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AUTHOR S FOREWORD

The story "In H's Steps"” was witten in
1896, and it was read a chapter at a
time to ny young peopl e, Sunday eveni ngs
in the Central Congregational Church
Topeka, Kansas. Wiile it was being read
it was being published in the Chicago
Advance, a religious weekly, as a
serial. The publisher did not know the
conditions of the copyright [aw, and he
filed only one copy of the advance

each week with the departnent, instead of
two, which the law required. On that
account the copyright was defective, and
the story was thrown into the "public
domai n" when the Advance Conpany put

it out in a ten cent paper edition

Owing to the fact that no one had any

| egal ownership in the book, sixteen

di fferent publishers in Anerica and
fifty in Europe and Australia put out
the book in various editions from an
English penny to eight shillings. M.
Bowden, the London publisher, sold over
3, 000, 000 copies of the penny edition on
the streets of London. The book has been
translated into twenty-one | anguages,

i ncludi ng a Russi an publication which
was banned by the Soviet. A Turkish
Translation in Arabic is permtted
circulation by the governnent and is
being read all over Turkey.

The Story has been nade into the drama
formand is being used by groups of
young church people and by coll ege
students. And while conditions have
changed in the years since the story was
witten, the principle of human conduct
remains the same. | do not need to say
that I amvery thankful that owing to

t he defective copyright the book has had
a larger reading on account of the great
nunber of publishers. | find readers in
every part of the world where | go. And
I aminformed by the Publishers' Wekly
that the book has had nore circul ation

t han any ot her book except the Bible.

If that is true, no one is nore
grateful than I am as it confirms the
faith I have always held that no subject
is nmore interesting and vital to the
human race than religion

May | be allowed to add a word of
appreciation for the courtesy of the



publishers of this authorized edition
who t hrough these years recogni zed the
nmoral rights of the author and have
kindly permitted hima share in the
financial sales of the book. | hope for
this edition a hearty and kindly wel conme
fromthe readers, old and young, who
believe that in the end of human history
Jesus will be the standard of human
conduct for the entire human race.

Charles M Shel don
Topeka, Kansas, 1935
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CHAPTER ONE

"For hereunto were ye call ed; because
Christ also suffered for you, |eaving
you an exanple, that ye should foll ow
in his steps.™

It was Friday norning and the Rev.
Henry Maxwel|l was trying to finish his
Sunday norni ng sernmon. He had been
interrupted several tinmes and was
grow ng nervous as the norning wore
away, and the sernon grew very slowy
toward a satisfactory finish

"Mary," he called to his wife, as
he went upstairs after the |ast
interruption, "if any one cones after
this, I wish you would say |I amvery
busy and cannot cone down unless it is
somet hing very inportant.™

"Yes, Henry." But | am going over
to visit the kindergarten and you wil|l
have the house all to yourself."

The m nister went up into his study
and shut the door. In a few mnutes he
heard his wife go out, and then
everything was quiet. He settled hinself
at his desk with a sigh of relief and
began to wite. Hs text was from
1 Peter 2:21: "For hereunto were ye
cal I ed; because Christ also suffered for
you, |eaving you an exanple that ye
should follow his steps.”

He had enphasized in the first part
of the sernon the Atonenent as a
personal sacrifice, calling attention to



the fact of Jesus' suffering in various
ways, in Hs life as well as in Hs
death. He had then gone on to enphasi ze
the Atonenent fromthe side of exanple,
giving illustrations fromthe life and
teachi ngs of Jesus to show how faith in
the Christ hel ped to save nen because of
the pattern or character He displ ayed
for their imtation. He was now on the
third and |l ast point, the necessity of
followi ng Jesus in H's sacrifice and
exanpl e.

He had put down "Three Steps. What
are they?" and was about to enunerate
themin | ogical order when the bell rang
sharply. It was one of those clock-work
bells, and al ways went off as a cl ock
mght go if it tried to strike twelve
all at once.

Henry Maxwel| sat at his desk and
fromed a little. He nade no novenent to
answer the bell. Very soon it rang
agai n; then he rose and wal ked over to
one of his w ndows which conmanded the
view of the front door. A man was
standi ng on the steps. He was a young
man, very shabbily dressed.

"Looks like a tranp," said the
mnister. "l suppose I'll have to go
down and --"

He did not finish his sentence but
he went downstairs and opened the front
door. There was a nmonent's pause as the
two nmen stood facing each other, then
t he shabby-1 ooki ng young nman sai d:

"I"'mout of a job, sir, and thought
maybe you might put ne in the way of
getting sonething."

"I don't know of anything. Jobs are
scarce--" replied the mnister
begi nning to shut the door slowy.

"I didn't know but you m ght
per haps be able to give me a line to the
city railway or the superintendent of
t he shops, or sonething,"” continued the
young man, shifting his faded hat from
one hand to the other nervously.

"It would be of no use. You will
have to excuse ne. | amvery busy this



morning. | hope you will find sonething.
Sorry | can't give you sonething to do
here. But | keep only a horse and a cow
and do the work nyself."

The Rev. Henry Maxwel | cl osed the
door and heard the man wal k down the
steps. As he went up into his study he
saw from his hall w ndow that the man
was going slowy down the street, stil
hol di ng his hat between his hands. There
was sonmething in the figure so dejected
honel ess and forsaken that the mnister
hesitated a nmonment as he stood | ooking
at it. Then he turned to his desk and
with a sigh began the witing where he
had left off. He had no nore
interruptions, and when his wife canme in
two hours later the sernon was fi nished,
the | oose | eaves gathered up and neatly
tied together, and laid on his Bible al
ready for the Sunday norning service.

"A queer thing happened at the
ki ndergarten this norning, Henry," said
his wife while they were eating dinner.
"You know I went over with Ms, Brown to
visit the school, and just after the
ganes, while the children were at the
tabl es, the door opened and a young man
cane in holding a dirty hat in both
hands. He sat down near the door and
never said a word; only | ooked at the
children. He was evidently a tranp, and
M ss Wen and her assistant Mss Kyle
were a little frightened at first, but
he sat there very quietly and after a
few m nutes he went out."

"Perhaps he was tired and wanted to
rest sonewhere. The sane man call ed
here, | think. Did you say he | ooked
like a tranp?"

"Yes, very dusty, shabby and
generally tranp-like. Not nore than
thirty or thirty-three years old, |
shoul d say."

"The sane man," said the Rev. Henry
Maxwel |t houghtful ly.

"Did you finish your sernon,
Henry?" his wife asked after a pause.

"Yes, all done. It has been a very
busy week with ne. The two sernons have



cost me a good deal of |abor."

"They will be appreciated by a
| arge audi ence, Sunday, | hope," replied
his wife smling. "Wat are you going to
preach about in the norning?"

"Following Christ. | take up the
At onenent under the head of sacrifice
and exanpl e, and then show the steps
needed to follow H s sacrifice and
exanpl e."

"I amsure it is a good sernon.
hope it won't rain Sunday. W have had
so many stormy Sundays lately.™

"Yes, the audi ences have been quite
small for some tinme. People will not
cone out to church in a storm" The Rev.
Henry Maxwel | sighed as he said it. He
was thinking of the careful, |aborious
effort he had made in preparing sernons
for large audiences that failed to
appear.

But Sunday norni ng dawned on the
town of Raynond one of the perfect days
that sometines cone after |ong periods
of wind and nmud and rain. The air was
cl ear and bracing, the sky was free from
all threatening signs, and every one in
M. Maxwel |'s parish prepared to go to
church. Wen the service opened at
el even o' cl ock the | arge buil ding was
filled with an audi ence of the best-
dressed, nost confortabl e | ooking people
of Raynond.

The First Church of Raynond
bel i eved in having the best nusic that
nmoney could buy, and its quartet choir
this nmorning was a source of great
pl easure to the congregati on. The ant hem
was inspiring. All the music was in
keeping with the subject of the sernon
And the anthem was an el aborate
adaptation to the nost nodern nusic of
t he hymn,

"Jesus, | my cross have taken
Al to leave and foll ow Thee."

Just before the sernon, the soprano
sang a solo, the well-known hymn,

"Where He leads ne | will follow,



"Il gowith Hm with Hm all the
way. "

Rachel W nsl ow | ooked very
beautiful that norning as she stood up
behi nd the screen of carved oak which
was significantly marked with the
enbl ens of the cross and the crown. Her
voi ce was even nore beautiful than her
face, and that nmeant a great deal. There
was a general rustle of expectation over
t he audi ence as she rose. M. Maxwel |
settled hinself contentedly behind the
pul pit. Rachel Wnslow s singing always
hel ped him He generally arranged for a
song before the sernon. It nade possible
a certain inspiration of feeling that
made his delivery nore inpressive

Peopl e said to thensel ves they had
never heard such singing even in the
First Church. It is certain that if it
had not been a church service, her solo
woul d have been vi gorously appl auded. It
even seened to the mnister when she sat
down that sonething |ike an attenpted
cl appi ng of hands or a striking of feet
on the floor swept through the church
He was startled by it. As he rose,
however, and laid his sernon on the
Bi bl e, he said to hinself he had been
deceived. O course it could not occur
In a few nmonents he was absorbed in his
sernon and everything el se was forgotten
in the pleasure of his delivery.

No one had ever accused Henry
Maxwel | of being a dull preacher. On the
contrary, he had often been charged with
bei ng sensational; not in what he had
said so much as in his way of saying it.
But the First Church people |iked that.
It gave their preacher and their parish
a pl easant distinction that was
agr eeabl e.

It was also true that the pastor of
the First Church loved to preach. He
sel dom exchanged. He was eager to be in
his own pul pit when Sunday canme. There
was an exhilarating half hour for himas
he faced a church full of people and
know t hat he had a hearing. He was
peculiarly sensitive to variations in
t he attendance. He never preached well
before a small audi ence. The weat her
al so affected hi mdecidedly. He was at



his best before just such an audi ence as
faced hi m now, on just such a norning.
He felt a gl ow of satisfaction as he
went on. The church was the first in the
city. It had the best choir. It had a
menber shi p conposed of the |eading
peopl e, representatives of the wealth,
society and intelligence of Raynond. He
was goi ng abroad on a three nonths
vacation in the sumrer, and the

ci rcunst ances of his pastorate, his

i nfl uence and his position as pastor of
the First Church in the city --

It is not certain that the Rev.
Henry Maxwel | knew just how he coul d
carry on that thought in connection wth
his sernon, but as he drew near the end
of it he knew that he had at some point
in his delivery had all those feelings.
They had entered into the very substance
of his thought; it mght have been al
in a few seconds of tinme, but he had
been conscious of defining his position
and his enotions as well as if he had
hel d a soliloquy, and his delivery
partook of the thrill of deep persona
sati sfaction.

The sernmon was interesting. It was
full of striking sentences. They woul d
have commanded attention printed. Spoken
with the passion of a dramatic utterance
that had the good taste never to offend
with a suspicion of ranting or
decl amation, they were very effective.
If the Rev. Henry Maxwel | that norning
felt satisfied with the conditions of
his pastorate, the First Church al so had
a simlar feeling as it congratul ated
itself on the presence in the pul pit of
this scholarly, refined, sonewhat
striking face and figure, preaching with
such ani mati on and freedom from al
vul gar, noi sy or disagreeabl e manneri sm

Suddenly, into the mdst of this
perfect accord and concord between
preacher and audi ence, there cane a very
remarkable interruption. It would be
difficult to indicate the extent of the
shock which this interruption neasured.
It was so unexpected, so entirely
contrary to any thought of any person
present that it offered no roomfor
argunent or, for the time being, of
resi stance.



The sernmon had cone to a close. M.
Maxwel | had just turned the half of the
big Bi bl e over upon his manuscript and
was about to sit down as the quartet
prepared to arise to sing the closing
sel ection,

"Al'l for Jesus, all for Jesus,
Al ny being' s ransoned powers,..."

when the entire congregati on was
startled by the sound of a man's voice.
It cane fromthe rear of the church
fromone of the seats under the gallery.
The next nonent the figure of a nan canme
out of the shadow there and wal ked down
the mddle aisle. Before the startled
congregation fairly realized what was
goi ng on the man had reached the open
space in front of the pulpit and had
turned about facing the people.

"I"ve been wondering since | canme

in here" -- they were the words he used
under the gallery, and he repeated
them- "if it would be just the thing to

say a word at the close of the service.
["mnot drunk and I'mnot crazy, and
am perfectly harmess, but if |I die, as
there is every likelihood |I shall in a
few days, | want the satisfaction of
thinking that | said ny say in a place
like this, and before this sort of a
crowd. "

M. Maxwel | had not taken his seat,
and he now remai ned standing, |eaning on
his pul pit, |ooking down at the
stranger. It was the man who had cone to
hi s house the Friday before, the sane
dusty, worn, shabby-I|ooking young man
He held his faded hat in his two hands.
It seenmed to be a favorite gesture. He
had not been shaved and his hair was
rough and tangled. It is doubtful if any
one like this had ever confronted the
First Church within the sanctuary. It
was tolerably famliar with this sort of
humanity out on the street, around the
railroad shops, wandering up and down
the avenue, but it had never dreaned of
such an incident as this so near

There was nothing offensive in the
man' s manner or tone. He was not excited
and he spoke in a | ow but distinct



voi ce. M. Maxwel | was consci ous, even
as he stood there smtten into dumb
astoni shnment at the event, that sonehow
the man's action rem nded himof a
person he had once seen wal ki ng and
talking in his sleep.

No one in the house nade any notion
to stop the stranger or in any way
interrupt him Perhaps the first shock
of his sudden appearance deepened into a
genui ne perplexity concerning what was
best to do. However that may be, he went
on as if he had no thought of
i nterruption and no thought of the
unusual el enent which he had introduced
into the decorumof the First Church
service. And all the while he was
speaki ng, the minister |eaded over the
pul pit, his face growi ng nore white and
sad every nonment. But he made no
nmovenment to stop him and the people sat
smtten into breathless silence. One
ot her face, that of Rachel Wnslow from
the choir, stared white and i ntent down
at the shabby figure with the faded hat.
Her face was striking at any tine. Under
the pressure of the present unheard-of
incident it was as personally distinct
as if it had been framed in fire.

"I"mnot an ordinary tranp, though
I don't know of any teaching of Jesus
that makes one kind of a tranmp |ess
worth saving than another. Do you?" He
put the question as naturally as if the
whol e congregati on had been a smal
Bi bl e cl ass. He paused just a nonent and
coughed painfully. Then he went on.

"I lost nmy job ten nonths ago. | am
a printer by trade. The new | inotype
machi nes are beautiful specinens of
invention, but I know six nmen who have
killed thensel ves inside of the year
just on account of those machines. O
course | don't blame the newspapers for
getting the nmachi nes. Meanwhil e, what
can a man do? | know | never |earned but
the one trade, and that's all | can do.
|'"ve tranped all over the country trying
to find sonmething. There are a good many
others Iike ne. I'mnot conplaining, am
| ? Just stating facts. But | was
wondering as | sat there under the
gallery, if what you call follow ng
Jesus is the same thing as what He



taught. What did He nmean when He said:
"Follow Mel"? The minister said,"

-- here he turned about and | ooked up at
the pulpit -- "that it is necessary for
the disciple of Jesus to follow H s
steps, and he said the steps are
' obedi ence, faith, love and imtation.'
But | did not hear himtell you just
what he neant that to nmean, especially
the last step. Wiat do you Christians
mean by follow ng the steps of Jesus?

"I"ve tranped through this city for
three days trying to find a job; and in
all that tinme I've not had a word of
synpat hy or confort except from your
m ni ster here, who said he was sorry for
me and hoped | would find a job
somewhere. | suppose it is because you
get so inmposed on by the professiona
tranp that you have | ost your interest
in any other sort. |I'mnot blam ng
anybody, am|? Just stating facts. O
course, | understand you can't all go
out of your way to hunt up jobs for
other people like me. I'mnot asking you
to; but what | feel puzzled about is,
what is neant by follow ng Jesus. \Wat
do you nean when you sing 'I'Il go with
Hm with Hm all the way?" Do you
mean that you are suffering and denying
yourselves and trying to save | ost,
suffering humanity just as | understand
Jesus di d? What do you nean by it? | see
t he ragged edge of things a good deal. |
understand there are nore than five
hundred men in this city in ny case.

Most of them have famlies. My wife died

four nmonths ago. I'mglad she is out of
trouble. My little girl is staying with
a printer's famly until | find a job

Sonmehow | get puzzled when | see so nmany
Christians living in luxury and singing
"Jesus, | my cross have taken, all to

| eave and foll ow Thee,' and renmenber how
nmy wife died in a tenement in New York
City, gasping for air and asking God to
take the little girl too. O course
don't expect you people can prevent
every one fromdying of starvation, |ack
of proper nourishnent and tenenent air,
but what does follow ng Jesus nean?
understand that Christian people own a
good many of the tenements. A nenber of
a church was the owner of the one where
ny wife died, and | have wondered if
followi ng Jesus all the way was true in



his case. | heard sone people singing at
a church prayer neeting the other night,

"All for Jesus, all for Jesus,
Al ny being' s ransonmed powers,
Al ny thoughts, and all ny doi ngs,
Al ny days, and all ny hours.'

and | kept wondering as | sat on the
steps outside just what they neant by
it. It seenms to ne there's an awful | ot
of trouble in the world that sonehow
woul dn't exist if all the people who
sing such songs went and lived them out.
| suppose | don't understand. But what
woul d Jesus do? Is that what you nean by
following Hs steps? It seens to ne
sonmetines as if the people in the big
churches had good cl ot hes and nice
houses to live in, and nobney to spend
for luxuries, and could go away on
sunmer vacations and all that, while the
peopl e outside the churches, thousands
of them | nean, die in tenenents, and
wal k the streets for jobs, and never
have a piano or a picture in the house,
and grow up in msery and drunkenness
and sin."

The man suddenly gave a queer lurch
over in the direction of the conmunion
table and laid one griny hand on it. H's
hat fell upon the carpet at his feet. A
stir went through the congregation. Dr.
West half rose fromhis pew, but as yet
the sil ence was unbroken by any voice or
nmoverrent worth nentioning in the
audi ence. The man passed his ot her hand
across his eyes, and then, without any
warni ng, fell heavily forward on his
face, full length up the aisle. Henry
Maxwel | spoke:

"W will consider the service
cl osed. "

He was down the pulpit stairs and
kneeling by the prostrate form before
any one el se. The audience instantly
rose and the aisles were crowded. Dr.
West pronounced the man alive. He had
fainted away. "Some heart trouble," the
doctor also nuttered as he hel ped carry
himout into the pastor's study.

@2



CHAPTER TWOD

Henry Maxwel | and a group of his
church nenbers renmined sone tine in the
study. The nman lay on the couch there
and breathed heavily. Wien the question
of what to do with himcane up, the
m ni ster insisted on taking the man to
his own house; he lived near by and had
an extra room Rachel Wnslow said

"Mt her has no conpany at present.
I amsure we would be glad to give hima
pl ace with us."

She | ooked strongly agitated. No
one noticed it particularly. They were
all excited over the strange event, the
strangest that First Church people could
remenber. But the minister insisted on
t aki ng charge of the man, and when a
carriage canme the unconscious but living
formwas carried to his house; and with
the entrance of that humanity into the
mnister's spare rooma new chapter in
Henry Maxwel|'s |ife began, and yet no
one, hinself |east of all, dreamed of
t he remarkabl e change it was destined to
make in all his after definition of the
Christian discipleship.

The event created a great sensation
in the First Church parish. People
tal ked of nothing else for a week. It
was the general inpression that the man
had wandered into the church in a
condi tion of nental disturbance caused
by his troubles, and that all the tine
he was tal king he was in a strange
deliriumof fever and really ignorant of
hi s surroundi ngs. That was the nost
charitable construction to put upon his
action. It was the general agreenent
al so that there was a singul ar absence
of anything bitter or conplaining in
what the man had said. He had,
t hr oughout, spoken in a mld, apologetic
tone, alnost as if he were one of the
congregati on seeking for light on a very
difficult subject.

The third day after his renoval to
the mnister's house there was a narked
change in his condition. The doctor
spoke of it but offered no hope.
Saturday norning he still |ingered,
al t hough he had rapidly failed as the



week drew near its close. Sunday

nmorni ng, just before the clock struck
one, he rallied and asked if his child
had conme. The minister had sent for her
at once as soon as he had been able to
secure her address fromsone letters
found in the man's pocket. He had been
consci ous and able to talk coherently
only a few nmonments since his attack

"The child is comng. She will be
here," M. Maxwell said as he sat there,
his face showi ng marks of the strain of
the week's vigil; for he had insisted on
sitting up nearly every night.

"I shall never see her in this
worl d,"™ the man whi spered. Then he
uttered with great difficulty the words,
"You have been good to ne. Somehow
feel as if it was what Jesus would do."

After a few mnutes he turned his
head slightly, and before M. Maxwel |
could realize the fact, the doctor said
quietly, "He is gone."

The Sunday norni ng that dawned on
the city of Raynond was exactly |ike the
Sunday of a week before. M. Maxwell
entered his pulpit to face one of the
| argest congregations that had ever
crowded the First Church. He was haggard
and | ooked as if he had just risen from
along illness. Hs wife was at hone
with the little girl, who had come on
the norning train an hour after her
father had died. He lay in that spare
room his troubles over, and the
m ni ster could see the face as he opened
the Bi bl e and arranged his different
noti ces on the side of the desk as he
had been in the habit of doing for ten
years.

The service that norning contained
a new el enment. No one could renenber
when Henry Maxwel | had preached in the
nmorni ng Wi thout notes. As a matter of
fact he had done so occasionally when he
first entered the mnistry, but for a
long tine he had carefully witten every
word of his norning sernon, and nearly
al ways his evening discourses as well.
It cannot be said that his sernon this
nmorni ng was striking or inpressive. He
tal ked with considerable hesitation. It



was evident that sone great idea
struggled in his thought for utterance,
but it was not expressed in the theme he
had chosen for his preaching. It was
near the close of his sernon that he
began to gather a certain strength that
had been painfully |acking at the
begi nni ng.

He cl osed the Bible and, stepping
out at the side of the desk, faced his
peopl e and began to talk to them about
t he remar kabl e scene of the week before.

"Qur brother," sonehow t he words
sounded a little strange conmng fromhis
lips, "passed away this nmorning. | have
not yet had tinme to learn all his
hi story. He had one sister living in
Chi cago. | have witten her and have not
yet received an answer. His little girl
iswith us and will remain for the
tinme."

He paused and | ooked over the
house. He thought he had never seen so
many earnest faces during his entire
pastorate. He was not able yet to tel
his people his experiences, the crisis
t hrough whi ch he was even now novi ng.
But something of his feeling passed from
himto them and it did not seemto him
that he was acting under a carel ess
i mpul se at all to go on and break to
them this norning something of the
nmessage he bore in his heart.

So he went on:

"The appearance and words of this
stranger in the church |last Sunday nade
a very powerful inpression on ne. | am
not able to conceal fromyou or nyself
the fact that what he said, followed as
it has been by his death in ny house,
has conpelled nme to ask as | never asked
bef ore ' What does foll owi ng Jesus nean?
| amnot in a position yet to utter any
condemation of this people or, to a
certain extent, of nyself, either in our
Christ-like relations to this man or the
nunbers that he represents in the world.
But all that does not prevent nme from
feeling that much that the man said was
so vitally true that we nust face it in
an attenpt to answer it or else stand
condemmed as Christian disciples. A good



deal that was said here | ast Sunday was
in the nature of a challenge to
Christianity as it is seen and felt in
our churches. | have felt this with

i ncreasi ng enphasis every day since.

"And | do not know that any tine is
nore appropriate than the present for ne
to propose a plan, or a purpose, which
has been formng in ny mnd as a
satisfactory reply to nuch that was said
here | ast Sunday."

Agai n Henry Maxwel | paused and
| ooked into the faces of his people.
There were sonme strong, earnest nen and
wonmen in the First Church.

He coul d see Edward Norman, editor
of the Raynmond DAILY NEWS. He had been a
menber of the First Church for ten
years.

No man was nore honored in the
community. There was Al exander Powers,
superintendent of the great railroad
shops in Raynond, a typical railroad
man, one who had been born into the
busi ness. There sat Donal d Marsh,
president of Lincoln College, situated
in the suburbs of Raynond. There was
MIlton Wight, one of the great
nmer chants of Raynond, having in his
enpl oy at | east one hundred nmen in
various shops. There was Dr. West who,
al t hough still conparatively young, was
quoted as authority in special surgica
cases. There was young Jasper Chase the
aut hor, who had witten one successfu
book and was said to be at work on a new
novel . There was M ss Virginia Page the
hei ress, who through the recent death of
her father had inherited a mllion at
| east, and was gifted with unusua
attractions of person and intellect. And
not |east of all, Rachel Wnslow, from
her seat in the choir, glowed with her
pecul i ar beauty of |ight this norning
because she was so intensely interested
in the whol e scene.

There was sonme reason, perhaps, in
view of such material in the First
Church, for Henry Maxwell's feeling of
sati sfacti on whenever he considered his
pari sh as he had the previous Sunday.
There was an unusual ly | arge nunber of



strong, individual characters who

cl ai med nmenbership there. But as he
noted their faces this norning he was
si mply wonderi ng how many of them woul d
respond to the strange proposition he
was about to nake. He continued slowy,
taking tinme to choose his words
carefully, and giving the people an

i npression they had never felt before,
even when he was at his best with his
nost dramatic delivery.

"What | am going to propose now is
somet hi ng whi ch ought not to appear
unusual or at all inpossible of
execution. Yet | amaware that it wll
be so regarded by a | arge nunber,
per haps, of the menbers of this church
But in order that we may have a thorough
under st andi ng of what we are
considering, I will put nmy proposition
very plainly, perhaps bluntly. | want
volunteers fromthe First Church who
wi || pl edge thensel ves, earnestly and
honestly for an entire year, not to do
anything without first asking the
guestion, 'What would Jesus do?'" And
after asking that question, each one
will follow Jesus as exactly as he knows
how, no matter what the result may be. |
will of course include nyself in this
conpany of volunteers, and shall take
for granted that my church here will not
be surprised at my future conduct, as
based upon this standard of action, and
wi Il not oppose whatever is done if they
think Christ would do it. Have | made ny
meani ng clear? At the close of the
service | want all those nenbers who are
willing to join such a conpany to remain
and we will talk over the details of the
plan. Qur notto will be, 'Wat would
Jesus do?" Qur aimw |l be to act just
as He would if He was in our places,
regardl ess of inmrediate results. In
ot her words, we propose to follow Jesus
steps as closely and as literally as we
bel i eve He taught Hi s disciples to do.
And those who volunteer to do this wll
pl edge thenselves for an entire year,
begi nning with today, so to act."

Henry Maxwel | paused agai n and
| ooked out over his people. It is not
easy to describe the sensation that such
a sinple proposition apparently made.
Men gl anced at one another in



astoni shnent. It was not |ike Henry
Maxwel | to define Christian discipleship
in this way. There was evi dent confusion
of thought over his proposition. It was
under st ood wel | enough, but there was,
apparently, a great difference of
opinion as to the application of Jesus
teachi ng and exanpl e.

He calmy closed the service with a
brief prayer. The organi st began his
postlude inmedi ately after the
benedi cti on and the peopl e began to go
out. There was a great deal of
conversation. Animated groups stood al
over the church discussing the
mnister's proposition. It was evidently
provoki ng great discussion. After
several mnutes he asked all who
expected to remain to pass into the
| ecture-room which joined the | arge room
on the side. He was hinself detained at
the front of the church talking with
several persons there, and when he
finally turned around, the church was
enpty. He wal ked over to the |ecture-
roomentrance and went in. He was al nost
startled to see the people who were
there. He had not made up his m nd about
any of his menbers, but he had hardly
expected that so nmany were ready to
enter into such a literal testing of
their Christian discipleship as now
awai ted him There were perhaps fifty
present, anong them Rachel W nsl ow and
Virginia Page, M. Norman, President
Marsh, Al exander Powers the railroad
superintendent, MIlton Wight, Dr. West
and Jasper Chase.

He closed the door of the |ecture-
room and went and stood before the
little group. His face was pale and his
lips trenbled with genuine enotion. It
was to hima genuine crisis in his own
life and that of his parish. No man can
tell until he is noved by the Divine
Spirit what he may do, or how he may
change the current of a lifetine of
fixed habits of thought and speech and
action. Henry Maxwell did not, as we
have said, yet know hinself all that he
was passing through, but he was
consci ous of a great upheaval in his
definition of Christian discipleship,
and he was noved with a depth of feeling
he could not neasure as he | ooked into



the faces of those men and wonen on this
occasi on.

It seemed to himthat the nost
fitting word to be spoken first was that
of prayer. He asked themall to pray
with him And alnost with the first
syllable he uttered there was a distinct
presence of the Spirit felt by themall.
As the prayer went on, this presence
grew in power. They all felt it. The
roomwas filled with it as plainly as if
it had been visible. Wen the prayer
closed there was a silence that |asted
several nonents. Al the heads were
bowed. Henry Maxwell's face was wet with
tears. If an audi ble voice from heaven
had sanctioned their pledge to foll ow
the Master's steps, not one person
present could have felt nore certain of
t he divine bl essing. And so the nost
serious novenent ever started in the
First Church of Raynond was begun

"We all understand," said he,
speaking very quietly, "what we have
undertaken to do. W pl edge ourselves to
do everything in our daily lives after
asking the question, 'Wat would Jesus
do?' regardl ess of what may be the
result to us. Sone tinme | shall be able
to tell you what a marvel ous change has
conme over ny life within a week's tine.
| cannot now. But the experience | have
been t hrough since |ast Sunday has |eft
me so dissatisfied with my previous
definition of Christian discipleship
that | have been conpelled to take this
action. | did not dare begin it alone. |
know that | am being | ed by the hand of
divine love in all this. The sane divine
i mpul se must have | ed you al so

"Do we understand fully what we
have undert aken?"

"I want to ask a question," said
Rachel Wnslow. Every one turned towards
her. Her face glowed with a beauty that
no physical |oveliness could ever
create.

"I ama little in doubt as to the
source of our know edge concerni ng what
Jesus would do. Wio is to decide for ne
just what He would do in ny case? It is
a different age. There are many



per pl exi ng questions in our civilization
that are not nmentioned in the teachings
of Jesus. How am| going to tell what He
woul d do?"

"There is no way that | know of,"
replied the pastor, "except as we study
Jesus through the mediumof the Holy
Spirit. You renenber what Christ said
speaking to H s disciples about the Holy
Spirit: "Howbeit when he, the Spirit of
truth, is come, he shall guide you into
all the truth: for he shall not speak
from hinmsel f; but what things soever he
shal |l hear, these shall he speak: and he
shal | declare unto you the things that
are to cone. He shall glorify ne; for he
shall take of mine, and shall declare it
unto you. All things whatsoever the
Father hath are mine: therefore said |
that he taketh of mine, and shal
declare it unto you.' There is no other
test that I know of. W shall all have
to deci de what Jesus would do after
going to that source of know edge."

"What if others say of us, when we
do certain things, that Jesus woul d not
do so?" asked the superintendent of
railroads.

"W cannot prevent that. But we
nmust be absolutely honest with
oursel ves. The standard of Christian
action cannot vary in nost of our acts.”

"And yet what one church nenber
t hi nks Jesus woul d do, another refuses
to accept as His probable course of
action. What is to render our conduct
uniformy Christ-like? WIIl it be
possi ble to reach the same concl usi ons
al ways in all cases?" asked President
Mar sh.

M. Maxwel | was silent sone tine.
Then he answered, "No; | don't know t hat
we can expect that. But when it cones to
a genui ne, honest, enlightened foll ow ng
of Jesus' steps, | cannot believe there
wi Il be any confusion either in our own
m nds or in the judgnent of others. W
must be free from fanatici smon one hand
and too much caution on the other. If
Jesus' exanple is the example for the
world to follow, it certainly must be
feasible to followit. But we need to



renenber this great fact. After we have
asked the Spirit to tell us what Jesus
woul d do and have received an answer to
it, we are to act regardl ess of the
results to ourselves. |Is that
under st ood?"

Al the faces in the roomwere
rai sed towards the mnister in solem
assent. There was no m sunder st andi ng
that proposition. Henry Maxwell's face
qui vered again as he noted the president
of the Endeavor Society with severa
menbers seated back of the ol der nen and
wonen.

They remained a little | onger
tal king over details and asking
guestions, and agreed to report to one
anot her every week at a regular neeting
the result of their experiences in
followi ng Jesus this way. Henry Maxwel |
prayed again. And again as before the
Spirit made Hi nsel f nmanifest. Every head
remai ned bowed a long tinme. They went
away finally in silence. There was a
feeling that prevented speech. The
past or shook hands with themall as they
went out. Then he went into his own
study room back of the pulpit and
kneel ed. He remai ned there alone nearly
hal f an hour. When he went honme he went
into the roomwhere the dead body | ay.
As he | ooked at the face he cried in his
heart again for strength and wi sdom But
not even yet did he realize that a
nmoverent had begun which would lead to
the nost remarkabl e series of events
that the city of Raynond had ever known.

@3
CHAPTER THREE

"He that saith he abideth in H m ought
hinself also to wal k even as He wal ked. "

EDWARD NORMAN, editor O the
Raynmond DAILY NEWS, sat in his office
room Monday norning and faced a new
worl d of action. He had made his pl edge
in good faith to do everything after
asking "Wiat woul d Jesus do?" and, as he
supposed, with his eyes open to all the
possi ble results. But as the regul ar
life of the paper started on another
week's rush and whirl of activity, he



confronted it with a degree of
hesitation and a feeling nearly akin to
fear.

He had come down to the office very
early, and for a few mnutes was by
hinself. He sat at his desk in a grow ng
t hought ful ness that finally becane a
desire which he knew was as great as it
was unusual . He had yet to learn, with
all the others in that little conpany
pl edged to do the Christlike thing, that
the Spirit of Life was noving in power
through his own life as never before. He
rose and shut his door, and then did
what he had not done for years. He
kneel ed down by his desk and prayed for
the Divine Presence and wi sdomto direct
hi m

He rose with the day before him
and his prom se distinct and clear in
his mind. "Now for action," he seened to
say. But he would be |l ed by events as
fast as they came on.

He opened his door and began the
routi ne of the office work. The managi ng
editor had just come in and was at his
desk in the adjoining room One of the
reporters there was poundi ng out
sonmet hing on a typewiter. Edward Norman
began to wite an editorial. The DAILY
NEWS was an eveni ng paper, and Nornman
usual Iy conpleted his |eading editorial
bef ore nine o' cl ock.

He had been witing for fifteen
m nut es when the managi ng editor called
out:

"Here's this press report of
yesterday's prize fight at the Resort.
It will nake up three colums and a
hal f. | suppose it all goes in?"

Nor man was one of those newspaper
men who keep an eye on every detail of
t he paper. The managi ng editor al ways
consulted his chief in matters of both
smal | and | arge inportance. Sonetines,
as in this case, it was nmerely a nom na
inquiry.

"Yes -- No. Let ne see it."

He took the type-witten matter



just as it canme fromthe tel egraph
editor and ran over it carefully. Then
he laid the sheets down on his desk and
did sone very hard thinking.

"W won't run this today," he said

finally.

The managi ng editor was standing in
t he doorway between the two roons. He
was astounded at his chief's remark, and
t hought he had perhaps m sunder st ood
hi m

"What did you say?"
"Leave it out. W won't use it."

"But " The managi ng editor was
si mply dunbf ounded. He stared at Norman
as if the man was out of his mnd

"I don't think, Clark, that it
ought to be printed, and that's the end
of it,"” said Norman, |ooking up fromhis
desk.

O ark sel dom had any words with the
chief. H's word had al ways been law in
the of fice and he had sel dom been known
to change his mind. The circunstances
now, however, seened to be so
extraordi nary that Cark could not help
expressing hinsel f.

"Do you mean that the paper is to
go to press without a word of the prize
fight init?"

"Yes. That's what | nean."

"But it's unheard of. Al the other
papers will print it. What will our
subscri bers say? Wiy, it is sinmply--"

Q ark paused, unable to find words to
say what he thought.

Nor man | ooked at O ark
t houghtfully. The managing editor was a
menber of a church of a different
denom nation fromthat of Norman's. The
two men had never tal ked together on
religious matters although they had been
associ ated on the paper for severa
years.

"Cone in here a mnute, dark, and



shut the door," said Norman

Cark canme in and the two nmen faced
each ot her alone. Norman did not speak
for a mnute. Then he said abruptly:

"Clark, if Christ was editor of a
dai ly paper, do you honestly think He
woul d print three colums and a hal f of
prize fight init?"

"No, | don't suppose He would."

"Well, that's ny only reason for
shutting this account out of the NEWS. |
have decided not to do a thing in
connection with the paper for a whole
year that | honestly believe Jesus woul d
not do."

Cark could not have | ooked nore
amazed if the chief had suddenly gone
crazy. In fact, he did think something
was w ong, though M. Norman was one of
the last nen in the world, in his
judgnment, to |l ose his mnd

"What effect will that have on the
paper?" he finally nmanaged to ask in a
faint voice

"What do you think?" asked Norman
with a keen gl ance.

"I think it will sinply ruin the
paper,"” replied Cark pronptly. He was
gathering up his bew | dered senses, and
began to renonstrate, "Wy, it isn't
feasible to run a paper nowadays on any
such basis. It's too ideal. The world
isn'"t ready for it. You can't nmake it
pay. Just as sure as you live, if you
shut out this prize fight report you
wi Il lose hundreds of subscribers. It
doesn't take a prophet to see that. The
very best people in town are eager to
read it. They know it has taken place,
and when they get the paper this evening
they will expect half a page at |east.
Surely, you can't afford to disregard
the wi shes of the public to such an
extent. It will be a great mstake if
you do, in ny opinion."

Norman sat silent a mnute. Then he
spoke gently but firmy.



"dark, what in your honest opinion
is the right standard for determ ning
conduct? Is the only right standard for
every one, the probable action of Jesus
Christ? Wwuld you say that the highest,
best law for a nan to live by was
contai ned in asking the question, What
woul d Jesus do?' And then doing it
regardl ess of results? In other words,
do you think nmen everywhere ought to
foll ow Jesus' exanple as closely as they
can in their daily lives?" Cdark turned
red, and noved uneasily in his chair
before he answered the editor's
guesti on.

"Way -- yes -- | suppose if you put
it on the ground of what nmen ought to do
there is no other standard of conduct.
But the question is, Wat is feasible?
Is it possible to nake it pay? To
succeed in the newspaper business we
have got to conformto custom and the
recogni zed met hods of society. W can't
do as we would in an ideal world."

"Do you nmean that we can't run the
paper strictly on Christian principles
and make it succeed?"

"Yes, that's just what | nean. It
can't be done. We'll go bankrupt in
thirty days."

Norman did not reply at once. He
was very thoughtful

"We shall have occasion to talk
this over again, Cark. Meanwhile I
t hi nk we ought to understand each ot her
frankly. 1 have pledged nyself for a
year to do everything connected with the
paper after answering the question
VWhat woul d Jesus do?' as honestly as
possible. | shall continue to do this in
the belief that not only can we succeed
but that we can succeed better than we
ever did."

Cark rose. "The report does not go
i n?"

"It does not. There is plenty of
good material to take its place, and you
know what it is."”

Cark hesitated. "Are you going to



say anythi ng about the absence of the
report?"

"No, let the paper go to press as
if there had been no such thing as a
prize fight yesterday."

Cark wal ked out of the roomto his
own desk feeling as if the bottom had
dropped out of everything. He was
astoni shed, bewi | dered, excited and
consi derably angered. H s great respect
for Norman checked his rising
i ndi gnati on and di sgust, but with it al
was a feeling of grow ng wonder at the
sudden change of notive which had
entered the office of the DAILY NEWs and
threatened, as he firmy believed, to
destroy it.

Bef ore noon every reporter,
pressman and enpl oyee on the DAILY NEWS
was infornmed of the remarkable fact that
t he paper was going to press without a
word in it about the famous prize fight
of Sunday. The reporters were sinmply
ast oni shed beyond neasure at the
announcenent of the fact. Every one in
t he stereotypi ng and conposi ng roons had
somet hing to say about the unheard of
om ssion. Two or three tines during the
day when M. Norman had occasion to
visit the conposing roons the nen
stopped their work or glanced around
their cases | ooking at himcuriously. He
knew t hat he was bei ng observed, but
said nothing and did not appear to note
it.

There had been several m nor
changes in the paper, suggested by the
editor, but nothing marked. He was
wai ting and thinking deeply.

He felt as if he needed tinme and
consi derabl e opportunity for the
exerci se of his best judgnent in severa
matters before he answered his ever
present question in the right way. It
was not because there were not a great
many things in the life of the paper
that were contrary to the spirit of
Christ that he did not act at once, but
because he was yet honestly in doubt
concer ni ng what action Jesus woul d take.

When the DAILY NEWS cane out that



evening it carried to its subscribers a
di stinct sensation.

The presence of the report of the
prize fight could not have produced
anything equal to the effect of its
om ssion. Hundreds of nen in the hotels
and stores down town, as well as regular
subscri bers, eagerly opened the paper
and searched it through for the account
of the great fight; not finding it, they
rushed to the NEWS stands and bought
ot her papers. Even the newsboys had not
a understood the fact of omi ssion. One
of themwas calling out "DAILY NEWS
Full 'count great prize fight 't Resort.
NEWS, sir?"

A man on the corner of the avenue
cl ose by the NEWS of fice bought the
paper, |ooked over its front page
hurriedly and then angrily called the
boy back.

"Here, boy! What's the matter with
your paper? There's no prize fight herel
VWhat do you nean by selling old papers?”

"dd papers nuthin'!" replied the
boy indignantly. "Dat's today's paper
VWat's de matter wid you?"

"But there is no account of the
prize fight here! Look!"

The man handed back the paper and
the boy glanced at k hurriedly. Then he
whi stl ed, while a bew | dered | ook crept
over his face. Seeing another boy
runni ng by with papers he called out
"Say, Sam le'nme see your pile." A hasty
exam nation reveal ed the remarkabl e fact
that all the copies of the NEW5S were
silent on the subject of the prize
fight.

"Here, give ne another paper!"
shouted the custoner; "one with the
prize fight account.”

He received it and wal ked of f,
whil e the two boys remai ned conparing
notes and lost in wonder at the result.
"Sunmp' n slipped a cog in the Newsy,
sure," said the first boy. But he
couldn't tell why, and ran over to the
NEWS office to find out.



There were several other boys at
the delivery roomand they were al
excited and di sgusted. The anount of
sl angy renonstrance hurled at the clerk
back of the |ong counter would have
driven any one else to despair.

He was used to nore or less of it
all the time, and consequently hardened
toit. M. Norman was just com ng
downstairs on his way hone, and he
paused as he went by the door of the
delivery room and | ooked in

"What's the matter here, George?"
he asked the clerk as he noted the
unusual confusion

"The boys say they can't sell any
copi es of the NEWS toni ght because the
prize fight isn't init,"” replied
Ceorge, looking curiously at the editor
as so many of the enpl oyees had done
during the day. M. Norman hesitated a
nonment, then wal ked into the room and
confronted the boys.

"How many papers are there here?
Boys, count themout, and I'll buy them
toni ght."

There was a conbined stare and a
wild counting of papers on the part of
t he boys.

"G ve themtheir noney, Ceorge, and
if any of the other boys come in with
t he sane conpl aint buy their unsold
copies. Is that fair?" he asked the boys
who were smitten into unusual silence by
t he unheard of action on the part of the
editor.

"Fair! Well, | should--But will you
keep this up? WIIl dis be a continua
performance for the benefit of de
fraternity?"

M. Norman smiled slightly but he
did not think it was necessary to answer
t he questi on.

He wal ked out of the office and
went home. On the way he could not avoid
that constant query, "Wuld Jesus have
done it?" It was not so nmuch with



reference to this last transaction as to
the entire notive that had urged himon
since he had made the pronise

The newsboys were necessarily
sufferers through the action he had
taken. Wiy should they | ose noney by it?
They were not to blame. He was a rich
man and could afford to put a little
brightness into their lives if he chose
to do it. He believed, as he went on his
way home, that Jesus woul d have done
ei ther what he did or sonmething simlar
in order to be free fromany possible
feeling of injustice.

He was not deciding these questions
for any one else but for his own
conduct. He was not in a position to
dogmati ze, and he felt that he could
answer only with his own judgnment and
conscience as to his interpretation of
his Master's probable action. The
falling off in sales of the paper he had
in a neasure foreseen. But he was yet to
realize the full extent of the loss to
t he paper, if such a policy should be
cont i nued.

@4
CHAPTER FOUR

DURI NG t he week he was in receipt
of numerous letters conmenting on the
absence fromthe News of the account of
the prize fight. Two or three of these
letters may be of interest.

Edi tor of the News:

Dear Sir -- | have been thinking
for sone tine of changing ny paper. |
want a journal that is up to the tinmes,
progressive and enterprising, supplying
the public demand at all points. The
recent freak of your paper in refusing
to print the account of the fanmpus
contest at the Resort has decided ne
finally to change ny paper.

Pl ease di scontinue it.
Very truly yours,-------

Here foll owed the nane of a business man
who had been a subscriber for many



years.
Edwar d Nor man,
Editor of the Daily News, Raynond:

Dear Ed.--What is this sensation
you have given the people of your burg?
VWhat new policy have you taken up? Hope
you don't intend to try the "Reform
Busi ness" through the avenue of the
press. It's dangerous to experinent nuch
al ong that line. Take ny advice and
stick to the enterprising nodern methods
you have made so successful for the
News. The public wants prize fights and
such. Gve it what it wants, and |et
some one el se do the reform ng business.

Here foll owed t he nane of one of
Norman's old friends, the editor of a
daily in an adjoi ning town.

My Dear M. Norman:

| hasten to wite you a note of
appreciation for the evident carrying
out of your promise. It is a splendid
begi nning and no one feels the val ue of

it more than | do. | know sonethi ng of
what it will cost you, but not all. Your
past or,

HENRY MAXWELL

One other letter which he opened

i mediately after reading this from
Maxwel | reveal ed to himsonething of the
| oss to his business that possibly

awai ted him

M. Edward Nor man,
Editor of the Daily News:

Dear Sir -- At the expiration of ny
advertising limt, you will do nme the
favor not to continue it as you have
done heretofore. | enclose check for
paynment in full and shall consider ny
account with your paper closed after
dat e.

Very truly yours,-------



Here fol l owed the name of one of the

| argest dealers in tobacco in the city.
He had been in the habit of inserting a
col um of conspi cuous advertising and
paying for it a very large price.

Norman laid this letter down
t houghtfully, and then after a noment he
took up a copy of his paper and | ooked
t hrough the advertising colums. There
was no connection inplied in the tobacco
nmerchant's letter between the om ssion
of the prize fight and the withdrawal of
t he advertisenment, but he could not
avoid putting the two together. In point
of fact, he afterward | earned that the
t obacco deal er withdrew his
adverti senent because he had heard that
the editor of the NEWS was about to
enter upon some queer reform policy that
woul d be certain to reduce its
subscription list.

But the letter directed Norman's
attention to the advertising phase of
his paper. He had not considered this
bef or e.

As he gl anced over the colums he
could not escape the conviction that his
Master could not permt sonme of themin
hi s paper.

VWhat would He do with that other
| ong advertisenent of choice |liquors and
cigars? As a nmenber of a church and a
respected citizen, he had incurred no
speci al censure because the sal oon nen
advertised in his colums. No one
t hought anything about it. It was all
| egi timate busi ness. Wiy not? Raynond
enjoyed a system of high |icense, and
the saloon and the billiard hall and the
beer garden were a part of the city's
Christian civilization. He was sinply
doi ng what every other business man in
Raynmond did. And it was one of the best
payi ng sources of revenue. Wiat woul d
the paper do if it cut these out? Could
it live? That was the question. But was
that the question after all? "Wat would
Jesus do?" That was the question he was
answering, or trying to answer, this
week. Woul d Jesus advertise whi skey and
tobacco in his paper?

Edward Nornman asked it honestly,



and after a prayer for help and w sdom
he asked Clark to cone into the office.

Clark canme in, feeling that the
paper was at a crisis, and prepared for
al nost anything after his Monday norning
experi ence. This was Thursday.

"Cdark," said Nornman, speaking
slowy and carefully, "I have been
| ooki ng at our advertising colums and
have deci ded to di spense with some of
the matter as soon as the contracts run
out. I wish you would notify the
advertising agent not to solicit or
renew the ads that | have nmarked here."

He handed the paper with the marked
pl aces over to dark, who took it and
| ooked over the colums with a very
serious air.

"This will mean a great loss to the
NEW5. How | ong do you think you can keep
this sort of thing up?" dark was
astounded at the editor's action and
could not understand it.

"Cark, do you think if Jesus was
the editor and proprietor of a daily
paper in Raynond He woul d permt

adverti senents of whiskey and tobacco in
it?"

"Well no--1--don't suppose He
woul d. But what has that to do with us?
We can't do as He woul d. Newspapers
can't be run on any such basis."

"Why not ?" asked Norman quietly.

"Way not ? Because they will | ose
nore noney than they make, that's all!"
G ark spoke out with an irritation that
he really felt. "W shall certainly
bankrupt the paper with this sort of
busi ness policy."

"Do you think so?" Norman asked the
guestion not as if he expected an
answer, but sinply as if he were tal king
with hinself. After a pause he said:

"You may direct Marks to do as |
have said. | believe it is what Chri st
woul d do, and as | told you, dark, that
is what | have pronmised to try to do for



a year, regardl ess of what the results
may be to ne. | cannot believe that by
any kind of reasoning we could reach a
conclusion justifying our Lord in the
advertisenent, in this age, of whiskey
and tobacco in a newspaper. There are
sone ot her advertisenments of a doubtfu
character | shall study into. Meanwhil e,
| feel a conviction in regard to these
t hat cannot be silenced."

G ark went back to his desk feeling
as if he had been in the presence of a
very peculiar person. He could not grasp
the nmeaning of it all. He felt enraged
and al armed. He was sure any such policy
woul d ruin the paper as soon as it
becanme generally known that the editor
was trying to do everything by such an
absurd noral standard. Wat woul d becone
of business if this standard was
adopted? It would upset every custom and
i ntroduce endl ess confusion. It was
sinmply foolishness. It was downri ght
idiocy. So Cark said to hinmself, and
when Marks was inforned of the action he
seconded the managing editor with sone
very forcible ejacul ati ons. What was the
matter with the chief? Was he insane?
Was he going to bankrupt the whole
busi ness?

