




THE MODE.L oa1rnoH 

uwall, wife, I 1ve found the model chUJ:.'ohl I wors 
It made me think of good old tim~a) before my h 
The meetin 1 house was finer built tho..n they were 
But, then ..... I found, when I went in, it wa.an1t built 

~ 

I tell yoa;. 'Wife, it did me good to sing that hymn onoe ~ore, 
I £elt like s~me wrecked mariner who gets a glim~se of shore; 
I almost •-- to .~ay aside this weatherbeaten form 
And anchor ~n the blessed port forever from the storm. 

. 
J 

The preaohin'J Well, I 0&1. 1 t just tell all that the preacher said; 
I know it wasn•t written, I~kn.ow it waan 1t read; 
He hadn 1 t time_to read, for the lightnin! of his eye 
Went passing r long from pew to pew,, nor l)&ased a sinner by. 

~ 

The sermon waan 1 t flowery, 'twas simple Gospel trnth, 
It fitted poor old men like~me, it fitted hope£u.l youth. 
·1Twas :fa.11 of consolation for weary hearts that bleed, 
1 1Waa full of invitations to Christ-~and not to creed, 

The preacher made· sin hideous in Gentiles and in Jews; 
Ha shot the golden sentenoea st:raight e.t the finest pews. 
And, though I oanrt sea very we11, I saw the falling tear 
That told me he11 ... was some way of:f •. and Beaven very near. 

How swift the golden momenta fled within that hf'J.y plaoeJ 
How brightl.Y beamed the light ~rom Heaven from every happy faoQJ 
Again, I longed for that· sweet time when friend shall meet with~friena 
When congregations ne 1 er break up, a.nd Sabbaths have no end. 

,.. 
I hope to meet that minister, the congregation, too, 
In the dear home beyond the skies tha:t shines from Heaven ta blue. 
I doubt not 1•11 remember beyond li:fe 1 s evening gray, " 
The faoe of God 1s dear servant who preached His Word today. 

Dear wife, the fight Will soon be fought, tho victory be won, 
The shining goal is just ahead, the race is nearly run. 
orer the river we are neaxin 1

, they ·a.re thronei.ng to the shore, 
TO shout our safe arrival Where the weary weep no more .. ,, 



.;.. -, 

"It Mtkee a heap o 1 livin 1 in a, h01l8e t 1 make it 
A he"J) o • aun an 1 ... shadder • a.n 1 ;re sometimes have 
A.:fore ye ... really !preoiate the.._thinga yo 1 l~f 1 b 
An' hunger :fer 1em somehow. with •em 8-llua on yor 
It_don 1t make any ditterunce how rich ye get to be 
How .rnuah yer chairs an 1 tables ooat, how great yer l 
It ain 1 t home t 1 ye, though it be tho palace of a ki 
Until somehow yer soul is sort o I wrapped round everyt 

,.., 
Homa a.in 1 t a place that gold oan buy or get up in. a 
Afore it !a home there 1 s ·got t t be a, hea.:p o 1 .li vin I in i"", 
Within the walls there 1s got t 1 be so~e babies born, and then 
Rigllt there Y.e 1 ve got t 1 bring ... 1 em up t 1 women good, a.n. 1 men; 
And gradjerly, _as time goes on, ... ye find .... ye wouldn 1 t pe.:rt 
With aJl1th1ng they ever used--thay1ve grown into yer heort: 
~h• old ll.i&}J. oh&:t..rs, the iu.avth.ill,a, too, tho little shoes tho:ywore 
Ye hoard; an' 1t·ye .could, ye 1d keep the thumbm'1rka on the door. 

♦ • 

Ye 1 ve got t 1 "'woep t 1 "" make it home, y-e 1 ve got t 1 sit an 1 sigh 
.An! watch beside a loved· one •a bed, an I know that Death is tiigh; 
An! in the -stillness o 1 the night t 1 see Death 1 a o.ngel come. 
An~ oloao tlie eyes o 1 her that ~miled, on• leaYe her sweet vo1oo dl:JJ1b 
For these are·· soextea,., that grip tha heart, .._an 1 when yer tears are 

, d.n1e4j ,. · '. -
Ye find the home .. !s dorire·r· than it was an• so.notified; 
And tugg1n 1 at ye alw&ys are the pleuao.nt~metnoriea 
o 1 ha.r that was on 1 ie no more--ya cn.n 1t eaoape from these. 

~ - ~ 

Ye 1ve got t 1 sing an• dauoe far years, ye 1ve got t• romp an 1 play An: learnt! love the things ye have by us1n 1 em each day; ~ 
Even the roses 1round the porch must blosaom.._year by year 
Afore they r come a part o I ye, suggest in I someone dear 
Who used t 1 ~love 1 am long~a.go, an. 1 trained 1 em jes 1 t 1 run 
The wey thoy do, ao 1 s they would get the early mornin! sun; 
Ye 1va got t' love each brick an' stone £rom cellar up~t 1 dome; 
It"' takes a hea:p o I li v1n I in a Clouse t 1 make it home. n __ 

,.. 

A PSAlll OF LIFE 

"Tell me not, in mour.nful numbers, life is but an empty dreamJ 
For the soul is· dead that slumbers, and things ~re not what they seem. 
Life is realJ Life is earnestl .And the grave is not its goal; 

, I)uat tho11 ro7t, to dust returnest, was not spoken of the soul • 
Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, is ou.r destined end or way; 
But to aot, that each tomorrow find us £arther than today. 
Art is long. and Time is :fleeting., and our hearts, though stout and 

brave, 
still, like muffled drums, are beating -funeral marqhes to the grave. 
In the world's br.oad f'ield 0£ battle. in the bivouac of life, 
Be not like dumb, driven oattie--be a hero in the strife/ 
Trus·t no future, howe 1 er pleasant; 1et the dead past bury its dead; 
.A.ct, a.ct in the living present, heart within, and God ore:rhead.' 
Lives of great men all remind us we can make our lives sublime .. 
,And departing leave behind us footprints on the sands of time: 
Footprints that perhaps another, sailing o 1 er life 1 s solemn main, 
A forlorn and shipwrecked brothe.r, seeing, -shall take heart agai.n.,, 



', 

"'~he hand that rooks the cradle 1 --b11t there is no 
It :...c bad to rock the baby, they w.ou.J..cl haYe us u_n 
so, the cradle 1a but a .relic of th0 f'ormer foo::~~ 
When mothers reared their children in unso:i.entii:Lc 
When they jounced them) and thoy bounced them, theae fs of 

long ago--
The Washingtons and Jefersona and Adamaes, you know .. 1 

~ 

Thon, we must feed the baby by the schedule that ia made 
And the food that he is given must be measured out or ,e9.ed, 
Ba may bellow to inform us that he 1an 1 t satisfied, 
But he aouldn 1t grow to groatneas if his wants were all supplied, 
11hink how foolish nursing stunted those poor weaklings, long ego-
Tho Shakeapearea and the Luthers e.nd the Bona~artes. you know. 

Wa ru:·e. giv•n a great m.ss1onj we are here today, on earth 
TO bring forth a race of g1onta s.nd to guard them from their birth. 
To insist upon theil: freedom fi .. om the rocking that was bad 
For ou.r parents ·a.n.d. their pa.re4ta sorambling all the b:ra.ins they had. 
A:AJ If the7 1d.been fed by schedule, would they have been stunted so? 
Tha Webaters, .. &DA the. Lincolns and the Rooaevelta, you know." 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • 

THE LAviD·RE HAD A JOB 

"The Lawd Re had a job fo 1 me, but I had too mu.oh to do; 
I said yo• git somebody else, or wait till I git thoo. 
I don 1 t know how th 1 La.i.vd ca.me out, but Re sea'.mcd to git along; 
But I~felt kinda anaak:in' liko, toause I Jrnowd I'd done Rim 

wrong. 

One day I needed the .Lawd, and I needed Him right a.way; 
But Ra neva heard me at all, an 1 I could hear Him say 
Down in my acou.sin x h-aart: 11:liggah, I xsa got tC"1f' much to do; 
Yo I git someone else, or wait till I git tho o 1 • 

~ ~ 

Now, when the La.wd has a job fo 1 me, I neva tries to skirk; 
I drapa what I has on hand an 1 does th 1 good Lawd 1 s work, 
An 1 my a.ff airs can run a.long, .. or wait till I git thoo; 
Fo! no one else c&1 do the wo 1k that God wants me to do11 n 

It 1/1 ••• • • • • • ...... 
REATHED 

"I used to think him heathen just beoause--why don 1 t you see--
He didn 1 t speak God 1 s English, and he didn 1 t look~lika me • 
He llad ~ bu.rnt complexion, Which is heathen, goodness knows/ 
He ate a hea.then 1s rations, and h.e wore a hQe.then 1s clothes"' 
:su.t there 1 a . a I sprisil.'18 skinfu.l in that bJ.oke .from far awa.y 
He fights-like ... any Christian. and Il've heard the beggar pray. 
And he•a kind to little kiddies!' BnP. there 1s written in his eyes 
.l willingness to offer a Chriatian 1a sacrifioa. 
Yes. you 1d know him for a heathen if you jndges him by the hide; 
But, bJ..eas you 1 he 1 a my brother, for he 1s just like me insida.n 

"" 



,. 
"Po I lil I braok ahea:p What strayed al:~, 

.., Done los in de w1nr an 1 de rain, 
.An 1 de Shepherd, He say; 1 0, hirelin 1

, 

~ Go fin' .l(y sheep argain. 1 

-
An 1 de hirelin 1 frown: 1 0, Shepherd, 

.. Da.t sheep is braok and ba.d. 7 

But de Shepherd, He smile. la.ik da.t lil 1 bra.ck ahee:p 
Is the onliest 1am1. He had. • 

I"\ ,... 

An 1 He say: 1 0, hirolin 1 , hasten, 
Fo 't de win 1 and de rain am ool 1 , 

An 1 dat lil 1 braok sheep be lonesome 
_ Out dare way off fum de aheep-:fol 1 • 

1 

.A.n 1 Re aa..y: 10, hirolln 1 , hasten, 
- L:J, here dey ninety ® 1 nine, 

Bu.t dsre,·way.: off from de sheep-fol 1 

Dat lil 1 braok aheep ob mine. 1 ~ 

. -
An 1 de hirelin 1 frown: 1 0, Shepherd, 
. _,.µe res 1 ob ... de sheep s.m here. 1 

.~tit 4e Shepherd, He smile la.ik dat 111 1 bxa.ok sheo:p 
· Ha hel 1 .it-· de mos I oa 1 dear. 

- ~ -
An! Re wandered out in de dark:ne<Js, 

. Where de night was 001 1 and bleak. 
An 1 dat lil 1 brack aheepi He fin 1 it, 

~ An 1 lay~it ergaina 1 Hia cheek. 
-

,An 1 de hirelin 1 frewn: 1 0, Shepherd, 
,., Dat a.he ep is weak and po 1 ,. 1 

But de Shepherd, He smile laik .,dat 111 x bra.ck sheep 
He lub it des all de mo 1 ~ 

"" 
An 1 He say: 1 01 hirelin 1 , hasten, 

.._ l'o I de hail am beatin 1 hard. 
.A.n. 1 dat lil 1 braok sheep git bruises 

~ WSJJ off~fum de aheep-fol 1 yard. 1 

"" ~ 
An 1 de hir elin 1 .frown, 1 O, Shepherd, 

_ Dat sheep ia mos I wore out. 1 

But de Shepherd, He a.mile laik dat 111 1 braok shee~ 
Des· 1 cou.ldn 1 t be done without. n 

,... 

An 1 dat lil 1 brack sheep is mel .• •1 rr 

-,00000<:>ooooot>ooo 01!1 0000000 00& 



JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK-SET No. 1 

FROM THE COUNTRY CHURCH OF HOLLYWOOD 
HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA 

" I have commanded ravens " 
Kings 17:4 

A TALK BY JOSIAH HOPKINS 

HIS 17th chapter of I Kings is a wonderful chapter. Here Elijah, the mountain 
prophet, has come from the mountains of Thisbe where he had gotten still long 
enough to hear God's message for King Ahab and his wife, Jezebel. This wo

. man, Jezebel, was the daughter of Ethbaal, king of the Zidonians. She certainly 
caused a lot of trouble! 

I was talking to Sarah the other day about Jezebel, and I wondered whether 
she was a large woman o:r a small woman, and Sarah said, "Remember,,. Josiah, pre
cious articles are done up in small packages." I said, "And so are high explosives.'' 

Yes, this woman, Jezebel, had eight hundred and fifty preachers, but they 
couldn't keep her straight. She MUST have been hard to handle! She got mad at 
Elijah, because he had dared to cross her idea of religion. He had called down fire 
from Heaven to consume his sacrifice when her pet preachers had failed. Then, to 
cap the climax, this prophet, Elijah, received a message from Heaven to cut the heads 
off of all those preachers. This naturally didn't set well with Jez~bel, so she said, "May 
the Lord do so to me and more if I don't make him like one of them." That scared 
Elijah within an inch of his life, and he started first with his servant, but he soon 
out-ran the servant, and finally was alone and exhausted under a juniper tree. 

It is tragic to see a man get scared like that, but, what I want us to notice this 
morning is the fact that when Elijah was courageous enough to shake his finger in 
the face of king Ahab and his wife, Jezebel, God provided for him the supply of all 
his needs, and a hiding place. 

Note how many times the word, "there," is used in this seventeenth chapter of 
I Kings. First, God said, "Go hide thyself by the brook Cherith, and I have com"' 
manded the ravens to feed thee THERE." Then, later in the chapter, when the brook 
dried up, God said, "Get thee to Zarephath. Behold, I have commanded a widow 'wo
man to sustain thee THERE.'' What I want to tell all you neighbors is this: when 
God makes an appointment with anybody, He sends all his blessing and supplies right 
to that point. If Elijah had decided to go hide somewhere else, the chances are in the 
three years and six months of the dry spell, he would have died of thirst or famine, 
and maybe his bones would have ·been left shining on the desert sand. But, the secret 
of his power was his obedience. He went to the brook Cherith and hid there. It very 
likely was a lonely place with not many social advantages, but, remember, every need 
was supplied, and he drank of the brook! 

God has a place where He will meet you and keep every promise and supply 
every need. Oh, how the world needs a hiding place in these days of heart break and 
unrest! Remember, the will of God for your life is a hiding place. 

While everyone else suffered in the drought that God had sent to discipline 
Israel, Elijah had cool water from the ever-running brook at Cherith, and the ravens 
brought him bread and flesh in the morning and bread and flesh in the evening. 

Of course, I believe the ravens did that! I think that when God ordered Elijah 
to the brook Cherith, He gave a carbon copy to the ravens, and you know the 
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birds haven't a bit more sense than to do just what God says do! Did you ever notice 
how God can handle a flock of geese? One whisper out of the heart of God, and the 
geese go south. I have often thought that God could do a sight more with a wild 
goose than He can with a wild man. 

Notice here in this seventeenth chapter of I Kings that the brook dried up. That 
used to bother me a lot. I have often thought that it looked very funny for God 
to order this courageous prophet to the brook Cherith and then let the brook dry up. 
But, remember, neighbors, God knew what He was doing. There was a little widow 
over in a town named Zarephath who was having an awful hard time during the 
drought. She- had got down to a little dust of meal and a little bit of oil and was 
praying God to send her relief. God had to shut the brook off at Cheri th to get 
Elijah to move over to Zarephath. 

It is often that way with all of us. The Lord has to cut the blessings off in one 
place to make us move and hunt the blessings at the next place. Has it ever occurred 
to you, neighbor, that the reason God has cut off the supplies and blessings where you 
are, because it is time for you to move deeper into the will of God and further out 
on your journey of faith? 

I have often wondered what Elijah thought when the brook began to dry up. 
He never left, however, because God had told him to stay there, like that boy in the 
McGuf :fy's Reader who stayed on the burning deck "whence all but him had fled." I 
think that many a time we folks miss some of God's sweetest blessings because we 
leave the place of appointment too soon. I wonder how many of you neighbors this 
fuorning are waiting by drying brooks, brooks of health, and see the roses fade from 
the cheeks of one you love; brooks of success and you see the water, the limpid water 
of joy and triumph, dropping lower and lower, and the hot sands of disappointment be
gin to show up. It is hard to stay even when you know it is God's place for you. But, 
remember, Elijah stood by a brook that was drying. It is easy, folks .. to stay with a 
thing when it is prosperous, and everybody is wishing you well, and the water is just 
gushing in what looks like an eternal and boundless flow, but it sure is hard to stay 
with it when the water is drooping, and the sand is showing up. You can't help but 
wonder where the next step will be. Yet, Elijah stayed! 

Then, _came the second order, "Get thee to Zarephath." It wasn't till then that 
Elijah understood why the Lord cut off the brook at Cherith. However, he went on 
over to Zarephath, and it must have ·been odd to see this great prophet of God walking 
through the streets ~f that drought-striken town, wondering where God wanted him 
to stop.-

He saw a woman gathering some sticks, and he asked her for a drink of water. 
She reminded. him how scarce water was, b:1.t when he told her that he was a prophet 
of God, she started to get the water~ Then Elijah's faith mounted a little higher, and he 
said, "Fetch me, I pray thee. a morsel of bread in thine hand." She told him how poor 
she was and that her boy was sick; then, it began to dawn on Elijah what the Lord 
wanted him to do. He said to the woman, "Well, you go bring me a cake of that bread 
first/' Although she had just a little meal in the barrel, he told her to go scrape the 
barrel. I want you neighbors to notice that she did it! Right there the miracle of 
multipication went into eff edt. When she was willing to give to God and God's work 
the last that she had~ the great right arm of God_ swung out and up and touched that 
widow's little barrel of meal with the power to make it last until the drought was 
over.- If you and I will make up our minds today to put God and His plans · first, we 
need not worr~ about the mea~ barrel. God c~n take care of that! In the first place, 
]!-e made the miracle of the gram of corn, and 1f He can put the growth power in that 
httle·kernel of corn and make it grow up and produce a stalk with ears on it, can't He 
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work a miracle in the meal barrel just a little further along in corn growing and food 
supplying process? Well, I think He can. 

I remember when I was a Chaplain over in France, there was a period of 
several months when I never heard a word from home. I got awful discouraged. 
Then, one day there was an announcement stuck up on the bulletin board that a mail 
ship was coming from the United States loaded down with mail. Right at that time 
I got an order to report by "the most direct route" away up in France where very se
rious things were going on. I felt like I just couldn't leave Bordeaux, so, I went over 
to the generars office and got hold of one of his adjutants and told him about my want
ing to get mail, and he just took my order and wrote across the front of it, "Ex
tended ten days for extraordinary reasons." That did me a sight of good, so I waited 
till the mail ·boat came, and I don't think I have ever seen a prettier sight than that 
boat coming up the Gironde River with all the decks covered with United States mail 
bags. How the boys did throw their hats up into the air and whooped and hollered, and 
each group of fellows followed the mail truck up to his outfit! I did that, and 
finally, when the mail was sorted, I got in line and went up to get my mail. I had a 
sack to put my mail in. But, lo and behold! a young fell ow told me that I didn't have 
any mail. I repeated my name again. He said he didn't have any for me, and asked 
me to step out of the line, and let the next fell ow come up. I sure was put out, so I 
just said, "Well, I might as well go on. It doesn't look like anybody cares anything 
a-bout me anyway." 

I got on the train, saying to myself, "Here goes nothing." And so I went on 
up there and got off at a place which I found out later was Chateau Thierry, went 
across the country for a piece and found a place where they had a lot of wounded mene 
They were in an awful fix. I talked to the fellows a little and then went in to report 
to the commanding officer. 

When I handed him my orders, he said, "Where have you been? You are ten 
days overdue. We will just have to mark you "A.W.O.L."-that means ''Away with out 
leave." I told him that the adjutant in the big office had said J coulrl wait for my 
mail, and he said, "Why, your mail is in everybody's way around the office." 

I said, ''What are you .talking about? My mail! I was waiting for it down at 
Bordeaux." 

"Chaplain, you might just as well learn an army lesson right now. Whenever 
you are ordered anywhere in the army, remember that your mail goes right to that 
place/' he said to me. 

Well, sir, he certainly was right. There was the mail! There was a big table 
covered with mail for me. It was from Sarah and several letters from the children. 
I remember one tiny envelope from one of the little girls that was eight years old. 
She had gone out and picked me eight little violets on her birthdav and had put 
them in a letter for me. ... 

Somebody had sent me a fruit cake, and somebody else had sat down on it. 
Oh, it was just ground up to powder, and~ of course, it had been a long time coming 
away up there, but there was a lot of sub3tance in it, and I never did eat better cake 
in my life. All of us boys would just take up a little of that crumbled fruit cake pull 
our lip out, drop a little in our lip. We dipped it like they do snuff. ' 

Yes, I read the letters and got so full my eyes were red, I guess I was crying 
and I said to the commanding officer-he got tuned up himself watching me read ad 
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my mail. "Yes sir, and I want to tell you something else, mister: in God's work, His 
blessings always go where the orders read." 

Yes, neighbor, the thing you need to do this morning is to find out what God's 
orders are and to go to that place, and you will find that He has put an the blessings 
right there. 

"My Ruthers" 

"I tell you what I'd ruther do Ef I only had my ruthers-
Ef I only had my ruthers- And be paid dollars 'stid o' dimes, 
I'd ruther work when I wanted to Fer children, wives, and mothers; 
Than be bossed around by others; They're boys that slaves; they're girls that 
I'd ruther kinda git the swing sews-
O' what was needed, first, I jing ! Fer others-not theyselves, God knows! 
Afore I sweat at anything! The grave's their only change of clothes! 
Ef I only had my ruthers; . Ef I only had my mthers, 
In fact, I'd aim to be the same They'd all have things and time enough 
With all men as my brothers; To answer one-another's 
And they'd all be the same with me- Appealin' prayer for lovin' care-
If I only had my ruthers. If I only had my ruthers." 
The pore 'ud git theyr dues sometimes-

MORNING GLORIES 

One day last spring a year ago, I was walking out in the Purdue's pasture 
trying to get up a talk for the next day's meetin'. It was to be a big day, dinner on 
the ground and everything. Well, I saw a morning glory vine crushed into the ground 
by a culmsy cow's hoof. I said to myself, "There you are! Isn't that just like hu
man hopes. They're crushed in the mud of disappointment and sorrow." It hurt me 
so bad that I just turned away and went to the house, thinking what a picture of 
wrecked dreams that morning glory was. 

A week or so later, I came back across that pasture again. What do you sup
pose had happened? The morning glory had vanished from the cow track and the 
mud! The tendrils of the bruised plant had laid hold onto a nearby cornstalk and had 
climbed to the top of it. Now, it was waving beautiful flowers in my face! 

I stood there a long time figuring out just what had happened ! The urge to 
climb had been placed in the bosom of the seed that made the morning glory vine. 
That urge was all through the fibres of the morning glory. It made a supreme ef
fort to rise from the mud and did it! 

That's just what God has done for humanity! Deep in the heart of man there's 
implanted a force, the bathmic urge, the expansive power that is_ all but irresistible 
when it asserts itself. Why, some smart fellows decided to measu_:,;e the growing pow
er of a pumpkin, and I read where the pumpkin busted the scales that were .built to 
measure its growth-power. It's that way with man! Let him lay hold on the powers 
that are at his disposal, and he will tear away apparently immovable obstructions, 
surmount what seems to be impossible barriers, and move on to his goal. 

Here's where the morning glory was smart! It looked for something bigger 
than itself to climb on! No man is sufficient within himself to break his fetters and 
rise to his possible heights, but we can do it- with God's help! I have always thought 
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that the reason Jesus Christ came to this earth was to give people who were down 
something to climb on! There's a lot of folks who are down this morning who ought 
to be blooming on higher levels What of the past? Suppose it has been like the muddy 

· cow's track? There IS a way out of it all and a wonderful way up! 
Somewhere hidden in every human heart, there is that urge to climb! God put 

it there. A human being can no more be content in the mud of humiliation and failure 
than a morning glory can stay on the ground. There's the urge to go up in all grow
ing plants, and ifs a sight more evident in the human soul. I'm not talking about 
the urge for making money or for building some great plan in this world, but I am 
talking about the hunger for the limitless and infinite. Men hate boundaries, little 
old fences and barriers of one thing and another that shut them into that which fades 
and dies and disappoints! Yes neighbors, God has put eternity in your soul! Most 
of the restlessness and disappointments of human life come from our trying to be 
satisfied with husks when the banquet table in our father's house is ours for the 
taking and enjoying. 

I was once in the city a-riding on an elevated train. It was the noisiest, the 
worse-jerking, the most rattling thing I ever rode. I noticed something green in a win
dow we were passing. Yes1 there was a little box-full of morning glories right in the 
heart of the tenement district of a great city. I said to myself, "There's somebody 
who still loves the pretty things of the open places, the flowers of the hills and valleys, 
so they just brought a few plants here to brighten up a humble home.'' You know, 
morning glories won't grow out of pavements! They've got to have earth and air 
and water and sunshine. 

The God-hunger in your soul is just like that! As the flower-lovers in that 
little tenement in a big town brought the glory of the country with them, just so can 
you have God with you in your humble home or gorgeous palace this morning. 

While I was thinking of this desire to do better and this urge to climb that is 
in every human heart, I got to thinking down by the Dripping Springs the other morn
ing about this piece and I said when I read this that we ought to ·be more neighborly 
with each other: 

"Could we but draw back the curtains 
That surround each other's lives, 
See the naked heart and spirit, 
Know what spur the action gives, 
Of ten we should find it better, 
Purer than we judge we should. 
We would love each other better, 
If we only understood. 
"Could we judge all deeds by motives, 
See the good and bad within; 
Of ten we would love the sinner 
AH the while we lothe the sin. 
Could we know the powers working 
To o'erthrow integrity. 
We would judge each other's errors 
With more patient cha1·ity. 

"If we knew the cares and trials, 
Knew the efforts all in vain, 
And the bitter disappointment; 
Understood the loss and gain-
Would the grim, eternal roughness 
Seem-I wonder-just the same? 
Would we help where now we hinder? 
Would we pity, where we -blame? 
"Ah ! We jud~e each other harshly, 
Knoing not life's hidden force. 
Knowing not the fount of action 
Is less troubled at its source. 
Seeing not amid the eveil, 
All the golden grain of good, 
And we'd love each other better, 
If we only understood." 

Address-THE COUNTRY CHURCH of HOLLYWOOD, HoJlywood, Calif. 
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AT THE END OF THE RAINBOW 

NE day Buck Fugate came running up to me and said, "Si, have you ever been 
to the end of the rainbow?" 

I asked, "What do you mean, Buck? I didn't know the rainbow had any end." 

"Sure, every rainbow has two ends. There is a bag of gold at each end of it," 
he said. 

"Who told you that, Buck?" I aske1 him. 

"Why, everybody knows that. That's where the Whortles got all their money 
to build their big store, and that's where Banker Snowden got his start. Yes, there is 
a bag of gold at the end of every rainbow." 

I said, "Buck, I thank you for telling me; I'll tell Sweet about it, and we will 
go one of these times and get a bag of that gold." You know, Sweet was my sister. She 
was about ten years old, and I was eight. But, · I added, "Buck, don't tell everybody 
that, because there will be such a rush there that there won't be enough gold to go 
around.'' 

"Oh, you can trust me, I won't tell it," he said to assure me. 
"Buck, you go and get a bag of gold at the end of the next rainbow and be sure to 

skip the one after that so Sweet and I can go get that gold." 
A few days passed by, and there was a rainbow. I sat on the ground under the 

China-berry tree where Sister and I had been playing. There it was in all its beauty, 
this promise from God spaning the sky in an arch of violet, indigo, blue, green, yel
low, orange, and red. I was so disappointed that I couldn't go and get the gold that 
I knew was waiting there for me, but we waited in the full assurance that the next 
time God spread a rainbow across the sky, the gold would be Sister's and mine. 

It must have been ten days before another rainbow showed up. We were mak
ing frog houses in the sand. Sister was alway teasing me about how much bigger 
frog houses I could make when I pulled the sand over my feet than she did over her 
tiny feet. A way we went down the road in the pattering rain drops~ Sister ahead, 
pulling me along. I remember she pulled me through a barbed wire fence and left 
some necessary parts of my clothes, but we wouldn't let little things like clothes inter
fere with the quest for go'ld. 

Sister called to me and said, "Brother, you can see it; it is right over there in 
Mrs. Lowe's pasture!" However, when we got over there, it was still further on, and 
she said, "It's moved over to the Flower's pasture. Come on, let's go· before somebody 
else gets there !" 

The Country Church of Hollywood is non-sectarian and undenominational; has no rnem~ 
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We ran until our strength gave out, and the rainbow vanished, but, there was no 
gold in sight. We had simply been lured away from our play in the sand to follow the 
fleeting will-o'-the-wisp of wealth away over yonder. Sister and I huddled up to
gether frightened by ·the sound of the whip-poor-wills and the gathering darkness. 

She whispered, "Well, Brother, they have fooled us. There's not any bag of 
gold at the end of the rainbow, and I guess I never will get my doll with sure-enough 
hair." 

I sobbed, "No, and I guess I will have to do without the bicycle that I was going 
to buy with mine." 

Soon, we hear father's voice calling us in the gathering shadows, "Oh, chil
dren! oh, Si! oh, Sweet! where are you?" We answered him, and he took us home. 
We were surprised that he didn't punish us, but he said, "Children, don't let people 
fool you like that. You can't believe everything that they tell you. There's not any 
bag of gold at the end of the rainbow." 

That night, Sweet sobbed herself to sleep, and I lay there wide-eyed wonder
ing what was true and what was false. I had come face to face with my first great 
disappointment. 

Sister was accidental1y killed a few years ago, but she lived long enough to send 
me a message which she whispered feebly just before she went out of this life into the 
beautiful "Out Yonder." It was this: "Tell my brother, Si, that they did not fool us! 
Tell him that I am going where the end of the rainbow is, and out there where I am 
going, all is bright and ·beautiful. Tell Si to come on; I'll be waiting for him!" 

I have wandered a lot over this old world, and I have missed the way lots of time 
looking for real happiness. There have been a lot of rainbows, rainbows of promise, 
but when I would get to the end of them, somehow, somebody else had been first to the 
bag of gold, or it just simply wasn't there at all, and I was fooled again. 

However, neighbors, I want to send you this message from Goose Creek to
day: there's a rainbow over the path of obedience in the will of God in your life, and 
some of these days, you will find the fabled bag of gold, golden happiness and content
ment. I think the mistake that Sister and I made is the mistake that so many people 
make: to think that the rainbow ends in this poor little world. No, neighbor, you only 
get glimpses of the real rainbows here, but, remember, the Bible tells us about a 
COMPLETE RAINBOW around the Throne of God. Then, we will see the other seg
ments of the rainbow that we have missed down here in this world of heart-break and 
disappointment. When we see the completed rainbow, we will find that a rainbow 
doesn't have any end. It's a circle! This will all be plain when we see the heavenly 
rainbow wrapping itself around the throne of God. If we could learn that lesson 
this morning and could find God's will for our life, we would find a part of the rainbow 
all around us, and the gold that we have longed for would be possessed in the precious 
coin of happiness in our own heart. 

I heard somebody humming a piece the other day, and I asked them what it 
was. They said they had heard it over in Pumpkin Center. Here it is; isn't it pretty? 

"There's a rainbow shining somewhere, 
There's a light across the skies; 
There's a rainbow shining somewhere, 
Like a glimpse of Paradise; 

Tho' today the clouds are drifting, 
Far across the stormy sea; 
There's a raibow shining somewhere, 
That will some day shine for me." 
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"Did you ever pass a youngster, who has been and stumped his toe, 
And was sittin' by the roadside, just a-cryin' soft and low? 
A-holdin' of his rusty foot so hard and brown and bare, 
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An' tryin' to keep back from his eyes the tears that's gatherin' there. 

"You hear him sorter sobbin' like, and snif flin' of his nose, 
You stop and pat him on the head and try to ease his woes, 
You treat him sorter kind like, and the first thing you know, 
He's up and off a smilin'-clean forgot he stumped his toe. 

"Along the road of human life, you'll find a fellow going slow, 
And like as not he's some poor man, that's been and stumped his toe, 
He was making a fast headway, 'till he bumped into a stone .. 
And his friends kept hurryin' on, and left him there alone. 

"He ain't sob bin', he ain't snif flin', he's too old fer sobs and cries, 
But he's grievin' jest as earnest, if it only comes in sighs, 
And it does a lot of srood sometimes to go a little slow, 
And speak a wol"d of kindness to the guy that's stumped his toe. 

"You can't tell younelf, and there ain't no way to know, 
When it's going to come your turn to slip and stump your toe, 
Today, you're bright and hapuy, in the world's snnlhrht and glow, 
And tomorrer, you're a freezin' and a-trudgin' in the snow. 

"The time you think you've got the world the tight~st in your grip, 
Is the very time you'll find you're the likeliest to slip, 
And it's mighty comfortin', sometimes I know, 
To have a fellow stop, and help you, when you've been and stumped your 

toe." -Unknown 

♦ ♦ • ♦ • • • • • ♦ • • i 

ELDER APPLEWHITE AND THE CALVES 

Yes, everybody in Goose Creek is afraid to say anything to Elder Aoolewhite 
about his experience with the calves that the Jones' boys were breaking. I 3m so an
xious to say something to him about it, but, even though he and I are on good 
speaking terms, I'm afraid to bring up the subject of the calves. 

Well, it happened like this: You see, the Jones' boys had a couple of yearlinis 
that they were trying to break in for a little wagon that they had made · themselves, 
but the calves didn't seem to be willing to be broke. The boys lost their temn°r, and 
.iust about that time Elder Apµlewhite came alonj!. There never wa~ a kinder 8nd 
better soul than dear old Brother Apulewhite, pastor over in Pleasant VaJlev. He 
asked the boys what the trouble was. The boys told him that they were trying- t() break 
the calves, but they had gotten so aggravated with them that they lost their temper. 

