LYUHNNY  APPLESEED

! "Even Jesus of Nazareth...who went
& ebout doing good." - Acts 10:38.

Would youvlike teo have that sald
of you! He went shout doing zood;
she went about doing good. Is there

@ anything better that could be said?

Let us look 2t a2 men who did Jjust

. thet. His name was Johnny Appleseed.

Interesting namey is it not? X¥mxwx

.m His name was not really that at
all, but John Chespman. How did he

happen to be called Johnny Appleseed?

John was born near Springfield,
Massachusetts, in May 1768, the month
when apple blossoms ‘are most beanti-
fule TFrom almost the beginning of his
1ife, he loved nature; used to wander

@5 the wods, listening intently to
the songs of birds and watching the
doings of wild animsls who soon came
to kmow him as a friend. - When he was

@A~ young man, he went to Harvard Colleg

where it was said he was one of the

‘brightest students of his class.

thile in college John came upon
@:ore printed meaterisl written by

the Swedenborgian Church which made

gquite an impression on his young mind,

for it brought Ged very close to the
nv“‘“'-?é
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trees, birds and other animals he hed
ieamned to love. .John never forzotgy
this teaching and he went out of
college, as we will gee, to put his
r#ligion into practice.

Mout thet time there was a grea@
stir and bustle a2mong the peovle, for
exciting stories had cocme of the land

beyond the Allegheny Mpountains, Ohio,
~ Kentucky, Indianias Iong lines of
covered wagons were starting westwai.
John and his brother Nathaniel decided
they would go too and one morning
before they family was up, they went,
leaving a2 note which read:

. "Dear Father, Npthhiel and I will
be many miles to the west when you
read this, but we will be coming bac
soon and tell you a2ll1 sbout it. I
will take good care of brother and
brine him back safe and sound. Your
loving son. . John,"

First the bYoys went to Pittsburg,
but_ this big city was only a straggling
group of cabing then. One point in
the ffontier town impressed John, I
was Springtime but there were no f
trees in blossom. He had been interest
ed in fruit trees ever since he had
worked for a neighbor in a learge orcha
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On their returmm from Pittsbumrgh,
with fruit trees on hig mind, John
went with his brother to Olean, New
York, vwhere his uncle had a farm. The
first thing John did was to look =bout
for fruit trees. He found his uncle's
orchard but it was in a bad state;
it needed pruning and cultiveting,
so John borrowed an ax, a hoe and a
saw and went to work. ‘He asked a man
who lived near where there were any
nurseries; the man sald there were
note. e

"Do many of the farmers around
haore have orchardst"

"No," eoid the man, "there ar e a
mmber of fams about here with not
a sign of an orchard for there is no
place to get trees. "

There was 2 gleam in John's eyes a
he turned tc Winrate: "You've given
me an ida. I used to be = Bibie
missionary down in Virginia, but now
I believe I'1ll be an apple misgionary
for fruit is next to religion.”

% what do you think he did? He
had the idea of gninz to cider press-

‘es and collectine seed from the pomac
The boys used old coffee sacksgs, Tlou
over
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sacks, or anything else they could :
find to put the seeds in. The )
farmers were glad to give the seeds
since the boys said they were going to
plant orchards for them.

Then with his brother, John sta:?ed
onk xfx his real missionary journey
sowinz seed, one of the most interest-
ing stories since the days of Jesus.
Soon Nat turned back home, but John@
said, "I know what shall be my 1life's
work; I am coing to sow the West with
spple seeds, making the wilderness
to blossom with their beanty and the
people happy with their fruit."

And he did just that. He it is
who is resnponsible for most of. the
aprle orchards in eastern New Vork, s ]
Penngylvenia, Ohio, Indiania, Ken-
tucky, and elseshers. Werywhere h
went he planted apple seeds. He load
a canoe with bags of seed and float
down the Ohio: River from Pittsburgh
Coming to a level plot: which pleased
him he beached the canoe and with
some seeds in his hand, ran up the
bank to sheke hads with a gettler.
Smiling he asked him if he might plant
a qurt of apple seeds on his lend.

"Sure you cen® replied the man,"for
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I haven't a frult tree on the place
and if you sow 'em, I'11l take care
of 'em and take a few for me psins."

And that was how John did it. He
had first of all to clean the land,
dig it up; then afterward he planted
the precions seed, building a brush
fence about for protection. On leavi
he would say, "Help yourself to the
trees but guard the fences,"

On out into the West went this
strange, foollsh man, givingz orehards
away, planting on others' lands, sowi
seeds on no man's land whepever it
suited hisg fanecy. TFiver or six years
aferward he would come back, repeir
the fencesy, thin out the seedlings,
set some of them twenty feed apart

.into orchards, and then g0 on.

Now and then he s0ld his seedlings
for tww or three gents apiece but if

.the people were porr, he gave them

away, and folks were mostly poor.

"T want to start a little nursery here
he would say, "so you can have an
orchard, you and 211 your neighbors."
Then he would pass on to bless some
other neihbeghood. Very efben settle
from the Bast were surprised when they
came to their ckaim to find a thriving

avyey - -
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orchard al ready growing on it. .
Johnny Appleseed--as he came to be
affectionately cslled--wanted 1ittle
in this life. He would not keep what
anyone gave him. Once someone pres
ted him with 2 new pelir of shoes; i
few days after he gave them away.
"I het a poor fellow," he said, "who
was barefooted, who needed them worse
than I ald, so I gave them to him."@

One day hex returned to one of his
nurseriés to have the owner of the
farm say: "when I came here two
years agos there were thousands of
seedlings all ready for planting and
you ought to have seen the neighbors
coming for miles around to get trees.
One sp¥ing T sold five hundred of thih
and here's some of the money I collect-
ed." And he placed a bag of coins in
Johnny's hand. ;

Johnny Appleseed looked at him, .
He was in rags himself, and the farmer
seemad to be poorer. The man was
barefooted btut looked as thoush he
had once been rich. He handed the
bag back to him sayin, "You t’
vou need it more -than T do, enc When
the neighbors want any more t?e:{:
consider the nursery yours anc &
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, all you cmn out of it."
® When Johnny said this and pushed
the bag into his hands,the man
wept and s2!d that during the last
winter his wife and two children had
@adied and now he was 2lone. Johnny
tried to comofat him as he always
tried to help folk. He took the Bible
from his pocket saying, "And how would
.you like tc hear some news straight
from Heaven?"

