

there with my eyes fixed on him with
He spoke first.
Had he not done so I could never
have summoned courage to address

a fascinating spell.

him. His voice was soft and musical
and fitted well with the seriousness
of his aspect. I understood him al-
most before I heard his words, al-
though T cannot tell now what lan-
guage Me spoke, T suppose it was the
universal language of heaven.

This was the substance of what he
said: My arrival was known through-
out a certain district of the celestial
regions, where were gathered the ran-
somed spirits who came from the
earthly neighborhood where I had re-
sided. The tidings of my arrival had
been flashed through the heavenly
telephone, which spoke not in one ear
only, but in every ear in that particu-

lar region. My name had been whis-

e
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pered in every hillside and echoed in
every valley, and had been breathed
from every tree and flower, had
sounded forth at every turn of the
golden street, had been articulated in
every room of every mansion, and
proclaimed from every tower and pin-
nacle of the stupendous temple in
which these glorified saints day and
night present their worship to the
great Father.

All who had known me on earth,
all who had any knowledge of my
family, my opportunities for helping
forward the Kingdom of Christ,
whom they worshiped and adored;
were burning to see me and hear me
tell of the victories I had won and the
souls I had blessed while on earth;
and all were especially anxious to
hear if I had been the means of bring-
ing salvation to the loved ones they
had left behind.

All this was poured upon my soul.
I knew not which way to look. Again
and again, I remembered my life of
ease and comfort. What could I say?
How could T appear with the record
of my life before these waiting spirits?
What was there in it better than the
record of self-gratification? 1 had no
martyr stories to tell, I had sacrificed
nothing worth naming on earth, much
less in heaven, for His dear sake!

My mind was running in this di-
rection, when I think my visitor must
._have discovered something of what I
was thinking, and felt pity for me,
seeing that he spoke again: “Where
you find yourself is not actually
heaven, but enly its forecourt, a sort
of outer circle. Presently, the Lord
Himself, with a great procession of
His chosen ones, will come to take you
into the Celestial City itself, where
your residence will be if He deem you
worthy; that is, if your conduct on
the battlefield below has pleased Him.
Meanwhile, T have obtained permis-
sion to come and speak to you con-
cerning a soul who, T understand lives
in the neighborhood of your late resi-
dence, in whom T felt a deep interest.
Our knowledge of the transactions
of earth is, for our own sakes, lim-
ited, but now and then we are per-

mitted to get a glance. ‘Can you,’ he
said, ‘tell me anything of my son?
I loved him
dearly, loved him too much. I spoiled
him when a child! He had his own
way. He grew up wilful, passionate
and disobedient. My example helped

'y

He was my only son.

him not.

Here a cloud for a moment came
over that beautiful brow, but vanished
as quickly as it came.
been busy, but that has all gone,” he
said, as though talking to himself, and
then he finished the story of his prodi-
gal son. He, the father, had been
rescued, washed, regenerated, learned
to fight for souls, and used to win
many to the bloodstained standard.
An accident, however, had suddenly
overtaken him at his work, and as
suddenly swung him into heaven.
“And now,"” he added, “where is my
boy? Give me tiding of my boy! He
lived near you, had business dealings
with you. Is he saved? What did
vou do for him? Is there hope? Tell
me what his feelings are today?"”

He ceased speaking. My heart
sunk within me. What could I say?
I knew the boy. The story of the
father's death and his prodigal son
had been told me. I had never spoken
one serious word to the boy about his
soul or about his Savior. I had been
busy about other things. And now,
what could I say to his father, who
stood before me? T was dumb!

The cloud that T had noticed be-
fore, came again on the face of my
visitor, only with a dark shadow this
time. He must have guessed it all.
He looked at me with a glance in
which T felt that disappointment to
himself and pity for me were com-
bined, spread forth his white wings
and soared away.,

I was so intently gazing after his
retreating form that I had not minded
a second fair being, who had descend-
ed from above, and occupied the place
abandoned only a moment before by
my last visitor.

