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Preface

The realization that Jesus is coming soon and
that whatever is done must be done quickly, has put
a “hurry-up” in my soul to get the message to the
greatest number of people in the shortest possible
time by every available means.

Sometimes when laboring in certain portions of
the Master’s vineyard, we have felt that we were
reaching imany, but when, under the burden of
prayer, the Lord catches us up in the Spirit, and
with clarified vision and broadened horizon we see
earth’s millions who are yet unconscious of the
signs of the times and know not that the coming of
the Lord is nigh at hand, we are overwhelmed with
the desire to speed through the lands, and ring the
message forth—“Jesus is ecoming soon—prepare to
meet him!”  Oh, that we might write it in flaming
letters upon the sky! It is to this end, therefore,
that this book is sent forth.

Part I—Personal Testimony—simply written
and solely for the encouragement of others, know-
ing that what the Lord has so graciously done for
one so unworthy, He is abundantly able and will-
ing to do for all.

Part II—“In the mouth of two or three wit-
nesses shall every word be established.”

Part IIT—Sermons and Writings—contains a
message to the sinner ;—to the born-again soul who
has not yet received the baptism with the Holy
Spirit, and to the baptized believer who is pressing
on to perfection.




Part IV—Visions, Prophecies, and interpreta-
tions of messages which the Lord has given me in
the Spirit and which have been of such value and
blessing to ourselves and others; we realize them
too precious to be lost.

He bade me go forth taking no thought what I
should eat or drink or wherewith I should be
clothed, assured that He who had commissioned
me to go into all the world and preach the Gospel
knew, and would supply every need according to
His riches. - prsanl™ o

We have never known what it was to have any
carthly board behind us or any one person to whom
we could look for support, vet God has marvel-
ously suppliéd our every need. !

Will the reader pardon mistakes and look more
at the spirit in which the book is written than at
errors in composition? 1t is doubtful whether any
other book has been written under similar circum-
stances. 1 have had no quiet study into which to
retire and close the door to the world and countless
interruptions. Each page has been written in spare
moments, amidst the stress of meetings, plaving,
singing, preaching, and working at the altar, be:
sides traveling far and wide with the Gospel car.
The opening chapters were written in Florida, and
the work has been continued en route from-there
to New York, the New England states, and thence
across the continent to California. :

Though the reader and the writer may never
meet in this present life; this book goes from my
hand and heart with the earnest prayer and hope
that we shall rise together to meet the Lord in the
clouds of glory, when Jesus shall appear.









CHAPTER 1.

MY MOTHER.

“The word of the Lord came unto me, saying,

Before I formed thee . . . I knew thee; and before
thou camest forth . . . I sanctified thee and I ordained
“thee a prophet unto the nations. Then said I, Ah! Lord
God! behold, I cannot speak; for I am a child. But the Lord
said unto me, Say not, I am a child; for thou shalt go to all
that I shall send thee, and whatsoever I command thee thou
shalt speak. Be not afraid of their faces; for I am with
thee to deliver thee. Then the Lord put forth His hand, and
touched my mouth, and said unto me, Behold, I have put My
Words in thy mouth.” Jer. 1:(49).

HEN I was a little girl seventeen years
of age, the Lord spoke these words
plainly into my startled ears, as I was
alone in my bedroom praying one day.
It was a solemn time when He ordained me there
to preach the Gospel. At first it seemed too
astounding and impossible to be true that the
Lord would ever call such a simple, unworthy
little country girl as I to go out and preach
the Gospel but the call and ordination were so real
that, although later set apart and ordained by the
saints of God, the memory of my little bedroom,
flooded with the glory of God as He spoke those
words, has always been to me my real ordination.
It is because the words, “Before I formed thee I
knew thee, and before thou camest forth I sanec-
tified thee,” are so true in my life that I must
begin my testimony by taking you. back some twenty
vears before I was born. Our lives are like a great
loom, weaving many threads together, and the first
threads of my life are inseparably woven about my
dear Mother; it is with her, therefore, that the
story of my life really begins.
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THIS IS THAT

Returning from school at the age of twelve, she
read excitedly of a strange “Army” who were an-
nounced to bombard the town and take prisoners
for the King. Prevailing upon her mother to risk
the danger, they stood in a downpour of rain, await-
ing the advent of the army. Presently the word
was passed—

“Here they come!”

But where were they? Could this be all? Three
strangers, cloaked in quiet blue, stepped forth into
the square, and knelt in silent prayer.

The humility, seriousness and sweetness of it
swept over her heart. She realized the tender draw-
ing of the Holy Spirit, and before a word had been
spoken she knew that these were God’s people and
her people. As they sang—

“We are bound for the land of the pure and the holy,

The home of the happy, the kingdom of love.

Ye wanderers from God, in the broad road of folly,

0! say—will you go to the Eden above?”

Her heart, melting in love and adoration, answered
—“TI will go.”

Her mother had talked much of the mighty power
of God manifested in the early Methodist church,
and here in the Army she found it again, and it was
nothing uncommon to see men and women slain as
in the church of John Wesley’s day. Her heart was
filled with a desire to win other souls for Jesus;
the love of Christ constrained her to His glad serv-
ice, and the all-absorbing purpose of her soul was to
prepare in obedience to the divine call.

* * *

Soon came the illness and death of her mother,
who had talked to her solemnly of the time soon
coming when the little girl should be left alone in
the world, telling her that she would commend her
to the tender care of God and the Captain’s wife,
who had been her spiritual mother. She did not
waver for an instant in answering the call to the

12



MY MOTHER

ranks of the Army and after quickly packing her
simple belongings, my mother left all, friends and
home, and native land, to follow Jesus.

The period of service which followed her arrival
at the Army quarters in the distant town, brought
blessed help and inspiration. The godly life of her
leaders, and the prayers of the Captain, who fre-
quently spent whole nights on his face before God
in intercession for precious souls, the hours spent
in visiting the sick and sinful—the trudging five
miles to assist in “Outpost” duties, the “War Cry”
selling, and meetings, all helped comprise the rou-
tine of life.

But again fell the shadows—this time an illness
which necessitated an extended change of scene and,
work ; this meant a painful goodby to her comrades,
and a visit to a country farm.

Then it was, while weak in body, depressed in
spirit, and mourning over the loss of a mother’s
sympathetic hand, that she married, hoping to be
able to continue her work for God, but amidst the
strenuous and unaccustomed duties of heavy farm
work, she was compelled to acknowledge that she
was caught in the devil’s net, and helpless as far as
active service was concerned, and must largely de-
vote herself to the manifold cares of life and home.

Even so environed, she stood true to her Lord,
setting up a family altar, and helping with meet;
ings in the homes of the neighborhood, often driving
or walking the six miles to the nearest corps, and
counted it the one bright hour of her day, even when
weary and worn with heavy toil and care. Yet,
realizing ever that she had failed the Lord, who had
redeemed and set her apart for His glorious pur-
pose, life grew more and more dreary; her spirit
grieved sore, with no ray of hope to rectify herself
toward God, and the souls she had been called
to win. ¢

Ah! Many who read this experience will know

13



THIS IS THAT

how to enter into her feelings, for alas, many grow
faint and falter by the wayside, or seek to find an
easier pathway, only to discover themselves outside
the paths of obedience and blessing.

My Mother’s pathway, in these days, was hedged
about with difficulties. Shorn of her usefulness,
fettered by circumstances, she truly did grind in
the prison house; but, strange as it may seem, dur-
ing all the time that her body was fettered, her
soul was turning Heavenward. Each hour the long-
ing became more intense to go on with the work
for which God had ordained her, and for which pur-
pose she had left home and friends and separated
herself unto the Lord. Finally.it absorbed her every
thought in waking, and became her one dream in
repose—she must make good her belated pledge.
She must “come back” to the glorious calling of
the Cross.

HOPE’S ONE RAY.

One day, after reading over and over the story of
Hannah, she went to her room, and closing the
door, kneeled by her bed, and prayed unto the Lord,
and vowed a vow, saying—

“Oh Lord, You called me to preach the Gospel,
but somehow I have failed You and cannot go, but
if You will only hear my prayer, as You heard
Hannah’s prayer of old, and give me a little baby
girl, I will give her unreservedly into your service,
that she may preach the word I should have
preached, fill the place I should have filled, and live
the life I should have lived in Thy service. O Lord,
hear and answer me; give me the witness that Thou
hast heard me, O Lord, for Thine own Name’s sake.
Amen.”

Turning to the window, she swept back the cur-
tains and gazed wistfully up at the dark clouds
shrouding the face of the sky and shutting out the
sunshine beyond.

Suddenly there came a rift in the clouds, and a

14



MY MOTHER

ray of sunlight illumined yonder hilltop, moved
. quickly down the slope of the hill, reached the val-
ley, the orchard, the house itself, and fell full upon
the white, anxious face with its tear reddened eyes,
framed in the window, lighting it with divine radi-
ance, hope and cour.age, and swept on into the room,
flooding it with golden glory.

To the longing little heart of my Mother, as she
kneeled at the window, it seemed that surely here
was the divine witness from above—the sealing of
her vow unto God.

Again she read and reread the story of Hannah,
and the child she had dedicated unto the Lord. She
sat on, gazing far away—dreaming of the future
years. Over the distant hills the sun was fast sink-
ing, transforming the sombre sky into a glorious
mirage of hope, flaming with crimson, purple and
gold.

O Hope! dazzling, radiant Hope '—What a change
thou bringest to the hopeless, brightening the dark-
ened paths, and cheering the lonely way.

15
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CHAPTER II.
THE BABY.

“For this child I prayed; and the Lord gave me my
petition, which I asked of Him. Therefore also I have lent
him unto the Lord; as long as he liveth he shall be lent
unto the Lord.” I Sam. 1:27, 28.

“Hush, my babe,
Lie still and slumber,
Holy angels guard thy bed.
Heavenly blessings without number,
Gently falling on thy head.”

HERE was a B-A-B-Y in the house!—a
tiny, insignificant little thing; not good
for much of anything but sleeping, and
crying, and sucking a soft little pink
thumb,—and it seems that I was that baby.
Mother was rocking the warm little bundle, so
carefully wrapped in the big embroidered shawl,
and singing softly the childtime lullaby—
“Hush, my babe—"
The little head was nodding, nodding, n-o-d-d-i-n-g—,
“Lie still and s}—”
Tired eyes were drooping, d-r-o-o-p-i-n-g—.
“Holy angels guard thy b—"
the tiny fingers were slowly relaxing their clasp,
“Heavenly blessings, without num—"
another final little pat and—the baby was asleep.
Outside the dining-room windows the autumn
leaves were again drifting lightly to the earth. The
late October sunshine was again slanting through
the gorgeous foliage of the big maple and locusts
that stood as sentries by our door. Fall breezes,

16



THE BABY

rustling through the leaves, shook the branches and
sent a veritable shower of gay colored leaves cascad-
ing through the air and tapping lightly at the win-
dow-pane, as though inviting memory to soar as
lightly as they back to the fall, when last these same
trees had shaken off their coat of many colors—
back to the day in her rooom, when she had
prayed for the little daughter that should take her
place and preach the good tidings of great joy.

Never, for a moment, in the days that followed,
had she doubted God—was He not faithful who
had promised? Piece by picce the wardrobe had
been finished and hidden away cautiously under
lock and key. Sitting there, folding the baby in her
arms, in memory she again tip-toed lightly up the
stairs, and after locking her door, with greatest
delight unfolded and lovingly fingered, garment by
garment, the wardrobe that was to be for the little
girl. Had she not asked God for a “daughter” that
would fill her place in His service? Even the morn-
ing the little pink-faced, brown-eyed stranger had
announced its arrival with no uncertain tones, mak-
ing the quiet old farmhouse ring and echo, my little
Mother had not doubted, but asked confidently—

“Where is she? DBring her here.”

Then her thoughts swept beyond the past and the
present, and soared far away into the future—
dreaming of the years that were to come, when this
wee creature with the turned-up nose, and the “ten
tiny fingers and toes,” would be preaching the Gos-
pel of Jesus Christ, the Son of God.

Caressing the little fingers, she dreamed of the
day when these same little hands, grown stronger,
would hold a Bible, and wield the sword of the
Word, when these little feet would follow the Lamb
“whithersoever He leadeth”—when these little lips
would preach the Word. Ah—

“Taith, mighty faith, the promise sees,
And looks to that alone.

17
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Laughs at impossibilities,
And cries—‘It shall be done’.”