His 1ife was that -~ news straight
from Heaven.



(ot MMWM’
;Q,q/,/yfgﬁ .




A BOY, WHO' NEVER GAVE UP

"And when Jesus saw them, he said unto
@ them, Go and show yourselves unto the
priestss And it ceme to pass, as th
went, they were cleansed." Iuke 17:1

- As they went, they were cleansed.

Very interesting, isn't it, that
the lepers were healed of this terri-
ble disease as they went along the
street toward the priests. What cured
them do you think? Was it not this:
the power of God which came to them
vhen they made the effort ? For that
is how God works with us;. when we do

‘our part He does His. When we exercis
_our bodies, eat correctly, and sleep
well, new life comes to us from Cod.
then we pray, God takes our hands in
the silence. As we go, we are cleans
As we attempt, we are strengthened.

I went %o tell you about a yong man
@ who was healed as he went.

When he was & boy he lived with his
family at Elkhart, Kansas. Floyd, the
(" older brother, was a pretty falr runne
and wanted to be a better one. The
younger thought it 2 good idea and
decided to be a rumner too. S0 the

boys ren-- ran everywhere they went;
200" _
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ran to do their chores; ran to the
red-brick’ schoolhouse a mile or so
vhere they swept the floor and buil
the fire for school in a large stove

- which stodd in the middle of the
TrO0Me

One day they were late; the teache
was about to arrive; and so in their
“hurry they poured quite a lot of kero-
sene on the kindling. Immediately the
was a blast and flames leaped up abdut
them. Someone had put gasoline 1nstea%

- of kerosene in the can. The younger
boy stumbled out of the smoke-filled
room, but no sooner had he gotten out
than he discovered that his brother,
Floyd, was not" with him, Back he went
into the burning buildingz calling his

‘brother's name. No answer. As he
grcped about, the flemes crossed th’
floor and set fire to his clothaes.
The flames were suffocating. Gasping
and choking he tried to pull his coat
over his mouth and eyes. Then he l:'
nothing more.

When he awakened, he was in his own
home in bed with his legs wrapped in
0il bandages. Every time he tried t®
move there was terrific pain. Remem-

bering, he tried to get up but it was
.no use'; ‘his brother had : ed in the

A flames.
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For a number of weeks he was confir

@ ed to his bed. His legs were so badlsﬁ

burned that he wad told he would not

be able to wdlk again. If he could nol

walky, how could he runt he thought,
“as he lay on the bed and wept.

- The day ceme, however, when the
bandages were to be removed. What
a sad day that was! There were mo
- left: toes at all, and the left arch
was demaged., He insisted on getting
out of bed and tried to put his right
foot down only to find that it was
two and one-half inches short.
Vhen he shifted the weight to the
‘left foot it would not hold him uwp
and only his crutches saved him from
¢ Neighbor boys gathered around him,
Trying hard to ‘keep from crying, he
said, "I could run bvefore, and I
can run now -- you guys Jjust wait
@ and seo if I cen't,"

It ‘was not untillk he was eleven

that he could give up his crutches.

.His right leg was stiff for a year

after that, "I used to rudb my legs
every night," he says now. "My

mother and father and older brother

over ‘
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ribbed them. Vhey they got tired,
I d stay awake rubbing them. They -
pulled them, too, to stretch them
oute It hurt to walk. I figured

out that if T could run or sort of
“hippety-hops, I'd be so much interestted
in trying to run thatI'd forget the @
pain. I tried it and it didn't hurt
at all when I ren. I guess I didn't
move more than ten feet for five or
six years unless I was rumning," -

. At fourteen he was given the job
of loading wheat at a granary. But
he had to run; so r™n he did from
car to car, from his home to work in
the morning and back again at night.
Thig gove strength to his legs sand
soon the sinews began to develop
beneath the scer tissue. His chest -
expanded and although he did not
‘grow ups he grew out.

Then themracle. When he was a
Junior in high scheol, he made the @@
track team. He was not a great
sprinter but by keeping at it,
d:ervelc:ped considerable speed for a
long distance runner. It was in hig
Junior year that he entered the Kansg
relays, and to his surprise and de-
light set & record.

. L
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Now, do you know who this boy was?
[ His name was Clenn funningham, r
a number of years he was the fastest
miler in history. ALDartmouth he
ran on an indoor track a record mile,
four minut es, four and four-tenths
@ seconds. He ran atMadison Square
Garden in New York sgainst the most
famous and fastest rumners of his
days beating them handily and break-
» ing many records to that time. The
rhythm of his stride was beatttififl
to watch, so easily did he move,
end he appeared to have no end of
st rength,

Is not this a remarkaBle true
story? It is as though someone came
to this crippled Yoy years agex and

@ said, "Go, show yourself to the worldl
As he went, he was healed, By trying
he discovered strength. By running
he was given power to run.

It dhould make us ashemed of our-
selves to give up when some little
thing happens to us. Glenn Cunningham
used 211 he had., If we will do that,

.we too will be healed, as we g0






“SWALTOWS FLY ON TIME

* Jesus had an instinet for God.

@ Something was within his heart which
told him what to do. He was guided
by thet instinct.

What is an instinet? An instinct,
@®:. dictionary says, is "a tendency to
perform a certain action in a certain
vay when the appropriate situation
occurs," In other words, it means
thi g there is something in our
hearts which tells us to do certain
things at certain times, For example,
de you have to stop and argue with
yourself as to whether you will ever
eat again? No, you kmow when you
should eat beceuse inside you there is
an instinct of hunger, an inner voice
which tells you when to eat, and often
@2t to eat. Could you decide not
to sleep any more? . No, for the in-
etinct to sleep seizes you and you are
of f to slumberland till morning. When
you were 8bout a year old there was
instict within you which told you
to rise and walk. '

Now perhaps we can understand the
.1nt eresting fact we hear about "the
swallows of Capistrano." TFor at least

95 years people have known that they
will start south at a certain
over
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day. and times from the San imRax
Juan Capistreno Mission in Ca2lifornia.

