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DELIVERED FROM PAGANISM BY A MESSAGE

“And Cornelius said, Four days ago I was fasting
until this hour; and at the ninth hour I prayed in
my house, and, behold, a man stood before me in
bright clothing, and said, Cornelius, thy prayer is
heard, and thine alms are had in remembrance in
the sight of God.” Acts 10:30-31.
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GUIDED BY THE LORD

“Therefore Eli said unto Samuel, Go, lie down: and
it shall be, if He call thee, that thou shalt say,
Speak, Lord; for Thy servant heareth.”
1 Samuel 3:9
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Chapter Twenty

“Thine ears shall hear a word behind thee, saying,
This is the way, walk ye in it.”—Isaiah 30:21.
THE VOICE IN THE TIGER JUNGLE

When the monsoon rains have raised the rivers of
India over the banks, travel along the low country is
attended with difficulty. Fifty years ago there were still
fewer facilities in the way of roads and river craft. About
that time, Dr. Jacob Chamberlain was pioneering in
the Godaveri district.
At a point where they expected to find a government steamer, they learned that the boat had broken
down in battling against the fierce current. Their only
course was to make a seventy-five-mile journey through
the jungle. The coolie carriers deserted, followed by
the armed guard.
Then the party met some hunters and asked about
the state of a stream two miles ahead, which they were
hoping to cross in order to reach higher ground. Impassable, the hunters said. The Godaveri was thirty
feet above normal; and this branch was absolutely
unfordable.
“ ‘Is there no boat?’
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“ ‘None.’
“ ‘No material for a raft?’
“ ‘None whatever.’
“And on the hunters dashed for safety.
“ ‘Guides,’ said the doctor to his men, ‘if we press
on to this little river, can we not make a raft of some
kind and get over before dark?’
“ ‘Alas! there are no dry trees,’ they said; ‘and these
green jungle trees will sink of themselves in the water,
even if there were time to fell them.’
“ ‘Is there no knoll on this side that we can pitch
on?’
“ ‘No; from river to bluff it is all like this.’ We were
standing in wet and mud as we talked.
“ ‘Keep marching on; I will consider what to do.’ ”
Then, as Dr. Chamberlain says in his book, In the
Tiger Jungle, he drew back and rode behind the
marching column in order to be more nearly alone
with God. Darkness would soon be upon them. He
continues the story:
“Already we could hear the occasional fierce, hungry roar of the tigers in the rattan jungle at our right.
I said not a word to my assistants, but I spoke to God.
As my horse tramped on in the marshy path, my heart
went up and claimed the promised presence.
“ ‘Master, was it not for Thy sake that we came
here? Did we not covenant with Thee for the journey
through? Have we not faithfully preached Thy name
the whole long way? Have we shirked any danger? Have
we quailed before any foe? Didst Thou not promise, ‘I
will be with thee’? Now we need Thee; we are in
blackest danger for this night. Only Thou canst save
us from this jungle, these tigers, this flood. O Master!
Master! show me what to do!’
“An answer came, not audible, but distinct as
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though spoken in my ear by human voice: ‘Turn to the
left, to the Godaveri, and you will find rescue.’
“Riding rapidly forward, I overtook the guides.
“ ‘How far is it to the Godaveri?’
“ ‘A good mile.’
“ ‘Is there no village on its banks?’
“ ‘No, none within many miles; and the banks are
all overflowed.’
“ ‘Is there no mound, no rising ground, on which
we could camp, out of this water?’
“ ‘It is all low and flat like this.’
“I drew apart and prayed again as we still plodded
on. Again came the answer, ‘Turn to the left, to the
Godaveri, and you will find rescue.’
“Again I called to the guides and questioned them:
‘Are you sure there is no rising ground by the river
where we can pitch, with the river on one side for protection and campfires around us on the other, through
the night?’
“ ‘None whatever.’
“ ‘Think well; is there no dry timber of which we
could make a raft?’
“ ‘If there were any, it would all be washed away by
these floods.’
“ ‘Is there no boat of any sort on the river? I have
authority to seize anything I need.’
“ ‘None nearer than the cataract.’
“ ‘How long would it take us to reach the Godaveri
by the nearest path?’
“ ‘Half an hour; but it would be so much time lost;
for we would have to come back here again, cut our
way through this jungle to the bluff, and climb that.
There is no other way of getting around these two
flooded streams that we must pass to reach the cataract.’
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“ ‘How long would it take us to cut our way through
to the bluff?’
“ ‘At least six hours; it will be dark in an hour.’
“ ‘What shall we do for tonight?’
“ ‘God knows.’ And they looked the despair they
felt.
“I drew aside again and prayed as I rode on. ‘Turn
to the left, to the Godaveri, and you will find rescue,’
came the response the third time. It was not audible;
none of those near heard it. I cannot explain it, but to
me it was as distinct as though spoken by a voice in
my ear; it thrilled me. ‘God’s answer to my prayer,’
said I; ‘I cannot doubt. I must act, and that instantly.’
“Hastening forward to the guides at the head of the
column, ‘Halt!’ said I, in a voice to be heard by all,
‘Turn sharp to the left. Guides, show us the shortest
way to the Godaveri. Quick!’
“They remonstrated stoutly that it was only labor
lost, that we should be in a worse plight there than
here; for the river might rise higher and wash us away
in the darkness of the night.
“ ‘Obey!’ said I. ‘March sharp, or night will come. I
am master here, and intend to be obeyed. Show the
way to the river.’
“They glanced at the fourteen-inch revolver that I
held in my hand, ready for any beast that should spring
upon us. They suspected that it might be used on
something besides a beast. And one said to the other,
‘Come on; we’ve got to go;’ so they started on.
“All the party had surrounded me. My native preachers looked up inquiringly at my awed face.
“ ‘There is rescue at the river,’ was all I said. How
could I say more?
“Providentially we had just come to where an old
path led at right angles to our former course and di-
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rectly toward the river; and down that path we went.
The step of all was quicker than before.
“ ‘The dhora has heard of some help at the river,’ I
overheard the coolies say to one another. I had heard
of help, but what it was I knew not. My anxiety seemed
to have gone; there was an intense state of expectancy
in its place. Half a mile from the river I spurred forward past the guides; I knew the coolies would not
desert me now. There was no place of safety they could
reach for the night; they would cling around me for
protection.
“I cantered out from among the bushes to the bank,
keenly observant. There, right under my feet, was a
large flatboat tied to a tree at the shore, with two men
upon it trying to keep it afloat in the rising and falling
current.
“ ‘How did this boat get here?’ said I.
“ ‘Oh, sir, please don’t be angry with us,’ said the
boatmen, taking me to be an officer of the British India government, to whom the boat belonged, and thinking I was taking them to task for not keeping the boat
at its proper station. ‘We tried our best to keep the
boat from coming here; but, sir, it seemed as though
it was possessed. This morning we were on our station on the upper river, caring for the boat as usual,
when a huge rolling wave came rushing down the river,
snapped the cables, and swept the boat into the current. We did our utmost to get it back to that bank of
the river, but it would go farther and farther out into
the current. The more we pulled for the British bank,
the more it would work out toward the Nizam’s. We
have fought all day to keep it from coming here; but it
seemed as though a supernatural power was shoving
the boat over. And an hour ago we gave up, let it float
in here, and tied it up for safety to this tree. Don’t be
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angry, sir; as soon as the river goes down or gets
smooth, we will get the boat back where it belongs.
Don’t have us punished for letting it come here; we
could not help it.’
“ ‘All right, my men,’ said I. ‘I take command of
this boat. I have authority to use any government property I require on this journey. I shall use the boat, and
reward you well, and give you a letter to your superior
that will clear you of all blame.’
“The boat, a large flatboat with strong railings along
both sides and square ends to run upon the shore,
had been built by the British military authorities in
the troublous times, following the mutiny in those regions. It was placed on an affluent of the Godaveri,
higher up on the north bank, to ferry artillery and
elephants across in their punitive expeditions. And it
was still kept there.
“These men were paid monthly wages to keep it
always ready at its station, in case of sudden need.
“Who had ordered that tidal wave in the morning
of that day, that had turn the boat from its moorings
and driven it so many miles down the river, that had
thwarted every endeavor of the frightened boatmen to
force it to the north shore and had brought it to the
little cove-like recess, just where we would strike the
river? Who but He on whose orders we had come; He
who had said, ‘I will be with you;’ He who knew beforehand the dire straits in which we would be in that
very place, on that very day, that very hour. He who
had told us so distinctly. ‘Turn to the left, to the
Godaveri, and you will find rescue’? I bowed my head;
and, in amazed reverence, I thanked my God for this
signal answer to our pleading prayer.”
HOW WANG WAS CALLED INTO THE LIGHT

The late J. Hudson Taylor, the founder of the China
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Inland Mission, told the story of one Wang, of Hosi, in
Chekiang, who was called to begin his search for the
light of life in an evidently providential way. Old Wang,
Mr. Taylor says, was a farmer, whose subsequent life
of devotion and soul-winning in his community set
the seal of genuineness upon his experience. He was
brought to the missionary in Ningpo, by a Chinese
evangelist who had met the man in a tea shop. As soon
as Wang heard the evangelist speak of Christianity, he
went to him and said, “I want to learn more of this
strange religion.” So he was brought to Mr. Taylor, who
says:
“It was a strange story he told us, one to which at
that time we scarcely gave credence.
“Some six or seven months before, he had been
very ill; everyone thought him at the point of death.
One day he was left alone in the house; all his family
were out at work, when he distinctly heard himself
called by name. Wide awake, and perfectly conscious,
he looked around for the speaker, but saw no one.
Feeling very uncomfortable, he got out of bed; and,
unable from weakness to cross the room, he crept to
the door by the help of furniture and walls. But, on
looking out, he was even more perplexed; for still there
was no one to be seen. Back into bed again he crept,
wondering if he could have been mistaken, when he
heard the voice a second time. Again he crawled out
to the door. Again, no one.
“Alarmed, he feebly made his way back and buried
his face beneath the coverlet, now thinking that the
voice he heard must be the summons of death; he
dreaded to see some hideous apparition come to drag
away his spirit, he knew not whither.
“Instead of this, however, he heard the voice a third
time; and it went on quietly to direct him to make an
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infusion of some simple herb that would cure his complaint, and to go, upon recovery, to the city of Ningpo,
where he would learn of a new religion which he was
to follow.
“When the family came home, he got someone to
make him the herb tea, by the use of which he speedily recovered; and, when strengthened, he came to
Ningpo. Having no other method of obtaining a livelihood, he supported himself as a grass-cutter.
“He had been thus employed in the city, but had
never heard the gospel. As soon as he met with Nengkuei, however, in the tea shop, he concluded that this
must be the new religion he had been directed to
seek.”—Story of the China Inland Mission, Vol. II, p.
68.
At first the missionaries thought the inquirer, with
so remarkable a story, must have some mercenary
purpose; but his life convinced all that the Lord had
truly called the old man out of darkness into light. He
was firmly established in the faith of the gospel; and,
when visited at his home some years later, a company
of believers was found, raised up by the farmer’s godly
life and teaching.
THE VOICE THAT SAID, “GO BACK”

The Christian colporteur is a pioneer in gospel
service. His work is usually on the frontier line.
Here is an experience in gospel colporteur work in
which the divine guidance and companionship in service were manifest in a special way:
“Colporteur F.G. Boyd was working with an important book on Bible study in one of the Oregon valleys,
using a horse and carriage. At a certain house where
he called, a maid met him at the door and ushered
him into a well-furnished parlor. The lady of the house
quickly appeared; and the colporteur began the story
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of the book that he was introducing. As he was halfway through the exhibition, a friend of the lady came
in and advised her not to take the book. The colporteur saw that he had failed to take an order, and bade
the lady good day.
“As he was being shown out, the maid said, ‘I am
sure Mrs. Maxson wants that book.’ The girl seemed
impressed that her mistress should have it. ‘You take
it yourself,’ the colporteur urged, as he saw her interest. ‘No; I don’t want it,’ she replied, ‘but I am sure
Mrs. Maxson wants that book.’
“The colporteur went on his way, taking an order
at the next house and meeting a former customer who
had followed him, to order a second copy for his son.
“Rejoicing over putting out the good books, but regretting the failure to get an order from the lady where
he had first called, he turned into the main road to
pass on.
“Then there came to him in what seemed an audible voice, ‘Go back and sell Mrs. Maxson a book.’
He looked about, almost startled, the words were so
clear; but he could see no one. ‘I thought,’ he said,
‘that some boys over the hedge must have heard of my
failure to sell the book, and were making sport of it,
as boys sometimes will.’ He drove on a hundred yards,
and then a second time he heard the same voice; and
as the brother marveled at it, a third time the words
came more commandingly clear. ‘I say, go back and
sell Mrs. Maxson a book.’ This time the horse almost
stopped still. ‘I felt now it was truly of the Lord,’ said
the colporteur. I said, ‘Yes, Lord, I will go.’ I was
scarcely conscious of turning the horse around. But
he whirled about; and we were off to return to the first
house.
“Arrived at the place, the colporteur found Mrs.
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Maxson out in the garden. ‘I beg pardon, Mrs.
Maxson,’ he began without preliminaries, ‘but I know
you want the book; and I have called to see which
binding I shall order for you.’
“ ‘I have always been partial to the leather binding,’
she replied, ‘and you may order that for me.’ ”
The book proved a blessing indeed in that home,
bringing to the lady a new experience in Christ. And
in the divine plan of Providence, evidently, just then
was the time for her to get that new experience; for
very shortly afterward she died in the full assurance
of hope.
DELIVERANCE BY A VOICE IN THE NIGHT