Elder Applewhite smiled in a kind of calm way and said, "Well, boys, you know 
animals have to be treated with kindness. You can't break them with force and mis~ 
treatment, but if you will just get along with them and kinda put yourself in their 
place, you will find that they are anxious to work with you and will do what you 
want them to do. Take one of those little calves out of that yoke and then take the 
bow and put it around my neck, and I will show you something." 



Page 4 JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK-SET NO. 2 

Well, he sure showed them! The boys took the bow off the little calf, and 
Elder Applewhite stooped down and put his neck in the bow, and then pulled it up 
tight and fastened it around his neck and yoked himself up with the little calf. 

He said to one of the boys, "Now, be gentle, touch the calf up a. little, get him 
started, but don't do anything rash, and don't hit him hard." However, about that time, 
the calf looked over there and saw that he was yoked up with this bald-headed broth
er, so he let out a bellow, and away he went lickety-split down the road! He pulled the 
Elder off his feet and dragged him a long ways down the road. The boys took out 
after him, and some sisters were coming down the road a-meetin' the Elder and the 
calf, and they headed the calf and Brother Applewhite and ran them into a lane. 

The boys rushed up and began to take Elder Applewhite out of the yoke, but 
he said mighty feeble-like, for he was about out of breath, "Boys, take the calf out, 
I'll stand." 

There is a powerful lesson right along here. Of course, I'm not going to say 
anything to Elder Applewhite about it, but it just teaches me the lesson that when 
you get yourself down on a calf's level, you are liable to be treated to a little calf's 
tactics. · 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • 

HARD KNOCKS 

I'm not the man to say that failure's sweet, 
Nor tell a man to laugh when things go wrong; 

I know it hurts to have to take def eat, 
And no one likes to lose before a throng; 

It isn't very pleasant not to win 
When you . have done the very best you could; 

But if you're down, get up and buckle in-
A lickin' often does a fellow good. 

I've seen some chaps who never knew their power 
Until somebody knocked 'em to the floor 

I've known men who discovered in an hour 
A courage they had never shown before. 

I've seen 'em rise from failure to the top 
By .doin' things they hadn't understood 

Before the day disaster made 'em drop
A lickin' of ten does a fell ow good~ 

Success is not the teacher. wise an' true, 
That gruff old FAILURE is, remember that; 

She's much too apt to make a fool of you, 
Which isn't true of blows that knock you flat. 

Hard knocks are painful things and hard to bear, 
An' most of us would dodge 'em if we could; 

There's something mighty broadenin' in care-
A lickin' often does a fell ow good. 

-Edgard Guest 
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THE LAND OF BEGINNING AGAIN 

D he returned to the land of Egypt; and Moses took the rod of God in his 
hand." Exodus 4 :20. 

Moses was a failure and was a fugitive from justice in the land of Midian at 
eighty! At this ripe period of age most m:en are willing to throw up their hands and 
quit. 

I think one of the saddest pictures in all the Bible is that which is drawn in 
chapter two, where we find Moses fleeing from Pharoah, and we are told that he 
sat down in the land of Midian by a well. As Moses sat there in the far away land 
(he was forty years old), I am sure his mind drifted back over what had been, and 
he mused on what might have been. 

He had been miraculously preserved when his mother put him in the little 
ark of bullrushes among the water lilies on the River Nile. That's when she had 
named him, for the name Moses means "drawn up out of the water." In an unguard
ed moment, he had struck out for his mother's faith, and an Egyptian peasant had 
fallen under the blow and bad died. We are told that Moses looked in every direc
tion and realized that no one had seen his crime, so he covered up the man hoping 
that nothing would ever come of it. He failed to look in one direction; he failed to 
look up, for God saw it. The man in whose behalf he had intervened, the man who 
was being struck by the task-master's lash, had been a witness, and he evidently told 
on him. Anyway, it was "out" on Moses, and he had to leave Egypt. He left God's 
first plan for his life and became a fugitive from justice. 

At that period of life, his fortieth year, when most men are moving out to
wards their goal of success, now he was a tramp in Midian, the man whose life had 
been blue-printed in glory by the hands of God Himself. It's a terrible thing to slump 
down in a far away place, away from the will of God, far away from the front line 
service, and realize what a fool one has been to junk God's plan in a thoughtless 
moment! 

For forty years, Moses tried to be a shepherd. He led Jethro's flock to the ·back 
side of the desert on a certain day. By the way, neighbors, do you know why he was 
on the back side of the desert? Well, he was liable to run into a sheriff or a con
stable in the front side. Strange, but it's true. Men with a guilty conscience love the 
back side of the deserts. However, God found him there; a bush burst into flame, 
and as Moses drew aside to get the explanation of this strange sight, a bush burning 
and not consumed, a voice called his name, "Moses." No wonder Moses was fright
ened! 'l1hat was the name that his mother had given him eighty years ago when she 
had dreamed of the man that she wanted him to be. 
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"While walking down a city street the other day, 
I heard a little urchin to a comrade turn and say: 
'Say, Jimmie~ don't you know, I'd be happy as a clam 
If I only was the fell er dat me mudder t'inks I am.' 
'She t'inks I am a wonder, and knows her little lad 
Would never mix wit' nuthin' dat was ugly, mean or bad. 
I of ten sit and t'ink how nice 'twould ·be-gee whizz ! 
If a feller was de fell er dat his mudder t'iaks he is.' 
So, folks, be yours a life of toil, or undiluted joy, 
You still can learn a lesson from the small, unlettered boy; 
Don't try to be an earthly saint, with eyes fixed on a star, 
Just try to be the fellow that your mother thinks you are." 

One of the strangest conversations that ever took place on earth occurred right 
here around that burning bush, God struggling with a man's pride, . a fugitive's re
morse, and human fear. Let us notice how Moses tried to get away from God's plan 
for his life. You see, God wanted Moses to go back to the "Land of Beginning
Again"; God was willing to forgive and forget and give Moses ~nother chance. All 
the things that influence a man today who wants to go back and start again seemed 
to marshal themselves around that burning bush and block the way back to the 
"Land of Beginning Again .. " 

Moses' first excuse was voiced in the question, "Who am I that I should go unto 
Pharaoh, and that I should bring forth the children of Israel out of Egypt?" 

Failure has a way of giving a man that kind of an inferiority complex. Failure 
has a way of marking a man down in a ·bargain price and in his own eyes makes him 
worthless. Many a man is roughing his way through today who has allowed failnre 
to put a cheap price tag on his worth. It would be a great thing for everyone who 
reads these lines to tear off these marked down prices and let God put HIS price tag 
on the soul. 

Then, Moses said ''W"hy, they wouldn't believe me. I failed once in Egypt." 
He evidently thought that a man who had failed could never go baek and start again. 

God's answer was, "What is that in thine hand?" 

Moses said, "Oh, this is my rod that I drive my sheep with." 

"If you will throw that on the ground it will turn into a snake," God replied. 
Moses tried it, and it worked. 

Then, God said, "If you will go back, that rod will always be your credential." 
Neighbors, you don't have to depend upon human beings for approval when God 
voices His approval in your soul. Just think of having a credential like that; a rod 
that would turn into a serpent when you were in tight place! 

Just imagine a preacher going into town when no one would hear, and no one 
believed that he was divinely called. Imagine him in front of the post office, and as 
he threw down his walking stick it would turn into a snake! Then, he would reach 
dewn and pick it up, and it would turn back again into -a stick! All he would have to 
say would. be, "I'll be preaching in such a place at such and such a time," and it would 
take all the constables in the county to handle the ·crowd. Well, it is just that way! 
God is ready to put His approval on a man who will pay the price and be obedient 
to God's will. 
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That isn't all! God gave him another credential that he never had to use, at 
least it isn't recorded in the story here. God told Moses to put his hand in his bosom. 
He did, and when he took it out, it wa~ leprous. That was to answer a question that 
was in Moses heart. That was the hand with which Moses had murdered. When he 
put his hand in his bosom, and it came out leprous, I can hear Moses say, "Yes, that's 
the hand! I knew it; it has been leprous all the time in your sight, hasn't it, God?" 

Then, the Lord said, "Yes, it's ·been leprous, but now, put that hand back in your 
bosom." Moses did, and when he took it out, it was as pure and healthy as a baby's 
hand. That was God's way of showing Moses that he was divinely forgiven, and that 
God Himself would forget it. 

Still, Moses was unwilling to go back and dropped -back to the most illogical 
excuse of all. He said that he wasn't of certain speech. He must have stuttered or 
stammered. He may just have had a very poor delivery in speaking. 

God says, "All right, didn't I make your mouth; If I made it, can't I use what 
I have made? If it comes to a pinch, I will send your brother along to do your talk
ing." Finally, Moses was willing to go back and start all over. 

l have always laughed over one thing that the Lord with-held from Moses until 
after he was willing to go hack and start his life right back where he left off forty 
years before. God announced to him that all the people in Egypt who sought his life 
were dead. I can see Moses' knees buckle up now and hear him say, "Well, Lord, why 
didn't you tell me that in the ·beginning!" 

Yes, neighbors, it wasn't all these excuses that kept Moses from going back. 
These were just little pretenses. The real trouble was in the man. When God gives a 
man an assurance that He will take care of every detail, He surely ought to be willing 
to go back! 

Now, the text stands out, flashing encouragement to every heart today. Let's 
read it again: "And Moses returned unto the land of Egypt, and took the rod of God 
in his hand." I am hoping and praying as I say this to you, that if there is any man 
who has failed, who has been led to believe that he's not worth anything, and he 
ought to be· i n the ashcan or the junk pile, he will take heart again and start to
day back to the "Land of Beginning Again.'' 

Some man may ask, "Preacher, if I had a rod like that, I'd be willing to go back.'' 
Why~ you've got something better than that! You've got your Bible and it's loaded 
down with promises, and you have the Holy Spirit who has promised to be with vou 
every step of the way. ., 

' V ♦ ♦ 4 4 ♦ ♦ ♦ 4 ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

FORTY YEARS AGO 

"I've wandered to the village, Tom, I've sat beneath the tree, 
Upon the school-house play-ground, that sheltered you and me; 
But none were left to greet me, Tom, and few were left to know, 
Who played with me upon the green, just forty years ago. · 
;The grass was just as green, Tom, barefooted boys at play 
Were sporting, just as we did then, with spirits just as gay. 
But the master sleeps upon the hill, which, coated o'er with snow, 
Afforded us a sliding place, some forty years ago. 
·;The old school-house is altered some; the benches are replaced 
By new ones very like the same our iack-knives had defaced. 
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But the same old bricks are in the wall, the bell swings to and fro; 
Its music's just tlie same, dear Tom, 'twas forty years ago. 
The spring that bubbled 'neath the hi11, close by the spreading beech, 
Is very low; 'twas once so high that we could almost reach; 
And kneeling down to take a drink, dear Tom, I started so, 
To think how very much I've changed since forty years ago. 
'Near by that spring, upon an elm, you know, I cut your name, 
Your sweetheart's just beneath it, Tom; and you did mine the same. 
Some heartless wretch has peeled the bark; 'twas dying sure, but slow, 
Just as that one whose name you cut died forty years ago. 
My lids have long been dry, Tom, but tears came in my eyes: 
I thought of her I loved so well, those early broken ties. 
I visited the old church-yard, and took some flowers to strew 
Upon the graves of those we loved just forty years ago. 
Some are in the church-yard laid, some sleep beneath the sea; 
And none are left of our old class excepting you and me. 
And when our time shall come, Tom and we are called to go, 
I hope we'll meet with those we loved some forty years ago." 

A TALK BY SARAH HOPKINS, President of The Ladies' Aid 

"J T FELL on a day that Elisha passed to Shunem, where was 11. ,r.reat woman." 
2 Kings 4: 8. 

It is not enough to have human commendation; how do we stand before God? 
How does our life appear to Him? No matter how men praise and commend us, if 
God sees us differently, we are wrong. The Pharisees were righteous and great be
fore man; but if we would see how they stood in God's eye, read the twenty-third 
chapter of Matthew. 

We are in reality, great or small, just as we appear before God, nothing else, 
nothing more. The question each of us should ask ourselves is, "What will God think 
of this?" 

One of the old sculptors was chiseling with great pain on the back part of a 
marble statue when someone asked him, "Why do you carve so carefully on the hair 
at the back of the head? It will stand high against the wall, and no one will ever 
see it." · 

The pagan artist replied, "The gods wilJ see it." 
We can learn a lesson from this artist of the long ago. We should do our work 

just as honestly where it will be all covered up and hidden from human eyes as if it 
were to ·be open to the world, for God sees it. There really is no such thing as secrecy 
in this world. We fancy no one is looking, but we are constantly living in God's pre
sence. Don't worry, neighbors, if your lives are sincere and faithful, God will see 
nothing to blame or rebuke and much that will make you great in His sight. 

A mother was sitting at her work thinking of how her poor loneJy Iif e had been 
such a failure. She had tried to serve the Master, but it looked as though she had failed. 
Just then, she turned the garment upon which she was ~ewing, and her eye caught 
sight of an odd little ·bundle of patch-work done by some other hand. She discovered 
that her little daughter, wanting to help her had put on this piece of patch-work, a 
miserable piece of sewing, but it was a sincere work of love. When she understood it, 
her face brightened into peace. Now, her mother's love wrapped a halo of beauty 
around the poor piece of work done by her child. 
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Don't you think, neighbors, that many of the so-called failures in our lives ap~ 
pear to our Heavenly Father as beautiful work? Listen to this poem: 

Let others sing to the hero who wins 
in the ceaseless fray, 

Who, over the crushed and fallen, 
pursueth his upward way; 

For him let them weave the laurel, to 
him to their pean sung, 

Whom the kindly fates have chosen, 
who are haupy their loved among; 

But mine be a different message, some 
soul in its stress to reach; 

To ·bind, o'er the wound of failure, the 
balm of pitying speech; 

To whisper: "Be un and doing, for 
couraJre at last prevails"-

1 sing-who have supped with Failure, 
-I sing to the man who fails. 

We sow in the darkness only; but the 
Reaper shall reap in the light; 

And the day of His perfect glory shall 
tell of the deeds of the night. 

We gather our gold, and store it, and 
the whisper is heard, ''Success!" 

But, teJI me, ye cold, white sleepers, 
what were an achievement less? 

We strmrde for fame, and win it; and, 
Jo! Jike a fleeting breath, 

It is lost in the realm of silence, whose 
ruler and king is Death. 

Where are the N orseland heroes, the 
ghosts of a housewife's tales? 

I sing-for the Father heeds him-I 
sing to the man who fails. 

I know how the g-ray cloud d~rkens, Oh, men, who are labeled "failures," 
~.nd mantles the soul in gloom; up, rise up! again and do! 

I know how the spirit harkens to voices Somewhere in the world of action is 
of doubt or of doom; room; there is room for you. 

I know how the temper mutters his No failure was e'er recorded, in the 
terrible word, "Despair!" annals of truthful men, 

But the he~rt has its secret chamber, Except of the craven-hearted who fails, 
and I know that our God is there. nor attempts a~ain. 

Our years are as moments only: our The glory is in the doing, and not in 
failures He counts as 11auf!ht: the trophy won: 

The stone that the builders: reiected, The walls that are laid in darkness 
perchance is the one that He sought. may laugh to the kiss of the sun. 

Mayhap~ in the ultimate judgment, the Oh, we3ry and worn and stricken, oh, 
effort alone avails~ child of fate's cruel gales! 

And the laurel of great achievement I sing-that it haply may cheer him-
shall he for the man who fails. I sing to the man who fails. 

-Alfred J. Waterhouse. 

Ooe of the brethren from the colored church in the neighborhood, the Who'da
thought-it Colored Church, came over to see me very much disturbed, and he said, 
"Elder Hopkins, how many wives did the 'postles have?" 

I said, "As far as I know, they all were the husband of one wife; that's accord
ing to Scripture." 

He looked a bit puzzled and said, "Well, dere was a big argument gwine on up 
at de church house las' night. One of de hruthers up an' asked de Elder of the church, 
the pastur, ef some of de 'postles didn't have more'n one wife Of cose, naturally, he 
said dey didn't. Den, dis bruther up and said, 'Well, de 'pistles is mo' dan de 'postles, 
and dat means dat some of the 'postles must shorely have had mo' dan one wife, cause 
the 'pistles sure wus de wives of the 'postles, want dey?' " 

Oh, well, it's a great life if you don't weaken! 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

T a1k DeLi.verreJ in the Cou.ntry Church 
the Parson, .... .,..,, ... ,... ..1!..JA.VIIJ'Jl.'"'Jl..fl.1.0 

HE OTHER day, Aunt Het Ivans and I got to talking about old-fashioned ice 
cream and ice cream freezers. There was something in the talk that got me to 
thinking about the days when I used to twist the old-fashioned ice cream freezer 

on the back gallery. We usually had iee cream only once a year and that was the 
Fourth of July. But that home-cooked custard ice cream was worth waiting for. 
They've got machines now, so. they tell me, that make ice cream in a hurry and in 
ireat quantities-such as it _is.· 

Sarah and I were looking around in the stores in Pumpkin Center a few days 
ago, and she decided she wanted some ice cream, and so did I. We went out looking 
for a place that sold ice cream. We bought a little bucket full and ate some of it and 
iet the bucket with the rest of it in the -back of the buggy and forgot all about it. 
A few days later, Sarah asked me to go look and see what had become of the ice 
cream. Even though the weather had been very hot, that new fangled ice cream was 
standing up just as straight as it was the day it was frozen. You know, neighbors, I'm 
funny about ice cream; when melting time comes, I want it to melt! 

The old-fashioned ice cream freezer was a caution! You twisted it by a handle, 
and it took a great deal of care and freezing technique to keep from letting the ice 
cream and the salt water get together. Every now and then, you would have to pull 
the stopper out on the side of the tub in which the freezer was and let the salt water 
pour out. If you waited too long, the salt water would rise over the freezer, and the 
cream was salted to the taste, and a little better. 

I rememher one Fourth of July we had a lot of company, and mother asked me 
to freeze some cream. The colored boy that was my inseparable companion and my 
dog, Spot, the three of us, worked with the ice cream freezer for a long time around 
and around, all over the back gallery. Finally, in our effort to freeze it hard, we fell 
all the way down the back steps-the dog, Joe, the ice cream freezer, and me! But, I 
grabbed the freezer as I started to fall and held it in my arms, keeping it right-side 
up somehow, and kept the salt water from getting into the cream. Mother was cer
tainly delighted. She told me that if the cream turned out all right, that is, wasn't 
salted, she would let me lick the dasher of the freezer. That was a real privilege in 
those days! The cream was all right, and Mother kept her promise. We took the old 
tow sack off the top of the freezer, and there was the luscious ice cream. Oh it 
wai really delicious, flaky, wonderful! ' 

Mother pulled out the dasher and said, "Now here, you children can have the 
daiher and go out in the yard and lick the ice cream off!" 

So, the colored boy, the dog, and myself took time about licking the dasher. 
And really, folks, I've never tasted anything in all my life quite as good as the cream 
that we got off that dasher. 
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I don't know just how I got the two together, but talkiBg about· this ice cream 
dasher maele me get to thinking about a piece in the eighty-fourth Psalm:-

"N o gt>od thing will the Lord with-hold from them that walk uprightly." 

Folks, that's the living truth. If you walk uprightly, the Lord will let you "lick 
the dasher" and get the best spiritual things possible in this life. Whenever we walk 
in the path of obedience, He does like my mother did, and to reward us, God allows us 
to get the sweetest things of life. Remember, all that He has belongs to His children, 
but we receive these blessings only when we walk uprightly. 

I want you to notice two things about the ice cream of human life. One is that 
the Lord is not with-holding the things that His children would like to have. We rob 
ourselves of the best: that is, the joy and the bliss of the highest spiritual .blessings 
when we do not walk uprightly. Yes, we miss the ice cream on the dasher! According 
to this text, we've got no right to blame the Lord for keeping thiRgs from us. He says 
that He will not with-hold from His children any good thing if they walk uprightly. 

Another thing that I wanted to say to you neighbors is this: if you haven't 
received some of the things you think you need, it's maybe because those. things are not 
good for you~ This text here says, "No good thing will the Lord with-hold." The ques
tion for all of us to ask when we feel that we are being denied some of the things we 
really ought to have, is simply this, "Am I walking uprightly?" If you can answer 
that, you can be sure that God is giving you everything that is for your eternal good. 
Yes, you can put this right alon~ with Romans 8 :28 where it says, "All things work 
together for good to them that love the Lord." I'm sure, neighbors, that God is al
lowing you to have everything that is best for you, best for you in this world and in 
the world to come. The mistake that we of ten make is that we work out everything on 
the basis of this little world and forget the great eternal world of reality that lies 
beyond the sunset. 

I was fooling around the other day with a pair of these opera glasses; I believe 
that's what they call them. You can put them up and look one way and everything is 
right at you and looks so large. Turn the same glasses over and look the other way, 
and it pushes the objects off so far and they look so little that you would hardly re
cognize them. It's just that way in life; a lot of us have looked at life through the 
wrong end of the glasses, and the things that ought to be little are big, and the things 
that are really big seem so far off and of no real value. What we need is a balanced 
view of life, to see the things of this world in their real size and relationship to the 
things that are in tlie other- world, and then to see the things that are in the other 
world in their real size and value. It's amazing how some things in this world will 
shrivel when you look at them right! That's what the Bible meant when it said, 
"Moses endured as seeing that which is invisible." Little things which all the other 
young men in Egypt missed, he saw. He saw God; he saw through the grave; he saw 
beyond the purple and gold of the sunset. · Yes, he saw all the way through. If you 
and I can look far enough today, we can see things in their right proportion, and then 
we can put the right value on them. 

Well, my wish for all of you is that you can get your feet in the path that the 
Lord calls "upright," then, the best that the Lord has will be yours. In fact, you can 
lick the ice cream off the dasher as you travel through the years. 
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THE OLD HYMNS 

There's lots of music in 'em,
The hymns of long ago, 
And when some gray-haired brother 
Sings the ones I used to know, 
I sorter want to take a. hand-
I think of days gone by, 
"On 'J erdans' stormy banks I stand 
And cast a wishful eye" 

There's lots of music in 'em,
Those dear sweet hymns of old, 
With visions bright, of lands of light 
And shining streets of gold; 
And I hear 'em ringing, einging, 
Where mem'ry dreaming stands 
"From Greenland's icy mountains 
To India's coral strands" 

They seem to sing forever 
Of holier, sweeter days, 
When the lilies of the love of God 
Bloomed white in all the ways; 

And I want to hear their music 
From the old time meetin's rise 
Till "I can read my title clear 
To mansions in the skies.'' 

We never needed singin' books 
In them old days-we knew 
The words, the tunes, of every one 
The dear old hymn-books through! 
We didn't have no troubles then 
No organs built for show, 
We only sang to praise the Lord 
"From whom all blessings flow.'' 

And so I love the old time hymns; 
And when my time shall come, 
Before the light has left me, 
And my singing lips are dumb, -
If I can hear them sing them, 
Then I'll pass without a .sigh 
"To Canan's fair and happy land 
Where my possessions lie." 

-Selected 

ONE THAT SARAH TOLD ON THE PARSON 

Josiah thinks that he is a powerful fisherman. Well, he does do a lot of fishing, 
but he doesn't bring home much fish. I think one reason that he goes fishing so much 
up and down Goose Creek is that he can get away from the housework here at the 
parsonage. It's funny to me that he always goes fishing on the day that I boil clothes 
or do the washing and the ironing. But, I got a good one on him the other day. 

He had been fishing all the morning for that big trout that's been jumping up 
so just above the bridge, but he didn't catch him and he didn't catch anything else
oh, maybe a few little minnows, but he threw them ·back. So, he found a fellow that had 
a fish net and some fish to sell, so the man told me. Oh, you all know him, Noah Short, 
who catches and sells fish on Saturday. 

He says that Josiah came in and said, "Brother Noah, I wish you would throw 
me two or three of those ·big fish, I'll pay you for them." 

Brother Noah said, "Well, why do you want me to throw them to you?" 
He said, "Well, you throw them, and I'll tell you what the throwing is for. I 

want to be able to tell Sarah that I CAUGHT these fish, and if you throw thetn to 
me, I'll CATCH them. There's one thing about me, I'm not much of a fisherman, but I 
must tell the truth." 
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THE LITTLE CHURCH 

The little church is weather worn, the 
little church is old; 

'Twas built a hundred years ago, or 
even more, I'm told. 

The old bell in the belfry has rusted 
out with time, 

Yet still it rings on Sunday, an ancient 
mellow chime. 

A beaten path now points the way 
where many feet have trod, 

But still the people gather there, anon, 
to worship God. 

And if yeu should ask the question, 
"What faith is held?" they'd say, 

"We only come · to worship Him, to 
bless, to thank, to pray!" 

The minister is aged and gray. Some 
say he's lost his sight. 

He moves as if he found his way by 
some bright inner light; 

He stands before the altar with his 
Bible in his hand, 

While he tells the old, old story of the 
Saviour of the land. 

Behind the church a row of graves are 
marked, each by a cross; 

The little tract is hidden by the daisies, 
grass and moss .... 

I think our Father looking down could 
hardly help but bless 

The kindly sorils, those people in their 
earHest faithfulness. 

-Author Unknown 

A TALK BY SARAH HOPKINS 

"I will give myself unto prayer." Psalms 109: 4. 

It has been said that no great_ work in literature or science was ever wrought 
by one who did not love solitude. And no large growth in holiness was ever gained by 
one who. did not take time to be of ten and long alone with God. 

The first stage of Moses' prayer-trainiRg was getting the voices of Egypt out of 
his ears so he could hear the soft tones of God's voice when it came to him from the 
flaming bush on the back side of the desert. 

Samuel had an earlier course than Moses. While yet a child, before his ears had 
been dulled by the earth sounds, they were · a tuned to the voice of God. The child 
heart and ears naturally open upward. The ears of Samuel were quickly trained to 
recognize God's voice. What a wonderful thing to keep the heart and inner ear of a 
child when mature years come! 

A gentleman was asked by his artist friend to come to his home and see a mas
ter-piece which he had just finished. They went at the time appointed, and the visitor 
was shown into a room which was darkened, and was left there some time alone. He 
was very much surprised, but waited quietly, though wondering. After perhaps fifteen 
or twenty minutes, the artist came into the room with a cordial greeting and took him 
up to his studio to see the great work of art. 

The visitor was amazed at the beauty of the painting and asked the artist, "I 
wonder why you kept me in that dark room alone?" 

The artist said, "I was expecting you to ask me that, but I knew that if you 
came into the studio with the glare of the street in your eyes, you could not appreciate 
the fine coloring in that picture, so I left you in the dark till the glare had faded out 
of your vision." 
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The great souls of the earth, neighbors, have been the folks who could be alone 
with God in the quiet place until the glare of the world got out of their soul. There 
they learned to pray as the spirit of God moved through their inner being. 

OVER-HEARD IN LIGE GUPTON'S SHOE SHOP 

"I've of ten noticed that when I'm on my way to Pumpkin Center that I can't 
see around the bend of the road, but, I just keep the horses trotting along, feeling 
sure that it's a big road and it was laid out by folks who wanted to get the traveler 
to Pumpkin Center, and that it will be all right around the bend. I'm just that way 
about life; I trust the Lord. It says here in the Bible, 'That being in the way, the 
Lord led him.' I feel that if we get in the way the Lord want11, us to go, the only 
thing we have to do is to keep pegging away, and we will get to the place where 
the Lord wants us to go." -Lem Gupton, hackdriver. 

"I have noticed down here at the water mill that you can't tell the number of 
frogs by the sound of their voice. They've got a way somehow of making you think 
there is a whole lot of them when there's maybe only one complaining bull frog. It's 
just that way in the world, often there is a lot of talk, but when you count noses it 
doesn't amount to much." -Raz Simpkins, the miller. 

"If you are looking for your worst enemy, about the best detective to locate him 
is your looking glass." -Rudy Simmons, storekeeper. 

"I have found out that if you can get a fellow loosened up enough to think 
back to when he was a child, you won't have much trouble getting him to think for-
ward and set his heart on things above." -Josiah Hopkins. 

GOD IS IN EVERY TOMORROW 

''God is in every tomorrow, therefore I live for today, 
Certain of finding at sunrise, guidance and strength for the way: 
Power for each moment of weakness, hope for ea.ch moment of pain, 
Comfort for every sorrow, sunshine and joy after rain. 

''God is in every tomorrow, planning for you and for me; 
E'en in the dark will I follow, trust where my eyes cannot see. 
Stilled by His promise of blessing, s~othed by the touch of His hand 
Confident in His protection, knowing my life-path is planned. 

"God is in every tomorrow; life with its changes may come, 
He is behind and before me, while in the distance ,;hines home! 
Home-where no thought of tomorrow ever can shadow my brow, 
Home-in the presence of God through all eternity-now.'' 

-Selected 

The morning services of the Country Church are released as a feature program 
through the Columbia .. Don Lee Broadcasting System at 8 :30 A. M. on week days and 
at 10 :30 A. M. on Sundays. The Country Church is undenominational, non-sectarian; it 
is not sponsored, and is supported wholly by the free will gifts of its friends. 

Address all mail to 
THE COUNTRY CHURCH OF HOLLYWOOD 

Hollywood, California 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

TALK on the ONE HUNDRED AND THIRD PSALM 
By Josiah Hopkins, Parsa n of the Country Church 

HE PSALMIST is calling upon his soul to praise the Lord. He says here, "Let 
all that is within me bless His holy name." To do this, he naturally summed up 
the blessings of God to his own soul. How beautifully he does it! 

He praised Him, first because He "f orgiveth all thine iniquities." What a 
marvelous statement! Notice the word, "all.'' That means God erases the whole rec
ord, and the beautiful thing about it, neighbor, is that when God forgives, He for
gets. It is just as easy for God to forgive a small infraction of His holy will as it is 
the vilest sin. It is no more difficult for Jesus Christ to take the thief from the cross 
immediately into Glory than it is to lift up in His blessed arms the snow-white soul of 
a baby. 

The next reason for praising God here is this, He "healeth all thy diseases.'' 
There is that word "all" again, all inclusive, as wide as human need, as deep as human 
suffering. Neighbors, we are told in the Bible that Jesus Christ is the source of life, 
the giver of life. No wonder when He touched corpses, they leaped into life again! 
I love to think of Jesus moving through the world as a great life-giving river flow
ing through a desert; wherever it goes, life spring up all around it. 

I was noticing the thousands of miles of desert wastes out here in the West, 
and one of the old settlers told me that it was very fertile land and needed just one 
thing, water. Just so it is, humanity need3 just one thing, life. That's what Jesus was 
talking about when He said, "I am come that you might have life, and that you might 
have it more abundantly.'' Yes, Jesus is tb.e source of life, the giver of health, the 
blessed fountain head of all that we need for body, mind, and soul. Do not misunder
stand me, neighbor, science and medicine have done wonderful things for the world 
and will continue to do so, but when the scientist has laid aside his test tube, and the 
physician has given up hope in the last analysis, we have to look to God as the author 
of life. It is He who will give us life again when the days of our earthly pilgrimage are 
ended and the great resurrection truth is made real. 

In the next verse, David tells us that God redeemed his life from destruction. 
Yes, that's true. There are thousands of d ~structive forces at work to tear our bodies 
to pieces, to limit our lives, and to end our earthly career, but we thank Goq this 
beautiful Sunday morning that God is willing and able to hedge us about with His 
providential care and redeem us from destruction. I think there is a hint here, too, 
of the resurrection hope. When our body has crumbled back to earth, God has locked 
within the sleeping dust the promise of a resurrection. 

Look at this next statement of His reasons for praising God: "Who crownth 
thee with loving kindness and tender mercies.'' Yes, I guess that is the crown on the 
top of all God's blessings, His loving kindness and His tender mercies when we de
serve so little of it. He is so patient with our shortcomings; He is so infinite in His 
endless love and ceaseless mercy. 
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"And who satisfieth thy mouth with good things so that thy youth is renewed 
like the eagles' ". I was watching that electric clock a while ago. We never have to 
wind it. There is a mystical force coming through that wire that drives it from 
within. Just so it is that the source of all Life pours into us the endless flow of 
eternal living. Why, neighbors, to the real Christian, life here and now is just the 
first part of the Life that will be lived on into the next world. The Bible tells us 
that God has put eternity into our hearts. 

Down a little further in this Hundred and Third Psalm, David uses three mar
velous yard sticks to measure the love of God towards human souls. This is the first, 
"As the heaven is high above the earth so is His mercy toward them that fear Him." 
There is no way of figuring out how high the heaven is above the earth. Get up to 
the stratosphere, and you have only begun; move on by Jupiter, on by the oceans of 
suns, and you never stop. It's infinite! So is the love of God toward them that fear 
Him. 

The twelfth verse says, "As far as the east is from the west, so far hath He re
moved our transgression from us." I was up at Mt. Wilson not long ago, looking through 
that spy-glass which they tell me is the second in size in the world. I smiled when 
Sarah put her eye up to the little place where you look into the universe. She got real 
weak, but I held her up and said, "Honey, don't let it get you down!" Then, I looked. 
She had to hold me up! I saw Saturn with those beautiful rings around it. It looked 
like it was chiseled out of alabaster. It looked like a jewel flashing in the bosom of 
the night sky. A little later on, I was talking to one of the smart fellows up there 
who do the looking and measuring and the weighing of the stars. 

I said to one of them, "Mister, I have always wanted some smart man to tell 
me how far the east is from the west." 

He smiled a little and said, "Well, Parson I'll be seeing you!" I reckon that's 
just about as good an answer as any of us will ever get. Now, that's how far God 
has moved our transgressions from us. 

Listen, neighbor, if God has forgiven you, it means it is gone, gone as far as 
the rim of the east is from the rim of the west. So, you and I need never worry 
about it; it's out of our Iif e forever. 

