SUS CAN TAKE IT OUT

% By S. H. HADLEY

m age of specialists. Everybody

I know of many specialists
ork. There are specialists of the
| of the eye, and there are also spe-
| other trades and occupations,

MY SPECIALTY.
1 am a specialist in my line of work.
er Paul was called to preach to the
s T have been called to preach to the
d. the harlot, the lost man, the help-
1, the man that nobody helps and no-
wants but Jesus. We talk about how
h the working man; I reach men after
cannot work ;-after nobody would have
wlﬂlin a mile of the shop, and when
Wwould set the dogs on them if they
church; you would have to
‘eushions and fumigate the place!
dreadful to think that today, in my
right now, there are over 50,000 that
ot know where they will sleep tonight
they can steal the money or beat
body out of it, or get a nickel to get a
of beer, or somebody makes them
¢, Nine out of*ten of those men had
nlig'lous training; some mother wept
them and kissed them, but they have
down by some awful temptation,
drink, drink. OQur city is full of
talk and we pray about it, but
n much by our prayers, and

what you do; if you do not bring
you have failed. You may
‘you may not see the glorious
our work, but you tried to do
;- Have that in mind, and only

? suffereth long, and is kind”—
never have lived that short, brief
in my life, and carried it to
I fruition of what Paul meant

en I have seen anything fail, or -

tired, or my faith goes, I remem-
'~md ‘it encourages me to stick

LOVI sums LONG.

w, there were over 5,000 peo-

at our meetinn last yvear confessing
‘We just as much expect people
as we expect to hold a meeting.

' up there, many of them, simply
s lodging, for Water Street is

* the lowest quarters of New

# they come, and we are glad
hem there. . Oh, how I pity them!
m! Glory to God, they know
kneel, we are kneeling with
 friendless men, that not a

city will help. I say “O,

Then I say to some man,

u pray,” and the poor wretch

nt because he is willing

keep off the street.

Thoughts of home and mother and happy
days come floating over his soul, and he cries,
“Jesus, Master, help me!” and he is born
again there before your eyes. Oh, I have
seen thousands of men do that. Ah, my
friends, “Love suffereth long, and is kind.”

“How patient hath My Spirit been,

To follow thee through all thy im,

And plead thy wayward soul to win,
And son, give Me thy heart.”

In Luke xxii. 62 we read—“Peter went
cut and wept bitterly,” What -made Peter
cry? Women cry, and children cry, but
what made Peter cry? If you read the sixty-
first verse you will find out—-“Jesus turned
and looked upon Peter.” What kind of o
look could that have been? Just a little whila
before he had cursed and sworn that he did
not know Him at all, and now he was crying.
Do you suppose Jesus said, “You traitor, I'll
get even with you for going back on me
this way?” Oh, no; He forgave him as He
looked at the backsliding disciple. That is
the kind of look that Jesus gave, a look full
of love and compassion.

THAT LOOK/

I believe I got that look one night. I was
sitting on a whisky-ba in a saloon at the

want it any more.

gave the invitation,

I felt like getting

1 could telk you i

Gear men and

cne look you could tell
for—to help poor souls
began to pray: “Dear
fellows; they have

‘awful hole and they ca

to them, Lord.”

T can remember,

would be saved than a
devil said to me, “You
pray!” I had a crime

over me, and the devil
ute you confess your
Sing-Sing Penitenti

So I said to Jerry
somebody pray f ]
cur prayers won’

corner of 125th Street and Third Avenue. &

I had been in that place for five weeks, 1

I had drunk whisky for twenty-twe yun:

It was the end of an awful spree; everything
was gone—my mind, my money, and my

friends, and all—and I was wondering how I

could get another drink, when in the mids:
Jesus‘came. I saw that look. I wasn't look-
ing for Jesus at all: I was looking for whis-
ky, and wondering where I could get a drink.
I hadn’t the courage any more to steal, I was
too near dead, and the minute I got that lwie
1 saw my sins, and I supposed 1 was dying,
and I said, “Boys, listen to me, I am dyh'
I will drink no more whisky.”
I went out to the station-house and I
to the captain, “Lock me up,” and he said,
“What for?” 1 said, “So that I eannot
& drink of whisky.” They locked me up
cell No. 10, and in the morning they took
to the police court hutthatnizhtl
T was dying, and a voice said “Pray,” and I
got down on my knees and said, “God,
merciful to me a sinner.” :
After theyhadletmegolwenthlm
M’Auley’s Mission, twenty-one years
months and one night ago—I have
counting it up every day since—and t
saw Jerry M'Auley, that wonderful aj
of the outcast. I heard him say, “I am |
{onight from whiskey and tobacco
erything: Jesus came to me and too
whole thing out of me.” I had
that, if I started to be a Chr
have to fight this thing all the
heard from Jerry M’Auly that




“My boy! What ’cher mean? I ain’t got
no boy!?”