In the Baptist Register, of England (for 1801-1802),
appeared an account of an experience related by Dr.
Joseph Stennett, of the old London Seventh-day Baptists, who at the time was filling a pastorate in Wales.
One member of his congregation, in Abergavenny,
was a collier named Caleb, an unlettered man, but a
man of remarkable intelligence and deep piety. One
winter, when the weather was severe and snows had
prevented the collier from coming in to the services,
Dr. Stennett was anxious, lest the man might be suffering need. But when he came in, Caleb reported
that the Lord had provided for him. The account states:
“Caleb told him that one night, soon after the commencement of the frost, they had eaten up their stock;
and not a morsel was left for the morning. With no
human probability of getting any, he found his mind
calm and composed, relying on a provident God. He
went to prayer with his family and then to rest, and
slept soundly until morning.
“Before he was up, he heard a knock at his door.
He went to see who was there; he saw a man standing
with a horse loaded, who asked if his name was Caleb.
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Answering in the affirmative, the man asked him to
help take down the load. Caleb asked him what it was.
He said, ‘Provisions.’ On his inquiring who sent it, the
man said he believed that God sent it; and he could
obtain no other answer.”
Sometime later Dr. Stennett was visiting the home
of Dr. Talbot, a physician of Hereford, whose wife was
a member of the Baptist congregation. Dr. Talbot himself was a very generous man, but a skeptic. For his
particular benefit, Dr. Stennett led the conversation
around to the topic of God’s providences. And speaking of prayer, he mentioned the recent experience of
Caleb.
Dr. Talbot smiled knowingly. And when Mr. Stennett
had finished, he also had a story to relate.
Sometime before, in driving among the hills, he
had come across a meeting that was being held in a
barn. He remained for thirty minutes or more, watching the speaker and the rustic congregation. He particularly noticed one man who had a well-thumbed
Bible and followed the discourse with the deepest interest.
As the congregation broke up, Dr. Talbot rode for a
little time alongside this man whom he had particularly noticed. He learned that his name was Caleb. He
was impressed by the man’s intelligence as he talked
with him. However, he thought no more of Caleb or of
the meeting until the time of the great frost. The account continues:
“One night in bed, he could not tell for sure whether
he was awake or asleep, but he thought he heard a
voice say, ‘Send provision to Caleb.’ He was a little
startled at first; but, concluding it to be a dream, he
endeavored to compose himself to sleep. It was not
long before he imagined he heard the same words re-
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peated, but louder and stronger. Then he awoke his
wife, who was in sound sleep, and told her what he
had heard. But she persuaded him that it could be no
other than a dream; and she soon fell asleep again.
Yet the doctor’s mind was so impressed that he could
not sleep, but tumbled and tossed about. At last he
heard the voice so powerfully saying, ‘Get up and send
provision to Caleb;’ he could resist no longer.
“He got up and called his man, and bade him bring
the horse. He went to his larder and stuffed a pair of
panniers [containers] as full as he possibly could of
whatever he could find; and, after having assisted the
man to load the horse, he bade him take that provision to Caleb.
“ ‘Caleb?’ said the man, ‘what Caleb, sir?’
“ ‘I know very little about him, but his name is
Caleb. He is a collier [coal miner, one that produces
coal], and lives among the hills. Let the horse go, and
you will be sure to find him.’ ”
Thus Dr. Stennett learned, from his skeptical
friend, how a kindly Providence had sent food to the
praying collier family in the hills.
THE VOICE OF WARNING IN THE AFRICAN BUSH

The writer was sitting with the mission family around
the table after the evening meal at the Somabula Mission, in Matabeleland, talking of the hand of God in
mission history.
“It is a remarkable fact,” he was saying, “that in
the hundred years of missions there is no case yet on
record of a missionary’s being killed by a wild beast
or the bite of a serpent.”
“Well, do you know,” said George Hutchinson, a
young colonial missionary, “that reminds me of an
experience:
“One day I was walking along the path through the
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bush, here on this very station. I carried a gun, lying
over my arm, not knowing what sort of animal I might
meet in the bush.
“I looked up and about, as I walked, strolling unconcernedly along, not looking at the familiar path
beneath my feet. Suddenly a voice said to me, ‘Look
down!’
“Just here we stopped the story by asking, ‘Now,
how did you hear this voice? How did it sound?’
“ ‘Well,’ was the reply, ‘I can hardly tell, save that it
came to my senses just as clear and distinct as though
your own voice said it.’ ”
The young man continued the story:
“I looked down, at the call of the voice; and there,
upon the path, just ahead, lay a huge snake, ready to
strike at the next step. It was six feet long, I should
say, a slate-colored momba, whose poison is fatal. I
had just time to turn the gun down in my arms, without stopping to put it to the shoulder and blow the
snake’s head off. It was one of the narrowest escapes
I ever had; and I thanked God for that warning, ‘Look
down!’ ”
Thank God, there is One who knows the path that
every one of His children is taking, whether in the African bush or in the common routine of the daily life
at home.
GUIDED INTO THE WAY OF LIFE

A young American evangelist was sent to Brazil a
few years ago by the Mission Board of Seventh-day
Adventists. He had prayed on the way that God would
give him some definite call to service at once on his
arrival.
Immediately after he had reached the general mission headquarters, a young man came down from the
interior, begging that some gospel teacher go back with
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him to his community. The young missionary, Pastor
J.H. Boehm, was there to respond.
On arriving at the place in the interior, he found
many waiting to hear the gospel. In his first report he
wrote:
“I must relate the experience of one of these families. A young man of about thirty, who had been reared
a Roman Catholic, had never seen a Bible, and had
lived a worldly life,—smoked, danced, swore, drank,
gambled, and did everything a worldly life brings with
it. At one time, in the midst of all this, he became very
restless and uneasy about his life. He knew not why,
but could find no peace. He knew not the still, small
voice that was speaking to his heart.
“Finally his wife became very ill. He thought she
would surely die. So he threw himself down beside
the bed, on his knees, and prayed to the mother of
Jesus; but no help came. So, looking to God direct,
he cried out, ‘If there is a God in heaven, help us now.’
His wife recovered at once. He could no longer doubt
that there was a living, almighty God in heaven. Still
he had not found the peace his soul was craving; for
he was so burdened he was hardly able to do his work.
“One day, as he was in the field hoeing his corn; he
was praying and longing in his soul for help. Suddenly
a voice said to him, ‘Go to Pera’s.’ He turned around
to see who spoke to him, but no one was in sight. (Mr.
Pera, whose name was mentioned, was an old man
who held religious meetings at times.) So he took this
voice to be a voice from heaven. He fought this thought,
‘Go to Pera’s,’ for weeks; for he knew that everybody
would laugh at him if he went to this man. Finally he
overcame his feelings, and went, and began to read
the Bible. He found forgiveness for his sins. And now
he fell so in love with the Bible, that he decided to
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follow all its precepts. He gave up his worldly pleasures and found his pleasure in studying God’s Word.
“He continued to go to Mr. Pera’s till he finally saw
that the man’s life did not harmonize with God’s Word
and its teaching. He called the old man’s attention to
these things. This made the man angry; and he put
him out of the house. But he and his brother-in-law
decided to hold to the Bible, and the Bible only.
“Now they stood all alone. They read the Bible, but
they found much that they did not understand. So they
prayed earnestly for light, and for someone to come
who would show them the right way. When I arrived
and held a few meetings with them, giving Bible studies also, they thanked God openly with all their hearts
for sending a man, even from North America, to teach
them. Again and again they thank God for His goodness. They take it as a direct answer to their prayer;
therefore they do not hesitate to accept the message of
preparation for the Lord’s soon coming, as they see it
clearly in God’s Holy Word.”
Less than a year later, a commodious brick meetinghouse was erected as the church home of those
who had found the Lord in this community; here a
young man had been first called, by the voice, to go to
the place where a copy of the Holy Scriptures awaited
him.
ESCAPING THE MATABELES

Lying out under the stars, in the ox wagon, beyond
the Zambesi, the writer talked with Missionary W.H.
Anderson of experiences in Southern Rhodesia, in the
days of the Matabele uprising; for Mr. Anderson was
one of the pioneers of Rhodesian missions. His first
station (of the Seventh-day Adventists) was planned
at Solusi, about twenty-five miles from Bulawayo.
When the Matabeles went on the warpath, the mis-
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sion family fled into the laager, or defensive camp, at
Bulawayo. While the long siege lasted, men of the mission now and then made night journeys back to the
mission for supplies from the farm. It was a hazardous undertaking. Of one experience, Missionary Anderson said:
“I was making a night journey to the Solusi kraal,
four miles from the station. It was a dark night, making the way difficult; but the darkness favored the
chances of getting through without being seen by the
hostile Matabeles. I had come to Solusi safely, and
was returning, following the wagon trail. I passed a
point where a footpath led off through the bush to the
mission. This was a short cut to the station; but it was
a rough path, and a difficult one in the darkness. So I
decided to hold to the better trail.
“I had gone but a few yards beyond the footpath
when a voice came to me clearly, saying, ‘Go back! Get
out of here quickly; take the footpath.’ It was too distinct and commanding to leave any room for questioning or hesitation. Quickly I turned back and started
down the path. No sooner was I clear of the road than
along came a war party of Matabeles, hurrying up the
road toward Bulawayo. Had I kept to the road, I should
have run directly into them; but following the voice
that came in the dark that night, I reached the mission in safety.”
“I will give them an heart to know Me, that I am the
Lord: and they shall be My people, and I will be their
God; for they shall return unto Me with their whole
heart.”

—Jeremiah 24:7
“Unto Him that is able to keep you from falling, and
to present you faultless before the presence of His
glory with exceeding joy.”
—Jude 24
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EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY QUAKERS

“Quaker” was a nickname first given by Judge
Bennet in 1650 to George Fox, because he warned
the judge that he should tremble at the Word of God
instead of ignoring it. The Quakers, also called the
Society of Friends, date back to the late 18th
century; and, along with many other Christians,
they were persecuted for their faith.

354

The Hand that Intervenes

PROVIDING FOOD FOR THE NEEDY

“For thus saith the Lord God of Israel, The barrel of
meal shall not waste, neither shall the cruse of oil
fail, until the day that the Lord sendeth rain upon
the earth.” 1 Kings 17:14.
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Early Quaker
Experiences

Twenty-One
Chapter TwentyOne

“The Lord is my rock, and my fortress, and my
deliverer; my God, my strength, in whom I will trust;
my buckler, and the horn of my salvation, and my
high tower.”—Psalm 18:2.

The early colonial Quaker carried his principles
into the savage Indian wilds, as well as into civilized
communities. And just where it would naturally be
considered impossible to follow the principles, he
surely demonstrated, as a matter of a hundred years
of history, that God honored his simple faith.
GOD, THEIR DEFENSE IN SAVAGE WILDS

In a book, called An account of the Conduct of
Friends Toward the Indian Tribes (London, 1844),
the following testimony was quoted from one of the
Quaker settlers in West Jersey, along the upper Delaware, who wrote in 1678:
“A providential hand was very visible and remarkable in many instances that might be mentioned; and
the Indians were even rendered our benefactors and
protectors. Without any carnal weapons we entered
the land and inhabited therein, as safe as if there had
been thousands of garrisons; for the Most High preserved us from harm, both from man and beast.”
In recounting experiences in remote parts of New
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England, which he visited in 1704, Thomas Chalkley,
a man of business, but an active Quaker missionary,
said in his journal:
“About this time the Indians were very barbarous
in the destruction of the English inhabitants, scalping
some and knocking out the brains of others (men,
women, and children), by which the country was
greatly alarmed both night and day; but the great Lord
of all was pleased wonderfully to preserve our Friends,
especially those who kept faithfully to their peaceable
principles.”
Again, reporting visits to a disturbed community,
the traveler wrote:
“A neighbor of the aforesaid people told me that,
as he was at work in his field, the Indians saw and
called to him; and he went to them. They told him
that they had no quarrel with the Quakers; for they
were a quiet, peaceable people, and hurt nobody; and
that therefore none should hurt them. Those Indians
began about this time to shoot people down, as they
rode along the road, and to knock them on their heads
in their beds, and very barbarously murdered many.
But we traveled the country, and had large meetings,
and the good presence of God was with us abundantly;
and we had great inward joy in the Holy Ghost in our
outward jeopardy and travels. The people generally
rode and went to their worship armed; but Friends
went to their meetings without either sword or gun,
having their trust and confidence in God.”
In his Quaker Anecdotes, Richard Pike tells of an
incident in Saratoga County, New York. Indians on the
warpath surrounded a Friends’ meetinghouse, creeping to the doors and windows, watching the solemnfaced worshipers, and leaving them unmolested. The
report says:
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“Before their departure, however, Robert Nisbet,
who could speak and understand the French language,
had a conversation with their leader in French. He
told Robert that they surrounded the house, intending to destroy all who were in it; but,’ said he, ‘when
we saw you sitting with your door open, and without
weapons of defense, we had no disposition to hurt
you—we would have fought for you.’ This party had
human scalps with them.”
Surely God laid a restraining hand upon these wild
men in response to the faith of these trusting children
of His. Speaking of the perilous times that broke over
the frontiers when the systematic Indian raids began,
Sharpless says of the Indian:
“Even then he seems to have understood that the
Quaker was his friend, and shielded him in his frontier raids. It is said that only three members of the
sect were killed by the Indians in the Pennsylvania
troubles; and they had so far abandoned their ordinary trustful attitude as to carry guns in defense.”—A
Quaker Experiment in Government, p. 171.
To make the record strictly accurate, it should be
said that but two of these three carried weapons. The
third, a woman, took refuge with an armed party in a
fort; and she, being seen leaving the fort, was killed.
In all the story of missions, the missionary has
faced savage men with no fleshly weapon, ready to
give his life, if need be, as a testimony to the love of
Christ, who gave His life for men. These early Friends
considered themselves, every one, a missionary of
Christ to all men; and this history of a hundred years
and more of life in the border wilds is a testimony to
the fact that God was their defense as they put their
trust in Him.
A Quaker author of nearly a century ago, Dr. Tho-
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mas Hancock, wrote of the experiences of that people
in this matter of committing all to God in times of
tumult and peril:
“It is a fact of not infrequent occurrence that, when
things have been brought to the most critical juncture
and, according to human apprehension, death or
bondage has been inevitable, those who have been able
to trust with meekness in divine help have experienced
wonderful preservation.”
AN ARM THAT RESTRAINED

