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Miracles

“Lo, I am with You!”“Lo, I am with You!”“Lo, I am with You!”“Lo, I am with You!”“Lo, I am with You!”

“The reader of missionary news will frequently come upon
instances . . . reminding him of the experiences of Old and
New Testament messengers of God. Such experiences
strengthen the faith of the missionaries and their helpers in
their many trials, striving with the powers of heathenism, un-
supported by Christian fellowship. The critic will find it easy
to assail these acts of God; yet they are precious to those
who experience them—mission workers, Christians, and hea-
then,—and they produce blessed and permanent results.”—
Job Warneck, veteran missionary, in his book, Living Forces
of the Gospel.

Selected and edited from missionary stories
compiled by William A. Spicer.
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 CHAPTER ONE: “In Journeyings Oft”
“Thus saith the Lord, which maketh a way in the sea, and a
path in the mighty waters.” Isaiah 43:16.

“MA“MA“MA“MA“MASTER ON TOPSTER ON TOPSTER ON TOPSTER ON TOPSTER ON TOP, HE STRONG”, HE STRONG”, HE STRONG”, HE STRONG”, HE STRONG”
Thus, in the pidgin English of the New Hebrides,

the islanders of Malekula declared their conviction
that the invisible arm of the Master was stretched
forth in power to right an overturned ship, and de-
liver the missionary and his island crew. When an
old chief first heard one of the boys telling how the
ship, with mast and rigging under water, had been
lifted up and set upright, he said, “No that cannot be
true; such a thing never could be.” But when all the
facts were told, the islanders agreed that the “Master
on top, He strong.”

The story was told by Missionary J.D. Anderson,
of the Australasian missions in the New Hebrides.
The missionary, with a crew of six boys of Malekula,
was on a 260-mile journey to meet the steamer at
Tulagi and return to his station. His report of the
outward journey, taken from the Australasian Record,
continues:

“After a very pleasant run of five hours, a heavy
storm broke upon us just as we were about to enter
an opening in one of the reefs to anchor for a short
time. The wind blew fiercely, and the rain was so
heavy that we were unable to see any more than the
length of the boat. Charlie, my native helper, who
has had much experience with boats, was acting as
captain, and gave orders to put to sea. I immediately
went to the engine. Being assured that all was well
there, I came on deck. But at once I felt that we were
in danger; so again I disappeared below to place the
position before the Lord.

“In Journeyings Oft”
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“Up to this time we had been steering by the land;
but, while I was on my knees, almost audible words
said to me, ‘Get out your compass.’ This I did, and
found we were going straight for the reef; so we put
to sea. After about half an hour the storm lifted. And
we were able to get in through the reef to a safe an-
chorage. It was just in time; for a heavier storm came
on and continued all the afternoon and well into the
night.

“The next morning early we left again, with fine
weather; and, by 10:30 a.m., we came to a place from
which, in fine weather, we leave the Malaita coast for
Gala. Everything seemed to be in our favor, so we
decided to make the run. After an hour’s run a south-
east wind sprang up, and grew stronger and stron-
ger. At 2 p.m. we battened our little boat down; and,
from then on, for six hours the deck was almost in-
cessantly awash.

“How thankful I felt that the people of Australasia
had made it possible for us to have such a seaworthy
boat under the conditions in which we found our-
selves!”

To shorten the account, Gala was reached; and
then the next day we reached Tulagi, where the steamer
was met. After the weekend at Tulagi, the homeward
run was begun. Stormbound at Sioto, on Wednesday
morning they were again at sea, with fair weather
prospects. That homeward voyage, with the deliver-
ances that put awe and thanksgiving into their hearts,
is thus described by Missionary Anderson:

“By 7:30 the wind again arose, and it was not very
long before we were in a heavy sea. Up to this time,
the engine had been running nicely and our sails were
folded. A voice seemed to say, ‘Put up your sails.’ But
I felt that it was safer to run along under engine power.
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Almost immediately the words again came, ‘The en-
gine is going to give out, so you will have to put up
the sails.’ Scarcely had these words been spoken when
a small piece in the engine broke, so I gave orders to
set sail and run with the storm.

“This done, we were going along at a fair speed
when the thought came to me, ‘What would you do if
the boat went over?’ Then a voice seemed to say again,
‘You are going to turn over, but angels will lift the
boat up; and you will speak, and the waves will be
calm.’ I said in prayer, ‘O Lord, it is too much.’ But
again the voice said, ‘Why be afraid? The angels will
help you, and this will take place to show the boys
that the God whom you serve is able to deliver.’ I
again said in prayer, ‘Thy will be done, O Lord, not
mine.’

“We had not proceeded far when two large waves
came. Charlie was holding the main sail and instruct-
ing two other boys who were holding the helm. The
little boat was turned to meet the first wave all right,
but was not able to right herself again before the
second wave caught her and seemed to stand her
almost mast downward. All hands on deck were
thrown into the sea. At the time, I was standing in
the cabin with my head out, but was thrown head-
long into the water. I cannot recollect what happened
to me then; but I do know that, although the worst
swimmer of all, I was the first on deck. When I did
recollect myself, I was sitting on the side of the boat.

“As I sat there, the boat began in a miraculous
way to right herself, notwithstanding the fact that
everything was against her. Everything inside the boat
was thrown to one side, and some of the boys were
hanging on to the sunken side. One boy came up on
the boom as the boat came up. As she righted, I re-

“In Journeyings Oft”
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membered the words spoken to me regarding the
waves, ‘You will speak, and the waves will be calm.’
—So I prayed and lifted up my hand to God, which
was noticed by some of the boys; and, for about fifty
yards back from the boat, the water appeared as
smooth as a pool. Nor did any waves of any size reach
us again until we had everything righted and were
well under sail.

“Charlie and I went into the cabin and thanked
the Lord for the wonderful deliverance. The other five
boys, who had never shown any interest in things of
God, were astonished. On arriving at a safe anchor-
age, they could not talk quickly enough about it. They
said, ‘Truly your Chief is strong. If this had been any
other boat, we would have all been drowned today.’
We had been from fifteen to twenty miles from land
at the time.

“As the wind died down for only a few hours each
night, we were able to do only short runs for the fol-
lowing three days, but eventually arrived home with-
out any further exciting incident.

“On reaching their homes the boys related their
experiences during the trip, but many of the old folks
would not believe what was told them. So I was called
to the island where they lived, as an authority, and
there asked to relate everything,—what was spoken
to me before the accident, and everything that oc-
curred at that time and afterward. If I forgot any-
thing, the boys would prompt me, and when I was
through they said, ‘True, it was this Master up on
top that helped us.’ Most of the old folks then also
said, ‘Master above, He strong, first time He win him.’

“An old sea captain, who has weathered many a
storm and to whom I related the incident, exclaimed,
‘How ever did the boat right itself?’
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“All who were with us seemed to be very favorably
impressed. Continue to pray for us, for we are up
against the very devil himself here.”

Amid the dashing spray that swept the deck in
the Adriatic Sea of old, an angel stood, saying to the
apostle Paul, “Fear not.” The same angels are with
the missionaries today.

SUDDEN PERIL AT THE JOURNEY’S ENDSUDDEN PERIL AT THE JOURNEY’S ENDSUDDEN PERIL AT THE JOURNEY’S ENDSUDDEN PERIL AT THE JOURNEY’S ENDSUDDEN PERIL AT THE JOURNEY’S END
Anyone who has ever seen those heavy transport

wagons of the African veld country (grassland with
scattered shrubs and trees) knows what a chariot of
destruction one of them would be if sent rolling down
a hill. One of the pioneer missionaries of South Af-
rica, G.S. Thomas, told how he saw destruction turned
aside by the hand of Providence as he and his wife
sent up an instant cry to God. It was in 1857, as they
were journeying to their station in the Kafirland moun-
tains. The story is told in the old volume, The Mis-
sionary World Encyclopedia. Mr. Thomas says:

“Toward the close of the journey we experienced a
most merciful interposition of divine Providence. We
had arrived within about six miles of the station, and
came to the bottom of a steep hill, so steep that one
team of oxen was unable to pull the wagon to the
top. We therefore took the team out of the other wagon,
in which were my dear wife and child; and, having
fastened these in front of the other team, the word
was given, ‘Trek! trek!’ And the wagon soon began to
ascend the hill. Suddenly, just as we gained the sum-
mit, the trek-tow, or that by which the oxen were at-
tached to the wagon, broke; and, in an instant, it
began to descend the hill with fearful velocity toward
the other wagon. All were panic-stricken, but noth-
ing could be done to save either the wagon or my wife
and child. She saw the danger with horror, but there

“In Journeyings Oft”
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J. HUDSON TAYLOR

For many years superintendent
of the China Inland Mission
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was no time to escape; she had merely time to clasp
the babe to her bosom and cry, ‘Lord, save us!’ And
He did save; for just as it got within a yard of the two
oxen still attached to the pole, without any apparent
cause, it turned suddenly around along the side of
the hill and stopped of itself, without sustaining the
least injury or injuring anything else. Had it turned
to the other side, it would have fallen over a preci-
pice two or three hundred feet deep. To our God alone
we ascribe the praise.”

THE STORM COULD NOT HINDERTHE STORM COULD NOT HINDERTHE STORM COULD NOT HINDERTHE STORM COULD NOT HINDERTHE STORM COULD NOT HINDER
The work of J. Hudson Taylor for China forms a

striking chapter in the book of modern missions. The
Lord called him as one of the pioneering agents for
the time of China’s opening. He was the founder of
the China Inland Mission, one of the most aggressive
of missions. In his little book, A Retrospect, Mr. Tay-
lor tells of a providence as he embarked the first
time from Liverpool for China, in 1853. He says:

“We had scarcely left the Mersey when a violent
equinoctial gale caught us; and, for twelve days, we
were beating backward and forward in the Irish Chan-
nel, unable to get out to sea.

“The gale steadily increased, and after almost a
week we lay to for a time; but drifting on a lee coast,
we were compelled again to make sail and endeav-
ored to beat off to windward. The utmost efforts of
the captain and crew, however, were unavailing; and
Sunday night, the 25th of September, found us drift-
ing into Carnarvon Bay, each tack becoming shorter,
until at last we were within a stone’s throw of the
rocks.

“About this time, as the ship, which had refused
to stay, was turned around in the other direction, the
Christian captain said to me, ‘We cannot live half an

“In Journeyings Oft”
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hour now; what of your call to labor for the Lord in
China?’

“I had previously passed through a time of much
conflict, but that was over; and it was a great joy to
feel and to tell him that I would not for any consider-
ation be in any other position. I strongly expected to
reach China; but, if otherwise, at any rate the Master
would say it was well that I was found seeking to
obey His command.

“Within a few minutes after wearing ship, the cap-
tain walked up to the compass and said to me, ‘The
wind has freed two points; we shall be able to beat
out of the bay!’ And so we did.”

ON THE OLD ROUTE AROUND THE HORNON THE OLD ROUTE AROUND THE HORNON THE OLD ROUTE AROUND THE HORNON THE OLD ROUTE AROUND THE HORNON THE OLD ROUTE AROUND THE HORN
It was in the early missionary times of 1835 that

A.W. Murray and others, bound for the South Pacific
Islands, sailed down the Thames from London. They
sang the old hymn that was sung as the ship Duff
carried the London Missionary Society’s first mis-
sionaries down the Thames on the way to Tahiti in
1796:

“Jesus, at Thy command
We launch into the deep.”
It was a stormy deep that Mr. Murray’s party found

as they essayed to round Cape Horn, the southern-
most point of South America. It was winter. Again
and again the ship was driven back. In his Forty Years
in Polynesia, Mr. Murray tells how deliverance came:

“Matters had well-nigh reached a crisis. Provisions
were getting very short; there was no hope of a change
of wind; twice had we doubled the dreadful Cape and
been driven back; and the question was being seri-
ously discussed whether we had not better change
the ship’s course and stay away from the Cape of
Good Hope; but it was a choice of difficulties. Had
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we adopted that course, we would have had such a
distance to run that we would in all probability have
suffered from a scarcity of food and water.”

They were shut up to look to God. They had agreed
that instead of the usual Sunday evening service, a
prayer meeting for deliverance should be held in the
main cabin that night. The story continues:

“There was a tremendous sea; and our little bark
was being tossed about apparently at the mercy of
the winds and waves, now mounting aloft, then de-
scending into the yawning depths, and seeming as if
at any moment it might be engulfed.

“But ‘man’s extremity is God’s opportunity.’ De-
liverance was at hand. Fervent prayer was offered
throughout the day; but that day closed, as so many
before it had done, without any change.

“The hour for the evening service drew on, and we
were about to meet to carry out the arrangement of
the morning. But ‘before they call I will answer.’ An
announcement from the deck, such as had not been
made for many a day, was heard, ‘A change of wind!
About ship!’

“Oh, what a joyful surprise! Our prayers were
largely turned into praises. The crisis was past; and,
from that time forward, we proceeded on our way
without further interruption. The storms of Cape
Horn were soon left behind; and, instead, we had
over us a cloudless sky and, under us, the gentle
waves of the Pacific.”

“UNTO THEIR DESIRED HAVEN”“UNTO THEIR DESIRED HAVEN”“UNTO THEIR DESIRED HAVEN”“UNTO THEIR DESIRED HAVEN”“UNTO THEIR DESIRED HAVEN”
Little as the ancients used the sea as a highway,

as compared with moderns, the psalmist neverthe-
less leaves on record the story of oft-repeated deliver-
ances from the fury of the waves. “So He bringeth
them unto their desired haven,” says the 107th psalm,

“In Journeyings Oft”
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SAILING SHIPS OF THE 18TH AND 19TH CENTURIES
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recognizing that God’s hand was at the helm. It is a
word of thanksgiving often repeated by the mission-
aries among the island fields of the South Pacific,
where one must travel constantly by sailboat or
launch to visit the stations. Too numerous for them
to record are the incidents in which these missionar-
ies recognize a protecting Providence.

QUENCHING THE VIOLENCE OF FIREQUENCHING THE VIOLENCE OF FIREQUENCHING THE VIOLENCE OF FIREQUENCHING THE VIOLENCE OF FIREQUENCHING THE VIOLENCE OF FIRE
Here is one story of the Fiji group, told by Mis-

sionary G. McLaren:
“While sailing from Taveuni to Levuka some time

ago in our little mission cutter, the Talia, we had a
remarkable experience and saw the hand of the Lord
outstretched to save.

“It was evening. There was a big swell on the ocean,
and we were going along with our engine and sails at
a fair rate. I told the native boy to fill the benzine
tank before it got dark. Tomasi opened a case of ben-
zine; and, in trying to extract a tin from the case, he
knocked a hole in the tin. Our steering lamp was
alight on the after part of the deck. The benzine
splashed out of the tin, came in contact with the flame
of the hurricane lamp, and there was an explosion.
Flames shot up twenty feet in the air. There were
fifteen natives on board.

“We had a small dinghy that would hold four men
at most. The natives, in their panic, rushed to lower
the dinghy to get away from the burning vessel. I saw
that to try to get away in the dinghy would mean
death to most of us. I asked the Lord for help. Then
taking hold of the burning case of benzine, I lifted it
and threw it overboard, burning my arms.

“The flames on the deck were fast taking hold.
One of the boys, when he saw the case of benzine put
overboard, unlashed the freshwater cask and tipped

“In Journeyings Oft”
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the water on the fire. This caused a greater flare. The
flames ran along the deck, and the housing of the
ship was soon alight. We were helpless. No—we were
not helpless; the Lord was with us.

“We offered a quick prayer for help; and suddenly
it seemed as if a wet blanket was put over the flames,
and they were extinguished. The decks were just smol-
dering. We were unable to do anything. We had done
nothing; the Lord had saved us. We realized that the
arm of the Lord is not shortened that He cannot save.

“I wish you could have heard the songs of praise
and the prayers of the native brethren when the flames
were extinguished. We were exhausted from the men-
tal strain; but we thanked and praised God for deliv-
erance from what seemed to be certain death.”

CHAPTER TWO: By Audible Voice
“Thine ears shall hear a word behind thee, saying, This is the
way, walk ye in it.” Isaiah 30:21.

THE VOICE IN THE WILDS OF NEW GUINEATHE VOICE IN THE WILDS OF NEW GUINEATHE VOICE IN THE WILDS OF NEW GUINEATHE VOICE IN THE WILDS OF NEW GUINEATHE VOICE IN THE WILDS OF NEW GUINEA
Perhaps not one of the missionaries famous as

pioneers was less given to imagining things than that
matter-of-fact Scotsman, James Chalmers. But he
tells us, in his autobiography, that he surely heard
the voice of the Lord speaking to him in the wilds of
the Fly River district of New Guinea. He had gone
into this region to search for a place for a mission
station. He had a remembrance of a favorable spot
which he had noted on a former visit. Now in his
mission cutter he had anchored in the mouth of the
creek. He says:

“It was an anxious night, as we did not know what
would happen in the morning. I did not know the
creek, and there was only swampland about; and I
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wondered where the sandy land was that I had seen
the year before. We had prayer; and I told Maru and
his wife to stay by the boat, and that I would go and
look around.

“I was very cast down. When walking along, I heard
a voice very distinctly say to me, ‘This is the way,
walk ye in it.’ I sat down on a log close by and said,
‘If Thine, O Lord, is the voice, teach me to hear and
act;’ and I heard, ‘Fear not, for I am with thee; nei-
ther be thou dismayed.’ I thanked God and took cour-
age.”

Cheered by the evident presence of the Lord, he
went forward through a native village, deserted save
for the dogs that barked at his approach; and on yet
a little way, he found the very spot on which his fu-
ture station was planted. The good hand of the Lord
upon him was manifested in the friendliness of the
villagers when they returned from a fishing expedition.
The right place for beginning the new work had been
found.

TRIBAL NATIVE WORKERS OF THE NEW HEBRIDES

By Audible Voice
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A PROVIDENCE THAT FOUNDED A MISSIONA PROVIDENCE THAT FOUNDED A MISSIONA PROVIDENCE THAT FOUNDED A MISSIONA PROVIDENCE THAT FOUNDED A MISSIONA PROVIDENCE THAT FOUNDED A MISSION
In his History of the Missionary Society of the

Methodist Episcopal Church, published in 1832, Dr.
Nathan Bangs, one of the organizers of the society,
says of their first mission to people of another tongue
than English:

“The introduction of the gospel among the Wyan-
dottes, a tribe of Indians living at the Upper Sandusky,
in the State of Ohio, is illustrative of one of those
singular providences which tend to ‘confound the
wisdom of the wise’ and to prove that ‘the excellency
of power, by which sinners are converted from the
error of their way, is of God and not of man.’ ”

The agent, John Stewart, was a freedman of Vir-
ginia, a mulatto, called in a remarkable way to a
work which Methodist history declares fully confirmed
the genuineness of his experience. He had lived a god-
less, intemperate life; but the Lord converted his
heart. The account of his call is given in Stewart’s
own words:

“Soon after I embraced religion, I went out into
the fields to pray. It seemed to me that I heard a
voice, like the voice of a woman, praising God, and
then another, as the voice of a man, saying to me,
‘You must declare My counsel faithfully.’ These voices
ran through me powerfully. They seemed to come from
a northwest direction. I soon found myself standing
on my feet and speaking as if I were addressing a
congregation.

“This circumstance made a strong impression on
my mind and seemed an indication to me that the
Lord had called me to warn sinners to flee from the
wrath to come; but I felt myself so poor and ignorant
that I feared to make any such attempt, though I was
continually drawn to travel toward the source from
whence the voices came. This impression followed
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me from day to day; but I resisted from a sense of my
unfitness for such a work, until I was laid upon a
sickbed.

“On my recovery I concluded that if God would
enable me to pay my debts, which I had contracted
in the days of my folly, I would go. This I was enabled
soon to do, and I accordingly took some clothes in a
knapsack and set off toward the northwest, not know-
ing whither I was to go. When I set off, my soul was
very happy; and I steered my course, sometimes in
the road and sometimes through the woods.”

The Delawares besought him to stop with them,
but he felt the call urging him ever northwestward
until he reached the upper Sandusky, where his la-
bors were blessed of God to the conversion of many
of the Wyandottes. As the work grew, it was taken
over by the Methodist organization in Ohio, Stewart
being associated with it till his death in 1823. Re-
viewing the circumstances of the man’s call and the
blessings upon his service, Dr. Bangs declares:

“That he should succeed in awakening such at-
tention to the things of Christianity among a people
so strongly wedded to their heathenish customs or
to the mummeries of a fallen church, and finally bring
so many of them to the knowledge of the truth as it is
in Jesus, cannot, I think, be accounted for otherwise
than by acknowledging the divine hand guiding him
in all these things and giving sanction to his labors.”

LED TO THE WORD BY NIGHTLED TO THE WORD BY NIGHTLED TO THE WORD BY NIGHTLED TO THE WORD BY NIGHTLED TO THE WORD BY NIGHT
Brought into touch with mission effort in one of

our great Eastern cities, a lady, whose father was a
Jew and her mother a Catholic, told me how God
had directly called her to seek the light of truth. She
said:

“I had known nothing of the Bible. At the time of

By Audible Voice
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which I speak, my husband had been called away on
business, and I was alone for the night in my home.

“Soon after midnight I awoke, startled. Somehow
a terrible fear was upon me. I could not explain it,
but it was so real that I feared to stay in the house
alone. A voice, calling me by name, said, ‘Go to the
hotel and take a room.’ I got up and dressed and
went out into the city, and took a hotel room about
one o’clock in the morning. When I was shown to the
room at the hotel, I saw a book lying on the table in
my room.

“It was one of the Bibles which the Gideon League
distributes among hotels throughout the country. It
was a new book to me.

“Thoroughly awake, I sat up the rest of the night
and read that Bible. By early morning I wanted a
Bible of my own. At first I thought I would ring for
the boy, and ask him to ask the manager if I might
not buy that copy. Then I thought it would appear
strange; and they would think I was not quite bal-
anced, coming to the hotel at one o’clock in the morn-
ing and then early in the morning trying to buy a
Bible from them. So I went home.

“A friend called. I said, ‘Have you a Bible?’ ‘Surely,’
she said, ‘I have two or three of them.’ ‘Let me have
one,’ I said. So, finding myself in possession of a
Bible, I began to study it.”

Very soon the lady was rejoicing in the experience
of personal faith in Christ and His salvation. In tell-
ing me the story, the narrator said she could never
cease to thank God that He woke her up that night
so strangely, and sent her to the hotel to come in
touch with His Holy Word.

“MY CHILD, JESUS LOVES YOU”“MY CHILD, JESUS LOVES YOU”“MY CHILD, JESUS LOVES YOU”“MY CHILD, JESUS LOVES YOU”“MY CHILD, JESUS LOVES YOU”
Fifteen hundred miles up the Yangtze, in China’s
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A CHINESE BIBLE WOMAN

By Audible Voice
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Far West, a Bible woman came to me, saying, “I want
to tell you what Jesus did for me. But I do not want
you to think He would pay any special attention to
me or that I amount to anything.” And here is the
story Dora Li told:

As a small girl she had once attended a mission
school and had learned a few Bible texts. Then came
her marriage, in girlhood, into a well-to-do Chinese
family. She lived the ordinary life of the Chinese
woman, with no thought of God. But she fell ill, and
for weeks lay half conscious. Then it was that the
long-forgotten Bible texts of years before kept com-
ing to her mind. She often repeated them aloud.

“Stop it!” commanded her father.
“But I cannot help it,” she answered. “They keep

coming to my mind.”
Then one day came a voice speaking to her heart.

“It sounded so clearly that it seemed as loud and
distinct as if a human voice was speaking to my ear,”
said Mrs. Li. “And it said to me, ‘My child, Jesus
loves you; get up!’

“I rose from my bed, and from that time made
constant improvement until well and strong. Then I
began to search to find someone to teach me about
Jesus.”

She found the Way, and was out among her Chi-
nese sisters in Szechwan as a Bible woman.

“But I don’t want you to think that I amount to
anything,” she said, “or that Jesus would pay any
special attention to me.”

The spoken voice had called her out of darkness
to search for the true light.

THE VOICE OF ASSURANCETHE VOICE OF ASSURANCETHE VOICE OF ASSURANCETHE VOICE OF ASSURANCETHE VOICE OF ASSURANCE
About the year 1824, Samuel Broadbent was in

Maquassi, the head kraal of Chief Siffonello, of the
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Baralong tribe of the Bechuanas. The tribes of South
Africa were in commotion in those days. The stron-
ger nations, like the Zulus, were taking tribal areas
by force; and lesser tribes, driven by fear and hun-
ger, were overrunning one another. The Baralongs had
been driven from their old grounds and were holding
uncertain tenure of the Maquassi district.

One morning, Mr. Broadbent says in his narra-
tive, the town was in confusion and the people in a
wild flight. He learned that scouts had brought word
that thousands of the Mantatees, on war footing, were
sweeping the country, aiming straight for the town.
Everybody was fleeing. Chief Siffonello, who was
friendly to the missionary, begged him to flee also.
But Mrs. Broadbent had an infant only a few days
old, and it was impossible to think of flight into the
wilds. “You will be destroyed if you do not,” begged
the chief. “I cannot remain to defend you; they are
too strong for us.” But the missionary said he would
stay and put his trust in his God. Mr. Broadbent says:

“There remained with us, after the chief and those
with him had left, the wives of our wagon drivers,
and a native boy and girl; but while my wife and I
were taking some food in our room, these fled also,
without letting us know of their intention to do so.

“And now we and our two children were left alone.
A melancholy silence prevailed during the remainder
of the afternoon. The evening drew on; and the usual
sounds of men, flocks, and herds were not heard
around us. The sun set and the shades of night
mantled over us.

“I sat alone in the center room of our dwelling, my
wife and children in the adjoining lodging-room. I
was not without gloomy and depressing forebodings
as to what might be the events of that night; when
suddenly it was spoken to me as clearly as by a voice

By Audible Voice
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in the ear, ‘The name of the Lord is a strong tower:
the righteous runneth into it, and is safe.’ I instantly
closed the window shutter (for we had no glass), went
into the room with my wife and children, and in prayer
and faith committed ourselves to the protection of
that Name.

“Strange as it may appear, yet it is a fact; we were
sooner than usual wrapped in sleep, and rested bet-
ter that night than we had been accustomed to.”

For three days thereafter, he says, the Mantatee
warriors were passing through the town. But he adds:

“Mercifully, divine Providence kept them from us.
This fact, and my refusal to flee, obtained for me the
credit of great courage, which, indeed, I did not pos-
sess; for I should certainly have fled with my family
had it been possible. The Baralongs reported long
afterward that I would not flee from the whole army
of the Mantatees, and that they dared not come to
the station while I was there.”

The missionary well-knew that the Lord spoke the
assurance, in that time of peril, and had sent His
angels to guard His servants from the armed host
overflowing the land.

A VOICE FROM ABOVEA VOICE FROM ABOVEA VOICE FROM ABOVEA VOICE FROM ABOVEA VOICE FROM ABOVE
It was in the Canadian Northwest, among the Rus-

sian-Ukrainian settlements, that a young Catholic was
led to search for the Bible by a voice speaking to his
soul. As an evangelist later among his people, I heard
him tell, at a Canadian missionary conference, the
story of his conversion. I transcribe from my notes
as follows:

“One day he was at an auction, standing indiffer-
ently by, merely out of curiosity. The auctioneer held
up a large book and offered it for sale.

“No one seemed to be interested; and, as the auc-
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tioneer talked about the size of the book and begged
for an offer, the Ukrainian youth good-naturedly bid
25 cents at a venture, never expecting to get it. But
the auctioneer threw the book at him without wait-
ing for another offer.

“The book was called Bible Readings for the Home
Circle. It was full of Bible pictures, and he was im-
pressed that his mother would like to see those pic-
tures. He would give the book to his mother. She
would enjoy having so many religious pictures. But,
as he examined it, he saw references again and again
to the Bible. He was not acquainted with the book
called the Bible.

“Somehow, the very references to the unknown
book challenged his heart. He found that he wanted
to know about God and about the Bible. The more
he thought about it, the more heavily the burden
pressed upon his heart that he must find God. He
must know about religion.

“It became an earnest, sincere burden upon his
heart to search for the living God. He did the best he
knew; he took a Catholic prayer book into the woods.

ZACHARY, THE UKRANIAN COLPORTEUR

By Audible Voice
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Instructed in the ways of penance, or self-punishment,
as a means of persuading God to be merciful, he cut
out a sharp block with his ax and knelt with his knees
upon the cutting edge, doing penance for his sins,
conscious that he was a sinner and without hope.

“Hours he knelt before God in the woods, praying
and pleading for mercy and for help. He continued
until, from lack of food and pain from his self-im-
posed torture, he fainted.” Now, in his own words:

“When I came to, I was in despair. I felt that surely
there was no God, or He would have somehow heard
me. The heavens seemed but brass, and there was
no hope in all the world or in heaven above.

“Just then a little bird burst into singing in the
trees above my head. Somehow the bird’s song lifted
the current of my thoughts. I thought there must be
a God who made the birds sing. ‘The bird is joyful,’
thought I; ‘why have I not joy?’

“Just then a voice spoke to my heart as clearly as
though spoken to my ears, ‘Rise up! You are to be a
witness for Me to the Ukrainian people!’

“I went home, assured that God had spoken to
my heart, and that there is a God who cares, and
who had called me to serve Him. I was longing to
know more. I knew so little as to what His salvation
and service meant, but I was seeking now for light
from God and longing to know Him.”

Next in order of Providence, a gospel colporteur
came along. He talked of the Bible and showed a reli-
gious book to the Ukrainian youth. “You needn’t say
anything more, I will take it,” he said; “but what I
want to know is how to get a Bible.” Soon he had the
coveted Book in his hands, and found there the Sav-
iour from sin for whom he had been searching.
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“RISE AND GO!”“RISE AND GO!”“RISE AND GO!”“RISE AND GO!”“RISE AND GO!”
In his book, Out of Darkness, Andrew D. Stewart

relates the following story of the call that came to a
young girl of India years ago:

“To a simple peasant couple living in a quiet little
village among the hills of the Cuddagrab district of
India, there was born a daughter, whom they called
Radha. At five years of age she was betrothed. Before
she was of age to undertake the duties of wifehood,
her betrothed husband died. It may be that this ca-
lamity increased the serious tendency of her mind;
but, from this time, she had much serious thought of
the great Unseen.

