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Be cause of An swered Prayer

Be cause your soul is pre cious in His sight,
I dared to voice a prayer, to brave the night

 You faced in dark de spair.
I dared to be a friend you met who cared

Enough to pray that trou ble might be shared,
 And you might know His care.

Be cause your soul is pre cious in His sight,
I dared to pray that you should find the light

 And leave your bur den there.
I dared to seek His grace in your be half,

That you might smile again, and choose to laugh
 Be cause of an swered prayer.

Be cause your soul is pre cious in His sight,
I dared to pray that you should choose the right

 And be con soled.
No quar ter asked, no fa vor, no re ward,
Save that you love and serve my Lord;

 Your heart re fined as gold?

THE AU THOR

“And more over I saw un der the sun, in the place of jus tice, that wicked ness was there;
and in the place of right eous ness, that wicked ness was there.” — Ec cle si astes 3:16 (R. V.).
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Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

In re pub lish ing this book, we seek to in tro duce this au thor to a new gen- 
er a tion of those seek ing spir i tual truth.

DAN E. L. PATCH be gan his pub lic ser vice as a pa trol man in the Po lice
De part ment of the City of High land Park. Within fif teen years, per sonal
qual i fi ca tions brought him through the var i ous ranks to the po si tion of
Chief of Po lice. A quar ter of a cen tury of faith ful ser vice gave a feel ing of
joy and ex plicit con fi dence to all cit i zens who re spected the law and who
liked to see it ad min is tered with out fear or fa vor. Pro fes sional com pe tence
was at tested by the honor con ferred by the Michi gan As so ci a tion of Chiefs
of Po lice when he was made their Pres i dent for the years 1941-42. In later
years he served as Chief of Po lice of Yp si lanti, Michi gan.

By J. McGill Rey nar, Sec re tary of The Chris tian Busi ness Men’s Com- 
mit tee of De troit.

The Lutheran Li brary Pub lish ing Min istry finds, re stores and re pub lishes
good, read able books from Lutheran au thors and those of other sound
Chris tian tra di tions. All ti tles are avail able at lit tle to no cost in proof read
and freshly type set edi tions. Many free e-books are avail able at our web site
Luther an Li brary.org. Please en joy this book and let oth ers know about this
com pletely vol un teer ser vice to God’s peo ple. May the Lord bless you and
bring you peace.
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1. The Be gin ning Of Trou ble

A QUES TION MARK FUR ROWED THE BROW of Rev erend Stephen Winthrop.
He had re turned home, pledged to ac cept the as sis tant pas torate at First
Com mu nity Church; he had re turned ex pect ing to find peace, har mony and
con tent ment, but where he had ex pected peace, he had found tur moil.
Where har mony should have ex isted he faced op po si tion. Where he had
hoped to find con tent ment, an at mos phere of dis con tent op posed him. He
was tired of fight ing for love—the at tribute which had prompted his ev ery
act of de fense.

Love. What was it? One ques tion in vited an other.
His shoul ders stiff ened with re sent ment. He was a sol dier again mo ti- 

vated by love for an ideal. That was it. Friend and foe alike were mo ti vated
by the atomic force of love for an ideal, a prin ci ple, in which ex isted ul ti- 
mate right. Love was like atomic en ergy. It must be con trolled for good.
Oth er wise it be came a dev as tat ing force. His thoughts be came clearer. Like
the sol dier on the bat tle front, he must fight for the love of that ideal in
which he be lieved. Again he be came con fused. It was a mys tery be yond
com pre hen sion. Love had a hun dred ap pli ca tions to his own per sonal phys i- 
cal ex is tence, yet it did not touch the depths of hu man af fec tion. He was not
in love.

The thought did not sat isfy. One had to be in love with hu man ity to serve
God. He loved peo ple; but there was no one per son whom he loved in a sin- 
gu lar sense. His mind was vague. What was love?

Sud denly Steve’s face bright ened, and his thoughts were clear as he
med i tated upon the Source in which true love orig i nates. He was in ter ested
in no other ob jec tive. He loved his Lord with that love’ which of ne ces sity
he must share with oth ers. He must ex pect to face com pli ca tions. He must
en dure the hard ship of be ing mis un der stood.

He an a lyzed the prob lems con fronting him. He was mis un der stood. Jew- 
ell Lom bard, en cour aged by his step mother, mis un der stood his at ten tions.
His step mother mis un der stood his de vo tion to Chris tian duty. His in ter est in
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Shirley Ma son’s spir i tual wel fare was chal lenged be cause he re sented hav- 
ing her dubbed a re li gious fa natic. In his step mother’s and Jew ell’s eyes,
Vir ginia Thyme was a pub li can and a sin ner, an out cast who should be
banned from po lite so ci ety. His heart went out to Vir ginia Thyme who
needed a friend and the sav ing knowl edge of God’s love. Her soul was pre- 
cious in the sight of the Lord and be cause of the in ter est he had shown in
her wel fare the church board and the dea cons had taken him to task. His
Chris tian phi los o phy and his con vic tions con cern ing the in tri cate mean ing
of sin were mis un der stood. He had been told that he must “progress” with
the world and “take a broader view of life” if he hoped to suc ceed as as sis- 
tant pas tor of First Com mu nity Church.

Such were the prob lems that chal lenged his love for hu man ity, prob lems
which were rolling like rocks into his road, prob lems that orig i nated on the
part of those who failed in their con cep tion of the full mean ing of God’s
love. His cry in the wilder ness of present-day sin was not heard. His ser- 
vices as a mes sen ger car ry ing the good tid ings of God’s grace were not
wanted. In their Laodicean suf fi ciency, the elite mem ber ship of First Com- 
mu nity Church were in creased with goods and there fore had no de sire for
the gold tried in the fire of re pen tance.

A sigh of de spair es caped his lips. Hope ap peared to be be yond his
reach. He be lieved that all things were pos si ble with God, but doubts were
dis cour ag ing him. He had re turned to find an ap palling con di tion in the
church of his boy hood mem o ries, a church that had lost her first love, a
church that ob served the fact of God in hold ing fast His Name, yet cast a
stum bling block be fore her chil dren.

His thoughts turned to those who made his prob lems so dif fi cult, to Jew- 
ell Lom bard with her tal ents and mu si cal abil ity. She would be a ca pa ble
wife for a pas tor. A nat u ral leader, she dis played this tal ent in her work as a
Sun day school teacher. Jew ell was his step mother’s ideal.

Steve prized Jew ell’s friend ship. She had been more than faith ful while
he was in the ser vice, and each week had writ ten all the news from home.
He re spected her as a friend, as a young woman of ster ling char ac ter. Their
one dif fer ence was a ques tion of the ol ogy.

Shirley Ma son was more un der stand ing and tol er ant than Jew ell. Steve
and Shirley agreed per fectly, and shared their faith and ideals.

The young pas tor was not in love with ei ther girl, yet he sought the com- 
fort of Shirley’s un der stand ing. Her smile lin gered in his mem ory. Her un- 
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der stand ing of his likes and dis likes; their com mon be lief in the truths of
God; their one ness of pur pose in serv ing the needs of a sin-sick and dy ing
world—such love could not be de scribed. Love for hu man ity, as he and
Shirley saw it, had to be lived.

Why couldn’t the world see it?—a world dy ing for lack of love, a world
seething in ha tred af ter years of strug gling to meet and agree upon terms of
peace fol low ing a sec ond World War. The bat tle fields were still red with the
blood of those who had given the supreme sac ri fice for love of coun try, the
love of an ideal, the love of might, of power, of pur pose, of supremacy.
Steve had seen it all as a chap lain with Gen eral Alexan der Patch in Eu rope.
He had seen it in the Ori ent with Gen eral Dou glas MacArthur. He had re- 
mained in the Army while the na tions were gath ered at the con fer ence ta ble
try ing to es tab lish a just and last ing peace.

Now he had re turned home with the world-wide cry still ring ing in his
ears. “Peace! Peace!” And there was no peace.

“Have faith in God.” He re peated the part ing phrase of cheer that Shirley
Ma son had left with him as she stepped aboard the night ex press. He was
proud of her, proud of her res o lu tion to ded i cate her life to the cause of
Christ, proud of her de sire to equip her self by a course of Bible study.

“Have faith in God.” He won dered if he was equal to the chal lenge. How
was God go ing to work out his prob lem? How was He go ing to meet the
prob lems of the world, the prob lems of hate and jeal ousy and greed?

It was im pos si ble to ful fill all his obli ga tions. He stood at the cross roads
un de cided which way to turn. He knew what he wanted to do, what he
should do, what he felt the Lord wanted him to do. He faced a triple pur- 
pose in the chal lenge that con fronted him, but there were only two ways to
de cide. Was he to serve God or mam mon?

His ca reer. The term hung over him like a shroud. Through out his col- 
lege days the word had mo ti vated his ev ery thought. It had been the goal
which his de ter mined step mother would not al low him to es cape. He re- 
flected upon the past and his obli ga tions. He had been will ing to make the
sac ri fice then, but now the sit u a tion had changed. Then it had been his
moral duty to ob serve the wishes of the one whom he had al ways known
and re spected as his mother. She was his mother, and he her son, as far as
the pub lic was con cerned. Few knew dif fer ent. But he chafed against the
ties that bound him to ideals with which he did not agree. There was no
hope of sal va tion in the cold, so phis ti cated so cial gospel that she ad vo cated.
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No, he had made a dis cov ery. Things looked dif fer ent. He lived in a sin- 
ful and dy ing world, and the fact haunted him. He wanted to preach, to un- 
bur den his soul, to pro claim the un search able riches of Christ. He wanted to
preach the Gospel that his fa ther had al ways longed to preach. Peo ple were
un saved. They needed a Saviour, and some one to tell them of God’s love
and to re late the heart-search ing story of His sac ri fi cial death upon the
Cross.

His ca reer. He fought the term that his step mother cher ished. He was
pur sued con tin u ally by her ad mo ni tions in tended to safe guard his fu ture,
but he was not ready to marry and as sume the du ties of main tain ing a home.

Sud denly Steve dis cov ered that he was stand ing alone on the de pot plat- 
form. The last evening train had dis ap peared in the dis tance. Only a faint
trace of smoke re mained be tween the hills a mile dis tant where the rail road
tracks seemed to merge with the coun try side.

The light above the safe cast it shad ows about the dimly lighted of fice as
the agent turned the key in the lock and closed the sta tion for the night. If
Rev erend Winthrop heard the door close, he failed to let the fact dis turb
him. The lone call of a whip poor will re-echoed through the night air, but
Steve did not hear it. He was fac ing the chal lenge of choos ing a ca reer.

The sta tion agent shuf fled down the board walk to the main high way,
where he en coun tered a charm ing blue-eyed girl of twenty. He pointed over
his shoul der in re sponse to her ques tion, then stood watch ing her.

“Queer how these girls pur sue a fel low these days!” he mut tered un der
his breath, turn ing to min gle with the crowd of late shop pers. “Poor judg- 
ment chas ing a pen ni less preacher like young Winthrop, just out of the
Army, who took all he had saved in the ser vice to clear his debts con tracted
for an ed u ca tion be fore he en listed, poor as Job’s tur key.”

The cry of the whip poor will came back across the vale.
“Why, Steve.” A sweet fem i nine voice star tled the lone fig ure on the

plat form. "I’ve been look ing all over town for you. Your mother is wait ing.
She wants you to keep an ap point ment at the Lit er ary Guild that she ar- 
ranged for you.

“Mother wants me to jump through a hoop at her beck and call. I am not
go ing to the Guild—”

“Steve! You surely aren’t go ing to dis ap point us. Your mother in sisted
that I wear my new dress. Now you don’t ap pre ci ate it. You don’t want to
go?” Jew ell Lom bard pouted.
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“Why should I?” He was search ing for an ex cuse that would not of fend.
“The elite of the town will be there. It’s im por tant that you meet them,”

she said sweetly. “You can’t af ford to ig nore such in flu en tial con tacts.”
“The cream of so ci ety I sup pose—”
“You have your ca reer, your whole fu ture, to con sider.”
“Ca reer, bah! I de test the term. I want to be a soul-win ner. A min is ter of

the Gospel doesn’t have a ca reer; he is a ser vant.” There was pathos in
Steve’s voice.

Jew ell stood an inch taller and eyed him.
“Steve!” she ex claimed, “a tramp preacher, a mis sion worker—comb ing

the slums for out casts and burns and al ley rats. How—how can you? How
can you as so ciate with such peo ple? Dr. Smythe—”

“Yes, Dr. Smythe. I’m fully aware that Dr. Smythe would not be seen in
a res cue mis sion. A doc tor of di vin ity, a writer, a world-trav eler, a man of
let ters, a preacher who has no in ter est in sin-sick souls. The kind of ca reer
that Mother has cho sen for me. I—I can’t for get God that way,” he replied.

“Steve! Your mother!”
“Yes, I know, Mother has it all planned. God has noth ing to say what so- 

ever. I’m sorry,” he lamented, “but I just can’t do it.”
“Your mother knows best.” Jew ell smiled up at him.
“Mother—” He caught him self and started to whis tle.
“You have a right to feel proud of your mother’s abil ity to man age

church af fairs. Your fa ther—”
“—wanted to preach—and is dy ing of a bro ken heart.” He fin ished the

sen tence ab sently.
“Stephen Winthrop?” There was doubt in her eyes.
He turned and walked away. He had al ready said too much, al though he

did not mean to crit i cize. His fa ther was fac ing the grave. This was no time
to com plain. He faced a duty thrust upon him through cir cum stances be- 
yond his con trol. He had ac cepted the call as as sis tant pas tor of First Com- 
mu nity Church as a moral obli ga tion to his fa ther, whose last stroke had
ren dered him vir tu ally help less. There was lit tle hope for his re cov ery, and
Stephen faced the duty of car ry ing on as pas tor in his fa ther’s ab sence.
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2. A Sin is ter In dict ment

STEPHEN WINTHROP groped his way to his fa ther’s study. The room had
been closed since he was stricken two months pre vi ous. The cir cum stances
sur round ing his sud den ill ness had been puz zling. A time-worn Bible and
the scat tered notes of his last ser mon lay where he had left them when he
had suf fered a stroke of apoplexy, a stroke which in dicted his pro tean wife.
The de tested blue pen cil that she had wielded so clev erly as a weapon
against his ef forts to preach the un search able riches of Christ lay as it had
fallen on the floor dur ing their last con tro versy. She had won the ar gu ment
as usual. The ser mon had not been preached, but the Christ-ex alt ing chal- 
lenge in the mes sage had won a strange vic tory. Doc tor Jud son Winthrop
lay stricken in his home, a tes ti mony of faith ful ness to his Lord. He could
not talk, walk nor move, but he con tin ued to praise: the Saviour whom he
wor shiped in spirit and in truth but had not dared to preach. Steve sur veyed
the room. His heart was heavy, but it was his duty to carry on, to take up his
fa ther’s cross and the Cross of his Lord and bear the bur den with out com- 
plaint. He tried to make him self be lieve that it had been or dained of the
Lord that he was to ac cept this chal lenge, but there was no con vinc ing
proof. He had re ceived the call and been thrust into the po si tion of as sis tant
pas tor through his step mother’s ef forts. He had not been con sulted con cern- 
ing doc tri nal be lief or the ol ogy. She had met with the board, the dea cons
and other key mem bers of the church and set tled the ques tion with out con- 
sult ing him. He was a pas tor with out port fo lio, a pas tor who was to wear
the pre ten tious gar ments of out ward spir i tu al ity, but was de nied the lib erty
of preach ing the mes sage of sal va tion to lost souls.

It was a chal leng ing op por tu nity for a young min is ter, and Stephen
Winthrop re al ized the pos si bil i ties. The work was al ready es tab lished.
There would be no fi nan cial wor ries. His sup port would come from a gen er- 
ous con gre ga tion, lib eral in pock et book and spirit as long as he courted
their fa vor, but there was an ob sta cle: he was shack led to a church pol icy of
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for mal ism that per mit ted no lib er ties. His step mother tried des per ately to fa- 
vor those in fi nan cial con trol, re gard less of their spir i tual need.

Steve knew the terms by which suc cess was mea sured and the part his
step mother would play in the achieve ment of that suc cess. She was the
power be hind the throne. The blue pen cil with which she shaped his fa ther’s
ser mons to suit the fancy of the con gre ga tion had won many fi nan cial vic to- 
ries.

But it was pos si ble to have vic tory with out suc cess. God chal lenged the
price: the cost of souls. How was he to give an ac count of his stew ard ship if
he con doned the shame of in dif fer ence to the truths of God?

Steve’s na ture re volted against preach ing merely for a salary. He could
not sell him self to pop u lar ity and the ap peal of pub lic opin ion. Money could
not buy the suc cess he sought. Sal va tion was not mea sured in dol lars and
cents. His first con cern was to sow the seed of sal va tion. God would pro- 
vide the in crease. He could not re mem ber when the church had wit nessed a
con ver sion. But Christ was still knock ing at the door. As pas tor, Steve
wanted to ad mit Him, to present Him in a cam paign that would bring the
con gre ga tion to their knees in prayer, in heart-search ing con vic tion. He
viewed the facts with mis giv ings. How was he go ing to break the bar ri ers at
the First Com mu nity Church where his step mother’s ev ery wish was law?
She knew the likes and dis likes of ev ery mem ber, and was ready to block
ev ery ef fort that con flicted with her lib eral views. Her first ob jec tive was to
as sure a boun ti ful col lec tion each Sun day. This im plied cater ing to pop u lar
opin ion. Steve’s suc cess as the next pas tor of First Com mu nity Church was
cer tain if he would please the ma jor ity. He raised his head and sighed. Why
had God called him to such a task? He re flected upon the hope less ness of
the fu ture. There was no light any where to lend en cour age ment. Then
Steve’s eyes were drawn to his fa ther’s Bible which was open at the fifth
chap ter of Gala tians. The pen ciled notes in di cated that his fa ther had used
por tions of Scrip ture from this chap ter in pre par ing his last ser mon. The ti- 
tle stood out: “God’s Way of Life.” That was the kind of ser mon that Steve
wanted to preach! He wanted to em pha size God’s way of life. His fa ther’s
last ser mon was un preached. Did he dare to preach it? The un der lined
verses chal lenged him:



17

“Stand fast there fore in the lib erty where with Christ hath made as free, and be not en tan- 
gled again with the yoke of bondage… For, brethren, ye have been called unto lib erty; only
use not lib erty for an oc ca sion to the flesh, but by love serve one an other… If we live in the
Spirit, let us also walk in the Spirit. This I say then, Walk in the Spirit, and ye shall not ful- 
fill the lust of the flesh.”

This was God’s way of life. This was the way of life for the First Com mu- 
nity Church. This was the way of life that God had cho sen for him as their
pas tor.

The un der lined verses em pha sized his fa ther’s spir i tual ex pe ri ence. He
was a soul in bondage to for mal ism, cry ing for free dom of thought and ex- 
pres sion. His fa ther’s light had been un der a bushel for years, and much of
his zeal had been spent in an at tempt to live at peace with his con tentious
sec ond wife.

Steve reread the verses. His fa ther’s ser mon “God’s Way of Life” was a
chal lenge, a call from God.

The Scrip ture ref er ence that his fa ther had em pha sized burned within his
soul: This I say then, Walk in the Spirit, and ye shall not ful fill the last of
the flesh. For the flesh lasteth against the Spirit, and the Spirit against the
flesh: and these are con trary the one to the other: so that ye can not do the
things that ye would.

He bowed again in heart-search ing prayer. He was close to his Heav enly
Fa ther’s heart. Steve pitied his earthly fa ther be cause he had been forced to
live his Chris tian life un der a bushel.

“O God”—his lips moved in prayer—“help me to live life openly Thy
way of life. Grant, Lord, that I shall never deny Thee.”

“Stephen!” Mrs. Winthrop’s voice trailed from the hall. “Come now. It’s
time to leave for the Guild meet ing.”

“I’m not go ing tonight, Mother,” he replied gra ciously. “I just left Jew- 
ell. She knows that I de cided not to go.”

“De cided—”
“Yes, Mother.”
She came in and placed her hands on his shoul ders. “But you must go,

Stephen,” she pleaded.
“Please, Mother, don’t urge me—”
“You are the new min is ter. You are ex pected to at tend such func tions. I

promised Jew ell.”
“Jew ell un der stands.”
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Mrs. Winthrop’s brows arched. “I don’t sup pose there would be any
thrill tak ing Jew ell and me.” She could not hide the note of jeal ousy in her
re ply. “It was much more con ve nient to see that Shirley did not miss her
train.”

Steve did not an swer.
“Son”—de ter mi na tion em pha sized her ap peal—“I’m not go ing with out

you. You are on the pro gram for a few in for mal re marks.”
“That’s in ter est ing. No one con sulted me.”
“Your fa ther—I al ways ar ranged his meet ings. Come on. Here are a few

pen ciled notes which I thought you might use.” She handed him a folded
piece of pa per.

The psy cho log i cal ef fect was what she ex pected. He ac cepted the note
with the same whipped-dog ex pres sion that his fa ther al ways wore when he
de sired to avoid fur ther ar gu ment.

She waited im pa tiently. “Come, we only have about twenty min utes. I
want to—”

“Let’s have an un der stand ing, Mother,” he said firmly. “Here’s the point.
I don’t care to go to any meet ing that you haven’t even told me about. You
and Jew ell run along. I’m not go ing tonight.”

“Well!”
“I’m sorry to in con ve nience you, Mother; but un der the cir cum stances

it’s best for me not to go.”
She cleared her throat.
“We’ll dis cuss sched ules and ar range our ap point ments in the fu ture,” he

con tin ued meekly. “I know we should not have such mis un der stand ings; it
will work out to much bet ter ad van tage if we know in ad vance how our
dates are ar ranged.”

“I sup pose if Shirley Ma son—”
He bit his lip and looked at his mother’s pic ture hang ing above his fa- 

ther’s desk. “Please leave Shirley out of the dis cus sion,” he said ab sently.
“She has sev ered her con nec tions with the com mu nity; prob a bly she’ll
never re turn.”

“I’m glad she has gone.”
“God has great work for her on the mis sion field. We need to pray for

her.”
“Humph!”
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The ex pres sion on Steve’s face soft ened Mrs. Winthrop. “Per haps you’ll
dis cover what a fine girl Jew ell is.” She tried to ap pear in dif fer ent. “She’s
the type for a pas tor’s wife. Her rare gift for mu sic is a real as set.”

“Jew ell Lom bard has a lot of fine qual i ties.” He stopped short and
smiled broadly. “She’ll make some man a fine house wife.”

Mrs. Winthrop was per plexed.
“I agree with you. Jew ell is a fine girl. I like her as a friend, but I’m not

in ter ested in a wife. Mar riage is out of the ques tion.” He searched her eyes
mis chie vously.

Be ing forced to take the neg a tive side of any ques tion ir ri tated
Mrs. Winthrop. She stud ied her step son and won dered how to mas ter the
sit u a tion. He had never been so ob sti nate. Her de sire had al ways been law.
Why this sud den chal lenge of her au thor ity? What were the hid den mo tives
be hind this de ter mined at ti tude?

Steve read the thoughts that were trou bling her mind. “Never mind,
Mother,” he said. “We’ll dis cuss our plans in the fu ture, but let’s un der stand
that I’m not in the party tonight.”

She wanted to ask why but could not hu mil i ate her self to the point of
fram ing the ques tion. She would not give him that much sat is fac tion. She
would find a way to bring him un der her sub jec tion. He could not be suc- 
cess ful with out her, that was def i nite. His en tire fu ture lay in her hands.

His en tire fu ture. She would have to mold him as she had molded his fa- 
ther. In time he would see things in the right light. He had never been ego- 
tis ti cal, but per haps the fact that the call to take his fa ther’s place had come
so easy had made him over con fi dent. She would han dle that! He could not
go else where and hope to re ceive four thou sand a year. She still held the
whip hand.

“I think you should re con sider,” Mrs. Winthrop said firmly.
“Shall we pray about it, Mother?” he asked.
“It’s time to go now.” A chal leng ing fear gripped her. To con cede to his

wishes would be an ex pres sion of weak ness. The sit u a tion was grave. She
would have to de pend upon him as much as he would her. His fa ther needed
him. His sup port was nec es sary for their ma te rial needs as a fam ily.

Her fears re dou bled. She could not af ford to an tag o nize him. She would
swal low her pride un til she found the means to curb this in de pen dence, this
head strong at ti tude that had sud denly as serted it self.
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“You don’t think that you want to go tonight?” She wa vered, try ing to
ap pear in dif fer ent. “You’ll find that you’ve made a mis take when you con- 
sider what it means.”

“We’ll pray about that, Mother—” .
“It’s time. I’ll have to go.”
“Then we’ll leave it with the Lord. I’m con vinced that it is bet ter to be in

His will than to cater to pub lic opin ion,” he replied meekly. “In the fu ture
we’ll set tle such mat ters by prayer.”

Mrs. Winthrop turned sud denly and left to at tend the Lit er ary Guild
alone. She had been de feated in her at tempt to con trol her step son as she
had con trolled her stricken hus band.
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3. The Har vest Of Sin

REV EREND STEPHEN WINTHROP’S TROU BLED THOUGHTS were in ter rupted by
the sud den ring ing of the tele phone. He ac knowl edged the call and dis cov- 
ered that the duty of in ter view ing Cap tain Van der jack awaited him at po lice
head quar ters.

Twenty min utes later, Lieu tenant Nel son ush ered him into the cap tain’s
of fice.

“Come right in. I’m glad you found it con ve nient to drop around so
soon. Hardly ex pected to lo cate you this time of night. It’s about this Vir- 
ginia Thyme case,” said the cap tain. “We’ve dis cov ered new ev i dence
which I think will bear out your con tention that this fel low Dick Over mire
is as un re li able as you seem to think he is. It’s too bad we can’t send him to
jail in her place.”

“I never did be lieve that she was guilty of the charges placed against
her,” Rev erend Winthrop replied gravely.

“Yes, I know; you’ve in sisted all along that she’s in no cent.” Cap tain
Van der jack smiled. “I thought that you were be ing car ried away by Chris- 
tian sym pa thy, but I’m happy to in form you that the facts prove your faith
to have been well founded.”

“The dam age has been done. It’s hard to over come the curse of vi cious
gos sip,” Steve com mented solemnly. “I feel sorry for him.”

“I thought your sym pa thy was with the girl.”
“It is. She is a vic tim of cir cum stances.” This young min is ter was

thought ful. “It’s too bad that there isn’t some way to pre vent in no cent girls
from fall ing into the clutches of men like Over mire.”

“It’s part of the game of life.”
“But there are too many who find it dif fi cult to com pete with the ob sta- 

cles con fronting them with out get ting into trou ble,” said the pas tor. “I am
in ter ested in some means of pre ven tion.”

“The re spon si bil ity in this case lies at the doors of the churches of the
com mu nity.” Cap tain Van der jack stud ied his com pan ion gravely. “It’s un- 
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for tu nate, but I fail to see how you can place the blame else where.”
“What are the facts?”
“The po lice woman is com ing in with the vic tim. We’ll talk the mat ter

over when they ar rive,” said the cap tain. “From what Miss Dunn tells me,
it’s a very in ter est ing story.”

“You are for tu nate to have a gifted po lice woman like Miss Dunn.”
“We’ll have to give her the credit for un cov er ing the ev i dence,” the vet- 

eran in law en force ment replied. “Miss. Thyme has a right to feel grate ful
for her re fusal to ac cept Over mire at face value.”

“From what I’ve been able to learn, I think all of us should feel grate- 
ful,” Steve added. “And Over mire’s fol low ing in cluded my step mother.”

“I’m sur prised. I doubt if he’d rate very high with your fa ther,” Cap tain
Van der jack in ter rupted. “By the way, how is your fa ther? I think he en joyed
slip ping over here and shar ing his trou bles with us. I al ways ap pre ci ated his
hum ble phi los o phy. We miss him.”

“Fa ther learned a great many lessons in life from his con tacts here——”
“—to which your step mother al ways ob jected, so I’m told.”
There was a know ing twin kle in Cap tain Van der jack’s eye.
“And this one in par tic u lar—Miss Thyme—is out as far as she is con- 

cerned,” said Steve, “yet di vine guid ance is her most im por tant need.”
"You are ab so lutely right; that’s why I called you tonight.
We po lice men have no cure," Cap tain Van der jack ex plained. “I men- 

tioned a while ago that the re spon si bil ity lies with the churches. This case is
cer tainly right in point with the idea. Your fa ther un der stood where the fault
lay, yet for some rea son didn’t dare to do any thing about it. I have heard
him lament a good many times that we were let ting the young peo ple of the
com mu nity go to hell be cause of the fail ure of the church to act.”

There was a mo ment of tense si lence while he stud ied the ef fect of his
re marks upon the young min is ter.

“Look at the records,” he said, turn ing to a file on his desk. “Five cases
this month. What are you min is ters go ing to do about it? It isn’t a po lice
prob lem; I just told you that we have no cure. Some thing must be done.”

“I quite agree with you—”
“I tell you, Winthrop,” he con tin ued, “some thing has to be done. This

young gen er a tion is drift ing—get ting away from God—on their way to hell
—and there’s no one to blame for it but their par ents and the church peo- 
ple.”
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“In cred i ble. I’m deeply in ter ested—”
“—in ter ested in talk ing about it, yes,” he in ter rupted fer vently. “Ev ery- 

body is in ter ested in talk ing about it. That’s just the point. Ev ery body talks
but no one wants to take the re spon si bil ity of do ing any thing else. I tell you,
the Chris tian peo ple of this gen er a tion are asleep. Why don’t you get busy
and wake up and act?”

“I—” Steve was at a loss for words. Cap tain Van der jack was preach ing
the same kind of ser mon that he wanted to preach in his church.

