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Hartland M. S,
Paulpietersburg,
Natal, $o. Air.
Feb. 28, 1931
Dear Friends:

I want to thank the LLord for His choice for
me. You were doubtless expecting me to
come home on furlough with Father and
Mother and the rest of them, and I myself
was looking forward to it, and counting on
the opportunities and privileges which this
would give, but about a month before their
sailing God showed me very plainly that I
was not to go, but He chose for me to stay.
Though I know not what He saw in me, 1 ain
very glad that He has been able to use me
for His glory. For the last two years I can
say, I have not once wanted for His strength
and guidance. I want to thank Him for un-
broken victory in my soul; He is teaching
me and leading me out into a place of greater
blessing and usefulness. He promised me that
I should see our work in all its branches, and
see souls saved, and He has granted that. The
L.ord 1s my constant companion and during
these two loneliest years of my life I have
known very few lonely hours.

The revival meetings which have continued
on the Mission Station for a month, have
during this week been held at my much ne-
glected outpost (being Dan’s interpreter I
had to go with him on all his outpost trips,
which left this work at the tender mercies
of an untrained and unsuitable Bible woman
who was on trial and having proven untrue
we have recently had to dismiss).

At the week’s service the Lord has given
much blessing. The native workers and Chris-
tians from other outposts have come in good
numbers and shown an earnest and helpful
spirit, my own people have turned out and
attended well, at least two backsliders have
been restored, three women delivered from
beer, three others from snuff, some receiviug
witness to sins forgiven, some not having
come out clear are still seeking. There have
been a good number of heathen to these
meetings and the greater majority knelt at
the altar and made a little start toward seek-
ing God. Many needy souls have been blessed
and strengthened. In two of these services [
had the pleasure of having my sister with me
and we were blessed together. Samuel is able
to ride on horseback now, and in spite of the
loss of his foot i1s a great help and blessing to
the work. He has been appointed as the evan-
gelist for this section and given as helper
Andalia Mtetwa, an earnest young man who
has recently been appointed as on trial as a
native worker. He has a great burden for the
young men, and his messages are very help-
ful. The people are quite happy at having
been placed under the care of a regular evan-
gelist and I feel quite safe now in leaving my
outpost, as Samuel is a power for God, and
seems to be getting better all the time.

Meetings have been announced for two
neighboring outposts during the coming
week, which I hope my people will attend.
Our plan is to have a regular campaign which
will go on all winter and reach all the out-
posts, and we are looking forward to a great
time of revival and blessing in which many
precious souls will be saved.

-~ We are surrounded on every hand by the
awful powers of heathen darkness, evidences
of demon possession are seen in almost every
meeting, though God has crippled them since

our first two meetings and they have not
been able to break up a meeting or spoil an
altar service. Many poor victims are asking
to be prayed for for deliverance, and many
are coming through. We very earnestly re-
quest the prayers of all those who want to be
helpers with us in pushing the battle for
souls.
Trusting Him for still greater victories,
Yours happy in His will,
GEORGE SANDERS

PRAYING DICK

Some of the railroad men declared it was
only a fortunate accident; but others, even some
of the wickedest, always insisted it was a provi-
dence. As for Praying Dick, he would only say,
“That’s the way it was,” and never tried to ex-
plain 1t.

Dick Cameron, known to the other railroad
men on the Missouri division of the A., T. & S.
F. Railroad as Praying Dick, was day operator
at . In fact he was the only operator at
and also agent. He went on duty at 6 o’clock in
the morning, and worked till half past seven in
the evening, selling tickets, handling freight, bag-
gage, and express, and doing all the telegraphing.

- was a very sorry sort of a place; a
little rain-splashed, sunburned town of fewer than
two hundred people. It was situated near the
bank of a torpid, dirty little river, and most of
its inhabitants were of that class contemptuously
referred to as “river rats.” There was not a
church in town and only one Sunday school,
which met Sunday afternoons, as that was the
only time Cameron, the superintendent, could
leave the depot.

