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DEDICATION
To you who are, through Christ, seeking
relief from the bondage of negation this
book is lovingly dedicated. The subject matter was found by the author in real life. The
demonstrations that are recorded here were
made by flesh-and-blood people as they went
about their everyday affairs. Because of the
practical use that these folks made of Truth,
this book comes to you with the hope that
their overcoming will be to you a help and
an inspiration.
In the name of our Lord Jesus Christ the
author and the publishers bring to you this
realization: You now abide lovingly in the
hands of the Father. That which is for your
highest good will come to you.
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Lovingly in the Hands
of the Father
This is a true story, told word for word as it happened. May it reach those who, like the woman in
bondage, are groping for the open door

I

WAS called over the telephone by someone in
trouble. That was nothing unusual, seeing that
my life has been dedicated to service. The only
difficulty with the call was my lack of leisure to give
it attention.
The woman's voice was imperative. "I must see
you," she declared, "even if it is only for five minutes."
Minutes to me were golden; but the memory
suddenly came to me of something said years ago
by a man df wide experience: "You can find time
for anything you really want to do." Since then I
have found that we always work in by a side door or
through some crevice the things that are nearest to
our heart.
I have, too, a very literal way of accepting the
Scriptures. I take a promise as it is given, and when
I am told that the Lord will provide, I know that
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His provision includes time for the necessary things
of life, as well as our daily bread.
The woman in trouble met me at the door of her
boardinghouse. She was tall and good-looking, with
a pleasing personality. She was the caretaker of the
place. "Caretaker—yes, and I've been in this place
five years," she explained. "It was the only work to
which I could turn after I lost my money. Before that
I had always been used to a home of my own, but
now for five years I have been working for strangers,
doing the work of an ordinary janitor—scrubbing,
cleaning, answering telephones, smiling on the guests
when many a time I felt inclined to kick them. I'm
so tired of it all that I have grown to hate the dawn
that brings the pots and pans into sight again."
On my arrival her expression had been full of
hope and anticipation. As she talked her expression
changed. The light of battle was in her eyes. In a
moment I sensed what she had been building into
her world during five years.
"I've done all in my power to get free from this,"
she continued, "but I can't even find time to look
for anything else, and I don't dare throw out the
dirty water until I get the clean. Every day I make up
my mind to answer advertisements in the evening
paper, but when evening comes I'm so worn out that
I care for nothing but sleep. What would you advise me to do?"
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"What do you want to do?" I asked.
Fortunately she knew. The majority of discontented persons are aimless seekers without any very
definite goal toward which they can steer.
"I want to be the head of a large hotel," she replied, "where I can meet people from all parts of
the world—where my work will be to supervise
and to entertain the guests instead of having to
cook and to clean for them. I have studied much,
I have thought much in times past, but all that has
been pushed out of my life by the roughness of what
I have had to do here." Her voice was appealing.
"How am I going to get this?" she asked.
It would have been quite easy for me to find a
position such as this capable woman wanted, but I
knew that unless her outlook on life became different, she would not be much better off in a better
situation. When the disciple is ready the master is
ready also. She had with her own hands closed
the door to her good by her mental outlook. True
and conscientious, she had neglected none of the
duties laid down as her share, but she had detested
those duties while she had done them. While she
had worked, she had fought. One thing I knew she
lacked, and that was love.
"You are quite right," she responded when I told
her this. "I have fought rather than trusted. While
I have prayed to God for deliverance, I have blamed
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Him for not sending it. I could not think of Him as
a God of justice while He favored others and left
me in the lurch."
"God never favors anyone," I tried to explain.
"We prosper as we walk with His law. Nothing
was ever gained by fighting. What we fight always
fights back. Before you can be free, you must learn to
love the place where you are and know that you are
doing God's work, even if it is only washing the
pots and pans in a boardinghouse."
I had with me a Truth statement, one that I
use constantly, one that I have never known to fail:
"7 place myself and all my affairs lovingly in the
hands of the Father, with a childlike trust. That
which is for my highest good shall come to me."
As we repeated it together, her face changed; the
hard lines of her mouth melted into a smile. "Lovingly in the hands of the Father," she repeated.
"Dwell on the word lovingly,' " I said.
Then for a moment we kept our eyes closed and
realized that the great God of love was taking
care of her problem and was solving it for her in
His own beautiful way.
Early the next morning she called me over the
telephone. Her voice was full of optimism. "I went
to sleep with those words on my lips," she said. "I
awoke in the middle of the night with the usual
worry thought, W h a t next?' But I just repeated,

'Lovingly in the hands of the Father,' and I rested
again without a fear.
"When the alarm clock awoke me to early morning duties, and I thought of all that I had to do, I
just smiled and said, 'Lovingly in the hands of the
Father.' I am going around the house now with the
vacuum cleaner, and it's saying with me as I run it,
'Lovingly in the hands of the Father.' I'm scrubbing
out bowls and repeating, 'Lovingly in the hands of
the Father! "
"Keep it up," I said, "it'll work."
The next morning brought her voice of joy over
the wires again. "I don't know whether the sun is
shining or not," she said; "the sun is in my soul. I've
stopped flinging down the dustpan because it happened to be a dustpan. I'm singing to my cloth, as
I wipe, up the floor; I'm peeling onions and stemming cherries and saying, 'Lovingly in the hands of
the Father! When the grocery boy left his dirty footmarks on my clean steps, I smiled at him and said,
'Lovingly in the hands of the Father! There's so
much love in my heart that there's not room for
anything else."
The third day came and her voice was not quite
so optimistic. "Well—I've kept it up," she said,
"but nothing has come."
" 'Lovingly in the hands of the Father,' " I replied
and, satisfied, she went back to work.
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Sweetly and patiently she worked on her affirmation, and before the end of another week the opening that she had craved became visible. Her voice
was tense and nervous when she called me over the
telephone.
"Two real estate men were here last night," she
said, "and in the course of conversation they told
me that they were on the lookout for a woman to be
manager of that big hotel, the St. A
. Of course
I offered my services. They took my name and address and said that they would speak to the owner
for me. They went away this morning, and I'm so
afraid they won't return."
" 'Lovingly in the hands of the Father,' " I replied.
"We are asking only for what is for your highest
good. If your work is in the St. A
Hotel, you
will be taken there."
Three days went by. Over the telephone came the
voice again: "Well—those men never returned. I
have not heard a thing."
" 'Lovingly in the hands of the Father,' " again I
repeated. "The fact that those men were led to your
house shows that the law is working. Remember,
God never closes one door without opening another."
Three more days—then over the telephone came
a voice alive with gladness: "They've sent for me to
go and see the owner of the St. A
. I'm to go
this very day. But suppose that when I get there

I'm not the kind of person they need."
" 'Lovingly in the hands of the Father;' " I said.
Of course she got the situation. She went with
the word "lovingly" on her lips and the realization
that what was for her highest good should come to
her. She went fearlessly, trustfully, and she conquered where others had failed. She got the position.
She carried "Lovingly in the hands of the Father"
into everything that she was called to do, and when
a month had passed the owner of the place came to
her. "I don't know what you have been doing to this
hotel," he said, "but the whole atmosphere has
changed. It is now just what I've always desired it
to be. While formerly we were losing out on every
side, now we never have an empty room. But what
pleases me most is the class of people we are attracting, the kind that I've always wanted to have.
What is this secret magic that you possess?"
I can imagine the smile on her face as she answered, "It is no secret. It is something I want the
whole world to know. Before I found it I was just
like thousands of others—worrying, fretting, praying for the future. But my eyes were opened by the
words that I'm writing on the heart of everyone
who enters here: T place myself and all my affairs
lovingly in the hands of the Father, with a childlike
trust. That which is for my highest good shall come
to me!'"
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NOT WHERE WE ARE BUT WHAT WE ARE

F IT had been an attic it would have been different. One can idealize an attic. There is something celestial about an upper room, near to
the sky and above the tops of trees. One reads of
great works being written in attics, of big inventions
coming to their inventors there, and even of the
mighty rushing wind and cloven tongues of fire; but
who could ever idealize a basement where there
was no light, no air?
Douglas Merton looked at his unhappy little wife
and smiled. She was sitting on the top step leading
down into the cellar. The darkness into which she
was gazing was intensified by the brightness of the
sunshine outside.
"I don't even want to go into it," she said. "Cold,
damp, horrible place!"
"Not damp, Lola," he answered, "and if it is cold,
there's a fireplace where we can light a fire."

"But there's no sunshine," she wailed. "How could
anyone get help or healing in a dungeon like this.
Why did you choose Osago—of all places—for us
to work in?"
"Because Osago needs us," he answered, "and because there was no one else who would bring Truth
here."
The landlord of the small hotel, of which the
basement was a part, was smiling. He had thought
that the bargain was closed and his basement was
rented, when Mrs. Merton appeared on the scene
with her objections.
"Come in, and look at it; it's really not so bad
after all," he said. "I'll fix you up a few lights, and
have it all cleaned out, and calcimine the walls."
Lola descended a step and put her head in. It
looked a horrible hole—full of boxes, bottles, and
rubbish.
"It's the only place in the city available," her husband declared. "I've been searching for days, Lola,
but it was impossible to find a hall or an office
where we could work. I asked for divine guidance,
and I was directed right here."
"But who will come to a place like this?" she
questioned.
"Those who need us will come. Wherever we are
our light can shine, and we will attract a class of
people quite different from any we have known
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Not Where We Are but
What We Are
Proving the promise of Jesus: "For where two or
three are gathered together in my name, there am I
in the midst of them."

I
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before. This will be their oasis when the weather is
warm, and they will be glad to come in when it is
cold and we have a fire burning and a welcome
awaiting them. We can make a little border of
flowers down the steps and put a light over the
door, and over the flowers that light will shine."
"But I have not got a basement consciousness."
"It is well for you that you have not, for if you
had a basement consciousness, this place would remain what it is now—a basement into which rubbish is dumped; but since we have not a basement
consciousness, we shall transform this place into a
house of God."
Lola turned away. She was very dissatisfied and
unhappy. She had come to Osago with great hopes,
because her husband had telegraphed to her that
there was work awaiting them there. Her great
desire had been to dedicate her life to service. She
had been married three years, and it had been such
a wonderful joy to her that her husband had come
into this work and this Truth, through which she
had got her healing. He had known her some time
before they were married, and had seen the wonderful change that these things had made in her. He
had been naturally skeptical and unbelieving, but
"example is better than precept," and when he had
seen how Lola grew from a delicate girl into a
radiant, beautiful woman, always basking in the

sunlight of Truth, and talking it so positively, he
had realized that there was something in it after all.
He had begun to study it in secret at first, and
then bit by bit had come more and more into the
open. Lola had never forced him or tried to argue
with him. She had just lived and let her light shine.
She had left her books around where he could find
them, but she had never asked him to read them.
Gradually, however, she had seen him demonstrating in his daily life the things that he was investigating, and it was the happiest time that she had
ever known when one day he came to her and said,
"Lola, I am going with you to the healing meeting;
I want to find out more about this. I don't know
what it is exactly, but I know it is something that
makes you happy and keeps you well, and gives you
courage, which other people seem to lack." That had
been the beginning of his new life.
"He is really the better student of the two," Lola
had often said to people, when she saw how he met
all his problems and overcame them.
They had studied and grown together, and their
great desire was that some day they would be called
into the field. Lola had had bright dreams of an
immense work and of the crowds that she and her
husband would help in the big cities where the
message of Truth was so badly needed.
The time had come quickly enough. Douglas had
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sold his business and they were both of them free
to go where they wished. "It would be beautiful to
travel, Douglas, wouldn't it?" Lola had said, when
they sat talking over the future. "To go from one
place to another and to be helping and healing
everyone."
Douglas had smiled kindly at the thought and
answered, "Where He leads me I will follow, and
I know that both of us are willing to go where we
are called."
Lola had agreed with him. She was willing, she
had said, to go anywhere as long as she could help
and be of service.
The opening had come about through Douglas's
making a trip west, and touching a small town
where he immediately felt that the work was needed.
There was a great hunger there. The town had been
badly stricken more than once, and its people were
feeling the aftereffects. Douglas had decided that
this was their place to work. He planned to put
on some meetings and to wire for his wife to join
him. But the getting of a suitable place had been
the difficulty. Every available hall and room was
taken, and the people fought shy of what they
looked on as a new religion. The finding of the
hotel basement had seemed like the answer to
prayer. Douglas was a man of vision. He could
easily visualize roses in the desert. Without waiting

to beautify in any way the wretched-looking spot
that had opened out for him, he had sent the wire
for Lola, and she, all radiant and happy with excitement, had arrived on the next train. She was expecting something wonderful. Possibly Douglas had
arranged a meeting for that night—she knew how
quickly he worked. She was so glad that she had
that pretty new dress in her trunk to wear on the
platform! She saw the lights and the hall, and the
beautiful flowers that every teacher seemed to draw;
but her heart had sunk into her boots when Douglas
—happy, enthusiastic Douglas—had met her and
told her of the place that had opened out for them,
and where they were to begin work as soon as they
could possibly manage it, because the soul of the
town was crying for what they had to give. It was
a bitter disappointment to Lola, and she could not
help showing it, even though she saw that her husband was surprised at the way she was meeting
conditions. He had always had a great ideal and
belief in her demonstration over difficulties, but this
kicking against the pricks came like a shock to him.
"Of course, if you don't like it, Lola," he said,
"we can go elsewhere, but it just seemed to me that
God's call was to Osago. Think it over quietly, and
whatever your decision is, I shall stand by it."
So Lola went to her room in the hotel and sat
there in silence, trying to force back the tears, which
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would keep coming to her eyes. The idea of working in a basement with no sun and so little air, after
all that she had visualized and pictured, seemed a
very hard thing to face.
Douglas had said that a King was born in a stable,
and to that stable the greatest men of the age were
drawn. He had often talked of martyrs, who had
illumined the walls of dungeons with the glory of
God. Douglas, she realized, had always been an
alchemist—always a transmuter of conditions. He
was ready to beautify the basement. He was willing
to work in it, and she must help him. Her decision
was made quickly. There was no time to lose, for
Osago needed just what they had to give—some
hungry soul might be calling now.
There was a radiant smile on her face when she
joined her husband. She had met and solved her
problem.
"Come along," she said brightly, "we are going
to beautify the basement."
"Are you willing to do it, Lola?" he asked.
"Of course," she replied. "It was only for a moment that I forgot the promise that I made even as
far back as childhood: T'U go where You want me
to go, dear Lord; I'll do what You want me to do.''
Cleaning the basement was no easy matter. Lola
thought of the housework that she had left behind,
she had hoped forever, when they had given up

their little home. It was not that she disliked housework. She had always done it with a song on her
lips and had smilingly said, "The Lord will take
me out of my kitchen by and by." She had believed
the time for this had really come, when the call came
to Osago, but instead she found "housework" facing
her again, and she had plunged headfirst into cleaning a place that was dirtier than any that she had
ever known.
The day was cold, to begin with. There was a bite
in the air that spoke of frost. The janitor of the
hotel had been sent down to help them with the
work, but he was old and, he explained, "full of
rheumatism," and he said that he was engaged at
the hotel as night watchman, and this sort of work
was not his anyway.
Douglas jollied him along and helped with the
carrying out of the rubbish. Lola rolled up her
sleeves and lighted the fire, and made a great endeavor to keep cheerful, even though the chimney
smoked and the outlook was desolate indeed.
Before the end of the day, some headway had
been made, but there was still a great deal to do,
and both she and her husband went to rest tired
and in some ways a little discouraged.
They were not in much of a hurry to get up next
morning. Lola was the first to go into the basement. If they had come to bring the light to Osago,
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she knew that it was her mission to keep smiling.
She went down the steps with a prayer in her heart,
but was wonderfully cheered by the sight that she
saw. There was a bright fire burning in the fireplace,
and in front of it was a little table on which stood
a bowl of flowers. This little touch of home life
and beauty brought the tears to her eyes. Who could
it be who had done this ? She was standing still and
wondering, when the old janitor entered. He caught
the expression in her eyes.
"Like it, miss?" he asked, forgetting for the time
that she was married.
"It's beautiful," she answered. "A fire makes it
seem like home, and those flowers are just ideal."
"They ain't very much," the old man replied, "but
flowers are scarce now, and they were all we had
in the garden."
"And you plucked them for us and put them
there?"
"Sure," he answered, turning away.
"You're an angel," she said.
The old man turned back. He looked at her in
amazement, rubbed his dirty, toilworn hands together, and possibly for a moment his mind swayed
back to the days of his childhood, when he had sung
of angels in the church, and seen them in glittering
garments on the stained-glass windows.
"Not much of an angel about me," he said. But