The great torrent of love and desire for personal
service, which had hitherto flooded my Mother’s
soul, was now turned into a new channel—the one
absorbing, all-important business of her life became
the bringing up of the baby in the way she should
go. This training, Mother felt, could not begin too
early in life, and therefore, when I arrived at the
age of three weeks, she announced to the horrified
nurse, and the astonished household-in-general, her
firm determination to take the baby to a “Jubilee”
at the five-mile distant corps.

Much well-meant advice to—

“Keep that child at home by the fire,” followed
my Mother to the door. Some declared that the
‘baby would surely have pneumonia. Aunt Maria,
who “knew all about babies,” shook her head, and
told how they managed their baby at her house,
protesting to the last—

“You’ll kill that Baby! You don’t know anything
about a baby. Anyone who does not know how to
take better care of a baby than that shouldn’t
have one.” (But alas! Aunt Maria’s baby, whose
natural body they nurtured so carefully, and kept
cuddled by the fire, soon took the much-feared cold
and died.)

Mother tells me that from the very first meeting
I was warmly welcomed—occupied the front seat—:
and contributed, without request, my full share to
the music and interest of the evening.

At six weeks of age I was promoted to the plat-
form. It was my solemn dedication service in the
Salvation Army—the hour for which my Mother
had longed and prayed—the hour of her dreams and
hopes—the hour wherein she publicly consecrated
this visible answer to prayer—her little daughter—
to the service of the Lord.

Thus in my infaney, my precious Mother fulfilled
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her vow unto the Lord, who had looked upon the
affliction of His handmaid, remembered her, and
given unto her the child for which she prayed.

“On Him who watches over all,
I cast my weight of care,
Assured He hears me when I pray,
And always answers prayer.

Sometimes I wait full many a year
Sometimes ’tis then and there,
His answering message I can hear 3

God always answers prayer.

Sometimes afar He bids me ‘g0’ —
But He'll go with me there;

If He says ‘stay’, ’'m glad ’tis so 3
Love always answers prayer.

Tomorrow, perhaps—it may he today,
But whether ’tis ‘Yea’,
Or whether ’tis ‘Nay’,

God always answers prayer.”
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CHAPTER III.

CHILDHOOD DAYS.

(A chapter written for the children—big folks and wise

folks should not read, but pass on tao Chapter IV.)
* ® *

“Train up a child in the way he should go; and when he

is old, he will not depart from it.” Prov. 22:6.
* *» *

“Gentle Jesus, meek and mild,
Look upon this little child;
Pity my simplicity,
Suffer me to come to Thee.
Fain I would to Thee be brought,
Gracious Lord, forbid it not.
Find a little child a place.”

OD bless Papa, God bless Mamma, God
bless everybody, all over the world, and
make little Aimee a good girl, for Jesus’
sake, Amen."—

So ended each happy, childhood day, with prayers
and kisses, and Bible stories. My own childhood
days being so blessed with Christian influence and
Bible teaching, it has always seemed to me, that the
home without a godly praying Mother had been
deprived of the greatest of all earthly Dllessings;
that home has been robbed of the greatest of all
carthly jewels. The child of that home has suffered
an irreparable loss, never to be regained.

On the other hand, the poorest home—the hum-
blest cottage in the dell, that contains a godly
Mother—who day by day dispenses her prayers,
tears and smiles, her words of reproof and encour-
agement, her patience and love, her sunshine, and
the lilt of a song— that home, though poor
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as this world counts poverty, is as a casket that
contains a priceless jewel.

If anyone should ask me which of my childhood
memories I hold most dear, I should skip over the
beloved wee lambies, the big Newfoundland dog,
the bossies, the colts, the downy little goslings and
chickens, my white doves, and numerous other
childish treasures of iy heart, and should tell
of that hallowed twilight hour when, clasped
tightly in my Mother’s arms, we rocked to
and fro in the big old comfy rocker, as she told me
the most wonderful Bible stories and sang hymns
of the Saviour’s love.

There was the story of Daniel in the lion’s den,
ever dear to the heart of a child—the three Hebrew
children in the fiery furnace—dJoseph with his coat
of many colors—Moses and Aaron with the children
of Israel—the life and sacrifice of Jesus, the beauty
of that wonderful place called heaven, which He
had gone to prepare. All these and many others
were as bright, golden threads woven through my
childish training. At the age of five there were
very few stories in the Bible I could not rise and
tell when asked to do so. So much for an early
Christian training.

Did any of you little children ever see the picture
of the guardian angel watching over and protecting
the tiny boy and girl that ran along plucking flowers
at the edge of a great precipice? In the same mira-
culous way our dear Jesus watehed over and pro-
teected me—that happened again and again.

There was the time I climbed into the big old
bucket that hung over the deep, black well with its
rows and rows of moss-covered stones that formed
its wall-—down, down, down as far as my inquisi-
tive eyes could see, as I peered over the square,
boarded enclosure which stood just on a level with
my chin when I stood on tip-top-toe. Sometimes,
when the sun was just right, and the bucket was
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resting on its little shelf just inside the well, I could
see another little girl down there, and when I called
a friendly little—

“Hello!” to her, she would always echo back—
“T,0!” Reaching across the board enclosure that-
guarded the mouth of the well was the windlass
with the crank that turned the roller and let down
such yards and yards of big rope, and then drew up
the great bucket brimming full of icy water.

The big handle had given me many hard, warning
whacks when I was experimenting with it, and
Mother had warned me again and again not to go
near the well; but one day when she was having
company, I slipped down out of my chair at the
table, away from her protecting care, and watchful
eyes, and toddled straight to the well which held
such mystery and interest.

What fun it would be to get hold of the swinging
rope, get into the bucket and go down to visit the
little girl 1T had seen reflected in the water! I had
just climbed up on a box, leaned over, and was
scrambling into the bucket, when Mother missed
me. The silence pervading the air arousing her
apprehensions, she flew to the door just in time to
see the skirt of a pink dress and a little pair of feet
disappearing as I crept over. The handle jarred
loose from its holder and was beginning to turn
when she caught it and snatehed me from the mouth
of the well into her arms.

The well was boarded up higher after that, and
soon a windmill was put in. There was no more
chance to play with the bucket, but surely the
Father who watches over all had protected and
spared my life. Bless His name.

When you read the next chapter you will see
how I slipped from my heavenly Father’s table in
just the same way, and leaned far out over the
yawning black well of sin, and was just being
allured into its depths, and the handle was begin-
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ning to turn, when Jesus rescued me and snatched
me up into His arms and safety.

Then there was the time Mother had sent me out
behind the barn to gather a pail of chips for the
kitchen fire. This was one of my daily chores. My
FFather was a bridge contractor and builder, and
there were always such piles of chips where he had
been hewing the great timbers.

This particular evening I had on a little white
dress with red moons in it, of which I was very
proud. The bull, who, with the other cattle, was
returning from the fields and gathering about the
watering trough, evidently did not like those fine
red moons in my dress. He had always been so
gentle and harmless that danger from that source
was never expected.

I was just at the corner of the barn, opposite a
big pile of lumber, and had my bucket almost filled
with chips. Frightened at the menacing way in
which he advanced, I threw a chip at him and told
him to “Go away.” Without halting, however, he
came on—in a business-like, determined way I did
not like.

Towering over me, he hit me with his forehead,
and every time that T would get up he would bunt
me so hard that T would fall down again in the
muddy barnyard. Fortunately my Father had
sawed his horns off sometime previous, but it was
only the mercy of God that kept him from pawing
me under his great, angry feet, and that gave me
the presence of mind to crawl into and through the
hollow place that ran under the pile of lumber, clear
to the other end, thus escaping as he waited my
reappearance.

I seemed perfectly numb; my mouth was filled
with dirt and blood but tightly in my hands I
clasped that bucket of chips. Mamma had sent me

after chips, and chips T was going to take to
Mamma.
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Mother heard the sound of my crying but thought
I was singing. (This did not speak very well for
my singing.) However, she caught a sight of me
through the window, and in a moment was by my
side, and when she gathered me up in her arms I
was still clinging to the pail of chips, and it was
not until she got me to the well and began to bathe
me with cold water that I fainted away in her arms,
releasing my hold upon them.

Being called upon to endure hardness as a good
soldier, and to bring back precious souls for Jesus,
no matter how hard the conflict, the Lord has put
that within me which causes me to go through,
refusing defeat, refusing even to be discouraged,
and I often think of the little girl in the bedraggled,
red-mooned dress, who brought home the bucket of
chips; and someway I know that just as my Mother
gathered me with the marks of combat, chips and
all, into her arms, He will meet me at the end of
life’s little day and gather me with my tight-clasped,
precious burden, into His arms.

Riding the horses on my Father's farm was one
of my greatest delights. Here again the Lord
watched over me. One time when I was riding a
high-mettled horse whom even the men-folks hardly
risked themselves with, but who had succumbed
condescendingly to my coaxings of sugar and pet-
tings, he became frightened at the rattling of the
wire fence, from which I sprang to his back, and
began a mad gallop across the fields before I had
well gotten my equilibrium.

He was running toward a barbed-wire fence. 1
knew that if he reached this fence it would ruin the
horse, one which my Ifather valued highly, and
decided to cling to his long, flowing mane and
spring as he sprang, alighting on my feet, believing
that he would slow down immediately. This I had
done at other times, but now, unfortunately, I
landed on an anthill, which turned my ankle and
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sprained it badly, severing some of the cords. But
my life was spared, praise God, and in spite of
crutches and pain I passed the examinations at the
head of my class, and came in second for the schol-
arship, offered the one making the highest grades
in the collegiate entrance examination.

During the early years of my life my Mother was
Junior Sergeant-Major in the Salvation Army (in
other words Superintendent of the Sunday School ),
and had a great flock of young people under her
care. It was often a great etfort for her to go to the
five-mile distant corps where her work lay. When
roads were poor or horse and carriage was not to
be had, she would walk; and when roads were good,
many’s the time (when I was the age of five and six
and seven), she carried me on the handle-bars of
her bicyele, over hills and dust to the meeting, and
kept up her Christian work.

These meetings were to me a great delight. It
was a special joy to bring other little children to
the penitent form to be prayed for. Very proud was
I also of my Mother’s imposing title. It seemed
very grand and important to me, and not satisfied
to await the next meeting at the barracks, I would
often convert the big bedroom upstairs into a meet-
ing house. Carrying chairs from other parts of the
house thither and lining them up in rows I would
conduct a meeting myself, and Mother, listening
outside the door, would hear me solemnly an-
nounce—

“Now, Sergeant-Major will lead in prayer.” With
this I would kneel and pray.

“Now, the Sergeant-Major will sing a solo.”—
Here followed the best imitation I knew how to
produce of one of her sweet songs.

“Now, the Sergeant-Major will lead the testimony
meeting”—“Read the Word,” and finally all the
chairs were solemnly requested to bow their heads
while the Sergeant-Major closed in prayer.
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And so you se¢ God had His hand upon me, and
the desires of my heart, and the aspirations of my
mind in these early days. It seemed indeed true
that as a child of prayer He had in loving compas-
sion known me, and in tender mercy called me for
a purpose. Oh, Hallelujah!

At the Young People’s rallies it was customary
for the children to wear white sashes with colored
mottoes embroidered upon them, and whilst upon
the other children’s sashes would be such words as
“Jesus Saves” or “God Is Love,” etc., the one my
Mother had worked for me read—“God’s Little
Child.” And so did she hold me, for the fulfillment
of her prayer,—through tempest and trial, sorrow
and discouragement, that she might claim the prom-
ise and bring up the child in the way it should go,
that when it was old it should not depart from it.

Tell me, little girls and boys who read this chap-
ter, does your Mamma know Jesus? Does she prayv
for you that you may be a worker for Him some
day, and have you given Him your heart while it is
tender and you are in the beginning of Life?
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CHAPTER 1V.

GIRLHOOD.

“Foolishness is bound in the heart of a child.”—Prov.
22:15.

HEN came the days of study in the little

white school-house that stood on the cor-

ner a mile from our home. I was the only

Salvationist child there, the other scholars
being church members. At first they teased me
about the Army with their shouting, their march-
ing and their drum, for they were still a despised
people in those days. I finally won over the
hearts of the children, however, when I invented
a drum from a round cheese box and with a ruler
for a drum-stick and a “Blood and Fire” banner
made from a red tablecloth we marched round the
school and played “Army”.

Everything went well until it was learned that I
had some little talent for elocution. The distance
to the barracks being great, and the churches seem-
ing much more popular, I began going to the Meth-
odist church where my father had formerly been a
choir leader. Once invited to take part in their en-
tertainments I was soon received in other churches
and appearing on the programs the country round.
We received great help and teaching along the lines
of elocution, dialogues and plays by the church in-
structors in this art. After competing with others
in the W. C. T. U. work, a silver and later a gold
medal was awarded me.