But Edward Norman had not yet faced
his nmost serious problem Wen he cane
down to the office Friday norning he was
confronted with the usual program for
the Sunday norning edition. The NEW5S was
one one of the few evening papers in
Raynmond to i ssue a Sunday edition, and
it had al ways been remarkably successfu
financially. There was an average of one
page of literary and religious itens to
thirty or forty pages of sport, theatre,
gossi p, fashion, society and politica
material. This nade a very interesting
magazi ne of all sorts of reading matter
and had al ways been wel coned by all the
subscri bers, church nmenbers and all, as
a Sunday norning necessity. Edward
Nor man now faced this fact and put to
hi nsel f the question: "Wat would Jesus
do?" If He was editor of a paper, would
he deliberately plan to put into the
hones of all the church people and
Christians of Raynond such a collection
of reading matter on the one day in the
week which ought to be given up to



somet hing better holier? He was of
course famliar with the regul ar
argunents of the Sunday paper, that the
publ i c needed sonet hing of the sort; and
t he wor ki ng man especially, who woul d
not go to church any way, ought to have
somet hing entertaining and instructive
on Sunday, his only day of rest. But
suppose the Sunday norni ng paper did not
pay? Suppose there was no noney in it?
How eager woul d the editor or publisher
be then to supply this crying need of

t he poor workman? Edward Nor man comuned
honestly with hinmself over the subject.

Taki ng everything into account,
woul d Jesus probably edit a Sunday
nmor ni ng paper? No matter whether it
pai d. That was not the question. As a
matter of fact, the Sunday NEWS paid so
well that it would be a direct |oss of
t housands of dollars to discontinue it.
Besi des, the regul ar subscribers had
paid for a seven-day paper. Had he any
right nowto give themless than they
supposed they had paid for?

He was honestly perpl exed by the
guestion. So much was involved in the
di sconti nuance of the Sunday edition
that for the first tine he al nost
decided to refuse to be guided by the
standard of Jesus' probable action. He
was sol e proprietor of the paper; it was
his to shape as he chose. He had no
board of directors to consult as to
policy. But as he sat there surrounded
by the usual quantity of material for
t he Sunday edition he reached sone
definite conclusions. And anong t hem was
a determination to call in the force of
t he paper and frankly state his notive
and purpose. He sent word for dark and
the other nmen it the office, including
the few reporters who were in the
buil ding and the foreman, wth what nen
were in the conposing room (it was early
in the norning and they were not all in)
to come into the mailing room This was
a large room and the nen cane in
curiously and perched around on the
tabl es and counters. It was a very
unusual proceeding, but they all agreed
t hat the paper was being run on new
princi pl es anyhow, and they all watched
M. Norman carefully as he spoke.



"I called you in here to let you
know ny further plans for the NEWS. |
propose certain changes which | believe
are necessary. | understand very well
that some things | have al ready done are
regarded by the men as very strange.
wi sh to state nmy notive in doing what |
have done."

Here he told the nmen what he had
already told dark, and they stared as
C ark had done, and | ooked as painfully
consci ous.

"Now, in acting on this standard of
conduct | have reached a concl usi on
which will, no doubt, cause sone
surprise.

"I have decided that the Sunday
nmorni ng edition of the NEW5s shall be
di sconti nued after next Sunday's issue.
| shall state in that issue ny reasons
for discontinuing. In order to make up
to the subscribers the anount of reading
matter they may suppose thensel ves
entitled to, we can issue a double
nunber on Saturday, as is done by nmany
eveni ng papers that nmake no attenpt at a
Sunday edition. | am convinced that from
a Christian point of view nore harmthan
good has been done by our Sunday norning
paper. | do not believe that Jesus woul d
be responsible for it if He were in ny
pl ace today. It will occasion sone
trouble to arrange the details caused by
this change with the advertisers and
subscribers. That is for ne to | ook
after. The change itself is one that
will take place. So far as | can see,
the loss will fall on nyself. Neither
the reporters nor the pressnen need make
any particular changes in their plans.”

He | ooked around the room and no
one spoke. He was struck for the first
time in his life with the fact that in
all the years of his newspaper life he
had never had the force of the paper
together in this way. Wuld Jesus do
that? That is, would He probably run a
newspaper on sone loving famly plan
where editors, reporters, pressnen and
all neet to discuss and devise and pl an
for the making of a paper that should
have in view-



He caught hinself draw ng al nost
away fromthe facts of typographica
unions and office rules and reporters
enterprise and all the cold,
busi nessli ke nethods that nmake a great
daily successful. But still the vague
picture that cane up in the mailing room
woul d not fade away when he had gone
into his office and the men had gone
back to their places with wonder in
their | ooks and questions of all sorts
on their tongues as they tal ked over the
editor's remarkabl e actions.

Cark canme in and had a | ong,
serious talk with his chief. He was
t hor oughly roused, and his protest
al nost reached the point of resigning
his place. Norman guarded hinself
carefully. Every mnute of the interview
was painful to him but he felt nore
than ever the necessity of doing the
Christ-like thing. dark was a very
val uable man. It would be difficult to
fill his place. But he was not able to
gi ve any reasons for continuing the
Sunday paper that answered the question
"What woul d Jesus do?" by letting Jesus
print that edition.

"It comes to this, then," said
G ark frankly, "you will bankrupt the
paper in thirty days. W mght as well
face that future fact.'

"I don't think we shall. WII you
stay by the NEWS until it is bankrupt?"
asked Norman with a strange smle.

"M. Norman, | don't understand
you. You are not the sane nman this week
that | always knew before."

"I don't know nyself either, dark
Sonet hi ng remar kabl e has caught nme up
and borne ne on. But | was never nore
convi nced of final success and power for
t he paper. You have not answered ny
guestion. WIIl you stay with nme?"

Clark hesitated a nonent and
finally said yes. Norman shook hands
with himand turned to his desk. Cark
went back into his room stirred by a
nunber of conflicting enotions. He had
never before known such an exciting and
mental |y disturbing week, and he felt



now as if he was connected with an
enterprise that mght at any noment
col l apse and ruin himand all connected
with it.

@5
CHAPTER FI VE

SUNDAY nor ni ng dawned agai n on
Raynmond, and Henry Maxwel |'s church was
again crowded. Before the service began
Edward Nornman attracted great attention.
He sat quietly in his usual place about
three seats fromthe pul pit. The Sunday
nmorni ng i ssue of the NEWS containing the
statenent of its discontinuance had been
expressed in such remarkabl e | anguage
that every reader was struck by it. No
such series of distinct sensations had
ever disturbed the usual business custom
of Raynond. The events connected with
the NEWS were not all. People were
eagerly tal king about strange things
done during the week by Al exander Powers
at the railroad shops, and MIton Wi ght
in his stores on the avenue. The service
progressed upon a distinct wave of
excitement in the pews. Henry Maxwel |
faced it all with a cal mess which
i ndicated a strength and purpose nore
than usual. H's prayers were very
hel pful. Hi s sermbn was not so easy to
describe. How would a minister be apt to
preach to his people if he came before
them after an entire week of eager
aski ng, "How would Jesus preach? \Wat
woul d He probably say?" It is very
certain that he did not preach as he had
done two Sundays before. Tuesday of the
past week he had stood by the grave of
t he dead stranger and said the words,
"Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to
dust,” and still he was noved by the
spirit of a deeper inpulse than he could
nmeasure as he thought of his people and
yearned for the Christ message when he
shoul d be in his pul pit again.

Now t hat Sunday had conme and the
peopl e were there to hear, what woul d
the Master tell then? He agoni zed over
his preparation for them and yet he
knew he had not been able to fit his
message into his ideal of the Christ.
Neverthel ess no one in the First Church
could renmenber ever hearing such a



sernon before. There was in it rebuke
for sin, especially hypocrisy, there was
definite rebuke of the greed of wealth
and the selfishness of fashion, two
things that First Church never heard
rebuked this way before, and there was a
| ove of his people that gathered new
force as the sernon went on. Wen it was
finished there were those who were
saying in their hearts, "The Spirit
nmoved that sernon."” And they were right.

Then Rachel Wnslow rose to sing,
this time after the sernmon, by M.
Maxwel | ' s request. Rachel's singing did
not provoke appl ause this tine. Wat
deeper feeling carried the people's
hearts into a reverent silence and
t ender ness of thought? Rachel was
beautiful. But her consciousness of her
remar kabl e | ovel i ness had al ways narred
her singing with those who had the
deepest spiritual feeling. It had al so
marred her rendering of certain kinds of
music with herself. Today this was all
gone. There was no | ack of power in her
grand voice. But there was an actua
added el enent of humility and purity
whi ch the audience distinctly felt and
bowed to.

Bef ore service closed M. Mxwell
asked those who had renai ned the week
before to stay again for a few nonents
of consultation, and any others who were
willing to make the pl edge taken at that
time. When he was at liberty he went
into the lecture-room To his
astoni shnent it was alnost filled. This
time a |large proportion of young people
had conme, but anobng themwere a few
busi ness nmen and officers of the church

As before, he, Maxwell, asked them
to pray with him And, as before, a
di stinct answer came fromthe presence
of the divine Spirit. There was no doubt
in the mnds of any present that what
t hey purposed to do was so clearly in
line with the divine will, that a
bl essing rested upon it in a very
speci al manner.

They remai ned sone tine to ask
guestions and consult together. There
was a feeling of fellowship such as they
had never known in their church



menbership. M. Norman's action was wel |
understood by themall, and he answered
several questions.

"What will be the probable result
of your discontinuance of the Sunday
paper ?" asked Al exander Powers, who sat
next to him

"I don't know yet. | presune it
will result inthe falling off of
subscriptions and adverti senents.
anticipate that."

"Do you have any doubts about your
action. | nmean, do you regret it, or
fear it is not what Jesus would do?"
asked M. Maxwell.

"Not in the least. But | would |ike
to ask, for my own satisfaction, if any
of you here think Jesus would issue a
Sunday norni ng paper?"

No one spoke for a mnute. Then
Jasper Chase said, "W seemto think
ali ke on that, but I have been puzzl ed
several times during the week to know
just what He would do. It is not always
an easy question to answer."

"I find that trouble," said
Virgi nia Page. She sat by Rache
W nsl ow. Every one who knew Virginia
Page was wondering how she woul d succeed
in keeping her promise. "I think perhaps
I find it specially difficult to answer
t hat question on account of my noney.
Qur Lord never owned any property, and
there is nothing in Hs exanple to guide
me in the use of mne. | am studying and
praying. | think | see clearly a part of
what He would do, but not all. What
would He do with a million dollars? is
my question really. I confess | am not
yet able to answer it to ny
sati sfaction.

"I could tell you what you could do
with a part of it, said Rachel, turning
her face toward Virginia. "That does not
trouble me,"” replied Virginia with a
slight smle. "What | amtrying to
di scover is a principle that will enable
me to come to the nearest possible to
H s action as it ought to influence the
entire course of ny life so far as ny



wealth and its use are concerned."

"That will take tine," said the
mnister slowy. Al the rest of the
room were thinking hard of the sane
thing. MIton Wight told something of
his experience. He was gradual |y working
out a plan for his business relations
wi th his enployees, and it was opening
up a new world to himand to them A few
of the young nmen told of special
attenpts to answer the question. There
was al nost general consent over the fact
that the application of the Christ
spirit and practice to the everyday life
was the serious thing. It required a
know edge of Himand an insight into H's
notives that nost of themdid not yet
possess.

VWen they finally adjourned after a
silent prayer that nmarked with grow ng
power the Divine Presence, they went
away di scussing earnestly their
difficulties and seeking light from one
anot her.

Rachel Wnsl ow and Virgini a Page
went out together. Edward Nornan and
Mlton Wight becane so interested in
their nutual conference that they wal ked
on past Norman's house and cane back
t oget her. Jasper Chase and the president
of the Endeavor Society stood talking
earnestly in one corner of the room
Al exander Powers and Henry Maxwel |
remai ned, even after the others had
gone.

"I want you to cone down to the
shops tonorrow and see ny plan and tal k
to the men. Sonehow | feel as if you
could get nearer to themthan any one
el se just now "

"l don't know about that, but I
will come,” replied M. Maxwell a little
sadly. How was he fitted to stand before
two or three hundred working nen and
gi ve them a nessage? Yet in the nonent
of his weakness, as he asked the
qguestion, he rebuked hinself for it.
VWhat woul d Jesus do? That was an end to
t he di scussi on.

He went down the next day and found
M. Powers in his office. It |acked a



few mnutes of twelve and the
superintendent said, "Cone upstairs, and
["I'l show you what |'ve been trying to
do. "

They went through the machi ne shop
clinmbed a long flight of stairs and
entered a very large, enpty room It had
once been used by the conpany for a
store room

"Since making that prom se a week
ago | have had a good nmany things to
think of," said the superintendent, "and
anong themis this: The conpany gives ne
the use of this room and | amgoing to
fit it up with tables and a coffee plant
in the corner there where those steam
pi pes are. My plan is to provide a good
pl ace where the nmen can cone up and eat
their noon |unch, and give them two or
three times a week, the privilege of a
fifteen mnutes' talk on sone subject
that will be a real help to themin
their lives."

Maxwel | | ooked surprised and asked
if the nen would conme for any such
pur pose.

"Yes, they'll cone. After all,
know t he men pretty well. They are anong
the nost intelligent working nen in the
country today. But they are, as a
whol e, entirely renoved from church
i nfluence. | asked, 'Wuat woul d Jesus
do?' and anmpong other things it seemed to
me He would begin to act in sonme way to
add to the lives of these nen nore
physical and spiritual confort. It is a
very little thing, this roomand what it
represents, but | acted on the first
i mpul se, to do the first thing that
appeal ed to ny good sense, and | want to
work out this idea. | want you to speak
to the men when they conme up at noon. |
have asked themto cone up and see the
place and I'll tell them sonething about
it."

Maxwel | was ashamed to say how
uneasy he felt at being asked to speak a
few words to a conpany of working nen.
How coul d he speak w thout notes, or to
such a crowmd? He was honestly in a
condition of genuine fright over the
prospect. He actually felt afraid of



facing those men. He shrank fromthe
ordeal of confronting such a crowd, so
different fromthe Sunday audi ences he
was famliar wth.

There were a dozen rude benches and
tables in the room and when the noon
whi stl e sounded the nmen poured upstairs
fromthe machi ne shops bel ow and,
seating thenselves at the tables, began
to cat their lunch. There were present
about three hundred of them They had
read the superintendent's notice which
he had posted up in various places, and
cane largely out of curiosity.

They were favorably inpressed. The
roomwas |large and airy, free from snoke
and dust, and well warned fromthe steam
pi pes. At about twenty m nutes to one
M. Powers told the nen what he had in
m nd. He spoke very sinply, |ike one who
under st ands thoroughly the character of
hi s audi ence, and then introduced the
Rev. Henry Maxwel| of the First Church,
his pastor, who had consented to speak a
few m nutes.

Maxwel | will never forget the
feeling with which for the first tine he
stood before the grimy-faced audi ence of
wor ki ng nen. Like hundreds of other
m ni sters, he had never spoken to any
gat heri ngs except those made up of
peopl e of his own class in the sense
that they were fanmliar in their dress
and education and habits. This was a new
world to him and nothing but his new
rul e of conduct coul d have nmade possible
his message and its effect. He spoke on
t he subject of satisfaction with life
what caused it, what its real sources
were. He had the great good sense on
this his first appearance not to
recogni ze the nmen as a class distinct
fromhinmself. He did not use the term
wor ki ng man, and did not say a word to
suggest any di fference between their
lives and his own.

The nmen were pleased. A good many
of them shook hands wi th him before
goi ng down to their work, and the
mnister telling it all to his w fe when
he reached honme, said that never in al
his life had he known the delight he
then felt in having the handshake from a



man of physical |abor. The day marked an
i mportant one in his Christian
experience, nore inportant than he knew.
It was the beginning of a fellowship

bet ween himand the working world. It
was the first plank laid down to help
bri dge the chasm between the church and
| abor in Raynond.

Al exander Powers went back to his
desk that afternoon nuch pleased with
his plan and seeing nmuch help init for
the men. He knew where he could get sone
good tables from an abandoned eating
house at one of the stations down the
road, and he saw how the coffee
arrangenent could be nmade a very
attractive feature. The nmen had
responded even better than he
antici pated, and the whole thing could
not help being a great benefit to them

He took up the routine of his work
with a glow of satisfaction. After all,
he wanted to do as Jesus would, he said
to hinsel f.

It was nearly four o' clock when he
opened one of the conpany's |ong
envel opes whi ch he supposed cont ai ned
orders for the purchasing of stores. He
ran over the first page of typewitten
matter in his usual quick, business-like
manner, before he saw that what he was
readi ng was not intended for his office
but for the superintendent of the
frei ght departnent.

He turned over a page mechanically,
not meaning to read what was not
addressed to him but before he knewit,
he was in possession of evidence which
concl usively proved that the conmpany was
engaged in a systematic violation of the
Interstate Conmerce Laws of the United
States. It was as distinct and
unequi vocal a breaking of law as if a
private citizen should enter a house and
rob the inmates. The discrimnation
shown in rebates was in total contenpt
of all the statutes. Under the | aws of
the state it was also a distinct
violation of certain provisions recently
passed by the legislature to prevent
railroad trusts. There was no question
that he had in his hands evidence
sufficient to convict the conpany of



willful, intelligent violation of the
| aw of the conm ssion and the | aw of the
state al so

He dropped the papers on his desk
as if they were poison, and instantly
t he question flashed across his mnd
"What woul d Jesus do?" He tried to shut
the question out. He tried to reason
with hinmself by saying it was none of
hi s busi ness. He had known in a nore or
| ess definite way, as did nearly all the
of ficers of the conmpany, that this had
been going on right along on nearly al
the roads. He was not in a position
owing to his place in the shops, to
prove anything direct, and he had
regarded it as a matter which did not
concern himat all. The papers now
before himrevealed the entire affair.
They had t hrough sone carel essness been
addressed to him What business of his
was it? If he saw a man entering his
nei ghbor's house to steal, would it not
be his duty to informthe officers of
the aw? Was a railroad conpany such a
different thing? Was it under a
different rule of conduct, so that it
could rob the public and defy | aw and be
undi st urbed because it was such a great
organi zati on? What woul d Jesus do? Then
there was his famly. O course, if he
took any steps to informthe conmm ssion
it would nmean the loss of his position
H s wi fe and daughter had al ways enjoyed
l uxury and a good place in society. If
he cane out against this | aw essness as
a wtness it would drag himinto courts,
his notives woul d be m sunderstood, and
the whole thing would end in his
di sgrace and the loss of his position
Surely it was none of his business. He
could easily get the papers back to the
frei ght departnent and no one be the
wi ser. Let the iniquity go on. Let the
| aw be defied. What was it to hinP He
woul d work out his plans for bettering
the condition just before him What nore
could a man do in this railroad business
when there was so nuch goi ng on anyway
that made it inpossible to live by the
Christian standard? But what woul d Jesus
do if He knew the facts? That was the
guestion that confronted Al exander
Powers as the day wore into evening.

The lights in the office had been



turned on. The whirr of the great engine
and the clash of the planers in the big
shop continued until six o' clock. Then
the whistle blew, the engine slowed up,
the men dropped their tools and ran for
t he bl ock house.

Powers heard the famliar click,
click, of the clocks as the nen filed
past the wi ndow of the bl ock house just
outside. He said to his clerks, "I'm not
going just yet. | have sonething extra
tonight." He waited until he heard the
| ast man deposit his block. The nen
behi nd the bl ock case went out. The
engi neer and his assistants had work for
hal f an hour but they went out by
anot her door.

At seven o' cl ock any one who had
| ooked into the superintendent's office
woul d have seen an unusual sight. He was
kneeling, and his face was buried in his
hands as he bowed his head upon the
papers on his desk.

@6
CHAPTER SI X

"If any man coneth unto nme and hateth
not his own father and nother and wfe
and children and brethren and sisters,
yea, and his own life also, he cannot be
nmy disciple.”

"And whosoever forsaketh not all that he
hat h, he cannot be ny disciple.”

WHEN Rachel Wnslow and Virginia
Page separated after the neeting at the
First Church on Sunday they agreed to
continue their conversation the next
day. Virginia asked Rachel to conme and
unch with her at noon, and Rache
accordingly rang the bell at the Page
mansi on about hal f-past eleven. Virginia
herself net her and the two were soon
tal ki ng earnestly.

"The fact is," Rachel was saying,
after they had been talking a few
nmonents, "l cannot reconcile it with ny
j udgrment of what Christ would do. |
cannot tell another person what to do,
but | feel that | ought not to accept
this offer.”



"What will you do then?" asked
Virginia with great interest.

"I don't know yet, but | have
decided to refuse this offer.”

Rachel picked up a letter that had
been Iying in her lap and ran over its
contents again. It was a letter fromthe
manager of a com c opera offering her a
place with a large traveling conpany of
t he season. The salary was a very |arge
figure, and the prospect held out by the
manager was flattering. He had heard
Rachel sing that Sunday norning when the
stranger had interrupted the service. He
had been much inpressed. There was noney
in that voice and it ought to be used in
com c opera, so said the letter, and the
manager wanted a reply as soon as
possi bl e.

"There's no great virtue in saying
"No" to this offer when | have the other
one, " Rachel went on thoughtfully.
"That's harder to decide. But |I've about
made up my mind. To tell the, truth
Virginia, I"mconpletely convinced in
the first case that Jesus woul d never
use any talent |like a good voice just to
make noney. But now, take this concert
offer. Here is a reputable conpany, to
travel with an inpersonator and a
violinist and a male quartet, all people

of good reputation. |I'masked to go as
one of the conmpany and sing | eadi ng
soprano. The salary--1 nmentioned it,

didn't 1?--is guaranteed to be $200 a
nmonth for the season. But | don't fee
satisfied that Jesus would go. What do
you t hi nk?"

"You nustn't ask ne to decide for
you," replied Virginia with a sad smle.
"I believe M. Maxwell was right when he
said we nust each one of us decide
according to the judgnment we feel for
ourselves to be Christ-like. I am having
a harder tinme than you are, dear, to
deci de what He would do."

"Are you?" Rachel asked. She rose
and wal ked over to the wi ndow and | ooked
out. Virginia canme and stood by her. The
street was crowded with life and the two
young wonen | ooked at it silently for a



nmonent. Suddenly Virginia broke out as
Rachel had never heard her before:

"Rachel , what does all this
contrast in conditions nmean to you as
you ask this question of what Jesus
woul d do? It naddens ne to think that
the society in which I have been brought
up, the sane to which we are both said
to belong, is satisfied year after year
to go on dressing and eating and havi ng
a good tine, giving and receiving
entertai nnents, spending its noney on
houses and | uxuries and, occasionally,
to ease its conscience, donating,
wi t hout any personal sacrifice, alittle
nmoney to charity. | have been educated,
as you have, in one of the nost
expensi ve schools in Anerica; |aunched
into society as an heiress; supposed to

be in a very enviable position. |I'm
perfectly well; | can travel or stay at
hone. | can do as | please. | can

gratify al nost any want or desire; and
yet when | honestly try to inmagi ne Jesus
living the life | have lived and am
expected to live, and doing for the rest
of nmy life what thousands of other rich
peopl e do, | am under condemation for
bei ng one of the nost w cked, selfish,
usel ess creatures in all the world. |
have not | ooked out of this w ndow for
weeks without a feeling of horror toward
nyself as | see the humanity that passes
by this house."

Virginia turned away and wal ked up
and down the room Rachel watched her
and could not repress the rising tide of
her own grow ng definition of
di sci pl eship. O what Christian use was
her own tal ent of song? Was the best she
could do to sell her talent for so nuch
a nonth, go on a concert conpany's tour,
dress beautifully, enjoy the excitenent
of public applause and gain a reputation
as a great singer? Was that what Jesus
woul d do?

She was not norbid. She was in
sound heal th, was conscious of her great
powers as a singer, and knew that if she
went out into public |ife she could nake
a great deal of noney and becone wel |
known. It is doubtful if she
overestimated her ability to acconplish
all she thought herself capable of. And



Vi rgini a--what she had just said snote
Rachel with great force because of the
simlar position in which the two
friends found thensel ves.

Lunch was announced and they went
out and were joined by Virginia's
gr andnot her, Madam Page, a handsone,
stately woman of sixty-five, and
Virginia's brother Rollin, a young man
who spent nost of his tinme at one of the
cl ubs and had no ambition for anything
but a growi ng admration for Rachel
W nsl ow, and whenever she di ned or
l unched at the Page's, if he knew of it
he al ways pl anned to be at hone.

These three made up the Page
famly. Virginia' s father had been a
banker and grain specul ator. Her nother
had died ten years before, her father
within the past year. The grandnother, a
Sout hern worman in birth and training,
had all the traditions and feelings that
acconpany the possession of wealth and
soci al standi ng that have never been
di sturbed. She was a shrewd, carefu
busi ness woman of nore than average
ability. The famly property and wealth
were invested, in |arge neasure, under
her personal care. Virginia' s portion
was, W thout any restriction, her own.
She had been trained by her father to
understand the ways of the business
worl d, and even the grandnot her had been
conpel l ed to acknow edge the girl's
capacity for taking care of her own
noney.

Per haps two persons could not be
found anywhere | ess capabl e of
understanding a girl like Virginia than
Madam Page and Rollin. Rachel, who had
known the famly since she was a girl
pl aymate of Virginia's, could not help
t hi nki ng of what confronted Virginia in
her own honme when she once deci ded on
t he course which she honestly believed
Jesus woul d take. Today at |unch, as
she recalled Virginia' s outbreak in the
front room she tried to picture the
scene that would at sonme tinme occur
bet ween Madam Page and her
gr anddaught er .

"l understand that you are going on
the stage, Mss Wnslow. W shall all be



delighted, I'msure,” said Rollin during
t he conversation, which had not been
very ani mat ed

Rachel colored and felt annoyed.
"Who told you?" she asked, while
Virginia, who had been very silent and
reserved, suddenly roused herself and
appeared ready to join in the talk.

"Ch! we hear a thing or two on the
street. Besides, every one saw Crandal
t he manager at church two weeks ago. He
doesn't go to church to hear the
preaching. In fact, | know other people
who don't either, not when there's
somet hing better to hear.™

Rachel did not color this time, but
she answered quietly, "You' re m staken
" mnot going on the stage."

"It's a great pity. You' d make a
hit. Everybody is tal king about your
singing."

This time Rachel flushed with
genui ne anger. Before she could say
anyt hing, Virginia broke in:

"Whom do you mean by 'everybody?' "

"Whon? | nean all the people who
hear M ss Wnsl ow on Sundays. What ot her
time do they hear her? It's a great
pity, I say, that the general public
out si de of Raynmond cannot hear her
voi ce. "

"Let us tal k about sonething el se,”
said Rachel a little sharply. Madam Page
gl anced at her and spoke with a gentle
courtesy.

"My dear, Rollin never could pay an
indirect complinent. He is like his
father in that. But we are all curious
to know sonet hing of your plans. W
claimthe right fromold acquai ntance,
you know, and Virginia has already told
us of your concert conpany offer.”

"l supposed of course that was
public property,” said Virginia, smling
across the table. "I was in the NEWS
of fice day before yesterday."



"Yes, yes," replied Rachel hastily.
"I understand that, Madam Page. Well,
Virginia and | have been tal ki ng about
it. I have decided not to accept, and
that is as far as | have gone at
present."

Rachel was conscious of the fact
that the conversation had, up to this
poi nt, been narrow ng her hesitation
concerning the concert conpany's offer
down to a decision that woul d absol utely
sati sfy her own judgment of Jesus'
probabl e action. It had been the | ast
thing in the world, however, that she
had desired, to have her decision nmade
in any way so public as this. Somehow
what Rollin Page had said and his manner
in saying it had hastened her decision
in the matter.

"Whuld you mind telling us, Rachel
your reasons for refusing the offer? It
| ooks like a great opportunity for a
young girl like you. Don't you think the
general public ought to hear you? | fee
like Rollin about that. A voice |like
yours belongs to a | arger audience than
Raynmond and the First Church.™”

Rachel Wnslow was naturally a girl
of great reserve. She shrank from maki ng
her plans or her thoughts public. But
with all her repression there was
possi bl e in her an occasi onal sudden
breaki ng out that was sinply an
i mpul sive, thoroughly frank, truthfu
expression of her npst inner persona
feeling. She spoke now in reply to Madam
Page in one of those rare nonents of
unreserve that added to the
attractiveness of her whol e character

"I have no other reason than a
conviction that Jesus Christ would do
the sane thing," she said, |ooking into
Madam Page's eyes with a clear, earnest
gaze.

Madam Page turned red and Rollin
stared. Before her grandnother could say
anyt hing, Virginia spoke. Her rising
col or showed how she was stirred.
Virginia s pale, clear conplexion was
that of health, but it was generally in
mar ked contrast with Rachel's tropica
type of beauty.



"G andnot her, you know we prom sed
to make that the standard of our conduct
for a year. M. Muxwell's proposition
was plain to all who heard it. W have
not been able to arrive at our decisions
very rapidly. The difficulty in know ng
what Jesus woul d do has perpl exed Rache
and ne a good deal ."

Madam Page | ooked sharply at
Virginia before she said anyt hi ng.

"Of course | understand M.
Maxwel | 's statenent. It is perfectly
i npracticable to put it into practice.
felt confident at the tinme that those
who promised would find it out after a
trial and abandon it as visionary and
absurd. | have nothing to say about M ss
Wnslow s affairs, but,” she paused and
continued with a sharpness that was new
to Rachel, "I hope you have no foolish
notions in this matter, Virginia."

"I have a great many notions,"
replied Virginia quietly. "Whether they
are foolish or not depends upon ny right
under st andi ng of what He would do. As
soon as | find out | shall doit."

"Excuse nme, ladies,"” said Rollin,
rising fromthe table. "The conversation
is getting beyond ny depth. | shal
retire to the library for a cigar."

He went out of the dining-room and
there was silence for a nonent. Madam
Page waited until the servant had
brought in sonething and then asked her
to go out. She was angry and her anger
was form dabl e, although checked I m
some neasure by the presence of Rachel

"I am ol der by several years than
you, young | adies,"” she said, and her
traditional type of bearing seened to
Rachel to rise up like a great frozen
wal | between her and every conception of
Jesus as a sacrifice. "Wiat you have
prom sed, in a spirit of false enotion I
presune, is inpossible of performance.”

"Do you mnean, grandnother, that we
cannot possibly act as our Lord woul d?
or do you nmean that, if we try to, we
shall offend the custons and prejudices



of society?" asked Virginia.

"It is not required! It is not
necessary! Besides how can you act with
any--" Madam Page paused, broke off her
sentence, and then turned to Rachel
"What will your nother say to your
decision? My dear, is it not foolish?
VWhat do you expect to do with your voice
anyway ?"

"I don't know what nother will say
yet," Rachel answered, with a great
shrinking fromtrying to give her
not her' s probabl e answer. If there was a
worman in all Raynond with great
anbitions for her daughter's success as
a singer, Ms. Wnslow was that woman.

"Ch! you will see it in a different
light after wiser thought of it. M
dear," continued Madam Page rising from
the table, "you will live to regret it
if you do not accept the concert
conpany's offer or sonmething like it."

Rachel said sonething that
contai ned a hint of the struggle she was
still having. And after a little she
went away, feeling that her departure
was to be followed by a very painfu
conversation between Virginia and her
grandnot her. As she afterward | earned,
Virginia passed through a crisis of
feeling during that scene with her
grandnot her that hastened her fina
decision as to the use of her noney and
her social position

@7
CHAPTER SEVEN

RACHEL was gl ad to escape and be by
herself. A plan was slowy formng in
her m nd, and she wanted to be al one and
think it out carefully. But before she
had wal ked two bl ocks she was annoyed to
find Rollin Page wal ki ng besi de her.

"Sorry to disturb your thoughts,
M ss Wnslow, but | happened to be going
your way and had an idea you mi ght not
object. In fact, |I've been wal king here
for a whole block and you haven't
obj ected.”



"I did not see you," said Rachel
briefly.

"I wouldn't mind that if you only
t hought of ne once in a while," said
Rol i n suddenly. He took one | ast
nervous puff on his cigar, tossed it
into the street and wal ked along with a
pal e | ook on his face.

Rachel was surprised, but not
startl ed. She had known Rollin as a boy,
and there had been a tinme when they had
used each other's first nanme fanmliarly.
Lately, however, sonething in Rachel's
manner had put an end to that. She was
used to his direct attenpts at
conpliments and was sonetinmes anmused by
them Today she honestly w shed him
anywhere el se

"Do you ever think of me, Mss
W nsl ow?" asked Rollin after a pause.

"Ch, yes, quite often!” said Rachel
with a smle.

"Are you thinking of me now?"
"Yes. That is--yes--1 am"
"What ?"

"Do you want me to be absolutely
t rut hf ul ?"

"OF course."

"Then I was thinking that I w shed
you were not here.” Rollin bit his lip
and | ooked gl oony.

"Now | ook here, Rachel--oh, | know
that's forbidden, but 1've got to speak
some time!--you know how I feel. Wat
makes you treat me so? You used to like
me alittle, you know. "

"Did 1?7 O course we used to get on
very well as boy and girl. But we are
ol der now. "

Rachel still spoke in the Iight,
easy way she had used since her first
annoyance at seeing him She was still
somewhat preoccupied with her plan which
had been disturbed by Rollin's sudden



appear ance.

They wal ked along in silence a
little way. The avenue was full of
peopl e. Anong the persons passi ng was
Jasper Chase. He saw Rachel and Rollin
and bowed as they went by. Rollin was
wat chi ng Rachel closely.

"I wish | was Jasper Chase. Maybe |
woul d stand sone chance then," he said
nmoodi | y.

Rachel colored in spite of herself.
She did not say anything and qui ckened
her pace a little. Rollin seened
determ ned to say sonething, and Rache
seened hel pless to prevent him After
all, she thought, he mght as well know
the truth one tinme as another

"You know wel | enough, Rachel, how
| feel toward you. Isn't there any hope?
| could nake you happy. |'ve |oved you a
good many years--"

"Why, how old do you think | anP"
broke in Rachel with a nervous | augh
She was shaken out of her usual poise of
manner .

"You know what | nean," went on
Rol I'i n doggedly. "And you have no right
to laugh at me just because | want you
to marry ne."

"I"'mnot! But it is useless for you
to speak, Rollin," said Rachel after a
little hesitation, and then using his
nane in such a frank, sinple way that he
could attach no neaning to it beyond the
famliarity of the old famly
acquai ntance. "It is inpossible.” She
was still a little agitated by the fact
of receiving a proposal of marriage on
t he avenue. But the noise on the street
and sidewal k made the conversation as
private as if they were in the house.

"Wuld that is--do you think--if
you gave nme time | would "

"No!" said Rachel. She spoke
firmy; perhaps, she thought afterward,
al t hough she did not nmean to, she spoke
har shly.



They wal ked on for sone tine
wi thout a word. They were nearing
Rachel's home and she was anxious to end
t he scene.

As they turned off the avenue into
one of the quieter streets Rollin spoke
suddenly and with nore manliness than he
had yet shown. There was a distinct note
of dignity in his voice that was new to
Rachel

"Mss Wnslow, | ask you to be ny
wife. Is there any hope for me that you
will ever consent?"

"None in the |least." Rachel spoke
deci dedl y.

"WIl you tell nme why?" He asked
the question as if he had a right to a
truthful answer.

"Because | do not feel toward you
as a wonman ought to feel toward the man
she marries.”

"I'n other words, you do not |ove
ne?"

"l do not and | cannot."

"Why?" That was anot her question
and Rachel was a little surprised that
he should ask it.
"Because--" she hesitated for fear
she m ght say too nmuch in an attenpt to
speak the exact truth.

"Tell me just why. You can't hurt
me nore than you have already."

"Well, | do not and | cannot |ove
you because you have no purpose in life.
VWhat do you ever do to nake the world
better? You spend your tine in club
l[ife, in anusenents, in travel, in
luxury. What is there in such alife to
attract a wonan?"

"Not much, | guess,"” said Rollin

with a bitter laugh. "Still, 1 don't
know that |I'm any worse than the rest of
the men around nme. I'mnot so bad as

some. I'mglad to know your reasons."



He suddenly stopped, took off his
hat, bowed gravely and turned back.
Rachel went on honme and hurried into her
room disturbed in many ways by the
event which had so unexpectedly thrust
itself into her experience.

VWhen she had tinme to think it al
over she found herself condemmed by the
very judgment she had passed on Rollin
Page. Wiat purpose had she in life? She
had been abroad and studied nusic with
one of the famous teachers of Europe.
She had come hone to Raynond and had
been singing in the First Church choir
now for a year. She was well paid. Up to
t hat Sunday two weeks ago she had been
quite satisfied with herself and with
her position. She had shared her
nmot her's anbition, and anti ci pat ed
growi ng triunphs in the nusical world.
VWhat possible career was before her
except the regul ar career of every
si nger?

She asked the question again and,
in the light of her recent reply to
Rollin, asked again, if she had any very
great purpose in life herself. Wat
woul d Jesus do? There was a fortune in
her voice. She knew it, not necessarily
as a matter of personal pride or
prof essi onal egotism but sinply as a
fact. And she was obliged to acknow edge
that until two weeks ago she had
pur posed to use her voice to make noney
and win admration and appl ause. \Was
that a much hi gher purpose, after all
than Rollin Page lived for?

She sat in her rooma long tinme and
finally went downstairs, resolved to
have a frank talk with her nother about
the concert conpany's offer and the new
pl an whi ch was gradually shaping in her
m nd. She had al ready had one talk with
her nmother and knew that she expected
Rachel to accept the offer and enter on
a successful career as a public singer

"Mt her," Rachel said, coning at
once to the point, much as she dreaded
the interview, "I have decided not to go
out with the conpany. | have a good
reason for it."

Ms. Wnslow was a | arge, handsone



worman, fond of much company, amnbitious
for distinction in society and devoted,
according to her definitions of success,
to the success of her children. Her
youngest boy, Louis, two years younger
than Rachel, was ready to graduate from
a mlitary acadeny in the sunmer.
Meanwhi | e she and Rachel were at hone
toget her. Rachel's father, I|ike
Virginia's, had died while the famly
was abroad. Like Virginia she found
hersel f, under her present rule of
conduct, in conplete antagonismwth her
own i mmedi ate home circle. Ms. Wnslow
wai ted for Rachel to go on.

"You know the prom se | made two
weeks ago, nother?"

"M. Maxwell's prom se?"

"No, mine. You know what it was, do
you not, nother?"

"I suppose | do. O course all the
church nenbers nean to imtate Chri st
and follow Hm as far as is consistent
wi th our present day surroundi ngs. But
what has that to do with your decision
in the concert conpany natter?"

"It has everything to do with it.
After asking, 'What would Jesus do?' and
going to the source of authority for
wi sdom | have been obliged to say that
| do not believe He would, in ny case,
make that use of ny voice."

"Why? |Is there anything wong about
such a career ? "

"No, | don't know that | can say
there is.”

"Do you presume to sit in judgnent
on ot her people who go out to sing in
this way? Do you presune to say they are
doi ng what Christ would not do?"

"Mother, | wi sh you to understand
me. | judge no one else; | condemm no
ot her professional singer. | sinmply
decide ny own course. As | look at it, I

have a conviction that Jesus would do
sonet hing el se.”

"What el se?" Ms. Wnslow had not



yet |ost her tenper. She did not
understand the situation nor Rachel in
the mdst of it, but she was anxi ous

t hat her daughter's course should be as
di stingui shed as her natural gifts
prom sed. And she felt confident that
when the present unusual religious
excitenent in the First Church had
passed away Rachel would go on with her
public life according to the w shes of
the famly. She was totally unprepared
for Rachel's next remark

"What ? Sonething that will serve
manki nd where it nost needs the service
of song. Mdther, | have made up ny m nd
to use my voice in some way SO as to
satisfy ny own soul that | am doing
somet hi ng better than pleasing
f ashi onabl e audi ences, or maki ng noney,
or even gratifying ny own |ove of

singing. | amgoing to do sonething that
will satisfy ne when I ask: 'Wat would
Jesus do?" | amnot satisfied, and

cannot be, when | think of nyself as
singing nyself into the career of a
concert conpany perfornmer."

Rachel spoke with a vigor and
ear nestness that surprised her nother
But Ms. Wnslow was angry now, and she
never tried to conceal her feelings.

"It is sinply absurd! Rachel, you
are a fanatic! Wat can you do?"

"The world has been served by nen
and wonmen who have given it other things
that were gifts. Wiy should I, because
am bl essed with a natural gift, at once
proceed to put a market price on it and
make all the noney | can out of it? You
know, nother, that you have taught me to
think of a nusical career always in the
light of financial and social success. |
have been unable, since | made ny
prom se two weeks ago, to inmagi ne Jesus
joining a concert conpany to do what |
should do and live the life | should
have to live if | joined it."

Ms. Wnslow rose and then sat down
again. Wth a great effort she conposed
hersel f.

"What do you intend to do then? You
have not answered ny question.”



"I shall continue to sing for the
time being in the church. I am pl edged
to sing there through the spring. During
the week | amgoing to sing at the Wite
Cross neetings, down in the Rectangle.”

"What! Rachel Wnslow Do you know
what you are saying? Do you know what
sort of people those are down there?"

Rachel al nost quail ed before her
nmot her. For a noment she shrank back and
was silent. Then she spoke firmy:

"I know very well. That is the
reason I amgoing. M. and Ms. Gay
have been working there several weeks. |
| earned only this norning that they want
singers fromthe churches to help them
in their nmeetings. They use a tent. It
isin a part of the city where Christian
work is nost needed. | shall offer them
nmy hel p. Mdther!" Rachel cried out with
the first passionate utterance she had

yet used, "I want to do sonething that
will cost ne sonething in the way of
sacrifice. I know you will not

understand nme. But | am hungry to suffer
for sonething. Wiat have we done all our
lives for the suffering, sinning side of
Raynmond? How much have we deni ed

oursel ves or given of our personal ease
and pl easure to bless the place in which
we live or imtate the life of the
Savior of the world? Are we always to
go on doing as society selfishly
dictates, nmoving on its little narrow
round of pleasures and entertai nments,
and never know ng the pain of things

t hat cost?"

"Are you preaching at ne?" asked
Ms. Wnslow slowy. Rachel rose, and
under st ood her nother's words.

"No. | am preaching at mnyself," she
replied gently. She paused a nmonent as
i f she thought her nother would say
somet hing nore, and then went out of the
room Wen she reached her own room she
felt that so far as her own nother was
concerned she coul d expect no synpat hy,
nor even a fair understanding from her

She kneeled. It is safe to say that
within the two weeks since Henry



Maxwel | ' s church had faced that shabby
figure with the faded hat nore nmenbers
of his parish had been driven to their
knees in prayer than during all the
previous termof his pastorate.

She rose, and her face was wet with
tears. She sat thoughtfully a little
while and then wote a note to Virginia
Page. She sent it to her by a nessenger
and then went downstairs and told her
not her that she and Virginia were going
down to the Rectangle that evening to
see M. and Ms. Gay, the evangelists.

"Virginia's uncle, Dr. West, wll
go with us, if she goes. | have asked
her to call himup by tel ephone and go
with us. The Doctor is a friend of the
Grays, and attended sone of their
nmeetings |last winter."

Ms. Wnslow did not say anyt hing.
Her manner showed her complete
di sapproval of Rachel's course, and
Rachel felt her unspoken bitterness.

About seven o' clock the Doctor and
Vi rgi ni a appeared, and together the
three started for the scene of the Wite
Cross neetings.

The Rectangl e was the nost
notorious district in Raynond. It was on
the territory close by the railroad
shops and the packi ng houses. The great
slum and tenenent district of Raynond
congested its worst and nost wetched
el ements about the Rectangle. This was a
barren field used in the sumer by
ci rcus conpani es and wanderi ng showren.
It was shut in by rows of sal oons,
ganbling hells and cheap, dirty boardi ng
and | odgi ng houses.

The First Church of Raynond had
never touched the Rectangle problem It
was too dirty, too coarse, too sinful
too awful for close contact. Let us be
honest. There had been an attenpt to
cl eanse this sore spot by sendi ng down
an occasional commttee of singers or
Sunday- school teachers or gospe
visitors fromvarious churches. But the
First Church of Raynond, as an
institution, had never really done
anything to nake the Rectangle any |ess



a stronghold of the devil as the years
went by.

Into this heart of the coarse part
of the sin of Raynond the traveling
evangelist and his brave little wife had
pi tched a good-sized tent and begun
meetings. It was the spring of the year
and the eveni ngs were beginning to be
pl easant. The evangelists had asked for
the hel p of Christian people, and had
received nore than the usual anount of
encour agenent. But they felt a great
need of nore and better music. During
the nmeetings on the Sunday just gone the
assistant at the organ had been taken
ill. The volunteers fromthe city were
few and the voices were of ordinary
quality.

"There will be a small neeting
toni ght, John," said his wife, as they
entered the tent a little after seven
o' cl ock and began to arrange the chairs
and |ight up.

"Yes, | fear so." M. Gay was a
smal |, energetic man, with a pl easant
voi ce and the courage of a high-born
fighter. He had already nade friends in
t he nei ghbor hood and one of his
converts, a heavy-faced man who had j ust
cone in, began to help in the arranging
of seats.

It was after eight o' clock when
Al exander Powers opened the door of his
office and started for hone. He was
going to take a car at the corner of the
Rect angl e. But he was roused by a voice
comng fromthe tent.

It was the voice of Rachel Wnslow
It struck through his consci ousness of
struggl e over his own question that had
sent himinto the Divine Presence for an
answer. He had not yet reached a
conclusion. He was tortured with
uncertainty. Hs whol e previ ous course
of action as a railroad man was the
poor est possible preparation for
anyt hing sacrificial. And he coul d not
yet say what he would do in the matter

Har k! What was she singing? How did
Rachel W nsl ow happen to be down here?
Several w ndows near by went up. Sone



men quarreling near a sal oon stopped and
listened. Other figures were wal ki ng
rapidly in the direction of the
Rectangl e and the tent. Surely Rache

W nsl ow had never sung like that in the
First Church. It was a narvel ous voice
VWhat was it she was singing? Again

Al exander Powers, Superintendent of the
machi ne shops, paused and |i stened,

"Where He leads ne | will follow,
Where He leads me | will foll ow,
Where He leads me | will foll ow,
["I'l gowwth Hm with Hm
Al the way!"

The brutal, coarse, inpure life of the
Rectangle stirred itself into newlife
as the song, as pure as the surroundi ngs
were vile, floated out and into sal oon
and den and foul |odging. Sone one
stunbl ed hastily by Al exander Powers and
said in answer to a question

"De tent's beginning to run over tonight.
That's what the talent calls nusic, eh?"

The Superintendent turned toward
the tent. Then he stopped. After a
m nute of indecision he went on to the
corner and took the car for his home.
But before he was out of the sound of
Rachel 's voi ce he knew he had settl ed
for hinself the question of what Jesus
woul d do.

@8
CHAPTER EI GHT

"If any man would cone after nme, let him
deny hinself and take up his cross daily
and follow ne."

HENRY MAXWELL paced his study back
and forth. It was Wednesday and he had
started to think out the subject of his
eveni ng service which fell upon that
night. Qut of one of his study w ndows
he could see the tall chimey of the
railroad shops. The top of the
evangelist's tent just showed over the
bui | di ngs around the Rectangle. He
| ooked out of his wi ndow every tine he
turned in his walk. After a while he sat
down at his desk and drew a | arge piece
of paper toward him After thinking



several nonments he wote in |large
letters the foll ow ng

A NUMBER OF THI NGS THAT JESUS WOULD
PROBABLY DO IN TH S PARI SH

1. Live in a sinple, plain manner
wi t hout needl ess |uxury on the one hand
or undue asceticismon the other

2. Preach fearlessly to the hypocrites
in the church, no matter what their
soci al inportance or wealth.

3. Show in some practical formH s
synpat hy and | ove for the common peopl e
as well as for the well-to-do, educated,
refi ned people who make up the majority
of the parish.

4. ldentify Hnself with the great
causes of humanity in sone personal way
that would call for self-denial and
suffering.

5. Preach agai nst the sal oon i n Raynond.

6. Becone known as a friend and
conpani on of the sinful people in the
Rect angl e.

7. Gve up the sunmer trip to Europe
this year. (I have been abroad tw ce and
cannot claimany special need of rest. |
amwel |, and could forego this pleasure,
usi ng the noney for sone one who needs a
vacation nore than | do. There are
probably plenty of such people in the

city.)

He was conscious, with a humlity
that was once a stranger to him that
his outline of Jesus' probable action
was painfully lacking in depth and
power, but he was seeking carefully for
concrete shapes into which he m ght cast
hi s thought of Jesus' conduct. Nearly
every point he had put down, neant, for
him a conplete overturning of the
custom and habit of years in the
mnistry. In spite of that, he stil
searched deeper for sources of the
Christ-like spirit. He did not attenpt
to wite any nore, but sat at his desk
absorbed in his effort to catch nore and
nmore the spirit of Jesus in his own
life. He had forgotten the particul ar



subj ect for his prayer nmeeting with
whi ch he had begun his norning study.

He was so absorbed over his thought
that he did not hear the bell ring; he
was roused by the servant who announced
a caller. He had sent up his name, M.
G ay.

Maxwel | stepped to the head of the
stairs and asked Gray to cone up. So
Gray cane up and stated the reason for
his call.

"I want your help, M. Maxwell. O
course you have heard what a wonderfu
nmeeti ng we had Monday ni ght and | ast
night. Mss Wnslow has done nore with
her voice than |I could do, and the tent
won't hold the people.™

"I've heard of that. It is the
first time the people there have heard
her. It is no wonder they are
attracted.”

"It has been a wonderful revelation
to us, and a nost encouragi ng event in
our work. But | came to ask if you could

not conme down toni ght and preach. | am
suffering froma severe cold. | do not
dare trust ny voice again. | know it is

asking a good deal from such a busy man
But, if you can't cone, say so frankly,
and I'll try somewhere el se.™

"I"'msorry, but it's ny regular
prayer neeting night," began Henry
Maxwel | . Then he flushed and added, "I
shall be able to arrange it in some way
so as to come down. You can count on
me. "

Gray thanked himearnestly and rose
to go.

"Wn't you stay a mnute, Gay, and
| et us have a prayer together?"