In the days of the Irish rebellion of 1798, Protestants in County Wexford were being hunted and slain
without mercy. The daughter of a godly Quaker family
tells of the restraining hand of God that saved in the
hour of peril as her parents committed themselves
and their children to the divine care. One day a band
of armed ruffians came to the house, led by one Kehoe,
who had been shooting and robbing all about. The
daughter’s account states:
“They asked for some refreshment; and they were
ushered into the kitchen, and sat down at a table, and
some food was set before them. A few minutes after
another party, about the same number (about eight
persons), also armed, came to the front door and inquired if some of their men were not in the house,
which was replied to by my father in the affirmative;
and they were sent to join them in the kitchen, when
they all sat down to the table, or near it.
“We were all at this time in the parlor. My dear
mother seemed to feel an impulse in her mind to go
out into the kitchen; and she requested my father to
remain with the children in the parlor. I went with
her. She carried a stocking she was knitting; and we
placed ourselves with our backs to the fireplace and
immediately facing the table where this party sat. Af-
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ter a few moments, when they appeared to have finished their repast, they remained in a state of sullen
silence; when this Kehoe raised his eyes and sternly
fixed them upon my mother. She instantly perceived
it; and she kept her eyes firmly fixed on his until he
bent down his head, as if confounded.
“A short pause of sullen silence again ensued among
them. I do not believe a word was uttered by anyone;
and they all, as by one impulse, suddenly rose from
their seats, went out, and went away. In the meantime
the girl I have noticed [the one servant who had not
left them] went out for some turf for the fire, when she
found a number of women in the out-offices, who had
ropes with them, and who inquired of her anxiously,
‘What are the men about? What are the men about?’
We afterward understood that these ropes were intended to assist in carrying away the plunder, after
our lives had been disposed of by this party.”
Hints from the neighbors from day to day fully confirmed the impression that deadly peril was still impending. All about, Protestants who had joined together
to fight for their lives had been slain. Then the one
remaining servant fled from the house, a signal that
another blow was about to fall. And still they put themselves in the hands of God and looked to Him for aid.
The account continues:
“Early one morning, before we were up, we were
again visited by a hostile band, several of whom were
on horseback, some neighbors and some strangers.
They got admittance at the back door, where they kept
guard; and four or five, with pikes and firearms, came
upstairs where we were in bed. Their pretense was
alleged to be that we had a person in the house who
was inimical to them. This was disavowed, but they
were directed to search by my father. They did so, but
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found no one. They appeared most maliciously angry; and one of them, in going downstairs, struck his
pike through the glass of the clock, and into the dial
plate, the mark of which is still visible. Others of them
stabbed some tinware and other articles in the
kitchen. After this they went away, some cursing and
swearing, and saying they could not conceive or understand ‘what prevented them from doing what they
came to do,’ or words to the same effect.”—Principles
of Peace, by Dr. Thomas Hancock.
The praying family, who had cast themselves upon
the Lord for safety, knew well whose arm it was that
held back these men from “doing what they came to
do.”
UPRIGHT AMID RUINS

A story of special protection amid the desolations
of war was told by an English naval officer, Lieutenant
Handley, present at the bombardment of Copenhagen
by the British fleet, in 1807. Speaking of the execution wrought by the bombardment, he wrote:
“Some days after, I walked among the ruins, consisting of the cottages of the poor, houses of the rich,
manufactories, lofty steeples, humble meetinghouses.
In the midst of this desolation stood one house—all
around it was a burnt mass—this stood alone, untouched by the fire, a monument of mercy.
“ ‘Whose house is that?’ I asked.
“ ‘That,’ said the interpreter, ‘belongs to and is occupied by a member of the Society of Friends; he would
not leave the house, but remained in prayer with his
family during the bombardment.’
“ ‘Surely,’ thought I, ‘the hairs of thy head were
numbered. He has been a shield to thee in battle, a
wall of fire round thee, a bright and shining witness of
that care our Lord and Saviour has over those who
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follow peace.’ ‘Blessed are the peacemakers: for they
shall be called the children of God.’ ”—Principles of
Peace, by Dr. Thomas Hancock.
“There is reason to believe,” said Dr. Hancock, in
quoting this testimony, “that the person of whom it is
related was not a member of the Society of Friends,
though he might be of the same principle with them.”
TWO PROVIDENCES OF THE SEA

The Quaker missionary, Thomas Chalkley, in his
journal, published in New York in 1808, bears witness to his faith in a heavenly Father’s providence.
In 1707 he sailed for the West Indies, on a missionary visit to the island peoples. On the way from
the island of St. Kitts to Jamaica, he had an experience of merciful deliverance which he tells as follows:
“On our way to Jamaica we saw a small privateer
that gave us chase; and, it being calm, she rowed up
toward us. The master prepared the vessel to fight,
hoisting up his mainsail and putting out our colors.
“In the interim some were bold and some sorrowful. One came to me and asked what I thought of it. I
told him I thought I was as willing to go to heaven as
he, himself, was; to which he said nothing, but turned
away from me.
“Another asked me what I would do now. I told him
I would pray that they might be made better, and that
they might be made fit to die.
“Then in the midst of their hurry, in secret I begged
of the Almighty, in the name and for the sake of His
dear Son, that He would be pleased to cause a fresh
gale of wind to spring up, that we might be delivered
from the enemy without shedding blood, well-knowing that few of them were fit to die. And even while I
was thus concerned, the Lord answered my desire and
prayer; for in a few minutes the wind sprang up. And
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we soon left them out of sight, our vessel sailing extraordinarily well.”
Some years later Mr. Chalkley sailed from the Bermuda Islands for America, with a cargo of his own
goods; for his business was carried on for the purpose of supporting his missionary undertakings. By
calms and by contrary winds, the ship’s progress was
discouraging. The crew of twelve found themselves far
at sea, with food gone and starvation threatening. The
journal says:
“The people began to murmur, and told dismal stories about people eating one another for want of provisions. And the wind being still against us and, for
aught we could see, liked to continue, they murmured
more and more; at last against me in particular, because the vessel and cargo was consigned to me, and
was under my care. So that my inward exercise was
great about it. Neither myself nor any in the vessel did
imagine that we should be half so long as we were on
the voyage.
“But since it was so, I seriously considered the matter; and, to stop their murmuring, I told them they
should not need to cast lots, which was usual in such
cases, which of us should die first. For I would freely
offer up my life to do them good. One said: ‘God bless
you! I will not eat any of you.’ Another said he would
die before he would eat any of me. And so said several.
“I can truly say on that occasion, at that time, my
life was not dear to me; and that I was serious and
ingenuous in my proposition. As I was leaning over
the side of the vessel, thoughtfully considering my
proposal to the company and looking in my mind to
Him that made me, a very large dolphin came up toward the top, or surface, of the water and looked me
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in the face.
“I called to the people to put a hook into the sea,
and take him; for here is one come to redeem me (said
I to them). And they put a hook into the sea, and the
fish readily took it; and they caught him. He was longer
than myself: I think he was about six feet long, and
the largest that ever I saw.
“This plainly showed us that we ought not to distrust the providence of the Almighty. The people were
quieted by this act of Providence, and murmured no
more. We caught enough to eat plentifully of till we got
into the capes of Delaware. Thus I saw it was good to
depend upon the Almighty and rely upon His eternal
arm, which in a peculiar manner did preserve us safe
to our desired port.”
This journal of the godly Quaker missionary and
man of business shows a life of incessant activity, everywhere experiencing the protecting and delivering
mercies of God.
AT THE LAST MOMENT

How one godly Quaker was providentially delivered
is told by the historian Lossing, in his Pictorial FieldBook of the Civil War. Speaking of certain North Carolina Quakers who were drafted into the Confederate
army, the historian says:
“About a dozen of them were in Lee’s army at
Gettysburg, and were among the prisoners captured
there. They had steadily borne practical testimony to
the strength of their principles in opposing war. They
were subjected to great cruelties.
“One of them, who refused to fight, was ordered by
his colonel to be shot. A squad of twelve men were
drawn up to shoot him. They loved him as a brother,
because of his goodness; and when ordered to fire,
every man refused.
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“The remainder of the company were called up,
and ordered to shoot the first twelve if they did not
execute the order. The intended victim folded his
hands, raised his eyes, and said, ‘Father, forgive them;
for they know it what they do.’ The entire company
threw down their muskets and refused to obey the
order.
“Their exasperated captain, with a horrid oath, tried
to shoot him with his pistol. The cap would not explode. Then he dashed upon him with his horse, but
the meek conscript was unharmed.
“Just then a charge of some of Meade’s troops drove
the Confederates from their position; and the Quaker
became a prisoner. He and his coreligionists were sent
to Fort Delaware. When the fact was made known to
some of their sect in Philadelphia, it was laid before
the President; and he ordered their release.”—Vol. III,
p. 79.
THE PROVIDENTIAL LOAF

The name of the man above referred to was William Hockett. Already he had experienced a special
providence on the march northward. He had worked
about the cook tent, as being in a noncombatant line
of service, but had displeased his associates by giving
away his own evening meal to a fellow noncombatant
(not a Quaker, but doubtless a Dunkard). For this, he
was told, he should get no more rations. “Well,” replied Hockett, “I shall be fed in some way.” How this
came about is told by Cartland in the book, Southern
Heroes:
“In the morning, as the troops were marching to
another camp, they passed a small house near the
road. It was getting well along in the day, and William
was beginning to feel the need of his breakfast; he
wondered where it would come from, when he came
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opposite this house. Suddenly the window was
opened, and a woman threw a large loaf of bread
directly at him. He caught it in his hands. She hurriedly closed the window, and neither of them spoke.
“Was it an accident that he, the only one of all that
marching host that needed bread, should be provided
for in this strange manner? William thought of the
Lord’s feeding Elijah by the use of a raven, and concluded that He had used this woman, perhaps unconsciously to her, as a means of supplying his need. This
bread lasted him till he was captured and fed by the
Union soldiers.”
“IN PERILS OF ROBBERS”

How the apostle Paul was delivered amid the “perils of robbers” he does not tell us. We do know that he
had constantly to thank God for a stretched-out arm
of deliverance in every time of peril until his work was
done.
In the old days in England, when highwaymen infested remote country roads, two Quaker evangelists
had experiences of providential deliverance from robbers, as narrated by Richard Pike in his Quaker Anecdotes. He says:
“Robert Barclay, the celebrated apologist of the
Quakers, and Leonard Fell, a member of the same
society, were severally attacked by highwaymen in
England, at different times. Both faithfully adhered to
their nonresistance principles; and both signally triumphed. The pistol was leveled at Barclay, and a demand made for his purse.
“Calm and self-possessed, he looked the robber in
the face, with a firm but meek benignity. He assured
him that he was his and every man’s friend, that he
was willing and ready to relieve his wants, that he was
free from the fear of death through a divine hope in
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immortality, and therefore was not to be intimidated
by a deadly weapon. Then he appealed to him, whether
he could have the heart to shed the blood of one who
had no other feeling or purpose but to do him good.
“The robber was confounded; his eye melted, his
brawny arm trembled, his pistol fell to his side, and
he fled from the presence of the nonresistant hero
whom he could no longer confront.”
Of Leonard Fell’s experience, Mr. Pike further narrates:
“It is related of Leonard Fell, that as he was traveling alone, he was once accosted by a highwayman who
demanded his money, which he gave him. He next requested his horse also, when Leonard Fell dismounted
and let him take it. But before the robber rode away,
he solemnly warned him against the evil course he
was pursuing.
“The highwayman became enraged; he asked him
why he preached to him and threatened ‘to blow out
his brains.’ But Leonard Fell replied, ‘Though I would
not give my life for my money or my horse, I would
give it to save thy soul’—an answer which so went to
the heart of the robber that he declared if he were
such a man as that, he would have neither his money
nor his horse; both of which he returned and went his
way.”
Such deliverances have not come as a result of a
calculating policy of conduct, but as accompaniments
of the life of trust, which never asks how the deliverance is to come or even whether there will be temporal deliverance.
“The integrity of the upright shall guide them . . The
righteousness of the upright shall deliver them . .
Such as are upright in their way are His delight.”

—Proverbs 11:3, 6, 20
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A PROVIDENTIALLY TIMED DELIVERER

“But when the fulness of the time was come, God
sent forth His Son.” Galatians 4:4. “And she shall
bring forth a Son, and thou shalt call His name
Jesus: for He shall save His people from their sins.
Now all this was done, that it might be fulfilled
which was spoken of the Lord by the prophet.”
Matthew 1:21-22
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SENT AT JUST THE RIGHT TIME

“Then the Spirit said unto Philip, Go near, and
join thyself to this chariot. And Philip ran
thither to him, and heard him read the prophet
Esaias, and said, Understandest thou what
thou readest?” Acts 8:29-30.
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Messages
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Timed

“His word runneth very swiftly.” Psalm 147:15. “That
I should know how to speak a word in season to him
that is weary.”—Isaiah 50:4.