“ ‘Mother,’ said the thoughtful child, when she had
not completed her eleventh year, ‘tell me some way
to heaven.’

“But the heathen mother’s reply brought her scant
comfort. As soon as she was old enough to under-
take a journey, she set out on a pilgrimage to a well-
known shrine, returning home with her heart no
lighter. Thinking that perhaps her hard-earned money
gift had not been sufficient, she resolved to visit the
shrine of Venkateshwara; and, that in addition to a
money gift of six rupees, she would give her hair as
an offering to the god. But even this brought her no
satisfaction.

“In turn, she visited Rasverudu and Kadiri; and,
at the latter, she again had her head shaved and pre-
sented her hair as an offering. She returned to the
quiet mountain home with a heavy heart. Her offer-
ings and her pilgrimages had brought her no peace.

“On the occasion of a great religious festival, ev-
ery man, woman, and child had left her village. She
had no heart to go, though her companions pressed
her to accompany them. She was feeling very lonely
and forsaken. Evening set in, and it became dark. As

By Audible Voice
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A DEMON-GOD IDOL FROM A TEMPLE IN INDIA
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she sat in her loneliness, she heard distinctly some-
one say, as though the words had been spoken at her
side, ‘Rise, and go to Rajapalli!’

“Where the voice came from, she knew not; but
she answered, ‘Who is there?’

“Receiving no reply, she became frightened, and
rose up and hurried out to meet the returning villag-
ers. All the next day, the words kept ringing in her
ears, ‘Rise, and go to Rajapalli.’

“ ‘Why should I go?’ she asked herself. There was
no temple there; and her friends sought to dissuade
her. Again she set off on the old quest for peace. She
arrived at Rajapalli and spent a day or two there. As
nothing happened, she set out for a town two miles
distant, where lived a wonderful fakir who had never
been known to speak. There was a crowd of worship-
ers who ministered to his wants, but her worship of
the holy man seemed only to displease him; for he
turned away from her. But salvation was near at hand.

“In the same town she met those who told her of
the Christian’s God. She was attracted by what she
heard and went again and again to those who knew
of Him, asking to hear more concerning Him.

“When her relatives became aware that she was
attending Christian services, they cast her out. A
kindly neighbor took pity on her; and, through her,
she was brought to the mission at Avandapet. Here
she found the light she had long been seeking, and
here she gave her whole life into Christ’s keeping.
She received Him with the simplicity of a little child,
and continued joyfully and trustfully to walk with
Him.”

WWWWWARNED TO ESCAPEARNED TO ESCAPEARNED TO ESCAPEARNED TO ESCAPEARNED TO ESCAPE
In the Matabele rebellion, of 1896, outlying mis-

sion stations were endangered by the raiding tribes-
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men. Missionaries fled to Bulawayo. In his book, On
the Trail of Livingstone, W.H. Anderson tells of trips
from Bulawayo to the region of the forsaken station,
in order to get food supplies. The foraging for sup-
plies had to be done by night. Of one experience he
says:

“When our provisions began to run low again, I
thought it was my turn to take the risk, and so went
through to the farm in the night on foot to get an-
other supply. While I was there, the natives reported
to me that I could buy provisions at Solusi’s village,
about four miles away. I went down to see what I
could find; and, on my way back, a voice spoke to
me, saying, ‘Get out of here quickly, for you are in
danger!’

“I wondered where the danger could come from,
but hurried along the path as fast as I could run.
That night I feared to sleep in our house at the mis-
sion, so took my blankets and slept in the thick bush
about half a mile away.

“The next morning some friendly natives came up
to the house and asked what path I had taken on the
way home from Solusi’s kraal the night before. I told
them which path I had taken, and they asked me
where I was when the sun went down. I told them
that I was near the river.

“They looked at one another in astonishment and
inquired if I had seen any of the rebels. I said, ‘No.’
Then I learned that, within a few minutes after I heard
the warning voice, about 300 of the rebels came down
another footpath into the one along which I was trav-
eling and went on to Solusi’s kraal.

“Again I was reminded of the assurance: ‘The an-
gel of the Lord encampeth round about them that
fear Him, and delivereth them.’ ”
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MATABELE WARRIORS

THE CHALLENGING VOICETHE CHALLENGING VOICETHE CHALLENGING VOICETHE CHALLENGING VOICETHE CHALLENGING VOICE
While visiting in Australia I met a resident of

Sydney, an earnest Christian and an energetic man
in business. His experience shows that still, as of
old, the Lord is able to deal with honest hearts, how-
ever careless, sometimes taking an unusual way of
turning feet into the right path. The brother said:

“I had been an ungodly man and drank quite a
bit. My wife and daughter had kept the Sabbath for
twelve months before I knew it, as they had feared

By Audible Voice
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my objections to their joining this people.
“One day I went into the hotel (saloon). As I lifted

the glass of beer to my lips, it tasted stale and pu-
trid.

“ ‘What is the matter with this beer?’ I asked.
“ ‘Nothing,’ said the barkeeper. ‘Others are drink-

ing the same. The trouble is with you.’
“He gave me a glass of stout, but it was just the

same. It was intolerable to my taste. Next I called for
whisky, and it was the same experience. It was most
unpalatable. I turned and left, and found that the
whole desire for drink was taken from me from that
moment. My mates (friends) could not understand
why I had ceased going to the hotel, but I was done
with the drink. I did not tell my wife, however.

“Two or three weeks later the camp meeting came
on, and I attended. An appeal was made at one of the
early morning meetings. Brother Knight said to me
as we left the tent, ‘When will you take your stand?’

“ ‘Not now,’ I said; ‘I am not inclined to change my
position.’

“But after the meeting, as I walked with him down
toward the dining-tent, I felt something as if a hand
pressed against my breast; and a voice said, ‘How far
are you going before you turn back?’

“I knew it was the voice of God. I stopped. The
brother said, ‘Why have you stopped?’

“ ‘Never mind,’ I said, ‘you go on.’
“I thereupon returned to the ministers’ tent, where

Pastor Fulton was, and said: ‘I have had a call from
the Lord;’ and, as we talked there that morning, I
made my surrender to God.”

IN EARLIN EARLIN EARLIN EARLIN EARLY RUSY RUSY RUSY RUSY RUSSIAN DASIAN DASIAN DASIAN DASIAN DAYSYSYSYSYS
Here is a report from early Russian times, show-

ing how the Lord spoke directly to one Russian fam-
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ily:
“Listen how the Spirit of the Lord works in this

country. On July 27 a Baptist went with his family to
his field to harvest. It was the Sabbath, and we were
just gathering to study the Word of God together. Af-
ter being there a little while, the man came in with
two scythes on his shoulders, followed by his wife
and children, all in tears. For a moment we hardly
knew what to say. When we finally said something to
him, he told us that, when he began to harvest, a
voice seemed to say to him constantly, ‘Today is the
day of the Lord, a holy day.’ He could not work any
longer, and today they united with us.”

“TAKE THE OTHER ROAD”“TAKE THE OTHER ROAD”“TAKE THE OTHER ROAD”“TAKE THE OTHER ROAD”“TAKE THE OTHER ROAD”
Speaking of a preacher’s deliverance from a hos-

tile plot in the Brazilian interior, F.W. Spies has re-
ported:

“In a certain section, an interest sprang up among
Catholics. Some had already embraced the Sabbath
truth and were keeping the day. This exasperated
those who turned against it. Satan decided to put a
stop to the work by inspiring the opposers to give the
preacher a good flogging.

“A secret plan was laid, and some thirty of the
enemies of the truth gathered at a small rum shop
by the road, where the worker was expected to pass.
They then encouraged each other by drinking more
rum and telling how they would flog the preacher.
They even tied the gate, through which he must pass,
and felt sure they had him in their power.

“The worker, however, was entirely ignorant of this
plot, and was planning on taking this, the usual road,
as he journeyed on the following day. There was an-
other road which would take the worker to the same
destination, but it was more difficult and less trav-

By Audible Voice
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eled.
“On the morning of his departure, as he was sad-

dling his mule to continue his journey, the conviction
seized him; and it seemed almost like an audible
voice, saying to him, ‘Take the other road.’ Though
the old and known road would have been far prefer-
able, he obeyed what seemed to him the Lord’s guid-
ance, though he could not then understand it, and
was soon well on his way.

“Not small was his surprise when, upon a later
visit, the worker was informed of the plan of the
opposers; and he realized how marvelously the Lord
had led him and frustrated the designs of the would-
be persecutors of His servant.”

“GET UP AND GO!“GET UP AND GO!“GET UP AND GO!“GET UP AND GO!“GET UP AND GO!”
In 1926, Dr. Ang, son of veteran Pastor Ang, of

Swatow, China, was captured by bandits, who held
him prisoner in a cave for ransom. Of his second
night in captivity, Missionary I.B. Newcomb wrote:

“He claimed the promises of Psalm 34:4, 7; and,
that evening, he went to sleep, feeling assured that
the Lord would not forsake him.

“About midnight he was awakened by someone’s
telling him to get up and go. At first he thought the
men were joking with him. He spoke to them, but
they were all sound asleep. He quickly arose and
slipped out past the two men on guard at the en-
trance, who were sleeping soundly.

“He started to run, but where should he run? Here
he was—miles from he didn’t know where. So, as he
ran, he breathed a short prayer for guidance; and,
immediately, he heard the same voice that told him
to get out, now telling him to follow the stars. On
looking up, he saw three very bright stars. These he
followed as he ran, stumbling and falling over the
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boulders (he afterward showed me many bruises and
cuts he had received on the jagged rocks), and even
swam two or three rivers, until he arrived at a small
village, where he secured lodging for the remainder
of the night; then he took a boat for home the next
morning.”

CHAPTER THREE: The Footprints of Angels
“Are they not all ministering spirits, sent forth to minister for
them who shall be heirs of salvation?” Hebrews 1:14.

PROTECTORS IN “SHINING RPROTECTORS IN “SHINING RPROTECTORS IN “SHINING RPROTECTORS IN “SHINING RPROTECTORS IN “SHINING RAIMENTAIMENTAIMENTAIMENTAIMENT”””””
A remarkable character in India is Sundar Singh,

called out of Hinduism to be an evangelist in such
out-of-the-way places as Tibet, Nepal, and other for-
bidden areas along the northern India border coun-
tries. Where no European missionary could go, Sun-
dar Singh, in his robe of the Hindu holy man, or
sadhiu, but with the Christian evangel on his lips,
made his way to and fro alone. He has related many
a story of providential deliverance. A Lutheran pas-
tor in Europe, Fr. Heiler, who has published a book
in Munich about the evangelist, relates the following:

“Once as he (Sundar Singh) sat on the banks of a
river, having lost his way in the jungle, lo, a strange
man came and bore him, swimming across the rush-
ing stream to the farther bank. But as he looked about
to thank his helper, the stranger had disappeared.
. . . Once a band of men, armed with sticks, fell upon
him. He began to pray; and behold, as he opened his
eyes after prayer, he was alone. The next morning the
men who had attacked him returned. They asked
him about the men in shining raiment who were
round about him as they had attacked the night be-
fore, and he recognized that the angels of the Lord

The Footprints of Angels



398 Missions and Miracles

had encamped round about.”
Sundar Singh takes a very modest, sane view of

those experiences. To him they are but natural to-
kens of the promised presence of the Lord with those
who go in His name, into regions where it would be
impossible to go in human strength alone. He told
Pastor Heiler:

“The greatest, I may say, the one great miracle
that we can experience is the miracle of Christ’s peace.
That a poor, unclean, restless, sinful man may re-
ceive the forgiveness of God and taste the peace of
Christ that passeth all understanding, that is a miracle
above all miracles. If one has experienced this miracle,
one need not be skeptical about any so-called miracle.

“The greatest miracle of all is the new birth. Has
any one experienced this in his life? Then may he
know that all other miracles are possible. He who
believes in this miracle believes in all miracles.”

WWWWWAAAAAS IT AN ANGELS IT AN ANGELS IT AN ANGELS IT AN ANGELS IT AN ANGEL’S PRESENCE?’S PRESENCE?’S PRESENCE?’S PRESENCE?’S PRESENCE?
An elderly Japanese woman who came into an

evangelist’s meeting had her attention riveted upon
the preacher and his message by an uncommon ex-
perience. She could not read. Later she came to feel
that in her ignorance God had in mercy drawn her
attention to the Christian teaching by special means.

After she had destroyed her idols and became fully
a Christian, she told this experience, reported by Evan-
gelist Kuniya:

“When I came to the meeting the first night, I had
never heard a Christian sermon. As I came into the
meeting room with my daughter and sat down, there
seemed to be a strange light by you while you were
speaking.

“I asked my daughter if she could see it; but she
said that she could see nothing strange. I continued
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     A Saiva ascetic. Siva represents the severer side of Hinduism, the
Powers of Nature which destroy. But as all disintegrated things are
reintegrated in some other form, the two Powers, Destruction and
Reconstruction, were united in the thought of the old Hindus; and Siva
represents the double Power. The Saiva form of Hinduism is older than
the Vaishnava and more widely spread over India. There are said to be
30,000,000 symbols of the god Siva scattered about the land. Saivas
are instantly recognized by the mark of white ashes on their foreheads,
sometimes on the breast and arms, and often a necklace of berries is
worn.

A HOLY WOMAN, WORSHIPER OF
SIVA - THE DESTROYER

The Footprints of Angels
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to see it as long as you were speaking from the Bible;
and, since I have learned more of the Bible, I have
come to believe that it must have been an angel of
the Lord sent to lead me to the true religion. I thank
and praise Him for showing the light to me, a poor
heathen.”

“““““A MYSTERIOUS RESCUE”A MYSTERIOUS RESCUE”A MYSTERIOUS RESCUE”A MYSTERIOUS RESCUE”A MYSTERIOUS RESCUE”
A chapter in F.A. Stahl’s book, In the Land of the

Incas, tells the story of a deliverance that came to
the missionary and his wife, pioneering among the
Indians of Peru. They were staying in a village, when
a mob of about five hundred Indians attacked the
party. The priests had been giving the Indians alco-
hol, and were inciting them to drive out the mission-
aries. Some of the attackers were armed with guns.
On they came, picking up stones as they surrounded
the house where the missionaries were staying. Mis-
sionary Stahl says:

“The first thing they did was to cut loose our five
horses, so that they plunged, frightened, down a ten-
foot bank and ran wildly off across the valley. I tried
to stop the horses, but was attacked by some of the
mob and struck several times with stones. One stone
wounded me severely on the head, and the blood
blinded me. I almost fell; but Mrs. Stahl pulled me
into the hut and closed the door just in time to avoid
another terrible volley of missiles.

“In another moment, however, hundreds of stones
crashed through the door, smashing it into bits; and
the yard was filled with shouting, frantic Indians. We
quickly piled our baggage in front of the opening in
the door, to prevent them from forcing their way in.
They were shouting now loudly in the Indian language,
‘Pitchim catum,’ which means, ‘Catch them and burn
them,’ all the while trying to push the baggage aside
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and striking at us with their steel-tipped whips. The
very fact that so many were trying to force their way
in at one time retarded them. Above the yelling of the
Indians, we could hear the laughter of the priests.

“In all this time we had not forgotten to seek the
Lord, and we were ready to meet death for Him if He
so willed. I hastily wrote a few lines to our coworkers
and children at the home station, asking them to go
on with the work. Mrs. Stahl prayed with, and com-
forted, the two Indian women who were with us in
the hut. Our three native young men were brave and
true, and were only concerned for us. With great dif-
ficulty did I restrain Luciano from rushing out upon
the mob. Had he done so, he would have been torn to
pieces in a moment.

“At this juncture, the priests called loudly to the
Indians to set fire to the straw roof; and soon some
were coming with torches to obey the command. One
of them climbed upon a pile of stones to light the
roof; but as he applied the torch, the Indian woman
who owned the hut jumped up on the stones beside
him, knocking him off, and pulled out the burning
straw with her hands. Just as she succeeded in tear-
ing out the last of it, she fell down; and some of the
straw fell upon her bare head, burning her severely.
She afterward proved a very important witness, be-
cause of this.

“At this moment, when others of the Indians were
making ready their torches to set fire to the hut, and
we had given up all hope of rescue, the whole mob,
priests and all, withdrew. We came out of the hut in
time to see the priests mounting their horses quickly
and fleeing across the valley, the mob following them.

“We asked a frightened-looking Indian who stood
near why these people had fled so abruptly. He said,
‘Didn’t you see that great company of Indians com-

The Footprints of Angels
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SOUTH AMERICAN INDIAN WOMAN

ing, all armed, to defend you?’ I did not see them. I
turned to Mrs. Stahl and asked her if she did. She
said, ‘No.’ The Indian insisted that there was a great
army of Indians coming to help us. We looked around,
but could see no one. We know now that God sent
His angels in that form to rescue us. There is no
other way to account for what occurred.”

THE “FOURTH” MAN IN THE BOATTHE “FOURTH” MAN IN THE BOATTHE “FOURTH” MAN IN THE BOATTHE “FOURTH” MAN IN THE BOATTHE “FOURTH” MAN IN THE BOAT
The missionary well-knows that the promised pres-

ence of the angels of God round about, in the work of



403

winning souls, is to be relied upon, though no visible
sign of their activities is usually in evidence. Espe-
cially may he claim the heavenly helpers’ aid in times
of special peril.

Here is a testimony to the presence of a heavenly
guardian guiding in a stretch of river currents more
perilous than the missionary was aware of. Mission-
ary L.J. Borrowdale was pioneering along one of the
rivers of Venezuela, having two helpers with him in
the mission launch. Coming to a fork of the river,
they decided to take the right branch of the stream;
and on they went over unknown waters.

They had not proceeded far when they saw that
they could not go farther up that branch. They re-
turned to the fork and took the left branch, went as
far as the waning light would permit, cast anchor,
and slept in the boat. The next morning they pro-
ceeded on their way and held meetings with the people
of a certain town. On returning down the river, they
stopped at a house, at the fork of the river, and were
given permission to stay all night. We will let Mis-
sionary Borrowdale tell the story in his own words:

“The owner of the house wanted to know where
our companion was. We told him he was down at the
boat, and would soon be up. I thought he had refer-
ence to the boy.

“He asked, ‘But where is the other one?’ I said we
were all there. He said there were four of us when we
went up.

“He then asked, ‘Didn’t you know that this is a
very dangerous part of the river?’

“We replied that we did not know that it was.
“Then he said, pointing to my companion, ‘You

were at the front steering, and you (pointing to me)
were at the side leaning over to watch, and the boy

The Footprints of Angels
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was on the other side taking the depth of the river.’
“I asked, ‘Where was the other man?’
“He replied, ‘He was standing right by you.’
“He told us how each of us was dressed, and I

asked, ‘What did the other man have on?’
“He replied, ‘He was dressed in white and he stood

beside you.’
“Later he told us the same thing again; and I was

made to realize that ‘the angel of the Lord encampeth
round about them that fear Him, and delivereth them.’
We should never forget to give God thanks for many
times He delivers us from dangers that we are not
aware of.”

HELD BACK FROM DANGERHELD BACK FROM DANGERHELD BACK FROM DANGERHELD BACK FROM DANGERHELD BACK FROM DANGER
While I was visiting the far west of Australia, sev-

eral friends were engaged in conversation regarding
the delivering providences of God. Mr. H. Ward, one
of the members of the Perth church, related an inci-
dent which I summarize from the notes as follows:

Formerly connected with the company of believ-
ers in Perth was a blind brother, now dead. He lived
at East Perth, and traveled in and out of the city by
suburban trains. He was aged; but, knowing the city
well, he freely made his way about alone.

One day he was traveling homeward by train. The
last station before his own had been passed; and he
was waiting, alert, so that he might step out quickly
the moment his train stopped by the East Perth plat-
form. He was alone in the compartment.

The train stopped; and he stepped quickly to the
door and tried to open it, but the catch held fast. He
worked at it energetically, fearing the train would
move on again. (It should be understood that, in the
English compartment system, the door from each
compartment opens outward on the side of the train,
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passengers stepping directly out.)
As he tugged at the door in vain, an express train

dashed by close alongside, almost brushing the side
of his train. Then he knew that he was not at the
station, but that his train had stopped in the yards
in order to let the express pass. Had he been able to
swing open the door of the compartment, he would
surely have been struck by the oncoming express.

In a moment his own train had pulled into the
station, stopping at the platform. The blind man put
his hand upon the door latch and found that it opened
easily as ever before. He stepped out on the platform,
thanking God for his deliverance.

“Ever afterward as he spoke of it,” said Mr. Ward,
he would state his confident belief “that the angel of
the Lord had held fast the door to save him from
peril when he had mistakenly tried to leave the train
in the yards.”

The Footprints of Angels
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CHAPTER FOUR:  Man or Angel: It Matters Not
Which

“For thereby some have entertained angels unawares.” Hebrews
13:2.

DELIVERED FROM THE DEATH PITDELIVERED FROM THE DEATH PITDELIVERED FROM THE DEATH PITDELIVERED FROM THE DEATH PITDELIVERED FROM THE DEATH PIT
While visiting America, Sundar Singh, the Indian

evangelist, who goes into places where no European
missionary can enter, told the following story in an
interview secured by the New York Evening Post:

“Once when I went into Tibet, into the Forbidden
Land, I was thrown into a well forty feet deep, where
all the murderers were thrown. Before I was thrown
in, my arm was almost broken; so that there would
be no hope of escape. The bones of the murderers
were about me. The well top was locked; and there
was one key, only, in the possession of a lama. I was
condemned to death. I had no hope of escape from
the well. I prayed to God only for escape from the
body, and intrusted my spirit to His hands.

“I was there two days and two nights; and, the
third night, somebody came and opened the door.
And I asked him for help. He had a rope and told me
to put the rope under my legs and he would pull me
up; and he did. It was quite a dark night, and I could
not see him well. When I was up, he disappeared;
and I waited for him to come back. But he did not
come.

“In the morning I preached again in Rasar, in that
same village; and the lamas were surprised to see
me alive and out of the well. They put the men of the
village in a line and asked me which one had done it;
but I could recognize no one. And they said the key
had been stolen, but it was found in the lama’s girdle.
They said someone had broken the lock, but they
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found it was not so. The lock was quite all right. I
did not think at first it was something extraordinary.
I thought it was just a good man. But later I knew it
must have been something extraordinary. ‘Lo, I am
with you even unto the end of the world,’ Christ said.
And He was with me!

“The lama was frightened; and he asked me to
forgive him, and to take his woolen shawl as a sign
that I forgave him. Since then, the people in that
village of Rasar have been my friends.”

“ ‘Perhaps it was an angel,’ said Sundar Singh,
‘or Jesus Himself, who drew me out of the well. How-
ever it was, it was a miraculous work. The greatest
marvel, however, was that in the midst of these fear-
ful sufferings Jesus filled my heart with His peace.’

“ ‘Not that the days of miracles are past, but the
trouble is the days of faith are gone.’ ”

FRIEND OR ENEMY IN BORNEO WILDS?FRIEND OR ENEMY IN BORNEO WILDS?FRIEND OR ENEMY IN BORNEO WILDS?FRIEND OR ENEMY IN BORNEO WILDS?FRIEND OR ENEMY IN BORNEO WILDS?
The missionary knew that if the man with the

weapon was an enemy, only the restraint of God could
keep him from attacking; if a friend and guard, then
surely he was sent of God. It was in Borneo. Mission-
ary L.B. Mershon’s experience in the wilds that night
is told in Mrs. Elizabeth Mershon’s With the Wild
Men of Borneo, in her husband’s own words. He had
been into the jungle to visit an Indian inquirer, on a
remote rubber plantation. He says:

“I found the Indian man and his wife at home,
and both were very anxious to hear more of the gos-
pel. As I had not had lunch, they placed food on the
table and told me to eat while I talked. They were
eager to know more of the Saviour and why He came
to this earth to die for man. They urged me to stay
overnight, so that they might learn more. This was
impossible. I had to hold a service at a little town

Man or Angel: It Matters Not Which
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near Papar on the following day, and my appoint-
ments were made to leave for Singapore the day af-
ter.

“Still wearing my wet clothes, I started off on the
return journey with the guide. It was late in the day;
and, as there is no twilight in the tropics, we hurried
to pass the Bajau villages before dark. It is danger-
ous for a man to pass through any of these villages at
night. I had in my pockets $400, which I had col-
lected on my journey up the line; and I was a little
nervous about going through the jungle with the dark-
ness coming on.

“When we had gone half the way, the guide told
me he could not go the rest of the distance. The truth
was that he had a friend who lived close by, and he
wanted to visit him. Darkness was almost upon us,
and there remained two villages to pass. I knew it
was useless for me to urge him to come along; and,
though dreading the journey alone, I told him he could
leave me there.

“Starting off alone, with a prayer in my heart to
God for protection, I plunged into the jungle, with
more than three miles yet to go. Presently a form
loomed ahead of me. In the dim light I saw that it
was a native with a huge club in his hand, going in
the same direction. I did not want to pass him; so,
lessening my pace, I followed slowly behind. Some
time elapsed, and he did not seem to gain ground; so
I decided to pass him and put a greater distance be-
tween us. I knew that one blow from that club would
kill me. After being relieved of the money in my
pocket, my body would provide food for the croco-
diles in the river close by; and no one would be the
wiser. Fear gripped my heart, but the promises of
God came into my mind.
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COLLECTING THE SAP FROM THE RUBBER TREES

“Starting forward and walking at a rapid pace, I
soon overtook the native and passed him. You can
imagine my feelings when I saw him fall into step
with me about a pace and a half behind. Afraid to
run and thus reveal to him my nervousness, I hur-
ried still more. So did he. I slowed down; he slowed
down. Again I hurried, and again he hurried. Seeing
that I could not shake him off, I stepped aside, pre-
tending to tie my shoe laces. He waited for me. Not a
word was said all this time. There was nothing for
me to do but to go ahead. We got into step again, I in

Man or Angel: It Matters Not Which
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front and the native just behind. If I had been con-
sidered a fast walker before, this time I broke all
former records. On we sped, and not an inch did I
gain. My feet were sore and my muscles began to
weaken. Soon I saw the lights of Papar in the dis-
tance; and, when we reached the outskirts of the town,
my native companion vanished.

“To this day, I have never known whether he was
an angel sent to protect me or a native bent on hurt-
ing me, but restrained by the power of God. I know
that I was delivered, and God’s hand was in it. Thus
we see the precious promise fulfilled.”

THE UNKNOWN DELIVERERTHE UNKNOWN DELIVERERTHE UNKNOWN DELIVERERTHE UNKNOWN DELIVERERTHE UNKNOWN DELIVERER
In his Tight Corners in China, Samuel Pollard, of

England, tells how an unknown savior interposed to
deliver him from surely impending death. An armed
mob in western China was attacking his house. He
says:

“I asked one of my men what it all meant. He qui-
etly replied, ‘Capture–murder.’ Then I became aware
of the fact that I was face to face with death, and in
all probability a cruel death.

“Seeing there was no way of escape, I slipped on
my Chinese gown and went out to the men who had
come to capture me. I was immediately surrounded
by the armed men, who were about sixty in all.

“I can hardly tell you what my feelings were as I
stood in the open midnight air in the midst of the
fierce, shouting mob. One man of the crowd kept near
me and fascinated me terribly. He was armed with a
long sword, such as executioners use in China; and,
from the way he seemed to me, it seemed that he
regarded me as his prey, on whom he would soon try
his skill. I found out afterward that it had already
been decided that I should die by beheading, and so
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it was that the man with the sword walked by my
side.

“Two of the three Miao who had come with me
were cruelly beaten; and I could do nothing to save
them, except to entreat our captors to let them go, as
they were in no way responsible for anything.

“I tried to keep my wits about me, and wondered
if in any way I could escape. And I prayed in that
dark hour for all I was worth. When I thought of my
wife and children in England, life seemed so sweet to
me that I longed to escape.

“Presently we came to a bank, with a stream run-
ning at the bottom. There was a little confusion as
we came here; and, taking advantage of this, I jumped
at a venture. Landing in the water, I ran for my life
down the stream, hoping that in the darkness I could
elude my pursuers.

“As soon as it was known I was trying to escape,
there was a great hue and cry. As all hands were
concentrated on me, my companions in trouble man-
aged to slip away in the dark, and my attempted
escape brought salvation to them.

“My run was only a short one. My pursuers knew
the shortcut; and, before long, I was again surrounded
on a sandbank in the bed of the stream.

“Savagely the men drove at me. The first to strike
me was a strong man with a huge club. I watched
him swing this club around; and, as it descended, I
wondered what the next moment would mean for me.
Crash—it came on my poor ribs, and then I was lying
helpless on the sand.

“Trying to rise again, I saw another with an iron
weapon striking hard at me, and then it was crash
once more. From this cruel second blow I have suf-
fered more than from all the rest put together.

Man or Angel: It Matters Not Which
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“From all sides they came at me, and I lost count
of what they did. At last I wished they would strike
hard in some vital place, and let me die. I never
thought I would live through it, after what I had en-
dured.

“There was One, however, who was watching over
me; and it was not His wish that I should die at that
time.

“As I was lying broken and hopeless, expecting
every minute to be my last, there came a change,
dramatic and sudden. From the ranks of the men
surrounding me there stepped out a man, clad in a
white sheepskin jacket. What was he going to do? He
stepped to my side, knelt down by me, and with arms
folded around me he lay on me as I lay there. He
interposed his body between me and the blows.

“This sudden movement took the men aback, and
for a moment they hesitated. He backed up his move-
ment by shouting, ‘No more beating! No more beat-
ing!’