"Yes," said Gray sinply.

So the two nmen kneel ed together in
the study. Henry Maxwel |l prayed |like a
child. Gray was touched to tears as he
knelt there. There was sonet hi ng al nost
pitiful in the way this man who had
lived his ministerial life in such a



narrow limt of exercise now begged for
wi sdom and strength to speak a nessage
to the people in the Rectangle.

Gray rose and held out his hand

"God bl ess you, M. Maxwell. |I'msure
the Spirit will give you power
toni ght."

Henry Maxwel | made no answer. He
did not even trust hinself to say that
he hoped so. But he thought of his
prom se and it brought hima certain
peace that was refreshing to his heart
and mnd alike.

So that is how it canme about that
when the First Church audience cane into
the lecture roomthat evening it met
wi th anot her surprise. There was an
unusual |y | arge nunber present. The
prayer neetings ever since that
remar kabl e Sunday norni ng had been
attended as never before in the history
of the First Church. M. Mixwell cane at
once to the point.

"I feel that | amcalled to go down
to the Rectangle tonight, and I wll
leave it with you to say whether you
will go on with this neeting here. |
t hi nk perhaps the best plan would be for
a few volunteers to go down to the
Rectangle with ne prepared to help in
the after-neeting, if necessary, and the
rest to remain here and pray that the
Spirit power may go with us.™”

So half a dozen of the nen went
with the pastor, and the rest of the
audi ence stayed in the |l ecture room
Maxwel | coul d not escape the thought as
he left the roomthat probably in his
entire church nenbership there m ght not
be found a score of disciples who were
capabl e of doing work that woul d
successfully |l ead needy, sinful nen into
t he know edge of Christ. The thought did
not linger in his mnd to vex himas he
went his way, but it was sinply a part
of his whol e new conception of the
meani ng of Christian discipleshinp.

VWhen he and his little conpany of
vol unt eers reached the Rectangle, the
tent was already crowded. They had
difficulty in getting to the platform



Rachel was there with Virginia and
Jasper Chase who had cone instead of the
Doct or tonight.

VWhen the neeting began with a song
i n which Rachel sang the solo and the
peopl e were asked to join in the chorus,
not a foot of standing roomwas left in
the tent. The night was mld and the
sides of the tent were up and a great
border of faces stretched around,
| ooking in and form ng part of the
audi ence. After the singing, and a
prayer by one of the city pastors who
was present, Gray stated the reason for
his inability to speak, and in his
simpl e manner turned the service over to
"Brother Maxwel | of the First Church.”

"Who' s de bl oke?" asked a hoarse
voi ce near the outside of the tent.

"De Fust Church parson. W've got
de whol e high-tone swell outfit
toni ght."

"Did you say Fust Church? | know
him M landlord s got a front pew up
there," said another voice, and there
was a | augh, for the speaker was a
sal oon keeper.

"Trow out de life line 'cross de
dark wave!" began a drunken man near by,
singing in such an unconscious imtation
of a local traveling singer's nasal tone
that roars of laughter and jeers of
approval rose around him The people in
the tent turned in the direction of the
di sturbance. There were shouts of "Put

himout!" "Gve the Fust Church a
chance!" "Song! Song! G ve us anot her
song!"

Henry Maxwel | stood up, and a great
wave of actual terror went over him
This was not |ike preaching to the well -
dressed, respectabl e, good-nmannered
peopl e up on the boul evard. He began to
speak, but the confusion increased. Gay
went down into the crowd, but did not
seemable to quiet it. Maxwell raised
his armand his voice. The crowd in the
tent began to pay some attention, but
the noise on the outside increased. In a
few m nutes the audi ence was beyond his
control. He turned to Rachel with a sad



smle.

"Sing sonething, Mss Wnslow They
will listen to you," he said, and then
sat down and covered his face with his
hands.

It was Rachel's opportunity, and
she was fully equal to it. Virginia was
at the organ and Rachel asked her to
play a few notes of the hymn.

"Savior, | follow on
Qui ded by Thee,
Seei ng not yet the hand
That | eadeth ne.
Hushed be ny heart and stil
Fear | no farther ill,
Only to neet Thy will,
My will shall be."

Rachel had not sung the first line
before the people in the tent were al
turned toward her, hushed and reverent.
Bef ore she had finished the verse the
Rect angl e was subdued and taned. It |ay
i ke sone wild beast at her feet, and
she sang it into harm essness. Ah! \at
were the flippant, perfuned, critica
audi ences in concert halls conmpared with
this dirty, drunken, inpure, besotted
mass of humanity that trenbled and wept
and grew strangely, sadly thoughtfu
under the touch of this divine mnistry
of this beautiful young woman! M.
Maxwel |, as he raised his head and saw
the transformed nob, had a glinpse of
somet hing that Jesus woul d probably do
with a voice |ike Rachel Wnslow s.
Jasper Chase sat with his eyes on the
singer, and his greatest |onging as an
anbi ti ous author was swallowed up in his
t hought of what Rachel Wnslow s |ove
m ght sometines nmean to him And over in
t he shadow outsi de stood the |ast person
any one m ght have expected to see at a

gospel tent service -- Rollin Page, who,
jostled on every side by rough nen and
wonmren who stared at the swell in fine

cl ot hes, seened careless of his
surroundi ngs and at the sane tine
evidently swayed by the power that
Rachel possessed. He had just come over
fromthe club. Neither Rachel nor
Virginia saw himthat night.

The song was over. Maxwell rose



again. This tinme he felt cal ner. \Wat
woul d Jesus do? He spoke as he thought
once he never could speak. \Wo were

t hese peopl e? They were i mortal souls.
VWhat was Christianity? A calling of
sinners, not the righteous, to

repent ance. How woul d Jesus speak? What
woul d He say? He could not tell all that
H s message woul d include, but he felt
sure of a part of it. And in that
certainty he spoke on. Never before had
he felt "compassion for the nultitude."
VWhat had the nultitude been to him
during his ten years in the First Church
but a vague, dangerous, dirty,

troubl esone factor in society, outside
of the church and of his reach, an

el ement that caused hi moccasionally an
unpl easant tw nge of conscience, a
factor in Raynond that was tal ked about
at associations as the "masses," in
papers witten by the brethren in
attenpts to show why the "masses" were
not being reached. But tonight as he
faced the nmasses he asked hinsel f

whet her, after all, this was not just
about such a nultitude as Jesus faced

of tenest, and he felt the genuine
enotion of love for a crowd which is one
of the best indications a preacher ever
has that he is living close to the heart
of the world's eternal Life. It is easy
to love an individual sinner, especially
if he is personally picturesque or
interesting. To love a nultitude of
sinners is distinctively a Christ-like
quality.

VWhen the neeting cl osed, there was
no special interest shown. No one stayed
to the after-nmeeting. The people rapidly
nmelted away fromthe tent, and the
sal oons, which had been experiencing a
dull season while the neetings
progressed, again drove a thriving
trade. The Rectangle, as if to make up
for lost tine, started in with vigor on
its usual night debauch. Maxwell and his
little party, including Virginia, Rache
and Jasper Chase, wal ked down past the
row of sal oons and dens until they
reached the corner where the cars
passed.

"This is a terrible spot,"” said the
m ni ster as he stood waiting for their
car. "I never realized that Raynond had



such a festering sore. It does not seem
possible that this is a city full of
Christian disciples.™

"Do you think any one can ever
renove this great curse of drink?" asked
Jasper Chase.

"I have thought lately as never
bef ore of what Christian people mght do
to renmove the curse of the sal oon. Wy
don't we all act together against it?
Wy don't the Christian pastors and the
church nenbers of Raynond nove as one
man agai nst the traffic? What woul d
Jesus do? Would He keep silent? Wuld He
vote to |license these causes of crine
and deat h?"

He was talking to hinself nore than
to the others. He renenbered that he had
al ways voted for |icense, and so had
nearly all his church nenbers. What
woul d Jesus do? Could he answer that
guestion? Wuld the Master preach and
act against the saloon if He lived
t oday? How woul d He preach and act?
Suppose it was not popul ar to preach
agai nst |icense? Suppose the Christian
peopl e thought it was all that could be
done to license the evil and so get
revenue fromthe necessary sin? O
suppose the church nenbers thensel ves
owned the property where the sal oons
stood--what then? He knew that those
were the facts in Raynond. Wat woul d
Jesus do?

He went up into his study the next
nmorning with that question only partly
answered. He thought of it all day. He
was still thinking of it and reaching
certain real conclusions when the
EVENI NG NEWS cane. Hi s wife brought it
up and sat down a few minutes while he
read to her.

The EVENI NG NEWS was at present the
nost sensational paper in Raynond. That
isto say, it was being edited in such a
remar kabl e fashion that its subscribers
had never been so excited over a
newspaper before. First they had noticed
t he absence of the prize fight, and
gradual ly it began to dawn upon them
that the NEWS no | onger printed accounts
of crime with detail ed descriptions, or



scandals in private life. Then they
noti ced that the advertisenents of

[ iquor and tobacco were dropped,
together with certain others of a
guesti onabl e character. The

di sconti nuance of the Sunday paper
caused the greatest coment of all, and
now t he character of the editorials was
creating the greatest excitenent. A
quotation fromthe Monday paper of this
week will show what Edward Norman was
doing to keep his prom se. The editorial
was headed:

THE MORAL SI DE OF POLI Tl CAL
QUESTI ONS

The editor of the News has
al ways advocated the principles of
the great political party at present
in power, and has heretofore
di scussed all political questions
fromthe standpoi nt of expediency,
or of belief in the party as opposed
to other political organizations.
Hereafter, to be perfectly honest
with all our readers, the editor
will present and di scuss al
political questions fromthe
standpoi nt of right and wong. In
ot her words, the first question
asked in this office about any

political question will not be, "Is
it inthe interests of our party?"
or, "lIs it according to the

principles |laid down by our party in
its platforn?" but the question
first asked will be, "Is this
nmeasure in accordance with the
spirit and teachings of Jesus as the
aut hor of the greatest standard of
life known to nen?" That is, to be
perfectly plain, the noral side of
every political question will be
considered its npst inportant side,
and the ground will be distinctly
taken that nations as well as

i ndi vi dual s are under the sanme |aw
to do all things to the glory of Cod
as the first rule of action.

The sane principle will be
observed in this office toward
candi dates for places of
responsibility and trust in the
republic. Regardl ess of party
politics the editor of the News will



do all in his power to bring the
best nen into power, and will not
knowi ngly help to support for office
any candi date who is unworthy, no
matter how much he may be endorsed
by the party. The first question
asked about the man and about the

measures will be, "Is he the right
man for the place?" "lIs he a good

man with ability?" "Is the measure
right?"

There had been nore of this, but we
have quoted enough to show the character
of the editorial. Hundreds of nen in
Raynmond had read it and rubbed their
eyes in amazenment. A good many of them
had pronptly witten to the NEWS
telling the editor to stop their paper
The paper still canme out, however, and
was eagerly read all over the city. At
the end of a week Edward Norman knew
very well that he was fast losing a
| arge nunmber of subscribers. He faced
the conditions calmy, although O ark
t he managing editor, grimy anticipated
ul ti mate bankruptcy, especially since
Monday' s editori al

Toni ght, as Maxwell read to his
wi fe, he could see in al nost every
col um evidences of Norman's
consci enti ous obedi ence to his prom se.
There was an absence of sl angy,
sensational scare heads. The readi ng
matter under the head lines was in
perfect keeping with them He noticed in
two colums that the reporters' nane
appeared signed at the bottom And there
was a distinct advance in the dignity
and style of their contributions.

"So Norman is beginning to get his
reporters to sign their work. He has
talked with me about that. It is a good
thing. It fixes responsibility for itens
where it belongs and rai ses the standard
of work done. A good thing all around
for the public and the witers."

Maxwel | suddenly paused. His wife
| ooked up from sone work she was doi ng.
He was readi ng sonmething with the utnost
interest. "Listen to this, Mary," he
said, after a nonent while his lip
trenbl ed:



Thi s nmorni ng Al exander Powers,
Superintendent of the L. and T. R R
shops in this city, handed in his
resignation to the road, and gave as his
reason the fact that certain proofs had
fallen into his hands of the violation
of the Interstate Commerce Law, and al so
of the state | aw which has recently been
franed to prevent and punish railroad
pooling for the benefit of certain
favored shippers. M. Powers states in
his resignation that he can no | onger
consistently w thhold the informati on he
possesses against the road. He will be a
Wi t ness against it. He has placed his
evi dence agai nst the company in the
hands of the Conmission and it is now
for themto take action upon it.

The News wi shes to express itself
on this action of M. Powers. In the
first place he has nothing to gain by
it. He has | ost a very val uabl e pl ace
vol untarily, when by keeping silent he
m ght have retained it. In the second
pl ace, we believe his action ought to
recei ve the approval of all thoughtful
honest citizens who believe in seeing
| aw obeyed and | awbreakers brought to
justice. In a case like this, where
evi dence against a railroad conpany is
general | y understood to be al nost
i npossible to obtain, it is the genera
belief that the officers of the road are
often in possession of crimnating facts
but do not consider it to be any of
their business to informthe authorities
that the law is being defied. The entire
result of this evasion of responsibility
on the part of those who are responsible
is denoralizing to every young nan
connected with the road. The editor of
the News recalls the statenment made by a
prom nent railroad official in this city
alittle while ago, that nearly every
clerk in a certain departnent of the
road understood that |arge suns of noney
were made by shrewd viol ati ons of the
Interstate Conmmerce Law, was ready to
admre the shrewdness with which it was
done, and decl ared that they would al
do the sane thing if they were high
enough in railroad circles to attenpt
it.*

It is not necessary to say that
such a condition of business is



destructive to all the nobler and higher
standards of conduct, and no young nman
can live in such an atnosphere of

unpuni shed di shonesty and | awl essness

wi t hout wrecking his character

In our judgnent, M. Powers did the
only thing that a Christian man coul d
do. He has rendered brave and usefu
service to the state and the genera
public. It is not always an easy matter
to determne the relations that exist
bet ween the individual citizen and his
fixed duty to the public. In this case
there is no doubt in our mnds that the
step which M. Powers has taken comends
itself to every man who believes in | aw
and its enforcenent. There are tines
when the individual nust act for the
people in ways that will mean sacrifice
and loss to himof the gravest
character. M. Powers will be
m sunder st ood and ni srepresented, but
there is no question that his course
wi |l be approved by every citizen who
wi shes to see the greatest corporation
as well as the weakest individua
subject to the same law. M. Powers has
done all that a loyal, patriotic citizen
could do. It now remains for the
Commi ssion to act upon his evidence
whi ch, we understand, is overwhel m ng
proof of the | awl essness of the L. and
T. Let the | aw be enforced, no matter
who the persons may be who have been

guilty.
* This was actually said in one of the

Ceneral O fices of a great Western
railroad, to the author's know edge.

@9
CHAPTER NI NE

HENRY MAXWELL fini shed readi ng and
dropped the paper.

"I must go and see Powers. This is
the result of his promse.”

He rose, and as he was goi ng out,
his w fe said:

"Do you think, Henry, that Jesus woul d
have done that ?"



Maxwel | paused a nmonment. Then he
answered slowy, "Yes, | think He woul d.
At any rate, Powers has deci ded so and
each one of us who nmade the prom se
understands that he is not deciding
Jesus' conduct for any one else, only
for hinself."

"How about his fam|ly? How will

Ms. Powers and Celia be likely to take
it?"

"Very hard, |'ve no doubt. That
will be Powers' cross in this matter.
They will not understand his notive."

Maxwel | went out and wal ked over to
t he next bl ock where Superintendent
Powers |lived. To his relief, Powers
hi nsel f canme to the door.

The two nmen shook hands silently.
They instantly understood each ot her
wi t hout words. There had never before
been such a bond of union between the
m ni ster and his pari shioner.

"What are you going to do?" Henry
Maxwel | asked after they had tal ked over
the facts in the case.

"You mean anot her position? | have
no plans yet. | can go back to ny old
work as a tel egraph operator. My famly
will not suffer, except in a social
way. "

Powers spoke calmy and sadly.
Henry Maxwel| did not need to ask him
how the wi fe and daughter felt. He knew
wel I enough that the superintendent had
suffered deepest at that point.

"There is one matter I w sh you
woul d see to," said Powers after awhile,
"and that is, the work begun at the
shops. So far as | know, the conpany
will not object to that going on. It is
one of the contradictions of the
railroad world that Y. M C A 's and
other Christian influences are
encouraged by the roads, while all the
time the nost un-Christian and | awl ess
acts may be comrtted in the official
managenent of the roads thenselves. O
course it is well understood that it
pays a railroad to have in its enploy



men who are tenperate, honest and
Christian. So I have no doubt the naster
mechanic will have the same courtesy
shown himin the use of the room But
what | want you to do, M. Maxwell, is
to see that my plan is carried out. WII
you? You understand what it was in
general . You nmade a very favorable

i npression on the nen. Go down there as
often as you can. Get MIton Wi ght
interested to provide sonmething for the
furni shing and expense of the coffee

pl ant and reading tables. WII you do
it?"

"Yes," replied Henry Maxwel | . He
stayed a little longer. Before he went
away, he and the superintendent had a
prayer together, and they parted with
that silent hand grasp that seened to
them|ike a new token of their Christian
di sci pl eship and fell owshi p.

The pastor of the First Church went
hone stirred deeply by the events of the
week. Gradually the truth was grow ng
upon himthat the pledge to do as Jesus
woul d was working out a revolution in
his parish and throughout the city.
Every day added to the serious results
of obedience to that pledge. Maxwell did
not pretend to see the end. He was, in
fact, only now at the very begi nni ng of
events that were destined to change the
hi story of hundreds of famlies not only
i n Raynond but throughout the entire
country. As he thought of Edward Nornman
and Rachel and M. Powers, and of the
results that had already come fromtheir
actions, he could not help a feeling of
i ntense interest in the probable effect
if all the persons in the First Church
who had nade the pledge, faithfully kept
it. Wuld they all keep it, or would
sone of themturn back when the cross
becanme too heavy?

He was asking this question the
next norning as he sat in his study when
t he President of the Endeavor Society of
his church called to see him

"I suppose | ought not to trouble
you with nmy case,” said young Mrris
com ng at once to his errand, "but I
t hought, M. Maxwell, that you m ght
advise ne a little."



"I"mglad you cane. Go on, Fred."
He had known t he young nman ever since
his first year in the pastorate, and
| oved and honored himfor his
consi stent, faithful service in the
chur ch.

"Well, the fact is, | amout of a
job. You know |I've been doing reporter
wor k on the norning SENTINEL since
graduated | ast year. Well, l|ast Saturday
M. Burr asked ne to go down the road
Sunday norning and get the details of
that train robbery at the Junction, and
wite the thing up for the extra edition
t hat came out Monday norning, just to
get the start of the NEWS. | refused to
go, and Burr gave nme ny dismssal. He
was in a bad tenper, or | think perhaps
he woul d not have done it. He has al ways
treated ne well before. Now, do you
t hi nk Jesus woul d have done as | did?
ask because the other fellows say | was
a fool not to do the work. | want to
feel that a Christian acts fromnotives
that may seem strange to others
someti nes, but not foolish. Wiat do you
t hi nk?"

"I think you kept your prom se,
Fred. | cannot believe Jesus would do
newspaper reporting on Sunday as you
were asked to do it."

"Thank you, M. Maxwell. | felt a
little troubled over it, but the |onger
I think it over the better | feel."

Morris rose to go, and his pastor
rose and laid a | oving hand on the young
man' s shoul der. "What are you going to
do, Fred?"

"I don't know yet. | have thought
some of going to Chicago or sonme |arge
city ."

"Way don't you try the NEWS?"

"They are all supplied. | have not
t hought of applying there."

Maxwel | t hought a nonent. " Cone
down to the NEWS office with me, and | et
us see Norman about it."



So a few mnutes |ater Edward
Nor man received into his roomthe
m ni ster and young Morris, and Maxwel |
briefly told the cause of the errand.

"I can give you a place on the
NEWS, " said Norman with his keen | ook
softened by a smle that nmade it
wi nsone. "I want reporters who won't
wor k Sundays. And what is nore, | am
maki ng pl ans for a special kind of
reporting which | believe you can
devel op because you are in synmpathy with
what Jesus woul d do."

He assigned Mirris a definite task,
and Maxwel |l started back to his study,
feeling that kind of satisfaction (and
it is a very deep kind) which a man
feel s when he has been even partly
instrumental in finding an unenpl oyed
person a remunerative position.

He had intended to go right to his
study, but on his way hone he passed by
one of MIton Wight's stores. He
t hought he would sinply step in and
shake hands with his parishioner and bid
hi m God- speed i n what he had heard he
was doing to put Christ into his
busi ness. But when he went into the
office, Wight insisted on detaining him
to talk over sonme of his new pl ans.
Maxwel | asked hinself if this was the
Mlton Wight he used to know, emnently
practical, business-like, according to
t he regul ar code of the business world,
and viewi ng every thing first and
forenmpbst fromthe standpoint of, "WII
it pay?"

"There is no use to disguise the
fact, M. Maxwell, that | have been
conpelled to revolutionize the entire
met hod of ny business since | made that
prom se. | have been doing a great many
things during the last twenty years in
this store that | know Jesus woul d not
do. But that is a small item conpared
wi th the nunber of things |I begin to
bel i eve Jesus would do. My sins of
conmi ssi on have not been as many as
t hose of omission in business
relations.”

"What was the first change you
made?" He felt as if his sernon could



wait for himin his study. As the
interviewwith MIton Wight continued,
he was not so sure but that he had found
material for a sernon without going back
to his study.

"I think the first change | had to
make was in ny thought of my enpl oyees.
| came down here Monday norning after
t hat Sunday and asked nysel f, ' What
woul d Jesus do in His relation to these
cl erks, bookkeepers, office-boys,
draynen, salesnmen? Wuld He try to
establish sone sort of personal relation
to themdifferent fromthat which | have
sustained all these years? | soon
answered this by saying, 'Yes.' Then
canme the question of what that relation
woul d be and what it would lead ne to
do. | did not see how | could answer it
to ny satisfaction without getting al
nmy enpl oyees together and having a talk
with them So | sent invitations to al
of them and we had a neeting out there
i n the warehouse Tuesday night. A good
many things canme out of that neeting.
can't tell you all. | tried to talk with
the men as | inmagined Jesus mght. It
was hard work, for | have not been in
the habit of it, and nust have made sone
m st akes. But | can hardly nmake you
believe, M. Muxwell, the effect of that
meeti ng on sone of the nen. Before it
closed | saw nore than a dozen of them
with tears on their faces. | kept
aski ng, 'What would Jesus do?'" and the
nmore | asked it the farther along it
pushed ne into the nost intimte and
loving relations with the nen who have
worked for nme all these years. Every day
sonmet hing new is comng up and I am
right nowin the mdst of a
reconstruction of the entire business so
far as its notive for being conducted is
concerned. | amso practically ignorant
of all plans for co-operation and its
application to business that | amtrying
to get information fromevery possible
source. | have lately nade a speci al
study of the life of Titus Salt, the
great mll-owner of Bradford, England,
who afterward built that nodel town on
t he banks of the Aire. There is a good
deal in his plans that will help ne. But
| have not yet reached definite
conclusions in regard to all the
details. I am not enough used to Jesus



nmet hods. But see here.”

Wight eagerly reached up into one
of the pigeon holes of his desk and took
out a paper.

"l have sketched out what seens to
me |ike a program such as Jesus m ght go
by in a business like mne. | want you
to tell me what you think of it:

"WHAT JESUS WOULD PROBABLY DO I'N
M LTON WRI GHT* S PLACE AS A
BUSI NESS MAN'

1. He would engage in the, business
first of all for the purpose of
glorifying God, and not for the primry
pur pose of maki ng noney.

2. Al noney that m ght be made he woul d
never regard as his own, but as trust
funds to be used for the good of

humani ty.

3. Hisrelations with all the persons in
his enpl oy would be the nost |oving and
hel pful. He could not hel p thinking of
all of themin the light of souls to be
saved. This thought woul d al ways be
greater than his thought of naking noney
in the business.

4. He woul d never do a single dishonest
or questionable thing or try in any
renotest way to get the advantage of any
one else in the sane business.

5. The principle of unselfishness and
hel pf ul ness in the busi ness woul d direct
all its details.

6. Upon this principle he would shape
the entire plan of his relations to his
enpl oyees, to the people who were his
customers and to the general business
world wi th which he was connect ed.

Henry Maxwel| read this over
slowy. It rem nded himof his own
attenpts the day before to put into a
concrete formhis thought of Jesus
probabl e action. He was very thoughtfu
as he | ooked up and net Wight's eager
gaze.

"Do you believe you can continue to



make your business pay on these |ines?"

"I do. Intelligent unselfishness
ought to be wi ser than intelligent
sel fi shness, don't you think? If the nen
who work as enpl oyees begin to feel a
personal share in the profits of the
busi ness and, nore than that, a persona
| ove for thenselves on the part of the
firm won't the result be nore care
| ess waste, nore diligence, nore
faithful ness?”

"Yes, | think so. A good many other
busi ness nmen don't, do they? I nean as a
general thing. How about your relations
to the selfish world that is not trying
to make noney on Christian principles?"

"That conplicates nmy action, of
course. "

"Does your plan contenplate what is
com ng to be known as co-operation?”

"Yes, as far as | have gone, it
does. As | told you, | am studyi ng out
ny details carefully. | am absolutely
convi nced that Jesus in ny place would
be absol utely unselfish. He would I ove
all these men in Hs enploy. He would
consi der the main purpose of all the
busi ness to be a mutual hel pful ness, and
woul d conduct it all so that God's
ki ngdom woul d be evidently the first
obj ect sought. On those genera
principles, as |I say, | amworKking.
must have tine to conplete the details.™

VWhen Maxwel I finally left he was
profoundly inpressed with the revol ution
t hat was bei ng wought already in the
busi ness. As he passed out of the store
he caught sonething of the new spirit of
the place. There was no m staking the
fact that MIton Wight's new rel ati ons
to his enpl oyees were begi nning even so
soon, after less than two weeks, to
transformthe entire business. This was
apparent in the conduct and faces of the
cl erks.

"I'f he keeps on he will be one of
the nost influential preachers in
Raynmond, " said Maxwel | to hinself when
he reached his study. The question rose
as to his continuance in this course



when he began to | ose nmoney by it, as
was possible. He prayed that the Holy
Spirit, who had shown H nself wth
growi ng power in the conpany of First
Church disciples, mght abide long with
themall. And with that prayer on his
lips and in his heart he began the
preparation of a sernon in which he was
going to present to his people on Sunday
t he subject of the saloon in Raynond, as
he now bel i eved Jesus woul d do. He had
never preached agai nst the saloon in
this way before. He knew that the things
he should say would |l ead to serious
results. Nevertheless, he went on with
his work, and every sentence he wote or
shaped was preceded with the question
"Wul d Jesus say that?" Once in the
course of his study, he went down on his
knees. No one except hinself could know
what that nmeant to him When had he done
that in his preparation of sernons,

bef ore the change that had come into his
t hought of discipl eship? As he viewed
his mnistry now, he did not dare preach
wi t hout praying long for wisdom He no

| onger thought of his dramatic delivery
and its effect on his audience. The
great question with himnow was, "What
woul d Jesus do?"

Sat urday ni ght at the Rectangle
wi t nessed sone of the nost remarkable
scenes that M. Gay and his wife had
ever known. The neetings had intensified
wi th each night of Rachel's singing. A
stranger passing through the Rectangle
in the day-time m ght have heard a good
deal about the neetings in one way and
another. It cannot be said that up to
that Saturday ni ght there was any
appreci able | ack of oaths and inpurity
and heavy drinking. The Rectangl e woul d
not have acknow edged that it was
growi ng any better or that even the
si ngi ng had softened its outward manner
It had too nuch local pride in being
"tough." But in spite of itself there
was a yielding to a power it had never
measured and did not know we enough to
resi st beforehand.

Gray had recovered his voice so
that by Saturday he was able to speak
The fact that he was obliged to use his
voi ce carefully nade it necessary for
the people to be very quiet if they



wanted to hear. Gradually they had cone
to understand that this man was tal ki ng
t hese many weeks and giving his time and
strength to give thema know edge of a
Savior, all out of a perfectly

unsel fish love for them Tonight the
great crowd was as quiet as Henry
Maxwel | ' s decorous audi ence ever was.
The fringe around the tent was deeper
and the sal oons were practically enpty.
The Holy Spirit had cone at |ast, and
Gray knew that one of the great prayers
of his Iife was going to be answered.

And Rachel her singing was the
best, nost wonderful, that Virginia or
Jasper Chase had ever known. They cane
toget her again tonight, this time with
Dr. West, who had spent all his spare
time that week in the Rectangle with
some charity cases. Virginia was at the
organ, Jasper sat on a front seat
| ooki ng up at Rachel, and the Rectangle
swayed as one nman towards the platform
as she sang:

"Just as | am wi thout one plea,

But that Thy bl ood was shed for ne,
And that Thou bidst nme come to Thee,
O Lanb of God, | cone, | cone.”

Gray hardly said a word. He
stretched out his hand with a gesture of
invitation. And down the two aisles of
the tent, broken, sinful creatures, nen
and wonen, stunbled towards the
platform One woman out of the street
was near the organ. Virginia caught the
| ook of her face, and for the first tine
inthe life of the rich girl the thought
of what Jesus was to the sinful wonman
came with a suddenness and power that
was |ike nothing but a new birth.
Virginia left the organ, went to her
| ooked into her face and caught her
hands in her own. The other girl
trenbled, then fell on her knees
sobbi ng, with her head down upon the
back of the rude bench in front of her
still clinging to Virginia. And
Virginia, after a nonment's hesitation
kneel ed down by her and the two heads
wer e bowed cl ose toget her.

But when the people had crowded in
a double row all about the platform
nost of them kneeling and crying, a man



in evening dress, different fromthe

ot hers, pushed through the seats and
canme and kneel ed down by the side of the
drunken man who had di sturbed the
nmeeti ng when Maxwel | spoke. He kneel ed
within a few feet of Rachel Wnslow, who
was still singing softly. And as she
turned for a nmoment and | ooked in his
direction, she was amazed to see the
face of Rollin Page! For a nonent her

voi ce faltered. Then she went on:

"Just as | am thou wilt receive,

WIt wel cone, pardon, cleanse, relieve,
Because Thy promi se | believe

O Lanb of God, | cone, | cone.”

The voice was as the voice of
di vine longing, and the Rectangle for
the tine being was swept into the harbor
of redenptive grace

@.o
CHAPTER TEN

"I'f any man serve nme, let himfoll ow
me. "

I T was nearly mdnight before the
services at the Rectangle closed. Gay
stayed up long into Sunday norning,
praying and talking with a little group
of converts who in the great experiences
of their newlife, clung to the
evangelist with a personal hel pl essness
that made it as inpossible for himto
| eave themas if they had been dependi ng
upon himto save them from physica
deat h. Anong these converts was Rollin
Page.

Virginia and her uncle had gone
home about el even o' cl ock, and Rache
and Jasper Chase had gone with them as
far as the avenue where Virginia |lived.
Dr. West had walked on a little way with
themto his own hone, and Rachel and
Jasper had then gone on together to her
not her' s.

That was a little after eleven. It
was now striking mdnight, and Jasper
Chase sat in his roomstaring at the
papers on his desk and goi ng over the
| ast hal f hour with painful persistence.



He had told Rachel Wnslow of his
| ove for her, and she had not given him
her love in return. It would be
difficult to know what was nost powerful
in the inpulse that had noved himto
speak to her tonight. He had yielded to
his feelings w thout any special thought
of results to hinself, because he had
felt so certain that Rachel woul d
respond to his love. He tried to recal
t he i npressi on she nade on hi mwhen he
first spoke to her.

Never had her beauty and her
strength influenced himas tonight.
VWi | e she was singing he saw and heard
no one else. The tent swarnmed with a
confused crowd of faces and he knew he
was sitting there hetmmed in by a nob of
peopl e, but they had no nmeaning to him
He felt powerless to avoid speaking to
her. He knew he shoul d speak when they
wer e al one.

Now t hat he had spoken, he felt
that he had m sjudged either Rachel or
t he opportunity. He knew, or thought he
knew, that she had begun to care
something for him It was no secret
bet ween themthat the heroine of
Jasper's first novel had been his own
i deal of Rachel, and the hero in the
story was hinmself and they had | oved
each other in the book, and Rachel had
not objected. No one el se knew. The
nanes and characters had been drawn with
a subtle skill that reveal ed to Rachel
when she received a copy of the book
from Jasper, the fact of his |love for
her, and she had not been of fended. That
was nearly a year ago.

Toni ght he recall ed the scene
between themw th every inflection and
nmovenent unerased fromhis nmenory. He
even recalled the fact that he began to
speak just at that point on the avenue
where, a few days before, he had net
Rachel wal king with Rollin Page. He had
wondered at the tinme what Rollin was
sayi ng.

"Rachel ," Jasper had said, and it
was the first tinme he had ever spoken
her first name, "I never knew til
toni ght how much | |oved you. Wy shoul d
| try to conceal any |onger what you



have seen ne | ook? You know I |ove you
as ny life. 1 can no longer hide it from
you if | would."

The first intimation he had of a
repul se was the trenbling of Rachel's
armin his. She had allowed himto speak
and had neither turned her face toward
hi m nor away from him She had | ooked
strai ght on and her voice was sad but
firmand qui et when she spoke.

"Why do you speak to nme now? |
cannot bear it -- after what we have
seen tonight."

"Way -- what -- " he had stammered
and then was silent.

Rachel withdrew her armfromhis
but still wal ked near him Then he had
cried out with the angui sh of one who
begins to see a great |oss facing him
where he expected a great joy.

"Rachel! Do you not |ove ne? |Is not
nmy | ove for you as sacred as anything in
all of life itself?"

She had wal ked silent for a few
steps after that. They passed a street
| anp. Her face was pal e and beauti ful
He had made a novenent to clutch her arm
and she had noved a little farther from
hi m

"No," she had replied. "There was a
time | -- cannot answer for that you --
shoul d not have spoken to nme -- now. "

He had seen in these words his
answer. He was extrenely sensitive.
Not hi ng short of a joyous response to
his own | ove woul d ever have satisfied
him He could not think of pleading with
her .

"Sone time -- when | amnore
wort hy?" he had asked in a | ow voi ce,
but she did not seemto hear, and they
had parted at her hone, and he recall ed
vividly the fact that no good-ni ght had
been sai d.

Now as he went over the brief but
significant scene he | ashed hinself for
his foolish precipitancy. He had not



reckoned on Rachel's tense, passionate
absorption of all her feeling in the
scenes at the tent which were so newin
her m nd. But he did not know her well
enough even yet to understand the
meani ng of her refusal. Wen the clock
in the First Church struck one he was
still sitting at his desk staring at the
| ast page of manuscript of his

unfini shed novel .

Rachel went up to her room and
faced her evening' s experience with
conflicting enotions. Had she ever |oved
Jasper Chase? Yes. No. One nonent she
felt that her life's happi ness was at
stake over the result of her action
Anot her, she had a strange feeling of
relief that she had spoken as she had.
There was one great, overmastering
feeling in her. The response of the
wetched creatures in the tent to her
singing, the swift, powerful, awesone
presence of the Holy Spirit had affected
her as never in all her life before. The
nmonent Jasper had spoken her nane and
she realized that he was telling her of
his I ove she had felt a sudden revul sion
for him as if he should have respected
t he supernatural events they had just
wi tnessed. She felt as if it was not the
time to be absorbed in anything | ess
than the divine glory of those
conversions. The thought that all the
ti me she was singing, with the one
passi on of her soul to touch the
consci ence of that tent full of sin,
Jasper Chase had been unnoved by it
except to |l ove her for herself, gave her
a shock as of irreverence on her part as
well as on his. She could not tell why
she felt as she did, only she knew that
if he had not told her tonight she would
still have felt the sane toward him as
she al ways had. \What was that feeling?
VWat had he been to her? Had she nmade a
m st ake? She went to her book case and
took out the novel which Jasper had
gi ven her. Her face deepened in color as
she turned to certain passages whi ch she
had read often and whi ch she knew Jasper
had witten for her. She read them
agai n. Sonehow they failed to touch her
strongly. She closed the book and let it
lie on the table. She gradually felt
t hat her thought was busy with the
sights she had witnessed in the tent.



Those faces, nen and wonen, touched for
the first time with the Spirit's glory
-- what a wonderful thing life was after
all'! The conpl ete regeneration reveal ed
in the sight of drunken, vile, debauched
humanity kneeling down to give itself to
alife of purity and Christlikeness --
oh, it was surely a witness to the
superhuman in the world! And the face of
Rol lin Page by the side of that

m serabl e weck out of the gutter! She
could recall as if she now saw it,
Virginia crying with her arnms about her
brot her just before she left the tent,
and M. Gay kneeling close by, and the
girl Virginia had taken into her heart
whi | e she whi spered sonething to her
before she went out. Al these pictures
drawn by the Holy Spirit in the human
tragedi es brought to a climax there in

t he nobst abandoned spot in all Raynond,
stood out in Rachel's nenory now, a
menory so recent that her room seened
for the time being to contain all the
actors and their novenents.

"No! No!" she said aloud. "He had
no right to speak after all that! He
shoul d have respected the place where
our thoughts should have been. | am sure
| do not |ove him-- not enough to give
himny lifel"

And after she had thus spoken, the
eveni ng' s experience at the tent cane
crowdi ng in again, thrusting out al
other things. It is perhaps the nost
stri king evidence of the trenmendous
spiritual factor which had now entered
the Rectangl e that Rachel felt, even
when the great |ove of a strong man had
conme very near to her, that the
spiritual manifestation noved her with
an agitation far greater than anything
Jasper had felt for her personally or
she for him

The peopl e of Raynond awoke Sunday
nmorning to a growi ng know edge of events
whi ch were beginning to revol utionize
many of the regular, customary habits of
the town. Al exander Powers' action in
the matter of the railroad frauds had
created a sensation not only in Raynond
but throughout the country. Edward
Norman's daily changes of policy in the
conduct of his paper had startled the



conmuni ty and caused nore conment than
any recent political event. Rache
Wnslow s singing at the Rectangle
nmeeti ngs had made a stir in society and
excited the wonder of all her friends.

Virginia s conduct, her presence
every night with Rachel, her absence
fromthe usual circle of her wealthy,

f ashi onabl e acquai nt ances, had furnished
a great deal of material for gossip and
guestion. In addition to these events
whi ch centered about these persons who
were so well known, there had been al
through the city in very many hones and
i n business and social circles strange
happeni ngs. Nearly one hundred persons
in Henry Maxwel|'s church had made the
pl edge to do everything after asking:
"What woul d Jesus do?" and the result
had been, in many cases, unheard- of
actions. The city was stirred as it had
never been before. As a clinmax to the
week's events had conme the spiritua
mani festation at the Rectangle, and the
announcernent whi ch canme to nost people
before church tine of the actual
conversion at the tent of nearly fifty
of the worst characters in that

nei ghbor hood, together with the con
version of Rollin Page, the well-known
soci ety and cl ub man

It is no wonder that under the
pressure of all this the First Church of
Raynmond cane to the norning service in a
condition that made it quickly sensitive
to any large truth. Perhaps nothing had
ast oni shed the people nore than the
great change that had cone over the
m ni ster, since he had proposed to them
the imtation of Jesus in conduct. The
dramatic delivery of his sernmons no
| onger inmpressed them The self-
sati sfied, contented, easy attitude of
the fine figure and refined face in the
pul pit had been di spl aced by a nmanner
that could not be compared with the old
style of his delivery. The sernpn had
beconme a nmessage. It was no | onger
delivered. It was brought to themwth a
| ove, an earnestness, a passion, a
desire, a humlity that poured its
ent husi asm about the truth and made the
speaker no nore prom nent than he had to
be as the living voice of God. H's
prayers were unlike any the peopl e had



heard before. They were often broken
even once or twi ce they had been
actual ly ungrammatical in a phrase or
two. When had Henry Maxwel |l so far
forgotten hinmself in a prayer as to make
a mstake of that sort? He knew that he
had often taken as much pride in the
diction and delivery of his prayers as
of his sernmobns. WAs it possible he now
so abhorred the el egant refinement of a
formal public petition that he purposely
chose to rebuke hinmself for his previous
preci se manner of prayer? It is nore
likely that he had no thought of al

that. H's great longing to voice the
needs and wants of his people made him
unm ndful of an occasional m stake. It
is certain that he had never prayed so
effectively as he did now.

There are tinmes when a sernon has a
val ue and power due to conditions in the
audi ence rather than to anythi ng new or
startling or eloquent in the words said
or argunents presented. Such conditions
faced Henry Maxwel |l this norning as he
preached agai nst the sal oon, according
to his purpose determ ned on the week
before. He had no new statenents to make

about the evil influence of the sal oon
in Raynond. \What new facts were there?
He had no startling illustrations of the

power of the sal oon in business or
politics. Wat could he say that had not
been said by tenperance orators a great
many tines? The effect of his nmessage
this nmorning owed its power to the
unusual fact of his preaching about the
saloon at all, together with the events
that had stirred the people. He had
never in the course of his ten years
pastorate nentioned the sal oon as
something to be regarded in the |ight of
an eneny, not only to the poor and
tenpted, but to the business life of the
pl ace and the church itsel f. He spoke
now with a freedomthat seened to
measure his conpl ete sense of conviction
that Jesus woul d speak so. At the close
he pl eaded with the people to remenber
the new |ife that had begun at the
Rectangl e. The regular election of city
of ficers was near at hand. The question
of Iicense would be an issue in the

el ecti on. What of the poor creatures
surrounded by the hell of drink while
just beginning to feel the joy of



del i verance from sin? Wo could tel

what depended on their environment? WAs
there one word to be said by the
Christian disciple, business man
citizen, in favor of continuing the
license to crinme and shame- produci ng
institutions? Was not the nost Christian
thing they could do to act as citizens
inthe mtter, fight the saloon at the
polls, elect good nen to the city

of fices, and clean the mnunicipality? How
much had prayers hel ped to make Raynond
better while votes and actions had
really been on the side of the enem es
of Jesus? Wuld not Jesus do this? \Wat
di sciple could imagine Hmrefusing to
suffer or to take up His cross in this
matter? How nuch had the nenbers of the
First Church ever suffered in an attenpt
to imtate Jesus? Was Christi an

di sci pl eship a thing of conscience
simply, of custom of tradition? Were
did the suffering cone in? Was it
necessary in order to follow Jesus
steps to go up Calvary as well as the
Mount of Transfiguration?

H s appeal was stronger at this
poi nt than he knew. It is not too nuch
to say that the spiritual tension of the
peopl e reached its highest point right
there. The imtation of Jesus which had
begun with the volunteers in the church
was working like |leaven in the
organi zati on, and Henry Maxwel | woul d
even thus early in his life have been
amazed if he coul d have neasured the
extent of desire on the part of his
people to take up the cross. Wile he
was speaking this norning, before he
closed with a | oving appeal to the
di sci pl eship of two thousand years
know edge of the Master, nmany a man and
worman in the church was sayi ng as Rache
had said so passionately to her nother
"I want to do sonmething that will cost
me sonething in the way of sacrifice.”
"I am hungry to suffer sonething.”
Truly, Mazzini was right when he said
that no appeal is quite so powerful in
the end as the call: "Cone and suffer.”

The service was over, the great
audi ence had gone, and Maxwel | again
faced the conmpany gathered in the
| ecture roomas on the two previous
Sundays. He had asked all to remain who



had made the pl edge of discipleship, and
any others who w shed to be incl uded.
The after service seened now to be a
necessity. As he went in and faced the
peopl e there his heart trenbled. There
were at | east one hundred present. The
Holy Spirit was never before so

mani fest. He m ssed Jasper Chase. But
all the others were present. He asked
Mlton Wight to pray. The very air was
charged with divine possibilities. \Wat
could resist such a baptism of power?
How had they lived all these years
without it?

They counsel ed together and there
were many prayers. Henry Maxwel | dated
fromthat neeting some of the serious
events that afterward became a part of
the history of the First Church and of
Raynmond. When finally they went hone,
all of themwere inpressed with the
glory of the Spirit's power.

@i
CHAPTER ELEVEN

DONALD MARSH, President of Lincoln
Col | ege, wal ked home with M. Maxwel .

"1 have reached one concl usi on
Maxwel |, " said Marsh, speaking slowy.
"I have found ny cross and it is a heavy
one, but | shall never be satisfied
until | take it up and carry it."
Maxwel | was silent and the President
went on.

"Your sernon today nmade clear to ne
what | have long been feeling |I ought to
do. 'Wiat would Jesus do in nmy place?
have asked the question repeatedly since
| made ny promise. | have tried to
satisfy nyself that He would sinply go
on as | have done, attending to the
duties of my college work, teaching the
classes in Ethics and Phil osophy. But |
have not been able to avoid the feeling
that He woul d do sonething nore. That
something is what | do not want to do.

It will cause me genuine suffering to do
it. | dread it with all my soul. You may
be able to guess what it is.”

"Yes, | think I know. It is ny
cross too. | would al nost rather do any



thing else.”

Donal d Marsh | ooked surprised, then
relieved. Then he spoke sadly but with
great conviction:

"Maxwel I, you and | belong to a
cl ass of professional nen who have
al ways avoi ded the duties of
citizenship. W have lived in a little
world of literature and scholarly
secl usi on, doi ng work we have enjoyed
and shrinking fromthe di sagreeabl e
duties that belong to the life of the
citizen. | confess with shanme that |
have purposely avoi ded the
responsibility that | owe to this city
personal ly. | understand that our city
officials are a corrupt, unprincipled
set of men, controlled in large part by
t he whi skey el ement and thoroughly
selfish so far as the affairs of city
government are concerned. Yet all these
years |, with nearly every teacher in
the coll ege, have been satisfied to |et
other men run the municipality and have
lived in alittle world of nmy own, out
of touch and synpathy with the rea
worl d of the people. 'Wat would Jesus
do?" | have even tried to avoid an
honest answer. | can no |onger do so. MWy
plain duty is to take a personal part in
this comng election, go to the
primaries, throw the weight of ny
i nfl uence, whatever it is, toward the
nom nati on and el ecti on of good nen, and
pl unge into the very depths of the
entire horrible whirlpool of deceit,
bribery, political trickery and
saloonismas it exists in Raynond today.
I would sooner walk up to the mouth of a
cannon any time than do this. | dread it
because | hate the touch of the whole
matter. | would give alnost any thing to
be able to say, 'l do not believe Jesus
woul d do anything of the sort.' But | am
nore and nore persuaded that He woul d.
This is where the suffering comes for
me. It would not hurt nme half so nuch to
| ose ny position or ny hone. | |oathe
the contact with this nunicipal problem
I would so nmuch prefer to remain quietly
in my scholastic life with nmy classes in
Et hi cs and Phil osophy. But the call has
cone to nme so plainly that | cannot
escape. 'Donald Marsh, follow ne. Do
your duty as a citizen of Raynond at the



poi nt where your citizenship will cost
you sonething. Help to cleanse this
muni ci pal stable, even if you do have to
soi|l your aristocratic feelings a
little." Maxwell, this is ny cross, |
nmust take it up or deny ny Lord."

"You have spoken for ne also,"
replied Maxwell with a sad smle. "Wy
should I, sinply because I am a
m ni ster, shelter nyself behind ny
refined, sensitive feelings, and like a
coward refuse to touch, except in a
sernon possibly, the duty of
citizenship? | amunused to the ways of
the political Iife of the city. | have
never taken an active part in any
nom nati on of good men. There are
hundreds of ministers like ne. As a
class we do not practice in the

muni ci pal life the duties and privileges
we preach fromthe pulpit. 'What woul d
Jesus do?" | am now at a point where,
like you, I amdriven to answer the

guestion one way. My duty is plain. |
must suffer. Al ny parish work, all ny
little trials or self-sacrifices are as
nothing to me conpared with the breaking
into ny scholarly, intellectual

sel f-contai ned habits, of this open
coarse, public fight for a clean city
life. 1 could go and live at the
Rectangle the rest of ny life and work
inthe sluns for a bare living, and
could enjoy it nore than the thought of
plunging into a fight for the reform of
this whi skey-ridden city. It would cost
me |l ess. But, like you, | have been
unabl e to shake off ny responsibility.
The answer to the question 'Wat would
Jesus do?' in this case | eaves nme no
peace except when | say, Jesus would
have ne act the part of a Christian
citizen. Marsh, as you say, we

prof essi onal nmen, mnisters, professors,
artists, literary nmen, schol ars, have

al nost invariably been political
cowards. W have avoi ded the sacred
duties of citizenship either ignorantly
or selfishly. Certainly Jesus in our age
woul d not do that. W can do no |ess
than take up this cross, and foll ow
Hm"

The two men wal ked on in sil ence
for a while. Finally President Marsh
sai d:



"We do not need to act alone in
this matter. Wth all the men who have
made the prom se we certainly can have
conpani onshi p, and strength even, of
nunbers. Let us organize the Christian
forces of Raynond for the battle agai nst
rum and corruption. W certainly ought
to enter the primaries with a force that
will be able to do nore than enter a
protest. It is a fact that the sal oon
element is cowardly and easily
frightened in spite of its | aw essness
and corruption. Let us plan a canpaign
that will mean sonething because it is
organi zed righteousness. Jesus woul d use
great wisdomin this matter. He woul d
enpl oy neans. He woul d make | arge pl ans.
Let us do so. If we bear this cross |et
us do it bravely, like nen."

They tal ked over the matter a |ong
time and net again the next day in
Maxwel | ' s study to devel op plans. The
city primaries were called for Friday.
Runors of strange and unknown events to
the average citizen were current that
week in political circles throughout
Raynmond. The Crawford system of
ball oting for nom nations was not in use
inthe state, and the primary was called
for a public nmeeting at the court house.