So many times is the message of comfort and of
life guided to the needy soul at just the right time, that
one must recognize the hand of Providence superintending all. He is quick to send the message, “in season,” and able to guide souls to the place where the
message may be awaiting them, just as Philip met the
Ethiopian precisely as the latter, reading in his chariot,
had reached the fifty-third chapter of Isaiah.
Mr. Gladstone once said:
“Who doubts that, times without number, particular portions of Scripture find their way to the human
soul as if they were embassies from on high, each with
its own commission of comfort, of guidance, or of
warning? . .
“Amid the crowds of the court, or the forum, or the
street, or the marketplace, where every thought of every soul seems to be set upon the excitement of ambition or of business or of pleasure, there too, even there,
the still small voice of the Holy Bible will be heard.
And the soul, aided by some blessed word, may find
wings like a dove, may flee away and be at rest.”
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COMMISSIONED IN A VISION

During the years 1840-1850, Dr. Thomas E. Bond
was editor of the Baltimore Christian Advocate, at
that time one of the leading Methodist organs in
America. After his death, in 1856, that paper published a memoir of his services and work. The writer
of this memoir related the following experience of Dr.
Bond’s:
“He very rarely mentioned it, and never ventured
to designate or explain it. Its truth is, however, beyond question. The circumstances forbid the supposition of optical illusion or temporary hallucination.
There are those living who testify to such of the facts
as were subject to observation; and the memorials of
the transaction are yet distinctly preserved in the religious character of sons and daughters of some who
were immediately affected by it.
“Being on a visit to his father, he was deeply grieved
to find the church, which he had left in a state of prosperous activity, languishing, lukewarm, and weak. His
thoughts were much occupied with the subject; and,
of course, it was a matter of earnest and frequent
prayer.
“In this state of mind, one morning he was walking
over the fields to a neighboring house, when suddenly
he seemed to be in a room where a number of people
were assembled, apparently for worship. The room
he recognized as an apartment in the house of a neighbor, where a prayer meeting was to be held on the
evening of that day. Had he stood in the midst of it, he
could not have been more conscious of the scene.
There was nothing of the dim, or shadowy, or dreamy
about it. He recognized the people, noticed where they
sat and stood, remarked his father near the table, at
which a preacher was rising to give out a hymn. Near
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the middle of the congregation he saw a man named
Charleston, for whose salvation he felt considerable
anxiety, standing with his son beside him.
“While gazing with astonishment upon the scene,
he heard the words, ‘Go and tell Charleston that he
has an offer of salvation for the last time.’
“Naturally supposing that the too great concentration of mind upon one subject had induced some hallucination of the senses, Dr. Bond fell down on his
knees and besought God to preserve his reason. The
scene, however, continued; it would not disappear or
change in any of its particulars. In vain he struggled
to dispel it; the voice yet repeated, with indubitable
distinctness, ‘Go tell Charleston that he has an offer
of salvation for the last time.’ Yet how would he dare
to deliver so awful a message?
“For a great length of time he struggled for deliverance from what he still considered an illusion. At length
an expedient occurred to him, which he adopted. He
had never been in the room in which he was apparently present, when it was used for a public religious
meeting. He, of course, did not know how it was commonly prepared for such occasions. He therefore noted
with great care the particulars of the scene. He saw
where the little table for the preacher, the benches and
chairs for the people, were placed. He noticed his acquaintances and where they sat and stood; and, when
he was satisfied that he had possessed himself perfectly of these details, he said, ‘I will go to this meeting; and if I find all things there to correspond with
what I now see, it shall be a sign from the Lord, and I
will deliver the message.’ Immediately the scene vanished, and he was alone in the green fields.
“With a spirit indescribably agitated, he returned
home, where he found ladies, who required him to
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escort them a long distance; and it was somewhat
past the hour fixed for the meeting when he reached
the place. During the day he had freely indulged the
hope that on his entrance into the room, his trouble
would disappear. He thought he had been the subject of an illusion, the fruit of an excited brain; and
that a want of correspondence, immediately to be
detected, between the real scene and the one presented to his disordered fancy, would at once satisfy
him as to the morbid character of his morning vision
and release him from the obligation of delivering the
terrible message with which he was conditionally
charged.
“When he opened the door, however, he saw again,
in all its minuteness of detail, the morning scene. In
vain he searched the room for a variant particular.
There sat his father in the designated place. The
preacher at the table was rising to give out the hymn.
In the midst of the room stood Charleston, with his
son beside him. Everything demanded that the message should be delivered.
“After the preliminary exercises, he rose and stated
the circumstances as we have related them; and then,
going to Charleston, he laid his hand upon him, and
repeated the words he had heard.
“The effect was indescribable. Charleston and his
son fell down together and called upon God. An awful
solemnity rested upon all present. Many cried for
mercy; and, from that time, began a revival which
spread far and wide, the fruits of which are yet seen
after many days.”
In these last days, with unbalanced temperaments
and fanaticism running wild; men and women disregarding the Word of God and following fancies and
impressions, we need more than ever to emphasize
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the things of the Word.
“To the law and to the testimony: if they speak
not according to this Word, it is because there is no
light in them.” Isa. 8:20.
However, in many an experience we see that God
bears testimony at the moment of need even if by unusual means. There is no warrant to deny to the Lord’s
providence in these days a means that He used
throughout Old and New Testament times. An article
in the Edinburgh International Review of Missions
(April, 1917), on the calls to foreign missionary service of some eminent men, says:
“Dreams and visions as a factor in missionary vocation form a curious study. The phenomenon is not
infrequent and has influenced some of the greatest
missionaries, and one may add, some of the sanest.
The case of Paul and the man of Macedonia does not
stand alone.”
Then, referring to the call of one eminent American worker to a particular service by a dream, the
Review adds:
“Such stories would probably be more frequently
recorded were it not for a shame bred of modern skepticism on such points.”
THE “WORD IN SEASON” GIVEN

An associate of John Wesley, John F. Fletcher, was
one of the eminent men of early Methodism. He related an experience, which is preserved in a Life of
Mr. Fletcher, included in the complete Works of Wesley.
On standing up to preach one Sunday at Madeley,
the entire topic upon which he had prepared to speak
was taken from his mind. Neither text nor subject
matter could he recall. In his confusion and embarrassment, he had recourse to the morning Scripture
lesson that he had just read, the third chapter of
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Daniel. He commented for a time on the lesson of the
three Hebrew children and the fiery furnace. He says:
“I found in doing it such an extraordinary assistance from God, and such a peculiar enlargement of
heart, that I supposed there must be some peculiar
cause for it. I therefore desired, if any of the congregation found anything particular, they would acquaint
me with it in the ensuing week.
“In consequence of this, the Wednesday after, a
woman came and gave me the following account:
“I have been for some time much concerned about
my soul. I have attended the church at all opportunities, and have spent much time in private prayer. At
this my husband (who is a butcher) has been exceedingly enraged, and threatened me severely what he
would do if I did not leave off going to John Fletcher’s
church; yea, if I dared to go anymore to any religious
meeting whatsoever.
“ ‘When I told him I could not in conscience refrain
from going at least to our parish church, he grew quite
outrageous, and swore dreadfully, if I went anymore,
he would cut my throat as soon as I came home.
“ ‘This made me cry mightily to God, that He would
support me in the trying hour; and though I did not
feel any great degree of comfort, yet having a sure confidence in God, I determined to go on in my duty and
leave the event to Him.
“ ‘Last Sunday, after many struggles with the devil
and my own heart, I came downstairs ready for church.
My husband asked me whether I was resolved to go
thither. I told him I was. ‘Well, then,’ said he, ‘I shall
not (as I intended) cut your throat; but I will heat the
oven and throw you into it the moment you come
home.’
“ ‘Notwithstanding this threatening, which he en-
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forced with many bitter oaths, I went to church, praying all the way that God would strengthen me to suffer whatever might befall me. While you were speaking of the three children whom Nebuchadnezzar cast
into the burning fiery furnace, I found it all belonged
to me, and God applied every word to my heart.
“ ‘When the sermon was ended, I thought, if I had
a thousand lives I could lay them all down for God. I
felt my whole soul so filled with His love that I hastened home fully determined to give myself to whatsoever God pleased, nothing doubting; either He
would take me to heaven, if He suffered me to be
burned to death, or that He would someway deliver
me, even as He did His three servants that trusted in
Him.
“ ‘When I got almost to our own door, I saw the
flames issuing out of the mouth of the oven; and I
expected nothing else but that I should be thrown into
it immediately. I felt my heart rejoice; that, if it were
so, the will of the Lord would be done. I opened the
door; and, to my utter astonishment, saw my husband
upon his knees, wrestling with God in prayer for the
forgiveness of his sins. He caught me in his arms, earnestly begged my pardon, and has continued diligently
to seek God ever since.’ ”
Mr. Fletcher added:
“I now know why my sermon was taken from me;
namely, that God might thus magnify His mercy.”—
Works of Wesley, Vol. VI, p. 465.
HOW PROVIDENCE WENT BEFORE
THE COLPORTEUR-EVANGELIST

Two colporteur-evangelists—Messrs. F.W. Bishop
and T.H. Davis, of California—arrived in Santiago,
Chile, praying God to go before them by His providence as they pioneered the way for their society in
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that great Catholic city.
Eighteen years afterward, on a visit to Santiago,
the writer learned how truly the watchful providence
of God had answered their prayer. Here is the story,
as told by one who later joined them in evangelistic
work, Mr. Victor Thomann, a resident of Santiago at
the time of their arrival. He says:
“One night I had a dream, in which I seemed to be
walking in the Alameda. I met two men, strangers,
one of whom said as I passed, ‘Bendice, alma mia, a
Jehova’ (‘Praise the Lord, O my soul’).
“The dream made a deep impression upon my
mind. A month passed; and, as I walked along the
street, I often recalled the impression of the dream.
But no one had spoken the words heard in the dream,
and I began to think there was nothing special to it.
“But one day, as I passed along the avenue, I casually noticed two foreigners approaching, who were
walking slowly, apparently studying from a Bible. At
the moment I did not think of the dream. But as I
passed them, one spoke aloud, reading the words,
‘Bendice, alma mia, a Jehova.’
“On hearing the words, I looked intently, and recognized clearly in their appearance the same men that
I had seen in my dream a month before. I turned at
once and spoke with them.
“I could speak no English at the time, and they
could not speak sufficient Spanish to carry on much
conversation; but I invited them to come to my home
to take some milk and bread and to give me opportunity to inquire as to their mission in Santiago.
“Though we were unable to converse much together,
I learned that they were missionaries. From the dream
I understood that they had a special message; and I
wanted to learn what it was. I visited them at Mr.
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Balada’s house, where they had a room. Mr. Balada
told me they were talking about the Sabbath. We were
surprised. During the following week, my brother
Eduardo and I gave earnest attention to the subject
of the Sabbath and the advent, as also did Mr. Balada
and his wife and others. The result was that the next
Sabbath we met with the missionaries Bishop and
Davis to keep the day holy in worship and study,—
twelve of us all together rejoicing in the truth.”
THE PROVIDENCE THAT BROUGHT COMFORT

How the Lord directly intervened to send comfort
to a heart-broken child of His, alone in a land of strangers, is told by Thomas Evans, for many years a missionary in India. The Lord, who is “the God of all comfort,” does surely hear the sigh of the mourner and
note the tears of grief; and He longs to give assurance
of His love and sympathy. His Word declares it, from
Genesis to Revelation. This incident shows that His
angels hover near those who are in sorrow.
In his book, A Welshman in India, Mr. Evans, after telling of his work in Calcutta, says:
“Before leaving this account of my stay in Calcutta,
I should like to narrate an interesting incident illustrating God’s special care for His people in times of
trouble. It happened one day in June, 1876. I was on
a visit to Calcutta and was returning one afternoon
from a friend’s house, when I felt a sudden impulse to
visit the cemetery [Circular Rood Cemetery], where
some ten years before I had laid in the grave the body
of a beloved child. As it was rather late, and I had
some friends to see, I did not at once yield to the desire. I turned back; but somehow I could not proceed.
And I thought I heard a voice say, ‘Go today; go now.’ I
observed the call and went, feeling curious as to what
these feelings meant.
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“It was almost sunset, and the calm and quiet
sultry evening added solemnity to the scene as I
wended my way through the city of the dead. My first
thought was to go straight on through the center of
the cemetery and come out near the spot where the
little grave was situated; but I decided to reach it by
taking the path by the north wall. On this path, close
by, all of a sudden as I went I saw a figure of a solitary lady, dressed in deep mourning, bending over a
newly made grave, and sobbing as if her heart would
break.”
For a moment he stood hesitating, and then spoke
to the stranger. He continues:
“As soon as I began to speak, she seemed quite
startled, and could only sob. After a few seconds, looking up to me with eyes full of tears and with quivering
lips, she said, ‘O yes, I am in great trouble. My dear
husband, he died after a few days’ illness. And I am
quite a stranger here. I have come to see his grave for
the last time forever. Tomorrow I go on board a steamer
for England, and never again shall I see his grave. Oh,
I am so sad! What shall I do?’
“I said, ‘What was your husband, and where is your
home?’ To this she answered, ‘He was captain of the
S— C—, and my home is in P—, in Wales.’ I had
guessed from her accent that she was Welsh; so I said,
‘A wyddoch chwi Cymraeg?’ (that is, Do you know
Welsh?)
“The sound of her native tongue quite startled her;
and she gave me a look of surprise, as if half afraid to
speak. Then she said in pure Welsh, ‘O yes; I know
Welsh well. Are you a Welshman?’
“I said I was; and that I felt as if God had sent me
there to comfort her, though I had come to see the
grave of my own dear child. Then I said, ‘I hope you
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know the Lord Jesus?’
“ ‘O yes,’ she said, ‘I do, and so did my husband;
we are both children of God, but I am sorely stricken
now. My husband had no fear of death. He was quite
prepared to go.’ Shortly before he died, he sang,
“In the swelling tide of Jordan,
Jesus will my head sustain.”