as if wishful to live up to what she had declared him
to be, he asked, "Is there anything else I can do to
make it look better for you down here?"
Douglas entered at that moment, and the two unfolded their plans to the old man. He listened,
mouth agape with astonishment. He could hardly
conceive of anyone's coming down into a place of
this kind to sing praises to God.
"We have come to bring light into the darkness,"
Douglas explained, "and we know now that you are
going to do all that you can to help us, because of
your own accord you have brought the first touch
of beauty down here."
And the janitor did all that he could. He forgot
to grumble. He forgot about his aches and pains,
and helped to scrub and clean and tidy and decorate,
with always some new plan to beautify.
Two days went by, and the basement was looking
more like the picture that Lola had always visualized
of the center in which they were to work.
"Do you know, Douglas," she said one day, "I'm
really beginning to love this place."
"It is your love that is transforming it," he answered.
"And the dear old janitor, how good he is, but
oh, how humorous. I never told you, Douglas, of
the peculiar gift that he promised to bring us yesterday. It was his old green rocking chair, which had
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been in the family eighty or more years. He told
me that it had been his greatest comfort when he
got home at night, because it was the only chair that
his old bones felt easy in, but since he had come to
us, somehow his rheumatism was better, and since
we were going to take in sick people, he wanted to
give that old chair to us, so that we could have it
by the fire for anyone who had rheumatism as he
used to have it."
Douglas laughed heartily. "A regular magnetized
article," he said.
"Of course, at first I didn't want to take it," Lola
continued, "but when I saw how grieved he was
going to be concerning it, I told him that we should
just love to have the chair, and I would sit in it
many times myself and bless him, and know that he
was going to find another chair even more comfortable than the one he had given us. He didn't think
that was possible, but I thought that some day we
might spring a surprise on the dear old fellow and
take a rocking chair to his home, which we had
blessed with love and life and healing, and that he
would realize then that he had got back just as much
as he had so lovingly given."
The night arrived when the first meeting was to
be held, and the basement formally opened. It no
longer looked like a basement. Electric globes had
been fixed up, which lighted its darkness from end

to end. There was a beautiful fire in the grate with
an old green rocking chair drawn up close to it. The
walls were made bright by texts and pictures that
Lola had cut out of magazines. There were flowers
and plants on brackets and shelves. A light outside
the door to give a welcome. Fifty chairs or more
awaited the people, and for the first time the music
of a piano was heard in the basement.
The janitor had been doing quite a lot of advertising, and the curiosity of the people was aroused,
but each waited for the other to make the first move
in attending the opening of the meetings.
Eight o'clock struck. The janitor—looking like a
very different man from what he had been when
they first saw him—wearing a new suit of clothes,
stood on the top step to pilot the people down.
Lola began to play some soft music. Several boys
and girls and working men and women came and
peeped in—giggled, and went on their way.
The janitor was growing more and more disappointed. He had been told not to persuade anyone
to come in, but he felt very much inclined to disregard this command, and to drag everyone that he
saw down the steps. Suddenly his hopes began to
revive, for a little old lady walking with a cane
came slowly along, and allowed him to escort her
below. She made straight for his rocking chair, and
he felt himself sigh with relief, as he always used
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to sigh when he sank into it after his day's work.
"She'll feel better now," he thought.
A few minutes passed away, and another timid
little old lady came along, asking, "Is this where
the meeting's going to be?" He answered the question before she got it out of her mouth, and, afraid
that she might change her mind about going in,
when she saw that it was not in an upper room of
the hotel, but in the hotel basement, he took her arm
and helped her down the steps.
It was time to begin now, but someone else was
coming along—a different type of woman, young
and pretty, holding by the hand a little girl, who
seemed to be feeling her way, and whose little head
was leaning on the woman's arm.
"Oh, thank you so much," the woman said, as the
janitor rushed forward to escort her. "My little girl
is blind, and I was not sure whether this was the
place."
"You bet you, it's the place," the janitor said convincingly; "it's made up of blind and lame people,
except the lady and gentleman, and of course myself," he added proudly, already desiring to have his
name established in partnership with theirs.
The woman and child went into the' basement,
and found seats, and the meeting began. All sang
a hymn, and held a silence, and then Douglas spoke
a few loving words of greeting. He always had de-

clared his wife was the speaker, and he knew that
the power to speak was hers tonight.
Lola's heart was full, although there were only
five people present, the two old ladies, the mother
and child, and the good old janitor, who had taken
a seat near the door where he might keep his eyes
open for all late comers.
Lola had not thought over what she was going
to say; she naturally trusted to Spirit within her,
and she knew that the Master had a message to
give through her. She spoke sweetly and simply,
her voice redolent of love that seemed to embrace
the audience. She told the story of the basement,
and of how wonderfully God had led them there;
how at first she had rebelled, and then how the
message came to her—that it is not where we are,
but what we are, that makes life beautiful. She
spoke of the desert's being transformed and blooming like the rose, and while she talked the eyes of
the little old ladies were riveted on her. She saw
the janitor's head going up and down in affirmation.
The little blind girl's face was wreathed in smiles
and there was a beautiful happiness on the face of
the mother. She let Spirit express through her, and
she knew that the message was just what they
needed. She knew that it was their souls calling to
hers, and that God was using her as His instrument
to give them health and comfort.
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They closed the meeting with a song, but the people would not go—they all wanted a private talk.
The lady in the rocking chair came up with her
story of ills that she had felt, and to tell how,
when she had come into the basement, she had
thought of damp and darkness and of catching more
cold, but that the moment she sat down in the
rocking chair she felt a comfort and a restfulness
such as she had never known since she was a little
child.
Then the mother came forward with her little
girl. Millicent had been born blind, but she saw with
the inner eye, and in her little inner world she was
radiantly happy. When she had heard of the meeting, she had said, "Mother, we must go," but her
mother was unwilling at first. The idea of a basement sounded odd and peculiar, but the little girl
had said, "Mother, the basement shines with light,
and God's angels are waiting for us there."
"And I'm so happy," the little girl said, as she
placed her small hand in Lola's. "When I came in
here, the light was so brilliant that it dazzled my
eyes, and in the middle of the light I saw your face
and I saw the face of Jesus, and He said to me,
'The darkness and the light are both alike to thee.'
We will come here every day, because it is all
warmth and sunshine, and love is everywhere."
The other little lady had waited till the last. She

wanted to see Lola alone. "My dear," she said, "how
did you know my story? Who could have told you?
You've only just come to the town, haven't you?
and I have never seen you before."
"Tell me your story," Lola said.
"It is too strange," she replied, "you would hardly
believe it—I can hardly believe it myself. I was a
very unhappy woman when I came in here tonight,
and my story is this: I have for years been living as
governess with a family in this town. Now I am
getting old and the children are grown, but they let
me live on with them, and I do the sewing and little
odds and ends in the house. I have always had my
own bright, pretty room, flooded with sunshine, and
in the summer roses peeping in at the window. That
room has been mine for fifteen years and has always
been my sanctuary. I loved to creep into it when
things went a little bit wrong, and I could look
through the big bay window right out on the beautiful hills, and think of the mountains round about
Jerusalem, and God's love round about His people.
But two days ago, something terrible happened.
The eldest son, who has been away for years, returned home, and they wanted my room for him,
and they asked me, very nicely of course, if I would
object to living in the attic. The attic is a long way
upstairs and it has a slanting roof and only a skylight. No window to look out on the view, my
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beautiful mountains and roses taken from me." She
paused for a moment and wiped her eyes at the
thought.
"Well, I could not refuse to do what they asked,
because I knew that I was dependent on them for
my living, and if I objected, they could easily get
someone to fill my place, someone who would be
willing to live in the attic, so I said it would be
quite all right, and I carried up all my little possessions, and they moved out all the old boxes and
tried to make the attic comfortable for me. But, oh,
it was not the same! Even my things looked different
in this new environment, and how I missed the view
from the window. I wept in silence, though they
never knew it. I resented it, though I did not dare
to tell them so. Then, in the morning, I opened the
paper and read of the meeting that was to be held
here. I was glad to get away from the house for a
time—glad to get away from the misery of the attic.
I came down to the hotel, but did not want to come
in when I heard the meeting was in the basement,
and but for the old man's escorting me down the
steps, I should not have come in. But somehow,
when I got in, I felt better, and then you, my dear,
got up and looked right at me, and you told the story
of how you had beautified the basement, and you
said, 'It is not where we are, but what we are, that
makes life beautiful.' Of course I thought you had

heard my story, but I could not conceive who had
told it to you."
"No one told it to me," Lola gently replied, "but
your heavenly Father knew the things that you had
need of, and He spoke His message directly through
me to your heart."
"And now the attic all seems different," the little
lady continued, "and it doesn't seem like an attic
any more, and I am going home to carry the sunshine
into it, just as you carried the sunshine into the darkness of the basement."
Happy and smiling, she went away to make the
attic beautiful, and then Douglas and Lola looked at
each other. Their faces were radiant with joy.
"Are you satisfied, Lola?" he asked.
"Satisfied!" she answered. "O Douglas, hasn't God
wonderfully led us here. He had a reason for bringing us into this basement. He brought us here to
prove our statements by our way of life. Here, in
this basement, is the way by which we can prove
them, by showing the people that wherever we are,
if we let our light shine, there can be no darkness,
and that the beauty of the Lord our God can express
itself through us anywhere and everywhere.
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CHILDHOOD, Emily Watkins had been
wishful to write a book, but she was now
forty-five years of age, and the prospect of
attaining her heart's desire seemed further off than
ever.
In her younger days she had read articles on
visualization, and had tried to put the thoughts that
they contained into practice by looking into the windows of bookstores and mentally designing the
cover that her book should have when it came into
expression.
"If I could only write like that," she would say
to herself, when she laid down a magazine at the
point where the story had worked up to the exciting
part, only "to be continued." "I want my writings
to be true to life, but I have had no experience;
I've seen so little of the world—and I've nothing to
tell such as these writers have."
Her desire grew stronger and stronger with years,
but family affairs held her earth-bound, and continual waiting ate into her heart, while disappoint-

ment cut itself into the lines of her face. Self-pity
made her condemn her surroundings and her lack
of opportunity on every side.
"If I had only had a chance like others," she would
say, as she bent over the dishes that she washed, "if
I had had someone to give me a boost! But even
if I wrote something, who would there be to publish
it? If I only had a friend on the press, if I only
knew the editor of a magazine; but it's hard for a
woman alone with a family against her."
So she went on with self-pity, till I happened to
meet her on my travels. The train had just crossed
the border from Canada into the States, and the
passengers were standing in line, awaiting the coming of the immigration officers. Everyone was fretting, grumbling, and complaining; all were tired
after their trip, longing to meet their friends, and
this delay was one of the greatest trials of patience.
"Can you see any good in all this ?" a woman asked
me, as she moved from one foot to another, complaining of the cold. "They say we can get something out of every experience, but what are we going
to get out of just standing here?"
"A comical memory," I answered, "something that
you can write in your book of life and repeat to
your friends when you want to give them entertainment. Think how you can make them laugh over
the description of a scene like this. Get your mental
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Her Joy Book
The account of how a woman realized her ideal—
hut not in the way that she had visualized
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notebook busy—there's a page for a story in every
face you see. Imagine, if Dickens were here, what
entertainment he would be having; his laugh in
his sleeve would make everyone else laugh, though
not knowing why. If we didn't have these varied
experiences, we would be uninteresting people to
live with. See that young man over there;—he's
kicking like a steer held up in a stable; send
him a thought that his girl can wait a few minutes,
and that it will be a good lesson in patience for her.
Look at that fat, contented baby with the three
double chins; she's having all the fun of the show
out of this. See the old man keeping himself warm
with a packet of candy, and the little lad puffing away with the train; he imagines himself an
engineer already; he hasn't got time to think about
the cold. And away over there is a real little
Christmas-card girl by the side of her mother.
They're from overseas; look at her rosy cheeks and
sturdy limbs; you can almost smell the heather on
that Scotch plaid she's wearing. The best journalist,
you know, can make the most news out of nothing,
but there's copy enough to last for a month, right
here!"
The people around us began to forget the annoyance of waiting and to laugh at what was to them
a new idea. But in the crowd I saw a pair of eyes
fixed earnestly on me; there was something more
34
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than amusement in those eyes, there was eagerness
and hunger.
When the immigration officers had come, and
everyone was claiming his or her trunk, I felt a
light touch on my arm. The little woman, with the
eager eyes, was standing beside me.
"Will you tell me some more?" she asked in a
voice like that of a child pleading for a story to
continue.
For a moment I had forgotten the incident in
my hurry to locate my box.
"I mean," she said gently, "will you tell me more
about making the most of every experience? I have
always wanted to write."
Her voice sank to a whisper, as if she were awestruck at her own daring in unveiling the secret
hidden so long in her heart.
I found that the train that she was going to take
into the country did not leave for another half
hour, so I suggested that we should have supper
together. Over the table in the quiet restaurant I
listened to the unfolding of a soul.
Bit by bit the story was poured out. I listened to
it all, and understood, for I had heard many such
stories with different settings. The story of a girl
reared in the country, the so-called odd one of the
family, the eagle in the barnyard, the dissatisfied
girl that no one understood. The lonely hours of
35