I turned and looked upon the new-
comer. This time it was a spirit of
the same class, of the same ransomed
multitude who once were dwellers

“Memory has -

here below. There was a dignity of
bearing, the same marvelous expres-
sion of inward power, and purity, and
joy ; but in this case combined (I could
have imagined)
more delicate and enthralling mold.
Beautiful as I thought my first visitor
to be, more beautiful than conception
or dream of earth could be, yet here
was a beauty that surpassed it—not,
perhaps, if judged inherent
rules, but judged from my standpoint,
for it must be remembered that I was
still a man. My former visitor, I
have said, was a glorious man: this
one was evidently the glorified form
of a woman.

I had, when on earth, sometimes
thought that I could have wished for- -
the privilege of beholding Eve in the
hour when she came forth from the
hands of her Maker, and had
imagined something—only something,
of what her beautiful form must have
been as she sprang into being on that
bridal morning, young and pure and
beautiful—the fair image of her
Maker—rperhaps, the sweetest work
of God. Now, here, 1 saw her—I
saw Eve reproduced before my eves as
voung, pure and beautiful, nay, more
beautiful than her first mother could
possibly have been; for was not this
His finished workmanship?

But I was soon awakened from my
dream by the voice of the fair creature
who, from her manner, evidently
wished to speak to me on some’ matter
of great importance.

She told me her name. I had heard
it on earth. She was a widow who
had struggled through ‘great difficul-
ties. Her husband’s death had been
her life. Converted, she had given
herself up unreservedly to fight for
the Lord. Her children had been her
first care. They had all been saved,
and were fighting for God, but one.
The mention of that name brought
the same saddening cloud on her love-
Iy face which had dimmed the bright
face of my first visitor; but the cloud
That
one, that unsaved one, was a gisl. who
had been her mother’s delight. She
had grown up beautiful, the village

with a beauty of

from

vanished almost as it came.
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pride, but, alas! had gone astray. It
was the old story of wrong and seduc-
tion, and cruel abandonment, and all
the consequent train of miseries.

1 listened. I had known of some
of the sad tale on earth, but I had
turned away from hearing of it fur-
ther. as being “no concern of mine.”
Little did T ever think that I was go-
ing to be confronted with it in
heaven !

And now the bright spirit turned
on me those eves that, beaming with
love and pity, were more beautiful
than ever. She said again: “My
daughter liver near you. You know
her. Hove you saved her? I know
not much about her, but I do know
that one earnest and determined effort
would save her?” And again she
asked me, “Have you saved my
child?” 1 must have cried out in
agony. I know I put my hands be-
fore my eyes, for 1 could no longer
bear to meet her glance. How long
she continued to look on me with an
expression of pity almost greater than
that she had shown for her lost child,
1 know not; but when I withdrew my
hands she was gone, and the silvery
sheen of her white wings marked her
out to my seeking eyes like a speck on
the distant blue.

Again I gasped out, “Oh, my God,
is this heaven? Will these inter-
rogations go on forever? Will the
meanness and earthliness of my past
life haunt me every day and hour
throughout eternity? What shall |
do? Can I not go back to earth, and
do something to redeem myself from
this wretched sense of unworthiness?
Can I not live my life over again?
This question had hardly passed
through my mind when there was
another rush of wings, and down be-
side me alighted another form, sur-
prisingly resembling the first that had
spoken to me, and yet O so very dif-
ferent! But I will not stay to describe
him ; you must imagine it. :

He introduced himself much in the
same way as my former visitors. He
had been a great sinner, but was
awakened and won to Christ but a
short time back by the Salvation

Army, and had joined its ranks. Hay-
ing had much forgiven, he had loved
much. All his desire when on earth
was to get free from the entangle-
ments of business, and to devote him-
self a living sacrifice, as an officer to
the saving of men. When just on the
threshold of the realization of his
wish, he had been sent to heaven, and
here he was, a spirit of glory and joy,
coming to inquire from me concerning
the corps in which he was a soldier,
and of the crowd of companions
which he had left behind. Did I know
his old corps? Their barracks were
erected near my house of business;
had T helped them in their struggles
with difficulties and details? Had 1
done anything for his old mates, who
were drinking and cursing their way
to hell?> He had died with prayers
for them on his lips. Had 1 stopped
them on their way to ruin?

