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From Shanghai to Matsuye 15

there, now they pass within its massive gates, and the priests do their work, and
all is over. To-morrow the children will play, where these feet have sped, nothing
will speak of what the night-watches saw; and so it has gone on for nights untold,
and so it may for many to come. Oh, it is awful ! awful! Nothing can prepare
one for the realities of Heathendom. The woe of it, the shame of it. Think of
His honour being given to another. Think, if you can, that you see it done.
Would it not move you into feeling anything, anything we could give or do, just
nothing, if only it could help to heal the “ open sore ” of Heathendom ? .
Healed it may be, and shall be, for in the thick of it all, facing it fearlessly—

“ Here stands the Cross of the Crucified One,
Symbol of faith in the Father’s dear Son,
Symbol of victories yet to be won.

By this we conquer!”





















22 From Sunrise Land

The meeting is over, and now before the kaleidoscope gets another shake, I
must tell you about it.

Picture then a whole house thrown into one large low-ceilinged room, with
walls which are not, having been slid into nowhere ; the boundary line, street on
one side, garden on the other. Here and there, are lamps more picturesque than
luminous, a crimson Chinese lantern hangs among the trees, and the semi-darkness
is further relieved by the dull pipe-glow, for the audience is placidly smoking, and
you sneeze and choke and wonder how you are going to get through.

The meeting begins, we are in the middle of a hymn when a splash in the
near distance, tells us that somebody is in the middle of something else—but I
refrain.

We sing, or try to, then one of our helpers speaks, again we sing, and then my
turn comes.

Oh the strangeness of it! By this time the smokers have ceased to smoke,
and the noisy tapping of the tiny metal pipe bowls, upon the charcoal braziers, has
ceased too. I think the Lord Jesus is leading me on with great gentleness in this
new work, for He knows how hard I find it to speak in a noise, and so far I have
never had to. T. San interprets for me, and then for Sarah who closes the meeting
with singing and prayer.

Most of the time there had been close attention, unbroken even when a fond
parent undressed and rubbed down her juvenile son, and now that it was over,
there was perfect stillness, as if waiting for “ what next?” But the moment we
moved there was a scramble, everybody talking and gesticulating, eager as it
seemed to exchange opinions upon the whole performance, in the midst of which
we departed, and mounting our ladder-like stairs, prepared to be seen no more.

Vain hope. We were just ready to get into bed, only as yet there were no
beds to get into, the quilts not being produced, when visitors arrived, and to my
much astonishment, bowed politely and came in.

Then our possessions were inspected, one lifted the bread we had brought,
turned it over, and shook his head, it was beyond him. Another examined my
little dressing-case, and another examined »s. And all with such perfect politeness
that it was impossible to mind very much. At last Sarah got our feminine helper,
to tell our masculine helper, that we should be obliged if our gentlemen friends
would retire, which they finally did, while the ladies still lingered to see the last of
the show.

Then they brought our quilts, spread them upon the floor, helped us to hang
our mosquito nets, and at last we were left in solitude, to sleep on the bed of the
lowly, and awake, I at least, feeling much as if one were somebody else, and living
in a story-book, unable to get out.

* *

* & *


















28 From Sunrise Land

Word for me,—* Unto you it is grzen in the behalf of Christ to suffer for His
sake.” *“Unto me, who am less than the least, is this grace given that I should
preach among the Gentiles the unsearchable riches of Christ.” Given to suffer,
Given to serve. Is there not a connection between the two? Perhaps we could
not be given the one without the other—

“ Never the exquisite pain, then never the exquisite bliss,
For the soul that is dead to that can never be tuned to this.”

Surely any loss were well worth while that we may know Him, and the power
of His resurrection, and the fellowship of His sufferings, that from the darker gift of
pain, may come forth the brighter gift of service. A fuller passing on of those un-
searchable riches than could have been possible, had He not called us to follow Him
through the very shadow of death, where He keeps His treasures of darkness.