Then, look at the thirteenth verse. ''Like as a father pitieth his children, so the 
Lord pitieth them that fear Him." My, what a verse! Could the Psalmist have found 
a better illustration of tenderness and love than the solicitude of a father for his child? 
Neighbors, that's just how God loves you. He's watching over you and planning for 
you right now. Where in all the universe of thought could three more beautiful illus
trations be found? 

Then, David tells us in the fourteenth verse that the Lord knows our frame. He 
remembers that we ·are dust. Yes, God knows about our weaknesses and makes al
lowances for them. He know our limitations, and that is why God is so patient with us. 
Oh, I thank God this morning that He knows that we are out of the dust, knows that 
we are weak, knows that we are needy, and I thank God that He · can give permanent 
and eternal existence to· the little finite lives of ours! 

In the seventeenth verse, the Psalmist tells us of something that is eternal. He 
said that it is the mercy of the Lord; "it's from everlasting to everlasting to such as 
keep His covenant and to those that remember His commandments to do them." 
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Now, in the nineteenth verse David starts out into real praise to God when he 
talks about the Lord's throne in heaven. The Psalmist evidently got happy, and he 
wanted everybody else to go to praising the Lord! You notice that whenever you 
went to meeting and got blessed in your soul, everybody seemed to wear rainbows, 
and you wanted everybody to praise God just as· you did. So, the Psalmist starts out 
calling on everything that he could think of to praise the Lord. He called on the angels 
and said, "Bless the Lord, ye angels that excell in strength, that do His commandments 
harkening unto the voice of His word.'' However, he didn't have to call on the angels, 
for they are praising the Lord all the time. 

Then, the Psalmist says, "Bless ye the Lord, ye His hosts, ye ministers of His 
that doeth pleasure.'' Well, I reckon there are some of the Lord's hosts, some of His 
servants that don't take time out to praise Him. However, the Psalmist is calling on 

" everybody everywhere that has anything to do with the Lord to burst into ecstatic 
praise. 

Then, in the last verse, he swept past all boundaries and called on all His works 
in all places in His dominion to praise the Lord. Yes, he wanted every grain, every 
particle of every matter in the cosmic universe, every blooming flower, every singing 
bird, every blazing sun to join in the gre'lt oratorio of praise. It's like a leader of a 
great orchestra as he waves his baton as a signal to every instrument in the great or
chestra to ·burst into a symphony of praise. 

Then, David goes back to where he began and said, with all these praising the 
Lord, "Bless the Lord, oh, my soul." Yes, what difference does it make if all the 
universe is praising God, if your own heart is silent? The thing that counts is the praise 
that comes from your own heart. "Oh, bless the Lord, oh my soul, and all that is 
within me, bless His holy name!'' 

A CHURCH AT THE SIDE OF THE ROAD 

Oh, build me a church at the side of the road, 
Let me sing to the passerby, 

Let my song be one that will cheer the heart 
Of some soul about to die 

Let my words be earnest and full of love, 
Coming to me from on high; 

Oh, make me a Paul at the side of the road
Let me preach to the passerby. 

May my prayers float out through an open door, 
And ring as a simple lay 

Full of love and faith and hupe for man 
Beyond this pale of gray. 

An old-fashioned church at the side of the road 
That will welcome all races of men, 

Filling the hearts of all mankind 
With the faith of our fathers again. 
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Let its creeds, doctrines, and dogmas be love, 
Let love be the staff and the rod, 

Then build me a church at the side of the road 
That is built as a temple of God. 

-Mrs. Marion Maclean Bates. 

A TALK BY MRS. SARAH HOPKINS 
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"And they feared exceedingly, and said, one to another, what manner of man 
is -this, that even the wind and the sea obey Him?" Mark 4 :41. 

Jesus had just hushed the voice of the wind and soothed the troubled Sea of 
Galilee to rest. No wonder the disciples asked, "What manner of man is this?" 

They compared Jesus with all known records of men, and they found nothing 
that would allow them to make a comparison. Our poor little minds must find values 
by comparison. But, with what human beings could they compare Jesus? Their ques
tion was sane and timely: "What manner of man is this?" We moderns can answer the 
question no better than they did that day on the bosom of Galilee even though twenty 
centuries of human effort have added many glorious names to the roster of earth's 
great. 

With what chemist can one compare Jesus? They labor with test tube and micro
scope to discover the conduct and relationship of atoms; Jesus commanded the water 
to turn to wine at Cana of Galilee! 

What astronomer can be mentioned along side of Him whose birth was heralded 
by the rays of a new star? 

Was there ever a teacher like Jesus? His ocean of thought knew no shores. 
He held the keys to the commissary of God, touching tiny fish and a bit of bread 

until the multitudes were fed. 
All the medical world yields to Him the homage of reverence. They bring all 

the results of scientific research and the experience of great physicians to minister 
to the suffering humanity that human life may be extended, but Jesus raised the dead! 

Was there ever a friend like Jesus who walked three days from Perea to 
·Bethany to weep with His friends and to resurrect Lazarus that the family circle 
might be again complete? 

Was there ever a spiritual leader like Jesus? The holy men of the ages have 
comforted the broken hearted with their sublime teaching, stirred the hearts of their 
followers by their piety, self-effacing service, and illuminating teachings, but, Jesus 
forgave sins! 

Truly: 
"He's the Lily of the Valley, 
The bright and moring star. 
He's the fairest of ten thousand to my soul. 
In sorrow He's my comfort; 
In trouble He's my stay; 
He tells me every care on Him to roll. 
Yes, He's the Lily of the Valley, 
The bright and morning star: 
He's the fairest of ten thousand to my soul." 
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HER SAMPLER 

The sampler hanging on the wall Her little hands, I have no doubt 
Great-grandma made when she was small Guiding the needle in and out, 
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And worked her name upon it here- Were eager oft to glean instead 
''Mehitabel, in her eighth year." Real flowers not wrought in colored thread. 

In stitches straight and neat she set She never dreamed her work would last 
The letters of the alphabet, After a hundred years had passed, 
All twined about with vines and flowers, A tale of patient care to tell, 
Mute witness to long, busy hours. Dear little maid, Mehitabel ! 

-Youth's Companion. 

THE FISHING CURE 

There's nothing that builds up a toil-weary soul 
Like a day on a stream 

Back on the banks of the old fishing hole 
Where a fellow can dream. 

There's nothing so good for a man to flee 
From the city and lie 

Full length in shade of a whispering tree 
And gaze at the sky. 

Out there where the strife and grief are forgot 
And the struggle for pelf, 

A man can get rid of each taint and each spot 
And clean up himself; 

He can be what he wanted to ·be when a boy, 
If ~mly in dreams; 

And revel once more in the depths of a joy 
That's as real as it seems. 

The things that he hates never follow him there
The jar of the street, 

The rivalries petty, the struggling unfair
For the open is sweet. 

In purity's realm he can rest and be clean, 
Be he humble or great, 

And as peaceful his soul may become as the scene 
That his eyes contemplate. 

It is good for the world that men hunger to go 
To the banks of a stream, 

And weary of sham and of pomp and of show 
They have somewhere to dream, 

For this life would be dreary and sordid and base 
Did they not now and then 

Seek refreshments and calm in God's widell open space 
And come back to men. 

-Edgar A. Guest 
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Dear Neighbors: 

One of the unfortunate features of the Country Church of Hollywood is that 
we never· get to see the faces of the majority of our radio friends and "Goose Creek 
neighbors." However, we can at least "howdy" through the medium of the weekly 
scrap book sheets. 

The Country Church sends out a JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK 
COVER to all who ask for it by letter and each week a set of sheets ready to put in 
your scrap book. This is all free for the asking. 

So many have asked us to explain how we finance our church, and how we mail 
out thousands of scrap hook covers and weekly sheets, and never so much as ask for 
even stamps over the radio. Here's the answer: THE COUNTRY CHURCH was 
erected on faith, many friends donating their time, and the free will gifts of "neigh
bors" in and around Los Angeles purchased the material. The beautiful grounds are 
being landscaped by Mr. Howard of Howard and Smith, Montebello, Calif., among 
the greatest landscape artists in the world. This service is donated. Each W ednes
day friends gather and work on the two acre grounds, giving their time. 

The fixed expense of mail, rent etc. is met hy faith each week as friends send 
their gifts in the daily mail. We have no sponsor, no membership, no committees, 
in fact, nothing in the way of organization except the Trustees who administer the 
affairs of the Country Church. The church was chartered under the laws of Cali
fornia, December 15, 1933. 

The sale of the Country Church Albums and Josiah Hopkin's books helps sup
port the little Church. 

The purpose of the Country Church is to keep alive· the hymns our fore-fa
thers loved and the whole Bible as the corner-stone of our faith. All faiths· and 
creeds are welcome to our service, and every neighbor is urged to practice real, old
fashioned brotherly love. 

Some friends have thought that because no appeal is made for suport over the 
radio that the Country Church Is endowed. It is not endowed, nor sponsored, but runs 
week by week on faith alone. 

May God richly bless you and yours, and keep you all in the hollow of His 
Hand. 

Yours sincerely, 

9a{)iait Xopfin61 

Parson of the Country Church of Hollywood, 
Hollywood, California 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

A TALK by JOSIAH HOPKINS 
Parson of the Country Church of Hollywood 

"LAUNCH OUT." Luke 5:1-9. 

ARAB and I were reading this fifth chapter of Luke the other day, and we no
ticed that the people pressed upon Jesus to hear the Word of God. They always 
will do that. The trouble with the world today, is men have said so much about 

wnat's the matter with the world till the people have lost interest in· the words of men .. 
It is like the time I ate so many bananas that I got to where I couldn't look at a ba
nana. Well, I guess there has been more said since the world war a-bout how to fix 
up everything and cure all of the ills of the world than has ever been said before for 
the same length of time. 

That reminds me of a little incident that happened in Virginia away back in 
the early days of this republic. It seems that in those days everybody traveled by 
stage coaches, and there was to be a big gathering of the politicians and statesmen at 
some big town in Virgina. All the roads were filled with vehicles carrying the big men 
to this gathering. In a little Virginia town, a group of distinguished men were sit
ting about in the front room of the hotel talking. Their conversation turned around 
until it led to the Constitution of the United States. All the fellows talked and talked. 
They noticed that there was one old gentleman sitting in the corner by the fire-place 
who had said· nothing, so, one of the young lawyers poked fun at him and said, "Well, 
we would love to hear you, sir, say what you think about the Constitution of the 
United States!" The eyes of the quiet old gentleman began to glow as his lips began 
to speak. He talked, and they were dumb-founded. Somebody slipped out and passed 
the word around the town, and people began to get up and come around the hotel un
til all around the doors and windows there were crowds of people who hung on every 
word that this old man uttered. Finally, after he had talked about two hours and a 
half, somebody said, "Tell us, man, who in the world are you?" 

The quiet old gentleman replied, "Oh, I am John Marshall.'' 
Somebody said, ''Not Chief Justice John Marshall of the United States Supreme 

Court?" 

He said, "Yes, I am. I beg your pardon, but I just wanted to say a few things 
about the Constitution.'' 

It was that way when Jesus talked, only a million times more unusual and 
heart-gripping. Yes, they pressed upon Hirn to hear the news from Heaven until they 
crowded Him down to the water's edge. 

It says here that He saw two ships standing by the lake, but the fishermen had 
gone out of them and were washing their nets. One of those little boats belonged to 
Simon Peter. You notice that Simon Peter wasn't listening to Jesus, but he was 
over there somewhere washing his nets. Doubtless, he was barefooted as you would 
find most fishermen at such a task. It is rather strange the way he appeared the 
first time Jesus ever saw him. One who has read the marvelous sermon of Peter at 
Pentecost and re"ad the revelation which was given to him by an angel-I say one who 
has read these things would never guess that the man who was standing there that 
day washing his nets would ever 'he able to write like that. Neighbors, you never can 
tell what God will do with a man! 
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The first thing that Jesus did to get hold of this man was. to ask him to allow 
Him to use something of his. So,,Jesus sat down in Simon Peter's boat and got him 
to thrust out a little from the shore. The Lord made a pulpit out of Peter's boat. I have 
often thought that the first step towards the new life is to let the Lord use something 
that belongs to you. 

I never will forget the time that a dear old brother made a confession of faith. 
He said, "Well, I guess there is nothing in the Lord's work that I can do." It just 
happened to me to say, "Brother; you pick up the hymn books after every meeting 
and stack them up here by the organ." A few nights later, I happened to ·come back 
to get my Bible which I had left on the pulpit, and I found the dear old man standing 
there crying, and he put his arms around my neck and said, "I'm so happy. Just 
think, I have found something that I can do for God." I don't know who you are, but 
the one who is reading these lines right now can do something in the Lord's work, 
and it will make you very happy when you do it. 

Yes, Jesus made a pulpit out of Simon Peter's boat. We think that every
thing has to be just so to have preaching, and we think that the building has to be 
just so nice and everything fixed up right, have certain music, and every detail 
worked out, but remember, wherever Jesus was, there was a pulpit, and remember 
that people crowded upon Him to hear the Word of God. 

You notice, Jesus got Simon Peter in the boat with Him. He pushed out a 
little so Peter couldn't get away. When a fellow can slip out and walk away with the 
crowd, it's easy sometimes to throw off what one has heard in the House of God. 
When Jesus gets a fellow in the boat with Him, the man is generally never the same· 
again. Imagine listening to Jesus talk for maybe an hour or and hour and a half 
about the wonderful things of life eternal! 

Notice this, neighbors, the Lord never uses anything of yours without paying 
you for it. He said to Peter, "I've used your boat now, let's go out and catch some 
fish." Yes, the Lord pays mighty big dividends to the people who allow Him to use 
what they have. · 

But, Simon Peter had different ideas about fishing Jesus said to him, "Launch 
out in the deep and let down your nets for a draught." · 

Simon answered Him and put out his plans. In the first place, he said here in 
the fifth verse, "Master, we have toiled all night and have taken nothing." 

Isn't that just like a man, putting his opinions up against God's? I have an idea 
that away down in Simon Peter's heart there were thoughts like these: "He tells me 
to let down my nets! Why, what am I out here fixing them for? If my nets were 
all right, and it was fishing time, I wouldn't be here, I'd be out there. Why, a fellow 
has to get ready to do good fishing, and you have to wait for certain weather. I know 
this old lake; fish just naturally don't bite at this time, and we can't even get our 
nets around them." How like the human heart! . 

I don't suppose there ever has been a church that didn't have in it somebody 
or maybe a group who said, "This isn't a good time to have a revival. This isn't a 
good time to go fishing for men." But, .remember folks, when you have the Lord with 
you, it's always good fishing time! Of course, a fellow can spend so much time mend
ing his nets and waiting for special seasons that he never get, anything done. 
That's true in fishing for fish, but it's just as true in fishing for men. I heard 
somebody saying the other day to a young man, who said that he was going off 
somewhere and see if he couldn't find a place where he could do a lot of work for 
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the Lord, "Brother, just suppose you were standing in the midst· of a hundred-acre 
wheat field, and the wheat was tickling you all around the chin, and you had a scythe 
in your hand, I wonder what people would say if you_ would say, 'Well, I guess I'd 
better go somewhere and find some wheat-cutting to do.' '' 

Oh, friend of mine, the harvest is ripe, it's all around you, you don't have to 
go anywhere to find real work to do for God! I'll guarantee you that within a half 
mile from where you are right now, there is enough work for you, brightening 
human heart5, comforting discouraged souls,-enough work for you to do for the next 
six months .. 

Jesus said to Peter, "Launch out into the deep.'' In the first place, He wanted 
to get him away from the folks who were fishing around the edge of -the water, get
ting the lines all tangled up, and squabbling about who is going to have the fish 
when they catch them. The Lord wanted to get Peter away from the petty disturb
ances that hapnen so of ten in shallow water. Also, the Lord wanted to get him out 
where he couldn't swim back. The Lord loves to break every contact with the shore 
when He wants to take us out for deeu-sea fishing. Of course, there are a lot of peo ... 
pie who love to wade in a few feet and catch some minnows and come back and call 
themselves fishermen. But, neighbor, when you really go in for deep-sea fishing, you 
have to cut every line that would tie you to the shore. You have to get so far that 
you can't go back unless the Lord takes you back. 

The Lord wanted to take him out where the fish were. No, they weren't around 
the edge; they were out in deep water. Everytime I use that word, "deep water'', I 
think about the millions of people who are in the deep waters of sorrow, the deep 
waters of discouragement, . disillusionment. and- heart-break. There is where the fish
ing needs to be done! I can't see for the life of men how anybody in the world with 
an open Bible · and a spirit-filled heart_ today can spend his time tearing things 
down or quarreling with neople about their short-comings and failures when out in 
the depths there are millions who would love to hear one word of hope or catch one 
ray of heavenly light. Remember, neighbor, an idiot with a sledge hammer can tear 
a house down, but it takes an architect and a blue-print to build one. 

There is one brhrht thing here in the favor of Simon Peter! It is where he 
said, ''We have toiled all night, and have taken nothing, nevertheless, at Thy word, I 
will let down the net.'' Do you notice there he changed that word "we" to the per
sonal pronoun, "I''.· Yes, he meant that a lot of us have done so and so; we haven't 
gotten anywhere; we have failed, but as far as I am concerned, I'm. willing to forget 
the others in this ''we" business, and I'll let . down the nets. 

That's what the Lord is looking for today. He is looking for the man who is 
willing to forget the others folks in the "we" and to do simply what he can do in the 
Lord's work that is at hand. I want to say to you neighbors that there never was a 
person who was willing to let down the net in the face of difficulty and to do the work 
as the Lord laid it out who didn't get a surprise catch of fish. 

· The next verse just follows out the logical sequence as it always happens, 
''When. they had done this, they enclosed a great multitude of fishes.'' They always 
will! The trouble with us is that the Lord lays His plans out, and we do something 
else. I wonder if your success is waiting until it can be reported in heaven that you 
have it done as God said do it. ·Remember, whenever that is stamped on your pro
gram, all the mfchinery of God will be turning to make it a tremendous success .. 

_ Pa-rt of that verse says, "And their nets break." No, human beings just can~ 
not· build receptacles big enough to hold the blessings from Heaven. Our little finite 
containers are always either bursting or over-flowing when we let God have His way. 



Page 4 JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK-SET No. 6 

The next verse always amuses me, the seventh verse. It says, "They beckoned 
unto their partners which were in the other ship that they should come and help 
them." Isn't that just like human beings? I can hear them right now calling across 
the years, "Come on over, bring your ·boats. WE sure are catching them." Notice 
that "we." 

It is like the time that a flee was riding on an elephant's ear. When the ele
phant and the flee went across the bridge, after they had gotten across the bridge; 
the flee whispered to the elephant, "Say, didn't we shake that bridge?" That's about 
like it is when "we" and the Lord do such a thing. Let us give Him the glory. 

But, anyway, the fish were caught, and here came the other fellows in the 
·boat. All the world loves a winner. It is amazing how people will flock around a man 
when he is succeding, and how they will desert him when he begins to fail. It always 
seemed to me that when a man is going down is when he needs friends. I can't keep 
from believing that's the kind of friendship the Lord puts His premium on. Yes, when 
the other fellows came, they didn't have boats enough to hold the fish that the Lord 
had given them. It says that their boats began to sink. Just like it was with the nets, 
they began to break; they weren't ·big enough to handle God's blessings. The boats 
didn't have capacity enough to haul the fish. It is just that way all up and down the 
line with human beings; they don't have the capacity even to appreciate what God 
can do for them, let alone the containers to handle the blessings when He pours them 
out from Heaven. 

Notice what Simon Peter said when he saw it, that means when he saw the net 
breaking and the boat sinking, he fell down at Jesus knees saying, "Depart from me 
for I am a sinful man, Oh, Lord." The trouble with Simon Peter was he had post-ego
nausea. Everytime anybody gets his fingers under his galluses and begins to strut 
and tell the Lord who he is and what he can do and that his plans are better than _His 
plans, if the Lord does get His hand on it, and the thing works out in divine way, 
he always gets a peculiar sickness. I love to call it post-ego-nausea, sick of his pride, 
sick of his folly, and he finds out what a fool he was. 

Then, Simon Peter was troubled with something else. He felt like saying, 
"Lord, I don't know what is going to become of me if you stay around here. All my 
plans are worth nothing. I'll have to turn loose this whole fishing business and fol
low you. I will have to start life all over." Neighbors, here is the only prayer in the 
Bible as far as I can find that never was answered. Peter said, "Depart from me." 
But, the Lord never left him. I want all you folks to notice what the Lord said to a 
man who was fool enough to ask the Lord to leave him. He said, "Fear not, from 
henceforth thou shalt catch men." 

I wonder if anyone is reading these words who feels like he is such a failure 
that the Lord ought to go on and turn the work to somebody else. Well, I want you 
to remember Simon Peter and what a mistake he made. Remember, the Lord is of in
finite compassion. Remember, God sees good in you that you have never discovered. 
In the deep abysmal depths of your being there are mines of real value that you have 
never discovered, let alone develop. If the Lord is willing to go through with you, 
it's because He sees possibilities in you that even those closest to you and those who 
love you most have never seen. Have you faith enough now to put your hand up just 
like a little child and say, "Lord, take my hand and lead me, show me where the boat 
is, give me the oars, and I'm willing to launch out with you on uncharted seas!" 
Neighbors, God's seas are always uncharted. If you knew where He was going to 
take you and knew what He wanted you to do in every detail, the act of your taking 
the Lord and going with Him wouldn't b«1 a matter of faith, it would be a matter of 
knowledge, and you would be certain of what was going to happen. It is beautiful 
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just to get a boat and say, "All right, Lord, when you are ready give a sign, and we 
will go out in the deep, and fishing will be under your direction." Remember, neigh .. 
bors, whenever you do that, you'll never come back with empty ,nets? 
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NOT UNDERSTOOD 

Not understood, we move along asunder, 
Our paths grow wider as the seasons 

creep; 
Aleng the years we marvel and we 

wonder 
Why life is life. And then we go to 

sleep--
Not understood. 

Not understood, we gather false im
pressions 

And hug them closer as the years 
go by; 

The virtues of ten seem to us trans
gressions, 

And thus men rise and fall and live 
and die-

Not understood. 

How many cheerless, lonely hearts are 
aching· 

For lack of sympathy-ah, day by 
day 

How cheerless, lonely hearts are break
ing, 

How many noble spirits pass away
Not understood. 

0 God! That men could see a little 
clearer, 

Or judge less harshly where they can 
not see-

0 God! That men would draw a little 
nearer 

To one another. They'd be nearer 
Thee-

And understood. 

-THOMAS BRACKEN 
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HOMESICK 

"I want to get out in the country again, 
Where there's cornfields and fences 

an' trees, 
And I want to go down to the medder 

an' wade 
In the clover clean up to my knees. 

I've said it before, an' I'll say it again, 
And I'll stick to it right up and down, 

There ain't any sense in yer tryin' to 
transplant 

An old hayseed like me to town. 

"There's something keeps callin' and 
tuggin' my heart, 

An' my eyes git so dim I can't see; 
There's a lump in my throat-I am jest 

an old crank, 
But certainly, it's the country fer me .. 

I'm sartin' when Emily brought me to 
town, 

She didn't mean one bit of harm, 
But I'm homesick fer neighbors, an' 

critters, an' crops, 
An' I'm going straight back to the 

farm.'' 
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WHEN MALINDY SINGS 

G'away an' quit dat noise, Miss Lucy
Put dat music book away; 

What's de use to keep on tryin'? 
Ef you practise twell you're gray, 

You cain't sta't no notes a-flyin' 
Lak de one dat rants and rings 

F' om de kitchen to do big woods 
When Malindy sings. 

You ain't got de nachel o' gans 
Fu' to make de soun' come right, 

You ain't got de tu'ns an' twistin' s 
Fu' to make it sweet an' light. 

Tell you one thing now, Miss Lucy, 
An' I'm tellin' you f u' true, 

When hit comes to real right singin' 
'Tain't no easy thing to do. 

Easy 'nough f u' folks to hollah, 
Lookin' at de lines an' dots, 

When dey ain't no one kin sence it, 
An' de chune comes in, in spots; 

But f u' real melojous music, 
Dat jes' strikes yo' hea't and cling, 

Jes' you stan' an' listen wif me 
When Malindy sings. 

Ain't you nevah hyeahd Malindy? 
Blessed soul, tek up de cross! 

Look hyeah, ain't you j okin', honey? 
Well, you don't know whut you los' 

Y' ought to hyeah dat gal a-wa'blin', 
Robins, la'ks, an' all dem things' 

Heish dey moufs an' hides dey faces 
When Malindy sings. 

Fiddlin' man jes' stop his fiddlin', 
Lay his fiddle on de she'f; 

Mockin' -bird quit tryin' to whistle, 
'Cause he jes' so shamed hisse'f 

Folks a-playin' on de banjo 

Draps dey fingahs on de strings
Bless yo' soul-fu'gits to ove 'em, 

When Malindy sings. 

She jes' spreads huh mouf and hollahs, 
"Come to Jesus", twell you hyeah 

Sinnahs' tremlin' steps and! voices, 
Timid-lak a drawin' neah; 

Den she tu'ns to "Rock of Ages," 
Simply to de cross she clings, 

An' you fin' yo' teahs a drappin' 
When Malindy sings. 

Who dat says dat humble praises 
Wif de Master nevah counts? 

Heish yo' mouf, I hyeah dat music, 
Ez hit rises up an' mounts

Flotain' by de hills an' valleys, 
Way above dis buryin' sod, 

Ez hit makes its way in glory 
To de very gates of God! 

Oh, hit's sweetah dan de music 
Of an edicated band; 

An' hit's dearah dan de battle's 
Song o' triumph in de Ian' 

It seems holier dan evenin' 
When de solemn chu'ch bell rings, 

Ez I sit an' ca'mly listen 
While Malindy sings. 

Towsah, stop dat ba'kin, hyeah me! 
Mandy, mek dat chile keep stiil; 

Don't you hyeah de echoes callin' 
F' om de valley to de hill? 

Let me listen, I can hyeah it, 
Th'oo de bresh of angel's wings, 

Sof' an' sweet, "Swing Low, Sweet Chariot," 
Ez Malindy sings. 

-PAUL LAWRENCE DUNBAR 

The morning services of the Country Church are released as a feature program 
through the Columbia-Don Lee Broadcasting System at 8 :30 A. M. on week days and 
at 10 :30 A. M. on Sundays. The Country Church is undenominational, non-sectarian; it 
is not sponsored, and is supported wholly by the free will gifts of its friends. 

Address all mail to 
THE COUNTRY CHURCH OF HOLLYWOOD 

· Hollywood, California 



JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK-SET No. 7 

From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

A SUNSET TALK 
Given by JOSIAH HOPKINS 

ND THEY heard the voice of th« Lord God walking in the garden in the cool of 
the day: and Adam and his wife hid themselves from the presence of the Lord 
God amongst the trees of the garden.'' Genesis 3 :8 .. 

There is no passage in all the Bible with more pathos; than this text. It pictures 
the heart-ache of God. We never know how impoverished is our language, or how lim
ited our thoughts until we attempt to describe the consciousness of the Infinite and 
Eternal God. The word, "heart-ache," is not satisfactory, but there is no better ex .. 
pression known to our puny little minds to describe the disappointment of God over the 
folly of our first parents. Children as we are, we can only interpret God in terms with 
which we are familiar. 

Neighbors, I think that Jesus suffered a lamentable limitation in trying to tell 
human beings of heaven and eternal things. He was forced to use words with which 
humanity was familiar when he was on earth. Fortunately for us, the language of 
the Greeks had been so developed that he could give us some of his interpretations in 
expressions that we could understand. However, there was so much that he had to leave 
unexpressed. Here we find ourselves groping like a blind man in a dark room for a 
word to express the condition of the Divine Mind, when God came for the usual walk 
with Adam and his wife "IN THE COOL OF THE EVENING." 

Just how long God had walked each afternoon with the Eden children we do not 
know; We are told in Chapter five of Genesis and verse three that one hundred and 
thirty years passed before Seth was born, but there is no mention made here of the 
birth· of Cain or Abel, both of whom were born before Seth. There is another inter• 
esting omission here; we are told that Adam lived 937 years, but we are not told from 
what event the years were counted. Was it from his creation from the earth by the 
fiat of God? Or was it from the creation of Eve and completion of his Iif e by the gift 
of a companion? Or was it from his expulsion from Eden? Who knows? Personally, 
I am uncertain about the starting date. This in no way affects the credibility of the 
·story. I believe every word in the whole Bible, but where nothing is said, I am willing 
to pass it over and believe what is there. 

Someone asked me if I believe that Adam was made from the dust. I answered, 
"Sure, I believe it all. And the more I know of the human race, the more I am certain 
that they came from dirt!" 

I don't know what you think about it all; but I am willing to admit man's pedi
gree goes ·hack behind the anthropoid apes, and admit the origin in dirt. However, back 
to the subject, nobody knows how long this happy communion in ''the cool of the day" 
lasted. Surely it was each day. Down here in this eighth verse of the third chapter of 
Genesis, we are told that God came down to earth and back to the old familiar path 
to walk again with the human beinga. he had created, but they were gone! It reminds 
me of a story I heard when I was a boy. 

There was a man away down Souti1 who owned a little store. His heart out-ran 
his footsteps when he closed the place up and stateed home at the close of each day. One 
Christmas season he was unusually hapI.)y. He told many of his friends that the holi
day business would make it possible for him to sell out the stor.e and get into other busi-
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ness where he could spend more time with his family and give them more of the com
forts of life. He even had a drawing made of the little home that he was going _to build 
for the wife and child that he adored. Christmas Eve came; he closed his store after 
the most successful season of Christmas business·· his little store had ever known. 

When he entered his home, his arms were f nil of the presents he had brought for 
the woman of his heart and his little girl. He heard the faithful old servant sobbing, 
but when he asked the cause of her grief, she became more violent in her weeping, and 
pointed to a note under the lamp in his wife's bed room. That was cruelly brief: 

"George: 
I'm tired of the monotony of this house,and your little half-pennyshop. There's 

more in life for me than this. I'm gone. Take care of the baby, and please don't let 
her forget me. I'm sorry, but this is the end! Goodbye! Maude." 

He tried heroically for his wife's sake to say nothing. He sold the store, moved 
away, and passed out of sight. Some of the friends kept up with him. He died that 
Christmas Eve night! Oh, he kept breathing and going on in the rounds of every day 
existence, but he never smiled again. He advertised in many of the papers of the state 
for his wife to come home, saying that if she didn't care for him, come back for the 
baby's sake, but no reply ever came. The little girl perhaps forgot it all in the hap
piness of her own home, but the last I heard of the poor old broken-hearted man was 
that he was the inmate of an old man's home, praying for the end to come. 

·we have no multiple· large enough to raise the disappointment of this wrecked 
husband and lover to the level of God's disappointment when he had to walk the love 
path in Eden alone! 

We know the aftermath of the tragedy of Eden: the expulsion of the pair from 
the holy. scenes, and the painful journey of humanity across the ages. The flowers 
that bloomed in Eden are still on earth; the birds are with us yet, tuneful memories· of 
the bliss of Paradise; the wonderful trees that limit the Lover's Lane of man's first 
home still spread their arms lovingly above the heads ·of men and women, but the path 
down which God walked with Adam and Eve is over-grown with weeds and foliage, 
and the actual Eden is closed to man on earth today. 

One thing is left to us! The lovely twilight time each day! That was the cool of 
the evening spoken of in this passage. Each day, God bends low and kisses the world 
"Good Night" in commemoration of those days when God actually walked down 
earthly paths with Adam and Eve. Turn your face to the Western sky at sunset! Only 
the Divine Artist could paint such a sky! No two sunsets alike! What variation! What 
a wealth of color! What symmetry! Clouds tinged with saffron and gold. All the colors 
of the rainbow woven into a glorious shawl of indescribable beauty and wrapped ten
derly at the close· of the day about· the shoulders of the Western horizon! Surely if God 
has not forgotten, we should never forget the significance of the parting hours of day. 

The glory of the twilight time is a Divine gesture to get our minds away from 
the dull, drab commonplace things of the every day life, and to point us to the SUNRISE 
OF HOPE that is somewhere on the other side of every sunset. 

That is one reason we have taken the Hollywttod Bowl for an Annual Autumn 
Vesper Service when thousands-of -Goose Creek Neighbors will !iit together in this 
beautiful out-door auditorium and praye~fully, reverently watch"God kiss the world 
"Good Night," and promise us that somewhere man can walk with God again! 
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"WHERE ARE THEY" 

"Who, where are the playmates of yesterday, 
The children we knew in school? 

Oh, wh~t has become of the studious one, 
And where O, where is the fool? 

"Oh, what has become of the orator 
Whose pa8sion it was to recite, 

And the bashful kid who could speak no piece 
Unless· he succumbed to fright? 

"Oh, what has become of the teacher's pet, 
Who was always so perfect and right? 

And where, 0 where is the tough young nut 
Who loved nothing more than a fight? 

"The gtudious one, se we've been told 
Is driving a cab these days, 

While the fool own~ 8tock in a bank or two 
And a railroad that always pays. 

"The orator works in a grocery. store 
Selling tea and rubber bands, 

While the bashful kid is a senator 
Acclaimed throughout all lands. 

"The teacher's pet is behind the bars 
For stealing a neighbor's cow, 

And what, 0 what of the tough young nut?
Why, he's a great preacher now!" 

· WHERE THE CHILDREN USED TO PLAY 

The old farm-house is Mother's yet and mine, 
And filled it is with plenty and to spare,-

But we are lonely here in life's decline, 
Though fortune smiles around us everywhere: 

We look across the gold 
Of the harvests, as of old-

The corn, the fragrant clover, and the hay; 
But most we turn our gaze, 
As with eyes of other days, 

To tke orchard where the children used to play. 

Oh, from our life's full measure 
And rich. hoard of wordly treasure 
We often turn our weary eyes away, 
And hand in hand we wander 
Down the old path winding yonder 

To the orchard where the children used to play. 