LOVINGLY IN THE HANDS OF THE FATHER

HER JOY BOOK

childhood—girlhood with little education, then married life in the country, hard work from morning
to night, the rearing of children who followed their
own interests and were now grown. I listened to it
all, and sympathized.
"And this is the first trip I've taken for twenty
years," she finished, "and to think that on it I have
met you!"
"God moves in a mysterious way," I answered.
"It was good that you had to wait for the immigra'tion officers, wasn't it?"
Her eyes were looking far out. Already there was
a different light in them. The cloud was lifted—
the soul was relieved from its burden.
"If I could only get into the city, where there are
more opportunities," she continued. "Why have I
not got free before this ?"
"You were not ready for freedom before," I explained; "you were not ready to write your book,
and had you written it, there would have been something lacking. No editor, no friend on the press,
could help you by his boost if you hadn't had the
experience that it was necessary for you to gather
through years of solitude, or—as you thought—loneliness. A great work goes on under the ground in
the darkness of winter. In the silence the flowers
are preparing for their call to life and expression.
Look on your past experience as your greatest bless-

ing and be glad for it."
"Be glad," she said dreamily; "I had almost forgotten how to be glad. I have read stories sometimes that just seemed to ring with joy. The people
in them seemed to be so happy over nothing that I
could feel their happiness while I read. I've always
thought, if I wrote a book, that it would be a book
of happiness, a book that would make people glad.
I don't want to write sad things, though some of
them sound very beautiful in poetry, but they leave
you with a heartache. When I write, I want to give
my readers a happiness that makes them sing."
"Then why not start a joy book?" I suggested. "It's
not the big things that make the beauty of a book;
it's the little human touches, that come straight
from the heart."
"Yes, I believe that," she responded, "but when
there's no gladness in your life
"
"Life is what we make it," I replied. "The gorgeous colors of a sunrise paint the sky, but they
mean nothing to the man whose eyes are on the
ground."
"How strange you should mention a sunrise!" she
said, and in a moment her expression changed. "I
love the sunrise. On my loneliest days I used to try
to awake early enough to see it. Every color had its
message for me. Each seemed to talk into my heart."
"That was one of your gleams of happiness,
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though you didn't realize it; that was something
to thank God for," I explained. "Let that go down
in your book of joy; write it with the radiation of
soul that you felt when God spoke through the
colors; write it, and let your gratitude go out on
the light, and it will enter the souls of thousands,
though you know it not."
Her train was in, she was gathering her packages together. Her eyes looked into mine with an
unforgettable expression when we parted.
All the way home I could hear her repeating,
" 'A Book of Joy.' I'm going to try it; there may
be something to be glad for after all."
A few weeks later I received a letter, which carried the vibration of joy so strongly that the postman
must have felt it when he brought it to the door.
"After my talk with you," she wrote, "I was lifted
to the seventh heaven. I got home full of plans for
the future, but when I entered the house, with its
old depressing atmosphere, the same dark outlook
seemed to cloud my eyes. The days that followed
were darker than any I have ever known. I thought
all that you had said was only a poet's delusion.
Again and again I sat down to write and beg you to
help me, but then I remembered that one among the
many things you said was that no one could help
us, if we didn't help ourselves. I knew you had done
all that you could in showing me the way, only

somehow I couldn't see it for the mist. There had
not even been the colors of the sunrise to help me.
Each morning I awoke to find the rain beating on
the windows, and all the work to be done, and the
stock to feed, and the meals to get ready, and the
piles of dirty dishes to wash up after the men. How
could I feel glad for anything in life?
"I left off in the middle of my work one afternoon,
and went to the window and leaned against it, calling aloud to God to help me, as I'd often done
before.
"Such a dreary scene I looked on: wet, sodden
ground, mud, which I knew the men would carry in
on their heavy shoes, across my cleanly washed
kitchen floor! Pools of water, which I would have
to wade on my way back and forth between kitchen
and washhouse. Yet—how that rain was needed for
the land! I had forgotten how, over the long
drought, the farmers had looked at the continual
blue of the sky and the cloudless sunshine, and
longed to see the first indication of a change of
weather. And here it had come—rain—rain in
plenty, washing the heavy heat-laden air. The earth
was lifting her soul to it, pushing forth her grass
and flowers in welcome. My whole being felt the
quiver of her joy, and in a moment I realized that if
I could be as receptive to God as the earth was to
the rain, if I opened my heart for the showers of
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love, if I responded as did the receptive earth, my
life would unfold into beauty and color.
"Then it seemed as if by magic the whole scene
changed. It no longer looked ordinary to me; there
was something beautiful in everything I saw, something beautiful in the wet and sodden ground, in the
trees, the names of which I had never known nor
cared to know. I watched the shining drops, slipping
backward and forward like balls of light on the
leaves of the nasturtiums that lined our little pathway to the gate. I gloried in that rain, for I felt it
was washing the old condition out of my life, and
burying it deep beneath the earth. Such a joy as I had
never known filled my heart, and I wanted to write
down what I felt, so that others might feel it too."
So "The Book of Joy" began to grow, but the
writer did not realize that the atmosphere that she
was building into it was also building around her in
the home. The depression of years was lifting, the
ice was breaking. No one knew what she was doing.
The work in the house went on as usual, but the
family felt the change, and one day her husband
spoke of it to her, and for the first time in her life
she opened her heart to him, and told him the secret
that she had held from him so long.
Quiet, sober, industrious man, seeing nothing beyond his work on his own land, he was puzzled by
this gfeat ideal in his modest little wife.

"I have known of other women having such ambitions," he said after a long silence, "women no better
educated than you; but they always grew cross and
discontented with their home when they began to
think along such lines."
His wife smiled gently. "Because they believed
that, to attain their ideal, they must go far away from
where they were; but I am just beginning to learn
that it is not where our surroundings are, but what
we make of our surroundings, that enables us to
write. All things that looked so coarse and ordinary
to me are different now, because I look on them with
different eyes."
Possibly this was a longer sentence than she had
ever spoken to her husband. He sat gazing on her
in amazement.
"Yes, with other eyes," he said at last, and the
truth dawned on him that he was looking on her
with other eyes now, and, as he looked, he wondered
why, during all these years that they had lived and
worked together, he had never known that, besides
being clever, she was really beautiful.
"The Book of Joy" went forward, but it did not
go on printed pages. A born artist, the woman realized more and more that the greatest poets the world
has even known are not those who write poetry but
those who live it. Seeing joy in every experience, making a poem of everything in her surroundings, her
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atmosphere of joy in all things changed the life of
everyone whom she contacted. Desire for fame and
notoriety faded into the background.
"I thought that I had to see my name in print before I could be called a writer," she told me, "but
I've found out now that the best kind of writing I've
heard of is just to begin a chapter of joy in the life
of everyone I meet, and leave him fresh pages to
continue."
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There Is an Infinite Power
within Us
The Father abiding in me doeth his works.—JESUS
in the city. Through the busy streets
an unassuming little woman threaded her way.
She would have passed unnoticed in the crowd,
had it not been for the nervous glances that she shot
from side to side. The crossings were difficult; she
commenced them and then drew back at the toot of
a driver's horn. Motor cars had continually to draw
up for her; police officers scolded her. But all this
merely increased her fears.
"She's a nervous wreck," her husband would say,
"and she won't try to get the better of it." He had
done all in his power to help her. His salary went
monthly in doctors' bills. He had taken her for a
change into the country, and had left his work in the
hands of others, so that he could be continually with
her, but her condition had grown worse rather than
better. The loneliness of country life bothered her.
The chirp of the crickets got on her nerves. She
could never go out after dark; she was afraid of the
unlighted lanes and the moan of the wind through

I
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the trees. They returned to the city, and she shut herself up in her little three-room flat, keeping the doors
locked when her husband was out and never answering a knock or a ring.
Someone today had told her of a wonderful
church meeting to be held downtown at noon. It was
long since she had even entered a church, but there
seemed to be an unusual attraction about this meeting
and about the evangelist who was to hold it. But
when she arrived at the door of the auditorium and
saw the waiting crowd, she was terrified. All eyes
seemed to be turned her way as she took her place
at the end of the line. People gathered behind her
and on every side. The crowd pushed and jostled her.
She slipped suddenly out of the midst of it, and almost rushed along the sidewalk to get as far away
from it as possible. Panting for breath, she turned
down a quiet street, and paused for a moment with
a sigh of thankfulness that no one was there.
She had stopped outside a little building, which
looked rather odd among the old warehouses and
small eating houses and secondhand stores. The door
attracted her; it stood open, and on it was pinned a
small piece of paper on which was written:
"Silence Hour—Come In—You Are Welcome."
Silence! How beautiful the word looked to her
with nerves overwrought and jangled by the noise
of the city! Silence for an hour—she wondered when

she had experienced such a boon. She was always
running away from noise. Even in her little flat, from
which she seemed to shut out all the world when she
locked her door, there were the bumps and bangs
of the people overhead, the talking of noisy voices,
and the thud of an elevator in the lobby. And in the
country, where everyone said that there was silence,
she had never known or felt it.
Silence! The word appealed to her. She ventured
a few steps along the hall to a second open door,
which led into a room where there were a hundred
or more empty seats. She entered on tiptoe, feeling
as if she were breaking sanctuary. Then she stopped
and drew back. There was a small platform at the
far end of the room, and a man was standing on it.
His eyes were closed as if in prayer. She was thankful that he had not noticed her. She was about to slip
quietly away, but something in the infinite peace of
the room held her. It seemed as if a strong healing
hand had been laid upon her restless, fluttering
heart. She slipped into a chair close by the open door,
through which she could make an easy exit if necessary.
A few minutes passed. She was lost to everything
but a sense of peace and harmony such as she had
never known.
"There is an infinite power within us that protects
us from all harm."

U
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The voice falling on the air startled her. She could
hardly connect it with the silent figure on the platform. His eyes were still closed, and though he spoke
the words he did not seem conscious of her presence.
She wondered how long she could remain in this
oasis of rest without his discovering her and beginning to talk to her.
The words hung in the air; they vibrated around
her; their beauty embraced her and sang into her
soul. She heard them repeat themselves again and
again:
There is an infinite power within us that protects
us from all harm.
Half an hour slipped by—a half hour such as she
had never known. She no longer wondered if she
ought to remain; she seemed to have stepped from
one world into another.
A man came in on tiptoe and took a seat in front
of her. His face was distressed and worried. She
knew that look. She had seen it on her own face in
the mirror hundreds of times. He sat with his elbows
on his knees and his head bowed on his hands.
"There is an infinite power within us that protects
us from all harm."
Again the words vibrated through the room. The
man in front of her repeated them softly; repeated
them as if he believed them; repeated them as one
who had found something that would free him for46

ever from the bondage of fear.
Another half hour went by. The man glanced at
his watch and, getting up quietly, tiptoed to the
door. His face seemed different, somehow; the apprehensive look was gone.
"There is an infinite power within us that protects
us from all harm!'
He went out repeating the words, holding to them
as a man would hold to a life buoy in rough seas.
The clock struck one. She ought to be going home;
there were many things to attend to before her husband would come in. She remembered that she had
not washed the breakfast dishes; that the flat was
untidy. He would come in as he always did. She
always dreaded his home-coming, wondering what
his complaint would be the moment he arrived. She
had sometimes wished that the flat were hers alone,
and that she were like the dear old schoolteacher
who had one little room across the lobby, lived by
herself, and always seemed happy. She had wished
for such a life as that. Yet if her husband arrived
just a little late, he always found her anxiously watching for him at the door; always found her full of
fear that something had happened and that she
would never see him again.
"Mountains out of molehills," he would say impatiently as he listened to her recitals of anxiety.
"She's full of foolish imagination," he told his
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friends; and everyone pitied him for his home life.
The hour of silence was over now. The man on
the platform began quietly to repeat the Lord's
Prayer. She found herself repeating it with him, she
who had never repeated it since early childhood. The
repetition stirred up a host of memories. It brought
back the love and confidence that she had felt when
she had said those words at her mother's knee, when
she had rested in sweet content in her little bed, with
the consciousness of her mother's love as her last
thought. It was a wonderful, soothing memory, and
brought back to her the peace of former days when
she had not known the fears that now obsessed her.
The man came down from the platform. She wondered if she could speak to him. Her heart was very
full. She wanted to tell him all that this hour had
meant to her; how it had changed her life. He must
have got the thought; for he came toward her,
though perhaps it was not his custom to talk to his
audience after a meeting.
"I am very sorry," she began timidly,."so sorry that
this room was not crowded to hear all that you had
to say." Then she stopped, embarrassed. How foolish such a sentence must sound to him when he had
really said so little in words! "I mean," she went
on gently, "it was all very wonderful, but I cannot
tell you what I mean. You would not understand."
"Yes, I understand," he replied kindly.

"I only wish," she said again, "that the room had
been full."
"Wasn't it full?" he answered. "I did not know."
She looked at him in amazement; then she remembered that his eyes had been closed.
"I come here every noon," he said, "for concentration and prayer for the world. Whatever thought
comes to me I broadcast into the universe. There are
many who would like to be here in the body, but
who cannot come. From all quarters of the world,
however, they are listening in, and the words go out
on the waves of thought, to heal and to help."
She only partly understood him. "I know they
helped me," she said quietly. "I don't think I shall
ever be afraid again."
She went on her way then into the busy street—a
very different woman from the one who had crept
in so timidly an hour before.
There is an infinite power within us that protects
us from all harm. The crossings seemed to mark
themselves out in clean white lines before her. She
went from one side to the other without fear. She
passed easily through the crowd with that wonderful something talking within her—the infinite Power
—which she had called "Our Father" when as a
child she had known herself to be protected through
the darkness of the night, after the light was put out
and her mother was no longer there.
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An infinite power within us. She felt that she was
saying that to every human being, and it seemed
that the most distressed who passed her in the crowd
must get a wave of fragrance from the infinite joy
and peace that she now was feeling.
She entered the building where she lived and got
into the elevator. She had never before been in it
alone. It was an automatic machine, and she had
never had the courage to run it. She had often stood
in the lobby waiting for someone to come along
who could handle it for her, and, if no one came,
she had three long flights of stairs to climb, often
with a heavy parcel or a bundle in her arms. Today
she stepped on the elevator alone and closed the
door with confidence. "There is an infinite power
within us that protects us from all harm," she said
as she pressed the button.
She reached her floor in safety. Always heretofore,
upon entering her flat, she had stopped and waited
for a while, her heart gripped by some foolish fear
that someone might be behind the door, that burglars might have broken in. Once or twice she had
got a neighbor to go in with her. Today, she opened
the door fearlessly and walked in with a smile on
her face.
"There is an infinite power within us that protects
us from all harm," she repeated again as she threw
open the windows and went about making the place
50

look tidy, in preparation for her husband's return.
James Blackwood was making an afternoon trip
into the country on business. The drive was very
beautiful. He thought how much good it would have
done his wife to go with him. Emily would never
ride in an automobile; she did not like him to do it
either, but business had demanded that he have a
car.
James was a great admirer of nature, and he
would have enjoyed the drive to the limit, had it not
been that he was going on an unpleasant errand.
He had a bad debt to collect, and he meant to make
his debtor come to time. There was also another
worry in his heart; he would be later in reaching
home than usual, of course, and Emily would meet
him, as she always did, with complaints.
He pictured her, alone in the little flat. Of course
she must get lonely, and the days must be very long,
when she had no interests to look forward to except
his coming home at night. This was not at all what
he had intended for her when they had married.
He had intended that she should have her own beautiful home, with a garden. He had never intended
that they should live in a flat in the city, but he had
been obliged to curtail expense wherever possible;
for Emily's nerves and fears had cost him money on
every side. He was tired of trying one specialist after
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another without getting results. He had only one
hope left in his heart. He had heard of another kind
of treatment for women like his wife, and if he could
collect this debt that had been owing to him for so
long, he would risk the whole sum of money on it.
He reached the house where Henry Cressy, his
debtor, lived, and knocked peremptorily at the door.
Of course the man would make an excuse not to see
him. He generally did that. He was nervous, poor
fellow, as Emily was. But he, James Blackwood, had
far more reason to be nervous than Emily; for he
had heavy debts hanging over his head, and other
troubles as well, such as Emily had never known,
and, he hoped, might never know.
The door opened quickly in response to his knock,
and to his amazement Henry Cressy stood in front
of him. There was no fear in his attitude, but a light
in his eyes such as James Blackwood had never before seen there.
"Come in, Mr. Blackwood," he said, "I am very
sorry that you have had this trip out here this afternoon. I haven't got the money for you yet."
James Blackwood's face fell. He had been led by
the cheer and the optimism of the man to expect
full payment then and there.
"But I am just as sure as I am here," Henry Cressy
went on, "that the money I am needing to clear me
from all indebtedness is close at hand. You know I

have always been an honest man, or have tried to be.
But my great failing has been fear."
"I have come to collect this debt, even if I have to
sell the house over your head to do it," said James
Blackwood.
To his surprise, Cressy did not flinch or quail.
"If you had said that to me a few hours ago, I
should have been almost on my knees before you," he
replied. "I have been full of fear that we would lose
this home. Not that I'd mind the loss for myself, but
I have feared for the dear mother, who was born
beneath its roof."
"Oh, I know of that," said Blackwood impatiently,
hanging up his hat and sitting down. "Don't talk to
me of nerves and fear. I get enough of that talk at
home."
"It was fear that brought me where I am, and God
knows I've put up a hard fight against it. But things,
instead of getting better, have got worse and worse
for me. I've been out of a job, as you know, for a
long time, and have lost everything. But today I happened to drop into a meeting downtown. I can't tell
you much about it, but one sentence has stuck in my
mind ever since I came home, and it has taken away
all sense of fear—'There is an infinite power within
us that protects us from all harm.'"
"That sounds like religion," said James.
"Religion as I have never understood it before,"
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Henry Cressy answered. "It made me realize that if
I believed, as I had thought that I believed, in the
power of God within me, I had no right to fear; for
that infinite Power was going to help me to clear all
my indebtedness. It was those words that cast out all
fear, and I am just as sure as any man can be that
the infinite Power is leading me to the right work,
and that I shall be able in a few weeks' time, if not
sooner than that, to pay you all."
The change in the man was astonishing to James.
He began to forget all about the debt that was owing. He felt ready to forgive it then and there. He
would have sacrificed the money if it would pay, for
his wife, for the freedom from fear that this man
had gained.
"I wish my wife were here to listen to you," he
said, coming down from the haughty pedestal on
which he had been standing, and getting down to a
heart-to-heart level. "I never saw a woman so obsessed
as she is with fear, and she's getting worse instead
of better. She's even afraid of her own shadow; and
how things will be if this continues, I cannot say."
"Afraid of her shadow? Yes," replied Cressy, "I've
been the same. Every man who came near me, I
thought, was going to arrest me for my debts. I
dreaded meeting people on the streets; for I thought
they all knew of the money that I was owing. But
it just seems like magic to think how this fear has