“To this unknown man in the sheepskin jacket I
owe my life. Because he risked himself, I am living
today. I never found out who the man was. To me he
is still the unknown savior.”

THE LOAF IN THE FORESTTHE LOAF IN THE FORESTTHE LOAF IN THE FORESTTHE LOAF IN THE FORESTTHE LOAF IN THE FOREST
A Swedish colporteur was returning from the

mountain settlements in central Sweden, where books
had been left in many homes. The story was told me
by the colporteur:

“I had the money for the books in my pocket, but
on the return journey through the forest roadway I
ran out of food. I was exhausted and needed some-
thing to eat. It was really a serious matter. I turned
aside from the path among the trees, and prayed to
God to give me strength and help me to keep on until
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I could find food. The Lord blessed in that prayer
season among the trees, and I turned back again to
the road with my heart encouraged and my spirit
strengthened.

“Just as I came into the road, a man met me, the
first human being I had met for hours on that lonely
way. He was carrying a sack on his back. As I stepped
out into the road, just as he came up, he stopped
and put his hand into the sack and took out a loaf of
bread. Holding it out to me, he said, ‘Here, do you
want this?’ I took it, for I did want it. I realized that
God had sent it to me. I turned aside, after passing
on a little way, and sat down by a stream, eating my
bread and drinking from the mountain brook, and
thanking God for His love and care.”

Whether it was man or angel who handed out the
loaf on that forest path, the colporteur says, is an
immaterial consideration. The essential fact is that
he was a Heaven-sent agent bringing help in answer
to the prayer of a child of God in need.

CHAPTER FIVE: The Restraining Hand
“He suffered no man to do them wrong: yea, He reproved kings
for their sakes; saying, Touch not Mine anointed, and do My
prophets no harm.” Psalm 105:14, 15.

“WHY DID WE NOT DO IT?”“WHY DID WE NOT DO IT?”“WHY DID WE NOT DO IT?”“WHY DID WE NOT DO IT?”“WHY DID WE NOT DO IT?”
In 1877 the French pioneer of missions in Rhode-

sia, Francois Coillard, was pushing northward toward
Bulawayo. Lobengula was king there, and a savage.
But long before reaching Bulawayo, Coillard and his
wife and niece and some native Christian families
found themselves in deadly peril. One of their wag-
ons was stuck in the mire. The chief Masoula and

The Restraining Hand
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his men surrounded them, foaming with fury and
refused to let them go on. These savages dragged the
women of the party to the tops of some high rocks,
but Coillard followed after; and, by dominating their
wills, he was able to turn the party down again to the
wagons. His native teachers wanted to begin fighting
with guns, saying they would rather die like men if
they had to die. “Yes, my friends,” Coillard said, “die
like men, but like Christians, too. Lay down your
guns, and put your trust in God and pray. “They that
be with us are more than they that be with them.”

So, for hours, the little party was threatened and
some of the oxen were stolen. Led by the witch doc-
tor, the savages swarmed round and round the wag-
ons, waiting for courage to crush the little camp.

“The night is falling,” they cried, “and you are in
our hands. We will have your blood and everything
you possess, and we shall see if your God will deliver
you.”

I trembled at the thought that one blow from a
hatchet might explode the chest lying outside the
wagon, which contained our whole stock of powder.
Seeing me stand opposite with a sjambok (rhinoc-
eros-hide whip) in my hand, they withdrew a short
distance. The sun was going down, and our position
became more critical every instant. My wife, on her
side, was doing her own work; she had assembled
the wives and children of the evangelists around her,
to besiege the throne of grace and gather strength
and calmness in prayer.

When once the bullocks were harnessed, we
thought the cry of “Trek!” would be the signal for a
hail of arrows and other weapons. But no! It only
provoked the yells of the infuriated mob; and the
bullocks were so excited thereby that they gave a vig-
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orous pull at the yoke and dragged the wagon out!
The effect upon the natives was magical. Those who
were blocking the way fell back to let us pass; the
others made no attempt to pursue us.

Meanwhile what was to be done? Night fell, and
the natives would not retire. All around us their fires
were glowing along the edge of the forest; we could
even hear them commenting with animation on the
events of the day. And then it was that the plot re-
vealed itself, which laid bare the horror of our adven-
ture the day before: to throw our ladies down from
the crag we were climbing and then fall upon us,
massacre every one and plunder our possessions—
such had been their design.

“And why did we not do it?” they kept asking each
other, clacking their tongues.

Still, when we considered it calmly, we found we
had more reason for thanksgiving than for murmur-
ing. Our lives were safe. Though our goods had been
looted, our cases had not been rifled; and, although
we had lost a good many bullocks, thirty remained,
ten for each wagon.

We could not go far, for the night was very dark;
and at every difficult place we had to double the
teams. We had to resign ourselves to wait till the
morning. The natives surrounded us, but did not at-
tack us. Thus “the angel of the Lord encampeth round
about them that fear Him, and delivereth them.”

In the morning the presence of the Lord still held
off the enemy; and slowly Coillard made his way on
to Bulawayo, only to be sent away hastily by King
Lobengula, who was furious at the white man’s preach-
ing and refused the presents that were brought. How-
ever, he compelled the wild Banyai to restore the oxen
they had stolen, saying that he wished nothing to

The Restraining Hand
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hinder Coillard’s making rapid speed in getting out
of his country.

“Why did we not do it?” was the cry of these sav-
ages who could so easily have done it. Had they not
felt the restraining presence of the Lord, who again
and again in the missionary wilds has said in our
day, as in olden time, “Touch not Mine anointed, and
do My prophets no harm.”

MOFFMOFFMOFFMOFFMOFFAT FAT FAT FAT FAT FACES THE CHIEF’S SPEARACES THE CHIEF’S SPEARACES THE CHIEF’S SPEARACES THE CHIEF’S SPEARACES THE CHIEF’S SPEAR
When Robert Moffat was about to leave England

for Africa, a lady asked for his autograph in her al-
bum. He wrote:
    “My album is the savage breast
         Where darkness reigns and tempests wrest,
    Without one ray of light
         To write the name of Jesus there,
    And point to worlds both bright and fair,
         And see the native bow in prayer,
    Is my supreme delight.”

Among the Bechuanas, Moffat met savage breasts
that had little use for the gospel message. The rains
failed, and by many signs the witch doctors could
tell that the missionaries were responsible. Moffat
was to be driven out or killed. The head chief and his
men came to execute the decision. Moffat tells how
he saw the good hand of Providence holding the chief’s
hand:

“While the chief was speaking, he stood quiver-
ing, his spear in his right hand. Mrs. Moffat was at
the door of our cottage, with the babe in her arms,
watching the crisis; for such it was.

“The babe, by the way, was Mary Moffat, later the
wife of Livingstone. Thus the chief threatened the
missionary with spear poised.” Deane’s story of Moffat
quotes the missionary’s dauntless reply and refusal
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to flee:
“Then throwing open his waistcoat, Moffat stood

erect and fearless. ‘Now then,’ he said, ‘if you will,
drive your spears to my heart; and when you have
slain me, my companions will know that the hour
has come for them to depart.’

“At these words the chief man looked at his com-
panions, remarking, with a significant shake of the
head, ‘These men must have ten lives, when they are
so fearless of death; there must be something in im-
mortality.’

“Robert Moffat, with breast bared to receive the
blow, knew that the restraining hand of God alone
had held the savage arm powerless to strike.”

FURY RESTRAINED IN TURKEYFURY RESTRAINED IN TURKEYFURY RESTRAINED IN TURKEYFURY RESTRAINED IN TURKEYFURY RESTRAINED IN TURKEY
It was in ancient Asia that the apostle Paul found

safety in the violent dissension that arose between
the differing schools of Pharisee and Sadducee, as
the Jews were trying him. In modern Asia, in earlier
pre-war days, an Armenian evangelist, the late Z.G.
Baharian, found deliverance by dissensions that arose
between members of a mob seeking his life. The build-
ing where he had held a meeting was surrounded.
Stones were flying. He wrote:

“Death seemed very near. We had no refuge but
God, whom we trusted. One man was climbing up
the wall to enter and take me out. If I were once in
their hands, I could have no hope for life. But surely
the angels of God had been sent to keep me from
danger. I prayed to God, holding fast to His Word;
and behold, the people became divided, one class
saying, ‘Let us take him out this very night,’ and the
other, ‘Let us wait till tomorrow.’ The latter prevailed,
and they went home. Thanks to God, it was very still;
and we rejoiced.”

The Restraining Hand
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The preacher went away at once. But when, later,
he returned to the same city, the wild uproar broke
out again. A report tells how, this time, the eyes of
the mob seemed held, to allow the escape. We read:

“While they were engaged in their worship, another
crowd assembled, until about a thousand people were
there. They were screaming, crying to have the preacher
given to them, throwing dust into the air, and stoning
the house. A few brethren in the house barricaded
the door, and then the mob began to dig a hole through
the wall. The brethren within said, ‘Now is the time
to go.’ They went out through the crowd who were
pulling and hauling one another to get at the preacher.
The preacher and his friends continued on to the
dwelling of the mayor of the village; and, all the way,
not a particle of harm resulted. The mayor told the
evangelist he must leave the village; that it was im-
possible to restore order until he did. So the mayor
provided horses and soldiers, and sent him out of
the village.”

“IT IS AS IF I AM BOUND”“IT IS AS IF I AM BOUND”“IT IS AS IF I AM BOUND”“IT IS AS IF I AM BOUND”“IT IS AS IF I AM BOUND”
In his book, Out of Darkness, Mr. Andrew Stewart

tells the story of a girl in India who, despite threats
and persecution, followed the Way of which she had
heard by the preaching of a street evangelist.
The story goes:

“She was but a little girl, but her relatives became
alarmed when they saw what a change had come to
her. They tried to force her to worship the idols and
to rub her forehead once more with the sacred ashes
of Siva. She had found the living God. All other gods
were henceforth dead to her.

“Her parents, finding persuasion fruitless, tried
all the cruel means their heathen hearts could devise
to force her; but she would not yield. To save herself
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from the terrible fate that she knew awaited her if
she remained longer at home, she fled. She took ref-
uge with Miss Wilson-Carmichael, of the Church Mis-
sion.

“Again and again her father came to claim her.
They dared not have retained her at the mission had
he insisted, even had she refused to go. He had al-
ways to leave without accomplishing his object. He
had been heard to mutter, as he went away ‘What is
the matter with me? My hands are strong to take her.
It is as if I am bound and held from touching her!’ ”

CANNIBALS HELD BACKCANNIBALS HELD BACKCANNIBALS HELD BACKCANNIBALS HELD BACKCANNIBALS HELD BACK
James Chalmers, the pioneer missionary among

the cannibals of New Guinea, knew well that the Mas-
ter who said, “Go,” was with him in the perilous round
of pioneer service.

In his autobiography and letters, prepared by Ri-
chard Lovett, we are told of one occasion when he
was compelled to leave Mrs. Chalmers for a long pe-
riod alone with only the native teachers. It was an
arrangement justified only by faith in the power of
the Lord to be the defense of His servants. Often the
cannibals gathered round about for their feasts. Lovett
says of Mrs. Chalmers’ determination to remain for
the sake of the work:

“Never was there a more courageous or self-deny-
ing action than this. Alone among a horde of canni-
bals, for the sake of Christ! There was no possibility
of her hearing from her husband. All her possessions
were eagerly coveted by the savages; and that the
bodies of herself and the Rarotongan teachers would
have been considered choice dainties for a feast, there
was no doubt.

“From one of the chiefs, Chalmers came to know
later that again and again the murder of the whole

The Restraining Hand
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missionary party had been determined; and that
those appointed to do the deed had come once and
again to the low fence surrounding the mission home.
The same chief told Chalmers that at the low fence
they were restrained by some mysterious thing which
held them back. When we remember that Mrs. Chal-
mers’ only helpers were two or three Rarotongan
teachers and their wives, no devout mind can but
believe that God’s protecting care was ever present
to keep them.”

“P“P“P“P“PUT AWUT AWUT AWUT AWUT AWAAAAAY THOSE GUNS”Y THOSE GUNS”Y THOSE GUNS”Y THOSE GUNS”Y THOSE GUNS”
This story of a rescue by Christian islanders on

cannibal Tanna, in the New Hebrides, is told by Nairn,
in his Hero Tales of Mission Lands. Iavis and Lomai,
two former war chiefs, are the heroes. Near to the
Christians lived enemy tribes, and beyond the enemy’s
land friendly tribes had been defeated and were starv-
ing in the bush. Two women had come through the
enemy lines to bring word. The story goes:

“Instantly Lomai called for volunteers, and soon a
large band of worshipers had started southward. As
they passed through the Loinio country, the heathen
of their tribe thronged round them.  Then they learned
what was being done; they besought their chiefs not
to venture on so dangerous an expedition or, at any
rate, to wait until they could gather a large force of
armed men.

“Iavis rose to reply, but Lomai put up his hand.
‘This is no time for talking,’ he said. ‘This is a day
for action in God’s name. Let us who trust in God go
alone.’ The worshipers, led by their chiefs, then
pushed on toward the enemy’s country. Suddenly
another band of worshipers joined them, carrying
their guns.

“ ‘Put away those guns,’ said Lomai.
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“ ‘We are afraid to go without them,’ was the reply.
“ ‘Then go back home,’ said Lomai; ‘for we go in

God’s name, and not a worshiper shall take his gun
this day.’

“Shamefacedly the men turned back. At length
the worshipers reached the gullies that were the
boundary of the enemy’s country, and immediately
they pushed across them.

“ ‘Stop!’ called out Lomai, ‘I see trembling among
you. Let us worship God, and He will take away all
our fears and lift up our hearts.’

“So, there in the bush, in the enemy’s land, where
any step might lead into ambushment, the rescue
party sang a hymn and Iavis prayed. “Immediately
all their fears vanished,” we are told. They passed
safely through the enemy land, found the distressed
tribesmen hiding in the forests beyond, and at last
persuaded them to believe that God would help them
to escape by the same way over which their rescuers
had come.

“God has sent you deliverance this day,” said
Lomai.

“Back they marched, the return being the more
perilous, with men, women, and children, and aged
and infirm. They were again traversing the enemy
country.

“Suddenly the banging of guns was heard in front
of them. Instantly there was a halt, and many turned
to flee. The enemy had cut them off. In another mo-
ment the stronger ones would have plunged into the
bush and left the sick and weak and their rescuers
to the mercy of their foes; but Lomai stopped them.

“ ‘Don’t be afraid,’ he said, ‘God has sent us to
you today, and we are all safe in His keeping.’

“His firmness and courage stopped their panic,

The Restraining Hand
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while scouts were sent ahead to see what was hap-
pening. Presently they returned to say the road was
safe, and the refugees started again. It had been a
band of the enemy whose guns they had heard, but
God had protected them, as Lomai had said; and the
warriors had turned back just before they reached
the point where the fleeing people would have crossed
their track.

“So safely through they came, weaponless and
trusting only in the divine protection. It had seemed
an impossible thing that such a crowd could pass
unnoticed through a tribal area on that small island.
But Lomai knew the God in whom he trusted; and he
was vindicated in his declaration, ‘We are all safe in
His keeping.’ ”

THE CRY AT MIDNIGHTTHE CRY AT MIDNIGHTTHE CRY AT MIDNIGHTTHE CRY AT MIDNIGHTTHE CRY AT MIDNIGHT
In 1839 two families had been landed at Somo-

Somo, in Fiji, Mr. Hunt and Mr. Lyth and their wives.
Soon the natives were threatening to kill and eat
them. The old missionary volume, The Cannibal Is-
lands, tells how deliverance came one midnight:

“At last it became evident that the people were
preparing to put into execution their many threats,
and one night the end seemed at hand. The mission-
aries had reason to believe that the people had gath-
ered to murder them and their helpless families.

“In the great gloomy house where the missionar-
ies lived, with their mosquito nets hung up to pre-
vent the natives from peeping in through the reed
walls, this little band betook themselves to prayer.
They looked at the death before them. They saw be-
yond it, laid up for them in heaven, crowns of gold
purchased by the Saviour’s blood. Although husbands
and wives looked at each other and at their little
ones, and realized the horrors of their situation, yet
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THIS FIJI GIRL HAS THE LUXURY OF A FINE MIRROR

Fiji Islanders have extraordinarily curly hair, and are some-
times called “fuzzy-wuzzys.” Notice the special comb she
has, with six inch long teeth.

The Restraining Hand
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in this hour of danger they were ready on their knees
in prayer to complete in death the sacrifice they had
begun by leaving their homes and country.

“At midnight, while they were praying, a wild shout
rang through the air; and each head bent lower in
anticipation of their enemies’ instant approach. But
it proved to be the cry of their deliverance. The people
had changed their purpose; and the cry they heard
was a call to the women to come to a dance.”

DETERRED BDETERRED BDETERRED BDETERRED BDETERRED BY A SERIES OF “Y A SERIES OF “Y A SERIES OF “Y A SERIES OF “Y A SERIES OF “ACCIDENTS”ACCIDENTS”ACCIDENTS”ACCIDENTS”ACCIDENTS”
In carrying on mission work among the Indians of

the high Andean plateau country, in South America,
Missionary Orley Ford once reported a pioneering trip
into a region formerly noted for thieves and robbers.
“I had hesitated,” he says, as they boasted they “would
kill the first ‘evangelista’ who came.” The report con-
tinues:

“I found a few friendly, but the majority were not.
About 400 of the Indians gathered in ambush in a
ravine where I had to pass, armed with clubs, poles,
slings, etc. Through God’s care, a friendly Indian
brought me word, and also led me by a circuitous
route over a mountain around this ambush.

“Little by little the gospel seed grew in that place
until a few began walking the twenty miles to the
mission meetings. For a year they called for a teacher.
Finally we sent them a native teacher, a very sincere
Christian boy. God has had a divine care for this boy
and his work. Soon after his arrival, his enemies gath-
ered one dark night to kill the teacher and burn the
schoolhouse.

“While they were gathered in council before the
attack, a bolt of lightning fell from the sky, striking
the cabecilla, or leader. When they saw their leader
killed, they decided that the time was not right for
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the attack.
“A few days later they again gathered for an at-

tack, but first held a sort of spiritualistic meeting to
invoke God’s help. In some way the Indian medium,
burning the incense, set his headdress on fire and
burned himself badly. The sign was again interpreted
that God was against them.

“The third time they gathered, preparing a basin
with fire, to use in setting fire to the schoolhouse.
Here matches are expensive, and they carried fire from
one house to another in earthen bowls. Accidentally,
they set fire to a large stack of barley of their own.
This seemed finally to convince them that God was
against them and in favor of the teacher, so all quit
being enemies and began listening to what the
teacher had to say. Several of the Indians making up
these mobs are now, two years later, earnest believ-
ers in Jesus and devoutly serving Him.

“Recently I had the privilege of preparing a bap-
tismal class of twenty-three at this place, and shortly
afterward they received baptism. Another class is in
waiting. ‘Surely the wrath of man shall praise Thee:
the remainder of wrath shalt Thou restrain.’ Psalm
76:10.”

THE ZAPOTECAN INDIAN’S TRUSTTHE ZAPOTECAN INDIAN’S TRUSTTHE ZAPOTECAN INDIAN’S TRUSTTHE ZAPOTECAN INDIAN’S TRUSTTHE ZAPOTECAN INDIAN’S TRUST
A Zapotecan Indian, a youth, whose people alone

of his village had found the gospel path, and had
learned the promises of Holy Scripture, wrote of his
experience during one of the risings of revolutionary
times in Mexico:

“When we read Psalms 34 and 91, and Revelation
3:10, wherein are contained God’s promises to His
faithful children who keep the word of His patience,
our hearts are greatly encouraged. Has He not prom-
ised, ‘The angel of the Lord encampeth round about

The Restraining Hand
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them that fear Him, and delivereth them.’ Because of
our unbelief, at times we doubt and think that we
have received nothing of the Lord. Yet the Lord has
promised that He will lift up a standard against the
enemy.

“One day the time came to try our faith in the
Lord’s promises. The revolution covered all my coun-
try. The troops were called away from our town, so
that the authorities could not give us protection
against the rebels. When I saw this condition, I felt
that our only security was in the Lord. Rom. 8:31.
My mother advised that we hide all our belongings,
for fear the rebels would come and destroy every-
thing, as they were doing at other places captured. I
told her that God’s angels would deliver us from the
rebel host, in case of an attack.

“One night at midnight the rebels came against
our town. There being no resistance, they had every
opportunity to destroy and pillage. As I lay in my
hammock on the rear porch, I could hear them com-
ing down the streets, the heavy tread of their horses’
hoofs on the cobblestones, their excited voices giving
commands and threats as men or women refused to
open their doors; whereupon, with heavy timbers,
houses were crashed into, accompanied with all the
horrors of war. As they came nearer, my heart went
out to God in earnest prayer; and, while they pil-
laged the town, I kept on praying. I could hear them
running by our house and breaking into the houses
of neighbors about us. ‘Surely they shall not come
nigh thy dwelling,’ the Lord had said, and I believed
His promise. There was not a house, save ours, that
was not broken into.”

THE WIDOW AND THE PRIESTTHE WIDOW AND THE PRIESTTHE WIDOW AND THE PRIESTTHE WIDOW AND THE PRIESTTHE WIDOW AND THE PRIEST
Some years ago, while attending a missionary con-
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ference, President L.H. Christian, of the European
Division, reported the following experience:

“I met not long ago a woman whose husband was
a Roman Catholic; she is living in a Roman Catholic
country of Europe. The priest came to her one morn-
ing and said, ‘We are going to take your children.’
The woman had two young children, a boy and a girl.
The priest said, ‘I will take that boy and make him a
priest; I will take that little girl within a week (and
the law permits it), and make a nun out of that child
of yours; and they will never see you again.’

“The mother turned to him and said, ‘Before you
do it, I am going to pray to my God.’ The priest
mocked her and said, ‘Your God cannot stay the power
of Rome.’ She called a few of her friends together,
and they placed their prayers against the papal power,
and the priest never came and took those children!
Something else happened that exposed and ruined
him; and all who heard of it said, ‘A miracle has come
to our people. There is a power in heaven that re-
sponds to faith and prayer.’ ”

THE BLOWS RESTRAINEDTHE BLOWS RESTRAINEDTHE BLOWS RESTRAINEDTHE BLOWS RESTRAINEDTHE BLOWS RESTRAINED
A colporteur in Central Europe had just sold to a

young woman a copy of the book, Steps to Christ,
which has been published in many of the languages
of Europe. Just after he had delivered the book to
the young woman, her mother appeared. When she
saw what her daughter had purchased, she raged with
anger. The colporteur said:

“Once she started into the corner, seized the ham-
mer, and came at me, crying, ‘You false man with the
false books, your head must be broken!’

“But the Lord held her back. She sank down upon
a seat and could not carry out her intention. I on my
part kept quiet, thanking God for His wonderful

The Restraining Hand
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help.”
A similar testimony to the restraining hand of

God—though not in a foreign mission land—comes
from eastern New York. This time again it was a
colporteur whose work aroused the fury of unbelief.
Our colporteur-evangelist said:

“I was canvassing in eastern New York, telling the
story of my book. I was talking to a man working in
his shop. The effort to tell him of God and of His
truth seemed to enrage the man beyond all descrip-
tion. He stepped quickly over, seized a large ham-
mer, and lifted it to strike me. But, as he braced for a
blow, he was seized with weakness and staggered
back helpless. I left him and passed on my way. I
believe the angel of the Lord was there to restrain the
man from his purpose.”

THE BOOK UNBURNEDTHE BOOK UNBURNEDTHE BOOK UNBURNEDTHE BOOK UNBURNEDTHE BOOK UNBURNED
It was in Czechoslovakia, the land of Huss, the

Reformer, that a Bible passed through the fire un-
scathed, to the joy of a praying wife. The mother and
daughter had become Adventists; but, in that Catho-
lic region, the husband was bitterly opposed to their
faith. Field Secretary H.F. Schuherth, of the Euro-
pean Division, tells the story as follows:

“One afternoon when some of our people were vis-
iting there, the husband took the Bible, the New Tes-
tament, His Glorious Appearing, and some papers
and put them in the kitchen stove. He was very happy
when the fire was burning good. Our poor sisters were
crying at the loss of their good books and papers. At
supper time, when our sister went to make the fire
again, in taking out the ashes she felt something hard.
She looked closely, and there she found the Bible
and the New Testament! They were not burned at all!
All the other books and papers were burned to ashes,
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but the Bible looked just as nice as if it had never
been in the fire. Today that husband is no more an-
gry with his wife. When church time comes, he says,
‘It’s time for you to go now.’ ”

“THE RESTR“THE RESTR“THE RESTR“THE RESTR“THE RESTRAINING HAND” ON MALEKULAINING HAND” ON MALEKULAINING HAND” ON MALEKULAINING HAND” ON MALEKULAINING HAND” ON MALEKUL AAAAA
From the island of Ambrym, in the New Hebrides,

four newly converted men volunteered to go over to
Malekula, fifty miles away, to join in working among
savage bush people. Some of the experiences of these
island workers were told in the Australasian Record
by Pastor J.E. Fulton. He wrote:

“Joel and Joe, brothers, were threatened again and
again. More than once muskets were leveled at them,
but it appeared that a restraining hand held back
the assassins. As of old, faith still ‘subdued’ men.
Faith stopped the bullets; and, through faith again,
these simple natives, with meager knowledge, waxed
valiant in fight and turned to flight the armies of the
aliens.

“One day Joel went to a water hole near his home,
to drink and wash. On returning to his house, it was
learned that he had passed within six feet of the wild
bushmen who were hunting his head, waiting in am-
bush for him in the tall grass for this very purpose.
Yet these wild men, with no fear of man to deter them,
were for some unknown reason held hack from shoot-
ing when they seemed to have Joel in their power. He
passed close by them. A moment later, when they
were discovered, they fired a volley into the house;
and the ‘army of aliens’ took their ‘flight.’ Who held
them back? And was Joel afraid? No! He recognized
that God was with him. Just out of heathenism him-
self, here he was facing bullets for the Lord’s sake.

“Joe, the brother of Joel, was located at Malua
Bay, a place notorious for its fierce people. One day

The Restraining Hand
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he and a companion were invited into the interior by
a chief who sent a messenger to call him. The chief
sent word he was ready for a mission. When they
reached the chief ’s village, they were ushered into
the chief’s house, where they found most of the men
of the place, each holding a musket.

“ ‘Shoot him! Shoot him!’ the chief cried out.
“The men leveled their muskets to fire, when sud-

denly an influential native was moved to action. He
flung himself in front of Joe.

“ ‘Don’t shoot him!’ he cried; ‘he is my friend. If
you shoot him, you shoot me first.’

“The chief, however, still called for Joe’s death.
But the men let their guns down, and Joe and his
helper quietly made their way home.

“At a missionary gathering I heard Joe tell his story,
remarking that, as God had closed the lions’ mouths
so they did not harm Daniel, so God did not allow
harm to come to him amidst those savage people
who were cannibals and would have devoured him
as eagerly as lions would.

“No, the day of miracles is not past; and here, in
heathen New Hebrides, the wonders of redeeming love
are to be witnessed.”

“““““AAAAAS IF HELD BS IF HELD BS IF HELD BS IF HELD BS IF HELD BY AN UNSEEN POWER”Y AN UNSEEN POWER”Y AN UNSEEN POWER”Y AN UNSEEN POWER”Y AN UNSEEN POWER”
In recounting deliverances in China, during the

Boxer uprising, Mr. A.E. Glover remarks that noth-
ing else than belief in the inspiration of the words of
Holy Scripture could have supported him in the “daily
dying” and mental anguish of hours upon hours of
suspense in peril. The promises of the Bible came to
him as direct from the lips of Christ:

“Had my faith not been founded upon that Rock
before the flood arose and the stream beat vehemently
upon it, in those awful weeks of the ever-shadowing
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presence of the king of terrors, I know that my rea-
son would have given way. It was ‘by every word that
proceedeth out of the mouth of God,’ as recorded in
the Book of His inspiration, that I and those with me
lived then. Our mental and physical, as well as our
spiritual, life was supernaturally sustained by it.
Through the written Word laid up in our hearts, the
Eternal Word manifested to us both Himself and the
Father. Jesus Himself drew near and talked with us
by the way; and the words that He spoke to us, they
were spirit and they were life.

“It was literally as if I heard His living voice beside
me. Now He was breathing in my ear. ‘Fear not them
which kill the body and after that have no more that
they can do; but fear Him, which after he hath killed
hath power to cast both soul and body into hell. Yea,
I say unto you, Fear Him.’

“ ‘Fear none of those things which thou shalt suf-
fer. Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give thee a
crown of life.’ ”

“This comfort in the promises, actually given for
the hour, is mentioned by Mr. Glover in connection
with the stripping of his party of their clothing, with
some rags thrown to them to partially cover them-
selves, while the executioners were aside preparing
their instruments of death. The party could only sit
on a slope of the hill and wait in the presence of the
jeering mob. Then, lo, again the deliverance! He says:

“How long we continued to sit there I could not
say. The time seemed to have no end. The sun was
dropping to the west, and still the mob held back,
and still the Boxers had not come. At length, to my
amazement, one of the men (probably a shaesheo, or
village elder) called to us: ‘What are you sitting there
for? We don’t want you here. Be off with you! Tseo
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pa!’
“The cry, ‘Tseo, tseo!’ was taken up; and I saw our

God given opportunity.
“ ‘We have no wish to stay here,’ I said. ‘If my

respected elder brother will allow us to go quietly on
our way, we will go at once.’

“We got up and moved off. Once more the crowd
fell back before us, as if held by an unseen power;
and not a hand was lifted to touch us as we passed
on to the Kao-p’ing road.”

