
CIHM
Microfiche
Series
(l\Aonographs)

ICI\AH

Collection de
microfiches
(monographies)

lH
Canadian Inttituta for Hi*<orical MIcroraproductiona / Institut Canadian da microraproduction* hiatoriquas

©1996



Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes technique et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best origin&l

copy available for filming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographlcally unique, which may alter any of

the Images In the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming are

checked below.

D
D
D

D

D

ColouTBd covers /

Couverture de couleur

I

I

Ccvi rs damaged /

'—
' Couverture endommagee

I I

Covers restored and/or laminated /

'—
I Couverture restaurs et/ou pellicuiee

I I

Cover title missing / Le litre de couverture manque

r ~| Coloured maps / Cartes geographiques en couleur

r^ Coloured Ink (l.e. other tliantilue or black)/
'—

' Encre de couleur (I.e. autre que bleu? ou noire)

aCokxjred plates and/or Wustratkxis /

Plflnrh(>« »t/ni i itii Mlrfllinnc an i-m iIbiPlanches et/ou Illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material /

Relie avec d'autres documents

Only edition availal>le /

Seule edition disponlble

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion

along Interior margin / La rellure serree peut
causer de I'ombre ou de la distorsion le long de
la marge interieure.

Blank leaves added during restoratk>ns may appear
within the text. Whenever possible, these have
been omitted from filming / II se peut que certaines

pages blamhes ajoutees lors d'une restauration

apparaissent dans le texte, mals, kxsque cela etalt

possiM, ces pages n'ont pas ete filmees.

AddHkxial comments /

Commentaires suppiementalies:

L'Institut a mlcTofllm6 le mellleur examplaire qu'll lul a
it6 possible de se procurer. Les details de cet exem-
plaire qui sont peut-£tre uniques du point de vue bibll-

ographique, qui peuvent modifier une Image reproduite,

ou qui peuvent exiger une modifications dans la m6th-

ode nontnale de fllmage sont Indiqu6s cl-dessous.

I I

Cok>ured pages / Pages de couleur

I I

Pages damaged / Pages endommagees

I I Pages restored and/or laminated /

'—
'

Pages restaurees et/ou pelllcuiees

Q Pages discoloured, stained or foxed /

Pages decotories, tachetees ou pkiuees

I

I

Pages detached/ Pages deiachies

r^ Showthrough/ Transparence

D Quality of print varies /

QuaHte inegale de I'lmpresslon

I I

Includes supplementary material /

'—
' Comprend du materiel suppMmentalre

I

I

Pages wholly or partially obscured by errata
'—

' slips, tissues, etc., have been refllmed to

ensure the best possible image / Les pages
totalement ou partiellement obscurcies par un
feuillet d'enata, une pelure, etc., ont iti filmees

i nouveau de fa(on a obtenir la mellleure
Image possible.

I I

Opposing pages with varying colouration or
'—

' discolourations are filmed twice to ensure the

best possible image / Les pages s'opposant

ayant des colorations varialjles ou des decol-

orations sont filmees deux fols afin d'obtenir la

meilleur Image possible.

This inm is filmad at tlw rtduetion ratio chMfctd btiow/

Ctdo

lOX

nimaiittst filnrf

14X tax 22X 2SX »x

J

12X 16X 20X
.

24X ax 32X



Th« copy film«d hv hM b—n rsproducad iKank*

w iha gwMre«i<v of:

National Library of Canada

L'«>«mplaira film* <ul raproduit graca < la

gtntroaiU da:

Bibliothaqua national* du Canada

Tha imagat appaaring hara ara Iha bast quality

pouibla eonaidaring ih* condition and laflibility

ol th* original eopy and in kaaping with th*

filming eentract apaeificationa.

Las imagaa auivantai ont ait raproduiiai avac la

plui grand toin, eamptt lanu da la condition at

da la naiiaia da I'aaamplaira (ilma, at an
eonformiid avae laa eonditiona du eontrat da

filmag*.

Original copiaa in priiiiad papar covara ara fllmad

baainning with Iha front covar and anding on

Iha laat paga with a printed or illuatratad mproa-

aion. or tha bach cowar whan apprepriata. All

oihar original copiaa ara filmad baginning on tha

firat paga with a printad or illuatratad impraa-

•ion. and anding on tha last paga with a printad

or illuauatad impraaaion.

