
CHAPTER XIX

SEEING THE INVISIBLB

EVERY page of our work mi^t be written with

answered prayer. Each stage may be counted

with landmarks which register what our Lord has

done. A sense of overpowering need haa oppressed : need

sc intensified from its surroundings as to justify faith in

the most audacious work. English life at its darkest bears

no similitude to the insidious poison which luri» beneath

the brightness of a foreign dty to a lonely and homeleas

girl. Yes, lonely—the biting, bitter loneliness of life.

How few have redized it ?

" If only a dog had pulled my skirts, I would have come

back," was the confession of a poor, stridten, lonely-hearted

woman, bent on putting herself out of the woi Id.

Womanly care—the hearth is not a stone but a woman—

with homely surroundliigs at a price not beyond the meana

of self-supporting girls, combined with practical and loving

influence would do much to dispel the too common repre-

scntauon of easy and ill-gotten wealth against hoMst labour.

" My foot slippeth " is a cry which ahould not be

smothered but met.

Upon my secretly rebuking one who could not have beai

quite ignorant, her reply, " Ah, in my lonely life it waa so

sweet to listen to words of love and to trust him I " was a

rebuke to myself. Why, when words cost so Uttle, must

they be so cold and too often suspicious ?

My first i !ome was impelled by the gift of a franc fol-

lowed by a second gift of £: jo, and my first public appeal

for £io,ooo. To-day,' ten times that amount is needed
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