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MOTHER

OMEONE has said there is never anything

new said or done, but that it is just a repe-
tition of age-old processes, simply given a differ-
ent twist. This may be true, since nothing is
ever created, except what God hath wrought,
neither is there anything ever destroyed, but
changed into another state. Be that as it may,
have you ever stopped to think that Mother
Love which you know so well apparently never
changes. It is a constant, if there is such a thing
in the realm of God’s great universe. The love
that changeth never, the love of a God above,
and next to that in importance on this earth is
that great Mother Love that goes out to you so
long as mother has a breath left. It goes out to
the girl who made good and it still goes out to
the girl who may have made a mistake, in order
io bring her back again. The greatest thing that
a girl can have is a mother such as all of you
hkave experienced.

The only really sad part about it all is, that
not only girls, but boys sometimes do not heed
mother’s love and do not give the flowers while
mother lives, but wait until she is gone and
then try to make up for lost time. Let us give
cur flowers to our living mothers and glorify
them in the name of the God who gave them
to us. God give us more good mothers!
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‘What’s Happening

Rev. J. Koschel, pastor of the church
at New Leipzig, N. Dak., has resigned
his charge to take effect July 1.

Rev. J. L. Schmidt, pastor of the
church at Corona, S. Dak., has resigned
and will close his work with the church
the end of May.

Rev. G. E. Lohr, pastor of our church
at Lodi, Cal., baptized 18 new converts
on Easter Sunday and gave the right
hand of fellowship to them and three
others, who were received on confession
of their faith. Pastor and church are
thankful to God for this victory.

Rev. Wm. L. Schoeffel, pastor of the
Knoxville Baptist Church, Pittsburgh,
Pa., baptized 10 candidates on Easter
Sunday evening and gave the hand of fel-
lowship to 13 on Sunday, April 30, when
he closed his ministry with the church.
Bro. Schoeffel begins his pastorate with
the White Avenue Church, Cleveland, O.,
on May 7.

Rev. Theo. W. Dons, pastor of the
Oak Park, Ill., German Baptist Church,
had the joy of baptizing nine Sunday
school pupils at the evening service on
Easter Sunday, April 16. These with 4
others from the Bellwood mission, prev-
iously baptized, received the hand of fel-
lowship at the observance of the Lord’s
supper, held the same evening.

Rev. H. Frederick Hoops has arranged
for seven consecutive services in Eng-
lish and seven such services in German,
which are announced as “Sunday After-
noons at the Gospel Auditorium of the
Willow Ave. Baptist Church in Hohoken.”
They last from 2.30 to 4 P. M. Features
are a 15-minute organ recital and pro-
gram of special instrumental music, con-
gregational singing led by a volunteer
union chorus and guest speakers.

Rev. Geo. W. Pust, pastor at Emery,
S. Dak., had the joy of baptizing 24 per-
song on Easter Sunday evening. Nearly
all were the fruit of evangelistic meet-
ings held by General Evangelist H. C.
Baum with the church. Rev. E. Gutsche
of the Plum Creek church preached the
sermon on “The Abundant Life,” John
10:10. Three others received the hand of
fellowship on this happy occasion, mak-
ing a total addition of 27 new members.

The Greater Chicago Easter Sunrise
Service was held on the grounds of “A
Century of Progress Exposition” in the
court of the Hall of Science from 6.30 to
730 A. M. Over 20,000 young people
attended. Approximately 800 Chicago
churches representing 20 denominations
participated. About 75 young people
from the Oak Park German Baptist
Church under the leadership of Harold
Johns @ttended, going in a chartered
bus.

A record attendance of 200 in the Bible
School of the Fleischmann Memorial
Baptist Church, Philadelphia, Pa., Sun-

day morning, March 5, brought rejoic-
ing to its superintendent and officers.
This was the largest attendance for a
regular Sunday except for special Rally
day programs in the history of the
school. Gustav Straub is superintendent
and Reuben Blessing assistant. Wesley
Mercner is secretary and Herbert Peter
serves as treasurer,

The Young People’s Society of the
church at Gillett, Wis., Rev. W. A. Zeck-
ser, pastor, celebrated its second anni-
versary on April 19. A delegation of 38
young people from the church at Pound,
led by Rev. J. F. Meyer, including the
choir, added much to the festal spirit by
their presence and their fine singing, The
Editor of the “Baptist Herald” was guest
speaker and gave an address on “Grow-
ing in the Christian Life.” Refreshments
and a social time followed. The Editor
stayed over another day and preached at
a service arranged for Thursday evening,
April 20. '

The Baptist Churches of Germany have
experienced their most fruitful year
since 1924. During 1932 4050 were bap-
tized and added to the churches upon
confession of their faith. A forward
movement along many lines of the Zen-
eral work is noted. The economic situa-
tion explains an income of 300,000 Marks
less than in 1931. There was, however,
one baptism for every 16 members dur-
ing 1932. The “Wahrheitszeuge” re-
marks: “Surely the harvest woulg be
greater if all of us were sowers and
faithful co-workers in the cause of our
Lord.” That is something we can apply
to our conditions in America,

Dr. D. B. Stumpf of Buffalo, N, v
passed away after an operation Monda}:’
April 10. He was one of our most promi-,
nent laymen, who during his long ng
useful life not only served honorably in
his chosen profession as a physician, but
in many responsible denominationa] ’posi-
tlong,- He was president of our German
Baptist Life Insurance Association and
serv?d on the board of trustees of oup
Seminary in Rochester for many years
He was the first president of our Genera;i
young peoples organization (Der Al
meine Jugend Bund) when it was foumliz: i
more than 35 years ago. With all L'r
d.emands of a large Practice, he fou:§
time to serve as choir director for man
vears of the Bethel Church, Buf’r‘a]y
(wheye he was a member), and befg -O
that in the First German Baptist Chumlhe
Buffalo. A man of energetic and geniaf
nature, of friendly disposition, he will
:Je greatly missed everywheye, V’Ve extml]rl
i]l:frty sympathy to his widow and fam-

Another loss whi
Eastern Conference
Church, Mt. Oliver, Pittsburgh, is th
death of Gottlieh Sack, who pass,ed- :
close to the allotted age of three 21‘;2?3;

ch has come to the
and to the Temple

and ten, In past years he occupied many
official positions in the life of Temple
Church and gave to each a full measure
of conscientious and well-performed serv-
ice. He was a valued member of the
Board of Directors of the Pittsburgh
Baptist Association for over 20 years.
In our wider German Baptist field he
served on the Mission Committee of the
Eastern Conference, Board of Directors
of the St. Joseph Orphamage and on the
Finance Committee of the “Million Dol-
lar Offering.” The Editor, who worked
closely and intimately with him for eight
vears as pastor of Temple Church, feels
a personal loss in his home-going. We
sorrow with his surviving sons and
daughters, yet not as those without the
hope of the gospel.

Sunday Schools of Northwestern
Conference—Acttention

Some time ago a contest was schedulea
among the Sunday schools of the North-
western Conference for the purpose of
raising money for the Mission fund. The
report of the result has been delayed be-
cause some of the schools postponed the
observance of Mission Sunday due to the
inclement weather. Not all the Sunday
schools participated but a goodly number
did., Some may have observed Mission
Sunday but neglected to send in their re-
port, while others made their contribu-
tions regularly through the conference
treasurer. Of the schools reporting El-
gin reported $11.03 as their offering.
Baileyville reported $9.47, but enough
was added from their mission fund to
make the sum $50, which amount was
sent in, the largesi contribution from
any school. E. S. Z.
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Mother’s Religion

O our mothers most of us owe our religion. It

was so with Timothy, it was so with Augustine,
it was so with John Wesley, it has been so with al-
most every great religious leader. It is so with
most of us. It was from mother’s lips that most of
us first heard those beautiful and wonderful Bible
stories that entered into the fibers of our souls. It
was at mother’s knee that we first learned to lisp
our childish prayers. While mother prayed we
learned to know that God is great and kind and wise
and good. We first saw God in mother’s face, we
first heard God speak in mother’s reverent voice,
we first went out to walk with God inspired by moth-
er's faith and prayer. Many of us still believe in
God because we believe in our mothers, and we
know that they walked and talked with him.

The religion of our mothers is probably the pur-
est religion the world knows. Most mothers are not
philosophers, nor scientists, mor theologians. They
have not tried to analyze their love for God any
more than they have tried to analyze their love for
their children; no more than we have tried to ana-
lyze our love for them. They have lived each day
in happy fellowship with God, in sweet trust in his
providence, in unfailing consciousness of his pres-
ence and his love. Religion to them has been a
blessed experience. It has become identified with
their daily lives and it has been revealed in all that
they have been and in all they have done. They
have given themselves for us without a taint of sel-
fishness in thought or motive. Greater love hath
no man than this, and love is the essence of Chris-
tian living. Most of us have received our creeds
from the churches, our theologies from the preach-
ers, and our religion from our mothers.—J. Sher-
man Wallace in Young People.

A Faithful Son

BEAUTIFUL illustration of filial affection

was brought to our notice the other day. A
busy New York physician, who is by no means
wealthy, has been in the habit for the last twenty-
four years of writing to his widowed mother every
day. She lives in a distant state and is dependent
upon him for support. In each of these letters he
incloses a perfectly fresh bank-note, frequently
only a dollar in value, but always new. Doubtless
these missives are very brief. A life crowded with
pvofessional duties would hardly admit of the pen-
ning of lengthy letters, but what wealth of devotion
is shown by their frequency t}lrough this long period
of years! Their regular arrival every day must be
like a sacrament to her lonely soul, sweeter even

than the kisses which mothers receive from sons
who are still with them. No remorse for neglected
duty will trouble his conscience in the day when he
looks upon her dear face in its last quiet sleep. Mul-
titudes of young and middle-aged men who read
this incident may cherish their mothers as fondly
as this physician, but how many express their love?
How often do they write to her or give any tangible
proof of their affection? Yet a man is never more
manly than when imitating the Son of God, in ten-
der consideration for her who bore him.—Congre-
gationalist.

A Regular Mother

HERE is plenty of sentiment about motherhood,
but little romance.

Essayists and editors, who write about mother-
hood with a captial M and a tremolo tone, grandly
call it a “profession.”

Actual mothers know it is a job.

There are picture mothers—attired in lacy negli-
gees and bending tenderly above pink babies in
silk-lined baskets.

Or poem mothers, with silver hair gracefully dis-
posed under white caps, sitting, Testament in hand,
by cheerful firesides or windows flooded with sunset.

Or popular song mothers, whose whole business
is to be “waiting day by day” for some ungrateful
son who is invariably repentant and invariably “far
away.”

But what is a “regular” mother?

A regular mother is the capable lady who sends
John off to the office, and Mary to her typewriter,
and father down to the shop, and little Bill away to
sixth grade, A—and generally makes the world go
round and stay in its tracks.

A regular mother hasn’t any time to “look the
part.” No silk negligees, or white caps, or waiting
day by day for her!

Generally the regular mother’s hair isn’t silver
white at all. It’s that pepper-and-salt mixture of
brown and white that signifies strength, common
sense—and ‘“‘the best wearing qualities.” Nor is it
smooth and soft—it’s usually a little rumpled by
the rush to “get the family off to work” or “get din-
ner on the table.”

Nor are the regular mother’s eyes “dim with
tears” or ‘“soft with memories!” Please tell us what
a regular mother’s eyes would do with tears and
memories when she’s got to see everything from
the hole in Bill’s stocking to that new blush Mary
wears when Jim calls up to make a date!

And when it comes to dress, there’s mighty little
silk and lace about a regular mother.

She’s satisfied with a clean white shirtwaist with
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its erocheted edge on the collar (to save the cost of
lace), with a fresh apron over her “durable” serge
skirt; and for jewels, only her seratched wedding-
ring and the little old gold brooch grandma gave
her. But she always looks beautiful—that regular
mother!

So if the sentimental “mother” of the cheap pic-
ture and the poem and the popular songs brings the
quick tears to our homesick eyes, it’s only because
we have had a regular mother, and know her as a
thousand times more wonderful than these!—
Selected.