It was his interest in this Sunday School,
together with the constant appearance near his
telegraph keys of a well-worn Bible, from which
he sometimes sent messages over the wires when

business was slack, that gave him his nickname.
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The despatchers sat at their keys in the rail-
road building at Mayfield, headquarters for the
Missouri division. It was a pleasant May night.
And a vagrant breeze wandered in through some
open window and stirred the sheets on the des-
patchers’ tables. One of the despatchers relaxed
for a moment, and yawned. Everything was run-
ning smoothly. The limited was on time, and
there was no congestion anywhere along the line.

His companion, the despatcher handling the
east end, and on whose line was now the fast
California Limited, checked that train out of
M , looked at his watch—it was exactly 2
o’clock—and turned to speak to Griffin, the
night chief, who had just come up and stood
leaning on the railing behind him.

Instantly the despatcher whirled and caught
the key. Quickly and sharply he asked a question
of the night man at W , and grew deathly
pale as the answer came back haltingly. With
nervous haste he ordered W off the line
and called M , the next station be-
low

“Is the limited out of the yard?” The an-
swer fairly cracked along the wires.

“Yes,” came the answer.

“Goodness! Griffith”—the despatcher turn-
ed a ghastly face to the night chief— “there’s
going to be a wreck. Fool at W forgot
orders. Limited and fast freight headed straight
for each other. Get out the wrecking crew, and
take every doctor in town.”

The terrible news ran through the railroad
building like a shudder; and the first thought in
every man’s mind was of the suffering and death
in store for the passengers who were sleeping

securely, and of their fellow trainmen hurrying
on those two monsters to their own death.

Every man about the building who could
leave his post ran up to the despatchers’ rooms.
Among them was the superintendent, who had
just come in on a train, and stopped at his office
to leave some orders.

The despatcher was still trying desperately
to find some way to stop one of the trains. The
superintendent and others, most of whom were
old operators themselves, stood with drawn
faces, silently reading off the wire the messages
that went and came.

“For heaven’s sake, man,” the despatcher
was saying to the operator at M . cant
you reach some way? Can’t you do
something ?”

“Nothing,” came the reply. “Station there
closes at 7:30; no night telephone service; no
time 1f there was.”

The despatcher leaned back, and breathed
heavily. He took out his watch, and most of
the men did likewise.

“They will meet”—he stopped as if choking
for an instant—"“in six or seven minutes. It will
be about a mile beyond ———, on that crooked
stretch of road. Nothing on earth can save
them.”

No one spoke, but each man watched the
second hand of his watch as it crept around and
around. Outside in the yards the shrill whistle
of the wrecking train blew again and again, call-
ing the crew to duty; the trainmaster was busy
at the telephone calling doctors; along the plat-
form and in the yards men raced in preparation
for the rescue train.

But inside the men stood silent, paralyzed
by the horror of it, watching the seconds tick
away.

One minute, two, three, four—

The despatcher could stand the silence no
longer. He caught the key, and began to abuse
the operator at W

Then some one down the line broke in. The
despatcher ceased, and stared at the key as if he
saw a ghost. And every man of the scared, anx-
ious group leaned forward in amazement.

“The Lord is merciful and gracious,” the
message came slowly and evenly, *slow to anger
and plenteous in mercy; He hath not dealt with
us after our sins i

He grabbed the key, and called frantically,
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“As a father pitieth his children

“CG,” desperately repeated the despatcher,
and then Cameron answered his call.

“Goodness!” exclaimed the despatcher.
“That is praying Dick.”

“Red light quick—stop train,” said the des-
patcher. .

“All O. K.,” came the slow, even reply.
“Freight now on siding.”

Several of the men turned away, not daring
to look into one another’s eyes.

The relief was too great; the despatcher’s
hand trembled so that he could not hold the key.
The night chief stepped in, and took hold of the
instrument. S 2

“How long have you been there?” he asked
of Cameron.

“About five minutes,” answered Dick.

“How did you happen to be up this time of
night ?”’

“Don’t know.”

“What waked you?”