been taken away. God knows I am an honest man,
and instead of fearing that He is sending people to
harm me, I am realizing that He is protecting me
from all harm, and is helping me to pay my debts."
There was something so wonderful in the faith of
the man, something so marvelous in the change in
him, that James stayed on talking because he simply
could not leave. He felt himself uplifted in this atmosphere, and at parting they shook hands like
loyal friends.
"I'll tell you how it is," said James. "I'm not going
to bother you again about the money. I know you
will pay it when you can, and I am going to help
you to get work if I can, so that you will not need to
sell this pretty little home, as you have feared you
would have to do. The infinite Power that you have
told me about is surely protecting you; it is protecting
your home from harm also, and all that belongs to
you. I want to see you often, now, so that we can talk
more about this something that you have found, of
which I know so little!"
He got into his car and drove away; then suddenly
he looked at his watch. It was eight o'clock. What
would Emily say ? She would be sure that something
terrible had happened. She would have called up the
office and found that he was not there; then she
would have asked the neighbors, and, 'in all likelihood, she was standing out on the street now, look-
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ing anxiously up and down, as he had known her to
do before. He only hoped that she had not called
up the police. She would be sick in bed tomorrow.
Then he stopped and laughed at himself. What was
he building around Emily ? She would know that he
was all right, of course; Emily could not be full of
fear. The infinite Power about which Cressy had
spoken so strongly and in such an understanding way
was taking care of Emily now. He did not hurry the
car; he went on, holding to his thought.
At last he reached the corner near his home. Emily
was not there. He got the car into the garage, and
then went to the red-brick building where he lived.
All seemed to be going on as usual. A man and a
woman were talking in the lobby on the third floor,
but their conversation was not about him, nor about
his wife. He reached the door and turned the latchkey, giving his usual whistle as he did so.
There was a bright light in the parlor; Emily was
sitting beneath it, sewing. The room had never looked
so bright and cozy. There was a beautiful bunch of
roses in a bowl on the table. The meal was laid, and
Emily looked up at him with a happy smile. It almost took his breath away. When had Emily smiled
at him like that? Never since their honeymoon.
"Emily," he began, "I'm so sorry—were you nervous? Did you wonder?"
She only smiled and, for a moment, did not an-

swer. He laid his hands on her shoulders and turned
her toward the light. She looked different, so different! There was a light in her eyes that he had never
seen there before.
"Nervous?" she said. "No, I was not nervous; I
think I shall never be nervous again."
Her answer amazed him.
"I was so much later than I had expected to be," he
said. "I was afraid you would be thinking the car
had broken down or I had had some accident."
"Accident?" she smiled. "You could not have an
accident. I'm going in the car with you tomorrow."
He was wondering if his senses were deceiving
him, or if he was still looking through Henry Cressy's
eyes. What had wrought this change in Emily?
"You look different too," she said. "Or is it that I
see you differently? The whole world seems to be
built afresh."
"It seems to be built afresh to me," he answered.
"When I was listening to a man I went to see this
afternoon, I felt that I should never be afraid of
anything again."
Emily clasped her hands in joy. "So you have
found it too," she said.
"Found what?"
Her eyes were full of light as she replied, "The
infinite power within us that protects us from all
harm."

56

57

GOD IN YOU

God in You
A true story of two women who changed their lives
and their surroundings by their realization of the
omnipresence of God
ago I had occasion to call on business at a home in a small town.
The lady whom I had gone to see was away
from home, and my knock was answered by a servant
girl, plain and kindly, with an accent that I recognized as being from overseas. Her winning smile and
the spiritual expression in her eyes attracted me.
Knowing that she was a stranger within our gates,
I asked if she liked America and if she was happy in
her new surroundings.
"I was not happy at first," she answered. "I was
terribly lonely and homesick, for I knew no one here,
and when I got this situation I thought I should
never be able to stay. I felt so wretched when I got
up in the morning that I could hardly do the rooms
and prepare the breakfast for the family. I had been
used to living in the country and the town seemed
so big and crowded, and this flat was so shut in and
small. Then, their ways of doing things were so different, and I did not understand their cooking, and
OME YEARS

S
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at first they used to get annoyed at my slowness. But
one day, when I was feeling exceptionally lonely, I
remembered that Mother had always taught us since
we were very little children that God is everywhere
and in every person. So that night, when the family
was out of the house, and I was left with no one to
talk to, I walked through every room, saying, 'God in
you, God in you,' and somehow that took away the
feeling of lonesomeness. I began to feel that God
was in every room, and in these people that I did
not understand.
"I did the same thing each morning when I got up.
When a week had gone by, I began to feel happier,
and all the homesick feeling was. gone, for it seemed
as if God was everywhere, and when I felt God beside me, I felt that my mother and all that I loved
and had left behind were with me too. Then at the
end of the next week my mistress came to me and
said, 'Sheliah, do you know, you are the best girl we
have ever had! At first we could not stand the slowness of your ways, but none of the other girls was as
thorough or kept the rooms as beautiful as you do.
It is a pleasure to come downstairs in the morning;
even my son remarked about it. Only today he said,
"Mother, these rooms are always so fresh in the
morning since this new girl came. I think the other
girls may not have opened the windows, and that
was what made the flat always smell so stuffy." '
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"Now, really," the girl continued, "I don't think it
was the windows' being opened that made them think
it was different; I think it was God."
This story, simply and sweetly told in the girl's
natural way, I gave as an illustration one night from
my platform. I was speaking along other lines, but,
almost without knowing it, I began to tell about this
girl. A few days later a woman came to my office
and laid some roses on my table, saying:
"After listening to the story you told the other
night, I want to tell you my story. I am a cook in
this town, and, although I say it myself, I am a good
one. I know my profession from A to Z, and I like
my work. The situation that I have is splendid in
every way, so far as money goes, but the mistress is,
or was, my problem. Knowing my work, I never
liked to be interfered with, and I never had been
until I got this situation. For two weeks I endured
the mistress's coming into the kitchen, hanging over
the stove, following me around, opening the oven
door, telling me I was using too much of this or that,
making me hot and flurried just when I was in the
midst of getting dinner ready; and all the things that
she told me to do I had already done. It so got on my
nerves that one day I felt I could stand it no longer.
The mistress was giving a dinner party. I was just in
the midst of one of the most particular dishes, one
that I specialize in, when in she came, confused and

nervous, and spoiled the whole thing by her interference. I was so worked up that I told her I could
stand it no longer, and I gave a month's notice right
there. Then indignantly she said, 'I don't want a
month's notice, Cook; you may leave tomorrow.'
"Well, I served the dinner, then went upstairs and
had a good cry. I thought of the wages I should lose,
and of my being out of a situation again. I thought
of my mother and my boy, that I wanted to put
through school. I wished I had not acted so impulsively, but I was too proud to say so, and I packed
my box, ready to leave next day. I could not bear staying in the house, so I thought I would go to a show.
I went down the street, not caring about anything,
when suddenly I saw the lights in the O'Brien Hall
and the notice of a meeting being held there. I
thought, 'I guess I'll go in and see what it's all
about.' "
She paused in her story, and I let her quietly cry,
for I knew that hers were resurrecting tears.
"I went in," she continued, "and slipped into a
seat at the back. No one but you seemed to notice
me. You looked straight at me and began to tell
about the servant girl who made everything different by seeing God in everyone. I listened dumfounded. I said to myself, 'How did she get to
know my story?' "
"God knew it," I answered, "not I."
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"Well," she went on, "I went out from that meeting a changed person; the whole world seemed
changed. I went right back to the kitchen that I had
declared I would never enter again. I went up to
the stove, saying, 'God in you.' I made myself a
cup of coffee, and I even found myself saying to
it, 'God in you.' I slept like a top all night, and God
was surely there in the morning when I awoke. I
went downstairs to get breakfast ready, and I was
making waffles when in came the mistress. When I
saw her I just caught myself from saying aloud,
'God in you.' I smiled, because I couldn't help it, I
was so full of God. She came up to me and looked
at me so kindly! 'Cook,' she smiled, 'do you really
intend to leave us today ?'
:
' 'Not if you'll keep me,' I answered. 'I was a bit
too impulsive last night, but it's all passed away
now.' Then what do you think happened? She actually put her arms around me. 'Cook,' she said,
'we don't want to lose you. Yesterday, when I got
so angry, I told my husband all that had happened,
and he said, "Well, let her go, and we'll get another." But, somehow, this morning we both feel
differently; we want you to stay, for we have been
saying how good everything is that you put on the
table.'
" 'Yes,' I said, 'and it'll be better yet, if you keep
me, for I've got a new recipe that'll make things
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taste finer than anything I've ever put before you.'
" 'Well, we're satisfied anyway with what you have
done,' she answered, 'and I want to tell you, Cook, if
you'll stay with us, I'll leave everything to you and
will never bother you in the kitchen again. What's
more, I'll give you a raise of wages.'
"So," continued the woman, "you can imagine how
happy I am. I could not hurry down here fast enough
to let you know the good news. But what I can't
understand is: how on earth could you know all
about it, and begin to talk to me from the platform
the moment I came in?"
"You ask me 'How?'" I answered, "yet you tell
me that you brought about this change by realizing
that God is everywhere. God, who spoke through
the mother of the servant girl, spoke through the
girl to me. The same omnipresent Power, knowing
your need, directed your foosteps to the O'Brien
Hall, and spoke through me to you. God filled your
heart with love for your mistress, who needed your
help. God works for all His children, through His
children—in me, in you, in everyone."
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T HAD been a long, hard winter, and the city in
which Percy Ridd lived was full of unemployment. Men were losing their jobs daily—
hourly. Hunger and starvation stared thousands in
the face. Percy Ridd was among the many who
tramped the streets. He had been pushed out of his
position to give place to a younger man, who would
work for less wages. And he was not alone in his
distress. Companions met him on all sides with the
same hard-luck story.
"You can't get bread out of a stone—you can't get
work when there's none to be got," was the only
consolation offered.
Percy was sick of the struggle. He was a sensitive
type of man, and it hurt him to think that he had
lost the situation that he had held since his marriage,
and that his wife and children had to suffer. It was
hard to go home each night, and see the look of expectancy on his wife's face, and then the disappointment when he had to shake his head and declare:

"Nothing doing."
The streets were muddy and wet this evening, and
the wind was unusually cold. He was conscious that
there was a leak in his shoes, and he knew that it
would grow worse before a new pair could be bought.
Bands of unemployed were continually arranging
meetings, where they could discuss the subject of
their unemployment. Percy hated these meetings. He
had heard that they were made up of men who were
not of his type—men rowdy and defiant, socialistic
in the worst sense of the word. He had been asked to
join their party, but he had always refused. Tonight,
however, things seemed to have reached the limit. He
felt that he could not go home. After all, these men
might not be so black as they were painted. They
might know of something about which he knew
nothing. Even if they could only help him to find
the means of getting a few dollars, somehow, he
would be willing to join with them until something
better presented itself.
It was seven o'clock now, and time for their meeting to commence. He thought of the wife waiting at
home, and how distressed she would be if he were
late in getting back. He stood hesitating, when a
companion passed him.
"Going to the unemployed meeting?" he asked.
"What's it all about, anyway?" Percy questioned.
"That's what I'm going to see," the man responded.
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But if any of you lacketh wisdom, let him ask of
God, who giveth to all liberally and upbraideth not.
But let him ask in faith, nothing doubting.—JAMES
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"I believe I'll join you," said Percy, "but aren't you
going in the wrong direction ? I thought it was to be
held on Day Street."
"Oh, not that meeting," responded the man;
"that's made up of lunatics, who can only see red.
This is a new affair, I believe. The fellows who meet
here are trying to find a way out in the right way,
and I'm going to investigate."
Percy agreed to go with him, and together they
entered a small, poorly lighted hall, where fifty or
more men were seated.
The meeting was very (different from what he had
expected. The men were not of the type that he had
believed them to be. Their faces, though strained
and tense, were not the faces of revolutionists. They
were men who were more like himself—men with a
prayer in their heart rather than a sword in their
hand.
One of the strongest and best-looking fellows, who
answered to the name of Keith Afton, was on his
feet. The positiveness of his voice had silenced the
audience.
"No use to make a fuss over the thing," he was
saying, "there are thousands in the same boat, and
maybe a lot worse off than we are. Be thankful that
we've got a roof to cover our heads while we talk
this over. If I met one man today out of work, I met
fifty. Always the same story on their lips—the story

of unemployment. There's surely enough work in the
world for able-bodied men. Men of our type have no
business to wear themselves out in tramping after
jobs. We should be using our energy in other directions. There's something wrong—something wrong
with the whole business—something wrong with the
whole bunch of us, and we are not here to fight; we
are here to find out the cause."
He sat down when he finished speaking, and for a
moment there was silence.
"Do you blame us ?" called out one little thin man,
who looked as if he were starving for a meal.
Keith Afton rose to his feet again and brought his
fist down on the table.
"Yes, I do," he said emphatically.
A murmur of indignation ran through the crowd.
Then a tall, angular man of mental type, who had
just lost his job as an accountant, spoke up.
"One would think you were not a man out of
work, to hear you talk," he cried angrily. "One would
think you were one of those rich folks, who look
through rose-colored glasses, and write poems on the
pathos of poverty. You blame the whole bunch of us
—you, who are out of work today. Do you include
yourself in the matter? Don't you think that we
would rather work than be idle? Don't you think that
we would rather be earning money than tramping the
streets for nothing? How can you make out that it is
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all our own fault, when more honest and better men
never lived, and when, in spite of all our striving, we
can't get a job. If you can tell me what is wrong, I'll
be the first to go after it."
His speech was followed by loud clapping and
stamping of feet. Keith Afton waited a moment,
then again he rose.
"I am as much in the mist as the rest of you," he
said. "I know that there's enough work to be done in
the world, and that there's enough money to pay for
it, only
"
"How can we get hold of it, when the capitalists
hold the dollars?" shouted a voice from the back.
"Silence!" cried Afton, "this is not a meeting to
discuss the capitalists; it's ourselves that we want to
talk about, and what's wrong with us that we have
penniless pockets and nothing ahead. I was a rich
. man once, though you may not guess it. I used to
think, when a lad, that if I had millions I'd have the
time of my life. My uncle left me his fortune, and I
bought a beautiful estate. I put my money into what
I considered safe securities. I believed that I was
insured for life—then, all at a moment's notice, everything went slump. The quake wiped out my home,
the stocks and shares failed, and after being one of
America's richest men, I became one of the poorest,
a man out of work, with a wife who had known
nothing but luxury since the day she was born, and

who could not turn her hand to a thing. I had longed
to be rich as a lad, but when I got the fortune that
I craved—what good did it do me? You see me
now—just one of yourselves. Worse off than you,
maybe, because you have worked all your lives while
I have done nothing. Still, I never want a fortune
again. I want to learn how to serve the world so well
that I shall never be in need of money."
"And haven't we all served?" called a voice in the
audience. "Can you find a bunch of harder-working
men than those who have met here? I had a position five years—was never absent or late once, and
did my very best for the boss, yet I was the first
turned down when the depression set in. Haven't
we served?"
A young man, who had been sitting on the front
seat, suddenly arose. He had a refined face and gentle
accent. There was something in his manner that
commanded respect.
"I wonder if I could suggest something?" he
asked. "I know we have all tried to serve, but I wonder if we have served with gladness." He paused a
moment as if embarrassed at his own audacity, for he
was very young, and the men to whom he was speaking were much more forceful than he.
"I mean," he continued, as no one attempted to
stop him, "we grumble so much when we haven't
work and haven't money coming in, but when we
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have work and have our weekly wages, I wonder if
we give thanks and rejoice as much as we grumble?"
One man was about to speak, but Keith Afton
raised his hand. He was listening to the words of the
youth—he was getting a gleam of light on his problem.
"Go on," he said, and, gaining more courage the
young man continued.
"I remember how, in our little home town, we
used to have a milkman, who daily delivered the
milk from door to door. He always seemed so happy,
and it made us feel cheerful when we heard his
'Good morning.' He worked ten years on the same
route, and at last we heard that he was being transferred by the company to another town. But everyone loved him so much that they all signed a petition
that he might stay on our beat. We felt the joy of the
day would be gone if we did not see his bright
smiling face every morning. My mother once asked
him how he kept such a happy smile, because he
must often get weary of the same round day after
day. He told her that, when he was a lad at home and
did not want to do the chores around the house, his
mother had impressed him deeply by telling him,
whatever the Lord called him to do, whether it were
sawing wood or carrying water, to do it with all
his might, to serve the Lord with gladness, and,
whatever the task might be, to do it heartily as to the