“For which cause we faint not: for our light affliction, which is but for a
moment, worketh for us a far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory, whAile we
look not at the things which are seen, but at the things which are not seen : for
the things which are seen are temporal, but the things which are not seen are
eternal !”  And part of the glory will be, the Service Gift all perfect—

¢ For He hath met my longing

With words of golden tone,
That I shall serve for ever
Himself, Himseli alone.™

*They shall go no more out: and His servants shall serve Him: and they
shall see His face ; and His name shall be in their foreheads.”













































I cannot. Can God? God can! 43

and does not like this. He protests that the family must not forsake their old gods
for a “new one,” and to this the relatives all agree. '

And now I want you to join hands with me, and let us all form a Prayer-circle
round him. It is not a little thing to ask you to pray. Do we half know what we
are doing when we say, “ Oh, yes!” to a friend’s ¢ Will you pray for me, or about
such and such a thing?” Prayer-engagements are, after all, very sacred trusts.
Real “ praying is no plaything.”

And now good-night, and dear ones all—

¢ Oh, sing unto the Lord a new song,
For He %ath done marvellous things,
His right hand and His holy arm
Hath gotten Him the victory !
The Lord hath made known His salvation,
His righteousness hath He openly showed in the sight of the heathen.
Sing unto the Lord, before the Lord the King, for He cometh!”

.






























Across Japan by Kuruma 53

great lantern slide, and flung in all its loathsome vividity upon the sheet, if but one
note from the grief-chorus which rises day and night—*for half the world is
Macedon ”—could be telephoned across, and sounded through the hall, while with
bated breath you listened, I think you would hardly leave #2a¢ missionary meeting,
saying ‘““how nice it was” and how much you had enjoyed it! Oh, one longs for
anything to disturb the peaceful slumbers of His daughters who are at ease, any-
thing to waken up His soldiers who are off duty, to the intensity, the urgency of the
need.

The night is far spent, the day is at hand. Qur Master, our King may soon
be here, and what will He say when He comes?























































































82 From Sunrise Land

of our “ po might ” is so forcibly borne upon us, may enter deeper than ever before
into its realities.

And should there be any sorely pressed—* fightings within, and fears without:*
there are such out in the battle front, God knows,—will they not look up, and sing
a Hallelujah? Behind the darkness of heathenism, yea, through it all, His san
shines still.

From those at home who “hold the ropes” we ask for the prayer that upon
each one of us the holy hush of His Presence may rest, that we who bear His
vessels may be clean, self-less, “clear as crystal ;” and ask this too, that across
every day of our new year may be written in letters of light, *“ He goeth before,” till
He call, or till He come, “ very far better,” gloriously best of all.










































96 From Sunrise Land

was past all telling. Surely some of you at home must have been praying strongly
for us then. We shall know when we meet at Home.

It is Friday, the 26th, to-day, a week since that day of “ Magnificent Deliver-
ances.” I have been off duty ever since. This sort of thing takes it out of
one. . . .

And yet to His praise I should tell you that this time He gave in His love
a deep new peace, a calm reliance upon Him, upon Whom lay all the responsi-
bility, which excluded strain and struggle. There is much, He knows, one must
mourn over : one’s very prayers need cleansing, but how one thanks Him that His
“Goodness flows around our incompleteness,” and to the praise of the glory of His
grace, wherein He hath made us accepted in the Beloved, let us ring it forth once

more—*‘ unto Him be glory ! ”








































































120 From Sunrise Land

chases the clouds away, and the blue comes out again (it was there all the time, we
knew, could we only see through to it), and we catch an echo of the victory song,
and sing it too ; and then, perhaps, longing that those who tarry at home should
divide the spoil, we sing it once more to you. Can it be that the eager, instinctive,
turning you-wards so, is just a faint far-shadowing of His calling together His
friends and neighbours? Or can it be after all a better thing still, even His own
saying it all over again, “ Rejoice with Me, for 1 have found My sheep that was
lost?”

And so there is often more of light than of shadow in one’s home-tellings : in
the darkness of defeat and disappointment, one talks to Him alone, in the sunshine
of gladness, one wants you too; only don’t forget that there is more, far more, of
the one than the other. It is not all “ Hallelujah ” yet.

¢ We see not yet all things beneath His feet,
Not yet, not yet;
No cooling hand has quenched earth’s fever heat,
As yet "—

But praise the Lord—

*“ Beyond the raging storm there shall be calm,
Ere long, ere long;
And winter sigh shall change to summer song,
Ere long!”
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Scraps—Very Much So

139

Then this dictum catch I faintly

Chasing after me downhill,

What exactly, lost in rattle,

Something touching—** make your will” !

Sometimes like the wild birds singing
Or like sunbeam-flight,

Thoughts rise swiftly upward springing,
Such a one to-night

Thrills me with triumphant gladness,

Banishing the shades of sadness,

Which are wont to intertwine

Round this coward heart of mine.

