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The Dream and the Awaken-
ing.
(By Rev. Francis E. Marston, D.D., in
‘American, Messenger.”)

What must be the practical outcome of a
religion of dreams and a philosophy of delu-
sions? After the dream the awakening. The
falsehood and wickedness engendered by the
‘Science’ have their legitimate result when
the disciple of .illusion experiences the
shock cof reality, What bitterness, hatred
and despair overwhelm the poor deluded
soul, whose very faith in Christ, as a per-
sonal Redeemer, these pantheistic and im-
personal teachings have torn away!

To merge the vision of the personal God
into the image of an impersonal force, prin-
ciple or tendency that makes for righteous-
ness, has been to take the nerve out of spir-
ituality and devitalize the motive for high
thinking and pure living. The higher one
climbs the slippery sides of a precipice, the
more terrible the fall into the depths. The
more exalted one’s hopes, the more terrible
the awakening when these are proven a de-
lusion and a dream. Put yourself for a mo-
ment, reader, in the place of an enthusiast
under the spell of this Christian Science.
Think of the promise it holds but to its de-
votee. He says, ‘This carnal existence is
only a dream, the mind is all; I cannot sin,
I cannot be sick. If I only learn the mas-
tery of mind over the material, I may not
die” Through storm and stress and strug-
gle he carries these deceptive hopes. They
float him over floods of difficulties and im-
pediments to his lofty dreams. But a qy-
clone of suffering born of disease bears
down upon him. He endures the torture
in dumb silence. But there is a limit to au-
man endurance. The bow of hope is shiv-
ered. The picture of the mirage that has
lured him on vanighes. He comes to him-
self in the desert of despair. Stern reality
looks him in the face and ghastly Death
Wwaits to cut him down. How terrible it is
to awake from such a dream! A case in
point is that of a young and wealthy Ohio
woman. Let it illustrate the history of thou-
sands since these pernicious doctrines first
fell from the lips of this pseudo-benefactor
of the race, g

Years ago, this young wife and mother
came under the influence of Mre. Eddy. Be-
cause she was wealthy she could visit the
‘Mother’ in Boston, who made much of her.
She had a little son whose spine had been
injured by an accident. It resulted in a
curvature. Physicians told her that proper
medical treatment would restore him to
health and strength. Her husband and
friends urged the young mother to adopt the
necessary treatment, and put the boy under
the care of a ekilled physician: In what she
deemed a moment of weakness, she yielded
to the solicitation of friends, and had the
little fellow put in a plaster oast. But her
Christian Science associates upbraiding her
for going back to material methods instead
of mental treatment, she had the cast torn
off, and told the boy he was perfectly well.

She herself was in the early stages of quick
consumption. Mrs. Eddy and her ilk told
her over and over again that there was noth-
ing the matter with her. She said to herself
and others, ‘I am perfectly well. I have no
pain. I am not sick.’ She read and studied
the book that was to heal her, but all in
vain. The body grew wealker and weaker.
We saw her fade away day by day. But
never once did she ever acknowledge to her-
self that she was in anything but good
health. Even when she had to take to her

bed, this strange, subtle hope, working with
the - peculiarities of the diseace, sustained
her. Her answer to those who asked her
how she fared invaribly was, ‘T am well, only
a little tired” The Hypnotic influence of the
Christlan Science practitioners sustained
Ler courage. The book was her constant
companjon. She was sure she would get
strong, and that the boy’s crooked spine
would straighten. Her faith in the mystic
principles was unbounded. It was pitiable
to watch her. She, however, never once
failed to welcome her Presbyterian pastor.

Day by day the hollow cheek, the gleam-
ing, glassy eye, the hectic flush, the hacking
cough, all proclaimed the rapidly approach-
ing emd. In all this time, she utterly re-
fused to see a physician or take a single
remedy such as experience has proved valu-
able in mitigating a consumptive’s lot. At
last, she had to be taken, under her earnest
protest that she was well, to a sanatarium.
It could only be done by yielding to her de-
sire for daily visits from the healer. But it
was too late, she grew worse and worse.
Suddenly, one evening—it seemed as if it
occurred in the twinkle of an eye—it flashed
on her, ‘I am dying!’ A terror seemed to
geize her. She demanded that the healer be
eéent for. To her he was a person of mys-
tericus mental powers holding the key of
life and death. She put the question with
startling energy, ‘Am' I getting better?
Shall I get well?”  This man told her that
of course she was getting better, she was
not sick, and would soon get up from her
bed; disease would yield to health. But she
replied, for the first time, apparemtly, in
some sort of doubt, ‘I am so weak. Oh, I
am so tired!” The man lingered for a
long time gazing at the woman, and admin-
istering mental treatment, and under it the
dying woman felt encouraged. But after he
had gone, doubtless giving absent treatment
all the while (?), the old fear, terror and
doubt came back.