Again 1 refused to speak. What
could T say? 1 knew his corps, but 1
had never given them a word of en-
couragement. 1 knew the hovels in
which his old mates lived, and the
public houses in which they spent their
money ; but I had been too busy, or
too proud, or too shamefaced to seek
them out with the tidings of the
Savior's love. I was speechless. He
guessed my feelings, I suppose, com-
passionated me, and left in sadness—
at least in as much sadness as is pos-
sible in that heavenly land.

For myself, 1 was in anguish,
strange os it may appear, considering
I was in heaven. But so it was.
Wondering whether there was not
some comfort for me, and, involun-
tarily looking around, 1
thought I saw a marvelous phenom-
enon on the horizon at an immense
distance. All that part of the heavens
appeared to be filled with a brilliant
light, surpassing the blaze of a thou-
sand sung at noonday, and yet there
was not oppressive glare rendering it
difficult to gaze vpon, as is the case
with our own sun when he shines in
his glory. Here was a brilliance far
surpassing anyvthing that could be
imagined, and vet I could look upon
it with pleasure. As I gazed on and

saw  or

_an acquaintance.
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wondered what it could be, it appear-
ed to come a little closer, and 1 per-
ceived clearly that it was coming in
the direction of the spot on which I
lay; for 1 was still reclining on the
banks of the beautiful river where 1
first found myself.

And now 1 could distinctly hear
the sound of music. The distance
was a4 great many miles away, after
the measurement of earth, but the at-
mosphere was so clear, and 1 found
my eyesight so strong, that 1 could
readily discern objects at a distance
which, on earth, would have required
a powerful telescope. The sound
came nearer. It was music, beyond
question, and such music as I never
heard before; but there was a strange
commingling of other sounds which
all together made a marvelous mel-
ody, made up, as 1 afterwards dis-
covered, by the strains that came from
the multitude of musicians, and the
shouts and songs that proceeded from
innumerable voices. Gradually it ap-
proached, rapidly, I might have said,
but that my curiosity was so strongly
aroused to know what it was, that
a few minutes seemed an age. At
length, I was enabled to comprehend
the marvelous vision that approached
me. But who could describe it! The
whole firmament was filled, as it were,
with innumerable forms, each of
beauty and dignity, far surpassing
those with whom I had already made
Here was a repre-
sentative portion of the aristocracy of
heaven accompanying the King, who,
as the spirit had informed me, was
coming to the spirits of men and wo-
men who had escaped from earth to
welcome into the heaven of heavens
those who had fought the good fight,
who had kept the faith, and overcome
in the conflict as He had overcome.
1 stood filled with awe and wonder.
Could it be possible? Was I at last
actually to see my Lord and be wel-
comed by Him? In the thought of
this rapture I forgot the sorrow that
only a moment before reigned in my
heart, and my whole nature swelled
with expectation and delight.

Ard now the procession was upon
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me. [ had seen some of the pageants
of earth—displays that required the
power of mighty monarchs and wealth
of ancient nations to create—but they
were each, or all combined, as the
glimpse of a feeble rush-light to a
tropical sun, when put alongside the
scene that now spread itself before
my wondering eyes.