A Thought for Mother’s Day

HEN the mother of General U. S. Grant died
he said to the pastor at the funeral: “In the
remarks which you make,speak of her only asa pure.
minded, simple-hearted, earnest Methodist Chris-
tian. Make no reference to me; she gained nothing
by any position I have filled or honor that may have
been paid me. I owe all this and all T am to hep
earnest, modest and sincere piety.”
That is high praise and it was deserved. And
practically every other man of character who ever
attained distinction could bear similar testimony.

Motherhood Proverbs

CAROLYN CRANE

Too much mothering spoils the child.

Never trouble until trouble troubles you.

Mothers seldom repent of having been too kind,

Constant nagging at home makes the family
roam.

Nothing is troublesome that a mother doeg will.

ingly.

How a Mother Stood By

ATTHEW SIMPSON, the great Methodist
bishop, gives a fine tribute to his mother in
relating how he came to enter the ministry, Al
though he was awkward and halting of speech a5
a boy, yet as he approached manhood, he fe]t called
to the ministry. He pondered the matter over and
over in his heart and the more he thought ahout it
the more imperative seemed the call,

His mother was a widow. She was entirely de-
pendent on her son. For a long time he hesitateq
to tell her of his desire to enter the ministry, whicp
would mean giving up the medical profession, juss
at the time he was ready to practise and hag Pros-
pects of an income which would make life eazier
for her.

Finally, he could stand the inner conflict no lon-
ger. He went to her and told her all about it, in-
wardly shaken by the thought of the suffering he
would cause her.

“Never shall I forget,” he relates, “how m
mother turned upon me with a smile and saiq ‘M
son, I have been looking for this hour S

yvou were born.”” FVer singe
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d F oW many wonderful mothers like that are hid-
w? away in the homes of the world! Neither do
t need to fear for the future while motherhood
Stands by like that in the crisis of consecration.—
Young People.

A Tribute to Mother

RANDALL J. Conpon

Totﬁny mother who taught her children the deep
faith h:)nis- IOf life: duty, honor, truth; courage,
for G:od pfo; ove of home and of country; reverence
ures: ohegie CR Other, and for all his lowly creat-
plicit’;y- patli?nce and devotion; sincerity and sim-
se]f-rel’iance%ncg and perseverance; self-denial and
ment while « ?f”.ldness and helpfulness; content-
satisfaction Sriving to attain; joy in service; and
learneq ip scl}rl1 Wwork well done. With a culture not
little in the \SOL—fOr her island home afforded but
culture that 4y of schools; but with that richer
great books-e{:_cmes from companionship with a few
ture; anq fr(; rorr_l communion with God and na-
and its Droblm a life well liveq, its difficulties faced
an 1111conqum.erll;]S solved with an unconquered and
did, to do- able spirit, she taught us by what she

; and Inspired us by what she was, to

bECOme R :
——hepri . -’
Magazine. Printed from Parents’ and Teachers

HE stopt Bible Mothers
I Tles of the characters suggested could be
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Mmediateg, e Simple pageant by several Inter-
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ekkah—na Bible love-story.
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ebed, Mother of Moses, a brave mother.

. Han
Naoxll]jilh:c]ino‘thel‘ of Samuel, a faithful mother
» the ideg) mother-in-law.

Mary,
Mather of Jesus, the honored mother.

The Influene
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e of a Godly Mother

E have
of onebggnhread'ing the fascinating life story
Ninety.ty, ® Tamous pioneers of the West:

Srave of hig(::rs ago- he mage g pilgrimage to th.e
What he gaig ofo ' In an Ohio village, and this 1%
gate many, gén h_ls Visit there: When I,entel‘ed the
and soft]y alorslatl(,ms moved me. T walked silently
the place that & the graves of others till I foull

gazed upoy thgontained her body. I stopped an

the stillnesg op 41, ¥4 spot, while nothing brok®
Mng zephyy A ¢ hour gaye the sighing of the e
mingd the ., nld While standing there I called t0
of my youth Mes she had wept over the follies

le‘: Many godly admonitions I ha

o the spiritual fruits of & et
midst of U the salvation of a child; 2

of the top;, (‘femy thoughts [ kneeled by the he? |
v lite COld earth with my tears, 807
» 4nd thgy my le Might he as that of the”r‘gh g
Aside from the ciﬁ’;idam might be as hers.

mon human feeling, the P&
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sonality of this man makes his tribute significant.
He was one of the most noted men of his time,—
preacher, editor, lecturer and philanthropist. He
traveled more miles during the thirty years of min-
istry than would suffice to girdle the earth six times.
He crossed the Allegheny Mountains fifty times.
He preached more than eight thousand sermons and
made nearly nine thousand converts. He was one
of the earliest apostles of the temperance reform.
He pleaded the cause of education, founded a col-
lege, and edited one of the oldest Christian periodi-
cals in the country. Through his brilliant ministry
multitudes of the people of the Middle West were
permanently influenced for good, and “He being
dead, yet speaketh.”

It is manifest that this man’s life and service are
included in the life of his godly and loving mother,
and that her story is told only in the terms of her
son’s achievements. This is what motherhood means
—or ought to mean.

WHAT’S HAPPENING

We are happy to report that the appeal of our
General Missionary Secretary, Dr. Kuhn, for money
to purchase a motor cycle for Missionary Georgi
Stefanoff, published in the “Baptist Herald” for April
15, found an enthusiastic and quick response. A
missionary friend in the Middle West responded
with the needed amount.

Rev. Chas. W. Koller received 13 new members
into full fellowship of the Clinton Hill church, New-
ark, N. J, on Sunday, April 2, of which 11 came by
baptism and 2 by letter. Bro. Koller has been pas-
tor of the church six years and has received 269
members during that time. The membership is now
528. The B. Y. P. U. reports 13 new members taken
up during March and April.

Report of the General Missionary Committee

The committee was assembled in annual session at Forest
Park on April 4 and 5. The following officers were elected:
Rev. E. Umbach, president; Rev. O, E. Krueger, vice-presi-
dent; Rev. J. F. Olthoff, recording secretary.

The committee was called upon to pass on all missionary
appropriations for the ensuing year in the face of greatly re-
cuced income. In the interest of balancing our budget the
General Secretary has voluntarily taken a cut of 20% in his
salary beginning April 1. The committee was also obliged to
make many reductions in the missionary appropriations and
was forced to reject certain applications for support. To all
this year’s appropriations the condition was attached that
payments would only be made as long as funds were avaiiable.
Notwithstanding the present depression the committee courag-
eously decided to carry on the work entrusted to us by Him
whose we are and whom we serve Hitherto the Lord has
brought us and for the future his resources are in no wise
depleted.

Even a casual study of the following resumé of our mis-
sicnary appropriations for the present fiscal year will con-
vince of the magnitude of our work. The aggregate of the
appropriations made amounts to $53,677; that is just about
half of what our Missionary Society distributed in more pros-
perous years. Although we cannot look into the future and
see where that money is to come from, nevertheless we have
leax;lned to know Him who is able and willing to provide all our
needs.

Missionary Appropriations for the Fiscal Year
April 1, 1933-March 31, 1934
Home Missions

Atlantie Conference ................. $ 900
Eastern SR e T 2,165
Central I AT LI PPN 3,890
Northwestern e e e S A T S 2,900
Southwestern UL e e e R 2,100
Texas T T R (Y 1,550
Pacific A e g sl 2,798
Northern L Lt e R e 6,340
Dakota I N 6,400
—$29,043
L BTIOT R S o ke o B ot e a 30 e sod b pesibe 2,000

Superannuated Ministers and Minister’'s Widows

Atlantic Conference ..............o... 598
Eastern U R o I 450
Central L e R SR R 525
Northwesterti. 50 | whsceibe cobmmies aul 900
Southwestern S TNR R Wl R 540
Texas i o= 120
Pacificeian MW T il S e BN e LTI 850
Northern S o 200
4,183
Relief for the Needy
Eastern Conference &L SRS o8 120
Northwestern N TR e L 520
Texas AL o T ) SR 100
Pacific H T A e 420
Northern . S gt 660
Dakota B amtoge ah e 450
2,270
Chapel Building: ..« oo cg ey o H R i e - 300
Foreign Missions
(BEDAETODRY: .l vms poibinans b ssi o ) TR o e 3,800
Danubiah MISSION ... vore coorers armiise s 508 2,056
AUEETIAD e o G b b R e 840
CzechozSlovalisi ol ivan s oo o rm oo s 904
JUEOSIAVIE: ot ia®e ok Wik RGP 1,116
ROTINANIA ¥ o ias s 125 et bt X o e fasaroaiess 1,684
BRIE ORI SRS il o, ol S BN Bt 2,622
HIMPAEY 200, e virvdtests ol il ot 32 999
GOIENY ok izt s ool b oot i e o 660
Poland Pommerellan. . o wabsen st 150
Poland Wohlhynische Vereinigung ...-..... 782
— 15,565
Relief for the Needy in Burope. oo c. vvininsn vivc v vn on 918
853,677

&




A Mother’s Love
FRANK L. MONTEVERDE

Life does not hold enough of years
In which we can repay

A mother’s love—so do your best
Before she goes away.

No sweeter thought was given birth
Amid the worldly throng;

No truer words were ever penned
In verse or sacred song.

No purer theme could be discussed
In mankind’s vast domain;

And heaven’s dream is far surpassed
By this true, sweet refrain.

Life does not hold enough of years
In which we can repay

A mother’s love—then do your best
Before she goes away.

Glad and Sad Tidings from
Burlington, Ia.

Our special meetings from March 20
“to April 2, were seasons of blessing. Ow-
ing to the serious financial condition we
did not engage a professional evangelist,
but contented ourselves with inviting in
some of the neighboring Baptist pastors
to assist. This plan met with universal
satisfaction. For three evenings, Rev.
Vernon Shontz, pastor of the First Bap-
tist Church in Muscatine, brought us the
message. Dr. Shontz is a son of one of
our German Baptist families in Kitch-
ener, Ont., and one of the ablest and
most beloved pastors in the State. On
{four evenings Rev. Harvey Peterson of
Danville, Ia., preached for us. This 13
the oldest Baptist church west of the Mis-
sissippi river, and state-wide plans are
being made to celebrate the 100th anm
versary of the founding of this church
and the Baptist work west of the Missis-
sippi in the year 1934. And for the
four other evenings, including the last
Sunday, we had the pleasure of having
with us Rev. Cedric Peterson, pastor of
the Baptist church in Mt. Pleasant. Bro.
Peterson became famous in the summer
of 1927, as student pastor of the late
President Calvin Coolidge, while he was
sojourning in the Black Hills. He is not
alone a charming young man, but a bril-
liant preacher, the son of one of our
Swedish Baptist ministers.

Our efforts and prayers were not in
vain, even though the weather was un
favorable most of the time. More than
thirty have expressed a desire to follow
Christ in baptism, of which the pastor
has had the pleasure of already baptizing
27 on Palm Sunday and Easter Sunday.
There are =till others who are undecided
as to the question of baptism, we hope
they will come.

As a church we suffered a severe blow
April 11 and an irreparable loss through
the sudden death of our brother Hugo
Hoelzen. Bro. Hoelzen was one of those
rare souls, who when they pass away,
cause us to ery: “My father, my father,
chariots of Israel and the horsemen there-

of.” He was the son of the second pastor
of this church, Bro. F. J. Hoelzen, and
for thirty years deacon of the chureh,
an office which he adorned by his fine
Christian spirit; also for 25 years chair-
man of-our board of trustees. We shall
miss his counsel and help. C. F. Z.

Installation Service at Avon,
S. Dak.

On the evening of March 31 the B. Y.
P. U. had an impressive installation serv-
ice for the officers who are to guide our
ship, the “Union,” during the year be-
ginning April 1.