“Look here,” the cap tain con tin ued, pulling a card from the file, “this is
just one out of a hun dred and forty-three this past year who trav eled the
road to ruin. There were a lot of prom ises here for God, but the devil got the
bar gain. Why did they leave church and Sun day school and go to the play- 
grounds of sin? Cer tainly some body has the an swer, but it isn’t the po lice- 
man.”

“Do you think Chris tian ity has failed mankind?” Steve was ea ger to
have him con tinue.

“No, Chris tian ity hasn’t failed mankind, but mankind has failed Christ.
Look at this group. Ages run from thir teen to thirty. Ev ery one of them used
to be in Sun day school. Ev ery one of them in trou ble. One hun dred and
forty-three lost op por tu ni ties for God. Why? There’s just one an swer ac- 
cord ing to our records.” The cap tain’s tone be came milder as he paused for
breath. “Rev erend Winthrop,” he said, his voice ten der with feel ing, “no- 
body cared but the devil and the po lice un til it was too late. That’s why they
were here.”

“I know what you are driv ing at: no Sun day evening ser vice or prayer
meet ing—”

“Lis ten, Winthrop, I didn’t call you down here to preach to you. You can
do a much bet ter job of preach ing than I can.” Cap tain Van der jack was em- 
phatic. “You know what is wrong; no young peo ple’s ser vice in church, no
evening ser vice; no prayer meet ing; no body pray ing for the youth of the
com mu nity. It’s usu ally too late to hold a prayer meet ing af ter these kids are
in jail.”

“You paint a dark pic ture, Cap tain,” the young min is ter said.; “And
what’s the cause of crime? Sin. One in volves the other. There’s no way that
you can get away from it,” said the cap tain, ris ing to ad mit the po lice- 
woman.

Steve arose to ac knowl edge the in tro duc tion.
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“This is Rev erend Winthrop, Miss Dunn. I asked him to come down and
talk the Thyme case over with you,” he said in for mally. “Rev erend
Winthrop is par tic u larly in ter ested in the back ground that led to her trou- 
ble.”

“Yes, in deed, I’m glad to know you,” she said, ex tend ing her hand.
“Your fa ther and I were great friends be fore he was stricken. He was deeply
in ter ested in the cause and ef fect of crime. I am sure our mu tual un der stand- 
ing will be the same.”

“Sergeant Dunn is in charge of our woman’s di vi sion,” the cap tain ex- 
plained. “She deals with a good many sub jects in need of di vine guid ance.”

“That is true of all of them, isn’t it, Miss Dunn? Cap tain Van der jack has
been telling me about some of your po lice prob lems. I imag ine you find
your work here in the de part ment rather de press ing.” He ad mired the busi- 
nesslike man ner in which she ac cepted her re spon si bil ity.

“We meet all the com pli ca tions of life in po lice work, it seems; but,
frankly, I en joy it,” she replied. “I sup pose the cap tain has told you that our
main dif fi culty is the lack of a cure.”

Cap tain Van der jack reached for a card that lay face down on his desk.
Turn ing to the po lice woman, he asked sud denly, “How is Miss Thyme re- 
spond ing to our hos pi tal ity? Would you con sider it wise to in ter view her in
the of fice tonight?”

“I think so. The poor girl is in the depths of de spair,” Sergeant Dunn
replied. “A lit tle sym pa thetic un der stand ing will do her a world of good.
She doesn’t know what it is all about or who to trust.”

Cap tain Van der jack watched her leave to ar range de tails. “Just one of the
many. I’m at a loss to know what to do to stem the tide,” he said sadly.

“Miss Thyme is twenty, isn’t she?”
Cap tain Van der jack turned to the record. “To mor row is her twen ti eth

birth day, and this fel low Over mire in sists that we throw her in jail, but I’m
not go ing to do it if I can help it—not on the ev i dence he presents, any way.”

“God help us!”
“That’s the only an swer, Winthrop. We must get back to God in di vid u- 

ally and as a na tion, to the sim ple rules of di vine love and re spect for moral- 
ity. The door of hell stands wide Open while you church peo ple sit and
sleep.”

“Cap tain Van der jack—”
A mur der call in ter rupted the dis cus sion.
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4. An Evil Mind

REV EREND WINTHROP was con fused as he left the po lice build ing. The
world was di vided, one half not know ing how the other half lived, and the
po lice were in the front-line trenches in the bat tle of right against wrong.
The sto ries be tween the lines—the sto ries which never came to light in the
news pa pers—were even more shock ing than the re vealed tragedies. Steve’s
in ter view with Sergeant Dunn fol low ing Cap tain Van der jack’s de par ture
haunted him. Vir ginia Thyme’s state of hope less de spon dency haunted him.
Her life had been a strug gle. There were com pli cat ing cir cum stances at ev- 
ery turn in the road. She had fought des per ately to pro tect the good name
that her par ents had given her, but now the jail doors were swing ing open to
ad mit her.

In her search for em ploy ment she had met Dick Over mire. He wanted an
at trac tive girl with nat u ral ini tia tive. By glow ing prom ises he had led her to
be lieve that she was the one and only girl for the job. She was “cre ated for
the po si tion” the “op por tu nity of a life time.” Too late she made the dis cov- 
ery that she was an other vic tim of a li cen tious mind.

Cau tiously, ma li ciously, craftily, he led her step by step through the
process of be com ing of fice as sis tant, the po si tion she was to as sume when
he left for a larger field. The mys tery of the cir cum stances in trigued her. Or- 
ders for the prod uct they were han dling rolled in with out ap par ent ef fort.
Over mire was bril liant. He knew all the an swers to the prob lems of the
busi ness world and was train ing her to take his place at a hand some salary.
Some day she would be in de pen dent and in a po si tion to dic tate terms. So
she de luded her self.

She was too busy to ask ques tions con cern ing the back ground of the
busi ness which Over mire rep re sented. Ev ery thing he said and did was so
con vinc ing that Vir ginia was ashamed to ap pear doubt ful about any thing
that she did not un der stand. He wanted her to suc ceed, to find se cu rity.

He lent her his car for “busi ness er rands,” and slowly but surely the web
was wo ven about her. Lit tle things hap pened that em bar rassed her, things
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that were not eth i cal ac cord ing to the moral stan dards es tab lished by her
train ing. Still, she did not doubt him. He al ways had a rea son able ex pla na- 
tion. She ac com pa nied him on an oc ca sional din ner date in the in ter ests of
the com pany and was of ten at a loss to ac count for the lack of busi ness en- 
ter prise that char ac ter ized the oc ca sion.

Grad u ally his at ten tions be came more per sonal, but she ac cepted them
gra ciously. He was un mar ried, and al though the ques tion of mar riage did
not con cern her, the na ture of her po si tion would not pro hibit the ven ture.
There was only one thing upon which they did not agree. She had been
trained as a child to at tend Sun day school and church; he con sid ered such
ac tiv i ties a waste of time be cause they did not pro mote busi ness.

How ever, when she in sisted that she find a church home in keep ing with
a prom ise made to her mother when she had left the fam ily fire side in an- 
other state, he read ily con sented to ac com pany her to a Sun day-evening ser- 
vice.

He called for her at seven-twenty, and ten min utes later they parked in
front of the church which they had agreed to at tend.

“The church isn’t open!” She ex plained, glanc ing at her watch.
A wicked smile lurked around the cor ners of his mouth.
Act ing upon his sug ges tion that they at tend the ser vice of an other

church, they drove around town, but dis cov ered that none of the prom i nent
churches held a Sun day-evening ser vice.

Con se quently, he in vei gled her into at tend ing a movie in a neigh bor ing
city. There were tears of re pen tance upon her pil low, and she did not sleep
that night. Mem o ries of her mother and the home fire side haunted her. She
was home sick, heart sick and lone some for the invit ing hos pi tal ity of her
own church peo ple.

The next Wednes day night Over mire tele phoned Vir ginia’s room ing
house and told her there was a mat ter he wished to dis cuss. She in vited him
to at tend the prayer meet ing. He re luc tantly con sented and said he would be
“right over.” She waited past the usual hour be fore he drove up and of fered
the ex cuse that he had had tire trou ble. It was too late to at tend prayer meet- 
ing, but he promised that if she would ac com pany him for an auto ride, he
would at tend church the next Sun day morn ing.

It was this Sun day that she dis cov ered that he was mar ried. They at- 
tended a lit tle coun try church sev eral miles out of the city. Vir ginia no ticed
that dur ing the ser vice he was ex cep tion ally un easy and that he failed to in- 
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tro duce her to sev eral peo ple who spoke to him as they were leav ing. When
she and Over mire were pre par ing to leave, a for mer schoolchum in quired
about his sec ond wife and their two chil dren.

She was the last per son he had ex pected to meet.
Vir ginia stood speech less while he suavely made an ex pla na tion to fit

the oc ca sion, an ex pla na tion that left the friend be wil dered. Vir ginia too,
was be wil dered. He had de lib er ately de ceived her for a pur pose which she
had failed to un der stand.

Now aware of his ul te rior mo tives, she as sured him that she would no
longer per mit his at ten tions. He tried des per ately to play on her sym pa thy!
He was seek ing a di vorce and would marry her! His love for her had led
him to de ceive her. She was the only woman in the world that he loved.

Fi nally he dis cussed her need for em ploy ment. Em pha siz ing the op por- 
tu nity that she had in her present po si tion, he agreed that if she would re- 
main, he would not press his at ten tions fur ther. She agreed to for give and
for get and re main in his em ploy.

There was a no tice able change in Over mire’s de meanor. He treated her
with the ut most re spect un til she was sat is fied that he had been car ried away
in a mo ment of thought less ness to com mit a trans gres sion of which he had
re pented.

Then it hap pened. Vir ginia dis cov ered that, in stead of deal ing with her
per son ally, he had em ployed a third party to bring her un der his power. This
woman had feigned in ter est in Vir ginia and be came her con stant com pan- 
ion. Within a month they lived to gether. They ex changed cloth ing, jew elry
and other per sonal ef fects as a mat ter of course. Her new found friend in- 
sisted that Vir ginia wear her bracelet, her watch and a valu able di a mond
ring as ges ture of good will.

Two weeks later, in need of money, she asked Vir ginia to have the ring
ap praised at a cer tain jew elry store for a loan. The jew eler iden ti fied the
ring as stolen prop erty and called the owner. When con fronted with Vir- 
ginia’s story of how she came into pos ses sion of the ring and her rea son for
hav ing it ap praised, Vir ginia’s erst while friend dis claimed all knowl edge of
the episode.

Over mire, pos ing as a friend in need, of fered to ne go ti ate a set tle ment
out of court. He main tained that there were other ar ti cles taken which he
had been hold ing in trust. He gen er ously of fered to ad vance money to cover
the cost of these ar ti cles taken with the bracelet and ring in or der to keep
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Vir ginia out of jail. When she re fused to con cede to his terms, he be came
dom i neer ing and tried to force the is sue by a threat ened jail-sen tence. In- 
sist ing upon her in no cence, Vir ginia still re fused to ac cept his of fer, and
chose to ac cept the dis grace as a thief rather than sell her honor for the price
of free dom.

Stephen Winthrop could not erase the sor did pic ture from his mind. He
was seized with a de sire to help Vir ginia Thyme. He vi su al ized a thou sand
Vir ginias who stood at the thresh old of de spair for the want of a true and
loyal friend. He wanted to share their load of re spon si bil ity, to share their
trou bles, to tell them of God’s love. His lips moved in prayer for the girl
that he had just in ter viewed. He was de ter mined to help her if he could.

How was he go ing to do it? He de bated the ques tion as he made his way
up the front walk. There must be some way to pre vent such acts of in jus tice.
He walked around to the side door and stood with key in hand as he looked
across the rear yard into the dense black ness that hid the shrub bery. He
could un der stand Vir ginia’s thoughts. Life to her was as dense and black as
the night which he faced. There was no ray of hope. She was wan der ing in
the wilder ness of sin, the sin of oth ers, which brought heartache and sor row
to her soul. Bar ri ers blocked her road.

A feel ing of pride pos sessed him. He ad mired her for the stand she had
taken. She could not af ford to turn aside. She was right. She would face
death rather than sub mit to Dick Over mire’s of fer to help. He un der stood
how in her fit of de spon dency she could wel come death, why she could not
dis pel the fear of its mys tery, why eter nity haunted her. God had a claim
upon her life.

He found his way to his study. All he saw was un cer tainty, un cer tainty as
Vir ginia saw it. He, too, was bound by cir cum stances. There were bar ri ers
in his road also, bar ri ers that made him cry to God for wis dom and strength.
He was bound out wardly by for mal ism to the tra di tions of the First Com- 
mu nity Church. He was tied to the pul pit. He could nei ther help Vir ginia or
him self un til the shack les were bro ken. He could not ex press him self and
still con form to his step mother’s ideas.

A step on the thresh old dis turbed him.
“What is it, Mother?” he asked turn ing to ad dress her.
“‘What is it’! As if you didn’t know! You couldn’t go to the Guild meet- 

ing with Jew ell and I,” she stormed crit i cally. “Yes, I know all about it.
Your gut ter tramp is taken care of, so Sergeant Dunn ad vised by tele phone a
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few min utes ago. Mrs. Brown has very gra ciously agreed to keep her a few
days. I sup pose she is tucked in bed by this time.”

Steve re al ized that there were times when ex pla na tions only kin dled the
flame of his step mother’s re sent ment. There fore he chose to say noth ing.

His si lence in fu ri ated her. “Just like your fa ther. He wanted to re form the
world un til I put my foot down.” She faced him. “Just like your fa ther.
Sorry for ev ery out cast and gut ter tramp that the world throws in the dis- 
card.”

“But, Mother, if you saw her—”
“I don’t want to see her,” she re torted in dig nantly. “Just like your fa ther

—al ways wanted to adopt all the trash that the po lice dragged in. Now you
—you want to dis grace the name of Winthrop.”

“Vir ginia Thyme isn’t trash. She’s un for tu nate, help less, in need of a
friend. She——”

“Oh, Vir ginia, that—that. She—”
“Vir ginia is one of God’s ninety and nine, Mother. Tragedy came into

her life—”
“Peo ple usu ally get in jail be cause they be long there. A fine how-do-

you-do, the pas tor of the First Com mu nity Church hob nob bing around with
a jail bird!” Her eyes were set in a stony stare. “Stephen,” she said, “I won’t
have it! You may as well un der stand—”

“Vir ginia Thyme isn’t a jail bird. She doesn’t be long in jail. She’s not go- 
ing there if I can help it.”

“Ha”—she cut him short—“if you can help it! So she’s just dodg ing jail.
Pray tell me, why should you be come so in ter ested in keep ing her out?”

“Be cause she doesn’t be long there. She has done noth ing for which she
should be locked up,” he ex plained pa tiently. “Dick Over mire—”

“That’s enough. Jew ell was telling me tonight about Over mire’s ar ti cle
in the pa per, charg ing some girl with the theft of jew elry.” In dig nant Janet
Winthrop rose to her full five feet five. “That’s enough. It’s funny they
should sus pend the chief of de tec tives over the mat ter if this Vir ginia you
are so taken up with is pure and in no cent.”

“The chief of de tec tives ac cepted a bribe from one of Over mire’s friends
in pro mot ing the scheme to have Vir ginia re leased from charges which were
un founded in fact but al leged to be true in prin ci ple ac cord ing to Over- 
mire.”
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“Any one mixed up with a man like Over mire should suf fer the con se- 
quences,” she flared. “I’m still of the opin ion that the place to re form her is
in jail.”

“If she goes to jail it will be be cause the First Com mu nity Church wills
it to be so.”

“The First Com mu nity Church?” Her mouth opened awk wardly.
“Yes, the First Com mu nity Church. Vir ginia was given the cold shoul der

when she tried to at tend ser vices there. No one spoke to her. She was turned
from the church door as an out cast, and no one cared who she was or where
she came from,” he com plained bit terly. “She has no friends here. You don’t
want her. The First Com mu nity Church doesn’t want her. No one there
cared enough about her soul to give her a cup of cold wa ter in Je sus’
Name.”

“What do you ex pect any one to do?”
“Pray for her,” he said sim ply. “Have enough con cern for her soul to

bring her back into fel low ship with the Lord.”
“It’s not wise to ob struct jus tice,” Mrs. Winthrop replied art fully.
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5. The Test Of Char ac ter

STEVE COULD FIND COM FORT only in prayer. the world out look was dark.
No one had the an swer that he wanted.

Men were un able to solve the prob lems that con fronted him. He was
bur dened with a de sire to help Vir ginia Thyme, an earnest de sire that would
not per mit him to dis miss her from his mind.

He had just talked with Cap tain Van der jack. Dick Over mire in sisted
upon se cur ing a war rant for Vir ginia Thyme’s ar rest. He was de ter mined to
have a show down. If he could not get ac tion from the po lice, he in tended to
con sult the pros e cut ing at tor ney. The po lice were tri fling with his rights as a
cit i zen; the cold, me chan i cal hand of jus tice must take its toll. Ig no rance of
the law ex cused no one. This girl must pay the price. He was go ing to make
cer tain that she did not es cape.

There was no hope on Vir ginia Thyme’s hori zon. "Steve re flected upon
the wasted ser mon that he had preached in her be half on Sun day. The ser- 
mon had not been gra ciously ac cepted. Fiery coals of in dig na tion were
heaped upon his head by his step mother and op pos ing mem bers in the
church. He could not face the load of op po si tion. There was no place to
turn. He could only pray.

Steve went to his study. God would sup ply the com fort that he needed
for his trou bled heart.

“Here is an out line which you can use in pre par ing your next ser mon,”
Mrs. Winthrop sug gested from the door way. “We don’t want a rep e ti tion of
what oc curred last Sun day.”

Steve took the prof fered notes with out at tempt ing to re ply.
“Christ the Car pen ter”—he read the ti tle which she sug gested, the text of

which was found in Mark 6:3.
“You should be able to draw ev i dence of Christ’s loy alty to la bor from

the pre ced ing verse,” she ad vised.
He fol lowed her notes thought fully. A ques tion clouded his brow.
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“From whence hath this man these things? and what wis dom is this
which is given unto him, that even such mighty works are wrought by his
hands?” he read.

She stud ied his face care fully to dis cern his re ac tion.
“How does this ap ply?” he asked.
“La bor is in ac cord with the idea that Christ is the per fect model of con- 

duct, the model which we are to fol low if we would reach per fec tion. You
can ex alt His abil ity as a great Man of the craft, the One that la bor should
fol low as the per fect pat tern.”

He was moved with a deep spirit of hu mil ity. “I shall ex alt Je sus Christ
only as Saviour of the soul, Mother,” he said.

“The mod ern mind takes a broader view. It’s un wise to nar row a ser mon
down to only one point,” she replied.

“Eter nal sal va tion is that one vi tal point,” be em pha sized. “That’s the
need of the hour in this day and age. In fact, it has been the need of ev ery
age. Noth ing su per sedes it; past, present or fu ture.” There was a new light
in his eyes— a light that she had never seen.

“One can be too nar row in em pha siz ing the life of Christ,” she pointed
out. “As a car pen ter—”

He has tened to in ter rupt. “The crit ics in the sixth chap ter of Mark were
ques tion ing Christ’s mirac u lous power, weren’t they?” he asked se ri ously.

“They rec og nized Christ as a car pen ter, a la bor ing man, a leader with
great abil ity,” she out lined. “Nat u rally they didn’t agree with Him in all
things—a fact that you can em pha size. There are pos si bil i ties for an ap peal- 
ing ser mon to la bor if you han dle the text tact fully.”

“But, Mother, I don’t feel led of the Lord to use the text. It doesn’t ex alt
Christ in the proper light,” he protested.

“You have the wishes of the dea cons to con sider. An ap peal to la bor—”
“Seek ye first the king dom of God, and his right eous ness, and all these

things shall he added unto you,” he quoted ef fec tively.
“Take no thought of where your salary comes from,” came the sar cas tic

re ply. “You can’t af ford to op pose the wishes of la bor—of those in the
church to whom we must look for our daily needs.”

“I’m go ing to preach the un search able riches of Christ—”
“In op po si tion—”
“If the Lord di rects, yes. I can’t deny my Lord.”
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“Stephen,” she pleaded, “do you re al ize what that means? A church
split; dis cord; loss of pres tige. Please con sider.”

“If they un der stood God’s love—”
“Your rep u ta tion,” she con tin ued, “—think what it means. You’ll be ru- 

ined as a young preacher. You don’t ap pre ci ate the op por tu nity that you
have here. You can’t af ford to defy the wishes of your con gre ga tion.”

“I can’t deny my Lord, Mother. The world is dy ing. Peo ple are dy ing
with out Christ. They have no other hope,” he lamented. “It’s my re spon si- 
bil ity. I must preach Christ to a dy ing world.”

“Steve—”
“The field is al ready white unto the har vest.”
“You can at least be mod est in your con vic tions.” She tried to con vince

him of the sin cer ity of her ap peal. “I know the con gre ga tion—the her itage
of First Com mu nity Church. I’ll help you with your ser mons as I helped
your fa ther. Can’t you see that your rep u ta tion, your whole fu ture, is at
stake?”

“Thanks, Mother. I ap pre ci ate your good will. But I—I can not. Don’t
you see it, Mother. I—I don’t want to say it, but lib er al ism—” His se ri ous- 
ness trou bled her. “Don’t you see that my re spon si bil ity lies with the Lord?”

“You mean that you’d give up the op por tu nity and the salary here at the
First Com mu nity Church?”

“Rather than deny my Lord, yes.”
“You’d desert me, your fa ther’s rep u ta tion and the tes ti mony that he left

as a mon u ment to the name of Winthrop?” A plea was in her eyes.
He did not an swer.
“Ap pre ci a tion?”
There was a cut ting ques tion in her eyes. It made him un com fort able. He

was fac ing the test of char ac ter that was to chart the course of his fu ture.
“Think it over, son,” she said, and went down the hall.
The young min is ter bowed in a mo ment of prayer. Then he reached into

the top drawer and se lected a key. He picked up his fa ther’s Bible and
walked to the op po site side of the room.

“Yes,” he said, look ing up at a paint ing of his fa ther, “you wanted to
break the Laodicean yoke of bondage that tied you to the First Com mu nity
Church. I, too, am at the same cross roads. I can only look to my Lord in
prayer.”
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The door closed softly be hind Steve as he went out. The weight of re- 
spon si bil ity rested heav ily upon his young shoul ders. He wanted to be
alone, to com mune with God and lay the bur den of his heart be fore Him.

A thou sand stars twin kled in a peace ful sky and lighted his path way. He
ap proached the First Com mu nity Church out lined in the moon light. Her
white spire was like a sen tinel, a sen tinel guard ing the glory of God.

“What mock ery!” he said aloud. “Oh, that your gar ments were as spot- 
less as they ap pear!”

He took the key from his pocket and en tered the side door. The spot less
white of the in te rior was even more pro nounced.

I know thy works, that thou art nei ther cold nor hot: I would thou wert
cold or hot… Anoint thine eye: with eye salve, that thou mayest see. The
words came to him with strange power.

Melan choly set tled upon him. He wanted to pray, but he could not.
He walked down the aisle be tween the empty rows of seats and ap- 

proached the al tar. Step ping be tween the pul pits on ei ther side, he stood be- 
fore the com mu nion ta ble and looked up into the dark ened re cess above the
bap tistry. The si lence of death sur rounded him. A paint ing of Christ hung in
its ac cus tomed place.

“Thou art be hind the veil, O Lord,” he said and his heart was heavy.
“Thy pres ence here is not felt, Thy way is un known, Thy glory ab sent. Thy
pres ence is so dim to the eye, be lief so dim in the minds of those that as- 
sem ble here. Would to God that they might see Thee as Thou art, that Thou
might be un veiled to their hearts!”

Si lence reigned as he. stood in thought.
“For give them, Lord,” he said rev er ently. “For give them who deny

Thee.”
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6. Cal louses Of In dif fer ence

THE FOL LOW ING WEDNES DAY EVENING Rev erend Winthrop gave a heart-
search ing mes sage that bore no ev i dence of his step mother’s blue pen cil.
Dea con Still wa ter sat on a front seat with his hand cupped to his ear. A
frown of dis ap proval be trayed his thoughts as he ner vously rus tled a printed
bul letin an nounc ing a se ries of ser mons that the pas tor pro posed to preach.

No one mis un der stood the pas tor. His con vic tions were clear, his doc- 
trine sound and true to the Gospel of Christ. Dea con Still wa ter knew the
im port of Rev erend Winthrop’s well-cho sen re marks as he an nounced the
ti tle of his ad dress: “The Task at Hand.” He sensed chas tise ment in the text.
The dea con was moved as he had never been moved be fore. The pas tor’s
clear firm voice cut through hard ened cal louses of in dif fer ence. God was
talk ing to him and he re belled.

“The——the—the young up start.” His lips were tense. “The young up- 
start. Should have kept him in the Army,” he mum bled, en raged.

Dea con Still wa ter saw a red flag in the text. He was in dig nant and de fi- 
ant. Rev erend Winthrop had cho sen this text es pe cially for him. No man,
hav ing put his hand to the plow, and look ing back, it fit for the king dom of
God. The words burned in his soul. He un der stood the ap pli ca tion. He was
a re tired farmer and his money sup plied all the com forts of life. He had
been sat is fied, con tent, happy, un til this young up start had built a fire un der
him. “Choose this day whom you will serve. Is it God or mam mon? You
make the choice by your acts in faith. I am the Lord, I change not. Do you
be lieve Him?”

“To day’s Christ, with whom is no vari able ness, nei ther shadow of turn- 
ing, is to mor row’s Christ. You can not change Him, but He can change you.”
Stephen’s voice was rich and strong.

Dea con Still wa ter cleared his throat and started to rise.
The long, bony fin gers of Dea con Ar butt, who sat in the sec ond row, ar- 

rested Still wa ter’s at ten tion. “Sit down, Silas,” he whis pered, tap ping him
on the shoul der.
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Dea con Still wa ter turned and glared at his col league.
“Take it easy, Dea con,” an oily voice con soled him.
Still wa ter set tled back into his seat and re laxed.
“For with the heart man be lieveth unto right eous ness; and with the

month con fec tion is made unto sal va tion,” Rev erend Winthrop con tin ued.
“The task at hand is to con fess Christ in our liv ing.”

“Up start!” Dea con Still wa ter sput tered weakly and sank still lower into
his seat. He was de ter mined not to agree with any thing the young pas tor
said.

Rev erend Winthrop sensed the op po si tion lurk ing be hind pi ous in dif fer- 
ence to the Word of God. Less than a third of those fac ing him were at ease,
and of that num ber, only three were in agree ment with his mes sage.

The young min is ter was break ing the cob webs of com pla cency that had
been spun by the con science of the church a mem ber ship. The devil was ac- 
tive that night. Rev erend Winthrop knew this, and was de ter mined to give
no quar ter. Many pas tors were try ing to serve God and ad here to the wishes
of a lib eral con gre ga tion. He knew that this meant spir i tual de feat. Empty
churches through the land were a tes ti mony to that fact. He could not con- 
done the mod ern the ol ogy that con trib uted to this con di tion.

The young pas tor out lined the task at hand. Ev ery one present knew ex- 
actly where he stood when he closed the meet ing and asked Dea con Still- 
wa ter to of fer the clos ing prayer.

The dea con arose in sur prised alarm. He was in no mood for prayer.
The con gre ga tion rose and waited.
Dea con Still wa ter be gan weakly when the si lence be came un bear able.

“We—we—we are here in Thy house, Lord. We—we—we love Thy house,
Lord. We—we love Thy taber na cle and Thy com mand ments. We love Thy
Name. We—we—we want Thy Name glo ri fied. We—w-e thank Thee for
Thy bless ings. We—we—we—we are Thy ser vants, Lord. Amen.”

Steve con tin ued in prayer and poured out his heart in a pe ti tion for di- 
vine guid ance in di rect ing each mem ber to fol low the will of the Lord in the
task at hand, the task of serv ing Him in the spirit of truth, ex alt ing Je sus
Christ as, per sonal Saviour.

“Not quite as perk with your prayer tonight, Dea con,” said the se nior pil- 
lar of the church, Tracy Ar butt, fall ing in step with his in dig nant col league
as they left the church.
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Dea con Still wa ter cleared his throat again. “We’ve got to get rid of that
young up start. Maybe I ain’t fit yet for the king dom of God. Maybe I ain’t
fit; but the likes of his, preach ing ain’t a-goin’ to help none.”

“Kind-a helped start yer blood a-bilin’, didn’t it, Dea con?” Tracy re- 
marked.

“Task at hand, bah! The task at hand is to get rid of him,” Silas barked as
they made their way to a large maple in the park ing lot where they usu ally
held coun cil of war.

“The Lord cleared the Tem ple of un de sir ables, didn’t he, Silas?” Tracy
prompted, look ing up be tween the branches of the spread ing maple and glo- 
ry ing in the op por tu nity to start an other church fight.

“That up start,” Dea con Silas fumed. “He’s got to go. Do you hear me?
He’s got to go!”

“Ac tion means more than words, Silas.”
“Ac tion. I’ll ac tion that up start. He—he’ll think the whole First Com mu- 

nity Church fell on him. I’ll—”
“Some thing like the atomic bomb, Silas?”
“I’ll get rid of him m-my-my self. I won’t lis ten to him. I won’t—” Dea- 

con Still wa ter chewed his words. “That up start!”
Dea con Tracy Ar butt smiled a broad smile of sat is fac tion. “Think you’ll

need any help, Silas?”
“He—he’s got to go—”
“How, Silas?”
His col league’s ques tion chal lenged him. He had been blow ing off

steam, wast ing power, but had no plan in mind.
“Pic tures are pow er ful.” Tracy dropped the re mark ca su ally. “Just won- 

dered if you thought they were good in an ar gu ment.”
“Pic tures?” Dea con Still wa ter’s face was blank.
“My son Web ster—”
“Yes, I know. He’s a trou bleshooter that takes ac tion pic tures for the

Press, isn’t he?” Dea con Still wa ter was cu ri ous. “He must be on the job day
and night.”