On it came; the first rank of the
shining host had passed me by. 1 had
sprung up from my recumbent posi-
tion and fallen prostrate as these
heavenly spirits neared me, each one
looking in himself, to my untutored
eyes, like a god, so far as greatness
and power could be expressed by the
outward appearance of any being.
Rank after rank swept past me. Each
turned his eyes upon me, or seemed
to do so, and to them all, I could not
help feeling that I was somewhat an
object of pity. Perhaps it was my
own feelings that made me imagine
this, but it certainly appeared to me
as though these noble beings regarded
me as a craven, cowardly soul, who
had only cared for his own interests
on earth, and had only come up there
with the same selfish motives.

On they came. Thousands passed
me, yet there appeared to me no dim-
inution of the numbers yet to come.
I looked at the train as it stretched
backwards, but my eyes could see no
end of it. There must have been mil-
It was indeed a “multitude
that no man could number.”

All were praising God, either in
hymns expressive of adoration and
worship, or by recounting, in songs
of rapture, the mighty victories which
they had witnessed on earth, or de-
scribing some wonderful work they
had seen elsewhere.

And now, the great central glory
and attraction of the splendid proces-
sion was at hand.

I gathered this from the still more

‘dignified character of the beings who

came marching by, the heavier crash
of music and the louder shouts of ex-
ultation which came pealing from all
around.

I was right, and before I could pre-
pare my spirit for the vision, it was

upon me. The King was here! In
the center of circling hosts, which
rose tier above tier into the blue vault
above, turning on Him their myriad
eyes, lustrous with the love they bore
Him, I beheld the celestial form of
Him who once died for me up on the
cross. The procession halted, and at
a word of command, in an instant
formed up in three sides of a square
in front of me, the King standing in
the center immediately opposite the
spot where I had prostrated myself.

What a sight that was! Worth
toiling a lifetime to behold it! Near-
est the King were the patriarchs and
apostles of ancient times. Next, rank
after rank, came the holy martyrs who
had died for Him. Then came the
army of warriors who had fought for
Him in every part of the world; and
around and about, above and below,
[ beheld myriads and myriads of
spirits who were never heard of on
earth outside their own neighborhood,
or beyond their own times, who, wit!:
self-denying zeal ard untiring toil had
labored to extend (God's kingdom and
to save the souls of men; while encir-
cling the gorgeous scene, above, be-
neath, around, hovered glittering an-
gelic beings who had kept their first
estate, proud, it seemed to me, to min-
ister to the happiness and exaltation
of these redeemed out of the poor
world whence I came.

I was bewildered by the scene. The
songs, the music, the shouts of the
multitude that came like the roar of
a thousand cataracts, echoed and re-
echoed through the sunlit mountains,
and the magnificent and endless array
of happy spirits ravished my senses
All at once,
however, I recollected myself, and I
bethought me of the High Presence
before Whom I was bowed, and lift-
ing up my eves I beheld Him gazing
upon me. .

What a look it was! It was not
pain, and yet it was not pleasure. It
was not anger, and vet it was not ap-
proval. Anyway, [ felt that in that
countenance, so ineffably admirable
and glorious, there was yet no wel-
come for me! 1 had felt this in the

with passionate delight.
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faces of my previous visitors; [ felt
That face,

that Divine face, seemed to say to me,

it again in the Lord’s.

for language was not needed to con-
vey to the very depths of my soul what
His feelings were to me, “Thou wilt
feel thyself little in harmony with
these, once the companions of My
tribulations and now of My glory,
who counted not their lives dear unto
them in order that they might bring
honor to Me and salvation to men.”
And He gave a look of admiration
at the host of apostles and martyrs and
warriors gathered around Him.

Oh, that look of Jesus! I felt that
to have one such loving recognition,
it would be worth dying a hundred
deaths at the stake, worth being torn
asunder by wild beasts. The angelic
escort felt it too, for their responsive
burst of praise and song shook the
very skies and the ground on which
[ lay. Then the King turned His
eves on me again. How I wished that
some mountain would fall upon me
and hide me forever from His pres-
ence! But I wished in vain. Some
invisible and irrestistible force com-
pelled me to look up, and my eyes met
His once more. I felt, rather than
heard, Him saying to me in words
that engraved themselves as fire upon
my brain: “Go back to earth, I will
give thee another opportunity. Prove
thyself worthy of My name. Show
to the world that thou possessest My
spirit by doing My work, and becom-
ing, on My behalf, a savior of men.
Thou shalt return hither when thou
hast finished the battle, and T will give
thee a place in My conquering train,
and a share in My glory."”

