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THE OPEN P

O HIGH and holy a title as mother can
S not fall too reverently from man’s lips.
That he might live, the mother has.gonc
down into the valley of the shadow of death;
thaut lze might thrive, she has fed him witis
willingness from her own weak body, and grown
spectre-like as he grew strong and importunate;
that he might go among his fellows on an equal
footing, she has toiled with his small, weak
brain, teaching him the beginning of his educn-
tion and tilling “a rank, unweceded garden;”
that he might have everlasting 1ife, she has
instilled into his mind that saving fear of God,
which, though he think himself an atheist, wili
the mastery when death grins by his
couch, and grant him a stay of the awful judg-
ment till he may make his pcace with a Creator
whose mercy endureth for cver. Everything a
man is he can owe but to his mother; every-
thing he m y be in future life has possibly
come from her fond intercession, her gentle
admonitions. Unhappy is the man for whom
his own mother has not made all other mothers
venerable, says Richter. The future destiny o?
the child, says Napoleon, is always the work of
the mother, and it is certain that he had ample
reason in his own remarkable career for malk-
ing this important admission. He inherited
from his mother all those attributes which made
nim great, and owed his sudden downfall to
none of her tcachings. She was noted for her
sagacity and prudence, but possibly it required
more than. human sagacity and prudence to
balance the mighty impulses which moved Na-
poleon Bonaparte. “A father may turn his back
on his child,” says,Washington Irving, “brothers
and sisters may become inveterate enemies,
husbands may desert their wives, wivesa their
hushands; but a2 mother’s love endures through
all; in good repute, in bad repute, in the face
of the world's condemnation, & mother still
loves on, and still hopes that her child may
turn from his evil ways, and repent; still she
remembers the Infant smiles that once filled
her bosom with rapture, the merry laugh, the
joytul shout of his childhood, the opening prom-
{se of his youth; and she can never be brought
to think him all unworthy.” “There is in all this
¢old and hollow world,” says Mrs. Hemans, ‘‘no
fount of deep, strong, deathless love, save that
within a mother's heart.”” Even He that died
for us upon the cross, says Longfellow, in the
last hour, in the unutterable agony of death,
was mindful of his mother, as if to teach us
that this holy love should be our last woridly
thought — the last point of earth from which
the soul should take its flight for heaven. Who
ever saw a mother romping with heér three-year-
old, that digpnot look upon her as one of the
happiest, thegefore, necessarily, one of the best
of God's creatures? Oh, in that peek-a-boo, that
capturing of that last squealing “pig,” that
little toe, that paddy-cake opera, is there not
the one great bliss of life, to be happy in
making others happy? And how the laughter
Hngs through the home! And then the toil
and self-denial for the stocking and the tree at
Christmas! 1Is it any wonder that the child is
S0 easily decelved, and credits all his joys to
ungseen ministers? It would not be hard to con-
vince the philosopher himself of the duel earthly
tharacter of the mother, visibly a woman, in-
visibly but not the less really to her child, an
ethereal spirit of mercy and goodmess! What
snaws her cheek and cheats death into the he-
liet a flag of truce summons him to the flnal
Parley? Has not her babe, her hope, been
fevered and in pain, and should she sleep lest
It should leave her on this world behind, that
then would need her not? Canst bind the sweet
Influences of the Plelades? No more can her
anxiety be fettered into sleep; no more can her
Quick ear be deafened to the little wail that
echoes pitiful within the chambers of her heart!
¢n we'remember the great passion of mother-
hood, the intensity of the drama, the prolonga-
ton into yvears of ‘its deep interplots, we can
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Mother

. [Rev. Howard Eckel, Superintendent of the
Southern California District, sends us the following
article, which appeared thirty-five years ago in
Golden Censor.— ISDITOR.}

MOTHER
.\:ot learned save In graclous houschold ways,
Not perfoect, nay, but full of tender waunts,
No angel, but a dearer belng, all dipt

In angel Instincts, breathing Paradise.

Who looked all nations to her place, und yet

On tiptoe seemed to touch upon u sphere

Too gross to tread and all male minds perforen

Swayed to her from thelr orbits as they moved,

Anad pirded her with muslic. Happy he

With sneh a mother! falth in womnankind beats with
her blvod. —Tennyson,

not marvel longer at the perennial, lasting
character of the motherlove. Since life, the
sclentists say, there is- mo other problem. on
this narrow world. And . thus the marvel and
the mystery never grow less.