After singing several pep songs at the
finely decorated tables, about 40 active
B. Y. P. Ulers partook of what was
properly called banquet food. We cer-
tainly have some splendid cooking taleng
in Avon! And the food was appreciated

After the physical man had been satis-
field, some more good singing was done.
“It's a good thing to be a Christian” sang
the young folks, and they sang it with
conviction. 'With Harold Schroder as
toastmaster, the following program was
carried out: “Building,” Ralph Schroder:
“Your Place,” Norman Bangert; “Place
for Everyone,” Mayme van Gerpen;
“United in the Work,” Ernest van Ger-
pen.

These talks were splendidly given,
proving that the talents of our young
folks are not related only to material
things. A mixed quartet delighted us
with a song, after which the outgoing
president, Ralph Schroder, led the new
officers in a dedication exercise and placad
a small Christian flag into the hands ot
each.

The new officers are: President, Nor-
man Bangert; vice-president, Ernest van
Gerpen; secretary, Ella Bangert; treas-
urer, Alice Schlipf. The Commission Dy.
rectors are: Devotional Life, Bertha Bur.
feindt; Stewardship, Marie Berndt:
Service, Harold Sclroder; Fel]owghlp’
Thelma Schroder, and as Adult Counsel.
lor Mrs. J. D. Heil will serve.

The pastor was privileged then to in-
stall these new officers into office givin
a solemn charge to each to be ‘faithfugi
and to reap the reward of success heroe
and the Master's approval aftey nﬁr tim ,
for service here is done, i

This was one of the fines i
the kind the Avon society h;soﬁngloéseg{
credit is due those faithfy] on'es wh
planned the program, and then work 3
hard to carry out the plan. Ope vo L
lady expressed the feeling of g]) Wﬁ:g
s.he said: ‘I've enjoyed this evening morn
than any social I cver attended.” An;
now, Hail, captain and crew of the
ship “Avon Union”! May your Vogoori
through the uncharted seag ahead be):ﬁe
and prosperous! Erra BANGERT, Sec X

® L ]

3 “The first lie-detector,” says Sam Hill
in the “Cincinnati Enquirer,” was :i
out of the rib of a man.” ’And nm§t 3
provement has ever heen made 00 ltr}?-
#riginal machine. i
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Ordination of Herman P. Bothner

After the Permanent Council of the
Monroe Baptist Association had prev-
iously examined and, on March 15, voted
to ordain our Brother Herman P. Both-
ner, he was publicly inducted into the
gospel ministry at the Andrews Street
Baptist Church, Rochester, N Y., on
Palm Sunday, April 9, 1933.

The impressive service was conducted
by Pastor Hamel. Prof. A. A. Schade
rf:ad the minutes of the ordination coun-
cil expressing its satisfaction with the
canflidate’s statement of religious ex-
perience, call to the ministry, and views
on Christian doctrine. Prof. A. J. Ramaker
read an appropriate passage of scrip-
ture from 2 Cor. 4. The church choir
rendered “Hosanna to the Living Lord.”
Prof. Lewis Kaiser preached the ordina-
tion sermon, dwelling on Paul’s conception
9f the true Christian ministry. Accord-
ing to 2 Cor. 5:20, it is the bringing of
a message of reconciliation in behalf of
Qh}"ist, The Dignity, Duty, and Dispo-
Slthn of the minister who admonishes in
Christ's stead was ably stressed. The
ordination prayer was offered by Prof.

- W. Parsons, the charge to the candi-
date given by Prof. A. Bretschneider,
while Prof, C. H. Moehlmann welcomed
the new minister, assuring him there
would be plenty to do if you Christianize
Yourself, Christianize individuals, Chris-
tianize the church, and Christianize life.
The candidate closed with the benediction.

Brother Bothner has done some pre-
paratory work in our German Depart-
ment, taken his degree at the University
of Rochester, and now completes his theo-
logical course in the Divinity School. He
18 available for work in any of our
churches desiring the services of a well-
equipped pastor. F. W. C. MEYER.

My Mother’s Hands

My mother's hands! So capable!
T}f love them—every wrinkle there.
ough toil has made them rough and
worn,

These hands to me are wondrous fair.

M!‘v’nmother's hands! How oft have they
Ihe restless spirit lulled to rest.
oW D_ft have they the tear-stained cheek
In silent sympathy caressed!

No power on earth can quite excel

I The magic touch of mother’s hands,

t guards the soul and guides the steps
And grips the heart like iron hands!

Smiles

,Hls wife was on holiday, and he was
do.l‘ng his own shopping and cooking.

How much are the eggs?” he asked
the shopkeeper.

Two shillings a dozen,” said the man
behind the counter, “Cracked ones &
Shﬂ]ing a dozen.”
fu;rhe harrassed husband looked thought-
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‘All right,” he said, “crack me 8
dozen.”
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The Sunday School

“] Love You, Mother”

“I love you, mother,” said little John;

Then forgetting his work, his cap went
on, ) )

And he was off to the garden swing,

Leaving his mother the wood to bring.

“I love you, mother, said little Nell,

“I love you better than tongue an tell.”

Then she teased and pouted half the day,

Till mother rejoiced when she went to
play.

“I love you, mother,” said little Fan,
“Today I'll help you all I can;”

To the cradle then she did softly creep,
And rocked the babe till it fell asleep.

Then, stepping softly, she took the
broom,

And swept the floor and dusted the
room;

Busy and happy all day was she,

Helpful and cheerful as child could be.

“T love you, mother,” again they said—
Three little children going to bed.

How do you think the mother guessed
Which of them really loved her best?

Gum and Giggles: A Problem in
Attention
By A SUPERVISING TEACHER
The Case

“Gum and giggles! How I hate both
of them!” Marjorie Warren, only one
vear out of college but the teacher of a
class of high-school girls, settled herself
for a “confab” with the department su-
perintendent. “If I could get that Wilde
girl and her running mate’s attention
from the class of boys who sit next to
us, I'd feel happy. Attention! Nobody
in the bunch except maybe that meek
little bundle of piety Jean Campbell has
any idea of the meaning of the word!"”

Miss Rice, the department superinten-
dent, smiled. “Well,” she mused, as if
to herself, “that class of boys is attrac-
tive. If I were Janet Wilde's age, I'd
be rather intrigued by Ed Leslie’s dimples
myself, Evidently your definition of at-
tention doesn’t include dimples, however.
How are the lessons going this quarter?”
she asked, before Marjorie could inter-
rupt her.

“Oh, so so!” answered the teacher.
“I never could get up much enthusiasm
for Paul’s letters. They are dry as dust,
stuff which has nothing to do with us
today.”

The superintendent began to see light,
“Did you take Bible at college? No?
Too bad. There was a dandy course on
Paul when I was there. Of course it is
unfortunate that you have to meet up
in the gallery right next to Mr. Smith’s
class, for you know from psychology
what to expect from boys and girls of

that age in close contact. Talk about
your powder magazines!”

“Psychology hasn’t a thing to do with
it, and neither has the place we meet,”
argued Miss Warren, feeling her problem
was receiving irreverent treatment.
“Those girls simply don’t know the mean-
ing of the word ‘attention.’ They flirt
even with that stick of a secretary when
he takes attendance. And as for the
treasurer, their efforts to attract his
attention are positively disgusting! They
‘take off’ the general superintendent be-
hind his back, for he’s too dignified to
notice them. Ugh!”

“Let me see, the secretary, the treas-
urer, the superintendent—and how many
other interruptions?” asked Miss Rice.

“None but the usual ones, like the
pastor, who stops to give us a ‘message.’
Last Sunday most of the girls chewed
gum right through it—in ladylike fashion,
if you can chew gum in ladylike fashion,”
she added. “Two girls slid down where
he couldn’t see them and powdered their
noses. Ruby Stevens read her ‘Young
People.””

“What was the message?” asked Miss
Rice casually.

“Qh, he asked the girls to support the
evening service—er—well, to tell the
truth, I was so busy thinking how I was
going to teach the lesson that I didn't
get much of what he was saying. After
I began teaching two of the girls yawned
most of the time. Not that I blame them.
1 talked a good twenty minutes about
the Second Coming, What I don't see
is, why couldn't they answer the most
obvious questions? They could just look
in their books. But then I wasn’t spe-
cially interested in the lesson myself,”
owned Marjorie. “I wish you'd give me
some pointers,” she added hopefully.

The Remedy

“If you’ll promise not to get angry,”
said Miss Rice, “I can give you a few
suggestions. You may take them for
what they're worth, of course.”

“Fire ahead,” said Marjorie bravely.
“I probably shall not like your adviee,
but I asked for it, didn't 12"

“Well,” said Miss Rice, “the first thing
vou can do to get better attention is to
move from the gallery to the church
kitchen. At least you will be saved the
distraction of the boys’ class and will
have better ventilation. Some yawns and
giggles will subside. If the girls want
to, they can easily decorate some of
the old sereens down cellar and use them
to make a classroom, shutting out sug-
gestions of a kitchen. It would be a
rather neat project, don’t you think?”

“But it would take more of my time if
the class met outside of church school,”
objected Marjorie,

“Well, I'm going to urge you to give
more time to it,” answered Miss Rice,

“one or two evenings a month. One
thing which would help normalize the
boy-and-girl relationships is a joint party
once in a while,” she added.

“As long as we're on the subject of
time, why don’t you plan to read some
of the current books and magazines on
religious education, particularly on ado-
lescent methods and materials? Will you
suggest at the mnext teachers’ meeting
that the school might take two or three
copies of ‘The Church School Journal’
to pass around among the teachers?”

“Aren’t those articles and books ter-
ribly dry?” questioned Marjorie.

“Not a bit,” answered Miss Rice. “They
deal with problems like yours and mine.
As for the interruptions, they must be
stopped. Tactfully, but firmly, we must
suggest to the various officers that their
place is not popping in and out of clas-
ses, upsetting the lesson period. You
may put the envelopes and cards on a
chair outside the door for them to take.
Perhaps we can suggest to the pastor
and the superintendent that we have
warning of their visits, that the latter
be to some point and not just interrup-
tions.

“Now about the lessons,” she went on
carefully. ‘“Are you sure that you are
approaching them from the girls’ view-
point?”

“I'm sure I'm not,” confessed Mar-
jorie, “because I don’t see that they have
any interest for the girls. They are dead
letters. Studies for Youth, indeed!”

“You'll find some teaching helps in the
Journal,’ ” said Miss Rice. “Of course
you can’t adapt them literally, but you
can adapt them to your group. You see,
Paul did write not only for specific occa
sions, but on truths which are basically
of value today. You remember that he
stressed the fact that Christ, whenever
he came, should find the Thessalonians
at work. You can show the girls that
that applies to us, can’t you?”

“I never thought of that,” said Mar-
jorie slowly. “Perhaps I could find
something in the lessons for the girls,
after all. How can they answer my
questions if I teach what isn’t in the
book, though?”

“Do you use the discussion method, or
the lecture?”’

“0Oh, nothing so grand as that,” pro-
tested Marjorie. “I just tell the lesson
and ask questions.”

“But girls of that age love discussion,”
objected Miss Rice. “Don’t you suppose
discussion would arouse their interest?
And isn't interest the other side of at-
tention?"

“Maybe,” said Marjorie, without en-

thusiasm, “I might try it, anyway.”

(Continued on page 16)
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(Continuation)

“You ain't heard, Keziah, have you?”
broke in Zebedee. ‘“Nor you, Mr. Ellery?
Well, T must tell you. Here's where I
gain a lap on Didama Rogers. Seems the
‘Deborah S.—that’s the packet’s name,
Mr. Ellery—she hauled out of Boston
night afore last on the ebb, with a fair
wind and sky clear as a bell. But they
hadn’t much more'n got outside of Min-
ot’s 'fore the fog shut down, thicker'n
gruel for a sick rich man. The wind held
till 'long toward mornin’; then she flat-
tened to a dead clam. ’Bije Perry, the
mate, he spun the yarn to me, and he said
‘twas thick and flat as ever he see and
kept gettin’ no better fast.