“He’s al ways around with his cam era when there’s any news. Thought
you might have an idea.” The se nior dea con had a twin kle in his eyes.

The con ver sa tion be came in audi ble as the two men faced each other and
con versed for sev eral min utes.
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“Putting it that way it might be all right. I never did any thing crooked in
my life.” Dea con Still wa ter was cagey. “I want to be sure that there’s no re- 
flec tion.”

“Pic tures speak for them selves, don’t they? Preach ers never like ques- 
tion able pub lic ity, do they? No one can blame you for some thing that you
are not re spon si ble for, can they?” Tracy ques tioned cau tiously. “All you
need to do is to ask ques tions. That’s a dea con’s pre rog a tive, a dea con’s
moral duty, isn’t it, Silas?”

Tracy warmed to the plan. “You have the right to ask ques tions if this
young ‘up start’ as you call him, finds him self in an en tan gle ment of com pli- 
cat ing cir cum stances.”

“As long as there isn’t any foul play.”
“Now, Silas, it’s just the ques tion of ac cept ing an in vi ta tion, isn’t it?”

Dea con Tracy Ar butt put on his best Sun day meet ing air of hurt pride. “It’s
just a sug ges tion. You prob a bly have a bet ter plan to in vite our church con- 
gre ga tion’s at ten tion to the ques tion able char ac ter of their pas tor.”

“I don’t sup pose it’ll be my fault.”
“Cer tainly not. He’s twenty-one, isn’t he? He has a right to ac cept any

in vi ta tion that he sees fit,” Tracy quickly ex plained.
“But sup pose he doesn’t ac cept?”
“In that event, no one would ques tion his moral worth, would they,

Silas?”
“But if he does?”
“The weak ness of sin ful flesh.” Tracy smiled suavely. “As a pas tor, he’ll

have a lot of ques tions to an swer.”
Dea con Ar butt dis ap peared swiftly into the shad ows of the night.
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7. Walk ing Into A Trap

THE MID WEEK PRAYER MEET ING hav ing dis banded, the con gre ga tion formed
groups of two’s and three’s. It was ev i dent that Rev erend Winthrop’s dis- 
course had stirred up a hor net’s nest of con flict ing opin ions. No two groups
were in agree ment.

While dea cons Ar butt and Still wa ter were car ry ing on their pri vate con- 
fer ence un der the maple in the church park ing lot, oth ers mem bers of the
flock were draw ing their own dis torted con clu sions. Two saintly old ladies,
who had been faith ful to the Lord for many years, agreed with the pas tor.
They were in hearty ac cord with him in the rec om men da tion that the church
form a united front in ex pound ing the un search able riches of Christ. There
was no ques tion of their loy alty to the pas tor and to the old-time re li gion
that con victed men of per sonal sin. Sav ing souls was the task of the First
Com mu nity Church.

A re port of the meet ing had pre ceded Steve via tele phone, and Janet
Winthrop was wait ing to up braid him for not dis cussing with her the type of
meet ing he pro posed to con duct.

“Well, I sup pose you’re sat is fied now.” She greeted him at the door.
“You cer tainly man aged to en gi neer a fine state of af fairs.”

“In what way?”
“By in sult ing Dea con Still wa ter.”
“I’m sorry, Mother. I don’t un der stand.”
“You knew that no one ap proved of your mes sage tonight.” Her eyes

were hard and cold. “You can’t ex pect to in sult peo ple and main tain church
har mony.”

“No one should take of fense at the Word of God,” he replied tact fully,
“Dea con Still wa ter—”

“—is not fit for the king dom of God.” She added the thought that con- 
trib uted to the ar gu ment.

“You mean that Dea con Still wa ter took per sonal ex cep tion to the text I
used?” Steve was grieved by the thought.
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“Ev ery one took ex cep tion to the ap pli ca tion of the text.” Her tone be- 
came some what milder as she laid her purse aside and re moved her hat. “I
cer tainly do not ap prove of such veiled crit i cism. You owe Dea con Still wa- 
ter an apol ogy.”

“Dea con Still wa ter—”
“—is in flu en tial. His rights must be re spected. You knew that he’s a re- 

tired farmer and ex cep tion ally sen si tive to ridicule. We can’t af ford to lose
his sup port.”

“Ev i dently the shoe fits, Mother.”
“Stephen! Never dare to breathe such a re mark again.” She re buked him.

“You have no right to judge.”
“I’m per fectly will ing to leave the mat ter in the hands of the Lord,” he

replied, sup press ing a smile. “Dea con Still wa ter must an swer for his own
sins.”

“Stephen! Call ing one of your dea cons a sin ner—what do you mean?”
Her voice was shrill. “You told Dea con Still wa ter that he was not fit for the
king dom of God.”

“I’m afraid the dea con is kick ing against the pricks in God’s Word, isn’t
he?” the young min is ter replied mildly. “I’ll in clude him on my prayer list.”

His step mother threw up her hands in alarm. “That would only add in sult
to in jury. Dea con Still wa ter has to be han dled very, very tact fully. He al- 
ready re sents be ing sin gled out as the laugh ing stock of the church—as not
be ing fit for the king dom of God.” She pleaded for recog ni tion.

“I’ll have a talk with the dea con if you think it’s that im por tant.”
“No, I’ll see Dea con Still wa ter my self.” She sur veyed her step son in dig- 

nantly. “I’ll see him and apol o gize. We can’t af ford to take a chance on a
split in the church. You can’t of fend the best givers in your con gre ga tion
and suc ceed as a pas tor.”

“Which means that one shouldn’t preach the Word of God?”
“The suc cess ful pas tor is diplo matic.”
“Though he ne glects the op por tu nity to preach the un search able riches of

Christ?”
“There are times—”
“Yes, I un der stand.” Steve quoted meekly, “The word of God is quick,

and pow er ful, and sharper than any two-edged sword, pierc ing even to the
di vid ing asun der of soul and spirit, and of the joints and mar row, and is a
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dis cerner of the thoughts and in tents of the heart. Even Dea con Still wa ter’s
heart,” he added solemnly.

Janet Winthrop sur veyed her self in the hall mir ror. “Those are the kind
of re marks that make dis cord. I can un der stand now why Phoebe Ward was
so wrought up when she called on the tele phone. You—”

“Now, Mother—”
“Don’t ‘Mother’ me. You’ don’t re spect any thing I do or say or think.

You’re de ter mined to stir up trou ble among the mem bers.” Her voice be- 
came a wail. “You have no re spect for your poor old fa ther ly ing at death’s
door. You don’t re spect any one but your self. What do you ex pect is go ing to
hap pen to the church now that you’ve told the mem bers they aren’t fit for
the king dom of God? You could have avoided this if you’d per mit ted me to
check your ser mons. But, no, you wouldn’t lis ten to rea son. Now ev ery- 
thing has gone wrong. Dis cord, fac tions, a church split—all be cause you
wouldn’t lis ten to me.” She paused to catch her breath.

Steve placed his hand on her shoul der and waited un til her eyes met his.
“Lis ten, Mother,” he said plead ingly, “there was no rea son for Dea con Still- 
wa ter or any other mem ber at the meet ing tonight to take of fense at any- 
thing that I said. You know what’s wrong with the con gre ga tion at First
Com mu nity Church: there are too many mem bers out of tune with God.
Nat u rally, they’re re sent ful. They re sent me be cause they re sent God’s
Word. Two-thirds of the church mem ber ship drift with the cur rent of pub lic
opin ion. It takes the courage of con vic tion to row up stream and ex alt the
Lord Je sus Christ. The way of least re sis tance is to live as the world lives.
Nat u rally, they rebel against the Scrip ture dec la ra tion that con victs them of
sin.”

“But your salary. You have to con sider—”
“Yes, Mother, I know how im por tant it is. In the light of fa ther’s con di- 

tion it would be in hu man to dis count the value of money.” He sensed what
she wanted to say. “I’ll cer tainly do ev ery thing in my power that is best for
God and our fam ily.”

“Will you prom ise me one thing?” There was fear in her eyes. “You
must prom ise that you won’t desert your fa ther and me in this crit i cal hour.
What will we do? We have no place to turn. We are at your mercy; you
must prom ise—”

“I won’t desert you—” .
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“Will you prom ise to let me sug gest the type of ser mon that will meet
the ap proval of our con gre ga tion? You’ll prom ise, won’t you?” she urged.

“Will you pray the mat ter through with me?” he asked. “I’ll agree to any
terms ac cept able to the Lord.”

“Steve, you don’t un der stand—”
“Then we’re both safe in leav ing the mat ter with the Lord, aren’t we?”
Stephen Winthrop, his heart heavy, re tired to his fa ther’s study. It was

the only re treat he knew wherein he could find com fort, but tonight dis cour- 
age ment kept his mind in a tur moil. He could not think. He was in the
depths of de spair. He had come to an other hour of test ing. What did God
want him to do? He faced a new ob sta cle at ev ery turn in the road. How
could he do any thing and face the op po si tion that con fronted him?

An hour slipped by. His step mother re tired. The grand fa ther clock in the
hall solemnly an nounced the mid night hour. Only the slight, rus tle of pa per
dis turbed the quiet ness as Steve turned the leaves of his fa ther’s Bible.

A step on the walk out side di rected his at ten tion. He rose and looked out
into the night. A faint tin kle of the door bell called him into the front hall.
Hur ry ing foot steps in di cated a hasty re treat. He swung the door open and
stepped out upon the porch, but there was no one in sight.

He turned and ex am ined the mail box think ing he might find a note.
Find ing none, he again sur veyed the yard, re turned in side and closed the
door. Some one could have been check ing street num bers and, find ing that
he was in the wrong block, hur ried on. The thought seemed suf fi ciently
plau si ble for Steve to dis miss the sub ject. He glanced at the hall clock as the
hour struck two.

Sud denly the tele phone rang vig or ously.
Stephen hur riedly stepped from the hall, closed the door and lifted the

re ceiver, a safe guard against dis turb ing the en tire house hold.
“Rev erend Winthrop?” a fem i nine voice asked cau tiously.
“Yes.”
“Rev erend Stephen Winthrop of First Com mu nity Church?” the in quirer

re peated ner vously.
“This is Rev erend Stephen Winthrop speak ing.”
“Then you know Vir ginia Thyme?”
“I’ve met Miss Thyme.”
“Lis ten, this is a mat ter of life and death. Come to Thir teenth and High

Streets, south east cor ner. The house with the stone porch, the first door on
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High, up stairs.” The voice was tense with ex cite ment.
“What’s hap pened?” he asked se ri ously.
“They want a pas tor here. They told me to call you. They said that you

knew Vir ginia—that you’d come. It’s ur gent. Please hurry.”
Steve de tected a sti fled sob. “Who is this call ing? Is Vir ginia Thyme

there? Can I talk to her?”
“She’s go ing to die—” Some one was cry ing. Then Steve heard faintly,

“He doesn’t want to come.”
“Hello.” He re peated into the mouth piece.
There were voices at the other end of the wire. “Does Sergeant Dunn

want some other pas tor?” He could hear some one dis cussing the ques tion.
“Hello, is the po lice woman there? Let me talk to her. I’ll com—”
“Thank you, Mr. Preacher. I’ll tell her you’ll drive right over. She’ll meet

you out in front.”
“I’ll come at Sergeant Dunn’s re quest.”
“All right, I’ll tell her. Thank you. Please hurry.”
Steve, hung onto the re ceiver in a daze fol low ing the strange con ver sa- 

tion. Vir ginia Thyme dy ing? What had hap pened? Had she at tempted sui- 
cide? He could think of no other rea son for her ill ness.

Who had placed the call? The mys tery in trigued him. Cau tiously he
lifted the re ceiver again and asked for Cap tain Van der jack’s of fice. He was
out of the city. Steve tried to reach Sergeant Dunn, but she was out on an ur- 
gent call and could not be con tacted. He re placed the re ceiver and reached
for his hat.

As he stepped to the door the thought oc curred that he should no tify his
step mother of the call, but he de cided against dis turb ing the house hold. He
would be gone only an hour and could phone if nec es sary.

He re turned to the study and wrote a hasty note telling that he had been
called for an ur gent con fer ence with Sergeant Dunn. That would suf fice
should his step mother dis cover his ab sence.

Sat is fied that he had done all within his power to cover the sit u a tion, he
slipped out the side door, started his car, backed out of the side drive and
drove away.

Twenty min utes later he parked in front of the old post of fice. He sur- 
veyed the street as he walked across the high way. There was no one in
sight, but as he neared the op po site cor ner, he dis cov ered that some one was
wait ing on the stone porch.



44

He hur ried up the steps to find that the girl he had seen was just dis ap- 
pear ing through the door which he had been in structed to en ter. Sergeant
Dunn was not wait ing as he had ex pected. The girl no doubt had gone to
call her to iden tify him. He waited a mo ment in front of the door and tried
to de cide if he should en ter unan nounced. Sud denly he heard voices. Some- 
one was com ing!

The door swung wide. A girl in a red loung ing robe ap peared. Steve
stepped back, star tled by her sud den ap pear ance. She rushed for ward, and
threw her arms about his neck. He grasped her to pre vent her from fall ing.

“You came.” She sighed, then ap par ently lost con scious ness.
Stephen, dumb founded, looked into the wide hall.
A flash bulb was blind ingly bright. The click of a cam era told the story.

He had been led into a trap!
Steve backed away try ing to free him self from his bur den. A man ap- 

peared in the door way. There was an other flash and the click of the sec ond
cam era. A car drove to the curb and lin gered long enough for the oc cu pants
to ob serve the scene and then drive on.

“Nice preacher,” said the girl in red, kiss ing him vig or ously on the
cheek.

“You—” Steve said in be wil dered sur prise.
She slipped from his arms and dis ap peared into the open ing be hind her

male com pan ion. The door closed. The lock clicked. Steve heard the
chuckle of vic to ri ous sat is fac tion. He was de feated. He knew that the oc cu- 
pants be hind the door were watch ing and gloat ing over his mis for tune.

A wave of in dig na tion swept over Steve. His first im pulse was to in sist
upon ad mit tance and de mand an ex pla na tion, but he thought bet ter of the
idea when he re al ized that he was alone and in en emy ter ri tory. He had no
de fense. It was his word against two oth ers, per haps more, he did not know.
He was hope lessly out num bered and could ac com plish noth ing by an ar gu- 
ment. His en e mies had out gen eraled him and the best he could do was to
for tify him self be fore com mit ting some rash act. He glanced about him. The
clock in the tower of the old post of fice re minded him that it would be three
o’clock be fore he could hope to reach home.He hes i tated a mo ment to sur- 
vey the scene and an a lyze the sit u a tion be fore en ter ing his car. The en tire
episode was a deep, dark mys tery. No crime had been com mit ted. No one
had at tempted to rob him. He had not been as saulted ex cept for the kiss on
the cheek. Black mail! The thought flashed through his trou bled mind. How
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could he de fend him self? He rubbed his hand over the spot that still burned
on his cheek. His en tire be ing was aflame with in dig na tion.
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8. Un seen En e mies

JANET WINTHROP, fire in her eyes was wait ing for her step son to re turn.
She had awak ened to find many things to dis turb her, un rea son able things
that could not be ex plained, things which in her opin ion had no place in the
life of a preacher. Quite ob vi ously, her step son was not an ex cep tion. The
facts were clear as far as she was con cerned and should be dealt with de fi- 
antly.

Mrs. Winthrop was in a mood to de mand at ten tion. Steve read ily con- 
ceded that fact when he turned into the side drive and dis cov ered the house
ablaze with light from at tic to base ment. He knew the thing he feared most
had oc curred: his ab sence had been dis cov ered and his step mother was
wait ing for a show down.

“Nice lit tle white lie for a preacher.” Janet stepped through the door
bran dish ing the note he had writ ten. “A nice state of af fairs, I must say.”

Steve walked past her and waited un til she en tered and closed the door.
“You don’t need to ex plain, I hate de ceit.”

“So do I, Mother.”
“You didn’t see Sergeant Dunn tonight.” She waved the note threat en- 

ingly. “You made no at tempt to see her. I just talked to her. I know.” She
shoved the note in his face. “I don’t want to lis ten.”

He knew that her one ob jec tive was to lis ten, that she was watch ing ea- 
gerly for the first re mark that she could crit i cize. He turned to her with a
smile. “Please let me ex plain,” he pleaded.

“I fail to see the joke,” she re torted.
“Will you let me ex plain—” Some thing in her ex pres sion stopped him.

She had dis cov ered on his right cheek the tell tale ev i dence of ruby lips.
“I’m se ri ous, Mother.”
“Who is she? Why this hour of the night? You look se ri ous. I know it’s

need less to ask. That hussy Vir ginia Thyme again. Don’t lie to me. Look in
the glass.”
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Steve’s only ad van tage was to play for time. He knew his step mother.
She would be re pen tant as soon as she learned the true facts. He faced her
with a smile.

“Well—”
“The call con cerned Vir ginia.”
“Called to ad ver tise a spe cial brand of lip stick, I sup pose,” his step- 

mother taunted.
“I doubt if Vir ginia uses lip stick. At any rate, I didn’t see her tonight,” he

replied em phat i cally.
“I sup pose Shirley Ma son is back in town then.” Janet was fish ing for in- 

for ma tion.
“No, Mother, Jew ell Lom bard is the only painted lady in my cir cle of

friends.” He smiled.
“Jew ell Lom bard?” she ques tioned. “I don’t un der stand. This note—why

the de cep tion about meet ing Sergeant Dunn?”
Steve launched into a breath less ex pla na tion of the mys te ri ous tele phone

re quest and his ex pe ri ences of the evening. When ever Janet at tempted to in- 
ter rupt, he si lenced her with up lifted hand, and in sisted upon speak ing un til
she had grasped his mean ing.

“That doesn’t ex plain why you went down into the ten der loin dis trict
alone at three o’clock in the morn ing,” she chal lenged.

“To serve hu man ity—”
“Who’s go ing to be lieve such a story?” she ques tioned. “It cer tainly will

take a lot to live it down in this com mu nity.”
“I shall look to the Lord for strength.”
“You’re fight ing un seen en e mies, some one who—”
“I wish I knew, Mother.” He tried to con sole her. “I’m sure that God has

a def i nite pur pose in per mit ting cir cum stances even as dark as these.” He
hes i tated a mo ment. “God knows that I acted in sin cer ity of pur pose and in
good faith. I’m in no cent of any evil in tent or wrong do ing.”

“I be lieve you, Steve. I want to be lieve in you, but your weak ness of
judg ment in so, so many things—I can’t for give you for that.” Her voice
broke. “If you’d only lis ten to me. I want to help you, but you won’t let
me.”

“Things hap pen that we can’t ex plain—”
“But you could lis ten,” she was quick to re mind him. “No one knows

what may hap pen now.”
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“Some one does. There’s a mo tive,” he replied. “We can only await de- 
vel op ments.”

“If it was Jew ell,” she said ab sently, study ing the scar let marks on his
cheek, “per haps it would be best to say noth ing about it.”

“I had al ready de cided to keep the mat ter a se cret and wait un til we find
out where the en emy is quar tered. That’s the old army strat egy. Don’t ex- 
pose your self un til you have to.” Stephen stud ied his re flec tion in the glass
and grinned grimly.

The thump of a walk ing cane on the up per floor sum moned
Mrs. Winthrop. She was wanted at her hus band’s bed side. “I’m sorry, son,”
she said in part ing. “Your fa ther—I some times won der why God per mits all
these af flic tions.” A vig or ous thump ing of the cane called a weary and con- 
fused woman to the bed side of one stricken as or dained of God.
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9. The In vis i ble Hand

THE IN VIS I BLE HAND moved mys te ri ously among the mem bers of First
Com mu nity Church and struck Rev erend Stephen Winthrop. The blow was
meant solely for him, but it struck deeply into the in ner cir cle of the church
mem ber ship, though he would have pre ferred to suf fer alone.

The deed was done. The in vis i ble hand could not re call the blow in- 
tended to in jure Winthrop. The hand had struck in the dark. No one saw it;
no one heard it. The ev i dence ap peared sur rep ti tiously: a pic ture ly ing face
up ward in the path of Amelia Decker. She was on her way to church, and
the path led through a va cant lot, a short-cut which Amelia, with her Bible
un der one arm and her laven der and red para sol dan gling from a braided
loop, took ev ery Sun day morn ing. Find ing the pic ture, she im me di ately rec- 
og nized Rev erend Winthrop. A strange girl was in his arms! Amelia gasped.
It was a shock ing pic ture. She was stunned al most to the point of speech- 
less ness, but her tongue was an or gan which never failed to func tion in
sym pa thetic co op er a tion with her trou bled con science—and Amelia was
trou bled. The episode had an alarm ing ef fect upon her mem o ries of the
past, mem o ries which she had at tempted to drown in faith ful ness to her
church obli ga tions.

Truth ful to the let ter of the law, Amelia was rigidly con sci en tious ex ter- 
nally. She would not ma li ciously harm any one, but she was shocked by this
pic ture of a strange girl in the arms of her pas tor.

The pic ture was suf fi cient ev i dence of sin, and Amelia Decker’s imag i- 
na tion was ac tive. Hor ror of hor rors, this girl rested com fort ably in the arms
of her own pas tor! Both were in dis grace. Her pas tor! Amelia Decker
couldn’t be lieve it, but she had to be lieve what she saw. How could Rev- 
erend Winthrop have be come a party to such a dis grace ful pose? Such con- 
di tions must be cor rected. She had dis cov ered a scan dal. The ev i dence was
in her hand. She was duty bound to act, but her tongue was her only
weapon.
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Con se quently, the pic ture passed from hand to hand amid a buzz of gos- 
sip. The story con cern ing the pic ture grew as the cir cu la tion of the photo in- 
creased.

“Don’t tell a soul, but the pas tor has a new girl friend,” said an ea ger
voice.

“Who is she?” asked an other.
“Didn’t you see the pic ture?” a third hushed voice added.
“Oh, it’s the pas tor, all right; looks just like him. I never would have be- 

lieved it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes. I won der what his mother will
say?” a voice of au thor ity asked.

“You mean his step mother. I bet she’s fu ri ous.”
“When she gets her hair down, she’ll run him in the dog house just like

she did her hus band be fore he was par a lyzed.” The speaker chuck led.
“No doubt about that. I’d like to be a mouse in the cor ner lis ten ing to the

post mortem when she finds out!”
“You mean she doesn’t know?” a shrill voice ex claimed.
“She acts rather queer, don’t you think? She knows more than she lets

on.” A new vol un teer added her com ment.
An other pic ture ap peared. It was a dif fer ent view of the same girl in the

pas tor’s arms. Her head was on his shoul der, and her face was turned to his
cheek. Ob vi ously, he was any thing but pleased. His ex pres sion of dis gust
was ev i dence of that, but the fact was un no ticed by the ex cited gos sipers.

The two pic tures cir cu lated through out the con gre ga tion. There was
some thing mys te ri ous about their ori gin, some thing that no one cared to
dis cuss, un til Amelia Decker dis cov ered there were two dis tinct views. It
was a dou ble shock for Sis ter Decker. She was dou bly cer tain now: the pic- 
tures were the key to a church scan dal.

She con sulted her most in ti mate as so ciates and laid the prob lem be fore
them. They sim ply mutt have more in for ma tion. Who was the girl? Where
did she live? How did the pas tor meet her? “A cousin, I sup pose,” the first
friend coun seled. “A dear lit tle cousin from the coun try.”

“She ev i dently knows her way around.” The sec ond gos sip winked.
“Why don’t you ask him, Amelia?”

The ad vice had merit. Her two friends’ loy alty gave her courage, and
Amelia asked him. “I’d like to see the pic tures,” said Steve, hav ing de cided
it would be best nei ther to deny nor af firm their ex is tence.
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“To what pic tures do you re fer?” Amelia gasped for breath. “Why—why
—the pic tures you lost,” she stam mered.

“I have lost no pic tures.”
“You—you lost no pic tures—the—the pic tures you had taken with the

girl in your arms?” Amelia strug gled to find; her voice.
“What girl?”
“You—you don’t know?”
“I don’t know any girl with whom I posed for a pic ture at any time,” said

Steve truth fully. “Where are the pic tures?, Who is the girl? I’d like to
know.”

“I—I—I’ll get them,” said meek lit tle Amelia. “I—I thought you knew.”
“I did hear some gos sip about some pic tures, but I don’t know who took

them or where they came from.” Steve was .en joy ing the drama. “Who
started all this gos sip any way?”

“Gos sip?” Amelia’s mouth opened like a fish trap. “Gos sip?” she whis- 
pered. “Who told you?”

“I would ad vise you to find out,” he replied, with a dis cern ing smile.
Amelia’s laven der and red para sol be came a con spic u ous bur den that

sud denly de manded her com plete at ten tion. She was un de cided whether it
should be opened or closed. She picked at a tiny thread at the end of it while
ask ing sev eral in signif i cant ques tions. Steve smiled as she at tempted to con- 
ceal her em bar rass ment.

“I—I must go,” she said abruptly. “I—I’ve re ally got to go. Mother will
be ex pect ing me.”

He watched her loop her para sol over her arm and de part.
Dea con Still wa ter, with trou bled brow, en tered the con tro versy as an im- 

par tial peace maker.
“I don’t know what this pic ture is all about, but that clock in the back- 

ground sure looks like the cupola of the old post of fice,” he re marked, re fer- 
ring to the sec ond pic ture. “I don’t know who the girl is and I don’t want to
say who the man is, ei ther. I sup pose there is more than one feller who
would pass for Rev erend Winthrop, but it sure looks enough like him to be
his brother.”

“Rev erend Winthrop doesn’t have a brother.” One of the gos sipers clar i- 
fied the is sue.

“That stone col umn at the side of one of the pic tures looks fa mil iar, too,”
said an other. “It shouldn’t be dif fi cult to tell where it was taken.”
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“Bright idea! There’s a house with a stone porch op po site the post of fice,
isn’t there?” still an other vol un teered.

“The old Doc Bid well man sion.”
“Not that hot spot? Say this is get ting good.” There were ma li cious

chuck les.
The ru mor spread. The milk man, a brother of Dea con Turner’s wife’s

beauty op er a tor, knew Rev erend Winthrop. He had seen him park his car
about two o’clock one morn ing and go to the old Bid well man sion. He
thought it was un usual for a preacher to be out at that hour to make a call in
such a ques tion able neigh bor hood.

Flames of gos sip as vi cious and wicked as a prairie fire crept through the
First Com mu nity Church con gre ga tion fol low ing this re port. Mrs. So-and-
so’s state ment, con firmed by Mr. So-and-so, which could be proved by
Mrs. You-know’s mother’s aunt, grew like a snow ball on a col lege cam pus.

Rev erend Winthrop, un able to with stand the on slaught, was over come
and left to suf fer in dis grace.



53

10. Ter mites Of Gos sip

THE GOS SIP REACHED A SUD DEN CLI MAX. a se lect few called a se cret meet ing
of the church board to lay the ground work for fu ture ac tion. The con clave
con sisted of cer tain dea cons, trustees and in flu en tial key mem bers of the
church who were in vited to com pare notes and make plans to dis pose of the
pas tor.

At a sub se quent meet ing, Rev erend Winthrop was called be fore this
body and given the ul ti ma tum of pro duc ing the name of the girl who posed
in the pic ture with him or ten der his vol un tary res ig na tion. This pro posal
gave him no al ter na tive: he did not know the name of the girl. He was in no
po si tion to pro duce her for cross ex am i na tion had he de sired. To deny that
he knew her was sheer folly. No one would be lieve him. He knew that the
plot was deeply laid.

Steve knew also that cer tain mem bers had pre pared a res o lu tion phrased
in a man ner that the church could not wisely af ford to re ject. They could not
vin di cate him while there was a cloud over his char ac ter. He knew this, but
he was un able to dis perse the cloud. The very na ture of the cir cum stances
placed him in an un fa vor able light. Con se quently, he was at the mercy of
those whose opin ions were gov erned by mis con strued facts—opin ions
which he could not al ter. His story, how ever true, was one to be dis be lieved.
Such was the na ture of strat egy be hind the plot.

“Am I to un der stand that, re gard less of cir cum stances, I am to re sign or
be dis missed in dis grace?” Steve asked se ri ously.

“You have never given a sat is fac tory ex pla na tion why you posed for
such a pic ture,” Dea con Web ster par tied. “Per haps you’d like to give us
some of the de tails.”

“You have heard my story. It is the only ex pla na tion I can of fer.”
“It isn’t log i cal.”
“I quite agree with you. Nev er the less, it is the truth.”
“Per haps you would pre fer to re sign.”
“And if I do not?” Steve asked.
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“You may ex pect to be fired,” said the dea con ir ri ta bly. “We are not here
to play horse.”

“What are the charges, please?” Steve was play ing a game of strat egy in
the hope of glean ing in for ma tion con cern ing the brains be hind the plot.

Dea con Web ster looked at Dea con Still wa ter. Dea con Still wa ter looked
at Dea con Ar butt. Dea con Ar butt looked blank.

“I pre sume you have pre pared charges?” Rev erend Winthrop ques tioned.
“I would like to face my ac cusers.”

“You know—”
“That’s just it: I do not know,” Steve in ter rupted. “Which one of you

signed the com plaint? Who pre ferred the charges? I think it would be wise
to show them to an at tor ney.”

“We—we have no charges,” Dea con Still wa ter said hastily, prompted by
fear of court ac tion. “We—we—it’s not like a trial. We—we—”

Dea con Ar butt si lenced him with a look.
“No charges; no trial; no com plaint. That’s in ter est ing.” Steve smiled.
Dea con Web ster flushed. Dea con Still wa ter was no tice ably flus tered.