These swallows live in the wslls
and bYelfry of the old migsion. ZEv
year sbout midday on the twenty-t
of October, they rise from the belfry,
circle about =and stert on their long
flight southward. On every nineteenth
of March they return.” Thelr time @
clock hasnever failed in all these
years. . : :

They are sure of it out in Califor-
nia., They newspapers write of the
event days shead infoming their
readers just when the swallows will
leave. - Bven the radio broadcasts
the preparations the birds make for @
the long journey, and TV stations
picture them leaving.

"At ten o'clock," someone wrote,
"we hear that the swallows seem to
going sbout their affalrs without a
thought of coming flight; at eleven,
small companies of them are twittering
about the migsion roof; toward noo:
e few birds at a time are beginning

make short erratic circles above the
mi ssion Bs if in drill. Twelve~forty,

A and the word comes over numerous radio
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‘stations that 'the swallows have left!
.exactly on schedule,"

Bwallows fly on time! Wonderful,

is it not? And whet causes them to
@ve so punctual? This instinct we
mentioned, that voice within which

tells them to go south and avoid the

northern winter. That same instinct
leads them in their flight to lands

.they have never seen.

Wat I want you to see ig that this
instinet, this inner command is the
voice of God. God gave birds that
ingtinct as He gave you instincts.
Best of all he gave us the instinct
to worship. To worship means to come
into close touch with our Father, to

@tak to Him in prayer, to 1isten to
His voice end do what He wants us to
do. ¥hen we obey that instinct, the
voice within, you end I are made heappy,
for it aslways lead us to think the

Qest, to do the best and to be the
best boys and girls, men and women,
we are meant to be.

@ like the birds, will you always
obey that Voice?







*B@IL THE BEST TEA

 On the walls of a temple near
- ¥mkimg Nenking, in China, there used
to hang two scrells. On them were m

written the following in Chinese
characters:

¢ "Sit; Please sit; Please take
the guest's seat,
- Tea; PRoil tea; Boil the best tea."
@ 1f we couwld go there and look et
them, they would not have any mesning
for us. All we could see are these
Chinese characters.

Here is the ‘story the priest of
the temple used to tell about them:

0 Yang was a magistrate ‘and poet in
@: Chinese county in the year 1600 A.D.
One hot August day C Yang was walking
elong the dry, dusty road on his weay
to the temple to worship. He was dirt
.and sweaty from his long walk. When
0 Yang arrived at the temple, he cour-
teously said to the priest:

"May I rest here and may I have
@ some tea to drink?"

The priest was to think
this _orpdinary man gﬁ%ﬁd 3ntermp§hﬁimi

gver



and said roughly: e

"Sit" (which in Chine means outdid
Then the priest called to the serval®,
"Tea" (which means that you get old
tea left over and not fresh tea.)

He was very discourteous to 0O Ya'
who sat down outside the temple.

Then 0 Yang locked inside the tem-
ple and saw some beautiful scrolls and
paintings on the walls. He remarke@
how beautifully they were written and
painted. ¥hereupon the priest was
so amazed that a man dressed like O
Yang should know anything about such
things that he said:

"Please sit" (which means, come
inside). He celled the servant, "Boil
tea" (which means put fresh water @@
on the 0ld tea leaves).

As 0 Yang entered he saw in the
center of the temple 2 fine piece o
wood on which was inscribed four Ok
ese characters. O Yang said to the
priest:

"Do you lkke that writing?" -~

The priest replied: "that is
written by the fomous magistrate and

poet of this district, 0 Yang."
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O Yoanz sald, "I am he." °
- "
¢ Amazed, the priest said, "Please
take the guest's seat,” (This is the
best seat in every home and temple of
.China. or was in the pre-communi st
days). And he called to the servant,
"Boil the best tea.”

As 0 Yang was leaving the priest
@asked him to write on two scrmlls; it
was the custom then in China to 2sk

guests to write on a scroll.

0 Yang wrote the words which the
* priest had spoken., On ohe, Tea, Poil
Tea, Boil the best tea. On the other,
Sit, Please sit, Please take the guest
Saato .

When the priest saw the words on
the twe scrolls, he was very much em-
barpassed and @i sturbed. Because of
0 Yenz's fame and position, he had to

QJang the two scrolls on the wall, and
the discourtesy of the priest has hung
there ever since as an example to other
priests in the temple.

Are you ever discourteous? Do you

Judge people by their appearances?
over

o
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Jesus said once, "Man judges by outer
appeara.nces but God looketh upon the
heart."

i

It should make us very careful,
should it not, to treat every boy and
girl, man and woman as though 21l were
children of God, as indeed they are
We may be entertaining angels unawa!
‘ Jesus may be passing by, indeed some
day walk into ourk homes. If we are
always courteous to strangers no matten
.what their clothes and appearance m#f)
bes we will not miss him when he comese.

"Yow are we the sons of God," said
Paul, "and it doth not yet appear what
.we shall be, but when he sheall eppear,
we shall be like him." Every man is
a son of God, says Paul. That fact
places man among the nobility. = ILet u
be sure then that we treat every chi)
of God as a noblemsn, and we will neven

‘be guilty of discourtesy to anyone.
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Near the close of his 1ife Jesus
.and his disciples were standing on a
street corner.in Jerwmalem with =2
crowd of people around them. Sud-
denly they heard a strage sound and

everyone stood still to listen. What
@ vas it?

Now here is the curious fact. The
Seripture says some thought 'it was
.'thunder; " others said it was the
voice of an angel. Quite a differen-
cey isn't there, between thun der and
engels? As much difference as betwee
night and day. . :

that caused the @ fference? The
difference-lay in the way the peovle
heard,. The same air waves falling on
. different ears beceme two far differ
ent sounds. Thunder and angels!

