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METROPOLITAN PULPIT

OUR OWN TIMES.

A Sermon by Rev. T. Dc Witt Talmage, D.D., ) David, after he had served his own gen-

on the Text: Acts 13: 3b, * eration by the will of God, (ell on sleep.

THAT is a text which has for a
long time been running through
my mind. Sermons have a time

to be born as well as a time to

die : a cradle as well as a grave.

David, cowboy and stone-slinger. and
fighter, and dramatist, and blank-verse

writer, and prophet, did his best for the

people of his time, and then went and laid

QOWD on the southern hill of Jerusalem in

that sound slumber which nothing but an
archangelic blast can startle. "David,
after he had served his own generation

by the will of God, fell on sleep." It was
his own generation that he had served

;

that is, the people living at the time he

lived. And have you ever thought that

our responsibilities are chiefly with the

people now walking abreast of us? There
are about four generations to a century

now, but in olden time, life was longer,

and there was, perhaps, only one genera-

tion to a century. Taking these facts in-

to the calculation, I make a rough guess,

and say that there have been at least one
hundred and eighty generations of the

human family. With reference to them
we have no responsibility. We cannot
teach them, we cannot correct their mis-

takes, we cannot soothe their sorrows, we
cannot heal their wounds. Their sepul-

chres are deaf and dumb to anything we
might say to them. I admit that I am
in sympathy with the child whose father

had suddenly died, and who in her little

evening prayer wanted to continue to pray
for her father, although he had gone into

heaven, and no more needed her prayers,

and looking up into her mother's face,

said: "O, mother, I cannot leave him all

out Let me say, thank God that I had a

good father once, so I can keep him in my
prayers."

Hut the one hundred and eighty gen-
erations have passed off. Passed up.

Passed down. Gone forever. Then there

are generations to come after our earthly

existence has ceased. We shall not see

them ; we shall not hear any of their

voices; we will take no part in their con-

vocations, their elections, their revolu-

tions, their catastrophes, their triumphs.
We will in no wise affect the 180 genera-
tions gone or the 180 generations to come,
except as from the galleries of heaven the
former generations look down and rejoice

at our victories, or as we may, by our be-
havior, start influences, good or bad, that

shall roll on through the advancing ages.
Hut our business is, like David, to serve
our own generation, the people now liv-

ing, those whose lungs now breathe, and
whose hearts now beat. And mark you,
it is not a silent procession, but moving.
It is a "forced march" at twenty-four
miles a day, each hour being a mile. Go-
ing with that celerity, it has got to be a
quick service on our part, or no service at

all. We not only cannot teach the 180

generations past, and will not see the 180
generations to come, but this generation
now on the stage will soon be off, and we
ourselves will l>e off with them. The fact
is. that you and I will have to start very
soon for our work, or it will be ironical

and sarcastic for any one after our exit to

say of us, as it was said of David, "After
he had served his own generation by the
will of God, he fell on sleep."

Well, now, let us look around earnestly,
prayerfully, in a common sense way, and
see what we can do for our own genera-
tion. First of all. let us see to it that, as
far as we can, they have enough to cat
The human body is so constituted that
three times a day the body needs food as
much as a lamp needs nil, as much as a
locomotive needs fuel. To meet this

want God has girdled the earth with apple
orchards, orange groves, wheat fields, and
oceans full of fish, and prairies full of

cattle. And notwithstanding this, I will

undertake to sav that the vast majority of
the human family are now suffering cither

for lack ot food or the right kind of food.

Our civilization is all askew, and God
only can set it right. Many of the great-

est estates of to-day have been built out
of the blood and bones of unrequited toil.

