0 THE MESSENGER.

weeks, He was the village doctor, a mid-
dle-aged man, who had always led an ir-
religious life. Mr. Ralston had tried to
talk with him often, but he looked on all
Christians as hypocrites, and said he knew
they were,

However, this morning, his mother came,
asking the minister to go at once, as her
son wanted to see him. Glad of the op-
portunity, Mr. Ralston put his Bible into
his pocket and started at once. On the
way, the doctor’s mother told him how her
" gon was terribly distressed about his rela-
tion to his God. Arrived at the house,
the minister was startled to see how great
a change had come over the doctor since
he saw him last. Poor man. At the last
moment he began to seek for the light he
had despised all his life. After a passage
of Scripture had been read, and a prayer
offered, the sick man prayed himself.
What a prayer it was! How intense! How
awful in its intensity ! As mever before
Ralston saw what good news the message
of Jesus was. Yet men despised it, and
even the church seemed to have lost the
real gospel. As he went away from the
dying physician’s home, the minister of
Bargon determined to awake his church.

He had a sermon partly prepared for
next Sabbath, but he began anew. He
took for his text ‘The kingdom of God is
at hand. Repent and believe the gospel.’
With all the burning zeal of a Baxter he
preached ‘as a dying man to dying men.’
He called on the people to repent of sin.
He boldly denounced the sins of the com-
munity. He preached the coming judg-
ment, and then in glowing terms appeal-
ed to them to receive the gospel anew and
live for God.

At first the congregation listened compla-
cently, but as the burning words of the
earnest preacher showed that he was in
downright earnest, a strange feeling ran
through the audience, Sargon was sur-
prised. No minister had ever preached to
them like that before. Sargon was angry.
What right had this man to speak to them
such & message of authority. They had
‘hired’ him to preach for them, not to de-
nounce their sins.

At the conclusion of the services the ma-
jority of them shook his hand coldly at the
door. A few (oh, how few) gave him a
look of gratitude, as they pressed his hand,
and he noticed a tear in their eyes. He
felt his sermon was not altogether in vain.

Next morning the senior deacon called
at the parsonage. After a few common-
place remarks he began: ‘Mr. Ralston, your
permon yesterday has displeased some of
our best members.’” ‘I am sorry to hear
it he replied, ‘I only preached the gos-
pel.” ‘Well,” said the deacon shortly, ‘that
sort of preaching won’t do here,’ and he
grufily took his departure. s

That very morning Ralston received an
earnest invitation from a friend to visit
him and stay over the Sabbath. He  de-
cided to go, and at prayer-meeting (which
was smaller even than usual) he announc-
ed he would be away the next Sabbath.
The journey soothed him, and once Sar-
gon was out of his mind, his spirits rose.
His visit was a real tonic, and when ask-
ed to preach that Sabbath in the church
which his friend attended, he preached
with a freedom and joy that was new to
him in the pulpit. The next week he re-
turned to Sargon.

Chapter IV.—A New Field.

For some unaccountable reason, as the
pastor of Sargon stepped off the train on
his return from his visit, his spirits sank.
As far as the work was concerned in that
place, he seemed to have lost all ambition.
He could not at first understand it him-
self, for he was no coward. It made no
real difference to him whether Sargon was
a difficult field or not. He wanted a place
in the front line of battle. But as he con-
trasted his feelings when at his friend’s
church with his feelings in Sargon, slow-
ly the truth dawned upon him.

The reason why his work was powerless
and dispiriting in Sargon was—not that
sin had more power there than elsewhere—
but because the church at Sargon was at
heart apostate. He went over his mem-
bers one by one, and at last he was com-
pelled to confess that the truly regenerated
among them were so inconsiderable that
the whole church was nothing but a sham.
He felt that if he wanted to do anything
for God’s kingdom in Sargon he must have
(to begin with) some foundation, and his
church there was a false foundation. It
was not real. The deep, far-reaching life-
controlling spiritual truths of the gospel
were utterly unknown to the great major-
ity of the members. That was why they
did not understand him or appreciate Bi-
ble truths. And he saw clearly that this
unregenerated church was an insurmount-
able barrier between himself and the world
outside the church, which he utterly fail-
ed to reach.