CONDEMNED, BUT DELIVEREDCONDEMNED, BUT DELIVEREDCONDEMNED, BUT DELIVEREDCONDEMNED, BUT DELIVEREDCONDEMNED, BUT DELIVERED
In that memorable flight from far Shansi, in the

days of 1900, almost daily beset by peril, Missionary
A.E. Glover and his family saw the delivering hand
so continuously that his book telling the story could
not be more accurately described than by its title, A
Thousand Miles of Miracles in China. On one occa-
sion, knowing they were condemned to death and
were to be carried in their mule litters to the edge of
town for slaughter, they had said good-bye to one
another. Mr. Glover says:

“We now engaged unitedly in prayer, in which I
commended each one into the hands of our Father,
in respect of the death we were about to die. But
even as I prayed, the petition seemed forced to my
lips, ‘If it is not Thy will that we should die at this
time, then, O our God, for the glory of Thy great name,
bring their counsel to naught and weaken their arm.’

“Almost immediately afterward the Lao-ie entered
with his followers and, in dictatorial tones, ordered
us out to the litters. I led the way with my little boy,
followed immediately by my dear wife, leading baby
Hope. But Ma’s impatience could no longer brook
restraint, and brutally broke bounds. Seizing Miss
Gates by the hair, he dragged her from the k’ang,
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and thrust her to the door with a blow from his
clenched fist.

“We were scarcely allowed time to seat ourselves
before the signal to move on was given. Our Chinese
boys were dragged back and not permitted to accom-
pany us. So far as I was able to see, the three litters
started together, two being occupied by my dear wife
and little girl following close behind mine with my
other child and myself; for which I thanked God, as
the thought that possibly we should be divided in
the article of death was the one thing that had bur-
dened me.

“As we passed out of the courtyard into the street,
what a sight met our gaze! The roadway for the first
hundred yards was held by Boxer guards, armed with
sword and spear, and brave in Boxer red; on either
side, as far as the eye could see, was massed in dense
formation a countless multitude, eagerly expectant
and armed (apparently, to a man) with some rude
implement or other.

“No sooner had we cleared the inn gate then the
mob closed in upon us. Then we were halted; and
they formed themselves into a procession, headed by
Ma, the Lao-ie. A young man with a large gong sta-
tioned himself beside my litter. When all was ready,
marshaled at a signal from the Lao-ie, the proces-
sion moved forward to the measured beat of the gong.

“I could only attach one meaning to all this. It was
a sacrificial procession, and our murder was to be
viewed in the light of an offering to the gods. The
appeal, therefore (very subtly) was to the strongest
of human passions—the religious—in order to make
the issue doubly sure.

“As we swung on in the midst of the surging mob
to the place of sacrifice, it was only to prove afresh
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the power of Him on whom our minds were stayed,
to keep in perfect peace. To the natural man, the
situation was one calculated to inspire the utmost
terror; but I bear record that the only dread I felt, so
far as my own lot was concerned, was that suggested
by the barbarous implements carried by the mob. I
am telling the simple truth when I say that, at the
sight of the sharp blades and pointed spearheads of
the Boxer soldiery, I fervently thanked God; for it was
a sign, at least, of a speedy dispatch. A desperate set
of men hung on to the poles of the litter. I can see the
man who was next to me even now, stripped to the
waist, his queue lashed around his head, ready for
action, a great stone in his right hand, a bowie knife
in his left. . . .

“We had traversed about two thirds of the long
main street when an extraordinary commotion en-
sued. The Lao-ie dashed at my leader’s head and,
tearing at his mouth, forced a halt. Then, in ortho-
dox Chinese style, he raged and cursed, and de-
nounced the people of the place for their ‘peaceable-
ness’ and for having ‘ruined the whole business.’

“What this could mean I was at a loss to under-
stand at the time, but evidently the prior agreement
for the signal for attack had not been responded to.
In all probability the Lao-ie’s orders were that, at a
given spot, and when the gong ceased to sound, they
were to fall upon us. The spot had been reached; the
gong had ceased to sound—that, at least, was cer-
tain; and the people had failed to answer the call!

“Yes, had we not definitely prayed before leaving
the inn that God would bring their counsel to naught?
It was a remarkable incident, the very last that one
would have thought could occur in such circum-
stances; and I, who witnessed it, realized, as no one
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else can, the absolute hopelessness of the situation
from the human standpoint. I testify that it was noth-
ing else than the work of Him who had heard that
prayer and taken the wise in their own craftiness.

“The Lao-ie’s rage yielded at last to the persua-
sive vehemence of those men who had witnessed
against us—as they urged him to have us taken to
the boundary of the town, where they would them-
selves finish the matter to his satisfaction. Where-
upon the procession moved forward, and we were
borne rapidly on without the gate.

“We were well outside, when Ma thrust his head
into my litter and said, ‘Throw out your bed-bag—
quick!’ . . . The disappearance of the bed-bag and its
contents was followed forthwith by the temporary
disappearance of those immediately about us. It was
as a sop to ravenous wolves; and while they tarried
to fight over the spoil, we were hurried on to the
boundary. . . .

“It was now clear to me that the end had come. To
remain longer in the litter was an impossibility, un-
less we committed ourselves to the ropework; and to
do this only meant eventual death in the entangle-
ment of its meshes. So, infinitely preferring to die
outside rather than in, I took Hedley under my arm,
and lifting my heart to God, jumped to the ground.

“The scene that now passed before my eyes baffles
description. Shut in as one had been in a vehicle
closed on three sides, it had been impossible until
now to take in the whole situation. It would seem
that the Lao-ie’s demand for my bed-bag had been
the signal for a general melee (a confused struggle).
The mob that had flocked out after us set upon the
three litters simultaneously, and was soon broken
up into squads of fighting demons, mad for plunder.
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Amid fiendish shouts they fought for the spoil. I had
not been a moment too soon in leaving the litter; for
scarcely had my feet touched the ground before it
was overborne, crumpled up, and demolished.

“And now I looked anxiously for the other two lit-
ters. Not that I expected to see any one of their occu-
pants alive, anymore than I expected to be left alive
myself. This was death, certain death, for us all; it
was only a question of moments. But it was the natu-
ral and the uppermost thought in my heart. Where
are they? Are we still together?

“Miss Gates’ litter was nowhere to be seen, and I
concluded that she was dead. But there, parallel with
mine, about twenty yards away, was my wife’s; and
between her and me the howling, fighting mob, sur-
rounding and besetting her on every side. Looking
back over the whole period of my sufferings, deep as
were the waters of anguish that I passed through be-
fore and since, I can think of nothing that touched
the agony of those moments. If ever a sword pierced
through my soul, it did then. I had to be a helpless
spectator of what I knew could only be the taking of
the life of my nearest and dearest.

“I saw the litter heave over and fall heavily to the
ground, the mules stampeding. I saw it buried the
next moment under a seething, struggling mass of
devilish humanity. I saw the knives with which they
slashed at the cordage and framework; and I called
aloud to God to have mercy upon my precious wife
and child, and to shorten their sufferings.

“Death was easy to me now. And I was even thank-
ing God that it was as near as it was; when, as I
looked out from the midst of that murderous mass,
crept the form of my beloved Flora. And sweet Hope
was with her! I looked upon them both as one might
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have looked upon Lazarus coming forth from the
grave. The miracle is not less astounding now than
then. It was nothing else than resurrection. As Abra-
ham received his beloved from the dead, so also (I
speak with deepest reverence) did I receive mine. Oh,
how I sprang forward to meet her! Her hair was di-
sheveled and her face ashen white; but she was as
calm as when I saw her through the hole in the litter.
Both mother and child had come out unscathed.
There were bruises and torn clothing, but not a wound,
not a scratch; and baby Hope was as calm as her
mother. Not only so, but to complete the marvel, Miss
Gates was with them, unhurt and calm as they!

“It is impossible to convey to the reader’s mind
any adequate idea of the miraculous nature of their
deliverance; for Miss Gates’ experience was, I believe,
the counterpart of my wife’s. How it came to pass
that the frail structure did not collapse under the
impact of that great human mass hurling itself upon
it; how it was that the occupants were not crushed
by the weight under which they lay buried; how it
happened that not a knife blade came near them as
their assailants struck at the single mat of straw
which formed their only protection; or how it was
possible for them to break free from the narrow con-
fines of their prison and to find a way of escape, un-
injured, through the murderous mob about them—
the answers to these questions are to be found alone
in the Word of God: ‘The Angel of His presence saved
them.’

“I cannot describe the feelings with which we stood
once more together. We drew aside to a clear spot
just off the roadway, and lifted our hearts in praise
and thanksgiving to Him who alone doeth great won-
ders. It seemed to me the earnest of deliverance even
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to the end; and together we rejoiced over so signal a
fulfillment of the promise given when we started, ‘I
shall not die, but live, and declare the works of the
Lord.’ . . .

“When once the litters were cut up, it did not take
long to dispose of their contents. As soon as one and
another possessed themselves of what they wanted
or could lay hands on, they made off with their ill-
gotten gains. To our amazement, they were presently
hurrying in all directions, as if in flight; and we were
left standing alone! Was it the breath of God scatter-
ing them? Or had they, like one of old, seen the form
of Another, like unto the Son of God, standing with
us? In a few minutes there was nothing left of the
great throng that had carried us out to death, save a
few scattered groups in threes and fours watching us
at a distance. . . .

“Thus miraculously ended one of the most criti-
cal episodes of that period.”
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CHAPTER SIX: The Elements Overruled
“Praise the Lord from the earth, ye dragons, and all deeps: fire,
and hail; snow, and vapors; stormy wind fulfilling His word.”
Psalm 148:7, 8.

A MANTLE OF MISTA MANTLE OF MISTA MANTLE OF MISTA MANTLE OF MISTA MANTLE OF MIST
Well-known in the history of the Vaudois Protes-

tants is the incident of the providential deliverance
of a company of them by a covering cloud of mist
that came down upon them on an Alpine height, just
as the hosts of Savoy were surrounding them. So,
too, fugitive bands of the old Scottish Covenanters
were more than once veiled from their pursuers. The
heroic Peden, leading a flight from the dragoons on a
hill called the Sandy, prayed, “Lord, cast the lap of
Thy cloak over old Sandy, and save us this one time.”
And “in this he was heard,” says the Scottish chroni-
cler, “for a cloud of mist intervened immediately be-
twixt them.”

But the untiring bands of missionary pioneers have
had their share of deliverances by the intervention of
the elements providentially overruled. A covering mist
was a mantle of deliverance to a missionary party in
the early South African days. Cato, a chief of the Ama-
zulu, was raiding the border. Mr. William Shepstone,
a pioneer of Wesleyan missions, was compelled to
flee from his station at Morley. In Mr. Shaw’s Story of
My Mission, we are told:

“The station was not abandoned, however, till the
enemy were within a few miles, and until Mr. Shepstone
and his people saw several kraals in flames, marking
their destructive progress.

“Hastily packing their goods in two wagons, the
missionary families and the people left Morley to-
ward the end of October 1829; and most providen-
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tially a dense mist or fog concealed their movements
from the invading Amazulu, or there is no doubt they
would have been attacked on their way.”

BY TEMPEST AND METEORITEBY TEMPEST AND METEORITEBY TEMPEST AND METEORITEBY TEMPEST AND METEORITEBY TEMPEST AND METEORITE
Twice over, after having established a mission sta-

tion in the wilds of what is now western British East
Africa, Mr. Stuart Watt and his family experienced
deliverances through the providential overruling of
the elements of nature.

Mrs. Watt tells the story in her book, In the Heart
of Savagedom. They were among the fierce Akamba,
who were continually warring with neighboring tribes.
Mrs. Watt says:

“One evening a vast multitude of warriors, who
had determined to wipe out the white man from their
country, were on their way to our station from a dis-
tant district, under the chieftainship of a very active
and influential savage named Mwana Muka.

“By sundown large numbers of these armed men,
dressed in full war paint, had reached the base of
the neighboring hills, from which point they were to
make an onslaught on our station. Mwana Muka had
told his warriors that they need not fear the white
man, for he had made medicine to overcome all his
powers.”

The night came on. Mrs. Watt says they had put
the children to bed with clothing and boots on, ready
for instant flight. “We brought the matter of our posi-
tion before the Lord,” she adds, “and were assured
that, if it pleased Him, He would in His own way
bring us deliverance.”

As the darkness drew on, and the armed host of
savages bided their time of darkness, with torches
prepared with which to set fire to the mission build-
ings, the missionaries saw the signal deliverance for



441

which they had prayed. Rain came on. The heavens
were lighted up with jagged lightning. Mrs. Watt says:

“As the earth was illumined by the flashes, we could
see that, even where the ground sloped at an angle of
forty-five degrees, it was covered with a flowing sheet
of water several inches deep, so copious was the fall.
The two quiet streams, which daily wended their way
on either side of the elevation on which our station
was built, were turned into deep torrents which roared
as if the bases of the hills were being laid bare. It
rushed through the valleys with such vehement im-
petuosity that huge trees were torn up by the roots
and carried out into the distant plains. During the
space of half an hour the heavens were let loose in
such a manner, as I have never seen since or before
in that land of tropical downpours.

“We could only see the mighty hand of God in this
wonderful deliverance. Not only were the multitude
of resolute warriors enfeebled by the drenching tor-
rents, but their sinewy bowstrings were thereby ren-
dered useless in discharging the poisoned shafts.
Realizing that the elements and probably God Him-
self were fighting against them, they slunk back in a
half-dying condition to their booths in the bush.”

Again, at a later time, after a British protectorate
had been declared over this region, the savage Akamba
were on the warpath. A government post, near the
mission, had been overwhelmed. The officials at the
nearest fort urged the missionaries to flee to it for
safety. They felt, however, that to flee would leave the
mission to be destroyed; and all the moral gains of
past efforts would be lost. So Mr. Watt and his family
again put themselves under the protection of divine
Providence. Mrs. Watt says of the crisis:

“That night was a time of inexpressible tension

The Elements Overruled
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and painful suspense. The two infant children were
fast asleep; and, although the others had been put to
bed in their clothing, they were kept awake by the
excitement of the hour and the perturbed expression
which we tried to hide, but which they readily de-
tected.

“Every possible preparation had been made by
my husband, with the few men at his disposal, to
combat any attack upon our station. . . . Having done
all that lay within our power to enable us to make a
momentary show of resistance to the savages, we
threw ourselves upon God and prayed that it might
please Him to defeat and confound the plans of these
fierce, relentless warriors and send us deliverance.

“While thus occupied, we heard an unearthly deto-
nating sound overhead; and, springing to the door to
see what was the matter, we found the heavens ablaze
with light. Our eyes caught sight of a white-hot aero-
lite of immense proportions shooting across the fir-
mament over our station. The gigantic fiery ball
whizzed through the atmosphere with terrific veloc-
ity, illuminating the whole country with a lustrous,
dazzling glow and leaving behind it a great trail of
fire as it disappeared, striking a mountain thirty miles
distant.

“The huge meteorite had swept directly over the
heads of the multitude of warriors, who were struck
with such terror and mortal dread that they rushed
panic-stricken to their homes among the hills.”

Thereafter a great change was seen in the attitude
of the people toward the mission. The victory had
been won.

TURNING THE RIVER CURRENTSTURNING THE RIVER CURRENTSTURNING THE RIVER CURRENTSTURNING THE RIVER CURRENTSTURNING THE RIVER CURRENTS
While I was visiting the East Bengal district some

years ago, Evangelist L.G. Mookerjee pointed out to
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me the old home of the late Mathuranath Bose, whose
simple faith and trust in God led many to call him
“the George Muller of Bengal.” His old mission sta-
tion, under the Church of Scotland, still stands close
along the river bank. This whole region of the delta
of the mighty Ganges is a marvelous network of riv-
ers and interlacing canals. One story of this man of
faith was thus told me by Mr. Mookerjee:

“Mr. Bose had formerly been a judge, receiving an
excellent salary. However, he felt called of God to give
himself to mission work. His mission station was
being threatened by some turn of the river current
which was cutting into the bank. Day after day the
current was wearing toward the very buildings. Ma-
thuranath Bose felt that it was a case to bring before
his Lord. He set himself to make earnest prayer to
God to stay the course of the waters and save his
mission station. The answer came. The current was
turned; and, remarkable to recount, the river chan-
nel turned in such a way that the silt was actually
piled up along the bank by the mission premises.
Gradually the bank was built up again by the heavy
deposit from the muddy river waters. Even the Hin-
dus all about were impressed that God had inter-
vened. They knew of the good man’s prayers to the
living God, and to this day the heathen say that God
delivered Mathuranath Bose’s mission from the power
of the waters.

“We were told that, again and again, he was called
by the villagers to pray for rain upon their fields in
time of drought; the Hindus said that the Christian’s
God does, of a truth, hear prayer.”

NON-CHRISTIANS PRNON-CHRISTIANS PRNON-CHRISTIANS PRNON-CHRISTIANS PRNON-CHRISTIANS PRAAAAAY TO JEHOY TO JEHOY TO JEHOY TO JEHOY TO JEHOVVVVVAHAHAHAHAH
In one of the remote valleys of Shantung, one of

our Chinese evangelists, Mr. Liu, was invited to preach
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to the people by the aged schoolmaster of the village.
The account, which appeared some years ago in the
Far Eastern Division Outlook, continues:

“After the discourse the schoolmaster remarked
that now it would be most fitting if they all do honor
to the great and only supreme God. He had been a
student of the classics, as he said; and there it was
stated that the ancients worshiped the one supreme
God by a solemn kowtowing in the open air. He de-
sired that they might revive that most admirable wor-
ship. And so they spread a mat in the courtyard and
solemnly lined up in two lines, elders in front and
pupils of the school behind; and these forty or fifty
people, who never in their lives before had worshiped
anything but idols, filed forward one by one and kow-
towed the head to the ground three times to the in-
visible God, tendering in the most respectful way
known to their race their acknowledgment of His au-
thority.

“The evangelist, perceiving their sincerity, entered
heartily into the proceedings, suggesting that they
close the ceremony with public prayer led by him-
self. Some of the farmers present asked if it would
be proper to pray to this invisible God for rain, as
they had been doing, alas, in vain, for many days to
their idols. Shantung had had a drought for three
years, and the small farmers were reduced to starva-
tion. The wheat this year had already been planted
some time, but no rain had yet come to make it sprout;
and, should it not come very soon there would be no
hope for the poor people but to sell their wives and
daughters into slavery, and take their sons and go
begging. The evangelist took the situation by faith.
He read to them from the Bible of Elijah’s experi-
ence, and prayed earnestly that God would send rain
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immediately.
“The meeting closed; and, while the evangelist was

going through the ceremony of taking his departure,
the raindrops began to fall. A heavy rain followed,
soaking the evangelist to the skin as he took his way
across the fields to a neighboring village. ‘The inci-
dent was blazoned through the district,’ wrote the
missionary in charge. ‘Interest in idols and deities
waned, and many people await a teacher to instruct
them in the worship of the Christian’s God.’ ”

DELIVERED BY LIGHTNINGDELIVERED BY LIGHTNINGDELIVERED BY LIGHTNINGDELIVERED BY LIGHTNINGDELIVERED BY LIGHTNING
It was in post-war times in one of those countries

of Eastern Europe, where Protestant separatists from
the state church have had to endure much. Of one
group, all were arrested and haled before the judge.
The priests demanded a beating first. The account of
an evangelist in that region at the time reported:

“They did beat them—flogged them cruelly—and
decided they would sentence them the next day. But I
want to tell you what happened. The judge came home
that day and found that every one of his cattle had
been killed by lightning! The neighbors remarked on
it as looking like a judgment, and consternation filled
his heart. He said, ‘It must be that I am sinning
against God in sending those people to prison.’ It is
a serious thing in those countries for a man to lose
his cattle; it is almost like taking his daily bread.
The next morning he called that company into the
court, discharged them, and asked them to pray that
the Lord would not further punish him. That is the
way God sometimes cares for His own.”

RESCUED FROM BANDITSRESCUED FROM BANDITSRESCUED FROM BANDITSRESCUED FROM BANDITSRESCUED FROM BANDITS
A timely eclipse of the moon was the overruling

means of deliverance that saved a Chinese father and
his son who later became a winner of souls. Not that
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the eclipse itself was timed for their rescue. These
lunar and solar eclipses were timed from creation;
and the circuits of the heavenly bodies have run on
through the ages with infinite, unvarying precision.
But an overruling Providence surely timed the crisis
in the experience of Tsu Eng and his father, so that
the eclipse spoke the message of deliverance at ex-
actly the right hour.

Young Tsu Eng’s father was a Christian in a re-
gion hostile to Christianity. One day the father and
his son were seized by an armed band and taken
into the mountains. The narrative is given in Mrs.
Emma T. Anderson’s A’Chu and Other Stories, as
told in later years by Evangelist Keh himself:

“Forty-nine strong men, armed with knives and
firearms, entered the village as the sun was setting.
Keh Cheng Soan stood by the door of his house when
three strange-looking men passed that way. He
greeted them politely, and they paused beside his door.
As they were talking together, one of the men picked
up the boy Tsu Eng rather roughly in his arms.

“ ‘I beg you, do not tease the lad,’ said the father
Keh. These few days he has not been well, and only
today has begun to get better.’

“These words had scarcely passed his lips when
the whole armed band clashed into sight. Seizing both
father and child, they hurried to get away.

“Mrs. Keh was inside, preparing the evening meal,
when the scuffle of feet and the loud sounds of strange
voices drew her to the door in time to see the angry
mob seize her husband and child. At the risk of her
own life she dashed into their midst to rescue her
child, but the men threatened her with their swords
and drove her back into the house. In the tumult of
rebellion there was not a soul to hear her cry, so the
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helpless woman gathered her remaining children with
her into the house to pray.

“That evening Evangelist Keh Cheng Soan and his
eight-year-old son, Tsu Eng, were taken to the neigh-
boring village, where they were locked in a dark room
alone for the night. The next morning the captives
were told that a great army was to be raised; and,
when all the towns and cities of the surrounding coun-
try had surrendered to the rebels, they would cel-
ebrate their victory by sacrificing the Christian
preacher and his son on the mountaintop before their
flag. This threat was repeated over and over to the
victims for three days in succession.

“Shut up in the dark room, with no way of es-
cape, the captives were not alone. In telling this inci-
dent, which he still remembers well, Pastor Tsu Eng
said, ‘My father prayed day and night, beseeching
God to open the way before us, to hear our prayers
and deliver us from our enemies. He often spoke to
me. “Son, fear not. Our heavenly Father is able to
save us. Only believe, and do not doubt His prom-
ises.”

“On the evening of the third day, being the fifteenth
day of the Chinese month, the moon came up beauti-
ful and bright. The rebels were in high spirits; and
all the inhabitants of the village, both grown people
and children, came out into the moonlight and gave
themselves up to merrymaking, with wild dancing
and playing.

“In the midst of their gayeties, suddenly a strange
dark shadow began to creep across the moon. ‘An
evil omen!’ hoarsely whispered the old men. They
had planned a great war of rebellion that would throw
the yoke of foreign (Manchu) rule from off the neck of
the Chinese people and exalt their native village to
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be the very capital of the empire. Now, lo, at the very
beginning, the Lord of heaven and earth showed His
displeasure with them by darkening the moon.

“An order was given to bring the drums at once.
All the gongs to be found in the village and all the
drums that could be mustered were brought and
beaten violently to save the moon. But the dark
shadow crept silently on. The people were terrified
at the sight, and in the darkness groped their way
back to their homes. They were filled with fear of a
terrible punishment to be visited upon their wrong-
doings.

“However, the eclipse passed over before midnight.
Then the people cooked the small lunch customarily
served at night on such occasions, and refreshed them-
selves.

“Up to this time the rebels had been very cruel to
their Christian captives. ‘Formerly they threatened
to kill us,’ said Pastor Tsu Eng; ‘now they were
changed, and begged us to eat with them the lunch
they had prepared. Afterward they urgently besought
my father to leave their village and return to his home.
On the seventeenth day, five days after our capture,
they hired a comfortable sedan chair and carried us
home with a large escort of people.’

“In closing the recital of this incident, he said,
‘This is an experience I myself passed through when
only eight years of age. Does not this plainly show
that the true God hears and answers the prayers of
His people?’ ”

AT THE LAT THE LAT THE LAT THE LAT THE LAAAAAST GAST GAST GAST GAST GASPSPSPSPSP
A missionary in equatorial East Africa had trav-

eled to the limit of endurance without water. His Afri-
can boys could no longer lift him in the machilla (a
hammock swung on a pole to be carried on the shoul-
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ders). They were weak with thirst. The missionary,
Mr. Stuart Watt, had sent two or three men forward
with empty water bottles to reach the nearest water
twenty miles on, while he and the men with the lug-
gage were trying, by short stages, to meet them as far
along as possible on their return. But long before
this meeting, Mr. Watt was “at the last gasp.” His story
of deliverance is quoted by Mrs. Watt, in her book, In
the Heart of Savagedom:

“At last I realized that the climax had come. To
the native who kept close by me all the time, I said
as plainly as I could, ‘Sudi, I can go no farther. If the
men do not bring water here, I die.’ I threw myself
down under the partial shade which a great baobab
tree afforded; and, stretching out my hands to the
burning heavens, I prayed to God for one drop of
rain to cool my feverish body.

“While I was praying, a little cloud appeared in
the heavens. Borne by some God-directed current, it
came directly over where I was lying; and instantly
there fell a few big heavy drops. I pulled my vest wide
open, so that they might fall on my heated breast.
The drops increased in number until there was a
little shower of rain. I opened my mouth and thrust
out my tongue, to catch the precious fluid.

“In about five minutes or less the cloud was spent,
but I was revived. My under-vest and pants were quite
wet on one side. I got up and felt greatly strength-
ened. I said to Sudi, ‘Do you see what God has done
for us?’ ‘Yes, Master, I see it,’ came his response. I
was then enabled to proceed in short stages all the
afternoon until sundown, when I met my two faithful
porters laden with their water vessels.”

The Elements Overruled
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A MASAI WOMAN

The girl children of the Masai have their earlobes cut and
stretched until they will meet over their bald heads. She may
not remove, during her husband’s lifetime, her stone earplugs,
earrings, and other ornaments, including many pounds of iron
wire around her neck and arms.

The Masai were one of the most feared and warlike tribes
of Africa. Their staple food is milk mixed with blood from their
many cattle. This no doubt contributed to their savage nature.
In early days, the men of the tribes would go out and kill any
man they came upon, just for fun. They did not kill women or
children. Their ability at hunting lions, the only animals they
hunted, was well-known.
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CHAPTER SEVEN: “In the Wilderness”
“They wandered in the wilderness in a solitary way; they found
no city to dwell in. Hungry and thirsty, their soul fainted in
them. Then they cried unto the Lord in their trouble, and He
delivered them out of their distresses. And He led them forth by
the right way.” Psalm 107:4-7.

THE UNUSUAL HALTTHE UNUSUAL HALTTHE UNUSUAL HALTTHE UNUSUAL HALTTHE UNUSUAL HALT
In her book of missionary experiences in equato-

rial East Africa, In the Heart of Savagedom, Mrs.
Stuart Watt tells how they recognized the special
providence of God in an unusual halt of their carri-
ers and party that was irregularly called one midday.
Regularly, on the journey to their field, they had
pushed on with the caravan without stopping at noon;
but this time the missionary children were so hungry
they stopped, a fire was kindled, and lunch partaken
of. This was in the country of the Masai, fiercest and
most feared of East African warriors at that time.
Mrs. Watt explains the sequel:

“We had little idea of what was happening at that
moment in the forest, within thirty or forty minutes’
reach of where we sat; but, on that afternoon, there
was brought very vividly before our minds one of the
many marvelous providences of God.

“We were soon on the move once again in a drench-
ing thundershower. After we had proceeded for some-
time through the forest, our kilangozi (guide) sud-
denly stopped the forward part of the caravan and
sent a hasty message for my husband to come up.
When we arrived at the place where the men were
standing, we found them all in an evident state of
excitement, giving vent to suppressed ejaculations of
‘Masai! Masai!’

“It was plain to be seen that a numerous body of
these plundering warriors had crossed our path af-

“In the Wilderness”
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A  MASAI  WAR  DANCE
CELEBRATING  THE  HUNTING  OF  LIONS
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ter the recent thundershower, for their tracks had
been made in the sand since the rain had fallen. Their
numbers were large, probably one thousand strong,
for an exceedingly wide trail was beaten down in the
forest by their multitudinous footprints.

“On that particular day we had been providen-
tially led to make a fire and boil the kettle,––quite an
unusual thing with us on the march,––and were thus
delayed half an hour or more. Had it not been for
this detention, our feeble caravan would have met
them in the teeth; and, in all human probability, we
would have been murdered by these fierce and blood-
thirsty marauders.”

FINDING THE BULLOCKSFINDING THE BULLOCKSFINDING THE BULLOCKSFINDING THE BULLOCKSFINDING THE BULLOCKS
In the Old Testament story, Saul, the Benjamite,

was not above seeking aid of the prophet Samuel in
his search for the lost animals belonging to his fa-
ther, Kish. Here is the story of a missionary in Burma
who prayed for help in finding the mission’s lost bul-
locks. It was in the Taungthu hills of upper Burma
that Missionary H.A. Skinner, of our Southern Asia
Division, felt that God guided the search that evening.

“I was camping with four native lads about me,
and we kept our cart bullocks tethered for safety;
but the lad who had charge of the animals grew care-
less and loosed them while we were engaged in evening
worship.

“I noticed that the two animals were gone, and
asked the lad what he had done with them. Then he
remembered that he had loosed them and forgotten
to tether them again. We went out in five different
directions, searching for them. But, though we hunted
high and low through the jungles and over the leop-
ard-infested hills, we could not find the bullocks. We
all found our way to camp again after a while, and

“In the Wilderness”
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said, ‘We must try once more.’
“Starting out alone, I went about a quarter of a

mile from the camp and stopped to listen for some
sound of the lost cattle. Then falling upon my knees
there in the wet grass, I asked the Lord to help us
find those animals; the work was His, and I was His,
and I was out there in that wild place, not to please
myself, but Him.