Man enters the world, of all animals the
most pitiable and weakly. Left to himself, he
would immediately perish. Extinguish the
mother’s love and he would at once perish. His
growth is by far the slowest of that of all ani-
mals, therefore the wisdom of God in so length-
ening the tenure of the mother’s solicitude.
The mighty man who wields the iron halberd,

which no two people can lift, was still™a help-

less infant unable to put his own chubby fist
into his own mouth! The autocrat who sweeps
whole communities into Siberia with a stroke
of his pen was {1l when his mother was
alarmed, was in agony when she was indiscrect
with her food! She can ‘not forget this, It is
but yesterday she dried his flesh to keep it
sound. It is but yesterday she let him bite his
aching gum upon her finger, wishidg the ache
might go from him to her — hoping that if he
gave her pain he would have less. One can
well pardon the vanity that would lead a son
to insist that his mother should accompany him
to the executive mansion of the great republic,
that she might behold him enter upon the Chicf
Magistracy of fifty millions of freemen, gained
by the first cholce of a majority of those free-
men, yea, by the unanimous first and second
choice, for none so ready to fight for his right
to rule as he who yesterday voted for an hon-
ored opponent — the very summit of true
political ambition — the apex of the mother’s
boldest hope!

‘““The mother’s love 18 indeed the golden link
that binds youth to old age,” says Bovee; and
he is still but a child, however time may have
furrowed his cheek, or siivered his brow, who
can yet recall, with a softened heart, the fond
devotion, or the gentle tilings, of the best friend
that God ever gives us! I know an aged woman,
who interested me very greatly in tales of “her
boy"— that good son who had so often proved
his gratitude for her long love. One day,
chancing to consider her great number of years,
I inqunired how old “her boy" was, and found
that he had been a grandfather for twenty-threz
yvears, and had lately had the satisfaction of
holding a great grandson in his arms. Still he
was her curly-haired boy — she could remember
him in no other condition of life with so much
satisfaction. *“I would desire for a friend,” says
Lacretelle, “the son who never resisted the tears
of his mother.” ‘“Love droops, youth fades, the
leaves of friendship fall; a mother's secret*hope
outlives them all,” sings Oliver Wendell
Holmes. ‘At first,”’ says Beecher, ‘““babies feed
on the mother’s bosom, but always on her
heart.” ‘Storles first heard at a mother's knes,”
affirms Ruffini, “are never wholly forgotten —a
little spring that never quite dries up in our
journey through scorching years.” “An ounce
of mother,” says the Spanish proverb, ‘“is a
pound of clergy.” ‘“The mother's heart is the

child’s schoolroom,” says another writer. “Men
are what their mother made them,” says Emer-
son, in study of Napoleon’s idea; “you may as
well ask a loom which weaves huckabuck, why
it does not make cashmere, as expect poetry
from this engineer, or a chemical discovery
from that jobber.”

‘“It is generally admitted,” says Theodore
Hoolg, “and frequently proved, that virtue and
genius, and all the natural good qualities which
men possecss, are derived from their mother.”
“It i{s well for us,” says Bishop Hare, “that &2
are born babies in intellect. Could we under-
stand half what mothers say and do to their in-
fants, we should be filted with a conceit of our
own importance which would render us insup-
portable through life. Happy the boy whoss
mother is tired of talking nonsense to him be-
fore he is old enough to know the sense of it.”
Perhaps the praises of our mothers tarry in our
brains too long anyway. It may be a provision
of nature that woman shall inspire her child.
with sufficient self-esteem to take him through
the world with a firstclass ticket, a cabin
passage, that he may escape the poor accom-
modations of excessive humility, the steerage
of the ship of life. It seems incredible that our
mother was mistaken in thinking her boys the
brightest, best, and most creditable in all the
region round about! Let us by our lives,
marvel rather at the correctness of her vision
than tha blindness of her love. “She who has
lost an infant,” says Leigh Huat, “is never, as
it "wére, with3€# an “infant child. Her other
children grow up to manhood and womanhood,
and suffer all the changes of mortality; but this
one alone is rendered an immortal child; for
death has arrested it with his kindly harsh-
ness, and blessed it into an eternal image of
youth and innocence.”