Having come to these conclugions, Ral-
ston at once formed his resolution. He
knew that if he ever did any real good in
Sargon he must first destroy the existing
church organization, and reorganize it on
a true basis. But this he felt altogether
both unqualified and unable to do. There
was but one manly course for him—to re-
sign his ministry at Sargon—and this he
resolutely determined to do.

He was in bis study, and calling his
wife he told her the situation. She listen-
ed intently, for she loved and honored her
husband, but when he spoke of leaving
Sargon so soon, tears came into her eyes.
She had just got the parsonage beautifully
arranged. Everything was so comfort-
able. Where would they go? ‘Alfred,’ she
said at last, ‘I never expected this. You
are right, I know, but what can we do?’

The young pastor paused. He had not
thought of this. He some way had left all
such things out of account. Their parson-
age was & lovely home with beautifully
shaded grounds. It was cruel to ask his
girl-wife to tear up everything and move,
just as she felt settled. He began to wa-
ver, But he remembered Christ’s words :
‘Seek ye first the kingdom of God and his
righteousness and all these things shall
be added unto you.’ He took his wife’s
hand,® and looking into her eyes, said i
‘Esther, dear, trust me. God will provide.’
She wiped away her tears, kissed him, and
went down to her work. In a little while
he heard her singing softly:

‘All for Jesus I surrender, I surrender
all.? 4

From that hour Alfred Ralston had a
new feeling of devotion and love for This
wife. He never forgot her beautiful act
of self-sacrifice. ' :

Just a few days later he received a let-
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ter from the friend he had visited. It
told him that the pastor of the church
there had been called to another place and
the people every one wanted Alfred Ral-
ston as their pastor. He was overwhelm-
ed. His friend had told him what a true
church it was. He remembered his ex-
perience there. All was settled and in a
short time the change was made.

Sargon was surly when Mr. Ralston left,
but his way was plain, and now he joy-
£u1_ly and successfully ministers among a
true people who know God and love his
wozrd. :
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The Everlasting Collection.

(‘Morning Star.’)

The following extract from the ‘Mis«
sionsblatt’ for September, 1901, is dedi«
cated to the dear brethren who are al«
ways finding fault with the frequent callg
that are made for money to sustain the
missionary enterprises of the church.

In a circle of earnest Christian me\n the
conversation turned to ‘the everlasting
collection.” One remarked: ‘It has be=
come intolerable these last years; formerly
it was not so.’ ‘You are right, formerly
it was different,” answered the oldest of
the party. ‘Yes,” continued the first speaks
er, ‘don’t you think there is a risk of bend-
ing the bow too far?” With flashing eye
the old man looked round and said in re«
ply: ‘I can only say that we ought to get
down on our knees and thank God for the
many collections. From time to time I
cross the churchyard and walk past the
long rows of the departed. No one there
begs from me or makes any appeal. No,
the dead don’t prefer any requests. There«
after I come to the village, to the living.
At the laborer’s humble cottage the mo-
ther has just arrived with a basket of
provisions. How delighted are the young-
sters! ‘“Mother, is it dinner time?’ ‘A roll
to me!” ‘And one to me! they shouted.
And one small fellow creeps on all fours
and holds out his hand for something.
The sore-tormented mother seemed rather
to rejoice in the healthy appetites of her
children, and hands to each its portion
with gladness on her face.’” ‘Now then
for the application of your tale,” asked one
of the gentlemen. ‘It is obvious,” con-
tinued the speaker. ‘It is true that for«
merly there were fewer collections. I re-
member those days well, the days of cold
rationalism, We then went round about
among the churches as among the graves
and the dead. There were no collections
in them, for there was no life there. There
was no stretching forth of the helping
hand. Do you want those days back?
Nowadays it is difterent,—collection after

collection, Is it a bad sign? No, no! God
has breathed life into the dry bones,
and quickened a sense of the thousand-
fold needs of the church. Now there is
begging and the clamor of appeals on all
gides. The hungry children cry to the
mother for bread. Now there is life, a life
that awakens hunger and thirst, a life
quickened by God. Therefore ought we to
thank him on bended knee for “the ever-
lasting collection.”””’
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Expiring Subscripticns.
Would =ach subscriber kindly look at

‘the address tag on this paper? If the date

thereon is June, 1903, it is' time that
the renewals were sent in so as to aveid
losing a single copy. As renewals always
date from the expiry of the old subscrip-
tions, subscribers lose nothing by remit-
ting a little in advance.