“They drifted along till noon time and
then they was somewheres out in the bay,
but that's about all you eould say. Zach, he
was stewin’ and sputterin’ like a pair of
fried eels, and Lafayette Gage and Emu-
lous Peters,—they're Lenboro folks, Mr.
Ellery, and about sixteen p'ints t'other
side of no account—they was the only
passengers aboard except Nat Hammond,
and they put in their time playin’ high
low jack in the cabin. The lookout was
for'ard tootin’ a tin horn and his bellerin’
was the most excitin’ thing goin’ on. After
dinner—corned beef and cabbage—trust
Zach for that, though it's next door to
cannibalism to put cabbage in his mouth
—after dinner all hands was on deck
when Nat says: ‘Hush!” he says. ‘Don’t
I hear somethin’?

“They listened, and then they all heard
it—all 'cept Zach, who's deef in his lar-
board ear.

“Stand by!’ roars Nat. ‘It's a squall,
dead astern and comin’ abilin’! T'll take
her, ‘Bije. You look out for them tops’ls.’

“So Nat grabs the wheel and "Bije tears
for’ard and sends the two fo'mast hands
aloft on the jumbh. Zach was skipper,
but all he done was race around and hol-
ler and trip over his own feet. Oh, he’s
a prize sailor, he is! Don't talk to me
about them Forsters! I o

“Nobody is talkin’ about ’em but you,
Zeb,” observed Keziah drily. “Go on.
How about the squall?” .

“It hit ‘em *fore they got even one tops’]
clewed down. That one, the foretops’l
twas, split to rags. The main tops’l was
set, when the squal struck, the rotten old
topmast went by the board ‘Kerrash-o!’
'Course splinters flew like all possessed,
and one of ’em, about a foot long, sailed
past Nat's head, where he stood heavin’
hig whole weight on the wheel, and lit
right an the binnacle, smashin’ it to
matches.

“They say Nal never paid the least
attention, no more'n if the chunk of wood
had been a June bug buzzin’ past. He
just held the wheel hard down and that
saved the packet. She come around and

put her nose in the wind just in time,
As ’twas, 'Bije says there was a second
v;:hen the water by her lee rail looked
right underneath him as he hung onto
the deck with fingernails and teeth,
“_Wel], there they was, afloat, but with
their upper riggin’ gone and the compass
i;mashed flat. A howlin’ no'thwester blow-
1n’.-and fog thick as ever, Zach was
whimperin’, fidgetin’ olq woman Lafa.-
vette and Emulous was prayin”in the
scuppers—and that ain't the exercise
they‘re'used to, neither—and even ‘Bije
was mighty shook up and worried—he
says he was himself. Byt Nat Hammond
]\:r:;:s cool and refreshin’ as my well up
“ ‘Better clear away that
hadn’t you? he say to the s
“Zach said he guessed
sure of nothin’, However,
awaq, and incidentally
prayer meetin’ out of

set 'em to work. Then Nat sy
tin’ the spare compass and, 1o iﬁfist: Eer
you! there wa'n’t any. Compassese R
money _and money’s made to k o
Zach thinks, ity
“io there they was,
ought to be, but 'twas in’
so thick you couldn’t h:i-c:ignsega:ﬁ “‘Ed
boon}. Zach he wanted to anchor T
he_dldn‘t, then he did, and g, on I\f s
paid much attention to him, Shudy
“‘What'll we do? says
who was the real seama
“‘Keep her ag she is,
you ask me,” says Nat.
the broadside of the
this gale holds.
“So they kept her a
gnt!to be nigglt and e
ought to be 'most ont
flats off here, if their :esgilﬁdi? ot s
right. They hove the lead ang iy
fathom. No flats about that. el

“Zach was for anchorin’

vas N’ apgaj

do you think, Nat? asked ,Bg"ia}:an. L
““Anchor, of course, j :

» If yoy .

Nat says. ‘You're runni:’ t};};an:rt:t'

aft,

I'm only a passenger,’
‘ “B.w{: what do you think? whi
Can’t you tell us what yoyu
““Well, if 'twas me, T ’ .
till T had to. Probly ’{:wi!‘lwi)‘:gn:f e
row, but if it shouldn’t, we mi }?t o
lay out here all day, Anyh - Pave g
to wait for a full tide.’ # Ve hava
f‘ ‘T'm afraid we're
"Bije, ‘else we'd been
this time.
“Well, Nat tells him, ¢
the course and too fay insh

mess aloft,
kipper.

50; he wa'n't
: _t_heY cleare( it
Bije yanked the
the seuppers ang

Wind wasg fair, or

rBije_ HE le
n aboard, Y
dead afore it, if

Guess we'l] i
Cape somewheres if

Angd j
they knﬁW they'lg

ff the course

8CTost the 1. o

bay by

if We are off

have made the har—the pr o’ e Would
not the Trumet ope, & A?}?Dﬁrt bar_;¢

the course and too f If we're off
ar out, ’

have deeper water thay V;';;g 011" i

athom,
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hadn't we? ’Course I'm not sure, but—
What's that, landsman?

“‘Three and a half, sir,’ says the fel-
ler with the lead. That showed they was
edgin’ in somewhgres. Nat had sniffed,
for all the world like a dog catchin’ a
scent, so 'Bije declares.

“‘I can smell home,” he says.

“Three fathom the lead give 'em, then
two and a half, then a scant two. They
}zas drawin’ six feet. Zach couldn't stand
it.

_“‘I'm goin’ to anchor,’ he squeals, fran-
tics. ‘I believe we're plumb over to Well-
mouth and drivin’ right onto Horsefoot
Sheal.’

“‘It’s either that or the bar, chimes in
'Bije. ‘And whichever ’tis, we can't an-
chor in the middle of it.’

o ‘But what'll we do? shouts Zach.

Can’t nobody say somethin’ to do?”

“‘Tell you I smell home, says Nat,
calm and chipper, ‘and I'd know that
smell if T met it in Jericho. Ha! there

she deepens again, That was the bar and
we're over it,’

“The wind had gone down to a stiff
sailin’ bieeze, and the old ‘Debby S’
slapped along afore jt. Sometimes there
Was twelve foot under her keel and some-
times eight or nine. Once 'twas seven
and a half. Zach an ’Bije both looked at
each other, but Nat smiled.

--“ ‘Oh, you can laugh!” hollers Zach.

Taint your vessel you're runnin’ into
dangar. You ain’t paid out your g‘OOd
money—_

:iNat never answered; but he stopped
smilin’,

“And all at once the water deepened-

‘:‘Y"lmond swung her into the wind.

« .-Now you can anchor, says he
sodZd And ‘hout time, too, I guess,’ 59.'_\].3
Bije. I cal'late the ckipper’s right. This
** Horsefoot and we're right between the
Sl}oals. Yes, sir, and I hear breakers:
L]Xe]y thel’e[' :

d hey hove over the mudhook and
rgl?ped her sails, Not shook his head:
; Breakers or not,’ says he, I tell you

V¢ smelled home for the last half hour:
it?'“’ by the jumpin’ Moses, I can taste

An.d inside of a couple of shakes come®
© Tain. It poured for a while and the?
W; fog cleared. Right acrost their 130\}’-“1
tens Trumet, with the town clock strlkl}li1
hill t]over the flat place between _t e
side 1€y could see the light on the o;eqz
the '(l And they was anchored 1'lg1:l-t 35
sur €€p hole inside the break“.rate;._ a
+5.38 I'm keen high to a marlin spike’
his Bije just stared at Hammond Wit

. Mouth open, ot
d a't_’ says he ‘you're a seamal, if :

(_)! say it, 1 thought T was a pretty 00¢
f')(; %, but, | can't steer a vessel without 2
f&?]-gass through a night as black as ]f’({lez-
and 1, Egypt, and in a thick fog bes! e
in'a and her square on top of .hfar mon
thir.t If. my hat wasn’t sloshin a'r??n’t
tak ¥ miles astern, I snum if T woull
AKe 1t off to you this minute!”
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“‘Nat, stammers Zach, ‘I must say
I ¥

“Nat snapped him shut like a tobacco
box. ‘You needn’t, says he. ‘But I still
say this to you, Zach Foster. When I
undertake to handle a vessel I handle her
best I know how, and the fact that I
don’t own her makes no difference to me.
You just put that down somewheres so
you won’t forget it.’

“And this mornin’,” crowed Captain
Zebedee, concluding his long yarn, “after
that, mind you, that lubber Zach Foster
is around town tellin’ folks that his schoo-
ner had been over the course so often
she couldn’t get lost. She found her way
herself. What do you think of that?”

The two members of the parish com-
mittee left the parsonage soon after
Captain Mayo had finished his story.
Elkanah had listened with growing irri-
tation and impatience. Zebedee lingered
a moment behind his companions.

“Don't you fret yourself about what
happened last night, Mr. Ellery,” he
whispered. “It'll be all right. ’'Course
nobody’d want you to keep up chummin’
in with Come-Outers, but what you said
to old Eben’ll square you this time. So

long.” :

The minister shut the door behind his

departing guests. Then he went into
the kitchen, whither the housekeeper had
preceded him. He found her standing on
the back step, looking across the fields.
The wash bench was untenanted.
“Hum!” mused Ellery thoughtfully,
“that was a good story of Captain
Mayo’s. This man Hammond must be a
fine chap. I should like to meet him.”
Keziah still looked away over the fields.
She did not wish her employer to see her
j then.
faﬁi%ﬁght you would meet him,” she
said. “He was here a little while ago
and I asked him to wait. I guess Zeb's
yarn was too much for him; he doesn’t
. .Eed-"
lllﬁ?sf)‘f? b%&’::l he here? (.fix};, the Regular
9 I'm surprised.
pa“.t“;g: aflfd' ‘_[IhI:\re ;ﬁM\m cach other for
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. ‘]‘%?’EIIT]E":;. sorry he’s gone. I think I
should like him.”
Keziah turned from the dom_‘.
“] know you would,” she said.

Chapter VII

In which Captain Nat picks up
derelict

i able that John Elle§‘y never
f-ullli; l:e?afizgd the debt of gratitude he
owed to the fog and the squall and to
Captain Nat Hammond. Trumet, always
hungry for a sensation, would have thor-
oughly enjoyed arguing and quarreling
over the minister’s visit to COme-O_ute,r
meeting, and, during the fracas, Keziah's
parson might have been more Or less
battered. But Captain Nat's brilliant
piloting of the old packet was a bit of
seamanship which every man and women
on that foam-bordered stretch. of sand
could understand and appreciate, and

the minister’s indiscretion was all but
forgotten in consequence. The “Daily
Advertisers” gloated over it, of course,
and Captain Elkanah brought it up at
the meeting of the parish committee, but
there Captain Zeb Mayo championed the
young man’s course and preclaimed that,
fur's he was concerned, he was for Mr.
Ellery moren ever. “A young greenhorn
with the spunk to cruise single-handed
right into the middle of the Come-Outer
school and give an old bull whale like
Eben the gaff is the man for my money,"”
declared Zebedee. Most of his fellow-
committee agreed with him. “Not guilty,
but don’t do it again,” was the general
verdict. i

As for the Come-Outers, they pro-
fessed to believe that their leader had
much the best of the encounter, so they
were satisfied. There was a note of tri-
umph and exultation in the “testimony”
given on the following Thursday night,
and Captain Eben divided his own dis-
course between thankfulness for his son’s
safe return and glorification at the dis-
comfiture of the false prophets. Practically
then, the result of Ellery’s peace overture
was an increased bitterness in the feel
ing between the two societies and a pol-
ishing of weapons on both sides.

Keziah watched anxiously for a hint
concerning her parson’s walk in the rain
with Grace, but she heard nothing, so con-
gratulated herself that the secret had
been kept. Ellery did not again mention
it to her, nor she to him. A fortnight
later he preached his great sermon on
“The Voyage of Life,” and its reference
to gales and calms and lee shores and
breakers made a hit. His popularity
took a big jump.

He met Nat Hammond during that
fortnight. The first meeting was ac-
companied by unusual -circumstances,
which might heave been serious, but were
actually only funny.