In olden times, for the building of forts

and towers, the inhabitants of Ispahan
had to contribute 70.000 skulls, and Hag-
dad 90.000 human skulls, and that num-
ber of people were compelled to furnish
the skulls. But these two contributions
added together made only 160.000 skulls,

while into the tower of the world's wealth
and pomp have been wrought the skele-

tons of uncounted numbers of the half-fed

populations of the earth — millions of
skulls. Don't sit down at your table with
five or six courses of abundant supply and
think nothing of that family in the next
street who would take any one of those
five courses between soup and almond
nuts and feel they were in heaven. The
lack of the right kind of food is the cause
of much of the drunkenness. After drink-
ing what many of our grocers call coffee,

sweetened with what many call sugar, and
eating what many of our butchers call

meat, and chewing what many of our
bakers call bread, many of the laboring
class feel so miserable they are tempted
to put into their nasty pipes what the to-

bacconist calls tobacco, or go into the
drinking saloons for what the rum sellers

call beer. Good coffee would do much in

driving out bad rum.
How can we serve our generation with

enough to eat? By sitting down in em-
broidered slippers and lounging back in

an arm-chair, our mouth puckered up
around a Havana of the best brand, and
through clouds of luxuriant smoke read-

ing about political economy and the phil-

oso, hy of strikes ? No, no! By finding

out who in this city has been living on
gristle, and sending them a tenderloin
beefsteak. Seek out some family, who
through sickness or conjunction of mis-
fortunes have not enough to eat, and do
for them what Christ did for the hungry
multitudes of Asia Minor, multiplvingthe
loaves and the fishes. Let us quit the sur-

feiting of ourselves until we cannot choke
down another crumb of cake, and begin
the supply of others' necessities. So far

from helping appease the world's hunger
are those whom Isaiah describes as grind-
ing the faces of the poor. You have seen
a farmer or a mechanic put a scythe or
an axe on a grindstone, while some one
was turning it round and round and the

man holding the axe bore on it harder
and harder, while the water dropped
from the grindstone and the edge of the

axe from being round and dull, got keener
and keener. So I have seen men who
were put against the grindstone of hard-
ship, and while one turned the crank, an-
other would press the unfortunate harder
down and harder down until he was
ground away thinner and thinner—his

comforts thinner, his prospects thinner,

and his face thinner. And Isaiah shrieks
out: "What mean ye that ye grind the
faces of the poor?"

It is an awful thing to be hungry. It is

an easy thing for us to be in good humor
with all the world when we have no lack.

But let hunger take full possession of us.

and we would all turn into barbarians and
cannibals and fiends. Suppose that some
of the energy we are expending in useless
and unavailing talk about the 'bread ques-
tion should be expended in merciful al-

leviations. I have read that the battle-

field on which more troops met than on any
oilier in the world's history was the battle-
field of Lcipsic— 160.000 men under Na-
poleon. 250.000 men under Sch warzenberg.
No, no ! The greatest and most terrific

battle is now being fought all the world
over. It is the battle for bread. The
ground tone of the finest passage in one
of the great musical masterpieces, the
11 list says, was suggested to him by the
cry of the hungry populace ot Vienna as
the king rode through and they shouted,
"Bread! Give us bread!" And all

through the great harmonies of musical
academy and c athedral I hear the pathos,
the ground tone, the tragedy, of uncount-

ed multitudes, who, with streaming eyes
and wan cheeks and broken hearts, in be-

half of themselves and their families, are

pleading for bread.

Let us take another look around to see
how we may serve our generation. Let
us see, as far as possible, that they have
enough to wear. God looks upon the

human race, and knows just how many
inhabitants the world has. The statistics

of the world's population are carefully

taken in civilized lands, and every few
years officers of government go through
the land and count how many people
there are in the United States or Eng-
land, and great accuracy is reached. Hut
when people tell us how many inhabi-

tants there are in Asia or Africa, at best
it.must be a wild guess. Yet God knows
the exact number of people on our planet,

and he has made enough apparel for

each. A wardrobe for all nations, adapted
to all climes, and not a string or a button
or a pin or a hook or an eye wanting.

Hut, alas ! where are the good clothes

for three-fourths of the human race ?

The other one-fourth have appropriated
them. The fact is. there needs to be and
will be, a redistribution. Not by anar-

chistic violence. If outlawry had its

way, it would rend and tear and diminish,
until, instead of three-fourths of the world
not properly attired, four-fourths would be
in rags. I will let you know how the redis-

tribution will take place. Hy generosity
on the part of those who have a surplus,

and increased industry on the part of
those suffering from deficit.