“We had arranged that the man who found the
animals should shout, so that the rest would know
and not continue the search. As I arose from my knees
and stood listening, I heard a shout from a hilltop
not far away. Ko Hpo Shein, the one Buddhist lad of
my party, had found the bullocks.

“When we all got back into camp, Ko Hpo Shein
said, ‘As I was going to the left of that hill, something
seemed to urge me to turn to the right; but I went
straight on, going toward the village. Again I was im-
pressed to turn to the right; and this time the im-
pression was so strong that I did so, and reaching
the top of the hill came right upon the two bullocks
lying in the tall weeds.’ When the boy had finished
his story, I told mine; and he exclaimed at once, ‘I

THE MISSING BULLOCKS
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turned to the right because you were praying to your
God!’

“O, what a kind and loving Master is our Father!
How tenderly He watches over us, keeping in all their
ways them that put their trust in Him!”

SUCCORED IN THE “THIRST COUNTRY”SUCCORED IN THE “THIRST COUNTRY”SUCCORED IN THE “THIRST COUNTRY”SUCCORED IN THE “THIRST COUNTRY”SUCCORED IN THE “THIRST COUNTRY”
In his book, Twenty Years in Khama’s Country,

J.D. Hepburn, one of the pioneers of African mis-
sions, told how prayer brought deliverance to him
when he was exhausted in the “thirst country,” as the
land was called south of Lake Ngami.

He had been traveling through the tsetse fly belt,
where it was difficult to get through with cattle. Word
came to the wagons that some of their loose cattle
had been lost. Mr. Hepburn turned back to try to
find them, for no mission station in those remote
times could afford to meet with the loss of cattle.
Burning with fever and weak as he was, he started
the search, leaving his wife and the native teacher,
Khukwe, to urge the wagons along. The missionary
prayed as he went. He says:

“God heard and helped me, for all the lost oxen
were found together, and were got out of the district
without being bitten by a single fly.

“The sun rose on me with not a bit of pith left in
my bones, plowing my way back again to the wag-
ons.

“Stopping under the shade of a tree, I stripped off
all my extra clothing, which I had put on for the cold
night. Then I tried it again. At last my tongue was
parched, my legs refused to move, and I dropped
down upon the sand, weary and wishing for water.

“Faint with want of food and perspiring at every
pore, I tried again; and again I lay down to rest.

“ ‘O God, my heavenly Father, send someone with

“In the Wilderness”
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a bottle of water and a little bread’ was my prayer,
uttered in deep distress.

“This was all long years ago, before even the wire-
less and the radio were heard of; but, ever since the
lost race of Adam began to call for help, Christian
believers have known very well that messages sent
up by lips of prayer have found answer in heaven,
bringing help when such deliverance would redound
to the glory of God. Mr. Hepburn says of the answer
to his prayer:

“Khukwe was driving his wagon all night himself,
because his driver was too lazy to do it and wanted
to sleep. He outspanned his wagon and, white with
sand dust, went to say good morning to my wife.

“ ‘Did you see Monare (Hepburn), Khukwe?’
“ ‘Yes, Missese, I saw him. It is far, very far to the

cattle.’
“ ‘But what can we do, Khukwe? He has nothing

to eat, and no water, and he’s sick too. Who is there
that can be sent back again?’

“ ‘Me, Missese; I’ll go back.’
“And so, with a bottle of tea and a bottle of water

slung, one over each shoulder, and a little bread, he
returned in answer to my prayer.

“No need to envy those who can explain away all
these things by natural laws and chance. If it is a
delusion, it is then a very happy one to believe, as I
must do,—that a kind heavenly Father is about my
path, and that a tender, loving eye is ever beholding
me with affectionate regard.

“But these things are almost too sacred to be spo-
ken or written about, and yet it is unkind to keep
them back.

“ ‘Aye, Khukwe, there is One, not I, who will re-
ward you for that cup of cold water which you car-
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ried, travel-worn, weary, and dust-whitened as you
were, back into the tsetse fly region.’ ”

PRPRPRPRPRAAAAAYER FOUND THE WYER FOUND THE WYER FOUND THE WYER FOUND THE WYER FOUND THE WAAAAAYYYYY
Speaking of an experience of many years before,

Colporteur Reekie, a veteran in gospel service in the
“back blocks” (boondocks) of Australia, told how
prayer found the way out of a difficulty in the wilds.
The very simplicity of the solution led him to see
more clearly the Lord’s answer to prayer. He says:

“I was in West Australia at the time, working with
a horse and cart; the cart had turned over, and I
could not get it turned fully back. I had exhausted
every device I knew, but in vain. And it was a Friday
afternoon. I decided I would have to take my horse
and go for help to the nearest house, which was five
miles or more back. As I rode along, the thought came
to me, ‘God helps those who need His help; why should
I not ask Him to help me get that cart turned over?’

“I got off the horse and turned aside into the bush
and prayed. After the prayer I felt impressed to go
back to the cart and try again.

“I turned back; and, just as I got in sight of the
overturned cart, it flashed into my mind what to do—
to hitch the horse onto the side of the cart in such a
way as to pull it over. Quickly it was done; and I
arrived at my stopping place in time for the Sab-
bath.

“Now I had studied and thought before as I worked
at the overturned cart. When the way out came to
me, it was so simple I could not understand why I
had not thought of it at the first. I believe the Lord
kept me from seeing the way in order to teach me
that He could help and guide, even in these lesser
troubles in which we are so apt to think there is no
way but to go at them and solve the difficulties our-

“In the Wilderness”
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selves.”

AN ACCIDENT THAT SAVED LIVINGSTONEAN ACCIDENT THAT SAVED LIVINGSTONEAN ACCIDENT THAT SAVED LIVINGSTONEAN ACCIDENT THAT SAVED LIVINGSTONEAN ACCIDENT THAT SAVED LIVINGSTONE
As the chosen agent of Providence for the opening

of the dark continent, Livingstone was preserved amid
many perils, to die at last on his knees in the little
hut at Ilala. It is evident that the whole life and work
of Livingstone and the circumstances of his death
were overruled to turn attention at the right time to
the vast African interior and to start the currents of
commerce and missions which have opened the way
of access to the hundreds of tribes and tongues be-
fore practically unknown.

All this adds interest and meaning to the story of
Livingstone’s narrow escape from death in the rap-
ids of the Zambezi. The story was told to that prince
of missionary biographers, Mr. Basil Mathews, by Sir
John Kirk, who was the companion of Livingstone in
his later explorations of the Zambezi. Livingstone and
Sir John were traveling by canoes down the river be-
low Victoria Falls. Sir John Kirk said:

“My canoe was leading, and Livingstone was in
the canoe behind. The deep stream moved slowly.
Suddenly there was an amazing swirl from below,
which caught my canoe and turned it over against a
rock. The swirl came like a mound of water, as though
a huge hippopotamus had risen.

“I shouted to Livingstone to keep back. My canoe
was turned upside down; and all my notes, instru-
ments, sketches, and specimens were carried away,
never to be seen again. Fortunately the swirl of the
water set continuously against the rock, keeping both
the canoe and myself there; otherwise I should have
been drowned. The current dragged at my legs so
violently that I thought a crocodile must have got
them. Livingstone landed and pulled me out by ropes.
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We then found the previously unknown Kebrabasa
Rapids were ahead.

“We could not take our canoes overland, nor navi-
gate them down these terrific rapids. Then the men
let the canoes go.

“One went over the rapids and down, down under
the water. We never saw it rise again. Another went
down and shot up again into the air, split in two
from stem to stern.

“If the accident of overturning the canoe had not
happened to me, we would all have been swept over
the rapids; and nothing more would ever have been
heard of us. For no trace of us could have been left,
nor would any of our men have survived to tell the
story.

“Mr. Mathews says that, as he strolled in John
Kirk’s garden, he noticed as an ornament the great

AFRICAN HIPPOPOTAMUS
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skull of a hippopotamus and spoke of it to Sir John.
“ ‘Yes,’ he said, stopping before the hippopota-

mus and lifting its enormous upper jaw until the huge
head resembled a cavern, ‘I think I am the only man
who has had his thigh between the jaws of a hippo-
potamus and escaped!

“ ‘Livingstone and I were traveling in boats up the
Shire. I was lying back in the gunwale, steering and
taking little notice of anything, save to keep the boat
from running into a bunch of reeds. I allowed my leg
to rest carelessly along the edge of the boat.

“ ‘Suddenly a bucketful of water was hurled into
the boat by the rising snout of a hippopotamus. He
opened his enormous Jaws—the lower jaw under the
boat, the upper over my leg. Had he closed his jaws,
he would have crushed the boat and carried away
my leg; but, for some mysterious reason, he turned
and dived. We never saw him again. One of our Ma-
kololo men turned to me and said of the deliverance,
‘It is God’s providence only!’ ”

A PROA PROA PROA PROA PROVIDENTIAL LIFVIDENTIAL LIFVIDENTIAL LIFVIDENTIAL LIFVIDENTIAL LIFT ON THE PRT ON THE PRT ON THE PRT ON THE PRT ON THE PRAIRIEAIRIEAIRIEAIRIEAIRIE
Distances were often long in Western Canada for

the Christian colporteur on his rounds among the
pioneer settlers of earlier days. Colporteur James,
then of Alberta, recounted this experience:

“I was on my way by train to visit a family that
lived twelve miles east of the railway. As the train
slowed up at the station, I remember very distinctly
this short prayer was heart-breathed: ‘Lord, if it is
for my good and will glorify Thee, provide a way that
I need not walk; but if it is best, I am willing to walk.’

“It was a bright Sunday morning; and, as I stepped
from the train, my eyes at once scanned the street
for signs of an answer to my prayer. Down the street
stood a team of ponies hitched to a buggy. Since faith
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must work, I made for the sign and found a man
untying the team.

“To my question, ‘Do you know of anyone going a
few miles east this morning?’ he replied, ‘A friend
and I are going right now; and you may ride, if that
suits you.’

“A question as to the nature of my work turned
the conversation at once to religious themes. He made
light of the thought that God has any work for us or
has anything to do with our plans; and, if such a
Being exists, He has left us to shift for ourselves. Thus
the question was discussed mile after mile, but Bible
proof and personal experiences failed to touch his
heart.

“At last I thought of my prayer and how God had
planned this very ride I was taking. The impression
came to tell this experience; but another voice said,
‘He will only scoff at such a thing.’ Then came the
reminder, ‘God gave you this ride, not alone for your
good, but for the good of this man, that God may be
glorified. Tell it, for I have blessed thee that thou
mightest be a blessing.’

“Then I told those men that I believed God was
interested in all our needs and how I had asked the
Lord to provide a ride for me if it was best, as I had a
large bag of books to carry out to Mr. Ricks’ place.

“With a surprised look the man said, ‘That is the
very place we are going.’

“ ‘Do you think it just happened,’ said I, ‘that I
found you going out this way? and did it just happen
that you are going to the very house I desire to reach,
when there are hundreds of other homes all around
here?’

“Instead of scoffing, he replied, ‘It certainly looks
as if God did answer your prayer and has something

“In the Wilderness”
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to do with our plans; for we didn’t plan this.’
“His whole attitude changed as he realized that

God had used him to answer my prayer. But suppose
I had failed to tell him! God will answer the prayer
that has in mind the second blessing, even as Jesus
said, ‘Father, . . . glorify Thy Son, that Thy Son also
may glorify Thee.’ ”
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CHAPTER EIGHT: Supplied in Time of Need
“Casting all your care upon Him; for He careth for you.” 1 Peter
5:7.

THE MONEY BY POSTTHE MONEY BY POSTTHE MONEY BY POSTTHE MONEY BY POSTTHE MONEY BY POST
Out of the war-stricken regions of Eastern Europe,

in the days following the war, came stories of many a
struggle of Protestant believers to keep going in the
midst of universal distress, and with the hostility of
feeling against Protestants in some sections. One such
family had run out of food. Work had seemed unob-
tainable. The parents and children were actually in
extremity of need. The story was told by Pastor L.H.
Christian:

“The father was praying one morning, with his
wife and children. They were suffering the pangs of
starvation, and they turned to God in prayer as their
only hope.

“As the father prayed this morning, he seemed to
hear a voice saying, ‘If you have faith, you will be
saved.’

“He took it as an assurance of deliverance, and
the family thanked God that He had heard their cry.

“Just a little later the mail carrier came to their
door with a letter. The letter was opened, and it was
found that only money was enclosed. Who it was from
they knew not. But there was money for their imme-
diate need. It saved them from threatened starvation
and tided them over until they were able to find ways
of earning a livelihood again amidst the desolations
that the war had left in its wake. I know the facts, for
I saw the family only a few weeks ago.

“Some time later the father attended a meeting
held near his home. He there told of his experience,
to the glory of God, and added, ‘I would like to meet

Supplied in Time of Need
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the one who sent me that money.’
“There was a man present who then stood up and

said, ‘I sent that letter. I sent it before I became an
Adventist believer. One night in a dream an enve-
lope, addressed with name and place, was held be-
fore me; and a voice commanded, “Put so much money
in this envelope and send it to that man!” I did not
know who the man was,’ he continued, ‘and I never
had heard of the place. But it was so clear and com-
manding an experience that the next morning, as I
awoke, I felt I must obey. I addressed an envelope as
I had seen it in the dream. I put the money in it and
dropped it into the post. After I had done it, it seemed
so unreasonable a thing for me to do that I feared I
might really be losing my mind. But it was done, and
I could not recall it.’

“Soon afterward the man who sent the money was
visited by a colporteur who sold him a book that led
him into the light.

“Hearing of the meeting to be held, he had come
to thank God for the light that the open Bible had
brought into his life; and there he heard the story of
the man to whom he had sent the money, not know-
ing what he was doing, save that God called him to
do it. It was a happy meeting between the two men.”

“THE LORD WILL PROVIDE”“THE LORD WILL PROVIDE”“THE LORD WILL PROVIDE”“THE LORD WILL PROVIDE”“THE LORD WILL PROVIDE”
A mill owner was obliged to dismiss several of his

hands. Among them was a man whose faith and trust
in God always led him to say, ‘The Lord will provide.’
One day when he had eaten his last morsel of food
and his faith was tried to the utmost, some street
boys, opening his door, flung in a dead raven, shout-
ing mockingly, ‘The Lord will provide!’ He quietly took
up the dead bird and tenderly stroked its plumage.
Suddenly he felt something hard in the crop of the
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bird; and wondering what it was, he took a knife and
opened it. To his amazement he found there a gold
chain. He felt here was God providing for him and
his family. He went straight to a jeweler, telling his
story, and asked if he would buy it. The jeweler saw
it to be a chain of great value, with initials on it, and
said:

“ ‘If you could learn the name of the owner, would
you return it?’

“ ‘Certainly,’ replied the workman.
“ ‘Well, then,’ said the jeweler, ‘it belongs to your

late master.’
“Hearing that, the man set off without delay and

put the chain into his master’s hands, who received
it with great joy; since he had, on missing it, accused
one of his servants of theft. Greatly struck with his
workman’s honesty, he told him he wished him to
return to his employment, as he could not part with
so honest a man.”

GUIDED ARIGHTGUIDED ARIGHTGUIDED ARIGHTGUIDED ARIGHTGUIDED ARIGHT
He was a Chefoo cook, not yet a full Christian.

But the influence of Miss Louisa Vaughn, for whom
he worked, had led him to believe in the living God.
Just then the wanderlust seized Sao Si Fu, and he
determined to sail with a party crossing the Yellow
Sea to Port Arthur. Miss Vaughn prayed God to keep
him from going to that place, then so full of evil ad-
venturers; but the cook left. He had been gone three
weeks when one morning someone said to Miss
Vaughn, “Do you know your cook has returned?” She
says her heart sang for joy.

Soon Sao Si Fu, repentant, came to the mission
to tell his story. The party he sailed with were off Port
Arthur, already watching the animated life on the
waterfront, when a storm came up and drove them
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back. They despaired of life, but reached Weihaiwei.
There they waited for a favorable wind. Just as they
were to set sail, the shipmen sent the cook to a shop
to buy something. Then they made off, and the poor
lad returned to the dock to see them sailing away
with his bag and all his possessions. Miss Vaughn
tells his story in her little book, Answered or Unan-
swered:

“Despair seized me. I wept! I called! I begged other
boatmen to overtake them, but in vain. I had no
money, and they knew it. Blinded by my tears, stag-
gering like an old man, I made my way up the street.
It was then the Holy Spirit reminded me of you, Han
Ku Mang. In any calamity, you always prayed.

“ ‘Lord, help me!’ I cried, as I walked along and
wept. Suddenly I remembered a friend’s son who lived
in Weihaiwei. Continuing, I besought the Lord to let
me find Tswang-I-Nien’s son, the friend who lived here.
This petition I kept repeating as I made my way up
the street.

“In the distance I saw a peddler carrying his pack.
Oh, I thought, he will know all people and where they
live. I shall ask him for information. Accosting him, I
ventured, after Oriental etiquette had been satisfied,
to inquire if he knew a man called Tswang, the son of
a cook in Chefoo, one who lived many years in the
mission compound on Temple Hill.

“ ‘What is your business with him, may I ask?’
said the peddler.

“ ‘I am in great trouble,’ I answered, ‘and I seek
his help. If you can give me any information, give it
to me; for I must die if I do not find someone to help
me.’

“ ‘Strange, indeed,’ said the peddler, ‘it should be
so. I am the man you seek! The son of Tswang-I-Nien
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of Chefoo, Tan Lo, Temple Hill. What can I do for
you?’

“So Sao Si Fu found a friendly helper, earned
money to return to the mission, a repentant believer
in the living God, and later became a church leader.”

THE BAG OF FLOURTHE BAG OF FLOURTHE BAG OF FLOURTHE BAG OF FLOURTHE BAG OF FLOUR
Again, from out of the war-torn regions of Eastern

Europe, comes a story of deliverance in those dis-
tressful post-war times. Pastor L.H. Christian, of Eu-
rope, once reported:

“A man whom I knew, and his family, were starv-
ing. They had not had a bite to eat for two days and a
half. Then they saw a miserly man, a man whom
they knew never would sell flour unless he received a
very high price, hurrying up with his little cart. He
pulled out a sack of flour, threw it on his shoulder,
and rushed up to the house and set it down, then
hastened out as fast as he could. The father rushed
out after him and said, ‘What do you mean? What
about the flour?’

“The man replied, ‘I don’t know what I mean. I
had planned to sell the flour, but have not had any
peace for two days. I couldn’t sleep at night. I had to
come, I don’t know why, and put the flour outside
your kitchen.’

“So the family thanked God and were saved.”
This story is similar to the next one told of the

year 1847, known as the “hunger year” in southern
Germany. It is recorded by a German writer, Fr.
Schwenker, in a little book entitled, Das Gebet
(Prayer), published years ago in Leipzig. The writer
says:

“In the hunger year of 1847, there lived in the
neighborhood of Heilbronn a pious man who, one
early morning hour, could find no rest. A voice called
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to him, ‘You are to take a bag of meal and go forth
with it. There are many who have nothing to eat, and
the Lord will show you what you should do.’

“He placed the bag of meal upon a wheelbarrow
and started forth. He pushed on, however, through
the first village, because there seemed no indication
that he should turn in at any house. Even so he passed
through a second village, and another, until he passed
the fourth. Weary, he now came at evening to Heil-
bronn.

“Suddenly, as he came to a high house, it was
said to him, ‘There it is!’

“On the first floor and on the second story lived
well-to-do people. At last, when he reached the top,
he said to himself, ‘Here it must be,’ and he pushed
a door open, set the sack of meal inside, saying aloud,
‘This the Lord sends to you!’ Without waiting, he went
on his way.

“In that room as he spoke, a widow was upon her
knees, with seven children about her, suffering with
hunger almost to the death. And she was praying, ‘O
Lord, today only have a care for us.’

“Thus over the long road was relief sent to the
right place, just at the time of need. ‘Whoso is wise,
and will observe these things, even they shall under-
stand the lovingkindness of the Lord.’ Ps. 107:43.”

HOW MONEY FOR THE FHOW MONEY FOR THE FHOW MONEY FOR THE FHOW MONEY FOR THE FHOW MONEY FOR THE FARE CAMEARE CAMEARE CAMEARE CAMEARE CAME
In a little book, On Muleback Through Central

America, Mrs. Mattie Crawford tells how money came
in time for her and her husband to take the boat
homeward, after a trip through Nicaragua, scatter-
ing Scripture portions. As they prayed, they had felt
constrained not to wait in the interior town (where
they had lived) for the next mail, but to go to the
port. The boat they hoped to take was due to sail the
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next day. Mrs. Crawford says:
“We made ready to leave on that boat, but there

was no money for the fare. As I prayed in my room
one morning, the Lord said, ‘Go and ask for your
mail.’ I thought, ‘I don’t believe the mail is opened
here; but on arriving, the post is immediately sent to
different parts of the country.’ But as I prayed again,
the Lord spoke once more, ‘Go and ask for your mail.’
I knew it was the voice of the Lord, for He had wonder-
fully spoken to us all the way; so I went. On asking
for the mail, I was told that no mail was coming for
two weeks. And, when it did come, it would not be
opened there; but it would be sent out to the differ-
ent parts of the republic.

“Meanwhile the sailing of their boat was postponed
for a day or two. Next morning they saw a new ship
coming in.

“On inquiry, they learned it was an unexpected
mail-boat arrival. Mrs. Crawford hastened again to
the postmaster, saying the Lord had impressed her
that the expected letters were to come in. ‘How do
you know?’ asked the man. She explained how God
had impressed her in prayer that the money for the
fare would be provided at the port. She gave the man
a New Testament, and spoke of the Saviour’s love.
Mrs. Crawford says:

“He began to weep and told me he had never be-
fore seen a Bible, had hated and persecuted the mis-
sionaries, had hated me when I came inquiring for
mail, and had not even believed in God before. But
my coming so many times, saying the Lord had told
me there was mail coming for me, in spite of my
knowing that the mail ship was not due for two weeks;
then the arrival of the mail ship before time; and the
postponed sailing of the other vessel upon which I
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said we were to sail had convinced him that God was
actually speaking to me. And he promised to try to
get our mail.

“However, there were thousands of letters. And he
was rather doubtful if he would find our mail in the
midst of so much other mail; but he promised that,
if I would return in the afternoon, he would do his
best for me.

“In the afternoon I returned for the mail which I
was sure would be there. The man came hurrying to
me and handed me two registered letters, saying they
were on the top of the pile of mail in the first bag he
opened. Surely God had spoken to me, he said; and
he knew now there was a God.”

HOW GOD PROVIDED FOR THE OPIUM REFUGEHOW GOD PROVIDED FOR THE OPIUM REFUGEHOW GOD PROVIDED FOR THE OPIUM REFUGEHOW GOD PROVIDED FOR THE OPIUM REFUGEHOW GOD PROVIDED FOR THE OPIUM REFUGE
The necessity of finding money for his relief work

and opium refuge drove a Chinese convert, Hsi (pro-
nounced Shee), of Shansi, to prayer. And out of wait-
ing upon God came the development of a grit that he
knew not he possessed. Hsi had gone far already in
ministering to the needy—too far, the missionary had
warned him.

“I see,” said the missionary, “that in this matter
you are seeking to follow the Lord’s example in feed-
ing the five thousand. But do not forget, the Lord did
this only twice, not constantly.”

In Mrs. Taylor’s Pastor Hsi, the story of a crisis in
finance is thus told:

“Toward the close of the year, after his missionary
friend had urged cutting expenses, when Hsi came to
balance his accounts, he found to his dismay that
there was a threatened deficit of over eighty thou-
sand cash: just what the foreign shepherd had feared
and what the heathen around him were always proph-
esying. He could see his way to making up about a
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third of this sum, but that would still leave him nearly
fifty thousand in arrears. He could not borrow money;
for that was against the clear injunction, ‘Owe no
man anything.’ And rack his brain as he might, no
plan presented itself by which so large a sum could
be raised. His heathen relatives angrily declared that
he would bring them all into trouble. His wife and
fellow workers were silent and anxious. But Hsi gave
himself to waiting upon God.

“And just then the unexpected happened. From
the capital of the province a remarkable paper made
its way down to Hsi’s neighborhood, and came into
his hands. It contained a list of a number of subjects
connected with the Christian religion, upon which
literary men were invited to write theses to compete
for valuable prizes. The essays were to contain about
five thousand characters, and might be written ei-
ther in verse or prose; but the highest prize was for
poetical compositions and consisted of fifty ounces
of silver. The offer was from the T’ai-yuan missionar-
ies, and open to all the literati of the province.

“ ‘This,’ cried Hsi with enthusiasm, ‘is the Lord’s
answer to our petitions. The first prize shall assur-
edly be mine.’

“With faith and courage he set to work. It was
already the tenth month of the year, and there was
no time to spare. The first prize was for poetry only,
and so to that line of things he confined himself.

“Little though he realized it at the time, there was
a deeper purpose in that versifying than the one he
had in view. The growing church of his own hills and
valleys needed a new hymnology, something of their
own, expressing in local language the experiences of
the heart. Hsi was dimly conscious of the need. He
knew the hymns they used did not appeal much to
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the people. But it had never occurred to him that he
might be enabled to write others that would. Now as
he pondered, pen in hand, thoughts came to him
and the verses flowed; until, one after another, po-
ems were written that discovered a gift never again
lost sight of.

“A little later the missionary paid another visit to
the western Chang village, this time not to advise
caution, but to confer upon the winner of the first
prize a shoe of silver worth seventy thousand cash—
amply sufficient to close the year with a balance on
the right side. This was to Hsi a memorable ex-
perience, quite a milestone in life’s journey.”

“ANSWERED PRAYER”
    “Within a town of Holland once
         A widow dwelt, ‘tis said,
    So poor, alas! her children asked
         One night in vain for bread.
    But this poor woman loved the Lord,
         And knew that He was good;
    So, with her little ones around,
         She prayed to Him for food.

    “When prayer was done, her oldest child—
         A boy of eight years old—
    Said softly, ‘In the Holy Book,
         Dear Mother, we are told
    How God, with food by ravens brought,
         Supplied the prophet’s need.’
    ‘Yes,’ she answered, ‘but that, my son,
         Was long ago, indeed.’
    ‘But, Mother, God may do again
         What He has done before;
    And so, to let the birds fly in,
         I will unloose the door.’
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    Then little Dink, in simple faith,
         Threw open the door full wide,
    So that the radiance of their lamp
         Fell on the path outside.

    “Erelong, the burgomaster passed,
         And, noticing the light,
    Paused to inquire why the door
         Was open so at night.
    ‘My little Dink has done it, Sir,’
         The widow, smiling, said,
    ‘That ravens might fly in to bring
         My hungry children bread.’

    “ ‘Indeed!’ the burgomaster cried,
         ‘Then here’s a raven, lad;
    Come to my home, and you shall see
         Where bread may now be had.’
    Along the street to his own house
         He quickly led the boy,
    And sent him back with food that filled
         His humble home with joy.”

CHAPTER NINE:
Meetings Providentially Arranged
“Then the Spirit said unto Philip, Go near, and join thyself to
this chariot.” Acts 8:29. (The meeting of Philip and the Ethio-
pian treasurer was on the edge of the desert.)

“GOD HAS BROUGHT ME TO YOU”“GOD HAS BROUGHT ME TO YOU”“GOD HAS BROUGHT ME TO YOU”“GOD HAS BROUGHT ME TO YOU”“GOD HAS BROUGHT ME TO YOU”
A missionary woman in India had been visiting

one of India’s child wives, to engage in brief moments
of Bible study. The young girl’s heart was touched;
and, forsaking all for Christ, she became a trained
nurse and a valued helper in our India missions. In
her own words, Kheroda Bose tells how providen-

Meetings Providentially Arranged
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tially she found “her missionary” at the instant of
dire need, when a few moments’ delay would have
been fatal.

One day, the account goes, the girl’s husband re-
turned from business and found the missionary at
his home. He threw a brick at the lady, whose foot
was cut.

 “I began to cry,” said Kheroda.
 “Do not cry,” said the missionary, “your husband

does not understand. Christ suffered for us, and I
am glad to have the privilege of suffering for Him.”

“We had just been studying about His death on
the cross, so I understood her words; and I marveled.
I had never seen the like before.”

Just then Kheroda’s family moved to Kashi,—
“Kashi the Splendid,” as the temple city of Benares
is called. And she saw no more of her missionary
friend. Then one day, in Kashi, who should call at
the door but the very missionary lady herself! She,
too, had been transferred to Kashi.

“As she was about to leave,” says Mrs. Bose, “I
asked her where she lived.”

“Not far from here,” she said; “just over in the
missionary cantonment. But why do you ask? Will
you come to see me?”

Then looking me straight in the face, she said,
“Do you love Jesus? Will you forsake all for Him who
forsook all for you?”

“I said nothing; but I marveled that Jesus had
forsaken all for me, and I longed to forsake all for
Him.”

The longing grew into a purpose. A few days later
the young girl, with trembling—for a young woman
of her class was not supposed to ever show her face
on the street—opened the gate and plunged out into
the hurrying throng, blindly hoping that somehow,
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AN INDIAN GIRL WHO LEFT ALL FOR JESUS
Because it is considered a great disgrace by the Hindus

for a family member to become a Christian, often the new
convert must flee family and friends to save their own life.

Meetings Providentially Arranged
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in the great city, she could find “her missionary.”
“As I walked, I prayed,” she says, “Lord, I am for-

saking all for you; show me the road to the mis-
sionary’s home.”

She saw a gharri (a public carriage) passing, and
called to the driver and told him to drive her fast to
the mission homes.

“We had scarcely started,” she said, “when some-
one threw a tract into the gharri door. I looked, and
there was my missionary herself!”

“Mem-sahib! Mem-sahib!” I called, and she
stopped the gharri.

“God has answered my prayer,” I said, “and
brought me to you.”