Except for the temperance work, however, very
few of the selections or plays were anything but
comic. Upon asking preachers whether they would
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prefer something sacred they would invariably
answer :

“Oh, give us something humorous; something
comical to make the people laugh. That last Irish
recitation was grand. Give us something like
that.”

As I recited, the audience would laugh and clap
and laugh again until the tears came to their eyes,
and I was very popular indeed with the churches in
those days,—a great deal more so than I am now,
mayhap. ’

As years went by I passed from grammar school
to high, and became still more interested in the en-
tertainments of the church. There were the oyster
suppers, the strawberry festivals, the Christmas
trees, and always the concerts to follow, for which
tickets were sold—‘“to help God pay His debts and
help support the church,” I supposed then. But I
have learned now that our God is so richly able to
supply the funds for His work that He need not
resort to any such methods.

The praise and applause of the people was very
alluring to some of us younger ones, and we often
talked together of going on the stage, arguing that
the church was giving us a good training on this
line and that anyway there was not much differ-
ence whether a play or a concert was given in the
church or at the theatre.

My next step on the downward path was when I
began reading novels from the Sunday School
library (for a novel is a novel whether in a paper
or a cloth-bound cover). And when I had devoured
them I learned where more could be obtained.

The next luring of the tempter came when I was
asked by a member of the choir as to whether I
had been to the moving-picture theatre that week.
I told her:

“No,” that I had never seen any motion pictures
outside of the church. She looked at me in such a

28



GIRLHOOD

condescending, pitying way that my pride was
stung and I decided to go. I did not tell my Mother,
however, and felt very guilty in entering until I
saw several church members and a Sunday School
teacher there; then I felt better (it surely must be
all right if they were there), and settled down to
enjoy the pictures.

Athletic, and fond of out-door sports, next in line
came costume skating carnivals and then my first
college ball”’—I was now well advanced in the
high school. When I brought home the engraved
invitation card, Mother flatly refused her permis-
sion for me to go and it took a great deal of plead-
ing and coaxing to gain an unwilling consent. My
dress and slippers were purchased and 1 went to
my first dance radiantly happy on the exterior, but
a little heavy and conscience-stricken on the inter-
ior, for I knew that Mother was sad and praying
alone at home.

It seemed to be a very proper affair, however.
My first dancing partner was the Presbyterian
preacher. Other good (?) church members were
there—surely Mother must be mistaken or a little
old-fashioned in her ideas. How lovely it all seemed,
the orchestra, the flowers, the attention paid me,
the fine clothes, and the well-appointed luncheon !

Ab, sin, with what dazzling beauty, with what
refinement and velvet dost thou cover thy claws!
How alluring are the fair promises with which
thou enticest the feet of youth! How cunning are
the devices of the enemy! How smoothly and
craftily he lays his plans and weaves the net
which he draws ever tighter and tighter, illuming
the future and its prospects with rose colors and
fair painted promises, the fruit of which, once
plucked crumbles into gray ashes in the hand of
him who runneth after it.

My future and educational prospects looked
promising. No effort or labor was counted too
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great upon the part of my parents to send me to
school, and indeed it was no little matter for them—
ten miles must be covered cach day, five in the
morning and five at night, on the train or with
horse and carriage, despite country roads, with
their mud or rain or snow.

There was introduced into our class room at this
time, a text-book entitled “High School Physical
Geography,” which delved into the problems of
earth formation, rock strata, ete., and learnedly
described the origin of life and the process of evo-
lution. There were quotations from Darwin and
other authorities on these weighty subjects. Ix-
plaining the origin of life upon this planet, it
taught us that from the sea, with its slime, seaweed
and fungus growth, insect life appeared. From
insect life came animal life, and through contin-
uous processes of evolution at last man appeared,
who, of course, was higher than the monkeys or any
other creature.

How these theories or teachings impressed other
students I ean not say, but they had a remarkable
effect upon me.

“Man ?—a process of evoiution?

—Why, then God had not created him at all, as
the Bible said He did—preachers were true when
they said there were errors and mistakes in the
Bible.” On and on raced the thoughts in my young
mind until I reached the point:

“Well, then, if the Bible is mistaken in one place
it is very apt to be mistaken in others. Itsinforma-
tion is not reliable, and I guess there’s no God at
all, and that’s why Christians act so pious in church
on Sundays and do as they please through the
week.”

“No, I guess there is no God.” Even the exist-
ence of the big moon and the twinkling stars had
been explained by science. The sun, once a great
mass of molten lava, had acquired a whirling mo-
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tion and thrown off all these other planets, earth,
moon and stars.—Nothing about God, just science
and a logical outcome of conditions now revealed,
by wise astronomers who had studied it all out
through great telescopes (which had cost fabulous
sums of money and taken many years to invent) ;
and therefore they knew all about it.

This book raised so many questions in my mind
that I delved deeper into other infidelistic theories.
So interested did I become that I wrote an article
to the “Family Herald and Weekly Star,” published
at Montreal, then Canada’s leading paper. My
inquiries were answered by Archbishop Hamilton
and many others. Arguments both for and against
the book and its teachings were brought out. ‘

Is it any wonder that our pulpits are filled with
infidels and higher critics today?

Out of the letters that poured in for months from
England, New Zealand, Australia, and all parts
of America, as well as from my own land, each
containing a different explanation, not one said:

“Child, the Bible is true. Take the simple Word
of God and believe it just as it reads.” .

The more I read and observed the lives of Christ-
ians, the more skeptical of the reality of God I
became. (How I could ever have doubted is today
a puzzle and a shame to me.) The devil must
have blinded my eyes for a time to the genuine
Christians about me. All that I could see was
empty profession. I saw men singing in the choir
or sitting in the pews on Sunday and attending all
sorts of worldly functions during the week. I be-
gan reading my Bible, to see whether it contra-
dicted itself and how it compared with the books
which I had read. Oh, I must know the truth—
was there anything in religion?

Every time I had an opportunity I questioned
and cross-questioned each Christian that I could
get hold of. But I did not seem to get far. My
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first attempt was made upon my Mother. I had
been thinking earnestly upon the subject, and just
as she was coming up the steep cellar steps with
a pan of milk in her hands, I met her with the
question :

“Mother, how do you know there is a God?”

Poor dear, she was so surprised that she nearly
fell backwards, down the steps. She explained
things the best she knew how, bringing forth Scrip-
tures, and pointing to creation with all its wonders
as proving the handiwork of a Creator.

Each attempt at explanation I met with the
learned words of those books and the superior (?)
twentieth-century wisdom of my seventeen sum-
mers—books and wisdom which left mothers and
Bibles far behind. Her arguments seemed to
shrink to nothing, and her eyes opened with aston-
ishment as she sat down suddenly on the kitchen
chair, unable to get a word in edgeways.

My next attempt was made upon the minister
when he came.to our house to tea. Mother was
out in the kitchen preparing the proverbial minis-
terial chicken dinner, but I had business in the
parlor, ostensibly displaying the family album, but
in reality endeavoring to probe him with the ques-
tions upon my mind.

“Does the Lord ever perform any miracles or heal
any sick folks now?” I asked.

“Why, no child, the day of miracles is over,” was
his surprised reply. “People are expected to use
the intelligence and wisdom the Lord has given
them along medical and surgical lines—these are
really miraculous, you know.”

“But doesn’t it say, over here in James 5:14, if
any are sick among you to ‘let him call for the eld-
ers of the church; and let them pray over him, an-
ointing him with oil in the name of the Lord:
And the prayer of faith shall save the sick, and
they shall recover'?
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“And is there not a scripture that says, ‘Jesus
Christ is the same yesterday, and today, and for-
cver’? and *He that believeth on Me, the works
that I do shall he do also; and greater works than
these shall he do; because I go unto my Father'?

“How do you reconcile the fact that the Lord no
longer does such miraculous things, with these
scriptures?”

My questions were evaded, and I was made to
feel that I was but a mere child, and therefor~
could not understand these matters. They were
never explained to my satisfaction.

Alarmed over my attitude and questions, my
Mother asked me to join some church. When I
made excuses she offered to take me to all the dif-
ferent churches, asking me to study the teachings
of each of them and to join the one that seemed
best. I replied that I felt I was doing enough
church work now, with the entertainments and con-
certs, and added, in a self-righteous way, that I
thought I was just as good as any of the others—I
didn’t see any particular difference in our lives,
whether I was a member of the church or not did
not matter.

“Well, let us go to the Salvation Army special
meetings tonight. It is a long time since we have
been there together.”

Poor Mother! Will I ever forget her face when
she found they were having an entertainment there
that night, and the first selection rendered after
wie entered was:

“High diddle, diddle,
The cat and the fiddle,
The cow jumped over the moon!”
acted out by one of the local officers, amid the
applause of the laughing audience. He was dressed
to represent a colored minstrel.

Later we attended the special services being con-

ducted by the Brigadier, his wife and daughter
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who invited me very sweetly to give my heart to
Jesus. I argued with her that there was no God,
nothing in the Bible. She seemed to get into deep
waters and went for her mother, who also begged
me to come to the altar. Then they sent for the
father, and before long I was the center of a group.
my Mother on the outskirts, listening with blush-
ing face while I set forth, in my ignorance, my
opinion regarding evolution.

Oh, dear Jesus, how could I ever have doubted
You when You have been so good, so merciful and
so true to me all the days of my life!

Mother cried bitterly all the long drive home, and
all the reproach she laid upon me was:

“Oh, Aimee, I never dreamed that I should bring
up a daughter who would talk as you have before
those people tonight! After all my years as a
Christian, after my prayers and my work in that
corps, you of all people, to talk like this! Oh,
where have I failed? Oh! OH!! O-IL!!!”

Conscience-stricken, and shamed before her grief,
I fled to my room, as soon as we arrived, to think
things over. I certainly loved my Mother; to cause
her grief and sorrow was the last thing in this wide
world which I wished to do—*‘“and yet—and yet.”

Not pausing to light the lamp, I went over to my
bedroom window, threw it open wide and sat down
on the floor with my elbows on the window-sill, my
chin propped on my hands, and gazed reflectively
up at the starry floors of heaven and at the great
white silvery moon sailing majestically toward me
from the eastern sky, before I finished my broken
sentence—“I wonder if there really is a God?
Who is right? What is the truth?”

The white mantle of snow which covered the
fields and the trees, glistened in the clear, frosty
air, and—

My ! how big that moon looked up there, and how
ten million stars seemed to wink and blink and
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twinkle! I drew a comforter round me and sat on
and on, unmindful of the cold, looking up at the
milky way, the big dipper, and other familiar lumi-
naries. :

—~Surely, there m-u-s-t be a God up there back
of them all. They seemed to breathe and emanate
from His very presence and nearness.

At school we had studied the planets and how
cach rotated and revolved upon its own axis, and in
its own orbit without friction or confusion. It was
all so big, so high, so above the reach and ken of
mortal man—surely a DIVINE hand must hold
and control this wonderful solar system—

Why! how near God seemed—right now!

Suddenly, without stopping to think, I threw
both arms impulsively out of the window and,
reaching toward heaven, cried:

“Oh God!—If there be a God—reveal Yourself
to me!”

The cry came from my very heart. In reality, a
whisper was all that came from my lips—but. just
that whisper from an honest, longing heart, was
enough to echo through the stars and reach the
IFather’s throne. Up there, He whose ear is ever
open to the cries of His little children, heard me
and answered. Bless His Name.

Oh, if every doubter and professed infidel would
just breathe that one sincere prayer to God, He
would reveal Himself to them as He did to me, for
He is no respecter of persons. Hallelujah!
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CHAPTER V.

SALVATION AND THE BAPTISM OF THE
HOLY SPIRIT.

“And it shall come to pass, that before they call, I will
answer; and while they are yet speaking, I will hear.” Isa.
65:24.

UR prayer-answering God who sitteth up-
on the throne, whose ear is ever open
to our cry, and whose heart is touched
by our infirmities, was already answer-

ing the ery of this poor, unworthy child. He
had set on foot a chain of events which was to lead
not only to the salvation and baptism of my own
soul, but which was to lead me out into His vine-
vard and make me a worker in His dear service.

It was just a few days after my prayer at the
open window of my bedroom that (my Father hav-
ing come into school for me) we were driving along
Main Street on the way home, eagerly talking over
and planning my parts in the grand Christmas
affairs and concerts in the various churches and
halls then looming above us. How pretty the store
windows were in their Christmas dress of green
and red and tinsel!