Thizs emegeste that it is the way
you look at things or hear them which
- mekes all the difference in the world.
For instamee an artisit friemd of
mine used to draw the head of a rab-
bit, but on second glande it appeared

" to be the head of a duck. When you

turned it around the ears of the
rabbit became the bill of the duck.

Try it when you go home. As 1:-0
over
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whether it is a rebbit or a duck
will depend upon which at the time.
you most wish to see.

How we look at the day determines
whether we will have rain or sun-
shine in our hearts. For example,@
did you ever hear people talking like
this? '

"It's a great dayl"

"Yes, but I'm afrsid it will raib
before night." :

"It has been a fine autumnl".

"Yes-~but we'll pay for it thi
winter." . |

"Looks as though it will be a nice
day tomorrow!"

"Yes--but I doubt it. ILooks to
me like its going to change.. We'lve
had too much good weather lately." ®

! Yes=--but! What a lot of "Yes--
but-ers" there are in this world and
what bad weather they bring to our
minds.

It “all deperids on how we look at
—~ other boys and girls as to what we
see in them. All of us have our

faults and weaknesses; we are not -
so perfect as we sometimes think,

But all of us have some good points
too. The fuestion is, when we think




LLNLDLL VL UUVLL Ry

of our playmates, schoolmates o

.neighbors. what age we going to se-
lect? If we choose to see only the
daults, we will become disagrecable
faultfinders. Nobody likes fault-
finders. If we take their good qual-

@ ities and magnify them, we will learn
to love our playmates more and more.
The boy or girl who looks for the good
in time falls in love with it.

- How we look at things mekes a dif-
ference as to what we will see.
Yes, and there is a further fact.
What we see depends on something
still deeper.’ that we see grows out
of what we hawe or are in our hearts.

. Do you remember the cat in Mother
P Foose's l’ursezy Fhymes?

Pussy cat, pussy cat, where have
you been?
I've been to London to visit the
- Queen,
- Pugsy cat, pussy cat, what did you
there? ,
I frightened a little mouse under
the chair.

Here is’'a cat which went all the
way to London to visit the Queen and
over
g
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vhen she got there all she saw was
a mouse under a ch=ir, Why? I thi@
it was becanse cats are not prepared

to see queens. They are ready fto see
mice because they havé been hunting

mice all their lives. They have mi

on their brains and in their bodies

and of course they are not going to
be able to .see and appreciate other

things.

What does this say to us?t It says
that when a girl is cross and mean;
when she makes faces at those who
would be nice to her; stamps her
feet when shees cannot have her own
way; thinks her teacher and parents
are unfair and nothing in the world
is right, it 1s because nothing is
right in her own heart. Ifher hear)
is happy she would find happiness.

Iike the cat, she is prepared to
see only mice, because she has bll
her heart to become sour and mean.
She hears thunder because there is
thunder in her disposition.

On the other hand, here is a zirlg
with a glow in her eyes. .the o 1es
when she kisses her mother good-D0y;
cheerfully searches for a glove she
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has lost; laughs when her cosat
catches in the door; smiles througout
the day when things Zo wrong. Wihat

a good old world this isl" she thinks
to herself.

® Do you kmow why? Because she has
angels in her heart, she is able to
hear the voice of angels. Because
she if flooded with cheer, she sees
good cheer in everyone and everything.

Thunder or angels!

¥hich are you
hearing?






DEATE COMES TO A VILLAGE

One fine ‘summer day & man set out

@ to hike to the top of Red Fock, which
stends a few miles to the north of
Leke Kezar in Meine. TFirst he pad-
dled in a canoe up Big Brook for a

.mile or sos as far as he could goe
Then, striking out through the woods
he followed a well-beaten trail. Very
soon the teeil began difiding and re-
dividing so that he was continually

@ -uessing as to which way to turn.
Taking one of the paths, he came out
into what seemed to be a pasture now
grown up with bushes and scrubby pine.
Retrecing his steps and following
‘another path, he suddenly found himsel
in a dense maze of underbrush.

It was in one of these dead-end
@trails that he made a discovery.
Stumbling 2long, he almost fell into
what sppeared to be the remains of an
old cellar, It wag a tangled mass
of vines, rocks and bushes, but he
.could make out a few stones left in
position. Forgetting sbout $Red Rock
he cast sbout in the bushes and repeat-
edly made similar discoveries. Near
'the tumble-down walls were still stand-
ing the stumps of apple trees. Need-
less to say, he had a most interesting
time reconstructing in his mind the
'~ over y
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houses in which years and years ago
“people had lived, eaten, slept, 1laugh-
ed, wept and died. The silence whi
shrouded them was broken only by the
soughing of the wind in the leaves of
the trees and the distant call of a
CIOWe

The very next day he sought out the
oldest inhebitant in the near-by vil-
“lage of North lLovell, 2 bent grey-
bearded man who was delighted to talb
about his discovery.

. Previous to the Civil War, he said,
there was a thriving town where he
had roamed thek day before, but some-
thing had happened. He was not cer-
tain why the village had vanished so
suddently, but he thousht it was be~
cauge the young men had gone to war -
and never retumned. Then too, he
added, sbout that time spool mills
were set un at East Stoneham five
miles away, and many of the early
settlers had moved there to work in @
theme Those who were left, the very
young and the very old, grew weary of
beating back the forest which steadily
moved closer to them, untdl one day -

the lemd was ¥Yeft to revert to type.
Tt ig emazing how quickly nature

conquers territyory ceptured by man
but for a few short years. Myankind

! |
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is short-lived:; the forest seems to

.eo on forever,

What really happened to this villagh
¥hy did it return to the forest. This
is a possible reason: there was no

@r2d through. To the north runs a
high ridge tipped by Red Rock and Miles
Notchs to the left rises Speckled
Mountain; to the right high hills.
No travelers came thet way in thelr
pjourneys to far distant places, tring-
ing news of the cutside world. The
villagers were left to themselves and
the forest £inally won. Where there
are xxat no roads through, a village
perishes.