Page 3 
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Our sloping pasture-lands are· filled with herds; 
The barn and granary-bins are bulging o'er; 

The grove's a paradise of singing birds-
The woodland brook leaps laughing by the door; 

Yet lonely, lonely still, 
Let us prosper as we will, 

Our old hearts seem so empty everyway
W e can only through a mist 
See the faces we have kissed 

In the orchard where the children used to play. 

Oh, from our life's full measure 
And rich hoard of wordly treasure 

We often turn our weary eyes away, 
And hand in hand we wander 
Down the old path winding yonder 

To the orchard. where the children used to play. 
·-. James Whifcomb Riley 

Dear Neighbor: 
It is wonderful for you to write each week for Josiah's and Sarah's Scrap Book. 

I hope you enjoy these rea.dings sent to yo J. from the Country Church of Hollywood. 

It occurred to me that you would be interested in knowing about the details of 
how the Country Church of Hollywood js run. The little church which is thirty-five by 
seventy feet and has a steeple is located in a beautifully wooded grove at the corner of 
Argyle and Yucca Streets in the heart of Hollywood. We kept the Country Church small 
to preserve the idea of simplicity and the rugged spirit of sacrifice which characterized 
the church life of our forefathers. Of course, the little church does not begin to seat 
the crowds that come each Sunday. We have old-fashioned country preaching in a 
great over-flow tent on the grounds. This tent seats about two thousand persons. We 
hope to replace it as soon as we are able with a comfortable auditorium to seat about 
three thousand persons. We have three services on the Country Church grounds each 
Sunday: the Columbia Don Lee Chain Broadcast which will be from eight-thirty to nine 
beginning Sunday, September 30th; the meeting, two-thirty to four, broadcast through 
a local station in Los Angeles; and the night meeting beginning at seven-thirty, which 
is not broadcast. 

Our of fices are at the corner of Yucca and Vine Streets just a block from the 
Country Church and one block north of the intersection of Vine Street and Hollywood 
Boulevard. It takes ten persons to get out our mail each week, and our office space 
now contains seven rooms. 

The Country Church of Hollywood is not sponsored, but is run wholly by faith 
and supported by the gifts of its friends, so we ask your prayers and support for this 
work that we may continue to bdghten up the days of our neighbors and to preach the 
old-fashioned Gospel over these Western States. 

Asking God's richest blessings· upon you and expressing the hope that we will 
hear from you each week as you write for your Scrap Book sheets, I am, 

Yours sincerely, 
JOSIAH HOPKINS 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

LOVE LETTER of the BIBLE 
OUGH I speak with the tongues of men and of angels, and have not charity, I am 

become as sounding brass, or a tinkling cymbal. 
"And though I have the gift of prophecy, and understand all mysteries, and all 

knowledge; and though I have all faith, so that I could remove mountains, and have 
not charity, I am nothing. 

"And though I bestow all my goods to feed the poor, and though I give my body 
to be burned, and have not charity, it profiteth me nothing. 

"Charity suffereth long, and is kind; charity envieth not; charity vaunteth 
not itself, is not puffed up. 

"Doth not behave itself unseemly, seeketh not her own, is not easily provoked, 
thinketlt no evil; 

"Rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth; 
"Beareth all things, believeth all things, hopeth all things, endureth all things. 
"Charity never faileth, but whether there be prophecies, they shall fail; whether 

there be tongues, they shall cease; whether there be knowledge, it shall vanish away. 
"For we know in part, and we prophesy in part. 
"But when that which is perfect is come, then that which is in part shall be done 

away. 

"When I was a child, I spake as a child, I understood as a child, I thought as 
a child: but when I became a man, I put away childish things. 

"For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face: now I know 
in part; but then shall I know even as also I am known. 

"And now abideth faith, hope, charity, these three; but the greatest of these 
is charity.'' 1 Corinthians 13. 

THE TOUCH OF THE MASTER'S HAND 
'Twas battered and scarred and the auctioneer 

Thought it scarcely worth his while 
To waste such time on the old violin, 

But he held it up with a smile. 
"What am I bidden, good folks?" he cried. 

"Who'll start the bidding for me? 
A dollar, a dollar-now two, only two-

Two dollars, and who'll make it three? 
"Three dollars once, three dollars twice, 

Going for three" -but no! 
From the room far back a gray haired man 

Came forward and picked up the bow; 
Then wiping the dust from the old violin, 

And tightening up all the strings, 
He played a melody pure and sweet, 

As sweet as an angel sings. 
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The music ceased, ·arid the ·auctioneer, 
With a voice that was quiet and low, 

Said: "What am I -bid for the old violin?" 
And he held it up with the bow. 

"A thousand- dollars-· and who'll make it two? 
Two thousand-. and who'll make it three? 

Three thousand· once· and· three thousand twice-· 
And going a11d ·gone-!" said he. 

The people cheered, but some of them cried, 
"We do not quite understand-

What changed its worth?" The man replied: 
"The touch of the master's hand!" 

And many a -man with life out of tune, --
And battered and torn· with sin, 

Is auctioned cheap to a thoughtless crowd, 
Much like the old violin. 

A -"mess of pottage," a glass of· wine, 
A game-,-and he travels on. 

He's 1rning _ once,. and going" twice, 
He's going-and almost gone! 

-But the Master comes, and the foolish crowd 
.. Never can quite under.stand 

The worth of a soul and the change that's wrought 
By the touch of the Master's hand. 

-UNKNOWN 

THAT OLD FAM'LY GROUP 

"I hain't a spark ·of city pride; at least so peopie say, 
And I don't care_ who finds out my hair' is full of -germs of hay, 
I don't care who discov-ers I growed · up on a farm 
And hain't got used to street cars ner that skeery fire-alarm. 
But·one sad memory makes me ·gasp like when I had the croup 

· And that's to think how we all looked in that old fam'ly group. 

"To start in with, they's none of us would had it took that day, 
Jist happened we was all in town cause Bill was going away 
With his best bib and tucker on, and Bill he says to me, 
'Let's get a family group like Williamses,' says he.• · 
Of course we all felt proud of Bill and fell in with a whoop 
And flocked right up them gallery stairs to git our f am'ly group. 

"The photo-grapher kinda laughed when we went flockin' in 
And I've spent some years in later. life a-figgerin' on that grin. 
Bill spoke right up and bossed the job 'cause he was goin' away 
And showed that picture man that he wasn't any jay. 
The fell er went and hid awhile in -some · old smelly · coop, 
And got his shooter ready fer -to. take . our fam'ly group. 

"He put pa in the middle with m~ a-settin' by his ~ide, 
He yanked Mahaly out from :where she'd snuck away to hide. 
He yanked our chins and fixed our hands and pulled our faces 'round 
And handled us all over like 4e'sbuyin' us by _the pound. 
Then hid behind a rag and gave aJittle stoop, _ 
And said, 'That's all-next Saturday!' He'd took our family group. 
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"I see it yet! Bill fixed up like a full-blowed rose 
Amongst a bunch of rag-weeds; pa's wrinklin' up his nose; · 
Mahaly's finger's in her mouth; Moll's got a sheepish grin; 
Tom's mad and I got on ·boots with awful wrinkles in. 
Ma's worried 'cause that head-clamp tilted up her bonnet-scoop. 

I'm sorry' Bill suggested we git a f am'ly group. 
"Ma laughs about it; but she keeps it hangin' on the wall. 
Mahaly's dead-her baby's there a-growin' big and tall. 
All of us is scattered out-some of us is gittin' gray, 
And pa sets dreamin' on the pore h through every sunny day. 
I guess God's gittin' ready to make a gentle swoop 
And take us up· to where they'll ·be a better fam'ly group.'" 

POSSESSIONS 

The Kings of old, with all their gold, 
Were. never as rich as I. 

The miser clutches every coin 
And fears the passer by. 

The wealth of the ages has come to me; 
I spread it out for all to see; 

I will not lock it up. in Banks, 
Nor buy of oi.l or other stocks, 

But share it all with you, my friends, 

Lo, a miracle occurs, · 
The flowers nod as I pass by, 

Giving· proof that God is nigh. 

I have a tree which in Autumn- time, 
. Paints its leaves in golden brown, 

. Drops them. softly one by one · 
To rest on earth 'till Spring has come .. 

This wonderful wealth that came to me.The mocker, resting in my tree, 

My sunset hangs in western sky, 
There is gold and aml>er 

And the silver of the sea, 
No power . on -earth 

Can take this from me. 

My garden is a magic .place, 
For when the seed is put to sleep, 

Covered with a blanket of the earth, 

Sings son2:s of love and hope to me, 
He sings of birth and life and flight 

He::sings of joy altho' 'tis night. 
The voice of Spirit calls to me 

These gifts also, I bring to Thee. 
Eyes, to see,. and ears to hear, 

Claim Thy heritaie, 
Cast out all fear. 

ANNA B. PECK 

NEITHER DO I CONDEMN THEE 
Once in the early morning when Jesus madEf His way 

·'Into God's holy temple to meditate and pray, 
A self-appointed group of men a woman brought within, 

· Declaring they had caught her in the very act of sin. 
"The law Moses gives· tts · right to take her life away, 
Arid ston·es are in our hands to throw, what dost Thou, ·Teacher, say?" 
No sin-gle word the Ma.ste:r µtte,red giving their command, · · · · 
But bending earthward wrote with finger in the sand. 

. A moment, and then turning to her captor standing there-
Men making dens for .thieves of sacred temples built f.or p:r;ayer-. 
He said,: "Let him who has no sin the death stone at her cast!" 
And, as lie stooped to write again, tney fled from first to last. 
Then spake. Ile. to· . .the. woman, "Staved not any to condemn?" 
"Nay, ,L()rd, of mirie accusers, there remains not one of them"; 
"Neither then do I condemn, go, thou, forgiven in peace, 
With purpose fi:rrn and steadfast this day from sin to cease." .. 
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Not to condemn the sinner the gracious Master came, 
For those who need a Saviour, there is meaning in His Name; 
And still when weary wanderers their hearts toward home incline, 
The angels sing for joy, and Heaven's courts with glory shine; 
Nor, Lord, would we condemn the sinful in their direst need, 
But bring them to Thy presence that they may frem sinbe freed; 
Not stones clinched in our hands, but in our hearts enshrine Thy Grace 
As earnestly we strive to lead the lost to seek Thy face. 

· -HARRY H. UPTON 

THE LITTLE TOWN '0 GOOSE CREEK 
"You kin boast about yer cities, and their stiddy growth and size, 

And brag about yer County-seats, and business enterprize •. 
And railroads, and factories, and all sich foolery-
But the little town 'o Goose Cre~k is big enough fer me! 

"You kin harp about yer churches, with their steeples in the clouds, 
And gas about yer graded streets, and blow about yer crowds; 
You can talk about yer theatres, and all you've got to see-
But the little town 'o Goose Creek is show enough for me! 

"They hain't no style in our town-hit's little-like and small
They hain't no churches nuther, jest the meetin-house is all; 
They's no side-walks, to speak of-but the highway's allus free, 
And the little town 'o Goose Creek is wide ei,.ough fer me! 

"Some find it discommodin' like, I'm willin' to admit, 
To hev but one post-office, and a Tom a-keepin' hit, 
And the drug-store, and shoe shop, and grocery all three
But the little town 'o Goose Creek is handy enough fer me! 

"You kin smile an' turn yer nose up, and joke and hev' yer fun 
And laff and holler, 'Goose Creek is a better creek 'n none,' 
Ef the city suits you better, w'y that's whar you'd ort'o be -
But the little town 'o Goose_ Creek is good enough fer ME!" 

To Sara D. Roosevelt on the occassion of Her Anniversary, September 21, 1854. 

T]-To Sara D. Roosevelt, 
our President's mother-

0 ]-0n this day we delight 
to honor none other! 

S]-Salutations from all the 
forty-eight States-

A]-A year of happiness is 
decreed by the· Fates! 

R]-Rare privilege indeed when 
the Nation may cheer 

A]-A President's mother in 
her eightieth year! 

D]-Dear Lady, the sentiment 
express'd in each heart. 

R]-Reflects our esteem ere this 
day doth depart! 

O]-On such an occasion we rejoice 
with the Chief-

0 ]-0h ! why is so sacred a moment 
so brief? 

S]-Sincerely we hope you are 
spared many years

E]-Each birthday to find more 
joy and no tears! 

V]-Very few when White House 
fame has been won

E]-Enjoy a mother's love like 
that giv'n your son-

L ]-Let us wish you many happy 
returns of the day

T]-That God bless and keep you 
we earnestly pray! 

-MAURY MADISON 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

A TALK BY JOSIAH HOPKINS ON THE EXTRA SP ARROW 

HE OTHER day I was reading in Matthew, the tenth chapter, verse twenty-nine, 
where it says, "Are not two sparrows sold for a farthing, and one of them shall 
not fall on the ground without your Father?" It occurred to me that something 
that is stated in Luke 12 :6. So, I turned over to Luke. Here's what I read there: 

"Are not five sparrows sold for two farthings? Not one of them is forgotten 
before God." 

Upon first reading this, one is led to think that there may be some conflict be
tween· these two passages, but, when you compare them, you find that in Matthew it 
tells the price of two sparrows, that is, they sell two sparrows for a farthing, and in 
Luke it tells us that if you buy four sparrows, they will "throw in" one, and give you 
five sparrows for two farthings. That means that not one of the sparrows are forgot
ten before God, even the little extra sparrow that was "thrown in," apparently of no 
value. 

I have an idea that there are a lot of people this morning who feel like that 
extra sparrow, the one "thrown in.'' They don't have much of this world's goods; the,, 
don't seem to be able to do any big things; they are just simply "thrown in." They 
are discouraged and blue as they look at others who seem to be of real value in the· 
world, folks who are really getting thingr done. 

Speaking of a sparrow being "thrown in" reminded me of a story somebody 
told me dow11 in Santa Monica the other day. Somebody had a little excursion boat 
and was taking people out for a ride. The crowd was on the pier looking at the boat, 
watching the water, and a man on the little excursion boat kept announcing his price 
and inviting people to come for a trip in Santa Monica Bay. There was a little boy 
about six or seven years old holding his mother's hand. Suddenly, as they started to
ward the boat, the boy began to scream and ran away up the wharf. The mother 
started out after him and caught him by the hand and said, "Junior, what in the world 
do you mean cutting up like that? Come back here and let's get on that boat." They 
got back near the boat again. The man on the boat began to make the announcement 
again, and the child screamed and ran away. Then, the mother listened to see what 
the man on the boat was saying. Here is what he was announcing, "Grown folks, 
twenty-five cents, children thrown in." No wonder the little boy screamed; he didn't 
want to be thrown in that ocean! 

Well, here we have a sparrow "thrown in." Did you ever think how few people 
ever reach what the world calls success? Most folks are just "thrown in." Often when 
Sarah and I are driving around in Pumpkin Center and other little towns, we notice 
the different shops, little places and big places, and we often wonder how they all 
make a living. Just about one out of a thousand really make a great success. The 
others in a sense are just cogs in a big wheel, just "thrown in.'' Out of ten thousand 
musicians there is one Wagner, one Paderewski, one Chopin! Out of a thousand writ
ers there is only one Homer, one Shakespeare, one Byron. In one million painters, you 
will find one Michael Angelo, one Titian, one Turner, and so it goes on. Millions of little 
houses, very few palacial proportions, many of them not really homes. So, we go on the 
petty rounds of life, washing dishes, mowing the lawn, clerking at the store, working 
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in the shop, sitting in the office day in and day out, and sometimes it's awfully hard 
when you are depressed and feel that you are just ''thrown in'' when it comes to the 
big things that are going on in the world. 

Our text here tells us that not even that little extra sparrow is forgotten of God. 
That leads me to conclude that there are no little things with our Lord. 

When I was in school, I used to have a terrible time comparing the adjectives, 
little, small, least and large, larger, largest. But, in the mind of God there is no com
parison. The scientist tells us that there is a· universe beneath the microscope that 
even in an atom there are electrons moving in orbit like our planet moves around the 
sun. 

One day, I was walking out in the field and saw a dew-drop on the bosom of a 
little daisy, one of these tiny little blue-eyed things, microscopically small almost, and 
I stooped down to admire its beauty, to note its fragil form and yet indescribable 
fragrance, when I noticed that in the little dew-drop on the bosom of this daisy there 
was a reflection of the sun. Yet, they tell me that the sun, ninety-three million, five 
hundred miles away is so large that if it were a hollow ball, and we could bore a hole 
in it, we could put a million and a quarter worlds like this on the inside of it. But, I 
saw it reflected in a dew-drop on a daisy. We spend a lot of time comparing things, 
figuring out which is large and which is small, going so far as even to point out the 
least and the largest, but it is not so with God. There is no such thing as a little soul 
with God. There is no such thing as a little life. Neighbor, your life is vast; it's incom
mensurable. It makes no difference how you fail; it makes no difference what the past 
has been; God is willing to forgive, forget, and give you a running start in the new 
life. He says here in this beautiful passage in the twelfth chapter of Luke and the sixth 
verse, "Not one of. those five sparrows which are sold for two farthings are forgotten 
before God." That means that the little extra sparrow, the one that wasn't even 
counted in the transaction, has just as much place in God's eye as the others for which 
the farthings were paid. 

Lift up your head, face the day with a smile, don't let the world get you down 
just because you are poor, because you haven't any money, don't own your home, just 
because you can't get out and succeed like other men, don't allow yourself to be dis
counted! Even if you are the extra sparrow, you are in the memory of God this morn
ing, in His sight, and all His resources are yours for the asking and the taking. 

If the day looks kinder gloomy, 
An' yer chances kinder slim; 

If the situation's puzzlin', 

KEEP ON 

An' the prospect's awful grim; 

An' perplexities keep pressin' 
Till all hope is ne·ar1y· gon~ 

Jest bristle up an' grit yer teeth, 
An' KEEP on KEEPIN' on. 

-Selected 

THE ANVIL OF GOD'S WORD 

Last eve I paused beside a blacksmith's door, 
And heard the anvil ring the vesper chime; 

Then looking in, I saw upon the floor, 
Old hammers worn with beating years of time. 

"How many anvils have you had," said I, 
"To wear and batter all these hammers so?" 

"Just one," said he, and then with twinkling eye, 
"The ·anvil wears the hammers out, you know." 
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"And so/' I thought, "The Anvil of God's Word 
For ages skeptic blows have beat upon, 

Yet, though the noise of failing blows was heard, 
The Anvil is unharmed, the ham;mers GONE.', 

-Selected. 

EXTRACTS FROM JOSIAH'S RIDE TO THE CHURCH 

Monday Morning, October 8, 1934 

Page 3 

Good morning, Grandma Wheezer! How are you this beautiful morning? Oh, 
I'm just tolerable, thank you. Yes, Sarah got to El Paso all right and writes me that 
poor old Aunt Addie is not doing so well. The flowers look mighty pretty this 
morning, Grandma. Oh, you do! You love to work in them? Well, I don't blame you. 
I don't see how people can keep from wanting to be around flowers. No, I see that lit
tle humming bird. It sure is a dainty little thing. You know, I have often wondered, 
Grandma, what becomes of the little humming birds in winter time when the snow is 
all over the ground. Oh, you do, too? Oh, that's a good idea, you call the little hum
ming birds your preachers. They preach to you that God takes care of the little things. 
Well, that's enough to keep you from being scared or worried about living on this 
farm by yourself, with just hired hands here to do the work around the farm. Well, 
God has been mighty good to you, hasn't He? You know, Grandma, I think that one 
of the reasons you get along so well and that you have lived to be ninety-one years old 
is that you take time to thank God for all your ·blessings. It kinda makes me think of 
the testimony that that dear old sister gave over at the Brandy Wine Church that 
Sunday. They all were te3tifying, so she got up and said, "Bless the Lord, He's been 
mighty good to me. I hain't got but two teeth, but thank God, they hit!" 

Well, we ought to -be grateful for the ble3sings from Heaven. I was over visit
ing with Bob Denny this morning. You know, Bob tickles me, Grandma. He is always 
talking about the Dennys and his family ahead of him. He says it was a powerful 
family away back yonder. Yes, he even dates his kinfolks back to that boat called 
"Mayflower" that brought the Pilgrim Fathers over .. I was telling Bob that if all the 
people that their kinfolks claim came over on that boat really sailed in the Mayflower, 
it must have been the largest battleship that ever floated in the water. Yes, Bob is 
always talking about his kin-people that are dead and gone. You know what he makes 
me think of and all the people who are always bragging about their famous ancestors? 
It makes me think of a potatoe vine, the only good part of it is under the ground. 

THE HOME TOWN PAPER 
When even tide is drawing near, 

And chickens gone to rest, 
You sit in the ole arm chair, 

Thinkin' of what is best. 
A peaceful feelin' comes o'er you, 

And a smile replaces the frown, 
As you read the little paper 

From your ole home town . 

It tells you all about the folks; 
Yes, of those who come and go, 

And all about the sociable 
Down at Uncle Joe's. 

And the boys who stole the melons, 
From the patch of Billy Brown, 

Makes the headline of the paper 
From my ole home town. 

There ain't a thing I'm missin', 
Along life's rugged way; 

For soon I'll get the gossip, 
Tho' I'm many miles away. 

If Elmer has the measles, 
Or the flu is goin' 'round, 

I read it in the paper, 
From my ole home town. 
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I read the Chicago Tribune~ 
And St. Louis papers, too, 

Including poems there by Guest 
Before the day is through. 

But then I wish to rest my mind, 
With news that's nowhere found, 

Except in the weekly paper 
From my ole home town. 

They say our good and bad deeds 
Are recorded up on high, 

So that God can classify us 
When it comes our time to die. 

If that be true, I know a man, 
Who's going to wear a crown 

He's the man who runs the paper 
In my ole home town. 

-M. C. ROBBINS 

p • • + • • • ♦ • • • • • • • • • • • 

A HEART TO HEART TALK WITH OUR RADIO AUDIENCE 

Our dear Friends: 

We certainly appreciate your letters. In the recent· coast to coast hook-up when 
we were allowed to ·broadcast the Annual Vesper Service of the Country Church from 
the Hollywood Bowl, we received letters from every State in the Union except Ver
mont and from both Eastern and Western Canada. Letters by the thousands rolled in 
from friends across the nation. We are grateful to God that we were able to give this 
little tesimony as a memorial to the faith of our forefathers. 

The singing of the Lily of the Valley by possibly seventeen thousand people 
and broadcast over the nation was really an inspiration to me. We are also so glad to 
·be able seven days a week to broadcast over the eleven Western States. 

Now, the real purpose of this letter is to tell our friends that the Country 
Church is dependent solely upon its friends who send their gifts to the Country 
Church of Hollywood. We have no sponsor; we have no income except the gifts from 
our friends and are absolutely dependent upon them. We are asking all of our friends 
to take at least one minute a day out to pray for us that we may be kept true to God, 
true to the faith of our forefathers, and may be able to continue our broadcasts and 
send out our mail to our friends. 

You can render great service to the Country Church by telling your friends 
how the little church is run, because so many of our multiplied thousands of listeners, 
possibly millions, never write, so we have to depend on our friends who write and to 
whom we can send this little message to tell the folks that we are not sponsored, we 
are not endowed, but simply go from week to week by faith. 

May God richly bless you and keep you in the hollow of His hand. 

Yours· sincerely, 

JOSIAH HOPKINS 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH THE WORLD 
A Talk by JOSIAH HOPKINS 

Text: "Godliness with contentment is great gain." 1 Tim. 6 :6. 

HE other day, I was talking with Raz Barlow about what happiness is. Broth
er Raz says, "It is being content with what you have.'' I think he hit the nail 
on the heads I have noticed that it makes no difference how much a man has, if 

he's not content with it, he is miserable. Then, on the other hand, a person can be 
happy with a little of nothing, if he is contented with what he has. 

Sarah and I decided to go into Pumpkin Center not long ago and see the big 
parade that they were having. ~bet Fambro went along and took all his family. By 
the way, as we were driving along talking about parades and things like that, Chet 
sa;tl that he was a grown man before he found out that there was anything to a 
circus except the parade. He didn't know you paid and went into a tent. 

There was a crowd in Pumpkin Center the time I'm talking about, and all over 
the street they had different little places where fellows were selling things; a lot of 
talkers were bragging on what they had and telling you why you ought to buy it. I 
finally bought a pretty little pink balloon for the children, paid a dime for it. They 
were the happiest little children you ever saw. They would toss the balloon from one 
to another. They had a. little piece of thread on it.. and it would go up a piece, and 
they would pull it back. However, a little boy with velvet breeches on, little bri~ht 
buckles on his shoes, came ·by, and he had a two-bit balloon. It was a pretty thin~. 
My children lost interest in their little dime ·balloon right away and commenced squall
ing to get a two-bit balloon. 

I said to them, "Children, I'm not able to buy one of those quarter balloons. 
Why don't you go ahead and be happy with the little dime ·balloon? It's a pretty lit
tle thing, and it is the same balloon as the other one only that two--bit balloon is bigger. 
It might 'hist' itself up a little higher." 

But, I couldn't do anything with them; they squalled and made everybody mis
erable. So, I said, "I just can't buy the two-bit balloon, that's all there is to it!" 

One of the children said, "Can't you blow up our balloon and make it bigger, 
Daddy? Can't you make it like that two-bit balloon?" 

I said, "Yes, of course, I can blow it up as far as it will go, but it will ·bust. 
They stand so much, and they blow up on you." 

Nothing would do but that I had to blow that balloon up. To please them, I 
went ahead. I blew, and I blew, and I blew, and I began to get nervous; I knew it was 
going to blow up; so I finally stopped and said, ''Now, children, that's all. One more 
blow on that little thing, and it will just ruin it; better be satisfied with it like it is.'' 

They started to cry so that everybody would stop and look at them and laugh. 
They saw that we were country people standing there on the street in Pumpkin Cen
t~r. I got. kind of aggravated and said, "Give me that balloon! If nothing will do you, 
I II blow 1t up. Now, remember, don't blame me for what happens." They said 
"Blow!" So, I went at it. ' 
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Well, I didn't blow but a time or two till "powh !", and all the children had was 
a little piece of rubber on a string. I said, "There you are! Nothing would do you, 
but we'd blow it up, and I blew, and you got it. There it is! Now, don't say another 
word." 

I never will forget the look on their faces. That's· when the squalli_!lg really 
started. It sounded like a brass band. We finally wound up by just getting in the 
surrey and all going home. The day was ju st ruined over cry~ng to make a two-bit bal
loon out of a ten-cent balloon. 

I have thought of that experience lots of times. That's really what's the mat
ter with the world. We've got a little dime balloon, a pretty little thing, and we could 
be so happy with it, but we have seen somebody that's well-to-do, who has bigger bal
loons than we have, and we are trying to blow our little balloon up to look like hii. 
You will find people who live in pretty little houses with morning glories and holly
hocks. They are satisfied until they see somebody living in a finer house; then, 
they'll go buy them a home on the "extorthm" plan, a dollar down and a dollar for
ever, and break their backs and keep their nose on the grind-stone trying to pay it 
out. 

Then, one fellow has got him a nice horse and buggy, content with it. Of 
course, it isn't the finest in the world, but he and his wife go riding in it, singing 
like the birds on the wing. They are happy until somebody comes along in a Colum
bus rubber tire buggy and a high-stepping buggy horse, beautiful harneJs and then 
they are miserable. It's that way along life. Someone who is happy in the country 
goes to town and see trains and the big houses, comes back with all the sweetness of 
his ··life soured by discontent. 

Yes, there is a sight of women today who are miserable. They used to be hap
py in their little homes, cooking, tending to the babies, running the sewing machine, 
going to meeting in. the Ladies' Aid, but they have had a glimpse of the great big 
world out yonder, the big two-bit balloon. 'l"hey've been blue and dissatisfied, and the 
first thing you know, the home will go to pieces. 

You know, that was what was the matter with Jonah in the Old Testament. 
He had · heard somebody talk about something big that was going on over at 
Tarshish. He said, "What's the use of being a little tin-horn preacher in Ninevah 
when I could be somebody in Tarshish." Well, you remember where he wound up. He 
had a mighty downing experience inside a whale. By the way, he put the biggest 
prayer meeting that the world ever heard about in the auditorium of the inside of a 
whale, and the leader of the prayer meeting was Brother Jonah. He knew plenty of 
Bible, and believe me, he went to quoting it when that whale swallowed him. 

Take, for instance, the prodigal son in the New Testament; he had a lovely 
chance at home there with his father, but nothing would do him but that he must 
leave. He took everything he had and went to the far away land, and then wound up 
feeding hogs. He was glad to go home and get scraps that fell from the table in 
the home that he could have kept all the time, but he had not been satisfied with it. 

This really is a great text here in First Timothy, the sixth chapter and . the 
sixth verse: "Godliness with contentment is great gain." You see, it puts in Godliness 
because a fell ow who is not right and settles down to contentment is in a worse fix 
than anybody. God doesn't want anybody to be content in any state . where he is not 
living the life that he ought to live. If he is right with God, he ought to be content 
regardless of how few things he really has. 
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The Bible tells us here that we brought nothing into this world, and it is cerw 
tain that we shall carry nothing out. God has a sifter at each end of human life that 
sifts out all the glory that lies out there in the world from which we come, so we come 
naked and penniless. Then, it matters little how much we gather, like a rolling snow
ball, we gather this or that or the other, and it will stick to us. I will roll on and on 
and get bigger and bigger, but when the time comes to l~ave this world, God's got a 
sifter that takes off everything, and we go out just as naked and poor as we were 
when we came in. Yes, as Lige Gupton says up at the shoe shop, "The two poorest 
things are a new ·born baby and a dead millionaire." 

It tells us here in this same passage that "having food and raiment let us be 
therewith content." Have you ever tried to figure out why the birds don't have gray 
feathers from worry the same as human beings get gray hair from care? You never 
saw a wrinkle on a bird. Well, the reason is that they are content with food and rai
ment, a place to stay when the night shadows gather, a place to hide when the storm 
comes, and a few crumbs to eat, and they sing for all the world. Yes, the birds are on 
a diet, yet they sing. 

Did you notice here in this same chapter where it says, "They that will be rich 
fall into temptation and a snare and into many hurtful and foolish lusts which drown 
men in perdition.'' It didn't say ''they that are rich" but "they that will be rich." It 
doesn't make any difference what people have, it's what they are trying to get that 
gives them troubles. There is many.~ man who hasn't a dime that's grasping until his 
hand looks like a hawk's foot; he's got the hard calloused soul of a grasping person 
who wants riches, yet this is the satisfaction of s~curing the thing that he's killing 
his soul to get. Mighty few people ever get rich. These fellows who WQ_rk out for sta
tistics such tell us that they are• .few and far between, but the worlcl is full of men 
and women who are trying to be rich and spoiling life with strenuous effort. 

So, we come ·back to our little balloon again. I think the trouble with the world 
today is that we have tried to blow the ten-cent balloon up and make a two-bit bal
loon out of it, and the thing has busted and all that we have left now is a little piece 
of rubber and a string.· Things that we thought could be stretched and stretched, the 
money business, the real estate business, and every other . tliing that was connected 
with this world and money and success was blown up, I think the word they use to 
call this action is "inflated." Sarah told me that that means "blown up.'' So, they have 
blown up, blown up, · and blown up, and one by one the balloons have busted. A lot of 
people wish today that they had their little dime balloons back, had their little home 
back, had their simple frie"nds back, had their old faith again. 

I have an idea that there's no use crying over the busted balloon, not a bit of 
use running around with a piece of rubber on the end of a string, but the thing to do 
is to go back and get you another dime balloon, the simple things, and be happy with 
it. But, in all your getting and all your doing be sure. that you wrap the whole thing 
around God. He will give you eternal life, He will put eternity in the· whole project. 
I want you to sit still now and let me read this piece to you right along the line that 
I have been talking: 

"You are rushing, you are straining with a grim look on your face; 
You are turning from all pleasures; in your breast peace has no place; 
You have ceased to find contentment in the nook$ you used to know; 
You have ceased to care for others whom you clung to long ago; 
You are straining, you are striving, through the dark days and the fair, 
But, oh, mirthless, eag·er brother, are you getting anywhere? 
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"In your haste you have forgotten how to linger or to srntle 
When a child looks up and greets you or would claim your care awhile; 
Though the wild rose sheds its petals in the lonely pasture still 
And glad breezes sway the ·blossoms in the orchard on the hill, 
You are too much in a hurry, and too occupied to care, 
But with all your grim endeavors are you. getting anywhere? 

"You have given up old fancies, you have left old friends behind; 
You are getting rich in pocket but are poor in heart and mind; 
You have lost your sense of beauty in your haste to push ahead, 
And along the ways you travel bitterness and grief are spread; 
You have ceased to care how others bend beneath the woes they bear, 
But with all your cruel striving are you getting anywhere? 

THE OLD WOODEN TUB 
I like to get to thinking of the old days that are gone, 
When there were joys that never more the world will look upon, 
The days before inventions smoothed the cares away 
And made, what seemed but luxuries then, the joys of every day. 
When bathrooms were exceptions, and we got our weekly scrub 
By standing in the middle of a little wooden tub. 

We had no rapid heaters, and no ·blazing gas to burn, 
We boiled the water on the stove, and each one took his turn. 
Sometimes to save expenses we would use one tub for two; 
The water brother Billy used for me would also do, 
Although an extra kettle I was granted, I admit, 
On winter nights to freshen and to warm it up a bit. 

We carried water up the stairs in buckets and in pails, 
And sometimes splashed it on our legs, and rent the air with wails, 
But if the nights were very cold, by closing every door 
We are allowed to take our bath upon the kitchen floor. 
Besides the cheery stove we stood and gave ourselves a rub, 
In comfort most luxurious in that old wooden tub. 

But modern homes no more go through that joyous weekly fun, 
And through the sitting rooms at night no half-dried children run; 
No little flying forms go past, too swift to see their charms, 
With shirts and underwear and things tucked underneath their arms; 
The home's so full of luxury now, it's almost like a club, 
I sometimes wish we could go back to that old wooden tub. 

-E. A. GUEST 

The Country Church is undenominational, non-sectarian; it is not sponsored; 
and is supported wholly by gifts from its friends. 

