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16) FARM AND DAIRY
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water—and five minutes’ infusion will produce
a most delicious and invigorating beverage,

SEND FOR A TRIAL
PACKET
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how much you now pay
for ordinary tea, and the
blend you "prefer—Biack,
Mixed ‘or Green

“SALADA." TORONTO.
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les. Tbe engine starts auto-  sewing machines and elec.
matically on the pressing of tric fan
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charged- theengineand gen- An Easier Life on
erator stop of themselves— the Farm
no trouble—no mechanics.  An ensier life for all—far
Sufficient power is generated  less work and drudgery in
to run all the lights requir-  the house—less work in

L doing chores with the
ed—to run small motors. barns and out-buildings lit
And all this at the low,cost by electricity—and a hap-

of less than five cents a day.  pier, healthier life for all,
The Domestic Engineering Co., Dayton, Ohio
developed by the ' " )
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Complete Literature FREE
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sent free from
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have power from Christ; { mean some-
thing very much better than power
And 1 do not mean that a man shall
be saved from his sins and kept from
sinning; 1 mean something better
than even that victory

To explain what 1 do mean, I must
simply tell you a very personal and re
cent experience of my own. I think
I am correct when 1 say that 1 have
known more than moet men know
about failure, about betrayals and
dishonorings of Christ, about s
obedience to heavenly visions, about
consclous fallings short of that which
I saw other men attaining, and which
1 knew Christ was expecting of me.
Not a great while ago 1 should have
had to stop just there, and only say
1 hoped that some day I wounld be led
out of all that into something better.
if you had asked me how, 1 would
have had to say I did not know. But,
thanks be to His longsuffering pa
tience and infinite love and mercy, 1
do not have to stop there, but 1 can
go on to speak of something more
than a miserable story of personal
failure and disappointment

The conscious needs of my life, be
fore there came the new exp
of Christ of which I would tell
were definite enough. Three in par
ticular stand out

1. There were great fluctuations in
my spiritual life, in my conscious
closeness of fellowship with God
Sometimes | would be on the heigh
spiritually; sometimes 1 would be in
the depths. A strong, arousing coen
vention; a stirring, searching address
from some consecrated, victorious
Christian leader of men; a searching,
Spiritdilled book, or the obligation to
do a diffieult piece of Christian ser.
vice myself, with the preparation in
prayer that it involved, would 1ift me
up; and 1 would stay up—for a while

and God would seem very close apd
my spiritual 1ie deep. But it wouldn't
last. Sometimes by some single fall
ure before temptation, sometimes by
a graduval downhill process, my best
experiences would be lost, and |
would find myself back on the lower
levels. And a lower level is a peril
ous place for a man who calls him-
self a Christian, as the Devil showed
me over and over again

It seemed to me that it ought to be
possible for me to live habitually on
a high plane of close fellowship with
God, as I saw certain other men do-
ing, and as 1 was not doing. Those
men were exceptional, to be sure;
they were in the minority among the
Christians whom 1 knew But 1
wanted to be in that minority. Why
shouldn’t we all be, and turn it into a
majority ?

2. Another conscious lack of my life
was in the matter of failure before be.
setting sins. 1 was not fighting a
winning fight in certain lnes. Yet if
Christ was not equal to a winning
fight, what were my Christian beliefs
and professions good for? 1 did not
look for sinlessness. But I did believe
that I could be enabled to win in cer
tain directions habitually, yes, always,
Instead of uncertainly and interrupt-
edly, the victories interspersed with
crushing and humiliating defeats. Yet
I had prayed, oh, so earnestly, for de
liverance; and the habitual deliver
ance had not come.

3. A third conscious lack was In the
matter of dynamie, convincing spirit
ual power that would work miracle
changes in other men's lives. 1 was
doing a lot of Christian work—had
been at it ever since I was a boy of
fifteen. 1 was going through the mo.
tions—oh, yes. So can anybody I
was even doing personal work-—the
hardest kind of all; 1alking with peo.
ple, one by one, about giving them
selves to my Saviour! But | wasn't
seelng results. Once In a great while
I would see a little in the way of re-
sult, of course; but not much. 1 didn't
see lives made over by Christ, revol-
tionized, turmed into firebrands for
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Christ themselves, because of my
work; and it seemed to me I ought to.
Other men did, why not 1?7 I com~
forted myself with the old assurance
(so much used by the Devil) that it
wasn't for me to see results; that I
could safely leave that to the Lord
if T did my part. But this didn’t sat-
isfy me, and 1 was sometimes heart
sick over the spiritual barrenness of
my Christisn service

About a year before, I had begun, in
various ways, to get intimations that
certain men to whom I looked up as
conspiouously blessed in thelr Chris
tian service seemed to have a con
ception or consciousness of Christ
that I did not have—that was beyond,
bigger, deeper than any thought of
Christ 1 had ever had. 1 rebelled at
the suggestion when it first came to
me. How could any one have a b
ter idea of Christ than 1?7 (I am just
laying bare to you the blind, self-sat

fled workings of my sin-stunted mind
and heart) Did I nat believe in
Christ and worship Him as the Son of
God and one with God? Had I not a
cepted Him as my personal Saviour
more than twenty years be ¥ 3
I not believe that In Him alone w
cternal life, and was I not trying
live in His gervice, glving my whe
life to Mim? Did I not ask his he
and guldance constantly, and beHeve

that in Ilim was my only hope? Was
I not championing the very cause of
the highest posstble conception of
Christ, by conducting in'the columns
of “The Sunday School Time sym-
posium on the Deity of Christ, in
which the leading Bible scholars of
the world were testifying to their per-
sonal belief in Christ as God? Al this
I was doing: how could a higher or
better conception of Christ than mir
be poesible? 1 knew that I needed to
serve Him far better than I had ever
done; but that 1 needed a new con-
ception of Him 1 would nat admit.

And yet it kept coming at me, frof
directions that I could not ignore. I
heard from a preacher of power a ser-
mon on Ephesians 4: 12, 13: “Unto the
bullding up of the body of Christ; till
we uil attain unto the unity of the
faith, and of the knowledge of the
Son of God, unto a fullgrown man,
unto the measure of the stature of the
fulness of Christ”; and as I followed
it 1 was amazed, bewildered I
couldn’t follow him. He was beyond
my depth. He was talking about
Christ, unfolding Christ in a way
that 1 admitted was utterly un-
known to me. Whether he was
right or wrong 1 wa quite ready
to say that night; but iIf he was
right, then | was wrong. And 1 came
away realizing that 1 had heard what
was to me the most wonderful sermon
1 had ever listened to.

A little later I read another sermon
by this same man on “Paul's Concep-
tion of the Lord Jesus Christ” As [
read it, | was conscious of the same
uneasy realization that he and Paul
were talking about a Christ whom I
simply did not know. Could they be
right? If they were right, how could
1 get their knowledge?

(To be continued.)

[In next week's issue we hope to

tell how Mr. Trambull got it—Ed.)

The Country Faith
By Norman Gale.

Here In the country's heart,

ame aweet life,
t e'er hath been

Trust in God still lives,

And the bell at morn,

Floats with a thought of God
O'er the rising corn.

God eomes down In the rain,
And the crop grows tall—
This Is the Country faith,
And the best of all!
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