The citizens of Raynond will never
forget that nmeeting. It was so unlike
any political neeting ever held in
Raynmond before, that there was no
attenpt at conparison. The speci al
officers to be nom nated were nmayor
city council, chief of police, city
clerk and city treasurer

The evening NEWS in its Saturday
edition gave a full account of the
primaries, and in the editorial colums
Edward Nor man spoke with a directness
and conviction that the Christian people
of Raynmond were learning to respect
deeply, because it was so evidently
sincere and unsel fish. A part of that
editorial is also a part of this
history. W quote the follow ng

"It is safe to say that never
before in the history of Raynond was
there a primary like the one in the
court house last night. It was, first of



all, a conplete surprise to the city
politicians who have been in the habit
of carrying on the affairs of the city
as if they owned them and every one

el se was sinply a tool or a cipher. The
overwhel m ng surprise of the wire
pul l ers I ast night consisted in the fact
that a | arge nunber of the citizens of
Raynmond who have heretofore taken no
part in the city's affairs, entered the
primary and controlled it, nom nating
sone of the best nen for all the offices
to be filled at the com ng el ection

"It was a trenmendous | esson in good
citizenship. President Marsh of Lincoln
Col | ege, who never before entered a city
primary, and whose face was not even
known to the ward politicians, nade one
of the best speeches ever made in
Raynmond. It was al nost |udicrous to see
the faces of the nmen who for years have
done as they pl eased, when President
Marsh rose to speak. Many of them asked,
"Who is he?' The consternation deepened
as the primary proceeded and it becane
evident that the oldtine ring of city
rul ers was out nunbered. Rev. Henry
Maxwel | of the First Church, MIlton
Wight, Al exander Powers, Professors
Brown, WIllard and Park of Lincoln
Col l ege, Dr. West, Rev. CGeorge Main of
the Pilgrim Church, Dean Ward of the
Holy Trinity, and scores of well-known
busi ness nmen and professional nmen, nost
of them church nenbers, were present,
and it did not take long to see that
they had all come with the one direct
and definite purpose of nom nating the
best nen possible. Mst of those nen had
never before been seen in a prinmary.
They were conplete strangers to the
politicians. But they had evidently
profited by the politician's methods and
were able by organized and united effort
to nomnate the entire ticket.

"As soon as it becane plain that
the primary was out of their control the
regular ring withdrew in disgust and
nom nat ed anot her ticket. The NEWS
sinmply calls the attention of all decent
citizens to the fact that this [|ast
ticket contains the nanmes of whiskey
men, and the line is sharply and
di stinctly drawn between the sal oon and
corrupt managenent such as we have known



for years, and a cl ean, honest, capabl e,
busi ness-like city adm nistration, such
as every good citizen ought to want. It
is not necessary to rem nd the people of
Raynmond t hat the question of |oca
option cones up at the election. That
will be the nost inportant question on
the ticket. The crisis of our city
affairs has been reached. The issue is
squarely before us. Shall we continue
the rule of rumand boodl e and shanel ess
i nconpet ency, or shall we, as President
Marsh said in his noble speech, rise as
good citizens and begin a new order of

t hi ngs, cleansing our city of the worst
eneny known to nunici pal honesty, and
doing what lies in our power to do with
the ballot to purify our civic life?

"The NEWS is positively and w t hout
reservation on the side of the new
novenent. We shall henceforth do all in
our power to drive out the saloon and
destroy its political strength. W shal
advocate the election of the nen
nom nated by the majority of citizens
met in the first primary and we call
upon all Christians, church nenbers,
| overs of right, purity, tenperance, and
the hone, to stand by President Marsh
and the rest of the citizens who have
t hus begun a | ong-needed reformin our
city."

President Marsh read this editoria
and thanked God for Edward Nornan. At
the sane tine he understood well enough
that every other paper in Raynond was on
the other side. He did not underestinate
t he i mportance and seriousness of the
fight which was only just begun. It was
no secret that the NEWS had | ost
enornously since it had been governed by
the standard of "What woul d Jesus do?"
And the question was, Wuld the
Christian people of Raynond stand by it?
Whul d they make it possible for Norman
to conduct a daily Christian paper? O
woul d the desire for what is called news
in the way of crime, scandal, politica
parti sanship of the regular sort, and a
di slike to chanpion so renarkable a
reformin journalism influence themto
drop the paper and refuse to give it
their financial support? That was, in
fact, the question Edward Norman was
asking even while he wote that Saturday



editorial. He knew well enough that his
actions expressed in that editorial
woul d cost himvery heavily fromthe
hands of many busi ness nen in Raynond.
And still, as he drove his pen over the
paper, he asked anot her question, "What
woul d Jesus do?" That question had
become a part of this whole life now It
was greater than any other.

But for the first tine inits
hi story Raynond had seen the
pr of essi onal nmen, the teachers, the
col | ege professors, the doctors, the
m ni sters, take political action and put
t hensel ves definitely and sharply in
public antagonismto the evil forces
that had so long controll ed the nmachi ne
of rmunici pal governnent. The fact itself
was astoundi ng. President Marsh
acknow edged to hinself with a feeling
of humiliation, that never before had he
known what civic righteousness could
acconplish. Fromthat Friday night's
work he dated for hinself and his
coll ege a new definition of the worn
phrase "the scholar in politics."
Education for himand those who were
under his influence ever after neant
some el ement of suffering. Sacrifice
must now enter into the factor of
devel opnent.

At the Rectangle that week the tide
of spiritual life rose high, and as yet
showed no signs of flow ng back. Rache
and Virginia went every night. Virginia
was rapidly reaching a conclusion wth
respect to a large part of her noney.
She had tal ked it over with Rachel and
they had been able to agree that if
Jesus had a vast anmount of nobney at Hi s
di sposal He might do with some of it as
Virginia planned. At any rate they felt
t hat whatever He might do in such case
woul d have as | arge an el enent of
variety in it as the differences in
persons and circunstances. There coul d
be no one fixed Christian way of using
nmoney. The rule that regulated its use
was unsel fish utility.

But meanwhile the glory of the
Spirit's power possessed all their best
t hought. Night after night that week
wi tnessed miracles as great as wal ki ng
on the sea or feeding the multitude with



a few | oaves and fishes. For what
greater mracle is there than a
regenerate humanity? The transfornmation
of these coarse, brutal, sottish |ives
into praying, rapturous |overs of

Christ, struck Rachel and Virginia every
time with the feeling that people may
have had when they saw Lazarus wal k out
of the tonb. It was an experience ful

of profound excitement for them

Rollin Page canme to all the
nmeetings. There was no doubt of the
change that had come over him Rache
had not yet spoken much with him He was
wonderfully quiet. It seenmed as if he
was thinking all the tine. Certainly he
was not the same person. He tal ked nore
with Gay than with any one else. He did
not avoid Rachel, but he seened to
shrink from any appearance of seemng to
renew t he acquai ntance with her. Rache
found it even difficult to express to
hi m her pleasure at the new life he had
begun to know. He seened to be waiting
to adjust hinmself to his previous
rel ations before this newlife began. He
had not forgotten those relations. But
he was not yet able to fit his
consci ousness into new ones.

The end of the week found the
Rect angl e struggling hard between two
m ghty opposing forces. The Holy Spirit
was battling with all H's supernatura
strength agai nst the sal oon devil which
had so long held a jeal ous grasp on its
slaves. If the Christian people of
Raynmond once coul d realize what the
contest nmeant to the souls newy
awakened to a purer life it did not seem
possi ble that the election could result
in the old systemof |icense. But that
remai ned yet to be seen. The horror of
the daily surroundi ngs of many of the
converts was slowy burning its way into
t he know edge of Virginia and Rachel
and every night as they went uptown to
their |uxurious honmes they carried heavy
hearts.

"A good many of these poor
creatures will go back again," Gay
woul d say with sadness too deep for
tears. "The environnent does have a good
deal to do with the character. It does
not stand to reason that these people



can al ways resist the sight and snell of
the devilish drink about them O Lord,
how | ong shall Christian people continue
to support by their silence and their
ball ots the greatest form of slavery
known in America?"

He asked the question, and did not
have nmuch hope of an i medi ate answer.
There was a ray of hope in the action of
Friday night's primary, but what the
result would be he did not dare to
antici pate. The whi skey forces were
organi zed, alert, aggressive, roused
i nto unusual hatred by the events of the
| ast week at the tent and in the city.
Wuld the Christian forces act as a unit
agai nst the saloon? O would they be
di vi ded on account of their business
interests or because they were not in
the habit of acting all together as the
whi skey power always di d? That remai ned
to be seen. Meanwhile the sal oon reared
itself about the Rectangle like sonme
deadly viper hissing and coiling, ready
to strike its poison into any unguarded
part.

Sat urday afternoon as Virginia was
just stepping out of her house to go and
see Rachel to talk over her new plans, a
carriage drove up containing three of
her fashionable friends. Virginia went
out to the drive-way and stood there
talking with them They had not cone to
make a formal call but wanted Virginia
to go driving with themup on the
boul evard. There was a band concert in
t he park. The day was too pleasant to be
spent i ndoors.

"Where have you been all this tine,
Vi rgi ni a?" asked one of the girls,
tappi ng her playfully on the shoul der
with a red silk parasol. "W hear that
you have gone into the show business.
Tell us about it."

Virginia colored, but after a
nmonent's hesitation she frankly told
somet hi ng of her experience at the
Rectangle. The girls in the carriage
began to be really interested.

"I tell you, girls, let's go
"slunming’ with Virginia this afternoon
i nstead of going to the band concert.



I've never been down to the Rectangle.
I"ve heard it's an awful w cked pl ace
and lots to see. Virginia will act as
guide, and it would be" -- "real fun"
she was going to say, but Virginia's

| ook made her substitute the word
"interesting."

Virginia was angry. At first
t hought she said to herself she would
never go under such circunstances. The
other girls seenmed to be of the sane
mnd with the speaker. They chined in
wi th earnestness and asked Virginia to
take them down there

Suddenly she sawin the idle
curiosity of the girls an opportunity.
They had never seen the sin and m sery
of Raynmond. Wy shoul d they not see it,
even if their notive in going down there
was sinply to pass away an afternoon

"Very well, I'"lIl go with you. You
must obey ny orders and let ne take you
where you can see the nost," she said,
as she entered the carriage and took the
seat beside the girl who had first
suggested the trip to the Rectangle.

@z
CHAPTER TWELVE

"For | conme to set a man at variance
agai nst his father, and the daughter
agai nst her nother, and the daughter-in-
| aw agai nst her nother-in-law, and a
man's foes shall be they of his own
househol d. "

"Be ye therefore imtators of God, as
bel oved children; and walk in | ove, even
as Christ also |oved you."

"HADN T we better take a policeman
al ong?" said one of the girls with a
nervous laugh. "It really isn't safe
down there, you know. "

"There's no danger,"
briefly.

said Virginia

"Is it true that your brother
Rol | i n has been converted?" asked the
first speaker, |ooking at Virginia
curiously. It inpressed her during the



drive to the Rectangle that all three of
her friends were regarding her with
close attention as if she were peculiar

"Yes, he certainly is.”

"I understand he is going around to
the clubs talking with his old friends
there, trying to preach to them Doesn't
that seem funny?" said the girl with the
red silk parasol

Virginia did not answer, and the
other girls were beginning to feel sober
as the carriage turned into a street
| eading to the Rectangle. As they neared
the district they grew nore and nore
nervous. The sights and snells and
sounds whi ch had becone famliar to
Virginia struck the senses of these
refined, delicate society girls as
somet hing horrible. As they entered
farther into the district, the Rectangle
seened to stare as with one great,
bl eary, beer-soaked countenance at this
fine carriage with its | oad of
fashi onably dressed young womnen.

"SIl unm ng" had never been a fad with
Raynmond society, and this was perhaps
the first time that the two had cone
together in this way. The girls felt
that instead of seeing the Rectangle
they were bei ng nade the objects of
curiosity. They were frightened and
di sgust ed.

"Let's go back. I've seen enough,”
said the girl who was sitting with
Vi rginia.

They were at that noment just
opposite a notorious sal oon and ganbling
house. The street was narrow and the
si dewal k crowded. Suddenly, out of the
door of this saloon a young wonman
reel ed. She was singing in a broken
drunken sob that seened to indicate that
she partly realized her awful condition
"Just as | am w thout one plea" -- and
as the carriage rolled past she |eered
at it, raising her face so that Virginia
saw it very close to her own. It was the
face of the girl who had kneel ed
sobbing, that night with Virginia
kneel i ng besi de her and praying for her

"Stop!" cried Virginia, notioning



to the driver who was | ooki ng around.
The carriage stopped, and in a nonment
she was out and had gone up to the girl
and taken her by the arm "Loreen!" she
said, and that was all. The girl | ooked
into her face, and her own changed into
a |l ook of utter horror. The girls in the
carriage were snmtten into hel pl ess

ast oni shnrent. The sal oon- keeper had cone
to the door of the sal oon and was
standi ng there | ooking on with his hands
on his hips. And the Rectangle fromits
wi ndows, its saloon steps, its filthy

si dewal k, gutter and roadway, paused,
and wi th undi sgui sed wonder stared at
the two girls. Over the scene the warm
sun of spring poured its nmellow light. A
faint breath of nusic fromthe band-
stand in the park floated into the

Rect angl e. The concert had begun, and
the fashion and wealth of Raynond were
di spl ayi ng thensel ves up town on the
boul evard.

VWhen Virginia left the carriage and
went up to Loreen she had no definite
idea as to what she would do or what the
result of her action would be. She
sinmply saw a soul that had tasted of the
joy of a better life slipping back again
into its old hell of shanme and deat h.
And before she had touched the drunken
girl's armshe had asked only one
guestion, "What woul d Jesus do?" That
guesti on was becoming with her, as with
many others, a habit of life.

She | ooked around now as she stood
cl ose by Loreen, and the whol e scene was
cruelly vivid to her. She thought first
of the girls in the carriage.

"Drive on; don't wait for ne. | am
going to see ny friend hone," she said
cal My enough.

The girl with the red paraso
seened to gasp at the word "friend,"
when Virginia spoke it. She did not say
anyt hi ng.

The other girls seened speechl ess.

"Go on. | cannot go back with you,"
said Virginia. The driver started the
horses slowly. One of the girls | eaned a
little out of the carriage.



"Can't we -- that is -- do you want
our hel p? Couldn't you -- "

"No, no!" exclaimed Virginia. "You
cannot be of any help to ne."

The carriage nmoved on and Virginia
was al one with her charge. She | ooked up
and around. Many faces in the crowd were
synpat hetic. They were not all cruel or
brutal. The Holy Spirit had softened a
good deal of the Rectangle.

"Wher e does she |ive?" asked
Vi rginia.

No one answered. It occurred to
Virginia afterward when she had tine to
think it over, that the Rectangle showed
a delicacy inits sad silence that would
have done credit to the boul evard. For
the first time it flashed across her
that the i mortal being who was flung
i ke wreckage upon the shore of this
early hell called the saloon, had no
pl ace that could be called home. The
girl suddenly wenched her armfrom
Virginia s grasp. In doing so she nearly
threw Virgi nia down.

"You shall not touch ne! Leave ne!
Let me go to hell! That's where
bel ong! The devil is waiting for nme. See
him " she excl ai med hoarsely. She turned
and pointed with a shaking finger at the
sal oon- keeper. The crowd | aughed.
Virginia stepped up to her and put her
arm about her.

"Loreen," she said firmy, "cone
with ne. You do not belong to hell. You
bel ong to Jesus and He will save you.
Cone. "

The girl suddenly burst into tears.
She was only partly sobered by the shock
of meeting Virginia.

Virginia | ooked around agai n.
"Where does M. Gay |live?" she asked.
She knew that the evangelist boarded
sonmewhere near the tent. A nunber of
voi ces gave the direction

"Cone, Loreen, | want you to go
with ne to M. Gay's," she said, still



keepi ng her hold of the swaying,
trenbling creature who noaned and sobbed
and now clung to her as firmy as before
she had repul sed her

So the two noved on through the
Rectangl e toward the evangelist's
| odgi ng pl ace. The sight seened to
i npress the Rectangle seriously. It
never took itself seriously when it was
drunk, but this was different. The fact
that one of the richest, nost
beautifully- dressed girls in al
Raynmond was taking care of one of the
Rect angl e' s nost noted characters, who
reel ed al ong under the influence of
liquor, was a fact astoundi ng enough to
throw nore or less dignity and
i nportance about Loreen herself. The
event of Loreen's stunbling through the
gutter dead-drunk always nade the
Rect angl e | augh and jest. But Loreen
staggering along with a young lady from
the society circles uptown supporting
her, was another thing. The Rectangle
viewed it with soberness and nore or
| ess wondering admration.

VWhen they finally reached M.
Gray's | odging place the woman who
answered Virginia' s knock said that both
M. and Ms. Gay were out somewhere and
woul d not be back until six o'clock.

Virginia had not planned anything
farther than a possible appeal to the
Grays, either to take charge of Loreen
for a while or find sone safe place for
her until she was sober. She stood now
at the door after the woman had spoken
and she was really at a loss to know
what to do. Loreen sank down stupidly on
the steps and buried her face in her
arnms. Virginia eyed the miserable figure
of the girl with a feeling that she was
afraid woul d grow i nto di sgust.

Finally a thought possessed her
that she coul d not escape. Wat was to
hi nder her fromtaking Loreen hone with
her? Why shoul d not this honel ess,
wr et ched creature, reeking with the
fumes of liquor, be cared for in
Virginia' s owmn home instead of being
consigned to strangers in sonme hospita
or house of charity? Virginia really
knew very little about any such pl aces



of refuge. As a matter of fact, there
were two or three such institutions in
Raynmond, but it is doubtful if any of

t hem woul d have taken a person like
Loreen in her present condition. But
that was not the question with Virginia
just now. "Wiat would Jesus do with
Loreen?" That was what Virginia faced,
and she finally answered it by touching
the girl again.

"Loreen, come. You are going home
with me. We will take the car here at
t he corner."

Loreen staggered to her feet and,
to Virginia' s surprise, made no trouble.
She had expected resistance or a
stubborn refusal to nove. When they
reached the corner and took the car it
was nearly full of people going uptown.
Virginia was painfully conscious of the
stare that greeted her and her conpani on
as they entered. But her thought was
directed nore and nore to the
approachi ng scene wth her grandnother
VWhat woul d Madam Page say?

Loreen was nearly sober now. But
she was lapsing into a state of stupor
Virginia was obliged to hold fast to her
arm Several times the girl |urched
heavi | y agai nst her, and as the two went
up the avenue a curious crowd of
so-called civilized people turned and
gazed at them Wen she nmounted the
steps of her handsone house Virginia
breathed a sigh of relief, even in the
face of the interviewwth the
grandnot her, and when the door shut and
she was in the wide hall with her
honel ess outcast, she felt equal to
anyt hi ng that m ght now cone.

Madam Page was in the library.
Hearing Virginia come in, she canme into
the hall. Virginia stood there
supporting Loreen, who stared stupidly
at the rich magnificence of the
furni shi ngs around her.

"G andnot her, " Virgi nia spoke
wi t hout hesitation and very clearly, "I
have brought one of ny friends fromthe
Rectangle. She is in trouble and has no
hone. | amgoing to care for her here a
little while."



Madam Page gl anced from her
granddaughter to Loreen in astoni shnent.

"Did you say she is one of your
friends?" she asked in a cold, sneering
voi ce that hurt Virginia nore than
anyt hi ng she had yet felt.

"Yes, | said so." Virginia's face
flushed, but she seened to recall a
verse that M. Gay had used for one of
his recent sernons, "A friend of
publ i cans and sinners." Surely, Jesus
woul d do this that she was doing.

"Do you know what this girl is?"
asked Madam Page, in an angry whi sper
steppi ng near Virginia.

"I know very well. She is an
outcast. You need not tell ne,
grandnmot her. | know it even better than
you do. She is drunk at this m nute. But
she is also a child of God. | have seen
her on her knees, repentant. And | have
seen hell reach out its horrible fingers
after her again. And by the grace of
Christ | feel that the least that |I can
do is to rescue her from such peril.
G andnot her, we call ourselves
Christians. Here is a poor, lost human
creature without a home, slipping back
into alife of msery and possibly
eternal |oss, and we have nore than
enough. | have brought her here, and
shal | keep her."

Madam Page gl ared at Virginia and
cl enched her hands. Al this was
contrary to her social code of conduct.
How coul d society excuse famliarity
with the scumof the streets? Wat woul d
Virginia' s action cost the fanmly in the
way of criticismand |oss of standing,
and all that long |ist of necessary
rel ati ons whi ch people of wealth and
position nmust sustain to the | eaders of
soci ety? To Madam Page soci ety
represented nore than the church or any
other institution. It was a power to be
feared and obeyed. The | oss of its good-
will was a |l oss nore to be dreaded than
anyt hi ng except the I oss of wealth
itself.

She stood erect and stern and



confronted Virginia, fully roused and
determ ned. Virginia placed her arm
about Loreen and calmy | ooked her
grandnot her in the face.

"You shall not do this, Virginial
You can send her to the asylumfor
hel pl ess wonmren. W can pay all the
expenses. We cannot afford for the sake
of our reputations to shelter such a
person."

"Grandnother, | do not wish to do
anything that is displeasing to you, but
I must keep Loreen here tonight, and
longer if it seens best.”

"Then you can answer for the
consequences! | do not stay in the sane
house with a nmiserable -- " Madam Page
| ost her self-control. Virginia stopped
her before she coul d speak the next
wor d.

"CGrandnot her, this house is mne
It is your hone with ne as |ong as you
choose to remain. But in this matter
must act as | fully believe Jesus woul d
inm place. | amwlling to bear al
that society may say or do. Society is
not nmy God. By the side of this poor
soul | do not count the verdict of
soci ety as of any value."

"I shall not stay here, then!" said
Madam Page. She turned suddenly and
wal ked to the end of the hall. She then
canme back, and going up to Virginia
said, with an enphasis that reveal ed her
i ntensi ve excitenment of passion

"You can al ways renmenber that you
have driven your grandnother out of your
house in favor of a drunken woman;"
then, without waiting for Virginiato
reply, she turned again and went
upstairs. Virginia called a servant and
soon had Loreen cared for. She was fast
| apsing into a wetched condition
During the brief scene in the hall she
had clung to Virginia so hard that her
armwas sore fromthe clutch of the
girl's fingers.

Virginia did not know whet her her
grandnot her woul d | eave the house or
not. She had abundant neans of her own,



was perfectly well and vigorous and
capabl e of caring for herself. She had
sisters and brothers living in the South
and was in the habit of spending severa
weeks in the year with them Virginia
was not anxi ous about her welfare as far
as that went. But the interview had been
a painful one. Going over it, as she did
in her room before she went down to tea,
she found little cause for regret. "What
woul d Jesus do?" There was no question
in her mnd that she had done the right
thing. If she had made a mistake, it was
one of judgment, not of heart.
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WHEN the bell rang for tea she went
down and her grandnother did not appear
She sent a servant to her room who
brought back word that Madam Page was
not there. Afew mnutes later Rollin
cane in. He brought word that his
grandnot her had taken the evening train
for the South. He had been at the
station to see sone friends off, and had
by chance net his grandnot her as he was
com ng out. She had told himher reason
for going.

Virginia and Rollin conforted each
other at the tea table, |ooking at each
other with earnest, sad faces.

"Rollin," said Virginia, and for
the first time, alnost, since his
conversion she realized what a wonderfu
thing her brother's changed |ife neant
to her, "do you blane nme? AmI| wong?"

"No, dear, | cannot believe you
are. This is very painful for us. But if
you think this poor creature owes her
safety and sal vation to your persona
care, it was the only thing for you to
do. OVirginia, to think that we have
all these years enjoyed our beautiful
hone and all these luxuries selfishly,
forgetful of the nmultitudes like this
woman! Surely Jesus in our places would
do what you have done."

And so Rollin conforted Virginia
and counseled with her that evening. And
of all the wonderful changes that she



henceforth was to know on account of her
great pledge, nothing affected her so
powerfully as the thought of Rollin's
change of life. Truly, this man in
Christ was a new creature. A d things
wer e passed away. Behold, all things in
hi m had becone new.

Dr. West came that evening at
Virginia s sunmons and did everything
necessary for the outcast. She had drunk
herself alnost into delirium The best
that could be done for her now was qui et
nur si ng and careful watching and
personal love. So, in a beautiful room
with a picture of Christ wal king by the
sea hanging on the wall, where her
bewi | dered eyes caught daily sonething
nmore of its hidden neaning, Loreen |ay,
tossed she hardly knew how into this
haven, and Virginia crept nearer the
Master than she had ever been, as her
heart went out towards this w eck which
had thus been flung torn and beaten at
her feet.

Meanwhi | e the Rectangle awaited the
i ssue of the election with nore than
usual interest; and M. Gay and his
wi fe wept over the poor, pitiful
creatures who, after a struggle with
surroundi ngs that daily tenpted them
too often wearied of the struggle and,
like Loreen, threw up their arms and
went whirling over the cataract into the
boi l i ng abyss of their previous
condi ti on.

The after-neeting at the First
Church was now eagerly established
Henry Maxwel|l went into the |ecture-room
on the Sunday succeedi ng the week of the
primary, and was greeted with an
ent husi asm that nmade himtrenbl e at
first for its reality. He noted again
t he absence of Jasper Chase, but all the
others were present, and they seened
drawn very close together by a bond of
common fell owshi p that denmanded and
enj oyed mutual confidences. It was the
general feeling that the spirit of Jesus
was the spirit of very open, frank
confession of experience. It seened the
nmost natural thing in the world,
therefore, for Edward Nornman to be
telling all the rest of the company
about the details of his newspaper.



"The fact is, | have lost a great
deal of noney during the last three
weeks. | cannot tell just how much. | am
| osing a great nmany subscribers every
day. "

"What do the subscribers give as
their reason for dropping the paper?"
asked M. Maxwell. Al the rest were
listening eagerly.

"There are a good many different
reasons. Some say they want a paper that
prints all the news; neaning, by that,
the crime details, sensations |like prize
fights, scandals and horrors of various
kinds. OGthers object to the
di sconti nuance of the Sunday edition. |
have | ost hundreds of subscribers by
that action, although | have nmade
sati sfactory arrangenments with many of
the ol d subscribers by giving them even
nmore in the extra Saturday edition than
they formerly had in the Sunday issue.
My greatest |oss has cone froma falling
off in advertisenents, and fromthe
attitude I have felt obliged to take on
political questions. The |last action has
really cost me nore than any other. The
bul k of my subscribers are intensely
partisan. | may as well tell you al
frankly that if I continue to pursue the
pl an which | honestly believe Jesus
woul d pursue in the matter of politica
i ssues and their treatnment froma
non- parti san and noral standpoint, the
NEWS wi |l not be able to pay its
operati ng expenses unless one factor in
Raynmond can be depended on."

He paused a nmonment and the room was
very quiet. Virginia seened specially
interested. Her face glowed with
interest. It was like the interest of a
person who had been thinking hard of the
same thing which Norman went on to
nmention.

"That one factor is the Christian
el ement in Raynond. Say the NEW5 has
| ost heavily fromthe dropping off of
peopl e who do not care for a Christian
daily, and fromothers who sinply | ook
upon a newspaper as a purveyor of al
sorts of material to anuse or interest
them are there enough genuine Christian



peopl e in Raynond who will rally to the
support of a paper such as Jesus woul d
probably edit? or are the habits of the
church people so firmy established in
their demand for the regul ar type of
journalismthat they will not take a
paper unless it is stripped |argely of
the Christian and noral purpose? | may
say in this fellowship gathering that
owi ng to recent conplications in ny
busi ness affairs outside of ny paper |
have been obliged to | ose a | arge part
of my fortune. | had to apply the sanme
rul e of Jesus' probable conduct to
certain transactions with other nmen who
did not apply it to their conduct, and
the result has been the |oss of a great
deal of noney. As | understand the
prom se we nmade, we were not to ask any
question about 'WII it pay? but all
our action was to be based on the one
guestion, 'What woul d Jesus do?" Acting
on that rule of conduct, | have been
obliged to lose nearly all the noney I
have accumul ated in ny paper. It is not
necessary for nme to go into details.
There is no question with me now, after
the three weeks' experience | have had,
that a great many nmen woul d | ose vast
sunms of noney under the present system
of business if this rule of Jesus was
honestly applied. |I nmention ny |loss here
because | have the fullest faith in the
final success of a daily paper conducted
on the lines | have recently laid down,
and | had planned to put into it ny
entire fortune in order to win fina
success. As it is now, unless, as |
said, the Christian people of Raynond,

t he church nenbers and prof essing

di sciples, will support the paper wth
subscriptions and adverti senents,

cannot continue its publication on the
present basis."

Virgi nia asked a question. She had
followed M. Norman's confession with
t he nobst intense eagerness.

"Do you nmean that a Christian daily
ought to be endowed with a | arge sum
like a Christian college in order to
make it pay?"

"That is exactly what | nmean. | had
laid out plans for putting into the NEWS
such a variety of material in such a



strong and truly interesting way that it
woul d nore than nake up for whatever was
absent fromits colums in the way of
un-Christian matter. But ny plans called
for a very |large output of noney. | am
very confident that a Christian daily
such as Jesus woul d approve, containing
only what He would print, can be nade to
succeed financially if it is planned on
the right lines. But it will take a

| arge sum of npney to work out the

pl ans. "

"How much, do you think?" asked
Virginia quietly.

Edward Nornman | ooked at her keenly,
and his face flushed a nonent as an idea
of her purpose crossed his mnd. He had
known her when she was a little girl in
t he Sunday-school, and he had been on
inti mte business relations with her
fat her.

"I should say half a mllion
dollars in a town |ike Raynond coul d be
wel | spent in the establishment of a
paper such as we have in mnd," he
answered. His voice trenbled a little.
The keen [ ook on his grizzled face
flashed out with a stern but thoroughly
Christian anticipation of great
achi evenents in the world of newspaper
life, as it had opened up to himw thin
the |l ast few seconds.

"Then," said Virginia, speaking as
if the thought was fully considered, "I
amready to put that anount of noney
into the paper on the one condition, of
course, that it be carried on as it has
been begun.™

"Thank God!" exclaimed M. Maxwel |
softly. Norman was pale. The rest were
| ooking at Virginia. She had nore to
say.

"Dear friends," she went on, and
there was a sadness in her voice that
made an inpression on the rest that
deepened when they thought it over

afterwards, "I do not want any of you to
credit me with an act of great
generosity. | have come to know lately

that the noney which | have called ny
own is not mne, but God's. If I, as



steward of Hi s, see sone wise way to
invest Hs noney, it is not an occasion
for vainglory or thanks from any one
simply because | have proved in ny
admi ni stration of the funds He has asked
me to use for His glory. | have been
thi nking of this very plan for sonme
tinme. The fact is, dear friends, that in
our comng fight with the whiskey power
in Raynond -- and it has only just begun
-- we shall need the NEWS to chanpion
the Christian side. You all know that
all the other papers are for the sal oon
As long as the sal oon exists, the work
of rescuing dying souls at the Rectangle
is carried on at a terrible
di sadvant age. What can M. Gray do with
hi s gospel neetings when half his
converts are drinking people, daily
tenpted and enticed by the sal oon on
every corner? It would be giving up to
the enenmy to allow the NEWS to fail.
have great confidence in M. Norman's
ability. I have not seen his plans, but
I have the sane confidence that he has
in maki ng the paper succeed if it is
carried forward on a | arge enough scal e.
| cannot believe that Christian
intelligence in journalismw Il be
inferior to un-Christian intelligence,
even when it cones to naking the paper
pay financially. So that is ny reason
for putting this noney -- God's, not

mne -- into this powerful agent for
doi ng as Jesus would do. If we can keep
such a paper going for one year, | shal

be willing to see that ampunt of noney
used in that experinment. Do not thank
me. Do not consider ny doing it a
wonder ful thing. What have | done with
CGod' s noney all these years but gratify
my own selfish personal desires? \Wat
can | do with the rest of it but try to
make sone reparation for what | have

stolen from God? That is the way | | ook
at it now | believe it is what Jesus
woul d do."

Over the | ecture-room swept that
unseen yet distinctly felt wave of
Di vi ne Presence. No one spoke for a
while. M. Mxwell standing there, where
the faces lifted their intense gaze into
his, felt what he had already felt -- a
strange setting back out of the
ni neteenth century into the first, when
the disciples had all things in comon,



and a spirit of fellowship nust have
flowed freely between them such as the
First Church of Raynond had never before
known. How nuch had his church

menber shi p known of this fellowship in
daily interests before this little
conpany had begun to do as they believed
Jesus would do? It was with difficulty

t hat he thought of his present age and
surroundi ngs. The same thought was
present with all the rest, also. There
was an unspoken conradeshi p such as they
had never known. It was present with
themwhile Virginia was speaki ng, and
during the silence that followed. If it
had been defined by any of themit would
per haps have taken some such shape as

this: "If | shall, in the course of ny
obedi ence to nmy prom se, neet with | oss
or trouble in the world, I can depend

upon t he genuine, practical synpathy and
fell owship of any other Christian in
this room who has, with nme, nmade the

pl edge to do all things by the rule,
"What woul d Jesus do?'"

Al this, the distinct wave of
spiritual power enphasized. It had the
effect that a physical mracle may have
had on the early disciples in giving
thema feeling of confidence in the Lord
that hel ped themto face | oss and
martyrdom wi th courage and even j oy.

Before they went away this tine
there were several confidences |ike
t hose of Edward Norman's. Sone of the
young nmen told of |oss of places ow ng
to their honest obedience to their
prom se. Al exander Powers spoke briefly
of the fact that the Comm ssion had
prom sed to take action on his evidence
at the earliest date possible.

He was engaged at his old work of
tel egraphy. It was a significant fact
that, since his action in resigning his
position, neither his wife nor daughter
had appeared in public. No one but
hi nsel f knew the bitterness of that
fam |y estrangenment and m sunder st andi ng
of the higher notive. Yet many of the
di sciples present in the neeting carried
simlar burdens. These were things which
they could not tal k about. Henry
Maxwel |, from his know edge of his
peopl e, could al nmost certainly know that



obedi ence to their pledge had produced
in the heart of famlies separation of
synpat hy and even the introduction of
enmty and hatred. Truly, a man's foes
are they of his own househol d when the
rule of Jesus is obeyed by some and

di sobeyed by others. Jesus is a great
divider of life. One nust wal k paralle
with Hmor directly across H s way.
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BUT nore than any other feeling at
this nmeeting rose the tide of fell owship
for one another. Maxwell watched it,
trenbling for its climx which he knew
was not yet reached. Wen it was, where
would it lead then? He did not know, but
he was not unduly alarmed about it. Only
he wat ched with grow ng wonder the
results of that sinple pronmise as it was
bei ng obeyed in these various lives.
Those results were already being felt
all over the city. Who could neasure
their influence at the end of a year?

One practical formof this
fell owship showed itself in the
assurances whi ch Edward Norman recei ved
of support for his paper. There was a
general flocking toward hi mwhen the
nmeeting cl osed, and the response to his
appeal for help fromthe Christian
di sciples in Raynond was fully
understood by this little conpany. The
val ue of such a paper in the hones and
in behal f of good citizenship,
especially at the present crisis in the
city, could not be nmeasured. It remained
to be seen what coul d be done now t hat
t he paper was endowed so liberally. But
it still was true, as Norman insisted,
t hat noney al one coul d not nake the
paper a power. It nust receive the
support and synpathy of the Christians
in Raynond before it could be counted as
one of the great forces of the city.

The week that followed this Sunday
neeti ng was one of great excitenent in
Raynmond. It was the week of the
el ection. President Marsh, true to his
prom se, took up his cross and bore it
manful Iy, but with shuddering, wth
groans and even tears, for his deepest



convi ction was touched, and he tore

hi nsel f out of the scholarly seclusion
of years with a pain and angui sh that
cost himnore than anything he had ever
done as a follower of Christ. Wth him
were a few of the coll ege professors who
had made the pledge in the First Church
Their experience and suffering were the
sanme as his; for their isolation from
all the duties of citizenship had been
the sane. The sanme was al so true of
Henry Maxwel |, who plunged into the
horror of this fight agai nst whiskey and
its allies with a sickening dread of
each day's new encounter with it. For
never before had he borne such a cross.
He staggered under it, and in the brief
interval s when he cane in fromthe work
and sought the quiet of his study for
rest, the sweat broke out on his
forehead, and he felt the actual terror
of one who marches into unseen, unknown
horrors. Looking back on it afterwards
he was amazed at his experience. He was
not a coward, but he felt the dread that
any man of his habits feels when
confronted suddenly with a duty which
carries with it the doing of certain
things so unfanmiliar that the actual
details connected with it betray his

i gnorance and fill himw th the shanme of
hum I'i ation.

VWhen Sat urday, the election day,
canme, the excitement rose to its height.
An attenpt was made to close all the
saloons. It was only partly successful
There was a great deal of drinking going
on all day. The Rectangle boiled and
heaved and cursed and turned its worst
side out to the gaze of the city. Gay
had continued his neetings during the
week, and the results had been even
greater than he had dared to hope. When
Saturday cane, it seenmed to himthat the
crisis in his work had been reached. The
Holy Spirit and the Satan of rum seened
to rouse up to a desperate conflict. The
nmore interest in the neetings, the nore
ferocity and vil eness outside. The
sal oon men no | onger conceal ed their
feelings. Open threats of violence were
made. Once during the week Gray and his
little conmpany of hel pers were assail ed
with mssiles of various kinds as they
left the tent late at night. The police
sent down a special force, and Virginia



and Rachel were al ways under the
protection of either Rollin or Dr. West.
Rachel's power in song had not

di m ni shed. Rather, with each night, it
seened to add to the intensity and
reality of the Spirit's presence.

Gray had at first hesitated about
havi ng a nmeeting that night. But he had
a sinple rule of action, and was al ways
guided by it. The Spirit seened to | ead
himto continue the neeting, and so
Sat urday ni ght he went on as usual

The excitenment all over the city
had reached its clinmax when the polls
cl osed at six o'clock. Never before had
t here been such a contest in Raynond.
The issue of |license or no-license had
never been an issue under such
circunst ances. Never before had such
elements in the city been arrayed
agai nst each other. It was an unheard- of
thing that the President of Lincoln
Col | ege, the pastor of the First Church
the Dean of the Cathedral, the
professional nmen living in fine houses
on the boul evard, should conme personally
into the wards, and by their presence
and their exanple represent the
Christian conscience of the place. The
ward politicians were astoni shed at the
sight. However, their astonishnment did
not prevent their activity. The fight
grew hotter every hour, and when six
o' cl ock cane neither side could have
guessed at the result with any
certainty. Every one agreed that never
bef ore had there been such an el ection
i n Raynond, and both sides awaited the
announcenent of the result with the
greatest interest.

It was after ten o' clock when the
nmeeting at the tent was closed. It had
been a strange and, in sone respects, a
remar kabl e nmeeting. Maxwel | had cone
down again at Gray's request. He was
conpletely worn out by the day's work,
but the appeal from Gay came to himin
such a formthat he did not feel able to
resist it. President Marsh was al so
present. He had never been to the
Rectangl e, and his curiosity was aroused
from what he had noticed of the
i nfl uence of the evangelist in the worst
part of the city. Dr. West and Rollin



had come with Rachel and Virginia; and
Loreen, who still stayed with Virginia,
was present near the organ, in her right
m nd, sober, with a humlity and dread
of herself that kept her as close to
Virginia as a faithful dog. Al through
the service she sat with bowed head,
weeping a part of the tinme, sobbing when
Rachel sang the song, "I was a wandering
sheep, " clinging with al nost visible,
tangi bl e yearning to the one hope she
had found, listening to prayer and
appeal and confession all about her I|ike
one who was a part of a new creation

yet fearful of her right to share in it
fully.

The tent had been crowded. As on
some ot her occasions, there was nore or
| ess di sturbance on the outside. This
had i ncreased as the night advanced, and
Gray thought it wise not to prolong the
servi ce.

Once in a while a shout as froma
| arge crowd swept into the tent. The
returns fromthe el ection were begi nning
to cone in, and the Rectangl e had
enpti ed every | odgi ng house, den and
hovel into the streets.

In spite of these distractions
Rachel's singing kept the crowd in the
tent fromdissolving. There were a dozen
or nore conversions. Finally the people
becane restless and Gray closed the
service, remaining a little while with
the converts.

Rachel, Virginia, Loreen, Rollin
and the Doctor, President Marsh, M.
Maxwel | and Dr. West went out together,
intending to go down to the usua
waiting place for their car. As they
canme out of the tent they were at once
aware that the Rectangle was trenbling
on the verge of a drunken riot, and as
t hey pushed through the gathering nobs
in the narrow streets they began to
realize that they thenselves were
objects of great attention

"There he is -- the bloke in the
tall hat! He's the | eader! shouted a
rough voice. President Marsh, with his
erect, commandi ng figure, was
conspicuous in the little conpany.



"How has the election gone? It is
too early to know the result yet, isn't
it?" He asked the question aloud, and a
man answer ed:

"They say second and third wards
have gone al nost solid for no-license.
If that is so, the whiskey nmen have been
beaten.”

"Thank God! | hope it is true!”
excl ai med Maxwel . "Marsh, we are in
danger here. Do you realize our
situation? W ought to get the ladies to
a place of safety.”

"That is true,"” said Marsh gravely.
At that nonent a shower of stones and
other mssiles fell over them The
narrow street and sidewal k in front of
t hem was conpl etely choked with the
wor st el ements of the Rectangle.

"This | ooks serious,"” said Maxwell.
Wth Marsh and Rollin and Dr. West he
started to go forward through a smal
opening, Virginia, Rachel, and Loreen
followi ng cl ose and sheltered by the
men, who now realized something of their
danger. The Rectangl e was drunk and
enraged. It saw in Marsh and Maxwel | two
of the leaders in the election contest
whi ch had perhaps robbed them of their
bel oved sal oon.

"Down with the aristocrats!”
shouted a shrill voice, nore like a
wonman's than a man's. A shower of nud
and stones foll owed. Rachel renenbered
afterwards that Rollin junped directly
in front of her and received on his head
and chest a nunber of blows that woul d
probably have struck her if he had not
shi el ded her fromthem

And just then, before the police
reached them Loreen darted forward in
front of Virginia and pushed her aside,
| ooki ng up and screamng. It was so
sudden that no one had tine to catch the
face of the one who did it. But out of
t he upper w ndow of a room over the
very sal oon where Loreen had cone out a
week before, someone had thrown a heavy
bottle. It struck Loreen on the head and
she fell to the ground. Virginia turned



and instantly kneel ed down by her. The
police officers by that tinme had reached
the little conpany.

Presi dent Marsh rai sed his arm and
shout ed over the how that was begi nni ng
torise fromthe wild beast in the nob.

"Stop! You've killed a wonan!" The
announcenent partly sobered the crowd.

"I's it true?" Maxwell asked it, as
Dr. West kneel ed on the other side of
Loreen, supporting her.

"She's dying!" said Dr. West
briefly.

Loreen opened her eyes and sniled
at Virginia, who wi ped the blood from
her face and then bent over and kissed
her. Loreen sniled again, and the next
m nute her soul was in Paradise.

And yet this is only one wonman out
of thousands killed by this drink evil.
Crowd back, now, ye sinful men and wonen
inthis filthy street! Let this august
dead form be borne through your
stupefied, sobered ranks! She was one of
your own children. The Rectangl e had
stanped the i mage of the beast on her
Thank H m who died for sinners that the
ot her image of a new soul now shi nes out
of her pale clay. Crowd back! G ve them
room Let her pass reverently, foll owed
and surrounded by the weepi ng, awestruck
conpany of Christians. Ye killed her, ye
drunken murderers! And yet -- and yet --
O Christian Arerica, who killed this
woman? Stand back! Silence, there!l A
woman has been killed. Who? Loreen.
Child of the streets. Poor, drunken
vile sinner. O Lord God, how | ong, how
I ong? Yes. The saloon killed her; that
is, the Christians of Anerica, who
license the sal oon. And the Judgnent Day
only shall declare who was the nurderer
of Loreen.
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"He that followeth nme shall not walk in
dar kness. "



THE body of Loreen lay in state at
t he Page mansion on the avenue. It was
Sunday norni ng and the cl ear sweet
spring air, just beginning to breathe
over the city the perfume of early
bl ossons in the woods and fields, swept
over the casket from one of the open
wi ndows at the end of the grand hall.
The church bells were ringing and peopl e
on the avenue going by to service turned
curious, inquiring |l ooks up at the great
house and then went on, tal king of the
recent events which had so strangely
entered into and nade history in the
city.

At the First Church, M. Naxwell,
bearing on his face marks of the scene
he had been through, confronted an
i mense congregation, and spoke to it
with a passion and a power that cane so
natural ly out of the profound
experi ences of the day before that his
people felt for himsonmething of the old
feeling of pride they once had in his
dramatic delivery. Only this was with a
different attitude. And all through his
i npassi oned appeal this norning, there
was a note of sadness and rebuke and
stern condemmation that nade many of the
menbers pale with sel f-accusation or
wi th inward anger.

For Raynond had awakened t hat
nmorning to the fact that the city had
gone for license after all. The runor at
the Rectangle that the second and third
war ds had gone no-1license proved to be
false. It was true that the victory was
won by a very neager nmjority. But the
result was the sanme as if it had been
overwhel m ng. Raynond had voted to
continue for another year the sal oon
The Christians of Raynond stood
condemmed by the result. Mre than a
hundred professing Christian disciples
had failed to go to the polls, and many
nore than that nunber had voted with the
whi skey nen. If all the church nenbers
of Raynond had voted agai nst the sal oon
it would today be outlawed instead of
crowned king of the nunicipality. For
t hat had been the fact in Raynond for
years. The sal oon rul ed. No one denied
that. What woul d Jesus do? And this
worman who had been brutally struck down
by the very hand that had assisted so



eagerly to work her earthly ruin what of
her? Was it anything nore than the

| ogi cal sequence of the whole horrible
system of license, that for another year
the very sal oon that received her so

of ten and conpassed her degradation
from whose very spot the weapon had been
hurl ed that struck her dead, would, by
the | aw which the Christian peopl e of
Raynmond voted to support, perhaps open
its doors tonorrow and damm a hundred
Loreens before the year had drawn to its
bl oody cl ose?

Al this, with a voice that rang
and trenbl ed and broke in sobs of
angui sh for the result, did Henry
Maxwel | pour out upon his people that
Sunday norni ng. And nen and wonen wept
as he spoke. President Marsh sat there,
his usual erect, handsone, firm bright
sel f-confident bearing all gone; his
head bowed upon his breast, the great
tears rolling down his cheeks, unm ndfu
of the fact that never before had he
shown outward enotion in a public
service. Edward Norman near by sat with
his clear-cut, keen face erect, but his
lip trenbled and he clutched the end of
the pewwith a feeling of enotion that
struck deep into his know edge of the
truth as Maxwel |l spoke it. No man had
given or suffered nore to influence
public opinion that week than Norman
The thought that the Christian
consci ence had been aroused too |late or
too feebly, lay with a wei ght of
accusation upon the heart of the editor
VWhat if he had begun to do as Jesus
woul d have done, | ong ago? Wo coul d
tell what m ght have been acconpli shed
by this tinel And up in the choir,
Rachel Wnslow, with her face bowed on
the railing of the oak screen, gave way
to a feeling which she had not all owed
yet to master her, but it so unfitted
her for her part that when M. Maxwell
finished and she tried to sing the
closing solo after the prayer, her voice
broke, and for the first tine in her
life she was obliged to sit down,
sobbi ng, and unable to go on.

Over the church, in the silence
that followed this strange scene, sobs
and the noi se of weeping arose. Wen had
the First Church yielded to such a



bapti sm of tears? Wat had becone of its
regul ar, precise, conventional order of
servi ce, undisturbed by any vul gar
enotion and unnoved by any foolish
excitement? But the people had lately
had t heir deepest convictions touched.
They had been living so long on their
surface feelings that they had al nost
forgotten the deeper wells of life. Now
that they had broken the surface, the
peopl e were convicted of the meaning of
t heir di scipl eship.

M. Maxwel |l did not ask, this
nmorni ng, for volunteers to join those
who had al ready pl edged to do as Jesus
woul d. But when the congregation had
finally gone, and he had entered the
| ecture-room it needed but a glance to
show himthat the original conpany of
foll owers had been | argely increased.
The nmeeting was tender; it glowed with
the Spirit's presence; it was alive with
strong and | asting resolve to begin a
war on the whi skey power in Raynond t hat
woul d break its reign forever. Since the
first Sunday when the first conpany of
vol unt eers had pl edged thensel ves to do
as Jesus woul d do, the different
meeti ngs had been characterized by
di stinct inpul ses or inpressions. Today,
the entire force of the gathering seened
to be directed to this one large
purpose. It was a neeting full of broken
prayers of contrition, of confession, of
strong yearning for a new and better
city life. And all through it ran one
general cry for deliverance fromthe
saloon and its awful curse.

But if the First Church was deeply
stirred by the events of the |ast week,
the Rectangle also felt noved strangely
inits own way. The death of Loreen was
not initself so renmarkable a fact. It
was her recent acquai ntance with the
people fromthe city that lifted her
i nto special prom nence and surrounded
her death with nore than ordinary
i nportance. Every one in the Rectangle
knew that Loreen was at this nonent
lying in the Page mansion up on the
avenue. Exaggerated reports of the
magni fi cence of the casket had al ready
furni shed material for eager gossip. The
Rect angl e was excited to know t he
details of the funeral. Wuld it be



public? What did Mss Page intend to do?
The Rectangl e had never before mngled
even in this distant personal nanner
with the aristocracy on the boul evard.
The opportunities for doing so were not
frequent. Gray and his wife were

besi eged by inquirers who wanted to know
what Loreen's friends and acquai nt ances
were expected to do in paying their |ast
respects to her. For her acquai ntance
was | arge and many of the recent
converts were anong her friends.

So that is how it happened that
Monday afternoon, at the tent, the
funeral service of Loreen was held
bef ore an i mense audi ence that choked
the tent and overfl owed beyond al
previ ous bounds. Gray had gone up to
Virginia's and, after talking it over
with her and Maxwel |, the arrangenent
had been nade.

"I am and al ways have been opposed
to large public funerals," said G ay,
whose conpl ete whol esonme sinmplicity of
character was one of its great sources
of strength; "but the cry of the poor
creatures who knew Loreen is so earnest
that | do not know how to refuse this
desire to see her and pay her poor body
sonme last little honor. What do you
think, M. Muxwell? | will be guided by
your judgment in the matter. | am sure
t hat whatever you and M ss Page think
best, will be right."

"I feel as you do," replied M.
Maxwel | . "Under the circunstances | have
a great distaste for what seens |ike
di splay at such tinmes. But this seens
different. The people at the Rectangle
will not come here to service. | think
the nost Christian thing will be to let
t hem have the service at the tent. Do
you think so, Mss Virginia?"