Lord. I thought of this man today, when I was
offered a job to clean windows. I had never been
used to doing such a thing, and I was going to turn it
down and go hungry rather than lose my dignity.
Then I remembered how the milkman was able to
make many people happy just by going from door to
door and serving the Lord with gladness, and I set
to work to clean the windows, and I never felt happier in my life, and it seems to me, if, instead of
fighting and grumbling, all we fellows could make
up our mind to do things heartily as to the Lord, and
not unto men, and to take whatever comes our way,
with the faith that it is the doorstep to something better—if we could make up our mind to serve the
Lord with gladness, then I am sure He would be a
good master; and if the employer grumbles, let's
remember that we are not working for him, but for
the Lord, who will surely reward us for our effort."
The attention of the audience had drawn out
from the young man a much longer speech than he
had intended. No one seemed to know exactly what
to say, but Keith Afton, as leader, rose.
"Let's give it a trial, boys," he said: "this young
man has not rubbed up against the world as we have,
but I believe his philosophy will serve us well."
There was silence again, but somehow the depression of the room seemed to have lifted. Something
of the gladness of the Lord had taken its place.
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A man who had not yet spoken got up.
"I second the motion that we give it a trial," he
said. "For my part, I am willing to confess that I
have not always served with gladness. I've been resenting the whole of the business, and wanting to
kick the fellow who got my job; but I guess that
there is something better for every one of us, if we
really serve with gladness, and surely, if we are doing
our best for the Almighty, He is going to do His best
for us. It's better to serve with a smile than a frown
—it's better to do things willingly than unwillingly."
Percy Ridd had been listening eagerly to all that
was said. He was the next to get up and speak.
"I agree with what this young man has told us," he
said. "I've been worrying and missing sleep at night
ever since I lost my job, and worry has never got me
anywhere, in fact, it has made me sick and miserable,
and put the whole household out of temper. Like
the rest of you, I've turned down all kinds of jobs,
because I thought them beneath me, but while this
meeting has been going on I've thought of a guild I
used to belong to when I was a lad, where our motto
was—'I'll do the task that's nearest, and let it be my
best.' I'm going to pick up that motto again—I'm
going to take the first honorable job that I'm offered
and do it gladly, never mind how small the pay."
The men cheered because they couldn't help it,
there was something so earnest and so sincere in the

face of the man who had spoken. Again Keith Afton
arose. "Let's make a resolution tonight, men," he
said, "to set out in the morning, not looking like
men unemployed, not talking hard-luck stories, but
trying something totally different. You remember
how the Pilgrim Fathers got nowhere so long as they
grumbled. They were worse off than we are, for they
were on strange shores, with everything against
them. What did they do? They proclaimed a day of
thanksgiving. Prayer and praise so changed the situation for them that they made Thanksgiving Day an
annual affair. Now, tonight, let's all proclaim a
thanksgiving and go out from this meeting resolved
to serve the Lord with gladness, and at the end of
the week we shall meet here again and see if it
hasn't made a difference in our lives."
When Percy Ridd sat down to breakfast next
morning, his wife and children noticed a change in
him. His shoes were brightly polished, his clothes
brushed clean, and there was a cheerful smile on his
face.
"Have you got a job, Dad?" asked his eldest boy.
"No, but I believe I am going to get one today,"
he replied with a positiveness that made his wife
look up.
"Have you a possibility of work?" she asked.
"There is always a possibility," he answered, in a
tone so different from any in which he had spoken
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for weeks that the family stared at him in amazement.
His sensitive little wife, who followed his every
move, caught the vibration of hope in his tone.
"You really think
" she began.
"I know," he answered positively, as he pulled on
his overcoat and set out for the city.
A new building was being put up in Bond Street.
Percy made right for it, and went to the foreman.
He was a carpenter by trade, and knew his work well.
"Are you wanting a man ?" he asked.
The foreman frowned. "Wanting a man?" he replied. "No, I can give you a couple of men."
Percy laughed at what he would have taken as a
rebuff another time.
The laugh pleased the foreman, because it did not
seem like the laugh of a man out of work.
"Are you needing employment?" he asked. "What
can you do besides carpenter work?"
"Anything," Percy replied. "I am ready to serve,
and to serve gladly."
"Do you know how to weed a garden?"
"I have done that before," answered Percy.
"Where is there one that needs weeding?"
"I've bought a new home," said the foreman, "and
the garden wants overhauling and all the weeds
taken out from among the flowers. If you would
like to try your hand at that
"

"I'll do it," Percy replied.
The foreman was wondering how much in earnest
he was. He wrote down the address quickly.
"Tell my wife I sent you," he said, "and just try
your hand and see what you can do."
All day long Percy worked in the foreman's garden. He was serving the Lord with gladness, and
doing it from the depth of his heart. The foreman's
wife watched him from the window. She saw that
gardening was not the kind of work that he had been
used to doing, and she admired his pluck and grit.
By lunch time she knew that he must be tired. The
garden was transformed already—the flowers were
lifting their heads and breathing their gladness in the
freedom from weeds.
The foreman's wife was not the only one watching.
Her little invalid boy, whose couch was drawn close
to the window, had been entertained all the morning
by the new man, who looked up now and again to
smile at him from the distance.
"Mother, why don't you bring him in and let him
eat with us?" the child asked.
Percy thought of his own children, so bright and
well in spite of the hard times that they were having,
and his heart went out with compassion to the little
lad on the couch.
"Would you like to come into the garden with me,
and help to pull up the weeds?" he asked him.
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The mother shook her head and sighed when she
saw the look of hope and anticipation on her little
son's face.
"His father sometimes carries him into the garden," she said, "but he's not strong enough to stay
out much."
"Would you like to see how pretty the rosebush
looks since I've lifted up the branches, and given the
pretty flowers a chance to live?" Percy asked.
The little fellow reached out his arms to the strong
man, and the mother, feeling that she could trust
him, let him carry the child to see the newly made
garden, and to pick out a patch of ground where
he would like his own special flowers to be planted.
When Percy Ridd got home that night, he was
radiant and smiling
"Weill, I've got a job," he told his wife.
The children shouted with delight, for they saw
new shoes and stockings, and the happy condition
that they used to have before Dad was out of work.
"I've done a hard day's gardening," he said, "and
I feel like the village blacksmith:
" 'Something attempted, something done,
Has earned a night's repose.' "
"Gardening—you!—Percy?" cried his wife in dismay.
"Yes, uprooting thousands of weeds and giving the
flowers a chance."

"Good for you, Dad!" shouted his eldest boy.
Percy sat down and laughed gayly. "I've never
worked so hard for years," he declared, "and I'm just
trusting that I shall keep my job"—and then came
the story of how he had got it.
The children listened eagerly, and tears filled Mrs.
Ridd's eyes.
" 'Serve the Lord with gladness,' I said when my
back began to ache and I grew weary, and the
thought of serving the Lord with gladness made me
start in afresh. When the master of the garden came
home, you never saw a man so tickled in his life.
What pleased him more than my work and my interest in the garden was the fact that his little boy
was taking an interest in the garden too. He was in
his chair by the window, looking like a little invalid
when I first saw him, but before I came away he was
helping me to plant the flowers, and tomorrow we
are going to make a rockery together, and I know
the little lad will be well before I finish the job."
When the foreman of the building on Bond Street
went home that evening, his wife and small son had
a wonderful story to tell him. And he saw the transformation not only in the garden, but in his child's
face. The boy had had a wonderful day, and tomorrow he was going to plant flowers in the rockery,
and
"Where did you ever get such a man?" the wife
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wanted to know. "What is it that keeps him so
cheerful when he's out of work, taking jobs he's not
used to rather than remaining idle?"
The foreman meant to find out more about it, and
by the end of the week he was able to tell his wife
all that he knew.
"I went to this club they formed," he exclaimed,
"and a bunch of happier-looking men you never met.
Some of them have got jobs and some of them
haven't, but they meet every week to give thanks
for what they know is theirs. 'Serve the Lord with
gladness' is their slogan, and they are willing to do
anything so long as it is honest. And I am going to
make it my business to see that each of these men
gets a position of some sort; and as for that Percy
Ridd, I am not going to let him slip through my
fingers—I find that he is an A 1 carpenter, and I am
making him my head man next week."
" 'Serve the Lord with gladness!' It works!" said
Percy, when he heard the good news, "and what
has worked for me will work for every other fellow,
if he only believes it."
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Where the Seed Fell
A true story that could be called a modern version of
the parable of the sower

T

paused in the story that she was
telling. Her gaze rested on a girl whose eyes
were wandering through the window.
"Are you listening, Maxine Campbell?" she asked.
Maxine colored at the question. "I heard it all,"
she replied. The teacher was not satisfied. She was
sure that Maxine's thoughts were wandering into the
fields.
"Then tell me what I was talking about," she said.
Maxine arose, a trifle awkwardly, and after clearing her throat once or twice she answered.
"You were telling the story of the girl who had a
little rosebush, and whenever a rose bloomed—
bright and red—she plucked it and gave it to the
Lord. You said"—Maxine hesitated and her color
deepened—"that we all cannot give roses, but Jesus
told us that if we give only a drink of water, in His
name, we have done something." There was silence
when the child sat down. The girls who had been
tittering and nudging one another when she commenced to speak were very still. Something in the
HE TEACHER

79

LOVINGLY IN THE HANDS OF THE FATHER

WHERE THE SEED FELL

way she had spoken impressed them. The words of
the story seemed to go deeper into their hearts than
when the teacher had spoken them a minute or two
before.
Maxine had been thinking deeply. She had been
wondering, while she listened to the story, what she
had to give. The earnestness in her voice was born
of a great desire.
That night when she had finished her homework
she laid aside her books, cut some small slips of
paper, and wrote something carefully on each slip.
She was inventing some new kind of game, her father thought, as he watched her. Then his mind returned to his own affairs, which were troubling him
far more than he wanted his child to know.
Maxine continued her work without interruption
until her mother gently reminded her that bedtime
had come. Alone in her room, she placed the slips
of paper together and putting her hands over them
for a moment she closed her eyes and whispered a
prayer. "How wonderful when tomorrow morning
comes," she said to herself as she switched off the
light and cuddled down under the bedclothes.
The next morning on the busy street, no one took
much notice of the twelve-year-old schoolgirl in the
plain little coat and hat. She had left home early, so
that she could take the longest way to school—first
through the busy streets—then down the side streets

—then across the bridge that spanned the river. She
was radiantly happy, although the sky was overcast
and it looked like rain. If it rained, they would not
have the school picnic, but she was not thinking of
that. She was having a picnic every moment of this
joyous walk to school. No one noticed that at intervals she dropped a little piece of folded paper and
went on her way without looking back. The school
bell rang and a few minutes later she was following
the other girls up the steps, and soon she was busy
with her lessons.
Along the streets a man walked. He was bent and
weary and carried on his shoulders the heavy consciousness of age. The crowd jostled and passed him.
Cars crowded with workers went clanging down the
street. There was no pause in the ceaseless stream
of traffic. He felt lost in the noisy whirl, he turned
down a quieter street. So many people—yet not one
that he knew. His heart was crying with loneliness.
Weary from walking he sank to a seat, provided for
pedestrians, under a tree. He began to move his walking stick backward and forward on the loose gravel
of the walk. His stick touched a small piece of
paper. He bent down and picked it up, then opened
it carefully. The words written on it came to him
like a message from heaven. "I will never leave thee,
nor forsake thee."
A glow of new life surged through his being. His
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hands trembled with joy. "I will never leave thee,
nor forsake thee," he read again and again. "Then I
am not alone," he reflected; "why did I forget the
promise that I believed in long ago?" "I will never
leave thee, nor forsake thee," he kept repeating as,
out of the loneliness and sadness of a dark past, his
soul groped its way back to God.
On pushed the busy people of the city, knowing
little of one another's lives. A sensitive-looking girl
stopped outside the entrance of a skyscraper. She
had not the courage to go in to answer the advertisement of a position, which she knew that she was
capable of filling. She had never worked in the business world, but money was needed in the home, and
she longed to help. "Oh! I can't go upstairs into that
office," she moaned; "if only I had someone to go
in with me! But I can't go in alone."
She had set out very bravely when she saw the
advertisement in the paper, but her courage had
failed when she thought of the interview with the
manager.
She turned away, with her eyes fixed on the
ground, when a little piece of paper fluttered to her
feet. She had been taught, when a child, that she
must not pick up things on the street, and she did
not know why she now stooped for this small piece
of paper. She read the words in amazement. They
came as a direct message from the unseen. Who—

who had sent her such a message? "Fear not, nor
be dismayed, for the Lord God ,.. will be with thee."
A change came over her face. All fear left her.
"The Lord God is with me," she repeated, as she
stepped into the elevator. She got off at the next
floor and, holding the promise in her hand, smiling
and certain of victory, she entered the room where
the manager awaited applicants.
Amidst the flowers in a beautiful garden, in front
of one of the loveliest homes in the city, a woman
stood alone. She took little interest in her surroundings. Close at hand was an empty playhouse in which
tools and toys were lying. Six weeks ago her little
girl had been playing there. Her son paused on his
way to business. He put his arm gently around her.
"Don't grieve, Mother," he said. She turned away
petulantly.
"You will tell me that Esther is better off, and that
life never ends," she said; "it's the same old consolation, but it does not help the ache in my heart." He
turned away with sympathy in his eyes and was going through the gate when he stooped to remove
a small piece of paper that the wind had blown onto
a flower bed. He opened it, looked puzzled for a
minute, then handed it to his mother. She read it
and their eyes met.
"O Howard," she said, "who put it there?"
"I don't know," he answered, "the wind blew it in,
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butThey read the words together, "Lo, I am
with you always."
It might have been the handwriting of her little
girl—so clear, so round, so distinct. It seemed as if
heaven had opened, and in one great burst of light
the message that she had craved had fallen at her
feet. "Lo, I am with you always." "I shall never
doubt again, Howard," she said. "How can I, when
God has sent this answer to my prayer?"
Night was falling. A gray mist hung over the
river. A young man standing on the bank pulled his
coat tight around himself and shivered. Sorrow and
disappointment had brought him to the water's edge.
Yet he lingered, hoping—almost praying—that some
hand might reach forth to help him. He sat on the
cold, wet ferns and thought how often when a boy
he had played beside that river. If he could only feel
such joy again. His hands reached out as if to clutch
the memory, and in their reaching, they touched a
piece of paper in the ferns. He opened it; he knew
not why, and in the dim and murky light he read
the words, "That my joy may he in you, and that
your joy may he made full." For a moment he was
carried back on a wave of memory to the little home
of long ago, where on the kitchen wall the same
text had faced him. He remembered how his father,
with the Bible on his knees, had many times explained that it was the well of joy within that no