Instantly, as the missionary learned the girl was
giving herself to be a Christian, she well-knew the
need of quick action in that sacred city of the Hin-
dus. Without returning to her home, the missionary
drove to the railway station and hastened the girl a
two days’ journey away to another mission.

Immediately Kheroda’s flight became known, the
city was in uproar. The mission compound was in-
vaded by searchers. But no one there had any knowl-
edge of the case. Later, when police activity traced
the young convert, she was able to secure her free-
dom to be a Christian by declaration before the
courts. Taking the training as a nurse in our Calcutta
Sanitarium, Kheroda has given many years to Chris-
tian service, never ceasing to thank God for the watch-
ful providence that brought her “missionary lady” to
her door in the strange city, and then guided her own
flight so instantly and surely into the way of safety
and deliverance.

MEETING THE MOSLEM CHIEFMEETING THE MOSLEM CHIEFMEETING THE MOSLEM CHIEFMEETING THE MOSLEM CHIEFMEETING THE MOSLEM CHIEFSSSSS
It is a remarkable thing to hear of Moslem chiefs
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in the East African hinterland (a region from the coast
or remote from urban areas) searching for Christian
truth. As they were turning back, disappointed in
their search, whom should they meet in the wilds
but men who could tell them of the very message
their hearts were longing to hear? Of that search party
and the providential meeting, the following account
is given by Foreign Mission Secretary W.E. Read, of
Europe:

“On the northeast coast of Africa, some months
ago, two Moslem chiefs came up to the capital, evi-
dently tired of the superstitions of the past. Their
hearts were burdened with a great need for God, and
so they came up to the capital and called at one mis-
sion station after another; but somehow they did not
get the satisfaction their souls longed for. So they
began to retrace their steps. They had already trav-
eled for nearly six weeks, day after day, through hos-
tile tribes, to get to the capital.

“They were about two days on their journey back
when some of our native brethren met them on the
road. As is the custom in those countries, the two
parties greeted each other; and our men found out
who they were. When our brethren knew the chiefs
were seeking for a missionary, they asked, Did you
call at the Adventist mission?

“ ‘No, we have not heard of such a place.’
“ ‘Well, you’d better come back with us.’
“So they took them back to the home of Mission-

ary Gudmundsen, in charge of our station there; and
they stayed two whole weeks and listened to the Word
of God as our brother taught the message to them.
They had received the very thing that touched their
hearts. The peace of God came into their souls, and
they gave their hearts to Jesus and began to rejoice
in His message of freedom from sin.

Meetings Providentially Arranged
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“Then they went back to their villages. They walked
day after day and week after week, and by and by
they got within sight of the villages. The people, see-
ing them, came rushing out to greet them.

 “ ‘Well,’ they asked, ‘what have you found?’
“And then these two chiefs told of their newfound,

loving friend Jesus. They taught all they could to those
people. Several hundred of them were gathered
around.

“A few weeks later a runner came up to the mis-
sion station, announcing that there were a lot of
people down there longing for further light, and that
we must send them a missionary. Missionary Gud-
mundsen studied how he could do it, and finally chose
his best man who, with a friend, started on the long
journey. They were away three months. It took a
month to get to the place. They reported 200 people
keeping the Sabbath, who longed for a missionary to
live with them.”

SURELSURELSURELSURELSURELY NOT AN ACCIDENTY NOT AN ACCIDENTY NOT AN ACCIDENTY NOT AN ACCIDENTY NOT AN ACCIDENTAL MEETINGAL MEETINGAL MEETINGAL MEETINGAL MEETING
Years ago, on a journey from Buenos Aires to Rio

de Janeiro, Mrs. F.W. Spies, of the East Brazil Mis-
sion, found herself sitting on the deck alongside a
fellow passenger, a Norwegian sea captain. The cap-
tain had been sick and sent to the hospital in the
Argentine; and now, forced to turn over his ship to
another, he was proceeding to his home in Norway to
die among his own people. As they talked, he said to
Mrs. Spies:

“Many years ago a man sold me some religious
books in Liverpool, as I was sailing from that port.
They were strange books, teaching doctrines differ-
ent from the general teaching of the churches. They
disturbed me, and I put them away. Later I read them
again. They upset me. The end of it was that I finally
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threw them overboard. Years after that, my ship was
off Pitcairn Island, in the southern Pacific, and I stopped
to get water and fresh fruits. And—will you believe
it?—I found the people of that island believed the
same doctrines taught in those books. They all set in
to try to convert me to the teachings. That was years
ago. But since I have been sick and must soon die, I
have kept thinking more and more of the things taught
in those books.

“ ‘And now,’ ” Mrs. Spies said to him in reply, “ ‘I
must tell you something more of those books. I be-
long to the people who printed them and who are
preaching these doctrines in all parts of the world.’ ”
And she had opportunity to have good talks with this
captain (who had ill health at the time) about the
‘blessed hope’ on which every believing heart may
rest with all confidence for life or for death.

“How clearly the trail of a kindly Providence is
seen following that man from the first sale of the
books in Liverpool—by that pioneer ship mission-
ary, George R. Drew—to this meeting along the Bra-
zilian coast while the old captain was on his last
voyage homeward, with the thoughts of the teachings
of those books coming forcefully into his mind as he
faced the call to prepare for eternity.”

LIKE AN ANGEL FROM HEAVENLIKE AN ANGEL FROM HEAVENLIKE AN ANGEL FROM HEAVENLIKE AN ANGEL FROM HEAVENLIKE AN ANGEL FROM HEAVEN
In the prophet’s vision of the last great gospel

movement, proclaiming the message to all nations,
“Fear God, and give glory to Him; for the hour of His
judgment is come,” the bearers of the worldwide mes-
sage are described under the symbol of angels flying
in the midst of heaven. As appears plainly in the
Bible, the word “angel” means messenger. And so, in
a remote region of Czechoslovakia, a family was pray-
ing for the messengers of Revelation 14 to come. Field
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Secretary H.F. Schuberth, of Europe, told the story
as follows:

“Just two months ago, in a certain place in Czecho-
slovakia, there was a colporteur sixty miles away from
the nearest railroad station. He went to a house and
canvassed the lady. When he was through, the lady
said:

“ ‘I see you believe the Bible.’
“The colporteur answered, ‘Yes, of course I do.’
“ ‘Well, if you do that, you must also keep the

Sabbath?’
“ ‘Yes, I do.’
“ ‘Have you been baptized?’ the lady asked.
“ ‘Of course I have.’
“ ‘Do you believe in the second coming of Christ?’
“ ‘Oh, yes, indeed, I certainly do!’
“Then the lady became excited and called to her

husband, ‘Come, come! The Lord has sent us the
angel of Revelation 14, for whom we have prayed so
long!’

“There were ten persons in that place who had
never seen one of our tracts or books, nor any of our
literature, and who had never heard an Adventist
preacher; but they had studied the Bible and learned
from it that they must be baptized, that the Lord is
coming, and that they must keep the Sabbath. And
then they prayed that the Lord would send them the
angel of Revelation 14. Now he had come in the per-
son of the colporteur, and later those ten persons
were baptized.

“Thus the colporteur, in that remote region, was
led of God to the very home where inquirers after
light were praying for the messenger to come with
the message of Revelation 14.

“The story reminds me of an experience reported
by a colporteur in the ‘outback’ (isolated rural coun-
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try) of Australia. Showing his book to the lady of the
house, he was quickly questioned about the Bible
Sabbath. Learning that he kept it as God’s holy day,
she had no further thought, for the moment, of his
book. Seizing the rope of the large farm bell, she
rang for her husband; and, when he appeared, she
cried out, ‘Come, Husband, here is another man who
keeps the Bible Sabbath.’ They had thought them-
selves the only ones in the world keeping the sacred
day.”

CHAPTER TEN: Instructed by a Dream
“It was so, when Gideon heard the telling of the dream, and the
interpretation thereof, that he worshiped, and returned unto the
host of Israel, and said, Arise; for the Lord hath delivered into
your hand the host of Midian.” Judges 7:15.

THE WTHE WTHE WTHE WTHE WAAAAAY PREPY PREPY PREPY PREPY PREPAREDAREDAREDAREDARED
The Midianite soldier’s dream of the barley loaf

that rolled into the camp prepared the Midianites for
flight and was turned as a signal from God to Gideon’s
men to go forward to victory. In many a mission field,
Providence has prepared the way by the lesson of a
dream.

In discussing the providential use of this means
of preparation for the hearing of the gospel, Warneck
says:

Instructed by a Dream
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“God, like a wise teacher, condescends to the child-
like thought of uncivilized man, that He may tell him,
in a way he can understand, things which he would
otherwise hardly accept. We cannot fully explain these
soul-processes without the thought of the divine in-
fluence working there; for they are often opposed to
the knowledge and will of him who has them and
force him to actions for which he can find in himself
neither the power nor the inclination. That, however,
does not imply that false ideas and misunderstand-
ings may not be mixed up with them. It is not a ques-
tion of revelations, but of rude shocks meant to point
them to the revealed truth.

“We must not banish such experiences to the realm
of fable. They are too well-attested; and they are met
with everywhere among animistic peoples with con-
siderable regularity. Neither must we overestimate
them. They have nothing more than a preparatory
significance; they lead no further than to the door of
the gospel. Like other divine reminders, they may be
disregarded; they may also be misinterpreted and
abused. Anyhow, in innumerable cases they have ful-
filled their purpose of pointing stupefied heathen to
the gift of the gospel, which they had hitherto over-
looked. In such divinely influenced processes of the
soul which have abundant parallels in the Old and
New Testaments, we see the sway of God, whose sov-
ereign hand interposes in the destiny of men and
turns their hearts like the water brooks.

“And this German writer, of the Rhenish Society’s
missions in Sumatra and the East Indies, narrates
the following experiences as illustrative of the point:

“In the Battak Mission, the attention of the hea-
then was frequently drawn to Christianity by dreams.
Many converts from heathenism speak of dreams
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which had a decisive influence on their lives. These
are still more frequent on Nias. An old priestess there
dreamed that the dead ancestors of her kindred ap-
peared to her and said the new religion was good.
The dream made a profound impression on all the
relatives. The savage Iraono Huna, on Nias, was led
by a dream to accept Christianity. The wife of Salago,
who afterward became a leading supporter of Chris-
tianity, dreamed that she saw, at a great distance, a
large man with his feet on the earth and his hand
reaching to heaven. He became smaller and smaller
till, as a little man with a white garment, he sat down
on a stone and said, ‘I come from heaven, and have
to ask you people of Lolowan if you go to church at
Lahusa. Are you willing to follow the teaching of God?’
Then they prayed together; and He once more ex-
horted her to go to the missionary, that he might
show her the way of life. The next day the whole vil-
lage came to be taught, and the idols were thrown
away.

“This dream had a decisive effect upon the whole
district. Others dreamed of a good spring which rose
up near the mission house or came from the city of
God. Heathen of Lahomi were commissioned by a
dream to follow the custom of the missionary, and
thereby return to the ‘old custom,’ i.e., the original,
true religion.”

THE BUDDHIST WOMAN’S DREAMTHE BUDDHIST WOMAN’S DREAMTHE BUDDHIST WOMAN’S DREAMTHE BUDDHIST WOMAN’S DREAMTHE BUDDHIST WOMAN’S DREAM
The following experience was related to me by a

lady medical missionary, Dr. Ollie Tornblad, of the
mission in Burma:

“ ‘Does your God answer prayer?’ ” asked a Bud-
dhist woman.

“ ‘Yes,’ ” said Dr. Tornblad.
“ ‘Does He do it?’ ” she asked. “ ‘Can He do any-

Instructed by a Dream
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thing that He will?’
“ ‘Yes,’ was the reply.
“ ‘Well,’ said the Buddhist woman, ‘my husband

is a good man, but he drinks; and, when he is drunk,
he beats me and breaks up the household things.
Could your God keep him from doing this way?’

“The missionary explained to the woman the
Lord’s power to turn hearts when it is to His glory
and how we can always turn to Him and pray, know-
ing that He hears. So the poor woman asked prayer
for her husband. Dr. Tornblad prayed, and the
woman prayed, and they kept on praying from day to
day.

“Soon afterward Dr. Tornblad was called to that
home. She found the husband in agony. While in one
of his drinking bouts he had eaten something indi-
gestible and was seriously ill. While attending him,
the doctor talked with him earnestly. She warned him
of the course he was taking and of its sure end in
ruin. The man was a lawyer and spoke English well.

“The doctor spoke of God’s power to help and
deliver from the power of evil habits. As a result of
the ministry to his suffering and the appeal to his
heart, the man gave his hand and his word that he
would leave off drink. ‘And the Lord surely did help
him to keep his word,’ said Dr. Tornblad, ‘greatly to
the joy of his wife.’ Some time later the wife fell very
ill, and again Dr. Tornblad was called. She says:

“I found the woman so ill that it appeared, as it
indeed turned out, that her life could not be saved.
But she told me a story that showed how God had
been working in her heart. She had had a dream of
falling over a great abyss, but that the missionary
had caught her and saved her.

“ ‘I believe,’ the woman said, ‘that it means that
your God is the true God, and the one to worship.
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My heart looks to Him.’
“A little later the poor woman died, and I believe

she knew the saving grace of Christ in those last
hours.”

Thus in a dark land the voice of the Spirit evi-
dently spoke directly to one poor soul.

LED TO CHRISTLED TO CHRISTLED TO CHRISTLED TO CHRISTLED TO CHRIST
In the records of our South China Mission is the

story of a heathen brought to Christ by providential
intervention. Missionary B.L. Anderson wrote that the
son of a Chinese evangelist was stricken with bu-
bonic plague.

He was but five years old, and from all appear-
ances it seemed that he would soon be silent in death.
The only hope of his recovery was in God. The child
earnestly urged prayer. ‘Pray,’ he said, ‘there is a won-
derful power in prayer.’ One evening the believers,
also a number of outsiders, gathered at the chapel
and united in prayer for the child. There was a hea-
then man in the congregation who felt the presence
of the Spirit of God. And that night, while sleeping
upon his bed, he had a view of Jesus standing by the
child; and he was very definitely impressed that the
boy would recover. The boy did get well, and the hea-
then accepted Christ as his Saviour.

A CHINESE HEART PREPA CHINESE HEART PREPA CHINESE HEART PREPA CHINESE HEART PREPA CHINESE HEART PREPAREDAREDAREDAREDARED
As one thinks of the gross darkness in the great

non-Christian lands, it surely seems natural that the
special providences of God should appear here and
there as witnesses to heathen hearts. Here is one such
story of North China, preserved by Andrew Stewart
in his book, Out of Darkness, published by the Reli-
gious Tract Society, in London:

“A prosperous farmer living in Kuan, not far from
Peking, had a dream one night. A heavenly visitant

Instructed by a Dream
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appeared to him and warned him against spending
more money on the temple services. He had lived a
devout and worthy life, had been faithful in his at-
tendance at the temple, and liberal in his con-
tributions to its superintendent. The holy one told
him that the services were not clean and the priests
were unworthy. He astonished him further by inti-
mating that, on the twenty-third day of the seventh
moon, he would meet a man who would tell him what
to do.

“About eight or ten years previously a messenger
had given him a copy of the New Testament and one
of The Peep of Day. While these had greatly inter-
ested him, and had more or less influenced his thought
and his life, he had never had any clear conception
of their meaning.

“During the seventh month there came to his dis-
trict a simple Christian evangelist, his own country-
man. He was a colporteur; and day after day he set
up his bookstall and sold his books. He likewise had
been guided by the divine Spirit to visit this district
at this time, because God had a special work for him
to do there.

“On the day mentioned in his dream, the farmer
stopped at the bookstall and entered into conversa-
tion with the evangelist, with the result that he in-
vited him to his home. Here they spent three days
discussing the things belonging to eternal life. Two
months later they traveled together to Peking, where
the farmer stayed for a short time. He did not return
until he had been baptized, after which he set out
with great joy for his home. Here he became a faith-
ful evangelist, preaching the gospel successfully to
his own people, proving that God is able to use the
weak things of the world to confound the mighty.”
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AUSTRALIAN ABORIGINE HOMES

Instructed by a Dream
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GUIDED OUT OF DARKNESSGUIDED OUT OF DARKNESSGUIDED OUT OF DARKNESSGUIDED OUT OF DARKNESSGUIDED OUT OF DARKNESS
As missionary work is done for the aborigines of

Australia, hearts are found waiting to be taught the
way of salvation. The experience of one aboriginal
woman has been related by Pastor B.P. Rudge, of New
South Wales. This woman had caught a glimmer of
gospel light. And the following report tells how this
little spark was fanned into flame:

“By degrees she learned of the Saviour and His
wonderful plan to save; and, as time went on, she
desired to know more of God and Jesus, but she did
not seem to make any further advancement, much to
her sorrow. About this time she had a dream in which
she thought she was making strenuous efforts to peer
into heaven for more of God’s light, but could see
nothing but smoke—smoke everywhere—which she
finally traced to her own mouth. In the morning when
she arose she told the dream, which was impressed
upon her mind, to her husband. They talked it over,
and decided that the Lord had shown them that to-
bacco was hiding the light of heaven from them. They
burned their pipes, and the woman has not smoked
since.”

Very soon after thus discovering, by the direct in-
tervention of the Lord, that the enemy of her soul
was attacking her from behind the smoke screen,
this woman came in touch with our missionary teach-
ers and was quickly rejoicing in assurance of the full-
ness of Christ’s saving grace.

A KOREAN WOMAN’S CALLA KOREAN WOMAN’S CALLA KOREAN WOMAN’S CALLA KOREAN WOMAN’S CALLA KOREAN WOMAN’S CALL
Among the stirring stories of missionary progress

in the Land of the Morning Calm is this one, show-
ing how thrice over, in crises, the Lord intervened to
save a Korean woman and guided her into soul-win-
ning service. The account comes from a report by
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Mrs. Theo. Wangerin, of the Seventh-day Adventist
Mission:

“At the age of thirty-two she went to a missionary
doctor for aid. A native Bible woman gave her tracts
and Gospel portions. She read these with great inter-
est for three months. Her husband then saw the
books, and she had to take them back. That night
she had a dream. It seemed as if her father had given
her a heavy load to carry and some bread that she
was to eat along the way. Then someone with nail-
prints in His hands spoke to her. He raised His hands
and said, ‘When you had the bread of life in your
hands, why did you send it back? Take this bread,
and give it to the world.’ The next day she went to
visit the Bible woman and brought back the books.

“That very day she destroyed her idols. Her hus-
band was very bitter, and for ten months beat her
every day because she persisted in reading these
books and praying. One day he beat her from morn-
ing till late at night. She then decided to take her
three children to the missionaries. And, as she could
not live under those conditions any longer, she planned
to jump into the well and put an end to her life. That
day her husband brought in a large knife with which
he was going to kill her.

“At the very moment he was to carry out the awful
deed, the Lord sent someone to their home and per-
suaded them all to visit the missionaries. From that
day on her husband ceased to persecute her.

“She has led many to accept Christianity. More
than fifty women whom she led to Christ have en-
gaged in Bible work. At one time she became weary
and decided to stop preaching.

“She had still another dream. Sitting in the midst
of great light and glory was an angel. He had a letter
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A KOREAN COLPORTEUR

in his hand. He gave this to her and said, ‘Tell this
news to all you come in contact with.’

“She is truly a mother in Israel. She has befriended
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many and is always ready to help those in trouble.
Although in poor health, she still does all she can to
win souls to Christ.”

THE INDIAN’S DREAM SAVES THE BISHOPTHE INDIAN’S DREAM SAVES THE BISHOPTHE INDIAN’S DREAM SAVES THE BISHOPTHE INDIAN’S DREAM SAVES THE BISHOPTHE INDIAN’S DREAM SAVES THE BISHOP
How Missionary Bombas, who later became a

bishop and famed as a pioneer, was saved by an
Indian’s dream, is a story told in Graham’s Bishop
Bombas of the Frozen North. The medicine men were
determined to eliminate Bombas. He was with a party
going up the MacKenzie River to Ft. McPherson. There
was trouble in the camp, delays, and quarrels. The
medicine men declared Bombas was the cause of
bringing an evil spirit into the camp, and that his
presence brought them all into peril. It was their way
of working up a spirit among the Indians that would
enable them to put the missionary to death if he did
not turn back. It was in 1870, when the frozen North
did pretty much as its wild will chose. The writer
says:

“Mr. Bombas realized the situation was most criti-
cal. One night, after a day of unusually hard work—
when little progress had been made—the natives be-
came so hostile that Mr. Bombas feared they would
take his life before morning. But notwithstanding the
impending danger, the faithful servant committed
himself to the Father’s keeping and, wearied out, soon
fell asleep.

“His great friend among the Eskimos was the old
chief, Shipataitook by name, who had at the first
invited him to visit them, offered the missionary the
use of his camp, and entertained and fed him with
the greatest kindness and cordiality. He had taken
such a fancy to the brave young white man that he
could not see him murdered without making an ef-
fort to save him. He had heard the threatening words;
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and, when the plotters were to fall upon their victim,
he told them to wait, as he had something to tell
them before they proceeded further.

“Then he began a strange story which, falling upon
the ears of the naturally superstitious natives, had a
great effect. He told them he had had a remarkable
dream the night before. They had moved up the river
and were almost at Ft. McPherson; and, as they ap-
proached, they saw the banks lined with the Hudson
Bay Company’s men and Indians, all armed, ready
to shoot them down in the boats if they did not have
the white man with them.

“When this story was told, all plotting ceased. And,
in the morning when Mr. Bombas awoke, he found
no longer angry glances cast upon him; but the na-
tives were attentive to his care.”

WWWWWAITING FOR GOSPEL LIGHTAITING FOR GOSPEL LIGHTAITING FOR GOSPEL LIGHTAITING FOR GOSPEL LIGHTAITING FOR GOSPEL LIGHT
A Bible woman, visiting homes in a Hungarian

village, found one home prepared in a special way
for her coming.

There was an isolated house far off from the road;
but the Bible woman, feeling a special burden for the
people in it, took it upon herself to wade through the
mud to the house. Before she reached the house the
woman came out to meet her with the words, “The
Lord sends you to me, and you will bring me the
book you have in your yellow bag. I saw you last night
in a dream, and bought a book from you that showed
me the way to God. Thanks be to Him!”

LETSIKLETSIKLETSIKLETSIKLETSIKAAAAA’S CALL TO SERVICE’S CALL TO SERVICE’S CALL TO SERVICE’S CALL TO SERVICE’S CALL TO SERVICE
Here is a story of a young convert of the mission

in Basutoland, Africa. Letsika had found Christ, but
his father and mother were heathen. The following
mission report tells how he was led to make the ef-
fort that brought his mother to the light:
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“One night Letsika dreamed that an angel of God
stood by his side and rebuked him severely for not
laboring with his heathen mother to bring her to
Christ. He was told that God held him responsible
for this lack. He awoke sobbing bitterly. With a cry
he ran out of the hut into the cold night air. Kneeling
on the frost-covered ground, he pleaded with God for
the conversion of his mother and power to meet the
antagonism of his heathen father.

“His wife awoke; and, going out, she saw him in
prayer. She feared that he had gone mad, so ran to
the nearby village to tell his parents. But he was not
mad. The Lord had laid upon him a burden for his
mother’s conversion. He went to her and labored with
such earnestness and fervor that she yielded to God,
and is now a baptized member of the church.”

THE CHINESE GIRLTHE CHINESE GIRLTHE CHINESE GIRLTHE CHINESE GIRLTHE CHINESE GIRL’S SURRENDER’S SURRENDER’S SURRENDER’S SURRENDER’S SURRENDER
Walking by the mission school compound, on the

outskirts of Shanghai, Secretary C.C. Crisler said to
me, “There is the Buddhist girl who was led to Christ
in so remarkable a way recently.” She had come to
make arrangements to attend the school. Mrs. B.
Miller, of the Shanghai circuit, told me the story of
Miss Tsang’s conversion as follows:

“In our work in one of the villages, we had become
acquainted with a young woman of a wealthy Bud-
dhist family. One of our Bible women, Miss Siao’tje,
had held studies with her, as she, like her family,
was a devout Buddhist idol worshiper. We were im-
pressed that this girl was a fine character. The Bible
woman had labored faithfully, but apparently the girl
was settled in her conviction that she did not want
the gospel. We kept in touch with her, however.

“Not long ago we were to have a general meeting
and Bible institute at a place near Shanghai, and we
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invited the girl to attend.
“ ‘You will see Shanghai,’ I told her.
“To my surprise the girl came along with our Bible

woman. She listened to the studies; but, at every con-
secration meeting, Miss Tsang was unmoved. Little
Tsire Siao’tje, the Bible woman, was heartbroken.
But one morning I began a study of Christ’s work as
our great high priest, ministering for us in the heav-
enly sanctuary. The evangelist put up a chart, show-
ing a picture of the sanctuary in the camp of Israel,
with its furniture, and the high priest engaged in the
service. I noticed that the Buddhist girl was excited
as we put the chart up. She was talking in an agi-
tated way to the Bible woman.

“ ‘What is that?’ she said. ‘What is it?’
“I feared that something had been done to upset

her mind about something; and, after the study, I
said to the Bible woman: ‘What was the matter?’

“ ‘I believe the Lord has spoken to her heart,’ the
Bible woman said. ‘Three months ago, she said, she
had a dream; and she saw just the view she now saw
represented in the picture. She saw the high priest
in the service and everything as represented on the
chart, with a wonderful light round about it. Then,
when she saw it on the chart, she said, ‘Now, I know
this is the truth. I am glad I have found this truth.’

“Before that she had said, ‘I will not believe this
Jesus doctrine; I will not believe it.’ But now all was
changed; and, when they went to their room, the Bible
woman said, ‘Don’t you want to give your heart to
Jesus?’

“ ‘Yes, I want to,’ said the girl.
“The next day we had a consecration service, sing-

ing (in Chinese) ‘All to Jesus I Surrender.’ It was re-
ally a wonderful meeting; and, one after another, the
women came up to give their lives in consecration to



495

Christ. The heart of our Bible woman, little Tsire
Siao’tje, was quite melted as the Buddhist girl walked
straight down to the front to surrender her all to
Jesus. It meant forsaking home and all; but she felt
that God had prepared her for this, by her dream, to
give heed to the gospel message which now she had
heard.”

PREPPREPPREPPREPPREPARED FOR THE MESARED FOR THE MESARED FOR THE MESARED FOR THE MESARED FOR THE MESSENGERSENGERSENGERSENGERSENGER
When we understand, as by Hebrews 1:14, that

the angels of God are going before us in all the world,
preparing hearts for human messengers, a wonder-
ful view is opened before us. Every now and then the
curtain is drawn; and we see, in individual cases,
how truly the Lord is preparing souls to hear the
message. Here is a story illustrative of this. It comes
from Burma. While attending a Rangoon meeting,
Evangelist Chit Hla, one of our Burmese workers,
told me how he met a Burmese dentist and found
that truly the angels of God had gone before, prepar-
ing the way. This is his account, as my notes have
preserved it:

“As a young man the dentist had attended a Ro-
man Catholic school. By the time he had finished the
school, however, he had decided that he did not wish
to be a Roman Catholic. He was searching for the
truth. For years he tried Buddhism, but that did not
satisfy him.

“Then one night in a dream he saw two men com-
ing to his house. They were wearing all white, which
was rather unusual, so that he remembered it. Then
it was said to him, ‘These men will tell you of the
Lord of peace.’ In the dream he asked which was the
true church, Catholic or Baptist. The answer was,
‘The true church will tell you about the revelation
(the prophecy, as the Burmese word means). A King
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is soon coming,’ he was told, ‘who will rule the whole
world. These men will reveal to you about that com-
ing King and explain to you the revelation.’

“For two or three months the dentist thought over
this strange experience. Then one day one of my help-
ers, Maung Potok, and I were traveling along the road
canvassing. As we came near to the dentist’s home,
we were wearing white clothing throughout. Dr.––came
along the road and saw us. Greeting him, I asked,
‘Where are you going?’

“ ‘I am on my business as a dentist,’ he replied,
adding, ‘Who are you?’

“ ‘I am the new doctrine preacher,’ I replied.
“ ‘What is the new doctrine?’ he asked.
“ ‘We are seventh-day keepers.’
“ ‘Can you tell me about the a-na-ga-de-chan (rev-

elation, prophecy)?’
“ ‘Yes,’ we said.
“At once the dentist was much interested. He

wanted to meet us at our stopping place, but we had
no place to stay for the night. We were staying at the
railway station. So he told us where he lived, and we
went to his house later.

“ ‘Now,’ he said, ‘I am waiting to hear. Can you tell
me about the new world Ruler who is coming?’

“I opened to Daniel 2 and gave an explanation of
that prophecy. When I finished, he said, ‘You are the
man I saw in a dream.’ Then he related to us that
experience.

“He accepted the truth with joy, and has been bap-
tized. He goes out preaching the truth to others.”

FROM SATAN TO CHRISTFROM SATAN TO CHRISTFROM SATAN TO CHRISTFROM SATAN TO CHRISTFROM SATAN TO CHRIST
How a Korean seeker after light, fasting and pray-

ing to Satan himself for peace, found light and peace
at last is told by Dr. Riley Russell, pioneer in medical



497

missionary work in the Land of the Morning Calm.
Sending a letter with an enclosure of writing in Ko-
rean characters, the doctor said:

“One man took this enclosed document contain-
ing prayers to Satan, along with many others, and
shut himself away from mankind up in the moun-
tains for two years. There he prayed to Satan and
fasted, hoping to reach a condition of peace. But, not
being satisfied, he decided to become a Christian and
began reading the Bible. But he was bothered be-
cause there were so many sects. He wanted to know
where he would find the right way. So he prayed to
God to show him the right way; and, at night, he
dreamed he saw a tree bearing twelve kinds of fruit.
And near the tree was a blazing Chinese character
representing the number 7.