Tha laat racordad frama on aach microficha

•hall eonuin tha aymbol —»• '"'••"'"B „"I:;
TINUEO"!. or Iha aymbol V Imaanmg END I.

whichavar appliaa.

Mapa. plataa, eharti. ate. may ba filmad at

diffarani raduclion ratio.. Thoaa too larga to ba

aniiraly includad in ona a«poaura ara fllmad

baginning in tha uppar laft hand cornar. laft to

right and top to bottom. a> <"•"».'••"••••.

raquirad. Tha following diagrama illuatraia tha

maihod:

Laa aaamplalraa originaua dont la eouvanura an

paplar aat Imprlmt* aent fllma* an eommancant
par la pramlar plat at an tarminani aoii par la

darniara paga qui eempona una amprainta

d'Impraaaien ou d'HIuatrabon. aoit par la saeond

plat, talon la eaa. Toua laa autrat aaamplairat

orlginaux aont fllmta an eommancant par la

pramltra paga qui comport* una amprainta

d'impraaaion ou d'illuawation at an tarminant par

la darnitr* pag* qui eomporu una talM

•mpraint*.

Un d*B aymbolaa tuivanta tpparaitra tur la

darnitra imaga da chaqua microficha. talon la

eat: la tymbola -* aignifia "A SUIVRE". la

aymbol* tignifl* "FIN".

Laa canaa. planchaa. ubiaaua. ate. pauwani atra

filmto t daa Uua da rtduclion difftranta.

Loraqua la documant aat trop grand pour tira

raproduii an un aaul cllch*. il aat filma * panir

da I'angia auptriaur gaucha. da gaueha a aroita.

at da haul an bat. an pranant la nombra

d'imagaa n«caaaaira. Laa diagrammaa tuivanta

illuatront la m«thod*.

1 2 3

4 5 6



MiaOCOPY mSOlUTION TBI CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

^ APPLIED IIVHGE In

Sr*^ '653 Ea>t Moin Street^^ Roch«ter, N«w York U609 USA'— (716) 482 - 0300 - Phone

^S (716) 288 - 5989 - Fa»





RALPH CONNOR







/^
c^xax. c\. S

-y



JMcM/
'>TV UCRARY

THE RECALL OF LOVE



i







TRG • RGCALL
OF • LOV6
RALPH connoR.

TORONTO
THE WESTMINSTER COMPANY LIMITED



230567



'

Tne-RGCALL
OF • LOVe
RALPH connoR.

'Y^-ELL PETER." These words.\^ «ftraight from the heart of Him
Who, fresh from his e^eri'

ence of mortal infirmity, knew how to
feel for a man dishonoured and broken

IJ
sudden weakness, sounded forth

LOVE*"
*° ^''' ™^ RECALL OP

The story of Peter is not the most
be-utjful Of the tales that gather about
the Man of Galilee, but it is the most
precious of them all, for it is a story
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of a man who fell, but, falling, rose

again. There are a thousand ways of

falling; only one of rising again.

11

Those three nights and two days

glared in Peter's mind through all his

after-years as one long hideous dream.

Its features stood out, clear-cut, indel-

ible; that calm Figure, calm and majes-

tic in spite of the unaccu^omed,
outrageous bonds; the malignant faces

ringing Him round; the rabble crew
crowding about the fire; and then that

girl's face, impudent, gay, triumphant.,

flashing out in the firelight the sudden
challenge that ^uck him with swift

terror so that, ere he knew, he had
iftammered out his fir^ fatal denial. But
clearer th&n all, vivid and penetrating, .,
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remained that look of pain and love
that pierced him to the heart and drove
him forth into the night.

Bewildered and dazed with the sharp
agony of that Ebbing glance of love,

he stumbled down a lonely lane, and
in a back alley, wriUiing in pain as each
successive wave of memory flooded his
soul, he passed the long night until the
dread dawn drove him into some darker
hiding.