Dea con Ar butt’s jaw set as his face blanched with anger.
Dea con Still wa ter cleared his throat. Dea con Web ster twisted ner vously.

Dea con Ar butt stared at his col league and said, “It is a ques tion for the
church mem ber ship to de cide. They may ap prove of their preacher chas ing
around in the red-light dis trict pos ing for pic tures at three o’clock in the
morn ing”—he snapped—“that’s their priv i lege. I can eas ily wash my hands
of the whole mat ter.”

“Pi late did the same, didn’t he?” Steve stood his ground un flinch ingly.
“You”—Dea con Ar butt rose and shook his fore fin ger di rectly un der the

young min is ter’s nose—“you de spi ca ble—”
Dea con Web ster sud denly stood be side Dea con Ar butt and seized his

arm. “No names, Tracy,” he cau tioned.
“I wouldn’t think of it. I would not lower my self to call names.” Dea con

Ar butt’s tone soft ened no tice ably. “It is be neath my dig nity. The pic tures,
af ter all, speak for them selves. You should be proud of them, Rev erend
Winthrop— very proud of them in deed.”

“Par ex cel lence in serv ing your pur pose, aren’t they, Dea con?” Steve
replied with a know ing smile. “Clev erly ar ranged. You should feel highly
com pli mented.”

“You—you—”
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Again Dea con Web ster seized his arm. “Tracy!”
Dea con Still wa ter strug gled to his feet.
Dea con Web ster stepped be tween his two com pan ions. “It’s quite ev i- 

dent that we aren’t ac com plish ing our pur pose here,” he said. “Per haps
we’d bet ter go.”

“By all means, yes.” Dea con Still wa ter found his voice. “We can go,
can’t we, Tracy?”

“You are not ask ing for my res ig na tion?” Stephen pur posely chal lenged
them with the ques tion.

“The church will take this re spon si bil ity.” Dea con Ar butt was curt.
“You mean you would not ac cept it tonight?” Steve again asked.
“No.”
“Come, Tracy,” said Dea con Web ster.
“Let’s go,” Dea con Still wa ter sug gested.
Stephen be came reck less. He knew his po si tion was hope less. His res ig- 

na tion was only a ques tion of time. “I came here pre pared to re sign, pro- 
vided we can agree upon the terms,” he said with a suave smile.

Dea con Ar butt was skep ti cal.
“We don’t want a church scan dal, Tracy,” Dea con Still wa ter said cau- 

tiously.
“No, if Rev erend Winthrop wants to re sign, we should ac cept his res ig- 

na tion and avoid the un nec es sary pub lic ity that a forced dis missal is sure to
bring,” Dea con Web ster ad vised. “We don’t want any trou ble.”

“I’ll re sign as of the first of the month with the un der stand ing that I’m to
fill the pul pit un til that time,” Steve ven tured.

“Two more Sun days,” said Dea con Still wa ter.
“What do you say, Tracy?” Dea con Web ster asked.
“What does he want to preach on?” Dea con Ar butt fol lowed with a

counter ques tion.
“Sin,” the young min is ter as sured them.
“Sin?” Dea con Still wa ter asked.
“Sin?” Dea con Web ster wanted the mat ter de fined.
“Yes,” Steve replied. “You’ll agree that all have sinned and come short

of the glory of God, won’t you?”
“Well,” said Dea con Ar butt.
“Or I’ll re sign next Sun day, Mr. Ar butt”—Rev erend Winthrop turned to

look the dea con square in the eye—“if you’ll in vite two peo ple to the ser- 
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vice— your pho tog ra pher and the girl you ar ranged to pose in the pic ture
with me.”

“You can’t prove it.” Dea con Ar butt was caught off guard.
“Would you want me to try?”
Dea con Still wa ter was un easy.
“Would you want me to try?” Steve faced his an tag o nist like a crown at- 

tor ney.
“You are ac cus ing Dea con Ar butt?” Dea con Web ster asked, mys ti fied.
“The dea con knows the an swer,” Steve replied, cer tain that he had struck

a key note in the con tro versy. “May I re sign un der those con di tions?”
Dea con Ar butt was at a loss to un der stand Rev erend Winthrop’s po si- 

tion. His at ti tude was an open threat. He might prove far more dan ger ous
than he sus pected. Just how much did he re ally know?

“I’m wash ing my hands of the whole mat ter. You can go or stay. It’s im- 
ma te rial to me.” Dea con Ar butt was no tice ably dis turbed. “The church can
de cide. I’m not go ing to have any thing more to do with it.”

“You re fer to my res ig na tion, of course,” Steve tan ta lized, “not to the
pic tures?”

“I—I What do you mean?” the dea con stormed. “I’m drop ping ev ery- 
thing.”

“Then you ad mit drop ping the pic tures. Your son is a pho tog ra pher, isn’t
he?” The young min is ter fired a shot in the dark.

“I—I—you—you. How dare you! I’m not ad mit ting any thing.” Dea con
Ar butt was livid with rage. “I want you to know—” Words failed him; the
color left his face; his jaws worked ner vously un til the blood ves sels again
stood out in great welts upon his fore head.

Dea con Web ster stepped for ward and seized his arm.
“Calm your self, Tracy,” he said, guid ing him from the room.
The en raged dea con turned in the door way, hes i tated and at tempted to

speak.
“Your heart, Tracy; it isn’t worth it.” Dea con Still wa ter was gravely

alarmed. “Let’s go home.”
The three dea cons dis ap peared, leav ing the young min is ter to his

thoughts. He knew that he was de feated, that his res ig na tion was im per a- 
tive. He could not do oth er wise. He had set tled that prob lem by prayer. His
only ob jec tive in meet ing the com mit tee of dea cons was to stop the gos sip
that had spread through out the church.
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Al though un able to prove the fact, he was cer tain, from re marks which
he had heard, that Dea cons Ar butt and Still wa ter were more deeply in- 
volved in the plot to force his res ig na tion than any one in the church sus- 
pected. He had just proved that fact to his own sat is fac tion, but it was ev i- 
dence to be used only as a veiled threat in deal ing per son ally with the two
dea cons. From their at ti tude Steve knew that their con sciences con demned
them. The back wash of their clev erly-laid plot was un com fort able. They
were in a pre car i ous po si tion.

He was sat is fied that they would be ex cep tion ally care ful in mak ing fur- 
ther state ments. He had con vinced them that he con sid ered them un der sus- 
pi cion. How much he knew they did not know. It had been a game of wits
in which he had pur posely left the im pres sion that his knowl edge of the
facts ex ceeded that which he pos sessed.

Steve was con tent to leave the mat ter in the Lord’s hand. He did not un- 
der stand His pur pose and plan in the com pli cat ing cir cum stances, but he be- 
lieved them to be or dained of the Lord. He was rec on ciled to the fact that he
could not serve the Lord at the First Com mu nity Church. An un seen en emy
lurked in the midst of the con gre ga tion, an en emy in league with the devil,
an en emy in the sheep’s cloth ing of right eous ness.
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11. A Sud den Change Of Heart

SINCE IT BE CAME CER TAIN that he must re sign as pas tor of the First Com- 
mu nity Church, Steve had dreaded the or deal of meet ing his step mother.
She would chide him in ces santly. To stay in the com mu nity was im pos si ble.
His only al ter na tive was to leave qui etly and be gin life else where.

“I’m sorry, Mother,” he said ap proach ing her in the li brary. “I sup pose
you’ve been in formed of my de ci sion to re sign?” He stepped for ward and
placed his hands on her shoul ders.

“You could have been more diplo matic. Do you re al ize the dis grace
that’s been heaped upon your fa ther’s and my head? What have we done to
de serve it?” Her tone was bit ter. “If you’d only lis tened to me.”

“I have no al ibi, Mother—”
“That’s just the point! You don’t care what hap pens to us.”
“I doubt if you’re con sid er ing all the cir cum stances, Mother,” he replied

kindly. “Would you ad vise that I stay and in vite the church to suf fer the
con se quences?”

“You know that I can’t dis cuss such mat ters with your fa ther. I had to
dis cuss the prob lem with some one. I called Dea con Still wa ter, and he sug- 
gested that I take Dea con Ar butt’s ad vice. I called Dea con Ar butt, who’s
leav ing for Cuba for the win ter. He said that he didn’t ask for your res ig na- 
tion, and said that you should stay.”

“When is he leav ing for Cuba?”
“To mor row.”
“A rather sud den change in plans, isn’t it? As late as last Sun day he told

me that he’d be here un til Thanks giv ing and pos si bly Christ mas be fore go- 
ing to Flor ida,” Steve ex plained. “He ex pected to re turn in March.”

“Pos si bly the pur chase of a new car had some thing to do with it,” she
vol un teered. “He’s driv ing through to Key West, and said that he prob a bly
wouldn’t see you again be fore he left. He thought it was my duty to pre vail
upon you to stay.”

“Very thought ful of the dea con, I’m sure—”
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“He in sisted that the gos sip about you in the church would soon blow
over. He thinks that you should for get it and carry on here as though noth- 
ing had hap pened. I’m sure that Dea con Ar butt has your best in ter ests at
heart.”

“Def i nitely. Three hours ago he wanted my res ig na tion.”
“You must be mis in formed.”
“I think I know what oc ca sioned Dea con Ar butt’s sud den change of

heart,” Steve said qui etly. “I men tioned a con fer ence with Cap tain Van der- 
jack.”

“With Cap tain Van der jack?” Mrs. Winthrop was no tice ably cu ri ous.
“Yes, Cap tain Van der jack. It might be in ter est ing to hear Dea con Ar- 

butt’s ex pla na tion of how he hap pened to know so much about how, where
and when the pic tures of me and this mys te ri ous girl were taken,” he sug- 
gested. “I’m sorry he found it nec es sary to leave so sud denly.”

“You think Dea con Ar butt—”
“—is run ning away, yes. I’m pos i tive in my own mind, but there’s lit tle I

can do about it. You can’t con vict any one on per sonal opin ion,” he com- 
plained bit terly. “The ob jec tive was to se cure my res ig na tion; they’re wel- 
come to it. I won’t be a hand i cap to God’s pro gram.”

“Your fa ther—do you re al ize—”
“God must come above self and fam ily,” Steve in ter jected. “When one

reaches the place in Chris tian ser vice where it’s def i nitely ap par ent that his
ef forts are a sub terfuge for the devil, it’s time to re sign.”

“Stephen!”
“I mean it, Mother. I could re main here a hyp ocrite, preach a so cial

gospel, cod dle the con gre ga tion into self-suf fi ciency, draw my salary and
let souls go to hell.” His heart was bur dened with re spon si bil ity. “That,
Mother,” he con tin ued, “is some thing that I can’t do. You don’t ap prove of
the blood-bought Gospel of re pen tance that brings peo ple to their knees in a
con fes sion of sin: I do. The church board ob jects to a soul-sav ing pro gram.
No pas tor can meet the need of the com mu nity in any other way. I could re- 
main here as a pas tor in sheep’s cloth ing, but I can’t re main here and serve
Christ. You don’t want a pas tor that preaches the Gospel of re pen tance.
There fore I can’t stay.”

“It’s only be cause you’re so def i nite and self-cen tered in your view of
the Gospel,” she counter chal lenged. “Peo ple should be able to de cide for
them selves.”
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“Granted. Con se quently, they shouldn’t ob ject to a ser mon ex alt ing the
un search able riches of Christ. But, no, they refuse to lis ten for fear they’ll
be brought un der His con vict ing power.”

“Why be so mor bidly pes simistic?”
“Be cause the devil is an op ti mist. He wants peo ple to be lieve that they

have noth ing to fear, that none have sinned and fallen short of the glory of
God, that your sin won’t find you out.” He had the as sur ance of con vic tion.
“God’s Word is def i nite on the sub ject.”

“Well—”
“I quite agree with you that peo ple should de cide for them selves, but

they should be will ing to weigh both sides of the ques tion first.” He con tin- 
ued the con ver sa tion. “I re al ize you can’t al ways make the horse drink, but
show me the farmer that doesn’t of fer to wa ter his stock.”

“That’s be side the point,” she re torted ir ri ta bly.
“It’s ex actly to the point; no body can com pel an other to drink at the

trough of Chris tian ity; it’s a per sonal mat ter be tween each in di vid ual and
his God. It’s my duty as a pas tor to lead my hear ers to the Wa ter of Life,
sparkling with the truth of the Gospel of Christ.”

“The same tire some ar gu ment.”
“Yes, Mother. I’ll re sign as pas tor of the First Com mu nity Church, with

mal ice to ward none and char ity for all. May God richly bless you and ev ery
mem ber in the con gre ga tion. I’ll con tin u ally pray for you.”

“I sup pose you ex pect God to pay us a salary in your ab sence,”
Mrs. Winthrop replied scorn fully. “Your pas torate here has been our only
hope.”

“I un der stand that the church board will con tinue to pay fa ther on sick
leave.”

“We can’t ac cept char ity; I’ll have to go to work.”
“I’ll help with your obli ga tions as soon as I get a job,” he ad vised gra- 

ciously. “I don’t ex pect to desert you.”
“If you in sist upon leav ing, you may as well for get us. I don’t feel that

we should be come in debted to you,” she said coldly. “If you want to help, it
is your duty to stay.”

“Sup pose the church in sists upon my res ig na tion.”
“I’ll see to it that they don’t.”
“What are the terms?”
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“If you carry on as your fa ther did, you won’t ex pe ri ence any dif fi culty.”
She was en cour aged.

“Which means that you’re to blue-pen cil all my ser mons as you did Fa- 
ther’s be fore he was stricken?”

“If you wish to call it that. You must agree to main tain har mony in the
con gre ga tion. You’ll never have an other op por tu nity such as this.” Her
voice was stern.

Janet Winthrop gazed into the past. Steve had spo ken truths that brought
her un der con vic tion, truths that she had re spected as a girl, but in the com- 
pe ti tion of life she had ex changed these en dur ing trea sures for ma te rial se- 
cu rity.

Steve bade her “Good night” and watched her as cend the stairs to care for
his fa ther, who in the pa tience of hope con tin ued to pray for her.
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12. More Pre cious Than Gold

“‘I SAID IN MINE HEART, God will judge the right eous and the wicked: for
there is a time there for ev ery pur pose and for ev ery work.’” Rev erend
Winthrop laid his Bible aside af ter read ing this verse of Scrip ture from the
third chap ter of Ec cle si astes.

There was a tense si lence as he stud ied his au di ence. It was his last ser- 
mon. The church was full for the first time since he had ac cepted the pas- 
torate. All were ea gerly an tic i pat ing the un ex pected. Gos sip had fanned the
fire of in ter est.

A bat tle was ex pected by the di vided con gre ga tion. Steve knew that
some of his lis ten ers were al lied against him and awaited the first op por tu- 
nity to de mand their pound of flesh. He let the ten sion reach the break ing
point be fore he spoke.

“I have been or dained to preach the Word of God,” he said qui etly. “Un- 
der ex ist ing cir cum stances I should preach a great ser mon from this verse of
Scrip ture, but I shall forego that priv i lege. It is more ex pe di ent in this last
op por tu nity that I preach a greater ser mon. God will ing, we shall con sider
the seven pil lars of the foun da tion of the house of God. If the foun da tion be
de stroyed, what can the right eous do.”

He could feel the wave of re sent ment that swept through the con gre ga- 
tion as he pro ceeded to out line the seven pil lars. His hear ers were girded for
war. They did not want to lis ten to a paci fist. They had cho sen sides for a
church fight. But he was not giv ing them the con flict they sought.

“I shall leave it to God to judge the right eous and the wicked,” he said
solemnly. “He knows the in tent and thought of ev ery heart.”

An air of ex pectancy per me ated the room as the young pas tor closed his
stir ring ser mon with the truth that “the com ing of the Lord draweth nigh.”

The crowd stirred un easily as the Chris tians present were asked to pray
for the sal va tion of souls and the re turn of those who had strayed into the
world and for got ten God.
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Two girls made their way down the cen ter aisle. Cer tain mem bers, un- 
able to con trol their cu rios ity, glanced in the di rec tion of the young women.

“It’s that Vir ginia that be dragged out of the gut ter,” the woman in the
back seat whis pered as she nudged her com pan ion.

“You mean the Thyme girl that was mixed up with Dick Over mire?”
“Yes.”
“They were en gaged, weren’t they?”
“I sup pose so. How’d she get out of jail? Do you know?”
“I un der stand Cap tain Van der jack wouldn’t lock her up.”
“Af ter all Over mire had to say about her in the pa per?”
“There’s some thing funny about the whole deal,” a third woman com- 

mented. “She’s an other of those mys te ri ous women our pas tor is in ter ested
in.”

“Who’s the other girl go ing down to the al tar with her?”
“Maybe it’s the girl in the pic ture!” laughed a fourth com pan ion, who

was seated in the row in front of the trio.
“Don’t let your imag i na tion run away with you.” Her hus band cor rected

her ir ri ta bly. “The other girl is Shirley Ma son. She’s go ing down as a per- 
sonal worker.”

“A waste of time and tal ents, if you ask me,” said his wife. “I thought
she was at tend ing the De troit Bible In sti tute.”

“She’s at least loyal in her dep u ta tion work while spend ing a week away
from school,” he replied. “I ad mire her for show ing some con cern for the
wel fare of oth ers. If ev ery one would sup port the pas tor in a soul-sav ing
cam paign, God could bless this church.”

“There are six at the al tar now,” one of the women com mented.
“Yes, and Philip Hart ley is one of them. He was just re leased from ser- 

vice, wasn’t he?” asked the first speaker. “He comes from one of our best
fam i lies. I won der what hap pened to him over seas.”

“He ev i dently dis cov ered the per sonal need of sal va tion,” said the male
par tic i pant in the dis cus sion.

“I won der—”
“Of course, all you ladies are won der ing how, when and where he sinned

and fell short of the glory of the Lord. Now that he has come to ap pre ci ate
what the Lord has done for him, you can watch Phil Hart ley. His light won’t
be hid un der a bushel; he’ll be out and out for the Lord. This church needs
more young men like him!”
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“You men all stick to gether,” said his wife. “I sup pose you’ll be agree ing
with the pas tor and invit ing him to stay.” The sar casm in her voice was
drowned in the clos ing prayer by the young pas tor whose tes ti mony for
right eous ness was to re main in the church long af ter he had left. He had
sown seeds which were to be come a har vest of souls more pre cious than
gold.
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13. A Cast Off Branch

JANET WINTHROP saw her step son de part with out fur ther mis giv ing. She
was sat is fied that if he was not to serve God her way, he was not or dained
to serve the Lord. She was present at his last ap pear ance be fore the church
and was among those who were greatly dis turbed by the fact that Vir ginia
Thyme had re con se crated her life to the Lord and de sired to con tinue in His
ser vice in the First Com mu nity Church. Was it not enough that her step son
should prove a dis ap point ment? Why should she be bur dened with one of
his con verts, who un doubt edly would prove as great a trial as the young
pas tor? Philip Hart ley, too, promised to be come a prob lem. His in flu ence
over the young peo ple would be hard to match. She could not com pete with
his en ergy, vi tal ity and de ter mi na tion.

Jew ell Lom bard vis ited her to get Steve’s for ward ing ad dress. Jew ell had
been one of the few who did not want the young min is ter to leave. Rather,
she wanted Steve to con tinue in the pas torate and vin di cate him self. She
even agreed that he should se lect and write his own ser mons, and Jew ell
openly dis agreed with Janet Winthrop con cern ing the is sue.

“I don’t know where he in tends to go,” Mrs. Winthrop replied in an swer
to Jew ell’s ques tion. “He didn’t choose to tell me, and I didn’t choose to
ask. It’s enough to have to put up with the dis grace of hav ing him leave this
way.”

“Steve had some nat u ral gifts as a min is ter.”
“You mean he would have if he would lis ten. His main fault is that he

has no ap pre ci a tion or re spect for the opin ion of oth ers.”
“I love to hear him pray. His pe ti tions are so soul-search ing,” Jew ell

con fessed. “And he seems to live his prayers. They’re so up lift ing.”
“I can’t un der stand why you haven’t a greater in flu ence over him. I re- 

ally thought—”
Jew ell’s cheek red dened. “Steve and I had a per fect un der stand ing con- 

cern ing his fu ture am bi tion,” she replied ca su ally.
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“I no ticed that he prayed very earnestly for that Thyme girl last Sun day,”
Janet said sar cas ti cally. “You should ad mire him for his prayers.”

“I ad mire him for his in ter est in souls.”
“He never found any time to pray with me.”
“Per haps you didn’t en cour age him.”
“I never cried on his shoul der, of course,” Janet replied ir ri ta bly. “I never

wanted to make a show of my re li gion. A Chris tian should be dig ni fied.”
“I quite agree with you, Mrs. Winthrop.”
“Don’t ‘Mrs. Winthrop’ me,” she snapped. “I’m surely sur prised at your

change in at ti tude, Jew ell. I thought you were more de pend able.”
“De pend able?”
“Yes, de pend able. One would think you ap proved of a barn storm ing

preacher drag ging mis fits out of the gut ter and fill ing the church with them.
Who is this Vir ginia Thyme? What do you know about her past? What does
Stephen know about her? Are you sure that it’s her soul that he’s in ter ested
in? It’s easy to pre tend.” The glint in her eye was not hard to in ter pret. An- 
other had dared to cross her path with con flict ing opin ions.

“I think we have all mis judged Stephen.”
Mrs. Winthrop eyed her coldly. “Well,” she said, “you, of all peo ple.”
“What do you mean?”
She re peated the state ment with greater em pha sis. “I sup pose you’ll

want to turn our church into a res cue mis sion next. I can’t un der stand what
has come over you, Jew ell. I cer tainly—”

“I’ve dis cov ered that Chris tians have a grave re spon si bil ity,” Jew ell in- 
ter rupted.

“Has Philip Hart ley been talk ing to you?”
“We’ve dis cussed some things, yes.” Jew ell smiled.
“Not a re vival, I hope?” Mrs. Winthrop was dis turbed.
Jew ell of fered a counter chal lenge. “Stephen said that he couldn’t leave

a greater tes ti mony in the com mu nity than to have a re vival sweep the
church.”

Janet Winthrop threw up her hands as though ward ing off a blow.
“A group of young peo ple are pray ing that Steve may be cleared of the

false gos sip about him,” Jew ell con fessed. “God works in mys te ri ous ways
His won ders to per form.”

“Never. We’ll never, never open the doors of First Com mu nity Church to
all the riffraff in town. We don’t want a re vival, and we aren’t go ing to have
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one. I’m glad Steve has gone.” Mrs. Winthrop stood her ground haugh tily.
“Yes, I’m glad; glad he went when he did.”

“His last ser mon may still bear fruit.”
Janet Winthrop con sid ered for the first time the pos si bil ity of de feat.

What had hap pened? She did not trust her self to speak.
Jew ell opened a New Tes ta ment, a part ing gift from Rev erend Winthrop,

which she with drew from her bag.

“Je sus said; I am the vine, ye are the branches; He that abideth in me, and I in him, the
same bringeth forth much fruit: for apart from me ye can do noth ing.”

She waited for her host ess to re ply, but, notic ing that she was dis tressed,
con tin ued. “I didn’t come here to quar rel with you, Mrs. Winthrop. Please
for give me.”

“What—what were you say ing, Jew ell?” she asked dazedly.
“Apart from Je sus we can do noth ing. Steve brought that out so clearly

in his ser mon on the seven pil lars. I think it was the most won der ful ser mon
I ever heard,” Jew ell con fessed hap pily. “I never re al ized just how much
Christ means to me and to the world.”

Mrs. Winthrop was non plussed. She was help less. She had no de fense;
she was de fy ing God’s Word.

“You re mem ber how clearly Steve em pha sized the hope less ness of the
pos si bil ity that the cast-off branch would bear fruit? There’s no dis put ing
the fact that our church is a dead branch.” Jew ell grew braver as she wit- 
nessed to Her new found faith. “I’m just as guilty as any one. I’ve been a
luke warm Chris tian, in dif fer ent to the Word of God un til last Sun day.”

“You mean—”
“I mean—I don’t know how to say it—some thing hap pened to me last

Sun day when Steve was preach ing his farewell ser mon.” Jew ell’s heart was
so full that she could hardly speak. “I—I think I dis cov ered my self. I want
to do some thing for the Lord.”

“You were just emo tion ally up set on ac count of Steve’s leav ing. I
wouldn’t let it dis turb me if I were you,” Mrs. Winthrop found the courage
to re ply.

“No, I see more clearly. This verse that Steve marked has taken on a new
mean ing. She pointed to the fifth verse of the fif teenth chap ter of John and
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read,”Abide in me, and I in you. As the branch can not bear fruit of it self,
ex cept it abide in the vine; no more can ye ex cept ye abide in me."

“I’ve al ways been faith ful,” Mrs. Winthrop mur mured in de fense.
“Steve says that it isn’t a ques tion of be ing faith ful to an ideal. Our re- 

spon si bil ity lies in be ing faith ful to Him and the man ner in which we tithe
our tal ents. We must be more fruit ful.”

“By what au thor ity do you quote Rev erend Stephen Winthrop, Miss
Jew ell?” Janet sneered. “I never found his wis dom so valu able that he
should be claimed as an au thor ity.”

“I be lieve he marked this verse to help us.” Jew ell smiled as she turned
to Matthew 13:57. “A prophet is not with out honor, save in his own coun- 
try, and in his own house.”

“I ad mire your im per ti nence,” she replied haugh tily. “My il lus tri ous
step son un doubt edly spent con sid er able time prompt ing mem bers of the
con gre ga tion to stir up dis cord. He must have taken par tic u lar pains to mark
cer tain pas sages of Scrip ture for that pur pose.”

“Je sus’ words are just as true to day as they were be fore Cal vary,” Jew ell
coun tered.

“For in stance?” Mrs. Winthrop was prompted to ask.
“The Lord was very em phatic in this verse spo ken on the way to the gar- 

den and His be trayal: If I had not come and spo ken unto them, they had not
had sin: but now they have no cloak for their sin. Per haps you didn’t get the
sig nif i cance of Steve’s use of this verse in his last ser mon.”

“Are you ac cus ing me of be ing a hyp ocrite?”
“Does your con science con vict you?”
“I think that you’re very un kind,” Mrs. Winthrop lamented. “I thought

you were loyal to the church. I’m sur prised to find that you are not. It’s a
shame to have you throw away your tal ent for singing. What is this strange
in flu ence that Stephen seems to have over peo ple? Why do you want his ad- 
dress? What are you schem ing to do now? You know that the church board
doesn’t ap prove of cater ing to a group of re li gious fa nat ics. Steve has gone.
For get him.”

“That is ex actly what he ex pects us to do. He re fused to give me his for- 
ward ing ad dress for that very rea son,” Jew ell ex plained pa tiently. “It
doesn’t seem right. It’s cruel to let him go this way—send ing him away like
a thief in dis grace.”
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“He made his own bed. Let him lie in it.” Janet re torted. “The Lord
knows that I did ev ery thing I could to help him.”
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14. The Dust Of Crit i cism

IT HAS BEEN WELL SAID, “He whom the gods would de stroy, they first
make mad.” Many have gone the way of de struc tion as vic tims of anger.

When Rev erend Stephen Winthrop left the First Com mu nity Church the
pot was boil ing. A ma jor ity of the church mem bers were nurs ing what they
con sid ered right eous in dig na tion. In his own eyes each had a jus ti fi able ex- 
cuse for his anger.

In the First Com mu nity Church, God’s pur pose and plan had been for- 
got ten. The mem bers were fight ing God’s bat tle in the power of their own
might.

The shad ows of mys tery gath ered around Rev erend Stephen Winthrop.
Where he had gone was a puz zle. His dis ap pear ance was an open chal lenge
to Dame Gos sip, and she seized the op por tu nity.

The young min is ter had wiped the dust of crit i cism from his feet and
qui etly dis ap peared. To Dame Gos sip this was an ad mis sion of guilt, and no
one could ques tion her au thor ity.

At First Com mu nity Church there were many vic tims, mis guided vic- 
tims, who ac cepted the coun sel of the wicked and re joiced to imag ine a vain
thing. Strife fol lowed in the wake of the idle ru mors. Un signed let ters ap- 
peared—anony mous let ters with a sin is ter mo tive which cast sus pi cion on
ev ery one.

Jew ell Lom bard re ceived such a chastis ing epis tle, writ ten un der the
guise of friend ship but car ry ing pur pose ful threats. She was out of har mony
with the church pro gram. Her friend ship with Rev erend Stephen Winthrop
was detri men tal. The let ter in ti mated that she was con ceal ing knowl edge
rel a tive to the where abouts of the miss ing pas tor. The rod of cor rec tion also
fell upon Vir ginia Thyme, who was anony mously ac cused of be ing in sin- 
cere in her Chris tian stand. Her mo tive was that of a hyp ocrite, her ac cusers
de clared. She was cap i tal iz ing upon sym pa thy as a means to an end. Nor
did Shirley Ma son es cape the thrust of the poi soned pen. Her friend ship and
in ter est in Vir ginia Thyme’s spir i tual wel fare con demned her. She had no
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right to im pose upon the good graces of the church mem ber ship by invit ing
Vir ginia into their midst; Vir ginia was a ques tion able char ac ter, mis trusted
and un wanted, so the let ters de clared.

The cli max of the dis cord was a let ter ad dressed to the board of dea cons
in which Janet Winthrop’s faults were stated and em pha sized. There was an
ul te rior mo tive in the lengthy epis tle, and the writer was aware of the psy- 
cho log i cal ef fect which the let ter was meant to pro duce. Janet fo cused her
com plete and bi ased at ten tion upon Vir ginia Thyme. She was cer tain that
this un wanted hussy was re spon si ble for the let ter. It could not be oth er- 
wise. There were re marks in the let ter that she had made only to Vir ginia. It
could have been writ ten by no one else. Even the hand writ ing ac cused her.