I wonder whekher there are boys and
girls like that. What are they like?
Where are no mads through their minds
and hearts. They are selfish, gelf-

cent ered, taken up with themselves.
The ridges of self-interest wise 90
digh they cannot see over them. No
real sympathy do they have for folks
who need so much help and have so 1ittl
in this life. No consideration for
helpless animels. The world begins
@i ends with their own puny selves.

¥hat comes to such boys and girls?

t
After a time their hearts ‘%ﬁitnba%k

. cennot ©
shrivel up; theyoverl

A



“the forest of selfish’ desire which
constantly besets them: Finslly tk.
forest of selfishness wins and they
move out.

Occastona2lly one comes upon a
church which once housed a2 fine co
gation of worshipers, boys and girls,
men and women, but it now as deserted
as the villege of West Stoneheam. The
windoww are boarded up and it looks .
cold. - ¥hy? Many reasons are given
The loyal members moved away. The
countryside changed. One or more
of such reasons may account for the
death of many a church. But I want
you young people, who hold in your
hearts and hands the future of the
church to think about thisl? most
churches die because ‘there is no
road through, no far-flung sympathie’
no heartburning for peoplée who need
what they have to give, no Christlike
interest in the world. Everything
they do is done for themselves.
Finally the forest of selfishness
closes down about them, and the church
surrenders its 1ife.

Where there 1is no vision a church.
dies. Where there is no road thmugh
a villege stagnates. Where there is

no unselfish giving, bo%rs andegirls
L ]




A UANULE NEVER GOES QU 1

Do you know that the light of a

.candle never goest out? You can put
out the flame, of course, but the
candle is not out! That is because
light, any light, including the ligzht
of the candle, zoes on and on out into

@-space. . Is that difficult for you to
believe? It is; it is difficult fo
ang one, but wlser folks than most of
us, people called scientists, tell us

.that light keeps right on traveling
somewhere.

Professor Arthur Compton once wrot
on this subject; and we may not.under-
stand all of these words he wrote which
we are going to read now: "Puff, and
the #fk flame is out! Is this the
end? What is heppening to the light?

.The flame was material, made wp of
atmos and molecules; but the light
is a different kind of thing -- electr
megnetic radiation, flying away at
t remendous speed. We know that if
@the candle was out under the open sky,
its light was streaming into interstel-
lar space, where it will keep going
forever." . ‘

- Keep going forever! &mgagtakt-mly
nderful fact that is. i eeps

gwgihge forever. - Now, we may underbtand
a 1ittle better what ast ronomers, men
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who study the stars in the heavens,
mean when they tell us that light
reaching us from one distant star has
been traveling in our direction for 2
million years. Think of that! Light
rays travel 186,000 miles a second.
How far away a star must be, the 11&
of which has been travelinz toward us
for amillion years at the rete of
186,000. miles a second. :

The 1ight of a candle never goesn,
out, and neither does the light of lov
If you do 2 kind .ct or say a kind
word, your kindness is never lost. 1Is
that not what this means? It is pas
ed on from heart to heart, person to
person, down through the years.

The poet longfellew was thinki
of this when he wrote about the arrow
he shot and the song he sang into the
air. They seemed to be gone but
they were not. A long time afterward
- he found the arrow in the heart of
oak, and the song he met again in the
heart of a friend. Good thoughts,
kind words, sympathy and gentleness
never die; they are passed on from.
friend to friend, and go on forever
making bhis old world a little happier
eand finer place to 1live.

Yy
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This fact must be clear to you now
Let us take an example. ©One hot,
.sultry, Aggost Sunday afternoon some
years ago a young boy was sitting in
a small country church in the western
part of our country. . xumxprekky
.’.l‘he_ pews were rought and straight and
had no cushions. The organist pumped
the small wheezy instrument with her
feet. Outside stretched endless fields
vhere cattle and sheepr were quitely
@:razing. Painted on the plaster behin
the pulpit was a plcture of Jesus
carrying @ little lamp in his ams,
which held the gaze of the boy's eyes.
The minister was elderly, and the ser-
mon that day was long, but there was
a fleme of love in it. That flame
gave forth light which glowed in the
heart of this fine, young lad. . S
@riechtly did it shine, it made him
restless to give his loif .in love to
others, which he did. Later Watts
Pyes, grown to manhood, prepared himself
ibo,u@ long schooling and because a
issionary in asnother land, where he
tanght the people how to ralse peanuts,
how to sell themj end when a naturdd
chence came along told them 2bout Jesus.

Mineteen hundred years ago Jesus
was crucified, nailed to the cross

by those who could not see the flame
g e d
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of his love for them. He iiﬁ. on
the cross. Was the £xmmex 1ight ‘
put out? We know it was not. Tha’
light keeps burning, burning its way
into the hearts of men, on 2nd on
out into space, chenging lives, meking
human beings like you end me kind, @
thoughtful, sympathetic, vnselfish.
Today you and I have a chance to mx
have so muck joy and plenty in our live
because that light which has come to
us ig telling us how to live hapnily.
and is leading us into the truth of
Cod.

"Thou wilt light my candle," said
a writer of one-of the Psalms. In
the Book of Proverbs we read, "The
spirit of man is the candle of the
Iord." . When our hearts are lighted
by the love of God we become a ca.ndl’
cf the lord, end the 1ight can never
be put out.

That is a fascinating thought, -~
isn't it? Will we, as Jesus said,
"Let our 1ight so shine before men
that they may see our good works, and
glorify our Father who is in heaven?"

4




- THE PERFUMED L AKE 1

Once upon a time in faraway ITndia
.a prince dreamed of having a garden
surpassing all gardens in loveliness.
In the very center of it was a beau-
tiful lake. It was a very strange
.lake. however, different from all ot-
hers he had ever seen, for its water
was rare perfume, the sweet scent of
which filled the garden.