The tide at Trumet, on the bay side,
goes out for a long way, leaving uncov-
ered a mile and a half of flats, bare and
sandy, or carpeted with seaweed. Be-
tween these flats are the channels, vary-
ing at low water from two to four feet
in depth, but deepening rapidly as the
tide flows.

The flats fascinated the young minister,
as they have many another visitor to
the Cape, before or since. On cloudy
days they lowered with a dull, leaden
luster and the weed-grown portions were
like the dark squares on a checkerboard,
while the deep water beyond the outer
bar was steely gray and angry. When
the sun shone and the wind blew clear
from the northwest the whole expanse
flashed into fire and color, sapphire blue,
emerald green, topaz yellow, dotted with
white shells and ablaze with diamond
sparkles where the reflected light leaped
from the flint erystals of the wet, coarse
sand.

The best time to visit the flats—tide
serving, of course—is the early morning
at sunrise. Then there is an inspiration
in the wide expanse, a snap and tang
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and joy in the air. Ellery had made up
his mind to take a before-breakfast
tramp to the outer bar and so arose at
five, tucked a borrowed pair of fisher-
man’s boots beneath his arm, and, with-
out saying anything to his housekeeper,
walked down the lawn behind the parson-
age, climbed the rail fence, and “ecut
across lots” to the pine grove on the
blufl. There he removed his shoes, put
on the boots, wallowed through the mealy
vellow sand forming the slope of the
bluff, and came out on the white beach
and the inner edge of the flats. Then he
plashed on, bound cut to where the fish
weirs stood, like webby fences, in the
distance.

It was a wonderful walk on a wonder-
ful day. The minister enjoyed every
minute of it. Out here he could forget
the petty trials of life, the Didamas and
Elkanahs. The wind blew his hat off and
dropped it in a shallow channel, but he
splashed to the rescue and laughed aloud
as he fished it out- It was not much wet-
ter than it had been that night of the
rain, when he tried to lend his umbrelia
and didn’t succeed. This reflection caused
him to halt in his walk and look back-
ward toward the shore. The brown roof
of the old tavern was blushing red in the
first rays of the sun.

A cart, drawn by a plodding horse and
with a single individual on its high seat,
was moving out from behind the break-
water. Some fisherman driving out his
weir, probably.

The sand of the outer bar was dimpled
and mottled like watered silk by the ac-
tion of the waves. It sloped gradually
down to meet the miniature breakers that
rolled over and slid in ripples along its
edge. Ellery wandered up and down,
picking up shells and sea clams@and
peering through the nets of the nearest
weir at the “horsefoot craps” and squid
and flounders imprisoned in the pound.
There were a few bluefish there, also, and
a small school of mackerel.

The minister had been on the bar a
considerable time before he began to thini
of returning to the shore. He was
hungry, but was enjoying himself too
well to mind. The flats were all his that
morning. Only the cart and its driver
were in sight and they were a half mile
off. He looked at his watch, sighed, and
reluctantly started to walk toward the
town; he mustn't keep Mrs. Coffin's
breakfast waiting oo long.

The first channel he came to was con-
siderably deeper than when he forded it
on the way out. He noticed this, but only
vaguely. The next, however, was so deep
that the water splashed in at the top of
one of his boots. He did notice that, be-
cause though he was not wearing his best
clothes, he was not anxious to wet his
“other ones.” The extent of his ward-
robe was in keeping with the size of his
salary.

And the third channel was so wide
and deep that he saw at once it could
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not be forded, unless he was willing to
plunge above his waist. This was pro-
voking. Now he realized that he had
waited too long. The tide had been flow-
ing for almost an hour; it had flowed
‘fast and, as he should have remembered,
having been told, the principal channels
were eight feet deep before the highest
flats were covered.

He hurried along the edge, lcoking for
a shallow place, but found none. At last
he reached the point of the flat he was
on and saw, to his dismay, that here was
the deepest spot yet, a hole, scoured out
by a current like a mill race. Turning,
he saw, creeping rapidly and steadily to-
gether over the flat behind him, two lines
of foam, one from each channel. His re-
treat was cut off.

He was in for a wetting, that was sure.
However, there was no help for it, so ha
waded in. The water filled his boots
there, it gurgled about his hips, and be-
yvond, and he could see, it seemed to grow
deeper and deeper. The current was sur-
prisingly strong; he found it difficult to
keep his footing in the soft sand. It
looked as though he must swim for it,
and to swim in the tide would be no
joke.

Then, from behind him, came a hail.
He turned and saw moving toward him
through the shallow water now covering
the flat beyond the next channel, the cart
he had seen leave the shore by the packet
wharf, and, later, on the outer bar. The
horse was jogging along, miniature gey-
sers spouting beneath its hoofs. The
driver waved to him.

“Hold on, mate,” he called. “Belay
there. Stay where you are. I'll be along-
gside in a shake. Git dap, January!”

Ellery waded back to meet this wel-
come arrival. The horse plunged into the
next’ channel, surged through it, and
emerged dripping. The driver pulled the
animal into a walk.

“Say,” he cried, “I'm ecruisin’ your
way; better get @aboard, hadn’t you?
There's kind of a heavy dew this mornin’.
Whoa, Bill!”

“Bill” or “January’ stopped with ap-
parent willingness. The driver leaned
down and extended @ hand. The minister
took it and 'was pulled up to the seat.

“Whew!” he panted. “I’'m much obliged
to you. I guess you saved me from a
ducking, if nothing worse.”

“Yes,” ‘was the answer, “I wouldn’t
wonder if I did. This ain't Saturday
night and ’twould be against Trumet
principles to take a bath any other time.
All taut, are you? Good enough! then
we'll get under way.” He flapped the
reins and added, “G’long, Julius Caesar!”’

The horse, a stury, sedate beast to
whom all names seemed to be alike, picked
up his feet and pounded them down
again. Showers of spray flew about the
heads of the pair on the seat.

4T gin’t so sure about that duckin’,”
commented the rescuer. “Hum! I guess
likely we'll be out of gsoundin’s if we
packle that ‘sink hole you was under-

'takin’ to navigate. Let's try it a little

further down.”

Ellery looked his companion over.

“Well,” he observed with a smile,
“from what I've heard of you, Captain
Hammond, I rather guess you could navi-
gate almost any water in this lceality
and in all sorts of weather.”

The driver turned in surprise.

“So?? he exclaimed, “You know me,
do you? That's funny. I was tryin’ to
locate you, but I ain’t been able to. You
ain’t a Trumetite, ‘111 bet on that.”

“Yes I am.”

“Tut! tut! tut! you don’t tell me. Say,
shipmate, you hurt my pride. I did think
there wa'n’t a soul that ever trod sand
in this village that I couldn't name on
sight, and give the port they hailed from
and the names of their owners. But
you've got me on my beam ends. And yet
vou knew ne.”

“0Of course I did. Everybody knows
the man that brought the packet home.”

Nat Hammond sniffed impatiently.

“Um—hm!” he grunted. “I callate
everybody does, and knows a lot more
about that foolishness than I do myself.
If ever a craft was steered by guess and
by godfrey, ’twas that old hooker of
Zach’s t'other night. Well— Humph!
here's another piece of pilotin’ that bids
fair to be a mighty sight harder. Heave
ahead, Hannibal! hope you've got your
web feet with you.”

The had moved along the edge of the
flat a short distance and now tourned into
the channel. The horse was wading
above its knees; soon the water reached
its belly and began to flow into the body
of the cart.

“Pick up your feet, shipmate,” com-
manded Nat. “You may get rheumatiz if
you don’t. This’ll be a treat for those sea
clams back in that bucket amidship.
They'll think I've repented and have de-
cided to turn ’em loose again., They
don't know how long I've been countin
on a sea-clam pie. I'll fetch those clams
ashore if T have to lug ’em with my teeth.
Steady, all hands! we're off the ways.”

The cart was afloat. The horse, find-
ing wading more difficult than swimming,
began to swim,

“Now I'm skipper again, sure enough,’
remarked Hammond. “Ain't gettin’ sea-
sick, are you?”

The minister laughed.

“No,” he said,

“Good! she keeps on a fairly even keel,
considerin’ her build. There she strikes!
That’ll do, January; you needn’t try for
a record voyage. Walkin’s more in your
line than playin’ steamboat. We're over
the worst of it now. Say! you and I
didn't head for port any too soon, did
we?”

“No, I should say not. I ought to have
known better than to wait out there so
long. I've been warned about this tide.
I__f,

“S-sh-sh! You ought to have known
batter! What do you think of me? Boin
and brought up within sight and smell of
this salt puddle and iet myself in for a
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scrape like this! But it was so mighty
fine off there on the bar I couldn’t bear
to leave it. I always said that goin’ to
sea on land would be the ideal way, and
now I've tried it. But you took bigger
chances than I did. Are you a good
swimmer?”

“Not too good. I hardly know what
might have happened if you hadn't o

“S_sh-sh! that’s all right. Always glad
to pick up a derelict, may be a chance
for salvage, you know. Here’s the last
channel and it’s an easy one. There!
now it’s plain sailin’ for dry ground.”

The old horse, breathing heavily frem
his exertions, trotted over the stretch of
vet uncovered flats and soon mounted the
slope of the beach. The minister prepared
to alight.

“Captain Hammond,” he said, “you
haven’t asked me my name.”

“No, I seldom do more'n once. There
have been times when I'd just as soon
cruise without too big letters alongside
my figurehead.”

“Well, my name is Ellery.”

“Hey? What? Oh, ho, ho, ho!”

He rocked back and forth on the seat.
The minister’s feelings were a bit hurt,
though he tried not to show it.

“You mustnt mind my laughin’,” ex-
plained Nat, still chuckling. “I ain't at
vou. - It’s just because I was wonderin’
what you’d look like if I should meet you
and now— Ho! ho! You see, Mr. Ellery,
I've heard of you, same as you said
vou'd heard of me.”

Ellery smiled, but not too broadly.

“Yes,” he admitted, “I imagined you
had.”

“Yes, seems to me dad mentioned your
name once or twice. As much as that,
anyhow., Wonder what he'd say if he
knew his son had been takin’ you for a
mornin’ ride?”

“Probably that it would have been
much better to have left me where you
found me.”

‘The captain’s jolly face grew serious.

‘No, no!” he protested. “Not so bad
as that. Dad wouldn't drown anybody,
not even a Regular minister. He's a
bretty square-built old craft, even though
his spiritual chart may be laid out differ-
ent from yours—and mine.”

‘From yours? Why, I supposed——

“Yes, T know. Well, when I go to
meetin’, I generally go to the chapel to
please father. But when it comes right

. down to a confession of faith, I'm pretty

broad in the beam. Maybe I'd be too
broad even for you, Mr. Ellery.”

The minister who had jumped to the
ground, looked up.

“Captain Hammond,” he said, “I'm
very glad indeed to meet you. Not alone
because you helped me out of a bad
scrape; I realize how bad it might have
been and that——"

“Sshsh! shh! Nothin’ at all. Don’t be
foolish.”

“But I'm glad, too, because I've heard
%0 many good things about you that 1

(Continued on page 16)
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Mothers
ETHEL LEE CROSSMAN

Of all the things God ever made
I think these are the best:

Dear arms in which we first were laid,
That held us first in rest;

Dear feet that tire not day or night,
While walking duty’s way;

Dear eyes with dauntless love alight
For us through every day;

Dear lips that are so quick to droop
When we are hurt or sad,

And just as quick with smiles to troop
Whenever we are glad;

Dear hearts and souls which gave us

birth;

Our mothers, God’s best gift to earth;

An Alphabet of Dont’s for
Mothers
DON'T

Argue with your child. Teach him to
respect your first request.

Bribe your child. Make him want to do
things for the sake of love.

Compell your child. Teach him to do
your will voluntarily.

Deceive your child. Tell him the truth
always, even if you fear hurting
vourself.

Enfeeble your child by doing too much
for him. Make him self-reliant.
Favor one child. Be fair in your judg-

ment.