The mother teaches us the one grand lesson
of unalterable fidelity. “Nothing is more
noble,” says Cicero, “nothing more venerable.”
One of the most beautiful tributes to an aged
mother was written by Lamartine. “The loss
of a mother,” he says, “is always severely felt.
Even though her health may incapacitate her
from taking an active part in the care of her
tfamily, still she is a sweet rallying-point around
which affection and obedience, and a thousand’
endeavors to please, concentrate; and dreary is
the blank when such a point is withdrawn! It
is like that lonely star before us; neither its
heat nor light are anything to us in themselves;
yet the shepherd woulgd feel his heart sad if he
missed it when he lifts his eye to the brow of
the mountain over which it rises when the sun
descends.”

There are men who forget the claims their
mothers have upon them. Of such ungrateful
wretches, though clothed in outward excellence,
the pen can write nothing too harsh in justice.
As old Dr. South says, “The greatest favors are
to such a one but the motion of & ship upon
the waves; they leave no trace, no sign behind
them. All kindness descends as showers of
rain or rivers of fresh water falling into the
main sea; the sea swallows them all, but {s not
at all changed or sweetened by them. If you look
backward and trace him up to his original, you
will find that he was born so; and if you look
forward enough, it is a thousand to one that
you will find that he also dies so. The thread
that nature spins is seldom broken off by any-
thing but death. I do not by this limit.the
operation of God’s grace, for that may do
wonders.” Be glad, if you are ungrateful, that
a wise man has given you so good counsel to
pray —and pray as you do when you think
yourself in extréme peril! If your mother is
vet young, you have many years of her great
friendship before you. Try and pattern after
her boundless affection. Let it melt into your
heart, and make it warmer. If ;‘age has
snowed white hairs” upon her head, treasure
her the more fondly during the few swift years
she will be left to you. Soon she will go to her




i}

reward, and you wiil be without the only friend
of ‘man whose love seems to be inalfenable —
whose esteem he can not bharter away, either in
greed or in vice. The mother of mothers., In
almost every community there.is “a mother in
Israel,” a mother of mothers, whose great heart
is like the ocean, and claims the outpourings of
every stream of life, To these grand souls of
virtue and goodness, let every man bow In
reverence, for they are mothers to the mother-
less. When the reaper came for to reap, he
aimed to take the richest{ sheaf, but lo! the
mother in Israel gathered the orphans together,
and poured out her tenderness upon them.

““A Sanctified Wife and Mother”

Written by J. T. LarTLE

WAS helping in a speclal meeting, and

after the sermon of the hour, preached

from the text, “Ye Shall Recelve Power.”
An elderly lady past seventy, with face covered
with smeallpox pits, an ugly scar on her nose,
left by a cancer, and yet withal pleasant to look
upon because of the glory of God shining out
of the countenance, came forward, after all
others had left the tent, and sald, “Brother
Little, I believe  God would have me relate my
experience to you.” She related the experience
and left the tent. I was left alone and soon
found myself on my knees thanking God for
‘His sanctifying power as demonstrated in this
life.

She began by saying: “I was brought up and
confirmed in the Lutheran church (she was
born in Sweden and -szoke with a slight
brogue). I studied my catechism and Bible
much; I wanted to be a Christian but did n't
know how' I did everything I was taught to
do, but it did n’t bring rest to my soul. I was
in this condition when the Methodists came to
our neighborhood and held a revival. I was
just 8 young bride themn. Our pastor warned
us against the meeting and forbid ud going. He
said they were fanatical and crazy because they
made so much noise. 1 was very anxious to go,
80 slipped away one night and went. I soon dis-
covered my heart saying ‘yes' to the message,
and a deep longing to have the salvation the
preacher was telling about. I went to the altar
and was gloriously saved. I came home happy,
just loving everybody. "My husband was very
angry and began to abuse me. He called in
the Lutheran minister and they talked, per-
suaded, abused and did everything to turn me
away from my new-found joy; but I could
sweetly say, ‘Fathet forgive them, they knbw
not what they do.”” -