But look! Over there on the left hand side of
the street, there was a new sign on a window which
I had not seen before, and it read:

PENTECOSTAL MISSION
MEETINGS EVERY NIGHT
ALL DAY SUNDAY

Turning to my Father, I said:
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“Daddy, I’d like to go in there tomorrow night.
I believe that’s the place I have heard about where
they jump and dance and fall under the power, and
do such strange things. It would be loads of fun
to go and see them.”

And thus it was that the next evening found us
seated in the back seats (where we could see it all)
of the little Pentecostal Mission which had recent-
ly come to town. We were to have a rehearsal in
the town hall for one of our plays, later on in the
evening. This had just left me time to come in to
the Mission.

‘They seemed to be a very ordinary lot of people,
none of the wealthy or well-known citizens of the
town were there, and dressed as I was, with the
flowers on my hat, a gold chain and locket, and
rings on my fingers, I felt just a little bit above
the status of those round about me, and looked on
with an amused air as they shouted, danced and
prayed.

A man, whom I knew to be one of the town milk-
men, shook from head to foot under the power, then
fell backward and lay stretched out on the floor
praising the Lord. At all these things I giggled
foolishly, not understanding it and thinking it all
very laughable.

Soon a tall young man, (six feet two), rose to
his feet on the platform and taking his Bible in
his hand, opened it and began to read. I could
not help admiring his frank, open, kindly face,
the Irish-blue eyes with the light of heaven in
them, and the bushy hair, one brown curl of
which would insist on falling down close to his
eye, no matter how often he brushed it back with
his fingers.

As he spoke with earnest zeal I took him in from
head to foot (little knowing that this young man
was soon to be my husband). His text was found
in the second chapter of Acts, 38th and 39th verses.
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(There is one thing about a Pentecostal meeting.
You cannot go there very long without learning
that there is a second chapter to the book of Acts.
I learned this in my first meeting.)

The evangelist—Robert Semple, by name—be:
gan his discourse with the first word of his text:

“Repent.” Oh how he did repeat that word—
Repent! REPENT!! R-E-P-E-N-T'!!! over and over
again. How I did wish he would stop saying that
awful word. It seemed to pierce like an arrow
through my heart, for he was preaching under
divine inspiration and in power and demonstration
of the Holy Spirit. He really spoke as though he
believed there was a Jesus and a Holy Spirit, not
some vague, mythical, intangible shadow, some-
thing away off yonder in the clouds, but a real, liv-
ing, vital, tangible, moving reality dwelling in our
hearts and lives—making us His temple—causing
us te walk in Godliness, holiness and adoration in
His presence.

There were no announcements of oyster suppers
or Christmas entertainments or sewing -circles
made—no appeal for money. Not even a collection
was taken. It was just God, God, God from one
end to the other, and his words seemed to rain
down upon me, and every one of them hurt some
particular part of my spirit and life until I could
not tell where I was hurt the worst.

“Repent!” The evangelist went on to say that
if the love of the world was in us the love of the
Father was not there: theatres, moving pictures,
dancing, novels, fancy-dress skating rinks (why,
it just looked as if somebody had told him I was
there, so vividly did he picture my own life and
walk), worldly and rag-time musiec, ete., he con-
demned wholesale, and declared that all the people
who were wrapped up in this sort of thing were of
the devil, and were on their way to hell, and that
unless they repented and that right speedily, re-
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nouncing the world, the flesh and the devil, they
would be lost—eternally damned forever.

I did-net do any more laughing, I assure you. I
sat up straight in my geat. With eyes and ears
wide open I drank in every word he said. After
he had finished with the word “Repent,” and ex-
plained what true salvation meant—the death, bur-
ial and resurrection that we would know as we -
were identified with our ILord, he began to preach
on the next verse— g

“And ye shall receive the gift of the Holy Ghost.
For the promise is unto you, and to your children,
and to all that are afar off, even as many as the
Lord our God shall call.”

Here he began to preach the baptism of the Holy
Spirit, declaring that the message of salvation and
the incoming of the Spirit should be preached side
by side and hand in hand, and that for a Christian
to live without the baptism of the Holy Spirit was
to live in an abnormal condition not in accordance
with God’s wishes. He told how the Holy Spirit
was received in Bible days and how the recip-
ients of the Spirit had spoken in other tongues—
languages they had never learned—as the Spirit
gave them utterance.

He put particular emphasis on the “other
tongues” spoken of in Acts'2:4, and boldly affirmed
that this was the Bible evidence of the baptism of
the Holy Spirit.

“Tongues?”’ said I to myself—“Tongues?—why,
I wonder what that is? I never remember having
‘heard of anything like that in the Bible before.”

Then, to add still more to my amazement, the
speaker himself suddenly broke out talking in
tongues, in a loud voice, with his eyes closed and
his hands outstretched in my direction.

To me it was the voice of God thundering into
my soul awful words of conviction and condemna-
tion, and though the message was spoken in
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tongues it seemed as though God had said to me—

“YOU are a poor, lost, miserable, hell-deserving
sinner!” I want to say right here that I knew
this was God speaking by His Spirit through the
lips of clay. There is a verse in the 14th chapter
of I Corinthians which says the speaking in tongues
is a sign to the unbeliever. This was certainly
true in my case. I'rom the moment I heard that
young man speak with tongues to this day I have
never doubted for the shadow of a second that there
was a God, and that He had shown me my true
condition as a poor, lost, miserable, l.lell-deserving
sinner.

No one had ever spoken to me like this before.
I had been petted, loved and perhaps a little
spoiled: told how smart and good I was. But
thank God that He tells the truth. He does not
varnish us nor pat us on the back or give us any
little sugar-coated pills, but shows us just where
we stand, vile and sinful and undone, outside of
Jesus and His precious blood.

All my amusement and haughty pride had gone.
My very soul had been stripped before God—
there was a God, and I was not ready to meet Him.
Oh, how could I have looked down upon these dear
people and felt that I was better than they? Why,
I was not even worthy to black their shoes. They
were saints and I was a sinner.

We had to slip out early, before the service was
over, and how I got through the rehearsal I can
not say, but one thing I knew, and that is that dur-
ing the next seventy-two hours I lived through the
most miserable three days I had ever known up to
that time.

Conviction! Oh! I could scarcely eat or rest
or sleep. Study was out of the question. “Poor,
lost, miserable, hell-deserving sinner” rang in my
ears over and over again. I could see those closed
eyes and that outstretched hand that pointed to
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my shrinking, sinful soul that was bared before
the eyes of my Maker.

I began enumerating the many things which I
would have to give up in order to become a Christ-
ian—there was the dancing. I was willing to part
with that,—the novels, the theatre, my worldly
instrumental music. I asked myself about each
of them and found that I did not count them dear
as compared with the joy of salvation and know-
ing my sins forgiven.

There was just one thing, however, that I found
myself unwilling and seemingly unable to do. I
knew that I could not be a Christian and recite
those foolish Irish recitations and go through
those plays and dialogues. A child of God must be
holy and consecrated, with a conversation covered
with the blood of Jesus. My Bible said that even
for one idle word (let alone foolish words), we
should have to give an account before the judg-
ment throne of God. Yet it was too late now to
cancel my promises for Christmas, too late to get
others to fill my place. Evidently there was noth-
ing to do but wait until after Christmas in order
to become a Christian.

But how could I wait? I was desperately afraid.
I trembled with conviction. It seemed as though
every moment which I lived outside of God and
without repentance toward Him was lived in the
most awful peril and gravest danger of being cast
into hell without mercy. Oh, that every sinner
who reads these words might feel the same awful
conviction upon his soul!

The second and third day I fell to praying some-
thing like this: |

“Oh God, I do want to be a Christian. I want to
ever love and serve You. I want to confess my
sin and be washed in the blood of Jesus Christ,
But oh, please just let me live until after Christ-
mas, and then I will give my heart to You. Have
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mercy on me, Lord. Oh, don’t, don’t let me die
until after Christmas.”

Many people smile now as I testify of that awful
terror that seized upon my soul, but the eternal
welfare of my soul was at stake—for me it was
going to be life or death, heaven or hell forever.

At the end of the third day, while driving home
from school, I could stand it no longer. The low-
ering skies above, the trees, the fields, the very
road beneath me seemed to look down upon me
with displeasure, and I could see written every-
where—

“Poor, lost, miserable, hell-deserving sinner!”

Utterly at the end of myself—not stopping to
think what preachers or entertainment commit-
tees or anyone else would think—I threw up my
hands, and- all alone in that country road, I
screamed aloud toward the heavens:

“Oh, Lord God, be merciful to me, a sinner!”
Immediately the most wonderful change took place
in my soul. Darkness passed away and light en-
tered. The sky was filled with brightness, the
trees, the fields, and the little snow birds flitting
to and fro were praising the Lord and smiling upon
me.

So conscious was I of the pardoning blood of
Jesus that I seemed to feel it flowing over me.
I discovered that my face was bathed in tears,
which dropped on my hands as I held the reins.
And without effort or apparent thought on my
part. I was singing that old, familiar hymn:

“Take my life and let it be
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee;

Take my moments and my days,

Let them flow in ceaseless praise.”

I was singing brokenly between my sobs:

“Take my life and let it be
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee.”
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My whole soul was flowing out toward God, my
Father.

“M-Y F-A-T-H-E-R!” Ob, glory to Jesus! 1
had a heavenly Father! No more need for fear,
but His love and kindness and protection were now
for me.

When I came to the part in the song that said

“Take my hands and let them move

At the impulse of Thy love”
I knew there would be no more worldly music for
me, and it has been hymns from that time forth.
And when I sang—

“Take my feet and let them be

Swift and beautiful for Thee”
I knew that did not mean at the dance hall nor
the skating rink. Bless the Lord.

“Take my lips and let them sing

Always, only, for my King.”
No more foolish recitations and rag-time songs.

“Oh, Jesus, I love Thee,

I know Thou art mine;

For Thee all the follies

Of sin I resign.” :
Song after song burst from my lips. I shouted
aloud and praised God all the way home. I had
been redeemed!

Needless to say I did not take part in the enter-
tainments, and many in our town thought me
fanatical and very foolish. Nevertheless the suc-
ceeding days were brim full of joy and happiness
How dearly I loved God’s Word! I wanted it
under my pillow when I went to sleep, and in my
hands when my eyes opened in the morning. At
school, where I used to have a novel hidden away
inside of my Algebra and Geometry, there was now
a little New Testament, and I was studying each
passage that referred to the baptism of the Holy
Spirit.

Of all the promises in which I found comfort
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there was none, I believe, that compared with the
simple promises of Matthew 7: 7 to 11.

“Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye
shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you :

“For everyone that asketh receiveth and he that
seeketh findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall
be opened.” Here He assured me that if I asked
bread He would not give me a stone, also that He
was more willing to give me the Holy Spirit than
earthly parents were to give good gifts to their
children.

I would get about so far with my reading, and
Oh, the Bible seemed to me all so new, so living and
speaking, (and it was God speaking to me), that
unable to wait another moment, I would excuse
myself from the room, go down to the basemenr,
fall upon my knees and begin to pray:

“Oh Lord, baptize me with the Holy Spirit.
Lord, you said the promise was unto even as many
as were afar off, even as many as the Lord our
God should call. Now Lord, you've called me, the
promise is unto me; fill me just now.”

The girls found me thus praying and did not
know what to make of me, so utterly was I changed.
No more putting glue in teacher’s chair or helping
to lock him in the gymnasium, or practising dance
steps in the corridors at noon hour. A wonderful
change had taken place—all old things had passed
away and all things had become new. I had been
born again and was a new creature in Christ Jesus.

Each day the hunger for the baptism of the Holy
Spirit became stronger and stronger, more and
more intense until, no longer contented to stay in
school, my mind no longer on my studies, I would
slip away to the tarrying meetings where the dear
saints met to pray for those who were seeking the
baptism of the Holy Spirit.

What wonderful hours those were! What a reve-
lation to my soul! It was as though heaven had
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come down to earth. So much of the time was I
away from school that I began to fall behind in
my studies for the first time, and although the final
examinations were near, I could not make myself
take any interest in Algebra or Geometry or
Chemistry, or anything but the baptism of the Holy
Spirit and preparing to meet my soon-coming Sav-
ior in the air.

Then came the day when the principal of the
High School sent a letter to my Mother which told
her that unless I paid more attention to my studies
I was certainly going to fail.

And to make matters worse, the same day one
of the 8. A. officers came to call upon Mother, say-
ing:

“Now, Sister, we don’t mind so much the other
people going to that Pentecostal Mission, but we
really are surprised and think you do wrong in
letting your daughter go. You being connected
with the work for so many years, it sets a bad
example to other people for you to allow her to
be in any way associated with them.” They told
her also that this so-called power was all excite-
ment or hypnotism and false.