Gossip in your child’s presence if you
wish him to grow up loving his
neighbors.

Hound your child in his play-hours.
Give him freedom of thought and
action.

Intoxicate your child with too many
gifts and pleasures.

Judge your child too hastily. Learn his
reasons for doing a thing before you
censure.

Know it all when with your child. Give
him a chance to teach you.

Live too far above your child. Enjoy
the thing he loves.

Manage your child according to any set
of rules, but according to his need.

Nag your child under any circumstances,

Qverdress your child. This will make
him conscious of himself.

Pet your child over every trifling hurt.

Question your child too closely. Draw
out his confidence without appearing
to.

Rant over every wrong the child does.

Sanction games or thoughts which har-
bor unkindness or cruelty to any
creature.

Taboo all games which carry with them
a small element of danger. Daring
is the child’s prerogative.

Undertake to rear an angel child.

Veneer your child. Strive for solid stuff.

Woateh your child too closely. Let him
feel that you trust him.
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Dear Brother Kuhn:

in my possession for next Sunday.
F. 8.

My dear Brother M......

like the night brings out the stars.

WK/CS
Enclosure

God’s Gracious Gift

I am enclosing my check for $1,000 as my contribution toward the Gen-
eral Mission and Benevolent fund. If you will send me a receipt for this
promptly, I shall appreciate the courtesy. I am very desirous of having it

Your letter with the precious enclosure of $1,000 reached this office in
the afternoon mail. We accept this contribution as a gift from God through
vour generosity. We are asking the Lord every day to provide the means
necessary to carry on our mission work. The Lord has graciously helped
us hitherto. These times of depression reveal to us our staunchest friends
We are glad to know that you belong
to that select company of co-workers of God in the extension of the kingdom
of Jesus Christ. The Lord himself has in the past and in the present sealed
our mission work as his very own and we have the confidence that he will
not withdraw from us his divine favor. .

The General Missionary Committee faced a most difficult task when it
met in annual session here in our office only last week. The committee had
to face many needs of our home and foreign mission work with a greatly
1educed income. In the face of the present situation the committee has made
deep cuts into the salaries of our missionary workers. Although we can-
not yet see where all the money is to come from nevertheless we have
learned to know Him who can and will provide.

April 10, 1983.

Very truly yours, '
S

Forest Park, Il
April 12, 1933.

Very sincerely yours
WiLriam KUHN.

X-ert yourself too much to make him
happy. Let him make his own happi-
ness.

Yield to your child because he whines.

Zigzag in your training. Be of one

mind. —Babyhood.

Why the Canary Lost Its Song

An English gentleman was very proud
of his canary, which had a beautiful
singing voice. Yielding to the plea of a
friend, the owner let the latter have the
bird for a time. The horrower placed
the canary in confinement with some
sparrows, and wondered what effect the
singing bird would have on them. Sur-
rounded by the sparrows with their
chirps the canary soon stopped singing;
but the sparrows continued to chirp as
before. They had been unchanged by the
song of the bird with the rich melody.

The canary was then taken back to its
owner, but it seemed to have lost its power
of song. Then the bird was placed near
another canary that sang well. This had
the desired effect, and, regaining its old
note, it once more rendered its beautiful
music. The owner was delighted,

Sparrows and canaries have little in
common.

Paul uttered these words when he said,
“Do not deceive yourselves: evil com-
panicenship corrupts good morals” (1
Cor. 15:33. Weymouth’s New Testament
in Modern Spech).

O Let My Heart an Altar Be

Translated from the German of Gustav
Knak by PAUL WENGEL

O let my heart an altar be,
With incense of true prayer,
In gratitude and praise to thee,
The Lamb, who dwelleth there.

If of this Lamb I nothing knew,
Alas, I must be banned;

And on the day of judgment too
Be found at his left hand.

Praise Ged, for me the price he paid,
Allelujah, for me!

My guilt was all upon him laid,

And thus he set me free.

My heart rejoice! My lips sing praise!
What peace I can attain!
This song of happiness I raise:
“The Lamb for me was slain.”

* * oW

Someone has said that the size of the
Sunday morning congregation shows the
popularity of the church, the size of the
evening congregation the popularity of
the preacher, and the size of the prayer
meeting the popularity of God.

L] L] L ]
Tears often prove the telescope by

which men see far into heaven. —Henry
Ward Beecher. #
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One of the outstanding leaders in the
Southern Baptist Convention, during the
half century from 1870 to 1920, was Dr.
J. B. Gambrell. He labored during a
period of economic and social reconstrue-
tion in the South, and took his full share
of the toils and responsibilities of the
times.

He was born in Anderson County,
South Carolina, August 21, 1841. On
both sides his ancestors had been pa-
triots, and displayed heroism in defence
of their country. His two great-grand-
fathers were scouts during the Revolu-
tionary War, and bore their part of
sacrifices and dangers in that struggle
for liberty.

He came of a family religious as well
as patriotic. His father and mother werz
both earnest Christians, and in such an
atmosphere he acquired the character-
istics which made him so useful to his
fellowmen.

When young Gambrell was four jears
of age, his parents moved from South
Carolina to North-east Mississippi, and
continued the occupation of farming.
Here, as a boy on a typical Southern
plantation, he grew up.

A Great Reader in His Youth

Early in his boyhood, he acquired an
insatiate thirst for books. It filled his
mind and heart with visions of larger
things, of highly worthy things, and of
possible service. He had little money,
but bought some books, and borrowed
others, and read them until he had fa-
miliarized himself with all the books
within several miles of his home.

He was converted and joined the Pleas-
ant Ridge Baptist Church, at fifteen years
of age, during a revival meeting. He was
a strong believer in evangelism and evan-
gelists, to the Tast day of his life. About
the time of his conversion, he entered
into a covenant with his brother, Ira, to
form mno hurtful habits and never to
anything that would cause grief to his
mother or father or other members of the
family.

Plans were being made for his educa-
tion and he was making good progress
in sehool; but the storm of ecivil war

broke over the country, and he volun-
teered in the Confederate Army, joining
a company that was sent to Virginia.

A Captain of Scouts in the Civil War

Soon after arriving in Virginia, a call
was made by General A. P. Hill, for a
scout to undertake a very dangerous
task. Young Gambrell volunteered and
performed his adventurous services so
well, that he was continued as a scout
during the war, receiving a commission
as Captain, and commanding the scout-
ing squads that were, to a remarkable
degree, the eyes for General Robert E.
Lee's army. As captain of a scouting
squad, he fired the first shot of the battle
of Gettysburg, the decisive battle of the
war between the North and the South.

His Marriage

During the war, at one o'clock in the
morning of January 13, 1864, he was
married to Miss Mary T. Cobdell. The
Cobbell home was at Beartown, Virginia,
inside the Federal lines; but the young
scout slipped through the lines of the
enemy, got his bride, and slipped out,
with the enemy none the wiser,

No woman of song or story was ever
a more sympathetic, inspiring wife than
Mary T. Gambrell was to her illustrious
husband, during the forty-seven years of
their wedded life. One had to know them
both fully to realize how she reinforced
and sustained and supplemented him in
all his undertakings. His mind was that
of a philosopher; hers keen and scintillat-
ing. He was democratic, with a ten-
dency to trust people; she had an almost
uncanny penetration through pretence
and sham, that often saved him from jm-
position, through a long public life, deal-
ing with all kinds of men.

When the war closed, Captain Gam-
brell and other brave, thoughtful South-
ern men faced a testing condition that
has probably never had a paralle] in his-
tory. Their religion brought them
through. Southern leaders were intellig.
ently and sincerely religious. He was
hrm_ught by a remarkable religious ex-
perience to see the way for himself and
the rest, through the period of perplexity
misunderstanding and social chaos to'
peace, order and prosperity. It was’ the
Christ way—the path made plain by the
Master. In November, 1867, he was

Ordained to the Gospel Ministry
by the Cherry Creek church, Thig church
was composed of both whites and negroes
Shortly after his ordination the negmég;
were organized into a church of their
own, and young Gambrell wag invited to
prqach for them. He accepted the invi-
tatl_on of the chureh, and always referred
1;(1) 1t' as a pleasant, satisfying service.

e served other rural churcheg until
1870, when he was called to West Point,
In 1873 he went to Oxford church as;
pastor, and served it during the f
he was in Oxfor e yoars

s in Oxford. All these churches
were in Mississippi.

In 1870 Dr. Gambrell began the prac-
tice of writing on some subject every day.
He did this as a means of self-improve-
ment, little dreaming that writing was to
be so large a part of his life’s work. He
continued this habit as long as he lived.
He did not offer many articles to the press
35 first, but faithfully wrote one every

ay.

Editor of the “Baptist Record”

In 1877 the “Baptist Record” was
launched; he was asked to be the editor
of the new paper, and accepted. In 1881
he moved the paper to Clinton, Missis-
sippi, where Mississippi Baptist College
is located. The Clinton church elected
him pastor. He was pastor of the church
and editor of the paper, but also spent a
good deal of time raising funds for the
College. He was one of the main mov-
ers in the endowment campaign of 1889
for the College; and that campaign suc-
ceeded, although Dr. Gambrell spent his
strength to utter exhaustion. He was
one of the most prodigious toilers of his
own or any other age,

Dr. _Gumbrell regarded temperance,
good citizenship, education and good so-
cial conditions as by-products of the
Gospe_]. He threw himself into the fight
to drive liquor saloons from Mississippi
when he was a young pastor and editor;
and _he never stopped the fight against
the liquor traffic as long as he lived. He
wrote and spoke and counselled and
planned without ceasing, to stop the traf-
fie. He did all this with wisdom, sanity
and effectiveness. He believed in law
and order under all circumstances and
conditions,

In 1887 his brilliant son, Roderick Dhu
Gambrell, was assassinated by the liquor
erowd of Jackson, Mississippi. The trial
resulted in a verdiet of “not guilty” for
the man accused of the crime. A mob
collected to punish the acquitted man.
Dr. Gambrell hurried to the scene, made
& powerful plea to the mob to disperse;
and saved the life of the man who had
killed his own son,

Advocate of the Sunday School and
Young People’s Movements

In 1890 Dr. J. M. Frost of Virginia
egan advocating the organization of a
Sund_a.v School Board for the Southern
Baptist Convention, Dr. Gambrell thought
thg Movement immature, and opposed it.
Mighty men lined up on both sides of the
controversy. Finally, through much dis-
CUSSlon on every phase of the subject,
the giants came to agreement; and Drs.
Frost and Gambrell wrote the report
Which was unanimously adopted by the
Convention at Birmingham, Alabama, In
E&[ay, 1891, Dr. Gambrell often said,
Baptists tallc themselves together.” The
Sunday School Board after it waslaunched
never had a better friend than he was.
He Was one of the finest illustrations of
genuine co.gperation ever produced I
any land or age. He steadfastly kept to

May 1, 1933

the main track, and faithfully refused to
allow his life to be consumed with ineci-
dental or secondary considerations.

He was not only a powerful advocate
of the Sunday school movement, but he
was one of the first group of men in
America to advocate the Baptist Young
People’'s Union., He threw himself whole-
heartedly into the effort to enlighten, en-
list and develop the young people in Bap-
tist churches. From Canada to Texas he
raised his voice for them.

In 1893 the Trustees of Mercer Uni-
versity at Macon, Georgia, elected him
President of that honored and important
institution. He aceepted the high office,
and continued with the institution three
vears. He so conducted the affairs of
the University that there was deep re-
gret when he retired from its presidency
But that position was not God's will for
him. He was to go to the great South-
west, to the largest state of the Union,
and there to do the colossal work of his
life.

In 1896 the Baptist General Convention
of Texas was harassed on every side by
a group of critics who seemed determined
either to make the Convention serve their
ambitions and interests, or to destroy it.