“But, oh, it seems so hard to bear the parting! She
now told me her history: how she had been married
only sixteen months, had come out to India with her
husband, and had hoped to return home with him.
He was only a few days ill. He had committed her to
the care of God. ‘But,’ she added, ‘how good God is! I
was here alone in my sorrow, and my heart was breaking, and God sent you, my own countryman and a
Christian, to comfort me.’
“I now asked her if I should pray in Welsh, which
was done; and then I sang the beautiful Welsh hymn,
‘In the swelling waves of Jordan.’ She could now join
in the hymn, though with a tremulous voice, and could
rejoice in the God of her salvation, and could leave
the precious dust of her loved one to the care of Him
who said, ‘I am the resurrection and the life.’ She left
the grave blessing God for His consolation in the day
of trouble.”
LED OF THE LORD TO LIGHT

As Cornelius, the centurion, prayed for light at
Caesarea, he saw in vision an angel, who said:
“Thy prayers and thine alms are come up for a memorial before God. And now send men to Joppa, and
call for one Simon, whose surname is Peter: he lodgeth
with one Simon a tanner, whose house is by the seaside: he shall tell thee what thou oughtest to do.”—
Acts 10:4-6.
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How encouragingly direct and personal is the connection between heaven and earth in the Scripture
story. And still the Lord is continually guiding the longing hearts of His children to the place of help. One
modern example is afforded in the story of an experience that came to Evangelist A.S. Booth in a California town:
“Mr. Booth and an associate were holding tent
meetings in the town. Some miles away in the country
lived a man who had led a worldly and irreligious life.
One night, while he was in bed, the conviction of sin
came upon him so powerfully and so distressingly that
he was impelled to get up and pray for mercy and for
relief. The conviction continued with him a day or two,
bringing him great mental distress. I believe he got
hold of a New Testament and began to read it. Then,
in his trouble, he left his ranch in the mountains and
went down to the town to seek for help.
“The first evening he attended a Salvation Army
meeting; but, when it closed, he had not found the
relief he sought. That night, at midnight, he was walking the street in his distress of soul. A policeman noted
him as a stranger, apparently loitering in the night,
and accosted him as a suspicious character. The man
told of his trouble and why he had come to the town.
‘I’ll tell you, if that is what you want,’ said the policeman, ‘you go down to that tent, where those young
men are preaching [directing him to our tent meeting]; they are preaching the truth there.’
“So next morning the man found the evangelists;
and there he found release from his burden and joy in
the acceptance of the truth. Then he begged that one
of the workers go back with him to teach the way to
his household.
“One of the workers visited the brother’s home;
and there the blessing of the Lord brought salvation
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to his house. In one of the last Bible studies at the
ranch, they read how Cornelius prayed and the Lord
led him to send for Peter to come and teach him the
way of life. The new brother’s heart was melted with
gratitude and love as he saw that the same God had in
mercy convicted him of sin, through no human agency,
and then providentially led him to those who could
teach him the truth for these last days.”
HOW PROVIDENCE PREPARED THE WAY

How the topic was given to the preacher, and how
the hearer was prepared to give heed to the words
spoken,—that is a story of providence told in the book,
The Great Second Advent Movement, by J.N. Loughborough. It is a story of the early days of the Seventhday Adventists.
Captain Joseph Bates, of Massachusetts, had retired from the sea and given himself to evangelistic
work. A mother in Somerville had been prayerfully
anxious for her daughter, Miss Annie K. Smith, to attend the meeting Captain Bates was to address. The
sequel is told as follows:
“Elder Bates had never been in the room where
the meeting was to be held, and therefore knew nothing of its situation. The night before the meeting, he
dreamed of being in the room, and that every seat was
occupied except the one just by the door. He also
dreamed that he changed his subject from that on
which he intended to speak, and spoke on the sanctuary question. They had sung the first hymn, prayed,
and sung the second hymn. And he had just opened
his Bible and was reading, ‘Unto two thousand and
three hundred days; then shall the sanctuary be
cleansed.’ Pointing to the figure of the sanctuary on
the chart, the door opened; and a young lady entered
and took her seat in the vacant chair. He also dreamed
that the person was Annie R. Smith; and that she at
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once became interested and embraced the truth.
“Elder Bates’s meeting was on the Sabbath (Saturday); and, as there was no school that day. Annie
said, ‘Just to please my mother, I’ll go.’
“The night before that Sabbath she dreamed that
she went, and was late; that on arriving at the door
the first hymn had been sung, prayer offered, and they
were just concluding the second hymn; that as she
entered, she observed that every chair was occupied
but the one by the door; that a tall, noble, pleasant
speaker was pointing to a chart such as she had never
seen before, and was repeating, ‘Unto two thousand
and three hundred days; then shall the sanctuary be
cleansed.’ She dreamed that what he said greatly interested her; and that it was the truth.
“She started for the meeting in ample time, but
missed the way, so failed to get there until the singing
of the last of the second hymn. When she entered, everything was exactly as she had seen it in the dream;
and the identical man of her dream was repeating, in
the same manner, the text from Daniel 8:14. It struck
conviction to her heart at once.
“Elder Bates had not thought of his dream until
she entered the door and took her seat. He had prepared to talk on another subject, but his mind would
rest on the sanctuary question. While he was repeating the text, his dream flashed into his mind; and silently he prayed for help to speak to the hearts of his
hearers. He had great freedom in explaining the passing of the time, with which Annie was familiar. Then
he set forth the truth of the third angel’s message and
the Sabbath.
“As he closed the meeting, he stepped up to Annie,
and said: ‘I believe this is Sister Smith’s daughter, of
West Wilton. I never saw you before, but your counte-
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nance looks familiar. I dreamed of seeing you last
night.’ Then Annie told her dream. She left the meeting with feelings and aspirations all changed, having
there and then accepted the truth.”
“THE LORD SENT YOU HERE”

Years ago, in Oregon, a gospel worker, Evangelist
B.C. Tabor, related this experience:
“While engaged in Bible work, the brethren of the
conference committee asked me to go to C—to labor.
As I thought of responding to the call, the matter did
not seem clear. There seemed to come to me instead
more and more definitely the conviction that I should
go to A—. It was not a matter of my own choice; but,
somehow aside from any reason that I could give, the
conviction became most clear that A—was the place
to which I should go.
“I went to Portland and told the brethren this experience, and they said, ‘Go to A—.’ On my way the
impression came vividly to my mind (how imparted I
could not tell) of a certain street, on which, after following it several blocks, 1 should find the house in
which to begin the work.
“Reaching A—, I found the street; and, following it,
there was the house answering to the distinct impression given me. I called and explained my mission as a
Bible evangelist to the man of the house. ‘The Lord
must have sent you,’ he said, ‘for that is just what I
have wanted.’ He opened his house for Bible study
and cottage meetings; and, as a result, a church was
raised up.
“In working from house to house in the town, I had
noticed a house that stood apart in a field, at some
distance from the street along which I often passed at
a late afternoon hour, on the way to my stopping
place. I felt I should go to that house, but my hands
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were more than full of work; and, in the weariness
and pressure, I put it off. But the conviction still came
as I passed that way, returning from the day’s work.
“When I had delayed for three weeks, I felt I must
go; and I went across the field and knocked at the
door. A woman opened the door; and I saw that she
had been weeping. I showed her the tracts that I had
been circulating, and spoke of the study of the Bible.
“ ‘Friend,’ she said, looking intently at me, ‘the Lord
sent you here. For three weeks I have been praying at
this hour for light. God sent you to me.’ She accepted
the light of truth with a glad heart.”
For three weeks the woman had prayed at that
hour; and nearly every day at about the same hour
something seemed to whisper to the worker to turn
aside and go to that door.
Long ago a poor sinner was praying in Damascus
for light. And the word came to a servant of God there:
“Arise, and go into the street which is called
Straight, and inquire in the house of Judas for one
called Saul, of Tarsus: for, behold, he prayeth.”
Heaven knows the homes and hearts that are praying for light; and the Lord will guide the feet of His
servants to these waiting souls.
“THIS IS THE PLACE”

Recalling missionary experiences in the West Indian field some years ago, Evangelist E.W. Webster, of
the Seventh-day Adventists, gives the following story
of the providential manner in which one seeker after
truth was led into the right way:
“A woman in—was going to the shops to buy some
provisions for Sunday. On the street she saw two
women, well-dressed, Bibles in hand, as if on their
way to meeting. ‘This is not Sunday,’ she said to herself; ‘this is surely Saturday. What are those women
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going to church today for?’ She purchased her provisions and went home, still thinking about what she
had seen.
“That week she dreamed that she must get ready
and go with the women the next Saturday. When the
day came round, she got ready and went out on the
street, and waited for the women to make their appearance; but she failed to find them. She could only
wait; for she did not know who the women were or
where they were going on the day she had seen them.
“The next week she dreamed that she must get
ready again the next Saturday; and the Lord would
show her where to go. When the day came she started
out, walking about a mile across the city, and direct to
our mission.
“I was just well-started with the sermon when I
saw a stranger, a well-dressed woman, come into the
hall and take a seat well toward the front. She gave
good attention to the discourse.
“After meeting I spoke to her, when she told me the
story I have related, and added: ‘When I reached the
bottom of the stairs here, the Lord said to me, “This is
the place.” I inquired of no one. I believe you have the
truth.’
“After a little further study, she was baptized and
united with the church.”
“The secret of the Lord is with them that fear Him;
and He will show them His covenant.”
—Psalm 25:14
“As the heaven is high above the earth, so great is
His mercy toward them that fear Him.”
—Psalm 103:11
“Keeping mercy for thousands, forgiving iniquity and
transgression and sin.”

—Exodus 34:7
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JOHN G. PATON

John Paton (1824-1907) was the pioneer missionary
to the New Hebrides Islands in the South Pacific.
Shortly after arriving, he moved to the island of
Tanna, totally inhabited by savages. In 1861, after
many difficult experiences, he escaped to New South
Wales, Australia. In 1865, he returned to mission
work in the South Pacific.
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“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.

One of the classics of missionary literature is John
G. Paton’s story of his life in the New Hebrides, in the
South Pacific Ocean. He first landed on the island of
Tanna in the year 1858, as a missionary of the Reformed Presbyterian Church of Scotland.
THE BATTLE FOR GOD AND TANNA

The psalmist says that in olden time God rebuked
heathen kings for the sake of His children. Often, since
then, even fierce barbarians have felt the presence of
unseen guardians about the servants of the Lord. Again
and again Mr. Paton was surrounded by fierce cannibals, gathered with the determination to kill the missionary and all friendly to him.
RESTRAINED BY AN UNSEEN AGENCY

Mr. Paton tells of many wild scenes and his wonderful deliverances. Of one occasion he says:
“Frenzy of excitement prevailed, and the blood-fiend
seemed to override the whole assembly; when, under
an impulse that surely came from the Lord of pity,
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one great warrior chief (who had hitherto kept silent), rose, swung aloft a mighty club, and (smashing it earthward) cried aloud:
“ ‘The man that kills Missi must first kill me; the
men that kill the mission teachers must first kill me
and my people; for we shall stand by them and defend them till death.’
“Instantaneously, another chief thundered in with
the same declaration; and the great assembly broke
up in dismay.
“All the more remarkable was this deliverance, as
these two chiefs lived nearly four miles inland; and,
as reputed disease makers and sacred men, they were
regarded as among our bitterest enemies.”—The Story
of John G. Paton, p. 84.
Again, the missionary says:
“One day, while toiling away at my house, the war
chief and his brother and a large party of armed men
surrounded the plot where I was working. They all
had muskets, besides their own native weapons. They
watched me for some time in silence; and then every
man leveled a musket straight at my head. Escape
was impossible. Speech would only have increased
my danger. My eyesight came and went for a few moments. I prayed to my Lord Jesus . . I tried to keep
working on at my task, as if no one was near me. In
that moment, as never before, the words came to me,
‘Whatsoever ye shall ask in My name, I will do it;’ and
I knew I was safe.
“Retiring a little from their first position, no word
having been spoken, they took up the same attitude
somewhat farther off and seemed to be urging one
another to fire the first shot. But my dear Lord restrained them once again; and they withdrew.” —Idem,
pp. 114-115.
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A few days later natives in large numbers were
assembled about his house:
“A man furiously rushed on me with his ax; but a
Kaserumini chief snatched a spade with which I had
been working, and dexterously defended me from instant death.
“Life in such circumstances led me to cling very
near to the Lord Jesus; I knew not, for one brief hour,
when or how attack might be made; and yet, with my
trembling hand clasped in the hand once nailed on
Calvary, and now swaying the scepter of the universe,
calmness and peace and resignation abode in my soul.
“Next day a wild chief followed me about for four
hours with his loaded musket; and, though often directed toward me, God restrained his hand. I spoke
kindly to him and attended to my work as if he had
not been there, fully persuaded that my God had placed
me there and would protect me till my allotted task
was finished. Looking up in unceasing prayer to our
dear Lord Jesus, I left all in His hands and felt immortal till my work was done.
“Trials and hair-breadth escapes strengthened my
faith, and seemed only to nerve me for more to follow;
and they did tread swiftly upon each other’s heels.
Without that abiding consciousness of the presence
and power of my dear Lord and Saviour, nothing else
in all the world could have preserved me from losing
my reason and perishing miserably. His words, ‘Lo, I
am with you alway, even unto the end of the world,’
became to me so real that it would not have startled
me to behold Him, as Stephen did, gazing down upon
the scene.”—Idem, pp. 105-106.
Yet again:
“One evening I awoke three times to hear a chief
and his men trying to force the door of my house.
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JOHN PATON’S DEFENSE

“Our only safety lay in our appeal to that blessed
Lord who had placed us there, and in whom all
power had been given in heaven and on earth.”
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Though armed with muskets, they had some sense
of doing wrong, and were wholesomely afraid of a
little retriever dog which had often stood betwixt me
and death. God restrained them again; and next morning the report went all round the harbor that those
who tried to shoot me were ‘smitten weak with fear,’
and that shooting would not do.”—Idem, p. 106.
A powerfully built sacred man of the island, having publicly suffered defeat in an attempt to kill the
missionary by sorcery, now determined to kill him with
a warrior’s spear. Paton says:
“For weeks thereafter, go where I would, he would
suddenly appear on the path behind me, poising in
his right hand that same Goliath spear. God, only, kept
it from being thrown; and I, using every lawful precaution, had all the same to attend to my work as if no
enemy were there, leaving all other results in the hands
of Jesus.”—Idem, p. 129.
Still later a savage aimed a blow at the missionary
with a tomahawk. Paton avoided it, and said: “My Jehovah God is here to defend me now.”
Trembling, the man looked fearfully about, and
dared not follow farther. The fear of Jehovah again
restrained the savage heart.
THROUGH PERILS BY NIGHT

That is a blessed promise which the evil one perverted in the temptation in the wilderness:
“He shall give His angels charge over thee, to keep
thee in all thy ways. They shall bear thee up in their
hands, lest thou dash thy foot against a stone.” Psalm
91:11, 12.

