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A @hristmas Jrager for the
@hureh Schonl

(IB GOB, Our Father, me thaunk thee for the jou that

rame into the world when Jesus was born in Beth-
lehem. e thank thee that light sprang up then for
those that mat in Ddarkuess, and that this light and jop
arg in our homes today berause of fim.  Let us unt
cro fim out of our lines berause there is no room
for him there, hut may we welcome him as the Christmas
nift of God’s [oue, sn that he may always stay with s and
make our lives what God wonld have them ke, We rome
to thee with sorrow for the children today wha are cold
and airk aud starving and helpless. Send them deliverance
and cheer, we prayg thee. May the peace and gondwill
that Fesus rame to bring, spring up among the nations
euergwhere. Mag we live to help on this day of a
bietter morld for all men.  And may thy Rinodom cone,

and thy will be Done on parth as it @5 in heaven, Awmen.
— Hieury Kingman.
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What’s Happening

A successful Bible School was held in
Noven.ber in the chuich at Edenwald,
Sask., Can, It lasted two weeks and 80
students were in altendance. Rev. John
Kepl acted as dean of the school.

A Correction. In the report of the
Thanksg'ving play given by the Young
People's Society of the Immanuszl Church,
Kankakee, Ill., the name of one of the
participants was misprinted. Apologies
are due to Mr. Marv.n Szedorf who was
made unrecognizable as Marvin Zins-
dorf. The attendance at the play was
325 and a freewill-offering of $24 was
received.

Rev. J. H. Ansberg finished the first
year of his p-storate with thz Notting-
ham Beptist Church, Cleveland, 0., in
Noyember.  During the year 80 new
members were recelved; 42 by baplism
and the rest by letters and reinstate-
ments. The Sunday school has an attend-
ance of 320. Things that had been broksn
have now been united and today the
church is one great unit.

Rev. Albert Alf of Herreid, S. Dak,
conducted evangelistic mectings for three
wzeks with the church at Scottsblutt,
Nebr., and reports a great revival with
93 professing conversion. Bro. Alf bap-
tized 50 and 12 others were received on
confession. Another baptismal service is
looked forward to at Easter time. Bro.
Alf has acespted a call of the Sco'ts-
bluff church to beceme its pastor and
expects to begin his work there in the
near fulure,

The Oak St. Baptist Church, Burling-
ton, Ia., Rev. C. F. Zummach, pastor, is

putting on a “C. R. A.,,"—2 Chl}rch Re-
covery Act, a Loyalty Campaign, the
purposa of which is to prom.ote churc_h
attendancz. Record and pledge cards are
issued to the members, covering a period
of three months, which are marked by
themselves and then returned at the
close of the period, The recent Father
and Scn Banquet was attended by about
200. Rev. A. D. Freden gave the ad-
dress.

A Bible School will be held in J':.eader,
Sask., Can., for the young peopie and
Sunday school wockers of the churches
of the Central Saskatchewan and A berta
Association beginn ng Feb 5, 1934. Rev.
A. P. Mihm of Forest Park expzets tlo
devota two weeks as main teacher lo this
schocl. Rev. J. Weinbender and others
will assist. The local chuich extends a
hearty invitat'on to the young pzople of
the district. Let many prcpare to come
and make use of this opportunity for
training.

“The Messenger,” the weekly churgh
bulletin of the Oak St. Baptist Chu1cp,
Burlington, Ia., has this timely word in
its issue of Nov. 19: “The time has come
to renew your subscription to the ‘Bap-
tist Herald’ But we want more than
the renewals of the old subzcribers, we
want at least 25 new ones. Our denom-
inational papers make for denom’naticnal
solidarity, and we cannot get along with-
out them. One of the trag:dies of the
present depression is the demise of so
many splendid religious journals, whose
influence for good meant so much during
the past years. The price of the ‘Herald’
is only $1.25 per year.”

Remember Us at

Christmas Time

Qur Children’s Home in St. Joseph, Mich.

Program for Sunday Schools and
Young People’s Societies of
Northwestern Conference

Since the program outlined for the
S.un_day schools and Young People’s so-
cieties of the Northwest:rn Conference
last vear had such splendid results we
have decided again to have a unified pro-
gram.

The first program is for the Sunday
school and certainly ought to have b.g

. returns. The last Sunday in January

has been appointed as “Sunday School
]?aY-” The topie to be discussed at this
tms is “The Sunday School—the Church
of Tommorow.’ This is an interesting
top.c with many possibilities. Get busy,
you Sunday school workers, for there
isn‘t much time.

“_Youth Sunday,” April 29, is to be
entirely in chargz of young people. Show
your pastor and your elders what you
can do when g.ven a chance, The top.c
for this Suncay is “Loyalty to Christ”
and deserves a good meeting, Let us
hear from you ag to the results.

We are espzcially anxious that each
society send in a vccord of their year's
work, and the month of May has been
des'gnated as the appointed time. It is
important that these reports ba sent in
as we have no other way of contact w.th
your socicty.

The Poster contest was one of the big
successes of the program last year. The
Posters were on disp.ay at the conf.r-
ence and showed much originality. Show
us your artist’c ability. Hunt up your
talents—advertise your meetings,

Don't let your society drop in sp'rit
Keep it alive by follow.ng this program
and send us the results.

E. L. Z., Sec,
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Jesus

ESUS is the splendor of the Christmas Star, the
J' beauty of the Christmas Message, the heart of
the Christmas Spirit. He is our Hope, our Teacher,
our Exemplar who counts us worthy to represent
him in the grace and glory of recurring Christmas
times. His mission and his majesty, his huma‘tmty
and his divinity are the sacred significance of the
Christmas story. Denied and despised, maligned
and neglected, he stands the most regal and n1a51391'-
ful figure on the horizon of life, the most dominating
influence of the world this holy Yuletide—Jesus.
Gentle Jesus!—Winifred Willard.

The Simplicity of Christmas
NLY God could have thought of Christmas. Its
beauty is beyond the wit of mortals, so simple
in its sublimity, so homely yet so heavenly. On &
tapestry woven of starlight it unveils a picture to
soften and purify the heart and to bring us back
from a wisdom that is not wise, because it is hard,
unholy, and unhopeful. Man would have made it
a pageant, its stage directions as follows:
Array of Great Ones,
The Army passes by.

Fanfare of trumpets,
Enter the King!

The divine method is different:

The crowded inn.

A Mother and a Babe.
No cradle, but a Manger.
A man stunned by wonder.
A wandering star.

The simplicity of the first Christmas! How strange
it seems to us when we pause to consider it! The
greatest event in history transpiring quietly, with-
out notice of the world’s important ones, in a little
village of a remote province! And yet how appeal-
ing it is, how essentially right that it should have
been so. TFor the truly great moments, those that
matter eternally, do not require spectacular settings
to enhance them. Stripped of all decorative back-
ground they are sufficient.

Can the simplicity of the first Christmas give us
courage to re-examine our standards of values? Can
it help us to see the relative unimportance of ma-
terial possessions and social prestige and superficial

fame, and to face the loss of one or all of them with
faith and good cheer? Can it help us to see that
what really matters cannot be found or lost with
the abundance of the accessories to living which
one possesses? Can it help us to appreciate the
simple joy of generous living, of sharing the laugh-
ter of children and the ideals of youth, of loving
{md being loved, of serving and being served? Can
It help us to escape from the burdensome luggage
of needless things and the cumbersome armor of
pretense to rejoice in the freedom of men and wo-
men who live sincerely? Can it help us to shake
off the pose of hardness and disillusionment which
our age has made “smart;” can it help us to re-
cabture the joyous faith that brought the Wise
Men from afar to a manger in Bethlehem—the faith
that no hope is too high to be fulfilled?

Then will Christmas be kept indeed.—Journal
of Relig. Education.

The Birth of Christ Spelled Hope

A newspaper’s comment on Christmas and Hard Times

HRISTMAS finds a world talking of hard times.
Times are good or bad only by comparison
with other times. There have been worse days that
were thought better days; but because we have had
slightly better times these are hard times.

We count our losses and ignore our blessings. On
this Christmas Eve let us look about us. Let us take
stock. Let us assemble our assets. Let us look
squarely at what God in his beneficence has given
us. And, having looked, we are astonished. We
find, most of us, a reasonable degree of good health,
the respect of our associates, the love of our fam-
ilies, a fair amount of food, clothing, and shelter.

On the other side what do we find? We find that
things are not as they used to be. But here are we.
with the same moral, mental, and physical equip-
ment to do with, but perhaps without the oppor-
tunity to show our value.

We know of two men. One lost his savings as a
result of the depression. The other lost an almost
identical amount of savings through double lobar
pneumonia. The man who lost his life’s savings
through illness went back to work, not only penni-
less, but badly in debt. He weighed 105 pounds,
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who had weighed nearly 150. He was married, and
had children. He faced years of shabby clothes
and self-denial, but his spirit was high.

The man who last his savings in the depression
gave up almost entirely. His health was sound. He
was not in debt. But he gave up hope.

Which would you prefer to be, if either? Which
suffered more, the man who lost his money with
accompanying pain and all the threat of death to
him and stark poverty to his family, or the man who
lost his in a financial depression? Yet one goes
valiantly on, while the other whimpers.

To deny that there are hardships and suffering
would be to mock the unfortunate. But there is not
so much hardship as the uproar would lead one to
believe. In some cases prosperity has made men
soft, as it made soft and ruined the Roman Empire.
Nations as well as individuals become srong through
facing and defeating temptation and adversity.

Strange words, you say, to use on the oceasion of
the anniversary of the birth of Christ. Not at all;
they are carefully chosen for the occasion. They
and the present situation in which the world finds
itself have an intimate connection with that sacred
event in the stable of Bethlehem. Christ is no fable.
Christ is no imagining of the theologian. Christ
lived; millions of us believe Christ still lives. In our
day of stress we turn to experts, when the best Ex-
pert laid down the cure ages ago. The faherhood of
God and the brotherhood of man—these were his
rules. Decency, honor, simple honesty, were his
advice, his command.

It is not the world that is sick. The world never
was in better physical condition. It has given up
and is giving up its treasures. It is the souls of men
that are sick, and the Healer asks only to be con-
sulted. The anniversary of Bethlehem comes at ex-
actly the right moment. The birth of Christ spelled
hope. The very death of Christ had as its chief in-
gredients hope and faith. Are we keeping the faith?
This’ Christmas should be merry, if we would but
thrust aside the weak veil that covers our eyes.—
Editorial in the “Boston Traveler.”

The Face of Jesus

ESUS was a man with a purpose, a purpose that
was written on his countenance for all the world

to see. Faces differ and the heart has much to do
with it. Voluptuous, deceitful, cruel, weak they
may be, no matter how pretty, but Christ’s was none
of these. His was a strong face to match the strength
of his purpose. Nobility of countenance does not
come from powder puffs and face liftings, but from
years of Christian resolution and discipline. Would
it not be well for us if we were to look the Chris-
tian part a little more? The pious countenance has
suffered sorely at the hands of the critic, and too
often justly so. Many people, taking their religion
the wrong way, appear from their sour expression
to bear a heavy grudge against the world in gen-
eral. In the face of Jesus were the marks of love,
joy, and peace. He was conscious of victory before

it came.
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A Christmas Prayer

God bless this house on Christmas Day,
And all who in it dwell;

And send us work, and send us piay,
And many a glad Noel.

God send us store on Christmas Day
Of friends and health and mirthv;

And bless us with that dream alway

That blessed the world on Christmas Day—
“Good will, and peace on earth.”

And think ye well on Christmas Day
That love is more than art,

And the words of love and cheer alway
Rhyme well within the heart.

So sing we all on Christmas Day
0Old songs of Christmas chee‘r,
God grant us brave, true words to say;
Yea! help us live some better way :
In all the glad new vear.

—Charles W, Kennedy, in Scribners.

Suggestions for Gifts

Give money. Give
however meager it ma
habit of giving.

a porfgion of your income,
v be, in order to form the

* * *

who have
( his season
ng to write letters to faithful

triends, telling them that you are grateful for their

kindness.

7 » Use it
will be eagerly received. where you know you

: ? : If you ar 3
versationalist, visit som .are a gifted con-
for friendship. € one who is lonely and longs

* * *

Give flowers ang fruit
P _ to shut-ins an i
in homes and in hospitals. Give an }:lo:;g E)}’lfe;(;il:'

s or to others
Get informa-

mu(illz; n'?‘llfefél? Service to the blind in the com-
raised type. v ;»" great need for hooks printed in
- _Voluntary workers are being sought

to do this work. Readj :
is a real service, sading the daily news to the blind
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Give your time and skill to the guidance of boys
and girls in Church schools, clubs, playgrounds, and
camps. This sort of work presents an opportunity
to influence for good those who are to be the citi-
zens of tomorrow.