"Yes," said Virginia. "Poor soul!
do not know but that sonme tinme | shal
know she gave her life for mne. W
certainly cannot and will not use the
occasion for vul gar display. Let her
friends be allowed the gratification of
their wishes. | see no harmin it."

So the arrangenents were nade, wth
some difficulty, for the service at the



tent; and Virginia with her uncle and
Rol I'i n, acconpani ed by Maxwel |, Rache
and President Marsh, and the quartet
fromthe First Church, went down and
wi t nessed one of the strange things of
their lives.

It happened that that afternoon a
somewhat noted newspaper correspondent
was passing through Raynond on his way
to an editorial convention in a
nei ghboring city. He heard of the
contenpl ated service at the tent and
went down. Hi s description of it was
witten in a graphic style that caught
the attention of very many readers the
next day. A fragment of his account
bel ongs to this part of the history of
Raynond:

"There was a very uni que and
unusual funeral service held here this
afternoon at the tent of an evangeli st,
Rev. John Gray, down in the slum
district known as the Rectangle. The
occasi on was caused by the killing of a
worman during an el ection riot |ast
Saturday night. It seens she had been
recently converted during the
evangel i st's neetings, and was killed
while returning fromone of the neetings
in conpany with other converts and sone
of her friends. She was a common street
drunkard, and yet the services at the
tent were as inpressive as any | ever
wi tnessed in a netropolitan church over
t he nost distinguished citizen

"In the first place, a nost
exqui site anthem was sung by a trained
choir. It struck ne, of course -- being
a stranger in the place -- with
consi derabl e astoni shnment to hear voices
i ke those one naturally expects to hear
only in great churches or concerts, at
such a nmeeting as this. But the nost
remar kabl e part of the nusic was a solo
sung by a strikingly beautiful young
woman, a Mss Wnslow who, if | renmenber
right, is the young singer who was
sought for by Crandall the nmanager of
Nati onal Opera, and who for sone reason
refused to accept his offer to go on the
stage. She had a nobst wonderful nanner
in singing, and everybody was weeping
bef ore she had sung a dozen words. That,
of course, is not so strange an effect



to be produced at a funeral service, but
the voice itself was one of thousands. |
understand M ss Wnslow sings in the
First Church of Raynond and coul d
probably command al nost any salary as a
public singer. She will probably be
heard from soon. Such a voice could w n
its way anywhere.

"The service aside fromthe singing
was peculiar. The evangelist, a man of
apparently very sinple, unassun ng
style, spoke a few words, and he was
followed by a fine-looking nan, the Rev.
Henry Maxwel |, pastor of the First
Church of Raynmond. M. Maxwel |l spoke of
the fact that the dead wonman had been
fully prepared to go, but he spoke in a
peculiarly sensitive manner of the
effect of the |iquor business on the
lives of nmen and wonen |ike this one.
Raynmond, of course, being a railroad
town and the centre of the great packing
interests for this region, is full of
sal oons. | caught fromthe mnister's
remarks that he had only recently
changed his views in regard to |icense.
He certainly made a very striking
address, and yet it was in no sense
i nappropriate for a funeral

"Then fol |l owed what was perhaps the
queer part of this strange service. The
worren in the tent, at least a |large part
of themup near the coffin, began to
sing in a soft, tearful way, 'I was a
wanderi ng sheep.' Then while the singing
was goi ng on, one row of women stood up
and wal ked sl owy past the casket, and
as they went by, each one placed a
flower of some kind upon it. Then they
sat down and another row filed past,
leaving their flowers. Al the time the
singi ng continued softly like rain on a
tent cover when the wind is gentle. It
was one of the sinplest and at the sanme
time one of the nost inpressive sights |
ever witnessed. The sides of the tent
were up, and hundreds of people who
could not get in, stood outside, all as
still as death itself, with wonderfu
sadness and solemity for such rough
| ooki ng peopl e. There nmust have been a
hundred of these wonen, and | was told
many of them had been converted at the
nmeetings just recently. | cannot
describe the effect of that singing. Not



a man sang a note. Al wonen's voices,
and so soft, and yet so distinct, that
the effect was startling.

"The service closed with another
solo by Mss Wnslow, who sang, 'There
were ninety and nine.' And then the
evangel i st asked themall to bow their
heads while he prayed. | was obliged in
order to catch ny train to | eave during
the prayer, and the last view | caught
of the service as the train went by the
shops was a sight of the great crowd
pouring out of the tent and formng in
open ranks while the coffin was borne
out by six of the wonen. It is a long
time since | have seen such a picture in
this unpoetic Republic."

If Loreen's funeral inpressed a
passing stranger like this, it is not
difficult to i magi ne the profound
feelings of those who had been so
intimately connected with her life and
deat h. Not hing had ever entered the
Rectangl e that had noved it so deeply as
Loreen's body in that coffin. And the
Holy Spirit seened to bless with special
power the use of this sensel ess clay.
For that night He swept nore than a
score of lost souls, nostly wonen, into
the fold of the Good Shepherd.

It should be said here that M.
Maxwel | ' s st at enents concerning the
openi ng of the sal oon from whose w ndows
Loreen had been killed, proved nearly
exactly true. It was formally cl osed
Monday and Tuesday while the authorities
made arrests of the proprietors charged
with the murder. But nothing could be
proved agai nst any one, and before
Sat urday of that week the sal oon was
running as regularly as ever. No one on
the earth was ever punished by earthly
courts for the nurder of Loreen.

@6
CHAPTER SI XTEEN

No one in all Raynond, including
the Rectangle, felt Loreen's death nore
keenly than Virginia. It canme like a
di stinct personal loss to her. That
short week while the girl had been in
her home had opened Virginia's heart to



a newlife. She was talking it over with
Rachel the day after the funeral. Thee
were sitting in the hall of the Page
mansi on.

"I amgoing to do sonething with ny
nmoney to help those wonen to a better
life." Virginia | ooked over to the end
of the hall where, the day before,
Loreen's body had lain. "I have deci ded
on a good plan, as it seens to nme. |
have tal ked it over with Rollin. He wll
devote a large part of his noney also to
t he sane plan.”

"How much nmoney have you, Virginia
to give in this way?" asked Rachel
Once, she woul d never have asked such a
personal question. Now, it seened as
natural to tal k frankly about noney as
about anything el se that bel onged to
God.

"l have avail able for use at | east
four hundred and fifty-thousand dol |l ars.
Rollin has as nmuch nore. It is one of
his bitter regrets now that his
extravagant habits of life before his
conversion practically threw away hal f
that father left him W are both eager
to make all the reparation in our power.
"What woul d Jesus do with this noney?

W& want to answer that question honestly
and wi sely. The noney | shall put into
the NEWs is, | amconfident, in a line
with H's probable action. It is as
necessary that we have a Christian daily
paper in Raynond, especially now that we
have the sal oon influence to neet, as it
is to have a church or a college. So

am satisfied that the five hundred

t housand dollars that M. Norman will
know how to use so well will be a
powerful factor in Raynond to do as
Jesus woul d.

"About ny other plan, Rachel, |
want you to work with me. Rollin and
are going to buy up a large part of the
property in the Rectangle. The field
where the tent nowis, has been in
litigation for years. W nmean to secure
the entire tract as soon as the courts
have settled the title. For sone tine |
have been naking a special study of the
various fornms of college settlenents and
resi dence net hods of Christian work and



Institutional church work in the heart
of great city sluns. | do not know that
| have yet been able to tell just what
is the wisest and nost effective kind of
wor k that can be done in Raynond. But |
do know this much. My noney -- | nean
God's, which he wants ne to use -- can
bui | d whol esone | odgi ng- houses, refuges
for poor wonen, asylunms for shop girls,
safety for many and many a lost girl
like Loreen. And | do not want to be
sinmply a di spenser of this noney. God
help nel | do want to put nyself into
the problem But you know, Rachel,

have a feeling all the time that al

that limtless noney and linmtless
personal sacrifice can possibly do, wll
not really |l essen very nuch the awful
condition at the Rectangle as long as
the saloon is legally established there.
I think that is true of any Christian
wor k now being carried on in any great
city. The saloon furnishes material to
be saved faster than the settlenent or
resi dence or rescue mssion work can
save it."

Virgi nia suddenly rose and paced
the hall. Rachel answered sadly, and yet
with a note of hope in her voice:

"It is true. But, Virginia, what a
wonder ful anmpbunt of good can be done
with this noney! And the sal oon cannot
al ways remain here. The time nust cone
when the Christian forces in the city
will triumph.”

Vi rgi ni a paused near Rachel, and
her pale, earnest face lighted up

"l believe that too. The nunber of
t hose who have prom sed to do as Jesus
would is increasing. If we once have,
say, five hundred such disciples in
Raynmond, the sal oon is dooned. But now,

dear, | want you to look at your part in
this plan for capturing and saving the
Rectangl e. Your voice is a power. | have

had many ideas lately. Here is one of
them You could organize anong the girls
a Musical Institute; give themthe
benefit of your training. There are sone
spl endid voices in the rough there. D d
any one ever hear such singing as that
yest erday by those wonen? Rachel, what a
beautiful opportunity! You shall have



the best of material in the way of
organs and orchestras that noney can
provi de, and what cannot be done with
music to win souls there into higher and
purer and better |iving?"

Before Virgi nia had ceased speaking
Rachel's face was perfectly transforned
with the thought of her life work. It
flowed into her heart and mind |like a
flood, and the torrent of her feeling
overflowed in tears that could not be
restrained. It was what she had dreaned
of doing herself. It represented to her
sonet hing that she felt was in keeping
with a right use of her talent.

"Yes," she said, as she rose and
put her arm about Virginia, while both
girls in the excitenment of their

ent husi asm paced the hall. "Yes, | wll
gladly put ny life into that kind of
service. | do believe that Jesus woul d

have ne use ny life in this way.
Virginia, what mracles can we not
acconplish in humanity if we have such a
| ever as consecrated noney to nove
things with!"

"Add to it consecrated persona
ent husiasm like yours, and it certainly
can acconplish great things," said
Virginia smling. And before Rache
could reply, Rollin cane in.

He hesitated a nonment, and then was
passing out of the hall into the library
when Virginia called himback and asked
some questions about his work.

Rol | in came back and sat down, and
toget her the three discussed their
future plans. Rollin was apparently
entirely free fromenbarrassnent in
Rachel's presence while Virginia was
with them only his manner with her was
al nost precise, if not cold. The past
seened to have been entirely absorbed in
hi s wonderful conversion. He had not
forgotten it, but he seened to be
conpl etely caught up for this present
time in the purpose of his newlife.
After a while Rollin was called out, and
Rachel and Virginia began to tal k of
ot her things.

"By the way, what has becone of



Jasper Chase?" Virginia asked the
guestion innocently, but Rachel flushed
and Virginia added with a smle, "I
suppose he is witing another book. Is
he going to put you into this one,
Rachel ? You know | al ways suspected
Jasper Chase of doing that very thing in
his first story."

"Virginia," Rachel spoke with the
frankness that had al ways exi sted
between the two friends, "Jasper Chase

told me the other night that he -- in
fact -- he proposed to nme -- or he
would, if "

Rachel stopped and sat with her
hands cl asped on her lap, and there were
tears in her eyes.

"Virginia, | thought a little while
ago | loved him as he said he | oved ne.
But when he spoke, ny heart felt
repel led, and | said what | ought to
say. | told himno. | have not seen him
since. That was the night of the first
conversions at the Rectangle."

"I amglad for you,"
quietly.

said Virginia

"Why?" asked Rachel a little
startl ed.

"Because, | have never really |iked
Jasper Chase. He is too cold and -- | do
not like to judge him but | have al ways
di strusted his sincerity in taking the
pl edge at the church with the rest.”

Rachel | ooked at Virginia
t hought ful ly.

"I have never given ny heart to him
I am sure. He touched ny enotions, and
admired his skill as a witer. | have
t hought at times that | cared a good
deal for him | think perhaps if he had
spoken to nme at any other time than the

one he chose, | could easily have
persuaded nyself that | |oved him But
not now. "

Agai n Rachel paused suddenly, and
when she | ooked up at Virginia again
there were tears on her face. Virginia
came to her and put her arm about her



tenderly.

Wen Rachel had |eft the house,
Virginia sat in the hall thinking over
t he confidence her friend had just shown
her. There was sonmething still to be
told, Virginia felt sure from Rachel's
manner, but she did not feel hurt that
Rachel had kept back sonething. She was
sinmply consci ous of nmore on Rachel's
m nd than she had reveal ed.

Very soon Rollin came back, and he
and Virginia, armin armas they had
|ately been in the habit of doing,
wal ked up and down the long hall. It was
easy for their talk to settle finally
upon Rachel because of the place she was
to occupy in the plans which were being
made for the purchase of property at the
Rect angl e.

"Did you ever know of a girl of
such really gifted powers in vocal nusic
who was willing to give her life to the
peopl e as Rachel is going to do? She is
going to give nusic lessons in the city,
have private pupils to nake her living,
and then give the people in the
Rectangl e the benefit of her culture and
her voice."

"It is certainly a very good
exanpl e of self-sacrifice,"” replied
Rollin alittle stiffly.

Virginia |l ooked at hima little
sharply. "But don't you think it is a
very unusual exanple? Can you inmagine --
" here Virginia named hal f a dozen
famous opera singers -- "doing anything
of this sort?"

"No, | cannot,"” Rollin answered
briefly. "Neither can | imgine Mss --
" he spoke the nane of the girl with the
red parasol who had begged Virginia to
take the girls to the Rectangle -- ™
doi ng what you are doing, Virginia."

"Any nore than | can inmagine M. --
Vi rgi ni a spoke the nane of a young
soci ety | eader "going about to the clubs
doi ng your work, Rollin." The two wal ked
on in silence for the length of the
hal I .



"Comi ng back to Rachel," began
Virginia, "Rollin, why do you treat her
with such a distinct, precise manner?
think, Rollin -- pardon ne if | hurt you
-- that she is annoyed by it. You need
to be on easy ternms. | don't think
Rachel |ikes this change."

Rol i n suddenly stopped. He seened
deeply agitated. He took his arm from
Virginia s and wal ked al one to the end
of the hall. Then he returned, with his
hands behi nd him and stopped near his
sister and said, "Virginia, have you not
| earned ny secret?"

Virginia | ooked bew | dered, then
over her face the unusual color crept,
showi ng that she under st ood.

"I have never |oved any one but
Rachel Wnslow " Rollin spoke calmy
enough now. "That day she was here when
you tal ked about her refusal to join the
concert conpany, | asked her to be ny
wi fe; out there on the avenue. She
refused ne, as | knew she woul d. And she
gave as her reason the fact that | had
no purpose in life, which was true
enough. Now that | have a purpose, now
that 1 ama new nan, don't you see,
Virginia, howinpossible it is for me to
say anything? | owe my very conversion
to Rachel's singing. And yet that night
whi | e she sang | can honestly say that,
for the tinme being, | never thought of
her voice except as God's nessage.
believe that all ny personal |ove for
her was for the tine nerged into a
personal love to ny God and ny Saviour."
Rollin was silent, then he went on with
nore enotion. "I still love her,
Virginia. But | do not think she ever
could love nme." He stopped and | ooked
his sister in the face with a sad smile.

"l don't know about that," said
Virginia to herself. She was noting
Rol lin's handsone face, his marks of
di ssipation nearly all gone now, the
firmlips showi ng manhood and cour age,
the clear eyes looking into hers
frankly, the formstrong and graceful
Rollin was a man now. Wy shoul d not
Rachel come to love himin time? Surely
the two were well fitted for each other
especially now that their purpose in



life was noved by the same Christian
force.

She said sonmething of all this to
Rol l'in, but he did not find nuch
confort. \Wen they closed the interview,
Virginia carried away the inpression
that Rollin nmeant to go his way with his
chosen work, trying to reach the
fashi onabl e nmen at the clubs, and while
not avoi di ng Rachel, seeking no
occasions for neeting her. He was
di strustful of his power to control his
feeling. And Virginia could see that he
dreaded even the thought of a second
refusal in case he did | et Rachel know
that his love was still the sane.

@v
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

THE next day she went down to the
NEWS of fice to see Edward Norman and
arrange the details of her part in the
est abl i shnent of the paper on its new
foundati on. M. Maxwel|l was present at
this conference, and the three agreed
t hat whatever Jesus would do in detai
as editor of a daily paper, He would be
gui ded by the sanme general principles
that directed H's conduct as the Saviour
of the world.

"I have tried to put down here in
concrete formsone of the things that it
has seened to nme Jesus would do," said
Edward Nornman. He read from a paper
lying on his desk, and Maxwel | was
rem nded again of his own effort to put
into witten formhis own conception of
Jesus' probable action, and al so of
Mlton Wight's sane attenpt in his
busi ness.

"l have headed this, 'Wat would
Jesus do as Edward Nornman, editor of a
dai ly newspaper in Raynond?

"1. He would never allow a sentence or a
picture in his paper that could be

call ed bad or coarse or inpure in any
way.

"2. He woul d probably conduct the
political part of the paper fromthe
st andpoi nt of non-partisan patriotism



al ways | ooki ng upon all politica
guestions in the light of their relation
to the Ki ngdom of God, and advocati ng
nmeasures fromthe standpoint of their
relation to the welfare of the people,

al ways on the basis of 'What is right?
never on the basis of 'Wat is for the
best interests of this or that party?
In other words, He would treat al
political questions as he would treat
every ot her subject, fromthe standpoint
of the advancenent of the Ki ngdom of Cod
on earth."

Edward Nornman | ooked up fromthe
readi ng a nonent. "You understand that
is my opinion of Jesus' probable action
on political matters in a daily paper.
am not passing judgnment on ot her
newspaper nen who may have a different
conception of Jesus' probable action
frommne. | amsinply trying to answer
honestly, 'Wat would Jesus do as Edward
Nor man?' And the answer | find is what |
have put down.'

"3. The end and aimof a daily paper
conducted by Jesus would be to do the
will of God. That is, H's main purpose
in carrying on a newspaper would not be
to make noney, or gain politica

i nfluence; but Hs first and ruling

pur pose woul d be to so conduct his paper
that it would be evident to all his
subscribers that He was trying to seek
first the Kingdom of God by nmeans of H s
paper. This purpose woul d be as distinct
and unquestioned as the purpose of a

m ni ster or a mssionary or any

unsel fish martyr in Christian work
anywher e.

"4. Al questionable advertisenents
woul d be i npossi bl e.

"5. The relations of Jesus to the
enpl oyees on the paper would be of the
nost | oving character.”

"So far as | have gone," said
Nor man agai n | ooki ng up, "I am of
opi nion that Jesus woul d enpl oy
practically some formof co-operation
that would represent the idea of a
mutual interest in a business where al
were to nove together for the sane great
end. | am working out such a plan, and



amconfident it will be successful. At
any rate, once introduce the el ement of
personal love into a business like this,
take out the selfish principle of doing
it for personal profits to a man or
conpany, and | do not see any way except
the nost | oving personal interest
between editors, reporters, pressnen,
and all who contribute anything to the
life of the paper. And that interest
woul d be expressed not only in the
personal |ove and synpathy but in a
sharing with the profits of the

busi ness. "

"6. As editor of a daily paper today,
Jesus woul d give large space to the work
of the Christian world. He would devote
a page possibly to the facts of Reform
of soci ol ogi cal probl ens, of
institutional church work and simlar
novenent s.

"7. He would do all in H's power in H's
paper to fight the sal oon as an eneny of
t he human race and an unnecessary part
of our civilization. He would do this
regardl ess of public sentinent in the
matter and, of course, always regardl ess
of its effect upon Hi s subscription
[ist."

Agai n Edward Nor man | ooked up. "I
state ny honest conviction on this
point. O course, | do not pass judgnent
on the Christian nen who are editing
ot her kinds of papers today. But as |
interpret Jesus, | believe He would use
the influence of H's paper to renove the
sal oon entirely fromthe political and
social life of the nation."

"8. Jesus would not issue a Sunday
edition.

"9. He would print the news of the world
t hat peopl e ought to know. Anmpng the
things they do not need to know, and

whi ch woul d not be published, would be
accounts of brutal prize-fights, |ong
accounts of crinmes, scandals in private
famlies, or any other human events
which in any way would conflict with the
first point nmentioned in this outline.

"10. If Jesus had the ampunt of noney to
use on a paper which we have, He would



probably secure the best and strongest
Christian men and wonen to co-operate
with himin the matter of contributions.
That will be ny purpose, as | shall be
able to show you in a few days.

"11. Whatever the details of the paper

m ght demand as the paper devel oped
along its definite plan, the main
principle that guided it would al ways be
t he establishment of the Kingdom of Cod
inthe world. This |large genera
principle would necessarily shape al

the detail ."

Edward Norman fini shed readi ng the
pl an. He was very thoughtful

"I have merely sketched a faint
outline. I have a hundred ideas for
maki ng the paper powerful that | have
not thought out fully as yet. This is
sinmply suggestive. | have talked it over
wi th ot her newspaper nen. Sonme of them
say | will have a weak, nanby-panby
Sunday- school sheet. If | get out
somet hing as good as a Sunday-school it
will be pretty good. Why do nen, when
they want to characterize sonething as
particularly feeble, always use a
Sunday- school as a conparison, when they
ought to know that the Sunday-school is
one of the strongest, nost powerful
influences in our civilization in this
country today? But the paper will not
necessarily be weak because it is good.
Good things are nore powerful than bad.
The question with nme is largely one of
support fromthe Christian people of
Raynmond. There are over twenty thousand
church nenbers here in this city. If
hal f of themw |l stand by the NEW5 its
life is assured. What do you think
Maxwel |, of the probability of such
support ?"

"I don't know enough about it to
give an intelligent answer. | believe
in the paper with all ny heart. If it
lives a year, as Mss Virginia said,
there is no telling what it can do. The
great thing will be to issue such a
paper, as near as we can judge, as Jesus
probably would, and put into it all the
el ements of Christian brains, strength,
intelligence and sense; and command
respect for freedom from bigotry,



fanatici sm narrowness and anything el se
that is contrary to the spirit of Jesus.
Such a paper will call for the best that
human t hought and action is capabl e of
giving. The greatest minds in the world
woul d have their powers taxed to the
utnost to issue a Christian daily."
"Yes," Edward Nornman spoke hunbly.
"I shall nmake a great many m stakes, no
doubt. | need a great deal of w sdom
But | want to do as Jesus woul d. ' What
would He do?' | have asked it, and shal
continue to do so, and abide by the
results.”

"I think we are beginning to
understand,” said Virginia, "the neaning
of that command, 'Gow in the grace and
know edge of our Lord and Savi our Jesus

Christ." | amsure | do not know al
that He would do in detail until | know
H m better."

"That is very true," said Henry

Maxwel | . "1 am begi nning to understand
that | cannot interpret the probable
action of Jesus until | know better what

H's spirit is. The greatest question in
all of human life is sumred up when we
ask, 'What would Jesus do?" if, as we
ask it, we also try to answer it froma
growm h in know edge of Jesus hinself. W
must know Jesus before we can inmtate
Hm"

VWen the arrangenent had been nade
between Virgi nia an Edward Norman, he
found hinself in possession of the sum
of five hundred thousand dollars to use
for the establishnent of a Christian
dai ly paper. Wen Virgi nia and Maxwel |
had gone, Norman closed his door and,
alone with the Divine Presence, asked
like a child for help fromhis
all -powerful Father. Al through his
prayer as he kneel ed before his desk ran
the prom se, "If any man | ack w sdom
et himask of God who giveth to all nen
liberally and upbraideth not, and it
shall be given him" Surely his prayer
woul d be answered, and the ki ngdom
advanced through this instrunment of
God's power, this mghty press, which
had beconme so largely degraded to the
base uses of man's avarice and anbition



Two nonths went by. They were ful
of action and of results in the city of
Raynmond and especially in the First
Church. In spite of the approachi ng heat
of the summer season, the after-neeting
of the disciples who had nade the pl edge
to do as Jesus would do, continued with
ent husi asm and power. Gray had fini shed
his work at the Rectangle, and an
outward observer goi ng through the place
could not have seen any difference in
the old conditions, although there was
an actual change in hundreds of lives.
But the sal oons, dens, hovels, ganbling
houses, still ran, overflowi ng their
vileness into the lives of fresh victins
to take the place of those rescued by
t he evangelist. And the devil recruited
his ranks very fast.

Henry Maxwel | did not go abroad.
Instead of that, he took the noney he
had been saving for the trip and quietly
arranged for a sunmer vacation for a
whole famly living down in the
Rect angl e, who had never gone outside of
the foul district of the tenenents. The
pastor of the First Church will never
forget the week he spent with this
famly maki ng the arrangenents. He went
down into the Rectangle one hot day when
sonmething of the terrible heat in the
horri bl e tenenents was begi nning to be
felt, and helped the famly to the
station, and then went with themto a
beautiful spot on the coast where, in
the hone of a Christian woman, the
bewi | dered city tenants breathed for the
first time in years the cool salt air,
and felt bl ow about themthe
pi ne-scented fragrance of a new | ease of
life.

There was a sickly babe with the
not her, and three other children, one a
cripple. The father, who had been out of
work until he had been, as he afterwards
confessed to Maxwel I, several tinmes on
t he edge of suicide, sat with the baby
in his arnms during the journey, and when
Maxwel | started back to Raynond, after
seeing the famly settled, the man held
his hand at parting, and choked with his
utterance, and finally broke down, to
Maxwel | ' s great confusion. The nother, a
weari ed, worn-out wonman who had | ost
three children the year before froma



fever scourge in the Rectangle, sat by
the car window all the way and drank in
the delights of sea and sky and field.

It all seemed a miracle to her. And
Maxwel |, com ng back into Raynond at the
end of that week, feeling the scorching,
si ckening heat all the nore because of
his little taste of the ocean breezes,

t hanked God for the joy he had

wi t nessed, and entered upon his

di scipleship with a hunble heart,
knowi ng for alnost the first tine in his
life this special kind of sacrifice. For
never before had he denied hinself his
regul ar sunmer trip away fromthe heat

of Raynond, whether he felt in any great
need of rest or not.
"It is afact,” he said inreply to
several inquiries on the part of his

church, "I do not feel in need of a
vacation this year. | amvery well and
prefer to stay here.” It was with a

feeling of relief that he succeeded in
concealing fromevery one but his wife
what he had done with this other famly
He felt the need of doing anything of
that sort w thout display or approval
from ot hers.

So the summer cane on, and Maxwel |
grew into a | arge know edge of his Lord.
The First Church was still swayed by the
power of the Spirit. Maxwell marvel ed at
the conti nuance of H's stay. He knew
very well that fromthe begi nning
not hi ng but the Spirit's presence had
kept the church from being torn asunder
by the remarkable testing it had
recei ved of its discipleship. Even now
there were many of the nmenbers anong
t hose who had not taken the pl edge, who
regarded the whol e novenent as Ms.
Wnslow did, in the nature of a
fanatical interpretation of Christian
duty, and | ooked for the return of the
old normal condition. Meanwhile the
whol e body of disciples was under the
i nfluence of the Spirit, and the pastor
went his way that summer, doing his
pari sh work in great joy, keeping up his
meetings with the railroad nmen as he had
prom sed Al exander Powers, and daily
growing into a better know edge of the
Mast er .

Early one afternoon in August,



after a day of refreshing cool ness
following a | ong period of heat, Jasper
Chase wal ked to his window in the
apartment house on the avenue and | ooked
out .

On his desk lay a pile of
manuscri pt. Since that eveni ng when he
had spoken to Rachel Wnslow he had not
met her. His singularly sensitive nature
-- sensitive to the point of extrene
irritability when he was thwarted --
served to thrust himinto an isolation
that was intensified by his habits as an
aut hor .

Al'l through the heat of sunmer he
had been witing. H's book was nearly
done now. He had thrown hinself into its
construction with a feverish strength
that threatened at any nonent to desert
hi m and | eave hi m hel pl ess. He had not
forgotten his pledge made with the other
church nenbers at the First Church. It
had forced itself upon his notice al
through his witing, and ever since
Rachel had said no to him he had asked
a thousand tinmes, "Wuld Jesus do this?
Wuld He wite this story?" It was a
soci al novel, witten in a style that
had proved popular. It had no purpose
except to anmuse. Its noral teaching was
not bad, but neither was it Christian in
any positive way. Jasper Chase knew t hat
such a story would probably sell. He was
consci ous of powers in this way that the
social world petted and admired. "What
woul d Jesus do?" He felt that Jesus
woul d never wite such a book. The
guesti on obtruded on him at the nost
i nopportune tinmes. He becane irascible
over it. The standard of Jesus for an
author was too ideal. O course, Jesus
woul d use His powers to produce
somet hi ng useful or helpful, or with a
pur pose. What was he, Jasper Chase,
witing this novel for? Wiy, what nearly
every witer wote for -- noney, noney,
and fane as a witer. There was no
secret with himthat he was witing this
new story with that object. He was not
poor, and so had no great tenptation to
wite for noney. But he was urged on by
his desire for fame as nuch as anyt hi ng.
He nust wite this kind of matter. But
what woul d Jesus do? The question
pl agued hi m even nore than Rachel's



refusal. Was he going to break his
prom se? "Did the prom se nean nuch
after all?" he asked.

As he stood at the window, Rollin
Page cane out of the club house just
opposi te. Jasper noted his handsone face
and noble figure as he started down the
street. He went back to his desk and
turned over sone papers there. Then he
cane back to the window. Rollin was
wal ki ng down past the bl ock and Rache
W nsl ow was wal ki ng beside him Rollin
nmust have overtaken her as she was
comng fromVirginia s that afternoon.

Jasper watched the two figures
until they di sappeared in the crowd on
the wal k. Then he turned to his desk and
began to wite. Wien he had finished the
| ast page of the |last chapter of his
book it was nearly dark. "Wat would
Jesus do?" He had finally answered the
guestion by denying his Lord. It grew
darker in his room He had deliberately
chosen his course, urged on by his
di sappoi ntment and | oss.

"But Jesus said unto him no nman
havi ng put his hand to the plow, and
| ooki ng back, is fit for the Ki ngdom of
God. "

@as
CHAPTER El GHTEEN
"What is that to thee? Foll ow thou ne."

WHEN Rol lin started down the street
the afternoon that Jasper stood | ooking
out of his wi ndow he was not thinking of
Rachel Wnsl ow and did not expect to see
her anywhere. He had cone suddenly upon
her as he turned into the avenue and his
heart had | eaped up at the sight of her
He wal ked al ong by her now, rejoicing
after all inalittle noment of this
earthly |l ove he could not drive out of
his life.

"I have just been over to see
Virginia," said Rachel. "She tells nme
t he arrangenents are nearly conpl eted
for the transfer of the Rectangle

property."



"Yes. It has been a tedious case in
the courts. Did Virginia show you al
t he plans and specifications for
bui | di ng?"

"We | ooked over a good many. It is
astoni shing to ne where Virginia has
managed to get all her ideas about this
wor k. "

"Virginia knows nore now about
Arnol d Toynbee and East End London and
Institutional Church work in America
than a good many professional slum
wor kers. She has been spending nearly
all sumrer in getting information."
Rollin was beginning to feel nore at
ease as they tal ked over this com ng
work of humanity. It was safe, comon
gr ound.

"What have you been doi ng al
sumer ? | have not seen nuch of you,"
Rachel suddenly asked, and then her face
warnmed with its quick flush of tropica
color as if she mght have inplied too
much interest in Rollin or too nuch
regret at not seeing himoftener

"I have been busy,"” replied Rollin
briefly.

"Tell me something about it,"
persi sted Rachel. "You say so little.
Have | a right to ask?"

She put the question very frankly,
turning toward Rollin in real earnest.
"Yes, certainly," he replied, with
a graceful smle. "I amnot so certain
that I can tell you much. | have been
trying to find sone way to reach the nen
I once knew and win theminto nore
useful lives."

He stopped suddenly as if he were
al rost afraid to go on. Rachel did not
venture to suggest anything.

"l have been a nenber of the sane
conpany to which you and Virginia
bel ong, " continued Rollin, beginning
again. "l have made the pledge to do as
| believe Jesus would do, and it is in
trying to answer this question that I
have been doi ng ny work."



"That is what | do not understand.
Virginia told me about the other. It
seens wonderful to think that you are
trying to keep that pledge with us. But
what can you do with the club nmen?"

"You have asked nme a direct
guestion and | shall have to answer it
now," replied Rollin, smling again.
"You see, | asked nyself after that
night at the tent, you renenber" (he
spoke hurriedly and his voice trenbled a
little), "what purpose |I could now have
inm life to redeemit, to satisfy ny
t hought of Christian discipleship? And
the nmore | thought of it, the nmore | was
driven to a place where | knew | nust
take up the cross. Did you ever think
that of all the neglected beings in our
soci al system none are quite so
completely left alone as the fast young
men who fill the clubs and waste their
time and noney as | used to? The
churches | ook after the poor, mserable
creatures like those in the Rectangl e;

t hey make some effort to reach the
wor ki ng man, they have a |arge
constituency anong the average sal ary-
ear ni ng people, they send noney and

m ssionaries to the forei gn heat hen, but
t he fashi onabl e, dissipated young nen
around town, the club nen, are left out
of all plans for reaching and
Christianizing. And yet no class of
people need it nore. | said to nyself:
"I know these nen, their good and their
bad qualities. I have been one of them
I amnot fitted to reach the Rectangle
people. | do not know how. But | think I
coul d possibly reach sonme of the young
men and boys who have noney and tine to
spend.' So that is what | have been
trying to do. Wen |I asked as you did,
VWhat woul d Jesus do?' that was ny
answer. It has been also ny cross.”

Rollin's voice was so low on this
| ast sentence that Rachel had difficulty
i n hearing himabove the noi se around
them But she knew what he had said. She
wanted to ask what his methods were. But
she did not know how to ask him Her
interest in his plan was |arger than
mere curiosity. Rollin Page was so
different now fromthe fashi onable young
man who had asked her to be his wfe



that she could not hel p thinking of him
and talking with himas if he were an
entirely new acquai nt ance.

They had turned off the avenue and
were going up the street to Rachel's
honme. It was the sane street where
Rol i n had asked Rachel why she coul d
not love him They were both stricken
wi th a sudden shyness as they went on.
Rachel had not forgotten that day and
Rollin could not. She finally broke a
I ong sil ence by asking what she had not
found words for before.

"I'n your work with the club nen,
wi th your ol d acquai ntances, what sort
of reception do they give you? How do
you approach then? What do they say?"

Rollin was relieved when Rache
spoke. He answered quickly:

"Ch, it depends on the man. A good

many of themthink I ama crank. | have
kept ny menbership up and amin good
standing in that way. | try to be wi se

and not provoke any unnecessary
criticism But you would be surprised to
know how many of the men have responded
to ny appeal. | could hardly nake you
believe that only a few nights ago a
dozen nmen becane honestly and earnestly
engaged in a conversation over religious
matters. | have had the great joy of
seei ng sone of the nen give up bad
habits and begin a new life. 'What would
Jesus do?" | keep asking it. The answer
cones slowy, for I amfeeling nmy way
slowy. One thing | have found out. The
men are not fighting shy of ne. | think
that is a good sign. Another thing: I
have actually interested sonme of themin
the Rectangl e work, and when it is
started up they will give sonmething to
hel p make it nore powerful. And in
addition to all the rest, | have found a
way to save several of the young fellows
fromgoing to the bad in ganbling."

Rollin spoke with enthusiasm His
face was transfornmed by his interest in
t he subj ect which had now becone a part
of his real life. Rachel again noted the
strong, manly tone of his speech. Wth
it all she knew there was a deep
underlyi ng seriousness which felt the



burden of the cross even while carrying
it with joy. The next time she spoke it
was with a swift feeling of justice due
to Rollin and his newlife.

"Do you renmenber | reproached you
once for not having any purpose worth
living for?" she asked, while her
beautiful face seenmed to Rollin nore
beautiful than ever when he had won
sufficient self-control to | ook up. "I
want to say, | feel the need of saying,
in justice to you now, that | honor you
for your courage and your obedience to
the prom se you have made as you
interpret the promise. The life you are
living is a noble one."

Rollin trenbled. His agitation was
greater than he could control. Rache
could not help seeing it. They wal ked
along in silence. At last Rollin said:

"I thank you. It has been worth
nore to me than | can tell you to hear
you say that." He | ooked into her face
for one nonent. She read his |ove for
her in that | ook, but he did not speak

VWhen they separated Rachel went
into the house and, sitting down in her
room she put her face in her hands and

said to herself: "I am beginning to know
what it neans to be | oved by a noble
man. | shall love Rollin Page after all.

VWhat am | sayi ng! Rachel Wnsl ow, have
you forgotten -- "

She rose and wal ked back and forth.
She was deeply nmoved. Nevertheless, it
was evident to herself that her enotion
was not that of regret or sorrow
Sonehow a gl ad new joy had cone to her
She had entered another circle of
experience, and later in the day she
rejoiced with a very strong and sincere
gl adness that her Christian discipleship
found roomin this crisis for her
feeling. It was indeed a part of it, for
if she was beginning to | ove Rollin Page
it was the Christian man she had begun
to |l ove;, the other never would have
nmoved her to this great change.

And Rollin, as he went back,
treasured a hope that had been a
stranger to himsince Rachel had said no



that day. In that hope he went on with
his work as the days sped on, and at no
time was he nore successful in reaching
and saving his old acquai ntances than in
the tinme that followed that chance
meeting with Rachel W nslow

The sunmer had gone and Raynond was
once nore facing the rigor of her w nter
season. Virginia had been able to
acconplish a part of her plan for
"capturing the Rectangle," as she called
it. But the building of houses in the
field, the transform ng of its bl eak,
bare aspect into an attractive park, al
of which was included in her plan, was a
work too large to be conpleted that fal
after she had secured the property. But
a mllion dollars in the hands of a
person who truly wants to do with it as
Jesus woul d, ought to acconplish wonders
for humanity in a short time, and Henry
Maxwel |, goi ng over to the scene of the
new work one day after a noon hour with
t he shop nen, was anazed to see how much
had been done outwardly.

Yet he wal ked hone thoughtfully,
and on his way he could not avoid the
guestion of the continual problemthrust
upon his notice by the sal oon. How nmuch
had been done for the Rectangle after
all? Even counting Virginia's and
Rachel's work and M. Gray's, where had
it actually counted in any visible
quantity? O course, he said to hinself,
t he redenpti ve work begun and carried on
by the Holy Spirit in H s wonderful
di spl ays of power in the First Church
and in the tent neetings had had its
effect upon the life of Raynond. But as
he wal ked past sal oon after sal oon and
noted the crowds going in and com ng out
of them as he saw the wetched dens, as
many as ever apparently, as he caught
the brutality and squal or and open
m sery and degradati on on countl ess
faces of nmen and wonmen and children, he
si ckened at the sight. He found hinsel f
aski ng how much cl eansing could a
mllion dollars poured into this
cesspool accomplish? Was not the |iving
source of nearly all the human m sery
t hey sought to relieve untouched as |ong
as the saloons did their deadly but
| egitimate work? What could even such
unsel fish Christian discipleship as



Virginia' s and Rachel's do to |l essen the
stream of vice and crine so long as the
great spring of vice and crinme flowed as
deep and strong as ever? Was it not a
practical waste of beautiful lives for

t hese young wonen to throw t hensel ves
into this earthly hell, when for every
soul rescued by their sacrifice the

sal oon made two nore that needed rescue?

He coul d not escape the question.
It was the sane that Virginia had put to
Rachel in her statement that, in her
opi nion, nothing really permanent woul d
ever be done until the sal oon was taken
out of the Rectangle. Henry Maxwel |l went
back to his parish work that afternoon
wi th added convictions on the |license
busi ness.

But if the saloon was a factor in
the problemof the |ife of Raynond, no
less was the First Church and its little
conpany of disciples who had pl edged to
do as Jesus would do. Henry Maxwell,
standing at the very centre of the
nmovenent, was not in a position to judge
of its power as sonme one fromthe
out si de m ght have done. But Raynond
itself felt the touch in very many ways,
not knowi ng all the reasons for the
change.

The wi nter was gone and the year
was ended, the year which Henry Maxwel |
had fixed as the time during which the
pl edge should be kept to do as Jesus
woul d do. Sunday, the anniversary of
that one a year ago, was in many ways
t he nost renmarkabl e day that the First
Church ever knew. It was nore inportant
than the disciples in the First Church
realized. The year had nade history so
fast and so serious that the people were
not yet able to grasp its significance.
And the day itself which marked the
conpl etion of a whole year of such
di sci pl eshi p was characterized by such
revel ati ons and confessions that the
i medi ate actors in the events
t hensel ves coul d not understand the
val ue of what had been done, or the
relation of their trial to the rest of
the churches and cities of the country.

It happened that the week before
t hat anni versary Sunday the Rev. Calvin



Bruce, D.D., of the Nazareth Avenue
Church, Chicago, was in Raynond, where
he had conme on a visit to sone old
friends, and incidentally to see his old
sem nary classmate, Henry Maxwel |. He
was present at the First Church and was
an exceedingly attentive and interested
spectator. H s account of the events in
Raynmond, and especially of that Sunday,
may throw nore |ight on the entire
situation than any description or record
from ot her sources.

@9
CHAPTER NI NETEEN

[Letter from Rev. Calvin Bruce, D.D., of
t he Nazareth Avenue Church, Chicago, to
Rev. Philip A. Caxton, D.D., New York
Cty.]

"My Dear Caxton:

"It is late Sunday night, but I am
so intensely awake and so overfl ow ng
with what | have seen and heard that |
feel driven to wite you now sone
account of the situation in Raynond as |
have been studying it, and as it has
apparently come to a climax today. So
this is ny only excuse for witing so
extended a letter at this tine.

"You renenber Henry Maxwell in the
Sem nary. | think you said the last tine
| visited you in New York that you had
not seen him since we graduated. He was
a refined, scholarly fellow, you
remenber, and when he was called to the
First Church of Raynond within a year
after leaving the Seminary, | said to ny
wi fe, 'Raynond has nmade a good choice
Maxwel | will satisfy themas a
sernoni zer.' He has been here el even
years, and | understand that up to a
year ago he had gone on in the regul ar
course of the mnistry, giving good
sati sfaction and draw ng good
congregations. H's church was counted
the | argest and weal thiest church in
Raynmond. All the best people attended
it, and nost of them bel onged. The
quartet choir was fanous for its nusic,
especially for its soprano, Mss
Wnsl ow, of whom | shall have nore to
say; and, on the whole, as | understand



the facts, Maxwell was in a confortable
berth, with a very good sal ary, pl easant
surroundi ngs, a not very exacting parish
of refined, rich, respectable people --
such a church and parish as nearly al

t he young nmen of the seminary in our
time | ooked forward to as very

desi rabl e.

"But a year ago today Maxwel | cane
into his church on Sunday norning, and
at the close of the service made the
ast oundi ng proposition that the nmenbers
of his church volunteer for a year not
to do anything w thout first asking the
guestion, 'What woul d Jesus do?' and,
after answering it, to do what in their
honest judgment He woul d do, regardless
of what the result mght be to them

"The effect of this proposition, as
it has been nmet and obeyed by a nunber
of menmbers of the church, has been so
remar kabl e that, as you know, the
attention of the whole country has been
directed to the nmovenent. | call it a
'nmovenent' because fromthe action taken
today, it seens probable that what has
been tried here will reach out into the
ot her churches and cause a revolution in
nmet hods, but nore especially in a new
definition of Christian discipleship.

"In the first place, Maxwell tells
me he was astoni shed at the response to
his proposition. Some of the npst
prom nent nenbers in the church nmade the
prom se to do as Jesus woul d. Anbng them
were Edward Norman, editor of the DAILY
NEWS, which has made such a sensation in
t he newspaper world; MIlton Wight, one
of the | eading nerchants in Raynond;

Al exander Powers, whose action in the
matter of the railroads against the
interstate commerce | aws made such a
stir about a year ago; M ss Page, one of
Raynmond' s | eadi ng soci ety heiresses, who
has |l ately dedicated her entire fortune,
as | understand, to the Christian daily
paper and the work of reformin the slum
district known as the Rectangle; and

M ss W nsl ow, whose reputation as a
singer is now national, but who in

obedi ence to what she has decided to be
Jesus' probable action, has devoted her
talent to volunteer work anmong the girls
and wormen who nmake up a | arge part of



the city's worst and nost abandoned
popul ati on.

"In addition to these well-known
peopl e has been a gradually increasing
nunmber of Christians fromthe First
Church and lately from ot her churches of
Raynmond. A | arge proportion of these
vol unt eers who pl edged thensel ves to do
as Jesus woul d do comes fromthe
Endeavor societies. The young peopl e say
that they have already enbodied in their
soci ety pledge the sanme principle in the
words, 'l promise Hmthat | will strive
to do whatever He would have ne do.'
This is not exactly what is included in
Maxwel | ' s proposition, which is that the
di sciple shall try to do what Jesus
woul d probably do in the disciple's
pl ace. But the result of an honest
obedi ence to either pledge, he clains,
will be practically the sane, and he is
not surprised that the | argest nunbers
have joi ned the new discipleship from
t he Endeavor Society.

"I amsure the first question you
will ask is, "Wat has been the result
of this attenpt? Wat has it
acconpl i shed or how has it changed in
any way the regular life of the church
or the conmmunity?

"You al ready know sonet hing, from
reports of Raynond that have gone over
the country, what the events have been
But one needs to cone here and |earn
somet hing of the changes in individua
lives, and especially the change in the
church life, to realize all that is
meant by this follow ng of Jesus' steps
so literally. To tell all that would be
to wite a long story or series of
stories. | amnot in a position to do
that, but | can give you sone idea
per haps of what has been done as told ne
by friends here and by Maxwel |l hinself.

"The result of the pledge upon the
First Church has been two-fold. It has
brought upon a spirit of Christian
fell owship which Maxwell tells nme never
bef ore exi sted, and which now i npresses
himas being very nearly what the
Christian fell owship of the apostolic
churches nust have been; and it has
di vided the church into two distinct



groups of menbers. Those who have not
taken the pl edge regard the others as
foolishly literal in their attenpt to
imtate the exanple of Jesus. Some of

t hem have drawn out of the church and no
| onger attend, or they have renoved
their nenbership entirely to other
churches. Sone are an el ement of

internal strife, and | heard runors of
an attenpt on their part to force
Maxwel | ' s resignation. | do not know
that this element is very strong in the
church. It has been held in check by a
wonder ful continuance of spiritua

power, which dates fromthe first Sunday
t he pl edge was taken a year ago, and

al so by the fact that so many of the
nost prom nent nenbers have been
identified with the novenent.

"The effect on Maxwell is very
marked. | heard himpreach in our State
Associ ation four years ago. He inpressed
me at the tinme as having considerable
power in dramatic delivery, of which he
hi rsel f was sonmewhat conscious. Hi s
sermon was well witten and abounded in
what the Semi nary students used to cal
"fine passages.' The effect of it was
what an average congregati on woul d cal
"pleasing.” This norning | heard Maxwel |
preach again, for the first time since
then. | shall speak of that farther on
He is not the same man. He gives ne the
i mpressi on of one who has passed through
a crisis of revolution. He tells nme this
revolution is sinmply a new definition of
Christian discipleship. He certainly has
changed many of his old habits and many
of his old views. His attitude on the
sal oon question is radically opposite to
the one he entertained a year ago. And
in his entire thought of the mnistry,
his pulpit and parish work, I find he
has made a conplete change. So far as |
can understand, the idea that is noving
himon nowis the idea that the
Christianity of our tines nmust represent
a nore literal imtation of Jesus, and
especially in the element of suffering.
He quoted to ne in the course of our
conversation several times the verses in
Peter: 'For even hereunto were ye
cal  ed, because Christ also suffered for
you, | eaving you an exanple, that ye
would follow H's steps'; and he seens
filled with the conviction that what our



churches need today nore than anythi ng
else is this factor of joyful suffering
for Jesus in some form | do not know as
| agree with him altogether; but, ny
dear Caxton, it is certainly astonishing
to note the results of this idea as they
have i npressed thensel ves upon this city
and this church

"You ask how about the results on
the individual s who have nade this
pl edge and honestly tried to be true to
it. Those results are, as | have said, a
part of individual history and cannot be
told in detail. Some of them | can give
you so that you may see that this form
of discipleship is not nmerely sentinent
or fine posing for effect.

"For instance, take the case of M.
Power s, who was superintendent of the
machi ne shops of the L. and T. R R
here. Wien he acted upon the evidence
whi ch incrimnated the road he |lost his
position, and nore than that, | learn
fromny friends here, his famly and
soci al relations have becone so changed
that he and his famly no | onger appear
in public. They have dropped out of the
social circle where once they were so
prom nent. By the way, Caxton,
understand in this connection that the
Conmi ssion, for one reason or another
post poned action on this case, and it is
now runored that the L. and T. R R
will pass into a receiver's hands very
soon. The president of the road who,
according to the evidence submtted by
Powers, was the principal offender, has
resi gned, and conplications which have
risen since point to the receivership.
Meanwhi | e, the superintendent has gone
back to his old work as a tel egraph
operator. | net himat the church
yesterday. He inpressed ne as a man who
had, |ike Maxwell, gone through a crisis
in character. | could not hel p thinking
of him as being good nmaterial for the
church of the first century when the
di sciples had all things in conmon.

"Or take the case of M. Nornman,
editor of the DAILY NEWS. He risked his
entire fortune in obedi ence to what he
bel i eved was Jesus' action, and
revolutionized his entire conduct of the
paper at the risk of a failure. |1 send



you a copy of yesterday's paper. | want
you to read it carefully. To ny mind it
is one of the nost interesting and
remar kabl e papers ever printed in the
United States. It is open to criticism
but what could any nmere man attenpt in
this line that would be free from
criticism Take it all inall, it is so
far above the ordinary conception of a
daily paper that | am amazed at the
result. He tells nme that the paper is
begi nning to be read nore and nore by
the Christian people of the city. He was
very confident of its final success.
Read his editorial on the noney
guestions, also the one on the coni ng
el ection in Raynond when the question of
license will again be an issue. Both
articles are of the best from his point
of view. He says he never begins an
editorial or, in fact, any part of his
newspaper work, w thout first asking,
"What woul d Jesus do?' The result is
certainly apparent.