“That looks like Vir ginia Thyme’s hand writ ing.” Janet ad dressed Dea- 
con Still wa ter. “It looks like the writ ing on her pledge card, any way.”

“I wish Dea con Ar butt were here. He’d know what to do,” the dea con
replied. “All this trou ble would never have hap pened if he hadn’t gone to
Cuba. He should have stayed here un til we found a new pas tor.”

“No pas tor would take the church if he knew the dis cord that ex ists.”
“He’d soon find out, wouldn’t he, Janet?”
“What are we go ing to do?”
“When will Dea con Ar butt re turn?”
“We can’t wait for him.” Some of her old de ter mi na tion as serted it self.

“Why not call this Thyme girl be fore the board of dea cons and con front her
with these let ters?”

“She’ll only deny them.”
“It’s enough to unchurch her, isn’t it? I could never get away with any- 

thing like this,” she in ter rupted pee vishly. “Af ter all I’ve done for the
church.”

“If Dea con Ar butt would only come.”
“Why don’t you do some thing? You’re the chair man of the board,” she

com plained. “Don’t sit around wish ing for Dea con Ar butt. Act. You can at
least call a meet ing.”

To add to Janet Winthrop’s in creas ing bur den of trou ble, her aged hus- 
band suf fered an other stroke.

“What am I go ing to do?” she lamented. “No body knows where Steve is.
A fine son to run off and leave me to care for his fa ther! He knew it was im- 
pos si ble to find help. Where’s the money com ing from to pay a nurse? He
knows that I can’t do it all.”
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Jew ell Lom bard came in to of fer her ser vices un til she had to re turn to
school on Mon day.

Janet met her at the door. “We haven’t any money to pay for ex tra help,”
she re mon strated.

“You don’t ob ject to my serv ing hu man ity, do you?” Jew ell smiled
sweetly. “Just as a love gift to the Lord. Won’t you let me do what lit tle I
can to help?”

“It seems to me you could have ex er cised a lit tle more in flu ence over
Stephen.” She flared in re buke. “No one ever ap pre ci ates any thing I do.”

On Sun day evening Steve phoned the fam ily res i dence to in quire about
his fa ther’s health. Mrs. Winthrop was at tend ing a meet ing with some of the
dea cons, and Jew ell an swered the tele phone.

“I just learned of Fa ther’s re lapse. I’m in Chicago. I’m glad to find you
there. I’ll re turn, of course, if Mother wants it. Is there any thing that I could
do to help?”

“Are you a good nurse?” she teased.
“Would you ex pect me to con fess?” Steve asked.
“No,” she replied se ri ously. “I have things ar ranged very nicely. Vir ginia

Thyme is com ing in to take my place while I’m at school teach ing next
week.”

“I might take your school and let you carry away the hon ors as nurse.”
He laughed. “You haven’t told me about Fa ther’s con di tion since his sec ond
stroke.”

“You haven’t told me how you found out.”
He did not re ply.
Jew ell caught the sig nif i cance of his si lence and did not press him for an

an swer. In stead, she gave a care ful ac count of her pa tient’s con di tion and
ex plained that Steve’s step mother was at tend ing an in for mal meet ing con- 
cern ing the trou ble that had arisen in the church since his ab sence.

Stephen thanked her and de clared that he was in a po si tion to keep in
close con tact with af fairs at home.

“Tell Mother that I’m wiring some money tonight. She’ll hear from me
later should fa ther’s con di tion grow se ri ous.” They ex changed farewell
greet ings and ended the con ver sa tion.

Jew ell stood at the phone per plexed. How had Steve learned of his fa- 
ther’s con di tion? His step mother had ac cused her of know ing his where- 
abouts. The tele phone call would make her more sus pi cious than ever. She



73

would think that her pres ence in the home was planned, that she was there
ex pect ing the call. What was she to do? She could not keep the mat ter a se- 
cret. Stephen was send ing money home. Per haps there would be a note of
ex pla na tion with it. No, she had al ways been straight for ward, and she did
not in tend to change her pol icy now. Steve had en dured the hard ship of crit- 
i cism un til cir cum stances had driven him from home. She like wise would
take the con se quences of the bit ter re marks which she knew would fol low.

Jew ell was ex plain ing the na ture of the call to her pa tient when
Mrs. Winthrop ar rived.

Janet stud ied Jew ell. She was sus pi cious. The girl wasn’t telling all she
knew.

“Why couldn’t he call when I was here?” she chal lenged.
Jew ell did not re ply.
“I sup pose that Thyme girl is writ ing to him. It’s more im por tant that he

keep the con tact with her.”
“I’m sure she would tell me.”
“I’d hate to be lieve any thing she told me.” Janet jerked out the words.

“Who is she? What do any of you know about her? I wouldn’t trust her out
of my sight.”

“You don’t have to,” Jew ell replied sweetly. “You can keep her in sight
all next week. She’s the only per son in the church that would vol un teer to
come and take care of Mr. Winthrop.”

“You—you. You mean she’s com ing here!” she ex claimed, scarcely able
to be lieve her ears. “She—she’s com ing as a nurse?”

“If you’ll per mit her.”
Janet stared. Her mouth opened and shut like a hun gry, ma chine.
“Per haps you’ve found some one who would take her place,” Jew ell re- 

marked. “You won’t have to keep her, of course. Stephen will re turn if you
think it ad vis able.”

“A lot of help he would be; just an other man un der foot to wait on and
feed,” she re torted. “I’ll get along some way; no body cares what hap pens to
me.”

But in spite of Mrs. Winthrop’s protest it was proved that there were
those who did care. A group of women from the church cleaned the house
thor oughly, did a week’s bak ing and left Vir ginia Thyme in charge of the
wel fare of the in valid for the re main der of the month.
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For a day Janet Winthrop dis played the at trac tive side of her dual per- 
son al ity and donned the jew els of sweet ness, pa tience, love, de vo tion, con- 
sid er a tion and hu mil ity. Ev ery one was thrilled by her deep sense of ap pre ci- 
a tion. She pro fessed a new loy alty to her Lord—a loy alty long hid den.

“I shall never be able to re pay you for be ing so gen er ous with your
time,” she said to Vir ginia, af ter the other women had left. “Jew ell men- 
tioned that you might come. I’m so glad to have you in our home. It will be
a real op por tu nity to get ac quainted. I’ve been ea ger to know you bet ter
ever since you joined the church. I do hope you’ll like it here. Stephen al- 
ways spoke so highly of you.”

“This is one way that I can serve the Lord. I feel so help less. Jew ell has
such a won der ful tal ent,” she replied meekly. “I have so much to learn as a
Chris tian, but I’m glad to do what I can to let my light shine.”

“The Lord has been very gra cious to all of us.”
“I shall never, never be able to re pay Him for all He has done for me,”

Vir ginia com mented. “It is so much eas ier to live the Chris tian life when
you are with Chris tian friends.”

“Poor child, I do hope that you find em ploy ment soon.” Janet con soled
her earnestly. “God al ways re wards the faith ful.”

“It’s the first time that I have been re ally happy since I was a child,” Vir- 
ginia con fessed. “I feel that I’m in the place where God wants me. Stephen
made the way of sal va tion so plain. You must be real proud of him. I al ways
lived such a doubt ful Chris tian life be fore.”

“A doubt ful Chris tian life”—Janet was ap pre hen sive—“that ap plies to
all of us, doesn’t it? Stephen’s leav ing has changed things in a way that is
hard to com pre hend. Do you be lieve that God re ally has a pur pose in it?”

“I’ve been such a poor Bible stu dent—”
“Stephen seems to think God will work it all out,” she said ab sently,

med i tat ing upon the part ing words of her step son. “So many strange things
con tinue to hap pen.”

“I want to live day by day for God and the fu ture,” said Vir ginia with a
hope born of spir i tual un der stand ing. “God will ing, I want my life to count
for Him.”

The two women, their hearts hun gry for the in dwelling Spirit of Christ,
were drawn to gether by their need.



75

15. An Im por tant Meet ing

IT IS THE TEMP TA TIONS MAS TERED, not those from which ithey are shielded,
that make men and women. Steve dis cov ered the truth of this fact as he
sought to ad just him self to the re spon si bil i ties of civil ian life. He was with- 
out a job af ter sev er ing con nec tions with the First Com mu nity Church, and
his cre den tials as a pas tor had been marred by gos sip. He did not dare to re- 
quest a let ter of rec om men da tion from the church board. The few months
dur ing which he had served as pas tor were pages of ex pe ri ence to which he
could not safely re fer.

There fore he sought em ploy ment as an ex-GI car ry ing the rat ing of an
Army chap lain. His de sire was to serve the Lord, but the door had been
closed in his face as he had made an earnest at tempt to ex alt his Saviour.
His faith was be ing tried, and his only hope was to look to the Lord and
take ad van tage of the op por tu ni ties that came his way. His duty was to live
a day at a time.

Steve was work ing in a restau rant in Chicago when he learned of his fa- 
ther’s re lapse. Through an ar range ment with Cap tain Van der jack he had
been able to keep in con tact with con di tions at home. His work as a bus boy
threw him into con tact with those who had very lit tle con cern for the Lord.
His tes ti mony ap peared to be hope lessly lost in the en vi ron ment, but he wit- 
nessed faith fully when ever and wher ever he could.

Ob vi ously he was to face many tri als. He re al ized the po si tion in which
he had left his par ents. He had a fi nan cial re spon si bil ity to them, and was
morally ob li gated to con trib ute to their sup port, an obli ga tion which he met
will ingly. He ex pected to se cure a bet ter pay ing po si tion as soon as con di- 
tions per mit ted, but be cause of la bor un rest, the way failed to open.

The restau rant where Steve was em ployed, un able to cope with the tense
la bor sit u a tion, closed its doors. He was out of a job. The street be came his
home, a park bench his bed. God was call ing him into a new ex pe ri ence,
and he joined the milling throng that combed the city streets seek ing em- 
ploy ment.
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One day he watched the rest less throng pay homage to a soap box or a tor
rant ing about la bor griev ances. The la bor leader sud denly ceased speak ing
and stepped down into the crowd to con verse with some one whom he knew.
There was a ba bel of voices, each clam or ing for recog ni tion.

“Whom re wardeth evil for good, evil shall not de part from his home,”
Steve quoted to a young man who stood be side him. “There are many de- 
vices in a man’s heart, nev er the less the coun cil of the Lord, that shall
stand.”

“What do you mean?” he replied, quick to take of fense. “You must be a
preacher.”

“I’m not ashamed of the Gospel of Christ,” Steve ac knowl edged. “I was
re fer ring in a gen eral way to the at ti tude of the crowd.”

“I’m an ag nos tic; I don’t be lieve in God, man or the devil,” he said. “I
haven’t any use for these silly re form ers who think they have an an swer for
ev ery thing.”

“Do you have an an swer?”
“The Bible——”
“As an ag nos tic, you doubt the Bible.” Steve in ter rupted him. “That, of

course, is un der stood.”
“The Bible—”
“No, it’s not a ques tion of the mer its or de mer its of the Bible. I’m in ter- 

ested in your per sonal so lu tion to the evils of so ci ety that cul mi nate in such
con di tions as con front us in this demon stra tion.”

“God cer tainly isn’t the an swer.”
“Do you have an an swer?”
“I—if they’d for get about God and their fear and prej u dices, and stop

try ing to be good”—he stum bled through an ex pla na tion—“I wouldn’t have
any dif fi culty.”

“Who can say, I have made my heart clean, I am pure from my sin?”
Steve re minded him.

“With out God there isn’t any sin.”
“Would you say that with out God there is no crime? The two are syn- 

ony mous, aren’t they?”
“The Bible—”
“—de fines both sin and crime as a trans gres sion of law,” Steve has tened

to ex plain. “The Bible doesn’t jus tify mur der or rob bery. Nei ther does law.”
“The—”
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“You don’t be lieve in God; you don’t be lieve the Bible. They are nonex- 
is tent as far as you are con cerned. Why de bate the sub ject if life is self-suf- 
fi cient?”

“As far as in spi ra tion is con cerned, the Bible is nonex is tent, yes. I be- 
lieve that there is a book called the Bible, but God didn’t have any thing to
do with it. How could He, when there is no God? The Bible is just man’s
idea, the writ ten record of a god of his imag i na tion,” he em pha sized
valiantly.

“That’s what I’ve been try ing to tell you. Why should I be con cerned
about any man’s al ibi for his mis takes? That’s all the Bible is. Man had to
have some thing to blame, so he cre ated a God to take the re spon si bil ity. I’m
not crit i ciz ing the Bible as a book or God as the hero of the Old Tes ta ment.
Christ is all right as the hero of the New Tes ta ment. As far as I’m con- 
cerned, I re spect His prin ci ples. He was a good man as men go, a lot bet ter,
in fact than the most of us, but I don’t be lieve in the di vin ity of God or
Christ or any one else. I don’t be lieve any thing be yond the teach ings of na- 
ture or ex pe ri ence.”

“I be lieve in God. I be lieve the Bible as the in spired Word of God. I was
known in the army as Cap tain Stephen Winthrop,” the wan der ing min is ter
replied, ex tend ing his hand. “I carry the cre den tials of an hon or ably dis- 
charged chap lain. I no tice that you have also seen ser vice over seas. I be- 
lieve, fur ther, that God or dained our paths to cross for a def i nite pur pose.”

The young man hes i tated and then of fered his hand.
“Your name is—”
As they shook hands, the young man stud ied Steve, try ing to de cide his

mo tive for forc ing an in tro duc tion.
“I’m not ashamed of my name or my Army record,” he said, read ing

Steve’s mind. “The point is, I don’t care much for preach ers.”
“Let’s say that that is agree ably un der stood.” Steve laughed. “But ma te- 

ri ally speak ing, we’re in the same boat look ing for work, aren’t we?”
“Our trou bles are mu tual as far as a job is con cerned,” he smiled. “There

isn’t any ques tion about that.”
“If I for get that I’m a preacher, can you for get that you’re an ag nos tic?”

Steve matched his smile and tried again.
“My name is Bob Tru man. I was hon or ably dis charged as a staff

sergeant, and came back from the South Pa cific last month. My home is in
Seat tle. Landed in New York and been knock ing around look ing for a job.”
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He ap peared re lieved to talk with some one. “No, I’m not go ing home. I
don’t care if I never go back. The girl I was go ing to marry ditched me for a
fel low that had re li gion—an other preacher. Can you blame me if I don’t
like preach ers?”

“If I prom ise to for get—”
“I can’t for get, and I wouldn’t ask you or any other man to for get his

con vic tions. That’s what’s the mat ter with the world, with Chris tians, with
ev ery body,” he said bit terly. “I’m an ag nos tic and I want ev ery one to know
it.”

“We should be real friends. We can both voice our con vic tions with out
caus ing of fense,” Steve replied jovially. “You’re look ing for con verts and
so am I. Why not prac tice on each other?”

“Say, you seem to be a real fel low, even if you are a preacher.” Bob
laughed heartily. “It’s go ing to be a fight to the fin ish. If you can’t con vert
me or I can’t con vert you, we’ll have to agree that there is some thing wrong
with both of us.”

“You get the first strike, Bob. I’ll ad mit that there is plenty wrong with
me. I’m one of those who have sinned, and come short of the glory of
God.” Steve laughed with him. “Now, tell me frankly what you think is
wrong with all of us Chris tians. There must be some thing lack ing or we
wouldn’t be such fail ures.”

“Lack of tes ti mony,” Bob shot back with de ter mi na tion. “Look at that
mob out there. Look at their faces. Do you see any ev i dence of ‘the love of
God,’ as you call it? Yet I dare say that there are hun dreds of so-called
Chris tians in that mob of lu natics—Chris tians when they’re in church on
Sun day. Do you hear any word of tes ti mony from them? No, they don’t
know God, save at the ap pointed time and place. Chris tians, bah! The name
makes me sick.”

“Strike two, Bob. You are ab so lutely right. Chris tian ity’s great est fail ure
is the lack of tes ti mony. It has been my great est fail ure as a Chris tian and I
know from ex pe ri ence that it’s the world’s great est fail ure,” Steve con fessed
se ri ously. “But God will ing, it’s not go ing to be my great est fail ure in the
fu ture.”

“You’re not go ing to strike me out agree ing with me, are you, Cap tain?”
Bob chided hu mor ously. “You asked me what’s wrong with Chris tian ity:
there are too many Chris tians that need the def i nite ex pe ri ence of sal va tion
——Chris tians that don’t know what they pro fess.”
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“Strike three, but we’ll have to call it a foul. You see, Bob, they aren’t
Chris tians. They’re church mem bers who wear the cloak of re li gion and
pose as Chris tians but don’t know the power of God unto sal va tion. They
don’t know Christ as their per sonal Saviour.”

“We ag nos tics call that su per fi cial ity.”
“May I ask you why you’re an ag nos tic?”
“Be cause I think.”
“I chal lenge that re mark. It’s my opin ion that you aren’t a Chris tian be- 

cause you don’t think,” Steve said kindly. “The mere thought of think ing
that God doesn’t ex ist isn’t suf fi cient. You should be able to prove it.”

“Can you prove that there is a God?” Bob chal lenged with a smile.
“Turn about is fair play, isn’t it?”

“No, I can’t prove the fact of God to an ag nos tic,” the young min is ter
ad mit ted, “but I can let any ag nos tic who will think with me prove to his
own sat is fac tion that God does ex ist.”

“Then it comes to a ques tion of chang ing my mind, doesn’t it, Cap tain?”
“No. God will sup ply the con vinc ing proof if you’ll per mit Him to oc- 

cupy your thoughts,” Steve ex plained. “There are many in fal li ble proofs in
the Word of God which you must read with an open mind. As an ag nos tic
you’re prej u diced in your think ing.”

“You want me to read the Bible?”
“Faith be liev ing, yes. I want you to read it with the de sire to know the

truth, to read it with the heart-search ing con vic tion that if there is a God that
He will con vince you of His om nipresent per son al ity and power; and like- 
wise, if God doesn’t ex ist, that the fal lacy of the myth be ex ploded with
soul-sat is fy ing proof that man is self-ex is tent.”

“I’ve read the Bible. I’ve a pray ing mother. I’ve heard all these ar gu- 
ments be fore. I’ve a col lege ed u ca tion. I used to be lieve in God as a boy be- 
fore I knew the dif fer ence,” Bob con fessed. “If we don’t find work, it
doesn’t make any dif fer ence whether there is a God or not. We’ll both die of
star va tion.”

“Let’s stick to gether, Bob, and prove God,” said Steve, tak ing his new-
found friend by the arm as to gether they lost them selves in the mass of
seek ers as heart-hun gry and dis cour aged as they.
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16. Hid den Fear

THAT NIGHT Steve and Bob shared their last coin for a bowl of soup and a
bed at a res cue mis sion. An early fall rain drove them from the park to a
place of shel ter. Be cause of the storm the meet ing place was filled with an
ex cep tion ally large num ber of dis grun tled mis fits who had no home but the
street. The ma jor ity lived from hand to mouth, and roamed the coun try to
eke out a liv ing. None of them were in ter ested in a per ma nent po si tion.
Many of them used art ful strat egy in se cur ing sym pa thy and were clev erly
sub tle in mak ing new con tacts.

“Look at those hyp ocrites.” Bob pointed out two street tramps who were
tak ing ad van tage of the ig no rance of a group of Chris tian stu dents con duct- 
ing an evening ser vice. “Both of them are avowed ag nos tics. I don’t know
how they can be so de ceit ful. I feel guilty about com ing here even when I
can pay my own way.”

“Like the Chris tians we were dis cussing, they’re ag nos tics with out a tes- 
ti mony,” Steve re marked.

“They’re cer tainly out of their en vi ron ment here,” Bob said. “I feel like a
fish out of wa ter.”

“You could go back out in the rain.” Steve laughed.
“And still be a fish, I sup pose.” Bob caught the sig nif i cance of the re- 

mark. “God would take care of me, ac cord ing to your the ory.”
“Now, Bob, let’s not get tech ni cal on bib li cal doc trine,” the young min is- 

ter prompted. “Man’s go ings are of the Lord: how can a man then un der- 
stand his own way?”

“It’s quite ob vi ous that no one does in these days of calamity,” said Bob
in ge niously. “I’m sure that I don’t know what the fu ture holds for me.”

“That’s true of all of us,” Steve com mented. “No body knows how to
meet the com pli ca tions of life, or where the search for op por tu nity may lead
him.”

“One thing is cer tain: we can’t stay here with out money or work.”
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“No, we’ve come to the place of a real test of faith,” Steve said bravely.
“I’ll ad mit that I don’t have the an swer. I don’t know what we’ll do or
where we’ll go. But I know His com mis sion: Trust in the Lord with all
thine heart; and lean not unto thine own un der stand ing. In all thy ways ac- 
knowl edge Him, and He shall di rect thy paths.”

“We are now to ex pect a mir a cle.” Bob scoffed hu mor ously.
“I know that my Re deemer liveth,” Stephen tes ti fied. “We won’t starve.”
A burly truck driver stepped through the door and ap proached the su per- 

in ten dent’s of fice. “I’m look ing for a man as a helper on a cross-coun try
trip with a load of fur ni ture,” he said to the at ten dant in charge. “Got any- 
body here you could rec om mend?”

A half-dozen drunken dere licts crowded around the of fice win dow look- 
ing for a hand-out and an other drink.

“I’ll go, Mis ter,” said one. “I’m not par tic u lar; it don’t make any dif fer- 
ence to me where I hang my hat.”

“Isn’t there some de pend able man here that doesn’t drink?” the truck
driver asked, look ing about the room. “I want some one who’ll stay sober
un til I get to Den ver and leave a load of goods. I just had the po lice take
one fel low off the van to sober up.”

“Could you use two of us?” Steve asked, step ping into the cir cle. “I have
a buddy here; nei ther of us drinks.”

“I’m only al lowed the price of one man.”
“It isn’t a ques tion of money. We’re both vet er ans look ing for a ride

west. We can fill the bill if you’ll give us the chance.” Steve sud denly de- 
cided to wel come any op por tu nity to get away from the busy me trop o lis.

“Where’s your cre den tials? Do you have any iden ti fi ca tion with you?”
he asked, turn ing to eval u ate Steve and his com pan ion.

Both men pro duced their dis charge pa pers, driver’s li censes and other
per sonal iden ti fi ca tion.

“A preacher and an en gi neer—you should be de pend able if you re ally
want to work. I’m not al lowed to carry hitch hik ers, but if you’re work ing
for the com pany on a trial run, that’s dif fer ent.” He smiled know ingly. “I’ll
take you if you’re ready. I’ll pick you up here at day light to mor row morn- 
ing.”

Bob’s face fell.
“You fel lows are broke, of course?” the man queried sym pa thet i cally,

notic ing the look of dis plea sure on Bob’s face. “Here’s a cou ple of dol lars.
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You fel lows look hon est. I’ll take a chance on you.”
“Thank you,” Bob replied, tak ing the prof fered money. “We’ll be wait- 

ing here any time you say.”
“How about six A.M. sharp? I’ll be eat ing at the restau rant across the

street. You might drop over and have break fast with me.”
“We’ll be there,” both men promised.
The truck driver stepped to the of fice win dow and held a short con fer- 

ence with the at ten dant, ev i dently to make cer tain that Bob and Steve were
reg is tered there.

“I think our friend is a Chris tian,” Steve vol un teered.
“How do you know?”
“I don’t; it just struck me that way.”
“Just be cause he gave us a cou ple of bucks in ad vance?” Bob was cu ri- 

ous. “I never sup posed you fel lows wore iden ti fi ca tion tags.”
“We don’t, I’m sorry to say—that is, the ma jor ity of us. It’s an other case

of be ing guilty of a lack of tes ti mony.”
The fol low ing day dawned clear and bright. The red rays of the sun was

just streak ing above the hori zon over Lake Michi gan when Steve, Bob and
the truck driver emerged from the restau rant. The large bright-col ored van
was parked on a va cant lot along side the com pany ware house a half-block
down the street.

The long te dious job of fight ing traf fic through busy Chicago was fi nally
ac com plished. Steve breathed a sigh of re lief. He was glad to leave the
chaotic city be hind. The open coun try in spired hope. He could for get the
faces haunted by the fear of un cer tainty, the faces of wor ried moth ers who
knew that their fam i lies faced hunger and want.
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17. Vic tory

WITHIN THE WEEK the truck and the trio of tired men ar rived in Den ver.
Steve and Bob were faith ful in help ing the driver un load the van and re ar- 
range a new load to be taken back to a city in Iowa.

For sev eral days fol low ing the de par ture of the van they worked at odd
jobs un til Bob an swered an ad ver tise ment seek ing some one to drive an aged
cou ple and an in valid grand daugh ter to Los An ge les.

It was an un event ful six-hun dred-mile trip ex cept for the scenic de lights
and the long night drive across the Mo have Desert.

“We’re here be cause we’re here,” Bob re marked to his com pan ion who
stood be side him in the Cal i for nia sun shine sev eral days later.

“Yes, old fel low,” Steve replied cheer fully, “and we’re stuck here, too,
un til we find jobs.”

“About the only job there isn’t a pre mium on here is preach ing,” Steve
replied.

Bob eyed him coldly. “It’s cer tain that if you tried that we’d land in jail,”
he said.

“It would be one way to get sup per.”
“No, thanks.” Bob found no plea sure in the thought of iron bars. “I’d

rather be on the out side hun gry and look ing in.”
“I was never so near starved in my life.”
“A preacher should live on faith.” There was no mal ice in Bob’s re mark.
“I don’t ex pect the ravens to feed us as they did Eli jah by the Brook

Cherith. But God will find a way to open the door.”
“There goes a man with a Bible un der his arm. He’s prob a bly on his way

to a ban quet. Think we’d bet ter fol low.” Bob’s repar tee was timely.
The gray-haired man, his face glow ing, turned and ap proached Bob. “I

am go ing to a ban quet,” he said. “May I in vite you men as my guests to par- 
take of the Bread of Life?”

“This is the bread which cometh down from heaven, that a man may eat
thereof, and not die,” Steve quoted.
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“I see that you are one of His dis ci ples,” the aged man replied joy ously.
“Then may I urge that you men ac com pany me as spe cially in vited guests?
I’m go ing to the res cue mis sion around the cor ner, and I’ll be more than
pleased to have you go with me.”

“What do you say, Bob?”
“We were just talk ing about liv ing on faith. The mis sion is prob a bly our

only port in a storm.” Bob was sullen.
“You men ap pear to be strangers in the com mu nity.”
“We ar rived to day, down, out and hun gry.” Bob was con sis tently pes- 

simistic.
The stranger hes i tated as he searched Bob’s face, and then; said, “I’m

just a hum ble er rand boy for my Lord, but you are wel come to His bless ings
and my hos pi tal ity.”

Steve breathed a prayer of thanks giv ing for the an swer to his prayer of
faith that God would solve their prob lem. He knew now that his Heav enly
Fa ther had been faith ful.

“I’m just a voice pro claim ing God’s Word in this wilder ness of sin,” said
the sage of sev enty. “My name is John Whyte. Won’t you ac cept the Lord’s
call to be my guest tonight?”

Words failed Bob as he fell in step with this man. There was some thing
about him that at tracted, some thing that made one de sire to know him bet- 
ter. He was so sin cere, so like a fa ther. Here was a man about whom Bob
wanted to know more, a man whom he did not dis like be cause of his views
or tes ti mony.

John Whyte proved a con ge nial host. He in sisted that his guests or der a
de li cious meal at the cafe te ria where he stopped, and sens ing that Bob was
ill at ease, he made ev ery ef fort to take his guest’s mind off him self and his
trou bles. In his diplo matic and pa tient way he soon in flu enced Bob to share
the con ver sa tion and en joy him self.

Af ter the meal it seemed to be an ac cepted fact that Bob and Steve were
to ac com pany him. He led the way to a small mis sion where he se lected an
in con spic u ous place that just suited Bob’s fancy.

Both men en joyed the half-hour song and tes ti mony ser vice, af ter which
Whyte gave a twenty-minute mes sage.

“One thing about a fel low like that, he makes you feel right at home,”
Bob com mented. “I hate any one who thinks his first duty is to stick a har- 
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poon into all com ers and then use high-pres sure meth ods to drag them
down to the al tar.”

The meet ing was dis missed with prayer fol lowed by a re quest for vol un- 
teers to con duct a street meet ing.

“There’s the op por tu nity you’ve been look ing for,” Bob pointed out. “I
never did hear you preach.”

“Come on.”
Bob pos sessed the type of man hood that does not fail when put to the

test. He had given Steve a chal lenge that ex panded to in clude him. He had
no thought of re treat ing when he found that his friend had turned the ta bles
and placed him on the spot. A street meet ing wouldn’t trou ble him. He
could lis ten to the “re li gious bal ly hoo,” as he chose to de fine it, but it would
not change his views. He was de ter mined, how ever, that he would never be
a hyp ocrite.

Bob stud ied the crowd of young peo ple con duct ing the meet ing. They
seemed to be light hearted, care free, happy. Their joy cap ti vated him, and he
wished that he were as happy as they. Could it be that knowl edge de stroyed
hap pi ness? Why had ten years made such a change in his life? Be fore he at- 
tended col lege, he had been happy. Then Bob com pared Steve’s life with
his own. Steve, too, had a col lege ed u ca tion, but was not bur dened with the
prob lems of life for which there seemed to be no an swer.

“You’re a liar; prove there is a God!” the chal lenge rang out in the night
air above the din of traf fic.

Bob had been so en grossed in thought that he had not no ticed who made
the state ment. The speaker had be come in censed by Steve’s open ing re- 
marks as he stepped to the plat form to de clare why he be lieved in God.