ES * *

Give an hour or two of your time each week to
church attendance. There is no finer way than this
to show the world that there is reality in religion.
A churchgoer is an object lezson to those who have
no faith in the Church.

& L3 *

Give time and attention to Bible study and prayer.
This kind of giving does not get public notice, but
it rezults in character which has a direct bearing
upon those with whom we associate. This type of
giving helps us to acquire what we most need.

* £ e

Give your influence for good in the community.
Give your time to movements that lift up rather
than those which tear down.

The Symbolism of Christmas Colors

HE colors that we employ in Christmas decora-

ions, and associate with the day, are beauti-
fully appropriate green — evergreen — emblem-
atic of God’s undying love and of the fact that the
Christ who came, came to stay; red, the tint of the
blood of the heart and the blood of the wounds
that washed away the sins of the world; and gold,
of which kings’ crowns are made; for this day
crowns and celebrates the King of kings.—M. B.

The Unspeakable Gift

N a Christmas message on Paul’s beautiful word,

“Thanks be unto God for his unspeakable gift,”
Dr. J. C. Maszee used the outline which a friend
gave him many years ago. The divine gift was
unspeakable because:

It was an unspeakable love that thought it,

It was an unspeakable life that brought it.

It was an unspeakable death that wrought it.

It is an unspeakble joy when taught it.

*® ¥ *

I am a total abstainer from alecoholic liquors. I
always felt I had a better usze for my head.—Edizon.

Editorial Jottings

“THE BAPTIST HERALD” Subsription Campaign
ought to be at its flood-time just now. Don’t forget
to renew your subscription for 1934 in the holiday
bustle and distraction. We have won some new
boosters and appreciate their pledges to do their
utmost for our beloved paper. Let every worker
and friend do his part and we will advance in 1934,

A MOST INTERESTING Christmas story—“The
Fruit of the Tree”—appears in this number. You
will enjoy reading it—Rev. C. F. Zummach fur-
nishes a stimulating and timely article on “Rethink-
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ing Our Church Program.” It touches. on some
acute, present-day problems in the relation of the
church and the Sunday school and points out a
solution.—“Aunt Polly’s Notions” is discriminating
in its judgment and would teach us to approve tpe
things that are more excellent and not to be mis-
led by the showy and flashy, which is but for the

moment.

IN A STUDY of suicide, Dr. Dublin, statistician
of the Metropolitan Life Insurance Company tells
us that suicide is more common among men than
among women; in general, it is more common
among the very rich and the very poor than in the
intermediate class; it is ““a reaction of the aged; the
foreign-born in this country commit suicidg more
often than the natives, and, in New York City, the
suicide rate is higher among the foreign-born than
in their native country. Negroes have a very low
suicide rate but other colored peoples in this coun-
try have a high suicide rate. The Jewish rate “_:hlch
was formerly very low in Europe, is now higher
than that of either Catholics or Protestants.” He
also shows that those forces which make for sound
mental health tend also to prevent suicide.

Our Children’s Home in St. Joseph and
Christmas

HE Christmas season is the time par excellence,
the time above all others for giving and mak-
ing glad those who are in need: One of the inst_i-
tutions that every German Baptist ought to bear in
mind in this Chr stlike way is our Children’s Home
in St. Joseph, Mich. Our chut_‘ches, our Sunday
schools, our young people’s societies and many other
church groups and individuals have obse%'ved_ the
splendid custom to help this worthy deqomlnatlgnal
benevolence with money offerings or with offerings
of food, clothing, etc. Through the Orphanage
Board many other widows and orphans all over the
country in our conferences receive assistance srnd
ten such widows with 42 minor children are bem_g
aided at present to maintain their homes. May thls
Christmas-tide find no abatement in the number of
helping hands and hearts!

Donations of food, clothing and ete. are to be
sent direct to Rev. Hans Steiger, 1401 Langley Ave.,
St. Joseph, Mich.

All donations of money are to be gent to the
General Treasurer, Mr. E. Elmer Staub, Box 6,
Forest Park, I11. All monies designated for the
Home are used for its support.




Gifts for the King

EvMA THARP HALE

To B:thlehem in days of old

The Wise Men came with gifts of gold,
And myrrh and frankincense,

And with this costly 0ﬁeqmg .

They brought their worship to the King,
And bowed in reverence.

Years passed away. The cross looms

near, . -
And one who holds his friendshp dear—
Mary of Bethany—
While there for him the feast is spread,
Pours ointment on l:ﬁs fzet and head,
And worships lovingly.

Then, when his earthly life had fl=d,
Friends come and beg the holy dead,
Their hearts bowed down in glocm:
With myrrh and aloes wrapped his
clothes,
And laid the body to repose
In Joseph’s new-made tomb.

The Marys come with eager feet,

And bring for him their spices sweet,
But he has gone away.

But joy comes when they are aware

Of angzls with a messzge there,
“The Lord has risen today!”

We, too, can bring our gifts of gold,

And frankineense, like those of old,
And worship at his feet.

We, too, may break our costly vase

Of ointmznt, filling all the place
With odors rare and sweet.

Jame:burg Young People Visit
Walnut St.,, Newark

On Tuesday, November 14, a group
of the Jamesburg, N. J., church enter-
tained the young people of the Walnut
St. Church of Newark, N. J. Since cur
splendid highways in New Jersey brng
Jam=sburg only about 35 miles from
Newark they hired a bus and made the
trip in an hour. After an inspiring mes-
eage of Rev. Victor Prendinger who is
the Visitation Secretary of the Y. P. U,,
the meeting was turned over to our
guests.

«Farmer Brown's Conversion to the
Doctrnes of Stewardship” was presented
in a2 3 act play which was coachzd by
Mrs. Peters (wife of Rev. C. Peters,
pastor of the Jameshurg church). It
wasg offered in a very amusing way and
yet serious enough to make us see the
need of stewardship in the church. Mrs.

Grace Epp was pianist,
Those who made up the east were the

fol'owing: Weston Ashman, Lillian Epp,
Mrs. C ara Ziegler, Viola Peters, Alice
Fowler, Mildred Ki burn, Albert Kilburn
and Arthur Schroeder.

The a‘tendance from the Jamesburg
church numbered 22.

After the meeting games and refresh-
ments were indu'ged in and we enjoy_ed
a grond evening of fun and fzllowship,
bringing us closer together and strength-
ening the bonds of a real B. Y. P. U.

Avucust G. BUERMANN.

Days of Refreshing at Canton, O.

It was my pleasure to assist Rev. Hilko
Swyter and the church at Canten, 0.,
from Nov. 12-19 in evangelist’'c services.
I found a ready church, a religious at-
mosphere and a prayerful attitude, How-
ever, snowstorms and extreme cold made
it difficult for people to gt to church.
In sp'te of these handicps men’,be.rs and
strangers came out night after night to
hear the word of God. A message was
given each even'ng in German from 7
to T7.30 o'clock, fo'lowed by fervent
prayers. The Eng'ish service followed in
the main auditorium of the church.

R'ght from the outset it was evident,
that the Lord was with us. On two occa-
sions the greater part of the congrega-
tion and the pas‘or came forward and
formed a circle and clasping hands ready
to reconsecrate themselves anew to Christ
and his church, while the evangelist of-
fered an earnest, fervent prayer for par-
don, peace and power. A husband, his
wife and married son come forward and
confessed the Lord. An excluded brother
repented, ask:d forgiveness of God and
went on his way Tejoicing. Two Sunday
school scholars too came forward ready
to yield to the Lord Jesus Christ.

The pastor and people were filled with
new hopes and aspirations for the fu-
ture,

The writer found good care and Chris-
tian ho-pitality in the home of the pas-
tor and much joy in contact with some
of the members in their homes. On one
evening Prof. J. Heinrichs, who now lives
in Canton, 0., came to the service and
spoke encouragingly.

I have had several opportunities sineca
my retirement in October to preach and
am grateful that I can be a help to my
brother ministers and to churches,

CARL A DANIEL.
* & *

Whatever your special need may be
you may readily find some promise in the
Bible suited to it. When you find such
a prom’se, take it back to the DPromiser
and ask him to fulfil his wordl—C, 1
Spurgeaon, et
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Minnesota German B. Y. P. U. &
S.S. W. U.

The Young People's meet'ng of the
State Association was held in conjunc-
tion with the 60th Anniversary rogram
of the First Church, St. Paul, on Sun-
day afternoon, October 22, at 3 P. M.
Miss Lena Bartel, president of the Unicn,
presided at the meeting.

Everyone took part in the cpeneing
services by uniting heartily in a rousing
song service, led by Miss Caroline Kiue-
ger.

Deayotions were led by Vernon Heck-
mann, First Church, St. Paul. Following
this musical selections were rendered by
a men’s quartet from the Minneapolis
church, and a piano and pipe organ duet
was p'ayed by Dr. Arthur Stoeckmann
and Thusnelda Mueller.

The sermon for the afternoon was de-
livered by Rev. R. W. Babcock, who
preached on “The Unlit Lamp.” The
message was very inspiring and touched
the hearts of everyone pressnt. Rev.
Bebeock stressed the importance of
doing good deeds now and not waiting
until it is too late. He also urged the
non Christians to follow the Lord now
while they still have the oppcrtunity,
bzcause some day the door will be shut
and they will no longer be able to enter
the Kingdom.

Following the address a musical se-
lection was rendered by a men's quartat.

EpNA TUBBESING, Sec.

This Day of Youth

A good text for youth is Paul's ex-
hortation to his young friend and co-
laborer in the Gospel, Timothy, to whom
he writes in his last epistle; “Stipr into
flame the gift which is in thee” (2 Tim
1:6). To this verse the “Christian H“r:
ald” adds the following helpful thoughts:

‘_‘Whenevc_er a young person takes his
religion seriously, his religion takes him
too. Usually, this results in {he devel—,
opment of his character and powers,

“11_1 these days of disillusionment con-
cerning many men who recently wore the
conventional labels of greatness, there 1s
anxlous thought being taken as to where
wl(i aref to get new leaders, to fill the
21-;?3?; the old, who have failed so mis-

“Obviously, ws have come upon a day

of rare opportunit i i
: v. This old world is
youth's for the remaking,

] “Paul‘.s word is timely. There are
atent gifts in every youth: smoldering

fires capable of blazng into greatness of
service,

] “We all n?lght. be so much more than
we are! God's beautiful plans for us often
fail because we will not co-operate. We
refuse to stir into flame our gift.”

@ L] a
The depression is liks a postage-stamp;

it has to be licked if it is going to be
sent away.—Louisville Times.
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Aunt Polly’s Notions

Rem2mbered by O. G. HERBRECHT,
Directcr of Young People’s Work, Iowa
State Council of Religious Education,
Dazs Moines, Ia.

Aunt Polly’s vine coversd porch :s
quite a famous spot in Blue Water, Kan-
sas. Please don't try to find that name
on the map. It isn't there. But the town
is there and so is Aunt Polly. She iz
past eighty now, has lived next door to
the church all her life, and in spite of
all the cares that come along in four
score years, her mind is keen, her smile
is happy, her heait is viry sure of God.
She is “Aunt Pol'y” to man, woman, and
child in B'ue Water—by blood or by
adoption. Her vine covered pcrch holds
the secret of many a heart ache. It is
the city of refuge for the discouraged,
the distressed, the d'sappointed, the
weeck, the fallen. Aunt Polly never
“tel’'s” and Blue Water knows it. Thers
must bz a tremendously optimistic faith
in her soul, for with all the foibles of
the ne'ghbors in her bosom, her eyes re-
main untouched, knd, and trustful as the
yvears go by.

Aunt Polly has “notions” as she calls
them, and as she laughs at them. But
some of us have discovered that thcse
notions hold the sound wisdom of mature
thought and the lifting strength of tre-
mendous experience.

One day, sitting on her porch, just
vis ting, I saw the young minister of one
of Blue Water's five churches coming.
So did Aunt Polly and she laughed—a
sort of inside chuckle that seemed to go
clear to the outreaches of her ample per-
sonality and give her decided satisfac-
tion. It was Aunt Polly’s own particu-
lar laugh.