“The meetings closed and then the visits of
our pastor were more frequent, and he with
my husband would say hard things and be very
abusive, but I was kept, until one day when
they were saying many hard things, I felt
something spring up in my heart and I almost
answered back, but instantly the thought cams,
‘If you do that you will be just like them.’
It scared me and made me see there was some-
thing awful in my heart. I rushed out of the
house and into the woods and began to call upon
God for help. 1 had seen in my Bible about the
*Foly Ghost power, but did not know what it
meant, but now I felt a great need of it, so I
began te pray and ask God for the ‘Holy Ghost
power.”” He heard my cry; the power of God
came upon me; billows of glory rolled over me,
and I was swallowed up in God. I left my
place of prayer and came back to the house.
My husband and pastor again brought forth
their abuse, but now it did not take hold. The
sharp arrows just hit and fell down, taking no
bold of me at all (she {llustrated this by put-
ting her hands to her breast and letting.them
tall to her side). I was so happy and peaceful
inside.” . Coe

She went on with her stery. She lived with
her husband many years. He abused her, hz
‘drank, he swore, and cursed her religion. He
‘forbid their children attending her services;
this, she said, was the hardest of all, but God
kept her sweet fn her soul. 8he started to
prayermeeting one night and one of her boys,
about thirteen years of age, desired to go with
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The Aged Believer.and the Agéd ‘Saint

By Rev. W. LINDSAY ALEXANDER, D. D.

At the Gate

T'm kneeling at the threshold, weary,
faint, and sore,

‘Whaiting for the dawning, for the open-
ing of the door,

Waiting till the Master shall bid me rise
and come

To the glory of his presence, to the glad-
ness of his home.

A weary path I've traveled, 'mid dark-
ness, storm, and strife,

Bearing many a burden, struggling, for
my life;

But now the morn is breaking, my toil
will soon be o'er;

I'm kneeling at the threshold, my hand
is on the door.

Methinks I hear the voices of the blessed
as they stand :

Sipging in the sunshine of the sinlesy
land:

Oh! would that I were with them, amid
their shining throng,

Mingling in their worship,

* their song!

joining ‘ia

The friends that started with me have
entered long ago; “

One by orpe they left me, struggling with
the -foe L

Their pilgrimage was shorter, their tri-
umph sooner won. .

IHow lovingly they'll hail me when m
toil is done! .

With them the blessed angels, that knew
not grief nor sin; i

I sce them by the portals, prepared to
let me in!

O Lord, I weit Thy pleasure; Thy time
and way are best;

But I'm wasted, worn and weary — QO
Father, bid me rest! :

Through the Gates

At length the door is opened, and free
from pain and sin, .

With joy and gladoess on his head, the
pilgrim enters in;

‘The Master bids him welcome,
the Father’s breast,

By loving arms enfolded, the weary is
at rest.

and on

The blessed angels ’round . him, amid-
heaven’s hallowed calm,
With harp and voice are lifting up the
triumph of their psalm;
“All glory to the Holy One, the Infinite
1AM, '
Whose grace redeems the fallen!
tion to the Lamb!

Salva-

And now from out the glory, the living
cloud of light, R
The old familiar faces come beaming on
' his sight— ..
The early lost, the ever-loved, the friends
. of long ago,
Companions of his conflicts and pilgrim-
age ‘below.

They parted here in weakness and suffer-
ing and gloom; )
They meet amid the freshness of heaven's
. immortal bloom?; o
‘Henceforth in’ever-during bliss té wande?; -
. hand in hand, . . .
Reside the living waters of the still and
_sinless land. .

Oh ! who can tell the rapture of those tn
whom ’tis given ; .
Thus to renew the bondr of earth-amid
’ the bliss of heaven!
" Thrice bleased be His hoy name who, for
our fallen race, X
Hath purchased by his bitter pains such
plentitude of grace!
—St. Louis Christian Advocatc.
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her. The father said, “No!” With a heavy
heart she went on alone, but had not gone far
before the boy met her in the road and begged
to go with her. She wanted him to go, but was
afraid he would get a hard whipping when he
got home. She permitted him to go and kept
praying all evening that the father would n't
whip him. They came home; the father was in
bed, and the boy went quietly upstairs., She
retired and then had a remarkable vision. She
dreamed the father had dug a great pit or grave
and was trylng to bury the children in it (they
had nine children at this time), while she was
crying and begging the father to have mercy
and was using all her strength to get the chil-
dren away. Finally she succeeded and got them
all away from the father and away from the
grave. She looked behind her to count them
and counted thirteen. She awoke from her
dream and was wet with perspiration. After
this vision she bore four more children to her
husband. .She sald she took it as an' assurance
of the salvation -of her whole family,’