The man stared. :

“Whose is he, then? He’s been on along
with you ever since we left the carbarn.
Looks to me as if you meant to shake him!”

“Me! Shake him-” The woman choked
with indignation. “I never seen the kid be-
fore in my life!”

Still incredulous, the conductor addressed
the child.

“Ain’t she your mother?”

“0'no, sir!”” The clear little voice sounded
sweet as “pipes o’ Pan.” “Mamma’s gone to
heaven. That’s where I'm going—to find
her. Here’s my penny. I tried to give it to
you but you didn’t see. Will you please tell
me when we get there?”

The man gazed about him helplessly.

“What d'ye know about- that?” he mut-
tered. Then—with a queer catch in his
throat :

“I'm sorry, kiddie, but heaven ain’t on our
line,”

There was a rustle of garments, a soft,
breathless rush, and the lady in black had
the child in her arms.

“Tell me all about it, darling. What is
your name, and where do you live?”

“My name used to be Dickie, but it’s Fif-
ty-seven now, and I live at the ’sylum. A
man tgok me there after my mamma went
away. There are lots of little boys and girls,
but fio mammas there.  Nobody kisses me
" goodsnight, or tucks me up in bed, or hears
me say my prayers. Have you ever been
to heaven, lady, and is it a very far ways?”

“I have never been there myself, dear, Hut
I had a little boy who went. And it is very
far off. I know you could never find it
alone.”

“But your little boy—did he get losted?”

“No, for somebody led him all the way.”

“Won’t that somebody lead me, too?”

“Some time, darling, but not now. One
must wait patiently until He comes.”

“That’s what my mamma said—to wait.
But I'm so tired waiting!”

“I am tired, too, waiting—for my little
boy. Dear, will you come and live with me,
8o that we can wait together?”

The blue eyes gazed for a long, silent
moment into the other eyes of tender brown,
A look of utter trustfulness stole over the
childish features, a pair of little arms twined
about the neck of the lovely lady, and the
curly head sank upon her breast:

The conductor drew his sleeve across his
eves.

“I mistook,” he murmured under his
breath, “Heaven ain’t named on our bks,
but it’s sure on the line after all!”—Mary
A. P. Stansbury—Christian Advocate.

“Why do not more people come to tell us

?f the Gospel?” asked an African woman.

Is it because they do not love us, or because
they do not love Jesus very much.

A CHEERFUL HOME.

A single bitter word may disquiet an en-

tire family for a whole day. One‘ surly glance
casts a gloom over the household, while a
smile, like a gleam of sunshine, may light
up the darkest and weariest hours. Like un-
expected flowers which spring up along our
rath, full of frshness, fragrance and beauty,
do kind words and gentle acts and sweet dis-
position, make glad the home where peace
and blessing dwell. No matter how humble
the abode, if it be thus garnished with grace
and sweetened with kindness and smiles,
the heart will turn lovingly toward it from
all the tumult of the world, will be the dear-
est spot beneath the circuit of the sun.

And the influences of home perpetuate
themselves. The gentle grace of the mother
lives in the daughter long after her head is
pillowed in the dust of death; and the father-
ly kindness finds its echo in the nobility and
courtesy of sons, who come to wear his man-
tle and to fill his place; while on the other
hand from an unhappy misgoverned and dis-
ordered home, go forth persons who shall
make other homes miserable, and perpetuate
the sourness and sadness, the contentions
and strifes and railings which have made
their own lives so wretched and distorted.

Toward the cheerful home, the children
gather, as clouds, and as doves to their win-
dows, while from the .home which is the
abode of discontent and strife and trouble,
they fly forth as vultures to rend their prey.

The class of men who disturb and distress
the world, are not those born and nurtured
amid the hallowed influences of Christ
L.omes; but rather those whose early life has
been a scene of trouble and vexation—who
Lave started wrong in the pilgrimage, and
whose course is one of disaster to themselves,
and of trouble to those around them.—Sel.