“QOvar at his church,” she said, “they
eall him a Live Wire. Well, he acts like
ita'l right. Watch him now. He'll swing
his hat like a cowboy, grin clear across
his fcee, stop and shake my poor old hand
till it hurts, crzck a joke, and hustle
along to one of his million odd jobs.”

And sure enough, Milten Porter did
just those things—every one of them.
Cordial, hearty, happy, energetic, the
typical “hustler.”

“Wonder what he was before he
preached,” continued Aunt Polly. “He'd
m-ke a dandy bond salesman, wouldn't
he?”

“Well,” I replied, “a young fellow like
that certainly will make his church go.
I'm told his Sunday school is just jump-
ing ahead. The program of Christian
educat’on needs men like him.”

I knew I was safe in talking Christian
education to Aunt Polly. She was quite
up-to-date. Her philosophy was “there's
no fun in legging bshind.” So she read
much and her opinions were not the
mere conservations of age.

“Y-g-e-3,” she agreed slowly and un-
certainly. “I guess so, though I'm not
altogether sure—not so sure. Blue Wa-
ter's a nice litt'e ereek, isn't it?"

1 was a little surprised. It wasn't like
Aunt Polly to switch the conversation so
suddenly.

“Yes, but...."

This time she laughed out loud.

“You thought I was side-stepping,
didn't you. Well, I'm not. Milton Por-
ter reminds me of B ut Water. Down
by Eiler's farm there isn't much water
in the creek but it tumbles over a pile
of rocks and you can hzar the noise clear
up to the house. But south of town
here, where the creek runs under the
railroad track it was deep enough to
drown Steve Putnam’s boy last year—
and it didn't make any sound.”

She paussd significantly.

“Come, come, Aunt Polly,” I remon-
strated, “you're kind of hard on Milton
Porter, aren't you? Everybody likes
himi. oM

“I like him, too,” she interrupted.
“Can't help I'’king him. He's so friendly
and so sinczre. But he’s like B ue Water
just the same. Now, thot weuldn't worry
me much for I can stand him easy but
there's getting to be so many like him 1t
sort of scares me.”

Evidently Aunt Polly had something
on her mind, so I just let her go her
own way.

‘Last Christmas,” Aunt Polly began
again, “I was visiting my son Frzd in
the city and T passed a church with one

.of those electric s'gn beards out in front.
.On it was ‘There'll be a b'g time in this

church Christmas Day. GCome around.’
That hurt—"way down inside of me. It's
just Blue Water tumbling cver the rocks
at EKiler's farm.”

“You mean—shallow?" I suggested.

Aunt Polly nodded.

“I do and it’s the biggest menace to the
Churc}} right now. The man that writes
that kind of a sign preaches that kind
of a sermon. His whole church is like that.
His Sunday school is like that. If we keep
up that sort of thing religion will just
be the world’s Big Noise. I'd a lot rather
have for my pastor the man who first
said, ‘The Lord is in his holy temple, let
all the earth keep silence before him’
tl'mn th,e one who wrote that sign in the
city. I've mever had much education but
I have a notion that a fellow's words are
a pretty goed index to the size of his
soul. = When a fellow holds his religion
(‘hef‘.P he uses cheap words and when it's
a big, wonderful thing to him, he uses
b:g, ,wonderful words. We're putting
‘rich,” ‘dzep,’ ‘beautiful,’ ‘holy’ away in a
cupboard a'ong with the Ladies Aid sil-
verware ~and using instead, ‘clever.’
snappy,’ ‘I've,’ ‘hustling.’ Somehow 1
can’t think of Jesus as being a ‘live wire’
and the Sermon on the Mount bzing
‘snappy lines.' He's bigger than that—
he is beautiful, holy, more than any-
thing we've got. Christian education
ought to keep him so for our children.
Can yeu tell me how with sneppy lan-
guage God ig going to be anything more
fo our children than an Unusually Big
Business Man?”

And T couldn't.

As I left Aunt Polly that morn‘ng and
walked to the little depot for my train 1
“'?‘Omrht long and hard sbout her “né-
tion." Tt was worth thinking about.
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Sometimes I, too, am desperately afraid
we are not sinking our roots deep enough
into God’s soil. Just so we have some
flowsrs when the neighbors do—and so
we plant too close to the surface where
the growth is rapid—and the decay is
even more rapid.

In the field of Christian education,
which holds the future of the Kingdom
of God, our present emphases are so
practical, so aggressive, so active. The
achievement of proper pupil behavior
seems the sole intent of the program.
Indecd, it is so very much like the de-
mand of the business world for daily
“results” that we unconsciously adopt
both its vocabulary and its technic. Yet
is there not something to be said for the
achievements of spiritual gracicusness
and culture? Is there not something be-
vond moral satisfactory bzhavior? In
the academic world the scholar may be
quite properly active in the schoolroom,
and vet be socially a boor. In the moral
and religious world one's bshavior may
be entirely acceptable as a citizen, yet
his spiritual awareness and sensitiveness
be utterly undeveloped.

One of the ancient singers, whose vision
of the Lord was always so clear and holy
and whose language was ever so well in
keeping with that vision, has written,

“They that go down to the sea in ships
that do business in great waters....

These see the works of the Lord and his
wonders in the deep.”

“Ships that do business in great waters!”
They are not canoes or liftle sail boats,
but big, deep-going vessels that cut Phe
water far below the surface. Christian
education should understand that “to see
the works of the Lord and his wonders’
is quite as important as to solve a hu-
man life situation.

Christian education has not forgotten
it altogether. There is much commend-
able effort now apparent in behalf of a
more worthy concept of God and self-
expression toward him, through worship.
Yet I am wondering if this is sufficient,
or if there m'ght not also be contained
in the lesson materials more help toward
this same end. I, personally, should like
to see some of the great devotional ma-
terials of the Scr'pture in our youth les-
sons, materials for instance liks some of
the Psalms, exalting the Lord, compar-
ing him with the mighty things of na-
ture— the sea, the storm, the light, the
fire, the everlasting hills. Isaiah saw
“the Lord high and lifted up.” Some-
thing of that exaltation would serve
m’'ghtily in expanding the inner dimen-
sions of modern youth.

1t is, I take it, the business of Chris-
tian education to propagate and maintain
the cause of Christianity, as well as to
achieve moral character in life; to
interpret every part of it to every
part of the world. It seems -easy
to forget that it means interpret God as
well as man. There are sove, dark hideous
places in life that the healing hand ot
Jesus needs to touch, but the beauty of

(Continued on page 16)
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Chapter XXI
In which Mr. Stone Washes His Hands

Mr. Abner Stone, of Stone & Barker,
marine outfitters and ship chandlers,
with a place of business on Comm:reial
Street in Boston, and a bank account
which commanded respect throughout
the city, was fee'ing rather irritable and
out of sorts. Poor relations are always a
nu'sance. They are forever expecting
some'hing, either money—in Mr. Stone’s
caze th's particular exp:etation was usu-
ally fruitless—or employment or influ-
ence or something, Mr Stone was rich,
he had bzcome so by his own ability and
unaided effort. He was sure of that—
oftzn ment'oned it, with more or less
modesty, in the speeches which he deliv-
ered to his Sunday school class and at
dinners of varicus societies to which he
belongzd. He was a self-made man and
was conscious that he had done a good
job.

Therefore, bzing self-made, he saw no
particular rezson why he should aid in
the makng of others. If people were
poor they ought to get over it. Poverty
was a disease and he was no doctor. He
had bheen poor onez himself, and no one
had he'pad him. “I helped myself,” he
was wont to say, with pride. Some of
his rivals in business, repeating this re-
mrark, smiled and added that he had
been “helping himself” ever since.

Mr. Stone had “washed his hands” of
his cousin, Keziah Coffin, or thought he
had. After her brcther Solomon died
she had written to him, asking him to
find her a position of zome kind in Bos-
ton. “I don’t want money, I don't want
charity,” wrote Keziah. “What I want
is work. Can ycu get it for me, Abner?
I write to you bzcause father used to tell
of what you said to him about gratitude
and how you wou'd never rest until you
had done something in return for what
he did for you.”

Captain Ben Hall's kindness was the
one thing Mr. Stone forgot when he said
no one had ever helped him. He dis-
I'ked to be reminded of it. It was a
long while ago and the c2ptain was dead.
However, being reminded, he had called
upon a friend in the failoring line and
had obta’ned for Keziah the place of
cewing woman. She decided to become
housekeeper at the Trumet parsonage
and so notified him. Then he washed his
hands of her.

But now he was compelled to soil them
again. Keziah had apeared at his of-
fice, without warning, and demanded that
he find her a2 position. “Demanded” was
the proper word. Certainly she had not
begged. She seemed to feel that her de-
mand was right and proper, and his ac-
ceding to it the least he could do.

“What a fine place you've got here,
Abner!” she said, inspecting the office

and the store. “I declare it's finer than
the one you had when you first went into
business, afore you failed, I wish father
cou]fi have lived to see it. He'd have
realized that his judgment was good
ev%n though his investment wasn't.” '
eptain Hall had invested largely i
that first business, the one whign]yh:(}
failed. Mr. Stone changed the subject.
Later in the day he again sought his
friend, the tailor, and Keziah was in-
:r,talled in the loft of the latter's Wash-
ington Street shop, beside the other wo-
men and girls who sewed and sewed from
seven in the morning until six at nght
Mr. Stone had left her there and come.
away, _feeling that an unpleasant matter
:was_cpsposed of. He had made some
inquiries as to where she intended stay-
Jtngc,l_even z:}zid:d a half-hearted invitation
o dinner that evenin i
she declined. ves B lbws, But
“No, thank you, Abner,” she said «1’
goin’ to find a boardin’ p]acesaz:z{d II]':;
just as roon nobody knew where I was
stay!n’, for the present. And there’s o;:.e
thing T want to azk you: don’t t‘ell
sgul lfl am here. Not a soul, =
should come askin’ for me, don't oiv. *
any sat'sfaction. T'll te!I’yt::Jl.:l \t;v}g-:;viofnm
da}rri‘(.psrhaps- hI can't now.” iy
is was what troub'e ;
he sat in his office. W(;lyM;ho?Jti?lnihz;i
weman wish to have her whereahouth
kept a secret? There was reason folr
this, of course. Was it a respectable rea-
son, or the other kind? ¥f the latter, his
own name might be associataq with' th;e
scandal. He wished, for the fiftieth time
that there were no poor relations :
A boy cz;me into the office, “T‘here is
some one here to s ”
i ee you, Mr. Stone,
“Who is: it2”
‘_I don’t know, sir. Looks Ii
faring man, a sea captain, T sklfguﬁl s::-
—but he won’t give his name, Says "t'y
lm‘]‘:ortant and nobody but you'l] dy S
Humph! A1l right, Tel him to wai
I'll be out in a minute,” & Vel
Sea captans and ghj
Stone & Barker’s best clt)lstmers T
senlor partner emerged frop, ttils' e
with a smi'e on his face. o office
“Ah!” he said, extend; i
“G'ad to see you, C:pta?;n_.gﬂhm Eand.
“Hammond,” replied the visit;r_:
tO“SE_(‘).u, Mr. Stone.”  "Rarie
Pine weather for thig ti
“Fine enough, Mr, tSI:,]cf’ncte.l'r'ne o Zea.”
“\;Vell, Captain Hammong
we do for you? Goin i "
“Not right away, g}z;m:nzr:;m?
less'n a week ago. Home looks Gt !
me, for a spell, anyhow,” #Hnditn
“So0? Yes, T have no doubt

» What can

/ Let
see—where is your home, captain? me
should remember, of course, hut—___» I

e

“Don’t know why you sho
0w uld, ig i
my first trip in your latitude IT}HS 3
My home’s at Trumet.” i

If anyone.
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::Trumet?" Mr. Stone's tone changed.
Yes, Trumet, down on the Cape. Ever
been there? We think it's about as good
a plase as there is.”
“Hu-um!  Trumet? Well, Captain
Hammond, you wished to see me, I un-
derstand.”

“Yes. Fact is, Mr. Stone, I want to
ask you where I can find Mrs. Keziah
Qfoin. She’'s a relative of yours, |
b'lieve, and she's come to Boston lately.
Only vesterday or the day afore. Can
you tell me where she js?"

::Why do you wish to see her?”

Oh, for reasons, personal ones. She's
a friend of mine.”

“I see. No, captain, I ean't tell you
where she is. Good morning.” .

E‘raptam Nat was greatly disappointed.