Her mother and sister ministered to her.
Yet she would not be comforted. She de-
manded to see the physician of the house.
Fixing her eye on him, and clutching his
hand, she dema-nded of the old man, ‘Doctor,
am I dying?’ 'He was a good man. He knew
that deception was useless. Bending over
her, he said, soothingly, ‘My child, you are
a Christian. Summon your Christian faith
and courage.’

- ‘Oh, doctor,” she eried, ‘but I have have
given up my Christian faith; I'm in Science
now.’

Gently and tenderly he told her the truth.
Her idol was broken, her expectation shat-
tered, and the bitterness of despair held her
in its vice-like grip. She knew now she was
doomed to die. {

The healer tried, but without success, to
force himself upon her. She would never
see him again.

Some days afterwards her pastor knelt by
her” bedside. He spoke to her of the great
Physician, the true Light of the world, As
he pointed her to the Lamb of God who
taketh away the sin of the world, she an-
swered, ‘Jesus knows best. I trust myself
to him in life and death. But oh, my poor
little boy!’ g ;

Because what her husband deemed a rea-
sonable course in regard to the boy was
vehemently opposed by her when under the
influence of Christian Secientists, there had
grown up a coolness between the two. Now
shg sent for him, ‘Johm, John,’ she cried,
‘it is all a mistake!’ The dream was over.
Out of the lJand of shadows she passed into
the light. Out of the mists of the earth,
peopled with dreams, ghe rose to the cloud-

" offered their voluntary testimony.

lecs day when eye answereth
soul to soul.

This strange cult has surely humbled the
vaunted intellectual pride of the twentieth
century. Its bald and empty vagaries are
drawing thousands to the precipice that
hangs over the gulf of despair. What a
commentary on the need of humanity, captis
vated in heart and bewildered in intelleeot,
lost in trespasses and sins, for a divine
Saviour who is able to save from sin.

to eye and

There is one only way by which we may

be saved. Yet in all the centuries men have
been prone to dream of some other way.
The Christian Science is a vague dream ot
reaching the impossible. It ignores the plain
facts of nature, the testimony of the Senses,
the dictates of reason, the voice of God in
revelation, and tries to climb up some other
way than God’s appointed path of life.

More serious than the loss of bodily lifae
is the danger of losing the soul. If there ig
no sin, there is no Saviour from din. Our
friends under the spell of this delusion claim
the Christian name. But they contradict
the apostle, who writes, ‘I'f'we say we hava
no sin we deceive ourselves, and the truth
is not in us,’ and they make our Saviour
talk nonsense when he says, ‘T will forewarn -
you whom ye shall fear: fear him which
after he hath killed hath power to cast into
hell. Yea, T say unto you, fear him!’

The Negro Boy’'s Experience.

A colored Sunday-school scholar was g
great annoyance, being full of mischief and
very ignorant indeed, and coming of a very
bad family. One - teacher reported that he
was the greatest dunce he had ever known.

There came a great awakening upon the
church; many were converted to Cod. The
colored boy after a time became quite gepi-
ous and thoughtful. = He recelved halp anq
counsel, and socon gave very marked signs
of a change of heart.

One form of special service, made neces-
sary by the coadition of the church, was an
afterncon meeting each Sunday. This was
very much crowded. Many of those present
One af-
terncon the African arose and said, ‘I ean
give my experience to you.” He had in his
hand a book, which he began to read, while
the people listened: ‘In the beginming God
created the heavens and earth. And the
earth was without form, and void; and dark-
nees was upon the face of the deep. And
the Spirit of God moved up on the face of
the waters. Amnd God said, Let there be
light; and there was light.” That is it; that
is my experience.”’ He said no more, but
closed the book and sat dovv5n.

A thril] was sent through the large con-~
gregation, while men looked at each other
in a sort of wonder. Not the most cultivat-
ed scul could have better told the wonderful
story of regemeration.—Reyv. H. M. Simpson.

‘ Messenger’ Maii Bag
o ~ Paisley, Ont., June 7, 1902.
Dear Mr. Dougall,—I wish to donate §5 to
send the ‘Messenger’ to the lumber camps.
Use it as you think best. ‘I am a tenth
giver,” and do not know of a better way of
spending a little of the Lord’s money.
With best wishes, J. C. SEYMOUR.
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