A well-dressed man, his di sheveled hair hang ing shag gily from be neath
a soiled hat which he re peat edly pushed down on his head, stood be fore the
speaker. It was ev i dent that dur ing the evening he had im bibed freely. He
took a bot tle from his pocket and started to pound on the edge of the plat- 
form to de mand at ten tion. -

“God is dead!” he shouted. “Ha! Ha! God is dead! God is dead!”
Think ing that he had not been heard, he pounded more vig or ously for or- 

der and shouted at Steve.
A crowd gath ered.
The man took off his hat and threw it on the plat form. “Did you hear

me?” he re peated.
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There was a rip ple of laugh ter at the outer edge of the crowd.
“Did you hear? God is dead.”
He pounded his hat with the bot tle un til the cap came off and the con- 

tents splashed in his face. The shock was a sur prise which sobered him for a
mo ment. With a fool ish grin he of fered the bot tle to a woman who stood be- 
side him. When she re fused his of fer, he tried to start an ar gu ment, and then
turned to take a drink. Soon a po lice man forced his way through the throng
and ar rested him.

Amid jeers and cat calls the meet ing was re sumed. An other drunk con tin- 
ued to ar gue the mer its of re li gion. John Whyte at tempted to draw him aside
to avoid fur ther trou ble, but the man be came in dig nant and ac cused the
Chris tians of caus ing the ar rest of his com pan ion. He in sisted that he was
ready to go to jail, too, if they were go ing to lock up his “buddy.”

Other friends, re al iz ing that the derelict was only ar gu ing him self into
jail if he con tin ued to dis turb the meet ing, came to his res cue and took him
away bod ily.

John Whyte stepped be side Steve and asked di vine guid ance for a mes- 
sage to fit the oc ca sion.

Again Steve at tempted to speak, but a shower of ripe toma toes greeted
him. A group of hood lums at the out side of the crowd en joyed the episode
and laughed heartily as a well-aimed tomato struck Steve’s face.

Bob Tru man bounded onto the plat form be side Steve and took off his
coat. The pos si bil i ties of the grow ing dis or der struck him with full force.

“Lis ten, those of you who are friends of mine, you fel lows out there with
the toma toes”—Bob’s voice was clear with de ter mi na tion—“I’ve been an
avowed ag nos tic since I grad u ated from col lege. Some one a few min utes
ago flung out this chal lenge: ‘Prove there is a God.’ I’ll ac cept that chal- 
lenge.”

Steve, not know ing what to make of the sit u a tion, at tempted to rea son
with his friend.

Bob ig nored him and turned to the crowd.
“I’ve been an ag nos tic for ten years. Now, let’s have your toma toes and

any thing else that you may have to throw at me. Then we’ll get down to the
ques tion about God.” Bob turned to the group with a win ning smile. “I can’t
af ford to be in ter rupted, you know.”

The Chris tians in the group stood with bowed heads in a pe ti tion of
prayer.
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Si lence set tled over the group.
“As one ag nos tic to an other, come, let’s rea son to gether,” Bob con tin- 

ued. “By your own acts here tonight you have proved the fact of God. You
stand guilty be fore Him for the ful fill ment of prophecy. Ev ery one of you
should be ashamed of him self. You are a dis grace to the cause of ag nos ti- 
cism. By your acts you rec og nize a God that you claim does not ex ist. Why
per se cute these good peo ple who harmed you in no way? Why chal lenge
Chris tian ity if it doesn’t ex ist?”

It was ev i dent that Bob had com mand of the sit u a tion. Ev ery eye was
fixed upon the man in his shirt sleeves.

“I’ve been an ag nos tic,” Bob con tin ued. “I should be ashamed to say it,
but I’m not. It was through this ex pe ri ence here tonight that I found Christ.
It has brought me to my senses. Ag nos ti cism doesn’t sat isfy. There fore I’m
tak ing Je sus Christ as my per sonal Saviour. I’m tak ing Him be cause I need
Him. I’m guilty of ev ery known sin un der the sun, ex clu sive of high way
rob bery and ar son. I’ve read the Bible from cover to cover. I’ve fought God
con tin u ally try ing to find an ex cuse for my sins. I’ve tried to read God out
of the Bible. I’ve de nied the de ity of Christ, but thank God, I never re jected
the in flu ence of the Holy Spirit! God used my good friend, Cap tain Stephen
Winthrop, here on the plat form with me, to con vict me of my sins. It was
through his tes ti mony that I dis cov ered my lost con di tion. I dis cov ered that
there’s no other way of es cape, no hope, no sat is fac tion, no peace, no hap pi- 
ness with out Christ. By your de fi ance of God tonight, I was brought face to
face with my self, a sin ner with out merit of any kind. By tak ing Je sus Christ
as my per sonal Saviour I have a new hope, and hence forth I’m go ing to
serve Him as my Lord and Mas ter.”

“Praise God for such a tes ti mony!” John Whyte said humbly.
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18. The Man Of Mys tery

BOB TRU MAN A CHRIS TIAN! Noth ing had moved Steve to greater hu mil ity.
Bob, of all peo ple! Could it be pos si ble that he was sin cere? The pos si bil ity
made Steve speech less with sur prise. Bob had been so de ter mined and me- 
thod i cal in his ag nos tic stand. What had wrought the sud den change?

“Say some thing. Do some thing. Act,” a still, small voice urged.
“Go ahead. Make a fool of your self,” came the counter chal lenge.
Steve sur veyed the crowd around the plat form. Anx ious faces con fronted

him—ea ger faces—puz zled faces—faces that he would never see again.
Time was im por tant. An other mo ment might mean the lost op por tu nity of a
life time.

The tempter con fronted him again. “You aren’t sure. Why make a fool of
your self? Wait.”

If God be for us, who can be against as? Steve’s con fi dence was re- 
stored. The Scrip ture ref er ence armed him with a chal lenge. He stepped to
the edge of the truck plat form and paused be fore the wait ing throng.

“I don’t want to preach to you. I don’t think that I should preach to you.
You don’t know me; I don’t know you,” he said sin cerely. “I’m not ask ing
you to be lieve any thing I say. I ask you only to be lieve what your own heart
tells you. If your heart tells you that you are an an gel, be lieve it. I couldn’t
change your opin ion, any way.”

Laugh ter rip pled through the crowd.
“But if the Spirit of God whis pers in your heart and tells I you that

you’re a sin ner, be lieve that also; for you are lis ten ing to first hand ev i dence
of the truth.” Steve lifted his hand. “No one needs to take of fense if the shoe
doesn’t fit,” he said with a gra cious smile.

Steve had won the con fi dence and good will of the ma jor ity be fore him.
“You heard Bob Tru man’s con fes sion of sin tonight. He stands be fore

you saved by the grace of the Lord Je sus Christ. I’m not urg ing any of you
to do that which is def i nitely against your own will and judg ment. Per haps
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you’d pre fer to have us close the meet ing with a song of your own se lec- 
tion.”

“An other crack pot preacher,” some one scoffed. “He cer tainly has been
talk ing to me,” said the man at his el bow.

“God knows your weak ness for sin, your trans gres sions of the law, your
de sire to hide your evil acts,” Steve con tin ued. “He knows also that there is
no cure in the law for the crim i nal in tent of your heart. Ye must be born
again!, Ac cept the Lord Je sus Christ as your per sonal Saviour, and be set
free from sin and death. Stop; think; con sider, lest you die in your sins.”

An old man raised a bony fin ger and at tempted to speak, but lost his
courage and dis ap peared in the shadow of a near-by build ing.

“Put a muz zle on the crack pot,” said a sullen scoffer.
“Leave him alone; let him go,” his com pan ion in sisted. “Why get un- 

easy? It takes a lot of hell fire and brim stone these days to warm the skin of
a lot of you hide bound sin ners.”

“You never melted down very many church pews,” his friend re torted.
“At least I go to church ev ery Sun day.”
“So do I, but I don’t like that kind of preach ing.”
“You don’t have to stand here and lis ten.”
“The only rea son you’re here is be cause of the op por tu nity it gives to

brag about how good a Chris tian you are,” said the in dig nant scoffer. “You
don’t hear me telling peo ple how pi ous I am. I don’t be lieve in that kind of
preach ing.”

The meet ing was in ter rupted by the de bate. John Whyte closed with
prayer and then of fered his lis ten ers the op por tu nity to ask a ques tion which
would be an swered by some one on the plat form.

“Hey there, preacher, why don’t you get a church if you want to
preach?” some one shouted.

“The Lord com mands us to go into all the world and preach the Gospel,”
Stephen an swered.

“Wiseacre.”
“What’s wrong with the churches?” an other wanted to know.
“How about it, Bob? You have the an swer to the ques tion. Would you

like to an swer the ques tion?” Steve turned to his lat est con vert.
“The crux of the whole mat ter is the lack of tes ti mony.” Bob was thrilled

by the op por tu nity to glo rify the Lord with what for merly had been used as
an ag nos tic com plaint. “The Chris tian in flu ence and zeal to serve the Lord
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burns only at the wick. There is no oil in the lamp. The only wit ness is a
cold black smudge.”

The old man in the shad ows of the build ing raised a bony fin ger.
Steve stepped back to the outer edge of the truck plat form. He sur veyed

the crowd be fore speak ing. The hour was get ting late. It was un wise to pro- 
long a street meet ing.

“This is our first ap pear ance in Los An ge les,” he in formed them. “This
is Bob Tru man’s first ap pear ance at a street meet ing. We’re both ex-ser vice
men. We’ve been in vited to give our life-sto ries at the mis sion to mor row
night. I’d like to in vite ev ery one of you to come.”

“God have mercy! It’s him! It’s him!” said the old man, wav ing a bony
fin ger above his head. “It’s him! It’s him! Why should he haunt me so!”

Then he lapsed into un con scious ness.
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19. Re deem ing The Time

REV EREND STEPHEN WINTHROP and Bob Tru man were in Los An ge les for a
pur pose known only to God and their steps had been di rected by Him.

Bob, now a new crea ture in Christ Je sus, was ea ger to re deem the time.
Ten years of his life had been wasted, given to the devil. How was he to
ren der a just ac count of such stew ard ship? The thought was a bur den. His
in flu ence had mis di rected many souls.

John Whyte, sent of God, met Bob the fol low ing morn ing at the res cue
mis sion.

“I’ve been won der ing if I might not meet you here some time to day, but I
hardly ex pected you this early. You look sleepy.” Bob greeted him at seven.

“I’ve been up all night,” Mr. Whyte in formed him, wearily. “Just came
from the hos pi tal. I’ve been there with the old man who passed out at the
street meet ing last night.”

“I won dered what be came of you. I guess Steve didn’t see you leave, ei- 
ther. You must have left in a car with some one,” Bob replied. “What hap- 
pened to the old fel low?”

“He seems to be an old man of mys tery. He has plenty of money, but we
can’t iden tify him, and for some rea son he doesn’t want his iden tity
known,” the good Samar i tan ex plained. “He was in such men tal dis tress
that I didn’t want to leave him.”

“I no ticed last night that he was greatly dis turbed.”
“He’s been deliri ous all night. There is some great bur den on his heart,”

Mr. Whyte con tin ued. “Some great wrong or in jus tice that he’s done some- 
one. Is there any pos si bil ity that you might know him?”

“I don’t think so; but I’ll go to the hos pi tal and see, if you’d like me to,”
Bob as sured him.

“Where is Rev erend Winthrop?”
“The su per in ten dent of the mis sion asked Steve to go with him to a ra dio

broad cast.”
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“At the Bible school? I should have known,” said Mr. Whyte. “It would
be nice to have you go over with me some time, if you’d care to.”

“Maybe we should go to the hos pi tal.”
A half-hour later the two men vis ited the strange old man. He was in a

talk a tive mood, and ob vi ously was afraid of death.
“I’m not ready to die,” he in sisted. “I don’t want to die. God makes

things so hard. I—I mustn’t die.”
“What trou bles you so?” Bob asked.
The old man stud ied his face. “I don’t know you,” he said. “God will

never for give me.”
“Whoso ever shall con fess that Je sus is the Son of God, God dwelleth in

him, and he in God.” John Whyte gave him the as sur ance of the Scrip tures
—“that whoso ever be lieveth in him should not per ish, but have eter nal
life.”

“Too late! Too late!” He lamented in agony of soul. “Sa tan tor ments me
so. I can never re turn. I had my op por tu nity and said, No. God has for got ten
me. God has for got ten—”

The old man lapsed again into un con scious ness. Bob sum moned an or- 
derly from the hall.

“There ap par ently is noth ing wrong with him phys i cally,” he vol un- 
teered, “but he’s des per ately afraid of death. Three of the best doc tors in the
city have di ag nosed the case.”

“Poor soul.” John Whyte breathed a prayer in his be half.
De pro fundis. Bob read the Latin phrase scrawled across the up per cor- 

ner of the old man’s chart.
The or derly, re fer ring to the note, said, “They all agree that he isn’t men- 

tally or phys i cally sick, but la bor ing un der some heart-de press ing sor row
that he doesn’t want to talk about.”

“Con fes sion is good for the soul.” Bob tes ti fied from ex pe ri ence.
“You don’t know,” said the old man re turn ing to con scious ness. “You

don’t know me, do you?”
“No,” Bob replied, “I don’t know you.”
“Then for get that you ever saw me.”
“Why should you cover your past?” Bob took his hand and stroked it

ten derly. “What you need is the sin cere ev i dence of God’s love.”
“God doesn’t love me. I wouldn’t let Him. He-—He has for got ten.”
“You are just out of fel low ship with Him.”
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“No. He wants me to con fess. I can’t con fess,” he lamented. “It would
ruin my fam ily—ev ery body.”

“You could be for given, if God for gives; he for gives oth ers.”
“If I-should die, no one would know.” He was dis cussing his prob lem

with him self. “God, why don’t you let me die and for get?”
“God al ways knows best,” Bob con soled him.
“No one would ever know—but—but—”
“Piti ful, piti ful.” John Whyte ad dressed the or derly. “I sup pose there are

hun dreds like this old man that are try ing to run away from God.”
“Yes, thou sands of them,” the or derly replied.
“Yet they must all face a pay day when God reck ons time,” said Bob. “I

was try ing to do the same thing for ten years, but to day I can praise Him,
for whom the Lord loveth he cor recteth.”

“No one will ever know.” The old man was talk ing to him self again. “No
one but God—and—”

“Lis ten,” Bob ad dressed him earnestly, plac ing his hand on the old
man’s shoul der as the pa tient lifted him self to his el bow. “Let’s rea son
things out: if you should die here to day, to mor row or any day, you could
never con ceal your iden tity. The very fact of be ing un known, name less, in- 
vites cu rios ity. Ev ery news pa per in the city would as sign re porters to dis- 
cover who you were. Your pic ture would be pub lished, your fin ger prints
taken. Some one would iden tify you.”

“Rev erend Winthrop—God.” The old man lost con scious ness again.
“Who is Rev erend Winthrop?” asked the or derly.
“Does he know him?” John Whyte turned to Bob with a look of in quiry.

“You might have him call and see.”
“He must know Steve,” Bob vol un teered. “That throws some light on his

strange ac tions at the street meet ing last night. He’s clam or ing for recog ni- 
tion, yet fears the con se quence of dis cov ery.”

“A very strange case. He cer tainly is invit ing enough sci en tific at ten- 
tion,” said the or derly. “A cou ple of psy chi a trists will be here in a few min- 
utes to study the case.”

“Will it be all right to bring Rev erend Winthrop over?” Bob asked.
“By all means. The spe cial ists no doubt will want to in ter view him if he

should hap pen to know the old man.”
“I don’t know him. I don’t know him. I don’t know any body,” the pa tient

moaned. “Don’t let any one in to see me. I’m a for got ten man. No body
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knows me.”
“We’ll try and lo cate Rev erend Winthrop,” said Mr. Whyte, step ping into

the hall.
“No! No! No!” The voice of the sin-sick old man echoed in the cor ri dor.
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20. A Bro ken Link

CHANG ING EVENTS are the fab ric of hu man life. Life never stands still.
Even a tree ex pands and con tin u ally sends forth new shoots.

The strange old man in vited con cern. Who was he? Where did he come
from? Why had he sud denly de cided to leave the hos pi tal? No one seemed
to know any thing about him. What was the mys tery in his life? Did he
know Rev erend Winthrop?

“He must have thought he knew Steve,” Bob em pha sized at the su per in- 
ten dent’s of fice, when he and his friend heard about the pa tient’s mys te ri ous
de par ture the fol low ing morn ing.

“From a ca sual ob ser va tion the night of the street meet ing, I don’t re call
ever hav ing met him,” Steve replied. “I think I’m fairly good at re mem ber- 
ing faces, but he fails to reg is ter with me.”

“There’s no ques tion about it; from what they tell us here at the hos pi tal,
he seems to have got ten away from ev ery body.”

“He walked out on us dur ing the night,” said the su per in ten dent. “We’re
hold ing nearly a hun dred dol lars and other per sonal ef fects that we hope
he’ll call for.”

“You still think he’s men tally nor mal?” Steve asked.
“The psy chol o gist seems to think so,” replied the su per in ten dent. “His

trou ble is a fear of be ing dis cov ered by cer tain peo ple for some rea son
known only to him self.”

“Rev erend Winthrop is one of those per sons ev i dently,” Bob re marked.
“Ap par ently.”
“He must think I’m some one else. Is there any thing in his per sonal ef- 

fects that would in di cate where he might go?” Steve was try ing to de ter- 
mine pos si bil i ties. “An ad dress or pic ture that would iden tify him?”

“Not a thing. We’ve checked the Miss ing Per sons Bu reau, but they have
noth ing an swer ing his de scrip tion,” the su per in ten dent replied. “They
weren’t able to help us.”

“What about the po lice?”
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“Record, you mean?”
“Yes.”
“They’re look ing for him as a hos pi tal es cape. We re quested this as a

mat ter of pro tec tion in case of a law suit. He’s such a queer char ac ter that we
thought it best to cover all an gles. One never knows in this age of rack ets
what to ex pect.” The su per in ten dent did not pro pose to leave any stone un- 
turned. “He may be float ing out to sea. We can’t af ford to be charged with
con trib u tory neg li gence.”

“There are cer tainly a lot of queer peo ple in the world,” Bob com- 
mented. “I wish I knew what was in the back of the old man’s mind.”

“If he was con sid ered crazy I could un der stand it,” Steve replied.
“We’re all a bit pe cu liar.” Bob was think ing of his for mer ag nos tic stand.

“I’ve been called crazy more than once.”
“That in cludes all of us, doesn’t it?” Steve asked. “Some of us for run- 

ning to God for com fort, con so la tion and pro tec tion, and oth ers for run ning
away. We’re all crazy in the eyes of the other fel low, es pe cially those we
don’t agree with.”

“That used to be my phi los o phy,” Bob said truth fully. “But I re al ize now
how much all of us need di vine guid ance.”

“We surely need su per nat u ral wis dom as to how to help the old man.”
Steve was think ing aloud.

“I don’t know of any thing more that can be done,” said the su per in ten- 
dent. “I’ll be glad to no tify the mis sion if we have any news about the old
gen tle man.”

“It looks like a bro ken link in our chain of events,” said Bob, as they de- 
scended the hos pi tal steps. “One thing is sure. We can’t linger here wor ry- 
ing about some body’s trou ble that doesn’t con cern us.”

“No, it doesn’t speak well of two ex-ser vice men of our stand ing to be
on the rocks so soon af ter mus ter ing out of the Army,” said Steve, “but the
fact still re mains that we’ve got to find jobs.”

“I re gret my days of fool ish ness,” Bob con fessed. “The old proverb ‘A
fool and his money soon part’ fit ted me. My mus ter ing-out pay and the lit tle
sav ings that I had ac cu mu lated were spent as the wages of sin. I wish now
I’d saved some of my money.”

“Thank God, I’m out of debt, even if it did take all I was able to save in
the Army. My ed u ca tion is paid for. All I need now is an op por tu nity to use
it.” Steve re viewed his past for Bob’s ben e fit. “If I’d known that the coun try
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was go ing to be tied up with strikes, I would have ex tended my credit a
while longer.”

“O ye of lit tle faith,” Bob re minded him. “Doesn’t the Bible have a verse
of Scrip ture run ning some thing like that?”

Steve quoted the last verse in the sixth chap ter of Matthew: “Take there- 
fore no thought for the mor row; for the mor row shall take thought of the
things of it self. Suf fi cient unto the day is the evil thereof.”

Bob au to mat i cally fell into mil i tary step with him. “I think John Whyte
is right: you should be out in full-time Chris tian ser vice as an evan ge list,”
he said.

“I’m await ing the will of the Lord,” Steve replied. Bob had be gun to un- 
der stand what that meant.
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21. Ghosts Of The Past

A WEST ERN UNION MES SEN GER Stood Talk ing to John Whyte as Steve and
Bob re turned to the mis sion. “There’s the man you’re look ing for,” said
Whyte, point ing out two men ap proach ing on the side walk. “See that hand- 
some fel low on the right in the blue suit?”

“Now what’s up?” Bob called, re al iz ing that the mes sen ger boy was
wait ing for them. “Bad news of some kind, I sup pose.”

“I have a tele gram for Rev erend Stephen Winthrop that needs an an swer
right away,” said the boy, ap proach ing Steve with sev eral en velopes. “Are
you Rev erend Winthrop?”

Steve was grave.
“Yes,” he replied thought fully, hav ing a pre mo ni tion of his fa ther’s

death.
“It isn’t a star mes sage, sir,” the lad vol un teered, read ing his thoughts.
Steve signed for the mes sage, tore open the en ve lope and read the con- 

tents.
“There’s our friend!” Bob ex claimed ex cit edly, point ing out into the

street. “See that old fel low in the car?”
Steve’s face was se ri ous.
“Look, there’s the old fel low that es caped from the hos pi tal. He’s driv ing

the car that just turned the cor ner. Why didn’t I think to get the li cense num- 
ber?” Bob started to run. “Wait,” he called. “I’ll be right back.”

Steve turned and con fronted John Whyte. “I’m wanted back home by the
po lice,” he said smil ing mis chie vously. “Maybe I should go back. Tell Bob
that I’ve gone to the West ern Union of fice.”

A few min utes later he was la bor ing over the tele gram to be sent to Cap- 
tain Van der jack. He stud ied the mes sage which he was to an swer, but it
gave no con crete in for ma tion as to why he was wanted as a wit ness. He
turned it face down, then picked it up and de cided to read it aloud:
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Rev erend Stephen Winthrop
C/O Res cue Mis sion
Los An ge les, Cal i for nia

Wit nesses ad vise that you can fur nish ma te rial ev i dence in a pend ing black mail and ex tor- 
tion case. Ur gent that you re turn im me di ately. Reser va tions United Lines ar ranged at air- 
port. Pick them up. Time is im por tant el e ment. Do not fail me. Come.

CAP TAIN R. J. VAN DER JACK

Who were the other wit nesses? Who were the par ties or party charged
with ex tor tion? What ma te rial ev i dence could he fur nish in a black mail
case? Why should he re turn? Steve could not an swer any of the ques tions
that ran through his mind. He was cer tain of just one thing: he would not
fail Cap tain Van der jack.

Steve called the air port and learned that Flight 44 would leave within the
hour. This barely gave him time to no tify Bob and reach the air port in time
for the flight.

He dashed back to the mis sion in search of Bob, and called the hos pi tal
when he found that his friend had not re turned since leav ing in quest of the
old man. “Some thing like this would have to hap pen. What was he go ing to
do?” he com plained. He could not wait for Bob. He would have to go and
ex plain later why he had de serted him.

The dis ap point ment was a crush ing blow. A feel ing of home sick ness
over came him. He wanted to talk with Cap tain Van der jack. He would know
about cir cum stances at home, the con di tion of his fa ther’s health, the lat est
de vel op ments at First Com mu nity Church, who had been se lected as the
new pas tor.

John Whyte shoved a bill into his hand, hailed a cab and saw him leave
for the air port. What a con so la tion to have a Chris tian friend who un der- 
stood!

Seated in the cab, Steve let his thoughts turn to Vir ginia Thyme and Jew- 
ell Lom bard. He won dered if Vir ginia was still tak ing care of his fa ther.
Would Jew ell be friendly with Vir ginia and his step mother? What had hap- 
pened to Shirley Ma son? They were three fine girls, and true friends.

Reach ing his des ti na tion, he rushed hur riedly to the ticket win dow, se- 
cured his reser va tions and five min utes later was in the air.
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“I wish Bob were along.” He sighed, set tling back in his seat and try ing
to make him self com fort able.

Re laxed, he let his mind carry him back over the events of the day. His
thoughts were in dis or der. There were so many things he wanted to know,
so many ques tions he could not an swer. Why did he have to leave Bob and
John, his new found friends.

Then he re mem bered what he had tried to for get. He was again con- 
fronted by the ghosts of the past that brought un pleas ant mem o ries—the
spir i tual in dif fer ence at First Com mu nity Church; the scan dal at tached to
his name; his step mother’s de ter mined at ti tude; his fa ther’s hope less con di- 
tion. He wanted to for get, but he could not.
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22. A False Shadow

TWO YOUNG MEN AP PROACHED STEVE as he stepped from the in com ing
plane and hur ried to ward the trans porta tion of fice at the air port.

“I’m De tec tive Derby,” said the first. “You are to ac com pany us. My
part ner here, Sergeant Ster ling, has a let ter of cre den tials for you. Cap tain
Van der jack has out lined the in struc tions he wants you to fol low.”

“Let me have your check,” said Sergeant Ster ling, hand ing Steve the let- 
ter. “I’ll get your lug gage while you sat isfy your self that we aren’t im pos- 
tors.”

“Cap tain Van der jack has ar ranged ac com mo da tions. He has pro vided a
car for you to use while you’re reg is tered at the North Star Mo tel Court,”
De tec tive Derby ex plained. “Cap tain Van der jack doesn’t think it wise to
have you stay in a lo cal ho tel. There are too many news pa per men in ter ested
in the out come of this case.”

“I un der stood that Cap tain Van der jack was to meet me.”
“He’s wait ing for you at the mo tel court,” Sergeant Ster ling replied.
De tec tive Derby handed Steve the keys to a late-model coupe. “You’ll

en joy driv ing this one,” he said. “Are you ready to fol low us out to the mo- 
tel?”

“This has turned out to be a real re cep tion,” said Steve. “I was not sure
whether I was to be thrown in jail or not; there has been so much mys tery
at tached to this case, or what ever it is I’m sup posed to be here for.”

“Cap tain Van der jack is wait ing to ex plain ev ery thing.”
“Come on, let’s go,” Sergeant Ster ling urged. “Show Rev erend Winthrop

where his car is parked.”
“Now I’m cu ri ous.”
“I’m tak ing it for granted that you drive,” said De tec tive Derby, open ing

the door of a new blue coupe. “Do you sup pose you can han dle this in traf- 
fic?”

“Show me the high way!” Steve’s en thu si asm mounted.
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“Get in and take over; I’ll di rect you. We’ll fol low Sergeant Ster ling,”
said the de tec tive, tak ing a seat at Steve’s right.

“You fel lows aren’t help ing me kid nap my self, are you?” Steve asked.
“I don’t blame you for be ing sus pi cious,” his com pan ion replied. “I think

I’d won der my self if some one of fered me the same re cep tion. But you don’t
have any thing to fear.”

“It isn’t ex cep tion ally pleas ant to find your self in the hands of the law.
It’s a new ex pe ri ence for me,” Steve replied. “I’m not quite sure yet
whether I’m go ing to en joy your com pany or not.”

Thirty min utes later the two cars parked in the yard of a new mo tel
court. Cap tain Van der jack came out of the of fice to meet them.

“Rev erend Winthrop thought we were kid nap ping him, I guess,” said
De tec tive Derby, putting Steve’s lug gage on the porch.

“I wouldn’t blame any one for be ing sus pi cious of a cou ple of blood- 
hounds like you two.” Cap tain Van der jack laughed. “I’ve been won der ing
my self for the past hour what hap pened.”

“We al ways get our man, Cap tain. The plane was late.”
“Good. You’re re lieved for the next as sign ment.” He was pleased. “Pro- 

fes sor Steel and I have a few things we want to straighten out be fore he ap- 
pears in court as a wit ness.”

“You men are to re port at head quar ters and re main on call.” Cap tain
Van der jack ad dressed the two de tec tives. “I’ll get in touch with you be fore I
leave for the day.”

“Pro fes sor Steel?” Steve faced the cap tain in quest of in for ma tion.
Cap tain Van der jack laughed. “Come with me, Pro fes sor. Let me show

you to your new quar ters,” he said, en joy ing Steve’s per plex ity. “You’ll ap- 
pre ci ate the joke, too, when I have the op por tu nity to ex plain.”

Rev erend Winthrop fol lowed Cap tain Van der jack to the last mo tel, and
fol lowed the of fi cer in.

“How do you like this?” he asked, and there was a twin kle in his eyes.
“Pri vacy de luxe, isn’t it?”

Steve glanced at the elab o rately fur nished room. Ex cept for porter ser- 
vice the ac com mo da tions pro vided all that one might find in a ho tel. “That
tile bath and shower looks good,” he said. “If I didn’t have to meet Pro fes- 
sor Steel, I might be tempted to chase you out.”

Cap tain Van der jack laughed heartily. “You’re a hard one to fool, I see.
I’m glad that you do a lit tle think ing for your self. Maybe you’re in the
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wrong field. Maybe you should have been a de tec tive in stead of a min is ter.
Let’s have a chair and talk things over.”

“At your ser vice, sir.” Steve laughed with him. “I want to find out why
I’m here.”

“You’re Pro fes sor George Steel,” he be gan, “that is, you’re reg is tered
here un der that name. Ev ery news pa per man in town is on your trail look ing
for an in ter view. I pur posely ar ranged to have you brought here to keep you
away from ad vance pub lic ity.”