Hold on there, just a minnte,” he
beggad. “This is important, you under-
stand, Mr. Stone. I'm mighty anxious
to find Kezi—Mrs. Coffin. We thought,
some of her friends and I, that most
likely you'd know where she was. Can't

you give us any help at all? Hasn't she
been here?”

Y“G:md morning, Captain Hammond.
Ou must, excuse me, I'm busy."”
; He went into the office and closed the
ciom. Captain Nat rubbed his forchead
;ﬁsperately. He had almost been sure
hat :Abner Stone would put him on Ke-
g.;ha track. Grace had thought so, too.
: s remembered what the housekzeper
a:;d ;:lold concerning her Boston cousin
e ofw the latter had found em:ploy-
e oij her when she contemplated
deathg Gr;cl:ymh“]" after her brother’s

. 2lleved t i
i,'DNto s Oncee.ved that Keziah would
tmr:tt;v:itlked to the door and stood

> UVIng to think what to do next.
£ person, wearing a con-
it L 0 aided and abet-
youtﬁ%’u]a l\;‘Wld wa:stcu;xt and a pair of
ut prominent side whiskers,

ol i ont of him
CBICI,‘ do for youe-i?ens“m‘ “Anything 1
aptaj b

side t]:r}i"]l{ Nat turned his gaze upon the
“Hoyrr 1S 20d the waisteoat
“ Zz. .he queri(}d, i

you?" ¥: 18 there anything I can do for
7 e gl

he d[’a“?l(!-:flaln shook hig head. “No-o,”

admit ) _dryly, “I'm afraid not, son.
sible, byt 14t don’t seem scarcely pos-
"L,ookuin Ifam afraid it's so.”
you?” © 0T something in our line, was
“Well ¢
on your I don't know. What might be
The ey Ne—Clothes?”
“T am ci‘;:fhlslured one drew hinse'f up-
he said shay "0 With Stone & Barker,”
ing in oyp a?ly' “And, seeing you stand-
“Yes, yeg OTB\’ray, I thought possibly—"
No, 1 don:t:, €g your pardon, I'm sure.
fome tq goo Want to buy anything. I
mattep » Mr. Stone on a personal
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isfaction. “I'm not surprised,” he ob-
served complacently. “We are a busy
house, Mr.—er &

“Ham.ncnd's my name. Are you Mr.
Bark:zr?"

“No-0, my name is Princa.

“S>? Silent partner in the firm, hey?"

“No-0, not exactly.” Mr. Prince was
slightly embarrassed. “No, I am a—a
salesman—at present. Was the matter
you wished to see Mr. Stone about a
very private one?”

“M:ddlin".”

“Well, I asked because Mr. Stone is
a busy man and we like to save him all
the—the——"

“Trouble you can, hey? That's nice
of ycu, you must save him a lot, Mr.—er
—XKing, was it?"

“No, Prince.”

“Sure and sartin’, Prince, of course. I
knew 'twas connected with the royal fam-
ly. Well, Mr. Prince, I'm afraid you
can't help me nor him out this time.
I'm lookin’ up a friend of mine, a widow
lady from down the Cape. She's a rela-
tion of Mr. Stcne's, and she's come to
Boston durin’ the last day or so. I
thought lik:ly he might know where she
was, that's all. That would be a little
out of your latitude, hey?”

“1 don't know. The namz wasn't Cof-
fin, was it?" .

Captain Nat started. “It certainly
was,” he answered eagerly. “How'd you
know that?”

Mr Princz's complacence was superb.
“Qh,” he answered with condescenson,
“Mr, Stone tiusts me with a good many
of his personal affairs.”

“I should think Lkzly he would. But
about Mrs. Coffin? You was goin' to
say?"

“She is with James Hallett & Co., the
tailors, on Washington Street. Mr. Stone
found a p’ace for her there, I balieve. I
—er—er—superintended the carrying of
her valise and— What?”

“Nothin’, nothin’. Hum! Hallett &
Co., tailors? What number Washin'ton
St eet did you sey?”

M: Prince gave the number, :

“Thank you a lot,” said Caplain Nat,
with fervor. “Good-by, Mr. Prince.
Hopa the next time I come you'll be in
the firm, Good day, sir.”

“Hey?" Nat had started to go, but
now he paused and turned. There was
a grim twinkle in his eye. “Messoge?
he repeated. “Why, ye-es, I don‘t know
but there is. You just give Mr. Stone
Cep'n Hammond's compliments and tell
him I'm lookin' forward to interviewin’
him soms time. Just tell him that, will
you?"

“I'l tell him. G'ad to have met you,
Captain Hammond.”

Ths captain nodded solemnly “Say,
Mr. King," he said, “you ain't half so
glad as I am.”

M- Prince strutted into the store.

“Who was that chap you were talking
with?" asked a fallow-clerk.

“Oh, a hayseed who wantzd to see the
the old man. Poor relation, I guess, I
headed him off. Stone is always telling
us that time iz money, so I saved both of

"

'em for him. He ought to thank me.
Wouldn‘t bz surprised if I got the raise
I've bzen a:king for.”

Mr. Prince did not get the raise, nor
the thanks. But he was surprised.

In the workshop of Hallett & Co., Ke-
ziah sat sewing busily. The window near
her was closed, stuck fast, and through
the dingy panes she could see only roofs
and chimneys. The other women and
girls niar her chatted and laughed, but
shf: was silent. She did not feel ke
talking, certainly not like laughing, The
garment she was at work on was a ccat,
a wedding coat, so the foreman had told
her, with a smile; therefore she must
be very particular.

She wondered idly whose coat it m'ght
be and who its future wearer was to
marry. This reminded her of the min-
ister and Gracz. They would be happy
now, her ta'k with Nat had assured her
of that, and they, too. wou'd bz married
one of these days. But she would not
attend the wedding., She wondered what
John had said when he read her note. He
and Grace would be sorry for her, of
course; b‘ut there was nothing they could
do to he’p. No one could help her, no
one. Perheps by this time the man she
had run away from had reached Trumet
aqd her secret wou'd be knewn. How
Didama and the rest would spread the
tale! How Captain Ekanah and Anna-
bel would sneer and exult! They hated
her because she was the minister’s friend.
And Nat, poor fellow, what would he
do? Well, at least he would understand
now,

The narrow stairway lead'ng up to the
work-hop end“.d in a little bc!xid-?n room
where t'he finished garments were hung
te await final pressing. From behind
the closed 1_3001' of this rocom eame the
sound of vo'ces, apparently in heated ar-
gum-nt. One of thege voices was that
of L'ﬁ;rry, the errand boy. Larry was
s:pe?k'ng.Shrilly and with enphasis. The
other voice was lower in key and the
wc‘)er:ls were inaudible,

0, sir, you can't,”
“You can't, T tell ym’:, d’;;frgg‘ssl‘gzgé
Et:ﬂ;noy:lb!?fiy in there and— Hold on!

The other voice made a short but evi-
dently earnest answer, Larry again
expo:tu‘qted. The workers looksd up
from their sewing. The door opened and
Lz:‘r%‘ ;:;?eaﬁled, flushed and excited.

'e's T. yy
“Me. Uphamis Upham?” he demanded.

Upham was the foreman of the work-
room. At the moment he was downstairs
In conversation with the head of the
hous‘;e. A half dozen gave this infor-
mation, -

“What's the matter? Who is it?"
ask>d several.

:‘I don't know who 'tie. It's a man and
he's erazy, I think. T told him he cculdn't
com= in here, but he just keeps a'comin’.
He wants ‘somebrdy named Coffin and
thers ain’t no coffins here.”

Keziah bent lower over the wedding
coat. Hor hand shook and she droped
the needle.
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“I told -him we didn't keep coffins,’
declared Larry. “This ain't no under-
taker's. Where's Mr. Upham?”

Kczzizh's nearest neighbor leaned to-
ward her.

“I guess it's somebody to see you,"”
she said. “Your name is Coffin, ain't it?"

“No, no. That is, it can’'t be anybody
to see me. I don't want to see anybody.
Tell him so, whosver it is. I can't see
anybody. I— Nat!"

He stoed in the doorway, beckoning t»
her.

“Keziah,” he said, “come here. I want
veu. I'll tell you why in a minute.
Come!"

She hesitated., In a measure she was
relieved, for she had feared the man at
the door might be her husband. But she
was greatly agitated and troubled.
Everyone in the place was looking at her.

“Nat,” she said, trying to speak firmly,
“T can't see you now. I'm very busy.
Pleasz go away.”

“Comz!"

“I can't come. Go away. Pleass!”

“K-ziah' I'm waitin'. And I'm goin’
to walt if I stay here all night. Comz!"

She obeyed then. She could not have
a scene there, bzfore all those strangers.
Shs steppad past him into the little room.
He followed and closed the door.

“Nat,”" she said, turning to him, “why
did ycu come? How could you be so
cruel? T k

H: interrupted her, but not with words.
The next moment his arms were about
her and she was pressed tight against
the breast of his blue jackst.

“Koz'uh,” he whispered, “I've come to
take you home. Home for good. No,
stay where you are and I'll tell you all
about it. Praise ba to God! we're off the
rocks at last. All that's left is to tow
you into port, and, by the everlastin’,
that's what I'm here for!”

When Upham came up the stairs after
his long interview with “the boss,” he
found the door at the top closed. When
he rattled the latch that door was cpened
by a strang:ar.

“Are you Mr. Hallett?” asked Captain
Nat briskly.

“No, I'm not. Mr. Hallett is in his
offic2 on the first floor. But what——"

“On the main deck, hey? Well, all
right; we won't trouble him. You'll do
just as well; T judge you're one of the
mates of this craft. You tell Mr. Hal-
lett that this lady here has decided not
to eru‘se wih him any longer. No fault
to find, you understand, but she's got a
better berth. She's going to ship along
with me. Ain't that so, Keziah?"

Keziah, pale, trembling, scarcely rea-
lizing the situaticn even yet, did not
speak. But Captain Nat Hammond
seemed to find his answer in her silence.
A few minutes later, her arm in his, they
descended the gloomy, dusty stairs, and
emerged into the sunshine together.

That afternoon Mr. Abner Stone again
“washed his hands" of his poor relation
—this time, as he indignantly declared,
“for good and all.”

(Coneluded in our next)
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Christ Born In Me
MARY T. LATHROP

'Tis not enough that Christ was born
Beneath the star that shone,

And earth was set that morn

Within a golden zone.

He must be born within the heart,
Before he finds his throne,

And brings the day of love and good,
The reign of Christ-like brotherhood.

Rethinking Our Church Program
Cuas. F. ZUMMACH

The writer does not wish to pose as
an authority on Religious Eduecation, nor
is this article intended to be a disserta-
tion cn the subject. It is merely an at-
tempt to analyze the pregram of the
church, in the 1'ght of past experience
and our present situation, in so far as
it pertains to religion and to worship:

It is always hard to break away from
cher'shed traditions, whether it be in
the realm of politics, econom’cs, OT morals.
Every sphere of hum~n .activxty and re-
lationship has its “Tor:'es," that u'tra
conservative element, which clings to the
past with the tenacity of a leech. They
foel that because certain methods have
worked in the past, there is no reason
why they should not work in the future,
so “Why chang2?" It would be strange
indeed, if rel’'gon should be an exerp-
tion. Twenty-five years of preaching h?g
taught the writer that evr—_-_ry_ch}xrch, in
every denom nation, has within it those,
whose opinions can perhops be best
summed up in the words of an old Ger-
man hyrn: “So war'’s, so ist's, so wird
(or mwuss) es sein bei seiner heiligen Ge-

LI L]

mein’.

d Yet We Ar~ Tiving in a Changing
" World

tremendous changzs have swept
ovg'h?:]?le world within the last thirty
years! Our whole sqcxal order has been
completely revolutmp"zsd And now, un-
der the “New Deal,” we are again Re-
thinking” our whole econom’c order,—
not in terirs of “ruzgad mdw1d_uahsm,
or great profits for the few, but in terms
of hum~n needs, and the greatest gqod
for the greatest number. We_ara b2g'n-
ning to realize that the tfachmgz_ of Je-
sus are not merely !Jea'utlful sentiments,
but fundamental prmclples,‘whlch must
be translated into pract'c2, if our clvili-
zation is to escape the abyss.

But when we enter the reglm of re-
ligion, how tenacious'y we chn‘g to the
old and established orde‘r of things. To
many the very suggestion of a cpangg
seems sacriligious. Why should this be?