When I went home that night Mother was wait-
ing for me. She gave me a very serious talking
to, and wound up by issuing the ultimatum:

“Now, if T ever hear of your leaving school and
going down to that Mission again, or to the tarry-
ing meetings, I will have to keep you home alto-
gether. T will not have you talked about in this
way.”

I went to school on the train the next morning
as the roads were banked high with snow, and all
the way in I was looking out of the window at the
falling flakes of snow and praying for the Lord to
fix it all some way so that I should be able to
knock until He opened or else to baptize me at

once,
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Walking from the train to High School it
was necessary to pass both the Mission and the
Sister’s home where I often went to tarry for the
baptism. “As I went past the latter I looked long-
ingly at the windows, hoping that she might be
there and that I could speak to her from the side-
walk without going in and thus disobeying Moth-
er’s command, but not a sign of her did I see.

I walked slowly past, looking sadly and hun-
grily back all the way; then finally came to a halt
on the sidewalk and said to myself:

“Well, here now, Jesus is coming soon and you
know it is more important for you to receive the
Holy Spirit than to pass all the examinations in
the world. You need the Holy Spirit—oil in your
vessel with your lamp—in order to be ready for
His appearing.

“As you have to make a choice between going to
school and seeking the baptism I guess you won’t
go to school at all today, but will just go back to
the sister’s house and make a whole day of secking
the baptism.” ;

With this I turned and walked quickly back to
the house, rang the door bell and went in. I told
the sister my dilemma, and she said quietly :

“Let’s tell Father all about it.” So we got down
and began to pray. She asked the Lord in her
prayer either to baptize me then and there or to
arrange it some way that I could stav until I re-
ceived my baptism.

The Lord heard this prayer, and outside the win-
dow the snow which had been falling in light
flakes, began to come down like a blinding blizzard.
My heavenly Father sent out His angels to stir up
some of those big, old, fleecy clouds of His, and
down came the snow and—
causing the window-panes to rattle, and one of our
old-fashioned Canadian blizzards was on.

The entire day was spent in prayer and at night
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on going to the depot to see about my train home,
the ticket agent said, through the window :

“Sorry, Miss, but the train is not running to-
night. The roads are blocked with snow. We are
not able to get through.” Oh, Hallelujah! I was
not sorry a bit.

Then the thought came—“This will not do you
much good, for you will have to call Mother on the
telephone and she will ask you to go to her friend’s
home to stay, and warn you not to go near the
Mission.” But when I went to the telephone and
gave the number, Central said:

“Sorry, wires all down on account of the storm.”
This time I did shout “Glory” and ran almost all
the way back to the sister’s home.

The storm increased, and as fast as the men en-
deavored to open a pathway, the Lord filled it in
with mountains of white snow, until at last all
thought of getting through while the storm lasted
was abandoned.

Oh, how earnestly I sought the baptism of the
Spirit. Sometimes when people come to the altar
now and sit themselves down in a comfortable posi-
tion, prop their heads up on one hand, and begin
to ask God in a languid, indifferent way for the
Spirit, it seems to me that they do not know what
real seeking is.

Time was precious, for while man was working
so hard to shovel out the snow, and God had His
big clouds all working to shovel it in, I must do
my part in seeking with all my heart.

* Friday I waited before the Lord until midnight.
Saturday morning, rising at the break of day, be-
fore anyone was astir, in the house, and going into
the parlor, I kneeled down by the big Morris chair
in the corner, with a real determination in my
heart.

My Bible had told me “the kingdom of heaven
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suffereth violence, and the violent take it by force.”
Matt. 11:12. T read the parable again of the man
who had knocked for bread and found that it was
not because he was his friend, but because of his
importunity, that the good man within the house
had risen up and given him as many loaves as he
had need of. Now Jesus was my friend; He had
bidden me knock, and assured me that He would
open unto me. He had invited me to ask, promis-
ing that I should receive, and that the empty He
would not turn hungry away. I began to seek in
desperate earnest, and remember saying:

“Oh, Lord, I am so hungry for your Holy Spirit.
You have told me that in the day when I seek with
my whole heart you will be found of me. Now,
Lord, I am going to stay right here until you pour
out upon me the promise of the Holy Spirit for
whom you commanded me to tarry, if I die of star-
vation. I am so hungry for Him I can’t wait an-
other day. I will not eat another meal until you
baptize me.”

You ask if I was not afraid of getting a wrong
spirit or being hypnotized, as my parents feared.
There was no such fear in my heart. I trusted my
heavenly IFather implicity according to Luke 11:11,
wherein He assured me that if I asked for bread
He would not give me a stone. I knew that my
Lord was not bestowing serpents and scorpions on
His blood-washed children when they asked for
bread. Had He not said, if your earthly fathers
know how to bestow good gifts upon their children,
“how much more shall your heavenly Father give
the Holy Spirit to them that ask Him?” Lu. 11:13.

After praying thus earnestly,—storming heaven,
as it were, with my pleadings for the Holy Spirit,
a quietness seemed to steal over me, the holy pres-
ence of the Lord to envelop me. The Voice of the
Lord spoke tenderly:

“Now, child, cease your strivings and your beg-
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ging; just begin to praise Me, and in simple, child-
like faith, receive ye the Holy Ghost.”

Oh, it was not hard to praise Him. He had be-
come so near and so inexpressibly dear to my heart.
Hallelujah! Without effort on my part I began to
say :

“Glory to Jesus! Glory to Jesus!! GLORY TO
JESUS!!!” Each time that I said “Glory to
Jesus!” it seemed to come from a deeper place in
my being than the last, and in a deeper voice, until
great waves of “Glory to Jesus” were rolling from
my toes up; such adoration and praise I had never
known possible.

All at once my hands and arms began to shake,
gently at first, then violently, until my whole body
was shaking under the power of the Holy Spirit.
I did not consider this at all strange, as I knew
how the batteries we experimented with in the lab-
oratory at college hummed and shook and trems-
bled under the power of electricity, and there was
the Third Person of the Trinity coming into my
body in all His fulness, making me His dwelling,
“the temple of the Holy Ghost.” Was it any wonder
that this poor human frame of mine should quake
beneath the mighty movings of His power?

How happy I was, Oh how happy! happy just to
feel His wonderful power taking control of my
being. Qh_Glory! That sacred hour is so sweet to
me, the remembrance of its sacre i S

write. !

Almost without my notice my body slipped gen-
tly to the floor, and I was lying stretched out under
the power of God, but felt as though caught up and
floating upon the billowy clouds of glory. Do not
understand by this that I was unconscious of my
surroundings, for I was not, but Jesus was more
real and near than the things of earth round about
me. The desire to praise and worship and adore
Him flamed up within my soul. He was so wonder-
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ful, so glorious, and this poor tongue of mine so
utterly incapable of finding words with which to
praise Him.

My lungs began to fill and heave under the power
as the Comforter came in. The cords of my throat
began to twitch—my chin began to quiver, and
then to shake violently, but Oh, so sweetly! My
tongue began to move up and down and sideways
in my mouth. Unintelligible sounds as of stam-
mering lips and another tongue, spoken of in
Isaiah 28:11, began to issue from my lips. This
stammering of different syllables, then words, then
connected sentences, was continued for some time
as the Spirit was teaching me to yield to Him.
Then suddenly, out of my innermost being flowed
rivers of praise in other tongues as the Spirit gave
utterance (Acts 2:4), and Oh I knew that He was
praising Jesus with glorious language, clothing
Him with honor and glory which I felt but never
could have put into words.

How wonderful that I, even I, away down here
in 1908, was speaking in an unknown tongue, just
as the believers had in Bible days at Ephesus and
at Caesarea, and that now He had come of whom
Jesus had said—“He will glorify Me.”

I shouted and sang and laughed and talked in
tongues until it seemed that T was too full to hold
another bit of blessing lest I should burst with the
glory. The Word of God was true. The promise
was really to them that were afar off, even as many
as the Lord our God should call. The comforter
had come, lifting my soul in ecstatic praises to
Jesus in a language I had never learned. I remem-
ber having said:

“Oh Lord, can you not take me right on up to
heaven now? I am so near anyway. Do I have to
go back to that old world again?”

“Hypnotism,” you say? If so, it is a remarkably
long spell and an exceedingly delightful one which
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has lasted for eleven years, making me love Jesus
with all my heart and long for His appearing.
Besides this you must take into consideration that
there was no one in the room to hypnotize me. I
was all alone when I was saved, and all alone when
I received the baptism of the Holy Spirit.

“Demon power”—*“all of the devil,” someone
may say. If so the devil must have recently gotten
soundly converted, for that which entered into my
soul makes me to love and obey my. Lord and
Savior Jesus Christ, to exalt the blood and honor
the Holy Ghost.

“Excitement,” you say? Never! It has stood the
test too long, dear unbeliever. In sickness, in sor-
row, even in the gates of death He has proved
Himself to be the Comforter whom Jesus said He
would send.

Hearing me speaking in the tongues and praising
the Lord, the dear Sister of the home in which I
stayed, came down stairs and into the parlor, weep-

ing and praising the Lord with me. Soon Brother - '

Semple and other saints gathered in. What shout-
ing and rejoicing! Oh hallelujah! And yet with
all the joy and glory, there was a stillness and a
solemn hush pervading my whole being.

Walking down the street, I kept saying to my-
self :

“Now you must walk very softly and carefully,
with unshod feet, in the presence of the King lest
you grieve this tender, gentle dove who has come
into your being to make you His temple and to
abide with you forever.”

The next day was Sunday. The storm had
cleared away; the sun was shining down in its
melting warmth. Attending the morning services
at the Mission, we partook of the Lord’s Supper,
and as we meditated upon His wonderful love, His
blood that was shed for us, His body. that was
broken on the tree, it was more-than I could bear,
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and I went down to the floor under the power
again. Oh who can describe that exceeding weight
of glory as He revealed Himself, my crucified Sav-
ior, my resurrected Lord, my coming King!

School-mates and friends were standing up to
look over the seats to see what in the world had
happened to me, but I was lost again with Jesus
whom my soul loved, speaking in tongues and shak-
ing under the power.

One man was so scandalized to see me lying on
the floor that he got up and left the meeting, and
going to the telephone called my Mother. (The
wires which had been down during the storm, un-
known to me, had been repaired and were up by
this time.) He said:

“You had better come into town and see to that
daughter of yours, for she is lying on the floor in
the Mission, before all the people, chattering like
a monkey.” y :

Poor Mother! She was frantic to think her
daughter should so far forget her dignity as to dis-
grace herself in such a manner. She called me to
the ’phone, and I heard her dear voice saying:

“Aimee! What in the world is this that I hear
about you lying on the floor in the Mission? What
in the world does this all mean?”

I tried to answer, but broke out speaking in
tongues again.

“What’s that?” she demanded. I tried to ex-
plain. Then came her voice, stern and forbidding.

“You just wait ’til I get there, my lady; I will
tend to you!” .

(Just to relieve the tension on your mind I will
run a little ahead of my story and tell you that
my dear Mother has her own baptism now, and
spoke with other tongues—ON THE FLOOR,
TOO'!)

Returning to the Sister’s home, I sat down at the
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organ, awaiting in some trepidation and fear, I
.confess, the coming of my Mother. To keep my
courage up 1 sang over and over that old, familiar
hymn:
“I will never leave thee nor forsake thee;
In my hands I'll hold thee;
In my arms I'll fold thee;
I am thy Redeemer; I will care for thee!”

What would Mother say? Would she under-
stand? Why, it had not been so very long since the
power of God used to come down in the dear old
Salvation Army. Had I not heard her tell how
Brother Kitchen (whom they used to eall “the
Kitchen that God lived in”) had shaken as he
kneeled in prayer, until he had gone clear across
the platform and had lain stretched out under the
power at the other side? Had I not heard my
Irather tell how the old-time Methodist Church
used to have this same power? Praying God for
strength and wisdom, I sang on—

“IZen though the night
Be dark within the valley,
. Just beyond is shining,
An eternal light.”

Six o’clock arrived—so did Mother! 1 heard the
jingle of the sleigh-bells suddenly stop in response
to my Mother’s “whoa!” Then an imperious ring
of the bell shivered the tense silence within the
house. Slipping down from the organ stool I
caught my coat and hat in my hand as I hastened
to the door. Mother met me, and with:

“My lady, you come right out and get in here
this minute,” lost no time in bundling me into the
cutter. The Sister and Brother both tried to get
a word in edgeways, to reason with and explain to
her, but she would hear none of it, and in a moment
we were off.