“I see.”
“The story about your be ing pho tographed with a girl in your arms has

leaked out. There are two an gles: one news pa per is dan ger ously anx ious to
cover up the story and pro tect their pho tog ra pher, as we’ve charged him
with ex tor tion and black mail.”

“Wh——”
“Wait. The other pa pers are just as anx ious to get your side of the story

and prop a gate a scan dal.”
“Wh—”
“We’re hold ing the woman who stole the pose with you in the pic ture.”
Steve’s face was trou bled.
“Just a minute, son. I urged you to re turn for two rea sons: first, to help

us con vict a cou ple of crooks, and sec ond, to clear your name and pro tect
your char ac ter.” Cap tain Van der jack was earnest. “This com mu nity needs
you. I wouldn’t be your friend if I let you flee from a false shadow.”

“The shadow proved painfully re al is tic to me,” Steve com mented. “I
thought it wise to get as far away from it as pos si ble.”

“Cer tainly, at the time, yes. It was the wise thing to do,” said the Cap- 
tain, “but the scene has changed. The wise thing now is to re turn and vin di- 
cate your self.”

“If it can be done.”
“It can be done. The truth of the mat ter is: it is go ing to be done.” Cap- 

tain Van der jack’s en thu si asm was high. “You’re Pro fes sor George Steel be- 
cause I’m not go ing to have a bunch of pub lic ity hounds ruin a per fectly
good case. That’s why I brought you out to this mo tel and gave you a car
for your own use. No one would think of look ing for you out here.”

“Thanks, Cap tain. I think I’m be gin ning to see the light.”
“Good. All you have to do is to lay low un til the date of trial.”
“Who are the par ties that you have in cus tody, if I may ask?”
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“You’ll be sur prised: Clarence Ar butt and Mil dred Tack els.”
“You mean Dea con Ar butt’s son? I don’t know the girl.”
“She doesn’t know you, but since she’s found out who you were, she has

proved to be a real friend,” the Cap tain ex plained. “Yes, it’s Dea con Ar- 
butt’s son, Clarence, that she’s mixed up with in the Dr. John son black mail
case.”

“I hadn’t heard about it. Where am I in the pic ture?” Steve asked. “How
can I tes tify to some thing I don’t know about?”

“You can iden tify the girl as the one ap pear ing with you in the pic tures,
and tes tify to the cir cum stances un der which they were taken,” Cap tain
Van der jack ex plained pa tiently. “She’ll sub stan ti ate your story of be ing
framed for the pic ture and how she came to be a party to the plot.”

“Which im pli cates Clarence Ar butt—”
“Ex actly. He was the pho tog ra pher in both cases.”
“Dr. John son—”
“Yes, Ar butt used her in the same way to take a pic ture with Dr. Hu bert

John son,” said the cap tain, “but he made the mis take of try ing to ex tort
money from the doc tor by threat en ing ex po sure once too of ten.”

“By mail, I sup pose—”
“No, Ar butt was too smart for that.” Cap tain Van der jack pro ceeded to

ex plain fully. “He used the unique sys tem of set ting the story of the doc tor’s
sup posed clan des tine af fair in type. It was then sub mit ted to him con fi den- 
tially with the of fer to have the story squashed for a con sid er a tion. Dr. John- 
son, re al iz ing that the story, true or false, would ruin him pro fes sion ally, en- 
tered into an agree ment to pay five hun dred dol lars to have it sup pressed.
The story, of course, didn’t ap pear in the pa per, and the money was paid at
the time stated. Dr. John son re ceived the can celed gal ley sheets and the pic- 
tures which he promptly de stroyed.”

“How did you se cure ev i dence—” A vivid panorama of the cir cum- 
stances in volv ing him self and the two con spir a tors flashed across Steve’s
mind.

“Ar butt be came money-hun gry. He couldn’t leave well enough alone;
the first five hun dred came so easy he went back af ter more, us ing the neg a- 
tive of the pic ture to ex act his price for si lence. Dr. John son got sus pi cious
and called me.” Cap tain Van der jack ex plained mod estly, “We just let him
walk into a trap set with his own bait, and the rest was easy.”

“Af ter he un ex pect edly found the po lice wait ing for him—”
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“He didn’t ap pre ci ate the sur prise, I as sure you.” The Cap tain smiled.
“Then the fun be gan. You never saw so much fancy fenc ing on le gal tech ni- 
cal i ties try ing to evade the law! The rights of a news pa per man to gather
news and take the pic tures he may choose are un lim ited in scope if one
bows to the opin ions of some of our promis ing at tor neys.”

“Who’s this Mil dred Tack els?” Steve was seek ing the tie be tween the
two de fen dants. “Do you ex pect to con vict her, too?”

“She has al ready pleaded guilty as an ac ces sory be fore the fact and is
wait ing to take the stand as a wit ness against Ar butt,” the Cap tain con tin- 
ued. “This poor girl is a vic tim of cir cum stances, one of the many whose
mis placed trust led her into dif fi culty. Af ter sac ri fic ing all for love, she
found her self des ti tute and alone in the toils of the law with a de ceit ful
com pan ion who de serted her in an ef fort to save him self. She didn’t know
Ar butt was mar ried un til af ter their ar rest.”

“In which case he in vites a woman’s scorn.” Steve un der stood the set- 
ting.

“Yes, hu man na ture runs true to form. She was crushed with hu mil i a tion.
Re venge ful anger was her only de fense when she learned how he’d de- 
ceived her. The worm turned when she re al ized that she had been used
merely as a tool to serve Ar butt’s own self ish ends,” Cap tain Van der jack
out lined clearly. “She got no money from the trans ac tion. Ar butt re fused
even to con trib ute to ward the ex pense of an at tor ney for her as a mat ter of
his own de fense; he claimed that he acted only as an agent in se cur ing
news. Con se quently, he’s on her black list.”

“I sup pose I’ll have to face her in court.”
“You have noth ing to fear now,” he as sured him. “You’ll be the most in- 

ter ested spec ta tor there, when you hear her story. Her one am bi tion is to
vin di cate you and Dr. John son.”

“Dr. John son?”
“Yes, her tes ti mony will clear up the dam ag ing ev i dence of the pic tures.”
“I’ll be glad when it’s over.”
“You’ll never be sorry that you faced the is sue like a man.” Cap tain Van- 

der jack vi su al ized the out come with pride. “It may prove em bar rass ing to
re view the un pleas ant scene in court; but you’ll con grat u late your self when
you reap the ben e fit from this con tri bu tion to jus tice.”

Be fore they parted, Steve and Cap tain Van der jack came to a def i nite un- 
der stand ing of what was ex pected of each wit ness. The vet eran of fi cer had
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made de tailed plans. He had suc cess fully hid den Steve in a mo tel court just
out side the county to await the event ful day in court when he would be
called upon to give tes ti mony. The car would per mit him to visit his most
trusted friends, drive to and from home and ar range a sched ule for se cur ing
his meals. His chief con cern was to avoid con tact with any one who would;
be tray him to news pa per re porters.

Would the plan be suc cess ful?
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23. Run ning The Gaunt let

REV EREND STEPHEN WINTHROP tired of the monotony of liv ing the life of a
recluse the sec ond day af ter es tab lish ing res i dence at the mo tel. “I think I’ll
run in and see Fa ther tonight,” he said, speak ing by tele phone to Cap tain
Van der jack. “I’ve fol lowed your in struc tions to the let ter and noth ing has
hap pened. I haven’t even seen the shadow of any thing sus pi cious.”

“That’s fine; we don’t want any thing to hap pen,” replied the cap tain pa- 
tiently. “We can’t af ford ex po sure now.”

“I un der stand that.”
“You may ex pect to be called Mon day,” the cap tain in formed him.
“I just talked with Vir ginia.”
“So I un der stand.”
Steve gasped.
“She says that some one has been call ing for me on the tele phone,” he

ex plained.
Cap tain Van der jack laughed, then in ter jected, “Some news pa per re- 

porter. I just talked with Miss Thyme my self; she told me how per sis tent
they were in try ing to lo cate you.”

“Vir ginia thinks it would be O.K. to come in for a late din ner” Steve ar- 
gued. “I can go in the back way. The news pa per re porters haven’t sur- 
rounded the house have they?”

“They would sur round it if they thought you were there.”
“Fa ther—”
“You’re sure that the at trac tion isn’t Vir ginia?” Cap tain Van der jack

teased. “I don’t know as I blame you for run ning the gaunt let.”
Steve was per turbed.
“Well,” he said, try ing to hide his dis ap point ment, “I sup pose Fa ther can

wait.”
Cap tain Van der jack sensed that Steve was in no mood for jok ing.
“Call me af ter you visit your fa ther,” he said gra ciously. “Noth ing like

be ing pre pared in the event you’re asked about the visit on the wit ness
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stand.”
“Would you ad vise me not to go?”
“Not nec es sar ily. I just want to keep in touch with you,” the cap tain

replied. “I’ll be at the of fice un til ten-thirty.”
“I’ll re port be fore then.”
“Fine, Steve. Give my best re gards to your fa ther and Miss Thyme.”
Steve caught the amuse ment in Cap tain Van der jack’s tone as he hung up

the re ceiver.
“He wouldn’t think it was so funny if he was out here holed up in this

mo tel court,” he grum bled, try ing to fig ure out why the cap tain was try ing
to rib him. “If I were smart I’d still be in Los An ge les.”

Steve swung the new coupe from the mo tel drive into the high way and
fought his way through traf fic for three miles, then swung from the main
high way into an an gling lane that wound its way for half a mile in a semi- 
cir cle around a new sub di vi sion. Ten min utes later he left the coupe parked
in the shadow of a dark side street di rectly be hind the First Com mu nity
Church par son age.

Con form ing to the habit formed while he was pas tor at the church, he
walked through a al ley along side the build ing. Lights in the base ment as- 
sured him that there was a meet ing in progress.

“Praise God!” he said, stop ping be fore a par tially-open win dow and gaz- 
ing down upon a happy group of young peo ple par tic i pat ing in a Gospel
ser vice. “Things seem to have changed since I left.”

Steve saw that Jew ell Lom bard and Philip Hart ley were con duct ing the
ser vice. Jew ell was at the pi ano al most di rectly un der the win dow where he
stood, and Phil was ad dress ing the group from an im pro vised pul pit on the
plat form at Jew ell’s right.

A pang of jeal ousy stirred Steve as happy smiles of co op er a tion were ex- 
changed be tween the two lead ers. He was an out cast. Some one had started a
project that had been his soul-in spired am bi tion. How had they gained his
step mother’s con sent? His ef forts had al ways met with cold in dif fer ence.
He won dered who the new pas tor was.

A man ap proached on the side walk and, hes i tat ing, watched the fig ure in
front of the win dow. Steve hur ried away. It would not do to have any one
stop him. He felt like a hunted an i mal as he turned in the al ley and walked
past his fa ther’s back gate. There was a light in an up stairs bed room. Vir- 
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ginia Thyme passed in front of the win dow with a tray. She was serv ing his
fa ther’s evening meal.

Steve con tin ued down the al ley past sev eral houses, walked be tween two
that were un lighted, and was sud denly con fronted by a car ap proach ing him
in the drive way. He did not dare to show alarm. Walk ing past the car with
his head down, he turned out upon the side walk and con tin ued around the
block. The same strange man stood on the side walk un der a street lamp two
hun dred feet from his parked car.

“Two can play the game of strat egy, if that’s your mo tive,” Steve mur- 
mured. "I’ll soon find out if you’re check ing on me.

He stepped off the curb and jay walked across to the op po site cor ner. The
man saun tered at an an gle to ward him. Steve turned the cor ner and hur ried
around the block. As he again ap proached the church, he stepped into the
shad ows and waited. There was a trace of cigar smoke in the air, but a care- 
ful search re vealed no smoker.

Cer tain that no one lurked in the vicin ity, he stepped to the side walk and
hur ried past the church into the al ley. The coast was clear when he again
reached the rear gate of the fam ily res i dence.

A minute later Vir ginia Thyme ad mit ted him at the back door.
She flashed an un der stand ing smile, placed her fore fin ger across her lips

and whis pered, “Your step mother—you’d bet ter see her; she’s in the front
room.”

Janet Winthrop met him in the study door way.
“Well,” she said, with an air of in dig nant sur prise, “so you de cided to

come home?”
“Hello, Mother.” He ig nored her cut ting re mark. “You’re look ing well.

How is Fa ther tonight?”
“A lot you know or care about your fa ther or how I look,” she com- 

plained. “When we needed you the most, you weren’t in ter ested.”
“Please, Mother—”
“You don’t need to ‘Mother’ me. You can go back out to the kitchen.

You wouldn’t be here if Vir ginia wasn’t out there.” She sur veyed him jeal- 
ously. “You had plenty of time to call her and talk for half an hour.”

“But you weren’t here when I called.”
“You didn’t want to talk to me, any way.”
“I’m sorry, Mother, if I of fended you. I never dreamed—”
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“You never did any thing else but dream. It was noth ing but an idle
dream that started you off across the coun try barn storm ing your way from
pil lar to post. Now you come back and hang around town for two or three
days. You’re too busy to call or come near un til you find out that I’m go ing
to be away for a few hours.”

“Cap tain Van der jack—”
“I know all about Cap tain Van der jack. Ev ery body has been call ing here

for you. They all seem to know you’re in town ex cept me and your fa ther.
Chase clear across the coun try from Los An ge les, for I don’t know what—
some kind of sub poena. Ev ery news pa per re porter in town has called here
in sist ing that I knew where you were. Be cause I didn’t know they think I’ve
been ly ing. Your fa ther and I have had enough trou ble with out this. You
went away and left us. Why didn’t you stay?”

“I’m sorry, Mother, to find you so up set. I thought that Cap tain Van der- 
jack had ex plained.”

“He hasn’t done any thing but ex plain,” she stormed. “Ev ery body has ex- 
plained, but no one tells me any thing. I don’t know yet why you’re here. I
don’t know why the news pa per men want to get in touch with you. I don’t
know why you didn’t come home like any de cent son would have done. I
don’t know any thing but trou ble, trou ble. And you’re to blame for all of it.
Now you’re whin ing about be ing sorry.”

Steve eyed her sym pa thet i cally.
“Mother,” he said ten derly.
“Stephen Winthrop, don’t call me ‘Mother,’” she re torted. “You haven’t

any right to call me ‘Mother.’ I’m not your mother and you know it.”
“You’ve been a mother to me—the only mother I ever knew,” he said,

his eyes re flect ing how he had been hurt. “May I go up and see Fa ther a lit- 
tle while?”

The pathos in his voice touched her.
Janet Winthrop was fight ing with her self. In wardly she was griev ously

sorry, but she was not rec on ciled to an out ward show of feel ings. Ex press- 
ing her thoughts was her way of vin di cat ing her ideas. Her great est plea sure
came when she was hu mor ing her own con vic tions. Later there would be
sat is fac tion in voic ing a com pro mis ing apol ogy, an apol ogy dis guised in re- 
pen tance and mo ti vated by self-pity.

Steve spent a half-hour at his fa ther’s bed side. It was dif fi cult for the
older man to talk, but he en joyed the com pan ion ship of his son. There had
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al ways been a mu tual un der stand ing be tween them, and they agreed con- 
cern ing the fun da men tals of Chris tian ity. They un der stood each other and
found sat is fac tion and hap pi ness to gether. Both had firm faith in God and
His prom ises.

Though hope was dim in the old man’s eyes, he re joiced in the ful fill- 
ment of God’s prom ises for his son. His boy was to carry on in his place.
There had been dis ap point ments, many of them caused by the at ti tude of his
wife, whose Chris tian con vic tions had been a mat ter of much con tro versy.
But Steve was a son who brought joy to a fa ther who loved the Lord.

He had mar ried un wisely when he chose the sec ond Mrs. Winthrop as
his wife. Her name was not men tioned; it was too late to make amends. But
the fa ther and the son un der stood each other.

Janet swept into the room. Her man ner has changed sur pris ingly.
“Din ner is ready now, Stephen” she said sweetly. “Vir ginia has pre pared

a spe cial salad for you. Daddy will ex cuse you while you eat, won’t you?”
She em pha sized her re marks by go ing to the in valid and stroking his

brow.
The stricken man mur mured a re ply and reached for her hand. His long

ill ness had made him de vot edly grate ful. He had long since ac cepted his
bur den as a cross to bear for His Lord.

Fol low ing an ap pe tiz ing din ner and a con ge nial hour of fel low ship
around the ta ble, they were in ter rupted by the tele phone.

Mrs. Winthrop an swered.
“It’s for you, Steve,” she said. “Cap tain Van der jack wants to talk to

you.”
Steve ac knowl edged the call.
“Lis ten,” Cap tain Van der jack cau tioned, “some one is check ing on your

car num ber. You left it parked back of the church.”
“Yes.”
“I called to ad vise you not to go near the car.”
Steve ex plained the cir cum stances that he had en coun tered at the time he

parked.
“I don’t know ex actly what their move is,” said the cap tain, “but the idea

is to be care ful. Don’t let them sur prise you. I’d rather or der the car towed
in than take any chance.”

“You can leave that to me. I’ll take care of the sit u a tion,” said Steve,
thank ing him. for the call. “I think I can man age things O.K. at this end.”
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“What ever you do, be care ful.”
“I’ll call when I get back to the mo tel.”
“Would you do a fa vor for me?” he asked, turn ing to Vir ginia.
“If it’s in my power.”
“Here are the keys to a blue coupe parked on the street di rectly back of

the First Com mu nity Church. Would you mind driv ing the car around for a
few min utes and park ing it else where a few blocks from where it is now?”
Steve asked se ri ously. “I know it seems like a cow ardly thing to do, but I
don’t want to take a chance on be ing dis cov ered.”

“Sup pose I pick you up at the end of the al ley north of State Street op po- 
site the city park,” she sug gested. “I’ll drive past and con tinue on around
the park. You can see if any one tries to fol low me.”

“I’d bet ter give you the reg is tra tion slip for the car in case any one should
stop you,” he said, hand ing her a pa per. “It seems like an im po si tion to ask
you to do this.”

“You didn’t ask me.” She smiled. “I’m merely vol un teer ing my ser vices
to re pay a debt of grat i tude.”

“If any one tries to fol low you—”
“Don’t worry. I’ll head straight for Cap tain Van der jack’s of fice,” she in- 

ter jected. “I don’t think any one would want to fol low me into the po lice sta- 
tion!”

“Good idea.”
He opened the door for her and stood be hind the cur tain as she dis ap- 

peared down the front walk.
Twenty min utes later Steve stood be side a tele phone pole at the mouth of

the al ley wait ing for Vir ginia to drive around the park.
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24. Fu ri ous Liv ing

VIR GINIA THYME and Jew ell Lom bard were de tained by a news pa per re- 
porter for the Evening Mail as they ap proached the blue coupe that Steve
had left on the street at the rear of the First Com mu nity Church.

“I pre sume you were at tend ing the Youth meet ing tonight?” he asked,
us ing this ex cuse to open the con ver sa tion. “Who can give me a story of the
meet ing?”

“Phil Hart ley has al ways given you the de tails, hasn’t he?” Jew ell coun- 
tered. “I think you’ll find that he’s ready to leave the church now.”

“This’s his car, isn’t it?” he asked bluntly. “I’ll wait for him here.”
“You’ll be wait ing a long time.” She ig nored his di rect ques tion. “I’m

go ing to drive Vir ginia around by the house be fore I go home.”
“You—I didn’t know that you had a new car.”
Jew ell stepped around Vir ginia and tapped her on the arm.
Vir ginia took the cue and slipped the car reg is tra tion and keys into Jew- 

ell’s open palm.
Jew ell opened her purse and, ap par ently in dif fer ent to those about her,

searched it. She flipped out the keys, stepped over to the coupe and un- 
locked the door. While she was lift ing the re lease on the op po site door lock,
her eyes searched the panel dash for the ig ni tion switch.

“You get in here and I’ll go around on the other side.” Jew ell smiled at
Vir ginia.

“I thought maybe you were go ing to let me drive.” Vir ginia laughed.
“I’ve al ways wanted to own a car like this.”

The re porter stood be side the open door and de lib er ately at tempted to
pro long the con ver sa tion.

“How do you like the new model?” he asked, watch ing Jew ell in sert the
key and snap on the ig ni tion switch. “What mileage do you get?”

Jew ell pressed the starter but ton and the mo tor started obe di ently.
“You’d bet ter run along, my good friend, if you ex pect to con tact

Mr. Hart ley at the church,” she urged. “It’s time Vir ginia was home get ting
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her beauty sleep.”
The re porter backed away as the car started. Vir ginia pulled the door

shut and left the be wil dered re porter stand ing on the curb watch ing them
un til they turned the cor ner. Jew ell turned left at the next cor ner and dou- 
bled back for two blocks to de ter mine if they were be ing fol lowed.

“There’s no one in sight,” Vir ginia ob served. “It should be safe now to
pick up Steve.”

They cir cled the city park and stopped mo men tar ily at the ap pointed
place. Steve stepped out of the shad ows as the car door swung open to ad- 
mit him.

With a sigh of re lief he set tled back in the seat as the three sped away.
“Very clev erly ar ranged,” he com mented, when the girls out lined their

ex pe ri ence of the evening. “Now comes the ques tion of get ting you girls
home with out run ning into half a dozen news pa per re porters. I’m get ting
sick of be ing chased like a hunted fox.”

“There’s a lot of sat is fac tion in be ing foxy enough to out smart them.”
Vir ginia looked ap pre cia tively at the driver. “You can be thank ful that I ran
into Jew ell when I did tonight.”

“Vir ginia wasn’t so slow at play ing the real coun ter part.” Jew ell
laughed. “I thought for a minute that she was go ing to shut that snoopy
news re porter’s nose in the door when we drove away.”

“I won der if he’s still there wait ing for us to come back.” Vir ginia was
ap pre hen sive. “We can thank God that we left him stand ing like a statue
watch ing his shadow.”

“We won’t take any chances tonight.” Jew ell ad dressed Steve. “I’ll drive
over and pick up Fa ther’s car and take Vir ginia home.”

“And leave me to shift for my self, I take it,” Steve cupped his chin in his
hand. “What have I done to de serve be ing de serted by two beau ti ful girls?”

“You should be thank ful that you’ve been kid napped and re leased un in- 
jured,” Jew ell teased. “It doesn’t of ten hap pen that way in real life.”

“There may be in ter nal in juries,” he com plained.
“—of the imag i na tion,” Vir ginia added.
“It could be a delu sion”—Jew ell glanced in the rear-view mir ror—“but I

want to be sure that we aren’t be ing fol lowed.”
Vir ginia laughed.
Jew ell sud denly drove slowly and turned into a side drive.
“Just when I was en joy ing be ing kid napped,” Steve lamented.
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Jew ell parked the car and gave the keys to Vir ginia. “Whose car is this,
any way?” She laughed. “I want to be sure I re turn it to the le gal owner.”

The three chat ted a mo ment. Then Jew ell left to get her fa ther’s car.
Vir ginia dropped the keys into Steve’s hand. “You’ve shown us a very

ex cit ing and ad ven tur ous evening,” she said. “How does it seem to be kid- 
napped?”

“You wouldn’t ap pre ci ate the ex pla na tion un less I turned the ta bles.” He
laughed. “May I re serve the priv i lege of an swer ing that ques tion later?”

Vir ginia hes i tated, try ing to frame an an swer.
“I’ll ex pect it the next time you come for din ner,” she replied. “The trial

will be over soon. Then you’ll be free to come and go as you please.”
“I won der—”
She stepped from the car and searched for the proper re ply. “One never

knows in this age of fu ri ous liv ing what to ex pect next,” he added as an af- 
ter thought.

“Be of good courage, and he shall strengthen your heart, all ye that hope
in the Lord.” Vir ginia quoted the ref er ence of en cour age ment. “God is wait- 
ing to show you your place of ser vice for Him.”

“For give me, Vir ginia,” he said. “I’m ashamed for be ing such a weak- 
ling. I have no right to com plain.”

“Trust and obey,” she said as they parted.
Steve backed the blue coupe from the drive and waited un til Jew ell fol- 

lowed with her fa ther’s car. As the two girls swung past him he waved and
waited un til two other cars passed. He was de ter mined to take no chances.
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25. The Court Drama

THE COURT ROOM WAS ELEC TRIC as the bailiff or dered the spec ta tors to stand
while Judge Den stead marched from the cham bers at the rear of the bench.

Cu ri ous eyes sur veyed the two de fen dants as they took their places and
stood be hind their at tor neys at the coun selor’s ta ble. The trial was unique
be cause the case in volved two tri als in one. Both de fen dants were charged
jointly with black mail and ex tor tion. How ever, the com plaint had been
amended to pro vide for a plea of guilty on the part of Mil dred Tack els as an
ac ces sory be fore the fact. Clarence Ar butt stood alone in his own de fense,
hav ing en tered a plea of not guilty to any part of the charge. It was the duty
of a jury to de cide the re spon si bil ity of each of the de fen dants. Con se- 
quently, the de fense at tor neys were fight ing a dual bat tle, as they had to de- 
fend their clients not only from the charge of the pros e cu tion but the
counter charges of an op pos ing de fense at tor ney.

The bat tle of wits be tween the pros e cu tion and the di vided de fense was
about to be gin. The air was tense. Ea ger spec ta tors who had fol lowed the
news pa per ac count of the cir cum stances were on hand for the court drama.

Judge Den stead, solemn, dig ni fied and wear ing his long black robe,
stood be side the ju di cial chair while the bailiff in toned the for mula an- 
nounc ing the ses sion of the court.

A mur mur of ex cite ment spread through the court as Judge Den stead
banged the gavel and sat down.

“Are you ready to pro ceed, Mr. Pros e cu tor?” the court asked.
“I am, Your Honor.”
“Do we have a jury this morn ing, Mr. Clerk?”
“The court of fi cer has a panel wait ing, Your Honor.”
“I un der stand that the de fense is ready. Bring in the ju rors and pro ceed.”
Ad di tional spec ta tors crowded the aisles and the back of the court room

as they awaited de vel op ment of the trial. New ar rivals, anx ious to see the
news pa per man on trial, craned their necks and dis cussed pos si bil i ties.
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A crash of the gavel on the mar ble slab be fore the judge re stored or der,
and the monotony of se lect ing a jury con tin ued.

The morn ing wore on and the court ad journed for re cess fol low ing the
at tor neys’ agree ment on the panel.

“Are both sides sat is fied with the jury?” The court ad dressed the at tor- 
neys, when the court re con vened.

An swers in the af fir ma tive as sured him that they had reached an agree- 
ment.

“You will arise and be sworn,” the court or dered, ad dress ing the jury.
The drama of en tan gling ev i dence, as one wit ness fol lowed an other, kept
the spec ta tors tense. The wran gle of at tor neys added ex cite ment. Cap tain
Van der jack had pre pared his case well. Ev ery de tail tend ing to in crim i nate
the de fen dants was pre sented me thod i cally. The pros e cu tion de ter mined to
spare no ef fort in this case filled with tech ni cal i ties. All were arm ing for the
bat tle in which the State was fight ing a news pa per syn di cate to de ter mine
where li cense ended and jus tice be gan.

Clarence Ar butt, ar ro gant and de fi ant, seemed in dif fer ent to the drama
about him as he faced the jury. He stud ied the ju rors coldly and me chan i- 
cally, and gave each a con vict-me—if-you-dare look.

Judge Den stead, with a placid air of as sur ance, ruled calmly. He was de- 
ter mined that no re versible er ror should creep into the trial. His sole duty
was to see that jus tice was served in a man ner that would draw no crit i cism
from a fair-minded pub lic nor tech ni cal ob jec tions from the op pos ing press.
He was a judge of facts only.

Steve was the last wit ness called for the pros e cu tion.
Ob jec tions by de fense at tor neys as to his right to tes tify en tailed ex- 

tended le gal ar gu ment. It was late af ter noon be fore Stephen was per mit ted
to give a re sumé of his ex pe ri ence the night he was pho tographed with a
girl in his arms.

The State pre pared to rest their case fol low ing Steve’s iden ti fi ca tion of
two pic tures marked “Ex hibit A” and “Ex hibit B.”

“Your wit ness,” said the pros e cu tor, turn ing to At tor ney Clark who rep- 
re sented Clarence Ar butt.

“Now, Rev erend Winthrop”—At tor ney Clark be gan the cross ex am i na- 
tion—“let’s see, your full name is Rev erend Stephen J. Winthrop, is it not?
And as a min is ter of the Gospel, you de sire to tell the truth; and in telling
the truth, you want to con vey all the facts to the jury. Is that cor rect?”
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“I cer tainly do.”
“You cer tainly do; of course you do,” At tor ney Clark em pha sized

clearly, turn ing to con front the jury.
Judge Den stead looked over his glasses at the pros e cu tor and in vited an

ob jec tion.
The pros e cut ing at tor ney, wise to the strat egy of the court room, ig nored

the play.
“Now, Rev erend Winthrop,” At tor ney Clark con tin ued, “isn’t it a fact

that you went to the south east cor ner of Thir teenth and High Streets on the
night in ques tion?”

“Yes, sir.”
“And, isn’t it a fact also that you went vol un tar ily? You can an swer that

ques tion ‘Yes’ or ‘No.’”
“I went at the in vi ta tion—”
“Yes or no?” At tor ney Clark thun dered. “You went vol un tar ily of your

own free will and ac cord now didn’t you? Yes or No?”
“I was in vited—”
“Cer tainly you were in vited! And you went vol un tar ily just as other

young men might go to this sec tion of the city af ter mid night, didn’t you?”
“I went—”
“Now, isn’t this cor rect? You went, as you tes ti fied, alone in the early

morn ing hours to con front a girl whom you claim you did not know.”
“That is cor rect. I was called as a min is ter.”
“A min is ter. Now, Rev erend Winthrop, isn’t it strange and un usual for a

min is ter to go out alone af ter mid night to meet a strange girl?”
“A min is ter ac cepts emer gency calls like a doc tor—”
“Are you sure it was an emer gency?” At tor ney Clark asked sar cas ti cally.
“I was so in formed.”
“Now, Rev erend Winthrop,” At tor ney Clark drawled, “will you please

ex plain to the judge and the jury what kind of emer gency ex isted that oc ca- 
sioned you to take a strange young lady in your arms at such an un rea son- 
able hour?”