Christ refused to tempt God by rashly putting Himself in jeopardy; but many a time, we know, servants
of God in peril have gone forward over unknown ways,
depending on the promise of angel guardianship.

392

The Hand that Intervenes

When, in his old age, Missionary Paton was visiting his homeland, one little girl, in whose home he
was to be a guest, asked her father,
“Is it the real Dr. Paton who slid down the rock,
that is coming to see us?”
“ ‘Yes, dear,’ said her father, ‘the very same.’
“And, Papa,” she asked with glowing eyes, “will his
coat be dirty where he slid down the rock?”
She had heard the story of Paton’s deliverance from
savages that dark night on Tanna, when he slid down
a precipice, asking God to bear him up from destruction. In his story of early days on Tanna, he gives the
incident as follows:
“Having made half the journey, I came to a dangerous path, almost perpendicular, up a great rock round
the base of which the sea roared deep. With my heart
lifted up to Jesus, I succeeded in climbing it, cautiously
grasping roots and resting by bushes till I safely
reached the top. There, to avoid a village, I had to keep
crawling slowly along the bush near the sea, on the
top of that great ledge of rock,—a feat I could never
have accomplished, even in daylight, without the excitement; but I felt that I was supported and guided in
all that life-or-death journey by my dear Lord Jesus.
“I had to leave the shore and follow up the bank of
a very deep ravine to a place shallow enough for one
to cross, and then through the bush away for the shore
again. By holding too much to the right, I missed the
point where I had intended to reach it. Small fires
were now visible through the bush; I heard the voices
of the people talking in one of our most heathen villages.
“Quietly drawing back, I now knew where I was,
and easily found my way toward the shore; but on
reaching the great rock, I could not in the darkness
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find the path down again. I groped about till I was
tired. I feared that I might stumble over and be killed;
or, if I delayed till daylight, that the savages would kill
me. I knew that one part of the rock was steep-sloping, with little growth or none thereon; and I searched
about to find it, resolved to commend myself to Jesus
and slide down thereby, that I might again reach the
shore and escape for my life.
“Thinking I had found this spot, I hurled down several stones and listened for their splash, that I might
judge whether it would be safe. But the distance was
too far for me to hear or judge. At high tide the sea
there was deep; but at low tide I could wade out of it
and be safe. The darkness made it impossible for me
to see anything. I let go my umbrella, shoving it down
with considerable force; but neither did it send me
back any news.
“Feeling sure, however, that this was the place I
sought, and knowing that to await the daylight would
be certain death, I prayed to my Lord Jesus for help
and protection; and I resolved to let myself go. First, I
fastened all my clothes as tightly as I could, so as not
to catch on anything; then I lay down, at the top, on
my back, feet foremost, holding my head downward
on my breast to keep it from striking on the rock;
then, after one cry to my Saviour, having let myself
down as far as possible by a branch, I at last let go,
throwing my arms forward and trying to keep my feet
well up. A giddy swirl, as if flying through the air, took
possession of me; a few moments seemed an age; I
rushed quickly down, and felt no obstruction till my
feet struck into the sea below.
“Adoring and praising my dear Lord Jesus, who
had ordered it so, I regained my feet; it was low tide, I
had received no injury. I recovered my umbrella; and,
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wading through, I found the shore path easier and
lighter than the bush had been. The very darkness
was my safety, preventing the natives from rambling
about. I saw no person to speak to till I reached a
village quite near to my own house, fifteen or twenty
miles from where I had started.
“I here left the sea path and promised some young
men a gift of fishhooks if they would guide me to the
nearest way through the bush to my mission station,
which they gladly and heartily did. I ran a narrow risk
in approaching them. They thought me an enemy; and
I arrested their muskets only by a loud cry: ‘I am
Missi! Don’t shoot; my love to you, my friends!’
“Praising God for His preserving care, I reached
home and had a long, refreshing sleep. The natives,
on hearing next day how I had come all the way in the
dark, exclaimed:
“ ‘Surely any of us would have been killed. Your
Jehovah God alone thus protects you and brings you
safely home.’
“With all my heart I said, ‘Yes! and He will be your
protector and helper too, if only you will obey and trust
in Him.’
“Certainly that night put my faith to the test. Had it
not been the assurance that I was engaged in His service, and that in every path of duty He would carry me
through or dispose of me therein for His glory, I could
never have undertaken either journey. St. Paul’s words
are true today and forever: ‘I can do all things through
Christ which strengtheneth me.’ ”—Idem, pp. 133-135.
A HOST PUT TO FLIGHT

The time came when the missionary had to flee
from the island. War had broken out between the
tribes. Paton had fled from his home to the village of a
friendly chief, Nowar; but now the enemy was coming
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upon them. The missionary says:
“On reaching Nowar’s village unobserved, we found
the people terror-stricken, crying, rushing about in
despair at such a host of armed savages approaching.
I urged them to ply their axes, cut down trees, and
blockade the path. For a little they wrought vigorously
at this; but when, so far as eye could reach, they saw
the shore covered with armed men rushing on toward
their village, they were overwhelmed with fear. They
threw away their axes and weapons of war, they cast
themselves headlong on the ground, and they knocked
themselves against the trees as if to court death before it came. They cried: ‘Missi, it’s of no use! We will
all be killed and eaten today! See what a host are coming against us.’
“Mothers snatched up little children and ran to hide
in the bush. Others waded as far as they could into
the sea with them, holding their heads above the water. The whole village collapsed in a condition of indescribable terror.
“Nowar, lame with his wounded knee, got a canoe
turned upside down and sat upon it where he could
see the whole approaching multitude. He said: ‘Missi,
sit down beside me, and pray to our Jehovah God; for
if He does not send deliverance now, we are all dead
men. They will kill us all on your account, and that
quickly. Pray, and I will watch!’ . .
“We prayed as one can only pray when in the jaws
of death and on the brink of eternity. We felt that God
was near, and omnipotent to do what seemed best in
His sight. When the savages were about three hundred yards off, at the foot of a hill leading up to the
village, Nowar touched my knee, saying, ‘Missi, Jehovah is hearing! They are all standing still.’
“Had they come on, they would have met with no
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WHERE DEAD PEOPLE WERE WORSHIPED

A shrine for ancestral worship in the New
Hebrides, where pigs were offered as
sacrifices.
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opposition; for the people were scattered in terror.
On gazing shoreward and around the harbor as far
as we could see was a dense host of warriors. But all
were standing still, and apparently absolute silence
prevailed.
“We saw a messenger running along the approaching multitude, delivering some tidings as he passed,
and then disappearing in the bush. To our amazement,
the host began to turn; he slowly marched back in
great silence and entered the remote bush at the head
of the harbor. Nowar and his people were in ecstasies,
crying out, ‘Jehovah has heard Missi’s prayer! Jehovah has protected us and turned them away back.’
”—Idem, pp. 179-181.
A DOUBLE DELIVERANCE

Mr. Paton and Mr. and Mrs. Mathieson, two other
missionaries on the island, were awakened one night
on the island of Tanna, in the South Seas, to find the
church next to their dwelling-house in flames. The
crisis had come. After many a deliverance, it seemed
this time they were to be slain. Armed savages were
all about. Mr. Paton ran out to tear down the reed fence
by which the flames were being carried swiftly toward
the mission house. A shout was raised, “Kill him! kill
him!” Mr. Paton told them:
“ ‘Dare to strike me; and my Jehovah God will punish you! He protects us; and He will punish you for
burning His church, for hatred to His worship and
people, and for all your bad conduct. We love you all;
and for doing you good only you want to kill us. But
our God is here now to protect us and to punish you.’
“They yelled in rage and urged each other to strike
the first blow; but the Invisible One restrained them. I
stood invulnerable, beneath His invisible shield, and
succeeded in rolling back the tide of flame from our
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dwelling-house.
“At this dread moment occurred an incident which
my readers may explain as they like, but which I trace
directly to the interposition of my God.
“A rushing and roaring sound came from the south,
like the noise of a mighty engine or of muttering thunder. Every head was instinctively turned in that direction; and they knew, from previous hard experience,
that it was one of their awful tornadoes of wind and
rain.
“Now, mark, the wind bore the flames away from
our dwelling-place; had it come in the opposite direction, no power on earth could have saved us from
being all consumed! It made the work of destroying
the church only that of a few minutes; but it brought
with it a heavy and murky cloud, which poured out a
perfect torrent of tropical rain. Now, mark again, the
flames of the burning church were thereby cut off from
extending to and seizing upon the reeds and the bush;
and, besides, it had become almost impossible now
to set fire to our dwelling-house. The stars in their
courses were fighting against Sisera!
“The mighty roaring of the wind, the black cloud
pouring down unceasing torrents; and the whole surroundings, awed those savages into silence. Some began to withdraw from the scene. All lowered their weapons of war. And several, terror-struck, exclaimed, ‘That
is Jehovah’s rain! Truly their Jehovah God is fighting
for them and helping them. Let us away!’
“A panic seized upon them; they threw away their
remaining torches. In a few moments they had all disappeared in the bush; and I was left alone, praising
God for His marvelous works. ‘O taste and see that God
is good! blessed is the man that trusteth in Him!’ ”—
Idem, pp. 205, 206.
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Next morning their enemies were jubilant, however; for it had been finally decided to kill the missionaries, without further hesitation, and burn the
house. Friendly natives crept in, weeping and terrorstricken.
Just then a cry was raised on the beach, “Sail O!”
All eyes turned; and there, sailing into the bay, was
the trading ship “Blue Bell.” It was time to heed Christ’s
instruction, when persecuted in one place to flee into
another; and here was the providential provision of
the way. It was time to flee from furious Tanna. The
missionaries got on board the “Blue Bell,” thanking
God again for deliverance, timed to the very moment
of their extremity. In after-years, John G. Paton saw
all Tanna transformed from savagery by the power of
the gospel.
“God is not ashamed to be called their God: for He
hath prepared for them a city.”

—Hebrews 11:16
“In all their affliction He was afflicted, and the Angel
of His presence saved them: in His love and in His
pity He redeemed them; and He bare them, and
carried them all the days of old.”
—Isaiah 63:9
“Our heart shall rejoice in Him, because we have
trusted in His holy name.”

—Psalm 33:21
“The meek shall inherit the earth; and shall delight
themselves in the abundance of peace.”
—Psalm 37:11
“The meek shall eat and be satisfied; they shall
praise the Lord that seek Him: your heart shall live
forever.”
—Psalm 22:26
“To be carnally minded is death; but to be spiritually
minded is life and peace.”

—Romans 8:6
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A VIEW IN CHINA

This is a covered bridge west of Chung King.
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Twenty-Four
Chapter Twenty-F
our

A Chain of
Deliverances in China

“Call upon Me in the day of trouble: I will deliver
thee, and thou shalt glorify Me.”—Psalm 50:15.