Thus were her years spent, always abuse and
always perfect victory, until the father came to
his deathbed; he lay eighteen months upon his
deathbed. He was cross at firat, but afterward
began to break up and ask the pardon of his
wife, saying, “Oh, mamma, how mean I have
been-to you all these years; why did you not
leave me long ago?' She said, “You afe the
father of my children. I have loved them and
I love you, and Jesus has been with me all the
time and helped me through.” He repenttd with
bitter tears and was gloriously saved, and went
out of this life rejoicing. She ended, saying,
“Thank God, it was worth all 1 went through
to see him so gloriously saved. I am so happy

in the Lord. He has kept me so sweet in my
soul all t.hgse years and it was all because He
gave me the Holy Ghost power.”

Old Age
Written dy H. H. MILLER
EW people seem to want to think of get-
F ting old. The Psalmist sald, “I have
been young and now am old.” The wise
man safd, “The hoary head is a crown of glory,
it it be found in the way of right®Pusness.”

This age gives far too lit deferenec to
those who are growing old. Old people are t0d
much cast aside; looked on as if they were of
little importance, and in many cases are treated
Hke aliens. Young people, almost as a rule
give too little deference to the aged. No one
should forget that all grow older together, and
that the time of advanced years comes on apace
to all, ’

As people grow older they naturally make
fewer close friends. Business relations relax
The regular duties of life are less entered into.
More and more the life approaches a goal of
redused actlvities. And if ever a person neceds
friends, it 18 in the decline of life. The writer,
during over twenty years In the pastorate,
always made It a rulé to glve first and best
attention to the aged and sick in his charges.
He now looks back over those years and thanks
God that he made fast friends ofsaged people-
Some of his most fond recollections have to o
with. people from seventy to ninety-five years
old. It certainly was a great advantage to him
to receive the godly adv'ce and counsel of the
aged; and to enter with them into thetr rem!®
niscenses of past achievement, and take a real
interest therein. ’
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Bible Clearance Sale

You have been wishing a Bible-for some
time? But “thought you would walit until
you could find & good one cheap.” If you
will be quick, here is your opportunity. If
you walt, some one else will get the Bible,
These are a few Bibles, odds and ends,
not damaged, that we are closing out.

No. 0210. Palestine Pictorial Bible. French
Morocco, gilt edges, round corners, 314 x 5%
in.; pearl, 24mo 85 cents

No. 05454. Red Letter Sundgg School Teach-
ers’ Bible. French Morocco, divinity circuit,
gilt edges, round corners, 5x 7% In.; minion,
black face type, 16xo. $2.715

No. 048. Text Bible. French Morocco, di-
vinity circuit, imitatlion silk-lined, 4x6 in.;
pearl, 24mo .. _§1.25

No. 01198. Text Bible. French Morocco, dl-
vinity clircuit, imitatlon silk-llned, 4x@ in.;

nonpare{l square, 18mo. -$2.00

No. 02153. Text Bible, Illustrated. French
Morocco, divinity circult, red under gold
edges, 3% x5 In.; rudy, 32MO. caammccm $1,25

No. 0113X. Text Bible. Indla paper, French
Morocco, divinity clrenit, red under gold
edges, 3% x5 in.; black face.type, 13mo.._$1.35

03277X. Conocordance Bible. Persian

No.
Morocco, divinity clrcult, India paper, 414 x 8%
in.; minjon, 18MO. e -%$4.00
No. 03279X. Reference and Concordance
Bible. Real Morocco, 5x6% (n.; minion,
16mo. . £4.75
No. 03250X. Reference Bible. India paper,
434 x 6% in.; minion, 10mo. . ____ .. . £2.75

No. 03. Text Bible. Pluviusin Yapp, India
paper, Alaska Morocco, divinity circult, 3% x5
in.; pear), 24mM0. e 55 cents

No. 03029X. Reference Bible. India paper,
Alaska Morocco, divinity cireuit; 3% x5 in.;
pearl, 32MO.camme el $3.50

No. 03028X. Reference Bible. Indin paper,
French Morocco, divinity circuit; 3% x5 in.;
32mo. $1.80

No. 03514X. Self - Pronounclng Referenco
Bible. India paper, fine Perslan Morocco, ailk-
sewed, 5x 7 in.; brevier, 8vo..—.___...__J $4.50
THESE BIBLES CAN NOT BE RETURNED