. . P hie
istianity I:self is the Produc_t of t
e Greatest Religious Revolution

has ever known. While its
ggidgglzlr?tal truths have not changed
with the centuries, 2gaiin aqd again, it
has been forced to change its methods
to meet the changing conditions, and its
ability to do 80, has been its salvation
in every crisis. That the church is pass-

ing through another erisis in its history,
and that we are living in the pcriod of
transition, only the blind will deny. For
a year we have been talking about “Re-
thinking Missions.” Is it nct about time
we began to “Rezthink” our whole church
program? Is it meeting the needs of the
day in which we live? If not, what can
we do to make it so?

N'neteen hundred years ago the church
was born. TFor almost eighteen hundred
years, what education there was, both
secu'ar and religious, centzred around
the church. Nct always was the church
true to her divine mission. It was not
long bzfore the church became an end to
herself, instead of a means to an end.
The result was moral corrupt.on and spir-
itual bank.uptey. Then

About 150 Years Ago the Sunday School
Was Born

It or'g'nated outside of the church,
and for a long timz was carried on out-
side of the church, often in op2n oppo-
sition to the church. But as the circle
of its influence en'arged it gradually
dr>w nearer to the circumference of the
church, until fina'ly the circles mat, and
then inter’ceked. Still to this day, they
ex'st for the most part as two separate
and distant organ’zations, and s:parate
institut'ons. While for the most part
teachers of the Sunday schocl come from
the rark and file of the church, and both
meet in the same buildng, the Sunday
school is still considered an entity within
itscIf, managing and financing its own
program, often without any supervision
from the church itse'f, and s:meotines
even without any consideration for the
church.

For some years there has bzen
A Growing Dissatisfaction

w'th this dualistic type of organization,
where each part is scparated from the
other part, in the program of the church.
Other organizations besides the Sun’ay
school have contributed to this dissatis-
faction. Too often, as the efficiency of
thess organizations incre-ses, the g°p
batween them and the church widens.
Instacd of a'l the sctivities rad’ating
from the church like the spokes from the
hub of a wheel, these have h2comz plan-
ets, or even fixed stars, swirling arcund
their own axis, with perhaps the church
on'y as a sort of a center of their solar
system.

About two decades ago some people be-
gan talking about

The Church School

instead of the “Sunday school.” The
nam> was to sign'fy a new idea in the
educaticnal program of the church. Cym-
mon sense demanded that there should
be an end to this dualistic type of organi-
zat'on, and a unification of the whole
church program. We realize that the
Suncay school does not have a separate
messag?, or a “Corner"” on the educational
pregrem of the church, even though it
does mek2 a very distinetive econtri-
bution to that program. Whi'e any
change of method and terminology is
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bound to be opposed, many are panting
for the refreshment which may come
through an improvemant in the program
of the average church.

Thke Church is Concerned With the Re-
Lgious Upbuilding of All Its Members

young and o!d, and the regeneration of
the whole life. To this end the whole
program of the church must make its
contribution. This program of spiritual
development far exceeds the scope of the
work which can be done in the Sunday
scheol alone. The records show that
approximately two thirds of the conver-
sions and additions to the churech come
{rom the Suncday schcol. This is the
com:ron boast of the Sunday school. But
it only shows the credit side of the
iedgar. What about the d:b't side? Re-
cent figures compiled by statisticians
show that approx mately 80% o fthe pu-
pils in our Sunday school ncver join the
church, and uzually drop out after they
have reached the age of twelve or so.

What is the reason for this? Let me
mention just two. In the first plzace, a
larga nun.ber feel that they have grad-
vated from the Sunday school at that
age, and so immunized themselves to
further religious instruction., Sszcondly,
a large nuwb:sr of them may be found
in the membersh’'p rolls of other churches.
The reason for this is, that while the
parents ware perfectly wil'ing to have
the children attend our Sunday school
while they were young, and perhaps be-
cause our church happened to be con-
veniently near, when the time came to
join the chureh, they insisted that the
children join the church to which their
parents prof:ssed allegiance. The result
is, that while the chureh had the burden
and the care of these children while they
were young, she was denied the reward
of her labors, in the sharing of their
lives when they grew up.

Two Reasons Migtt Be Cited for This
Showing

The first is, we have insisted upon
separating the Sunday school from the.
church proper, not alone in cur practice
but a’so in our think'ng. Pri: arily the'
S_upday school was organ’zad to gva re-
lig'ous instruction to chill ren, whomu the
church had sadly neg'ected. The church
thd b_ecome an institution for adults. It
still is to a large extent, and then we
wondal: why the young people are not
more interested. Our conference and
zthoczahor} programs are made up with
02 Yd t‘ne_ Interests of the older folks in
mind, with perhaps an afternoon or eve-
nllln’g set aside for the Sunday school and
tth;tyt?}llmg people. The marvel of it is,
i “';hyolmg people are interested at
el lere the language quest'on en-
ers in, it only tends to accentuate the

difficulty, and wide .
{ ? en the ] X~
sts between the two, gap which ex

. Secondly, hecause of this separation in
ur program for both institutions, the
church and the school, th-re has devel-
oped 2n overlapping, if not even a con-

ﬂ'ct;ng element in the program of these
institutions. Let me illustrate.
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In Our Particular Church,

of which I happen to be the pastor, we
have a very efficiently departmental’zed
Sunday school, thanks to the splendid
work of my predeczssor, the Rev‘. 0. E:
Kruegar. E:ch department has its own
assembly room, and its own program of
worship. Some of these departments
have a h'ghly developed program of wer-
ship, lastng half an hour, and some-
times even more. Once a month the pas-
tor gets round to these departments :_for
a short “sermon.” This worship pez:wd
is followed by an ha'f hour cass period.
Then there is 2 reassen bling of the
classes in their departments, and a clos-
ing exerc'se, usually followed by some
sort of benedction, such as: “The Lord
wa‘ch between me and thee, while we are
zbsent one from another.” Then comes
the dismissal. The service is closed, and
tha youngsters feel at liberty to go home,
having performed their religious duty
for the day. And why should they not
think so?

It is a Common Complaint

that young people do not att-nd church
scrvices as regularly as they should.
(They might at that, if some o der follfs
would set a better ex-mple) But is
the charge true? Hozve they not attendgd
a church scrvice? They had a worship
period, special mus’e, and a sermon by
the teacher, and they cannot see why
they should be expectt_zd to attend an-
other. If they remained, they wou'd
get credit for attending only one church
serv.ce, when as a matter of fact, they
attended two.

In spite of this a lgrgsihnumgg-oé
u gcple remtin for the mormin
g:r\?ige pin !:)ur church, than is perhaps
the case in many others, and 1 marvel
at it. Some of the fn_!ks who come at
10.45 feel very scl_f-? ght-ous, because
they are attending divine worsh'p. They
forget that a great many fo ks whom
they censure for going hom‘? after Sunr-'
day school have attendad an “early n-assl
at 9.80, and cannot se€ ‘\‘vh_y they sh'?u d
be expected to attend “High Mass” at

mg:.;t all changes must be prompFed by
someth’ng more than the mere ﬂ(lesu'e for
sonething different. _Un‘.less ‘:’:- can s}?g;
gost something defin’tzly bet ;I'Bwe a
better leave well enough z:long. 5 lt];te even
the fact, that the new plan 15 b€ T, 115
insufficient for its adoption, tl-.; _mqitthv
pract’eal, and must have W. ;n i the
pessibility of being carried ou ,.fs l:
circumstances in each community de-
m%?fi. offer as 8@ golu‘ion for our prob-
lem what is known as

The Unified Church Program
We are not discussing it in all its p}::azes
at this time, but only in s0 far a.rgsz dp.
p'ies to the relat:onship of the urlla?ri
school to the church. We la.y }rlm cbeen
to orig'mality for this idea, it asmfmy
the subjcet for di_scu_ssmn .111 e
groups. less it is put 1m0 P

But un
t'ee, discussion will get us nowhere.

What is needed is pioneers, Who are will-

ing to experiment with such a program,
and thus give to the world the results.of
their expzriments. What an oppor.unity
for a glorious adventure! .

Ia the first place, let us cease talking
abount “Sunday school commenezs at
930 and church services at 10.45," as if
these two were two separate institutions,
that had nothing in common, exczpt that
they meet in the same building. Instead,
let us rather say:

“Our Church Program Begins at 9.30”
The first part of this program (or the
latt:r part, where the Sunday schoql is
ordinarily held after the church service)
is the study period of the church serv-
ice. Those who fail to ba there for that
period are late, just as much as if they
ambled in after the choir had sung the
second anthem. The devotional or wor-
ship period cf this part of the program
ought to be kept at the m'nimum, includ-
ing all spzcial mus’c, and other features.
The main emphasis should be placed upon
the class study period.

The Best Course of Study

for such a program is a graded lesson
course for all departments. The Inter-
national Uniform Lessons are an ana-
chronism, which have outlived their use-
fulness. All attempts to adapt the same
lesson to the mind of the infant and the
adult ave a failure. At the c'ose of the
study period the classes should assemble,
—not in their department,—but in the
church auditorium, for the next period
in their program, the worship period of
the church. Where the facilities permt,
the primary and other ycunger children
should be gathered for junmior church
service. The others shou'd unite with
the older fo ks in the worship service of
the chu-ech. There would bz no dismissal,
till the final benediction is pronounced.
Granting that the study period closed at
10.15, the whele church services, inc'ud-
ing the whole program for the morning,
would be over by 1130. They tell us,
two hours is “too long for children,” yet
these same children sit for three hours
at a time in the public schools.

What Are the Advantages of This Plan?

In the first place the children wou'd
be made to feel that they did not only
have a part in the Sunday school, but in
the very worship services of the church
itself.

Secondly, they would be made to feel,
that they are not merely a part of the
Sunday school, but would consider them-
selves a part of the church itself, into
whose full membership and fellowship
they cculd come by their acceptance of
Christ as their Savior and the ordinance
of boptism.

In the third place, and this is impor-
tant, it would link up the adult member-
ship of the church with the whole church
program, instead of confining them o
the worship servieces of the church. A
full, rounded out, religious program
weuld be offered every mamber, old and
young every Sunday, instead of a lop-
sided one, as is now too -oftem the case
We know
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This Plan Will Meet With Opposition

To many it will seem revolutionary.
Preachers will oppose, if for mo other
reasen than that it will compell them to
change the character of their prezching.
Instead of indulging in the customary
theological discussions, to suit the tastes
of older folks, they will have to learn to
think in terms of youth of today. These
theologeial discussions could be carried
on in the class period, under she leader-
ship of the pastor. The same is true
where a German element makes the use
of that language desirable.

Sunday school officers and executives
will oppose it, bceause it will seem to
detract from the work and glory of the
Sunday scheol. But what are we work-
ing for? Is the Sunday school an end
unto itself, or a means to an end?

Can we truthfully say, that our work
is a success when three fourths of the
pupils never join the ch.urch? Dc_; we not
s2e, that if the church is to continue, we
must make the children church con-
scious? In cases where strong home ties
bind the families to the church, this is
comparatively easy, but where the chil-
dren come from homes that have no
church connection, this is exceedingly
difficu’t. A unified church program
would solve this d.fficulty. May we have

the wisdom to see it!

“What’s the Use?”

A young man ran for the legislature
of Ilinois, and was badly swamped.

He next entered business, failed, and
spent 17 years of his life paying up the
debts of a worthless partner.

He was in love with a beautiful woman
to whom he became engaged—then she
died. I y

Entering politics agaln, he ran for
Congress and was badly _defeated. He
then tried to get an appointment to the
United States land office, but failed.

He became a candidate for the United
States Senate and was badly defeated.

He became a candidate for the vice-
presidency, and was once more defeate_d.

One failure after another—bad fail-
ures—great sctbacks, THEN he bef.:ame
one of the greatest men of America—
Abraham Lincoln.—Author unknown.
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Helpfulness can not be standard zed.
Giving until it hurts is not a true measure
of charity. Some are easier hurt than
others.—Toledo Blade.

Still Hope

The young actress had married and
was confrontzd with the problem of pre-
paring her first meal. L

The soup and meat came out of tins, so
they where comparatively successful. But
when she produced the sweet she looked
glum.

“These are supposed to be pancakes,
dear,” she said, “but 1 think they'Te a
ghastly frost.”