“Don’t know. Just waked up, and came to
the depot. Heard the despatcher talking to
M . Got out and flagged freight.”

That was all the explanation he ever gave,
or ever could give.
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The next day Dick Cameron, the day agent
at , got a message from the superintendent,
rather an unusual one from such an officer. It
read :

“Praying Dick: Shake, and accept thanks.
Auditor will be down on 14 to check you out.
You take charge tomorrow as agent at W
‘All things work together for good to them that
love God.” Laney, Superintendent.”—Selected.

CORRESPONDENCE

Spring Valley, N. Y.
Dear Brother Trafton:

Just thought I would send you a few lines
and say that we had one delightful time in
our meeting with the Saint John Church.
They used me like a prince and made me
feel when I came away like it would be a
real pleasure to visit them again in revival
work. Qur attendance was fine. Brother Kier-
stead said the best they had known in years
in that church. They took to my messages and
responded to the altar call and evidenced
their kindly, courteous treatment of me in
more ways than one. I have always loved the
Canadian brethren in our churches here 1n
the States, but the gracious treatment that I
received from them in New Brunswick makes
me increasingly their debtor. God bless you
and all the precious Reformed Baptist people
everywhere. It has been a delight to labor
with you on earth and we shall enjoy being
with you in a better world than this bye and
bye.

In the Lord,
Lad s EANTELE 06

Norton Dale, N. B.
Dear Brother:

I am inclosing postal note for my renewal
to The King’s Highway. I enjoy its coming
for it is a great help to me, while shut in with
sickness. I wish it came oftener.

Yours truly,

MRS. PERCY STEWART

Manctop, N. B,
Dear Highway:

Just a few lines from this part of the Lord’s
vineyard. We held a two weeks’ meeting re-
cently, closing on Sunday evening, April 26th.
Rev. C..R. Hagerman, of Calais; Me., was
our helper. He proved himself a true yoke-
fellow indeed. His messages were powerful
and were blessed of the Lord, to the helping
of souls. There were a few reclaimed, some
were seeking for sanctification, and one pro-
fessed conversion. Numbers were under comu-
viction but failed to yield. The Holy Spirit
did his part, and souls will be left without
excuse, who failed to walk in the light. The
church was helped. We are determined to
keep going on full salvation lines. Keep on
praying.

P. J. TRAFTON

Millville, N. B.

Mr. P J. Tarfton

Dear Sir: Enclosed please find postal note
to pay for the King’s Highway for this year,
the extra is for the Highway Supplementary
Fund. Am not feeling very well in body but
the dear Lord is very precious to me. Praise
His name,

Yours respectfully,

MRS. ALBERT H. GOUGH

Woodsfords, Maine
Dear Brother Trafton:

Enclosed please find money for my renewal
to the King’s Highway. I would not want to
be without the Highway—it is a great source
of blessing to my soul, and I do look forward
to its coming.

Yours sincerely,
MRS. F. N.
796 Forest Ave.

SPIRITUALISM EXPOSED

A recent dispatch from New York to the
Chicago Tribune is another evidence of the
sham and hypocrisy of spirtualism. It seems
strange that so many people take any stock
in this fraud that has been exposed so often
the last few years. The dispatch was as fol-
lows :

Asserting that “people want to be fooled”
and that for eleven years he had done just
that, Nino Pecararo, “mystic,” whom the late
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle admitted won him
over to spiritualism, tonight declared his
seances were “all a fake.”

“I've never seen a ghost and don’t believe any
one else ever has,” he said. “I’'m sick and tired
of giving seances and having spiritualism reap
the profit. When ghosts appear at my seances
they are Nino Pecararo in the flesh.”

To prove his point he allowed himself to be
securely bound, then freed himself and wrote
two messages. One was “from Doyle” and
the other “from Houdini.” The handwriting
compared favorably with authentic originals
of the famous men.

In addition Pecararo passed on two “mess-
ages” from dead persons to newspaper men
present and also had “ghost hands” play an
accordion.