man could take away. His father's voice came to him
—as he had heard it in the past. "If all my earthly
possessions were taken from me, no one could take
away the joy of the Lord."
"That my joy may be in you, and that your joy may
be made full," he kept repeating, and as he did so,
the warmth of that joy began to steal through his
limbs—and into his heart. No more he saw the mist
on the river. The light of Christ had broken through
the clouds of his despair.
Maxine's father was returning from work. His
heart was heavy with a sorrow that he and his wife
were trying to keep from their little girl—though
they knew that the truth must soon come out. Business was at a standstill. Their very home was tottering. That day Mrs. Campbell had been all over the
city trying to borrow a thousand dollars. She was
sitting at the table with her sewing, when her husband came in with the anxious question on his lips.
"Did you meet with success?"
She raised her eyes with such a radiant smile that
he knew all must be well.
"They lent you what you asked for, didn't they?"
he said.
"They lent us nothing," she replied, "but I know
our accounts are met. I was returning sad and depressed, and not knowing where to look, when close
to our doorstep I picked up this piece of paper." She
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passed it to him, and he read the words, "God always helps."
"We went to everyone but Him," she continued,
"we asked help from every friend we thought we
had, but we forgot to ask the greatest friend of all.
I've told Him all about it, and I'm waiting for the
answer to my prayer."
When Maxine came down to breakfast the next
morning and saw her motto pinned on the wall, a
little color crept into her cheeks.
"I knew it was you who did it, darling," her mother
said two weeks later when, in answer to prayer, every debt had been cleared.
"We tried to keep our trouble from you, but you
must have found it out in some way. What made
you think of dropping those words at the door?"
"I didn't exactly know where I dropped them,"
Maxine answered gently. "I wrote on slips of paper,
and I asked God to direct me where to drop them
so that each message would go to the one who
needed its help."
"And the help came right to our door," her mother
answered. "We never know where the seed falls."
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Love
But now abideth faith, hope, love, these three: and
the greatest of these is love.—PAUL
came to live the consciousness of
love. So far as we know He never wrote anything, with the exception of that little bit of
writing "on the ground," which was probably only
a means of concentration while the crowd pressed
on every side of Him, demanding to know what
should be done to the woman whom they had arrested. He knew that the spoken word could never
die, and His life was an expression of love from
the time when He sat at the feet of the doctors in
the Temple to the time when He healed the wound
on the ear of the soldier.
Paul knew that to follow in His steps he must let
the spirit of love that was in the Master be expressed
through him. We have every reason to think that
Paul was talking to himself, as much as he was talking to anyone else, when he said, "If I speak with
the tongues of men and of angels, but have not love,
I am become sounding brass, or a clanging cymbal."
He knew that, if he would follow the Master, he
must close the door on a world that applauded and

J
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was attracted by magnetic power. He knew how personal magnetism and charm attract a crowd. He
knew how interesting it is to listen to the words that
flow from a silver-tongued orator. In all probability
he held his audiences by his eloquence and expression of power, but he wanted them to understand
that these things would amount to nothing if the
smiling face of love was not back of them.
"And if I have the gift of prophecy, and know
all mysteries and all knowledge; and if I have all
faith, so as to remove mountains, but have not love,
I am nothing." Even though he had the power to
see into the unseen, to unravel the riddle of life, to
read the very thoughts of the eternal; these things
would be as nothing, without the consciousness of
love.
"And if I bestow all my goods to feed the poor."
He knew the joy of giving just as we know it. Many
of us would give with both hands. At the time of
the great war, when all were offering their greatest
and their best, the thing that made the gifts so beautiful was the smiling face of love back of them.

crackled around them. But if only tenacity of opinion
made them do this; if they said, "We will die for
our convictions rather than give up our religious
views," the sacrifice was of no avail. When their motive was love for the Master and joy in giving for
His dear sake, they were victorious.
Paul states beautifully what love really is. "Love
suffereth long, and is kind." It is easy to suffer with
anyone thaf you love. A mother will bear from her
child what she will not bear from any other human
being. She will put up with her child's crossness, discontent, and ingratitude. Her love does not swerve;
it is a love that says today, "I love you," and tomorrow does not close the door in your face; it is a love
such as Ella Wheeler Wilcox wrote of when she
said:
"Just the art of being kind,
Is all the sad world needs."

"And if I give my body to be burned." That was
nothing unusual in times past. Martyrs gave up their
bodies, and sang with joy at the stake as the flames

"Love envieth not." A woman, whom I knew quite
well, saved her house from being robbed, at a time
when burglaries were being committed on all sides,
by mentally holding this text over the burglars:
"Love envieth not." I taught this text to a number
of Sunday school children, who applied it daily in
their school work. One little girl told me of the
wonderful demonstration achieved through her
holding this statement. A child had taken a doll and
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cradle out of my little friend's home, and at first she
blamed various school children and was going to
complain to the teacher, when it suddenly came to
her to hold, for the one who had taken them, the
thought, "Love envieth not." She sat down with her
mother and realized that no one wanted her doll and
cradle and that the little girl who had taken them
would return them immediately. That very night the
doll and the cradle were returned to their usual place
in the home.
"Love vaunteth not itself, is not puffed up." When
we truly have the love of God in our heart, we shall
have the meekness and lowliness of the greatest
teacher of all. We shall find rest for our soul, because
we shall have no desire for the vainglory of the
world; all the honors and the tinsel can never make
us feel exalted, for we shall always see the greater
heights that are yet to be attained.
"Doth not behave itself unseemly." Love is always
courteous, gentle, kind. It never makes its presence
known by the banging of doors but comes in like
the fragrance of roses on a summer day, leaving the
room sweeter as it passes through.
"Seeketh not its own." When we know the law we
never need to go seeking—our own always comes to
us. If there is one spark in you that belongs to another, you and he will meet; seas and vast continents
may intervene, but by the very law of attraction you

and he must meet.
"Is not provoked." I wonder how many have had
to repeat this sentence? We all know that the big
things of life are not the most provoking. Many of
us can meet great trouble bravely and go forth to
overcome it like a knight on the warpath, but the
small things in life, the little petty annoyances, the
gnats and the mosquitoes, the seemingly trifling
things, annoy us.
Once I stayed in a home where the dear, good,
much tried landlady was having great difficulty with
her boarders. One day, after looking up a telephone
number, I carried away the directory, forgetting to
replace it on the hook. In the midst of her baking
the landlady suddenly remembered that she had to
call someone. She reached the telephone and found
the directory missing. You can imagine her consternation. Hot and worried, with her hands covered with
dough, she began to call the names of her boarders,
blaming each one in turn for having taken the book.
Then I appeared and assured her that the others
were not guilty; "It was I who removed the book."
Immediately her expression changed, and with a
smile she said, "Oh, if it is you, my dear, I don't
mind a bit; nothing you do ever bothers me. You
could turn the house into the street if you liked and
I wouldn't mind—but if it had been any of the
others
"
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Now it was just as inconsiderate of me to take
that book as it would have been for anyone else to
have taken it. But "love . . . is not provoked," and
when we have divine love for all humanity our love
calls forth love from others.
"Taketh not account of evil." Many of us are glad
that we do not talk evil; glad that we are too,
mannerly to lean over the fence and join in the
neighbors' gossip. But how many of us think evil
without speaking it? True love thinks no evil, rejoices not in iniquity but rejoices in the truth. The
truth is that every man is God's perfect child, and
if we but see through the mask we shall see the
Christ in others, instead of the outward seeming of
evil.
"Love never faileth: but whether there he prophecies, they shall be done away; whether there be
tongues, they shall cease; whether there be knowledge, it shall be done away."
We know that many prophecies are failing; we
are daily crossing out the predictions of coming disaster by realizing the one Presence and the one
Power. Tongues are disappearing because we are
coming into the age of universal brotherhood, when
all nations will be as one, and only one language
will be spoken. Old beliefs are vanishing, for as the
age advances greater and greater discoveries are being made. When all the old things are gone, the

love of God, fadeless and eternal, shall still be shining in the heavens.
—
As a child I delighted in the statement: "God
so loved the world." I used to think that the world
must be very beautiful for God to love it, but was
it not His love that made it beautiful? For everything that is loved grows beautiful and unfolds into
color, life, and glory. What was it that made Jesus
the greatest healer? It was His great heart of love,
beating with divine compassion for the multitude.
Some years ago a nurse in a home for foundlings
told me the story of how one day the doctor brought
in the ugliest little baby that she had ever seen. It
had been found in a garret—left alone to die. It was
so repulsive that at first she did not want to touch
it. The doctor said, "Just wrap a sheet around it, and
leave it in the cradle; it is only a county baby." The
nurse said that when she heard those words, the
first touch of love for the little outcast filled her
heart and, wrapping a sheet around him, she said,
"Thank God, he will soon be where he will be a
county baby no more." Then she felt that she must
wash the little body, and as she gently sponged the
little limbs she thought, "If this were a beautiful
child, clean and healthy, I would have taken it to my
heart, but does not this poor little unwanted baby
need me just as much as a child that is beautiful?"
Then suddenly she wrapped her arms around him
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and said, "You are the perfect little Christ child,
and God loves you just as He loves all other babies."
Immediately the child's eyes opened, and he looked
at her and smiled. She paused in her story then,
opened a drawer, and appeared to be looking for
something. I thought that her act was to hide her
emotion, but presently she placed in front of me the
picture of a most beautiful boy, tall, upright, strong,
and handsome. While I was admiring the picture
she said, "He was the poor little unwanted baby that
was brought into the foundling home."
What did it? Love. The love of the One whose
great compassionate arms reached forth as He said,
"Inasmuch as ye did it unto one of these my brethren,
even these least, ye did it unto me."
It seems as if Christ made a hard statement when
He said, "Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself."
Many people who come to me declare, "That is impossible! You say that 'thy neighbor' means everyone; well, it is much easier for me to love the woman
who lives in the next block than to love the woman
next door, because she is not such a tiresome neighbor, and I see less of her. Love my neighbor as myself; my neighbor, who stole my clothesline on washday? Why, I hate my neighbor; I lie awake at night
hating her!"
"What is it in yourself that you love?" You love
the kind deeds that you do; you love yourself when

the Christ Spirit manifests in you so strongly that
you reach out your hand to help another. You love
the good in yourself, not the meanness or unkindness. Then, is there not some bit of good in the
neighbor who stole your clothesline ? Can you not see
some spark of the Christ light in her soul? Has she
never done a kind deed for another? Try to recall it,
and then, when you are going to criticize her, stop
for a moment and think of that kind deed, and you
will find that you are beginning to love her as you
love yourself.
The great love of Jesus enabled Him to forgive all
iniquities and to heal all diseases. What was more
beautiful than the way in which Mary Magdalene
came to Him? She came to Him weeping. She washed
His feet with her tears and wiped them with the
hair of her head. Mary, the sinner cast out and despised, yet the one of whom He said, "Her sins,
which are many, are forgiven; for she loved much."
A writer has said, "It were well for Jesus to have
lived if only to have uttered that one sentence."
Jesus did not see in her what others saw. He
pushed aside the rubbish of her past, and He saw
the beauty of her soul struggling through a great
darkness to find the resurrecting light. He saw in
her the Mary who with overflowing gratitude could
break her whole box of ointment to anoint His head.
He saw in her the Mary who would follow Him in
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selfless love. He saw in her the Mary who would
stand with His mother until the old condition was
crossed out. He saw in her the Mary who would be
the first to give to the world the news of His resurrection. All these things Jesus saw in her, but Simon,
looking on and criticizing, wondered, until with
gentle reproach the Master said in effect: "O Simon,
when I came in here what did you give me? Did
you give me love? Did you give me greeting? Did
you give me the holy kiss? Not one of these things
did you give me. But this woman, since I came in,
she has not ceased to kiss my feet; she has washed
them with her tears; she has wiped them with the
hair of her head. Therefore, I say unto you, Simon,
her sins which are many are all forgiven because
she loved much."
"What shall be done unto this woman?" The cry
of two thousand years ago rings in our ears today.
The scene of two thousand years ago is enacted daily
before our eyes. We hear the shout in the throat
of the mob; we see the accused stand helpless beneath the impact of stones—stones of condemnation, yet none the less fatal. Do we take part with
the accusers? Are there stones of criticism in our
hands? Or do we by our love still the tempest of
hatred and revenge and free the accused from bondage, even as the sinless Teacher freed her by the
words, "Go, and sin no more."

The world is calling for the love that gives itself
in selfless service, that forgets worldly gain in the
great effort to help mankind, that is ready, when the
Master calls, to say and to mean, "Here am I, send
me."
For you and I know that, in the last analysis, it
will not matter whether our name has been broadcast all over the world as reward for some great
invention. It will not matter whether we have been
crowned with the laurels of worldly fame. It will
not matter whether we have spoken to thousands
from brilliantly lighted rostrums, with our picture on
a thousand billboards. It will not matter whether
our name heads the lists of those who gave their
silver and their gold to feed the poor.
But what will matter is whether you and I can
face our God and say with truth:
"In the spirit of love and in the spirit of selfless
service I gave myself to the world."
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THE SAME YESTERDAY, TODAY, AND FOREVER

Edward: Why did you call me home, Dad—so soon
after I got to college? Nothing wrong, I hope?
Mr. Evans: Yes, boy, everything is wrong. I hate to
give you the news.
Edward: Why, what's happened? It's only six weeks
since I left you, and all was well then.