@ ‘'hen he awoke, he wondered how he
could make his dream come true for he
did not have enough wealth to fill
such a lake with perfume. For a long
time he thought and thought, and then
the idea came to him that he would ask
each person in the surrounding country
on an appointed day to bring a small
vial of perfume and snpty it into the

.lake.

&:. word was sent out that on a
cert=in day the prince was to zive a
great party to which those were invite
.Who would bring a small vial of sweet-
scented perfume. The peovle were
excited over the invitation and looked
forward with great happiness to thex
day when they would visit the far-
famed garden of the wealthy prince.

On the grsxk day set a2 great odea%




“ but all, rich and poor, were merry,

g
caravan of happy vpeople wended their
way toward the home of the prince.
Some came on donkeys, some on camel
and some trudged along the dusty ro

and in the hand of each was a small
vial. Vhen they arrived, they were
guided to the center 6f the garden
vhere they emptied the contents of
their vials into the lake.

To the astonishment of the princ‘
however, there was'no miracle of
lovely perfume. Wondering, he step-
ped to the lake and taking some of the
luquid in a cup, found that it was
Jjust ordinary water, nothing more.

Then he discovered what had hepp-
ened. Each of his guests had had the
game thought. To themselves they m
salid, "This vial is so small.
make little difference what I ﬂll
it with. Among so many, my gift of
perfume will not be misseds S I'll
f111 my vial with water." TFach ondf)
had brought water, and lo! instead
of a sweet-scented lake the prince had
but a lake of water.

"My part will not be missed. It@®
won't make any difference whether I
go or not." Have you ever said that?

y
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And have you brmought to an undertaking
@only water of inasction instead of the
perfume of your part well done?

This world is made up of a great
any small things. Supvose each leaf
on a tree were to say to itself some
night, "I am only a leaf; T might
as well wither and fall off." The
next morning the beautiful tree in yo
@front yard would have no leaves.

Every leaf is necessary to the life
of a tree.

Or supposing each string 6f a harp
were to think, T am only one of %0
meny strings. I'11 just grow fhabby
and stop playing." ‘thet would happen
to the beautiful music of the hamp?

@ here would be none of course, for the
music of the harp depends upon each
string's doing its part.

Or suppose again that the boys and
%irls in this clasg should say, "What
am I among so many? I'11 stay home
today." There would be no class, or
church, of course, for these groups

@3te made of you and you -- a2 number
of you's all pu?o- togeth'g;'. each one

t

laying a necessary part. You canno

gake a church or a class out of empty
over




seats.

Nor can Jesus bring his Kingdom <‘
~love out of a number of loveless,

empty heart s. boxmrwrximkaxthexIxisxzst

4. b4 DA 594 4

oy i) P20 PR 1 POV RI - OBDE DI BE-
,n:xﬁn When you fail, 1f you ever.
dos to bring the love of your heart
to pour into the lake of love which
Jesus is building in his Father'n
beautiful garden called earth, know
that your failure postpotes the glat’
day when the "love of God will fill
the hearts of mem as the waters fill
the sea.




DON'T BE A GOAT 1 |

In a certain museum in New York :
@ there is an interesting object. . The
horns of two goats are locked together
If we use our imasgzinations an exciting
pleture unfolds before use.

@ Two obstinate goats one day had a
quarrel. First they probably talked
angrily, snarling and shouting defian-
co; °~ then they lecked horns for a
bitter strugzle. For hours they
fought, perh#ps in the moonlight, megp-
be in the hot noontime, but at last
to their dismay they found that they
could not pull apart., Having locked
their horns in a death strugzle, they
became so interlocked that they were
joined forevefs Hence.the sad end-
ing: - both died. No one knows which

@as right; the one who was right
died with the one who was wrong.
Both met the same fate; the innocent
was destroyed with the guilty.

- The Proverbs writer must have been
thinking of some such case when he
wrote, "It taketh away the life of
the owners theeeof." How true it is

‘f a1l fighting for gain or mastery.

Tt is true of war, which plagues
“this world right nowe . War is disaster
over oy




no matter how you take it. That is,
there 1s no such thing as winning a
war, for everyone loses when bombs
begin to scatter death. 'Here are two
nations eyeinz one another across the
border with suspicion. The leader
of one makes demends which seem un#u‘
to the other. FNotes are exchanged
gbout it and finally they lock horns

- in a death struggle, for all.war is
death, After mutilating and killing
millions of men, women and children, @
thers comes what is miscalled:peace,
but in reality there is no peace but
only more hate, more desire for reven-
gee As a result more wars arise and
the death-dealing goes marching down
the years. Once having locked their
horns in war, there is no escape for
the nations; only-death remains,
unless of course they discover in ti@p
that . the only way out is the way of
good will and brother interest in the
welfare of each other.

But let #is bring it home to ourse,
vese. Sup ose you have a grievance
against your playmate, what will you
do? "I'11 show him something," you
may say. "He can't do that to mel
I'11 get back at him!" And get back
at him you do with hate in your heert.
You may hurt him' a bit with your harshj
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@vords and actions, but what you have
actually done, I think, is to hurt
yourself. The hate in your heart
does not help you; in fact it pro-
duces a pokson which runs freely thro
.your body and your mind so that you are
never the same again. In the end you
are worse off than the one you tried
to hurts That is to say, in locking
@ orns with your enemy, both of you
loses The end of hate is death.

On the other hand you could go to
one who has hurt you and give him your
hand in friendliness. He might not
forgive you, but you will have done
the best you could, and there is no
poison left in your hearte This Was

@the way of Jesus: he forgave his
enemies and tried to win them by love.

Friendliness, good will, X¥indness,
forgiveness are the only way out for
ations and for boys and girls.

These two goats never learned that
way. Don't be a goat!l

R A e







King Meets King ' 1
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Almost 3000 years ago the peonle
of Pelestine had 2 king named Ssul
whose son was Jonasthan. Jonathen an
David were great friends. David,

& handsome and tslented young man of

- the court, wes = musicien 2nd often
when Saul was troubled about matters
of his empire, he would call David in
and have him play. We.kmow thet
David afterward wrote some of our
Pselms which have been read and sunge
in our.churches for years. Very
§ften we repeat one of the most beau-
tiful of the Psalms in our service,
"The Lord is my shegherd, I shall not
want," ‘

David was very popular with many
@ Joung men of Pelestine and as often
happened in those days, they wented to
meke him king. TBumors of this ceme
to Sgul =nd he became very Jjezlous,
s0 jeelous that he actuelly led en
@ cxpedition to kill this young man
David.