Something of its restful meaning

I may give to you,
And it is no empty seeming,

But His love-note true—
We are threading passes winding,
And the evening mists are blinding
All the prospect, drearily,—
Whispers low a Voice to me.

““ Come with Me, My child,” it sayeth,
From the life below,
From the littleness that stayeth
Thy free spirits’ flow,
‘“ From the top look !”
Through and through me.
Far away each chilly fear,
It is sunshine : He is near.

Sweet it ringeth
My heart flingeth

From the top look ! So thy vision
Crystal clear shall be.

In that moment of transition
Surely thou shalt see

Tangles straightening, wrong re-righting,

Victory encrowning fighting.

Peaceful mountain summits are,

Bright the view of near and far.

From below, the world’s brief morning
Seems to close in night :

From above, one sees the dawning
Of Eternal Light,

Can it be that every shadow

Comes because our view is narrow?

Clouds of densest darkness frown

All around us when we’re down.

From the top look ! Hallelujah!
Christ is Conqueror !

Even now the Song of Triumph
Swells above the din of war.

Closes so my mountain story ;

To His Name be ever glory.

Hallelujah unto Thee,

King of kings, eternally!






























“It will be a Seed” 149

this give a deep glimpse into the terrible possibility open to us? We may so easily
wound a weak conscience, and sin against Christ. One would thankfully choose
the millstone, and the toss into the sea, rather than zkaz.

Sometimes Faust’s lines spin themselves into fears for me—

¢ Tis thus at the roaring loom of Time I ply,
And weave for God the garment thou seest Him by.”

Solemn, is it not? We are weaving for God the garment, #ie only garment, they
may ever see Him by. Will you not ask that we may be saved from ever, by word
or look or gesture, pushing a soul back into the dark ?










































On with the Message 165

India. With her twenty million widows. That alone were enough to touch
any woman-heart surely !

Japan. With its thirty millions unreached as yet. God’s islands of the sea,
where’er they be, and the Hermit Land, and the Indian’s home in the far North-
West—the forgotten land in the farther South—but name them one cannot, and
what need? We know them on our map. But do we know them in our heart?
Think of them all: dishonouring Him to-night, full of sorrow and sin to-night:
wrapped in the death-gloom to-night. How can we be so cool about it? Is it
because we are so cool, we have ceased to see the old world miracles, the conquests
which #%/d for God? For we seem to be making no headway, not one inch—

“Oh it is hard to work for God, to rise and take His part
Upon this battlefield of earth, and not sometimes lose heart!”

Truthful Faber—it is just so, but praise Him, even as one writes, the next few
verses, instinct with courage, ring through one—

‘“Workmen of God! oh lose not heart ! but learn what God is like,
And in the darkest battlefield thou shalt know where to strike.
Thrice blest is he to whom is given the instinct that can tell
That God is on the field when He is most invisible.

As He can endless glory weave from what men reckon shame,

He in His Own world is content to play a losing game.

For right is right, since God is God, and right, the day must win.
To doubt would be disloyalty, to falter would be sin!”






























Christ is Conqueror 175

forth weeping, bearing precious seed, until the time come and the kingdom, when
Christ’s gift of bread and behest of peace shall be unto this last as unto thee; and
when for earth’s severed multitudes of the wicked and the weary, there can be holier
reconciliation than that of the narrbw home, and calm economy, where the wicked
cease—not from trouble, but from troubling, and the weary are at rest.”

Here are some words from a higher than Ruskin—

“ Rise up, ye women that are at ease, kear My voice, ye careless daughters. . . .
Tremble, ye women that are at ease. . . . Woe to them that are at ease in Zion /"

It is evening, Sunday evening. All the gongs are slowly tolling. All the air
is sadly throbbing with their melancholy sound. And the idol tapers gleaming
through the half-closed shutters tell us that in all the homes around us Jesu’s
honour is defiled. Can you hear it? Can you see it? Does it touch you into
caring as He cared, and as He careth, He the Tender One who died? O may
He who lives and loveth fill, inspire us with a yearning, quenchless, tireless, ever
burning even unto death, for these!

Dear one, it is to you, o you the Master speaks, forgive me for pressing it so.
Will you not face these things with Him now? What will you wish you had done,
when the King comes ?






