«Q,” said her husband, encouragingly,
«dont say that until we've tried them on
the phonograph.”
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The Fruit of the Tree
WiLLiAM MERRIAM ROUSE

All along the river road folks ecalled
Esau Unger meaner than quack grass
and twice as aggravating. Quack grass
just hogged the goodness out of the land
and said nothing, but when Unger took
what lay to his hand he made a noise
about it. brezenly, and a jest of his vie-
tim. Unger knew those things that were
said about him, and cared not. They were
never said to his bristling beard, both be-
cause of his ruthless strength and his
power in money, and it gave him satis-
faction that men did not dare to speak
their minds.

On the morning before Christmas
Unger sat by the stove in his comfort-
ab'e kitchen and worked a new pair of
laces into the high rubber shoes that
went on over his thick leggings of felt.
It was just after breakfast and Martha
Unger, worked lean and somewhat sub-
missive by twenty years of Esau, moved
from table to kitchen sink, clearing away
the dishes. Esau knew, although §he
had not gpoken, that there was something
in her mind, seeking for words. ‘He was
ready to put a s*op to it for, to y!s th:nk~
ing, almost anything that his wife m'ght
suggest wou'ld be foolishness.

“I'm going to chop on the spur Gf_the
mrountan today,” he said after a time.
“You might as well put m= up scme lunch
__it's a waste of time to come beak for
a warm dinner.”

“Yes, Esau.” s

Martha spoke in her most conciliat’ng
tones as she turned hurried'y from the
dishes and began to prepare the Junch.
Tsau gave barely enough thought to her
to rcalize that she was on the point of
brcaching some unwelcome subjzct.
Working in a stiff pair of new leather
laces was an important matter.

«Poymorrow’s Christmas,’ said Martha
in a voice that was a trifle strained.

“Uh-huh."”

«The church folks in the village is
planning to do quite a little this year.”

«“Then the fools ain’t all dead yet.”
He spcke calmly, but with the s_trengt}]
of a conviction that had been his until
it had become a part of his life.

“The women are a-going to try and
give a Christmas tree to each one of the
famblies around here that can't afford
it.” She hurried her words a little.
«Gome is going to furnish one thing, and
some another.”

“Encouraging  shiftlessness,”  com-
mentzd Bsau as he stamped his feet into
the rubber shoes.

“T thought mecbbe I might be able to
give a tree.” She turned and faced him,
unconsciously twisting up a bit of apron
in her work-hardened fingars. “One of
that litt'e clump of young spruess up in
the back pasturz would do first class.
They an't gcod fer nothing else.”

Esau grunted and stood up. In spite
of his contempt for Martha's mnotions
these rare seones were unpleasant to him.
They made him feel as if his wife thought
he was not a good provider. He knew
that he was. Martha Unger never
wanted for the best food and the warm-
est clothes.

“I need all them trees to maka sled
stak=s out of,” he said short'y.

Martha's lip quivered, It irritated him
that it should be nececssary to say any-
thing about the matter, but he waited for
her to speoak.

“It does seem as though you might
spare one, Esau. T was figgering on
fixng mine up for Nahum Phinney's
famb'y. His wife ain't well ang they's
s'x young'uns and I don't belieye thoy've
got more'n enough to eat, if they have
that much.”

“That good-for-nothing little runt!”
Esau snorted out the words. “I haapit

ought to of rented him fifty acreg last .

fall. The first quarter of rent is due to-
day, but he won't never bz able to pay it
and if he don't—" d

Es~u paused abruptly as he i
Mack'naw jackzt and teok the ?ﬁc%npl;'ﬁ
from his w'fe. He feared she woylq
guess what he had left unsaid, anq his
fear wes justified.

“It wouldn't just seem Christian to
turn him out of his house in thig k'nd
of weather, Esau,” she protested. Mar.
tha had struck on the two subjects ost
powerful, just then, to stir Esay ¢ m;at,h
—Christian and Nahum Phinney, ﬁe
turned, with his hand on the dooy knoh
and g'ared down from his six feet three
of self-sufficient strength. 4

“Christian!” he grunt-d, “po .
Your Christianity is Iike spoonmxfﬂ?;{zgi
mushy and soft for them that's toq old
and too young to eat reg'lar. Tt ain't fé,l.
men and women; not if they've got any
sense. Christmas ani Christiap and Na
hum Phinney go togzther!” 1

“That don't meks no differencal” Mar
tha had flared up at last. “The pyin.
neys is human eritters jest like we pei»

“Human nuisances!” g
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He swung out of the house, his cap
brushing the top of the doorway. He
was too blg to be deeply angry with a
woman, but he was disgusted. Every
year at Christmas Martha was taken
w.th notions more or less liks this. He
honestly tried to make allowances for her,
and that was more than he did for any
other living being.

Unger stoppad at the woodshed and
picked up an ax, curling two fingers
around the very tip of the helve. Then
he raised his arm slowly and held the ax
out s'raight. There were fzw men in the
township who could do that. Suddenly
he lowered the ax and turned at the sound
of footsteps crunching over the hard
snow. He was a little abashed that any-
one should have caught him at his pride-
ful display of strength, but when he saw
the peak:d face and the stooping shoul-
ders of Nahum Phinney his embarrass-
ment turned to anger.

Phinney came up and stood before him
for all the world I'ke a scared rabbit.
Ungor thought., He looked scernfully
oy at the smaller man, who was p'ainly
suffering from the intense cold despite
many  wrappings of patched clothes.
Phinney dispensed with the customary
greetings and remarks about the weather.

I come over to see about my rent,

I Unger,” he said nervously. “I sold
my hay all right enough, but they ain't
;:\g?ne for it on account of the deep snow.
thebbel next week they can draw it

en I'll have a check that is jest as good
as cash money. T'Il turn it right over
to you and I can cut wood enough to
Esgeﬁl.]e rest inside of a month, certain

Although he had no leaning toward

{)T:Ei_rcy, Esa:u.Unger reflected a moment
-lore rep'ying, for Mrs, Unger and
Phinne

thow hy tegether had stirred him to
o 8ht on a matter that ordinarily
it vlvnuld have settled mechan’ea'ly. The

orld was full of Nahum Phinneys, never

nm;r;nthin holding their own and often
Strong_g ¢lp. They were a drag on the
“The

“If T is due today,” said Unger-

andyou cant pay it you'd better pack uP
£ "L0Ve tomorrow, like a man, instead

" plintng abeut if,"

ney'sug tomo?mw is Christrag!” Phin-

hﬁnsions_Zes Widened with growing appre
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r:ts the twenty-fifth of December!
ﬁ?ted Ungar grimly.

and f:ney swallowed two or three times
“Litgﬂ)led his hands together.

is sick,” Emmy, one of my younguns

words i he said, rather dragg ng the

when T | She was getting kind of worse

it v:'de i home and it don't seem like

and moy be.rlght for to make us got oub

mas.” ¢ with a sick young'un on Christ-

It was the - - -
& reiteration of Christm2®
};atr:i‘“:her hardened Unger. Otherwise
8ht have yielded a few days iD

order T
work, to bz rid of the matter and get 0

co

I g ; ]
I?"I didn’t make the young'un sick, did
prepa ¢ threw the ax over his shoulder

Tatory tq moving away. «ain't
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my fault you ain’t more forchanded, is
it?"

Phinney made Ungar think more and
more of a rabb’t. Now, as he struggled
with some inward difficulty, he looked
lika a rabbit that had just been shot.

“Won't you please—?"

“Nol"

If Phinney had stood up and defied
Esau Unger, the little man would have
bzen physically safe and he might pos-
sibly have won his case. It was not in
Unger’s code to strike a man smallzr
than himself, and he lka=d grit. But
this weakness made his stomach turn.

“Why didn't you look ahead?” he de-
manded. “A feller that's renting a farm
is a mnaturally shiftless cuss or he
wouldn't bz renting—he’d own the placz.
Why be I well-fixed? Because I pay
every dolar the day it's due! And 1
cale’late to make other folks do the same,
I ain’t asking no favors and I ain't giv-
ing none. Them's my principles!”

He wheeled sharply and walked away
without once lock'ng back. His Mack-
inaw jacket was flapping open and he
drew deep breaths of air. To him the
clear cold was a stimulant and he wanted
to breathe out the feeling that Christian-
ity and Christmas and Nahum Phinney
had raised in him. He ploughed upward
through the snow that covered his fat
acres to the foot of Old Roundtop, ris
ing in somber grays and greens against
the winter sky. Between him and the
mountain there was understanding.

Unger halted at the base of one of
the stecp sides of the spur, covered with
sturdy second- and third-growth timber.
He was chopping primarily for firewood
but he p'anned to cut the ground over
clean, selling the larger and better grown
trunks for lumber. In a moment his
jacket and mittens were off. Then, brac-
ing himself at the foot of a young maple,
he swung his ax in a long are, with all
the power of his taut muscles, and sent
its blade deep into the body of the tree.
The ax had hit in almost to the helve.
Two skiful jerks tore it loose and again
it came glittering down. This time th ck
chips flew and a clean, wedge-shaped cut
appeared. A day's work was well bzgun.

A few minutes later the maple tot-
tered and Unger stood aside as it went
crashing through the undergrowth. Drip-
ping with sweat but breathing even'y, he
took no rest. He worked up the slope,
chopping out underbrush when he had to
and sending tree after tree swaying
mightily dcwnward to await either the
chains or the log team or the process of
working up into four-foot lengths.

Well up the side of the spur there was
an oak of considerable size, forking out
in two branches not far from the base.
The axman set himself to it with a certain
zest in the ccnquering of its thickness,
but it was some time before he stood
pridefully back and locked at a deep
noteh scarring into the heart of the
downhill side. On the upper side there
was another ond smaller notch, with its
apex higher in the trumnk. A few more
well-paced blows, struck with a good
arm, would bring the tree down.

Unger tcok a fresh grip and swung
his ax. The first blow sent a quiver
throughout the length of the oak. At
the sceond there was an ominous snap
and a chorus of little eracking noises.
For the third time he drove his steel
downward. Then eame a mighty rending
of wood and Unger, snapping the ax free,
locked upward.

He saw d:zath coming down upon him.
He had choppad, accuratzly enough, to
fell the tree straight down the slope, but
one of the great branches had eaught in
the top of a smaller tree and swung the
oak out of its course just as it tottered
over. Ungar sprang backward, and might
have saved himself had it not been for
the stump of a little bush, no bigger
than a man's finger, that he had lopped
offi not half an hour before. His foot
caught; he tripped and fell and rolled
over, with the roar of the falling tree
like an avalanche of sound against his
ears. As the man’s muscles tensed for a
desperata spring, it seemed that the
heavens and earth thundered together.
The breath went out of his body in one
Zasp.

Esau Unger, face downward in the
snow, tried to rise and could not. On his
back and loins there was a weight that
m_oclfed him. He twisted and wriggled,
d:ggzng his bare hands ‘into the snow,
until he could turn his head and glance
upward. The rough trunk of the oak
loomed above; a little hollow in the
greund had saved Unger’s life. His body
lay wedged into this depression by a
weight that, given a few more inches to
fall, would have crushed flesh and bones
to pulp.  He could move his legs and
arms but otherwise he was held power-
JQSS, save that by great expense of
strength he was able to lift his head and
shoulders just a little way.

Unger was not hurt so far as he cold
teli,_ but at the end of a few seconds his
feeling of relief passed. It was no small
matter to be pinned down by a tree. His
hzmr}s grew cold and it was only after
considerable exertion that he drew them
together and washed his stiffening fingsTs
In snow. A sudden chill went through
him and he remombered that a flannel
shirt and undershirt were all his protec-
tion against a temperature well bzlow
z2ro. The heat and exercise had passed
and sweat wag congesling in his hair.
Already there was a mound of ice along
h}s beard. Grudgingly he admitted to
hiteself that it was nccessary to call for
he'p, only to realize, with cold striking
Into his heart, that there was no one to
hear.

The nearest house was Esau Unger's
own, down on the river road, and beyond
that lay the house that Phinney rented.
'I:he strongest voice could mot reach to
either of them frem the mountain side.
He had told Martha not to expeet him for
midday dinner. At best a searching
party could not be expzeted until well
into the evening and Unger knew that
he would be frozen long before nightfall.
He was no coward, but at the thought of
death creeping slowly upon his helpless
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ness he raised his voice and bellowed a2
call for help that went echoing away
from the granite cliffs of Old Roundtop.
Again and again he shouted and the
echoes drifted back in feeble cries.