God has done his part toward the dres-

sing of the human race. He grows a
surplus of wool on the sheep's back, and
flocks roam the mountains and valleys

with a burden of warmth intended for

transference to human comfort, when the

shuttles of the factories, reaching all the

way from Chattahoochee to the Merrimac,
shall have spun and woven it. In white
letters of snowy fleece God has been
writing for a thousand years, his wish
that there might be warmth for all nations.

While others are discussing the effect of
high or low tariff, or no tariff at all, on
wool, you and 1 had better see if in our
wardrobes we have nothing that we can
spare for the suffering, or pick out some
poor lad of the street and take him down
to a clothing store and tit him out for the

season. Gospel of shoes! Gospel of hats!

Gospel of clothes for the naked!
Again, let us look around and see how

we may serve our generation. What short-

sighted mortals we would be if we were
anxious to clothe and feed only the most
insignificant part of a man, namely, his

body, while we put forth no effort to

clothe and feed and save his soul. Time
is a little piece broken off a great eter-

nity. What are we doing for the souls

of this present generation ? Let me say
it is a generation worth sav:ng. Most
magnificent men and women are in it.

We make a great ado about the improve-
ments in navigation, and in locomotion,
and in art and machinery. We remark
what wonders of telegraph and telephone
and the stethoscope. What improvement
is electric light over a tallow candle ! But
all these improvements are insignificant

compared with the improvement in the

human race. In olden times, once in a
while, a great and good man or woman
would come up. and the world has made
a'great fuss about it ever since; but now
they are so numerous, we scarcely speak
about them. We put a halo about the

people of the past, but I think if the

times demanded them, it would be found
we have'now living in this year 1898 fifty

Martin Luthers. fifty George Washing-
tons, fifty Lady Huntingtons, fifty Eliz-

abeth Frys. During our civil war more
splendid warriors in North and South
were developed in four years than the

whole world developed in the previous
twenty years. I challenge the 4.000
ye ns before Christ and also the eighteen
centuries after Christ to show me the

equal of charity on a large scale of

George Peabody. This generation of men
and women is more worth saving than
any one of the 1S0 generations that have
passed off. Where shall we begin ? Willi

ourselves. That is the pillar from which
we must start. Prescott. the blind his-

torian, tells us how Pizarro saved his

army for the right when they were about
deserting him. With his sword he made
a long mark on the ground. He said:

"My men, on the north side are desertion
and death; on the south side is victory

;

on the north side Panama and povt ••

on the south side Peru with all its ricBj

Choose for yourselves; for my part
'<J

to the south." Stepping across the !e

one by one his troops followed, and 1 j.

ly his whole army.
The sword of God's truth draws tli ;i.

viding line to-day. On one side of it --e

sin, and ruin and death: on the other le

of it are pardon and usefulness and >
piness and heaven. You cross frorr e

wrong side to the right side, and •
jr

family will cross with you, and ;
jr

friends and your associates. The y
you go they will go. If we are notsa ]

we will never save any one else.

How to get saved ? Be willing to ac h
Christ, and then accept him instant

ously and forever. Get on the rock 1 r

and then you will be able to help ot -s

upon the same rock. Saved yourse! s.

how are you to save others? By t i-

mony. Tell it to your family. Te it

to your business associates. Tell it 11.

erywhere. We will successfully prt h

no more religion, and will success!
y

talk no more religion than we ourse a
have. The most of that which you d
benefit the souls of this generation u
will effect through your own behavir.

Go wrong and that will induce othei

go wrong. Go right, and that willinc e

others to go right. When the great'
tennial Exhibition was being held in J

adelphia the question came up among
directors as to whether they should 1

the exposition open on Sundays, wht
director, who was a man of the w
from Nevada, arose and said, his v
trembling with emotion, and tears

ning down his cheeks : "I feel like;

turned prodigal. Twenty years ag
went West and into a region where
had no Sabbath, but to-day old memc
come back to me. and I remember vi

my glorified mother taught me al

keeping Sunday, and I seem to hear
voice again and feel as I did when c
evening I knelt by her side in prar,

Gentlemen, I vote for the observanc
the Christian Sabbath,'' and he car
everything by storm, and when the q
tion was put, "Shall we open theexl
tion on the Sabbath?"' it was aln

unanimous, "No," "No." What one 1

can do if he does right, boldly right,

phatically right!