THE GOSPEL IN
ITS NATIVE LAND

ANNIE MACDONALD.

This is a readable, instructive,
and pleasing book, written by one
who spent some time as a mission-
ary in the Holy Land.

It is clear
in its elucidation of the manners
of the people as they interpret the
Bible text. It is a most excellent
book for young people. Beautiful-
ly illustrated. .

195 Pages—Cloth, 756 cents.
ORDER OF A

Pentecostal Mission Pub. Co.
NASHVILLE, TENN.
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pnl Lesson

" 'P. R. NUGENT, Richmond, Va.
el el

son for Nov. 26, 1911}
NEHEMIAH'S PRAYER.

Text: “The effectual fervent prayer of s
us: man. availeth much.” (Jas, 5:16).

d cares for His people, through human agency

8 out clearly once more’in the:lesson. Almost
century had passed since Zerubbabel and Jeshua
Jed back to Jerusalem volunteers to rebuild the
mple. After these leaders had passed away Ezra
“called of God to help the people in Judea, and
.that they were in trouble agiin, Nehemiah

5 up to prayerful interest n their welfare.
lesson. ean be profitably considered by noticing
other things with prayer. They

ate of the people and, therefore, of their definite
%‘1' The information both stirred him to prayer
| enabled him to pray definitely about the exist-

hy (4). Nehemiah’s heart was deeply
the sad condition of his people—so much
he fasted, mo d.and wept. Feel.

up’ ?
to heatly prayer. Where there
those in troublé there is a heart
_prayer that there. d not be other-
¢ is lack of ‘in,; or sympathy
-be somewhat

%

e 8 EGMM'(‘);‘ Nlhw was Wghly
“There Was strength in his"purpose and

in ea: I
it broughtabout true meaning in his prayer. Some
people’s prayers have no earnestness of purpose.and

" they really.do net eare much whether they hear from

God or mot. And if people do not mean what they
pray how can they expect an answer “Ye . . .
shall find me when ye shall search for me with
all ‘your heart” (Jer. 29:13). Not that there is
merit in this, or any other human attitude. Noth-
ing I am, have, or do, can be brought as a meri-
torious cause for God to amnswer prayer. Only the
pierit of the Lord Jesus avails.

4, Fasting. There are times when fasting s an
id in prayer. It enables one to more fully set the
mind on spiritual things. It also brings the soul
into a more lowly attitude and, by setting aside
bodily needs for a season, intensifies the purpose and
desire towards God. It is a practical proof, too,
that a person esteems prayer above the regular
needs of the body. In this respect it is an evidence
that there is victory over bodily appetite. Most peo-
ple are slaves to their stomachs and would rather
eat than pray.

5. Perseverance (6). “Day and night.”” There
is such a thing as lazy prayer and there is also
such a thing as importunate prayer. The latter is
according to scripture standard (Lk. 18:1). There
are times when there will be no success in prayer
unless a person “prays through” to the point where
the matter is settled. To stop short of this ‘will
mean failure. Much loss has come to God's peo-
ple because of stopping too soon in prayer.

6, Confession of sin (6). This is a vital point.
Unconfessed sin is an effectual barrier to prayer.
Nehemiah so indentified himself with his people in
trouble that he confessed their sin. Probably they

would be successful in p
stored in mind and heart

proud about his praying.
ple praying for what is
one person’s prayer. Unite
phase of it and at times
10. Dependence upon Gox

. nized the fact that

what was necessary.
than upon man. Like
God and then went
the first and attend
dependence is really
right order is: p
then, petition to

man must bé

were too blind to see the extent of their sin for =
people who are suffering the consequences of their =

sins often see only those consequences and not the
sins that caused them. It is sometimes quite ne
sary to confess the sins of those for whose s

R T . Sl

his own life.” “If I regard

the Lord will not hear me.” o
/1. God's character (5, 6, 8, 9, 11). When
kngws God’s character, and His ways that
sarily spring from that character, he is in p¢

to approach God rightly in prayer. In these

The Oollegiate curriculum consists otﬁv- ul
There is a Preparatory Course for those not so w

There is & two-year Medical Course for-M 5,
given by capable physicians of Nashville, . 408

OPPORTUNITY FOR PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE IN EV