“The next day one of our Korean colporteurs, trav-
eling the mountain path, met the man as he sat think-
ing of his dream and gave him a Bible study. Our
brother had him read a description of the new earth,
in the course of the study. When the man read Rev-
elation 22:2, describing ‘the tree of life, which bare
twelve manner of fruits,’ remembering the vivid rep-
resentation that came to him following his prayer for
guidance, he said, ‘This is the true church.’ He wanted
to know the meaning of the figure 7, blazing with
light, that he saw in his dream.

“ ‘Well,’ said the colporteur, very naturally, ‘it must
mean that the seventh day is ‘the Sabbath of the
Lord thy God, and we are the people who are preach-
ing the message of the true Sabbath in all lands.’ ”

The man came to Soonan, the school headquar-
ters; and, after fully accepting Christ, he gave over
this document with the strange characters, to be sent
us as a memorial of the last time he ever prayed to
Satan for peace.
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Who sent the man the dream that night and then
guided the feet of the colporteur up the mountain
path at the very right moment, guiding the humble
agent also in choosing just the topic for his brief study
that would connect with the inquirer’s dream? It was
an ever-watchful Providence.

There is a hand reaching down from heaven to
meet every hand stretched up in the darkness. In
these accounts, that come so frequently of the provi-
dential working of God to prepare hearts for the re-
ceiving of the truth when it reaches them, we are
reminded of that word in 2 Chronicles 16:9: “The
eyes of the Lord run to and fro throughout the whole
earth, to show Himself strong in the behalf of them
whose heart is perfect toward Him.”

THE UKRTHE UKRTHE UKRTHE UKRTHE UKRAINIAN FAINIAN FAINIAN FAINIAN FAINIAN FARMER’S DREAMARMER’S DREAMARMER’S DREAMARMER’S DREAMARMER’S DREAM
Along the snow-covered Canadian plains, where

Ukrainian farmers from Russia have made new
homes in the New World, Colporteur Zachary was
making his way with truth-filled books. He traveled
with snowshoes, drawing a toboggan sled on which
his books were packed. W.W. Eastman reports one
experience of this pioneering missionary worker:

“One day he was passing a small straw-covered
shack, and it was almost buried in snow. He said he
made up his mind not to stop there, for they would
be too poor to buy a book; but the song came to his
mind, ‘Pass me not, O gentle Saviour,’ and then he
thought how awful it would have been if the Saviour
had passed him by. Immediately he returned, went
to the door, and was greeted with a cordial, ‘Come
in.’ As he entered, the man turned to his wife and
said, ‘Here, wife, is the man I have been telling you
about all day; here he is, here he is!’

“The colporteur could not understand such a
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greeting; but presently the man turned to him and
said, ‘You are the man! You are the man! I saw you in
my dream last night. I was traveling; and we were
passing by a field of grain, ripe, overripe. It was go-
ing to waste, and I asked the man who was driving
why this grain was not reaped and who was respon-
sible for it. And then we saw a man coming through
the field with a scythe on his shoulder, and he came
out near where we were. The grain was sticking to
his clothes.

“I asked him the question why this grain was not
reaped, and who was responsible for it. The man did
not answer me, but pulled a book from under his
coat and began to show it to me. It had a red cover
with large letters on it; and I noticed, as he showed
the book, that there were pictures in it of the coming
of Jesus in the clouds of heaven. I wanted the book;
but he said, ‘I am just taking orders,’ and he would
not let me have the book. I pressed him for a copy,
and presently he pulled out of his hip pocket a black
book with gold letters on it. And in this book was the
page where he wrote down the orders for the larger
book, and he took my name. ‘Now,’ he said, ‘you are
the man, you are the man I saw in my dream; but
where is the book? Where is the book?’

“The colporteur brought out The World’s Hope in
the Ukrainian language. ‘Oh,’ said the man, ‘that is
the book, that is the book!’ and he took it from
Zachary’s hands and hugged it to him. ‘This is the
book,’ he said; ‘but where is that little black book?’

“The colporteur reached in his hip pocket and took
out his order book. ‘Oh, yes, that is the book!’ the
man exclaimed.

“It was a small book with a black cover, with the
guaranty slip. ‘Don’t take this book away; I must have

Instructed by a Dream
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it,’ said the farmer, holding on to the copy of The
World’s Hope. And, although the man did not have
the money, Zachary left the book with him and re-
ceived payment for it two months later.

“A little later, Colporteur Zachary had the privi-
lege of seeing fifty Ukrainians rejoicing in the truth.
Thus the grain, as represented in the farmer’s dream,
literally ‘stuck to the clothes’ of the colporteur as he
went through the ripened fields.”

STRSTRSTRSTRSTRANGELANGELANGELANGELANGELY LED IN THE KY LED IN THE KY LED IN THE KY LED IN THE KY LED IN THE KAREN HILLSAREN HILLSAREN HILLSAREN HILLSAREN HILLS
Speaking at a missions’ conference on providen-

tial preparations of the way in one section of Burma,
Missionary E.B. Hare, of the missions on the Salween
River, told the following story:

“While I was in a village visiting among the people,
I noticed one man who had a red cross on his shoul-
der. I went up to him and said, ‘Uncle, I haven’t seen
a man dressed like this, with a red cross on his shoul-
der. I didn’t know that the hospital had a Red Cross
Society out here. What kind of man are you, any-
way?’

“He said, ‘I am a Klee Bow man.’
“ ‘What kind of man is that?’
“ ‘A Klee Bow man is a man that belongs to the

Klee Bow church.’
“I said, ‘That is very interesting. And can you tell

me what the Klee Bow church is?’
“He said, ‘Oh, you see the Klee Bow church is the

Klee Bow church.’
“ ‘Well,’ I said, ‘that’s fine, but I want to find out

about this church.’
“He said, ‘You better go and see the bishop.’
‘Oh,’ I said, ‘you have a bishop?’
 “About three weeks after that, we had time and

opportunity to visit the bishop. We had to walk three
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days from the railway station until we had covered a
distance of fifteen miles over some of the most rug-
ged territory I have ever seen. When we arrived, I saw
a little man who could easily stand under my arm.

“I said to him, ‘I am looking for the Klee Bow
bishop; does he live here?’

“He said, ‘I am the Klee Bow bishop.’
“ ‘Oh,’ I said, ‘are you? I’m very glad to meet you.

This is Sunday; let us get your people all together,
and let us have a meeting.’

“ ‘Well,’ he said, ‘I suppose we might tonight, but
all the people have gone to their paddy fields today.’

“ ‘What,’ I said, ‘aren’t you keeping Sunday like a
good Klee Bow man?’

“ ‘Oh,’ he said, ‘we don’t keep Sunday; we rested
yesterday.’

“ ‘But,’ I said, ‘yesterday was the seventh day.’
“ ‘Oh,’ he said, ‘but yesterday was the seventh-

day Sabbath.’
“I said, ‘Yes, it is the Sabbath we keep.’
“ ‘Oh,’ he said, ‘that is the Sabbath we keep.’
“I said, ‘Well, I am very glad to see you; let us sit

down and talk about this thing.’
“So we sat down and I said, ‘Bishop, how did you

hear about the Sabbath?’
“He said, ‘About five or six months ago I had a

vision in the night; and there was a voice speaking
which said, “Pelico, you must keep My seventh-day
Sabbath.” ‘So,’ he said, ‘I called my preachers and
teachers together and said to them, “Brethren, we
have got to keep the seventh-day Sabbath.” Those
men said, “Well, bishop, if you want to keep the sev-
enth day, you keep it; but we are going to continue on
keeping Sunday.”

“Those men went back to their villages and

Instructed by a Dream
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churches, and the poor old bishop was badly dis-
couraged.

“It wasn’t more than a month after that experi-
ence till, in some way or other, the only Karen tract
printed by our people was placed in the hands of
that old Karen bishop. There he read with his own
eyes of a people scattered throughout the world who
were keeping the seventh-day Sabbath. At once he
called his preachers together again. They sat down
and studied the question. As a result of the ministry
of that tract, those men went back to their churches;
and thirty Klee Bow elders changed over to keeping
the seventh-day Sabbath.

“I said to the bishop, ‘Where did you get that tract?’
“ ‘Oh,’ he said, ‘somebody brought it up from the

city, but who it was I don’t know.’ But I know, dear
brethren, don’t you?”

CHAPTER ELEVEN: “In Perils of Robbers”
“In journeyings often, in perils of waters, in perils of robbers.”
2 Corinthians 11:26.

IN DAIN DAIN DAIN DAIN DAYS OF REVOLYS OF REVOLYS OF REVOLYS OF REVOLYS OF REVOLUTIONUTIONUTIONUTIONUTION
An evangelist in Mexico, Senor Marchisio, told the

following story of deliverance from highwaymen who
infested the land during the uncertain times of revo-
lution and war:

“I was traveling to Viznaga. Times were unsettled,
and no sooner had I set out than two fierce-looking
men met me with abuse and then disappeared. They
looked so bent upon evil that I thought of returning
to the city and waiting; but there on horseback I
prayed the Lord to direct me, and felt impelled to go
on.

“However, farther on these same two men came
upon me. One man, galloping up, gave my horse a
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vicious blow; and, at the same time, with a sharp
knife about three feet long he threw himself forward
to strike me. I swung down in the stirrup at one side,
to shelter myself below the horse’s body. With all this,
my horse, which was a restive one, never moved. Then
the other man came up and reached over and grabbed
my assailant. ‘Quick,’ he called, ‘let us run.’ And away
they went, as though pursued.

“How it was that my horse stood still all the time,
knowing him as I did, was a marvel to me. Only the
Lord could have held that horse quiet when another
horse came galloping up from behind, to say nothing
of the blow which the man gave him. And had my
horse acted according to his usual temperament, I
must surely have been badly, if not fatally, injured in
the position I was. The face of my assailant was a
fierce and ugly one; and he was armed with that sav-
age knife, which could quickly have put an end to
me. I have always felt that the angel of the Lord took
charge of that horse and frightened away the high-
waymen.”

A Mexican colporteur, Juan Cruz, had carried a
burro load of books to sell down near the Isthmus of
Tehuantepec. So perilous were these wild regions in
that time that people usually made their journeys in
companies, for mutual protection. The report says:

“About midway on the journey, the company in
which Señor Cruz and his wife were traveling was
held up by bandits and robbed. Practically every
member of the company was relieved of his cash and
blankets, some even being robbed of a part of their
clothing; but the colporteur, who was striving to carry
the gospel message by scattering the printed page,
surely seemed protected by his guardian angel. He
says: ‘When one of the thieves came up to me and

“In Perils of Robbers”
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started to take what I had, he began trembling like a
leaf and turned ghastly white. He made repeated ef-
forts to untie the rope with which my books were
bound to the burro, but the harder he tried the more
nervous he became, saying after a few moments, “This
is nothing but books, do not bother them.” The man
who tried to rob me appeared to be the leader of the
band; and, when he said, “Do not bother them,” the
man who had started to take my blanket let it fall to
the ground.’

“Thus the colporteur escaped without losing a
thing, and went on his way rejoicing, praising God
for delivering him from the robbers.”

THE MATHE MATHE MATHE MATHE MASAI RSAI RSAI RSAI RSAI RAIDERS TURNED AWAIDERS TURNED AWAIDERS TURNED AWAIDERS TURNED AWAIDERS TURNED AWAAAAAYYYYY
While alone in camp, her husband being away on

a hunt to replenish their provisions, Mrs. Stuart Watt,
of the Church Missionary Society, in equatorial East
Africa, felt that God intervened to put courage into
the hearts of her porter caravan at a moment when
all seemed lost. In her book, In the Heart of Sav-
agedom, she says:

“After my husband had been away for some time,
and the majority of the porters were resting them-
selves from their loads, some of them fast asleep. A
murmur went through the camp, that a band of the
much-dreaded ‘Elmoran’ (fighting men) of the Masai
tribe were almost upon us.

“The gleaming spears of these far-famed raiders
and murderers could be seen hastily approaching
through the forest. The porters seemed to lose all
nerve power, and were already commencing to run
away.

“I realized in a moment our defenseless position
and the probability of the immediate slaughter of my
child, myself, and the whole caravan, in the absence
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of my husband. And lifting up my heart to God, I
peremptorily commanded the terror-stricken porters
to fall into line.

“Acting as if under the influence of some external
power, the men of the entire caravan fell into order at
the word of command. Such a formidable phalanx
was thus presented to the oncoming warriors, that,
under the providence of God, they at once slunk off
into the forest and disappeared.”

GEORGE BORROW’S JOURNEY TO MADRIDGEORGE BORROW’S JOURNEY TO MADRIDGEORGE BORROW’S JOURNEY TO MADRIDGEORGE BORROW’S JOURNEY TO MADRIDGEORGE BORROW’S JOURNEY TO MADRID
In the book, Letters of George Borrow to the Bible

Society, there is an account of Borrow’s journey from
Oviedo to Madrid, in the days of the Carlist uprising
in Spain. It was in the year 1837, when lawless bands
robbed at will along the remote highways and bridle
paths. George Borrow felt that God’s protecting hand
was over him as he pushed on with his work of Bible
distribution. He says:

“I committed myself to Providence. I will not dwell
long on this journey of three hundred miles. We were
in the midst of the fire; yet, strange to say, we es-
caped without a hair being singed. Robberies, mur-
ders, and all kinds of atrocities were perpetrated be-
fore, behind, and on both sides of us; but not so
much as a dog barked at us, though in one instance
a plan had been laid to intercept us.

“On that occasion a lad rushed out from an inn to
notify the Carlists that an English spy was there. In
the dead of night, Borrow and his man were aroused
by a cry, ‘The Carlists are coming!’ and they fled just
in time.

“Had the Carlists succeeded in apprehending me,
I should instantly have been shot, and my body cast
on the rocks to feed the vultures and wolves. But ‘it
was not so written,’ said my man, who is a Greek

“In Perils of Robbers”
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and a fatalist.”
Of the most perilous stage of the journey, Borrow

wrote:
“The next night we had another singular escape.

We had arrived near the entrance of a horrible pass,
called El Puerto de la Puente de las Tablas, or the
pass of the bridge of planks, which wound through a
black and frightful mountain, on the further side of
which was the town of Oñas, where we meant to tarry
for the night. The sun had set about a quarter of an
hour before.

“Suddenly a man with his face covered with blood
rushed out of the pass. ‘Turn back, Sir,’ he said, ‘in
the name of God! There are murderers in that pass.
They have just robbed me of my mule and all I pos-
sess, and I have hardly escaped with my life from
their hands!’

“I scarcely can say why, but I made him no answer
and proceeded; indeed I was so weary and ill that I
cared not what became of me. We entered—the rocks
rose perpendicularly right and left, entirely intercept-
ing the scanty twilight, so that the darkness of the
grave, or rather the blackness of the valley of the
shadow of death, reigned around us; and we knew
not where we went, but trusted solely to the instinct
of the horses, which moved on with their heads close
to the ground. The only sound which we heard was
the splash of a stream which tumbled down the pass.
I expected every moment to feel a knife at my throat,
but—it was not so. We threaded the pass without
meeting a human being. And, within three quarters
of an hour after the time we entered it, we found
ourselves within the posada (inn) of the town of Oñas,
which was filled with troops and armed peasants,
expecting an attack from the grand Carlist army, which
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was near at hand.
“Well, we reached Burgos in safety. We reached

Valladolid in safety. We passed the Guadarrama in
safety, and now we are safely housed in Madrid. People
say we have been very lucky. Antonio says, ‘It was so
written.’ But I say, ‘Glory be to the Lord for His mer-
cies vouchsafed.’ ”

IMPRESIMPRESIMPRESIMPRESIMPRESSED TO WSED TO WSED TO WSED TO WSED TO WAITAITAITAITAIT
The impression that he should delay—against all

his own purposes and judgment—was so strong upon
the Chinese evangelist that he waited. And in that
delay was safety to himself and succor to the mis-
sionaries. The story was told by Mrs. R.F. Cottrell, of
our Central China Mission. During war and uprising,
it was necessary to send money through to some for-
eign missionaries who could not safely make the jour-
ney out at the time. The commission of relief was
undertaken by one of the evangelists. Mrs. Cottrell
says:

“This Chinese brother took a supply of money with
him, and you may be sure we all prayed a great deal
while he made the perilous journey. He was asked to
send a telegram on his safe arrival, and we were glad
indeed when it came. Later a letter came from him,
telling how God had preserved his life and the money
from robbers.

“He said that at one city, although he was very
anxious to get on, yet he remained over two days
without any known reason. He was impressed to wait.
He wanted to go, yet seemed held against his will
and judgment—waiting, he knew not why. But when
he went on, he found that previously every person
passing over that road had been robbed, until it be-
came so dangerous the government had sent soldiers.
And, during the two days he was waiting in the city,

“In Perils of Robbers”
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they had cleared the road of all the robbers; so that,
as he came along, he passed unharmed with the
money he was carrying. So tell the people at home
that God, who helped in ancient days in times of
trouble, is with us still to protect and guide.”

HORSEMEN SENT TO THE RESCUEHORSEMEN SENT TO THE RESCUEHORSEMEN SENT TO THE RESCUEHORSEMEN SENT TO THE RESCUEHORSEMEN SENT TO THE RESCUE
In the year 1792, John Baker, a Moravian, was

traveling from Utrecht into Germany. Like most of
that devoted Moravian band, he was a missionary,
though traveling also on business. Of his peril by
robbers on the journey and of merciful deliverance,
the following is related:

“When he passed through a forest which was in-
fested by a gang of robbers, he was seized by four of
them. These brutes robbed him of his money, stripped
off his clothes, kicked him, and dragged him toward
the thicket, evidently with the purpose of torturing
him to death.

“Suddenly two riders came galloping up. On see-
ing them, the robbers took to their heels. The riders
took him to their master, a rich proprietor in a neigh-
boring village, who received him with the words: ‘Sir,
you are, no doubt, a true Christian and in the pecu-
liar keeping of the Lord. When I was taking a walk in
my garden, my heart demanded that I should send
two servants to the forest; and, when I thought that I
might safely put it off till afternoon, my restlessness
increased. I hurried off to command these two ser-
vants of mine to gallop to the forest. When they started
off, quiet and peace returned to my mind.’ ”
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CHAPTER TWELVE: Attackers Foiled
“The angel of the Lord encampeth round about them that fear
Him, and delivereth them.” Psalm 34:7.

THE WTHE WTHE WTHE WTHE WALL THAT FELL DOWNALL THAT FELL DOWNALL THAT FELL DOWNALL THAT FELL DOWNALL THAT FELL DOWN
Not that the whole wall in this instance “fell down

flat” like the walls of Jericho, when the angel force
that marched with Israel of old laid hand on those
high ramparts; but a portion of a wall in a hostile
Indian stronghold did fall down just at the time when
it meant the only way of escape for two missionaries.

Messrs. Howell and Howard, in service with our
missions among the Indians of South America, in
the highlands round about Lake Titicaca, were called
to a village that had always been hostile. But now, it
was said, the people wanted to talk about a school.
They rode in, but found no men about the streets.
The place seemed deserted of men. “We may as well
go back,” they were saying, when two young men
stepped up. Mr. Howell’s account continues:

“ ‘Señores,’ they said, ‘you will surely come up to
our house and rest a little before going on.’

“We told them we would be glad to visit them in
their home, and so went with them. They led us down
about two blocks, to the street on which the club-
house was, then turned abruptly to the right, up a
hill in a street lined by high stone walls. The street
ended at the house to which we were guided, the house
completely closing the street, the street walls termi-
nating at each end of the house. There was not a hole
of any kind in those ten-foot walls.

“Mr. Howard remarked twice as we passed along,
‘What a fine trap this would be if they had anything
against us!’ But we didn’t entertain the least idea of
their having anything evil in mind.

Attackers Foiled
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“We tied our horses just outside the house and
went in. Some fifteen minutes passed in interesting
conversation. The young man I was talking with
seemed to be thoroughly delighted with the prospect
of having a school in their midst.

“Suddenly there rang from the street below, ‘Long
live the evangelists!’ (Evangelists is what they call
us, to distinguish us from the Catholics.)

“The young man I was talking with remarked, ‘They
talk all right, although they are drunk, don’t they?’

“I said, ‘Yes, they do.’
“The words had hardly gone out of my mouth when

up went the cry, ‘Down with the evangelists! Kill the
heretics!’ accompanied by such cursing as I had
scarcely heard in my life.

“The young man I was talking with turned pale
and became very nervous, but made no explanation.

“I said to Brother Howard, ‘I think we had better
be going now,’ just as calmly as I could.

“When we got outside the house, we saw that we
were trapped. There were about thirty men in the
street below, with large stones in their hands. They
were cursing and calling for the priest to come to
help them. There seemed but one thing to do,—mount
our horses and go down to argue them out of their
evil purpose, or ride through them and away.

“As I got on my horse, the young man with whom I
had been talking stepped up, his face pale, his lips
quivering, and said, ‘God grant that it go well with
you today, Sir.’ I really believe he was sorry for the
part he was playing in the whole affair.

“I answered, ‘Thank you, it always goes well with
God’s children; it shall go well with us today.’

“I turned my horse to go down to meet them,
Brother Howard and our Indian helper coming just
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behind. Just as I got about half way to them, there
appeared, on the side the mission was on, a hole in
the wall. It must have been a new hole, for the men
evidently did not know it was there; else they would
have been there instead of down below. Also, Brother
Howard’s remarks about the wall, as we were going
up, give evidence that it had just been made. The
stones that had fallen were still there by the side of
the street. It was our door of deliverance.

“I turned my horse and went through. Brother
Howard and the Indian followed. The men waiting to
attack us looked at each other, said something, and
ran around the wall to get at us on the other side.
They succeeded in part, for the first stone hit my
stirrup and the second struck Brother Howard a ter-
rible blow in the middle of the back. However, we
escaped without serious injury, thankful to God for
His love and protection in our hour of need. Truly
‘the angel of the Lord encampeth round about them
that fear Him, and delivereth them.’ ”

HIGHWHIGHWHIGHWHIGHWHIGHWAAAAAYMEN FRUSTRYMEN FRUSTRYMEN FRUSTRYMEN FRUSTRYMEN FRUSTRATEDATEDATEDATEDATED
Living “under the shadow of the Almighty” more

often than they know, the lifting of the veil now and
then rejoices the hearts of the missionaries.

In Dr. Robert Glover’s Ebenezer is a report of two
deliverances from Chinese highwaymen, told by John
E. Fee, of the Lutheran mission. It was in Kwangsi
Province. Mr. Fee had a colleague living in a village
two miles away, who came to take his evening meals
with Mr. Fee. Usually the latter walked home with his
colleague in the evening, returning alone. He says:

“On one occasion a villager had stolen some meat
and a coat from our native evangelist. Being accused,
he resented the charge; and, fearing that we would
report him to the mandarin, he and another wicked

Attackers Foiled
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man resolved to attempt my life.
“Provided with knives, they repaired to a valley at

dusk to wait for my return alone. But unconsciously
my colleague had come over that evening an hour
earlier; supper was eaten and our walk over, I was
back home before the time we usually started out.

“On another occasion a band of men planned to
cross the river after dark and take our lives. A neigh-
bor, in league with the plot but feigning friendship,
told my servant of having heard of some conspiracy,
and suggested bringing in arms and sleeping with
him that night. The boy, filled with fear, allowed the
man to come in after I had retired; and there he lay
all night, waiting to open the door when the others
should arrive.

“But for some reason which has never yet been
explained to us, the district official gave orders, that
very evening, that under penalty of fine no boat should
cross the river after dark; so these highwaymen, af-
ter having actually assembled, were thwarted in their
foul designs. Thus again and again did the Lord pre-
serve and care for His helpless but trusting children.”

THE CHINESE MAGISTRTHE CHINESE MAGISTRTHE CHINESE MAGISTRTHE CHINESE MAGISTRTHE CHINESE MAGISTRATE’S IMPATE’S IMPATE’S IMPATE’S IMPATE’S IMPULSEULSEULSEULSEULSE
It was in Shantung Province. A mob had attacked

a Christian chapel, destroyed the furniture, wrecked
the houses of Christians, and carried the Chinese
elder and deacon bound to the magistrate. They all
swore the elder had shot one of them in the arm with
a gun, which they produced. Miss Vaughn says in her
little book, Answered and Unanswered:

“Day after day we prayed, for forty-two days; and,
day after day, things looked darker for the Christians
and brighter for the idol worshipers.

“The strongest evidence against the prisoners was
the gun. The deacon swore that it belonged to the
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elder, and the elder frankly admitted it. His denial
would have meant nothing, for the gun bore his name
in full.

“The prisoners told exactly the same story, namely,
that a rioter entering the church had shot at the el-
der, who dodged under a table; and that the rioter
who accused the elder had caught the bullet in his
arm as he raised his hand to strike a Christian
woman on the head. No one believed the story.

“But we had asked the Lord to bring the truth to
light, and He had not forgotten our prayer. On the
afternoon before the sentence was to be pronounced,
the official was moved by a strange impulse to take
to pieces the elder’s gun. Strange, I say, because a
Chinese gentleman never does anything himself which
can be delegated to a servant. The gun was thoroughly
clogged with dust and dirt! It could not possibly have
been fired in years.”

The magistrate set the prisoners free and ordered
the guilty rioters prosecuted. There was great rejoic-
ing among the Christians over the deliverance. The
guilty men came to beg for mercy, and the believers
interceded successfully with the magistrate for them.
The whole community was stirred.

THE ATHE ATHE ATHE ATHE ASSSSSSASASASASASSSSSSINS PSINS PSINS PSINS PSINS PAAAAASSSSSSSSSS
AS HE TURNS ASIDE FOR PRAYERAS HE TURNS ASIDE FOR PRAYERAS HE TURNS ASIDE FOR PRAYERAS HE TURNS ASIDE FOR PRAYERAS HE TURNS ASIDE FOR PRAYER

It is a wonderful work of gospel seed-sowing that
the colporteurs are doing on Brazilian frontiers. Presi-
dent F.W. Spies, of the East Brazil Union Conference,
puts on record the providential deliverance of one
worker:

“A faithful colporteur had worked in the interior
and scattered a goodly number of his message-filled
books. These stirred the ire of the dragon. The priest
of the little town hired two ruffians to kill him as he

Attackers Foiled
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continued his journey. The following day he started
out, all unconscious of the danger that threatened
him. But God had His eye on His servant. Our colpor-
teur soon entered a large wooded tract, in which he
must travel for an hour or more, and in which Satan
had decreed he should find his grave. But he had not
gone far, when he felt the need of holding converse
with his Master, and presently he and his burro dis-
appeared in the underbrush. He spent half an hour
in prayer, then resumed his journey.

“He was scarcely out on the road again, which
was little more than a path, when he was overtaken
by a horseman, who stopped and stared at him as if
he beheld a man risen from the dead. Finally he stam-
mered, ‘Are you alive yet?’ then added, ‘The priest
hired two men to kill you. They have just passed by
this place, and are now ahead of you.’ The stranger
then pointed out another and safer road to God’s
messenger; and he went on his way rejoicing, and
was soon out of reach of his would-be assassins.”

A “MISTAKE” THAT FOILED A PERSECUTORA “MISTAKE” THAT FOILED A PERSECUTORA “MISTAKE” THAT FOILED A PERSECUTORA “MISTAKE” THAT FOILED A PERSECUTORA “MISTAKE” THAT FOILED A PERSECUTOR
In the old-time Russia there was little opportu-

nity to appeal against plans of persecutors. Believers
were in special peril in the early days of the World
War, when persecuting officials harried them into
prison or exile without even a formal trial. Speaking
of those times, our people in a certain city said, in
later years, to President L.H. Christian, of the Euro-
pean Division, “Do you know what once happened
here?” This is their story:

“During the war one of the officials determined
that every Adventist should be killed, and he went to
headquarters to get authorization to do it; for he hated
us so. The government official told him, ‘You go back
home, and we will send you the documents, and you
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carry on your work.’ But our brethren gave them-
selves to prayer, and God surely heard their prayers.
The official told all over town what he was going to
do. He had the hated sectarians in his power. He got
an envelope a few days later with the document which
he expected would authorize him to pursue his wicked
purposes. When he opened it, he saw, to his great
chagrin, that his official appointment had been
changed. (Everybody thinks the secretary did it by
mistake; for, instead of writing the name of this city,
he had written the name of another city much like it,
a thousand miles away.) But it was an order by the
imperial government just the same, and had to be
obeyed. So the man had to leave, and our brethren
were saved.”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN: Stricken with Fear
“The Lord had made the host of the Syrians to hear a noise of
chariots, and a noise of horses, even the noise of a great host. . . .
Wherefore they arose and fled in the twilight.” 2 Kings 7:6, 7.

AN INCIDENT OF THE INDIAN MUTINYAN INCIDENT OF THE INDIAN MUTINYAN INCIDENT OF THE INDIAN MUTINYAN INCIDENT OF THE INDIAN MUTINYAN INCIDENT OF THE INDIAN MUTINY
The story of the providential deliverance of an In-

dian Christian preacher at Agra, as he prayed under
sentence of immediate death, is told by Thomas
Evans, a Baptist missionary, who was in the Agra
fort during the long siege by the mutineers. The In-
dian Christians shared the peril with the Europeans
in those terrible days. They had embraced the “for-
eign religion,” and were marked for slaughter along
with the foreigners. In his book, A Welshman in In-
dia, Mr. Evans says:

“The following incident is worthy of notice, for it
shows how God can save at the last moment those
who put their trust in Him.

“The Baptist Mission in Agra had a substation in

Stricken with Fear
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a village about twelve miles off. The Christians had
come into the fort in the month of May, but one old
native preacher, whose name was Thakur Dass, said,
‘I am an old man, and who will kill me? I will stay
here and trust in God.’

“He was not touched until the day of our battle in
Agra, on the tenth of October, when some wicked men
resolved to kill him. He was taken out of his house,
bound with cords, and about to be slaughtered, when
he asked of his murderers one favor, and that was to
allow him a few minutes for prayer, to commit his
spirit into the hands of God.