Address all mail to 
THE COUNTRY CHURCH OF HOLLYWOOD 

Hollywood, California 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

A Talk by JOSIAH HOPKINS, Parson of the Country Church 

Text: "For none of us liveth unto himself, and no man dieth to himself.'' Romans 14 :7. 

HE other day I heard the story of a father and son who were climbing in the 
mountains. For mutual safety, they were tied together, and as they. clambered 
near a dangerous precipice the father stumbled, and the boy called back to him 

· said, "Look out there, Daddy! Remember, we are tied together!" 

So all of us are tied to somebody else. Sarah was telling me the other day 
about a new kind of thinking that a lot of people are talking about which they call 
"individualism," and I said to Sarah, "There ain't no such animal." It was kinda 
like the brother from Goose Creek who went to Pumpkin Center to the circus. 
When he saw a giraffe with that little bushy tail and hind-quarters slopping off from 
his forequarters and that long neck and two little horns away up cm that little head, 
he picked his teeth and winked his eye and said to a neighbor, ·"Say, there ain't no 
such animal." So that's the way I am about this so-called "individualism." People 
can talk about it, but you can't cut an individual off from other folks, we are all tied 
together. Of course, some of us are tied closer than the other. In fact, we are tied 
so close that when one stumbles, the other falls. That's particularly true of a father 
and son, a mother and her daughter. Yes, the family ties are pretty tight ties, and 
we ou_ght. to be mighty careful about them. 

Here's the text that sets it out right here in God's Book in the fourteenth 
cfrapter of Romans and the seventh verse where it says, "None of us liveth to him
self." Yes, everybody has a part in our living, and everybody is affected some way 
when we die. 

When I was a chaplain of a penitentiary once, I was talking to a desperate 
convict who boasted of the fact that there- wasn't any living creature that was af
fected by-his life one way or the other. He said that he did that so he wouldn't harm 
anything or anybody. One time when I went into his ceH where he was put for punish
ment on bread and water in the solitary cell, I found that he had made a companion 
and a play-mate out of a rat. I said to myself, "Well, that just goes to show that a 
man can't live altogether by himself; he's got to have some kind of a contact with 
somethiag that is living." Of course, it's a far piece down from a man to a rat, but 
everybody has got something or somebody that's tied on mighty close to him. 

Everybody listening to me this morning is connected up with a lot. of other peo
ple by a mystical ·bond called the "power of influence.'' The way you go, they go; 
when you slow down, it affects them; what you think, curves their mind, and so it is 
around the world. Sarah was reading to me from a book the other day about what 
happened years and years ago. I think they call it "Ancient History.'' There was a 
fellow, I called him EX-erses, and Sarah said to me, "Josiah, that's Xerxes." 

I said, "Well, go ahead and read it.'' She read on, and it said there on the bat
tle field of Marathon, when the Persians were fighting against the Greeks, that this 
fellow Xerxes chained his front line troops together. That would have been a fine 
thing if there had been enough brave men to have held the line up to the front place, 
but there were a lot of fellows who got scared, and when they pulled back, they pulled 
back the whole line. 
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It's that way in the world, when one man sags back a little, it affects the moral 
stamina of the whole world. After all, the world is made up of human beings, and 
every human being raises for the world the average, and it's his influence that does it. 

Over in a Texas town where the whole town was built around a little hollow 
square called the public square, they had a snow-fall once-about an inch of snow-and 
some T~xas fellow got up one morning feeling like he needed a little sip of good Ken
tucky whisky so he kinda "mosied" on over towards the saloon. Right next to the 
saloon was the United States Post Office. So, just about the time this Texas fellow 
was a·bout to go into the saloon, he heard a voice behind him calling him. It was his 
little ten year old boy. The little boy said, "Dad, I'm coming right behind you. Look, 
I'm putting my feet in the snow right where you put yours!" 

The poor old father kinda gulped a little and said, "Come on, son, you can fol
low me, I'm just going into the post office to get my mail." 

I said to Sarah that if all of us realized how many people were putting their 
feet where we are putting ours, we would try to make straight paths for our feet "lest 
that which is lame be turned out of the way." 

This text here says that "No man dieth to himself." That's true. There's no 
such thing as a little soul, and there is no such thing as an obscure life. It makes no 
difference where the life ends, whether in a palace or in a poor house, it has its ef
fects on the whole world. There is a sight of people today who think that because they 
are little, that their names are never in the papers, that they don't ride in big cars, 
don't live in a big house, that they don't amount to much and this world will never miss 
them when they are gone. I want to say to you this beautiful Friday morning that 
there isn't any such a thing as that. Everybody who dies has some effect upon the 
world. 

A few years ago a friend made it possible for Sarah and me to go to Washing
ton City to see the sights, and did we rubber neck around over that big town! It's 
quite a town. We went down the big avenues looking right and left, got in one of 
those busses where you can sit out and see everything and went over to Arlington. 
I was kinda proud to be there, coming from so far down South, because that used to 
be the home of Robert E. Lee. 

Sarah and I walked around looking at eve1·ything, it was powerful interesting, 
and we walked over to where there was a monument of some kind, and we noticed a 
soldier walking back and forth. He stopped at attention right in front of the monu
ment. I found out from one of the keepers that that was the grave of the unknown sol
dier, and here from sunrise to sunset, his comrades of the United States Army keep 
hallowed watch above his sacred ashes. I got so weak that I just sat down to think 
about it all. You know, I used to be a chaplain over there in France in the United 
States Army, and it brought back a lot of memories to me. I closed my eyes as I sat 
there near the grave of this unknown hero, and thoughts like these went through my 
mind: nobody knows the color of his skin, and what difference does that make now; 
nobody knows whether he was rich or poor, but very probably poor. As he went out 
of that last patrol at the zero hour, he was in love with life, young, healthy, in fact he 
had been selected because of these things. There was the sound of battle, the pan
demonium of No· Man's Land, a screaming shell, and then everything went black. Lit
tle intimate memories flashed like butterflies through his mind: home, his dog, the 
swimming hole, his sweetheart, his mother, school days, play-mates; and then it went 
black again, then on again. Was this the end; would he ever be remembered?· Was it 
worth it all? Then, the night. But, he had a glorious moment over there the moment 
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he gave all for the flag and the country that he loved. Now, as far as we know, or as 
long as the United States flag floats over the sacred soil that bears the name of Amer
ica, his ashes will be sacred, and the great of all the earth will bow in homage before 
his resting place. The ashes of an unknown dough boy has become a shrine fit for a 
king. 

Yes, no man dies u.nto himself, and whether they ever build a monument over 
your resting place, you may be sure of this, that y0u leave behind you a trail of in
fluences that will be traveling down the years until the ghost of eternity folds its 
wings over the grave of God. 

,, i i '1 ♦ li i ♦ 41 ♦ ♦ ♦ ij. ♦ 41 i •. ♦ ♦ 

The other day, one of the elders over at the Who-'da-'Jlli.ougbt-It Colored 
Church was telling me a funny thing that happened there last Saturday night at the 
testimeny meeting. The pastor was urging his flock to get up and tell about all their 
weaknesses and ask for prayer 

A brother got up and said, "Elder, I've got an awful weakness and it keeps me 
breke all the time." 

The Parson said, "What is it, brother? Come right out with it; let us all jine 
with you in prayer.'' 

The penitant said, "Well, the truth is, I'm a spendthrift. Money just seems to 
burn my hand until I get rid of it. I have plenty of money, but I can't keep it. I want 
yoa all to pray for me that I'll be more careful in how I give money away. 

He sat down amidst a chorus of "Amens. Then, the parson said, "Well, broth
er, we will make a ,note of the request, and we'll pray for you jm~t after we have 
taken the evening offering." 

6 ¥ ♦ i + .• ♦ ♦ i ¥ ♦ ♦ i ♦ i + + • + 

TO A WATERFOWL 

Whither, midst falling dew, 
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day 
Far, thi:ough their rosy depths, dost thou pursue 

Thy solitary way? 

Vainly the fowler's eye 
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong 
As, darkly seen against the crimson sky, 

Thy figure floats along. 

Seek'st thou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide, 
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink 

On the chafed ocean-side? 

There is a Power whose care 
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast
The desert and illimitable air-

Lone wandering, but not lost. 

All day thy wings have fanned, 
At· that far height, the cold,thin atmosphere, 
Yet stoop not, weary to the welcome land, 

Though the dark night is near. 
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And soon that toil shall end; 
Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest, 
And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend, 

Soon, O'er thy sheltered nest. 

Thou'rt gone, the abyss of heaven 
Hath swallowed up thy form; yet, on my heart 
Deeply has sunk the lesson thou hast given, 

And shall not soon depart. 

He who, from zone to zone, 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight, 
In the long way that I mm;t tread alone, 

Will lead my steps aright. 
-WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT 
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THE GOOD OLD-FASHIONED PEOPLE 
When we hear Uncle Sidney tell 

About the long-ago 
An' old old friends he loved so well 

When he was young-My-oh!
U s children all wish we'd a' bin 

A-livin' then with U ncle,-so 
We could a-kinda happened in 

On them old friends he used to know!
The good, old-fashioned people
The hale, hard-working poeple
The kindly country people 

'At ·Uncle used to know! 
They was God's people, Uncle says, 

An' gloried in His name, 
An' worked, without no selfishness, 

An' loved their neighbors same 
As they was kin: An' when they biled 

Their tree-molasses, in Spring, 
Er butchered in the Fall, they smiled . 

An' sheered with all just ever'thing !
The good, old-fashioned people
The hale, hard-working people
The kindly country people 

'At Uncle used to know! 
He tells about 'em, lots o' times, 

Till we'd all ruther hear 
About 'em then the Nurs'ry Rhymes 

Er Fairies-mighty near!
Only, sometimes, he stops so long 

An' then talks on so low an' slow, 
It's purt' -nigh sad as any song 

To listen to him talkin' so 
Of the good, old-fashioned people
The hale, hard-working people
The kindly country people 

'At Uncle used to know! 
-JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY 
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From the Country (Jhurch of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

A Talk by JOSIAH HOPKINS, Parson of the Country Church 

r WAS Christmas in Germany. The Army of Occupation, composed of three hun
dred thousand men under General Dickman, lay up and down the Rhine River , 
with headquarters at what the army called ''Bridge-head'' at Coblenz. A light 

snow had fallen, and Rhenish pressure rested under this white mantle, emblematic of 
heavenly peace. 

The officers were eating dinner in the Hotel Coblenzhof .. Just as they were 
about to serve the turkey, a messenger came asking to see a chaplain. He handed me 
a notice saying that out at the base hospital a doughboy was sinking rapidly and had 
only a few' hours left to live. He wanted a chaplain to be with him in his last moments. 
There were three of us chaplains sitting there together: Rabbi Kiohngule, a Jewish 
Chaplain; Father Dunnigan, a Catholic Chaplain, and myself, a Protestant. Chaplain. 
I left the table being careful first to put some cranberries and cake and some turkey 
in my pocket .. 

Out at the hospital, I found the dying soldier in the empiemia ward. This poor 
lad had been shot through the lungs at Chateau Thierry. He had apparently recovered, 
but the influenza had brought about complications, and now he had lung abscesJes 
and was about to make his journey into the West. 

The nurse showed me his bunk. I noticed a tomato can i11to which some friend 
of his had put some flowers. These words went through my mind: 

"It is not the weight of jewel or plate 
Nor the rustle of silk and fur; 
It is the spirit in which a gift is rich 
Like those of the wise men were; 
For we are not told whose gift was gold 
Nor whose was the gift of myrth." 

I said to the dying soldier, ''Are you afraid, Buddy?'' 

He opened his eyes, tried to fix them on me, but they had already been focused 
on that far away land. He said, "Me, afeared? That's my blouse ahangin' thar.'' 

I knew from his talk that he came from the hills of Tennessee. I walked over 
to his. coat which he had called a blouse and noticed on the left sleeve three gold 
stripes which told me that he had been there then eighteen months. On his right. 
sleeve there were two wound strip~s which signifid that he had been wounded twice 
in action. Across the Ief t breast were decoration ribbons from several nations, two 
from the U. S. A. On his left shoulder sleeve was a big red one, and on the collar of his 
coat two rifles were crossed with a little number eighteen on it. I knew his record 
then: out of the eighteenth infantry, first division, served eighteen months in France, 
wounded twice in action, and decorated for valor in battle. · 

I went back to him and said, ''Buddy, you're not afraid; what can I do for you?'' 

He dreamily replied, "Three things, please: pray for me, finish this letter I ·have 
written, and read me something from God's Book." 
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I prayed the ·best I could, then asked him to pray, and what a prayer that brave 
lad prayed as he stood on the banks of the great river! Then, I said, "About the let
ter. Where is the letter that you started?" 

He whispered, ''Under my pillow." 

I reached under his pillow and found a tear-stained penciled note. There wasn't 
a capital letter in it, and the spelling was very poor. Here is about what he had written 
the best I can remember acro.;s these years: 

"Dear Ma: I'm adyin' and it's the day ·before Christmas. I tried so hard to 
make it so I could get back home and marry Genevieve when the spring comes: · I'm 
asking them to send my medals home. Be sure to let Genevieve have her pick, and tell 
her .... '' Then, he sobbed. A shower of tear drops had brought his little last letter 
to a close .. I said, "Go on, Buddy, while I write." 

Chocking with sobs and gasping for -~ little more breath he said, "And give 
my sisters the other medals, keeping one of them for yourself. I went straight for-
ward in every battle and. never turned my back. No ·sir, nary a time! · 

"Ma, I want to thank you for the little Bible that you gave me, and I want to tell 
you that it has been my pillow many a time, and I want to tell you that God has been 
with me through_ thick and Jhin, and everything is all right now. I.want to wish you 
all well and hP!'e that I will meet you·. in a better world/' · · 

Then, he added, "Just sign it, 'A Merry ·christmas and a Happy New Year'.'' 

I finished the letter, sealed it and said, "Now, what else, Buddy?" The nurs~ 
had to give him a hypodermic. He was sinking fast. I lifted him up, and his bearded 
face fell over a1rainst mine. and he whisp~red, "God's Book .•. rest." I reached in 
my khaki pocket and pulled out a little Testament from which I had read to many a 
buddy in this same nredicament, facing· the future and eternity. I happened to open 
it at this passage, "There remaineth a rest for the people of God," Hebrews 4. 

He sighed and smiled sweetly saying, "Chaplain, I've fought until I'm plum 
wore out. I've marched until I'm all in. I want to go home to God now and rest." In a 
few moments it was all over. 

We drew the khaki blanket up over him, and the next day we gave him a military 
tomb up on that old aviation hill overlooking· the Valley of the Rhine. After the firing 
squad had fired three volleys, the booming of which I shall never forget, the com
mander of the squad marched them away, and I was left alone by the grave. There 
wasn't a flower on it, not a woman there to shed·a tear. As I looked up and down the. 
Rhine River, I could see where the Mozelle met the Rhine. The river resembled a silver 
ribbon in the distance. My eyes wandered on beyond to the hills of God, and I cau~ht. 
myself singing that old song, "Looking This Way." · 

SECOND ·TABLE 

''Some boys are mad when comp'ny 
Comes to stay for meals. 

They hate to have the other people eat, 
While boys .must wait and wait; 

But I've about made up my mind 
I'm different from the rest 

For, as for me, l believe I like the 
Second table best. 
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"To eat along with comp'ny is so 
Trying, for it's tough 

To git and watch the victuals 
When you dassent touch the stuff; 

You see your father serving out the 
Dark meat and the light, 

Until a boy is sure he'll starve before 
He gets a bite. 

"And when he asks you what you'll 
Have-you've heard it all before

you know you'll get just what you 
Get, and won't get nothin' more; 

For when you want another piece, 
Your mother winks her eye, 

And so you say, 'I've plenty please' 
And tell a whoppin' lie. 

"When comp'ny is a-watchin' you, 
You've got to be polite, 

And eat your victuals with a fork, 
And take a little bite; 

You can't have nothin' till you're 
Asked, and 'cause a ·boy is small 

Folks think he isn't hunirry, and 
He's never asked at all. 

"Since I can first remember, I been 
Told that when the cake 

Is passed around, the proper thing 
Is for a boy to take 

The piece that nearest to him, so 
All I ever got 

When comp'ny' s been to our house, 
Was the smallest in the lot. 

"It worries boys like everything to 
Have the comp'ny stay, 

A-setting round the table like they 
Couldn't get away; 

But when they've gone and left 
The whole ·big shootin' match to me, 

Say ain't it fun to just wade in 
And help myself-oh gee! 

"With no one 'round to notice 
What you're doin'-bet your Iif e

Boys don't use forks to eat with 
When they'd rather use a knife. 

Nor take such little bites as when 
They're eatin' with the rest, 

And so for lots of things~ I like 
The second table best." 

"NOT GROWING OLD" 

They say that I am growing old. 
I've heard them tell it times untold, 
In language plain and bold-
But I'm NOT growing old. 

This frail old shell in which I dwell 
Is growing old, I know f nil well
But I am not the shell. 

What if my hair is turning grey? 
Grey hairs are honorable, they say. 
What if my eyesight's growing dim? 
I still can see to follow Him 
Who sacrificed His life for me 
Upon the Cross of Calvary .. 

What should I care if Time's old plow 
Has left its furrows on my ·brow? 
Another house, not made with hand, 
A waits me in the Glory Land. 
What tho I falter in my walk? 
What tho my tongue refuse to talk? 
I still can tread the Narrow Way, 

I still can watch, and praise and pray. 

My hearing may not be as keen 
As in the past it may have been, 
Stilt I can hear my Saviour say 
In whispers soft, "This is the way.'' 
The outward man, do what I can 
To lengthen out his life's short span, 
Shall perish, and return to dust, 
As everything in nature must. 

The inward man, the Scriptures say, 
I:-; growing stronger every day 
Then how can I be growing old 
When safe within my Saviour's fold? 
E're long my soul shall fly away, 
And leave this tenement of clay. 
This robe of flesh I'll drop, and rise 
To seize the "everlasting prize,"-
1'11 meet you on the Streets of Gold, 
And prove that I'm not growing old. 

-John E. Roberts 
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THE FRIENDS 

I called him John; he called me Jim; · 
Nigh fifty years that I knowed him 
An' he knowed me; an' he was square 
An' honest all that time an' fair. . 
An' when Sue blushed an' told me-why, 
I set an' chuckled on th' sly; 
An so did John-put out his hand
No words but these, y'understand: 

"Shake, John!" 
"Shake, Jim!" 

An' when Sue's mother died, John come 
An' set with me; an' he was dumb 
As fur as speech might be concerned; 
But in them eyes -of -his there burned 
A light of love an' sympathy 
An' friendship you don't often see. 
He took my hand in his that day 
An' said-what else was there to say?

"H'lo, John!" 
"H'lo, Jim!' 

An' when John's boy come courtin' Sue, 
John smiled, an'-well, I smiled some, too, 
As though things was a-comin' out 
As if we'd fixed 'em, just about. · 
I'd pass him mornin's goin' down 
Th' road O:f · drivin' into town, 
An' we looked up th' same old way, 
An' wave a hand an' smile, an' say: -
· ''Day, John!" 

"Day, Jim!" 

I guess you don't real often see· 
Such kind of friends as him and.me; 
Not much on talkin' big; but say, 
Th' kind of friends that stick au' stay. 
Come rich, come poor, come rain, come shine, 
Whatever he had was-mine, 
An' mine was his; an' we both knowed 

· It when we'd holler on th' road: 
"How, John!'' 
"How, Jim!" 

Somehow th' world ain't quite th' same An' when I got hailed out one year 
Today! Th' trees is all aflame He dropped in on me with that queer 
With Autumn, but there's somethin' gone-Bit smile, upon his way to town, 
Went out of life, I guess, with John, An' laid two hundred dollars down 
He nodded that ol' grizzled head An' says: "No in'trest, understand: 
Upon th' piller of his bed. Or no note!" An' he took my hand 
An' lifted up that helpin' hand _ _ An' squeezed it; an' he drew away 
An' whispered: "Some time!--Understand?"'Cause there wa'n't nothiit' more to say: 

" 'Bye, John!" "S'long, John!" 
'"Bye, Jim!" "S'long, Jim!'' 

-James W. Foley 

The Country Church is undenominational, non-sectadan; it is_ not sponsored;· 
and is supported wholly by- gifts from its friends. 

Address all mail to 
THE COUNTRY CHURCH OF HOLLYWOOD 

Hollywood, California 



JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK SET No. 13 

From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

NE DAY when I was walking through the tenement section of a great city, I 
noticed two little children standing hand in hand on the sidewalk and gazing in
tently into a gutter. The thought occurred to me that they had lost something. 

amt they feared to go home to face the inevitable punishment. I walked up to them 
and said, ''Children, what have you lost?" 

The little girl looked at me and smiled and said, ''Mister, we haven't lost any-
thing. Brother and I have found something .. " 

"What have you found?" I asked. 

The little girl smiled and said, "A rainbow. See it?" 

Sure enough, the oil floating down from a near-by filling station had covered 
the surface of the water in the gutter with glorious rainbow colors. They were 
right; they had found a rainbow in a gutter .. 

One wouldn't expect to find a rainbow in such a place, but it's that way all 
through life, we find glory in unexpected places. We get in the habit of stretching our 
necks and straining our eyes, looking upward and upward to a glory away out yonder 
when of ten it lies right under our feet. 

There is no such thing as a common-place life. You have never seen a life 
that didn't sometime wear a halo. I have often thought that somewhere in every 
human pilgrimage there is an amount of glorious experience, and there are rainbows 
of glory that the world has never seen. 

One of the many differences between our Lord and the rest of the folk who 
have walked the surface of this earth is that He looked for good in places where no 
one else would have expected to find it. The loathsome disease of leprosy never hid 
from Him the priceless value of the soul beneath in the squalor and poverty of a down .. 
trodden people, the under .. privileged, the neglected, the forgotten. He found glory 
everywhere. 

In this life, one of our great troubles is that we want things staked out with pen
cil and painted in gaudy colors before we can recognize anything out of the ordinary .. 
The Lord looked beneath the surface, saw values in the human heart. 

Had the world had anything to do with planning the advent of Jesus, they never 
would have had Him come to this world through an Eastern inn or stable. All the pag
eantry that the mind and the puny wealth of man could provide would have been called 
upon to bedeck His cradle, but He came in the sweet simplicity of infancy, the same 
dimpled little hands, feet, the same cooing smile that you see on hundreds of little 
babies. Value does not depend on its surroundings. A diamond is a diamond even 
though it may be found lying in blue mud. 

Look at the miracles of Jesus. The very first act of divine power, that is, turn
ing the water into wine was in the home of some ordinary friend in the little vil
lage of Canna. The widow had no aristocracy nor social prestige to plead in her be
half, but the Lord met the funeral party and raised the body of her son to life again. 
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The poor beggar on the:{Str.~et __ 9f .J:eri~ho foµnd the way:·_t<>. t~e. heart if God and re
ceived his eye-sight simply beca11:se h¢\ cried, "Theu Son of David, have mercy on me." 
When Jesus came to die, He turned His head as far as the cruel cro s would allow 
Him, saw by His side a man, a murderer and a robber whom the Rom n Government 
had judged not fit to live, but beneath the cries, beneath the humiliati n and the dis-

g.r. ac.e,._ .. ·:J··.· .. e·s. u.· .. ·-. s.. sa.w ip.•· __ · fin_ ite po,ssibilities and ... tlte Ht.tle !{.l.o. w ~f fa ___ .\.~h. whep.r~e _man -~~ie. d_~ ... "Lord; J.einember me," and one of the last ~c(s of Jesus; bef or~ the curt m Jeel on i;the 
crucifi~t~n was. to :_say, "Today, _thou sh,lt be with me i;'l Paradise." ~ · ·· 

·. · Among the charges ;,that they hurled. at the immacula.~:e. Son of God was. that 
He ate with publicans and sinners. Another was, · "Can any --good co e · out of Naz
ar.etl} ?" ;But,. He. c~me _in tµe naked glory.ofJlis .. diy\nity. He_ ~me J.l .the

0
majestic 

~i:m:plicity of· 'the God-head ·a!ld lived abQu:t thirty-three ~ears on thisJitl}.tr~11~b sh.?W;: 
mg us among many other thmgs that there are manyrambows where ~e least,expect' 
to find them. · 

Neighbors, wouldn't it :,be a fine thing for. you .and m~ _tod~y to st3,d out, look
ing for glory in unexpected phices? You; would be surpris~ to find how ·many great 
s~uls elbo.w you ev.ery da~. ..You would be startled to know the dreams th~t 1,~ back 
in t}\e. ni1nds of inany of the people:whom· yoµ. thi;nk a~e just. Qr<;lh1ary folk/. -·~a;ny a 
great singer has· been unable to ·give to the· world the· song that is ,}n · the heart~ :jbu_t ·· 
God knowli the melody that slumbers there and will someday release it to the wonder
il).:g l\«>.st t~at -gathe:rs on ~he other side of the Riv~r Jordan. Many a struggling man 
wlio li,as gone. clownln defeat· and .has been. che~kedoff as a.failure in this world has 
·been rated high_ in,.tbe hoolcs. of God. . . . . - . , ·., . . . 

' .~ ,.,' \ • ., ,,\ • :,., '_; \. ,f,<~• . •• > •! ? /, ·,,. -' . .'. '. .. . ' " •'···' ' ','· ' : ' -' •' . ~-:. ! 

The more our lives are lost in God's plan for us, /the more 'I think w~'ll see in 
the things,Jind th~ I>;eople I that lie abput .. us,: .I rentember ,Qllce .to have knelt over· a tiny 
d3•syJo at)e~st,gjy~;·_it.~he· h9.n;iage:of._one ~d,mi~ing -heart, .. when,_ .... lo and·.behold, .I 
fou11.d r~f1ected .. in ~ q~w-drop; on. tlt~ ~osom .. o(J!,te,p~isy the glo.rious)ig,ht',o, 'th¢siJn, 
n1nety-tnree·hillions miles· away~ Yes, all abbuf us there.'. lie:the ra,:in,bQws ·;waiti~g fo~. 
some appreciative eye to catch their glory. · · · '. · · · · · ··· .. •. · ·; · 

f':efull Jil~:riy Q -~2m of pure~t ray serene· 
,\TAe-~ark 111:~J\1.fromedcaves of oc~ari fair,; 
' .E;ulJ,,J:U.~ny,:,a· flower i~-;bo'rll to bluslt,1.Jn,~eert. 
~~d ,wasteJts-sweet~~ss· cjit ;the,desfirt. air." 

So let us gather up scattered rays of rainbow glory and at least give ·tt' the.;horn~ ' 
age,:,~f •~1:1~- admi~lng·::a11.d.~l)precittiqg_::. $OU~.,: 

ONE 'KINDLY DE:ED 
' • "! , 

., .; .; ~ • - : ' : ·~,, , ··::.:: • ·, • ! '; .:.· , . T :' . .. . , - : . 
Ue )Vent h1s.,w,ay .and. n~yer ~new. ·-. : . , . . . .-
llow. much his words had thrilled' him through, 

. He'd mereir stopped upon· the. street 
To.buy a n,ewsboy's printed sheet 
And something put it in ,his 'mind 
That day th be a little kind. .. · 

.. ''My boy, 'tis cold. you-· look," said he. 

. '~Y ou;r. e~r~ .. ?,t~ :r;e.;l . ~s they can ·be. . .. 
· Just step. in. here, you bright-eyed chap, · 

I'll buy for you a winter cap, 
And since all' day you tread the street 
I'll put new rubbers on your feet." 

!, 



JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK SET No. 13 

He never knew just why the whim 
For such kindness came to him, 
But he was happy for the day 
And whistling went upon his way; 
Took train for home and never guessed 
What seed he'd planted in a breast. 

Day after day, year after year, ., 't 
Watched one for him to re-appear. 
The ·boy to manhood grown still scanned 
The faces of the public, and 
Cherished the hope that ere life's end 
He'd meet once more his kindly friend. 

They never met. But in his name 
That boy when he a man became 
On many a blistery, wintry day 
Gave caps and overshoes away 
In memory of the passing whim 
Of one who'd been so kind to him. 

· -Edgar A. Guest 

BUILDING THE BRIDGE FOR HIM 

An old man, traveling a lone highway, 
Came at the evening cold and gray, 
To a chasm deep and wide. 

The old man crossed in the twilight dim, 
For the sullen stream held no fears for him. 
But he turned when he reached the other side, 
And builded a bridge to span the tide. 

"Old man," cried a f eUow pilgrim near, 
''You are wasting your strength with building here; 
Your journey will end with the ending day, 
And you never again will pass this way. 

"You have crossed the chasm deep and wide. 
Why build you a bridge at eventide?" 
And the builder raised his old gray head: 

"Good friend, on the path I have come," he said, 
"There followeth after me today 
A youth whose feet will pass this way. 

''This stream, which has been as naught to me, 
To that fair-haired boy may a pitfall be; 
He, too, must cros~ in the twilight dim -
Good friend, I am building this bridge for him." 

Miss W~ A. Drumgoole 

Page 3 
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THE ANVIL OF GOD'S WORD 

"Last eve I paused beside a blacksmith's door, 
And heard the anvil ring the vesper chime; 

Then looking in, I saw upon the floor, 
Old hammers worn with beating years of time. 

"' 'How many anvils have you had,' said I, 
'To wear and batter all these hammers so? 

'.Just one,' said he, and then wit.h twinkling eye, 
'The anvil wears the hammers out, you know.' 

"'And so,' I thought, "The Anvil of God's. Words 
For ages skeptic ·blows have beat upon, 

Yet, though the noise of falling blows was heard, 
The Anvil is unharmed, the hammers GONE.' " 

THINKIN' BACK 

Thinkin' back's a thing 'at grows 
On a feller, I suppose-
Older 'at he gits; i jack, 
More he keeps a-thinkin' back! 
Old as old men git to be, 
Er as middle-aged as me, 
Folks'U find us, eye and mind 
Fixed on what we've left behind
Rehabilitatin'-like 
Them old times we used to hike 
Out barefooted fer the crick, 
'Long '·bout Aprile first-to pick 
Out some "warmest" place to go 
In a-swimmin' -Ooh! my-oh! 
Wonder now we hadn't died! 
Grate horseradish on my hide 
Jes' a-tMnkin' how cold them 
That-'ere woter must 'a' hen! 

1.'hinkin' back-W'y, goodness me! 
I kin call their names and see 
Every little tad I played 
'With, er fought, er was afraid 
Of, and so made him the best 
Friend I had of all the rest! 
Thinkin' back, I cen hear 
Them a-callin', high and clear, 
Up the crick-banks, where they seem 
Still hid in there-like a dream
And me still a-pantin' on 
The green pathway they have gone! 
Still they hide, by ·bend er ford
Still they hide-but, thank the Lord, 
(Thinkin' back, as I have said), 

. I hear laughin' on ahead! 

-James Whitcomb Riley 

The Country Church is undenominational, non-sectarian; it is not sponsored; 
and is supported wholly by gifts from its friends. 

Address all mail to 

THE COUNTRY CHURCH .OF HOLLYWOOD 
HoUywood,-.California 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

A TALK BY JOSIAH HOPKINS ON ROMANS 8:28. 

"All tirings work together for good to them that 
love God, to the called according to His purposes." 

EIGHBORS, when the troops were marching towards the front in France, they 
threw away equipment that wasn't necessary. I remember up towards Verdun 
the sides of the road were lined with things that the fellows had thrown away. 

They started with a forty-pound pack, but they unloaded all that was unnece:;sary when 
they got close to the front. I remember some well-meaning sister sent me a chaffing dish; 
another sent me a pair of spats-you know these little woolen things that city fellows 
wear around their ankles. I get to laughing when I try to imagine myself wearing spats 
and cooking out of a chaffing dish up around the front lines ! 

Yes, the boys kept only the equipment that was absolutely neces.:mry, and if pos
sible they cut it down to just a few pounds weight. I have noticed in life as we travel 
along, we throw away more and more of the things that are unnecessary. 

Did you ever notice that we start out in life an intellectual zero and keep adding 
to our store of knowledge until we reach a maximum point in life somewhere, and 
then we ·begin to rub out until we wind up life really certain of only a few things? 

They tell me, that· is, these smart fellows who write books on children, that dur
ing the first two years of a child's life, it learns more than any other similar period in 
its whole earthly existence. 

Sarah and I got to talking the other night after we've traveled more than half 
way down the road of life; we got to laughing about the period in life when one knows 
the most. I am certain that the time when a young person knows the most is during 
the freshman year at college. You can't tell a freshman at college anything, he know,::; 
it all! In the other walks of life, there is a period of maximum intelligence, and, then, 
the person begins to erase the things they thought were sure. 

It might be interesting to the neighbors to know what Sarah and I have found 
to be really true after traveling a good long distance down the valley. In the first place, 
we've found out that to love people sincerely always returns the big dividends in this 
life. 

We have found, also, that envy, hate, and malice, and all such things hurt the peo
ple who hold such feelings worse than they do the folks whom they hate or envy or 
again3t whom they have malicious thoughts. It's funny how much like a rubber ball 
evil passions are; they bounce back and hit us a whole lot harder than they do the peo
ple at which we throw them. 

We have found, too, that the sincerest, the most beautiful, and the mo1t lasting 
affection in this life is a mother's love for her child. 

Here in this eighth chapter of Romans and verse twenty-eight, there is another 
thing that we found is true, that is, we have found it true so far in our lives, and we 
believe, that is, Sarah and I believe it will be true forever. It is this passage in Ro
mans eight, twenty-eight; it's really true! 
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Do you notice how it starts off: "We know." Yes, the longer you live with God, 
the more you can be sure of this passage, that all things do really work together for 
good to them that love the Lord. Notice that it says, "All things." Yes, it doesn't make 
any difference what it is, if you are just sure that you love the Lord, the whole thing 
is all geared up and harnessed together so that it will work out good for you. The 
losses that you have had, the sufferings that you have undergone, even your disappoint
ments, your heart-aches, and your hardships, all the~e things are harnessed up in the 
great machinery of God's universe so that they are working out good for those who 
really love God. 