" OR EXCHANGED

PENTECOSTAL NAZARENE PUBLISHING HOUSE
2109, 2115 TROOST -AVENUE
KANSAS CITY, MO.
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We begnn a revival on the 20th of December with
Rev. J. M. Sitton, of Olivet, IlIl. God blessed us
through his preaching. The work done was good.
The writer left n few days before the meeting
closed to join Rev. G. I2. Waddle, at Cabot, Ark.,
in a battle which was hindered much on account of
so much sickness and rain. Nevertheless the Lord
gave us some fine services, and souls prayed
through. On arriving home, I found Professor Im-
hoff and Rev. L. L. Hamric in a revival, with
seekers praying through at every service. Sixty
or more knelt at the altar, most of them getting
what they came for.— A, F. DANIEL, Pastor.

COLORADO SPRINGS, COILO.

After the General Assembly, I came to Colorado
Springs and held a meeting in the People’s mission.
We did have a time. Qur pastor, Rev. R. J. Plumb,
and his people joined in for a union meeting the
last four Sundays. HMe is a great man with a big
heart. The fire of the meeting is still blazing in
Colorado Springs. Then I went on -to Pueblo,
Colo., for three weeks with victory again; seekers
praying through. Then at Denver, Colo., for over
five Sundays. The weather was against us, but
God gave some sculs, and the night the experience
was given “From the Bar Room and Gambling
Hell to Pulpit,” people stood on the walk, although
it was cold, as all seats were taken. 1 am resting
now a few days with my old friend, Rev. R. J.
Plumb ,and his good wife. February 4th to 20th,
I will be at Rocky Ford, Colo., with Rev. William
H. Lee, in the People's mission. My home address
is 767 East Davis street, Portland, Ore.— HArRY
Josepr ErrI07T.

BRADFORD, PA.

The Lord gave us a very agreeable surprise by
allowing Brother Herrell to drop in on us, and
remafn in special meetings for six days. Brother
Herrell bombarded the strongholds of sin, delivering

such blows, that it appears the walls are beginning
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We really believe there is “a going in
the ‘tops of the mulberry trees.” In the name of
our God, we are continuing the battle. We have
our new church near enough completed so it is
comfortable to worship in, and will defer finishing
the work until warmer weather. We thank God
that more interest is being taken in our work
here; our attendance is on the increase, and we
give all praise to God. This city is cursed with
about every doctrine the Devil has invented, but
our God is able for hard places. We are much in
need of your prayers.— JAMES M. DaviDsoN.

to crumble.

STOCKTON, CAL.

We have just closed a successful mecting of
twelve days with Rev. J. B. McBride as evangelist,
The blessing of God was upon the Word as pre-
sented, and six souls prayed through to complete
victory. The church was greatly strengthened by
the coming of Brother McBride, and we expect to
keep marching on in Jesus' name and rescue as
many a8 possible from the paths of sin and destrue-
tion. 'The weather having been so inclement, the
congregations were guite small,- yet those who
camec needing God, were put under conviction.—
C. O BANCEOFT.

ONTARIO, CAIL.

God is blessing from time to time. Souls are
being saved and sanctified; some in their homes
and others in our meetings. QOur Church Board
stands by us in our undertakings faithfully, and
especially encourages us much as we endeavor to

" show the people what it means to be a member of
the Pentecostal Church of the Nazarene. This
means somewhat a sifting among us, but God is
honoring us with an increase of spiritual power,
sweeter fellowship prevails, and the attendance is
increasing, especially in our Sunday school. Some
good folks have united with the church, and others
are looking this way. KEvangelist Harry Hays, of
Nuampa, Idaho, is to be with us in a revival Feb-
ruary 13th td 27th. Our faith in God was never
stronger, our fellowship with Jesus and thé saints
never swecter, and the uplook and outlook mnever
brighter. ‘Thank the lord.— Ipwarp M. HurcH-
ENS, Pastor.