Unger was not beset by panic and after
a little time he czased to call out and be-
gan to struggle, for if there were any
chance of getting free it behooved him
to find it before his strength waned.
Long since sensation had left his feet
and now his fingers were growing numb.
He raised himself, turtle-wise, and pulled
and jerked at his cumbared bedy. The
muscles knotted across his shoulders and
he strained until faintness touched him,
but it was all without result. He dropped
back and lay panting with his face
against the snow.

That desperate effort for freedom had
taught the imprisoned man one thing.
He could keep alive as long as he had
strength to struggle, for the exercise
had st'rred his blood again. So he began
to twist and squirm and in that way
worked up a little glow of heat. It seemed
to him that he had bsen rolling his head
and working his arms for indefinite years
when a dead branch eracked. Unger
braced himself to the difficult task of
lifting his head. Nahum Phinney was
standing on snowshoes twenty feet away,
watching his writhings.

For a brief time the men looked at
each other in silence. At first Unger was
in a measure stunned by the shock of
sudden deliverance, and then his heart
misgive him that perhaps this was not
deliverance at all. TFor Phinney did not
speak or stir. He stood and looksd.
Something of disinterestedness in his air
chilled the man on the ground more than
the cold. But although Ung:r was shaken
and part of his contempt for Phinney
returned.

“@Get me ouf, man!” he ordersd. “I'm
almost froze! Can't you see what's hap-
pened?”

Nahum Phinney did not move. He con-
tinued to look down at Unger with
blank, expressionless eyes.

“Little Emmy's purty sick and I'm
hurrying ‘cross lots to the village after
the doctor,” he exp’ained. “Don’t believe
I got time to get you out, Mr. Ungor.
It would take quite a spell.”

Esau Unger gasped with astonishment.
He had never besought help of any man
before; but never before had he been
unable to help himself. For a moment
he hardly knew what to say.

“You ain't going to leave me here?”
he asked. “I'll die!”

“You knowed the tree was going to
fall, didn't you?’ Phinney looked al-
most accusing.

“Course I did,” growled Unger. “It
twisted round and then I stumbled over
a cussed root.”

“It ain't my fault you wa'n’'t more
foresighted, is it? I didn’t put the root
theve, did I?"

Suddenly Esau Unger realized that he
was being mocked with words out of his
own wouth, and by a little man whom
he mentally compared to a vabbit, e
was not so angry as he might have been,
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for cold and dread had worn him down.
Then, too, there was amazement at the
failure of his own self-sufficiency. So it
was not hard to speak calmly.

“You 2in't mad about this morning, be
you?’ He made an attempt to laugh.
“Well, the joke's on me, all right. You
get me out of here and ycu can have all
the time you want making that payment;
say, two or three months, if you got to
have it.”

He expected that this would szttle the
matter.

“Much obliged, Mr. Unger, but I don't
want no tm2  The little man's voice
droned monotonsusly. “I saw Peter
Sayre after I left you and I'm figg rng
to move on to his place tomorrow—
Christmas. I ain't asking no favors and
I ain't giving none.”

Phinney stooped and carefully retied
the thong that bound one of his snow-
shoes. Unger struggled with a growing
belief that the other intended to leave
him to die. He would have to beg, but it
was a bitter pill to swallow.

“Phinney,”’ he began, “I—I'm kind of
secrry about this morning. Mebbe 1
ought to have been easy on you. Tell
you what I'll do—I'll give you a hundred
dol'ars, cash money, to get this tree off
me!"”

Then Nahum Phinney straigtened up
and increased in stature until he was no
longer likz a rabbt. With blazing eyes
he pointed one mittened hand at Unger.

“You ain’t fit to live!” he thundered.
"You ain’t as good as that tree ycu jest
cut down! A tree don't go zgin its kind
like you do. What's God or Christmas
or kindness to you? You was going to
turn my sick baby outloors like I
wouldn’t turn a sick dog out! It’s wuth
more to get the doetor quick for my lit-
t'e Emmy than it is to he'p a feller such
as you be! God Almighty ain't got no
use for critters that turns sick babies
into the snow! I ain't neither! Ye can
freeze!" .

Phinney turned and started off with
swing'ng strides. Unger, dazed and sick-
ened and despairing, listened as the flap
of snowshoes grew fainter and finally
died away. He was doomed. A groan of
impotence and self-pity shook him.
Then the meaning of all that Nathgn
Phinney had said began to take shape in
his mind until it stood cut as sharp and
clear as the snow ecrystals before his
eyes. For the first time in his life l}e
wondered if God and such things did
make a difference.

Unger did not know whether minutes
or hours were passing, but he lay quietly
and waited for the end that he cou'd fzel
descending upon him. He was too weak
to struggle now. He did not b’amz Phin-
ney much. H's greatest concern was for
Martha, his wife, and that ccncern took
hold upon trivial things, It must have
hurt her when he compared Christianty
to “spoon vittles," for that was the most
contemptuous comparison he knew how
to make. There were other things, also,
and so full was his mind that when the
flap of snowshoes first came to his ears

he doubted that the sound was real. Then
his head was lifted and the voice of Na-
hum Phinney spoke in its accustomed
tones.

“I'm awfully sorry, Mr. Unger," it
said. “I didn't understand jest what 1
was a-doing, going off and leaving a hu-
man being like that. It was an awful
mean thing to do and I hope you won't
lay it up agin me. It wa'n’t Christian
nohcw.” ’

Esau Unger said not a word as Phin-
ney spread a coat beneath his head, The
pinioned man was trembing from cold
and exhaustion, but these wera not what
kept him silent. He was think'ng w:th
a kind of awe of the thing that h-ad
brought Phinney bcek to the a'd of an
ene.ny when his child lay ill. This thing
would have been foolishness to him a
few hours befere but now it began to
take hold upon his feelings and slowly
upon his understanding.

“It ain’t nigh so bad as I figgured, Mr
Unger,” announced Phinnay cheeﬂ"u‘.‘y.
as he pulled off his mittens and p'cked'
up the ax. “You jest keep your courage
up and I'll have you out in two shakes
Ain’t no bones broke, be they?” ‘

“No," answered Unger, Phinney’s pat-
ter of enccurgament was wonderfully
grateful to him and he marveled at his
own thoughts, Christras and Christian-
ity and Nahum Phinney went together
he had said to his wife that moi‘ning
Now he remembered the words w'th aq-’
tonishment at their meaning, He hem:d
the chug of the ax with a warmth in his
heart for the despised little man.

Talking and working with al ys
idity, Phinney, now freed ‘.t‘rome‘llili]s:1 lsl;;i'\g-
shoes, kicked the snow away from th-
limb between Unger and the fork, 'I‘hee
he put down the section of a thick brancl}:
that he had cut and over it worked the
end of a strong pole until that end was
well under the limb that held Unger jm-
prisoned. It acted as a perfect lever,

“If I was as big and strong as you. bs
I'd jest take one hand to this and puil’
you out w'th the other,” chattered th
reseuer, “but I ain’t, nowhere near, 'Spdse
you can crawl out when I pry on the lim.be
Mr. Unger?" :

“Yes,” rep'ied Esau Unger shut
his teeth with the grim rciliz,a:ir:tll iﬁu;
he must drag himself out op most ik ?'
perish. Phinney threw his siva’l e ehl-
and strength on to the en:] of the !ev‘t;a.rE
the limb yielded and moved upwarq &ver
so litt'e, and Unger, digging his cun
of hands into the snow, prayed for tI'I:ﬁ
first time in all his life for that whi lc
he had believed was h'g ina]ienab‘yg
strength. His great arm ang breast
museles contracted.  Slowly hig hog
moved while the little rabbit-lika ma‘ly
ot the end of the pole, hore down gn:;
panted and clawed for a feothold iy th
snow. Unger drew himself up op hj:
hands and knees only to fall down again
But he was free. b

It was minutes before Esan g
could stand upright, and half an jﬁgu:
hefore~he could walk without ap arm
flung over the shoulder of Nahum Phin-
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ne}, who had continued to gossip cheer-
fu.ly.
. “You better change all ycur clothes
Jest as soon as you get home, Mr. Un-
ger,” he advised, “and soak your fset in
mustard water tonight. If it wa'n't for
ll.tt]l? Emmy I'd go clear home with you.
llncé Jest as lief go anyway, if you want
“You hustle right along after that
dpc:or!" ordered Unger with a touch cf
his old manner.

“Well, I guess mebba I'd b:tter,” re-
plied Phinney.

He hurriedly bound on his snowshoes
an‘:l started up the slope of the spur.

" ‘Mgch obliged, Nahum!" Unger called.
A m ghty much obliged!”

Phinney turned and waved his hand;
and there was something in his face that
the other I.lad not seen before.

Unger tightened the be.t of his jacket
and went down toward the val'ey that he
had thc_ught he would never see agamn.
The chill was ropidly going from him
and his blood warmed. He drew deep,
grateful breaths as he climbed the fence
lrtlto the bzck pasture. There at hand
sLIooc}hthe cump of spruces, one of which
man a had wanted to make a Christ-

aEsstree for Nahum Phinney's children.
o AU struck off a tree with a blow
limb~w:n~t toward home with the green
S'gh;: Ecg};:.:mg_behind him in the snow.
- hO the kitchen door was pleasant
wantedet rcmem!}z.red that M rtha had

e 0 have it painted the fall before.
o 510.1‘1?}' that he had not let her buy
b Dh“ i 2nd, as he made ready to go

0 the kitchen, he carzfully kickad the
5“;}’\’ from his feeet,
ing ﬂ:ﬂ:la }Igjngel' hai just finished bak-
ot Siu glimpsed many brown
i IITI fat pies on the pantry broad-
brougi;l?:t happened?” she eried. “"'What
an‘,i’l"e“ )(Il(i):t{rl'?me at this time of day and
wardla;hn}‘% bmuChv“ he answered awk-
tree for h tought dewn the Christmas

“Gony t]ne P'I'l‘mn:y yung'uns.”
out of heruﬂd- il e e

s and and rattled to the floor.
e e (g.uclc as I change my c'othes,”
up some o1 88€dly, “I want you to pack

ahum Pﬁlies and truck and go over to
S Nney’'s with me. M'ght tzke
little galy gyt yoch €0 One of the
gone for the-ndf)c::g ER. S, TR S

Mart
ey ha Unger gat down limply in 2
€
IES
“You E:ttungm You're sick!" she cried.
« ain'ter- BO r'ght gtraight to bad.”
but he g v ¢k, neither!” Rsau bristled,
2 man go‘{":de‘.‘ his wife's eyes, “Ain't
I'd like ¥ kd Tight to help his neighbors,
ters, jest Ji ..o ™t they human erit-
ike us?'—American Forests.

The
0ys O:l;lh Eﬂ;ort used to be to keep the
OW to kn € 1arm. The new problem is
they havfp the hoys on the farm after
they've peo. ¢, Dack brcke from where
¢en.—Boston Herald.
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Christmas Packages
J. LILIAN VANDEVERE

Packages, packages,
Square, round and flat.

You wonder what’s in this one,
And guess what's hid in that.

Packages, packages,
With shining slver bows,

But what is tucked inside of them
Not anybedy knows.

Packages, packag?s, ]
They're wrapped for Christmas Day,
And best of ali the packages
Are those you give away.

The Saskatchewan and Alberta
Tri-Union

The second annual session of our Sas-
katchewan and Alberta Tri-Union was
held with the friendly and hospit-ble
church of Burstall, Oct. 22-23. Owing
to the heavy snowfall many of cur mem-
benrs and friends could not come for this

meeting.
Sunday morning we had our Sunday
«chool as usual, led by the local super-

intendent. ‘

At 7.30 Sunday evening we gathered
for the B. Y. P. U. program, which was
led by the young p:ople's president of
Burstall. Bro. Gust Straus read Psalm
148, 12, 13. Bro. Straus extcndfzd hear-
tiest greetings to all, Rav. J. Weinbender
responding. The evening was we}l spcn!;_
The young folks entertained with reei-
tations, songs, etc. Bro. Krunnwald gave
a short address. ' Pl

The Monday morning session W
Opé‘ned with prayer meeting, led by:zf?é;
Alex, Huva, who spoke on Acts 16:23 33.

The Union president, Rev. J Wel}l;l-
bender, opened the business me_et;lng_ The
delegates numbered 25, of whic \]\;el;e
from Glidden and the others fr?m tﬁ'
stall and nearby stations. During li
meeting the officers for the coming %,e;;
were eclected as follows: President, Rev.