So, tte thing for us to be concerned about is not whether we have had success or 
not, or whether we have had what the world calls an easy or a good time, but do we real
ly love God? Deep down in the human heart, each one of us can take stock and find out 
in a few minutes whether or not we really love God. Well, when you are assured of 
that fact, then, you can be at ease; all the universe is working in your behalf. The.lon
ger you live, the more interest you will have in things that are internal, and less concern
ed you will be in the little things that happen in what we call human life. The longer 
you live, the less you will depend upon the things that this world produces. 

I remember writing my mother once. It was the last Christmas she spent on this 
earth, and I asked her what she would like to have this Christmas. The simplicity of her 
answer startled me. She said, "My son, about all I want this Christmas is a rocking 
chair and a big print Bible." Mother had lost interest in nearly everything else. 

To all the fire-side sitters this morning, that is, the older folks who love to sit on 
cool crisp mornings like this around the fire-side and listen to the crackling fire, watch 
the sparks go up the chimney and think ·back over things that used to be, think for
ward to things that God has promised, to all these fire-side sitters, I would love to give 
th!s passage this morning, that all things, even old age, all things are working to
gether for good for everyone of them that love the Lord. 

Do you notice that it gives you an idea about who these lovers of the Lord are? 
It says, "To those who are called according to His purpose." God's purposes are away 
beyond any purposes that we have ever been able to discover in history or in different 
movements in the world. God's purposes run through the ages like granite rocks 
;·un through the hills. 

I was reading the other day about the continental mountain system that runs 
across :North America, down through the Isthmus of Panama, and then through South 
America. They call it the Rocky Mountains up here, but down there in South America 
it's the Andes, but it's the same system of mountains. When I was reading that piece 
in the paper, I got to thinking that's just the way God's purposes run across the ages, 
just like this mountain system crosses the continents. Some time, not long ago, they 
had a land-slide of some rock, I think it was in Colorado. There was a lot in the papers 
about it. Well, have you ever thought about how little that affected the continental 
divide? Just so, these little upheavals and depressions in finance and human history, 
just so little do they affect the great purposes of God. God's purpose runs across the 
ages. Now, we can pick this passage up again and lay it next to our heart today. "All 
things work together for good to them that love God, to the called according to his 
purposes." You neighbors ought to go to singing today. God is working out in the 
loom of His providence a ·beautiful fa bric which some day you will recognize as your 
eternal life. 
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MY PHILOSOPHY 

I ain't, ner don't p' etend to he, 
Much posted on philosophy; 
But thar is times, when all alone, 
I work out idees of my own. 
And of these same thar is a few 
I'd like to jest ref er to you
Pervidin' that you don't object 
To listen clos't and rickollect. 

I allus argy that a man 
Who does about the best he can 
Is plenty good enough to suit 
This lower mundane institute
No matter ef his daily walk 
Is subject fer his neighbor's talk, 
And critic-minds of ev'ry whim 
Jest all git up and go fer him! 

I kn owed a fell er onc't that had 
The yeller-janders mighty ·bad.
And each and ev'ry friend he'd meet 
Would stop and give him some receet 
Fer cuorin' of 'em. But he'd say 
He kindo' thought they'd go away 
Without no medicin', and boast 
That he'd git well without one doste. 

He kep' a-yellerin' on-and they 
Perdictin' that he'd die some day 
Before he knowed it! Tuck his bed, 
The fell er did, and lost his head, 
And wundered in his mind a spell-
Then rallied, and, at last, got well; 
But ev'ry friend that said he'd die 
Went back on him eternally! 

It's natchurl enough, I guess, 
When some gits more and some gits le :s, 
Fer them-uns on the slimmest side 
To claim it ain't a fare divide; 
And I've knowed some to lay and wait, 
And git up soon, and set up late, 
To ketch some feller they could hate 
Fer goin' at _a faster gait. 

The signs is bad when folks commence 
A-findin' fault with Providence, 
And balkin' 'cause the earth don't shake 
At ev'ry prancin' step they take. 
No man is grate tel he can see 
How less than little he would be 
Ef stripped to self, and stark and bare 
He hung his sign out anywhere. 
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My doctern is to lay aside 
Contensions, and be satisfied: 
Jest do your best, and praise er blame 
That follers that, counts jest the same. 
I've allus noticed grate success 
Is mixed with troubles, more er less, 
And it's the man who does the best 
That g·its more kicks than all the rest. 

-.James Whitcomb Riley. 

LIFE 

"Out of the Hurt may be born a Smile; 
Out of the Blow a Kiss. 
Somewhere the Sun shines all the while, 
Could we remember this? 

"Out of the Darkness comes the Light; 
Out of the Struggle, Rest 
Somewhere God's Hand reaches down for Thine 
Giving us what is Best! 

f'Out of the Depths fair Pearls are brought; 
Out of Despair, Hope springs. 
Somewhere the Evil to Good is Wrought 
Deep midst Eternal Things! 

"Out of our Tears may Rainbows shine; 
Out of the Tomb, New Life. 
Somehow we know it will all be right
Victory after Strife!" 

The Country Church is unaenominational, non-sectarian; it is not sponsored; 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

A TALK BY JOSIAH HOPKINS 
"But, Daniel purposed in his heart."-Daniel 1 :8 

UR boy lost in a game the other day in which he was very much interested. His 
school had planned the whole year to win that one game, but they lost. It hurt me 
a whole lot to see that boy lose, but I got to thinking about what I would say to 

him when he came to talk to me about it. 

It occurred to me to talk to him about this young fellow, Daniel. He lost a lot 
that the world calls of great value, but in its place he found so much more. He is one 
of the most interesting characters, not only in the Bible, but in all human history. In 
the first place let us discuss his losses. 

Just at the time when as a blue-blooded man in Jerusalem he was looking for
ward to honor and success, an invading army desolated the holy places, tore up the 
city, and took away this fine young man, Daniel, along with a lot of his blue-blooded 
friends. It is very probable that Daniel had royal blood in his veins. That's why the 
conquering king took him away. The King of Babylon had the plan to take these roy
al young men and make them under-studies of his so that he could utilize their knowl
edge and equipment and make them worthwhile to the Kingdom of Babylon. It's a 
terrible thing for a young man to be taken out of his home environment, carried 
away to live the life of an exile, away from his people, his home life, and his religion. 
Perhaps this was the greatest loss the young Daniel suffered. Of course, he lost 
all of his property and advancement in his own home town. The Babylonian army 
took the best that Jerusalem had, the choice young men, to strip their lives of all that 
was valuable. 

Babylon was notorious for its wickedness. It was the home of the first great 
pagan religion, and here the exiled young Jew found himself in a land of opportunity, 
if he could forget his principles and deny his God. There are always opportunities of 
advancement and apparent success for any young man who will sell out, take short
cuts to his goal. So, Daniel was faced with the age-old problem, "we suffer or sell 
out." 

The master of these young men was Ashpenaz, and to this man was committed 
the training of these young princes from Jerusalem so that they could enter into the 
royal family and receive the honor of Babylon. It was an honor to be picked by this 
fellow, Ashpenaz. The requirements to get under his instruction and care is stated 
in the fourth verse of the first chapter of Daniel, "Children in whom was no blemish, 
but well favored, and skillfull in all wisdom and cunning in knowledge, and under
standing science, and such as had ability tn them to stand in the king'i palace, and 
whom they might teach the learning and the tongue of the Chaldeans." 

Over there in Babylon, they had an idea that what a fellow ate decided what 
kind of a man he was going to be. But, history exploded that. The men who have made 
their mark in the world have many times been raised on very simple and often meager 
fare. Many a man is wearing the purple of success in the world and also in the church 
of God who lived on corn bread and turnip greens and was glad to get that. It's not 
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what a fellow eats that makes him great; it's what he thinks, and what he makes up 
his mind to do. It's rather the food of the brain than the food of the stomach that set
tles the destiny of a human being. 

I was telling Sarah the other day that there are three lines af development pos
sible to any person: the stomach line, the brain line, and the heart line. Some develop 
only along one line, some. along another, tut the finest, .the most.valiant one is he who 
develops along all these lines, the physica 1, the mental, and the spiritual. 

There was another matter that this young man had to settle. The king hon
ored him and his friends by changing the: r names. They changed the name of Daniel 
to Belteshazzer; the name, Hananiah, they changed to Shadrach; they changed the 
name of Mischael to Meshach; and the young fellow, Asariah, had his name changed to 
Abednego. Now, a fellow who knows all about these old languages told me that the 
change in those names showed that they wanted to tie these young fellows up with the. 
gods of Babylon and with religion that was pagan, for everyone of these names was 
connected in some way with the paganism of Babylon. But, changing a fellow' J 
name sometimes has as little to do with changing his nature as to change his diet. No, 
what a fellow eats and the name that he wears doesn't have much to do with it. You 
could change the name of a sunset, and it would still be beautiful. You could call a hog 
pen a rose garden, but it wouldn't change the hog pen. Many little men have had big 
names and many fellows who had some old country hog jowl and turnip green names 
have seen their names written in the scroll of the great of the earth. 

Somebody says, "Well, Brother Hopkins, what was the difference between this 
young man, Daniel, and the other young men in Babyl(m? He ate the food of princes; 
he had the name of the outstanding religious youths of this great pagan city; he was in 
their town, saw the city, fooled with the crowd, looked upon the turgid waters of the 
Euphrates, saw the temples of Babylon and the regal glory of its great king-what 
then, was the difference?" Just one little thing. 

The text that I have taken for this little talk to my boy explains the whole busi
ness, "But." There, you have it! There is always something in the way that keeps a man 
like a great concrete wall from slipping into the slough of worthlessness and,disgrace. 
Between every man who has ever amounted to a hill of beans and the life of failure and 
disgrace that he might have lived,. between. him and that failure, there has always been 
a great wall of some kind. In Daniel's case it was "BUT, he proposed in his heart." 
Yes, deep down in the secret recesses of that young huge soul, there was a determina
tion that was God-given and moved his life to the right or left. This young man had 
made up his mind what he would do and what he wouldn't do. Success or def eat, then, 
were mere incidents in his life. Being an exile or being at home couldn't affect the 
purpose that was in his heart. Riches or p9verty, success or failure, all fall off a man's 
soul like water off a duck's back when there is a great Divine purpose in his heart. 

I saw a funny machine the other day. They call it a gyroscope. You could start it 
to turning, and it looked like a wheel inside of a frame. You could stand it up anywhere, 
but you couldn't turn it over as long as it was turning. I understand that they are 
going to put them on ships, and waves can't turn the ship over as long as this gyroscope 
is going. Just that is a great purpose, the balance in a man's soul. The world and its 
temptations and its losses may make him wabble a little, but he won't turn over, be
cause there is purpose in his heart. A purpose in a young man's heart is like the mid
night train flashing through the darknes~, heedless of opposition and fearless of dan
ger, traveling on the rails to its destination. Across the years, men are traveling. Some 
stop here, some stop there, some go on the side track and rust out forever, but there 
are others driving to a goal because there is a great purpose burning like a fire in their 
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souls. This fire gives them something about which the world knows nothing. I have al-
ways thought that these hidden fires of great life purposes have been kindled by the 
Lord himself. 

Yes, Daniel proposed in his heart in this case that he wouldn't be defiled by the 
king's meat. Everybody who is sold out for God, tra:veling according to His will must 
have a great purpose burning- in his soul. 

''I stood on the rock beside the sea 
~~he wind from the west blew fresh and free 
While past the rock at the harbor's mouth 
Some ships went north and some went 

south. 
Some went out on the golden quest 
And some sailed out into the west. 

"I said to one who had sailed the sea, 
'Say, tell me, how can these things -be 
How can some ships go safely forth 
Some to the south and some to the north 
And some go out on the golden quest 
While others sail into the west?' 

"The sailor smiled as he answered me, 
GGo where you will when you are on· the sea 
Though wild winds baffle and storms delay 
You can keep your course by night or day 
Whatever the storms or winds prevail 
It all depends on the set of your sail.' '' 

Yes, I'll tell my boy that about the game he lost. Losing or winning a game has 
little to do with the on-going of life that has a deep purpose within it. Run over the 
names of men whose names are written in living letters of light on history pages, you 
will find that for the moment they were ddeated and some went down in def eat, but 
history has a way of going back over the wreckage of the years and picking out the 
men whose life purposes were high and noble, and then, writing their names among 
the stars. 

THE PACKAGE OF SEEDS 

I paid a dime for a package of seeds, 
And the clerk tossed them out with a flip, 

"We've got 'em assorted for every man's needs," 
He said with a smile on his lip. 

"Pansies and poppies and asters and peas ! 
Ten cents a package! And pick as you please!" 

Now, seeds are just dimes to the man in the store, 
And the dimes are the things that he needs; 

And I've been to buy them in seasons before, 
But have thought of them merely as seeds; 

But it flashed through my mind as I took them this time, 
"You have purchased a miracle here for a dime!" 
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"You've a dime's worth of power which no man could create, 
You've a dime's worth of life in your hand! 

You've a dime's worth of mystery, destiny, fate, 
Which the wisest cannot understand. 

In this bright little package, now isn't it odd? 
You've a dime's worth of something known only to God!" 

These are seeds, but the plants and the blossoms are here, 
With their petals of various hues; 

In these little pellets, so dry and so queer, 
There is power which no chemist can fuse. 

Here is one of God's miracles soon to unfold, 
Thus for ten cents an ounce is Divinity sold! 

-Edgar A. Guest 

IF I CAN LIVE 

To make some pale face brighter, and to give 
A second luster to some tear dimmed eye, 

Or e'er impart 
One throb of comfort to an aching heart, 
Or cheer some way worn soul in passing by; 

If I can lend 
A strong hand to the f alien or def end 
The right against a single envious strain, 

My life, though bare, 
Perhaps of much that seemeth dear and fair 
To us of earth, will not have been in vain 

The purest joy., 
Most near to heaven, far from earth's alloy, 
Its bidding could give way to sun and shine; 

And 'twill be well, 
If on that day of days the angels tell 
Of me, she did her best for one of thine. 

-Selected 
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From the Country Church of Hollywood 
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MONDAY MORNING TALK BY JOSIAH HOPKINS 

Psalms 91 :1 "He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most High 
shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty." 

HILE wandering through the hills this morning, I got to noticing how the tree3 
have changed their beauty of green to the rainbow colors of Autumn. I was look
ing at a tree that I had admired all Summer. Its· leaves have been so fresh and 

verdant, and under its boughs cattle would rest during the heat of the day, but now its 
leaves for the most part are on the ground. Those that are left have turned to the tints 
of Autumn, but it's the same wonderful old tree. I thought how good God is to give us 
both Spring and Autumn, Spring with its promise, Autumn with its memories! I 
walked on a little further and found a flower bed, but the blossoms were all gone, only 
a few ferns were left in their fronded beauty. I gathered some of these ferns just as 
I gathered beautiful holly-hocks, dogwood blossoms, petunias, and roses back in the 
Springtime. 

As I walked through the woods, I thought about the difference between flowers 
and ferns. Flowers grow best and bloom their prettiest in bright sunlight, but ferns 
grow beautiful in the shade. 

Neighbors, it's that way with our lives. We don't always have sunny days; we 
can't always be blooming in the Springtime beauty of roses and honeysuckles but we 
can have the beauty of the ferns even when our lives are in the shadow. I opened my 
Bible and read the ninety-first Psalm where it says, "He that dweUeth in the secret 
place of the Most High shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty.'' Notice, this 
promise is for the folks who are in the secret place of the Most High, the closest to the 
Lord. They dwell in the shadow of the Almighty. There is a lot of mighty fine people 
who dwell in the shadows. Some of the saintliest lives I have ever known have been 
shadowed lives. They have been in the shadow of sickness or of disappointment, as 
the ferns grow in the shady places. Somehow, people get the idea that just because 
they don't have bright, tinted blossoms and flourishing sunlight of success, joy, and 
happiness that their.life is in some way cut away from God, that they are not enjoying 
the smile of His biessings, ·hut I want to tell you neighbors that he that dweHeth in the 
secret place has the privilege that some of the others don't have; he can ·blossom in the 
shadow of the Almighty. 

In the first ·place, to be in the shadow of the Almighty, you have to be mighty 
close to Him. That ought to be a lot of comfort to you! Just because you have had 
reverses, had sickness or disappointments, don't let anybody tell you that God has 
turned His back on you. It may be that you are so close up to Him that He is taking 
some particular care of you and going to infinite and divine trouble to clevefop the 
beautiful part of your life like the frons on a beautiful fern. Every minute detail of 
your beauty is being worked out by Hands that lit the stars and started the worlds 
in their courses. 

One of the prettiest sights that is witnessed in a home is during the nursery 
days when the mother rocks the baby to sleep. How many times have I come in from 
my circuit before I had Dan, so tired from the long walks that I could barely make it to 
a chair just inside the front door, and I would come in and find Sarah wifh the kettle 
on the fireplace getting ready to make a little coffee and rocking one of the children, 
singing lullabies to them. She would get up to put the baby down, and the baby would 
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start squalling, and I would .say, "Now, what good is that doing?" Sarah would say, 
"Why, let the child alone! It loves to lie h1 my arms and rest." Then, I noticed those 
little babies as she would rock them; they would look up at her dreamily in implicit 
contentment. All that they wanted in the world was their mother's arms, mother's 
eyes, and ·mother's lips. · · · · 

Folks., some of you who are right close to the Lord know the· privil~ge of resting 
in His arms, in His shadow. You may not have some of the bright tint of flowery 
beauty that the world calls success, greatness, and all that, but you have something 
that the folks who don't know the shadow-life have missed. 

One of the flowers that grows in the shadow is patience. One lea·rns patience: 
when ·he has been held back from the glamour. and success of life. I received a won-· 
derful poem from an oil man; he used to be a very wealthy man, but he has suffered 
a lot of losses, and now, he sends this little poem to me which I am going to put in 
these sheets, "What's It All About". I wrote him a letter and said, "You are richer now 
than you were when you had a million dollars, because you've found out that money 
alone doesn't satisfy and that the real riches are the joy, peace, and contentment of a 
man who lives for·God and is honestly happy with his family, trying to do something 
for a broken-hearted world in the name of the Lord who loves us all." 

Another thing you learn in the shady places is meekness. That's a beautiful 
fern that grows in the shadow of the Almighty when you've lost ·a lot, suffered a lot 
of def eats; you've found out that you weren't so big after all. You also discover that 
there's somebody else in the world besides yourself. 

I was watching some little pigs the other day eating out of a trough, and there 
wasn't one of them that seemed to realize that there was a whole. lot of pigs ·there; 
each little fellow was after his own regardless of anybody else. 

.. 1 said to Sarah, "Now, there you are! I wonder how hogs would get. along if 
they would learn that there were some other hogs in the pen besides themselves. 

Well, pigs may never · 1earn that, but human beings ought to learn it, and one 
of the best pl1:1ces in all the world to master that is in the shadow of the Almighty.,. 
You will be willing then to make room for somebody else. You will be willing to think 
about other people's suffering, their heart-aches, and their needs.· Then, you will find: 
out that the Lord is the only one to do anything for you after all. It wasn't you, it 
was God. · Learning meekness in the shadow of the Almighty ·will take the capital 
"I's" ·out of your life. 

It's amazing how much submission you learn in the shady places of life. You'll 
find out that there is more truth in Romans -8 :28 than you thought was there. It says, 
"All things work together for good to them that love the Lord, to the called according 
to His purposes". You will .£ind out that that's really true when you are living in 
shady places and developing the.fern life of your soul. 

Yes, I thank-God for ferns, and as I Jooked at these beautiful green miracles-that 
have come up out of the soil when the flowers have left, and the trees have shed their 
leaves, I said to myself, "Nobody can tell me that the hand of God didn't· make me''. 
Why, God makes the ferns just like He makes the roses, the sweetpeas, the gerani
ums! . Sure, He does~ Remember, · neighbors, God may be blessing you more in the 
setbacks that you have in life than He does in the successes. I thank God for·the shady 
places, for the beautiful ferns that grow in the· garden of the heart! 



JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK-SET No.16 

WHAT'S IT ALL ABOUT? 

"Rushin' to the office, 
Rushin' out to eat, 

Rushin' back, and rushin' home, 
Down the rushin' street 

Rushin' up an' rushin' down, 
Rushin' in an' out, 

Say, what's all the rushin, fer? 
What's it all about? 

"Rushin' after money, 
Rushin' after fame, 

Clim bin', pushin', shovin', 
It's a dizzy game. 

Steppin' on each other's heels, 
'Let me by-look out!' 

Say what's all the rushin' fer? 
What's the USE of rushin'? 

"Let us loaf awhile, 
Watch 'em push, an' run, an' grab, 

We'll just sit an' smile. 
As they scramble down the road, 

Gaily we'll shout: 
'Say, what's all the rushin' fer? 

What's it all about?' " 

MY DEBT 

If I have strength, I owe the service of the strong; 
If melody I have, I owe the world a song; 
If I can stand when all around my post are failing, 
If I can move with speed where needy hearts are calling, 
And if my torch can light the dark of any night, 
Then I must pay the debt I owe with LIVING LIGHT. 

If heaven's grace has dowered me with some rare gift, 
If I can lift some load no other's strength can lift, 
If I can heal some wounds no other's hands can heal, 
If some great truth the speaking skies to me reveal, 
Then I must go a broken and wounded thing, 
If to a wounded world my gifts no healing bring. 

For any gift God gives to me I cannot pay. 
Gifts are most mine, when I most give them all away. 
God's gifts are like the flowers which show their right to stay, 
By giving all their blooms and fragrance3 away. 
Riches are not gold, or land estates, or marts, 
The only wealth that is, is found in human hearts.'' 

-Charles Coke Woods 

3 
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THE PACKAGE OF SEEDS 

I paid a dime for a package of seeds, 
And the clerk tossed them out with a flip. 

"We've got 'em assorted for every man's needs," 
He said with a smile on his lip. 

"Pansies and poppies and asters and peas! 
Ten cents a package! And pick as you please!" 

Now, seeds are just dimes to the man in the store, 
And the dimes are the things that he needs; 

And I've been to buy them in seasons before, 
But have thought of them merely as seeds; 

But it flashed through my mind as I took them this time, 
"You have purchased a miracle here for a dime!" 

"You've a dime's worth of power which no man could create, 
You've a dime's worth of life in your hand! 

You've a dime's worth of mystery, destiny, fate, 
Which the wisest cannot understand. 

In this bright little package, now isn't it odd? 
You've a dime's worth of something known only to God!" 

These are seed~, but the plants and the blossoms are here, 
With their petals of various hues; 

In these little pellets, so dry and so queer, 
There is power which no chemist can fuse. 

Here is one of God's miracles soon to unfold, 
Thus for ten cents an ounce is Divinity sold! 

-EDGAR A. GUEST 
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"ON THE OTHER SIDE OF OUR FENCEl' 

HEN I wasa boy away down South, I used to love to play in our back yard. My 
father got our colored cook, Aunt Rose, to let her boy play with me, and to keep 
us fr~m gettin' out, my father built one of the-highest picket .fences that I ever 

saw, and he sharpened the pickets to a needle point and shut us safely within this 
ipiked enclosure. The colored boy, Joe, and I spent many happy hours together. We had 
a dog of which we were very fond. The colored bczy, the dog, and I, much to my mo~ 
ther's disgust, would all eat together out of the same tin plate on the back gallery. 
Ah, those were wonderful days! 

One day, I noticed new neighbors had moved in on th~ other side of the high pick
et fenee. They had a little boy about my size, but he was dressed so neatly, always spot
lessly clean, and he had a pretty little pair of velvet breeches, much to the envy of Joe 
and me. His name was Pretty, P-r-e-t-t-y. Joe and I and the dog would peek through 
the picket fence and make fun of him for havin' velvet . breeches and havin' a name 
like that. Several times, we saw him burst into tears and go back into the house. 

I got to thinkin' about this one night, what a shame it was to have a picket fence 
like that to shut us in. Just a hundred yards away was a great railroad track where the 
big trains went out to the land of far away places. We would have to look at an un
comfortable angle to even see the big trains go roaring by. Also, there was a little boy 
over there, lonesome, crying lots of times, nobody to play with, and he probably loved 
tops and wagons and dogs just like Joe and I did. 

One fine day, I made up my mind I was goin' to climb that fence. With the 
help of Joe and the dog, I managed to get up on top of the pickets, but they were terribly 
sharp and hurt my hands, and· I had a pretty hard time trying to get over. Then, I 
slit~ped and fell. One of the pickets hurt me, so I fell there on the ground screaming 

with pain. I never will forget what Aunt Rose said when she came out on the back 
gallery. 

"Law, that po' chile done killt hisself tryin' to get over that fence.'' 

But, those were wonderful days, even if I was bandaged up pretty well. I had 
my mother talk to me and sing to me the songs of long ago, and, then, dear old Aunt 
Rose would bring in genuine Southern cooking, rice, chicken, country smoked ham 
'with red gravy, and she fixed me some snow ice-cream one day. Ah, those wonderful 
days! 

But I had time to think about the other side of that fence. As I've gotten older, 
I've thought more about it. Isn't it a shame for a cruel fence to shut you away from 
t~e oth!r fellow, from the person whose heart hurts just like yours·, whose eyes are 
filled with tears just like yours have been? Maybe just because his skin is a different 
color, or because he's learned to say a prayer another way, you've been kept apart. 
It's a shame that you can't be together. How cruel are the fences of the world today 
that keeps,us from neighboring with each other, fences of social differences, fences of 
qioney differences, fences of educational differences, and I think one of the troubles 
.vith the world today is that the f Qlks have allowed themselves to be fenced in 
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with just a little group, and we have missed the ·blessing of neighboring with other 
folks who need the same things we need and who love the things we love and whose 
hearts are just as hungry as our own. 

Now, you take that piece that we find in the tenth chapter of Saint Luke, 
verse twenty-nine, where some smart fellow asked Jesus ''Who is my neighbor?" It'i 
interesting to know the way Jesus answered him. Jesus told· him a story about a 
fellow who went from Jerusalem down to Jericho and fell among thieves. Law me, 
·most of the world has been on that road from Jerusalem to Jericho in the last few
years, and a lot of them just like this fellow here in the ~tory have been stripped of 
everything a11d left half dead from heart hunger, and I guess that poor man a-la.yin' 
there on the road wondered if anybody would ever come that way. He felt sure tliat 
if anybody would come down there, they would help him. · 

Well sir, there was a fellow came who was a preacher. He came down there, 
He says he saw him, but he passed by on the other side. Ah, that cruel other side! 
The other side of life where they have plenty, the other side of life where they are 
happy, the other side of life where they have a little home of their own, the other side 
of life where they have chances that the folks on the other side know nothing abeut. 
I have of ten thought what a pity it is to have two sides to the road of life, one· side of 
misery and the other of happiness. Now, the thing that hurts about this first fellow 
that the Lord talked about is that he knew what he ought to have done; he'd been a
studyin' that, but when the time came to put it into practice, he just stayed on his 
own side. I have always kinda hoped that he didn't see that man lying over there 
hurtin' so bad, but the Book here tells us that he saw him. Yes, he passed by on 
the other side. 

The next fellow did a little better; he came by and looked at him, but it says 
J1e came· over to where the man was. He was right there by him, he was where he 
could have done anything in the world for him, but he looked and then went back to 
the cruel side of the road and passed on. It doesn't do a bit · of good in the world to fix 
up statistics about how hungry people are, -how much milk it would take to keep the baby 
alive, how much suf f erin' the human hearts had, what happened here and there, and 
how terrible it is. Figurin' that all up without off erin'. something for a good remedy 
is just about like this fellow walkin' across the road here and lookin' at the man, ne
ticin' where his wounds were and how had he was hurt and how he was a-sufferin', and 
then goin' -back to the other side to pass on. Might as well never have gone over 
there at all! · 

Thank the Lord, another man passed by. He left the other side of the road 
and came over to where the man was, and that isn't all! He had compassion· on him. 
There was a feeling in his heart that that man needed him. He went to him, bound 
his wounds, poured in oil and wine, and he did another thing that was sorta hard to. do. 
He gave up the animal that he was a-ridin' and put this other .fellow on it. I want to 
tell you, folks, there's one thing. this world needs now, it's for us to be willin' to give 
up something to somebody else to travel on down that road from Jerusalem to Jericho. 
Then, this good samaritan, for that's who it was, took the fellow to a hotel and saw 
that he was looked after, and next mornin' he· left a guarantee that he would pay what 
it would take to put that man back on his feet. After J e$US had told this S.tory, i He 
looked into the eyes of the man that had asked Him the question and said,, ."Now, 
which one of these three men do you think was his neighbor, a neighbor to the man 
that fell among thieves?" 

l just naturally believe that what this old broken-hearted world need$ is a sight 
of neighbors. It isn't the amount that you do, it isn't altogether the time that you spend 
in neighboring, b9t somehow or other, it's the spirit behind the whole thing. 
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Sarah and I were sittin' by the fire the other night talking over days that used 
to be. The children are all gone now, we just ~it and think about the big things that 
happened in the days when the children were little. I told Sarah that about 
the biggest thing that's ever happened to me, about the biggest gift I ever 
received wasn't worth a nickel, but it had a powerful effect on my heart. I was in 
France, had been in the mud and the rain, had "cooties" and the itch, had been up 
there with those poor sufferin' boys for quite a spell. One day, they handed me a letter. 
When I opened it, it didn't have a thing in the world but nine little daisies. You know 
these little blue-eyed daisies that just grow wild out in the field, multiplied millions 
of them out there for anybody to pick. One of our little girls had a birthday, it was 
her ninth birthday, and she had picked these little dai$ies and had them sent to me, 
and said, ''Daddy, we haven't many things to send you now that's worth money, but 
I thought you would love to have these little flowers from back home.'' I cried, 
hooped, and hollered, and tore up the ground so around there that you could have 
p'lanted a garden, thanking God for that little gift and remembrance. 

Folks, I sorta feel like that's what the world needf! today, somebody that care5. 
Whether it's a flower or a smile, do something. Don't stay on the other ~ide of the 
road, cross over to where they are sufferin" and neighbor with the hearts that need you 
so., 

Tuesday, December 4, 1934 

IRRATIONALITIES 

Ain't any reason in bein' proud, 
Too fine to go with the rest of the crowd. 

Ain't any reiumn in bein' shy, 
World ain't a-waitin' for you to pass by; 

Ain't any reason for bein' a shirk, 
Clappin' for somebody el~e to work; 

Ain't any reason for not bein' glad 
Ain't this life the best you've had? 

Ain't any reason in bein' afraid 
Somethin'll happen, t'ain't all down grade; 

Ain't any reason in not lookin' up 
Soon as you've got to the dregi in your cup; 

Ain't any reason in not forgivin', 
You must keep on lovin' to keep on Ii Yin'. 

Ain't any reason in not bein' true 
Make a beginnin' and carry it through; 

Ain't any reason, or jeb, or beauty, 
In doin' anything less than your duty. 

-Selecied 
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Wednesday, December 5, 1934. 

GET ACQUAINTED WITH 
YOUR NEIGHBOR 

"Get acquainted with your neirhbor ! 
Stop and pass the time of day; 

You may get a lot of pleasure 
From the things he has to say, 

You may find a different fell ow 
Than you thought him at the start; 

You may form a mutual liking, 
Though your views be far apart. 

"Be may have a good suggestion 
That's the very thing you need

That will bring you fame or fortune 
If you cultivate the seed; 

He may need a little backing 
In a purely personal way, 

That you'd feel quite free in giving
So, why treat him like a stray? 

"How is one to love his nei.ghbor; 
As the Bible bids us do, 

If you never get acquainted, 
If he's not a help to you? 

Would each happy wife be married 
To her present choice of ma.n 

If she hadn't learned to know him 
In a way no stranger can? 

'"Friend, regardless of. your calling, 
Whether business, field or labor, 

Know the fell ow at your elbow
Get acquainted with your 

neighbor!" 

I'M GONNA TRY 

"I'm gonna try to play the game 
And play it hard and play it fair; 

I may not win, but just the same 
I'm gonna try to do my share 

I may not always meet the test 
As well as some more clever guy, 

But while my heart beats in my chest 
I'm gonna try. 

"I'm gonna try to 5,tand the gaff, 
Yet keep my nerve; I'm gonna seek 

To love and work and play and laugh; 

I'm gonna struggle to be kind, 
And not grow hard of face and eye; 

I'll flop at times, but nevsr mind
I'm gonna try." 

"I'm gonna try to be a friend 
That folks can trust and who they knew 

Will be the same way to the end, 
Whether the luck runs high or low; 

I'll hitch my wagon to a star 
And set my goal up in the sky, 

And though I may not get that far, 
I'm gonna try. 

The Country Church is undenominational, non-sectarian; it is not sponsored; 
and is supported wholly by gifts from its friends. 
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THE COUNTRY CHURCH OF HOLLYWOOD 

Hollywood, California 



JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK-SET No. 18 

From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

A TALK BY JOSIAH HOPKINS 

"When Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judea in the days of Herod, 
the king, behold, there came wise men from the east to Jerusalem, 

''Saying, where is He that is born King of the ]ews? for we have seen 
his star in the east, and are come to worship him." Matthew 2: 1-2. 

OBODY is certain as to the exact date when Jesus was born. The fact is that we 
are not practically sure of the season nor of the year. Some of the neighbors in 
Goose Creek have asked me again and again why it is that God left us uncertain 

about the date of the nativity. The pageant of all ages was left to us undated. The ap
pearance of the heavenly chorus singi,ng to the shepherds on the hill, the visit of the 
wise men from the east, and the adoration of t_he group around the cradle of the Christ 
-all this is undated. , 

I have often thought that it should be so. There are some events too great to 
,bear the date of one day. They are timeless; they belong to all dates. Christmas be
longs as much to us as it did to the shepherd3 and the wise men and those of Jerusalem 
at that day. 