Mr. Evans: No, all was not well, Son. I hoped for
better things—I was really sick before you left,
but I did not want to spoil your vacation by telling you so. I would not have told you now, only
there are so many things that we must discuss
together.
Edward: O Dad, don't look so blue about it. What's
this they are making you believe?
Mr. Evans: Only the truth. I have it from every specialist. I am a very sick man. My disease is absolutely incurable. I had hoped
Edward: Sick! Why, so was I at one time, but I got
well.
Mr. Evans: No—not so sick as I am, my son.
Edward: Oh, pardon me, you are forgetting, Dad;
don't you remember how you had a dozen doctors to see me, and they all agreed that I could
not live?
Mr. Evans: Yes, I remember now, but that was years
ago.
Edward: Well, years don't make any difference, do
they? I was a little chap of nine. I never have
known what was the matter with me, but I do
know you all gave me an awful time with
medicine and tears.
Mr. Evans: Yes, you got well, and no one could believe it. It was like a resurrection, they all said.
Edward: What made me well, do you remember,
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The Same Yesterday, Today,
and Forever
The characters in the following are fictitious, yet
Truth students will recognize that the healing described is true to life. It is hoped that many will receive inspiration and help from this Truth message
CHARACTERS

Mr. Evans (supposed to be dying
of an incurable disease)
Mrs. Evans (his wife)
Edward Evans (their son)
Dr. Hardy (physician)
SCENE I

(Mr. Evans seated alone at the table. Enter son,
a boy of about nineteen.)
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Mr. Evans (thoughtfully): Yes, I remember. I had
said good-by to you for all time, so I thought,
when I met that man who told me of some
strange religion.
Edward: Do you remember what they called it, Dad ?
Mr. Evans: No, Son, I don't. It was Bible teaching,
I believe, but I did not understand how it was
applied. I only know that this man I met had
heard how ill you were, and out of kindness he
told me of some people whom he called "healers," and he seemed to think that they could
make you well. I asked for their phone number.
I would have caught at anything if it held a
chance to save your life, so I called up the people about whom he told me.
Edward: And what did they say, Dad ?
Mr. Evans: It was a woman who answered, and I
explained that I knew nothing of her work, but
asked her if she would come and see my son.
Edward: Did she come ? I forget.
Mr. Evans: She told me she would come at 9 o'clock
that night, and I answered that it would be too
late, that you would not be any longer with us
then.
Edward: And here I am; so tell me how it happened.
Al>. Evans: She told me to call her in another hour,
and it was so strange—when I hung up that re-

ceiver, the load seemed lifted from my shoulders ! I was full of faith that you would be well.
I almost felt as if you were well at that moment,
but when I called up the house to ask, your
mother said that there was no improvement,
you were just breathing, that was all.
Edward: And I'm still breathing, Dad. Breathing
with healthy lungs; go on and tell me more.
Mr. Evans: I could hardly wait for the hour to go by;
then I called the healer again. I shall never forget the sound of those words across the line.
" 'Go thy way, thy son liveth.' I have asked God
for his life, and He has granted it. I will come
and see your boy at 9 o'clock tonight."
Edward: Say, Dad, where is that lady now?
Afr. Evans: I do not know; she never even gave me
her name. She said it was God's work; He made
you well.
Edward: Then won't He make you well too?
Mr. Evans: Oh, but my case is different.
Edward: How—different, Dad? There can't be any
difference to God.
Afr. Evans: That's right, my son.
Edward: If God could make me well and raise me up
from death, and make me strong as I am today,
I guess He's able to do the same for you.
Afr. Evans: Yes, you were just as ill as I am, only in
a different way; but—as you say—there is no
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difference to God.
Edward: Dad, I'm going back to college. I can't afford to miss a day. Exams are coming on. You
don't need me, Dad; I know you will be well.
Mr. Evans: How do you know it, Son?
Edward: Because if God could make me well, and
you have always taught us that He never
changes, then isn't He the same today as He
was yesterday. I guess I'm not afraid to trust
you to His care. Good-by, Dad, I'll be home for
Christmas.
Mr. Evans: I hope I may be here to see you.
Edward: I know you will be here to see me. Why,
Dad, you've far too much to do to be snuffed
out just like a used candle. You haven't half
begun your work, and I reckon that God needs
you here as much as we do.
(Exit boy. Mr. Evans sits thinking.)
Mr. Evans: "The same yesterday and today, yea and
for ever." Yes, I have believed that all my life,
but the boy has made me look on it in a different way. I always have known that God's love
was changeless, and surely it is His love that
heals His children.
(Enter Mrs. Evans.)
Mrs. Evans: Why, John, how much better you are
looking! Your eyes just shine with light!
Mr. Evans: I am better. In these few hours the world

seems all transformed, and life is interesting
again.
Mrs. Evans: Thank God for that, but what has
wrought this change; was it Edward's return?
He was so optimistic, so certain that you would
be well.
Mr. Evans: The boy brought me a great light, and a
great reminder of things I had forgotten.
Mrs. Evans: If only he would have stayed with you,
he could have helped you so! But he was determined to return to college; he did not seem to
realize how ill you are.
Mr. Evans: I don't need the boy, and he knows it.
He left me in stronger hands than his, hands of
which I had almost lost the grip. Isn't it strange
how we have tried every doctor, every medicine,
but we have never trusted to the One who heals
all disease.
Mrs. Evans: Oh, I have prayed for your recovery
every day!
Mr. Evans: We both have prayed for life—while we
have prepared for death. We have asked for
bread—but expected a stone. The boy accepted
the promise without a question, he believed that
the power that raised Lazarus could raise me.
Mrs. Evans: I know "with God all things are possible."
Mr, Evans: Then join me in the prayer of faith—
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the prayer of faith that heals the sick. Let us get
back to the prayer we have so long forgotten.
When have we ever said, "Our Father" ?
Mrs. Evans: Shall we repeat it now as we did together years ago? "Our Father."
Mr. Evans: "Our Father"—how real the words seem
when we dwell on them!—"Our Father."
Mrs. Evans: "Our Father"—just those two simple
words, and yet how near they draw us to God's
love!
Mr. Evans: "Our Father"—what confidence it gives
us, when we feel that nearness. It takes away all
terror of the future. It makes us know that we
are not apart from God; that God is not a faroff being, but a Father compassionate, understanding with His children.
Mrs. Evans: "Our Father who art in heaven."
Mr. Evans: "The kingdom of God is within you"
—then God must dwell in you and me.
Mrs. Evans: If that is so, as Jesus said it was, then
how could you be sick and die? If God our Father dwells within you, your body should be
whole and perfect.
Mr. Evans: "Our Father who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name."
Mrs. Evans: Jesus said, "Whatsoever ye shall ask in
prayer, believing, ye shall receive."
Mr. Evans: "I believe; help thou mine unbelief."

Mrs. Evans: "Thy kingdom come."
Mr. Evans: "And he shall wipe away every tear
from their eyes, and death shall be no more;
neither shall there be mourning, nor crying, nor
pain, any more: the first things are passed
away." The things that I have believed in—
sickness, disease, and death—all passed away.
O God, give me the consciousness of such a
kingdom here and now, so that I only have to
enter in and be made whole.
Mrs. Evans: "Thy will be done, as in heaven so on
earth."
Mr. Evans: God's will—I thought that it was His
will that I should suffer, but the will of God
on earth must be as perfect as His will in heaven, and such a will could not wish suffering or
death.
Mrs. Evans: "Give us this day our daily bread."
Mr. Evans: I had forgotten the spiritual bread. I
have worried over your future and the boy's. I
have seen nothing but lack for you when I went
on. I have hungered and grown sick because I
turned aside from spiritual food and looked
only for material substance.
Mrs. Evans: "And forgive us our debts."
Mr. Evans: Yes, God has many debts against me.
Mrs. Evans: Our Father cannot hold a debt against
us when we come to Him like little children,
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asking for forgiveness for our mistakes.
Mr. Evans: "They brought to him a man sick of the
palsy," and Jesus told him that his sins were
forgiven.
Mrs. Evans: "Thy sins are forgiven," forgiven by thy
Father's love.
Mr. Evans: "As we also have forgiven our debtors."
And to be forgiven we must first forgive, but
that is sometimes hard to do.
Mrs. Evans: "First be reconciled to thy brother and
then come and offer thy gift."
Mr. Evans: I can forgive all but one man: I can
forgive the man who stole the money from me;
I can forgive the man who acted mean in the
deal we had together; I can forgive my partner
for taking the bigger share of everything; but I
can't forgive the man who tried to rob me of
my character—my so-called friend, who lifted
up his heel against me.
Mrs. Evans: "As we also have forgiven our debtors."
Mr. Evans: No, in that statement the Lord has asked
me too much. He can't expect me to forgive that
man.
Mrs. Evans: "As we also have forgiven our debtors."
Mr. Evans: Go on with the prayer, Amy; we can
leave that sentence out.
Mrs. Evans: We can leave out nothing that Jesus
said.

Mr. Evans: Do you expect me to forgive George
Austin, the man who blackmailed me without a
cause?
Mrs. Evans: "Until seventy times seven," the Master said.
Mr. Evans: But He meant others when He said that.
George Austin wasn't living then.
Mrs. Evans: "Father, forgive them; for they know
not what they do." And it was men like George
Austin for whom He asked forgiveness.
Mr. Evans: "As we also have forgiven our debtors."
I wish I could say it from my heart.
Mrs. Evans: You're getting nearer to it now.
Mr. Evans: How can I forgive him? I blame him for
the illness that I have today.
Mrs. Evans: Not George Austin, John, but your
thoughts about George Austin—that's what
made you sick. Can't you forgive him? He knew
not what he did.
Mr. Evans: Yes, that is right—he knew not what he
did. I'll keep on repeating—"As we also have
forgiven our debtors." I'll repeat it with my
lips, and then—maybe—I'll learn to say it from
my heart.
Mr. and Mrs. Evans (together): "As we also have
forgiven our debtors."
Mrs. Evans: "And bring us not into temptation."
Mr. Evans: Ah, now I know that I have been tempted
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not to forgive. Leave me not now, O Lord, in
my temptation.
Mrs. Evans: "But deliver me from the evil one."
Mr. Evans: Deliver me from the desire not to forgive George Austin.
Mrs. Evans: "For thine is the kingdom."
Mr. Evans: I see it all in such a different way! I have
often read those words, "Who shall ascend into
the hill of Jehovah ? And who shall stand in his
holy place? He that hath clean hands, and a
pure heart." My heart must be clean if I would
have a whole body, if I would abide in His
tabernacle—the tabernacle of His love.
Mrs. Evans: "For thine is the kingdom, and the
power, and the glory."
Mr. Evans: Lord, I surrender all to Thee, and from
my heart I do forgive.
Mr. and Mrs. Evans: (together): "For ever. Amen."
(A month later. A knock at the door. Mrs.
Evans opens it. Enter Doctor Hardy.)
Dr. Hardy: Good morning, Mrs. Evans. I haven't
heard a word from you, or from your husband,
for a month, and a most peculiar story has got
round that Mr. Evans is well.
Mrs. Evans: Yes, praise God, he is.
Dr. Hardy: Impossible! You know, as well as I, that
your husband was dying of an incurable disease.

Mrs. Evans: So you believed, but we called in another
physician.
Dr. Hardy: Another? Why, Mrs. Evans, you know
quite well that the best specialists had been consulted. You know that all agreed that your husband was incurable.
Mrs. Evans: Yes, from their standpoint he was.
Dr. Hardy: From every .standpoint. He was in the
last stages when he came to me.
Mrs. Evans: And now he's well and strong, and here
he is. Ask him.
(Enter Mr. Evans.)
Dr. Hardy: Why, Evans, I thought you would be a
dead man long since. There was nothing else
that could be done for you. Good gracious,
man, how well you look! Pray, what's brought
this sudden change ?
Mr. Evans: Life has begun anew for me. My body
is rebuilt. The old man that you knew is gone.
Dr. Hardy: Why, Evans, I somehow can't believe
it's you. You were a dying man when I last
saw you.
Mr. Evans: And now I am alive forevermore.
Dr. Hardy: Pray, what has brought this change? It's
like a miracle.
Mr. Evans: As much of a miracle as the new sap
rushing through the tree, throwing off the old
leaves that cling to the dry, hard boughs, and
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bringing forth the fresh, new life.
Dr. Hardy: Come, Evans, you weren't born for a
poet. You're a practical, hardheaded businessman. Tell me what has brought this change—
who is your doctor? For the sake of the disease,
tell me. I am not a jealous man. If he is some
young fellow who has discovered a medicine
about which the profession knows nothing, let
us hear about it. You know, as well as I, that
your disease was incurable.
Mr. Evans: I believed so once.
Dr. Hardy: You knew so. We all liked you, Evans;
we were anxious to get you well. It was a shame
to see a man of your fine type drop out of life
so young, but there was no help for it. We
could only give you ease. For such a disease
there is no cure.
Mr. Evans: If my physician were known to all, there
would be no disease of any kind.
Dr. Hardy: O Evans, do not trifle on serious subjects.
Give me his name, the name of your physician.
Mr. Evans: You know His name. You've heard it
many times, but never realized that through
Him all healing comes.
Dr. Hardy (impatiently): I do not understand you.
If you did not look so sane and well, I should
think that you had lost your reason.
Mr. Evans: I mean that I have but one physician,

the Great Physician—who promised to heal all
our infirmities.
Dr. Hardy: Evans!
Mr. Evans: Yes, I turned to the Great Physician of
all. Everything else had failed me. Earthly
props had slipped away, when I grew to realize
that there was "balm in Gilead" to make the
wounded whole.
Dr. Hardy: But, Evans, the age of miracles is past.
The one you call the Great Physician lived two
thousand years ago.
Mr. Evans: "The same yesterday and to-day, yea and
for ever."
Dr. Hardy: Then how does it happen that so many
people who believe those words are sick? How
did your healing come? All in a moment?
Mr. Evans: No, I had many poisonous thoughts to
throw out of my system, anger and unforgiveness for others, doubts and fears, but I took the
Lord's Prayer, sentence by sentence, till I could
say it right from the heart. Then as the old
man in me died the new one found his birth,
and in that awakened consciousness of God my
body was rebuilt.
Dr. Hardy: You are giving me a new light on disease and sickness. Through you I realize the
power of God to heal the body. I'll never go on
a case again without the Great Physician!
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Practical Promises
This is a story drawn from life, showing the results
that faith in God, faith in people, and faith in things
will bring
pinned her new-year calendar on the wall, where she could easily find
it for the date. It was about the only sensible
Christmas gift that she had received. She wondered
why people spent money on things that were of no
value, and which, after being thrown around for
some time, eventually found their way into the
wastebasket. The calendar, of course, was useful,
but she had scarcely read the words on it, for there
was so much to do in a boardinghouse, and the
beginning of the month was a difficult time, with
bills to be met and accounts to be settled. She had
been through the books more than once, and had
sighed over the money that she could not call in.
"Money's tight everywhere," were the words that
met her ori every hand. Milk had gone up in price.
"Can't help it," the milkman declared, "no doing
of ours; we can't make our expenses on account of
bad debts."
She looked on the balance sheet showing all that
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was owing and all that was yet to be paid out. The
rent was three months in arrears; she had promised
to meet it that day; she read through the names of
the boarders who owned money for weeks. She knew
that it was impossible to get them to pay at present,
and yet she still kept them on for fear that, if they
should leave, the money would never be hers. There
was the young man who had owed so long that he
always avoided her when she met him. There was
Jack Nichols, who owed a hundred dollars; that
money would clear the light and the gas bills. Jack
was always expecting money, he said, and put her
off each time with a smile of assurance. There was
old Mrs. Grandon, who declared, with tears in her
eyes, that she would pay as soon as she received her
son's check; but, as the check never came, it ended
in her paying nothing, yet on account of her age
Olinda hadn't the heart to turn her out. There was
Tom Wilks, the man who had money but gambled
away his wages. There was that careless young fellow
called Stanley High. He got a weekly check from his
father, but never had money when it came to paying
a bill. There was the girl out of work—of course it
was hopeless ever to expect to get money from her,
and yet she continued to stay on at the boardinghouse as if she owed nothing at all.
Olinda was in the middle of the names when there
was a sharp knock at the door and the cook came
113
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in with her troubles.
"That girl you took from the orphanage has been
stealing again, marm," she said.
Olinda came from one world into another. "What
has she taken this time?" she asked.
"She went into the new boarder's room and took
one of the rings off the table; lucky for her that I
found it before the lady had discovered it was gone
—and I put it back just in time."
Susie was a girl that Olinda had got to help in the
kitchen. She bore a bad name at the orphanage, and
had lived up to it ever since she came to the boardinghouse. When not continually under the eyes of her
elders, she was always in some mischief or another,
and stealing was her greatest fault.
"She'll have to go," said Olinda, "we shall lose our
boarders if they find things missing from their
rooms."
"She says she will never do it again," said the cook,
"but I don't believe her."
"Neither do I," replied Olinda, "but don't bother
me now, cook; I'm looking over accounts. Keep
Susie with you in the kitchen until I have time to
come down:"
When the woman had left, Olinda put all her unpaid bills together and placed them on the table
just under the calendar. She raised her eyes as she
did so, and almost mechanically read the words