What I felt under that look and
those words no heart or mind could
possibly describe. T'hey were mingled
feelings. First came the unutterable
anguish arising out of the full realiza-
tion that I had wasted my life, that
it had been a life squandered on the
paltry ambitions and trifling pleas-
ures of earth, which might have been
filled and sown with deeds that would
have produced a never-ending harvest
of heavenly fruit, won for me the ap-
proval of heaven’s King, and made me
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worthy to be the companion of these
glorified heroes. But, combined with
this self-reproach there wias a gleam
of hope. My soul’s desire to return
to earth was to be gratified. Perhaps
it was in response to the longings 1
had felt ever since the consciousness
of my earthly failures, which I have
described, had dawned upon me that
this favor was granted to me. I could
have the privilege of living my life
over again. Lrue, it was a high re-
sponsibility, but Jesus would be with
me, His Spirit would enable me, and
I felt ready to face it with my heart.

The cloud of shining ones had van-
ished. The music was silent. I closed
my eves and gave myself over, body,
soul and spirit, to the disposal of my
Savior, to live, not for my own salva-
tion, but for the glory of my Christ,
and for the salvation of the world.
And, then and there, the same blessed
voice of my King stole over my heart,
as He promised that His presence
should 2o with me back to earth, and
than

make me more conqueror

through His blood.

THE Power axp Covrort oF Gob.
Gex. i. 1. “In the beginning God
created the heaven and the earth.”

When, Mr. Simeon, of Cambridge,
was on his dying bed, his biographer
relates that, “after a short pause, he
looked round with one of his bright
smiles, and asked, “What do you think
especially gives me comfort at this
time? The creation! Did Jehovah
create the world or did I? T think
He did: now if He made the world,

" He can sufficiently take care of ME.””

Sin Reapy 10 ExTER, GEN. iv. 7.

“Sin lieth at the door.”

A young friend was one day call-
ing upon an old Christian woman,
nearly eighty vears of age, just wait-
ing for the summons. Said this friend,
“Oh, granny, I wish I was as sure of
heaven, and as near it, as you are!”
With a look of unspeakable emotion,
the: ald woman answered, “And do
vou really think the devil cannot find
his way up an old woman’s garret-
stair? Oh, if He hadn’t said ‘None
shall pluck them out of My hand,’ 1
would have been away. wandering
long aga!”

THE FAITHFUL STANDARD

“Songs of
Old Time Power”
UR latest and , greatest song
book. Evangelists from all

over the U. S. A. say that God’s
power is with this book, and the
REVIVAL SPIRIT becomes so great
where they use it, that they can-
not close their meetings on time.

NOTHING BETTER FOR THE
CHURCH OF GOD

Price 35c. each, $3.50 per dozen.

Special prices to evangelists and

workers. Terms made known on

application. Send all orders to

R. E. WINSETT

Box 324 Fort Smith, Ark.

Weé have no office at Chattanooga,
Tenn., now.

WINSTON-INTERNAT/ONAL

RED LETTER BIBLES

SELF-PRONOUNCING

Bibles and Teslaments that Emphasize Christ

All the Prophetic Types and Prophe-

cies in Old Testament and Words of

Christ in New Testament are Printed

in Red.

Send for Illustrated Catalog

THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishers
American Bible Headgquarters

490 Winston Building Philadelphia

SINGLE COMB BLACK MINORCAS
If you want the largest pure white eggs in
the greatest quantity in the winter months,
try Lawson’s strain, big fine breeding cock-
evels, §5.00.