Becomes a Texas Baptist Leader

The Corresponding Secretary had re-
signed, and the Convention had no offi-
cial leader. At the first meeting of the
Board of Directors all the members were
in the utmost perplexity. There was no
unanimity as to the choice of the leader.
The Board held an all-night prayer meet-
ing, and in the morning there was a
strange and from the human standpoint)
unaccountable turning of all minds to-
wards a man in Georgia who had not
been considered in connection with the
office. He was elected unanimously, in
what was many times declared by those
present to be the most solemn hour of
their lives., That man was James Bru-
ton Gambrell.

On December 10, 1896, he announced
his decision to aceept. He was then 56
years, 3 months and 25 days old. He
came to Texas and served as Correspond-
ing Secretary until March 10, 1910, 13
years and 3 months. It is not possible
to convey in words to anyone who did
not live in Texas through those years
any a(leguate estimate of his marvelous
lcadership. He was misrepresented and
maligned; his words were twisted and
his motives assailed; he was the target
of epithets and abuse; no trick of th
d e
emagogue was left unused to make him
unpopular with the Baptist people. It
all failed in its purpose. 5

The tot_al rfesu’lt was a vast inecrease of
the Convention’s attendance, clientole
finances, and moral power in the st{;.té'
and in the South, notable co-operation
and solidarity. The Convention became
a powerful organization for every good
work. Evangelism went rapidly forward
and many new churches were Ol'ganizedf

Editor of the “Baptist Standard”

On March 10, 1910, Dr. Gambrell ye-
tired from the Secretaryship, to become

editor of the “Baptist Standard.” He was
69 years old, but vigorous in body, with
remarkable recuperative ability. His
mind was alert, retentive, and well poised.
Those who had bought the “Baptist
Standard” from the Convention elected
Robert H. Coleman as business manager,
and Dr. Gambrell was given as assistant
editor Dr. L. M. Waterman until 1912,
and then Dr. E, C. Ruth. As editor, he
was free to study Baptist situations and
social, eduecational and missionary con-
ditions all over the world. He gave a
large part of his time to the denomina-
tional work in Texas. Everywhere he was
a most acceptable speaker. His quaint
humeor, profound philosophy expressed in
homely language, Christian optimism and
seasoned judgment, drew the people,
gripped them, and directed them in ad-
vancing co-operation.

At the end of four years he was called
again into the secretaryship and served
two years. The Education Board had
been merged with the Board of Directors,
and the combined administrative work
was heavy for a man of 73 years. He
threw himself into it without reserve for
two years, and then declined re-election.

The Southwestern Theological Semin-
ary at Fort Worth, Texas, had invited
him in 1912 to the chair of Christian
Ethies and Pastoral Theology. He went
in 1916 to the Seminary, and was con-
nected with that institution for the rest
of his life.

President of the Southern Baptist Con-
vention

In 1917 the Southern Baptist Conven-
tion met in New Orleans, Louisiana, and
Dr. Gambrell was elected President.
Many of his friends knew that he did not
claim to be skilled in the Parliamentary
law which governs the procedure of the
Convention. But the scout in General
Robert E. Lee's army had learned to
meet occasions, and now the man grown
old was called upon to direct a large
democratic body. He surprised and grati-
fied the Convention by his rulings, and
proved himself to be a masterly officer.
He held the office for the traditional three
years; and then the Convention was not
willing to give him up. So at Washington,
D. C., he was in 1920 elected a fourth
time, but declined re-election after that.

He had always ben passionately devoted
to the foreign missionary enterprise.
Now he had time to acquaint himself
with the struggles of different Baptist
groups over the world. He wished to
visit them and to have intimate fellow-
ship with them.

In 1919, the Southern Baptist QOnven-
tion meeting in Atlanta, Georgia, ap-
pointed a committee of five to send a
Fraternal Address to Baptists throughout
the world. Dr. Gambrell was a member
of that committee. The address sent out
is a historic document which bears the
marks of his wisdom. Other distinguished
members were E. Y. Mulling, Z. T. Cody,
L. R. Scarborough and William Ellyson.
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Attends the London Conference of
Baptists

In July, 1920, the London Conference
of Baptists was held. It was composed
of representatives of 21 countries, of
which the United States was one. The
Southern Baptist Convention was repre-
sented by Dr. J. B. Gambrell, Dr. E. Y.
Mullins, Dr. J. F. Love, and Dr. Geo. W.
Truett. It initiated a great relief fund
to deal with the physical distress in
Europe, adopted a policy of missionary
extension in the European continental
countries, and elected Dr. Rushbrooke

-as Baptist Commissioner for Europe.*

Dr. Gambrell regarded the London Con-
ference as the most far-reaching in sig-
nificance of any meeting the Baptists
ever held. After the close of that Con-
ference, he and Dr. E. Y. Mullins visited
their fellow-Baptists throughout England
and througout 15 European countries:
France, Holland, Germany, Denmark,
Sweden, Finland, Norway, Ireland, Scot-
land, Roumania, Hungary, Austria,
[taly, Spain and Portugal.

No two traveling companions were
ever more congenial than were Drs. Gam-
brell and Mullins. They did not rush,
but made the trip leisurely. Yet Dr.
F}ambrell‘s enthusiasm and keen interest
in the people, caused him to exert himself
more strenuously than was safe for him.

In December they returned to the
United States, to face immediately numer-
ous calls to tell of Baptists in Europe.
Dr. Gambrell accepted many invitations,
and was going at his usual stride, to the
delight of great audiences or confer-
ences awaiting him everywhere. On Feb-
ruary 23, 1921, he preached at Wichita
Falls, Texas. The next morning he ar-
rived at Fort Worth, and decided to walk
uptown from the railway station. The
distance was short, and he liked to walk.
On the way he felt weak and stopped to
1'est.. He came home to Dallas and took
to his bed. Physicians were called who
made a thorough examination, They of-
fered no hope for his recovery. '

Henceforth, he stayed at home, except
on Sunday, May 29, 1921, when he at-
tended a service at the First Baptist
Church, Dallas, to hear Dr. J. H. Rush-
brooke of London, Commissioner of the
Baptist World Alliance for Europe
preach. Dr. Gambrell said a few word-:'
introducing Dr. Rushbrooke, and was ini
tensely interested in the service, This
was his last public appearance. He 1-é-
turned home and gradually declined until
Jun'e 10, wen the end came It was the
closing of a truly great and useful life,
consecrated to all the Master loves. “'And'
the world passeth away, and the lust
thereof; but he that doeth the will of
God abideth forever.”

*I cannot, as this arti

annot, as s article passes throug :
hands on its way to the press, refrain fr[:)hn i
serting a  footnote regarding  this k‘unfcrcn“”.-
After the recommendaton to appoint me h\.Li
been unanimously adopted, Dy, Gambrell was l.l“.
ﬁfst to speak to me. He was seated close t.].‘
hind, and leaned over to whisper: “Y s
o nd e er: “You must not
refuse, he clear and unhesitating judgment of

this man was an important factor shapi
s L r in sha .
decision. J. H. R. Ping my



14

THE BAPTIST HERALD

Our Devotional Meeting

May 14, 1933

Problems in Homes
Eph. 6:1-4
Obedient Children. Obedience to par-
ents is not simply an arbitrary matter,
but an underlying principle. It is a basic
law of society that filial obedience leads

to stalwart manhood and womanhood.-

The loyalties of afterlife take their color-
ing from lessons learned 2t home in the
plastic years of life. Paul gives a reason
for this obedience as he quotes the old
law: “That it may be well with thee, and
thou mayest live long on the earth.”
How true that has always been we can
readily see by tracing the history of
godly families anywhere. We often hear
it said that there is less obedience in the
home today than there was a generation
ago. This is doubtlcas so. However, the
type of obedience today may be a much
higher quality than formerly, for all too
often obedience was enforced absolutely
through fear. Children should cbey, but
not as a slave obeys his master.

Gentle Parents. The Apostle warns
parents against angering their children
by unfair and oppressive treatment. Fa-
thers must control their children by other
means than physical foree. By this
means they may control the minds, but
never the affections, of their children.
And when the affection is lost, all is lost.
They are also warned against irritating
their children by constant nagging. (Col.
3:21.) A man resents a nagging wif.
and children lose respect for a nagzing
mother. Parents should demand obed-
ience of their children but not in a way
that causes children to lose respect and
love for parents. In firmness there must
be kindness and chuminess.

Happy Homes. Many things enter
to make a real home. The house does nou
make a home, and yet what a difference
& house does make. Ugliness, filth, bara
walls and floors, lack of even the simplest
comforts are all very conducive to dis-
content, dissatisfaction, quarrelling and
the eventual shunning of the place, that
ought to be the most cherished spot on
earth. Cleanliness, neatness, and.cheer-
fulness, a prepared mezl, a neat wife and
a clean baby will ali tend toward making
the family a happy unit. Besides (hese
there must be loyalty and trust, love and
respect, the sharing of burdens and ot
joys. But above all Jesus Christ must be
acknowledged in the home and God's
Word must be opened and read.

May 21, 1933
What Parts of the World Are
Still Without Christ?
Acts 15:8-13
Why the World Needs Christ. In Aects
4:12, where Peter is speaking of Christ,

August F. Runtz

we read: “There is none other name un-
der heaven given anmong men, wherehy
we must be saved.” Ip Christ, and in
Christ alone, lies the hope of the world
I£ Christ cannot speai the word that ]
take away our night of doubt anq fear
and bring peace to the human breast,
that word will nevr be spoken. Angd if he’
cannot lift the world out of the mire of
sin, and place it on the way of righteoys.
ness and brotherliness, no one else ean
Therefore it is sg essential that a]) thﬁ;

rorl 1
gg; (sit_kmw the saving power of Jesus

Much of America still wi i
Very often when we thi;ultthoofuzcwﬁﬂ?ltl‘
w1ttl;-fou;:] Christ our thoughts almost a?ﬁ:o
matieally eros i ;
dia, etr_-.y Butsa‘;ilae ol e, Tn.
of our land both in city and i
unchurched, and large areasc‘:)ltl'n;ﬁ Slililfh
unpermeated by the Spirit of Christﬁ
Less than one-half of our People are
members of any church, anq many Whare
names are in chure] books harq] s
darken the door of a chureh, Buty i
worse than these conditions is the :Eactmt]}llzl:

i stiI.l purely pagan.

map geographical. Tt
spirit, moral and Epiritug)
longer merely geo o
C graphieca] Pagan {
tiers but_ moral pagan frontierg o
the frontiers we TeCOZNize can he . sud
home base as wel] as in foreigy ];;:]Z Ehe
Large areag of the .
name is unknown, App::;!m“:t’“l:m g
Fhll’d of thle people in the world aery it
inally Christian, Of the other twoetln'om‘
many ba_ve heard of Chyigt but th T

scarcely one messep er

sus? Why have thg ehzt;cgtlez fai
carry Christ to hep six milligp 9+ au d to
to the west of Nepal ig .ﬁfg'h;:l i
her fo_ur million an| little K

her million ang 2 half apq ;kham ik

e mn Southeastern A ; € Crogg,”
= si -

where live more than twe:t;s a_] erritory

ple, and in this territory thereml lion peq

& missionary to be foung s i 1S Scarcely
(of Livingstone apng St;mle

dire r_leed, here whape the syi)' or Such
18 thiek ang black, there grltuaj Pall
sixty-five ang seventy.fiye millj e
whom the multitudes ok Seonle
made no attempt 4, reach,” o ’
ditions challenge oyp Christiagithise T

Vi

May 28, 1933

How May We Be True to the
Missionary Spirit of Jesus?
Matt. 28:16-20

The missionary spirit is essential for
our own life. . We have heard how mno
fish can live in the Dead Sea. Why Is
this? Fundamentally it is because the
Dead Sea takes and takes, yet never
gives; it has no outlet. In somewhat the
fame way whenever a church or an indl-
Vidual Christian begins to think about
itself and forgets the needs of the worla
outside, it too is on the way to decay and
death. Christianity can be kept oniy by
giving it away. If our own spiritual life
Is to remain vital we must take an inter-
est in lost souls,

“For we must share if we would keep
That good thing from above:

Ceasing to give, we cease to have;
Such is the law of love.”