"Then there is MIlton Wight, the
nmerchant. He has, | amtold, so
revol utioni zed his business that no man
is nmore beloved today in Raynond. Hi s
own cl erks and enpl oyees have an
affection for himthat is very touching.
During the winter, while he was |ying
dangerously ill at his hone, scores of
clerks volunteered to watch and help in
any way possible, and his return to his
store was greeted with marked
denonstrations. Al this has been
brought about by the el ement of persona
| ove introduced into the business. This
love is not nere words, but the business
itself is carried on under a system of
co-operation that is not a patronizing
recognition of inferiors, but a rea
sharing in the whol e business. O her nen
on the street | ook upon MIton Wight as
odd. It is a fact, however, that while
he has lost heavily in sone directions,
he has increased his business, and is
today respected and honored as one of
the best and nost successful nerchants
i n Raynond.

"And there is Mss Wnslow. She has
chosen to give her great talent to the
poor of the city. Her plans include a
Musi cal Institute where choruses and
classes in vocal mnusic shall be a



feature. She is enthusiastic over her
l[ife work. In connection with her friend
M ss Page she has planned a course in
musi ¢ which, if carried out, wll
certainly do much to lift up the lives
of the people down there. I amnot too
ol d, dear Caxton, to be interested in
the romantic side of nmuch that has al so
been tragic here in Raynond, and | nust
tell you that it is well understood here
that M ss Wnslow expects to be narried
this spring to a brother of Mss Page
who was once a society |eader and club
man, and who was converted in a tent
where his wife-that-is-to-be took an

active part in the service. | don't know
all the details of this little romance
but I imagine there is a story w apped

up init, and it would nmake interesting
reading if we only knew it all.

"These are only a few illustrations
of results in individual lives owing to
obedi ence to the pledge. | nmeant to have

spoken of President Marsh of Lincoln
College. He is a graduate of ny alm
mater and | knew himslightly when | was
in the senior year. He has taken an
active part in the recent municipa
canpai gn, and his influence in the city
is regarded as a very large factor in
the com ng election. He inpressed ne, as
did all the other disciples in this
nmovenent, as having fought out sone hard
guestions, and as having taken up sone
real burdens that have caused and stil
do cause that suffering of which Henry
Maxwel | speaks, a suffering that does
not elimnate, but does appear to
intensify, a positive and practical joy.

@0
CHAPTER TVENTY

"BUT | amprolonging this letter

possi bly to your weariness. | amunable
to avoid the feeling of fascination
which nmy entire stay here has increased.
I want to tell you sonething of the
meeting in the First Church today.

"As | said, | heard Maxwel |l preach
At his earnest request | had preached
for himthe Sunday before, and this was
the first time | had heard himsince the
Associ ation neeting four years ago. Hi s



sernon this nmorning was as different
fromhis sernmon then as if it had been

t hought out and preached by sone one
[iving on another planet. | was
profoundly touched. | believe | actually
shed tears once. Qthers in the
congregati on were nmoved like nyself. Hi's
text was: "Wiat is that to thee? Foll ow
thou Me.' It was a nost unusually

i npressive appeal to the Christians of
Raynmond to obey Jesus' teachings and
followin H s steps regardl ess of what
others might do. I cannot give you even
the plan of the sernon. It would take
too long. At the close of the service
there was the usual after neeting that
has become a regul ar feature of the
First Church. Into this neeting have
cone all those who made the pledge to do
as Jesus would do, and the tinme is spent
in mutual fellowship, confession
guestion as to what Jesus would do in
speci al cases, and prayer that the one
great guide of every disciple' s conduct
may be the Holy Spirit.

"Maxwel | asked ne to cone into this
meeting. Nothing in all my mnisterial
life, Caxton, has so noved ne as that
nmeeting. | never felt the Spirit's
presence so powerfully. It was a neeting
of rem ni scences and of the nost | oving
fellowship. | was irresistibly driven in
t hought back to the first years of
Christianity. There was sonet hi ng about
all this that was apostolic inits
sinmplicity and Christ imtation

"l asked questions. One that seened
to arouse nore interest than any ot her
was in regard to the extent of the
Christian disciple's sacrifice of
personal property. Maxwell tells ne that
so far no one has interpreted the spirit
of Jesus in such a way as to abandon his
earthly possessions, give away of his
wealth, or in any literal way imtate
the Christians of the order, for
exanple, of St. Francis of Assisi. It
was the unani nous consent, however, that
if any disciple should feel that Jesus
in his own particular case would do
that, there could be only one answer to
t he question. Maxwell admtted that he
was still to a certain degree uncertain
as to Jesus' probable action when it
came to the details of household Iiving,



t he possession of wealth, the hol di ng of
certain luxuries. It is, however, very
evident that many of these disciples
have repeatedly carried their obedience
to Jesus to the extrene limt,

regardl ess of financial |oss. There is
no | ack of courage or consistency at
this point.

"It is also true that some of the
busi ness men who took the pl edge have
| ost great sunms of noney in this
imtation of Jesus, and many have, |ike
Al exander Powers, |ost valuable
positions owing to the inpossibility of
doi ng what they had been accustoned to
do and at the sanme tinme what they felt
Jesus would do in the sane place. In
connection with these cases it is
pl easant to record the fact that many
who have suffered in this way have been
at once hel ped financially by those who
still have neans. In this respect I
think it is true that these disciples
have all things in common. Certainly
such scenes as | witnessed at the First
Church at that after service this
nmorning | never saw in ny church or in
any other. | never dreamed that such
Christian fellowship could exist in this
age of the world. | was al nost
i ncredul ous as to the witness of ny own
senses. | still seemto be asking nyself
if this is the close of the nineteenth
century in Anerica

"But now, dear friend, | cone to
the real cause of this letter, the rea
heart of the whol e question as the First
Church of Raynond has forced it upon ne.
Bef ore the neeting cl osed today steps
were taken to secure the co-operation of
all other Christian disciples in this
country. | think Maxwell took this step
after long deliberation. He said as nuch
to ne one day when we were di scussing
the effect of this novement upon the
church in general

"'*Why,' he said, 'suppose that the
church nenbership generally in this
country made this pledge and lived up to
it! What a revolution it would cause in
Christendom But why not? Is it any nore
than the disciple ought to do? Has he
foll owed Jesus, unless he is willing to
do this? Is the test of discipleship any



| ess today than it was in Jesus' tinme?

"I do not know all that preceded or
foll owed his thought of what ought to be
done outside of Raynond, but the idea
crystallized today in a plan to secure
the fellowship of all the Christians in
America. The churches, through their
pastors, will be asked to formdisciple
gatherings like the one in the First
Church. Volunteers will be called for in
the great body of church nmenbers in the
United States, who will prom se to do as
Jesus woul d do. Maxwel | spoke
particularly of the result of such
general action on the sal oon question
He is terribly in earnest over this. He
told me that there was no question in
his mnd that the sal oon woul d be beaten
in Raynond at the el ection now near at
hand. If so, they could go on with sone
courage to do the redenptive work begun
by the evangelist and now taken up by
the disciples in his own church. If the
sal oon triunphs again there will be a
terrible and, as he thinks, unnecessary
waste of Christian sacrifice. But,
however we differ on that point, he
convi nced his church that the tinme had
cone for a fellowship with other
Christians. Surely, if the First Church
could work such changes in society and
its surroundi ngs, the church in genera
i f conbining such a fellowship, not of
creed but of conduct, ought to stir the
entire nation to a higher life and a new
conception of Christian foll ow ng.

"This is a grand idea, Caxton, but
right here is where I find ny self
hesitating. | do not deny that the
Christian disciple ought to foll ow
Christ's steps as closely as these here
in Raynond have tried to do. But |
cannot avoi d asking what the result
woul d be if I ask ny church in Chicago
todoit. | amwiting this after
feeling the sol emm, profound touch of
the Spirit's presence, and | confess to
you, old friend, that I cannot call up
in my church a dozen prom nent busi ness
or professional nmen who would nake this
trial at the risk of all they hold dear.
Can you do any better in your church?
VWat are we to say? That the churches
woul d not respond to the call: 'Cone and
suffer?" Is our standard of Christian



di sci pleship a wong one? O are we
possi bly deceiving oursel ves, and woul d
we be agreeably disappointed if we once
asked our people to take such a pl edge
faithfully? The actual results of the

pl edge as obeyed here in Raynond are
enough to make any pastor trenble, and
at the sane tine long with yearning that
they m ght occur in his own parish.
Certainly never have | seen a church so
signally blessed by the Spirit as this
one. But -- aml nyself ready to take
this pledge? | ask the question
honestly, and | dread to face an honest
answer. | know well enough that | should
have to change very nuch in ny life if |
undertook to follow Hi s steps so
closely. | have called nyself a
Christian for many years. For the past
ten years | have enjoyed a life that has
had conparatively little suffering in
it. I am honestly | say it, living at a
| ong di stance from runi ci pal probl ens
and the life of the poor, the degraded
and the abandoned. Wat would the

obedi ence to this pl edge denmand of ne? |
hesitate to answer. My church is

weal thy, full of well-to-do, satisfied
peopl e. The standard of their

di scipleship is, I amaware, not of a
nature to respond to the call of
suffering or personal loss. | say: 'l am
aware.' | may be m staken. | may have

erred in not stirring their deeper life.
Caxton, ny friend, | have spoken ny

i nnost thought to you. Shall | go back
to ny people next Sunday and stand up
before themin ny large city church and
say: 'Let us follow Jesus closer; let us
walk in Hs steps where it will cost us
something nore than it is costing us
now, |et us pledge not to do anything

wi t hout first asking: 'What woul d Jesus
do?" If | should go before themwith
that nmessage, it would be a strange and
startling one to them But why? Are we
not ready to follow Hmall the way?
VWhat is it to be a follower of Jesus?
VWhat does it nean to imtate H n? Wat
does it nmean to walk in His steps?"

The Rev. Calvin Bruce, D. D., of
t he Nazareth Avenue Church, Chicago, |et
his pen fall on the table. He had cone
to the parting of the ways, and his
guestion, he felt sure, was the question
of many and nmany a man in the mnistry



and in the church. He went to his w ndow
and opened it. He was oppressed with the
wei ght of his convictions and he felt

al nost suffocated with the air in the
room He wanted to see the stars and
feel the breath of the world.

The night was very still. The cl ock
in the First Church was just striking
m dnight. As it finished a clear, strong
voi ce down in the direction of the
Rectangl e cane floating up to himas if
borne on radi ant pinions.

It was a voice of one of Gray's old
converts, a night watchman at the
packi ng houses, who sonetines sol aced
his | onesone hours by a verse or two of
sonme famliar hym:

"Must Jesus bear the cross al one
And all the world go free?

No, there's a cross for every one,
And there's a cross for ne."

The Rev. Cal vin Bruce turned away
fromthe wi ndow and, after a little
hesitation, he kneeled. "Wat woul d
Jesus do?" That was the burden of his
prayer. Never had he yiel ded hinself so
completely to the Spirit's searching
reveal i ng of Jesus. He was on his knees
along tine. He retired and sl ept
fitfully with many awakeni ngs. He rose
before it was clear dawn, and threw open
his wi ndow again. As the light in the
east grew stronger he repeated to
hi nsel f: "What would Jesus do? Shall |
follow H s steps?"

The sun rose and flooded the city
with its power. Wen shall the dawn of a
new di sci pl eshi p usher in the conquering
triunmph of a closer walk with Jesus?
VWhen shall Christendomtread nore
closely the path he nade?

"It is the way the Master trod;
Shall not the servant tread it
still?"

Wth this question throbbing
t hrough his whol e being, the Rev. Calvin
Bruce, D. D., went back to Chicago, and
the great crisis in his Christian life
in the mnistry suddenly broke
irresistibly upon him



CHAPTER TWENTY- ONE

"Master, | will follow Thee
whi t her soever Thou goest."

THE Saturday afternoon mati nee at
the Auditoriumin Chicago was just over
and the usual crowd was struggling to
get to its carriage before any one el se.
The Auditorium attendant was shouting
out the nunmbers of different carriages
and the carriage doors were slamm ng as
the horses were driven rapidly up to the
curb, held there inpatiently by the
drivers who had shivered long in the raw
east wind, and then let go to plunge for
a fewmnutes into the river of vehicles
that tossed under the el evated rail way
and finally went whirling off up the
avenue.

"Now t hen, 624," shouted the
Audi torium attendant; "624!" he
repeat ed, and there dashed up to the
curb a splendid span of bl ack horses
attached to a carriage having the
monogram "C. R S." in gilt letters on
t he panel of the door

Two girls stepped out of the crowd
towards the carriage. The ol der one had
entered and taken her seat and the
attendant was still holding the door
open for the younger, who stood
hesitating on the curb

"Cone, Felicial What are you
waiting for! | shall freeze to death!"
called the voice fromthe carri age

The girl outside of the carriage
hastily unpi nned a bunch of English
violets fromher dress and handed them
to a small boy who was standi ng
shivering on the edge of the sidewal k
al nost under the horses' feet. He took
them with a | ook of astonishnent and a
"Thank ye, lady!" and instantly buried a
very griny face in the bunch of perfune.
The girl stepped into the carriage, the
door shut with the incisive bang
peculiar to well-made carriages of this
sort, and in a few nonents the coachman
was speedi ng the horses rapidly up one



of the boul evards.

"You are always doi ng sone queer
thing or other, Felicia," said the ol der
girl as the carriage whirled on past the
great residences already brilliantly
[ighted.

"Am |1 ? What have | done that is
gueer now, Rose?" asked the other,
| ooki ng up suddenly and turning her head
towards her sister

"Ch, giving those violets to that
boy! He | ooked as if he needed a good
hot supper nore than a bunch of violets.
It's a wonder you didn't invite himhone
with us. | shouldn't have been surprised
if you had. You are always doi ng such
gueer things."

"Wuld it be queer to invite a boy
like that to cone to the house and get a
hot supper?” Felicia asked the question
softly and alnost as if she were al one.

"'Queer' isn't just the word, of
course,"” replied Rose indifferently. "It
woul d be what Madam Bl anc calls 'outre.’
Deci dedly. Therefore you will please not
invite himor others Iike himto hot
suppers because | suggested it. Oh,
dear! I"'mawfully tired."

She yawned, and Felicia silently
| ooked out of the window in the door

"The concert was stupid and the

violinist was sinply a bore. | don't see
how you could sit so still through it
all,"” Rose exclainmed a little

i npatiently.

"I |iked the nusic," answered
Felicia quietly.

"You |like anything. | never saw a
girl with so little critical taste.”

Felicia colored slightly, but would
not answer. Rose yawned again, and then
humred a fragnent of a popul ar song.
Then she excl ai med abruptly:

"I"'msick of 'nost everything. |
hope t he ' Shadows of London' w |l be
exciting tonight."



"The ' Shadows of Chicago,
murnured Felicia. "The 'Shadows of
Chi cago!' The ' Shadows of London,' the
play, the great drama with its wonderfu
scenery, the sensation of New York for
two nonths. You know we have a box with
t he Del anos tonight."

Felicia turned her face towards her
sister. Her great brown eyes were very
expressive and not altogether free from
a sparkle of |um nous heat.

"And yet we never weep over the
real thing on the actual stage of life.
VWhat are the ' Shadows of London' on the
stage to the shadows of London or
Chi cago as they really exist? Wy don't
we get excited over the facts as they
are?"

"Because the actual people are
dirty and di sagreeable and it's too nuch
bot her, 1 suppose,” replied Rose
carelessly. "Felicia, you can never
reformthe world. What's the use? W're
not to blane for the poverty and m sery.
There have al ways been rich and poor;
and there always will be. W ought to be
t hankful we're rich.”

"Suppose Christ had gone on that
principle,” replied Felicia, with
unusual persistence. "Do you renenber
Dr. Bruce's sernon on that verse a few
Sundays ago: 'For ye know the grace of
our Lord Jesus Christ, that though he
was rich yet for our sakes he becane
poor, that ye through his poverty m ght
becone rich' ?"

"I remenber it well enough," said
Rose wi th sone petul ance, "and didn't
Dr. Bruce go on to say that there is no
bl ame attached to peopl e who have weal th
if they are kind and give to the needs
of the poor? And I am sure that he
hinself is pretty confortably settled
He never gives up his luxuries just
because sone people go hungry. Wat good
would it do if he did? | tell you
Felicia, there will always be poor and
rich in spite of all we can do. Ever
si nce Rachel Wnslow has witten about
t hose queer doings in Raynond you have
upset the whole famly. People can't



live at that concert pitch all the tinme.
You see if Rachel doesn't give it up
soon. It's a great pity she doesn't cone
to Chicago and sing in the Auditorium
concerts. She has received an offer. I'm
going to wite and urge her to cone. I'm
just dying to hear her sing."

Felicia | ooked out of the w ndow
and was silent. The carriage rolled on
past two bl ocks of magnificent private
resi dences and turned into a w de
driveway under a covered passage, and
the sisters hurried into the house. It
was an el egant mansion of gray stone
furni shed |ike a pal ace, every corner of
it warmwith the luxury of paintings,
scul pture, art and nodern refinenent.

The owner of it all, M. Charles R
Sterling, stood before an open grate
fire snoking a cigar. He had made his
nmoney in grain specul ation and railroad
ventures, and was reputed to be worth
sonmet hing over two millions. Hs wife
was a sister of Ms. Wnslow of Raynond.
She had been an invalid for severa
years. The two girls, Rose and Felici a,
were the only children. Rose was
twenty-one years old, fair, vivacious,
educated in a fashi onabl e coll ege, just
entering society and al ready sonewhat
cynical and indifferent. A very hard
young | ady to please, her father said,
sonetines playfully, sometines sternly.
Felicia was nineteen, with a tropica
beauty somewhat |ike her cousin, Rache
Wnslow, with warm generous i nmpul ses
just waking into Christian feeling,
capable of all sorts of expression, a
puzzle to her father, a source of
irritation to her nother and with a
great unsurveyed territory of thought
and action in herself, of which she was
nmore than dimy conscious. There was
that in Felicia that would easily endure
any conditionin life if only the
liberty to act fully on her
consci enti ous convi ctions were granted
her .

"Here's a letter for you, Felicia,"
said M. Sterling, handing it to her

Felicia sat down and instantly
opened the letter, saying as she did so:
"It's from Rachel . "



"Well, what's the |atest news from
Raynmond?" asked M. Sterling, taking his
cigar out of his nouth and | ooking at
Felicia with hal f-shut eyes, as if he
wer e studyi ng her.

"Rachel says Dr. Bruce has been
staying in Raynond for two Sundays and
has seened very much interested in M.
Maxwel | 's pl edge in the First Church.™”

"What does Rachel say about
hersel f ?" asked Rose, who was lying on a
couch al nost buried under el egant
cushi ons.

"She is still singing at the
Rectangl e. Since the tent neetings
cl osed she sings in an old hall until
t he new buil di ngs whi ch her friend,
Virginia Page, is putting up are
conpl et ed.

"I nmust wite Rachel to cone to
Chi cago and visit us. She ought not to
t hrow away her voice in that railroad
town upon all those people who don't
appreci ate her."

M. Sterling Iighted a new cigar
and Rose excl ai ned:

"Rachel is so queer. She might set
Chicago wild with her voice if she sang
in the Auditorium And there she goes on
throwing it away on people who don't
know what they are hearing."

"Rachel won't come here unless she
can do it and keep her pledge at the
same time," said Felicia, after a pause.

"What pl edge?" M. Sterling asked
t he question and then added hastily:
"Ch, | know, yes! A very peculiar thing
that. Al exander Powers used to be a
friend of mne. W |earned tel egraphy in
the sane office. Made a great sensation
when he resigned and handed over t hat
evi dence to the Interstate Comerce
Conmi ssion. And he's back at his
tel egraph again. There have been queer
doi ngs in Raynond during the past year.
I wonder what Dr. Bruce thinks of it on
the whole. | nust have a talk with him
about it."



"He is at hone and will preach
tomorrow, " said Felicia. "Perhaps he
will tell us sonething about it."

There was silence for a mnute.
Then Felicia said abruptly, as if she
had gone on with a spoken thought to
some invisible hearer: "And what if he
shoul d propose the sane pledge to the
Nazareth Avenue Church?"

"Who? What are you tal king about ?"
asked her father a little sharply.

"About Dr. Bruce. | say, what if he
shoul d propose to our church what M.
Maxwel | proposed to his, and ask for
vol unt eers who woul d pl edge t hensel ves
to do everything after asking the
guestion, 'What would Jesus do?""

"There's no danger of it," said
Rose, rising suddenly fromthe couch as
the tea-bell rang.

"It's a very inpracticable
nmovenment, to ny mnd," said M. Sterling
shortly.

"l understand from Rachel's letter
that the Raynmond church is going to make
an attenpt to extend the idea of the
pl edge to other churches. If it succeeds
it wll certainly nmake great changes in
the churches and in people's lives,™
said Felicia.

"Ch, well, let's have sone tea
first!" said Rose, walking into the
di ning-room Her father and Felicia
foll owed, and the nmeal proceeded in
silence. Ms. Sterling had her neals
served in her room M. Sterling was
preoccupi ed. He ate very little and
excused hinself early, and although it
was Saturday night, he remarked as he
went out that he should be down town on
some speci al business.

"Don't you think father |ooks very
much di sturbed | atel y?" asked Felicia a
little while after he had gone out.

"Ch, | don't know 1| hadn't noticed
anyt hi ng unusual ,"” replied Rose. After a
silence she said: "Are you going to the



play tonight, Felicia? Ms. Delano wll
be here at half past seven. | think you
ought to go. She will feel hurt if you
refuse.”

"I"ll go. | don't care about it. |
can see shadows enough wi thout going to
the play."

"That's a doleful remark for a girl
ni neteen years old to nmake," replied
Rose. "But then you're queer in your
i deas anyhow, Felicia. If you are going
up to see nother, tell her I'Il run in
after the play if she is still awake."

Felicia went up to see her nother
and remained with her until the Del ano
carriage came. Ms. Sterling was worried
about her husband. She tal ked
i ncessantly, and was irritated by every
remark Felicia nade. She woul d not
listen to Felicia's attenpts to read
even a part of Rachel's letter, and when
Felicia offered to stay with her for the
eveni ng, she refused the offer with a
good deal of positive sharpness.

@2
CHAPTER TWENTY- TWD

FELICI A started off to the play not
very happy, but she was famliar with
that feeling, only sonmetimes she was
nmor e unhappy than at others. Her feeling
expressed itself tonight by a w thdrawal
into herself. Wen the conpany was
seated in the box and the curtain had
gone up Felicia was back of the others
and remai ned for the evening by herself.
M's. Del ano, as chaperon for half a
dozen young | adi es, understood Felicia
wel I enough to know that she was
"queer," as Rose so often said, and she
made no attenpt to draw her out of her
corner. And so the girl really
experienced that night by herself one of
the feelings that added to the nmomentum
that was increasing the comng on of her
great crisis.

The play was an English nel odramng,
full of startling situations, realistic
scenery and unexpected climaxes. There
was one scene in the third act that
i npressed even Rose Sterling.



It was m dnight on Blackfriars
Bri dge. The Thanes fl owed dark and
forbi dden below. St. Paul's rose through
the dimlight inmposing, its done seem ng
to fl oat above the buil dings surroundi ng
it. The figure of a child cane upon the
bri dge and stood there for a nonent
peering about as if |ooking for some
one. Several persons were crossing the
bridge, but in one of the recesses about
m dway of the river a woman stood,
| eani ng out over the parapet, with a
strai ned agony of face and figure that
told plainly of her intention. Just as
she was stealthily nounting the parapet
to throw herself into the river, the
child caught sight of her, ran forward
with a shrill cry nore animal than
human, and sei zi ng the wonman's dress
dragged back upon it with all her little
strength. Then there canme suddenly upon
the scene two other characters who had
already figured in the play, a tall
handsonme, athletic gentleman dressed in
the fashion, attended by a slimfigured
| ad who was as refined in dress and
appearance as the little girl clinging
to her nother, who was mournfully
hi deous in her rags and repul sive
poverty. These two, the gentl eman and
the lad, prevented the attenpted
suicide, and after a tableau on the
bri dge where the audi ence | earned t hat
the man and woman were brother and
sister, the scene was transferred to the
interior of one of the slumtenenents in
the East Side of London. Here the scene
pai nter and carpenter had done their
utnost to produce an exact copy of a
famous court and alley well known to the
poor creatures who make up a part of the
out cast London hunmanity. The rags, the
crowdi ng, the vileness, the broken
furniture, the horrible ani mal existence
forced upon creatures nmade in God's
i mage were so skilfully shown in this
scene that nore than one el egant wonman
in the theatre, seated |ike Rose
Sterling in a sunptuous box surrounded
wi th sil k hangi ngs and vel vet covered
railing, caught herself shrinking back a
little as if contam nation were possible
fromthe nearness of this piece of
scenery. It was alnost too realistic,
and yet it had a horrible fascination
for Felicia as she sat there al one,



buri ed back in a cushioned seat and
absorbed in thoughts that went far
beyond the di al ogue on the stage.

Fromthe tenenment scene the play
shifted to the interior of a nobleman's
pal ace, and al nost a sigh of relief went
up all over the house at the sight of
t he accustoned | uxury of the upper
cl asses. The contrast was startling. It
was brought about by a clever piece of
staging that allowed only a few nonents
to el apse between the slum and the
pal ace scene. The di al ogue went on, the
actors canme and went in their various
roles, but upon Felicia the play nade
but one distinct inpression. In realty
the scenes on the bridge and in the
sluns were only incidents in the story
of the play, but Felicia found herself
living those scenes over and over. She
had never phil osophi zed about the causes
of human m sery, she was not ol d enough
she had not the tenperanment that
phi | osophi zes. But she felt intensely,
and this was not the first tinme she had
felt the contrast thrust into her
feeling between the upper and the | ower
condi tions of human life. It had been
growi ng upon her until it had nade her
what Rose call ed "queer," and ot her
people in her circle of wealthy
acquai ntances called very unusual. It
was sinply the human problemin its
extreme of riches and poverty, its
refinement and its vileness, that was,
in spite of her unconscious attenpts to
struggl e agai nst the facts, burning into
her life the inpression that would in
the end either transformher into a
woman of rare |ove and self-sacrifice
for the world, or a mserable enigma to
herself and all who knew her

"Cone, Felicia, aren't you going
hone?" said Rose. The play was over, the
curtai n down, and peopl e were goi ng
noi sily out, |aughing and gossiping as
if "The Shadows of London" were sinply
good di version, as they were, put on the
stage so effectively.

Felicia rose and went out with the
rest quietly, and with the absorbed
feeling that had actually left her in
her seat oblivious of the play' s ending.
She was never absent-m nded, but often



t hought herself into a condition that
left her alone in the mdst of a crowd.

“Well, what did you think of it?"
asked Rose when the sisters had reached
hone and were in the draw ng-room Rose
really had consi derabl e respect for
Felicia's judgnment of a play.

"I thought it was a pretty fair
picture of real life."

"I mean the acting," said Rose,
annoyed.

"The bridge scene was well acted,
especially the woman's part. | thought
the man overdid the sentinent a little."

"Did you? | enjoyed that. And
wasn't the scene between the two cousins
funny when they first learned they were
rel ated? But the slum scene was
horrible. I think they ought not to show
such things in a play. They are too
pai nful . "

"They nmust be painful in real life,
replied Felicia.

t oo,

"Yes, but we don't have to | ook at
the real thing. It's bad enough at the
theatre where we pay for it."

Rose went into the dining-room and
began to eat froma plate of fruit and
cakes on the sideboard.

"Are you going up to see not her?"
asked Felicia after a while. She had
remained in front of the draw ng-room
fireplace.

"No," replied Rose fromthe other
room "I won't trouble her tonight. If
you go in tell her I amtoo tired to be
agreeable.™

So Felicia turned into her nother's
room as she went up the great staircase
and down the upper hall. The light was
burni ng there, and the servant who
al ways waited on Ms. Sterling was
beckoning Felicia to cone in.

"Tell Clara to go out," exclained
Ms. Sterling as Felicia came up to the



bed.

Felicia was surprised, but she did
as her nother bade her, and then
i nqui red how she was feeling.

"Felicia," said her nother, "
you pray?"

can

The question was so unlike any her
not her had ever asked before that she
was startled. But she answered:

"Why, yes, nother. Why do you ask
such a question?"

"Felicia, | amfrightened. Your
father -- | have had such strange fears
about himall day. Something is wong
with him | want you to pray -- ."

"Now, here, nother?"
"Yes. Pray, Felicia."

Felicia reached out her hand and
took her nother's. It was trenbling.
Ms. Sterling had never shown such
tenderness for her younger daughter, and
her strange demand now was the first
real sign of any confidence in Felicia's
character.

The girl kneeled, still holding her
nmot her's trenbling hand, and prayed. It
is doubtful if she had ever prayed al oud
bef ore. She nust have said in her prayer
the words that her nother needed, for
when it was silent in the roomthe
i nval i d was weeping softly and her
nervous tension was over.

Felicia stayed sone tinme. Wen she
was assured that her nother woul d not
need her any | onger she rose to go.

"Good night, nother. You nust |et
Clara call me if you feel badly in the
ni ght."

"l feel better now " Then as
Felicia was noving away, Ms. Sterling
said: "wn't you kiss ne, Felicia?"

Felicia went back and bent over her
not her. The kiss was al nbst as strange
to her as the prayer had been. When



Felicia went out of the room her cheeks
were wet with tears. She had not often
cried since she was a little child.

Sunday norning at the Sterling
mansi on was generally very quiet. The
girls usually went to church at el even
o' clock service. M. Sterling was not a
menber but a heavy contributor, and he
generally went to church in the norning.
This tinme he did not come down to
breakfast, and finally sent word by a
servant that he did not feel well enough
to go out. So Rose and Felicia drove up
to the door of the Nazareth Avenue
Church and entered the fanmly pew al one.

When Dr. Bruce wal ked out of the
roomat the rear of the platformand
went up to the pulpit to open the Bible
as his customwas, those who knew him
best did not detect anything unusual in
hi s manner or his expression. He
proceeded with the service as usual. He
was cal mand his voice was steady and
firm H's prayer was the first
intimati on the peopl e had of anything
new or strange in the service. It is
safe to say that the Nazareth Avenue
Church had not heard Dr. Bruce offer
such a prayer before during the twelve
years he had been pastor there. How
would a mnister be likely to pray who
had conme out of a revolution in
Christian feeling that had conpletely
changed his definition of what was neant
by followi ng Jesus? No one in Nazareth
Avenue Church had any idea that the Rev.
Calvin Bruce, D. D., the dignified,
cultured, refined Doctor of Divinity,
had within a few days been crying like a
little child on his knees, asking for
strength and courage and Christlikeness
to speak his Sunday message; and yet the
prayer was an unconscious invol untary
di scl osure of his soul's experience such
as the Nazareth Avenue peopl e had sel dom
heard, and never before fromthat

pul pit.

In the hush that succeeded the
prayer a distinct wave of spiritual
power noved over the congregation. The
nost carel ess persons in the church felt
it. Felicia, whose sensitive religious
nature responded swiftly to every touch
of enotion, quivered under the passing



of that supernatural pressure, and when
she Iifted her head and | ooked up at the
m nister there was a | ook in her eyes

t hat announced her intense, eager
anticipation of the scene that was to
follow. And she was not alone in her
attitude. There was sonething in the
prayer and the result of it that stirred
many and many a disciple in that church
Al'l over the house nmen and wonen | eaned
forward, and when Dr. Bruce began to
speak of his visit to Raynond, in the
openi ng sentence of his address which
this nmorning preceded his sernon, there
was an answering response in the people
t hat came back to him as he spoke, and
thrilled himwith the hope of a
spiritual baptismsuch as he had never
during all his mnistry experienced.

@3
CHAPTER TVENTY- THREE

"I AMjust back froma visit to
Raynmond, " Dr. Bruce began, "and | want
to tell you sonething of my inpressions
of the novenent there.”

He paused and his | ook went out
over his people with yearning for them
and at the sanme time with a great
uncertainty at his heart. How many of
his rich, fashionable, refined,

[ uxury-1oving nmenbers woul d under st and
the nature of the appeal he was soon to
make to then? He was altogether in the
dark as to that. Neverthel ess he had
been t hrough his desert, and had cone
out of it ready to suffer. He went on
now after that brief pause and told them
the story of his stay in Raynond. The
peopl e al ready knew sonet hi ng of that
experinment in the First Church. The
whol e country had watched the progress
of the pledge as it had becone history
in so many lives. M. Maxwel|l had at

| ast decided that the tine had conme to
seek the fell owship of other churches

t hroughout the country. The new

di sci pl eship in Raynond had proved to be
so valuable in its results that he

wi shed the churches in general to share
with the disciples in Raynond. Al ready
t here had begun a vol unteer novenent in
many chur ches throughout the country,
acting on their own desire to wal k



closer in the steps of Jesus. The
Christian Endeavor Society had, with
ent husi asm in many churches taken the
pl edge to do as Jesus would do, and the
result was already marked in a deeper
spiritual life and a power in church

i nfluence that was |like a new birth for
t he menbers.

Al this Dr. Bruce told his people
sinmply and with a personal interest that
evidently led the way to the
announcenent which now foll owed. Felicia
had |listened to every word with strained
attention. She sat there by the side of
Rose, in contrast like fire beside snow,
al t hough even Rose was alert and as
excited as she could be.

"Dear friends," he said, and for
the first time since his prayer the
enotion of the occasion was revealed in
his voice and gesture, "I amgoing to
ask that Nazareth Avenue Church take the
same pl edge that Raynond Church has
taken. 1 know what this will nmean to you
and ne. It will nmean the conpl ete change
of very many habits. It will mean,

possi bly, social loss. It will nean very
probably, in many cases, |oss of noney.
It will nean suffering. It will nean
what followi ng Jesus neant in the first
century, and then it meant suffering,

| oss, hardship, separation from

everyt hing un-Christian. But what does
foll owi ng Jesus nean? The test of

di scipleship is the sane now as then
Those of us who volunteer in this church
to do as Jesus would do, sinply pronise
to walk in Hs steps as He gave us
comandnent . "

Agai n he paused, and now the result
of his announcenent was plainly visible
inthe stir that went up over the,
congregati on. He added in a quiet voice
that all who volunteered to nmake the
pl edge to do as Jesus would do, were
asked to remain after the norning
servi ce.

Instantly he proceeded with his
sermon. His text was, "Master, | wll
foll ow Thee whithersoever Thou goest."
It was a sernon that touched the deep
springs of conduct; it was a revelation
to the people of the definition their



pastor had been learning; it took them
back to the first century of
Christianity; above all, it stirred them
bel ow t he conventional thought of years
as to the nmeani ng and purpose of church
menbership. It was such a sernon as a
man can preach once in a lifetine, and
with enough in it for people to live on
all through the rest of their lifetine.

The service closed in a hush that
was sl ow y broken. People rose here and
there, a fewat a tinme. There was a
reluctance in the novenents of sone that
was very striking. Rose, however, wal ked
straight out of the pew, and as she
reached the aisle she turned her head
and beckoned to Felicia. By that tine
the congregation was rising all over the
church. "I amgoing to stay," she said,
and Rose had heard her speak in the sane
manner on ot her occasions, and knew t hat
her resolve could not be changed.
Nevert hel ess she went back into the pew
two or three steps and faced her

"Felicia," she whispered, and there
was a flush of anger on her cheeks,
"this is folly. What can you do? You
will bring sone disgrace on the famly
VWhat will father say? Cone!™

Felicia | ooked at her but did not
answer at once. Her |ips were noving
with a petition that came fromthe depth
of feeling that neasured a newlife for
her. She shocked her head.

"No, | amgoing to stay. | shal
take the pledge. | amready to obey it.
You do not know why | amdoing this."

Rose gave her one | ook and then
turned and went out of the pew, and down
the aisle. She did not even stop to talk
wi th her acquai ntances. Ms. Del ano was
goi ng out of the church just as Rose
stepped into the vestibul e.

"So you are not going to join Dr.
Bruce's vol unteer conpany?" Ms. Del ano
asked, in a queer tone that nmade Rose
redden.

"No, are you? It is sinply absurd.
| have al ways regarded that Raynond
novenent as fanatical. You know cousin



Rachel keeps us posted about it.

"Yes, | understand it is resulting
in a great deal of hardship in many
cases. For ny part, | believe Dr. Bruce

has sinply provoked di sturbance here. It
will result in splitting our church. You
see if it isn't so. There are scores of
people in the church who are so situated
that they can't take such a pl edge and
keep it. | amone of them" added Ms.
Del ano as she went out with Rose.

VWen Rose reached hone, her father
was standing in his usual attitude
before the open fireplace, snoking a
ci gar.

"Where is Felicia?" he asked as
Rose cane in.

"She stayed to an after-neeting,"”
replied Rose shortly. She threw off her
wraps and was goi ng upstairs when M.
Sterling called after her

"An after-neeting? What do you
mean?"

"Dr. Bruce asked the church to take
t he Raynond pl edge. "

M. Sterling took his cigar out of
his mouth and twirled it nervously
bet ween his fingers.

"I didn't expect that of Dr. Bruce.
Did many of the menbers stay?"

"I don't know. | didn't," replied
Rose, and she went upstairs | eaving her
father standing in the draw ng-room

After a few nonments he went to the
wi ndow and stood there | ooking out at
t he people driving on the boul evard. H's
ci gar had gone out, but he stil
fingered it nervously. Then he turned
fromthe wi ndow and wal ked up and down
the room A servant stepped across the
hal | and announced di nner and he told
her to wait for Felicia. Rose cane
downstairs and went into the library.
And still M. Sterling paced the
drawi ng-room restl essly.

He had finally wearied of the



wal ki ng apparently, and throw ng hinself
into a chair was broodi ng over sonething
deeply when Felicia cane in.

He rose and faced her. Felicia was
evidently very nmuch noved by the neeting
fromwhi ch she had just cone. At the
same time she did not wish to talk too
much about it. Just as she entered the
drawi ng-room Rose cane in fromthe
library.

"How many stayed?" she asked. Rose
was curious. At the same tinme she was
skeptical of the whole novenent in
Raynond.

"About a hundred,” replied Felicia
gravely. M. Sterling | ooked surprised.
Felicia was going out of the room but
he called to her

"Do you really nmean to keep the
pl edge?" he asked.

Felicia colored. Over her face and
neck the warm bl ood fl owed and she
answer ed, "You would not ask such a
guestion, father, if you had been at the
nmeeting." She lingered a nmonment in the
room then asked to be excused from
dinner for a while and went up to see
her not her.

No one but they two ever knew what
that interview between Felicia and her
nother was. It is certain that she nust
have tol d her nother sonething of the
spiritual power that had awed every
person present in the conpany of
di sci pl es who faced Dr. Bruce in that
nmeeting after the norning service. It is
al so certain that Felicia had never
bef ore known such an experience, and
woul d never have thought of sharing it
with her nother if it had not been for
t he prayer the evening before. Another
fact is also known of Felicia's
experience at this tinme. \Wen she
finally joined her father and Rose at
the table she seened unable to tell them
much about the neeting. There was a
reluctance to speak of it as one m ght
hesitate to attenpt a description of a
wonder ful sunset to a person who never
t al ked about anything but the weather.



VWhen that Sunday in the Sterling
mansi on was drawing to a close and the
soft, warmlights throughout the
dwel I i ng were gl owi ng through the great
wi ndows, in a corner of her room where
the Iight was obscure, Felicia kneel ed,
and when she raised her face and turned
it towards the light, it was the face of
a wonman who had al ready defined for
herself the greatest issues of earthly
life.

That same evening, after the Sunday
eveni ng service, Dr. Bruce was talking
over the events of the day with his
wi fe. They were of one heart and mind in
the matter, and faced their new future
with all the faith and courage of new
di sciples. Neither was deceived as to
the probable results of the pledge to
thensel ves or to the church

They had been talking but a little
whi | e when the bell rang and Dr. Bruce
going to the door exclained, as he
opened it:

"It is you, Edward! Cone in."

There cane into the hall a
commandi ng figure. The Bi shop was of
extraordi nary height and breadth of
shoul der, but of such good proportions
that there was no thought of ungainly or
even of unusual size. The inpression the
Bi shop made on strangers was, first,
that of great health, and then of great
affection.

He cane into the parlor and greeted
M's. Bruce, who after a few nonents was
called out of the room |eaving the two
men together. The Bishop sat in a deep
easy chair before the open fire. There
was just enough danpness in the early
spring of the year to nake an open fire
pl easant .

"Cal vin, you have taken a very
serious step today," he finally said,
lifting his large dark eyes to his old
coll ege classmate's face. "I heard of it
this afternoon. | could not resist the
desire to see you about it tonight."

"I"'mglad you cane.” Dr. Bruce laid
a hand on the Bishop's shoul der. "You



under st and what this neans, Edward?"

"I think I do. Yes, | amsure." The
Bi shop spoke very slowy and
t houghtfully. He sat with his hands
cl asped together. Over his face, narked
with [ines of consecration and service
and the | ove of nmen, a shadow crept, a
shadow not caused by the firelight. Once
nore he lifted his eyes toward his old
friend.

"Cal vin, we have al ways under st ood
each other. Ever since our paths led us
in different ways in church life we have
wal ked together in Christian
fell owship--."

"It is true,” replied Dr. Bruce
with an enotion he nmade no attenpt to
conceal or subdue. "Thank God for it. |
prize your fellowship nore than any
other man's. | have al ways known what it
meant, though it has al ways been nore
than | deserve.”

The Bi shop | ooked affectionately at
his friend. But the shadow still rested
on his face. After a pause he spoke
agai n:

"The new di sci pl eshi p neans a
crisis for you in your work. If you keep
this pledge to do all things as Jesus
would do -- as | know you will -- it
requi res no prophet to predict sone
remar kabl e changes in your parish." The
Bi shop | ooked wistfully at his friend
and then continued: "In fact, | do not
see how a perfect upheaval of
Christianity, as we now know it, can be
prevented if the mnisters and churches
general |y take the Raynond pl edge and
l[ive it out.” He paused as if he were
waiting for his friend to say sonething,
to ask sone question. But Bruce did not
know of the fire that was burning in the
Bi shop's heart over the very question
that Maxwel|l and hinself had fought out.

"Now, in ny church, for instance,"”
continued the Bishop, "it would be
rather a difficult matter, | fear, to
find very many peopl e who woul d take a
pl edge like that and live up to it.
Martyrdomis a lost art with us. Qur
Christianity loves its ease and confort



too well to take up anything so rough
and heavy as a cross. And yet what does
foll owi ng Jesus nean? What is it to wal k
in Hs steps?"

The Bi shop was sol il oquizi ng now
and it is doubtful if he thought, for
the monent, of his friend s presence.

For the first tinme there flashed into
Dr. Bruce's mind a suspicion of the
truth. What if the Bi shop would throw
the weight of his great influence on the
side of the Raynond novenent? He had the
followi ng of the nmobst aristocratic,
weal t hy, fashionable people, not only in
Chi cago, but in several large cities.
VWhat if the Bishop should join this new
di sci pl eshi p!

The t hought was about to be
foll owed by the word. Dr. Bruce had
reached out his hand and with the
famliarity of lifelong friendship had
placed it on the Bishop's shoul der and
was about to ask a very inportant
guestion, when they were both startled
by the violent ringing of the bell. Ms.
Bruce had gone to the door and was
talking with some one in the hall. There
was a | oud exclamation and then, as the
Bi shop rose and Bruce was stepping
toward the curtain that hung before the
entrance to the parlor, Ms. Bruce
pushed it aside. Her face was white and
she was trenbling

"O Calvin! Such terrible news! M.
Sterling -- oh, | cannot tell it! Wiat a
blow to those girls!"™ "Wat is it?" M.
Bruce advanced with the Bishop into the
hall and confronted the nmessenger, a
servant fromthe Sterlings. The nman was
wi thout his hat and had evidently run
over with the news, as Dr. Bruce lived
nearest of any intimate friends of the
famly

"M. Sterling shot hinself, sir, a
few m nutes ago. He killed hinself in
his bed-room Ms. Sterling--"

"I will go right over, Edward. WII
you go with me? The Sterlings are old
friends of yours.™'

The Bi shop was very pale, but calm
as always. He | ooked his friend in the



face and answer ed:

"Aye, Calvin, | will go with you
not only to this house of death, but
al so the whole way of human sin and
sorrow, please CGod."

And even in that noment of horror
at the unexpected news, Dr. Bruce
under st ood what the Bi shop had prom sed
to do.

@4
CHAPTER TVENTY- FOUR

These are they which follow the Lanb
whi t her soever He goet h.

WHEN Dr. Bruce and the Bishop
entered the Sterling mansion everything
in the usually well appointed household
was in the greatest confusion and
terror. The great roons downstairs were
enpty, but overhead were hurried
f oot steps and confused noi ses. One of
the servants ran down the grand
staircase with a | ook of horror on her
face just as the Bishop and Dr. Bruce
were starting to go up.

"Mss Feliciais with Ms.
Sterling," the servant stamered in
answer to a question, and then burst
into a hysterical cry and ran through
t he draw ng-room and out of doors.

At the top of the staircase the two
men were nmet by Felicia. She wal ked up
to Dr. Bruce at once and put both hands
in his. The Bishop then laid his hand on
her head and the three stood there a
nmonent in perfect silence. The Bi shop
had known Felicia since she was a little
child. He was the first to break the
si | ence.

"The God of all mercy be with you,
Felicia, in this dark hour. Your
not her--"

The Bi shop hesitated. Qut of the
buri ed past he had, during his hurried
passage fromhis friend' s to this house
of death, irresistibly drawn the one
tender romance of his young manhood. Not
even Bruce knew that. But there had been



a tine when the Bishop had offered the

i ncense of a singularly undivided

af fection upon the altar of his youth to
the beautiful Canmilla Rolfe, and she had
chosen between himand the mllionaire.
The Bi shop carried no bitterness with
his menory; but it was still a nenory.

For answer to the Bishop's
unfi ni shed query, Felicia turned and
went back into her nother's room She
had not said a word yet, but both nen
were struck with her wonderful calm She
returned to the hall door and beckoned
to them and the two ministers, with a
feeling that they were about to behold
somet hi ng very unusual , entered.

Rose lay with her arns outstretched
upon the bed. Cara, the nurse, sat with
her head covered, sobbing in spasns of
terror. And Ms. Sterling with "the
light that never was on sea or |and"
| um nous on her face, lay there so stil
that even the Bi shop was decei ved at
first. Then, as the great truth broke
upon himand Dr. Bruce, he staggered,
and the sharp agony of the old wound
shot through him It passed, and |eft
hi m standing there in that chanber of
death with the eternal cal nmess and
strength that the children of God have a
right to possess. And right well he used
that cal mess and strength in the days
that foll owed.

The next nonment the house bel ow was
inatunult. Alnost at the same tine the
doctor who had been sent for at once,
but lived sone distance away, came in,
together with police officers, who had
been summoned by frightened servants.
Wth themwere four or five newspaper
correspondents and several neighbors.

Dr. Bruce and the Bishop nmet this

m scel | aneous crowd at the head of the
stairs and succeeded in excluding al
except those whose presence was
necessary. Wth these the two friends

| earned all the facts ever known about
the "Sterling tragedy," as the papers in
their sensational accounts next day
called it.

M. Sterling had gone into his room
t hat eveni ng about nine o' clock and that
was the last seen of himuntil, in half



an hour, a shot was heard in the room
and a servant who was in the hall ran
into the roomand found himdead on the
floor, killed by his own hand. Felicia
at the tine was sitting by her nother
Rose was reading in the library. She ran
upstairs, saw her father as he was being
lifted upon the couch by the servants,
and then ran screamng into her nother's
room where she flung herself down at
the foot of the bed in a swoon. Ms.
Sterling had at first fainted at the
shock, then rallied with a wonderfu

swi ftness and sent for Dr. Bruce. She
had then insisted on seeing her husband.
In spite of Felicia's efforts, she had
conpelled Cara to support her while she
crossed the hall and entered the room
where her husband | ay. She had | ooked
upon himwith a tearless face, had gone
back to her own room was |aid on her
bed, and as Dr. Bruce and the Bishop
entered the house she, with a prayer of
forgiveness for herself and for her
husband on her quivering lips, had died,
with Felicia bending over her and Rose
still lying senseless at her feet.

So great and swift had been the
entrance of grimDeath into that pal ace
of luxury that Sunday night! But the
full cause of his com ng was not | earned
until the facts in regard to M.
Sterling' s business affairs were finally
di scl osed.

Then it was |earned that for some
time he had been facing financial ruin
owi ng to certain specul ations that had
inanonth's tine swept his supposed
wealth into conplete destruction. Wth
t he cunni ng and desperation of a man who
battles for his very life when he saw
his money, which was all the life he
ever valued, slipping fromhim he had
put off the evil day to the |ast nonent.
Sunday afternoon, however, he had
recei ved news that proved to hi m beyond
a doubt the fact of his utter ruin. The
very house that he called his, the
chairs in which he sat, his carriage
the di shes fromwhich he ate, had al
been bought with noney for which he
hi nsel f had never really done an honest
stroke of pure | abor.

It had all rested on a tissue of



deceit and specul ation that had no
foundation in real values. He knew that
fact better than any one el se, but he
had hoped, with the hope such nmen al ways
have, that the sanme nethods that brought
hi mt he nmoney woul d al so prevent the

| oss. He had been deceived in this as
many ot hers have been. As soon as the
truth that he was practically a beggar
had dawned upon him he saw no escape
fromsuicide. It was the irresistible
result of such a life as he had |ived.
He had nmade noney his god. As soon as
that god was gone out of his little
worl d there was nothing nore to worship;
and when a man's object of worship is
gone he has no nore to live for. Thus
died the great mllionaire, Charles R
Sterling. And, verily, he died as the
fool dieth, for what is the gain or the
| oss of noney conpared with the

unsear chabl e riches of eternal life

whi ch are beyond the reach of

specul ation, |oss or change?

Ms. Sterling' s death was the
result of the shock. She had not been
taken into her husband's confidence for
years, but she knew that the source of
his wealth was precarious. Her life for
several years had been a death in life.
The Rol fes al ways gave an inpression
that they could endure nore disaster
unnoved than any one else. Ms. Sterling
illustrated the old famly tradition
when she was carried into the roomwhere
her husband |l ay. But the feeble tenenent
could not hold the spirit and it gave up
t he ghost, torn and weakened by | ong
years of suffering and di sappoi nt ment.

The effect of this triple blow, the
deat h of father and nother, and the |oss
of property, was instantly apparent in
the sisters. The horror of events
stupefied Rose for weeks. She lay
unnoved by synpathy or any effort to
rally. She did not seemyet to realize
t hat the noney whi ch had been so large a
part of her very exi stence was gone.
Even when she was told that she and
Felicia nust |eave the house and be
dependent on relatives and friends, she
did not seemto understand what it
neant .