David fled into the wilderness
.with a band of men who were loyal to
him, TFor deys Saul hunted btut could
not find him. TFinally word came that
Devid wes in the recion called En-
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Ingedi. Vhen Saul arrived there
with his men, darkness was coring of
so he lay down just inside the en-
trence of the cave of Adullam with
hie men a2bout him to guard.

Now it so heppened that earlier ®
in the evening David and his men had
" gone to that seme ceve but had moved
further in. Tmagine how frightened
they must have been and how surpri
to have Saul their enemy come =nd go
to sleep at their very feet.

What a chance that was for David
to get revente! It would be very
easy for him to slip out when .ell
were asleep and kill Saul; then he
might be made ¥ing. David's soldiers
wanted him to do it. "You will n
ver have = better chance," they ssid.

But Dafid felt differently. thy
should he k111 the father of his best
friend, Jonathan? More that that,@
was not Saul king of the Israelites,
the chosen peonle of God?

S this is what Devid did. In .
the middle of the night, when all
was still, end only the breathing of
the soldiers could be heard, David
slipped sut to Seaull and cut with his




King Meets King -3
sword 2 piece from the king's garment.
. Then he went beek into the cave.

The next morning Senl and his sol-
diers left. After they were a gsafe
distence away, Dsvid shouted to Sanul,

@ rolding up the piece of cloth cut fror
the royel robe.

David said, "Behold you were in
® my power, but I spmared your life.
Vhy do you listen to your men when
they say that Dawid seeketh to hurt
you? I do not wish your life even
though you are trying to take mine."

When Devid had finished speaking,

Seul was so affected that he wept.
"Is this thy voice, my son, Devid?"

.He celled David his son. "You are
more richteous then I, for you have
done good to me whereas I have only
done evil to you. For if a man find
his enemy, will he let him go well

. away? Now I know you will surely be
king for this was 2 Hingly deed, and
I feel sure that Isrsel will be safe
in thy hend."

. Sem) went back to his court, ana
Devid went on his way rejoicing.

that a wonderful way to treat an
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enemyl : The one who does that, has no
enemies. Generosity disarms enemi%
end mskes them into friends.

Md you will remember that the
-ecreatest friend the world has ever
Imown, henging upon the cross in @@
suffering and szony,. preyed to God
for those who had hung him there,
"Father, forgive them for they know
not what they do." "And I say u.ntcb
yvou, ™ seid Jesus ot anpther time,
"ove your enemies, pray for them
that pers=cute you =nd despitefully
nse you, ‘that ye meay be sons of your
Father who is heaven." If you are
_children of Gods love your enemies!




KAGAWA -— A GREAT GIVER 1

Can another person tell whether you
@love your father and mother?  Yes --
by your desire to give to them. They
love you, it is plein, for their love
cauges them to give to you. He who
dove gives, says Jesus. God loves us;
e know it by the way He gives to us.

. It was Cod's love in his heart that
~made a Japanese man know around the

rld some years ago. His name was
Kagawa, He could not rest until he
went into the poorest section of a
Japenese city to help those who had ta
live there. He almost starved, caugh
a dread dige=se firom a begzar whom he
took into his 1ittle house six feet
wide and six feet long, dut he never
stopped loving people with all his

.strength and with 211 his soul.

And when a terrible earthquake shoo
Tokyo and fire swept that large city,
Kagawa was called by the Japanese
overnment to take charge of the work
for those who had no place to live nor
food to eate They offered him $9000
a year, which at thet time wa= & great

.1681 of money. He salid he would be
glad to undertske the work if they
would not make him take the money. A
few years ago he received contributions
over




at meetings held in Amertca but not a
cent did he take for himself over an
above his expenses; all went back
his work for the people of Japan. He
wanted to establish 1000 churches at
$300 each .for the villages and cities
of his country. -~

Kagawa"£% a Chri stians the kind of
Christian God intended us a1l to be,
end we will do well to study his life
learn more about-him and see how mu
like (Inrist he is. '

This incident will help us to see
his Christianity. In the-heart of
Shanghai way over in China, across part
of the sea from Japan, there kxxm was
a Christian church whose Chinese pastor
during the Japanese invasion there
before-World War II fimged his peovle [
to act 1like Christ. S for months
every day at noon he rang the church
bell as a reminder to the people that
they should pray, nray for themselve
that they might not be selfish, and
him, their minister, that he might be
kept true and brave, and for the Japa-
nese that their eyes might be opened
to the wrongdoing they were then com-@@
mitting in China. But when the Japanes
attacked Shanghal, the soldiers dragged
the Chinese minister, his wife, two

Ao na it s SRR e
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ons and a nephew from the basement of
the church where they had gone to be
safe, and killed them.

Not long after, there was a large
@ rovd essembled in that church, a
crowd which packed it to the door.

Why? A great Japanese --Kagawa, was
to preach, A Jepanese minister speak-
ng in a Chinese church! ‘thy did the

inese whose minister had been murder-
ed by Japanese soldiers, come out to
hear a Japanese man? Why? . Because
it was Kagawa, and they kmew the love

in his heart.

~ An elderly man introduced Kagawa
by saying, "We who are gathered here
.oday are not men and women, o0ld or
young, Japanese or Chinese. We are
all one in Christ Jesus."