„

But neither shame nor fear could
hold him in his hiding while his Lord
was being done to death; so through
the day he followed the crowd, safe
hidden in its swirling eddies; watched,
impotent with rage and terror while
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tfiey frothed their hate againA the Man
who had through the past month
proved His love by deeds of kindness
upon their bodies and by words of heal-
ing upon their souls; watched and
waited with faint lingering hope for
that display of power that would set
Him free; watched in vain.

m

Did he follow to Calvary ? His letters,

with their clarion call to noble suffer-
ing and their appeal to the agonies of
the Chri^ reveal the eye-witness of
those laA dread pangs of the Cross.
Not with the jeering crowd, not with
that gallant little company close to the
Cross, braving the fury that raged about
them, but from behind the rocks of Cal-
vary, peeping fearfully, he watched the

(;
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horrible scene. In his own hands he
felt the drive of the nails, upon his own
brow the tearing thorns, and in his own
side the spear-thrust—felt, but dared not

utter his cry. Now lying prone, now
gaiing again in horror, now rocking in

agony, he suffered with his Lord till

that la^ great cry relieved him too.

i'.

Through that my^erious darkness he

lay waiting for the end of all things,

but the end was not yet. With quick,

disciplined tread, the soldiers march
from the ground; subdued and terrified,

the rabble and their leaders slink back

to the city, but rftill Peter waits. From
his place behind the rocks he watches,

coveting with how deep a longing a

place in that poor, pathetic little pro-
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ceMion that bean to the Granger's
tomb the limp and pallid body of hii
Lord, watches till all is made safe,

watches till all have gone their ways,
and he is left alone.

Whither now? Ah, whither indeed?
What place in all the world is left for
the man who b-s dishonoured his
name, broken his faith, denied his
Lord? The city? It is overflowing with
the jubilant slayers of his MaAer. The
upper room? Not there. Ah I not there.
There is no place for a traitor in that
band. Peter's sin, like all men's sin, has
cut him off from his deareA comrades.
Is there no place for such as he? Yes,
there is one. Outside the city wall
where they cail their refuse, out to
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Oehenua, the place of uncleanness and
of everUrfting burning, out to that dread
valley -thither a man, burdened with
uncleanness and longing .'or the fires

of purging, may go. On that rugged
ridge, illumined by baleful fires that
never slesp, Peter spends his night. As
its weary hours drag their slow length
along, a que^on haunts him with ter-

rible persiAence, "Why should I, cut
off from God and from my comrades,
any longer Uve? What is left for
me? Why should I live to meet the
morrow?" So, spent, distraught and
tempted to his doom, he watches the
night draw toward morning. Suddenly
through the grey light he sees a figure
flying with hurrymg ^eps as if pursued
by ten thousand demons, and making .
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towar his hiding. Horror-Aricken, he

watches the hunted man fasten a rope

round the bough cf an overhanging

tree, with trembling hands adjust it

ftbout his neck, then hurl himself head-

long, tree and all, down upon the rocks

below. Oazing in fascinated terror,

Peter beholds in the glare of the burn-

ing fires the diAorted face and the

mangled body of his fellow-disciple.

"Alas! poor Judas I You waited for

no look of piercing love when you went
forth into the night." A new terror

shakes Peter's soul, hunts him from
that valley of cursing and drives him
up the Aair to the upper room where,

abjecft and trembling, he Elands, waiting

the opening of the door.
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Who opened to him? Was it the
beloved disciple? He was ever quick
at opening doors. And did he say,
"No, Peter, there is no place here for
cowards?" Ah I no, not that, but with
hands out^etched, "Come in, Peter,
come in, we need you sorely here."'
And did Peter take his place with never
a word? We know he did not. Peter
had done with cowardice and lying.
With relentless self-abasement, he iftood
and told them all, with sobs and tears
and heart-wrung groanings, his sin and
shame, ending with this bitter cry, "And
on me cursing He ca^ a look as if He
loved me ^11. Oh, could I but tell
Him my sorrow and my love. But this
may never be." With humble compas-
sion they took him to their hearts, too
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conscious of the coward in themselves

to be hard with the man who, through

cowardice, had denied and suffered.

And then through the morning light

sounded clear and sweet the sacred

trumpets from the Temple courts near

by, announcing that the Sabbath Day
had come.