1 confess to you that my one wish i

serve this generation, not toantagoniz
not to damage it, not to rule it, bu
serve it. I would like to do sometl
toward helping unstrap its load, to I

its tears, to balsam its wounds, and tc

duce it to put foot on the upward r

:

that has at its terminus acclama 1

rapturous, and gates pearline. and
lands amaranthine, and fountains r

bowed, and dominions enthroned and
oneted, for I cannot forget that lullah

the closing words of my text: "Da
after he had served his own genera
by the will of God, fell on sleep."

Oh, what a good thing is sleep aft'

hard day's work ! It takes all the acl

out of the head, and all the weariness
of the limbs, and all the smarting oul

the eyes. From it we rise in the morr
and it is a new world. And if we,

David, serve our generation, we wil

life's close, have most desirable and
freshing sleep. In it will vanish our las

tigue of body, our last worriment of m;

our last sorrow of soul. To the Ch .

tian's body that was hot with raging -

vers, so that the attendants must by si

force keep on the blankets, it will be

cool sleep. To those who are thin-blc

ed and shivering with agues, it will

the warm sleep. To those who, beca

of physical disorders, were terrified v

night visions, it will be the dreaml

sleep. To nurses and doctors and mi

ers who were wakened almost every li

of the night by those to whom they nii

tered, or over whom they watched, it 1

be the undisturbed sleep. To those v

could not get to bed till late at night, i

must rise early in the morning, and bef

getting rested', it will be the long sleep.

Away with all your gloomy talk ab

departing from this world ! If we hi

served our generation it will not he
|

ting out inio the breakers; it will not
|

the fight with the King of Terrors: it J

be going to sleep. A friend, writing
[

from Illinois, says that Rev. Dr. V,

gate, President of Wake Forest C'olle

|

North Carolina, after a most useful lij

found his last day on earth his liappi

day, and that in his last moments
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smed to be personally talking with

(rist as friend with friend, saying:

Ml how delightful it is! I knew you

T jid be with me when the time came,

a l I knew it would be sweet but I did

n know it would be as sweet as it is."

EL fact was. he had served his genera-

t,i in the Gospel ministry, and by the

T of God he fell asleep. When in Af-

ru llajwara, the servant looked into

£ tent of David Livingstone, and found

J}, on his knees, he stepped back, not

fining to disturb him in prayer, and

giie time after went in and found him

ft.he same posture, and stepped back

a. in: but. after awhile, went in and

ti:hed him. and. lo ! the great traveler

h finished his last journey, and he had

d i in the grandest posture a man ever

te;s__on his knees. In the museum of

Genwich. England, there is a fragment

1 book that was found in the Arctic

n ons. amid the relics of Sir John Frank-

fi who had perished amid the snow and

k and the leaf of that piece of a book

W turned down at the words. "When
rt 1 passest through the waters I will be

1 thee." Having served his genera-

t< by ihe will of God he fell on sleep.

Ivhy will you keep us all so nervous

king about that which is only a dormi-

2 and a pillowed slumber, canopied by

Bels' wings ? Sleep ! Transporting

Bp! And what a glorious awakening!

Pi and I have sometimes been thor-

|fhly bewildered after a long and fa-

ffing journey: we have stopped at a

find's iiouse for the night and after

h rs of complete unconsciousness we
t'e opened our eyes, and before we could

ft; collect our faculties, have said:

Where am I : whose house is

B. and whose are these gard- ____
ft1 " And. then, it has flashed

p us in glad reality,

nd I should not wonder if.

we have served our gener-

n, and by the will of God,
fallen on sleep, the deep

j. the restful sleep, we should

|(ken in blissful bewilderment,

for a little while say : "Where
I? What palace' is this?

y, this looks like heaven ! It

t is. Why. there is a build-

grander than all the casdes
:arth heaved into a mountain
splendor—that must be. the

,ce of Jesus. And look there,

ose walks lined with foliage

e beautiful than anything I

• saw before, and see those

m are walking down those

a?;s of verdure. From what I

h e heard of them, those two
a in arm must be Moses and
Inua. him of Mount Sinai and
n of the halting sun over