LAWSON POULTRY FARM,

Cleveland, Tenn.

PRECIOUS PROMISES

Good for every Christian to have. When sad
or in trouble, draw a promise, When re-
joicing, draw a promise. Good to use in
Sunday School eclasses. Each box contains
more than a hundred promises taken from
the Bible. Price 25¢ a hox.

THE - FAITHFUL STANDARD

Cleveland, Tenn.

. DO YOU WANT A HOME
in or near Cleveland [ have just the place
that would suit you in large or small farms,
city ‘homes or vacant lots at bargain prices
and terms.
A. J. LAWSON, REAL ESTATE AGENT
Clevetand, Tenn.

GUARANTEED RECEIPT
FPor $1.00 T will send a GUARANTEED re-
ceipt to induce hens to lay Eggs all the year,
NO DRUGS to buy.
“ 'wW. E. HILL
Talboft, Tenn.

CLEVELAND
TRANSFER CO.

-

Prompt and careful

attention given any

business entrusted
to us.

Telephone 34  Cleveland, Tenn.

" and Non-Ohristian Amusements,” 48 pages,

The Crown Electric Shoe Shop

will call for and de-
liver your work. All
work guaranteed.

JESSE B. CAYLOR, Prop.

608 CENTRAL AVE.
Telephone 240 Cleveland, Tenn.

HIS VOICE OF LOVE .. """
our new gospel
song book for 1924. This is the ‘“best book of
the century,” and is having a wonderful sale.
Everybody is praising this great book. Order
at once. Price, 35c, a copy, $3.60 postpaid.
Either Round or Shaped notes. Address

JAMES D. VAUGHAN

Music Publisher Lawrenceburg, Tennessee

For Free Distribution “CANTONMENT SERIES”
of Gospel Tracts and Booklets, by H. S. Hughes

“Christian
“The
Realities, ™ 82 pages. ““When Thou Art Convert-
ed,” 16 pages. ‘“Phe New Birth," 16 pages.
“What Ts a Christian?" 16 pages. ‘'Reject Or
Accept,” 4 pages. “Under Two Flags,"” 4 pages.
“Redeemod Ones Remember,”” 4 pages. “The
Power of God on the Seiale of Huoman Tives' 2
pages. “What Must T Do to Be Saved?"” 4 pagés

Sent free to anyone for reading and free dist
bution. who will write the

CANTONMENT TRACT ASSOCIATION
Bank of Commerce Bullding, Memphls, Tenn.

“Seven Promises of God,"' 64 pages.

2,500 printed and distributed to all parts of the
World
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For Second-hand

THEOLOGICAL BOOKS
Write to Schulte's Book Store.

Over 50,000 Volumes Classified by
Subject in Stock

We buy and Sell. Correspondencs
Solicited.

SCHULTE'S BOOK STORE
80 and 82 Fourth Ave., New York City
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About Sacrificing

-

IN excellent measure of how much you desire a
| certain thing, is to examine how much you

are willing to sacrifice for it.

Benjamin Franklin had a little printing business
started in Philadelphia.
become regular patrons.

Several business men had
When he decided to start
the Pennsylvania Gazette (now the Saturday Evening
Post. probably the most successful publishing ven-
ture in existence today), these patrons threatened to
withdraw their patronage.

So Franklin invited five or six of them to sup with

him in his room. He was then a young man and

When

they came into the room they found a bare table with

occupied a room almost bare of furniture,

only wooden bowls and some wooden ladles to eat

——with. Franklin himself served them only with some

coarse mush. Franklin sat down and began to eat

with a vim and apparent enjoyment. The business
men could not stomach such coarse food. They arose

in disgust and started to leave.

At that moment Franklin rose, and stopped them,
saying, “I will tell you the meaning of this parable.
A man that can eat this coarse food can get along
without anybody’s patronage.”

His heart was set on his new venture

and nothing
could stop him, even though he would be compelled
to subsist on the coarsest food.