J. Weinbender; \rice-pres's.it.ie‘?:,m :};‘ealg__
M-ntz; secret I¥, _d._ blﬂ-n’l';, i
urer, Phil. Serr; pianists, Mrs.

Jaster and Gus Schatz, Jr; .S{;ndcy
School Director, Fred Hoﬁmz;;r:éz,. N([)E:;i
People’s Director, Rev. H. Se 'I:he 1y
Director, also Rev. H. Sdmt?' ia
cers present were _gi;essiellﬂéas.\sizcgmg.

: : e :
ey veather and with

In sp'te cf -severe ¥ 1 '
only a I;‘ew present we Wwere not dcls‘i:::;
aged. OQur Master, the Lord Jhcsul.,‘, ;m:
“Where two or three are gathered in m
nam= I will dwell amongst them.
blassed hours We spent

Those were | friends at Bur-

with the memb:rs an¢ : :
5‘t&‘l, whom we grsatl_v thank for their

kindness, May God repay you hug;h;aui;
fo'd! We hope there will b2 more

voung folks with us next year

Arex. Huva.

« * ®

Try to know yourself hefore you try

to know the other fellow:

Saskatchewan Tri-Union at
Edenwald

The second conference of the Saskat-
chewan Tri-Union, representing the
Young Pecople’s Union, Sunday School
workzrs and choirs of the Gziman Bap-
tist churches, was held at Edenwald.
Sask., from October 25-30.

Owing to snowstorms and b'ocked roads
the first meet'ngs were poorly repre-
sent:d. On’y 32 delegates were present
from eight churches out of 16 belonging
to tha Tri-Union.

The convention was opsned on Wed-
nesday evening by Rev. J. Kep!, the local
minister. Rev. A. Felberg delivered the
opan'ng sermon on “Three Steps in Ac-
know.edging Christ,” Eph. 1:18, 19. Rev.
A. Febzrg responded to the grest.ngs
given by Rev. J. Kepl

On Thursday morning, after the de-
vctional, President Felberg took charge
of the business session. The roll call
was taken of the different churches and
all those present answered with Bible
verse or song. Rev. J. Kepl read the re-
ports from the different Young People’s
Unions, followed by a discussion. Rev.
Kepl also told how the young people can
promote missionary work. Rev. A. Fel-
b.rg gave a talk on “The Christian
Youth and the Drift of Our Times.”

Thursday aftzrncon the song service
was led by Wi.lie Kramer. B:ble school
business was discussed. It was decided
to hold two B!b'e schools this coming
wsnter; one in Edenwald for two weeks,
commene.ng on November 13, and one in
Nokomniis for six weeks, starting in Feb-
ruary. Rev. J. Kepl gave an essay on
“Promoting Christian Life Axong Young
People,” which was followed by an earn-
est discussion.

Thursday evening Rev. G. Schroeder
was the speaker., Hs topic was “The
Holy Ghost and Ourselves,” from Acts
15:28. The mass choir and the local
choir both sang.

On Friday morning a short serv'ce was
led by Rev. J. Kzpl; subject, “Sarvice Ac-
cording to the Example of Christ,” John
13, 10, 11, 30. Sunday School Director,
H. Fenske, Nokomis, gave his report as
received from the Sunday schools. E.
A. Litwin, Director of Musie, then fol-
lowed with his report from the choirs
belonging to the Tri-Union. The presi-
dent then read greetings from cur young
people’s friend, F. W. Benke, Wetaski-
win, Alta. The conference voted to re-
turn hearty greet'ngs. Six judges were
apponted to decide the awarding of
prizes in the compztit'on held on Friday
evening. Rev. A. Feberg %a'ked on
“The Blessing of Christian Songs in the
Church.”

Friday afternoon the meeting was
opened by Rev. B belheimer, Southey.
The new'y elected officers are: President,
Rev. A. Felberg; vice-resident, Christian

Runpel, Balgcnie; secrotary, E. A. Lit-
w'n, Nckomis; treasurer, Miss Anna
Kepl, Regina; Young People’s’ D'rectof,
Rev. J. Kepl; Music Dircetor, Rev., G.
Schroeder, Ebenezer; Sunday School Di-
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rector, H. Fenske, Nokomis; organists,
Anne Kepl and Mrs. F. Bruck:r, Eden-
wald, After the election, Rev, G. Schroe-
der spoke on “Joys and Sorrow in Our
Sunday School Work.” A duet was given
by two Rcgna girls.

Friday evening we had our program.
Each church represented was entitled to
give three nun.bers. The church was well
filled and the program was enjoyed by
all,

On Saturday morning the president
announcad the decision of the judges as
fol.ows: Sunday school division, Noko-
mis, first prize; Regina, second, and Da-
vin, third. Young People's Union divi-
sion, R:gina, first prize, Edenwald, sec-
ond, and Nckomis, third. Mus'ec and
choir division, Nokomis, first prize, Re-
gina, second, and Ebenezsr East, third.
Rev. A. B.belheimsr gave an essay on
“Music in the Church.”

On Sunday the Sunday school had its
session under the direction of C. Rum-
pzl. Several visitors spoke to the school.
Rev. G. Schroeder preached in the mern-
ing serviee. His text was Izaiah 6:8,
“Whom shall I send and who will go for
us?" Several quartets and choir songs
were rendered. The combined collections
for the week amounted to $53.60.

At the closing meeting on Sunday
afternoon each officer gave a five-min-
ute speech. Each minister present gave
a ten-m'nute talk on the subject “Christ
Our Vieclory.” A resolution of thanks
from the committee was read by Sarah
Mi ner.

The visitors all went home carrying o
b'essing and hoping for a better year.
The next conference will be held at Eben-
ezer KEast in 1934,

RupornrH KURTZ,

What a gloricus creed!
thine?—J. R. MacDuff.

My soul, is it

Tasmania: “Campaign of Positive
Evangelism”

The Baptist Union of Tasmania is
marking its centenary year, 1934, by
initiating a “Campaign of Positive Evan-
gelism” along the general lines of the
Discipleship Campaign in England. Dis-
trict committees and other organizations
are being set up.  Recently branch
churches have been founded in some dis-
tricts of Tasmania, and a reorganization
of the Home Mission work is tak'ng place,
which it is hcped will aceelerate church
extension in the Island.

Points of View

Poverty asked, “Will it cost too
much?’

Mammon asked, “Will it pay?”

And scholarship, “Is the measure wise,

And are you sure of the way?’

Statesmanship, “Can we find the time

To finish b fore the night?”’

But when the seeker had heard them
all, )

He only asked, “Is it right?”

—Marguerite Bigelow.
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Aunt Polly—
(Continued from p. 7)

that hand, the wondrous fairness of him-
self, the glory of his holiness—these also
must find their place in the heart of the
world.

The present tendency in popular re-
ligious voeabulary reveals a startling
poverty of soul—a terrible bareness of
its walls. We do not use great words
because we have no great things in our
heart. When a ten-year-old boy tells
the story of David and calls him “that
little guy” we say he is ¢ ever. When
a great evangelist says “0O Lord, lam-
best these old soaks” we crowd the hall,
tickled at his familiarity with the Dzity.

American Protestantism needs spirit-
ual enrichment, a renaissance of respect
for the dignity of God, for the authority
of his Word, for the beauty of his holi-
ness.

Aunt Polly's notion is right, it seems
to me.—Int. Journal of Rzligious Edu-
cation,

Scattered Notes and News Items
Dr. J. H. RUSHBROOKE,

General Secretary, Baptist World
Alliance

Russia: Serious Need of Help

The general situation today is, that in
spite of a good harvest in parts of the
country, famine conditions are wide-
spread. Tens of thousands of letters, as
well as direct testimony, furnish proof
of the deep need.

All that can be done from abrogd_is
to concentrate upon the help of individ-
uals. Anything like a general relief
scheme for Russia would be impossible_;
nor is there clear and unquestioned evi-
dence that it is necessary, The motive
of relief efforts must be that of brotherly
love, and the object the person or family
whose want has become known. Christ-
ian workors, including those of our own
denomination, are in exceptional need.

The methods of help are the sending
of food packets, or sending of foreign
currency to the Torgsun establishments
from which food can be obtained in ex-
change.

Lithuania: New Organization

Baptist work in Lithuania is of com-
paratively recent growth. Until the
present year it has been carried on by
a provisional committee of co-operation.
Now, however, a firmly organized union
has been founded under the title of “As-
soeciation of Evangelical Baptist
Churches of Lithuania.” This is an in-
dication of progress in one of the
smaller fields of Europe, and it is
peculiarly encouraging to observe the
emphasis laid in the constitution of the
new body upon evangelistic efforts in
every form.

Progress in the Baptist Convention of
La Plata

Reports recently to hand indicate that
the advance which is characteristic of
recent years has been steadily maintain-

ed. The net increase during the year
1932 was about 200 members. At the
opening of 1927 the total membership
was below 3,000; it has now risen to
4,292,

“The New Zealand Baptist”

A great many Baptist papers reach my
desk. Among the most vigorous is the
“New Zealand Baptist’ edited by Prin-
cipal J. J. North. The way in which
denominational principles are kept to the
forefront is well illustrated by the fol-
lowing paragraph which appears each
month immediatzly beneath the title of
the paper:

“SETTLE WHAT BAPTISM IS AND
YOU SETTLE MOST OF THE QUES-
TIONS VEXING CHRISTENDOM.,

“Baptism is inseparably connectad in
the Testament with conversion and the
second birth. What is the connection?
Two explanations are offered. The Cath-
olic, which declares that Baptism eauses
second birth; and the Baptist, which de-
clares that Baptism proclaims it. No
other theory has. any connection with
Seripture. The Catholic theory makes
salvation depend on a ceremony, and so
is not ethical. The reflection it makes
on the character of God is unbearable,
The Baptist theory makes baptism the
most radiant thing in the world. It ig
the first act of the new convert.”

Moneygrams from Various
Sources
We all might do more than we have done,
And not be one whit the worse:
It never was loving that emptied the
heart,
Nor giving that emptied the purse,

I never knew how it came about, said
Richard Baxter, but I always seem to
have the most come in when I give the
most away. (Luke 6:38.)

Phonetic Spelling

A certain producer of foreign nation-
ality in Hollywood decided to go hunting,
and called up his valet on the phone.

“Blease get my gun oud of the den,
and send it to me at the studio at once,”
he commanded.

“What did you say you wanted, sir?"
asked the valet,

“My gun!” shouted the producer into
the instrument. “Gun!”

“Awfully sorry, sir,” replied the

3 i vale
“but I still don't know what you mean.t':

“Gun!” roared the producer,
than before. “Listen now! @ lik’e ::ué?
rusalem, U like in Europe, and N lika in

Numonia. Now haf you got . i
Bits. s

Bad Matters Worse

The following correction a i
provincial paper: s e
“Our paper stated last we
; ek tha
John Doe is a defective in the ;tmll?:e
forca. This was a typographical erpor.

Mr. Doe is rea’lly a detective i
v e
lice farce,”—Tit-Bits. F-1ibe.pis
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Fleas
I thing I shall never =es
A bug as jumpy as a flea;

A flea that hops around all day,
And jumps on me to my dismay;

A flea that may in summer bite
And which I cannot put to flight.

F'lies are caught by fools Iike me,
But who on earth can catch a flea?

Somz of the parodies on Joyee Kil-
mer’s work must prove disturbing to his
epirit in the other world. St 11, if you
know fleas from personal experience, this
entcmblogical parody w'll app:-al to you.
—From “The Davey Bulletin.”

Complimented

The master of the house rang for the
maid.

The girl was in the act of cleansing
pots and pans, and before she could tidy
herself her employer entered the kitchen
to see what was delaying her.

He looked at her dirty hands and face.

“My word, Mary,” he said, “but you’re
pretty dirty, aren’t you?”

Mary smiled cooly,

“Yes, sir,” she replied, “but I'm pret-
tier clean.'—Tit-Bits.

The
Baptist
Herald

with this issue closes another
year. Itis the eleventh of its serv-
ice. We hope that it has meas-
ured up to the expectations of its
entire family and that every
reader will continue as such dur-
ing the approaching year 1934,
Please do not overlook renew-
ing your subscription very prompt.
ly so that there be no interrup-
tion in the visits of the “Herald.”

Many have already renewed
and paid for next year. They will
turn a deaf ear to this announce-
ment. Others will please see their
“Booster” or communicate direct
with the Publication House,

The rate remains at $1.25.

A Happy New Year to one and
all.

The Publishers.
3734 Payne Ave.,
Cleveland, O.