The demonstration was given in the apart-
ment of Joseph Dunninger, chairman of a
committee named by a scientific magazine to
expose fake spiritualists. Dunninger said more
than $5,000,000 was spent annually in New
York alone on spirtualistic work.

He added, “Conan Doyle had implicit faith
in Nino and wrote that spiritualism rises or
falls by him.”

Pecararo has made his living by giving
more than 2,000 seances in eleven years. He
said he would devote himself hereafter to
painting and writing.

“Eleven years ago when I told people I was
a spiritualist they didn’t believe me,” he said.
“Now I'm trying to convince them I'm not
and they won’t believe.”—The Free Methodist.

TITHING, GOD'S -PLAN! TO. GARRY "ON
HIS WORK

Have noticed with much interest the arti-
cles in the Highway on “Christian Giving”
by H. C. Mullen, and will say that it would be
impossible to express my idea and apprecia-
tion of the matter more fully than he has done.

All through the Word passage after pass-
age both of our LLord and the apostles encour-
age tithing and giving.

The plan that our Lord gave to mankind
away back in the beginning namely, to give
“one-tenth” of all we possess, cannot be im-
proved on. I am certain that nine-tenths with
God’s smile and approval will do more finan-
cially for the individual than were they to
keep all and leave God out. For proof of this
turn to Mal. 3:10-11.

There can be found plenty of people who

date the beginning of their prosperity since
they began to tithe with the Lord.

Just try this tithing with the Lord, brother,
sister, and see if He will not do as promised
in Mal.: “Open the windows of heaven and
pour out the blessing.”

The brother says that ministers are theé
poorest paid of all men even where honest
effort is made to pay, which is true, but much
more so where no honest effort is made to
pay. | |

In article 2, column 3, our brother speaks
of a case where a young minister was abseng
from his church for five weeks on denomina=
tional work, and as there was no system of
paying the minister, just simply giving him
the collections as thev were taken, there
being no service he did not receive one cent.
Such cases we regret tc say, are more numer-
ous than one would think, i1f people took the
trouble to investigate.

The writer knows of an instance where a
young brother who had paid considerable in
railroad fare that he might be faithful to his
charge, went five Sundays in succession to a
church on his circuit, and in those five Sun-
days this brother got the sum of $4.21. Two
of those Sundays the church was not opened
or warmed after this young brother had
walked; I repeat it again, walked four miles
through the snow to hold service, and those
people professed sanctification.

I have a fear deep down in my soul that
the Master’s answer to them will be: “Mat.
25 :45—inasmuch as ye did it not unto one of
the least of these, ye did it not unto me.”
In the following verse, 46, will be found the
Master’s condemnation for those who profess
but do not possess. |

Had these people been honest Christian
tithers the brother would have got their tithe
whether there was service or not. Can say in
all honest truthfulness that I have never been
blest in any one line of Christian service
more than I have been in tithing with the
Lord.

We know of people who have come out in
revival, been baptized, but refused to join
with any church, and when some time of need
came they could dodge to one side, say they
were not a member of the church, and by
so doing make the burden heavier for the
honest Christians who had God’s cause at heart
and would not see the cause suffer.

I have always had serious doubts of pro-
fessing Christians who refused to join ‘a
Church, as the Holy Spirit in the very first of
my Christian experience urged me to join
with the church, give my support in finance,
looking after wood and light, seeing that the
house 1s open, warmed and lighted, as gener-
ally in country churches where there is no
janitor, some one of the members have to do
this thing. There are numerous ways one
may help, also take the minister to your
home, make him feel that he is welcome to ‘a
warm bed in the cold weather, also’ whatever
cheer you may set before him he is welcome
to. If these things were faithfully carried out
there would not be so many closed up
churches over the land. |

In conclusion would like to say to Brother
Mullen that I very much appreciate all he
has written under the heading of “Christian
Giving” and hope that he will continue to
write on as the “Holy Spirit” dictates, for our
people need stirring up on the matter of
church support. |
ABRAHAM CRONKHITE