All the way home Mother scolded and cried and
almost broke her heart over her daughter that had,
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as she supposed, been cast under some dire spell
by those awful people, who had now been nick-
named by the town, “The Holy Rollers.” Oh, praise
the Lord! No matter what the devil called them
he had to admit that they were holy anyway, and
that’s more than he could have said of many pro-
fessing denominations, now, isn’t it?

Being an only child, loved and petted, it needed
only a word of scolding or remonstrance to bring
the tears, but now, when she was scolding me more
severely and saying more harsh things than she
ever had in my life, for some mysterious reason
I couldn’t shed a tear. I felt duty bound to squeeze
out a few tears, out of respect to her feelings, but
I could not do it to help myself. All I could do
was sing and sing and sing—all the way—

“Joys are flowing like a river,
Since the Comforter has come;

He abides with me forever,

Makes the trusting heart His home.”

The Spirit within rose up and filled me with joy
unspeakable and full of glory. Poor Mother would
turn to me and say:

“Oh Aimee! do stop that singing. I can’t under-
stand how you can sing; you know your Mother’s
heart is breaking. Surely you don’t call that a
fruit of the Spirit.” But it did not seem as if I
were singing at all: it just seemed to sing itself
and came out without any effort.

“Blessed quietness, holy quietness,
What assurance in my soul;
On the stormy sea, Jesus speaks to me,
And the billows cease to roll.”

Upon our arrival home we found my TFather
sitting by the dining-room fire, with his head in
his hands, saying:

“Humph! Humph! Humph!” He always did
that when he felt very badly over something. Lead-
ing me up to him, Mother said:
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“Now I want you to tell your Father all about
it. Tell him the way you acted and how you lay
on the floor before those people.” Well, it cer-
tainly did look dreadful to tell it, but Oh, that
something kept whispering and echomg in my
heart:

“E’en though the night

Be dark within the valley,
Just beyond is shining

An eternal day.”

When at last they sent me to my room, I kneeled
down quickly and began to pray. It happened that
I was kneeling bes1dc the stove-pipe hole and could
not help overhearing a part of the conversation
between my parents. It was something like this:

“Oh, what shall we do? Those people have got
our girl under their influence, hypnotized her,
mesmerized her or something.”

“It is perfectly useless to argue with her, for
no matter what we say, she only thinks she is be-
ing persecuted and will hold to it all the more tena-
ciously.”

“Oh, what shall we do?” With this the door
closed and I heard no more.

Oh, how can I describe the joy and the glory that
had come within my soul? that decp-settled peace,
that knowledge that He would lead and guide and
would bring all things out right.

When next my Mother permitted me to go to
school she told me of the decision which- they had
come to, namely, that if I went near those Pen-
tecostal people once more they would take me away
from school for good, education or no education.
As she told me this the Holy Spirit gave me wwdom
to make this reply:

“Mother, the Bible says that children are to obey
their parents in the Lord, and if you can show me
by the Word of God that what I have received is
not in accordance with Bible teaching, or show me
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any place where we are told that the baptism of the
Holy Spirit, with the Bible evidence, speaking in
tongues, is not for today, I will never go to the Mis-
sion again.” I staked my all on the Word.

“Why certainly I can prove it to you,” she replied.
“Those things were only for the Apostolic days. 1
will look up the scriptures and prove it to you when
you get home tonight.”

Dear Mother—she had been a student of the
Bible and had taught Sunday School and Bible
class for years. Oh, would she be able to prove that
all these manifestations of the Holy Spirit’s power
and presence were only for by-gone days? I was not
very well acquainted with the Bible on this sub-
ject, yet knew that what I had received was from
God.

Assured that Mother would search the Bible hon-
estly, I had pledged myself to stand by the conse-
quences: Whatever the Bible said should stand.
Thus it was that we both turned to the Word of
God as the final court of appeal to settle the whole
matter.

Mother got out her Bible, concordance, peneil and
pad, and with heart and mind full of this one thing,
immediately sat herself down at the breakfast table,
spreading her books out before her, without paus-
ing even long enough to gather up the breakfast
dishes for washing—the lamps were not cleaned,
and the beds were unmade. :

(Oh, if any unbeliever will sit down with an open
Bible and an unprejudiced heart, there is no need
for us to defend our position, so clear is the Word
of God on this subject.)

It was half past eight in the morning when I left
home for school. At five-thirty, when I returned,
Mother was still seated at the breakfast table, with
her Bible and paper before her, and—would you
believe it?—the breakfast dishes were still un-
washed, the lamps uncleaned, the beds unmade, an
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unheard-of state of affairs for Mother, ever an ex-
cellent housekeeper.

I waited with bated breath for her decision. My
heart softened within me as I saw by her reddened
eyes that she had been weeping. Oh, what would
her answer be? The smile upon her face encour-
aged me to ask—

“Oh, Mother, what is it?”

Now, dear reader, what do you suppose she said?
With shining face she replied—

“Well, dear, I must admit that of a truth, this
is that which was spoken of by the prophet Joel,
which should come to pass in the last days!”

She had found that, away back in Isaiah 28:11,
He had said—“With stammering lips and another
tongue will I speak to this people”—that the prophet
Joel had clearly prophesied that in these last days
there should be a wonderful outpouring of the Holy
Spirit, likened unto the latter rain, wherein the
sons and daughters, the servants and the maids
were alike to rejoice in this glorious downpour.

With one spring across;the room, I threw my
arms about my Mother’s neck, squeezing her till
she declared I had almost, broken her neck. How
happy we were as we danced around the table—
laughing, crying and singing together—

‘““Tis the old time, religion,
And it’s good enough for me—"

If everyone who is skeptical of the reality of the
baptism of the Holy Spirit would take the Word of
God and search from cover to cover, he too,
would be convinced without the shadow of a doubt
that “This Is That.”
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CHAPTER VI.

CALLING INTO THE VINEYARD, AND
MARRIAGE.

“Come, my beloved, and let us go forth into the field; let
us lodge in the villages.” S. of S. 7:11.

HE chain of events related in the fore-

going chapters brings us right up to the

place where God spoke to his poor little

handmaiden, whose heart was rejoicing in
the new-found Savior—the time when He called
me to preach The Word, and ordained me in my
room as related in the beginning of chapter one.
(If you have forgotten, turn back and refresh
your memory.)

An intense, heaven-sent longing to be a soul win-
ner for Jesus was born of the Spirit within my
soul. He had, done so much for me; He had plucked
my feet out of the mire and the clay. Oh, to be
able to win other souls, shining jewels to lay at His
precious feet! Oh, to be able to tell of the Redeem-
er’s love to perishing humanity! God spoke with-
* in the depths of my being and told me that “Before
I called thee, I knew thee; before thou camest forth
I sanctified thee; and I ordained thee.”

“Why, you are but a child; no one would listen
or have confidence in you,” whispered the Enemy.
“What do you know about preaching, anyway?”
nodded Self and Common-sense. “Here are preach-
ers, a country full of them, learned, college-bred,
who have read books and digested theological stu-
dies for years. It is preposterous for you even to
think of going out as a worker.”

“But not many wise men after the flesh, not
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many mighty, not many noble, are called : but God
hath chosen the foolish things of the world to con-
found the wise; and God hath chosen the weak
things of the world to confound the things that
are mighty,” argued the Word. “Has He not
declared that with a worm He shall thrash
a mountain — that when we are weak, then
we are strong-—and that a little child shall
lead them? Has He not said that upon the
servants and upon the handmaidens He would
pour out His Spirit in the last days, and that they
should prophesy? Did He not say that after the
Spirit had come ‘out of your innermost being’ (not
out of your head, intellect or knowledge) ‘should
flow rivers of living water’? You know the rivers
are flowing. Just open your mouth wide and He
will fill it.”

“Yes, but remember in addition to your youth
and lack of mental equipment,” cried Human
Affection, “there is your Mother to be considered.
You are an only child, her only comfort and object
of affection in this world. Surely you would not
consider leaving her out here in the country all
alone, after all that she has done for you?”

“Here you have love and home and comfort, all
you can wish for. If you went forth as a worker
you would have to leave all these,” added Love
of Comfort.

“If any man love Father or Mother more than
Me, he is not worthy of Me,” said the tender voice
of Jesus. “No man hath given up houses or lands
for My sake and the gospel’s, but he shall receive
a hundred-fold now in this time, and in the world
to come eternal life. If you would come after Me
you must take up your cross daily, denying your-
self, and follow Me.”

“But, Lord, these Pentecostal people have no
earthly board behind them, no salary,” cried Pru-
dence and Forethought. “What about shoes and
clothes, and necessary expenses?”’
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“Take no thought for what you shall eat or for
what you shall drink or what you shall put on, for
the Lord knoweth you have need of these things,”
calmly interrupted implicit Faith.

“Oh, yes, Lord, by Your grace I will take up my
cross, ’twill be a joy,” sang Consecration. “I will
trust You and follow You, come what may. My
all is on the altar, have Your dear way with me,
whether ’tis ‘go’ or whether ’tis ‘stay,” let Your
perfect will be wrought out in my life. I feel my
own weakness and insufficiency—know not what
the future holds—am but a child, but

‘I ean hear my Savior calling,
Take your cross and follow, follow Me.

Oh, here I am, Lord, send me. Such a burden
for souls is mine that I would be willing to crawl
upon my hands and knees from the Atlantic to the
Pacific just to say to one poor, lost soul—

‘Dear sinner, Jesus loves you.””

“You must go with me, Jesus, you must help
my infirmities and speak for me, for behold 1 can
not speak, I am a child.”

But the Lord said unto me, “Say not, I am a
child, for thou shalt go to all that I shall send thee,
whatsoever 1 command thee thow shalt speak. Be
not afraid of their faces, for I am with thee to
deliver thee, saith the Lord. Then the Lord put
forth His hand, and touched my mouth, and said
unto me, Behold, I have put my words in thy
mouth.”

The battle over, the conflict ended, the conse-
cration made, come what might, no matter who
should doubt the transaction that took place in
that sacred hour, I had been 01da1ned not of man
but of God.

Day by day the call grew louder, rang more
clearly in my ears. Sitting at the piano I would
sing, hour after hour, from the fullness of my
heart,
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“I’ll go where you want me to go, dear Lord,
Over mountain or plain or sea;
P11 say what you want me to say, dear Lord,
I’ll be what you want me to be.”

Tears would roll down my face; my body was
there, but my Spirit was far away out in the har-
vest fields working for Jesus.

So enwrapt was I in the call of the Master that
I was often but dimly conscious of my Mother’s
leaving her work each time I began to play, no
matter what part of the house she was in, and com-
ing to the parlor door, leaning against it and wip-
ing the big tears from her eyes on the corner of
her apron. God was speaking to her Mother-heart,
taking her back to the day of her prayer for the
little girl, reminding her of the dedication service
when she had promised to let her go where He
would send, even to the ends of the earth. She
realized that the great divine call had come to her
daughter, and that the time for her supreme sac-
rifice was near. She remembered the words of
Hannah:

“Oh, my lord, I am the woman that stood by thee
here, praying unto the Lord. For this child I
prayed; and the Lord hath given me my petition
which I asked of Him: therefore also have I lent
him to the Lord; as long as.he liveth he shall be
lent to the Lord, and she worshipped the Lord
there.”

Just how it was all to come about, little did we
know. The meetings were a feast to our souls.
Workers came freely to our country home, and
when the Evangelist, Robert Semple, that blessed
man of God who, because of his Christ-like bear-
ing, moved as a prince among men, passed on to
another town, he continued to encourage and in-
struct me in the Lord by many long letters, all of
which were filled with scriptures and food from
God’s storehouse.
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Never has it been my privilege to read such let-
ters as those that came from the inspired pen of
this saintly man of prayer. He walked and lived
and breathed in the atmosphere of heaven. To
know him was to love and respect him.

Then came the time of his return visit to our
town and the memorable night when I had volun-
teered to nurse the two little children of the sister
in whose home I had received my baptism. The
little ones had been stricken down with typhoid
fever, and the mother was fatigued with long care
and watching.

Late in the evening, as I was tending the little
ones and setting things to rights in the room, the
door opened and in walked Robert Semple, offer-
ing his services and prayers. After he had prayed,
the children fell into a quiet sleep, and we sat
down side by side to read the Bible by the light
of the shaded lamp. Robert talked earnestly of
the Savior and His love, of the work, of the great
fields of golden grain, white already unto the har-
vest, of the need for laborers in these closing
hours of the dispensation, of the soon coming of
Jesus and the many souls yet to be saved, of what
a life of faith meant—the sacrifice, the joy, the re-
ward—then, reaching over he took my hand in
his and, telling me of his love, asked me to be-
come his wife and enter the work as a helpmate
by his side. .