The Sabbath Day I What mockery

was this? The Great Pea^-Day was
upon them. What fiend's humour was
this? What Sabbath of re^ and holy

joy for them while their Lord, the Son
of God, lay dead in Joseph's tomb.

Surely no more exquisite turn of misery

was left them now. Dazed and dumb
and huddled together, they likened

through the long hours to the successive
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t
chantings of the priests, to the clear-

sounding trumpets and the clashing

cymbals that lead the people in their

jubilant songs upon this high and holy

day ( national memorial and of na-

tional triumph. Alas for them I With
their Lord all their high hope for Israel

lay dead.

i

f

i

Night falls. The last glad trumpet

note has ceased, the sounds of the

^eet die down. The city lies in

slumber, while they, ^hipid with misery^

and despair, wait for the morning.

The men doze off into horrid dreams,

only to wake startled .j the old pain,

and to doze again. But the women
do not sleep. Their finer spirits rise

victorious over the sluggish flesh, and,
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besides, they have a business on hand.

Long ere the dawn grows grey they

are alert and moving, signalling each
other in the dim light. Softly they

open the door, ^eal down the ^ir.
Only Peter of the men sees and under-

iftands. In othqr days he would have
been at their side, but to-day this is

not for him. It is the women's work,

for their hands are gentle, their touch

tender, their hearts true. It is for them
to bathe and aroint and garb that

precious body for its final re^. It is

not for him, unclean and coward as

he is. So he waits behind, and over the

sad hours of the pa^ days and nights

his heart makes weary pilgrimage,

dwelling with fresh grief on each in-

cident of shame.
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But hark I There is a sound of run-
ning feet I Along the street and up the

^airs they come. The door bursts
open, and the women with white
faces and staring eyes fling forth their

news, their glad, terrifying, glorious,

unbelievable news. The tomb is empty I

There is a vision of angels I He is

alive I

"God of Abraham I God of the living,

ran it be?"

Peter is down the Aairs and up the

^eet, running hard, after him John.
Nearing the sepulchre, John shoots to
the front. What slowed Peter's feet?

Not age, but a sudden shock of mem-
ory. The man whom he is running to
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see is the Man he has denied. Well
indeed may John run swiftly to the
meeting ; he has m ver failed his
Lord.

But they may save their breath.

There is nothing to see. The tomb is

empty, rifled of its dead. Rl .ed? What
then of these folded robes? These pro-
claim no ha^e. Greatly wondering,
but imbelieving, they return to their

company. It is after all only a silly

woman's tale. The gho^y light of the

dawn working with imaginations dis-

tempered and ditftraught with grief ex-

plains it all.

Upon them as they dland in eajg;er

excited talk, the door opens again, and
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a woman Aanda among them. It is the
Magdalene, calm and controlled, but
with eyes and face aglow with the ex-
ultant glory of the Resurrection vision.
"He is alive!" and her voice thrills
through their hearts. "He is alivel I
have seen Him with these eyes I 1 have
held Him by the feetl He knew mel He
called me by my name!" She pausesm rapture. "By my name I- and He
gave me a message to you all."

They crowd hungrily upon her. "And
He gave me a message to-»ahl she
sees him shrinking in the comer -"to
you Peter."

•|To me?" says P-ter, faintly.
"Yes, to you, Peter."

"No, no, not to me. Not to me."
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••Ye«, He said dWtindUy, 'Tell Peter,'"

and she gives her message.

But Peter is gone. Down the iUirs

again and through the streets. Why
does he rftumble so? The morning

light is good now. Ah, the tears, rap-

turous, raining tears make the walking

bad, and he is in harfte to find his

Lord. With one swift leap, his heart

has passed from despair to faith, know-

ing that such a message can come only

from his own loved Marfler.

Whither is he going now? Out of

the ci'.y gate, but not to Calvary, not

to the tomb. That is no place for a

living man. Out to the old trydting spot

on Olivet goes Peter, his eyes weeping,

I

;'
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but his heart tingling with joy, up to the

garden where they were wont to meet.
At the gate he reverently pauses, then

softly passes into the olive shade.