By going into our world. “It is popy-
larly supposed that ‘Go. .. .” is an appeal
to enter the ministry, and especially to
EO 35 a missionary. The vast majority
of Christiang has never dreamed that it
'S 2 personal individual command to every
child of Gog to go inlo his own PB_I'S"M[
world and (o soul-winning witnessing to
EVery creature.,.. It is a command tC;
cvery Christian to go with the Gospe
testimony ¢4 every lost one in his own
pers(mal WOI'ld, as well as a commanu
for thoge who are providentially separate
unto the work to go out into every €of-
ner of the geographical world.”

Of course we must ourselves have som®
thmg_ more than second-hand religion-
We simply repeat the pious phrases Ot
SoMeone else, we shall not get far. Bu
When we haye experienced Christ in 0Uf
WD lives, and he has become a livin8
reality ¢ us, then we shall have SOM€
thing ¢, take into our world.

BY doing the kind of work he did: A
We regq the Gospel story we are nmazel.
26 the amoung o time Jesus spent heae
Ng broken bodies and broken lives. by
Are sure that he woald have us carry %t

18 worl, We must bring souls to Chnm
10 be saved, but we must also teach the

W to live, for people have minds wéll‘;s
Y become poisoned with false ! o0
aboug, Jife, We must remember that P';
:ﬁzlilmre hodieg too, which needt.food, a

T, and medical attention
ealthfy) surroundings, and & wholeso™ ::
oMVironment, 1, carry on his m'ssi.(;,
:fe must do the things for our ge'f;ehis

"R Which he did for his, for we 8T
rePresEHtatives.

May 1. 1933

June 4, 1933

God Working Through Us in
Everyday Life
1 Cor. 3:9-156

Christ built his Church through men.
When Jesus was still in the flesh he said:
“I will build my church,” and he has
been building it through the centuries by
means of human beings. The apostle
Paul says: “I have planted, Apollos wa-
terel; but God gave the increase.” In
other words, he and Apollos were but the
mstruments in God's hands to huild that
church, that boedy of believers, in Corinth.
God builds his kingdom by using men and
women like ourselves. This is a great
honor bestowed upon us, for it snows
what great confidence God has in us.

When William Carey urged the Bap-
tists of England to carry the Gospel to
heathen lands one much older than him-
self rose and said: “Young man, sit
down! When God gets ready to convert
the heathen he will do it without you or
me.” How mistaken that old minister
was! God does not write his message n
flaming words across the sky, but speaks
it through human lips.

God is manifested by the lives of men.
In Acts, chapter 14, we have a very in-
teresting account of Paul and Barnabas
in the city of Lystra, who, during their
stay, healed a man who had been a crip-
ple all his life. After this most extra-
ordinary event the people became very
much excited and said: “The gods are
come down to us in the likeness of men.”
By their words and actions those two
missionaries were able to show God to
that people in such a way that they be-
lieved them to be gods. This was pos-
sible because Paul and Barnabas permit-
ted God to work through them. And that
is exactly what God has always enueav-
ored to do. He has spoken through ihe
prophets; he has spoken through his Son.
Jesus was utterly consecrated to God and
therefore God could work so effectively
through him, and he could say: “He Lhat
hath seen me hath seen the TFather.”
When we live like animals and follow
our fleshy appetites, God cannot work
through us, but when we desire to bs
Godlike, and folow spiritual aspirations,
God is able to work through us and to
show himself to the world.

Sleeping Through or Afterwards

To sleep through a sermon is at least
not so serious as to stay awake through
the sermon and go to sleep afterward.
The first may signify a weary body; the
second signifies a torpid soul.

There are more who sleep afterwards
than through the sermon.

* L] *

Love is the only thing that makes all
things work together for good. Every-
thing else has failed. Law has failed,
education has failed, science has failed,
organization has failed.—John Me-
Dowell.
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The unfinished chapel at Belo, Cameroon.

Even though the chapel is well built, the

cost of construction was less than $100.

Missionary Orthner’s Interesting
Letter
Belo-Bekom, February 21, 1933.
Dear Brother Kuhn:—

I thank you very much for your long,
kind and encouraging letter of December
21. I am always glad to find a letter
from you in my mail. As I know you are
very busy just now I appreciate it the
more that you take the time to write let-
ters to us missionaries. Your visit and
your addresses in the churches of the At-
lantic Conerence have brought me many
a card and letter. The writers of same
informed me that you told them how
lonely the missionary often gets and ‘how
little mail is being sent to him. Since
Christmas I do not need to complain of
getting too little mail, for the wish
which our Brother John Schmidt ex-
pressed in his letter has almost come
true. The wish was that I might get
“tornadoes™ of letters.

In about two weeks Brother and Sister
Bender will arrive in Victoria. But I am
so busy and since Christmas I traveled
30 much that I cannot go to the coast al
though a conference of the missionaiy
workers is very necessary. However, all
of us should take part in it. At the time
Brother and Sister Sieber will return,
traveling will not be so favorable on ac-
count of the beginning of the rainy sea
son.

I am very glad Brother Bender has
been appointed representative of our mis-
sion in Cameroon.

Almost throughout the whole month of
January and half of February I was en-
gaged in touring my missionary field.
Some of my experiences on this trip 1
have already reported to you in my last
letter. Now I visited Bangolan. The
church in Bangolan has now been almost
rebuilt. On TFebruary 10 we had big
meetings there and I could baptize ten
believers. Since Christmas we had 87
baptisms in Bangolan and for this vie-
tory we praise the Lord. This is a dis-
trict where we arve doing just pioneer
work,

Since my return to Cameroon I had
some little trouble with my throat and

the doelor advised an operation, which
however, cannot be performed here, un-
less T would go to the American Presbyter-
ians in South Camercon. Since February
16, however, I feel much better and 1
hope that this trouble has been removed
entirely, I am thankful to the Lord for
this help as it is an answer to prayers.

From your nephew, Charles Kuenne of
Philadelphia, I received a wonderful
package of seeds and in future I hope
Lo have a better choice of vegetables on
my table. This is very necessary for a
European to keep up his health out here
in Africa. I regret, however, not to have
a “Kdchin” who knows how to prepare
these things better ihan I.

Except for the inner part the building
of our church has been completed. This
time we are making the benches out of
bamboo which will pe a little more com-
fortable than the silting-poles were 1n
the old chapel. Since Christmas the meet-
ings have been better attended and it is
now necessary for us to have a larger
meeting place. The main part of the dry
season is over. Yesterday and the day
before we had the first rain, and also
tornadoes. Enormous swarms of grass-
hoppers are alreadsy attacking our dis-
trict, but they cannot do any harm untu
the new seed has sprung up. The rainy
season here may be too cool for them
and they may pass on to the Sudan.

Very sincerely yours,
A. ORTHNER,

Got His Number

A man walked into a shoestore accom.-
panied by his wife and ten children, and
said to the clerk: “I want to git the hull
lot of ’em fitted up in shoes.”

After two hours of hard work the clerk
succeeded in getting each one fitted, and
was beginning to make out the bill.

“Oh, don’t bother about that,” said the
man. “I don't want to buy the shoes., I
Just want to get the sizes so's I can
order 'em from Rears, Soebuck & Co.’—
Forbes.

U

If no one would join a church, there
would be no church.
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Keziah Coffin
(Continued from page 10)
was sure you must be worth knowing. I
hope you won't believe I went to your
father’'s meeting with any '

“No, no! Jumpin’ Moses, man! I
don’t find fault with you for that. I
understand, I guess.”

“Well, if you don’t mind the fact that
I am what I am, I'd like to shake hands
with you.”

Nat reached down a big brown hand.

“Same here,” he said. “Always glad
to shake hands with a chap as well rec-
ommended as you are. Yes, indeed, [
mean it. You see, you've got a friend
that’s a friend of mine, and when she
guarantees a man to be A. B, Il ship
him without any more questions.”

“Well, then, good-by. I hope we shall
meet again and often. And I certainly
thank you for ”

“That’s all right. Maybe you'll fish me
out of the drink some day; you never
can tell. So long! Git dap, Gen'ral
Scott!”

He drove off up the beach, but before
he turned the corner of the nearest dune
he called back over his shoulder:

“Say, Mr. Ellery, if you think of it
you might give my regards to—to—er—
the lady that's keepin' house for you.”

Breakfast had waited nearly an hour
when the minister reached home. Keziah,
also, was waiting and evidently much
relieved at his safe arrival.

“Sakes alive!” she exclaimed, as she
met him at the back door. “Where in
the world have you been, Mr. Ellery?
Soakin’ wet again, too!”

Ellery replied that he had been for a
walk out to the bar. He sat down on the
step to remove the borrowed boots. A
small rivulet of salt water poured from
each as he pulled them off.

“For a walk! A swim, you mean. How
could you get in up to your waist if you
just walked? Did you fall down?”

“No, not exactly, But I waited too
long and the tide headed me off.”

“Mercy on us! You musin't take
chances on that tide. If you’d told me
you was goin’, I'd have warned you to
hurry back.”

“Qh, I've been warned often enough.
It was my own fault, as usual. T'm not
cure that I don’t need a guardian.”

“Humph! well, I ain't sure either.
Was the channels very deep?”

“Deep enough. The fact is, that {
might have got into serious trouble if [
hadn’t been picked up.”

He told briefly the story of his morn-
ing’s adventure, The housekeeper listened
with growing excitement.

“Heavens to Betsy!” she interrupted.
“Was the channel you planned to swim
the one at the end of the flat by the long-
est weir leader?”

“Yes.”

“My soul! there's been two men
drowned in that very place at half tide.
And they were good swimmers. After
this I shan't dare to let you out of my
sight.”

“So? Was it as risky as that? Why,
Captain Hammond didn't tell me so. I
must owe him more even than I thought.”

“Yes, I guess you do. He wouldn’t tell
you, though; that ain't his way. Deary
me! for what we've received let us be
thankful. And that reminds me that
biscuits ought to be et when they're first
made, not after they've been dried up on
the back of the stove forever and ever
amen. Go and change those wet things
of yours and then we’ll eat. Tryin' to
swim the main channel on the flood! My
soul and body!”

“Captain Nat sent his regards to you,
Mrs. Coffin,” said the minister, moving
toward the stairs.

“Did he?” was the housekeeper’s reply.
“Want to know!"”

(To be continued)

Gum and Giggles
(Concluded from page 7)

The Result

At the end of two months Marjorie
sought out Miss Rice. As eagerly as if
she had won another basketball game
for her beloved Alma Mater, she poured
forth her story.

“We've tried all the things you sug-
gested, and I must say most of them
worked. We moved downstairs, put cre-
tonne on the screens, and twice @ month
we meet during the week, as you sug-
gested. We've had two joint parties.
One was a candy pull—sort of messy,
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but it broke up any embryo petting par-
ties.

“The officers are better now about
interrupting, though I don't think the
superintendent has quite gotten the idea
yet. We don’t give out papers till after
class, so nobody reads them in lesson
time. And most of the gang don't yawn,
except that incorrgible Wilde child.

“I've tried to teach the lesson better.
I don’t think I'm very good yet, but the
girls are really wanting to do some of
the things suggested in the “Journal,
like making a young people’s code. Be-
sides, they want to earn some money for
that perfectly sweet young missionary
who spoke here last Sunday. They are
going to organize.

“I think they are really so much inter-
ested that they forget not to be attentive.
In fact,” she corrected herself, “I've
learned from one of those dandy books
you gave me that they were paying at-
tention all the time—only to things be-
sides the lesson. They aren’t perfect yet
by a long shot, but they are bétter. Part
of it, I hope, is because I'm a little bet-
ter teacher. But the gum”—Marjorie
looked downeast.

Miss Rice smiled. “Now that you've
tackled one problem sucecessfully, aren't
you ready for the next?”

“Wait a while,” said Marjorie. “Maybe
I can even quell the gum. I shall put it
down as the next problem.”—Church
School Journal—Adapted.
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