Geon.
ut I must not look any long-

those gardens of beauty, but
ine this building in which I

just awakened. 1 look out

e window this way and I

out that way and up and
and I find it is a mansion

mmer.se size in which I am stop-

All its windows of agate and
(

its

nnades of porphyry and alabaster

•, I wonder if this is not the -House
any Mansions.' of which I used to

? It is; it is. There must be many
y kindred and friends in this very

ision. Hark! Whose are those voices?

ose are those bounding feet? I open
fdoor and see. and lo they are coming
6 ugh all the corridors and up and down
althe stairs, our long-absent kindred,

v. there is father, there is mother,
r
e are the children. All well agan.
young again. All of us together again.

I as we embrace each other with the

•Never more to part: never more to

,' the arches, the alcoves, the hall-

s. echo and re-echo the words. 'Never
e to part, never more to part! * Then
orified friends say: 'Come out with

md see heaven.' And. some of them
iding ahead of us and some of them
ping beside us. we start down the

y stairway. And we meet, coming up.

of the kings of ancient Israel, some-
t small of stature, but having a coun-

nce radiant with a thousand victories,

as all are making obeisance to this

t one of heaven. I cry out "Who is

and the answer comes: 'This is the

test of all the kings : it is David, who.
he had served his generation by the

of God. fell on sleep.'
"

OUR CHILDREN'S LETTERS.

AS many member:
circle have be
in the good wor
Lawn, we feel t!

A Very Joyful Quest—Kisses by .Wail—Our
Little Orphan Cuban Guests at the .Mont-

Lawn Home.

many members of our family
been instrumental
rk done at Mont
that they will be

interested in reading the follow
ing letter (sample of many), from a little

girl at Mont-Lawn to her "churn'' in New
York, because it shows how much good
they are bringing into little lives that are

often very sad ones :

Dear Friend :—I am very glad to tell you
I enjoy myscif very much indeed. That is be-

cause the teachers are real sunbeams, so good
to the children that they ought not no how to

be sick. 1 think I feel much better here than
in any place I ever was. It is so pleasant, I

hope I was always able to stay here, because
I enjoy myself very much indeed. The teach-

ers are got true hearts, they
take such good care of the
children, like real mother
We might as well
say they are our
mothers while we
are here. We are
just like free, we go
out every day, either
walking or picking
flowers or either rid-

ing out. I close my
letter with great de-

light and rejoicing.

From your loving
friend, Lena.

Here is what is

called a " break-

fast letter" at

M o n t - L a w n .

inquirer. " do you have so much name ?
"

" My first papa was Mr. James Michael
Mulvaney and de papa l'se got now is

Mr. James Carter." answered the loyal lit-

tle man. as true to his stepfather as to his

dead papa. Visiting his own home, one
could but wonder how in its narrow, mal-
odorous confines, loyalty and sweetness
could flourish.

Among our guests at Mont-Lawn, were
five little Cubans from Mrs. Seidell's

Training School for Spanish-Speaking
Children, a good work with which our
readers are familiar. These little fellows
are natives of Havana, and are the chil-

dren or charges of refugees, who fled in

great distress and destitution from the
island during its days of darkest trouble.
They have every reason to love the stars

and stripes, and to belie\-e in the Chris-
tianity of the Protestant charities which
haye sheltered them.

All contributions will be
promptly acknowledged.
Those for the past week

are given below

:

Prev. uk
J r R. Scottsville ... 100
F N Adains SO
Geo Boilman— 1 00
Two Sisters, Bethle-
hem 3 00

Mr i Mrs Geo H Kel-
ler 100^^^B 1 H X. Sen-all

Mary E Winters 1 00
E M T. Key West ... 5 00Wm J B. Buffalo 6 00
Era A Helen Wilson. 2 00
Freddie Hart 1 00
E J Yawter 6 00
Mrs I A H 6 00

- Working Girl. Me 1 00
I Mrs Almira Hill 6 04
I Julia V Friischel ... 25
' Inasmuch. Easton... 3 50

w

THE GOSPEL WAGON OF THE UNION HIGHWAY MISSION—MISS IDA M. POTTS. MATRON

House-mother and " teachers " get letters

from little guests "bo have gone back
to town, and these are often read aloud,

while the " teachers."' after serving the

children, are eating their own breakfast.