In my judgment, whoever has the spirit of Christmas has Christmas whatever 
the date. I sincerely believe that it is possible to have Christmas three hundred and 
sixty-five days a year by having the spirit of Christ in the heart. 

Did you ever notice what the people do as the holiday season approaches? They 
become interested in little children. That's a mighty good Christmas sign, and I think 
it's because the nearness of the birthday of the Christ that we somehow take on the 
spirit of Christ, who took little children ''in His arms and blessed them and said, "Of 
such is the kingdom of Heaven". I think one has Christmas when he has the Christ
mas spirit that makes him interested in little children whether it's in July or December. 

Then, children have a peculiar interest in their parents as the day of nativity 
draws near because of the association with Santa Claus. What a good little boy I used 
to be just before Christmas! I'd say to mother all through the day, "Now, if there's any
thing you want, be sure to let me know.'' I kept the wood box full, the water buckets 
all well filled. I'd sweep around the hearth, and how quickly and gladly I ran errands 
for mother. All of us know the reason. The pantry was full of fruit cake and pie, and 
Santa Claus would soon ,be coming to fill the Christmas stockings hanging by th~ 
hearth. This desire to want to be a good little boy or a good big grown-up boy, a 
good little girl or a big grown-up girl, it makes little difference with the age when we 
;want to be good, is the spirit of Christmas. I believe than when anybody wants to be 
good anytime, he has taken just that much of the spirit of Christmas, because Christ 
wants us to be good all the time. 
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I smiled the other night as I rode with Santa Claus up Santa Claus Lane in 
Hollywood as I heard old Santa say again and again, "Be good little children, and Santa 
Claus will bring you something." "Yes, if we will be good little children, God will give 
us the best that He has. This is at the heart of a real Christmas spirit. 

Just apart from being good, we want to give mother something, and even old dad 
comes in for remembrance. Have you ever noticed how few people wear the Christ
mas neckties that they receive? However, it isn't the color of the tie nor its value, it's 
the fact that somebody cares. Old dad gets a pair of house slippers, maybe a dressing 
gown, but they think of dad, and they think of mother. Those tired little hands of 
hers hold the scepter when Christmas comes, and it ought to be so. It is the spirit of 
God that put such a feeling in our hearts. When we think of parents tenderly and 
lovingly, we have Christmas whatever the day or season. 

Also, we think of old folks at Christmas, tired hands, faded eyes, gray hairs, 
the old folks that sit in the corner, and we, who have been busy in the work-a-day world 
anJ perhaps unintentionally have over-looked them, find it easy to think of them at 
such a time. We think of getting them something warm for bodies that have been 
worn out with the toil of years. We think of getting something that will please them. 
We are told that old people get into their second childhood. What a compliment! Je
sus says, "Suffer the little children to come unto me and forbid them not, for of such 
is the kingdom of Heaven." As the old folks get ready for the other world, they be
come more like little children because they are drawing nearer to God and Heaven. 
They forgive more quickly; they forget more quickly. 

I remember mother used to say to me, "Well, I'm getting so forgetful, son!" 

I said, "Ah, it's a blessed thing that you can forget." She who had nursed 
wounded soldiers in the Civil War, should thank God she could forget! It would be 
better for all of us to be childish enough to forget and forgive, to laugh and play. 

When we were little children, God was so near to us, just above the tree tops. I 
imagine when we get old we do really get childish in that God comes up close again, 
and the other world is sometimes as real as this one to folks who wear the silver 
crown. Yes, we think a lot of old folks at Christmas time. That's the Christmas spirit, 
because it's · the spirit of the Christ. You remember how He commended His mother 
to John? He was thinking of her declining years and left that exhortation to the be
loved disciple that John be a son to her. 

Then, at Christmas time we think of the poor. That's another evidence of the 
presence of Christ. He always thought of the poor. One of the credentials that He left 
for His divinity was that the poor should hRve the Gospel preached to them. 

At Christmas we want to go,io church; we want to hear somebody sing, "Silent 
night, Holy night, all is calm, all is bright." It's because we have the spirit of Christ
mas which is brought by the spirit of Christ, and we want to worship God. Yes, I'll 
always believe that Christmas doesn't depend on the Christmas spirit in the heart. 

Here's a poem that somebody sent me, someone who says that Christmas will be 
a lonely time, because she is old and sick and poor, and I just thought I would pass 
this on to you, and maybe it will cause you to be more tender to the old folks this 
Christmas: 
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OLD AND IN THE WAY 

I sit in the chimney corner and I 
hear the young folks say, 

The world is weary of her-she is 
old and in the way; 

And a vacant chair were better-a 
solitary place-

Than the palsied, wrinkled hands of 
her and the tear-wet, furrowed 

face. 

They do not know I am walking 
where their feet have never 
trod. 

They do not know I am seeing sights 
upon the hills of God; 

They do not know that the angels 
are there where my footsteps 
roam-

In the ways of the lights celestial, 
where the morning stars sing 
"home.'' 

I nursed 'em at my bosom ere life's 
sun went down in the West, 

I sang love's sweetest songs to them 
and rocked their hearts to rest ; 

And now, that the sad times hastens 
the closing of life's day, 

I am only a useless woman-I am 
old and in the way. 

Thank God, it will soon be over
lif e's sun is sinking fast; 

My feet are in the valley, and I see 
My home at last; 

And I say while the angels beckon, 
"Poor and old and gray, 

There is room for me in heaven, 
where I'll not be in the way.'' 

-Frank L. Stanton. 

DO NOT JUDGE OTHERS TOO HARD 

"Pray don't find fault with the man 
who limps, 

Or stumbles along the road, 
Unless you have worn the shoes he 

wears 
· Or struggled beneath his load. 

"There may be tacks in his ihoes that 
hurt, 

Though hidden away from view, 
Or burdens he bears, placed on 

your back, 
Might cause you to stumble too. 

"Don't sneer the man 
today, 

Unless you have felt the blow 
That caused his fall, or felt the shame 

That only the fallen know. 

"Don't be too harsh with the man who 
sins, 

Or pelt him with words or stones, 
Unless you are sure, yea, doubly sure 

That you have not sins of your own; 

"You may be strong, but still the blows 
That were his, if dealt to you 

In the self-same way at the self-same 
time, 

Might cause you to stagger too.'' 
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I SHALL NOT AGAIN :PASS rHIS WAY 

The bread that giveth life I want to give, 
The water pure that bids the thirsty live; 
I want to help the fainting day by day, 
For I am sure I shall not pass again this way. 

I want to give to others joy for. tears, 
The faith to conquer crowding doubts and fears; 
Beauty for ashes may I give alway, . 
For I am sure I shall not pass again this way. 

I want to give good measure running o'er, 
And into angry hearts I want to pour 
The answer soft that turneth wrath away, 
For I am sure I shall not pass again this way. 

I want to give to others hope and faith, 
I wttnt to do all that the master sayeth, 
I want to live aright from day to day, 
For I am sure I shall not pass again this way. 

-W.R. Fitch 

The Country Church is undenominational, non-sectarian; it is not sponsored; 
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A CHRISTMAS GIFT 

"And when they were come into the house, they saw the young child:, 
with Mary His mother, and fell down and ·worshiped him: and when 
they had opened their treasures, they presented unto Him gifts; gold 
and frankincense, and myrrh." -Matthew 2: 11 

ARAB and I were talking last night about the little gifts we got together for the 
children in the hopes that they would all be home for Christmas, so I said to 
Sarah, "Vihoever started this Christmas giving sure started something.'' Sarah 

thought awhile and then she said that she thought that the wise men started it. We 
turned to the second chapter of Matthew, verse eleven, and there it was, and it reads 
like you see it in this text at the top. 

The first thing you notice when you read this piece in Matthew is that they 
made no difference in describing the gifts of the three wise men. One gave gold, but he 
never received any special mention. They seemed to praise just as much the one who 
gave the frankincense and also the one who gave the myrrh. It's not the value of the 
gift, how fine it's wrapped up, nor how much it costs, it's what goes from the heart 
with the gift that counts. In other words, the gift is a channel through which the heart 
can send its message. 

I got to thinking about the most valuable gifts that I had ever received. I de
cided that none of them cost a dime, ·but each of them brought to me a heart full of 
love from the giver, and, after all, that's what really counts. I remember to have 
noticed a priceless gift one Christmas night in Germany. It never cost anything. It 
was a bunch of withered flowers in an old tomato can put on a wooden box by the side 
of a dying buddy's bed. But, that old dough-boy, who had walked six miles over the 
hills of Prussia to get to his dying American comrade in the hospital, gave all that 
man could give. He gave his love on Christmas Day. Somehow, when I get to thinking 
of Christmas presents, that little can full of faded flowers given by one dough-boy of 
the First American Division to another, seems to stand away up around the top of my 
list. 

Then, Sarah and I got to thinking about a little gift which we know ab<>ut that 
never cost anything, but we have been thinking about it ever since we heard the story. 
Here's how it was told to us. 

A man and wife had lived together for thirty years, but she left him and went 
away to be with God. This was one of those homes where the hearts were really knit 
together. There were four children left: one was a boy who worked in the bank; an .. 
other was a girl who worked in a store; there was a younger girl who worked some
where; and a little girl about eight years old who stayed at home when she wasn't go
ing to school. After their mother died, the doctor said to these children, "You had 
better do something for your dad, he's getting more feeble all the time. He's grieving 
himself to death about your mother.'' So, that night the children all talked it over and 

decided that when Christmas came, they would give him the happiest Christmas he ever 
had, and they would try to make him realize that it was his duty to live for the 
children that were left behind and to let him know how much they loved him. The 
young man who worked at the bank said he would give his father a nice gold-headed 
walking stick, tempting him to walk out in the sunshine. The girl who worked at the 
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store said she would get him a. nice. shawl· to put over his shoulders. The younger of 
the daughters said, "Well, I'll crochet him a pair of house slippers." But, the little girl 
was ignored in their promises. 

The next day, she went to her mother's room, in fact it was the room in which 
her mother had died, and as she sat there, she recalled what her mother said to her the 
day she dieq· •. She said, '~Baby, if you ever get to where you can't understand things, 
and don't kno.w-: whet: .to .do, .come: here and. kneel by the 'bed where yo.ur. mother is 
lying and ask: God: to help yQu, and. if God will let me get. up close t., llbn, I'll tell 
Him about yoµt . -

That's just exactly what this little gid did. She knelt by her mother's bed, 
folded• her hands, and said, "Mamma, I'm. doing what you told me. I don't know how 
clo~e you are to Jesus; I have an idea you are mighty close. l wish you and Je$US wqulcl.~ 
talk over my trouble and tell me what to do. I've just got three pennies. in. my ba~li~·_: · 
and lwant to show Daddy how much I lovehim. ldon'tknowbowtosew;wc;,n'tyou 
please talk it over with Jesus and tell me what to do? And; I aijk it, dear Lord, in you:r 
Name. Amen." 

The little girl whom we knew as a young lady said it was the strangest thing, 
but there seemed to come to her heart the sa ggestion of just what she ought to do. 
Something said to her, "Go to your mother's sewing basket." She walked over, and. 
there lay a little piece of flannel and some.scissors, needles, and. thread. This Voice 
within said, "Cut that flannel up in the shape of a heart, give it to your father, ten · 
him that it's your heart, and that you are giving it to him." She sat there and eried and 
sewed the best she could, but the inexperienced fingers made a poor job of it. She 
couldn't get the heart to look right; and the more she trimmed it, the smaller it got. 
Then, she ~ecided that she would try to find some braid and make the heart look . 
pretty, but the braid was yellow, and it looked· terrible on the red flannel. However, 
she fixed it up, but it looked so bad when she was through that she said, "Well, l guess-. 
I won't give it~ I'll just put it here in my bosom and go the Christmas dinner,today,.and 
nobody will ever know what I wanted to do, 'cau~e ·I, can't do much." 

They all sat down to the Christmas dinner, and it was as happy a dinner as they 
could have under the circumstances with Mother gone. The son walked around to· the 
h~ad of the tabl~ and said, "Dad, you've be ~n a wonderful old Dad to me, in fact, the 
greatest Dad in all the world. Here's my gift for you. I want you to take this stick 
and walk in the sunshine and brace up." 

Then, the oldest daughter brought her shawl and wrapped it around his shoul
ders, and she said, "Dad, just as this shawl enwraps you, that's just the way my heart 
wraps all around you with love this Christmas Day." 

The next daughter came and said, "D1ddy, I have crocheted you some pretty 
house slippers just to try to show you how- much I love you." And, aij she took his 
shoes off and slipped the house slippers 011, he, said, "Daughter, you're getting more 
like your mother every day." 

Then, with eyes swimming with tears as he looked toward the baby of the family 
he said, "What has my lit-tie one got for he.:r father this Christmas Day?" 

The little girl, just eight years old, said, "Nothing, Daddy, and I'm so ashamed 
of it. I haven't but three pennies, and that wouldn'tbuy anything, and Mother went 
to Heaven without.ever teaching me how to sew, so I just have to tell you that I love 
you." But the words seemed.to choke her, and she said, "Well, I have got something, 
and. maybe you can understand it." So, she slipped her hand in her bosom, and took 
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out the little flannel heart. It was really ugly. Her little hands had done the best she 
could with it, but it was a bungled job. She said, "Put your hands under the table, 
Daddy, I'll give you something." She slipped her hand under the table and met his big " 
strong hand and left the little heart in it and said,, "Daddy, that little flannel heart is 
my heart, really, that I'm giving you.'' 

The years went by. The father went to Glory. The young woman who had 
iiven him the flannel heart went to a far away mission field. She tried to get home in 
time but arrived too late to hear his last words. The children gathered and untied the 
precious little box that held his treasures. Imagine how the Uttle girl felt when they 
took them out! There was Mother's Bible, a lock of baby brother's hair, the one that 
found the altar stairs going home to God and went back to Heaven years and years 
ago, and then, there were mother's spectacles, some love letters that had passed be .. 
tween the husband and wife before she went away, some faded flowers, and just one 
more thing, it was that little flannel heart. The father had kept it among his treasures 
all these years and on it was written in his own hand writing on a little piece of paper 
pinned to the flannel heart, "This is the dearest gift I ever received, the heart of my 
child.'' 

And so as Christmas Day comes; remember, it's the heart that makes the 
gift valuable. Think this over, neighbor, could you do a finer thing than to wrap 
your heart up in a prayer, give it to Jlim who loves you so, and say, "Dear Lord, 
Christmas is your birthday, and I'm giving you my heart.'' 

"WHERE IS HE THAT IS BORN KING 
OF THE JEWS" 

Where is the Christ, the lowly One, 
The Son of God and men, 

The One who left His lofty throne 
That we might live again. 

Heralds of angels brought the news, 
Simply, the shepherds heard

Where is the King who came to earth, 
As we read in His precious Word? 

No room in the inn, but a stable rough 
Was found for the Son of God; 

No room in the church and none in their 
homes 

For the Christ whose blood was shed
But His was the body and His the blood 

That became our life and bread. 

Far on -Judea's lonely hills · Where is the_ Kin~ in our li~e today? 
The people 'thronged at His feet, We worship ~Is lowly birth, 

Heard the glad news He came to bring, But we leave Him out of our plans and 
Found that His words were sweet. hopes, 

Daily and hourly He labored on, And live for the things of earth. 
And the people kne_w Him not, No room in the inn-no room in our hearts, 

And in sheltered bomes they went to rest, Must the Savior wander on· 
But a mountain side was His cot. Must heaven's King be denied' His claim, 

Where is the King whom they would not And He the Father's Son? 

As th:~gged path ·He trod; -Elsie R. Whitmore 
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SANTA CLAUS 

He comes in the night! He comes in the night! 
H-e softly, silently comes, 
While the little brown heads on the pillows so white, 
Are dreaming of bugles and drums. 
He cuts thro' the snow like-a ship thro' the foam, 
While the white flakes 'round him whirl; 
Who tells him, I know not, but he findeth the home 
Of each good little boy and girl. 

His sleigh-it is long and deep and wide, 
· And it carries a host of things, 
While dozens of drums hang over the side, 
And the sticks sticking under the strings. 
And yet not the sound of a bugle is heard: 
Not a bugle blast is blown 
As he mounts to the chimney top like a bird, 
And drops to the hearth like a stone. 

H-e rides to the East; and he rides to the West; 
Of his goodies, he touches· not one! 
H-e eateth the crumbs of the Christmas feast, 
When the dear, little folks are done. 
Old Santa Claus doeth all that he can,
This beautiful mission is his-
Then, children, be good to the little old man, 
When you find who the little man is. 

-Edgar Guest. 

THE JOY OF A DOG 

Ma says no, it's too much care 
An' it will scatter germs an' hair, 

An' ma says: "Now don't tell him yes; 
You know they make an awful mess," 
An' starts their faults to catalogue 
But every boy should have a dog. 

An' it's a nuisance through and through, . 
An' barks when you don't want it to; 
An' carries dirt from off the street, 
An' tracks the carpets with its feet. 
But it's a sign he's growin' up 
When he is longin' for a pup. 

Most every night he comes to me 
An' climbs a-straddle of my knee 
An' starts to fondle me an' pet, 
Then asks me if I've found one yet. 

A'n some night when he comes to me, 
Deep in my pocket· there will be 
The pup he's hungry to possess 
Or else I sadly miss my guess~ 
For I remember all the joy 
A dog meant to a little boy 
Who loved it in the long ago, 
The joy that's now his right to know. 

-Edgar A. Guest. 

. ~{ 

The Country Church is undenominational, non-sectarian; . it ia not . spon•ored; 
and is supported wholly by gifts from its friends. · ; · ··: 

Address all mail to 
THE COUNTRY CHURCH OF HOLLYWOOD 

Hollywood, California 



JOSIAH'S AND SARAH'S SCRAP BOOK-SET No. 20 

From the Country Church of Hollywood 
Hollywood, California 

WHAT MAKES FOLKS WANT TO GO HO·ME FOR CHRISTMAS 
By JOSIAH HOPKINS 

"And, lo, the star, which they saw in the east, went before them, till it 
came and stood over where the young child was." -Matthew 2 :9 

HE STAR stood above the manger, because it had all that is really necessary to 
make a home. Of course, there were no costly tapestries; there was no rich furni
ture, and no fine house, but there was love and God and a baby. Wherever you 
these three, you'll find a little ·bit of Heaven. It looks like the divine Council strip

ped the scene of nativity of everything that was not essential and left us the bare neces .. 
sities for the building of a home. It may have been a mere accident that there was no 
room in the inn, or it may have been the fulfillment of a far-reaching promise. Never
theless, we have in the manger the portrayal of a perfect home. No wonder the stars 
stood still! All the universe stands still in devout adoration at the portals of such a 
shrine. 

Have you ever analyzed the feelings that lie behind the homeward tug at 
Christmas time? In railroad depots you see the sign, "Go home for Christmas''. You 
feel the pull of home everywhere. There is a centripetal force at Christmas time 
working on every wondering heart. 

Sarah and I were talking the other night around the fire place about why people 
want to go home at Christmas, and we decided that it was because that is where peo .. 
pie have lived the simple Iif e. That is where they first knew love's sweet meaning; that 
is where Heaven was so near. In the old home they were shielded. There was a mo
ther's love and a mother's kiss for every wound and bruise. It was there that they were 
understood, and there they were loved; there they felt the silken cord of family af
fections drawing them into a complete circle. What a tragedy that they ever had to 
leave! In the old home, hearts spoke with naked love each to the other, and life was 
simple. There were happy days of play, mother's caresses, father's stern affection. 
How different it has been out in the world where men gauge and grab, and competi
tions and jealousies make fools of so many of us. Out in the world we have been out 
for money, fame, and reputations. At home it was different. This is one reason why 
tired people love to go home. 

Out in the world, people have been too selfish to try to understand us. Their 
impressions have been superficial and many times unfair. Folks love to go home where 
love abides, where the same old friends are glad to see them, and where those who re
main of the old family circle welcome the wanderer with open arms. 

Whatever your faith has grown to be out in the work-a-day world, you doubt
less remember how near Heaven was to the fireside around which you used to play as 
a child. It seems that the busy world has a way of calling us from the' simplicity of 
our childish faith out where cold reality and the materialism of business seem to 
blur our sense of the spiritual. 
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I remember the time when Sarah corrected one of the little children in the par
sonage in the long ago. The little girl said to us. "You better be good to me; if you're 
not, I'll climb up that tree in the front yard and step off on a cloud and go straight to 
Heaven where all the little children go." Heaven was close to her then. I'm sure that 
many who read these lines remember the time when the little home in which you 
played was next door to Heaven. Another reason why.folks like to go home at Christw 
mas time is to get back to a place that's near to reality and, therefore, near to God. 

Have you ever realized, neighbors, that one cannot build a home to completely 
satisfy the longing of the human heart? Whether it be made of stucco or stone, the 
teeth of time will gnaw it down, or what may be more unfortunate,· the occupant will 
have to leave for the journey that goes beyond the sunset. 

That raises the question, "Where can man find a permanent ahidirig place?" 
Every human heart is a victim of home-sickness, but we cannot find a home that lasts 
long enough to satisfy the human heart or one that we can occupy in pe,ace and eter
nal security. I have been lead to conclude that God is man's abiding place. No one of 
us will ever find a resting ,lace of permanent peace until we find it in God. He under
stands us best; He loves us most and is most eager to have us with Himself always. 
Everytime I read those beautiful words in the high-priestly prayer· of Jesus this 
thought becomes more firmly established in my heart, that God is anxious to have us 
with Him, as Jesus prays that "They might be with me where I am." By the way, folks, 
that would be Heaven to anyone of us, just to be wherever He is. 

Someone asked the old gardener what it takes to make a daisy. The old man evi
dently misunderstood the question. The visitor was merely asking what special foods 
should be given to daisies to make them healthy and beautiful. But, the old man delved 
deeper into the need of the daisy when he said: 

"Well, it takes a lot to make a daisy. You know, they send their little rootlets 
down in the ground, carefully select chemicals out of which they manufacture their 
own food. Then, they have a chemical laboratory within themselves from which they 
turn out just what their delicate system needs. Then they have to have a plant -in 
which they manufacture their coloring, a marvelous elevator like those in the sky
scrapers that lifts the paint and food up to the proper level, and then, they have to have 
some strange means of distribution until their cheeks are painted fairer than any 
artists could ever portray on canvas. No man knows how to feed a daisy. One may put 
the food on the ground, but they take it. They break it up into little particles and then 
rearrange it to suit themselves. They paint their own cheeks and defy i111:itation." 

Then the old man looked away above his beautiful gardens and said, "My friend, 
I don't know how you feel about it, but I think it takes God to make a daisy!" 

How many times have I thought of the wisdom of this old gardener! If it takes 
God to make a daisy, tell me, folks, what does it take to make a man? How many dol
lars are necessary to make a man great? How many text books have to be mastered for 
him to come up to the maximum standard? Yes, if it takes God to make a daisy, it takes 
no less to make a man. So, I go on believing that man's only permanent home is God, 
and my wish for you at this happy Christmas time is that you may find the home in 
God where it's Christmas all the time. · 
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ON GOING HOME FOR CHRISTMAS 

He little knew the sorrow that was in his vacant chair; 
He never guessed they'd miss him, or he'd surely have been there. 
He couldn't see his mother or the lump that filled her throat, 
Or the tears that started falling as she read his hasty note; 
And he couldn't see his father, sitting sorrowful and dumb, 
Or he never would haw~ written that he thought he couldn't come .. 

He little knew the gladness that his presence would have made; 
Or the joy it would have given, or he never would have stayed; 
He didn't know how hungry had the little mother grown, 
Once again to see her baby, and to claim him for her own. 
He didn't guess the meaning of his visit Christmas Day, 
Or he never would have written that he couldn't get away! 

He couldn't see the fading of the cheeks that once were pink, 
And the silver in the tresses; and he didn't stop and think 
How the years are passing swiftly, and next Christmas it might be 
There would be no home to visit, and no mother dear to see, 
He didn't think about it-I'll not say he didn't care-
He was heedless and forgetful or he'd surely have been there. 
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Are YOU going home for Christmas? Have you written you'll be there? 
Going home to kiss the mother and to show her that you care? 
Going home to greet the father in a way to make him glad? 
If you're not, I hope there'll never come a time you wish you had. 
Just sit down and write a letter-it will make their heart-strings hum 
With a tune of perfect gladness-if you'll write them that you'll come .. 

-Edgar Guest. 

THE CHRISTMAS GIFT FOR MOTHER 

In the Christmas times of the long ago, 
There was one event we used to know 

That was better than any other; 
It wasn't the toys that we hoped to get, 
But the talks we had-and I hear them yet

Of the gift we'd buy for Mother. 

If ever love fashioned a Christmas gift, 
Or saved its money and practiced thrift, 

'Twas done in those days, my brother
Those golden times of Long Gone By, 
Of our happiest years, when you and I 

Talked over the gift for Mother. 
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CHRISTMAS IN THE SKY 

HRISTMAS is over, and all of us will have taken the Christmas tree down and 
folded the memories of this happy Season. Sarah and I were talking about this 
the other night, and somehow the subject turned around to where it will be 

r1stmas all the time. 

We remember one night long ago when the children all were little, and she and I 
were looking over the Christmas presents for the children. They were all sound 
asleep, and as we went over the little gifts one by one, Sarah said, "It's all just exactly 
what they wanted. They're asleep, and they'd be so happy if they knew what was in 
here for them." 

. She said, "Josiah, what does that make you think of?" Then, she answered her 
own question by saying, It always makes me think of that piece in First Corinthians 
where it says, 'Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered into the heart 
of man the things which God hath prepared for them that love him.'" 

Isn't that a beautiful passage of Scripture? It says there in the Bible, "As it is 
written," so, I looked back to see what was written, and found it in Isaiah 64 :4, "For 
since the beginning of the world, man hath not heard, nor perceived by the ears, nei
ther hath eye seen, oh, God, beside Thee, what He hath prepared for him that waiteth 
for Him.'' You see, it's about the same meaning. In Isaiah it says that God has pre
pared these lovely things in Heaven for him that waiteth for Him. In First Corinthians 
it says, "for them that love Him." I told Sarah that it is all the same, for if we love God, 
we are willing to wait. 

There are lots of people who didn't get all the nice things that they wanted this 
last Christmas, but God's children are willing to wait for the Lord to fill their Christ
mas stockings in the sky. 

You notice that it says here that no eye except God's eye has seen the things 
in the field, but still it says, "No eye save l, the human eye has seen a lot of things on 
this earth, the arching beauty of the rainbow, the luxuriant beauty of the wild flowers 
that He has prepared for His children. W el God's eye has ever seep the beautiful things 
that God hath prepared for them that wait for Him.'' 

It seems to me that it leaves the idea here that God has His eternal Christmas 
presents laid away in the locker of His love, and not even the seraphim nor cherubim 
have ever seen the things with which God is going to surprise us some of these won
derful days. 

It goes on here to say, "Ear hath not heard". Well, the human ear has heard a 
lot, sweet music, softly breathed words of love. Why, there are some ears on this earth 
that have heard the songs of angels; for instance, the shepherds on the Judean Hills 
that Christmas night heard the heavenly host singing, "Peace on earth, good will to 
men, for unto you is born this day in the city of David, a Saviour which is Christ the 
Lord." And, yet, God says no· human ear has ever heard anything like the harmonies 
that will burst upon the ears of those who attend God's Christmas beyond the sunset. 
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Then, we are told that the human heart with all its dreams has never dreamed 
anything like the beauties and grandeurs and the sweet surprises of Heaven. You 
know, the human heart taking the wings of imagination can fly away across the 
seven seas in the twinkling of an eye. It can surround itself with palaces instead of 
hovels. It can put robes of rare beauty on the shivering body of the pauper in place of 
his rags. Perhaps, the greatest wonder worker in all the world is imagination. Yet, 
God tells us that the human heart with al,l of its drea:(tls never built any dream castles 
like those beautiful things that will be ours in the city of our God. 

There's nothing so sweet as to surprise a loved one or a friend with an unex
pected and very beautiful gift. The surprise that manifests itself in the face, the 
tender love-light in the eye, all make a very rich reward for the giver. God has Heaven 
full of surprises for His people. It· will be wonderful; everywhere you turn you'll be 
surprised with what you see, with what you hear, and with what God has planned for 
you through all the years of your earthly pilgrimage. 

I heard a story not long ago of a poor woman here who moved away from 
the neighborhood years ago. She and her husband were so happy; he was taken; she 
was left alone in great sorrow and poverty. A mortgage hung over. her home, and she 
knew that soon she would be put out on the street. She couldn't understand it at all. 
She knew that he loved her very much. She knew that he handled goodly sums of money, 
and when she would ask him about it, he would say, "Don't worry, sweetheart, I'm build
ing for you, and I'm planning for you. Just leave it all with me." It was all over. She 
was left alone with her poverty, and the terrible thought of what foreclosure would 
mean, and with her indescribable sorrow. The wedding anniversary came, and she 
remembered that he told her one day just before he passed away that in case any
thing happened to him to put on her wedding dress and remember how he loved her. On 
the first year after his death, she couldn't· bear to do it, her heart was torn with sor
row. On the second anniversary, she mustered up enough. courage, and she put on her 
wedding dress. What memories it brought back from the happy yesterdays! Just as 
she was about to take it off and lay it away forever, she felt something rustle in the lin
ing, and there to her utter amazement, she found one of love's sweet surprises, a for
tune in securities and certificates of stock that had been sewed up in her wedding dress. 

Oh, neighbors, just that way, God is planning to surprise you and me one of 
these wonderful days, and I have an idea that all along the pathway, even now in 
this land of human life, there are many, many blessings that God has put here for us 
that so many of us never enjoy. We do not enjoy them because we do not do what our 
Heavenly Father says. Wouldn't it make a wonderful New Year's resolution to read 
His Book and try to do just what He has told us to do, and we will find all along life's 
way sweet surprises put there by our Father's hand, and let's leave all the tomorrows 
in His ·blessed Hand, asured that "eye hath not seen, neither hath ear heard, neither 
hath entered into the heart of man the things which God hath prepared for them 
that love Him." 

MY DOG 

He's my dog, four legs and a tail, 
A reckless vagabond out of jail, 
Just a lot of dog-no pedigree 
All kinds of branches in his family tree. 
But he's my dog, 
Shoe button eyes, nose too long, 
Makes your headache when he sings his song. 
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His legs are gangley, he has knock knees, 
Tears up slippers and harbors fleas. 
Wild and woolly, likes to run away; 
Knocks you down when he wants to play. 
Is fond of "rassling" with gloves and hats, 
Tears up flower beds and chases cats, 
Sleeps all day, eats like a hog. 
Absolutely worthless, but He's my Dog. 

-. Burr McIntosh 

WHEN WE'RE ALL ALIKE 

"I've trudged life's highway up and down; 
I've watched the lines of men march by; 

I've seen them in the busy town, 
And seen them under country sky; 

I've talked with toilers in the ranks, 
And walked with men whose hands were white, 

And learned, when dosed were stores and banks, 
We're all alike at night. 

Just find the wise professor when 
He isn't lost in ancient lore, 

And he, like many other men, 
Romps with his children on the floor. 

He puts his gravity aside 
To share in innocent delight. 

Stripped of position's pomp and pride, 
We're nearly all the same at night. 

Serving a common cause, we go 
Unto our separate tasks by day, 

And rich or poor or great or low, 
Regardless of their place or pay, 

Cherish the common dreams of men
A home where love and peace unite. 

We serve the self-same end and plan, 
We're all alike when it is night. 

Each for his loved ones wants to do 
His utmost. Brother are we all, 

When we have run the work-day through, 
In romping with our children small; 

Rich men and poor delight in play 
When care and caste have taken flight. 

At home, in all we think and say, 
We're very much the same at night." 

Page 3 
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FORGOTTEN BOYHOOD 

He wears a long and solemn face 
And drives the children from his place; 
He doesn't like to hear the shout 
Or race and run and romp about, 
And if they chance to climb his tree, 
He is as ugly as can be. 
If in his yard they drive a ball, 
Which near his pretty flowers should fall, 
He hides the leather sphere away, 
Thus hoping to prevent their play. 

The youngsters worry him a lot, 
This sorry man who has for got 
That once upon a time, he too 
The self-same mischief used to do. 
The boyhood he has left behind 
Has strangely vanished from his mind, 
And he is old and grey and cross 
For having suffered such a loss. 
He thinks he never had the joy 
That is the birthright of a boy. 

He has forgotten how he ran, 
Or to a dog's tail tied a can, 
Broke window panes, and loved to swipe 
Some neighbor's apples, red and ripe
He thinks that always, day and night, 
His conduct was exactly right. 
In boys to-day he cannot see 
The youngster that he used to be, 
Forgotten is that by-gone day, 
When he was mischievous as they. 

Poor man! I'm sorry for your lot. 
The best of life you have forgot. 
Could you remember that you were, 
Unharnessed and untouched by spur, 
These youngsters that you drive away 
Would be your comrades here to.;day. 
Among them you could gayly walk 
And share their laughter and their talk; 
You could be young and blithe as they, 
Could you recall your yesterday. 

-Edgar A. Guest 
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·• n-.A'L-< e1ervice ?'' I said: ''M:y friend, the doors that God opens never creak; tlt~tlti: 

rusty. Tbey are J.}roperly oiled, and the doors that He opens al~a,, 
Perhaps, now, if you fook right straight in front of you in the p•tll «Jf _ ":-·,•~~>·· 

enee you'll find that the door is standing ajar. Yon know, there are al~a~/011~ °'I" 
twothit1gs true whenever you ~ome up to a closed door, and asyou turn th~il001!:)Qto1'f),?;::•½ 
it looks •. Remember that God either judges, you as. not prepared to proc~, ••d ~-., <I~ 
'W:aD.,ts you to wait awhile, or that isn't yo1trpathway; but, you will findtlteopell.-~,r · 
so1t1ewhere. out there." 