* * +* *

Asbury, venerable and beloved first American
Bishop of the Methodist Church, as a young man of
'pccnt_v-six left his home in England under the call of

God. He went down to the ship not knowing whenece
would come money for his passage over. But it came
—in the nick of time before the ship sailed. How-
ever. he had to sleep only on boards—not enough
money came to give him a berth to sleep in.

In early America, as he labored all the way from
Georgia to Maine among the scattered settlements, he
slept anywhere night overtook him. In malarial dis-
tricts, in unsanitary beds, always_ in sore need of
money—Dbut he pressed on, for he wished to see the

work of the Lord go on more than anything else in
the world. When he died he was the Bishop of more

than 700 ministers of the Methodist Church. He even
sacrificed having a home, for he never married—he
felt that it would be asking too much of any woman
to marry and then him to be away from her at least
all but a week or two a year.

Men who are seeking money or advancement in this
world’s goods make great sacrifices—usually. Those
who make great fortunes have in most instances done
so at the sacrifice of their health.

There are millions of men and women in the world
today making sacrifices for money—or for social
position.

But who is making a sacrifice for the Salvation of
3 | =]
the Lost?

If you are giving the tithe to the work of the Lord
—that isn’t a sacrifice—that is duty!

Who is sleeping out under the trees these days for
the sake of the Gospel?

Who is praying all night for the Lost?

Who is denying themselves of pleasant bread
ing and praying?

fast-

Who is making any sacrifice at all?
If so, what is it?
Sit down now, and be honest with yourself.

For only if you are making a sacrifice can you
expect .the rewards of sacrifice.

For those that sacrifice in Christian effort are
the ones who win the great rewards over yonder.
And it is those that make the sacrifice who really
accomplish something in this world for the Lord.

Une good way to sacrifice is to give a tithe of your
time to the work of the Lord—two and one-half hours
a day. Supposing you take from seven to nine-thirty
every evening—hours that so many waste—and spend
them in the work of the Lord. In a year yvou would
be amazed at the amount of Christian work it would
be.

It takes sacrifice

for the present—but the sacri-

fices are after all only investments—in God’s Eternal

Bank.




Why Don’t You be a

Preacher?

HINK about that seriously. Every

year you are getting older and older.

You have a feeling that every next
year is going to find you flashing out as
something important. You wouldn’t have
figured five years ago today that you would
be just what you are today. You thought
by that time you would be a somebody that
had te be reckoned with.

Why don’t you be a preacher? The
chances for learning to preach are much

" better than for anything else. Because the

first principle of preaching isn’t words,
oratory, or a high-sounding name. The first
principle is LOVE. . Do you love the souls
of sinners? Would you like to see them
come to Christ? What would you do to
save just one soul from hell?

Would you be willing to spend the next
twelve months studying the Word of God, so
that you can convince the sinner of right-
eousness, of power and of judgment to come,
if you felt that it would bring ONE soul to
Christ? Or would you say, “No, it iﬂn’l
worth tln- price.” Ah, if you give but on¢
year to preparation for gospel worl\ either
for preaching, for leading in church work

of any kind, you can count on leading
MANY souls to CHRIST—not just one.

When Timothy had to study the Scrip-
tures he had to write out the entire Bible
by his own hand, in order to have it, or else
pay some one else to do it. Today, you can
get a Bible at a cost of a few cents—and
you can be instructed in the Scriptures for
a whole year—WITHOUT LOSING ANY
PAY and the cost would be about one-tenth
of what TIMOTHY would have had to pay
for a copy of the Bible alone.

* We want every person who fee!s the need
of saving souls to write for our free catalog
describing the *Correspondence Course " of
Bible Study and Training for Christian work.

Che United Bible Iustitute

Cleveland, Tennessee

The United Bible Justitute, Cleveland, Tenn.

Please send me FREE catalogue deseribing the
Correspondence Course of Bible Study and Training
for Christian Work.
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