Felicia, however, was fully



consci ous of the facts. She knew j ust
what had happened and why. She was

tal king over her future plans with her
cousin Rachel a few days after the
funerals. Ms. Wnslow and Rachel had

| eft Raynond and come to Chicago at once
as soon as the terrible news had reached
them and with other friends of the
famly were planning for the future of
Rose and Felici a.

"Felicia, you and Rose must cone to
Raynmond with us. That is settled. Mother
wi Il not hear to any other plan at
present," Rachel had said, while her
beautiful face glowed with |ove for her
cousin, a love that had deepened day by
day, and was intensified by the
know edge that they both bel onged to the
new di sci pl eshi p.

"Unless | can find something to do
here," answered Felicia. She | ooked
wi stfully at Rachel, and Rachel said
gently:

"What could you do, dear?"

"Not hi ng. | was never taught to do
anything except a little nusic, and | do
not know enough about it to teach it or
earn nmy living at it. | have learned to
cook a little,” Felicia added with a
slight smle.

"Then you can cook for us. Mother
is always having trouble with her
kitchen," said Rachel, understandi ng
wel I enough she was now dependent for
her very food and shelter upon the
ki ndness of famly friends. It is true
the girls received a little sonething
out of the weck of their father's
fortune, but with a speculator's mad
folly he had managed to involve both his
wife's and his children's portion in the
conmon ruin.

"Can 1? Can I?" Felicia responded
to Rachel's proposition as if it were to
be considered seriously. "I amready to
do anyt hing honorable to nake ny |iving
and that of Rose. Poor Rose! She will
never be able to get over the shock of
our trouble.”

"W will arrange the details when



we get to Raynond," Rachel said, smling
t hrough her tears at Felicia' s eager
willingness to care for herself.

So in a few weeks Rose and Felicia
found thensel ves a part of the Wnslow
famly in Raynond. It was a bitter
experi ence for Rose, but there was
not hing el se for her to do and she
accepted the inevitable, brooding over
the great change in her life and in many
ways adding to the burden of Felicia and
her cousin Rachel

Felicia at once found herself in an
at nosphere of discipleship that was Iike
heaven to her in its revelation of
conmpani onship. It is true that Ms.

W nsl ow was not in synpathy with the
course that Rachel was taking, but the
remar kabl e events in Raynond since the
pl edge was taken were too powerful in
their results not to i npress even such a
woman as Ms. Wnslow Wth Rachel
Felicia found a perfect fellowship. She
at once found a part to take in the new
work at the Rectangle. In the spirit of
her new |ife she insisted upon hel pi ng
in the housework at her aunt's, and in a
short tinme denonstrated her ability as a
cook so clearly that Virginia suggested
t hat she take charge of the cooking at

t he Rect angl e.

Felicia entered upon this work with
t he keenest pleasure. For the first tinme
in her life she had the delight of doing
somet hing of value for the happi ness of
others. Her resolve to do everything
after asking, "Wat would Jesus do?"
touched her deepest nature. She began to
devel op and strengthen wonderfully. Even
Ms. Wnslow was obliged to acknow edge
t he great useful ness and beauty of
Felicia's character. The aunt | ooked
wi t h astoni shnent upon her niece, this
city-bred girl, reared in the greatest
| uxury, the daughter of a millionaire,
now wal ki ng around in her kitchen, her
arnms covered with flour and occasionally
a streak of it on her nose, for Felicia
at first had a habit of rubbing her nose
forgetfully when she was trying to
renenber some recipe, mxing various
dishes with the greatest interest in
their results, washing up pans and
kettles and doing the ordinary work of a



servant in the Wnslow kitchen and at
the roonms at the Rectangle Settlenent.
At first Ms. Wnsl ow renonstrated

"Felicia, it is not your place to
be out here doing this comon work. |
cannot allowit."

"Way, Aunt? Don't you like the
muf fins | nmade this norning?" Felicia
woul d ask neekly, but with a hidden
smle, know ng her aunt's weakness for
that kind of nuffin.

"They were beautiful, Felicia. But
it does not seemright for you to be
doi ng such work for us."

"Why not ? What el se can | do?"

Her aunt | ooked at her
t houghtfully, noting her renmarkable
beauty of face and expression

"You do not always intend to do
this kind of work, Felicia?"

"Maybe | shall. | have had a dream
of opening an ideal cook shop in Chicago
or some large city and going around to
the poor famlies in some slumdistrict
like the Rectangle, teaching the nothers
how to prepare food properly. | remenber
hearing Dr. Bruce say once that he
bel i eved one of the great miseries of
conparative poverty consisted in poor
food. He even went so far as to say that
he thought sone kinds of crine could be
traced to soggy biscuit and tough
beefsteak. I"'msure | would be able to
make a living for Rose and nyself and at
the sane tine help others.”

Felicia brooded over this dream
until it becane a reality. Meanwhile she
grew into the affections of the Raynond
peopl e and the Rectangle fol ks, anong
whom she was known as the "angel cook."
Underneath the structure of the
beautiful character she was grow ng,
al ways rested her prom se made in
Nazareth Avenue Church, "Wat woul d
Jesus do?" She prayed and hoped and
wor ked and regul ated her life by the
answer to that question. It was the
i nspiration of her conduct and the
answer to all her anbition.
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CHAPTER TVENTY- FI VE

THREE nont hs had gone by since the
Sunday norni ng when Dr. Bruce canme into
his pulpit with the nessage of the new
di sci pl eshi p. They were three nonths of
great excitenent in Nazareth Avenue
Church. Never before had Rev. Calvin
Bruce realized how deep the feeling of
his menbers fl owed. He hunbly confessed
that the appeal he had nmade nmet with an
unexpect ed response from nmen and wonen
who, like Felicia, were hungry for
something in their lives that the
conventional type of church nenbership
and fellowship had failed to give them

But Dr. Bruce was not yet satisfied
for hinself. He cannot tell what his
feeling was or what |led to the novenent
he finally made, to the great
ast oni shrent of all who knew him better
than by relating a conversati on between
himand the Bishop at this tinme in the
history of the pledge in Nazareth Avenue
Church. The two friends were as before
in Dr. Bruce's house, seated in his
st udy.

"You know what | have conme in this
evening for?" the Bi shop was sayi ng
after the friends had been tal king sone
time about the results of the pledge
wi th the Nazareth Avenue peopl e.

Dr. Bruce | ooked over at the Bishop
and shook his head.

"l have cone to confess that | have
not yet kept ny promse to walk in Hs
steps in the way that | believe |I shal
be obliged to if | satisfy ny thought of
what it neans to walk in H's steps.™

Dr. Bruce had risen and was pacing
his study. The Bishop remained in the
deep easy chair with his hands cl asped,
but his eye burned with the bl ow that
bel onged to hi m before he nmade sone
great resolve

"Edward,"” Dr. Bruce spoke abruptly,
"I have not yet been able to satisfy
nysel f, either, in obeying nmy prom se.



But | have at |ast decided on ny course
In order to followit | shall be obliged
to resign from Nazareth Avenue Church.™

"I knew you would," replied the
Bi shop quietly. "And | came in this
evening to say that | shall be obliged
to do the same thing with ny charge.”

Dr. Bruce turned and wal ked up to
his friend. They were both | aboring
under a repressed excitenent.

"I's it necessary in your case?"
asked Bruce.

"Yes. Let ne state ny reasons.
Probably they are the sanme as yours. In
fact, | amsure they are."” The Bishop
paused a nmoment, then went on with
i ncreasing feeling:

"Cal vin, you know how nmany years |
have been doing the work of ny position
and you know sonet hi ng of the
responsibility and care of it. |1 do not
mean to say that ny life has been free
from burden-bearing or sorrow. But |
have certainly | ed what the poor and
desperate of this sinful city wuld call
a very confortable, yes, a very
luxurious life. | have had a beautiful
house to live in, the nost expensive
food, clothing and physical pleasures. |
have been able to go abroad at |east a
dozen tinmes, and have enjoyed for years
t he beautiful conpanionship of art and
letters and nusic and all the rest, of
the very best. | have never known what
it meant to be wi thout noney or its
equi valent. And | have been unable to
silence the question of |ate: 'Wat have
| suffered for the sake of Christ? Pau
was told what great things he nust
suffer for the sake of his Lord.
Maxwel | ' s position at Raynond is well
taken when he insists that to walk in
the steps of Christ nmeans to suffer
VWere has ny suffering conme in? The
petty trials and annoyances of ny
clerical life are not worth nentioning
as sorrows or sufferings. Conpared with
Paul or any of the Christian martyrs or
early disciples | have lived a
[ uxurious, sinful life, full of ease and
pl easure. | cannot endure this any
longer. | have that within me which of



late rises in overwhel m ng condemati on

of such a follow ng of Jesus. | have not
been wal king in H's steps. Under the
present system of church and social life

| see no escape fromthis condemati on
except to give the nost of ny life
personally to the actual physical and
soul needs of the wetched people in the
worst part of this city.”

The Bi shop had risen now and wal ked
over to the window. The street in front
of the house was as |ight as day, and he
| ooked out at the crowds passing, then
turned and with a passionate utterance
t hat showed how deep the volcanic fire
i n hi mburned, he excl ai ned:

"Calvin, this is aterrible city in
which we livel Its msery, its sin, its
sel fi shness, appall my heart. And | have
struggled for years with the sickening
dread of the tinme when | should be
forced to | eave the pl easant |uxury of
my official position to put ny life into
contact with the nodern pagani smof this
century. The awful condition of the
girls in some great business places, the
brutal selfishness of the insolent
soci ety fashion and weal th that ignores
all the sorrow of the city, the fearfu
curse of the drink and ganbling hell,
the wail of the unenpl oyed, the hatred
of the church by countl ess nen who see
init only great piles of costly stone
and uphol stered furniture and the
mnister as a luxurious idler, all the
vast tumult of this vast torrent of
humanity with its false and its true
i deas, its exaggeration of evils in the
church and its bitterness and shane that
are the result of many conpl ex causes,
all this as a total fact in its contrast
with the easy, confortable Iife |I have
lived, fills me nore and nore with a
sense of mingled terror and self
accusation. | have heard the words of
Jesus many tinmes lately: 'lnasnmuch as ye
did it not unto one of these |least My
brethren, ye did it not unto Me.' And
when have | personally visited the
prisoner or the desperate or the sinfu
in any way that has actually caused ne
suffering? Rather, | have followed the
conventional soft habits of ny position
and have lived in the society of the
rich, refined, aristocratic nmenbers of



nmy congregations. \Were has the
suffering come i n? What have | suffered
for Jesus' sake? Do you know, Calvin,"
he turned abruptly toward his friend, "I
have been tenpted of late to | ash nysel f
with a scourge. If | had lived in Martin
Luther's time | should have bared ny
back to a self-inflicted torture.™

Dr. Bruce was very pale. Never had
he seen the Bishop or heard hi mwhen
under the influence of such a passion
There was a sudden silence in the room
The Bi shop sat down again and bowed his
head.

Dr. Bruce spoke at |ast:

"Edward, | do not need to say that
you have expressed ny feelings also. |
have been in a simlar position for
years. My life has been one of
conparative luxury. | do not, of course,
mean to say that | have not had trials
and di scouragenents and burdens in ny
church mnistry. But | cannot say that |
have suffered any for Jesus. That verse
in Peter constantly haunts nme: ' Chri st
al so suffered for you, |eaving you an
exanpl e that ye should follow H s
steps.' | have lived in luxury. | do not
know what it nmeans to want. | al so have
had ny leisure for travel and beautiful
conpani onshi p. | have been surrounded by
the soft, easy conforts of civilization
The sin and msery of this great city
have beaten |ike waves agai nst the stone
wal I's of my church and of this house in
which I live, and |I have hardly heeded
them the walls have been so thick. |
have reached a point where | cannot

endure this any longer. | am not
condemi ng the Church. | love her. | am
not forsaking the Church. | believe in
her m ssion and have no desire to
destroy. Least of all, in the step | am

about to take do | desire to be charged
wi t h abandoni ng the Christian
fellowship. But |I feel that | mnust
resign ny place as pastor of Nazareth
Church in order to satisfy nyself that |
amwal king as | ought to walk in H's
steps. In this action | judge no ot her
m ni ster and pass no criticismon
others' discipleship. But I feel as you
do. Into a close contact with the sin
and shane and degradation of this great



city I nust cone personally. And |I know
that to do that | nust sever ny

i mredi ate connection with Nazareth
Avenue Church. | do not see any other
way for nyself to suffer for Hs sake as
| feel that | ought to suffer.”

Agai n that sudden silence fell over
those two nmen. It was no ordi nary action
t hey were deciding. They had both
reached the sanme conclusion by the sanme
reasoni ng, and they were too thoughtful
too well accustoned to the neasuring of
conduct, to underestimate the
seriousness of their position

"What is your plan?" The Bi shop at
| ast spoke gently, looking with the
smle that always beautified his face.
The Bi shop's face grew in glory now
every day.

"My plan,” replied Dr. Bruce
slowy, "is, in brief, the putting of
nmyself into the centre of the greatest
human need | can find in this city and
living there. My wife is fully in accord
with ne. W have already decided to find
a residence in that part of the city
where we can nake our personal |ives
count for the nost."

"Let me suggest a place." The
Bi shop was on fire now Hs fine face
actually glowed with the enthusi asm of
t he nmovenent in which he and his friend
were inevitably enbarked. He went on and
unfol ded a plan of such far-reaching
power and possibility that Dr. Bruce,
capabl e and experienced as he was, felt
amazed at the vision of a greater sou
t han his own.

They sat up late, and were as eager
and even glad as if they were planning
for atrip together to sone rare | and of
unexplored travel. |Indeed, the Bishop
said many tinmes afterward that the
nonment his decision was reached to |ive
the Iife of personal sacrifice he had
chosen he suddenly felt an uplifting as
if a great burden were taken from him
He was exultant. So was Dr. Bruce from
t he same cause

Their plan as it finally grewinto
a workable fact was in reality nothing



nmore than the renting of a large

buil ding fornmerly used as a warehouse
for a brewery, reconstructing it and
living in it thenmselves in the very
heart of a territory where the sal oon
ruled with power, where the tenement was
its filthiest, where vice and ignorance
and shanme and poverty were congested
into hideous forns. It was not a new
idea. It was an idea started by Jesus
Christ when He left H's Father's House
and forsook the riches that were H s in
order to get nearer humanity and, by
becomi ng a part of its sin, helping to
draw humanity apart fromits sin. The
University Settlement idea is not
nodern. It is as old as Bethl ehem and
Nazareth. And in this particular case it
was the nearest approach to anything
that woul d satisfy the hunger of these
two nmen to suffer for Christ.

There had sprung up in themat the
same time a longing that anounted to a
passion, to get nearer the great
physi cal poverty and spiritua
destitution of the mghty city that
t hr obbed around them How could they do
this except as they becane a part of it
as nearly as one nman can becone a part
of another's msery? Wiere was the
suffering to come in unless there was an
actual self-denial of sonme sort? And
what was to nake that self-denial
apparent to thensel ves or any one el se,
unless it took this concrete, actual
personal formof trying to share the
deepest suffering and sin of the city?

So they reasoned for thensel ves,
not judgi ng others. They were sinply
keeping their own pledge to do as Jesus
woul d do, as they honestly judged He
woul d do. That was what they had
prom sed. How could they quarrel with
the result if they were irresistibly
conpel l ed to do what they were planning
to do?

The Bi shop had noney of his own.
Every one in Chicago knew that he had a
handsonme fortune. Dr. Bruce had acquired
and saved by literary work carried on in
connection with his parish duties nore
than a confortabl e conpetence. This
nmoney, a large part of it, the two
friends agreed to put at once into the



work, most of it into the furnishing of
the Settl enent House.
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CHAPTER TWENTY- SI X

VEANVHI LE, Nazareth Avenue Church
was experiencing sonet hi ng never known
before in all its history. The sinple
appeal on the part of its pastor to his
nmenbers to do as Jesus would do had
created a sensation that stil
continued. The result of that appeal was
very much the sane as in Henry Maxwel|l's
church in Raynond, only this church was
far nore aristocratic, wealthy and
conventional. Neverthel ess when, one
Sunday norning in early sumer, Dr.
Bruce came into his pul pit and announced
his resignation, the sensation deepened
all over the city, although he had
advised with his board of trustees, and
t he novenent he intended was not a
matter of surprise to them But when it
beconme publicly known that the Bi shop
had al so announced his resignation and
retirement fromthe position he had held
so long, in order to go and live hinself
in the centre of the worst part of
Chi cago, the public astoni shnent reached
its height.

"But why?" the Bishop replied to
one val ued friend who had alnost with
tears tried to dissuade himfromhis
pur pose. "Wy should what Dr. Bruce and
| propose to do seem so renarkable a
thing, as if it were unheard of that a
Doctor of Divinity and a Bi shop shoul d
want to save lost souls in this
particular manner? If we were to resign
our charge for the purpose of going to
Bonbay or Hong Kong or any place in
Africa, the churches and the people
woul d excl aimat the heroi sm of
m ssions. Wiy should it seem so great a
thing if we have been led to give our
l[ives to help rescue the heathen and the
| ost of our own city in the way we are
going to try it? Is it then such a
tremendous event that two Christian
m ni sters should be not only willing but
eager to live close to the msery of the
world in order to know it and realize
it? Is it such a rare thing that |ove of
humanity should find this particul ar



form of expression in the rescue of
soul s?"

And however the Bi shop may have
satisfied hinmself that there ought to be
not hi ng so remarkabl e about it at all
the public continued to talk and the
churches to record their astonishnment
that two such nen, so prominent in the
m nistry, should |l eave their confortable
hones, voluntarily resign their pleasant
soci al positions and enter upon a life
of hardship, of self-denial and actua
suffering. Christian Anerica! Is it a
reproach on the form of our discipleship
that the exhibition of actual suffering
for Jesus on the part of those who wal k
in Hs steps always provokes
ast oni shmrent as at the sight of
somet hi ng very unusual ?

Nazareth Avenue Church parted from
its pastor with regret for the nost
part, although the regret was nodified
with a feeling of relief on the part of
t hose who had refused to take the
pl edge. Dr. Bruce carried with himthe
respect of men who, entangled in
busi ness in such a way that obedience to
t he pl edge woul d have ruined them stil
held in their deeper, better natures a
genui ne admration for courage and
consi stency. They had known Dr. Bruce
many years as a kindly, conservative,
safe man, but the thought of himin the
light of sacrifice of this sort was not
famliar to them As fast as they
understood it, they gave their pastor
the credit of being absolutely true to
his recent convictions as to what
foll owi ng Jesus neant. Nazareth Avenue
Church never |ost the inpulse of that
nmovenent started by Dr. Bruce. Those who
went with himin making the prom se
breathed into the church the very breath
of divine life, and are continuing that
life-giving work at this present tinme.

* * *x k* * %

It was fall again, and the city
faced another hard wi nter. The Bishop
one afternoon canme out of the Settlenent
and wal ked around the bl ock, intending
to go on a visit to one of his new
friends in the district. He had wal ked
about four blocks when he was attracted



by a shop that |ooked different fromthe
ot hers. The nei ghborhood was still quite
new to him and every day he di scovered

some strange spot or stunbled upon sone

unexpect ed humanity.

The place that attracted his notice
was a small house close by a Chi nese
[ aundry. There were two wi ndows in the
front, very clean, and that was
remarkable to begin with. Then, inside
the wi ndow, was a tenpting display of
cookery, with prices attached to the
various articles that nmade hi mwonder
somewhat, for he was famliar by this
time with many facts in the life of the
peopl e once unknown to him As he stood
| ooki ng at the wi ndows, the door between
t hem opened and Felicia Sterling canme
out .

"Felicial" exclained the Bi shop
"When did you nove into ny parish
wi t hout ny know edge?”

"How did you find me so soon?"
i nquired Felicia.

"Why, don't you know? These are the
only clean wi ndows in the block."

"I believe they are," replied
Felicia with a laugh that did the Bi shop
good to hear.

"But why have you dared to conme to
Chi cago without telling nme, and how have
you entered ny diocese without ny
know edge?" asked the Bi shop. And
Felicia | ooked so |like that beautiful
cl ean, educated, refined world he once
knew, that he m ght be pardoned for
seeing in her sonething of the old
Par adi se. Al though, to speak truth for
him he had no desire to go back to it.

"Wel |, dear Bishop," said Felicia,
who had al ways called himso, "I knew
how overwhel ned you were with your work.
| did not want to burden you with ny
pl ans. And besides, | amgoing to offer
you ny services. Indeed, | was just on
my way to see you and ask your advice. |
am settled here for the present with
Ms. Bascom a sal eswoman who rents our
three roons, and with one of Rachel's
musi ¢ pupils who is being helped to a



course in violin by Virginia Page. She
is fromthe people,"” continued Felicia,
using the words "fromthe people"” so
gravely and unconsciously that her
hearer smled, "and | am keepi ng house
for her and at the sane tinme beginning
an experinent in pure food for the
masses. | am an expert and | have a plan
I want you to admire and develop. WII
you, dear Bi shop?"

"Indeed I will," he replied. The
sight of Felicia and her renarkable
vitality, enthusiasm and evi dent purpose
al nost bew [ dered him

"Martha can help at the Settl enent
with her violin and | will help with ny
messes. You see, | thought | would get
settled first and work out sonething,
and then come with sone real thing to
offer. I"'mable to earn ny own living
now. "

"You are?" the Bishop said a little
i ncredul ously. "How? Making those
t hi ngs?"

"Those things!" said Felicia with a
show of indignation. "I would have you
know, sir, that 'those things' are the
best - cooked, purest food products in
this whole city."

"I don't doubt it," he replied
hastily, while his eyes twi nkled,
"Still, '"the proof of the pudding --
you know the rest."

"Conme in and try sone!" she
excl ai med. "You poor Bishop! You | ook as
if you hadn't had a good neal for a
nont h. "

She insisted on his entering the
little front roomwhere Martha, a
wi de-awake girl with short, curly hair,
and an unm stakabl e air of nusic about
her, was busy with practice.

"Go right on, Martha. This is the
Bi shop. You have heard ne speak of him
so often. Sit down there and let me give
you a taste of the fleshpots of Egypt,
for | believe you have been actually
fasting."



So they had an inprovised | unch,
and the Bishop who, to tell the truth,
had not taken time for weeks to enjoy
his nmeals, feasted on the delight of his
unexpect ed di scovery and was able to
express his astoni shnent and
gratification at the quality of the
cookery.

"I thought you would at |east say
it is as good as the neals you used to
get at the Auditoriumat the big
banquets,"” said Felicia slyly.

"As good as! The Auditorium
banquets were sinply husks conmpared with
this one, Felicia. But you nust cone to
the Settlenment. | want you to see what
we are doing. And I am sinply astoni shed
to find you here earning your living

this way. | begin to see what your plan
is. You can be of infinite help to us.
You don't really nmean that you will live

here and hel p these people to know t he
val ue of good food?"

"Indeed | do," she answered
gravely. "That is my gospel. Shall | not
follow it?"

"Aye, Aye! You're right. Bless CGod
for sense like yours! Wien | left the
world,"” the Bishop smiled at the phrase,
"they were tal king a good deal about the
"new woman.' |f you are one of them |
am a convert right now and here."

"Flattery! Still is there no escape
fromit, even in the sluns of Chicago?"
Felicia | aughed again. And the man's
heart, heavy though it had grown during
several nonths of vast sin-bearing,
rejoiced to hear it! It sounded good. It
was good. It belonged to Cod.

Felicia wanted to visit the
Settlenent, and went back with him She
was amazed at the results of what
consi derabl e noney an a good deal of
consecrated brains had done. As they
wal ked t hrough the building they talked
i ncessantly. She was the incarnation of
vital enthusiasm and he wondered at the
exhibition of it as it bubbled up and
sparkl ed over.

They went down into the basement



and the Bi shop pushed open a door from
behi nd whi ch cane the sound of a
carpenter's plane. It was a small but
wel | equi pped carpenter's shop. A young
man with a paper cap on his head and
clad in bl ouse and overalls was

whi stling and driving the plane as he
whi stl ed. He | ooked up as the two
entered, and took off his cap. As he did
so, his little finger carried a smal
curling shaving up to his hair and it
caught there.

"Mss Sterling, M. Stephen Cyde,"
said the Bishop. "Clyde is one of our
hel pers here two afternoons in the
week. "

Just then the bishop was called
upstairs and he excused hinself a
nmonent, |eaving Felicia and the young
carpenter together.

"W have net before," said Felicia
| ooki ng at O yde frankly.

"Yes, 'back in the world,' as the
Bi shop says," replied the young man, and
his fingers trenbled a little as they
lay on the board he had been pl aning.
"Yes." Felicia hesitated. "I am
very glad to see you."

"Are you?" The flush of pleasure
mounted to the young carpenter's
forehead. "You have had a great deal of
trouble since -- since -- then," he
said, and then he was afraid he had
wounded her, or called up painfu
menories. But she had lived over al
t hat .

"Yes, and you also. Howis it that
you' re wor ki ng here?"

"It is along story, Mss Sterling.
My father lost his noney and | was
obliged to go to work. A very good thing
for me. The Bishop says | ought to be

very grateful. I am | amvery happy
now. | |earned the trade, hoping sone
time to be of use, I amnight clerk at

one of the hotels. That Sunday norni ng
when you took the pledge at Nazareth
Avenue Church, | took it with the

ot hers. "



"Did you?" said Felicia slowy. "
amglad."

Just then the Bi shop canme back, and
very soon he and Felicia went away
| eavi ng the young carpenter at his work.
Sone one noticed that he whistled | ouder
than ever as he pl aned.

"Felicia," said the Bishop, "did
you know St ephen O yde before?"

"Yes, 'back in the world,' dear
Bi shop. He was one of ny acquai ntances
in Nazareth Avenue Church."”

"Ah!" said the Bishop

"W were very good friends," added
Felici a.

"But not hing nore?" the Bishop
ventured to ask.

Felicia's face gl owed for an
instant. Then she | ooked her conpani on
in the eyes frankly and answered:

"Truly and truly, nothing nore."

"It would be just the way of the
world for these two people to cone to
i ke each other, though,” thought the
man to hinmsel f, and sonehow the thought
made himgrave. It was al nost |ike the
old pang over Camilla. But it passed,
| eavi ng him afterwards, when Felicia had
gone back, with tears in his eyes and a
feeling that was al nost hope that
Felicia and Stephen would Iike each
other. "After all,” he said, like the
sensi bl e, good man that he was, "is not
romance a part of humanity? Love is
older than I am and w ser."

The week foll ow ng, the Bishop had
an experience that belongs to this part
of the Settlement history. He was coning
back to the Settlenent very late from
some gathering of the striking tailors,
and was wal ki ng al ong with his hands
behi nd him when two nmen junped out from
behind an old fence that shut off an
abandoned factory fromthe street, and
faced him One of the nen thrust a
pistol in his face, and the other



threatened himw th a ragged stake that
had evidently been torn fromthe fence.

"Hol d up your hands, and be quick
about it!" said the man with the pistol

The place was solitary and the
Bi shop had no thought of resistance. He
did as he was commanded, and the man
with the stake began to go through his
pockets. He was calm Hi s nerves did not
quiver. As he stood there with his hands
uplifted, an ignorant spectator m ght
have t hought that he was praying for the
soul s of these two nmen. And he was. And
his prayer was singularly answered that
very night.

@7
CHAPTER TWENTY- SEVEN

"Ri ght eousness shall go before himand
shall set us in the way of his steps.”

THE Bi shop was not in the habit of
carrying nmuch noney with him and the
man with the stake who was searching him
uttered an oath at the small anount of
change he found. As he uttered it, the
man with the pistol savagely said, "Jerk
out his watch! W mght as well get al
we can out of the job!™"

The man with the stake was on the
poi nt of laying hold of the chain where
there was a sound of footsteps com ng
towards him

"Cet behind the fence! W haven't
hal f searched himyet! Mnd you keep
shut now, if you don't want--"

The man with the pistol nade a
significant gesture with it and, with
hi s conpani on, pulled and pushed the
Bi shop down the alley and through a
ragged, broken opening in the fence. The
three stood still there in the shadow
until the footsteps passed.

"Now, then, have you got the
wat ch?" asked the man with the pistol

"No, the chain is caught
somewhere! " and the other man swore
agai n.



"Break it then!"

"No, don't break it," the Bishop
said, and it was the first tine he had
spoken. "The chain is the gift of a very
dear friend. | should be sorry to have
it broken."

At the sound of the Bishop's voice
the man with the pistol started as if he
had been suddenly shot by his own
weapon. Wth a quick novenent of his
ot her hand he turned the Bi shop's head
toward' s what little |light was shining
fromthe all eyway, at the same tine
taking a step nearer. Then, to the
amazement of his conpani on, he said
roughly:

"Leave the watch al onel W' ve got
t he noney. That's enough!™

"Enough! Fifty cents! You don't
reckon--"

Before the man with the stake coul d
say another word he was confronted with
the muzzl e of the pistol turned fromthe
Bi shop' s head towards his own.

"Leave that watch be! And put back
the money too. This is the Bi shop we' ve
held up -- the Bishop -- do you hear?"

"And what of it! The President of
the United States wouldn't be too good
to hold up, if -- "

"I say, you put the noney back, or
in five seconds 1'll blow a hol e through
your head that'll let in nore sense than
you have to spare now " said the other

For a second the man with the stake
seened to hesitate at this strange turn
in events, as if nmeasuring his
conpani on's intention. Then he hastily
dropped the noney back into the rifled
pocket .

"You can take your hands down,
sir."™ The man | owered his weapon slowy,
still keeping an eye on the other man
and speaking with rough respect. The
Bi shop slowly brought his arns to his
side, and | ooked earnestly at the two



men. In the dimlight it was difficult
to distinguish features. He was
evidently free to go his way now, but he
stood there maki ng no novenent.

"You can go on. You needn't stay
any | onger on our account." The man who
had acted as spokesman turned and sat
down on a stone. The other man stood
vi ciously digging his stake into the
gr ound.

"That's just what | am staying
for," replied the Bishop. He sat down on
a board that projected fromthe broken
fence.

"You must |ike our conpany. It is
hard sonetinmes for people to tear
t hensel ves away fromus,"” and the man
standi ng up | aughed coarsely.

"Shut up!" excl ai ned the other
"We're on the road to hell, though
that's sure enough. W need better
conpany than ourselves and the devil."

"I'f you would only allow ne to be
of any hel p," the Bi shop spoke gently,
even |l ovingly. The man on the stone
stared at the Bi shop through the
darkness. After a noment of silence he
spoke slowy |ike one who had finally
deci ded upon a course he had at first
rej ected.

"Do you remenber ever seeing ne
bef or e?"

"No," said the Bishop. "The Iight
is not very good and | have really not
had a good | ook at you."

"Do you know me now?" The man
suddenly took off his hat and getting up
fromthe stone wal ked over to the Bishop
until they were near enough to touch
each ot her.

The man's hair was coal bl ack
except one spot on the top of his head
about as large as the pal mof the hand,
whi ch was white.

The m nute the Bi shop saw that, he
started. The nmenory of fifteen years ago
began to stir in him The man hel ped



hi m

"Don't you remenber one day back in
'"81 or '82 a man cane to your house and
told a story about his wife and child
havi ng been burned to death in a
tenenment fire in New York?"

"Yes, | begin to renenber now. " The
ot her man seened to be interested. He
ceased digging his stake in the ground
and stood still |istening.

"Do you renmenber how you took ne
into your own house that night and spent
all next day trying to find nme a job?
And how when you succeeded in getting ne
a place in a warehouse as forenan,
prom sed to quit drinking because you
asked ne to?"

"I remenber it now | hope you have
kept your promse.”

The man | aughed savagely. Then he
struck his hand against the fence with
such sudden passion that he drew bl ood.

"Kept it! | was drunk inside of a
week! 1've been drinking ever since. But
I've never forgotten you nor your
prayer. Do you renenber the norning
after | came to your house, after
br eakfast you had prayers and asked ne
to cone in and sit with the rest? That
got ne! But ny nother used to pray! |
can see her now kneeling down by ny bed
when | was a lad. Father canme in one
ni ght and ki cked her while she was
kneeling there by ne. But | never forgot
that prayer of yours that norning. You
prayed for me just as nother used to,
and you didn't seemto take 'count of
the fact that | was ragged and tough-
| ooki ng and nore than half drunk when
rang your door bell. Ch, what a life
I"ve lived! The sal oon has housed ne and
homed nme and made hell on earth for ne.
But that prayer stuck to ne all the
time. My promi se not to drink was broken
into a thousand pi eces inside of two
Sundays, and | lost the job you found
for me and | anded in a police station
two days later, but | never forgot you
nor your prayer. | don't know what good
it has done nme, but | never forgot it.
And | won't do any harmto you nor |et



any one else. So you're free to go.
That's why."

The Bi shop did not stir. Sonewhere
a church clock struck one. The man had
put on his hat and gone back to his seat
on the stone. The Bi shop was thinking
hard.

"How long is it since you had
wor k?" he asked, and the man standing up
answered for the other.

"More'n six nmonths since either of
us did anything to tell of; unless you
count 'holding up' work. | call it
pretty wearing kind of a job nyself,
especially when we put in a night |ike
this and don't make nothin'."

"Suppose | found good jobs for both
of you? Would you quit this and begin
all over?"

"What's the use?" the man on the
stone spoke sullenly. "I've reforned a
hundred tines. Every tine | go down
deeper. The devil's begun to foreclose
on ne already. It's too late."

"No!" said the Bishop. And never
bef ore the nost entranced audi ence had
he felt the desire for souls burn up in
himso strongly. Al the time he sat
there during the renmarkabl e scene he
prayed, "O Lord Jesus, give ne the souls
of these two for Thee! | am hungry for
them Gve themto ne!"

"No!" the Bishop repeated. "Wat
does God want of you two nen? It doesn't
so much matter what | want. But He wants
just what | do in this case. You two men
are of infinite value to Hm" And then
his wonderful menory cane to his aid in
an appeal such as no one on earth anong
nmen coul d make under such circunstances.
He had renmenbered the man's nane in
spite of the wonderfully busy years that
| ay between his conming to the house and
t he present nonent.

"Burns," he said, and he yearned
over the nen with an unspeakabl e | ongi ng
for themboth, "if you and your friend
here will go hone with ne tonight | wll
find you both places of honorable



enploynment. | will believe in you and
trust you. You are both conparatively
young nmen. Wy should God | ose you? It
is agreat thing to win the |love of the
Great Father. It is a small thing that |
shoul d | ove you. But if you need to fee
again that there is love in the world
you will believe me when | say, ny
brothers, that I love you, and in the
name of H mwho was crucified for our
sins | cannot bear to see you miss the
glory of the human life. Cone, be men!
Make another try for it, God hel pi ng
you. No one but God and you and nysel f
need ever know anything of this tonight.
He has forgiven it the mnute you ask
Hmto. You will find that true. Cone!
We'll fight it out together, you two and
I. It's worth fighting for, everlasting
l[ife is. It was the sinner that Chri st
canme to help. I'lIl do what | can for
you. O CGod, give me the souls of these
two men!" and he broke into a prayer to
God that was a continuation of his
appeal to the nen. His pent-up feeling
had no other outlet. Before he had
prayed many nmonments Burns was sitting
with his face buried in his hands,
sobbi ng. Where were his nother's prayers
now? They were adding to the power of
the Bishop's. And the other man, harder,
| ess noved, without a previous know edge
of the Bi shop, | eaned back against the
fence, stolid at first. But as the
prayer went on, he was noved by it. Wat
force of the Holy Spirit swept over his
dul l ed, brutal, coarsened life, nothing
but the eternal records of the recording
angel can ever disclose. But the sane
supernatural Presence that snote Paul on
the road to Damascus, and poured through
Henry Maxwel |'s church the norning he
asked disciples to follow in Jesus
steps, and had again broken irresistibly
over the Nazareth Avenue congregation
now mani fested Hinself in this fou
corner of the mghty city and over the
natures of these two sinful sunken nen,
apparently lost to all the pleadi ngs of
consci ence and nenory and God. The
prayer seened to red open the crust that
for years had surrounded them and shut
them of f from di vine conmuni cati on. And
t hey thensel ves were thoroughly startled
by it.

The Bi shop ceased, and at first he



himsel f did not realize what had
happened. Neither did they. Burns stil
sat with his head bowed between his
knees. The man | eani ng agai nst the fence
| ooked at the Bishop with a face in

whi ch new enoti ons of awe, repentance,
ast oni shrent and a broken gl eam of joy
struggl ed for expression. The Bi shop
rose.

"Conme, ny brothers. God is good.
You shall stay at the Settlement
tonight, and I will make good ny prom se
as to the work."

The two nmen followed himin
silence. Wen they reached the
Settlenent it was after two o' clock. He
let themin and led themto a room At
t he door he paused a nmonment. His tall
commandi ng figure stood in the doorway
and his pale face was illumnated with
the divine glory.

"God bl ess you, ny brothers!" he
said, and | eaving them his benediction
he went away.

In the norning he al nost dreaded to
face the nen. But the inpression of the
ni ght had not worn away. True to his
prom se he secured work for them The
janitor at the Settlement needed an
assistant, owing to the growh of the
work there. So Burns was given the
pl ace. The Bi shop succeeded in getting
hi s conmpanion a position as driver for a
firmof warehouse dray manufacturers not
far fromthe Settlenent. And the Holy
Spirit, struggling in these two darkened
sinful men, began H s marvel ous work of
regeneration.

@8
CHAPTER TWENTY- ElI GHT

IT WAS the afternoon of that
nor ni ng when Burns was installed in his
new position as assistant janitor that
he was cleaning off the front steps of
the Settl enment, when he paused a nonent
and stood up to | ook about him The
first thing he noticed was a beer sign
just across the alley. He coul d al nost
touch it with his broomfromwhere he
stood. Over the street imediately



opposite were two | arge sal oons, and a
little farther down were three nore

Suddenly the door of the nearest
sal oon opened and a man canme out. At the
same time two nore went in. A strong
odor of beer floated up to Burns as he
stood on the steps. He clutched his
broom handl e tightly and began to sweep
again. He had one foot on the porch and
anot her on the steps just below He took

anot her step down, still sweeping. The
sweat stood on his forehead alt hough the
day was frosty and the air chill. The

sal oon door opened again and three or
four nen canme out. A child went in with
a pail, and cane out a nonent later with
a quart of beer. The child went by on
the sidewal k just below him and the
odor of the beer came up to him He took
anot her step down, still sweeping
desperately. H's fingers were purple as
he clutched the handle of the broom

Then suddenly he pulled hinmself up
one step and swept over the spot he had
just cleaned. He then dragged hinsel f by
a trenmendous effort back to the floor of
the porch and went over into the corner
of it farthest fromthe sal oon and began
to sweep there. "O God!" he cried, "if
t he Bi shop would only cone back!" The
Bi shop had gone out with Dr. Bruce
sonmewhere, and there was no one about
that he knew. He swept in the corner for
two or three minutes. H s face was drawn
wi th the agony of his conflict.
Gradual |y he edged out again towards the
steps and began to go down them He
| ooked towards the sidewal k and saw t hat
he had | eft one step unswept. The sight
seened to give hima reasonabl e excuse
for going down there to finish his
sweepi ng.

He was on the sidewal k now,
sweeping the last step, with his face
towards the Settl ement and his back
turned partly on the sal oon across the
alley. He swept the step a dozen tines.
The sweat rolled over his face and
dropped down at his feet. By degrees he
felt that he was drawn over towards that
end of the step nearest the saloon. He
could snell the beer and rum now as the
fumes rose around him It was |like the
i nfernal sul phur of the | owest hell, and



yet it dragged himas by a giant's hand
nearer its source.

He was down in the mddle of the
sidewal k now, still sweeping. He cleared
the space in front of the Settlenent and
even went out into the gutter and swept
that. He took off his hat and rubbed his
sl eeve over his face. Hs lips were
pallid and his teeth chattered. He
trenbled all over like a pal sied man and
staggered back and forth as if he was
al ready drunk. H's soul shook within
hi m

He had crossed over the little
pi ece of stone flagging that neasured
the width of the alley, and now he stood
in front of the saloon, |ooking at the
sign, and staring into the wi ndow at the
pil e of whiskey and beer bottles
arranged in a great pyramd inside. He
noi stened his lips with his tongue and
took a step forward, |ooking around him
stealthily. The door suddenly opened
agai n and soneone cane out. Again the
hot, penetrating snell of Iiquor swept
out into the cold air, and he took
anot her step towards the sal oon door
whi ch had shut behind the custoner. As
he laid his fingers on the door handle,
atall figure came around the corner. It
was t he Bi shop.

He seized Burns by the arm and
dragged hi m back upon the sidewal k. The
frenzied man, now mad for a drink
shrieked out a curse and struck at his
friend savagely. It is doubtful if he
really knew at first who was snatching
himaway fromhis ruin. The bl ow fell
upon the Bishop's face and cut a gash in
his cheek. He never uttered a word. But
over his face a | ook of majestic sorrow
swept. He picked Burns up as if he had
been a child and actually carried himup
the steps and into the house. He put him
down in the hall and then shut the door
and put his back against it.

Burns fell on his knees sobbing and
prayi ng. The Bi shop stood there panting
with his exertion, although Burns was a
slightly-built man and had not been a
great weight for a man of his strength
to carry. He was noved with unspeakabl e

pity.



"Pray, Burns -- pray as you never
prayed before! Nothing else will save
you!"

"O God! Pray with me. Save ne! On,
save me fromny hell!" cried Burns. And
t he Bi shop knelt by himin the hall and
prayed as only he could pray.

After that they rose and Burns went
to his room He cane out of it that
evening like a hunble child. And the
Bi shop went his way ol der fromthat
experi ence, bearing on his body the
mar ks of the Lord Jesus. Truly he was
| earni ng somet hing of what it nmeans to
wal k in H's steps.

But the saloon! It stood there, and
all the others Iined the street like so
many traps set for Burns. How | ong woul d
the man be able to resist the snell of
t he dammabl e stuff? The Bi shop went out
on the porch. The air of the whole city
seened to be inpregnated with the odor
of beer. "How |l ong, O Lord, how | ong?"
he prayed. Dr. Bruce cane out, and the
two friends tal ked about Burns and his
tenpt ati on.

"Did you ever nmake any inquiries
about the ownership of this property
adj oi ni ng us?" the Bishop asked.

"No, | haven't taken tinme for it. |
will nowif you think it would be worth
while. But what can we do, Edward,
against the saloon in this great city?
It is as firmy established as the
churches or politics. Wat power can
ever renove it?"

"CGod will doit intinme, as He has
renoved sl avery,” was the grave reply.
"Meanwhile | think we have a right to
know who controls this sal oon so near
the Settlenent."

"I'"I'l find out," said Dr. Bruce.

Two days later he wal ked into the
busi ness office of one of the nmenbers of
Nazareth Avenue Church and asked to see
hima few nonents. He was cordially
recei ved by his old parishioner, who
wel coned himinto his roomand urged him



to take all the tinme he wanted.

"I called to see you about that
property next the Settlement where the
Bi shop and nysel f now are, you know. |
am goi ng to speak plainly, because life
is too short and too serious for us both
to have any foolish hesitation about
this matter. Clayton, do you think it is
right to rent that property for a
sal oon?"

Dr. Bruce's question was as direct
and unconprom sing as he had neant it to
be. The effect of it on his old
pari shi oner was i nstantaneous.

The hot bl ood nounted to the face
of the man who sat there beneath a
pi cture of business activity in a great
city. Then he grew pale, dropped his
head on his hands, and when he raised it
again Dr. Bruce was amazed to see a tear
roll over his face.

"Doctor, did you know that | took
the pl edge that norning with the
ot her s?"

"Yes, | renenber."”

"But you never knew how I have been
tornented over ny failure to keep it in
this instance. That sal oon property has
been the tenptation of the devil to ne.
It is the best paying investnent at
present that | have. And yet it was only
a mnute before you cane in here that I
was in an agony of renorse to think how
| was letting a little earthly gain
tenpt ne into a denial of the very
Christ | had promised to follow 1 knew
wel I enough that He woul d never rent
property for such a purpose. There is no
need, Dr. Bruce, for you to say a word
nore."

G ayton held out his hand and Dr.
Bruce grasped it and shook it hard.
After a little he went away. But it was
along tine afterwards that he | earned
all the truth about the struggle that
G ayton had known. It was only a part of
the history that bel onged to Nazareth
Avenue Church since that nenorable
nor ni ng when the Holy Spirit sancti oned
the Christ-like pledge. Not even the



Bi shop and Dr. Bruce, noving as they now
did in the very presence itself of

di vine inmpul ses, knew yet that over the
whol e sinful city the Spirit was
brooding with m ghty eagerness, waiting
for the disciples to arise to the cal

of sacrifice and suffering, touching
hearts long dull and cold, making

busi ness men and noney- nakers uneasy in
their absorption by the one great
struggle for nmore wealth, and stirring

t hrough the church as never in all the
city's history the church had been
noved. The Bi shop and Dr. Bruce had

al ready seen sone wonderful things in
their brief life at the Settlenent. They
were to see far greater soon, nore

ast oni shing revel ati ons of the divine
power than they had supposed possible in
this age of the world.

Wthin a nonth the sal oon next the
Settl enent was cl osed. The
sal oon-keeper's | ease had expired, and
Cl ayton not only closed the property to
t he whi skey men, but offered the
buil ding to the Bishop and Dr. Bruce to
use for the Settlenent work, which had
now grown so large that the buil ding
they had first rented was not sufficient
for the different industries that were
pl anned.

One of the nost inportant of these
was the pure-food departnent suggested
by Felicia. It was not a nonth after
C ayton turned the sal oon property over
to the Settlenent that Felicia found
herself installed in the very room where
soul s had been | ost, as head of the
department not only of cooking but of a
course of housekeeping for girls who
wi shed to go out to service. She was now
a resident of the Settlenent, and found
a home with Ms. Bruce and the other
young wonen fromthe city who were
residents. Martha, the violinist,
remai ned at the place where the Bi shop
had first discovered the two girls, and
cane over to the Settlenent certain
evenings to give lessons in nusic.

"Felicia, tell us your plan in ful
now, " said the Bi shop one eveni ng when
inarare interval of rest fromthe
great pressure of work, he was with Dr.
Bruce, and Felicia had come in fromthe



ot her bui |l di ng.

"Well, | have |ong thought of the
hired girl problem" said Felicia with
an air of wisdomthat nade Ms. Bruce
smle as she | ooked at the enthusiastic,
vital beauty of this young girl,
transfornmed into a new creature by the
prom se she had made to live the
Christ-like life. "And | have reached
certain conclusions in regard to it that
you men are not yet able to fathom but
M's. Bruce will understand ne."

"We acknowl edge our infancy,
Felicia. Go on," said the Bi shop hunbly.

"Then this is what | propose to do.
The ol d saloon building is | arge enough
to arrange into a suite of roons that
will represent an ordinary house. My
plan is to have it so arranged, and then
teach housekeepi ng and cooking to girls
who will afterwards go out to service.
The course will be six nmonths' long; in
that time | will teach plain cooking,
neat ness, qui ckness, and a | ove of good
wor k. "

"Hold on, Felicial" the Bishop
interrupted, "this is not an age of
mracles!”

"Then we will make it one,"” replied

Felicia. "I know this seens |ike an

i mpossibility, but I want to try it. |
know a score of girls already who wl|l
take the course, and if we can once
establish sonething Iike an esprit de
corps anong the girls thenselves, | am
sure it will be of great value to them

I know al ready that the pure food is
working a revolution in many famlies."

"Felicia, if you can acconplish
hal f what you propose it will bless this
community," said Ms. Bruce. "I don't
see how you can do it, but | say, God
bl ess you, as you try."

"So say we all!"™ cried Dr. Bruce
and the Bishop, and Felicia plunged into
t he worki ng out of her plan with the
ent husi asm of her di scipl eship which
every day grew nore and nore practica
and servi ceabl e.



It nmust be said here that Felicia's
pl an succeeded beyond all expectations.
She devel oped wonderful powers of
per suasi on, and taught her girls with
astoni shing rapidity to do all sorts of
housework. In time, the graduates of
Felicia's cooking school canme to be
prized by housekeepers all over the
city. But that is anticipating our
story. The history of the Settlenent has
never yet been witten. Wen it is
Felicia's part will be found of very
great inportance.

The depth of winter found Chicago
presenting, as every great city of the
worl d presents to the eyes of
Christendom the marked contrast between
ri ches and poverty, between culture,
refinement, |uxury, ease, and ignorance,
depravity, destitution and the bitter
struggle for bread. It was a hard wi nter
but a gay winter. Never had there been
such a succession of parties,
receptions, balls, dinners, banquets,
fetes, gayeties. Never had the opera and
the theatre been so crowded with
fashi onabl e audi ences. Never had there
been such a lavish display of jewels and
fine dresses and equi pages. And on the
ot her hand, never had the deep want and
suffering been so cruel, so sharp, so
mur der ous. Never had the w nds bl own so
chilling over the | ake and through the
thin shells of tenements in the
nei ghbor hood of the Settlenent. Never
had the pressure for food and fuel and
cl ot hes been so urgently thrust up
agai nst the people of the city in their
nost i nmportunate and ghastly form N ght
after night the Bishop and Dr. Bruce
with their hel pers went out and hel ped
save nen and wonen and children fromthe
torture of physical privation. Vast
quantities of food and cl othing and
| arge suns of noney were donated by the
churches, the charitable societies, the
civic authorities and the benevol ent
associ ations. But the personal touch of
the Christian disciple was very hard to
secure for personal work. Where was the
di sci pl eshi p that was obeying the
Master's command to go itself to the
suffering and give itself with its gift
in order to make the gift of value in
time to come? The Bishop found his heart
sing within himas he faced this fact



nore than any other. Men would give
nmoney who woul d not think of giving

t hensel ves. And the noney they gave did
not represent any real sacrifice because
they did not miss it. They gave what was
the easiest to give, what hurt themthe
| east. Were did the sacrifice conme in?
Was this follow ng Jesus? Was this going
with Hmall the way? He had been to
nmenbers of his own aristocratic,

spl endi dly weal thy congregations, and
was appalled to find how few nen and
wonmen of that |uxurious class in the
churches would really suffer any genui ne
i nconveni ence for the sake of suffering
humanity. Is charity the giving of
worn-out garnments? Is it a ten-dollar
bill given to a paid visitor or
secretary of some benevol ent

organi zation in the church? Shall the
man never go and give his gift hinmself?
Shal | the wonman never deny herself her
reception or her party or her nusicale,
and go and actually touch, herself, the
foul, sinful sore of diseased hunmanity
as it festers in the great netropolis?
Shall charity be conveniently and easily
done through sone organi zation? Is it
possi ble to organi ze the affections so
that | ove shall work disagreeable things
by proxy?