God never suffers us to be goaded or knocked down in His treatment wit,h0:ut 
elosing to us a heavenly vision. If you will read this twenty-sixth ehapte1' t>f Ae11, 
y .. u'll find that the heavenly vision is. explained right there. God says:. '~. ht:tve an"' 
'.peared unto thee for this purpose, to make thee a minister and a witness bo!ltof 
~ittgs .ht. which I .. shall appear unto th~, delivering thee from the peo~e ,11tfifrom.t1Je 

·• l;etttiles unto whom now I send thee to open their eyes and turn 'them from<~Jlrkl,\~$ 
"'nto light and from the power of. Satan unto God." That, very clearly ,is tht:t e~plall• 
ation of.the heavenly vision. We mustn't think that a heavenly vision• is wften Gott .. 
~taw-s .back the portals of the •sky and lets us see the jasper· walls of heaven and.•~~ 
p.early gate. Rather, it. is when God paints on the wall . that blocks the l)llthway, .. fft~;

1 

1 

.· picture of what we could be by. the grace of God. So, while God was goading. Paul, •ncJ: 
/when.·He had knocked.him down on the road to Damascus, He showed.him what.Be 
wanted him to do and what He wanted him to be. 

Notice all the way. ~hrough the story .of Paul's conversion here in At~ and ,..,~,; 
fllen lte went on to see Ananias that you'll find that God revealed to him ltow ••~ 
lie lladto suffer and the price he had to pay. 

It's refreshing to know that Paul. paid that price, and he cries out,hefeto .N:••• 
A.gripp.a: ''Oh, King Agrippa, I was 'not disobedient to the heavenly vision;?' 

''.'.;_ ' ... ·· ... ··.·.:~ .... · .• ·•·· .. •.·.·.•.• .. ·.··•·.·.•.:.~ .•• · •. ··., ..•. :_.• .• ·.·.;;·······r: .. :::.·.··•·•··.·.• 

At.that·time Paul was on his way to martyrdom. When he had traielett<Jij~~t( 
\Vhole journey and had. been true to God day by day, paying t,he full pri~ o,;11.CIJtlJ~ ' 
~i,n cliscipleship and apostleship, he waved his hand to the tittti<l h~• ·o:f alt 
tt them who are studying the price tags of a real experience he saidlt~.,Of)ll..: 
world, ."I have fought a good. fight and :finished my course; I have kept tlJ~ 
J3uf, listen to what else hei says: "Henceforth, there is laid up f~r me,a crt;Wti~( 
~us11~s which the Lord ,the righteous judg:e, shall give me at tJtat day; ;~ottn•~' 
·tl'flY, but unto all them also whoJove His appearing." · ~ · s C .: : •·, 

S,-, !'(eighhors, if. you are feeling the ·painful. goa~ing of ~~'~ pr~vil 
•Jf:ftttt)•i-e •·prostrate·. in the • knocked-down experienc~,. look al!~U~d, ~~' 
~~(tlt,at>God is• '.Painting thei heavenly: vision of what Be wa.ll~ .·fOl\.(.:~.,..· 

... ·.,grace• of God you can be. 



THE LITTIX ROMES OF LAUGHTER 

"The little hemes of laughter can be found on many a street, 
And·it's there that men and women in.the bonds of friendship meet; 
Oh/ the mansions on the high1Vay may he handsomer to see,_:'·"'" •;''.' 

the rich man's lawn be lovely with the blooms of plant and tree, 
the glory of the nation and its strength from day to day 
the little homes of laughter where the children romp and play. 

"There are millions of them smiling underneath the flag at morn
The homes that know the bedroom where the little ones were born, 
The homes without pretension, very clean and neat inside, 
That know ·the scars of sorrow, and the room where.one has died; 
It's beneath these roofs of kindness and within these walls of love 
Where abides the strength of courage that shall keep the flag above. 

"The little homes of laughter, homes the thousands know and keep, 
Where the mothers croon at evening as they rock their babes to sleep 
And the fathers in their shirt sleeves find some little task to do-
Oh, it's there you'll see the glory of the old red, white and blue; 
In the little homes of laughter, standing North, South, East or West, 
It is there you'll see the nation at its finest and its best.'' 

(~) (~~ 

SOWING AND REAPING 

·Sow with a generous hand; 
,Pa.use not for toil and pain; 

Weary not through the heat of summer, 
Weary not through the cold spring 

rain; 
But wait · till the autumn comes 

For the sheaves of golden grain. 

~atter the seedt and fear not, 
will be spread; 

what- matter if you are too weary 
hard-earned bread; 

is broken, 
hnftn-¥"1, must be fed. 

And the green blades rise the quicker, 
Perchance, for the tears you weep. 

Then sow;-for the hours are fleeting, 
And the seed must fall to-day; 

And care not what hand shall reap iit, 
Or if you shall have passed away 

Before the waving cornfields 
Shall gladden the sunny day~ 

Sow;-and look onward, upward, 
Where the starry light appears,-. 

Where, in spite of the coward's 
Or your own heart's trembr 

You shall reap in ·joy the harvest 
You have sown· to-day in teats. 







•i:·.•·••·••':1ti 
J•~t.•··two•·•d1#«hters--in~l1nf,·.··~~Qo, re(ltrn·· ~adt·.· tt>••••her;11J,t~1t~'f»llil 

ki-.«lt with ,you,, as ·.ye have· dealt .with the .deadtand .with ltle.'' 

';' ' ~t a wc>rl~ of I1eai~hvas ·ht. that !r()oc{-bye mtll!$~: "Qut'~~~ 
~f:lt~red l Go back to. your mother's arms, just like. I.'m going b41c~to BetJg~he11t,:tll~1 

'1p.J1d of my.· mother, and try to forget." Naomi went · on to say: . ''J'm · old,: a,ntfJherdt. 
~little I c,an do for you. . J w•ould just be a charge on your hands, so you girlsc~<f bat~Hlt 
p.n~ JtartJife all over again. It's too late for me. My dreams are in a&rll .. , ancl •rt.; 
1llt»es are dead. Good-bye!" · 

: 'When Orp,ah kissed her mother-in-law and turned back to .her mother, tllere wl: ?~1
·~ 

•··110 reproof in the heart of Naomi. She felt like. Orpah was doing the right thing. But, 
:P,'Jtth chose the other plan: "Ruth clave unto her." 

., ··. N"•omi, however, urged her. to follow her sister-in-law and go backtoll~rll~Dt:"i:.t 
bac~to Jter God, back to the old life. The answer of Ruth to this entreaty is °'1tOf P 

, tile most beautiful passages in all literature: · · · · 

'/ lntreat me not to leave thee, or to return · from following after thee: for wtt#he~ 
J~~u goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest, I will lodge: thy people shalt ~ my 
IJC!OPle, and. thy God my God:·where thou'diest, will I die, and there will I be buried: the 

:'~rd.do.·so to me,·and more also, if ought but death part thee and me." 

n,tat is one of the most beautiful tributes to mothers-in~law in aU the langiu,ge$ , 
Qf,tbe world, and one of the finest sentiments that ever came out of a .human souL 

:, ? W-eU,the·two:went back to Bethlehem .. Then, comes one of .. the .mqst patltetie 
·, .. t~u~h~ itt this whole picture. The old friends saw Naomi returning to her>home tow,,· 

; · JJf.d thw. question · was on every lip: "Is this Naomi?" 

H~w tnany times has. that happened? A person goes away in the bloom Qt yo,11-t~ 
?''"1•bttt .~01ttes back withered with years. The world with its complex life, its he,artless anil 
· ;, exa.ming .. program steals . away the freshness, the buoyancy of . youth, and, ins~ad tf. 

flt~:•fOtt!lt who left, an old man or woman returns. "Is this Naomi?" Th,rlV~d S"!'· 
tltp.t.p.~ut a lot of us lf we were to go back. The flying years haye, scarr~:o,:r,rJQ!,th; 
~ ,~•st·ri:he · snows of winter have whitened our hair. . The. burdens of tlte.Jr~ar•~k""'" 1 · 

·~~ftdcour shoulders,.but we want to go back! We want to .• go baekwhe,:~,t~,11.,,ttc 
,et,sp i,warmer, back where the smiles are .brighter, back· .where.·friend~lli11Js,;1:i~~f'' 
J~tt~vlove welcomes us with open arms. At least, those loved ones who are Jf~· ~•. 
t~11~e~y of it is that so many have gone. So, Naomi went baek • . . a br<w~n~hearMll 
~••an! 

}k,c .{ ll~r,ts where a beautiful romance was born. Ruth.went out tt>mak~• 
(I. •·.·~;~th~r-in-law, Naomi. She gleaned in the field of Boaz •. ltseemed to 

.. , .,th,n~.for people who had plenty of grain, to allow the poor to follolV 
'.:~iti,tk up :.the 3cattere .. bits of grain on the .field. The owner of t,he · 

: .9'.aQted; ~~ross the field to see how the bar.vest was coming. out, and -
:atld he asked: "Who is that?'' Yes, that was the dawn ofJtve. }J, 
',:fft~d· heatt.·~.·out.sueb a question just to hide.i~J~lb1g:" 
· toti.J·. him the.i story ·.•O:f . Ruth,,,· tier fidelity ·to. her . mother• - -

~ ,&, ..... 



to know it •. And, whafa great day's gleaning Ruth did have! 
gets to add. Love pours out in abundance. The only embarrassment 

1rn11ours is that it cannot do all the heart cries out to do. No man who ever 
was able to give her as nice a present as he would like to have given her. 

The meeting of these two lovers, Ruth and Boaz, is beautiful indeed. When. she 
asked him why he was so kind in allowing the ears to be left, his answer was the 
text that I have taken. He told her that he had done this, because he. had heard. all 
about how she had left father and mother and stayed true to her mother-in-law. This 
kindness on the part of Boaz was not an accident; it was brought about by the law c,f 
compensation. When we are good to somebody else, it always comes back t~ us, and to 
it will always be added large dividends. 

And, to this statement that he knew all about her kindness, Boaz added a beauti-
ful prayer, "The Lord recompense thy work, and a full reward be given thee of the · 
~rd God of Israel, under whose wings thou are come to trust." · 

In the marriage that followed with Boaz, Ruth was lifted from the obscure 1-.id 
of Moab into the royal life out of which would come one day the Prince of Peace.. 
What an investment she made! Through her kindness to her mother-in-law, her fidel

in the hour of sorrow, she was not only swept into the temple of fame, but found 
love again. 

This little book of Ruth is one of the most beautiful, not only in the Bible 
all literature. and it pays homage at the shrine of mothers-in-law. May every dau 
ter-in-law and son-in-law read it with profit and prayer. 

Whenever we think of mother-in-law, we should remember that she is theone 
brought our own husband or wife into being, the one who watched the first s 
the one we love. What a debt of gratitude we owe to b,er! Today, let's not __ .. ,., 
homage to "mother-in-law/' but let us renew our vow of fidelity and tenderness te , 
her. May her last days be happy days with· the promise that the blessings of Heav,n 
will rest upon each one of us as it did upon Ruth in the . long ago. 

WHERE ARE THEY? 

''Oh, where are the playmates of yester- "The studious one, so we've been toldJ 
day, . . , . . . , Is driving a cab these days, 

The chtldren we knew m sch?ol • While the fool owns stock in a bank· or 
what has become of the studious one, two 

And where,· 0 where, is the fool? And ,; railroad that always pays. 

has ~ee<?me of the or~tor "The orator works in a grocery store 
n mme J)BSSIOD It W88 to recite, . 

bashful kid who could speak no Selling tea and rubber bands; 
While the bashful kid is a senat-er, 

Unless he succumbed to fright? Acclaimed throughout all lands. 

at h11a become of the teacher's pet, "The teacher's pet is behind the bars, 
was, al'!1tYS so perfect and right? .. For stealb;ig a neighbor's c9w. 

O:where, fa· flie wug}\ young And. wh,~t, .Q wluit, of .. the t91.10. YOdafl' 



_ folks? What hu beeome .. of.tlte 
look so gO()d; · · •.· .· . . . .• Oh, it's •ll 
rfnme~:· .. wltlt.·.odors sweet·· 'Jhey',re aB ·beell 
ltiekory wood?.· Yes,· even :as you' .tilld 111&. 

of tlte smoke of.··burning Old.D~in's gortef~•tlle 
•. . . . .. . . . ..... 011ee wearyiag miles now 

r l)reakfast 'Uld :ereamJiJr mush; And they smell of the'.••~ 
to spare for ~ p-ateful thrush, The rustics that. -- to 'be. 

'sang lilie it tniderstood. ~ William 1£ ... 

faith 
not 

... ,YJH 
iiwaad ways 
a11.the·.,tars; 

9fdeligltt 

r~ 6i) :,-.,..., ... 
MY.FAITH 

Chanting I go 
Past crimson ·Bamila,g·. · 
From the.· autwl;tn hill$,, .· · · .·: ... if· 
Past winter's snow,? ,< : · · .... : >\ 
To find that glad n.ew'. ehapte,:":. 
Wb G ..... :.:i, .. .. . . :·• · .. · .. <( ~· 

ere tiu s spr1n1. ; .. . ; . );: ' 
Shall lift its everlas1:I• voJee,'.fM 
This is. the fai~ I Jee}t; .. '. ... 
It shall be mine, , ..... · .... \: 

r adventuret •. and A. faith·.·tltat.· riri~e, Mieal. 
of time!· · · 

deck the brow? 

® 
TOAHORSB 

tJitng • .. '" "-'·-···· 

' 



P'ROM THE COUNTRY CHURCH OF HOLLYWOOD 
HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA 

• 
1 

Parson of the Country Church of Hollywood 

"Now the Lord had said unto Abram, Get thee out of thy country1 
and from thy kindred, and from thy father's house. unto a land that I 
will shew thee.''-Genesis 12 :1. 

HE LORD called Abram away from the scenes of his earlier days and all tkt 
associations of childhood when the family left Ur of the Chaldees. Abrallt·•~• 
his family journeyed to a land which was called Haran, evidently in melftO# 

am's brother, Haran, who had died leaving his son, Lot, to the care of the tam-
Now, Abram's father had died in the land of Haran, and God was callin. 

move further westward. It says here, '' Get thee out of thy country and front 
kindred,, and from thy father'& house." · · 

It's always that way when the Lord is moving anybody. If anyone is gob.tg,jo 
travel with the Lord, -he will have to give up something. In Abram's case, it wu 

· father's grave, his father's house, and his kins folk. God saw that in his home envir• 
onment Abram would never develop into the man He wanted him to be and ne._. 
would be the founder of the people from whom would come the heirs of promise. 

God's moving of Abram always makes me think of the way we set out tom 
plants when I was a boy. The seeds were planted in a little box under glass, and 
came up as thick as the hairs on a dog's back. When they grew to be about 
long, they were taken out and put into a larger glass covered place. There, 
set ont about six inches apart and w,ere allowed to grow up until they stood aDOve'.1"' 
ground about a foot; then, the nice stocky plants were taken out and put in the· ,un:~ 
shine in the field about four feet apart. From these was gathered the crop of 
in the spring. It is just that way with growing characters. People have to be 
out from their narrow confines and put into wider places and God's open spaces 
the sunlight of Heaven falls upon them, and they can grow into the folks that 
Lord wants them to be. 

. So, Abram was transplanted to another country. Notic,e that the Lord 
name the country here in this first verse of the twelfth chapter of Genesis. It 
tells us that the Lord said, "Get thee unto a land that I will shew thee." The name 
to be given in the future. God wanted to tear Abram .away from these old friends 
associations, the old habits and the old life, to get him on the move.. That's w 

the eleventh chapter of Hebrews in the New Testament. "By faith A 
he was called to go out into a place for an inheritance, obeyed; and he wertt 

whither he went. By faith he sojourned in the land of promise. 
Q/ba•tt~ ~ountry, dwelling in tabernacles with Isaac and Jacob; the heira with 

promise." In this Hebrew quotation the fact is brought 
to go into a place which he would afterward receive for his i 

before God really gave him the inheritance. The Lord 
told him the name of the place until he obeyed the com 

dved . in the , land of Canaan.. If Abram had waited 
would. have died 
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Lord wants ithem to go? You see, you have to go by faith. It's just that way with a 
lot of people who want to be real Christians, but they wait until they can have the feel
ing that they are saved before taking the first step.. That's as bad as a fellow waiting 
until he feels that he is cured before he takes the remedy. That's putting the cart 
before the horse. 

This is not only true in the matter of Salvation, but it's also true of our life plan. 
The Lord wants us to have faith enough when He says, "Move," just to simply move 
and trust God to lead us step by step. Do you remember when you used to go from 
your house over to a neighbor's house, walking in the light of a lantern? The lantern 
never showed you the whole journey, but it gave you light enough to take one step 
at a time. It's just that way, neighbors, when you start out to walk with the Lord. The 
first message you get is simply the start. The other messages will come in due time. 

It was that way with Saul or Tarsus. The Lord knocked him down on the road to 
· Damascus and simply said, "Go on up to Damascus." He didn't give him all the details. 
And, if Saul of Tarsus had sat right there in the sand waiting for the Lord to give him 
-every little detail about the trip, who was going to talk to him, what house he was going 
to, and everything like that, he would have died and been buried in the sand without 
•ever having met Ananias in the street called Straight, without ever having the scales 
fall from his eyes, nor the Holy Spirit come down upon him and set him apart as the 
ambassador to the Gentiles. 

Notice also in reading these seven verses in the twelfth chapter of Genesis that 
you don't find a long list of directions like "go so far, then turn to the right, then go 
so far and take the left-hand fork." God simply said to Abraham, "Get thee out of thy 
country, and from thy kindred, from thy father's house, unto a land that I will 
shew thee." 

It tells us in the sixth verse that Abraham not only got to the border land of 
Canaan, but he passed on through to the plain of Moreb. The Lord brought him right 
to the spot where He wanted him, and there appeared unto him. It's just that way 
with all of us, when we are still willing to start, the Lord will lead us till he gets us 
to the place where He wants us to be. Then, He will reveal Himself to us. Here, you 
will find that the Lord appeared to him when He got him in the exact spot where He· 
wanted him and said: "Now, this is the place, this is the- land of promise, unto thy seed 
will I give this land." Whenever we get where the Lord wants us, we'll get the revela
tion that we have always wanted, and the Lord will make it plain to us that we have 
made no mistake and are now where He wants us to be. Then, peace will come into 
our hearts. 

Notice that Abram built an altar near the spot where the Lord appeared to him 
.and put the seal of Heaven's approval on the journey and on the location. By the way, 
neighbors, this is the second altar that was built in the Bible. The first one was 
erected by the first of the patriarchs to come under the Divine direction to the land of 
promise. The name of that first elace was called Bethel, which. meant in their lan
guage, "the house of God." Abram never forgot the sec red spot, and when he got into 

·trouble dowl\ in Egypt and came so near losing his wife and even his own life, his 
thoughts turned back to Bethel, the place where God made a covenant with him when 
he dedicated his life to God. 

Everyone of us who know anything about the Lord has a place that we call 
"Bethel" in our experience, the place where we met God, where the transaction took 
place and Heaven's approval rest·ed like a dove upon our souls. If any of you who 
read these lines have wandered away from the Bethel experience of your life, this 
would be a wonderful time to come back, take up that old covenant again. 

Remember, neighbors, that the Lord is waiting at the same old place of prayer 
and consecration to make good His part of the cove.nant. If any of you who read these 
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lines have wandered away into the Egypt of this world's pleasures and plans like 
Abraham did and have gotten all tangled up in things that cause your unrest and have 
robbed you of peace, remember, God is waiting back at Bethel! You can have the old 
covenant again on the same conditions that you took it the first time. I don't know 
what were the conditions of your covenant, but you know. The cry of our hearts should 
be today, "Back to Bethel, back to the covenant, back to the peace and power you 
used to know.'' 

Although you find in ver~e five of the twelfth chapter of Genesis that Abram 
re.ached the land of Canaan all right, and the Lord appeared unto him and made hi~ a 
great promise, yet there is this significant addition in the text, "And the Canaamte 
was then, in the land." Yes, those old Canaanites will always be in your land of 
promise! Do you know who they are? If you will turn back to your Bible to the 
tenth chapter of Genesis, you'll find out who the sons· of Canaan were. They were all 
the descen~ants from Ham, and it says that they were the J ebusites, the Amorites, 
the Girgesites, and Hivites. Oh, there was a whole lot of them! Remember, they are 
always the devil's agents to keepi you from resting in peace and contentment in the· 
land of promise! If you'll read on furth~r in the Bible, you'll find that all these Jebus
ites, etc., were subjugated and run out of the country, so that the children of Israel 
had rest. Hebrews tells us about this rest, and the only thing I can say is that such 
a rest comes to God's people only when, through faith in God and the presence of the 
Holy Spirit, they've absolutely conquered the land of promise. 

I don't know just the names of the Canaanites that are trying to rob you of your 
peace and that are keeping you from taking all the land of promise which God has 
offered to you, but there are weapons that you can use, prayer, and the shield of faith 
to quench all the fiery darts of the wicked one. Remember, neighbors, the promised 
land is yours. Go possess it! 

!1t: i'itr: .......... 
THE OLD TRUNDLE-BED 

0 the old trundle-bed where I slept when a boy! 
What canopied king might not covet the joy? 
The glory and peace of that slumber of mine, 
Like a long, gracious rest in the bosom divine: 
The quaint, homely couch, hidden close from the light, 
But daintily drawn from its hiding at night. 
0 a nest of delight, from the foot of the head, 
Was the queer little, dear little, old trundle-bed! 

0 the old trundle-bed, where I wondering saw 
The stars through the window, and listened with awe 
To the sigh of the ~inds as they tremblingly· crept 
Through the trees where the robin so restlessly slept: 
Where I heard the low, murmuring chirp of the wren, 
And the katydid listlessly chirrup again, 
Till my fancies grew faint and were drowsily led 
Through the maze of the dreams of the old trundle-bed. 

0 the old trundle-bed ! 0 the old .trundle-bed! 
With its plump little pillow, and old-fashioned spread· 
Its snowy-white sheets,and the blankets above, ' 
Smoothed down and tuck,ed around with the touches of love; 
The voice of my mother to lull me to sleep 
With the old fairy stories my memories keep · 
Still fresh as the lilies that bloom o'er the head 
Once bowed o'er my own in the old trundle-bed.-James Whitcomb Riley. 



115u, 
pa~lookin' 

itSJr.-i. 
':1tr.,u1l1, the rain 

,iteeo.a"'frettin', 
.sfftar, • a,d. douht; 

t.into·trouble 
,,, leadin' out; 

lf"Y'OUt .~•ee::1f}l,1 
Ye~I · snow it1s 
But you'll surelr IJtil 
There's a· little patch iJ' 

"Someone has to· keep a 
An' a-singin', don't you 
For if everyone leoked 
What a place this ·world 
Sure! you've had a heap o 
And I've had some trouble, 
But we'll find, if we keep smi 
God's own little patch o' blue.'' 

~···· ~-':Iii \.JI 

LITTLE WRANGLES 

·.·,:w~ve .. had our •.. little. ··wrangles, an' 
·e had our/little.· bouts; 
•any a time, I . reckon, that we 

been on· the outs; . 
,,s a trifle h1tsty an' my temper's 
ly, 

let me tell you~ •• has a sting 
,.f!!:,reply, 
~fl~lrln'tlive 'Without her, an' it's 
it.iM plain can be 

f1iir · or SUIUlY weather Mother 
!1, .. a man. like me. 

Some men give up too easy in 
o' married life; 

They haven't got the courage. •tt.. l,• · 
of a wife; . 

An' I've seen a lot o' women that have 
made their lives a mess, 

'Cause they couldn't.bear the burddll 
are mixed with happiness~ 

So long as folks are human tliey'Q 
many faults that Jar,. . · .. ·· 

An' the way to.live With peopt•lJ 
them as .they . are. 

the door an' muttered angry We've been forty yea~s tog~thfir, 
beneath my breath, bad, an' rain an' <thine; ·•·• · · ·, 

when ~he was scoldin' . I've forgot~n ,M<ltherts faul~ DJ'\t 
pla11tetl me most.·to death, she never Dle&iio11s mine.< · · 

lllways laughed it over, when In the days wh1llt·sc.trrtw , 
dttWll ll hit". .. . . shared a. •mmon , 

lit~ hftCl;·J:ditferenee but a We Just leaned 
settle it. .. . . .. . we•k••~ 

ld.QllPMD, we eould An' 1 leame,J 
- ,~,,/ .. ···•.. . ·.· bo\V 

ftt,ianother An' .. th 
· · better· 



Text: "And Jacob went on his way, and the angels of G()d met 
him.'t-Genesis 82 :1. 

ACOB had gone into Syria and married·. Rachel,. the . daughter of Laban. 
prosperity had come to Jacob, and this had incited to envy ·· · 
in-law the sons of Laban. Genesis 31 :l tells . '-s this: "And he 

the words of Laban's sons, saying, J~ob hath taken away all that was 
:)/athers; and of that which was our fathers he hath. gotten all this glory." 

;>.\:' :··· .... · lt_is always that way when a man.succeeds. There are those who envy hitn 
mteeess. Have you ever thought, neighbors, that envy is always the condition 

· s(mls who discover that others have done the. things that they cannot do? H 
... 1 wouldn't say that everything that Jacob did was right. You know, the name, 

:_. m,ant in th,e original tongue, "supplanter." He . was quick--witted and a. good tr: 
·,, 11nd hy hard work and mental acuteness, he had acquired what was termed in that timj 
; < • fortune. 

We find in the thirty-first chapter of Genesis that Jacob deeided•to go back 
,lid.take his two wives, Leah and Rachel, and their.£hildren ,together with.all tl\6· 
;tl\d p~$essions that .he had gotten together. But, lie slipped out at. night witho1 

'/ iilg_.good-bye to his old father-in-law, Laban. Laban teo~ ,: out after him, and 
,;/; ~•en days, caught up ·With him and took him to task for the way he had left. 

It i' interesti~ Jo notice . that the. Lord told :Laban not_ if~ bother j aoob. Yettc 
was.a coverutD.t man, .and the Lord. was l()9king .. after' him. Of. conrs~ .J. 

lot of· tro11ble and .a lot .of heartaches, but the Lord· sounded a 
Laban, that he had better keep his . hands off ·• .. hi~. •· I 

.. . •. of us can learn a good lesson: we had better' keep our, 
anointed man or woman. , 

tells us th.at Jacob. was afrai,t Ftar i 
a.a .. ·been .. entploying difftrent··.schem~ , 
nd. his . ;wiyes, and .. he, had also robb, 

-... lilie tllat ~lway&\ereatarfear 
ee,ds •~ t~Jt aa man can feel ri .. · . ~ 

back hOJne, and, hi 
Ute:teasop: he had. slipped 



JOSiaff,s,.aib .. •·s.eJUUl'S sew .•BOot~ 
otltert but the meaning that. was in Jacob's mind was this: '';Now, l w911'tC1t~•~!L c>c ... / ., 
\Vatch tower, Mizpah, to bother you, and you mustn't pass this Mizpalt tt.JWef, to·, ;• ;;i.ll 
hotlter me .. " · "' :,k · 

Now .we come. to the words of the text in Genesis 32:1 .. Itsays tltll.t;~te:(~~/ 
''Jacob went on his way, and the angels of God went with him/' It's mighty•gooo;~ 

. have. angels for traveling companions, . especially when al; man is coming backtQ ·it11tf; 
all over... I want to say to you, neighbors, that anytime anybody gets ready to rub tl\,tt , 
and start over in the right way, the angels will show him just what to do.. Not o~ 
did the angels travel with Jacob on his way back, but they went ahead and met E$"'J:t¥, 
t<> ta!ie the hate out of his heart. The angels so impressed Esau that when.he later 
met •·.Jacob, he actually called him "Brother." 

I imagine there are many neighbors reading these lines . who would love to 
straight.en out certain things,· but they don't know how to go about it. Just .rememr 
her,, neighbors, that when you follow the tracks bac!i home, the tracks that the. prodi-. 
gal son took when he left. the hog-pen for the homeland, angels will always aecont-
pany you and show you the fork of the road to take when.you are in doubt •. Not otily 
that, but they" will also soften the hearts of the folks who you are going back to see. 

It's interesting to notice the ditf erent things that Jacob did to try to cover UP 
tlte mistakes that he made, the sins of the· yesterdays. Of course, none of them worked! 
His heart had to, first, be changed by a spiritual experience. After all, that's the only 
way that a man can get right with his past; he has to do it God's way. 

We have just been discussing his plan, now, he's trying to fix up matters in soDl, 
.;.keep Laban from ever bothering him. And, now, he's trying to .fix up matter~ in some 
way with Esau, the brother whose birth-right he had taken. When the poor· boy w-as 
hungry; Jacob had traded with him for a mess of pottage. 

You know, a birth-right meant at tltat time more than most of us realize. TI,te 
oldest ~hild ·was not only the heir to a lot of property, but he also was the heir. to the 
prie$thood. It might be thought of as an ordination. However, this privilege coJ:tl(l 
h(,¼ taken away from a fellow if he didn't appreciate it and use it in the right 'w"'y., , 
Esau's willingness to sell it for food just shows that. he wasn't very muchJ: 
uithe spiritual endowment that had come to him as the first son. Bythetwat:, l 
that's the reason the Lord allowed him to lose it. · · 

it tells. us in Genesis 32 :3 that Jacob sent messengers . bef 9re ltim . tQ Flsau,' '~ii~ 
brother, into the land of Seir. When these messengers came back, abrmt .the.OJ·
thing they said was that. they found Esau and that he. wascoming. toward~ac 
witbfour hundred men. No wonder verse seven tellsusthat"Jacobwasgreatlfal 

.. •.•· and distressed!" Then, Jacob went, to .. praying! Here· are the ·. w-o:rds of; tl,tf!~.>:~!1,ftt: 
?'"O God of my father Abraham, God of my father Isaac, .the Lor~: 1ltlii,lr,;sa 
cunto thy' country, and to thy kindred, and I will deal with the~: lam lt<>ti>~,r 

•· ,tlJ•rleast .of all thy mercies, and of all thy"' truth, which thQu.J1as sliewed1tJ1~·: 
sel'vant." 

>> • Isn't it just like a fellow to go to calling on God an~ rel,itittdip.g(J 
7.>J9')d father he had and what. a good grandpa he had?·•·•.·· Y~s, •~ir; 'o/:henj 

tr~ttble,,ithey think of all the good\kin$f olk that th~y ever.,,knew. ,.Th-J 
Jacob did. · 

1'1& "1ett t~ng •h~ A;d f~i1.-..~,,'4(., L:N "'..;.~i"-""
-:n~t:r:~o-~a!lr<~.t~ 
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twenty rams, thirty milch camels with their" colts, forty kine, and ten bulls, 
tw~ntv ~hP asses, and · t.en foals." However, you can't buy off anything that's wrong;· 

settled spiritually. Then, I want you to notiee how J aeob divided 
different sections, and he told his servants to take a few of ,them over fir 

ing· about a quarter of a mile distance between each drove;. while·Esau was '-dmi 
and going over the first drove of cattle from Jacob, here would come the next one, 
and the next one.. You see, he was going to impress him with the number of pres
tnts that he was sending him. 

Before he could hear from Esau, Jacob started moving with his wives and chil
dren. He came to a ford in the river, named Jabbok. There, poor old Jacob just de
cid.ed he would just have to be alone and fight it out. So he sent his wives and his 
children on ahead of him, and he stayed ther-e by the ford, Jabbok, in an all niJrht 
prayer meeting. 

As soon as he was alone, an angel came and wrestled with him till the breaking 
of the day. What a night that was! Verse twenty-five tells us that Jacob couldn't pre
vail against this angel. Just about daylight, the angel touched his thigh, and it says 
a little further down that the tendon in the thigh was shortened. It shriveled up some 
way so that Jacob limped, and I guess he limped the rest of his life. Jacob k~pt er 
to this angel. "I will not let thee go, except thou bless me.'' Isn't that a fine text? He 

holding on to this angel visitor, who was very likely the Lord, Himself, because 
He was always visiting around back here in these old Scriptures; He called on Abram 
out on the plains of Mamre. Here He is again. Jacob seemed not to get anywhere. 
Jacob had one idea, the idea that the world has of sending things, but this heavenly 
visitor had another idea, and they couldn't get together. But, Jacob knew that what 
he needed was a heavenly benediction, so he held on, cyring: "I will not let thee go; 
except thou bless me/' 

The Lord blessed him, but He left him crippled. That just goes to show that a man 
can't sin and get away with it! Yes, God will for give, and God will forget, but a man 
will always be crippled because of the sins of the past. He's crippled in his own esti ... 
mate of himself. He's crippled in the remorse that he has over being such a fool. He's 

led in the fact that he's wasted forces, time, and opportunity that could have been 
put·to a better use .. This old saying of people that a man has·to sin to ever have, great 
power with God isn't so. There's no way in the world that a person can manipulate 
figures or experiences so as to prove that sin ever does anybody any good. 

Yes, the Lord was working with Esau at the same time He was working with 
J11cob, and when they met, there wasn't much trouble in fixing it up. If you'll turn over 
t9 verse four of· the thirty-third chapter of Genesis, you'll find that ''Esau ran to meet 
hi~, · and !ntbraced hint, and fell on his neck, and kissed him: and they wept." Wasn't 

..•. tltts. patching up easy when the Lord took hold of the matter? ·The v-ery minute that 
Jacob. was blessed by the heavenly presence, the problem was settled. 

! .·. ldon't know 'Yhat problems are W4?rrying you today, neighbors, but I would just 
.· Joye to@end you ~his. message from. the -1ttle Country Church, that no amount .of. money 
will settle anythmg that's wrong. There's no wateh tow~r that you can set up to 

pllSt from coming baek and bot~ring you.. The things in the yesterdays that you 
e *ried . to bury uder f orgetfuln,ess will scratch· out and come to visit· you• in the 
. ours of the night.· There's only one way to get rid of anything that's in th ~ 

. -~-•t"s- wr()ng: tliat ·ist to ttsk. Goo to forglve you, put it under· the Blood, and 
'. it ridit there. - · 
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