“This favor was granted; and, while he was yet in
the act of prayer, a loud cry was heard, ‘The English
are coming!’ This created a panic; the would-be mur-
derers fled and left the old man, bound on his knees.
He was soon let loose, returned to his house unhurt,
and lived years after this to preach the gospel.

“Now, mark the strange working of Providence. It
was not our soldiers who caused this panic, but fugi-
tive rebels defeated in the battle of Agra, who, rush-
ing away for their lives, were taken by the people to
be our troopers coming out to chastise the villagers.
It was this mistake that saved the good man’s life.
Truly, God can deliver out of the lion’s mouth.”

Many a testimony has been borne to the precious-
ness of trust in God by those who passed through
the great mutiny. This missionary, Mr. Evans, makes
this remark in the narrative of his experiences:

“I never saw the beauty and power of the psalms
of David until the time of the mutiny. The language is
so appropriate for those in ‘the day of trouble,’ and
the promises of God were sweet and encouraging in
the midst of danger and death.”

The words of supplication for help and deliver-
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ance, and of trust and praise, in those inspired hymns
voice the language of believing hearts amidst trial
and danger. Whether in deliverance from death or in
deliverance from the fear of it, God’s grace and power
were wonderfully revealed in the mutiny days.

After the awful massacre at Cawnpore, it was
learned that, while the mutineers were sharpening
their swords for the slaughter of the missionaries and
other Europeans in the prison room, two little mis-
sionary children led that company of nearly a hun-
dred in singing:
    “From every stormy wind that blows,
         From every swelling tide of woes,
    There is a calm, a sure retreat;
         ‘Tis found beneath the mercy-seat.”

And how their hearts must have fed upon the
words:
    “Ah! whither should we flee for aid,
         When tempted, desolate, dismayed?
    Or how the hosts of sin defeat,
         Had suffering saints no mercy-seat?”

Thank God for the testimony through all the ages,
that His comfort and His grace reach to the utter-
most! He is a “present help in trouble.”

ATATATATATTTTTTACKERS CALLING FOR PROTECTIONACKERS CALLING FOR PROTECTIONACKERS CALLING FOR PROTECTIONACKERS CALLING FOR PROTECTIONACKERS CALLING FOR PROTECTION
In the earliest times of mission work in the South

Sea Islands, a little group of but half-instructed con-
verts saw their enemies stricken with the fear of Je-
hovah as they came to destroy those who had turned
from the island gods. John Williams, the missionary
pioneer and the martyr of Erromanga, tells the story
in his Missionary Enterprises in the South Sea Is-
lands. Not a foreign missionary or trained native
teacher had as yet been on Raiatea.

Stricken with Fear
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Chief Tamatoa had gone to the island of Tahiti to
help reinstate his neighboring chief, Pomare, after
tribal war. While he was there, the revival came, in
the absence of missionaries, that set the people of
Tahiti seeking after God. Tamatoa’s heart was turned
to the new worship, and he went back to Raiatea an
avowed Christian. A Christian group formed about
the chief. He burned the great idol Oro, the fiercest of
the island gods, whose image, says an early mission-
ary, well answered to that of Moloch:

“Horrid king, besmeared with blood
Of human sacrifice and parents’ tears.”
Then the heathen were aroused. They built a great

enclosure into which they planned to drive the Chris-
tians, who were then to be burned. They secured the
aid of a neighboring island chief, who agreed to come
with his men to destroy the believers. Tamatoa made
efforts to effect peace. “There is no peace for god-
burners,” the heathen party replied. They meant to
burn the Christians as Tamatoa had burned the idol
Oro.

The night before the attack was a sleepless one.
The Christians prayed, the heathen feasted. The ca-
noes of the chief of Tahaa and his forces neared
Raiatea the next morning.

One of the Christians, an old war chief, proposed
to take a band of men and meet the canoes as they
landed. “A panic may seize them,” he said to Tamatoa,
“and God may work a deliverance for us.”

Thus half-instructed faith began to think of the
living God’s power to deliver. Tamatoa agreed to the
suggestion, but said, “Before you go, let us unite in
prayer.” John Williams’ account continues:

“Men, women, and children then knelt down out-
side their stone embankment, and the chief implored
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the God of Jacob to cover their head in the day of
battle; and, on concluding, they thus addressed this
little band of faithful followers:

“ ‘Now go, and may the presence of Jesus go with
you!’

“Taking a circuitous route behind the brushwood
until he arrived opposite the place where the hea-
then were landing, the commander extended his little
army as far as it would reach and gave strict orders
that no noise should be made until they were emerg-
ing from the bushes.

“The arrangement proved most successful. The
heathen were seized with consternation; and, after a
short resistance, they threw away their arms and fled
for their lives. For they expected to meet with barba-
rous treatment similar to that which they would have
inflicted had they been the conquerors. But perceiving
that no injury was sustained by those of their breth-
ren who fell into the hands of the Christians, they
peeped from behind the bushes and shouted from
the trees in which they had taken refuge, ‘Here am I;
spare my life, by Jesus, your new God.’

“The remainder of the day was spent by the Chris-
tians in conducting their prisoners into the presence
of the chief, who remained for several hours upon
the very spot where in the morning he had com-
mended his little band to the protection of God. A
herald stood by his side and shouted as the fugitives
approached, ‘Welcome, welcome! You are saved by
Jesus and the influence of the religion of mercy which
we have embraced.’

“When the chief of Tahaa, who led the heathen,
was taken and conducted, pale and trembling, into
the presence of Tamatoa, he exclaimed, ‘Am I dead?’

“His fears, however, were immediately dissipated
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by his brother chieftain, who replied, ‘No, brother.
Cease to tremble; you are saved by Jesus.’ ”

The Christians prepared a great feast to spread
before their captives. At the feast one of the heathen
chiefs said:

“ ‘This is my little speech: Let every one be al-
lowed to follow his own inclination; for my part, I
will never again, to the day of my death, worship the
gods who could not protect us in the hour of danger.
We were four times the number of the praying people,
yet they have conquered us with the greatest ease.
Jehovah is the true God. Had we conquered them,
they would at this moment be burning in the house
we made strong for the purpose; but instead of injur-
ing us or our wives or our children, they have pre-
pared for us this sumptuous feast. Theirs is a reli-
gion of mercy. I will go and unite myself to this people.’

“This declaration was listened to with so much
delight, and similar sentiments were so universal,
that every one of the heathen party bowed his knees
that very night, for the first time in prayer to Jeho-
vah, and united with the Christians in returning
thanks to Him for the victory He had on that anxious
day so graciously afforded them.

“On the following morning, after prayer, both Chris-
tians and heathen issued forth and demolished ev-
ery nwrai (idol house) in Tahaa and Raiatea; so that,
in three days after this memorable battle, not a ves-
tige of idol worship remained in either of those is-
lands.”

IN THE ANDEAN WILDSIN THE ANDEAN WILDSIN THE ANDEAN WILDSIN THE ANDEAN WILDSIN THE ANDEAN WILDS
Reporting deliverances from attacks by supersti-

tious and hostile Indians in the wilds of the Andean
highlands in Peru, Missionary E.F. Peterson, super-
intendent of the Inca Union Mission, wrote:
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“We have additional evidences of the Lord’s inter-
position throughout this field. At one of our missions,
where the enemies of our work threatened to attack
the station, we were told that at night those who were
planning to make the attack saw twenty burros loaded
with rifles and ammunition go to the station, thus
causing them to feel that it was well-protected. And
no contradiction can make them believe otherwise
than that the mission station was protected by this
large supply of arms and ammunition.

“At another station, enemies gathered on the
nearby hills, planning to make an attack to secure
food, of which there was a scarcity. However, when
they gathered to make the attack in the dark, upon
advancing they saw that the mission station was sur-
rounded by a large force of men to protect it. The
facts are that there were only three men at the mis-
sion, and they were inside the house. But the ma-
rauders insist on having seen the large number
present to protect the station against their attack.

“At another time, upon gathering for an attack
upon one of our stations, a heavy storm came up;
and, down the road where the attackers must pass,
the lightning seemed to flash almost continually, run-
ning along the ground in long streaks, like fiery ser-
pents, thus frightening them and frustrating their evil
purposes. It is wonderful how the Lord protects the
work against all the efforts of the enemy to destroy
it.”

THE MOB’S FLIGHT DURING PRAYERTHE MOB’S FLIGHT DURING PRAYERTHE MOB’S FLIGHT DURING PRAYERTHE MOB’S FLIGHT DURING PRAYERTHE MOB’S FLIGHT DURING PRAYER
Recounting experiences in evangelistic work in one

of the interior towns of Spain, where public senti-
ment against evangelical teaching was violently hos-
tile, the late Evangelist F. Bond, of the Adventist Mis-
sion, related the following story of the sudden flight
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of a mob as prayer was being offered to God for de-
liverance:

“The opposition determined to put an end to the
meetings. On the second night, when I was in the
midst of my discourse, a company of young men ap-
peared in the street, headed by a priest, who began
to stone the meeting hall. The noise was great. I had
to cease speaking. The crowd increased, and efforts
were made to break through the windows and doors.
We were shut in like sheep in a corral, surrounded
by the threatening mob, with stones raining on every
side. Those who had come out to the meeting were
alarmed, and women and children were crying.

“The only thing I could think of to do was to pray.
So I began to pray in the midst of the loud noise,
lifting my own voice loudly and calling on God above
the tumult. Within a very few seconds the mob fled.
The whole opposition dissolved. They had broken
through the front door. They had broken a window
on the front balcony. They seemed determined to get
in, as if to tear us in pieces. But the moment I began
to pray, they fled in terror.

“There we saw the hand that intervenes just as
plainly as Wesley and his associates saw it in the
attacks and deliverances of the early Methodist days.
No policeman had appeared on the scene. The senti-
ment of the town generally was back of the mob. The
only thing we could think of that would cause such
sudden flight was the power of God. He surely must
have spoken terror to the hearts of those people when
we lifted up our hearts in prayer to the living God.”

It was evidently a touch of that same supernatu-
ral terror which sometimes drove the persecutors into
flight in old Reformation times. In those days, in the
neighboring country of France, two Protestants were
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to be executed in Bourdeau. The two men were drawn
on a hurdle (a frame or sled used in those days for
dragging traitors or others to execution) to the place
of burning. The persecutors had it all their own way;
for there was no force of sentiment in the place to
restrain persecution of Protestants. Yet the authori-
ties were fearful. Foxe says:

“Moreover, albeit there was no such cause (they
being two simple poor men); yet the magistrates com-
manded (upon what occasion I know not) all the gates
of the city to be shut and guarded with keepers.

“The martyrs earnestly exhorted the people gath-
ered round the stake, bearing witness to the truth of
God. To drown their voices, the trumpeters sounded
constantly until the men were dead. Then above the
noise and tumult, and amid all the display of the
power of arms, the still, small voice of God was heard
in guilty hearts and consciences. They had killed the
witnesses, but the angels of the living God were there.”
The old martyrologist continues:

“And further, to note the work of God that fol-
lowed when these two mild and martyred saints were
almost consumed in the fire to ashes, suddenly, with-
out matter or cause, such a fear fell upon them at
the execution that the justices and the people, not-
withstanding that they had the gates locked for them
and were defended with all manner of weapons about
them, took them to their legs in such haste, fleeing
away, that they overran one another. The prior of St.
Anthony’s fell down, so that a great number went
over him. The judge Pontacke on his mule, with his
red robe, fleeing as the others did, was overwhelmed
with the crowd of people in the street, called Potenin,
in such sort that he was relieved to be carried to
Pichon’s house, a widow, and there cried within, ‘Hide
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me; save my life; I am dead! I see even the like matter
as at the last commotion! My friends! hide my mule,
that no man see her nor know her.’

“Briefly, such was the fear which came upon them
that every man shut up his house. After the fear was
past, every man asked what the matter was, but none
could tell; neither could the enemies of God’s truth
perceive who was He that put them so to flight and
fear, without any semblance of any adversary about
them.”—Acts and Monuments, Vol. IV, page 425.

Well, we know that the angels of the Lord encamp
round about the servants of God. Perhaps in modern
times and in olden times, as a forewarning of coming
judgment, the Lord gave the persecutors just a sens-
ing of the presence of the angelic hosts that could so
easily have smitten them with instant judgment. The
Syrians about Samaria once fled in terror at “the
noise of a great host” that God caused them to hear.
(See 2 Kings 7:6, 7.) David and his men rejoiced at
the sound of the marching hosts of God, which was
the signal that the victory would be won. “It shall be,
when thou shalt hear a sound of going in the tops of
the mulberry trees, that then thou shalt go out to
battle: for God is gone forth before thee to smite the
host of the Philistines.” 1 Chron. 14:15.

It is good to know that the forces of the living God
have been abroad through all the great controversy
between good and evil in the earth. And they are still
with us—more for us than all that are against us.
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CHAPTER  FOURTEEN: Delivered from Captivity
“When the Lord turned again the captivity of Zion, we were
like them that dream.” Psalm 126:1.

SET FREE AS THE CHURCH PRAYEDSET FREE AS THE CHURCH PRAYEDSET FREE AS THE CHURCH PRAYEDSET FREE AS THE CHURCH PRAYEDSET FREE AS THE CHURCH PRAYED
It will be remembered that while Peter lay in prison,

that time when Herod had stretched forth his hand
to vex the church and the believers were praying for
him in their meeting room, the angel of the Lord was
sent to strike off the prisoner’s chains and to lead
him forth into the night. As Peter knocked at the
door of the gate, where the believers were praying for
his release, the girl Rhoda went to the door and then
ran back carrying the good news. Although praying
for that very thing, the answer came so immediately
and unexpectedly that those inside could not believe
that Peter was really at the gate.

A story somewhat similar was once told by Evan-
gelist F.G. Lane, who worked in one of the Catholic
cities of South America:

“Among the company of believers was a young man
named Miguel. He was an earnest, devoted young
man. He was in the employ of a man who had a car-
pentry and cabinet shop. One day a thief came into
the shop and stole some money from the employer.
The matter was reported to the police. The police
suspected young Miguel, but the employer had the
utmost confidence in the integrity of the youth. He
assured the police that he knew Miguel would not be
guilty of such an act. But, as the police investigated
the case, they determined that Miguel was the only
one known to have been in the shop at the time, and
decided that he surely must be the guilty man. So he
was arrested and taken to prison.

“At times the police tried to extort a confession of
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guilt from the prisoner. They had him chained by the
wrists, and would twist the chains until they bit into
the flesh most painfully. At the same time they would
taunt him about his new religion, telling him to pray
to his God for deliverance. Through it all, Miguel pro-
tested his innocence and declared that he would not
untruthfully admit guilt, even though it might release
him from the pain of their torture.

“It was nearing the weekend, when two of us vis-
ited the prison. We were distressed at the situation.
We told the police that they had been unable to find
the slightest evidence of Miguel’s guilt, and that his
employer and we who knew the young man were sure
that he was incapable of theft. The police acknowl-
edged they had no evidence, but said they could not
release the young man. According to their regulations
they were bound to keep him in detention at least
two weeks while continuing to secure evidence. It
would be against the police regulations if they re-
leased him earlier.

“That Friday evening a little company of believers
met for prayer meeting. Needless to say, we prayed
most earnestly for Miguel in his trial. We prayed the
Lord to deliver him. After the meeting the little com-
pany continued talking together; and then, as all felt
the burden, another special season of prayer was held
in Miguel’s behalf. So, late that night, all returned to
their homes.

“The next morning we gathered in the meeting
place for the Sabbath services. The meeting was held
in our dwelling house. Inasmuch as prejudice was
very strong, we felt it unwise to hold the meetings in
the front room next to the street, lest the sound of
singing should attract attention in that intensely
Catholic city; so the meeting room was in the rear. It
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was reached by passing through the gate and down a
passage. A girl was stationed at the gate at the time
of opening the meeting, so that she might direct any
strangers down the passage to the meeting place.
Suddenly she came running back into the meeting
room, saying, ‘Miguel is coming, Miguel is coming!’

“ ‘No,’ the people said, ‘you must be mistaken. It
cannot be Miguel.’

“But all hastily went out to see; and there was
Miguel at the gate, smiling and joyful.

“ ‘How came it that you were released?’ we asked.
“ ‘Well, I do not know,’ he replied, ‘only that the

officers came to me and took off the chains, and told
me I was free and could go.’ ”

So once again, when the church prayed, as in the
days of the Book of Acts, the Lord sent release to one
of His children so immediately and abruptly that even
those who were praying could scarcely credit their
senses when their friend appeared before their eyes.

HYMNS IN PRISONHYMNS IN PRISONHYMNS IN PRISONHYMNS IN PRISONHYMNS IN PRISON
In one of the countries of Southeastern Europe,

where dissenters from the state church have been
living in the twilight zone of religious liberty, two
Adventist colporteurs entered a village with their
books. This is the story, as told by Secretary E. Kotz:

“The priests saw them, and immediately informed
the police that these men were communists and
should be arrested at once. So they were cast into a
damp prison cell. While some people are always anx-
ious and thinking what effect this or that hardship
may have upon their health, these brethren began to
pray and sing the songs of Zion.

“It so happened that some gentlemen of influence
and education passed by the prison, and were aston-
ished to hear songs of praise and prayer issuing from
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the prison window, instead of the blasphemies and
curses which they usually heard. So they went to the
chief of police to make inquiries, and were informed
that these men were communists; whereupon the
gentlemen in question strongly protested, stating that
dangerous communists were not in the habit of sing-
ing hymns and praying. These men insisted that the
prisoners be set free. This the chief of police at length
consented to do, knowing himself that it was simply
priestly prejudice and intrigue that had caused their
imprisonment. The gentlemen then invited the re-
leased prisoners to an excellent supper and a good,
clean comfortable bed for the night. The next morn-
ing the colporteurs went their way to the next vil-
lages, feeling very much encouraged and full of joy in
the Master’s service.”

THE ANSWER GIVEN FOR THE HOUR OF NEEDTHE ANSWER GIVEN FOR THE HOUR OF NEEDTHE ANSWER GIVEN FOR THE HOUR OF NEEDTHE ANSWER GIVEN FOR THE HOUR OF NEEDTHE ANSWER GIVEN FOR THE HOUR OF NEED
In the post-war times in one part of Eastern Eu-

rope it was only necessary to accuse a man of being a
communist to send him to prison or to the firing
squad. By priestly influence an Adventist colporteur
was so charged and thrown into prison. He was then
called into court. The story was told by Pastor L.H.
Christian, of Europe, as follows:

“They brought their accusations against him, and
asked that he be shot the next day as a traitor and
agitator. Before pronouncing sentence, the judge gave
the young man a chance to speak. He was in a hard
place, but the Saviour’s promise came to his mind:

“ ‘When they shall lead you, and deliver you up,
take no thought beforehand what ye shall speak, nei-
ther do ye premeditate: but whatsoever shall be given
you in that hour, that speak ye: for it is not ye that
speak, but the Holy Ghost.’ Mark 13:11.

“With the promise came the suggestion to ask an
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unusual thing of the judge. He turned to the judge
and said, ‘I think you are a fair man. I am not used
to speaking in my own defense, for I have never be-
fore been in prison; but it seems to me, before you
sentence me, you ought to read the books I am sell-
ing.’

“The judge said, ‘That is good, I will do it.’
“The young man was led back to his cell, knowing

that the next day he would either be accounted guilty,
and perhaps die, or be set free. In those times in that
country, they had a short way with those accused of
communism. He spent the night in prayer. Men can
pray under those conditions.

“The next day at eleven o’clock they gathered to-
gether again. There were more priests present than
before, more policemen and soldiers. After they had
all assembled and the court was opened, the judge
said, ‘Gentlemen, I have read the books. I spent a
good share of last night studying these books. I have
never read anything like them in our language. They
make plain our need of a Saviour and the way to
Jesus. I am not going to sentence this young man for
selling these books. They are not treason, they are
apostolic Christianity.’

“Then he said, ‘We have really done him a great
wrong by putting him in prison and keeping him there
all this time. Instead of sentencing him, I am going to
authorize this young man to show his books to every
one of you, and I expect every one to buy a book.’
They all did it, and did it quickly.”

THE KAREN CAPTIVESTHE KAREN CAPTIVESTHE KAREN CAPTIVESTHE KAREN CAPTIVESTHE KAREN CAPTIVES
The missions were winning on all sides among

the Karen hills. Jehovah was returning to the Karens,
some villagers said. They referred to those strange
traditions which had been kept alive for generations
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by the village elders and bards. Once the Karen fa-
thers had known of God, they said, and had the book
of Yuah (their rendering, evidently, of Jehovah). But
in the wickedness of the early times they had lost the
book. Folk songs, sung in the jungle villages, had
told the story for centuries:
    “Book of silver, book of gold,
         Book that God the Father told,
    Lost, it will again appear,
         When the white man brings it near.”

So, when the missionaries came with the Book of
God, some saw in it the fulfillment of the agelong
predictions. The gospel had won its way among the
Brecs, a fierce hill people. One chief of the Brecs was
jealous of the prosperity of the Christian villages. In
a time of scarcity, Chief Tee Peh proposed to attack
the Christians and loot their villages. Some of his
people thought it would be perilous to do this, as
they feared the Christian’s God, Yuah (Jehovah), who
had returned to the Karens. The Baptist missionary,
Dr. Bunker, in his Sketches From the Karen Hills,
tells the story:

“Tee Peh, however, urged that they did not really
know that Yuah was a living God till they should put
Him to proof. Like the cunning old heathen that he
was, he proposed that a test case be made. They
would make a raid upon a Christian village, seize
some of the children if possible, and hold them for
ransom. If Yuah came for them, they would deliver
them up, and so escape punishment; if He did not
come, they would know surely that Yuah was like the
dead gods of the Burmese, and they would have noth-
ing to fear from Him.”

The attack was made and two children were cap-
tured. The attack was known to be a direct challenge
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to the living God. “It was clear that we could not
oppose force with force,” says Dr. Bunker. He contin-
ues:

“Letters were sent to the churches, the case plainly
stated, and prayer asked. The elders and devout men
were summoned to meet, over the mountains near
the seat of trouble in the Brec country, as soon as the
rains ceased, that we might seek a way of deliver-
ance for the captive children. In due time the elders,
and all who were interested, gathered from all the
churches at the village of Sau-pe-le-cho for this new
kind of warfare.

“During the time that elapsed from the capture of
the children to that of this assembling of the Chris-
tian workers, the excitement greatly increased. It is
true, said they, that God delivered His ancient people
many times from their enemies; but the Karens are a
poor people and few in numbers. Perhaps He would
deliver the white people, but will He take pity on us
Karens? It became for them a test question of ab-
sorbing interest. At our place of meeting was as-
sembled a great body of disciples, and two days were
spent in meetings and prayer.

“Repeated demands were made upon Tee Peh, in
the name of the great Yuah, for the deliverance of the
captives, but were met by him with a curt refusal
and threats, if the messengers should return without
the ransom. In the meetings the burden of the prayers
was that God would put His fear in the hearts of
these heathen, and that the children might be so de-
livered that all the heathen, far and near, might be
convinced that it was the living God who had ap-
peared in behalf of the Christians.

“At the close of three days, during evening wor-
ship, messengers returned with the captive children,

Delivered from Captivity



532 Missions and Miracles

their captors having surrendered freely through the
impelling fear of God.”

“The fear of the Lord,” says Dr. Bunker, “fell upon
the heathen generally, with great power.” From all sides
came the requests for teachers of the gospel. In vari-
ous towns captives who had been held for one rea-
son or another were set free, from fear of Yuah, “the
God of the Christians.”

A TEXT STRA TEXT STRA TEXT STRA TEXT STRA TEXT STRANGELANGELANGELANGELANGELY GIVENY GIVENY GIVENY GIVENY GIVEN
It was during the war, when feeling ran high in

one country of Southeastern Europe against any dis-
senter from established ways in religion. An Adventist
evangelist was haled before the magistrate on accu-
sation of heretical teaching. He was committed to
prison until trial, which was to be before the civil
judge with the ecclesiastical authorities present. The
narrative of his deliverance was told by Pastor L.H.
Christian, in one of our missionary councils:

“While praying in his prison and meditating upon
the course to pursue when brought into court, there
came upon him the strong and clear conviction in
Matthew, the twenty-third chapter.

“ ‘But I don’t remember what is in that chapter,’
he thought. He looked it up. There he saw the bur-
den of the chapter was Christ’s warnings and woes
upon the Pharisees.

“ ‘But that is hardly the line of argument for me to
take before the bishop and the judge,’ he thought to
himself. ‘I should be sure to be taken out and shot in
these times, if I used that chapter as my defense.’

“However, as he prayed and waited before God, he
could get no release from the conviction; Matthew
twenty-three was ever pressed upon him.

“He feared he surely would be shot, but he de-
cided that the burden of Matthew twenty-three was
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the message he should deliver.
“He was called into court. As his reply to the ac-

cusations against him of teaching heresy, contrary to
the state religion, he read from Matthew twenty-three
and gave an exposition of it.

“He told how the scribes and Pharisees of New
Testament times brought charges against Christ and
His disciples of teaching contrary to the accepted
views and how the priests plotted against Christ, al-
though all the time He taught according to the Scrip-
tures, which they themselves were set to teach.

“Then the accused preacher showed how the
simple life and Scriptural teaching of Christ bore wit-
ness against the worldly and often wicked lives of the
priests. He showed that the priests and Pharisees of
Christ’s time and the disciples of Jesus had their
counterpart in our own time; and that these warn-
ings uttered against the priests of old were Christ’s
warnings today, against the priests of today, who were
living worldly lives and persecuting those whose teach-
ing rebuked them and who were really feeding the
flock of God with the Word of God.

“Thus the prisoner at the bar brought the ways
and the lives of the accusing priests, of Matthew
twenty-three, before the court. As the man finished,
the judge turned to the bishop.

“ ‘How about this?’ he asked the bishop.
“ ‘It is true; every word he says is true,’ said the

bishop.
“ ‘Take the man away,’ ordered the judge; and,

addressing the clerical authorities, he added, ‘and
don’t you bring him here again.’ ”

Thus it was given to a gospel witness in that hour
what to speak; and the Spirit of God spoke there to
the hearts of men.

Delivered from Captivity
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DEFENDERS UNEXPECTEDLDEFENDERS UNEXPECTEDLDEFENDERS UNEXPECTEDLDEFENDERS UNEXPECTEDLDEFENDERS UNEXPECTEDLY APPEAREDY APPEAREDY APPEAREDY APPEAREDY APPEARED
On one occasion of need, before a hostile court,

the deliverance was wrought, not by any testimony
brought to the minds of the accused on the instant,
but by the testimony of friends raised up on the in-
stant. In one of the Greek Catholic countries of East-
ern Europe, where Protestantism has had a struggle
to maintain its witness, four young women of the
Adventists were brought to court for distributing Prot-
estant literature. The account follows, as told me by
those who were there:

“The courtroom was crowded. The public pros-
ecutor was bitter. He denounced the young women,
not only as schismatics going about with heretical
papers against the church, but as shameless, aban-
doned characters.

“The attorney for the defense was evidently car-
ried away by the hostile sentiment of the court, and
his defense was so weak and timid that it was no
defense at all.

“The judge summed up against the young ladies.
It was clear that, in the end, he would condemn them.

“Then it was that two attorneys, watching with
the crowd in the courtroom, sprang to their feet and
asked the privilege of intervening. They went into the
case as if it were their own. They seemed as well
prepared as if they had been assigned the case. They
appealed to the new constitution, granting religious
freedom, and to the liberal sentiment that made for
enlightenment and progress.

“Their strong defense under the statutes, and their
earnest pleas for religious liberty, completely turned
the tide of hostile feeling. The judge set the young
women free.”
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PRAYER OPENED THE CHINESE PRISONPRAYER OPENED THE CHINESE PRISONPRAYER OPENED THE CHINESE PRISONPRAYER OPENED THE CHINESE PRISONPRAYER OPENED THE CHINESE PRISON
In her Story of the China Inland Mission, Mrs.

Geraldine Taylor tells of an old Chinese woman who
had heard but one preaching of the gospel message,
and whose heart was touched. Just then trouble came
to her home. Her husband was a constable. A mur-
der was committed. The constable was ordered to
find the murderer. He could not do it. Then he him-
self must die, said the mandarin.

“No, leave him to hunt out the criminal,” was the
mandarin’s second thought. “Imprison his son in-
stead. Somebody must die.” Mrs. Taylor continues:

“So the only son of the poor old couple, a promis-
ing young fellow of good character, was imprisoned
under threat of execution if the real offender was not
soon forthcoming.

“Heartbroken, the mother made her way to Huan-
ven to ask the evangelist’s help. Chu Sien-seng was
away, but his place was supplied by another native
preacher who told the distressed mother that, al-
though no political influence could be used on the
young man’s behalf, she could pray to God for him,
and that the hearts of all men are in His almighty
hand.

“ ‘Alas!’ she sadly replied, ‘I don’t know how to
pray.’

“The assistants taught and helped her. They prayed
for them all in their extremity, and asked that the
mandarin’s heart might be changed, the young man
delivered, and that both he and his mother might be
eternally saved and made a blessing to many.

“ ‘We have now committed the matter to God,’
said he. ‘Go home, Lao Nai-nai, in peace. Your trouble
you have given over to the Lord. You must leave it
with Him; your son will soon be set free.’

Delivered from Captivity
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“Quite comforted, the poor mother went home in
simple faith and told her neighbors the good news.

“ ‘It is all right. My son will come back again.’
“They, of course, did not believe her and waited

incredulously to see the result of so strange a pro-
ceeding. But when, in a few days, the mandarin, after
beating the young man nearly to death, did actually
release him, they were  amazed beyond measure. The
grateful mother made him kneel down in the midst
of their bewildered friends; and, kneeling herself be-
side him, she publicly gave thanks to God for His
wonderful answer to her prayers. The neighbors natu-
rally grew anxious to have a teacher and learn more
about the strange new doctrine, and thus the bless-
ing spread.”
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