The "teachers" sing grace, too. like the

children

:

Dear Teacher: — I thank you very
much for taking care of sister and I. You
must come to see us some day. for I am posi-

tive that all of us will be glad to see you. I

hope you are well. I want to know if Miss
Collin's and all the teachers are well and
strong. I told my loving parents all about
my nice time, and how we march into tent

and what pretty songs we sing in chapel about
little children and Jesus. I send my love to

all. The baby is very sick. Your loving boy.
Harry.

Another chubby hand scrawls just this

eloquent epistle

:

Sebteen kisses for everyboddy. (Seventeen

cross-marks after).

The author is about as long as your

arm. and the most lovable, manly little

fellow imaginable. His older brother

wrote the letter at his dictation, and he

made the marks. During his third meal

at the Home, a visitor bent over him and

interrupted his verv busy dining with the

question: '-What is your name?" He
paused lone; enough to answer: "James
Michael Mulvanev and James Carter."

"How in the world." asked the astonished

Miss A Tronp 300
D .las Hall 1 00

Friends. Kingman - . 2 00
W R B. Xorn-aj 1 00

Children's Friend,
Mendon

J I. Dempsey -- --

C E So. St .lohnstrary 6 00

Friends of the little

ones. Roxbnry 6 00

Laura Makeplace 50
In onr Savionr's Name.
Hollenbnrg 3 00

Mrs JasH North ...10 00
H J M. Glovers-ille.. 300
MrsWC. Casco...
Mrs W J Foster ....

I H X. Farragut ..

J A Middlekauff.
L W Felter

1 00
1 00

200
300
100
1 DO
300

A LMoreland 3 00

Rev S Wilson 2 00

D W Hanna 150
Daniel Roesch 2 00

Kittie Sn-eet. Mrs
Schnyler Ernest A
Carrie B Parks ... 2 00

Mrs Marion Bennel 3 00

Amanda Bradley .... 3 00

Annt Fannie. Penbr'k 4 00

H O Rachel 1 00

Gladys W. Escondido 3 00

H B l.anbach 3 00

Miss Soc of Ch of Re-
deemer. Detroit — 1000

Mrs C C Dickson 100
Elizabeth. 1 00

M Lizzie Herr 3 00

Jr End Soc. Parish-

12 00
1 00

ill.-

Mrs W H toekwood.. 5 00

Bii thday Bor of Prim
4 Intermed Classes
of 1st Cong S S.Nor-
iralk 3 00

.1 L M. Woodville . 5 00
Intermediate cl of Pres
5 S. Len-isville 25

Mrs Lawson La Fetra 5 00

Marian E Maynard . . 50

Mrs G R Stewart -.150
Mrs J C Stanley 3 00

Mrs J H Clime .... 3 00

Grace Johnson. 25
Kdna Keller 25
Hazel Bartlett 6
Frances. Crist 25
Clennie Smith 5

Mabel Bollmyer
Pansy Newby ...

Mrs Keller
Mrs M I. Wilson
Mrs M Tavlnr .

F A E. Washington.. 100
Friend. Stnrbridge .. 1 00

Thos Price 6 00

Rnth Robertson 1 00
. Winchester 2 00

Motherldau. Beverly 1 00

2 readers. Altamont 3 00

C A Boss . 75
. Tehachapi ... 3 00

Sarah. Mt Vernon ... 300
A Lover of Christ's
Little Ones. Trimble 3 00

31 M P 4 R 1 P. Cres-
ton 3 00
W H M Soc of Presby
Ch. Renovo 3 00

. Northport 1 50
Henrietta Baker 1 00

In Christ's Name.
Newark 100

I H >". Madison 3 00
. Andover 3 00

Heathcote.Washingtn3«0
. Wasco 2 00

F C Frese 2 00
Mrs Alex Yonng 1 00
A Tenth. Camp
Thomas. Ga 50

R Elizabeth Pratt . . .21 Oil

B M Wood 2 00
Mrs G H Jackson .... 1 00
D Jay 3 00
Friend. Sabinal 3 00

S 1 H K. Boston 3 00

Seeking Souls on the Highway
The Union Highway Mission of Philadel-

phia and its Evangelistic Work—Bringing

in the Wanderers.