written on the page for January: "I promise to have
faith in God—I promise to have faith in people—I
promise to have faith in things."
"Faith in God"—well, she knew that she had that.
She had been converted in the little home church
twenty years ago, and had declared her faith in a
God of love, who was able to forgive all iniquities.
She never had turned away from that faith, she had
always been a religious woman, reading her Bible
daily and never missing a service at church, until
the bondage of this boardinghouse had caused her
to do so.
"Faith in God"—yes, she assured herself, she had
kept that promise. She looked down at the pile of unpaid bills and saw her empty purse. It was 11 o'clock
now; the landlord would call before noon. There
was much to be done before then. There were three
people that she knew had money, who, if they would,
could help her around this difficult corner until the
money that was owing came in. She hated the idea
of asking. It was so humiliating to have to borrow,
and especially from people who would not want to
lend.
"Faith in people"—well, no, she couldn't say that
she had faith in people. She had proved them too
long for that. She had no faith that the people from
whom she was going to try to borrow would lend to
her, nor had she faith that those who owed her would
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ever pay their bills, if they could possibly get out of
it. "Faith in people"—no, even the little girl that she
had taken from the orphanage, and to whom she
had given good clothes and food, was robbing her.
Her boarders were robbing her every day by eating
her food, taking her rooms, and burning her light,
and then trying to slip out of paying their bills. No
—she had no faith in people.
She read the next statement on the calendar—"I
promise to have faith in things."
She had taken this boardinghouse on faith, but,
from the first moment she entered, she had known
that there would be nothing but failure for her. The
landlord had wanted his rent in advance, and he
wouldn't do a thing to beautify the house. She would
sell out right away if such a thing were possible,
but she was nailed to a cross and no opportunity
came.
"Faith in God," she repeated again. What did it
really mean—this faith? She began to analyze. If
anyone had accused her of not having faith, how
hurt and indignant she would have felt! She was
declaring with her lips that she had faith, but was
she proving it with her life? In faith there was no
fear, yet, ever since she had entered this boardinghouse, dragons of fear had obsessed her on every
side—fear of the landlord, fear of failure, fear of
debt, fear of taking in the wrong people. Faith and

fear could not walk hand in hand. Faith said to
the mountain of difficulties, "Remove hence." Faith
saw that mountain dissolve in the ocean of God's
love. If she had faith in God, why should she worry?
Why dread the future—why take anxious thought
for the morrow ?
"I had faith in the beginning," she said to herself.
"I was not afraid to make the venture, and to take
over this house, but it was when I saw the difficulties
arise that I faltered and my faith grew weak."
"Faith in people," she read again. Well, it was
easier to have faith in God than faith in people, yet
how could God's creation be imperfect? God's children could not err, they could not wish to leave
their debts unpaid. She had been holding them in
bondage by her unbelief and her lack of faith.
She closed her eyes for a moment to shut off the
vision of the roomers that she had seen with hard
material eyes. And then there came the vision beautiful, and no longer did she see the servant girl who
stole, or the man with rent unpaid who slipped up
the back stairs. She saw all as God's children—
eager, longing, to do what was right before God.
Of course they all would pay their rent, why should
she doubt them? They were God's children, and
God's children could not leave a debt unpaid.
"Faith in things." Oh, her beautiful boardinghouse! It was transformed before her closed eyes—
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Christ was the head of it. No man could enter except
the Father drew him there for good. She commenced
to bless every roomer, as a mother would bless her
children, and a sense of happiness, such as she had
never known, filled her heart. Faith in God's everlasting love, which willed the very best for all, arose
within her. She walked toward the window, and
looked out on a sky that had never seemed so clear,
and sunshine that had never been so bright.
"Thank You, God," she whispered, like a little
child. "Thank You for this lovely home that You
brought me to, thank You for all the lovely people
that You sent to me, thank You for my kindhearted
landlord, who has waited for his rent, which will be
paid when he calls today; thank You for Jack Nichols,
who has received the money that he expected, and
wants to clear his debt. Thank You for dear old Mrs.
Grandon, who has been sent to me for love and kindness in her lonely life. Thank You for Tom Wilks,
who is going to learn how to use his money to the
best advantage. Thank You for Stanley High, who
will this day receive his father's check and clear all
his indebtedness. Thank You for my honest little
servant girl, who loves to serve in the right way.
Thank You for the dear stenographer, and send her
just the work that she is best fitted for. Thank You,
God, for everything."
She stopped, for her blessings were too numerous

for her to mention all.
Someone had entered the room and was standing
beside her. It was the girl whose name was just on
her lips, the stenographer, who had been out of work
for weeks, and who had never met her account. This
morning her face was radiant and smiling. She was
looking at the calendar while she waited.
"Faith in God," she read. "Isn't it beautiful how
we can always prove it? I have been worrying so because I couldn't pay what I owed you. It didn't seem
as if I could find another situation, and I was so
down and out and miserable, when last night I
opened my Bible and read the text, 'Whatsoever ye
shall ask in prayer, believing, ye shall receive.' I
asked again and again, believing, and set out to look
for work this morning, praying that God would lead
me to the right place. Then something beautiful happened! I just felt as if God were holding my hand,
and as if I were walking down town with Him. I
did not know where He was leading me, but suddenly I stopped at the door of the old firm where
I used to work. You know, that business failed, and
I lost my position with lots of others. They were
owing me money for weeks past, but they were not
able to pay it. I felt so disappointed when I found
myself there, for I had really believed that God was
directing me right, and it just seemed to me as if it
hadn't been God's direction at all, but force of habit,
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that had led my steps to the old place. Still, I did
not lose faith. I stood and waited, and, while I was
standing there, who should come up but the manager! He seemed surprised to see me. 'Well, Esther,'
he said, 'are you still out of work?' and I told him
that I had not yet got a position. 'But you will get
one,' he said; 'we were terribly sorry to have to let
a good girl like you go, but business went aslump.
We are endeavoring now to pay all our employees
the wages that were owing them when the crash
came, and I am determined that you shall be the first
one to receive payment, because not one worked
more conscientiously than you.' Then he told me to
step inside and wait for a minute, and he went in
and talked with some of the other fellows, and by
and by he came back with a check in his hand. 'This
will help you a bit for the present,' he said, 'and as
soon as we hear of anything good, we shall put you
on the right track for it.' "
She held up the check and waved it joyously over
her head. "It just covers the amount that I owe
for my rent, and I am giving it to you on faith because I can trust God that there's work close at hand
for me to do, and I shall be able to draw my weekly
payment and pay you regularly after this."
She placed it in Olinda's hand and was walking
away, but Olinda called her back.
"Wait a moment," she said, "I haven't given you

a receipt. Just a moment."
"I don't want a receipt," she answered. "You had
faith in me—you trusted me all these weeks, so I
think I can trust you too, and I know that you will
never have to ask me for money again."
Olinda stood looking at the check. How beautiful
the faith of this girl! A girl alone in the world, no
work in sight, yet, the moment some money came,
her first thought was to pay the bill that she was
owing—pay it with faith that supply for the future
would come.
The clock struck twelve, the landlord was at the
door. This check would help with the rent, but it
would not by one quarter cover what she was owing.
"Faith in people"—she must have faith in the landlord. He had a character of a hard, exacting man,
and she knew it by experience. He had threatened
to turn her out if the rent were not paid in full this
month. She went to the door with eyes alight—with
faith in God, faith in people, faith that the landlord
would accept what she offered, and have faith in her
and know that she would send him more.
He was surprised at the attitude with which she
met him. He saw a woman no longer cringing with
fear, but with eyes aglow with belief.
"Good morning, Mr. Paul," she said, "and isn't it
a glorious morning? It comes like a promise of all
things beautiful for the year."
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"Have you got the rent for me?" he cut her short
by saying. She held up the check she had just received, with a smile.
"Come in," she said, "I have something wonderful
to tell you."
He followed her into the parlor. She laid the check
on the table and then, going to the wall, lifted down
the calendar and passed it to him.
"Isn't this beautiful?" she said.
He looked at the picture first, then his eyes fell on
the words—"I promise to have faith in God—I
promise to have faith in people—I promise to have
faith in things," He ignored the first line and pointed
to the second. "I've not got much faith in people; I've
been done too often by them," he said.
"I understand," she answered, "for I used to feel
just like you. I resented the way my boarders were
treating me, I was full of self-pity, I felt I was the
most injured of mortals, imposed upon because of
my good nature. I had no time for men and women
who would take advantage of a widow alone in the
world and make a home of her boardinghouse, and
then slip out without paying unless they were made
to pay. I was resentful over those who came, always
having the fear that they were the wrong people
and keeping an eye of suspicion on them; but the
words on that calendar set me thinking. If I had
faith in God, I realized that He could not bring to

my boardinghouse anything but the very best. I saw
that I had been taking the wrong attitude. Instead of
asking with faith that only the right people would
be directed to me, I had all the time been fearing that
the wrong people would come. I saw the mistake
that I had made, so I turned to God and gave thanks
for all that He had sent me, and, while I was giving
thanks, the answer to my faith came. One of my
boarders brought me this check in payment of what
she owed."
The man was looking at her in amazement.
"So now," she went on brightly, "I want you to
take this check, which the girl paid in, and if you will
help me by your faith in me, I know that I shall
soon be able to pay you every cent I owe."
"Yes, but how long shall I have to wait? You
can't get bread out of stones, and if the money isn't
there
"
"But it will be there," she answered with a conviction that astounded him. "It has only been my doubt
that has kept it away. I have faith now in God's
supply—I have positive faith that my boarders are
going to pay me—I have faith that this boardinghouse is going to be a success."
He laughed. "Give it a trial," he said, "and I'll
watch it for the next few days. I'll not take this
check; I'll leave it with you till you pay up altogether. I'll watch and see how this faith of yours is
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going to work."
"You'll not be disappointed," she replied.
When the landlord had gone, Olinda went down
to the kitchen. Susie, the little orphan girl, was
crouching in the corner—crying, dreading what was
going to happen, because of the theft that she had
committed.
"Come here, Susie," Olinda called to her, "get your
face washed and put on your hat and coat. I want
you to go down to the bank and cash this check for
me. I have written a note about it, and they'll give
you the money to bring back."
The cook dropped the frying pan in horror—Susie
stood mouth agape, quite positive that her ears had
deceived her.
"Hurry, like a good girl," Olinda said briskly. "I
want the money right away."
"But, marm, you're not going to send her to the
bank and trust her with money?" cried the cook.
"You know
"
"Yes, I know she's an honest girl, and she would
not take a thing that's not her own."
"But she's done it dozens of times," the cook
began.
"Susie has never been used to seeing so many pretty
things around her and such great abundance as she
has seen since she came to live with us," said Olinda.
"She wanted everything she saw at first, but now she

knows that she mustn't borrow another's property,
and must leave those things alone that belong to
another. She's going to bring that money back to me
because it is mine, and I have to meet bills with it.
She would not touch a penny of it—Susie would
never rob me."
The child made no attempt to move; she was
stricken with amazement.
"Hurry, Susie," said Olinda, "here's the letter and
here's my purse to put the money in."
Susie went off like one in a dream, and then
Olinda turned to the cook. "We've been much to
blame for the girl's seeming dishonesty," she said.
"We suspected her from the beginning; she started
in with the bad character that they gave her at the
orphanage; we put everything, even cakes and pies,
under lock and key when she was around; we even
warned the boarders to lock their doors; but now I
am going to have faith in the girl—I am going to
believe in her honesty—I am going to have faith in
God—I am going to have faith in people—I am going to have faith in things."
The cook was standing while the dinner burned
on the fire. She could not make out this sudden
change in her mistress.
"Yes, cook," Olinda continued, "from this day
on we must surround that child with abundance,
we must never presume for one moment that she
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will take what we do not want her to have. Our faith
in her will mean her redemption."
"But, marm, if she shouldn't bring back the money,
and we never see her again
"
"She will bring it back. She'll hurry as she never
did before. She's proud and happy to be trusted."
Susie presently came running in, panting and
breathless, and placed the purse in Olinda's hands.
"It's all there," she said, "you can count it."
"I don't want to count it, Susie. I know you would
not take a thing that is not your own. I will always
be glad to send you to the bank after this, and let
you help me with my shopping, because I know some
day you'll have to fill places of great responsibility
and have great possessions in your charge, so you
must learn from now on how to handle such things."
Stanley High passed the kitchen window while
Olinda was talking. She remembered that there was
a letter for him in the rack. She had watched his
mail because she knew that he received checks in it,
but the checks were not used to pay his rent. He
was opening his letter when she went into the hall.
A check fell out and blew right to her feet. He
picked it up quickly and their eyes met.
"Faith in people." She knew that he wanted to do
what was right before God. He got her thought, and
his expression changed. Instead of stuffing the check
into his pocket, as he would have done at any other

time, he placed it against the wall, pulled out his
fountain pen, and indorsed it.
"That's more yours than mine, Mrs. Mason," he
said, "and I am ashamed to have kept you waiting so
long. I've been careless about my account with you
—I really don't know what I owe, but that check is
a New Year's gift from Dad to me, and if it's more
that I owe keep the balance for interest."
"Faith in people," said Olinda as, looking at the
amount written, she saw her light and gas bills fade
into nothing.
"Faith in people" she repeated again when Tom
Wilks came into the lounge later in the day and,
picking up the newspaper, commenced reading. She
had really never wanted this man in her home; he
was a gambler and his character did not ring true
before the world. "Faith in people"—she knew that
the man had a kindly nature, that there was good
in him, and that if she could only have more
faith
Tom Wilks raised his eyes from the paper.
"You here, Mrs. Mason," he said, "it's my rent
day, I suppose."
"Or long past it," she answered smiling, "but I
know you are going to pay all you owe."
"Oh, do you? How do you know?"
"Because I have faith in you," she answered.
He seemed surprised. "That's wonderful," he said.
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"No one else has much faith in me, but I'll sure
reward you for it."
He brought out a book of bills and counted out
the amount that he owed.
Jack Nichols came in while he was counting, and
laid his hand on his shoulder.
"Won something today, Tom?" he asked.
"Yes," answered Tom, laughing, "won the faith of
a woman. If you want to do the same thing, Jack,
pay up your rent, like I'm doing."
Olinda turned and faced him. He was looking
embarrassed, for he knew how long his rent was in
arrears.
"I think Mrs. Mason must have had faith for a
long time in me," he said, "for I'm terribly behind
in my rent."
"Then reward her faith now, and let's both begin
by acting straight," answered Tom. "I've paid up—
you do the same."
"Well, I know it's only the right thing to do,"
Jack responded, "but I'm wondering if I can front
such a bill."
"If you can't, I'll help you to do it," Tom answered, "I've got faith that you'll pay me when
you've money enough."
But Jack had the money and he counted it out
to a penny.
That night, when Olinda went through her ac-

counts once more, she discovered that her rent was
met, and the smaller bills wiped out. She had ten
dollars to the good. She remembered the thank
offerings that in times past she had always given to
God. She hesitated for a while—there were so many
things this ten dollars would buy, so many things
that she needed—then again the words came before
her, "7 promise to have faith in God." If she had
the faith, she knew that there was no limitation, and
she could offer up her thank offering of praise.
The hall door opened, and out of the street came
old Mrs. Grandon. She was slipping up the back
stairs, a forlorn, desolate little figure. Olinda realized
that her purse was empty, and that she was trying to
slip quietly out of sight to avoid being met with a
request for payment that she could not make.
"Faith in people." Olinda went back to the parlor.
She put the ten dollars into an envelope and, addressing it to Mrs. Grandon, went to the corner and
dropped it into the mail box.
Next morning, when breakfast was over, the old
lady knocked timidly at Olinda's door. Her hands
were trembling, but her face was smiling.
"Oh, my dear," she said, "something so wonderful
has happened! I have never had a penny to meet the
rent, but last night when I went to bed I prayed
and prayed with faith that the Lord would help me
out of my difficulty, and this morning two letters
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came by the mail, one offering me work that I can
do indoors, which will bring me in enough to pay
my weekly rent, and the other inclosing ten dollars.
I do not know from whom it came, but here is the
money, just a little bit off my rent; and now that I
have work, I'll soon be able to pay you all. Is it not
wonderful what the dear Lord does, if we only let
Him?"
Yes, more than wonderful, Olinda thought, when
the landlord called for the rent, which she had ready
for him.
He took the money in surprise, but his eyes turned
to the words on the calendar.
"It worked," she said. "I'll never need to keep you
waiting for the rent again. I'll never doubt about
the boardinghouse's succeeding—I promise to have
faith in things. I'll never question as to whether my
boarders will pay their rent—I promise to have faith
in people. I'll never doubt again—how could I?—/
promise to have faith in God."
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