In olden time it was said of believers in dire
trouble, “They cried unto the Lord in their trouble,
and He delivered them out of their distresses.” Ps.
107:6. Many a time since has the same arm of the
living God been stretched forth to rescue and deliver,
when all human help was vain.
“A THOUSAND MILES OF MIRACLES”

In the days of the terrible Boxer uprising in China,
in the year 1900, a missionary family was fleeing from
the interior province of Shansi southward to Hankow,
a thousand miles, with perils on every side.
The story of God’s delivering power is told by Mr.
A.E. Glover in the book, A Thousand Miles of Miracle
in China. Only a few paragraphs can be quoted here.
The little party—Mr. and Mrs. Glover, two children,
a Chinese man, and a Bible woman—had spent weary
days on the road, and been robbed and stoned. Now
they were prisoners in a village inn, their escort refusing to attend them farther, and the villagers filling the
street and crying for the blood of the “foreign devils,”
whom they held responsible for the drouth and fam-
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ine. The missionaries prayed for grace to meet death.
But just then something happened:
“The door was pushed open; and a soldier in full
uniform entered, and quietly hung his coat and cudgel on the latchet. His handsome face and commanding manner were something out of the common, and
could not fail to arrest attention. But this was not
enough to account for the effect his sudden appearance produced upon all. I cannot describe it. It was
simply startling. He was only a non-commissioned
officer sent on special service to Licheng; and he was
merely putting up at the inn for the night in the ordinary course of his journey—that was all.
“No, not all. Our eyes were opened to see in him
none other than God’s deliverer. Even as he entered
the door, he stood before us as the very angel of God.
I might almost say ‘a light shined in the prison;’ there
was something so supernatural about his presence. It
was the most remarkable experience of its kind that I
ever had, or my wife either; for we were both conscious of it at the same time. Not only so, but his coming produced a corresponding fear in the hearts of
our enemies.”
The rabble thought he must have been sent by the
authorities as an official protector. The visitor was
kindly disposed, and agreed to lead the missionaries
out of the village the next morning. That evening they
had worship, and sang and prayed in the hearing of
the angry crowd in the street. Mr. Glover continues:
“ ‘Whoso offereth the sacrifice of thanksgiving glorifieth Me; and prepareth a way that I may show him
the salvation of God.’ The second miracle of that
memorable day followed almost immediately upon the
conclusion of our worship. We had pleaded with our
God to have mercy upon the people, not only in their
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deep spiritual need, but also in their temporal distress. And we asked very definitely, in the hearing of
all, that, for the glory of His great name, He would be
pleased to send the rain in abundance that night, that
they might know that He was the merciful God and
that we His servants were not the cause of the drouth.
“Scarcely had we laid ourselves down on the K’ang,
ere His voice answered from heaven in a thunder crash
that shook the prison; and the rain fell in a deluge
that ceased not all the night through. When morning
broke, it was clear shining after rain; and the song of
the Lord was in our mouths.
“The gate of our prison inn opened to us, as it
were, of its own accord. Our heaven-sent soldier rode
beside us, and never left us all the way. No one molested us as we passed out into the road and along
the highway to Shae Hsien. Indeed, we scarcely saw
a soul; for at daybreak all hands had hurried to the
fields to take early advantage of the long-looked-for
opportunity for putting in the seed.”
Later, while temporary refuge had been found at a
mission station still held by a lady missionary, they
were assured by the mandarin of the town of his protection.
But one day at private prayer Mr. Glover had
Joshua 8:5 impressed upon his mind: “We will flee
before them.” He shrank from that word “flee,” which
seemed to stand out before all others with a voice of
command. Could they take to the road again? But, at
family worship, the reading included 2 Samuel 15:14:
“Arise, and let us flee; for we shall not else escape.”
And it came again like a peremptory command to hasten.
Following the conviction, the refugees began to prepare for the journey. While engaged in packing up,
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word came that the mandarin had been ordered to
withdraw all protection; and so they fled at midnight,
and escaped the slaughter that had been decreed for
the day following.
On another occasion, ready to drop with fatigue,
they were being driven by a mob to a temple area where
they were sure to meet death. Mr. Glover says:
“We were being swept on toward the temple; and,
as we neared it for the second time that dreadful day,
the ominous boom of the processional gong broke on
our ear. At a word from Sheng-min [a Chinese Christian] we stopped and faced round.
“ ‘Don’t go on,’ he whispered. ‘They mean to stone
you to death there. Turn quickly.’
“As we did so, the mob hustled us severely; and,
with hoots and yells, they urged us to keep the direction they indicated.
“It was at this most critical juncture that we experienced a really marvelous instance of God’s direct
interference. Sheng-min had read the peril of the moment. Knowing that we could go neither backward nor
forward, he again whispered:
“ ‘Down the steep—quick! Follow the track!’
“Instantly we obeyed the direction. A thin ‘goat’ trail
was just visible among the rocks and shrubs of the
declivity; and in single file we threaded our way down,
down, until at a bend in the track we were hidden
from sight. Quickening our pace, we hurried on with
a strength divinely renewed. In that hour we proved
what it was, in the extremity of physical weakness, to
‘run, and not be weary,’ to ‘walk, and not faint.’
“The moment we disappeared over the side, the
mob simultaneously stopped dead at the spot, as if
arrested by a sudden and irresistible power. The loud
yells and cries of a moment ago were stilled to silence—
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absolute, awful silence. So startling was it that I
dared to turn and take one look. I could scarcely
believe my eyes. The mob lined the ridge in hundreds,
motionless as if spellbound, helplessly watching us—
poor, miserable us, whom they triumphantly believed
they had so completely in their power—slip away from
under their very hand. Not a single soul of them attempted to follow. Sheng-min alone was behind, bringing up the rear . . On we sped with wondering hearts,
in the consciousness that God had, for the third time
at least that day, wrought for us a great deliverance.”
All the long way of that flight from Shansi, fanatical people were planning death for the fugitives; but
day by day the blows aimed at them were warded off;
and every time, when it seemed that the end had come,
some delivering providence was sure to be revealed.
No wonder that those who passed through these experiences of protection amid raging fury came to cling
to God’s promises as to a material staff of power and
strength—something so real and present as almost to
be handled with the hands. Again and again on that
thousand miles of flight they heard the voice of God
saying in His Word: “Call upon Me in the day of trouble:
I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify Me.”
ACTUAL DELIVERANCE IN THE PROMISES

Having escaped many times from those who were
seeking their lives and who were yet unable to strike
the blow, the fugitives took refuge one night on top of
a high hill, where they hoped to hide from pursuers.
Next day they were burning up under the tropical sun,
having had no water for such a long time that their
tongues were indeed failing for thirst. All the waves
and billows of trouble seemed to be rolling over them
at last; and Mrs. Glover sank fainting and lay prostrate and helpless on the ground. Mr. Glover says:
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“As I watched her panting and gasping for breath,
with no power to alleviate her suffering beyond supporting her head, it seemed as if I heard the serpent’s
hiss: ‘Yea, hath God said? Where are His promised
mercies and loving-kindness now? Has He not forgotten to be gracious?’ The cruel taunt was winged to the
heart of my beloved, too; and in an agony of soul she
cried out from the deep darkness: ‘Oh, God has forsaken us! It can only be that we are not in His will, or
He would surely never have suffered us to come to
this.’ Her distress physically was such that I felt sure
she was dying; but it was as nothing to the trouble of
her soul.
“Now indeed it seemed as if the enemy’s triumph
was assured. The cup of sorrow was overfull; and conscious that this was the ‘scourging’ of the Lord, I was
dumb under His rebuke. My heart was utterly broken
before Him. But ‘when the enemy shall come in like a
flood, the Spirit of the Lord shall lift up a standard
against him.’ The moment of our deliverance was at
hand . .
“Scarcely had the words of anguish passed my precious one’s lips when God put into Miss Gates’s mouth
the most wonderful song of praise I have ever heard.
Kneeling by the side of her prostrate sister and holding her hand, she poured forth passage after passage,
promise after promise, from the Word, exalting His
name, declaring His faithfulness, and proving His
unchanging and unchangeable love, sworn to us in
the everlasting covenant and scaled to us in the blood
of His own beloved Son. Never shall I forget the music
of that heavenly utterance. It was as if heaven were
open above us, and the strains of the harps of God
were being borne to us from glory.
“My beloved Flora drank it in—O, how eagerly!—
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with the avidity of a soul athirst for God, the living
God. Together we drank ‘out of the wells of salvation’— with what joy I cannot express—deep drafts
of the pure river of water of life, flowing freely to us
now from the throne of God and of the Lamb. The
time had come at last for Him to reveal Himself to
us. Our eyes were opened, and we knew Him; and
the word of His promise was fulfilled to the letter. ‘A
man shall be . . as rivers of water in a dry place, as
the shadow of a great rock in a weary land.’ Instantly
the darkness was past; and the true light was shining again.”
With stammering tongues the little party repeated
to the very finish the six stanzas of the hymn:
“How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer’s ear!
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.”

Having found a bit of shelter in the shade, the party
still tarried to escape the blazing sun while the children were moaning for water, with tongues so swollen
that they could not articulate the word. Just then came
another blow. Miss Gates swooned away, and fell unconscious to the ground. Mr. Glover continues:
“It was a new and critical emergency, in the presence of which all the old helplessness came over me.
As my dear wife and I were pleading with God for her
recovery, I heard a word behind me as distinctly as if
it were spoken in my ear: ‘Up, get thee down, and tarry
not.’ I said to my wife, ‘Come, darling, we must gather
up what strength remains to us, and go down to the
water. It is not the will of God that we should remain
here any longer.’ Then, taking Miss Gates by the arm,
I bent over her and said: ‘Dear sister, we must be going without delay, in the name of the Lord Jesus, get
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PASTOR ANG AND HIS FAMILY

A Chinese mandarin who accepted the Sabbath
truth and became a missionary to his people. He
started the Swatow Church.
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up.’ In a moment consciousness was restored; and
she rose up with strength renewed from on high.
“With such a confirmation that the thing was of
God, and in the assurance of the Lord our God, He it
was who was going before us; we left our hiding place,
and once more adventured ourselves into the open.
There below us, away in the not far distance, was the
thin streak of silver dancing in the sunlight; the ‘still
waters ‘to which our Shepherd-Lord was leading us
at last. What that sight was to our longing eyes I can
never tell—the joy of pointing it out to the darling children, and of seeing the faintest smile dawn over the
sad, suffering little features!”
In a few moments they were actually wading into
midstream, putting their lips to the surface and drinking to the full.
THE DEATH PLOTS AT LANCHEN CHEO

And now, in their flight, Mr. Glover and his family
and Miss Gates were imprisoned at Lanchen Cheo.
There had been no rain in the region; and these foreign missionaries were charged with being the cause
of the drouth. There had been temporizing and delay;
but now the cry was ringing out, “Kill! Kill! Kill!” Mr.
Glover says:
“We knew well that the crisis had come; and that
nothing but the direct and immediate intervention of
God Himself could deliver us out of their hands. At
this moment the promise was borne powerfully upon
my heart, ‘Call upon Me in the day of trouble: I will
deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify Me.’ My faith was
strengthened to take hold of it, and to plead with God
as a promise to which He had pledged His name, for
the present hour of our trouble. Our part was to ‘call
upon Him;’ and realizing as we did that the assigned
cause of their rage against us was the long-continued
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drouth, we were moved, under the impulse of the
promise, to make a united cry to God to interfere for
His great name’s sake on our behalf, by sending rain
enough to satisfy the need of these poor sufferers. And,
because of our extremity, to send it now. Accordingly,
kneeling upon the k’ang, we poured out our hearts
before Him in Chinese, that the jailers might know
exactly what we were doing and what we were asking.
“Fools! To suppose that out of a cloudless sky, as
brazen as ever before, with every prospect of another
day of devouring heat, rain could fall, and fall at once!
Had not the guards already caught up the cry without and warned us that our hour was come—that
there was not the faintest indication of rain, nor would
there be until our blood had been shed? The contemptuous incredulity with which they listened
showed what was in their heart.
“How long we continued in prayer I cannot tell. I
only know that, scarcely had we risen from our knees,
when the windows of heaven were opened and down
upon the howling mob swept the sudden fury of a torrential flood of waters. In a few seconds, the street
was empty; and not a sound was to be heard but the
swish of the rushing rain.”
Even the guards were talking about the remarkable answer to the prayer of these “foreign devils.” But
still the missionary party was held under condemnation to death, and ‘the officials were openly discussing their plans for taking the lives of the victims. The
little missionary group determined to pray aloud in
Chinese to the Lord to save them, and not to permit
their captors to have power over them. As they prayed,
the guards outside were saying:
“They have been praying to their God to deliver
them. Ai-ia! deliver them indeed! Too late for that now!
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What is the use of praying when everything is fixed?”
The final plot devised was that of poisoning the
little party that night by the introduction of opium
fumes into their prison, until all should become unconscious; then they would drag them out for the final stroke of death.
Everything was quiet; drowsiness came over the
party. The air became heavier and heavier. Mr. Glover
found his wife and children sound asleep; and he himself was fighting the drowsiness and stupor, determined not to allow himself to fall asleep. However, it
was no use; and even he pitched over into unconsciousness. He says:
“The noxious fumes of the burning drug were doing their work entirely to the satisfaction of the watching jailer. The utter stillness that pervaded the k’ang
proved it to a demonstration; and leaving his resting
board, he brought the lamp across to scrutinize his
victims before giving the coup de grace. What was his
amazement to find, as he held the light to Miss Gates’s
face, that she was wide awake, and that upon one of
the kuei-tsi at least the narcotic had had no power! A
quick movement, designed to let him know that she
was fully alive to all that was going on, so took him
aback that he could only blurt out a disconcerted, ‘Aiia! not asleep yet?’ and withdraw to his plank and his
pipe.”
Morning came. All the party were recovering from
the effects of the narcotic; and the keepers were discussing the experience, excusing failure of their plot
with the words:
“These people have been praying to Shang-ti Ie-hohua [Jehovah God]; and we could do nothing against
their prayers.”
Again the delivering hand of God opened the
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prison door; for the officials were apparently nonplused and feared to do anything in the open or by
daylight. Suddenly the mule-driver, who had deserted
them two days before and betrayed them into the
hands of their enemies, appeared and took them out
of the mob’s clutches to the litter, declaring that his
instructions were to take the missionaries out of
Shansi. On they went toward the Shansi border, thanking God for the double deliverance that had come to
save them from the death plots at Lanchen Cheo.
By the hand of Providence they were guided over
the Shansi border, to reach Hankow at last, truly “a
thousand miles of miracle in China.”
“Great peace have they which love Thy law: and
nothing shall offend them.”
—Psalm 119:165
“Wherewithal shall a young man cleanse his way? By
taking heed thereto, according to Thy Word.”
—Psalm 119:9

“A little that a righteous man hath is better than the
riches of many wicked.”
—Psalm 37:16
“Commit thy works unto the Lord, and thy thoughts
shall be established.”
—Proverbs 16:3
“O bless our God, ye people, and make the voice of
His praise to be heard: Which holdeth our soul in life,
and suffereth not our feet to be moved.”
—Psalm 66:8-9
“Who remembered us in our low estate; for His
mercy endureth forever.”
—Psalm 136:23
“The Lord your God is He that goeth with you, to fight
for you against your enemies, to save you.”
—Deuteronomy 20:4
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THE THREE ANGELS’ MESSAGES