This is the first time I have ever attempted to
lift the veil even a little from that sacred, hallowed
hour, when we kneeled side by side, hand in hand.
and he reverently prayed God to look down and
solemnize our engagement and send us forth as
true laborers, in obedience to His call, to rescue
poor perishing souls from eternal destruction.

While on my knees, with closed eyes and throb-
bing heart—(Why, this was the very room in
which I had received my baptism!) the room
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- seemed filled with angels who lined either side of
the golden, sunlit path of life that stretched away
into the vista of coming days of glorious love and
joyful service to our Lord and King.

Here was the visible answer to the call.

Here was the loving human hand sent to un-
latch the gate of opportunity and guide my steps
into that shining path and start me well upon the
way—that way that has led through sunshine and
shadow, tears and smiles, joys and sorrow, life
and death, mountain-top and valley.

Little did I know that night, as I contemplated
the shining way that led on and on to the Fath-
er’s throne, how soon the strong, dear arm that
was now about me as we prayed, and led me out
into the work, would be removed; that after two
years of married life I should be left alone, yet
not alone. '

The impenctrable mist with which God merci-
fully veils the future remained unrent, yet, had
I known of the little mound of fresh-digged earth
that should mark the grave of this dear heart in
Happy Valley, Hong Kong, China, I should not
have hesitated in that softly whispered “yes,”
with which I met his question; nor would I have
shrunk one instant from the call to stand by his
side. I deemed it one of the greatest privileges
and honors I had ever known.

Oh, Jesus! Jesus! how wonderfully He ha(
planned it all for poor, unworthy me! How he
had sought and called and chosen me! Is it any
wonder my heart sang with rapturous love and
praise for such a Redeemer?

The straight-forward, manly way in which Rob-
ert went to my Mother for her consent, coupled
with the dealings of the Lord in her heart on the
subject, made her willing to part with her daugh-
ter, though she declared, mother-like, that it took
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CHAPTER VII.

EARLY MINISTRY—MY BROKEN ANKLE
HEALED.

“Let us get up early to the vineyards; let us see if the

vine flourish, whether the tender grape appear, and the pome-

granates bud forth: there will I give thee my loves.” S. of
S. 7:12.

HE happy days of service for Jesus which
followed need not be described in detail.
We had three little rooms in the heart of
the city where swirling smoke clouds from
nearby foundries swept over the roof and tiny
back-yard where I struggled desperately with my
first washing. I would wash and rub and rinse,
and as fast as I washed the clothes the soot would
black them. It was a battle between the smoke
and me, and I was greatly troubled, having always
heard that the housekeeping qualities of a good
wife must be judged by her washing and her bis-
cuits. Cinders would have won the day had it not
been for the help and advice of one of thetsisters.
Rooms were furnished in an unpretentious way,
and even with my eyes filled with smoke from
the broken door of the little kitchen range, my
first pan of biscuits, hard and brown though they
were, were considered a great and triumphant
suecess by the husband who came in, from his
toil in the boiler works, at noon. Never were bis-
cuits praised so highly, and it is doubtful whether
biscuits ever were quite so hard, but the spirit
to learn and try to please was there just the same.
The little assembly was poor in this world’s
goods, and my dear husband, not willing to lay us
as a burden upon them, had accepted this humble
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position of work, though in other cities he might
have commanded a dignified position with a good
salary. Like Paul he was not afraid to work with
his hands.

The Lord blessed our labors in Stratford, On-
tario, saving and baptizing precious souls, lead-
“ing me on and out in a new way. From Stratford
He definitely led us to the city of

LONDON, ONT., CAN,,
where the beautiful home of dear Sister Arm-
strong was opened to us. Meetings were held in
her parlors until her rooms grew too small, and
were then moved to the home of Brother Wort-
man.

The teaching of Pentecost was practically new
in the city at the time when the Lord led my
husband thither. Inside of a year, however, over
one hundred had received the baptism of the Holy
Spirit with the Bible evidence, speaking in
tongues, sinners had been saved, and there were
several remarkable healings. As a result from the
working of the Spirit in these meetings, a large,
thriving, centrally located Pentecostal Mission
has been built on one of the main streets and the
work of God is progressing gloriously to this
day.

CHICAGO, ILL.

The TLord began to impress us that we were
to go to Chicago, Ill., to attend the meetings of
Brother W. H. Durham, and as we were pray-
ing for the necessary means, He laid it upon myv
Mother’s heart to provide for the fare and other
necessary expenses.

Oh, the teaching and the deepening, and the ex-
periences that were ours in the little North Ave-
nue assembly, where we worshipped for several
months, have meant so much in the years which
have followed! It was here that the TLord gave
me the gift of interpretation.
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While praying upon my knees by the side of my
bed one day, I was speaking in tongues (when
one has received the Holy Spirit and He has
right of way, it is difficult to keep from praying
in the Spirit, as when the soul becomes just so
full that our human mind cannot give utterance to
or express its desires, the Holy Spirit within rises
and helping our infirmities, prays through us
with groanings that cannot be uttered, or praises
and glorifies Jesus as the case may be).

This day, as I was worshipping the Lord in
other tongues, as the Spirit gave utterance, I
suddenly became conscious of the fact that I could
understand the words that the Spirit was speak-
ing through me. He described the glorious morn-
ing when the mists should be rolled away, the
breaking of eternal dawn over the hills, the near-
ness of the approach of our Lord, which was reach-
ing out and with flaming colors, illuminating the
sky with the promise of His appearing. The
glory, the beauty, the majestic tread and kingly
garments of the Lord were described in wonderful
language that I never could have thought of.
When the power lifted from me I was left feeling
as though I had had a taste of heaven.

Not understanding this experience, I did not
mention it to anyone, but that night, when seated
in the North Avenue Mission, Brother Durham,
during his preachm,,, spoke a lengthy message in
tongues. No one in this assembly had had the
gift of interpretation up to this time, and they
had been praying earnestly for its bestowal upon
someone.

As the Pastor spoke, the power was flowing
through my being. Tt just seemed as though the
message were rolling in and rolling in and rolling
in. The moment the Spirit ceased speaking
through him I felt the greatest drawing to spring
to my feet and open my mouth, assured that if T
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did the message would roll and roll forth in Eng-
lish. '

I could feel my face growing red; it seemed as
though everyone must know I had the interpreta-
tion, for I shook from head to foot during the
silence that ensued, but even though the Brother
pointed over the audience in my direction and
said—

“Somebody here has got the interpretation,” I
still sat on in my chair, fearful of getting to my
feet lest I should be mistaken.

Meeting over, he came down to me and said:

“You had the interpretation, did you not?”
After telling him my experience, he bade me go
right to the altar and ask the Lord to forgive
me for quenching the Spirit, assuring me that
if I did not obey the Spirit I would grieve Him
and the gift be taken away.

The next meeting wherein a message in tongues
was given through the brother, I yielded to the
Spirit, who seemed literally to lift me to my
feet, and spoke through me in English, the inter-
pretation of the message which had been given in
tongues. I was amazed to find how easy it was:
I had nothing to do with it at all. It was almost
exactly the same as speaking in tongues, my lips
and tongue were controlled by the Spirit in iden-
tically the same way. The words did not pass
through my brain but ecame flowing out of my in-
nermost being just as the Spirit gave utterance.
The only difference between this and speaking in
tongues was that it came in English. The lan-
guage was such as I never could have used.

The saints shouted—Ileaped to their- feet—and
the power fell everywhere. Meeting after meet-
ing thereafter, the Spirit gave through me the
interpretation. Instead of having the effect of
puffing me up, as one might have expected, this
gift seemed to humble me more than anything I
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had ever had. The enemy would strongly tempt
me to get up and run from the building when it
seemed as though anyone were going to speak in
tongues.

One of my severest tests came when a certain
message in tongues, seemingly composed of but
three or four words, had a corresponding interpre-
tation a couple of sentences long. I knew that
the interpretation had not arisen in my mind,
but was spoken by the Spirit; nevertheless, not
being able to understand the difference in length,
and feeling that everyone else must notice it too,
I sat down covered with confusion.

Imagine my joy and relief when a man rose in
the back of the hall and stated that the message
in tongues had been in his own language and that
the interpretation exactly corresponded. With
a rush of relief I recalled how that in school in
our Latin lessons one word in Latin would mean
three and sometimes four words in English, and
how Daniel’s interpretation of the handwriting on
the wall varied in length:

“Mene; God hath numbered thy kingdom, and
finished it.

“Tekel; Thou art weighed in the balances, and
art found wanting.

“Peres; Thy kingdom is divided, and given to
the Medes and Persians.”

How could I have been so stupid as to have
doubted? Yet to this day perhaps some of my
readers, when they have heard a message in
tongues whose interpretation apparently did not
correspond in length, have doubted and con-
demned.

Today we are made to realize in a very definite
way that the Lord is restoring His church to her
full Pentecostal glory and perfection, where every
gift and fruit of the Spirit is to be manifested.
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FINDLAY, OHIO

MIRACULOUS AND INSTANTANEOUS HEALING OF A
BROKEN ANKLE.

HILE at Findlay, Ohio, at Brother Leon-
ard’s Mission, attending the two weeks’
special meetings conducted by Brother
Durham, we prayed night and day for
those seeking the baptism, and the Lord met every
one. At times the whole floor in front of the altar,
was covered by the slain of the Lord. Amongst
those seeking the baptism of the Spirit was a min-
ister and a doctor of that city. .

One evening, being tired in body, from the long
hours at the altar, I went upstairs to lie down,
during the tarrying meeting. I had hardly set-
tled down to rest, when, hearing the big bass
voice of the minister shouting, “Glory! Glory!!
Glory!!"” T bounded off the couch to go and see
if he was receiving the Holy Spirit, rejoicing that
our prayers were being answered.

In running swiftly down the long flight of
stairs I tripped, and, bending my ankle back
under me, fell from the middle of the stairs all
the rest of the way to the bottom. I could fairly
hear the bones crunch under me as I fell. My toes
turned towards where the heel ought to be, and
my ankle swelled rapidly.

Up to this time, having always enjoyed the best
of health, I had never had occasion to take the
Lord as my personal healer, although I had wit-
nessed many wonderful healings. Now, as the
saints gathered about me and prayed, I must con-
fess that my mind was more occupied with the
pain and excruciating agony of my broken foot
than with the Lord as my healer; consequently I
was not healed that night.
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The doctor examined my foot and said the bone
was not only cracked, but that in wrenching my
foot backwards in my fall; I had completely torn
and severed four of the ligaments that move the
toes, all being torn but that running to the big
toe, thus pulling my toes around and backwards.

As soon as the swelling had been reduced suffi-
ciently to permit a plaster of paris cast to be put
on, Dr. Harrison and his son, also a practising
physician of that city, set the bone, drew the bent
foot back into place, and put on a heavy cast.
He explained to me that the torn cords could not
grow together; that my ankle would, therefore,
always be stiff, but by keeping the plaster cast on
for four weeks, till thoroughly healed, my foot
would be straight. They both warned me not to
touch it to the floor, or put any weight upon it.
A pair of crutches was purchased, and by their
aid I went hobbling to the train that was to take
us back to Chicago.

The afternoon we arrived, I attended the serv-
ice in the mission, and rested my aching and fev-
erish foot on the platform in front of me. Every
jar of the floor sent a stabbing pain through it,
and, sick with the pain, I went to my room, a
block away from the hall. While sitting there
commiserating with myself over the black and
swollen toes, which were all T could see of my
foot, a voice spoke to me and said:

“If you will wrap the shoe for your broken
foot, and take it with you to wear home, and go
over to North Avenue mission to Brother Dur-
ham and ask him to lay hands on your foot, I will
heal it.”

The idea of “rappmg up a shoe, which was
tight-fitting even with my foot in a normal condi-
tion, struck me so humorously that I laughed the
thought away; but again and yet again came the
voice :
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“Wrap up your shoe to wear home, take it with
You as you go to be prayed for, and I will heal
you.” The Word says, “My sheep hear my voice,”
and, at last I reached for my crutches, hobbled
over to my other shoe, wrapped it up, and with it
tucked under my arm, started clumsily down the
winding staircase to go to the mission for prayers.

On the way over the crutch slipped through a
hole in the wooden sidewalk, and as my toes
struck the hard boards, the perspiration stood in
beads upon me, from the excruciating pain that
shot up my limb. I felt dizzy and faint as I
reached the foot of the steps (Brother Durham
lived over the mission). Trembling and white from
pain, I felt unequal to climbing the stairs, so two
of the brothers carricd me up on a chair.

I told them just what the Lord had told me.
There were twelve in the room besides myself, and
all but one began to pray. The one who did not
pray was an infidel, a brother of our Pastor.