CHARITON, IDAHO

These are days of victory. God is richly bless-
ing our work. We called Fvangelist W. - T). Shep-
herd, of Olivet, Ill,, to hold our revival. His mes-
siges were inspiring and unctuous. In =zll, some
thirty bowed at the altar and a’ number received
definite experiences. Sundoy was a good day, We
received seven mew members into the church. Qur
cottage prayermectings are well attended, and souls
pray through. ©ne woman was converted last even-
ing. Qur Friday night prayermectings are times

fac - =
No more when theseare gone

Justa Few Sets Left

Lovers of Live Stories, here are

3 for $1.00

Three handsome bound volumes in dark
red cloth.
——

The Atlantic Surfman
By Edward A. Rand.

One of the most interesting fisherman’s
stories and keep of a life saving atation,
ever written. First patrol, signal flags, au-
tumn storm, a rainy day, a wreck and an-
other vessel aghore. A book for adventurous

boys.
The Siberian Exiles
or,
Thrown on the World
By Edward Hodder.
In the toils, a terrible time, abandoned,
sheltered, & Lilliputian battle, etc. A spirited

story of Travel and Adventure.
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Saddle, Sled, and Snowshoe
By John McDougall.

Pioncering on the Saskatchewan in the
Sixties. An experience in the Canadian fur
country. The story grips you from the
ginning to end.
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Sunday School
Literature

Publichen'i by the
Pentecostal Nazarene
Publishing House

2109, 2115 Troost Avenue
Kansas City, Mo.
U. 8. AL

THE PENTECOSTAL BIBLE
TEACHER, a Monthly Magazine for
Sundsy School Workers. Rev. E. F,
WaLker, D. D., Editor Commeniary.
Department Editors: C. A. McCoxNNELL,
Golden Tezt; Rev. J. N. SHoORT, Bpiritual
Lights; Rev. C. E. CorNeLL, Practical
Application; Rev. W. C. StonE, Iius-
tration; Miss Jesse MeEK, Primary.

PENTECOSTAL QUARTEF.LY, for Inter-
mediate classes.

PENTECOSTAL LEAFLETS.

THE YOUTH'S QUARTERLY, for schol-
ars 8 to 12. Phoebe H. Sanders, Edi-
tor.

YOUTH'S LEAFLETS.

THE YOUTH'S COMRADE (weekly).

SUNSHINE FOR LITTLE PEOPLE (Pri-
mary Paper). . .

LEAF CLUSTER OR PICTURE WALL
ROLL. . N

PICTURE L_I_ESSON CARDS, Ete.

- We will take great pleasure in giving in-
formation to pastors, .Sunday school super-
intendé¢nts, teachers, parents, or others in-
tereated in Sunday school work. It would
do no harm to drop a <ard requesting us to
mail you our catalog of Sunday school
requisites, booklet giving informaticn rela-
tive to ouor Cradle Roll, and sample of our
Sunday school lterature in order that you
might examine it. Particular attention given
to the selection of supplies by experienced
employes for Sunday schools just starting.

Write today for sample of Sunday
school literature.
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of refreshings from the presence of the Lord. Our
Sunday school is on the increage. We just lack
one of reaching the hundred mark. Our new
church building is almost completed, 'The Lord is
in our midst there. Three were saved Inst preach-
ing day, and-one reclaimed at-the prayermecting.
We are expecting to have a revival as soon as our
church is ready. We feel God has great things in
store for us.— BIRDA MORGAN, Reporter.

BURNS, ORE.

Noticing an article in the HsraLp oF HOLINESS,
written by our dear Dr. Matthews, in which he
hints at the possibility of THr OTHER SHEEP not
being published after the meeting of the Board of
Publication, I hasten to register my request that
strenuous eflort be put forth and a thorough can-
vass of the church be made before-such a step 138
taken. I hardly know what we would do if it were
not for this little fire brand lighting the way to
the mission fields. When I took charge of the
work here a year ago, the church was not doing
anything on general missions. They were supput-
ing five child widows, and thought that was all they
could do. It was good for a church less thun &
year old, but my heaft was burdened when 1
learned that the whole District had given but about
$19 in three or four months to general mission®
and X began to pray nnd preach missions and push
Tne OTHER Sueep, and today the Burns church
alone is raising upwards of thirty dollars a month
for genoral missions and still taking care of our five
child widows at Calcutta. I can not see where it
would be a, saving to discontinue THE OTIER
SHEEP, ns it is the only thing some churches have
to help them on to au interest in this all important
work. The pastor who will neglect this department
of the Lord’s work, should be churched. ~It seems
to me that any man or woman who knows anything
about God at all, would. bave received enough of
His heart throb along this line to at least give