"Ah I" he says, with swift remem-
brance of the hour, "this is the spot

where I slept. Shall I ever sleep

again?" He draws slowly to where
under the trees the grass is sodden and
beaten down. "Here, here it was He
lay." Down upon the trampled turf he
ca^ himself, his face pressed hard

upon the sod, his fingers clutching the

grass while anew he sobs forth his

penitence. "Oh, to see Him once again,

to tell Him of my love." His sobs
grow quiet, and he becomes aware in

the Aillness of a Presence over him,
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while he waits awe-iftricken, scarce

breathing, that he may hear if He
speak. There they had their meeting,

the sinner and the Saviour.

"Somebody came and lifted me.

Out of my sin and misery,

Somebody came^ oh, who could it be,

Who could it be but Jesus?"

Was it a moment, or was it an hour?

Peter never knew; but when he came

to himself he was treading the air on

his way back to the city. They who
met him wondered at his face. "I have

seen Him," he cried to them all. "I

have seen him again; and HE IS JUST
THE SAME! HE IS JUST THE
SAME I" Through the company like
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fire in a fore^ ran the word, "Simon
has seen the Lord." All the while
among them, Peter moved with a look
on his face, tender and subdued as of
a little child, and to all who met him
his one word was, "I have seen Him;
HE IS JUST THE SAME."

Tell the world that Jesus is the
same. The shock of the Cross has left

His great life unbroken. The chill

of the tomb has not touched His
heart.

Tell the sick of the world He is the
same, his sympathy as quick. His help
as ready as of old.

Tell the outca^ He is the same, His
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fine chivalry making Him their cham-

pion as before.

Tell those who mourn their dead He
is juA the same, His word as mighty,

to revive.

Tell the whole world, burdened with

its sin and its .sorrow, that Jesus,

though vidtor of the tomb, through the

glorious risen Lord, is the same; as

much a man as ever, as ^ong and

tender as when He walked with the

joyous crowds by the sunny waters of

GaUlee: JESUS IS THE SAME.

The ^ay was done; the world's great

day. How sweet was the night, how

grateful, after their long nights of

III «!•

rll: r

iPI i



C|)e iaeeall of Hotie

agony, its reA I He had been with them
all, and, leaving them His peace, had
passed out of their sight. They were
alone again, yet not alone, for they

knew He was alive, and, therefore, near.

The my^ic spell of that Presence was
^11 upon them, and the wonder of His
vidtory over death ^11 filled their

BOUlS.

"He is the same/ - vsed Peter to his

friend, "and yet, H^ is not the same."

"Where lies the change?"

"That I cannot tell. His look, His
tone, His bearing when He spoke to

me the word of pardon — ah I I know,
it is that He is a King."
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•'Said He nought to you of your—?"

"Of my sin? Nay, one word only,

as I poured it forth, 'Speak no longer

of your sin; it lies buried in my tomb.'

Then it was He spoke mo^ like a

King, as if He had won the right to

be^ow His pardon where He would."

Thenceforth that became another of

Peter's great a-inouncements :
IN

JESUS' GRAVE LIES MAN'S SIN.

Oh, wondrous grave to hold a world's

sin! Oh, glorious pronouncement to

men oppressed with sin! It is your

right to bury it in Jesus' grave.

One other teaching came to Peter,
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but not on that day. With the passing

years it grew upo.i him, and ever grew

more precious, till in old age he fed

his heart upon it.

At la^ came a day when they led him

forth to meet his doom. And when

they would have laid him on his Cross,

one word alone, and with a calm smile,

he spoke, "Suffer my head to lie where

lay His feet." And so they crucified

him, unafraid, for in his ears sounded

the music of that fir^ glad message,

•'Tell Peter." And he knew that

THROUGH JESUS* GRAVE LAY
THE PATH TO LIFE.

Oh, glorious word of "lively hope"

for men appointed to death:
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Through Jeaus' grave lies the path

to life.

Ob, vanquished grave of Jesus whose

chill could work no change upon His

heart I

III

Oh, deep, deep grave of Jesus whose

depths can hide a whole world's sint

Oh, glorious grave of Jesus through

whose gloom lies the immortal path-

way to Immortal Life!

"Tell Peter," He said; and to Peter

and the rerft, "Tell all the world."

IT IS THE RECALL OF LOVE.

friHUtl t>> MmtiU. Wal—H * Vino. U; LotuUm hhW Afllltury, Cn^md.
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