As Brother Durham was walking up and down
the room, calling on the Lord, he suddenly
stopped, and laying his hands on my ankle, broke
out praying in tongues, and then in English said:

“In the name of Jesus, receive your healing.”
I suddenly felt as if a shock of electricity had
struck my foot. It flowed through my whole body,
causing me to shake and tremble under the power
of God. Instantaneously my foot was perfectly
healed, the blackness was gone, the parted liga-
ments were knitted together, the bone was made
whole. Glory to Jesus! I was healed!

Trembling with excitement and joy, it took me
fully five minutes, with the help of the saints,
to remove the plaster of paris cast. The infidel
who was present said:

“Don’t be foolish. Leave it on, you will only
have to pay a doctor three dollars to replace the
cast.”
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But, glory to Jesus, I was healed. At last the
plaster was removed, the absorbent cotton off, my
stocking on, also the shoe (which fitted perfectly
now), and I leaped to my feet and began to dance
and jump on the healed foot.

Everyone in the room was filled with the Spirit,
and we all danced and sang and talked in tongues.
Hallelujah! It is no wonder we shout His praises;
when we have Jesus we have something worth
shouting over.

Suddenly remembering my husband would be
coming on the next elevated train, I ran down the
stairs, my crutches left behind, and all the way to
the station, and told him the wonderful news. My
ankle was as strong as ever.

The mission was full to the doors that night,
and when the Pastor asked me to step to the plat-
form and tell of my wonderful healing, and the
saints saw that the crutches and plaster cast were
gone, and that I could leap and dance upon the
foot, they shouted and praised the Lord. Many
of the Chicago onlookers who knew not the heal-
ing power, doubted that the ankle had ever been
broken. When the word went back and the heal-
ing was announced publicly in Iindlay, Ohio,
many of the public there who knew it was broken,
would not believe it was healed. How like human
nature. “If they hear not Moses and the prophets,
neither will they be persuaded though one rosc
from the dead.”
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CHAPTER VIII.

CALL TO FOREIGN FIELDS.

“And He said unto me, Go ye into all the world, and preach
the Gospel to every creature.” Mk. 16:15.

T WAS shortly after our return to Chicago

and the miraculous, instantaneous healing of

my broken ankle, just related, that my hus-

band and wmyself were made to realize in a
very definite way that the time had come for us to
obey the call to China which the Spirit had been
laying upon his heart more and more for some
time.

We began praying for the fare and clothing
which would be necessary. - As I have explained,
we had no earthly board behind us, no organiza-
tion to lean upon. We, therefore, looked straight
to Jesus, the One who had called us, and asked
Him to supply our every neced. In just a little
over two weeks the necessary clothing and the
fare had been donated by the dear saints of God,
not by the rich, but by the poor.

We find, all over the country, in our meetingsy,
that the rich and the near-rich will come to us
and say:

“Oh, I am so sorry that I am not in a position
just now to give something. My money is tied up
and I am so situated that I am not able to do
much now; how I wish I could.” And while they
are humming and hesitating over it, the poop
step up, and with a glad light in their eyes, grip
our hands with a hearty:

“God bless you! Here’s a dollar, or here’s five
or ten,” as the case may be; “Oh, I only wish it
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were more, but I will have more when next week’s
pay envelope comes in. How proud I am to have
this privilege!”

Farewelling in Chicago, we went to Canada,
accompanied by Brother Durham, holding revival
meetings in different towns and cities in On-
tario. In London we found the Lord still gra-
ciously pouring out His Spirit and had a glorious
revival while there this time.

My home town being but twenty miles distant,
I had the opportunity of saying farewell to my
parents, but even when Mother waved me off at
the depot, she smiled bravely as far away as I
could see her waving her handkerchief from the
platform. I held my hand out of the window and
pointed up, bidding her look to Jesus.

After our last meeting was closed in Toronto,
where many were baptized in the Spirit, we
boarded the train for St. John’s, N. B., and as if,
was pulling out of the Union Depot, we heard the
sweet voices of the saints singing: “God be with
you ’til we meet again.”

Leaving St. John’s, we set sail for Liverpool,
England. From there we went to Belfast, Ire-
land. In Belfast the Lord sent a wonderful re-
vival. In three weeks over two score were bap-
tized in the Holy Spirit and all spoke in other
tongues.

Mr. Semple’s home, which was in Magherafelt,
the North of Ireland, being but a few miles dis-
tant, we visited there. His dear father and mother,
two brothers and two sisters, each vied with the
other in packing the trunk of new clothing and
good things for us. When at last the day of our
departure had come they said “Good-bye” to their
son, and Mrs. Semple (Robert’s mother) declared
that the Lord gave her the witness right then that
she would never look upon his face again in this
world. But Hallelujah! “Greater love hath no
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man than this, that he lay down his life for the
brethren.”

While waiting in London, England, for the
boat on which we were to sail, we were enter-
tained by dear saints who showed us the greatest
hospitality and love. In attending Pentecostal
services held in London we found that the Lord
was pouring out His Spirit in the very same way
as in America, and that hundreds of earnest
Christians had been baptized with the same Holy
Spirit, speaking with other tongues and praising
the Lord. It was here that the Lord gave me
that marvelous vision of the Dispensation of the
Holy Spirit and the message in prophecy which
has always seemed so glorious to me because He
gave it.

Standing on the deck, as the boat slipped away
from the wharf, we lifted our voices in song with
- the crowd of saints who stood on the pier. How
sweet and encouraging their dear voices sounded
as they rang over the ever-increasing distance
between us. As far as we could hear they were
singing:

“God will take care of you.”
And when we could no longer hear them we could
see the waving handkerchiefs and hats of these
precious children of the Most High God.

Skirting the edge of the Bay of Biscay, we
sailed on to Gibraltar, then in through the blue,
sunlit waters of the Mediterranean, to the Suez
Canal, and on into the Red Sea, through which
the Children of Israel had been led dry-shod. We
were surprised at the great width of the Sea,
and learned that it was called the “Red Sea” be-
cause of the desert wind storms which blow the
red sand across the water, giving it at times its
red appearance.

Soon we were plowing through the waters of
the Indian Ocean. After our visit at Ceylon it
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was not long until we were nearing our destina-
tion at Hong Kong.

En route we gathered good reports of the out-
pouring of the Latter Rain in Egypt, India, Cey-
lon, Malta, etc., too lengthy to relate at this
time. Suffice it to say that they received the
Holy Spirit as well as we, with the same Bible
evidence, speaking in tongues. Sick were healed
and signs and wonders were wrought in the name
of the holy child, Jesus.

On the boat plentiful opportunity for witness-
ing for Jesus was given us. My husband spent
hours and hours each day waiting upon God; the
balance in reading the Word. It seemed as though
we were being drawn nearer to the Master every
day, and belonged less and less to this world.

After weathering a severe typhoon, came the
day when we saw, in the early morning sunrise,
the mountain of Hong Kong, and beheld the har- .
bor with its numerous busy sampans.

We were met by saints and taken to the Mis-
sionary Home, of which Brother MacIntosh was
at that time in charge. DBrother and Sister Dixon
and other missionaries were here, and we learned
that the Latter Rain was falling in China, as well
as in America, as God’s little children faithfully
proclaimed the truth. Yes, when the Chinese re-
ceive the baptism they speak in other tongues just
as did the hundred and twenty on the day of
Pentecost; the sick are healed and the lepers
cleansed. Hallelujah!

In China we felt as never before the need of
the Holy Spirit as a Comforter, and found it
much more difficult to pray through. It seemed
at times as though the air were filled with demons
and the hosts of hell, in this wicked, benighted
country, where for many centuries devil wor-
ship has been an open custom. We have seen
Chinese bowing themselves down before their
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CHAPTER IX.

THE DEATH OF MY HUSBAND.

“When thou passest through the waters, I will be with
thee; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee.”
Isa. 43:2.

HILE in China my husband seemed

to be drawn nearer and nearer to the

Lord each day. He spent hours in

prayer day and night. He really trav-
ailed in Spirit for the Chinese, and often made
the remark that he felt as though he would
never return to America, but would rise to meet
the Lord from China, carrying precious Chinese
souls in his arms to Jesus. He used to sing over
and over that little chorus—

“Bringing in the sheaves,”
only he worded it—

“Bringing in Chinese,

Bringing in Chinese;

We shall come rejoicing,

Bringing in Chinese.” é%

After the heat of the day, we would &1 go

out to sit on the beach in the evening, and while
different workers would be talking together I
would suddenly miss my husband. Diligent search
would find him hidden away off somewhere be-
hind a boulder or rock, praying earnestly for
souls. At other times he would walk through the
beautiful graveyard of Happy Valley, reading the
inscriptions of missionaries who had laid down
their lives for Jesus. How beautiful were flowers
and fountains, and foliage—such rare beauty as
we had mnever seen!
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As we sat many hours studying and reading
under these trees, little did we realize that soon
dear Robert was to be laid at rest in this very
spot in Happy Valley.

The intense heat and the filthy, unsanitary con-
dition of the country in which we dwelt began to
tell upon our health. Malaria was raging, and
to go out even for five minutes at noonday with-
out a cork helmet and a heavy parasol meant
almost, certain death.

We were away down the coast at Macoe when
my husband was taken seriously ill and was car-
ried, in a very weak condition, to the steamer and
back to Hong Kong and up the mountain to an
English sanitarium, built especially for mission-
aries, where care was given free of charge.

Suffering with malaria in its worst form, I
went with my husband to the hospital where we
could be near (I in the ladies’ ward, his ward
some distance away), even though we could not
see each other except on visiting days.

Robert was just in the hospital one week, and
the anniversary of our second year of married
life was celebrated during this time by a little
exchange of notes sent by the nurse. During the
few short visits I was permitted to make to his
ward, I ever found his well-worn Bible (the one
from which he had preached me under conviction
and explained the way of salvation and the bap-
tism of the Holy Spirit), my husband’s constant
companion. It was marked from cover to cover
and his fingers seemed to bhe always between its
.pages.

Each day he grew weaker, and although I was
confident the Lord would heal him, he felt as
though his work were ended, that he had fought
a good fight and finished his course, and hence-
forth there was laid up for him a crown of right-
eousness.
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One evening, at the end of the week, the doctor
gave me special permission to sit with my hus-
band, and as my heart leaped with joy at the
prospect, little did I dream the reason of this
special kindness, I only felt grateful to the doc-
tor, and the thought that my dear one was so
soon to be taken from me never entered my mind.
As I sat there by his bedside a great lump in my
throat seemed to be choking me as 1 gazed at the
thin, pale face, so changed in these few days, but
feeling that I must be brave and encouraging I
tried in a pitiful way to talk cheerfully of the
soon-coming of the little one we had both planned
and hoped for so long.

As we were talking thus I heard the click of
the white-robed nurse’s heels as she came down
the long ward to tell me it was time for me to go
back to my own ward now. And O, I shall never
forget the sweet smile that lit up his countenance.
Some way a terrible premonition of some sorrow
befalling me, an idea vague and unformed, seized
upon my heart, and as I clung to the white-enam-
eled bar at the foot of his bed, I think he must
have seen the look that swept across my face,
for—still smiling encouragingly—he looked into
my eyes and said:

“Good night, dear; I’ll see you in the morn-
ing.” These were the last words he ever spoke
to me, but O, I know there is going to dawn a
bright and cloudless morning some of these days,
when there shall be—

“No more parting, no more tears,

No more crying, no more fears,”
for these things shall pass away when the ILord
shall come. Why, it seems that I can almost see
the early rays of dawn breaking in the sky just
now, and the Spirit softly whispers:

“The morning is at hand; Jesus is coming soon;
be faithful just a little longer.”
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“Good night, dear; I'll see you in the morning.”
Oh, dear reader, will you be there in the morn-
ing? Will you be ready to mecet Jesus on that
day?

I returned to the bed in the women’s ward with
an uneasy feeling hard to déscribe, and lay for
hours staring out into the darkness, listening to
the irregular breathing of the other patients about
me.

At midnight I sat up in bed with a frightened
start. Out of the window at the foot of my bed
I could see across the great square court, and in
the window which I knew to be beside my hus-
band’s bed I saw a bright light burning. Some
way a great terror seized upon my soul, as I heard
the quick step of the night nurse coming along the
corridor connecting the two wards. Straight to
my bed she came, and with a tense catch in her
voice that I-will never forget, she told me to slip
on my kimono and slippers and to hurry to the
next ward, that my husband was very ill.

“He’s not—he’s not—not—d—dying?” I man-
aged to gasp through my stiff lips.

“Come quick! He is sinking fast,” were the
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