This is the message given in Revelation 14:6-12.
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“The Lord hath made bare His holy arm in the
eyes of all the nations; and all the ends of the earth
shall see the salvation of our God.”—Isaiah 52:10.
A PROVIDENCE OF ANCIENT PERSIA

God prepares His agencies from aforetime; and,
when the hour arrives in which they are to contribute
their part, lo, they appear, marshaled and ready for
service. There was a day, in the history of Persia, when
the lives of the children of God depended upon the
quick communication of a royal command to all the
empire. “So the posts that rode upon mules and camels went out,” we are told, “being hastened and pressed
on by the king’s commandment.” Esther 8:14. They
reached the farthest goals in time; and the Jewish
people were saved from the well-laid plot of their enemies.
But how was this quick delivery of the king’s message made possible? Mark how providentially the
preparation of the post road system had been timed.
In the reign of Cyrus the Great, and his great successor, Darius, a network of highways for quick communication had been spread through the empire.
Xenophon says:
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“We hear of another arrangement, devised to meet
the huge size of the empire and enable the king to
learn with great celerity the state of affairs at any distance. Cyrus first ascertained how far a horse could
travel in one day without being overridden. Then he
had a series of posting stations built, one day’s ride
apart, with relays of horses and groom, to take care of
them, and proper men in charge of each station to
receive the despatches and hand them on, take over
the jaded horses and men, and furnish fresh ones.
Sometimes, we are told, this post does not even halt
at night: the night messenger relieves the day messenger and rides on. Some say that when this is done,
the post travels more quickly than the crane can fly;
and whether this is true or not, there is no doubt
that it is the quickest way in which a human being
can travel on land. To learn of events so rapidly and
be able to deal with them at once is, of course, a
great advantage.”—Cycropaedia, book 8, chap. 6.
Thus the way of deliverance was prepared from
aforetime for that hour of peril.
PREPARATION OF THE WAY
IN THE FIRST CENTURY

In the first century of our era, the disciples of Christ
went out under the great commission—“Go ye into all
the world, and preach the gospel to every creature.”
They found that Providence had prepared the way
before them into all the world.
First, there was the language preparation. It was
in the days of the apostles that Seneca wrote:
“What mean Greek cities in the midst of Barbarian
countries? What means the language of Macedonians
among Indians and Persians?”
The answer is that Providence had spread one
tongue—the language of letters—through the world,
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supplying to the apostolic missionaries a means of
approach among every people. Dr. Pusey says:
“In truth the language in which the apostles preached
was a language of the world.”
Secondly, there was also the preparation of facilities for communicating the message throughout the
Roman Empire, such as no generation before had
possessed. Sir W.M. Ramsay says:
“It was then easier and safer to send letters than it
had been in earlier time. The civilized world, i.e., the
Roman world, was traversed constantly by messengers of government or by the letter carriers of the great
financial and trading companies. Commercial undertakings on such a vast scale as the Roman, needed
frequent and regular communication between the central offices in Rome and the agents in the various provinces. There was no general postal service; but each
trading company had its own staff of letter carriers.
Private persons, who had not letter carriers of their
own, were often able to send letters along with those
business communications. In the early Roman Empire, traveling, though not rapid, was performed with
an ease and a certainty which were quite remarkable.
The provision for traveling by sea and by land was
made on a great scale.”—Letters to the Seven
Churches,” p. 15.
AT THE “TIME OF THE END”

As in apostolic days, there was a providential
preparation of the way for the spreading abroad of
the knowledge of the gospel; so, as the latter days
came, the hand of Providence was seen preparing
the way of the Lord. Two thousand four hundred years
ago the angel said to Daniel the prophet:
“Shut up the words, and seal the book, even to the
time of the end: many shall run to and fro, and knowl-
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edge shall be increased.” Dan. 12:4.
As the time came, there also came, in God’s providence, the great awakening of the ages; and facilities
for spreading light and knowledge were pressed into
service in a way to mark this last century as indeed
the era of increase of knowledge. And there has been
a running to and fro that has opened the darkest and
uttermost parts of the earth to the light.
Even as early as the seventeenth century, observant men recognized that such a time was preparing.
The famous Francis Bacon, “the most learned man”
of his age, who died in 1626, said of the providential
preparation for the fulfillment of this prophecy:
“Nor should the prophecy of Daniel be forgotten,
touching the last ages of the world: ‘Many shall run to
and fro, and knowledge shall be increased.’ This clearly
intimates that the thorough passage of the world
(which now by so many distant voyages seems to be
accomplished, or in course of accomplishment), and
the advancement of the sciences, are destined by fate;
that is, by divine Providence, to meet in the same
age.”—Novum Organum, Lord Bacon, book 1, par.
93 (Bacon’s Works, Spedding and Ellis, Vol. IV, p. 92).
A few years later the French exile preacher of
Rotterdam, Jurieu, wrote of some of the forerunners
of the century of expansion:
“Why did God reserve the invention of the sea compass to these last times? Why was it not known, three
or four hundred years ago? what was it to sail upon
the ocean far from the shore? Was there less curiosity,
covetousness, or industry among men formerly than
now? For what reason would God allow one half of
the world to live in ignorance of the other for so long a
time? Why hath God in these latter days more visibly
favored the designs which men have always had, to
enrich themselves by commerce and trade, going in
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pursuit of riches to the end of the world? For my own
part, I cannot but look upon this as a work of a most
wise Providence, discovering to us unknown people,
whose conversion He intends to bring about within a
short time.”—Preface to The Accomplishment of the
Prophecies, Peter Jurieu, London, 1687.
Then, with the closing years of the eighteenth century and the opening of the nineteenth,—that era of
the French Revolution and of world-change and fulfilling prophecy,—there came a burst of new development. The inventive genius of man was stirred suddenly to unprecedented activity. The time had come
for light and knowledge to be increased and to flood
the world, as men ran to and fro and Providence was
supplying the material agencies. Along with this came
the new awakening of the church to the responsibility
of carrying the knowledge of salvation to all the world.
It was timed as by schedule to meet the hour of prophecy. Dr. Leonard wrote:
“The closing years of the eighteenth century constitute, in the history of Protestant missions, an epoch indeed; since they witnessed nothing less than a
revolution, a renaissance, an effectual and manifold
ending of the old, a substantial inauguration of the
new. It was then that, for the first time since the apostolic period, there occurred an outburst of general missionary zeal and activity. Beginning in Great Britain,
it soon spread to the Continent and across the Atlantic. It was no mere push of fervor; but a mighty tide
set it, which from that day to this has been steadily
rising and spreading.”—A Hundred Years of Missions,
Delevan L. Leonard, p. 69.
One Hand set all the agencies working together.
Every force has been laid hold of to open all the world
and to provide facilities,—inventive genius, scientific
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research, commercial enterprise, love of adventure,
and the missionary motive of the love of Christ constraining,—all set into world-wide activity for the age
when knowledge was to increase, men run to and fro,
and the gospel to be carried to the ends of the earth.
The last view of the gospel work given in the prophecy of Revelation (chap. 14:6-12) pictures just such a
development. On the Isle of Patmos the prophet John,
in vision, was shown the work of the last generation
before Christ should come in glory. The missionary
movement was symbolized by an angel flying in the
midst of heaven, “having the everlasting gospel to
preach unto them that dwell on the earth, and to
every nation, and kindred, and tongue, and people,”
declaring the judgment hour at hand, and calling all
mankind to “fear God and give glory to Him,” and to
“keep the commandments of God, and the faith of
Jesus.”
As the time for this work has come,—in our own
generation,—there have been witnessed the greatest
developments of all, in the way of providential facilities for carrying the knowledge of God literally to every tribe and tongue and people. No generation before
ours ever had such facilities. The perfection of steam
railways and steamships, the application of electricity to transportation and the transmission of news.
We live daily amid the marvels of the gifts of Providence to our time. This, then, is the time in which the
predicted work is to be done and all the world is to
hear the message of salvation.
By an invisible hand the doors of access to all
peoples have been swung open in our time. In his
Modern Mission Century, page 25, the late Dr. A.T.
Pierson, apostle of missions, said of the change at the
opening of this generation:
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“Most countries shut out Christian missions by
organized opposition; so that to attempt to bear the
good tidings was simply to dare death for Christ’s
sake. The only welcome awaiting God’s messengers
was that of cannibal ovens, merciless prisons, or
martyr graves. But as the little band advanced, on
every hand the walls of Jericho fell and the iron gates
opened of their own accord. India, Siam, Burma,
China, Japan, Turkey, Mexico, South America, the
Papal States, and Korea were successfully entered.
Within five years, from 1853 to 1858, new facilities
were given to the entrance and occupation of seven
different countries, together embracing half the
world’s population.”
The history of the opening of mission fields is a
story of continual providences. Early experiences in
Turkey illustrate this mighty working in a time of missionary crisis.
THE OPENING OF TURKEY’S DOORS

The pioneer missionaries in Turkey had firm faith
in an overruling and ever-watchful Providence. They
saw the Lord’s hand intervening again and again at
critical times, when it seemed certain that their work
would have to be abandoned.
Thus it was in 1826, in Syria. There was disorder
and violence in Beirut, where Dr. William Goodell and
his associates were holding on to maintain the gospel
standard. Greece and Turkey were at war; and the
Maronite Catholics in Syria and the Armenian Catholics in Constantinople were determined to drive out
the Protestant missionaries before a foothold should
be gained.
Dr. Goodell, in his book, Forty Years in the Turkish Empire, page 93, tells how the Lord overruled the
wrath of men to His own praise just at this critical
juncture. He wrote soon after the event:
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“Had not God sent terrible judgments upon the
people, it is impossible to say to what extremities they
would have proceeded against us. A deep plot was laid
to drive us all from Beirut. The Maronite bishop had
arrived, and had prepared an excommunication for
every Maronite who should permit his house to be
hired by us; and he was endeavoring by bribery and
intrigue to bring the Greek bishop and the Mohammedan rulers to act in concert with him, and thus
force us to retire from the field or to stand out in the
rain with our wives and little ones. But God in His
holy providence sent the Greeks here at that very
moment. The bishop had to flee in the night, and has
not since dared to return; and the very best houses of
the Maronites fell into our hands by the earnest request of the owners.”
The headquarters of the growing mission work were
later transferred to Constantinople.
In 1839 the rage of the opposition had reached the
point of uncontrollable fury. The Greek patriarch, the
Armenian bishop, and the sultan, as caliph of the
Moslem religion, joined to quench the little light of
Protestant truth being kindled. Dr. Goodell wrote at
the time:
“The attention of all these rulers, civil and ecclesiastical, has for several weeks past been directed almost exclusively to ourselves and our brethren at the
other stations, their aim being nothing less than to
effect our entire removal from the country. Whole kingdoms are moved against us for this purpose; and the
ferment is sometimes so great that all the elements
seem to be in motion.
“In the meantime, we would lift up our hands and
say, ‘He that dwelleth in the secret place of the Most
High shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty.’ ”
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It was a crisis in the history of missions. The forces
of the enemy determined upon immediate expulsion
of the missionaries. Dr. Cyrus Hamlin, who had just
joined Dr. Goodell, tells how the news came:
“The news fell upon us like thunder unheralded
by lightning. I was in Dr. Goodell’s study, for discussion of our affairs, when Mr. Brown, the secretary of
the legation, entered. After the usual salutation by Mr.
Goodell, in Turkish, ‘Né war? né yok?’ (‘What is there?
what is there not?’—the usual way of introducing conversation), ‘Guzelik yok,’ replied Mr. Brown (‘There
is no goodness’), instead of the usual reply, ‘The goodness of God.’ ‘What is the matter?’ said Mr. Goodell,
alarmed at the manner more than the matter of the
reply.”—Among the Turks.
The secretary showed them the official dispatch
ordering the missionaries out. It stated that while Commodore Porter, the ambassador, was negotiating for
delay, he had no hope of a reversal of the order.
Then it was that the missionaries betook themselves to special prayer to the living God, whose servants they were in Turkey. Then, as the memoir of Dr.
Goodell says, “God Himself suddenly interposed; and,
by a series of striking providences, He arrested the
hand of persecution.” Dr. Hamlin says of the deliverance:
“While we were waiting in this suspense, the sultan himself died, July 1, 1839. His entire fleet was
betrayed into the hands of the pasha of Egypt . . The
Ottoman army, of eighty thousand men, was almost
annihilated at the battle of Negib, near Aleppo, in northern Syria . . a startling series of events which struck
every heart with dismay.
“The young sultan, Abdul-Medjid, ascended the
throne of his father. A new ministry displaced the
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old. The patriarchs were changed, and consequently
the bishop. We looked for our enemies; and they were
not to be found.”
Dr. Goodell had said, in the darkest hour, in his
own peculiar way, “The great Sultan of the universe
can change all this;” and lo! it was done. “God blew,
and they were scattered.” The evangelistic work was
resumed with new courage. The doors that threatened
to swing shut were thrown yet more widely open; and
the victory then gained has been held through all this
generation of missionary advance. Of course it was
God’s hand that intervened, overruling wars and calamities for the opening of barred gates and the advancement of His work.
THE CONSUMMATION

Wonderfully the hand of Providence is at work preparing the way of the Lord. The time has come. The
facilities are prepared. The doors are open. An aroused
church has heard the promise of power from on high
for the doing of the work. In all Christendom, the thrilling cry has been taken up: “The Evangelization of
the World in This Generation!”
And what then? The answer comes from the lips
of the Master of providences, our divine Lord and
Saviour Jesus Christ:
“This gospel of the kingdom shall be preached in
all the world for a witness unto all nations; and then
shall the end come.”
It is the glorious consummation toward which
Providence has been guiding through all the ages.
“In famine He shall redeem thee from death: and in
war from the power of the sword.”
—Job 5:20
“In all thy ways acknowledge Him, and He shall
direct thy paths.”
—Proverbs 3:6