Then Kagawa spoke, and I want to giv
.ou some of his words, which are-worth

remembering:

"Dear Brothers and Sisters: I h-ve
rayed the lord to let me sand here.
f we did not have Christianity, I
would not stand here. Because you are

Christian and forzive, you let me stand
over




-
in this pulpit. I persenally regret th
things we have done as a nation,
text is: He is our peacem= who hath
broken down the middle wall of par- .
tition between us., Jesus Christ is
the only one who can break down the
present wall between China and Japan
He has made and can make two peoples
and two nations into one. He has
made and can make two peoples and two
nations into one. Eecause you have.
already manifested the most ethical,
gracious result of his Spirit on this
occasion, I am able to be here. Let
us pray that real Christianity may bde
egtablished forever in our countries.
Let us pray that Christ may be heard in
the world. Then there will be no
militarists and no war. The way will
be paved for peace. -

Iove gi%es. love forgives.’ Love
makes peace. lLove keeps peace.
‘"For God so loved the world that he

gave..." ; ~




THE RADCLIFFE'S THANK BIVING DINNER

It wag Thanksgiving morning in the
Redcliffe home, and 211 the children,
Helen, Tom, Herbert and Esther, were
very excited, "This is turkey day,"
shouted the eldest, Tom, as he buckled
on his roller skates for a turn around
.che block, The others ran after

him, shouting, lausghin, and talking
ebout drum sticks and gravy, their
favérite dishes, and what fun it wowld
.be to have their grandfather and gran
mother, to enjoy the feast with them.

After a long wait, meoltime ceme,
end then a family Bell was rung as
the doors were opened to the dining
room. With a wild rush the children
dashed into the room, but stopped
quickly when they saw the table. Thet

aces fell. There was nothing on the
anksgiving table but dishes, no food
at 2ll, not even a serap.

Yes, there was something: on each
lete were a dozen or more kernels
of corn. The children looked at each
other in 4isgust. No one said a2 word.
Father and mother sat down and the

ﬁhildren with glum faces reluct antly
ook their seats. Somethinge was wrong

they covld see that, bdut they couldn't
quite meke it out.
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"Where's the turkey?" cried Helen,
.hho couldn't hold her words any loncer

Mrs. Radeliff rang the 1little bell
on the table, and Matilde, the cleanin
lady who had agreed to help serve the

.big Thanksgiving dinner this year,
came in, Mrs. Radcliff caid to her,
"What is the meaning of this? Is
this 2ll we have?"

"I'm afreid 1t is ma'mm, " she seid.
"You see, I have had difficulty in
getting food."

The children groaned.

"Nonsemse!l" said Mother. "I or-
dered a turkey. "Bring it in, please."

e Matilda went to the kitchen and re-
turned to the room with a piece of
paper. "Someone brought this note to
the back door,"she said.

Mrs. Padcliff read it aloud: "Dear
Thanksgiving Celebrator: We are
gsorry but we are unsble to furnish

.you with a turkey this year. On
account of wet weather, most of our

young turkeys died." Signed, Turk
Farmers of ghio. Ene e
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"Gee Whiz!" said Herbert, "I didn!
realize that the farmers way out the
@ raised our turkeys.,"

"Well then," said mother, "bring in
the potatoes. We will get along some-
alowe After e11, food is not the most
.1mportant part of giving thanks day.

Agein, Matilde came back with a not
thisg time from the votatoe growers of
TIdaho: "We were unsable to cet our
potatoes planted on time owing to the
late spring. Sorry." --Tdesho Potato
Growers Association,

"Whew!" exclaimed Esther, "so our
potatoes were to have come from Idsho.

"Matilda," said Mrs. Redcliff,
."suppo:ing you bring in the cranberry
sauce.

All thet came back was word that th
cranberry crop had failed this year.

In desperation the mother began

asking for other articles. Salt —-

the salt-producers were on strike.
kin pie -~ the grocery @elivery

ruck had broken down. Celery --

the crop was very small this year, end
hardly enough for the local markets
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so none had been shipped. Coffee~—
[ ek dewn in Brazil something queer
had heppened to the men who gathered
the coffee; what it was they couldn!'
wiuite make out from the note scrawled
in a strange hand.

-

"Well, I guess that's that," gaid
Mr. Radcliff. "It's tought, but we'll
have to maeke the best of it." With
that he tried to crack a kernsl of
corn between hi teeth, but to his
emazement the grain flew out of his
mouth, The children, however, were
too much put out to smile.

"After all," he continued, "our
Pilgrim Fathers had only some corn left
after thet first hard winter. They

fot along somehoW.

"But we can'tl" said Tom angrily,

as he jumped from his pl ace to leave
the room.

"Come back, Tom," sald his mother
quietly. "Just a moment. We have
had a great many Thanksgiving Days

QOgether. haven't we? But never once
ave we given a thought to those

thousands of hard-working peonle who
make our dinners possible; anrers
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reilroad men, commission merchents,

.grocery men, butchers, delivery men,
end steamship crews, who grow, prepare
and bring our goods to us. And what
have we done for our dinners? No-

.thing. Vhys, we haven't even thanked
God for rain and heat, soil and seed
witheut which there would be no food
at all. I understand now what the
minister said last Sunda, ¥Bless the

@Ilord, oh my soul, end forget not all
his benefits.! We have been forget-
ting in this household. We didn't
even go to church this morning to give
thanks on a day set spart for such
thanksgiving, "

Tom slumped down in his seat, and
the others only hslf convinced, murmu
@-d under their breath sbout how hungry

they were.

"That's right!" said Mr. Radcliff.

"You are absoclutely right, Mother. God

quas been good to us fhrough the yeers,

and we have not been very good to him.
We have had too much given to us, I
guess, so that we heve forgotten the

iver. Now we are going to turn over

a new leaf and try to live our thanks.

Vhat do you all say?®"
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The children did not answer but
hey were very oulet aand subdued, and

aseemed just a bit ashemed; it was
clear that they were do¥mg some think-

inge.

- Just then -- the door flew open and
what should come in but an immense
steaming turkey on a huge platter with
Matilde back of it grinning from ear

.to ear. Imagine the excitement and
confusion! It wasn't true after =211l
There was a real turkey with stuffing,
gravy, sweet potatoes znd all the
fixin's, This time they bowed their
heads low and happrily and with under-
gtandine as Mr. Rad 1liff thanked CGod
for all his goodness to them.