Al this the Bishop asked as he
pl unged deeper into the sin and sorrow
of that bitter winter. He was bearing
his cross with joy. But he burned and
fought within over the shifting of
personal |ove by the many upon the
hearts of the few And still, silently,
powerful ly, resistlessly, the Holy
Spirit was noving through the churches,
even the aristocratic, wealthy, ease-
| ovi ng nenbers who shunned the terrors
of the social problemas they would shun
a cont agi ous di sease.

This fact was inpressed upon the
Settlement workers in a startling way
one norning. Perhaps no incident of that
wi nter shows nore plainly how much of a
nmonent um had al ready grown out of the
novenent of Nazareth Avenue Church and
the action of Dr. Bruce and the Bi shop
that followed the pledge to do as Jesus
woul d do.

@9



CHAPTER TVENTY- NI NE

THE br eakfast hour at the
settl enent was the one hour in the day
when the whole famly found a little
breat hi ng space to fell owship together
It was an hour of relaxation. There was
a great deal of good-natured repartee
and nuch real wit and enjoyable fun at
this hour. The Bishop told his best
stories. Dr. Bruce was at his best in
anecdote. This conpany of disciples was
healthily hunorous in spite of the
at nosphere of sorrow that constantly
surrounded them 1In fact, the Bishop
often said the faculty of hunmor was as
CGod-gi ven as any other and in his own
case it was the only safety val ve he had
for the trenendous pressure put upon
hi m

This particul ar norni ng he was
readi ng extracts froma norni ng paper
for the benefit of the others. Suddenly
he paused and his face instantly grew
stern and sad. The rest |ooked up and a
hush fell over the table.

"Shot and killed while taking a
[ unp of coal froma car! His fanmly was
freezing and he had had no work for six
nonths. Six children and a wife al
packed into a cabin with three roons, on
the West Side. One child wapped in rags
in a closet!"”

These were headlines that he read
slowy. He then went on and read the
detail ed account of the shooting and the
visit of the reporter to the tenenent
where the famly lived. He finished, and
there was silence around the table. The
hunor of the hour was swept out of
exi stence by this bit of human tragedy.
The great city roared about the
Settlenent. The awful current of human
life was flowing in a great stream past
the Settl enent House, and those who had
work were hurrying to it in a vast
t hrong. But thousands were goi ng down in
the mdst of that current, clutching at
| ast hopes, dying literally in a |land of
pl enty because the boon of physical toi
was deni ed them

There were various comments on the



part of the residents. One of the new
coners, a young man preparing for the
mnistry, said:

"Why don't the man apply to one of
the charity organi zations for help? O
to the city? It certainly is not true
that even at its worst this city full of
Christian people would know ngly all ow
any one to go without food or fuel."

"No, | don't believe it would,"
replied Dr. Bruce. "But we don't know
the history of this man's case. He may
have asked for help so often before
that, finally, in a nmonent of
desperation he determned to help
himsel f. | have known such cases this
winter."

"That is not the terrible fact in
this case,"” said the Bishop. "The awful
thing about it is the fact that the man
had not had any work for six nmonths.”

"Why don't such people go out into
the country?" asked the divinity
student.

Sone one at the table who had nade
a special study of the opportunities for
work in the country answered the
guestion. According to the investigator
the places that were possible for work
in the country were exceedingly few for
steady enpl oynment, and in al nost every
case they were offered only to nen
wi thout famlies. Suppose a man's wife
or children were ill. How would he nove
or get into the country? How could he
pay even the meager sum necessary to
nmove his few goods? There were a
t housand reasons probably why this
particular man did not go el sewhere.

"Meanwhil e there are the wife and
children," said Ms. Bruce. "How awf ul
VWere is the place, did you say?"

"Way, it is only three blocks from
here. This is the 'Penrose district."' |
bel i eve Penrose hinself owns half of the
houses in that block. They are anmpbng the
wor st houses in this part of the city.
And Penrose is a church nenber."”

"Yes, he belongs to the Nazareth



Avenue Church," replied Dr. Bruce in a
| ow voi ce.

The Bi shop rose fromthe table the
very figure of divine wath. He had
opened his lips to say what sel dom cane
fromhimin the way of denunciation
when the bell rang and one of the
residents went to the door

"Tell Dr. Bruce and the Bishop |
want to see them Penrose is the nane --
Cl arence Penrose. Dr. Bruce knows ne."

The famly at the breakfast table
heard every word. The Bi shop exchanged a
significant ook with Dr. Bruce and the
two men instantly left the table and
went out into the hall.

"Cone in here, Penrose," said Dr.
Bruce, and they ushered the visitor into
the reception room closed the door and
wer e al one.

Cl arence Penrose was one of the
nost el egant | ooking nen in Chicago. He
came froman aristocratic famly of
great wealth and social distinction. He
was exceedi ngly weal thy and had | arge
property holdings in different parts of
the city. He had been a nenber of Dr.
Bruce's church many years. He faced the
two mnisters with a ook of agitation
on his face that showed plainly the mark
of some unusual experience. He was very
pal e and his lips trenbled as he spoke.
When had C arence Penrose ever before
yi el ded to such a strange enotion?

"This affair of the shooting! You
under stand? You have read it? The famly
lived in one of my houses. It is a
terrible event. But that is not the
primary cause of ny visit." He stammrered
and | ooked anxiously into the faces of
the two nen. The Bishop still | ooked
stern. He could not help feeling that
this elegant man of |eisure could have
done a great deal to alleviate the
horrors in his tenements, possibly have
prevented this tragedy if he had
sacrificed some of his personal ease and
luxury to better the conditions of the
people in his district.

Penrose turned toward Dr. Bruce.



"Doctor!" he exclained, and there was
alnost a child' s terror in his voice. "
came to say that | have had an

experi ence so unusual that nothi ng but

t he supernatural can explain it. You
remenber | was one of those who took the
pl edge to do as Jesus would do. |

t hought at the tinme, poor fool that I
was, that | had all along been doing the
Christian thing. | gave liberally out of
nmy abundance to the church and charity.

| never gave nyself to cost nme any
suffering. | have been living in a
perfect hell of contradictions ever
since | took that pledge. My little
girl, Diana you remenber, also took the
pl edge with nme. She has been asking ne a
great many questions |lately about the
poor people and where they live. | was
obliged to answer her. One of her
guestions | ast night touched ny sore!
"Do you own any houses where these poor
people live? Are they nice and warm i ke
ours?' You know how a child will ask
questions like these. I went to bed
tormented with what | now know to be the
di vine arrows of conscience. | could not
sleep. | seenmed to see the judgnment day.
| was placed before the Judge. | was
asked to give an account of ny deeds
done in the body. 'How many sinful souls
had | visited in prison? What had | done
wi th ny stewardshi p? How about those
tenenments where people froze in w nter
and stifled in sunmer? Did | give any

t hought to them except to receive the
rentals fromthen? Wiere did ny
suffering come in? Wuld Jesus have done
as | had done and was doi ng? Had

br oken ny pl edge? How had | used the
nmoney and the culture and the social

i nfluence | possessed? Had | used it to
bl ess humanity, to relieve the
suffering, to bring joy to the

di stressed and hope to the despondi ng?
had received nmuch. How nuch had

gi ven?'

"Al'l this cane to nme in a waking
vision as distinctly as | see you two
men and nyself now. | was unable to see
the end of the vision. | had a confused
picture in my mind of the suffering
Christ pointing a condeming finger at
me, and the rest was shut out by m st
and darkness. | have not slept for
twenty-four hours. The first thing



saw this norning was the account of the

shooting at the coal yards. | read the
account with a feeling of horror | have
not been able to shake off. | ama

guilty creature before CGod."

Penr ose paused suddenly. The two
men | ooked at him sol emmly. What power
of the Holy Spirit noved the soul of
this hitherto self-satisfied, elegant,
cul tured man who bel onged to the soci al
life that was accustoned to go its way
pl aci dly, unm ndful of the great sorrows
of a great city and practically ignorant
of what it neans to suffer for Jesus
sake? Into that room cane a breath such
as before swept over Henry Maxwell's
church and through Nazareth avenue. The
Bi shop laid his hand on the shoul der of
Penrose and said: "My brother, God has
been very near to you. Let us thank
Hm"

"Yes! yes!" sobbed Penrose. He sat
down on a chair and covered his face.
The Bi shop prayed. Then Penrose quietly
said: "WIIl you go with ne to that
house?"

For answer the two nmen put on their
overcoats and went with himto the hone
of the dead man's fanmly

That was the begi nning of a new and
strange life for Cl arence Penrose. From
t he nmonent he stepped into that wetched
hovel of a honme and faced for the first
time in his life a despair and suffering
such as he had read of but did not know
by personal contact, he dated a new
l[ife. It would be another long story to
tell how, in obedience to his pledge he
began to do with his tenenment property
as he knew Jesus woul d do. Wat would
Jesus do with tenenment property if He
owned it in Chicago or any other great
city of the world? Any man who can
i magi ne any true answers to this
guestion can easily tell what C arence
Penr ose began to do.

Now before that wi nter reached its
bitter climax many things occurred in
the city which concerned the |ives of
all the characters in this history of
the di sciples who promised to walk in
H s steps.



It chanced by one of those
coi nci dences that seemto occur
preternaturally that one afternoon just
as Felicia came out of the Settl enent
wi th a basket of food which she was
going to |l eave as a sanple with a baker
in the Penrose district, Stephen dyde
opened t he door of the carpenter shop in
t he basenment and cane out in time to
nmeet her as she reached the sidewal k.

"Let me carry your basket, please,"
he sai d.

"Why do you say ' pl ease' ?" asked
Fel i ci a, handing over the basket while
t hey wal ked al ong.

"I would like to say sonethi ng
el se," replied Stephen, glancing at her
shyly and yet with a bol dness that
frightened him for he had been | oving
Felicia nore every day since he first
saw her and especially since she stepped
into the shop that day with the Bi shop
and for weeks now they had been thrown
i n each other's conpany.

"What el se?" asked Felici a,
i nnocently falling into the trap

"Why--" said Stephen, turning his
fair, noble face full toward her and
eyeing her with the | ook of one who
woul d have the best of all things in the
universe, "I would like to say: 'Let ne
carry your basket, dear Felicia ."

Felicia never | ooked so beautiful
in her life. She walked on a little way
wi t hout even turning her face toward
him It was no secret with her own heart
that she had given it to Stephen sone
time ago. Finally she turned and said
shyly, while her face grew rosy and her
eyes tender:

"Why don't you say it, then?"

"May |1 ?" cried Stephen, and he was
so careless for a mnute of the way he
hel d the basket, that Felicia exclained:

"Yes! But oh, don't drop ny
goodi es! "



"Way, | wouldn't drop anything so
precious for all the world, dear
Felicia," said Stephen, who now wal ked
on air for several blocks, and what was
said during that walk is private
correspondence that we have no right to
read. Only it is a matter of history
that day that the basket never reached
its destination, and that over in the
other direction, late in the afternoon
t he Bi shop, wal king along quietly from
the Penrose district, in rather a
secl uded spot near the outlying part of
the Settlenent district, heard a
famliar voice say:

"But tell me, Felicia, when did you
begin to | ove nme?"

"I fell inlove with alittle pine
shavi ng just above your ear that day
when | saw you in the shop!" said the
other voice with a |augh so clear, so
pure, so sweet that it did one good to
hear it.

"Where are you going wth that
basket ?" he tried to say sternly.

"We are taking it to -- where are
we taking it, Felicia?"

"Dear Bishop, we are taking it home
to begin--"

"To begi n housekeeping with,"
fini shed Stephen, comng to the rescue.

"Are you?" said the Bishop. "I hope
you will invite ne to share. | know what
Felicia's cooking is."

"Bi shop, dear Bishop!" said
Felicia, and she did not pretend to hide
her happi ness; "indeed, you shall be the
nost honored guest. Are you gl ad?"

"Yes, | am" he replied,
interpreting Felicia' s words as she
wi shed. Then he paused a nonment and said
gently: "God bl ess you both!" and went
his way with a tear in his eye and a
prayer in his heart, and left themto
their joy.

Yes. Shall not the sane divine
power of |ove that belongs to earth be



lived and sung by the disciples of the
Man of Sorrows and the Burden-bearer of
sins? Yea, verily! And this man and
worman shall wal k hand in hand through
this great desert of human woe in this
city, strengthening each other, grow ng
nore loving with the experience of the
worl d's sorrows, walking in H s steps
even cl oser yet because of their |ove
for each other, bringing added bl essing
to thousands of wetched creatures
because they are to have a home of their
own to share with the honel ess. "For
this cause,” said our Lord Jesus Chri st,
"shall a man | eave his father and nother
and cleave unto his wife." And Felicia
and Stephen, follow ng the Master, |ove
himwi th a deeper, truer service and
devoti on because of the earthly
affection which Heaven itself sanctions
with its sol enmm bl essing.

But it was a little after the |ove
story of the Settlenent became a part of
its glory that Henry Maxwel |l of Raynond
came to Chicago with Rachel W nsl ow and
Virginia Page and Rollin and Al exander
Powers and President Marsh, and the
occasi on was a renarkabl e gathering at
the hall of the Settlenent arranged by
t he Bi shop and Dr. Bruce, who had
finally persuaded M. Maxwell and his
fellow disciples in Raynond to come on
to be present at this neeting.

There were invited into the
Settlenment Hall, neeting for that night
men out of work, wetched creatures who
had lost faith in God and man
anarchi sts and infidels, free-thinkers
and no-thinkers. The representation of
all the city's worst, nost hopel ess,
nost dangerous, depraved el enents faced
Henry Maxwel | and the other disciples
when the neeting began. And still the
Holy Spirit noved over the great,
sel fish, pleasure-loving, sin-stained
city, and it lay in God's hand, not
knowing all that awaited it. Every man
and worman at the neeting that night had
seen the Settlenment notto over the door
bl azi ng t hrough the transparency set up
by the divinity student: "Wat woul d
Jesus do?"

And Henry Maxwel |, as for the first
ti me he stepped under the doorway, was



touched with a deeper enotion than he
had felt in a long tinme as he thought of
the first time that question had cone to
himin the piteous appeal of the shabby
young man who had appeared in the First
Church of Raynond at the norning

servi ce.

Was his great desire for fellowship
going to be granted? Wuld the novenent
begun in Raynond actually spread over
the country? He had cone to Chicago with
his friends partly to see if the answer
to that question would be found in the
heart of the great city life. In a few
m nutes he would face the people. He had
grown very strong and cal m since he
first spoke with trenbling to that
conpany of workingmen in the railroad
shops, but now as then he breathed a
deeper prayer for help. Then he went in,
and with the rest of the disciples he
experi enced one of the great and
i nportant events of the earthly life.
Sonehow he felt as if this nmeeting would
i ndi cate somet hing of an answer to his
constant query: "\Wat woul d Jesus do?"
And tonight as he | ooked into the faces
of men and women who had for years been
strangers and enemes to the Church, his
heart cried out: "O ny Master, teach
t he Church, Thy Church, how to follow
Thy steps better!™ Is that prayer of
Henry Maxwell's to be answered? WII the
Church in the city respond to the cal

to follow Hn? WII it choose to walk in
H s steps of pain and suffering? And
still, over all the city broods the

Spirit. Gieve Hmnot, Ocity! For He
was never nore ready to revol utionize
this world than now

@0
CHAPTER THI RTY

"Now, when Jesus heard these things, He
said unto him Yet |ackest thou one
thing: sell all that thou hast, and
distribute unto the poor, and thou shalt
have treasure in heaven: and cone,

foll ow Me."

WHEN Henry Maxwel | began to speak
to the souls crowded into the Settl enent
Hall that night it is doubtful if he
ever faced such an audience in his life.



It is quite certain that the city of
Raynmond did not contain such a variety
of humanity. Not even the Rectangle at
its worst could furnish so many nen and
worren who had fallen entirely out of the
reach of the church and of all religious
and even Christian influences.

VWhat did he tal k about? He had
al ready decided that point. He told in
t he sinpl est | anguage he coul d comrand
sone of the results of obedience to the
pl edge as it had been taken in Raynond.
Every man and woman in that audience
knew sonet hi ng about Jesus Christ. They
all had sone idea of H s character, and
however much they had grown bitter
toward the forns of Christian
eccl esiasticismor the social system
t hey preserved sone standard of right
and truth, and what little some of them
still retained was taken fromthe person
of the Peasant of Galil ee.

So they were interested in what
Maxwel | said. "What woul d Jesus do?" He
began to apply the question to the
soci al problemin general, after
finishing the story of Raynond. The
audi ence was respectfully attentive. It
was nore than that. It was genuinely
interested. As M. Maxwel|l went on,
faces all over the hall |eaned forward
in a way sel dom seen in church audi ences
or anywhere except anong wor ki ngmen or
t he people of the street when once they
are thoroughly aroused. "Wat woul d
Jesus do?" Suppose that were the notto
not only of the churches but of the
busi ness nmen, the politicians, the
newspapers, the workingnen, the society
people -- how long would it take under
such a standard of conduct to
revol utioni ze the worl d? What was the
trouble with the world? It was suffering
from sel fi shness. No one ever |ived who
had succeeded in overcom ng sel fishness
i ke Jesus. If nen followed H m
regardl ess of results the world would at
once begin to enjoy a new life.

Maxwel | never knew how nuch it
meant to hold the respectful attention
of that hall full of diseased and sinful
humanity. The Bi shop and Dr. Bruce
sitting there, |ooking on, seeing many
faces that represented scorn of creeds,



hatred of the social order, desperate
narrowness and sel fi shness, marvel ed
that even so soon under the influence of
the Settlenment life, the softening
process had begun already to | essen the
bitterness of hearts, many of which had
grown bitter from neglect and

i ndi fference.

And still, in spite of the outward
show of respect to the speaker, no one,
not even the Bi shop, had any true
conception of the feeling pent up in
that roomthat night. Anmong those who
had heard of the neeting and had
responded to the invitation were twenty
or thirty men out of work who had
strolled past the Settlenent that
afternoon, read the notice of the
nmeeting, and had come in out of

curiosity and to escape the chill east
wind. It was a bitter night and the
sal oons were full. But in that whole

district of over thirty thousand soul s,
wi th the exception of the saloons, there
was not a door open except the clean
pure Christian door of the Settlenent.
VWhere would a man w thout a home or

wi t hout work or without friends
naturally go unless to the sal oon?

It had been the customat the
Settlenent for a free discussion to
foll ow any open neeting of this kind,
and when M. Maxwel | finished and sat
down, the Bishop, who presided that
ni ght, rose and nmade the announcenent
that any man in the hall was at liberty
to ask questions, to speak out his
feelings or declare his convictions,
al ways wi th the understandi ng that
whoever took part was to observe the
sinmple rules that governed parlianmentary
bodi es and obey the three-minute rule
whi ch, by common consent, woul d be
enforced on account of the nunbers
present.

Instantly a nunber of voices from
men who had been at previous neetings of
this kind exclai med, "Consent! consent!”

The Bi shop sat down, and
i mediately a man near the middle of the
hal | rose and began to speak

"I want to say that what M.



Maxwel | has said tonight comes pretty
close to ne. | knew Jack Manning, the
fellow he told about who died at his
house. | worked on the next case to his
in a printer's shop in Philadel phia for
two years. Jack was a good fellow He

| oaned ne five dollars once when | was
in a hole and I never got a chance to
pay hi m back. He noved to New York,
owi ng to a change in the nanagenent of
the office that threw himout, and
never saw hi magain. Wen the |inotype
machi nes cane in | was one of the nen to

go out, just as he did. | have been out
nost of the time since. They say
i nventions are a good thing. | don't

al ways see it nyself; but | suppose I'm
prejudiced. A man naturally is when he

| oses a steady job because a machi ne
takes his place. About this Christianity
he tells about, it's all right. But I
never expect to see any such sacrifices
on the part of the church people. So far
as ny observation goes they're just as
selfish and as greedy for noney and

worl dly success as anybody. | except the
Bi shop and Dr. Bruce and a few others.
But | never found nuch difference

bet ween nmen of the world, as they are
cal l ed, and church nenbers when it cane
to busi ness and noney maki ng. One cl ass
is just as bad as another there."

Cries of "That's so!"™ "You're
right!™ "O course!” interrupted the
speaker, and the m nute he sat down two
men who were on the floor for severa
seconds before the first speaker was
t hrough began to tal k at once.

The Bi shop called themto order and
i ndi cated which was entitled to the
floor. The man who remai ned standi ng
began eagerly:

"This is the first time | was ever
in here, and may be it'll be the |ast.
Fact is, | amabout at the end of ny
string. I've tranped this city for work
till I'"'msick. I"'min plenty of conpany.
Say! 1'd like to ask a question of the
mnister, if it's fair. May I?"

"That's for M. Maxwell to say,"
sai d the Bi shop.

"By all neans,” replied M. Mxwell



quickly. "OF course, I will not prom se
to answer it to the gentleman's
satisfaction.”

"This is ny question.” The man
| eaned forward and stretched out a |ong
armwith a certain dramatic force that
grew natural ly enough out of his
condition as a human being. "I want to
know what Jesus would do in ny case. |
haven't had a stroke of work for two
months. 1've got a wife and three
children, and I love themas nuch as if
I was worth a mllion dollars. |I've been
living off alittle earnings | saved up
during the Wrld' s Fair jobs | got. I'm
a carpenter by trade, and |'ve tried
every way | know to get a job. You say
we ought to take for our notto, 'What
woul d Jesus do?' What would He do if He
was out of work |like ne? | can't be
sonmebody el se and ask the question.
want to work. 1'd give anything to grow
tired of working ten hours a day the way
| used to. AmI| to blanme because | can't
manuf acture a job for nyself? |I've got
to live, and ny wife and nmy children
have got to live. But how? Wiat woul d
Jesus do? You say that's the question we
ought to ask."

M. Maxwel |l sat there staring at
the great sea of faces all intent on
his, and no answer to this man's
guestion seened for the time being to be
possible. "O God!" his heart prayed;
"this is a question that brings up the
entire social problemin all its
per pl exi ng ent angl erent of human w ongs
and its present condition contrary to
every desire of God for a human being's
wel fare. Is there any condition nore
awful than for a man in good health,
abl e and eager to work, with no neans of
honest |ivelihood unl ess he does work,
actual ly unable to get anything to do,
and driven to one of three things:
beggi ng or charity at the hands of
friends or strangers, suicide or
starvation? 'What woul d Jesus do?' " It
was a fair question for the man to ask.
It was the only question he could ask,
supposing himto be a disciple of Jesus.
But what a question for any nman to be
obliged to answer under such conditions?

Al this and nore did Henry Maxwel |



ponder. All the others were thinking in
the sane way. The Bishop sat there with
a |l ook so stern and sad that it was not
hard to tell how the question nmoved him
Dr. Bruce had his head bowed. The human
probl em had never seenmed to him so
tragi cal as since he had taken the

pl edge and left his church to enter the
Settlenent. What woul d Jesus do? It was
aterrible question. And still the man
stood there, tall and gaunt and al nost
terrible, with his armstretched out in
an appeal which grew every second in
meani ng. At length M. Maxwell spoke.

"I's there any man in the room who
is a Christian disciple, who has been in
this condition and has tried to do as
Jesus would do? If so, such a man can
answer this question better than I can.™

There was a nonment's hush over the
roomand then a man near the front of
the hall slowy rose. He was an old man
and the hand he laid on the back of the
bench in front of himtrenbled as he
spoke.

"I think I can safely say that |
have many tines been in just such a
condition, and | have always tried to be
a Christian under all conditions. |
don't know as | have al ways asked this
guestion, 'What woul d Jesus do?' when
have been out of work, but |I do know
have tried to be His disciple at al
tinmes. Yes," the man went on, with a sad
smle that was nore pathetic to the
Bi shop and M. Maxwel I than the younger
man's grimdespair; "yes, | have begged,
and | have been to charity institutions,
and | have done everything when out of a
job except steal and lie in order to get
food and fuel. | don't know as Jesus
woul d have done sone of the things I
have been obliged to do for a living,
but I know I have never know ngly done
wrong when out of work. Sonetines I
t hi nk maybe He woul d have starved sooner
than beg. | don't know. "

The old man's voice trenbl ed and he
| ooked around the roomtimdly. A
silence foll owed, broken by a fierce
voice froma | arge, bl ack-haired
heavi | y- bearded man who sat three seats
fromthe Bi shop. The mi nute he spoke



nearly every man in the hall |eaned
forward eagerly. The man who had asked

t he question, "Wt would Jesus do in ny
case?" slowy sat down and whi spered to
the man next to him "who's that?"

"That's Carlsen, the Socialist
| eader. Now you'll hear sonething."

"This is all bosh, to ny mnd,"
began Carlsen, while his great bristling
beard shook with the deep i nward anger
of the man. "The whole of our systemis
at fault. What we call civilization is
rotten to the core. There is no use
trying to hide it or cover it up. W
l[ive in an age of trusts and conbi nes
and capitalistic greed that neans sinply
death to thousands of innocent nen,
wonren and children. | thank God, if
there is a God --which | very nuch
doubt-- that I, for one, have never
dared to marry and make a hone. Hone!
Talk of hell! Is there any bigger one
than this man and his three children has
on his hands right this mnute? And he's
only one out of thousands. And yet this
city, and every other big city in this
country, has its thousands of professed
Christians who have all the luxuries and
conforts, and who go to church Sundays
and sing their hyms about giving all to
Jesus and bearing the cross and
following HHmall the way and being
saved! | don't say that there aren't
good men and wonmen anong them but | et
the m ni ster who has spoken to us here
tonight go into any one of a dozen
aristocratic churches I could nanme and
propose to the nenbers to take any such
pl edge as the one he's nentioned here
toni ght, and see how quick the people
woul d I'augh at himfor a fool or a crank
or a fanatic. Ch, no! That's not the
renedy. That can't ever anount to
anyt hi ng. We've got to have a new start
in the way of governnent. The whol e
t hi ng needs reconstructing. | don't | ook
for any reformworth anything to conme
out of the churches. They are not with
the people. They are with the
aristocrats, with the nen of noney. The
trusts and nonopolies have their
greatest nen in the churches. The
mnisters as a class are their slaves.
VWhat we need is a systemthat shal
start fromthe common basis of



soci alism founded on the rights of the
conmon peopl e--"

Carl sen had evidently forgotten al
about the three-mnutes rule and was
[ aunching hinself into a regular oration
that nmeant, in his usual surroundings
bef ore his usual audience, an hour at
| east, when the man just behind him
pul I ed hi m down uncerenoni ously and
arose. Carlsen was angry at first and
threatened a little disturbance, but the
Bi shop rem nded himof the rule, and he
subsi ded with several nmutterings in his
beard, while the next speaker began with
a very strong eul ogy on the value of the
single tax as a genuine renmedy for al
the social ills. He was foll owed by a
man who nmade a bitter attack on the
churches and ministers, and decl ared
that the two great obstacles in the way
of all true reformwere the courts and
t he eccl esiastical machines.

When he sat down a man who bore
every mark of being a street |aborer
sprang to his feet and poured a perfect
torrent of abuse against the
corporations, especially the railroads.
The mnute his tinme was up a big, brawny
fellow, who said he was a netal worker
by trade, clainmed the floor and decl ared
that the renedy for the social wongs
was Trades Unionism This, he said,
woul d bring on the mllenniumfor |abor
nore surely than anything el se. The next
man endeavored to give sone reasons why
SO many persons were out of enploynent,
and condemmed i nventions as works of the
devil. He was |oudly appl auded by the
rest.

Finally the Bishop called tine on
the "free for all,"” and asked Rachel to
si ng.

Rachel Wnslow had grown into a
very strong, healthful, hunble Christian
during that wonderful year in Raynond
dating fromthe Sunday when she first
took the pledge to do as Jesus woul d do,
and her great talent for song had been
fully consecrated to the service of the
Mast er. When she began to sing tonight
at this Settlenent neeting, she had
never prayed nore deeply for results to
cone from her voice, the voice which she



now regarded as the Master's, to be used
for Hm

Certainly her prayer was being
answered as she sang. She had chosen the
wor ds,

"Har k! The voice of Jesus calling,
Fol |l ow ne, follow ne!"

Again Henry Maxwel |, sitting there,
was rem nded of his first night at the
Rectangl e in the tent when Rachel sang
the people into quiet. The effect was
the sane here. Wiat wonderful power a
good voi ce consecrated to the Master's
service always is! Rachel's great
natural ability would have nmade her one
of the forenost opera singers of the
age. Surely this audience had never
heard such a nel ody. How could it? The
men who had drifted in fromthe street
sat entranced by a voice which "back in
the world," as the Bishop said, never
could be heard by the comon peopl e
because the owner of it would charge two
or three dollars for the privilege. The
song poured out through the hall as free
and glad as if it were a foretaste of
salvation itself. Carlsen, with his
great, bl ack-bearded face uplifted,
absorbed the nmusic with the deep | ove of
it peculiar to his nationality, and a
tear ran over his cheek and glistened in
his beard as his face softened and
becanme al nost noble in its aspect. The
man out of work who had wanted to know
what Jesus would do in his place sat
with one grinmy hand on the back of the
bench in front of him with his nouth
partly open, his great tragedy for the
monent forgotten. The song, while it
| asted, was food and work and warnth and
union with his wife and babi es once
nmore. The man who had spoken so fiercely
agai nst the churches and ninisters sat
with his head erect, at first with a
| ook of stolid resistance, as if he
stubbornly resisted the introduction
into the exercises of anything that was
even renotely connected with the church
or its forms of worship. But gradually
he yielded to the power that was swayi ng
the hearts of all the persons in that
room and a | ook of sad thoughtful ness
crept over his face.



The Bi shop said that night while
Rachel was singing that if the world of
sinful, diseased, depraved, | ost
humanity could only have the gospe
preached to it by consecrated prinma
donnas and professional tenors and altos
and bassos, he believed it would hasten
the com ng of the Kingdom qui cker than
any other one force. "Wy, oh why," he
cried in his heart as he |istened, "has
the world's great treasure of song been
so often held far fromthe poor because
t he personal possessor of voice or
fingers, capable of stirring divinest
nmel ody, has so often regarded the gift
as sonmething with which to make noney?
Shall there be no martyrs anong the
gifted ones of the earth? Shall there be
no giving of this great gift as well as
of others?"

And Henry Maxwel |, again as before,
call ed up that other audience at the
Rectangle with increasing longing for a
| arger spread of the new discipleship.
VWhat he had seen and heard at the
Settl enment burned into himdeeper the
belief that the problemof the city
woul d be solved if the Christians in it
shoul d once foll ow Jesus as He gave
commandnent. But what of this great mass
of humanity, neglected and sinful, the
very kind of humanity the Savior came

to save, with all its m stakes and
narrowness, its wetchedness and | oss of
hope, above all its unqualified

bitterness towards the church? That was
what snote hi m deepest. Was the church
then so far fromthe Master that the
peopl e no | onger found Hmin the
church? Was it true that the church had
lost its power over the very kind of
humanity which in the early ages of
Christianity it reached in the greatest
nunbers? How nmuch was true in what the
Soci al i st | eader said about the

usel essness of | ooking to the church for
reformor redenption, because of the
sel fi shness and secl usi on and
aristocracy of its menbers?

He was nore and nore inpressed with
the appalling fact that the
conparatively few nmen in that hall, now
being held quiet for a while by Rachel's
voi ce, represented thousands of others
just like them to whoma church and a



m ni ster stood for |less than a sal oon or
a beer garden as a source of confort or
happi ness. Qught it to be so? If the
church nenbers were all doing as Jesus
woul d do, could it remain true that
armes of men would wal k the streets for
j obs and hundreds of them curse the
church and thousands of themfind in the
sal oon their best friend? How far were
the Christians responsible for this
human probl em that was personal ly
illustrated right in this hall tonight?
Was it true that the great city churches
would as a rule refuse to wal k in Jesus'
steps so closely as to suffer --
actually suffer -- for H's sake?

Henry Maxwel | kept asking this
guestion even after Rachel had fini shed
singing and the neeting had cone to an
end after a social gathering which was
very informal. He asked it while the
little conmpany of residents with the
Raynmond visitors were having a
devotional service, as the customin the
Settlement was. He asked it during a
conference with the Bi shop and Dr. Bruce
which |asted until one o' clock. He asked
it as he knelt again before sleeping and
poured out his soul in a petition for
spiritual baptismon the church in
Anerica such as it had never known. He
asked it the first thing in the norning
and all through the day as he went over
the Settlenent district and saw the life
of the people so far removed fromthe
Li fe abundant. Wuld the church nenbers,
woul d the Christians, not only in the
churches of Chicago, but throughout the
country, refuse to walk in Hs steps if,
in order to do so, they must actually
take up a cross and follow H n? This was
the one question that continually
demanded answer .

@1
CHAPTER THI RTY- ONE

HE had pl anned when he cane to the
city to return to Raynond and be in his
own pul pit on Sunday. But Friday norning
he had received at the Settlenent a cal
fromthe pastor of one of the I|argest
churches in Chicago, and had been
invited to fill the pulpit for both
nmor ni ng and eveni ng servi ce.



At first he hesitated, but finally
accepted, seeing in it the hand of the
Spirit's guiding power. He would test
his own question. He would prove the
truth or falsity of the charge nade
agai nst the church at the Settl enment
nmeeting. How far would it go inits
sel f-denial for Jesus' sake? How cl osely
would it walk in H's steps? Was the
church willing to suffer for its Master?

Sat urday ni ght he spent in prayer,
nearly the whole night. There had never
been so great a westling in his soul
not even during his strongest
experiences in Raynond. He had in fact
ent ered upon anot her new experience. The
definition of his own discipleship was
recei ving an added test at this tine,
and he was being led into a larger truth
of the Lord.

Sunday norning the great church was
filled to its utnost. Henry Maxwel |,
comng into the pulpit fromthat all-
night vigil, felt the pressure of a
great curiosity on the part of the
peopl e. They had heard of the Raynond
novenent, as all the churches had, and
the recent action of Dr. Bruce had added
to the general interest in the pledge.
Wth this curiosity was sonething
deeper, nore serious. M. Maxwell felt
that also. And in the know edge that the
Spirit's presence was his living
strength, he brought his message and
gave it to that church that day

He had never been what would be
called a great preacher. He had not the
force nor the quality that nmakes
remar kabl e preachers. But ever since he
had prom sed to do as Jesus would do, he
had grown in a certain quality of
per suasi veness that had all the
essentials of true eloquence. This
nmorni ng the people felt the conplete
sincerity and humlity of a man who had
gone deep into the heart of a great
truth.

After telling briefly of sonme
results in his own church in Raynond
since the pl edge was taken, he went on
to ask the question he had been asking
since the Settlenent neeting. He had



taken for his theme the story of the
young man who cane to Jesus aski ng what
he nust do to obtain eternal life. Jesus
had tested him "Sell all that thou hast
and give to the poor, and thou shalt
have treasure in heaven; and cone foll ow
me." But the young man was not willing
to suffer to that extent. If follow ng
Jesus neant suffering in that way, he
was not willing. He would like to foll ow
Jesus, but not if he had to give so
nmuch.

"Is it true," continued Henry
Maxwel |, and his fine, thoughtful face
glowed with a passion of appeal that
stirred the people as they had sel dom
been stirred, "is it true that the
church of today, the church that is
called after Christ's own name, would
refuse to follow H mat the expense of
suffering, of physical |oss, of
tenporary gai n? The statenment was nade
at a large gathering in the Settl enment
| ast week by a | eader of workingmen that
it was hopeless to | ook to the church
for any reformor redenption of society.
On what was that statenent based?
Plainly on the assunption that the
church contains for the nost part mnen
and wonen who think nore 'of their own
ease and | uxury' than of the sufferings
and needs and sins of humanity. How far
is that true? Are the Christians of
America ready to have their discipleship
tested? How about the nen who possess
| arge wealth? Are they ready to take
that wealth and use it as Jesus woul d?
How about the nmen and wonmen of great
talent? Are they ready to consecrate
that talent to humanity as Jesus
undoubt edl y woul d do?

"Is it not true that the call has
conme in this age for a new exhibition of
Christian discipleship? You who live in
this great sinful city must know that
better than I do. Is it possible you can
go your ways carel ess or thoughtless of
the awful condition of nmen and wonen and
children who are dying, body and soul
for need of Christian help? Is it not a
matter of concern to you personally that
the saloon kills its thousands nore
surely than war? Is it not a matter of
personal suffering in some formfor you
t hat thousands of abl e-bodied, wlling



men tranp the streets of this city and
all cities, crying for work and drifting
into crime and suici de because they
cannot find it? Can you say that this is
none of your business? Let each man | ook
after hinmself? Wuld it not be true
think you, that if every Christian in
America did as Jesus would do, society
itself, the business world, yes, the
very political system under which our
commer ci al and governnental activity is
carried on, wuld be so changed t hat
human suffering would be reduced to a

m ni munf

"What would be the result if al
the church nenbers of this city tried to
do as Jesus would do? It is not possible
to say in detail what the effect would
be. But it is easy to say, and it is
true, that instantly the human probl em
woul d begin to find an adequate answer.

"What is the test of Christian
di scipleship? Is it not the sane as in
Christ's own time? Have our surroundi ngs
nodi fied or changed the test? If Jesus
were here today would He not call sone
of the nenbers of this very church to do
just what He conmanded the young man
and ask themto give up their wealth and
literally follow Hin? | believe He woul d
do that if He felt certain that any
church nenber thought nore of his
possessi ons than of the Savior. The
test would be the same today as then.
bel i eve Jesus woul d demand He does
demand now -- as close a follow ng, as
much suffering, as great self-denial as
when He lived in person on the earth and
said, 'Except a man renounce all that he
hat h he cannot be ny disciple.' That is,
unless he is willing to do it for ny
sake, he cannot be ny disciple.

"What would be the result if in
this city every church nmenber shoul d
begin to do as Jesus would do? It is not
easy to go into details of the result.
But we all know that certain things
woul d be inpossible that are now
practiced by church nenbers.

"What would Jesus do in the matter
of weal th? How woul d He spend it? What
principle would regulate Hi s use of
nmoney? Wuld He be likely to live in



great luxury and spend ten times as nuch
on personal adornnent and entertai nnent
as He spent to relieve the needs of
suffering humanity? How woul d Jesus be
governed in the maki ng of noney? Wul d
He take rentals from sal oons and ot her

di sreput abl e property, or even from
tenenent property that was so
constructed that the i nmates had no such
things as a hone and no such possibility
as privacy or cleanliness?

"What woul d Jesus do about the
great arny of unenpl oyed and desperate
who tranp the streets and curse the
church, or are indifferent to it, |ost
in the bitter struggle for the bread
that tastes bitter when it is earned on
account of the desperate conflict to get
it? Wuld Jesus care nothing for then?
Wuld He go His way in conparative ease
and confort? Wwuld He say that it was
none of Hi s business? Wuld He excuse
H nself fromall responsibility to
renove the causes of such a condition?

"What would Jesus do in the center
of a civilization that hurries so fast
after noney that the very girls enpl oyed
in great business houses are not paid
enough to keep soul and body toget her
wi t hout fearful tenptations so great
that scores of themfall and are swept
over the great boiling abyss; where the
demands of trade sacrifice hundreds of
lads in a business that ignores al
Christian duties toward themin the way
of education and noral training and
personal affection? Wuld Jesus, if He
were here today as a part of our age and
commerci al industry, feel nothing, do
not hi ng, say nothing, in the face of
these facts which every business man
knows?

"What woul d Jesus do? Is not that
what the disciple ought to do? Is he not
commanded to followin H's steps? How
much is the Christianity of the age
suffering for HnP Is it denying itself
at the cost of ease, confort, |uxury,
el egance of |iving? Wat does the age
need nore than personal sacrifice? Does
the church do its duty in foll ow ng
Jesus when it gives a little noney to
establish missions or relieve extrene
cases of want? Is it any sacrifice for a



man who is worth ten mllion dollars
sinmply to give ten thousand dollars for
some benevol ent work? Is he not giving
somet hing that cost himpractically
not hi ng so far as any personal suffering
goes? Is it true that the Christian

di sciples today in nost of our churches
are living soft, easy, selfish lives,
very far fromany sacrifice that can be
cal l ed sacrifice? What would Jesus do?

"It is the personal elenment that
Christian discipleship needs to
enphasi ze. 'The gift w thout the giver
is bare.'" The Christianity that attenpts
to suffer by proxy is not the
Christianity of Christ. Each individua
Christian business man, citizen, needs
to followin H s steps along the path of
personal sacrifice to Hm There is not
a different path today fromthat of
Jesus' own tinmes. It is the sane path.
The call of this dying century and of
the new one soon to be, is a call for a
new di sci pl eship, a new foll owi ng of
Jesus, nore like the early, sinple,
apostolic Christianity, when the
disciples left all and literally
foll owed the Master. Nothing but a
di sci pleship of this kind can face the
destructive sel fishness of the age with
any hope of overcoming it. There is a
great quantity of nominal Christianity
today. There is need of nore of the rea
ki nd. W need revival of the
Christianity of Christ. W have,
unconsciously, lazily, selfishly,
formally grown into a discipleship that
Jesus hinsel f would not acknow edge. He
woul d say to many of us when we cry,
"Lord, Lord," 'l never knew you!' Are we
ready to take up the cross? Is it
possi ble for this church to sing with
exact truth,

"Jesus, | my cross have taken
Al to |leave and foll ow Thee?

If we can sing that truly, then we may
cl ai mdiscipleship. But if our
definition of being a Christian is
sinmply to enjoy the privileges of

wor shi p, be generous at no expense to
our sel ves, have a good, easy tine
surrounded by pleasant friends and by
confortable things, |ive respectably and
at the sane tine avoid the world' s great



stress of sin and trouble because it is
too much pain to bear it -- if this is
our definition of Christianity, surely
we are a long way fromfollow ng the
steps of Hmwho trod the way with
groans and tears and sobs of anguish for
a lost humanity; who sweat, as it were,
great drops of blood, who cried out on
the upreared cross, 'My God, ny God, why
hast thou forsaken ne?

"Are we ready to nake and live a
new di sci pl eshi p? Are we ready to
reconsi der our definition of a
Christian? What is it to be a Christian?
It istoimtate Jesus. It is to do as
He would do. It is towalk in H's
steps.”

VWhen Henry Maxwel |l finished his
sernon, he paused and | ooked at the
people with a | ook they never forgot
and, at the nonent, did not understand.
Crowded into that fashionable church
t hat day were hundreds of nmen and wonen
who had for years lived the easy,
satisfied [ife of a nom na
Christianity. A great silence fell over
t he congregation. Through the silence
there canme to the consci ousness of al
the souls there present a know edge,
stranger to them now for years, of a
Di vi ne Power. Every one expected the
preacher to call for volunteers who
woul d do as Jesus woul d do. But Maxwell
had been led by the Spirit to deliver
his message this tinme and wait for
results to cone.

He closed the service with a tender
prayer that kept the D vine Presence
lingering very near every hearer, and
the people slowly rose to go out. Then
foll owed a scene that woul d have been
i npossible if any nere nman had been
alone in his striving for results.

Men and wonen in great nunbers
crowded around the platformto see M.
Maxwel | and to bring himthe prom se of
their consecration to the pledge to do
as Jesus would do. It was a voluntary,
spont aneous novenent that broke upon his
soul with a result he could not neasure.
But had he not been praying for is very
thing? It was an answer that nore than
met his desires.



There followed this novenent a
prayer service that in its inpressions
repeat ed the Raynond experience. In the
evening, to M. Maxwell's joy, the
Endeavor Society alnost to a nenber cane
forward, as so many of the church
menbers had done in the norning, and
seriously, solemly, tenderly, took the
pl edge to do as Jesus would do. A deep
wave of spiritual bapti sm broke over the
meeting near its close that was
i ndescribable in its tender, joyful
synpat hetic results.

That was a remarkable day in the
hi story of that church, but even nore so
in the history of Henry Maxwell. He |eft
the neeting very late. He went to his
roomat the Settlenment where he was
still stopping, and after an hour with
the Bi shop and Dr. Bruce, spent in a
joyful rehearsal of the wonderful events
of the day, he sat down to think over
again by hinmself all the experience he
was having as a Christian disciple.

He had kneeled to pray, as he
al ways did before going to sleep, and it
was while he was on his knees that he
had a waki ng vision of what mght be in
the worl d when once the new di scipl eship
had made its way into the conscience and
consci enti ousness of Christendom He was
fully consci ous of being awake, but no
less certainly did it seemto himthat
he saw certain results with great
di stinctiveness, partly as realities of
the future, partly great |ongings that
they mght be realities. And this is
what Henry Maxwell saw in this waking
Vi si on:

He saw hinmsel f, first, going back
to the First Church in Raynond, |iving
there in a sinpler, nore self-denying
fashi on than he had yet been willing to
live, because he saw ways in which he
could help others who were really
dependent on himfor help. He al so saw,
nmore dimy, that the tine would cone
when his position as pastor of the
church woul d cause himto suffer nore on
account of grow ng opposition to his
interpretation of Jesus and H s conduct.
But this was vaguely outlined. Through
it all he heard the words "My grace is



sufficient for thee."

He saw Rachel Wnslow and Virginia
Page going on with their work of service
at the Rectangle, and reachi ng out
| ovi ng hands of hel pful ness far beyond
the imts of Raynond. Rachel he saw
married to Rollin Page, both fully
consecrated to the Master's use, both
following Hs steps with an eagerness
intensified and purified by their Iove
for each other. And Rachel's voice sang
on, in slunms and dark places of despair
and sin, and drew | ost souls back to Cod
and heaven once nore.

He saw President Marsh of the
coll ege using his great learning and his
great influence to purify the city, to
ennoble its patriotism to inspire the
young nmen and wonen who | oved as well as
admred himto lives of Christian
servi ce, always teaching themthat
education nmeans great responsibility for
t he weak and the ignorant.

He saw Al exander Powers neeting
with sore trials in his famly life,
with a constant sorrow in the
estrangenent of wife and friends, but
still going his way in all honor
serving in all his strength the Master
whom he had obeyed, even unto the | oss
of social distinction and weal th.

He saw MIton Wight, the nerchant,
meeting with great reverses. Thrown upon
the future by a conbination of
circunstances, w th vast business
interests involved in ruin through no
fault of his own, but com ng out of his
reverses with clean Christian honor, to
begin again and work up to a position
where he could again be to hundreds of
young nmen an exanpl e of what Jesus woul d
do in business.

He saw Edward Norman, editor of the
NEW5, by means of the noney given by
Virginia, creating a force in journalism
that in time came to be recogni zed as
one of the real factors of the nation to
mold its principles and actually shape
its policy, a daily illustration of the
m ght of a Christian press, and the
first of a series of such papers begun
and carried on by other disciples who



had al so taken the pl edge.

He saw Jasper Chase, who had deni ed
his Master, growing into a cold,
cynical, formal life, witing novels
that were social successes, but each one
with a sting init, the rem nder of his
denial, the bitter renorse that, do what
he woul d, no social success could
renove.

He saw Rose Sterling, dependent for
some years upon her aunt and Felici a,
finally married to a man far ol der than
hersel f, accepting the burden of a
relation that had no love in it on her
part, because of her desire to be the
wife of a rich man and enjoy the
physical luxuries that were all of life
to her. Over this Iife also the vision
cast certain dark and awful shadows but
they were not shown in detail.

He saw Felicia and Stephen d yde
happily married, living a beautiful life
toget her, enthusiastic, joyful in
suffering, pouring out their great,
strong, fragrant service into the dull
dark, terrible places of the great city,
and redeem ng soul s through the persona
touch of their hone, dedicated to the
Hurman Honesi ckness al |l about them

He saw Dr. Bruce and the Bishop
going on with the Settl ement work. He
seened to see the great blazing notto
over the door enlarged, "Wat would
Jesus do?" and by this notto every one
who entered the Settlenment wal ked in the
steps of the Master.

He saw Burns and his conpani on and
a great conpany of men |like them
redeened and giving in turn to others,
conquering their passions by the divine
grace, and proving by their daily lives
the reality of the new birth even in the
| owest and nost abandoned.

And now t he vision was troubled. It
seened to himthat as he kneel ed he
began to pray, and the vision was nore
of alonging for a future than a reality
in the future. The church of Jesus in
the city and throughout the country!
Wuld it follow Jesus? Was t he novenent
begun in Raynond to spend itself in a



few churches |ike Nazareth Avenue and

t he one where he had preached today, and
then die away as a | ocal novenent, a
stirring on the surface but not to
extend deep and far? He felt with agony
after the vision again. He thought he
saw t he church of Jesus in America open
its heart to the noving of the Spirit
and rise to the sacrifice of its ease
and sel f-satisfaction in the nanme of
Jesus. He thought he saw the notto,
"What woul d Jesus do?" inscribed over
every church door, and witten on every
church nenber's heart.

The vision vanished. It cane back
clearer than before, and he saw the
Endeavor Societies all over the world
carrying in their great processions at
some mghty convention a banner on which
was witten, "Wat would Jesus do?" And
he thought in the faces of the young nen
and wormen he saw future joy of
suffering, |loss, self-denial, martyrdom
And when this part of the vision slowy
faded, he saw the figure of the Son of
God beckoning to himand to all the
other actors in his life history. An
Angel Choir somewhere was singing. There
was a sound as of nmany voices and a
shout as of a great victory. And the
figure of Jesus grew nore and nore
splendid. He stood at the end of a |ong
flight of steps. "Yes! Yes! O ny Master
has not the time cone for this dawn of
the m !l enniumof Christian history? Ch,
break upon the Christendom of this age
with the light and the truth! Help us to
foll ow Thee all the way!"

He rose at last with the awe of one
who has | ooked at heavenly things. He
felt the human forces and the human sins
of the world as never before. And with a
hope that wal ks hand in hand with faith
and | ove Henry Maxwel |, disciple of
Jesus, laid himdown to sleep and
dreaned of the regeneration of
Christendom and saw in his dream a
church of Jesus w thout spot or winkle
or any such thing, following himall the
way, wal king obediently in H's steps.

THE END