HILE many are discussing
"How to reach the masses,"
the Union Highway Mis-
sion, of Philadelphia, is in

a simple way helping to
solve the problem of how to reach all

classes with the Gospel. At the Taber-
nacle, on Oxford street above Ridge
avenue, meetings are held three evenings
in the week, and all day on the Sabbath.
The meeting-room is large and commodi-
ous, and is frequently taxed to its utmost
capacity in order to accommodate those
who come in enjoy the evangelistic gath-
erings. The salvation of souls is the
watchword of all services, and God honors
the work by constandy giving the workers
souls for their hire.

The Highway Mission Wagon leaves

the Tabernacle every Tuesday. Thursday
and Saturday evenings, for different parts

of the city, sometimes going into the aris-

tocratic sections and at other times in the

slum districts, but the workers are always
sure of a large audience, whether they
stop among the lower, middle or upper
classes. The fine appearance of the wagon,
the electric lights, and the spirited sing-

ing attract and hold the people. At the

close of the services on the wagon, an in-

vitation is usually given for those who
want to be prayed with to come closer to

the side of the vehicle, and it is no un-
common sight to see seekers kneeling in

the street, with the workers asking God
to pardon their sins.

Another important work of the

Mission is among fallen girls, and
to enable them to make their

efforts successful, the "Haven of
Rest "' Rescue Mission has been
opened at 1537 North Twenty-sec-
ond street, and it has already
proved a blessing to many who
have sought shelter under its

roof. One inmate, who was con-

verted at the Home, afterwards
conducted a religious meeting in

the ward, and among the same
class of girls from which she had
been taken, thus showing to those

poor unfortunates that Jesus can
save even the outcast.

Miss Ida M. Potts is the Ma-
tron of the Home, and her refined

manner, and consistent Christian

character are a great influence

for good. She felt that the Lord
called her to this special field

oi labor, and she left her par-

ents' home to live among those

for whom so many have nothing

but unkind words and looks of

disdain.
In addition to its all-round

work at home, the organization

IH has also an interest in the for-
" eign field, and has a missionary'

in China. While the members
were earnestly praying that God

would direct them to the right one to send

to China. Miss Alice L. Landis spent a

Sabbath at the Tabernacle. She felt called

to the work, and after making the matter

a subject of further prayer, the Mission-

ary Committee chose her. and she is now
stationed at Maceo. South China.

The pastor of the Mission. Rev. Fred-

erick Reel, is an earnest, energetic preach-

er. He holds a responsible position in

the Treasurer's office at the Reading
Terminal, and preaches the Gospel "w ith-

out money and without price." The
entire work is supported by voluntary

contributions : and no fairs, festivals, en-

tertainments or begging is allowed.

The Christian Herald in the Army
During the week the following have

been received to aid in sending The
Christian Herald to troops in camp:
Prev ack'd $902 »
Beebee. Mrs May T
Bozorth. C C A RR .

Brown. F. M
Brown. Mrs Josiah. .

.

Dav. Mrs US
Dickel. Philip
Dunlap. Mrs E P
Forbes. Mrs Marie H
Frost. Edith
Harrison. Mrs M B
Lawrence. Mrs R R.

.

Mead. Mrs HI
Meade. Elizabeth D
Miller. Miss L E

.V'

250

100
100
25

25
, 50
25

100
25
25
50

1 35

Miller. Mrs T B ... 2 00
Shaffer. -Mrs Lorena L 1 00
Spalding. Joel 100
M B Spalding 1 00

Stedman. F. J 25
Wearv. Emma L . . - 50
Whitney. ME 100
Zell. Alice 1 00

F H N, Centralis. Ills. 2 CO

Mrs W.»w Haven.Ct 1 00
Constant Reader.
Janesville. Wis ... 3 00

Friend 25
A Friend, Blaine. ...100

Total 89S-J.OS

Total

All contributions for this purpose will

be acknowledged in these columns.