“I walked into a trap,” Steve replied hon estly.
At tor ney Clark hes i tated. The re ply was un ex pected. A mo ment passed,

and in that mo ment the jury be came cu ri ous. What was the strat egy? Was
At tor ney Clark sin cere in his al le ga tions? Was Rev erend Winthrop play ing
a game of de cep tion? Would the de fen dants be able to vin di cate them selves



119

in face of the charges against them? What would hap pen if they failed to
take the stand in their own de fense?! There were ques tions of doubt on both
sides.

The de fense made a dra matic ap peal based on the right of free speech
and upon the mer its of a news-gath er ing, fact-find ing re porter’s lib er ties.
Clarence Ar butt took the stand and re futed Dr. John son’s tes ti mony as well
as that of all the cor rob o rat ing wit nesses. He was fol lowed by nu mer ous
char ac ter wit nesses who es tab lished the ethics of a news pa per and the right
of freely gath er ing and pub lish ing news.

On be half of the de fen dant the de fense con tended that he was merely the
agent for a news pa per syn di cate and, there fore, not guilty of will ful wrong- 
do ing. The money trans ac tion was al leged to be a le git i mate ad ver tis ing
pur chase on Dr. John son’s part, the con tract still be ing in the process of ne- 
go ti a tion. The proper re course, there fore, was not pro ce dure at crim i nal law,
but civil ac tion. Mil dred Tack els, as Cap tain Van der jack pre dicted, proved
to be the key wit ness. She took the stand in her own de fense, to re but the re- 
porter’s tes ti mony. Her frank, sin cere and un com pro mis ing tes ti mony im- 
me di ately gained fa vor with the jury. She was an in no cent vic tim of cir cum- 
stances, de ceived into aid ing and abet ting a plot to black mail Dr. John son.
Her open and frank tes ti mony con cern ing her part in the plan to hu mil i ate
Rev erend Stephen Winthrop held the jury spell bound. De ceived in love, she
be came an un sus pect ing and will ing tool in the hands of one wise in the
ways of the un der world. She could only place her self at the mercy of the
court. Her at tor ney set the stage for her ac quit tal be fore the jury, but it was
too late. The law was spe cific. Her plea of guilty as an ac ces sory be fore the
fact es tab lished a manda tory con vic tion. Her tes ti mony was vi tal. While the
truth might clear her in the eyes of the jury, the cold, heart less fact of law
ex cused no one. There was no other way to present the case to gain fa vor
with the court and the jury.

It was a clever move on the part of At tor ney Haw ley, an un sus pected
move that earned a sus pended sen tence for his client, Mil dred Tack els, and
the pop u lar ap proval of the court, the pros e cu tor and law en force ment of fi- 
cials.

Clarence Ar butt and At tor ney Clark re viewed the case with mis giv ings
as the jury re tired to the jury room. They had re lied upon the in flu ence of a
news pa per syn di cate to mold pub lic opin ion and de fine jus tice. A young
up start of an at tor ney had dared to op pose them. He had dared to ex pose all
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the facts and bring the tes ti mony to a cli max which re moved all un cer tainty
from the minds of the ju rors.

Any thing might hap pen now. Clarence Ar butt, his face grave, his eyes
solemn, awaited the ver dict of the jury. The first half-hour passed and
brought hope ful re lief. Time was an el e ment in his fa vor. Ev ery minute the
jury re mained in de lib er a tion added pos si bil i ties of a dis agree ment or an ac- 
quit tal.

Spec ta tors in the court room drifted away, un easy be cause of the lapse of
time. Judge Den stead re tired to his of fice for a con fer ence. Court at ten dants
im pa tiently watched the clock for the hour of ad journ ment.

Sud denly the outer court room door opened and an old man, hag gard,
travel worn and weary, shuf fled down the cen ter aisle and stud ied the faces
of those present. A young man at his el bow tried to pacify him, urg ing him
to find a seat.

“My boy! My boy!” the old man ex claimed mourn fully, scru ti niz ing the
nerve-worn de fen dant sit ting alone be side the coun selor’s ta ble.

The young man placed his hand on his arm to pre vent him from climb- 
ing over the bar rier rail.

“My boy! My boy!” wailed the old man, stum bling around the end of the
rail and stag ger ing for ward.

Clarence Ar butt rose, de fi ant, and as hag gard as his fa ther.
“What are you do ing here?” he de manded.
“Don’t. Don’t.” The old man stopped and faced his son. “I know you

hate me, but—but don’t look at me so. I’m guilty. I’m guilty. I came clear
from Cal i for nia to tell the judge. I’m guilty. I’m guilty. I came to go to jail
for you.”

“Shut up!” Clarence Ar butt hissed sternly. “You’re crazy. You don’t
know what you’re say ing.”

Bob Tru man caught the old man in his arms as he tot tered back ward.
“Who are you?” Clarence Ar butt was un moved. “What did you bring

him here for? Take him away. Get him out of here; this is my own af fair. I’ll
take care of it.”

The court at ten dants crowded for ward. Judge Den stead and At tor ney
Clark ap peared in the door way of the judge’s pri vate of fice.

Steve rose and stepped up be hind Bob.
“Avoid a scene here if pos si ble,” he whis pered, then added aloud, “I’ll

help you carry him into the hall. Call a doc tor, please,” he said to a young
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man stand ing at his el bow.
The bailiff ap peared and an nounced that the jury had reached an agree- 

ment and were ready to re turn their ver dict.
“Bring them in,” Judge Den stead or dered.
The jury filed into the jury box.
“Have you reached a ver dict in this case?” the court asked.
“We have,” replied the fore man.
“What is your ver dict?”
“We find the de fen dant, Clarence Ar butt, guilty as charged, Your

Honor.”



122

26. With out A Pi lot

THE FIRST COM MU NITY CHURCH was ablaze with light. The num ber of cars
parked in the vicin ity was un usu ally large. The ser vice was unique. The
pews were full, and many in the con gre ga tion car ried Bibles. A call had
been made for prayer. An oc ca sion had arisen which de manded in ter ces- 
sion. A spe cial re quest had aroused their imag i na tion and cu rios ity and the
mem ber ship wanted first hand knowl edge of the in tri cate se cret be hind the
meet ing.

Dame Gos sip car ried the news of Dea con Tracy Ar butt’s re turn, his ap- 
peal to Judge Den stead in be half of his son, his con nec tion with the facts
con cern ing the trial and his spe cial re quest for a meet ing of the mem ber ship
of First Com mu nity Church. She was busy, this mes sen ger, Dame Gos sip,
who had wrought such havoc in the church. All her forces were mar shaled
for a new at tempt to de feat the pur poses of God.

Bob Tru man, the only per son for eign to the mem ber ship, sat be side Dea- 
con Ar butt at the front of the church. Steve sat across the aisle at the right of
Dea con Web ster. Janet Winthrop and Dea con Still wa ter oc cu pied seats three
rows be hind Jew ell Lom bard who sat in front of them at the pi ano. Philip
Hart ley was in charge of the song ser vice.

Fol low ing a half-hour of praise and song, ring ing with a re sound ing tes- 
ti mony to the glory of God, Phil Hart ley an nounced that in the ab sence of a
pas tor, Dea con Web ster would as sume charge of the ser vice.

Dea con Web ster rose, Bible in hand, and took his place be fore the pul pit
on the plat form.

“I want to call your at ten tion to a verse of Scrip ture which will en lighten
you as to the pur pose of this meet ing tonight,” he said, study ing the crowd
with grave con cern. "But be fore I read from the Sa cred Word, I have this
con fes sion .to make. I have been ashamed of the Gospel of Je sus Christ. I
have failed in re spect to read ing the Bible. Many of you never saw me with
a Bible in my hand. I have been a car nal Chris tian, of which I am deeply
ashamed.
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“Dea con Ar butt’s re turn has brought us to the cross roads in our church
pol icy con cern ing which you, as mem bers, are to sit in judg ment,” he con- 
tin ued. “You are the judge and the jury. You have been called here to de cide
prayer fully the fu ture road we shall take.”

The con gre ga tion re laxed.
“May I sug gest the verse of Scrip ture to point the way,” he said, turn ing

the leaves of his Bible to the thir teenth chap ter of Ro mans. With his fin ger
on the twelfth verse, he read, “The night it far spent, the day is at band: let
us there fore cast off the works of dark ness, and let us put on the ar mor of
light.”

Two girls came in and were seated in chairs placed in the aisle.
“I shall now call upon Dea con Ar butt to as sist you in de cid ing the course

you may wish to fol low.” Dea con Web ster was deeply moved. “May God
speak to you through him.”

“I’m an old man,” said Dea con Ar butt, lean ing over the pul pit for sup- 
port. “I’ve trav eled a long way in life. I’ve been with out a pi lot. The course
has been crooked. I’ve led many astray.”

The old man’s voice broke.
“My—my only son faces state prison. You are with out a pas tor be cause

of my sin,” he con tin ued. “I have been haunted, haunted, haunted. I tried to
run away from God. I had no peace of heart or soul or mind. I prayed for
death to cover up my sin, but God would not lis ten. In stead, he sent Rev- 
erend Stephen Winthrop to pur sue me, to tor ment my soul with the mem ory
of the in jus tice which oth ers had suf fered at my hand. I was so black with
guilt that I couldn’t think. I prayed to undo the past, but God wouldn’t for- 
give me be cause I wouldn’t re pent of my sin.”

The con gre ga tion leaned breath lessly for ward. The church was silent
while the old man strug gled to re gain his com po sure.

“Then my boy con tin ued in my foot steps,” the aged dea con con tin ued.
“The ex am ple I set to dis grace Rev erend Winthrop be came a tool in his
hand, a tool for the devil to use to get him into state prison. The sins of the
fa ther were re vealed in the son. My boy isn’t a bad boy. He’d never have
thought of tak ing the pic tures if I hadn’t sug gested the idea. He never would
have at tempted to black mail Dr. John son if I hadn’t in vited him into the plot
to bring the curse of dis grace on Rev erend Winthrop.”

The agony of the old man’s soul brought tears into the eyes of those in
the con gre ga tion.
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“I’m guilty be fore God and man,” he sobbed. “I come to seek your for- 
give ness, thanks to Bob Tru man who prayed for this vic tory. I had no peace
of heart or mind un til I met him. God sent him to talk to my soul. He con- 
vinced me that God loves sin-sick sin ners who re pent of their sins.”

“Praise God!” A voice from the au di ence re lieved the ten sion.
“I want you to meet Bob Tru man. He drove me back from Cal i for nia,”

said the prodi gal dea con. "Come up here, Bob, and tell them how you found
God and how God found me.

Bob rose with his Bible un der his arm and mounted the plat form.
Solemnly he placed his hand on the old man’s shoul der and sur veyed the
con gre ga tion.

Dea con Ar butt seemed to re gain courage as he in tro duced Bob and told
of his ex pe ri ence in meet ing him.

Bob ac knowl edged the in tro duc tion by com pli ment ing Dea con Ar butt’s
sin cer ity and hu mil ity of spirit. He ex plained how he had met their for mer
pas tor and the cir cum stances which led to his con ver sion at Los An ge les.

“God has in deed been more than gra cious to me,” he said. “I praise Him
for this op por tu nity of bring ing tid ings of the good news of sal va tion. I
thank God that he per mit ted Rev erend Stephen Winthrop to cross my path
with God’s prom ises of eter nal life. I want to thank God also for a pleas ant
sur prise tonight—a sur prise that I trust is as mu tu ally pleas ant to one in the
con gre ga tion as it is to me.” Bob faced the pi ano. “Your pi anist well re- 
mem bers my un godly athe is tic stand in col lege. She knows that curse from
which I was saved. Would you per mit me to ask her to sing, Je sus Paid It
All as my tes ti mony here tonight?”

Jew ell Lom bard’s voice vi brated with God’s love. She poured out her
soul in a song of re joic ing for an un godly col lege class mate who had re- 
pented.

The spirit of the song gripped the con gre ga tion.
“Thank you, Miss Lom bard. It’s a plea sure to hear you sing again.” Bob

com pli mented her. “Would to God that ev ery one here were thrilled with the
as sur ance that Je sus paid it all!”

“Per haps there are oth ers who would like to give their tes ti monies and
praise God for some par tic u lar bless ing or ex pe ri ence,” Dea con Ar butt sug- 
gested. “This is an in for mal meet ing in which we shall look to the Spirit of
the Lord to lead.”
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In rapid suc ces sion a dozen young peo ple of fered their sim ple tes ti- 
monies of praise and thanks giv ing for that which the Lord had made pos si- 
ble in their lives.

Dea con Still wa ter’s eyes filled with tears as he leaned for ward in his seat
to catch ev ery word.

Janet Winthrop was no tice ably per turbed. Why didn’t they get around to
the busi ness of the evening? Why give so much time to a group of young
peo ple? What was Dea con Ar butt’s ob jec tive in call ing such a meet ing?
Why the air of mys tery.

Janet was puz zled. There had been a tremen dous change at the church
since Steve left. Nat u rally, he was to blame for the dis cord. He had right- 
fully earned the crit i cism. No won der the mem ber ship was un able to agree
on a pas tor! There were still pos si bil i ties, but who would ac cept a call un der
ex ist ing con di tions? What could Dea con Ar butt ex pect to gain by call ing a
meet ing such as this?

Dea con Ar butt was also aware of the fact that the meet ing was sig nif i- 
cant. Could be over come the op po si tion al lied against him? He was in a dif- 
fi cult po si tion.

“I’ve in ti mated that the pur pose of call ing this meet ing was to undo a
wrong for which I’m re spon si ble.” The dea con chose his words care fully. “I
came here to make a pub lic apol ogy to the church mem ber ship and to apol- 
o gize per son ally to Rev erend Stephen Winthrop for the in jus tice done him.”

Stephen sensed the shift ing of eyes in his di rec tion.
Dea con Ar butt stepped from the plat form and con fronted the young min- 

is ter.
“I don’t de serve sym pa thy. I don’t ex pect it. I’ve done noth ing to merit

your for give ness,” said the dea con, moved with com pas sion, “but I want
you to know that I’m sin cerely sorry from the very depths of a sin-sick
heart. Could you for give?”

Steve rose and took his ex tended hand.
“Dea con Ar butt,” he said, and his tone was warmly un der stand ing, “you

are freely for given. God has used this oc ca sion to serve His pur pose. I as- 
sure you that I hold no mal ice. Bob Tru man’s con ver sion is the re ward for
which we can thank Him. My hu mil i a tion is not to be com pared with such a
vic tory. It’s a plea sure to for give and for get.”

“Thank you,” was all the dea con could say.
Dea con Web ster stepped for ward.
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“Dea con Ar butt feels that the only way to right a wrong is to con fess and
seek for give ness. He has done this.” Web ster was em phatic. “He also feels
that he has done a grave in jus tice to the church. He has pre pared a res o lu- 
tion for the con sid er a tion of the mem ber ship to ex tend a call to Rev erend
Stephen Winthrop to re con sider his res ig na tion and ac cept the pas torate of
this church.”

The church was still.
“Would any one care to en ter tain such a mo tion?”
“Has Rev erend Winthrop been con sulted?” a voice from the crowd

asked.
Dea con Still wa ter at tempted to rise, but Janet Winthrop’s hand upon his

arm caused him to change his mind.
“I think, Mr. Chair man,” said Steve, ris ing, “that such a mo tion would

place this con gre ga tion at a dis ad van tage.”
“You mean that you would not con sider re turn ing to the pul pit here?”

Dea con Still wa ter asked, tak ing courage. “We would not want to em bar rass
you fur ther, of course.”

Dea con Ar butt rose and sug gested an amended mo tion.
“In the ab sence of sup port to my pre vi ous mo tion, I move that Rev erend

Stephen Winthrop be in vited to the pul pit of this church for the morn ing
ser vice next Sun day. The ques tion of ex tend ing a call may be con sid ered
later.”

“I most heartily sup port such a mo tion,” said the song leader, ris ing with
song book in hand.

“Would such a mo tion meet with your con sent?” Dea con Web ster turned
and ad dressed Steve.

“If it meets with a ma jor ity ap proval,” Steve replied gravely, “pro vided
also that I may be per mit ted to ar range lights to em pha size my ser mon.”

There were no ob jec tions voiced to the mo tion. The cu ri ous con gre ga- 
tion awaited the next move.
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27. An Un for get table Meet ing

AND HE THAT SEARCHETH THE HEARTS knoweth what a is the mind of the
Spirit, be came he maketh in ter ces sion for them ac cord ing to the will of
God.

Steve med i tated upon this verse of Scrip ture. He had never been placed
in a po si tion of graver re spon si bil ity. His mes sage to the First Com mu nity
Church on Sun day must be ac cept able to the mind of the Spirit. He was
God’s mes sen ger. He must not fail.

Fear seized him. Per haps he was not qual i fied to ex alt the Lord ef fec- 
tively. Many of his pre vi ous ser mons had served as an oc ca sion of of fense.
How was he to ap pease this con gre ga tion? From the hu man stand point it
was im pos si ble. His mes sage must be or dained of God. How was he to
know the mind of the Spirit?

He turned to Scrip ture for wis dom and in struc tion.
“With men this is im pos si ble; but with God all things are pos si ble,” he

read aloud. “Thy way is per fect above all ways. I shall bring the mes sage
that Thou hast laid upon my heart. Di rect me, Lord,” he prayed.

Steve felt the bur den of re spon si bil ity roll from his shoul ders. He would
be God’s mes sen ger in ev ery sense. He was not preach ing to the First Com- 
mu nity Church only: his mes sage was to thou sands of churches through out
the land. He would for get per son al i ties. He would for get his own short com- 
ings, the weak ness of sin ful flesh, his own ideas, his doubts, his hopes, his
fears. He was to be God’s mes sen ger of the hour.

Bob Tru man’s tele phone call in ter rupted the med i ta tion.
“I haven’t been able to free my mind of thoughts of you all day,” he con- 

fessed. “Is there any thing that I can do to help in the prepa ra tion of your
ser mon for next Sun day?”

“You can al ways pray.”
“Af ter prayer—”
“Yes, I know, Bob. I ap pre ci ate your con cern for me.” Steve med i tated

upon the ac tion to be taken. “Maybe you could help me ar range the church
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to mor row morn ing.”
“What are your plans for tonight?”
“Let’s see, this is Fri day, isn’t it?” Steve was thought ful. “What did you

have in mind?”
“A prayer meet ing.”
“Have you made any ar range ments?”
“I’ve been dis cussing the mat ter with Jew ell Lom bard.”
“That’s in ter est ing—”
Bob was at a loss for words.
There was a si lence for which nei ther de sired to as sume re spon si bil ity.
“How about a din ner date tonight?” Bob be gan. “Jew ell sug gested the

prayer meet ing af ter ward. Phil Hart ley has agreed to bring Shirley Ma son.
The girls thought it would be nice to in vite Vir ginia Thyme.”

Steve laughed agree ably. “That leaves me with only one choice, doesn’t
it?”

“You’ll have to ad mit it’s a per fect one,” Bob re torted.
“I’ll have to call you back on that.” Steve laughed. “Where are you?”
Bob gave the phone num ber at the Lom bard res i dence.
“Well,” Steve chided, rec og niz ing the num ber, “some one stole a beach- 

head, ev i dently.”
Bob ig nored the re mark.
“All right, Bob, old fel low, I’ll call you back,” Steve as sured him cheer- 

fully.
Con se quently, a group of happy young peo ple gath ered at the Rain bow

Cafe for a time of fel low ship and prayer.
Phil Hart ley had made ar range ments with the man ager for weekly meet- 

ings of the young peo ple’s prayer band. This group came from all de nom i- 
na tions and proved an in spi ra tion to the young peo ple of First Com mu nity
Church.

Bob Tru man needed no urg ing to give his tes ti mony. He im me di ately
caught the spirit of the meet ing and was re ceived en thu si as ti cally as a pub- 
lic speaker of merit.

“Bob and Jew ell make a strik ing cou ple,” Steve re marked to Vir ginia
Thyme.

“There has never been a greater op por tu nity for young peo ple in Chris- 
tian ser vice,” she ven tured. “I’ve been def i nitely pray ing for your meet ing
Sun day.”



129

“Thank you,” he replied humbly. “Your prayers mean much.”
Phil Hart ley rose and an nounced the Sun day ser vice.
“We want the power of the Holy Spirit there,” he said. “No pas tor can do

his best with out the pray ing sup port of his con gre ga tion. It’s hard work to
row up stream alone. The trou ble at First Com mu nity Church is that most of
the mem bers want to drift. They are self-com pla cent and sat is fied as long as
no body rocks the boat.”

Phil turned to Shirley and smiled.
“They’ve been reck less since you were away at the in sti tute,” he said,

the glint in his eyes em pha siz ing his re marks. “Some one has been rock ing
the boat.”

“God knows why,” Shirley replied rev er ently.
“And when they were threat ened with ship wreck they threw Jonah in the

sea.” Bob smiled sig nif i cantly at Steve, whose face red dened per cep ti bly.
“Then I ran away,” he con fessed.
“It wasn’t en tirely vol un tary.” Vir ginia de fended him. “You weren’t try- 

ing to run away from God.”
“At any rate, I went out to be swal lowed by a whale of a world.” Steve

was hon est.
“A whale of a world of sin from which many preach ers never re turn

when they go out.” Phil Hart ley raised his hand. “Sal va tion is of the Lord.
We thank God for the one who has re turned to make straight the way at
First Com mu nity Church!”

There was but one course for First Com mu nity Church: to hold fast and
re pent.

The con gre ga tion gath ered early on Sun day morn ing. Jew ell Lom bard,
at her ac cus tomed place at the pi ano, watched the faces be fore her. Phil
Hart ley, in charge of the song ser vice, opened the meet ing. Bob Tru man had
con sented to give his tes ti mony. He took his place on the plat form and was
fol low by Rev erend Stephen Winthrop. The dea cons sat at the front of the
church with Janet Winthrop and other church of fi cials. Ev ery seat was oc- 
cu pied as Steve stepped to the pul pit and an nounced his text and the ti tle of
the mes sage which he had cho sen: “Be hind the Veil.”

“I in vite you to think with me through the text, John 1:11: He came unto
his own and his own re ceived him not. I want to in tro duce you to Je sus
Christ this morn ing. In Him was life; and the life was the light of men.
Many of you do not know Him. You are not on speak ing terms with Him,
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yet as you face life you are de luded by the false im pres sion that your church
mem ber ship is the pur chase price to in clude you as His own.”

Janet Winthrop scru ti nized the black cur tain in front of the bap tistry.
“Christ is be hind the veil. You have no spir i tual con tact with Him. You

are still in the outer court of His earthly taber na cle,” Stephen con tin ued.
“Je sus Christ is still be hind the veil in your life.”

Stephen turned and faced the bap tistry.
“Christ is be hind the veil,” he said, and there was pathos in his voice.

“How many of you ac tu ally know Him?”
There was a mo ment of tense si lence.
“Ev ery one of you has seen the paint ing that hangs over the bap tistry. A

few of you know its his tor i cal back ground and how it came to be hung here
in this church,” be ex plained. “To most of you it is merely a paint ing. Truly,
Christ is be hind the veil,” Steve said, draw ing a cord that opened the cur tain
in front of the bap tistry. “The paint ing rep re sents Christ, the Christ be hind
the veil in your lives, the Christ that you think you know.”

At a sig nal from Steve the elec tric lights were dimmed. shad ows en- 
shrouded the paint ing.

“This rep re sents the Christ whom most of you wor ship, a Christ whose
re al ity is dim, the Christ be hind the veil.”

A strange si lence filled the room.
Rev erend Winthrop stepped across the plat form and sud denly light filled

the bap tistry.
Each mem ber was oc cu pied with his own thought. Most of them had

viewed the paint ing since they had be come mem bers of the church, yet only
a few could de scribe the pic ture. Sim i larly, they had been sit ting in church
for years fac ing a Christ of whom they had heard but whom they had never
come to know.
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28. Har vest Time

REV EREND STEPHEN WINTHROP faced his con gre ga tion ap pre hen sively as
he pre pared to close his ser mon with an ap peal to those out of fel low ship to
con sider and re pent of the evil which trou bled their hearts.

“How many of you have the de sire to per mit God to have His own way
in your life to day?” he asked. “May I see the hands of those who would see
Je sus, those who would per mit God to rend the veil of mod ern thought,
thought that dulls the senses and daz zles the eyes?”

Bob Tru man rose. “I’m a stranger in your midst,” he said, “but I want to
be one of the first to ac cept God’s call to full-time ser vice.”

He glanced lov ingly in the di rec tion of the pi ano.
“There’s an other here who has con sented to join me in hon or ing Him.”

He stepped out into the aisle. “We shall covet your prayers to His glory.”
Jew ell Lom bard, blush ing hap pily, came for ward and placed her hand on

Bob’s arm.
“God loves those in love with Him and with each other,” said Rev erend

Winthrop, grasp ing the sig nif i cance of the oc ca sion. “This is in deed a happy
sur prise, Bob. Would you and Miss Lom bard step to the pul pit and give
your tes ti monies?”

The young cou ple joined the pas tor on, the plat form.
“God works in mys te ri ous ways His won ders to per form!” said Bob, es- 

cort ing Jew ell to the pul pit. "I praise Him for this happy oc ca sion. Miss
Lom bard and I were se cretly en gaged in our col lege days, but we broke our
en gage ment be cause God didn’t honor our views of life. We were both wor- 
ship ing strange idols. I was serv ing Sa tan; I was an ag nos tic—cruel, vi- 
cious, un godly. I was ob sessed with the idea of de fend ing my opin ion by
per se cut ing the Chris tians. I had but one weapon: crit i cism.

“Jew ell ac cepted the self-suf fi cient the ol ogy of Mod ernism, but God in- 
ter vened, praise His Name! He per mit ted Sa tan to cre ate dis cord here in this
church. Jew ell found fa vor with the Lord in the new ex pe ri ence of per sonal
sal va tion, and Rev erend Winthrop made his way west ward with the true



132

Gospel. We met, and my con ver sion was the re sult. Prov i dence per mit ted
Dea con Tracy Ar butt to cross my path. God or dained that we should come
back to this lo cal ity and that I should re turn to the girl I love, a girl who is
now a new crea ture in Christ.”

A mist of tears gath ered in Janet Winthrop’s eyes.
“We’ve ded i cated our lives in full-time ser vice to the Lord,” Jew ell in- 

formed them. “We await the call as God opens the door.”
“Let me con grat u late you spir i tu ally as well as ma te ri ally.” Rev erend

Winthrop took each of them by the hand. “May God bless both of you! I’m
sure ev ery one present joins me in voic ing such a prayer in your be half.”

Jew ell and Bob ex pressed their ap pre ci a tion.
“What a chal lenge!” said Rev erend Winthrop, fac ing the con gre ga tion.

“I can’t let it go un heeded. I shall reded i cate my life to any call that God
may ex tend.” He hes i tated, then flashed a win ning smile. “I won der if there
are oth ers who would like to join this happy young cou ple in a life time of
ser vice for the Lord?”

Philip Hart ley left the plat form to con verse a mo ment with Shirley Ma- 
son.

Dea con Tracy Ar butt rose and joined the group in con spic u ously. Dea con
Web ster and his wife fol lowed him. The church sec re tary and sev eral young
peo ple from her Sun day-school class crowded in be hind the as sem bled
group. One by one oth ers came, un til the plat form could hold no more.

The at mos phere was charged with the Spirit of the Lord. Steve of fered a
prayer of thanks giv ing.

“Does any one have a tes ti mony?” he asked. “Does any one feel the call
to un bur den his heart in praise to God?”

Philip Hart ley crowded his way to the front of the plat form. Shirley Ma- 
son was with him.

“We want to ded i cate our lives to the ser vice of Christ,” Phil said,
humbly ad dress ing those who re mained seated. “We’ve prayed for this
hour, that the mem ber ship of this church might dis cern wis dom. God has
an swered those prayers. Truly, Christ has been un veiled to our hearts, for
we see Him as He is, the Saviour of mankind. God has an swered our pe ti- 
tions. We’re as sem bled in a church fam ily re union. Our hearts re joice in
love and praise.”

Vir ginia Thyme stood plead ing with Janet Winthrop and Dea con Still wa- 
ter. There were tears of un sur ren dered re pen tance in Janet’s eyes.
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“Don’t urge me, Vir ginia,” she replied, in protest to the the girl’s earnest
plea. “Don’t ask me to hu mil i ate my self here. God is so un just. I—I tried so
hard to please Him.”

“For give me. I don’t want to be im per ti nent.” Vir ginia was moved to
com pas sion for the one she loved as a friend.

“God wants to talk to you, be cause thou hast thought that the gift of God
may he pur chased with money.”

“Please, Vir ginia.” She per mit ted the tears to over flow her cheeks. “I’ve
been serv ing with out love. He’ll never for give me. I can’t. I can’t. Don’t
you see? I can’t.”

“Re pent there fore of this thy wicked ness, and pray God, if per haps the
thought of thine heart may be for given thee, Scrip ture tells us,” said Vir- 
ginia gen tly.

“Oh, God, Stephen, for give me!” She per mit ted Vir ginia to lead her to
the plat form where the oth ers made room for her be side her step son.

Dea con Still wa ter fol lowed and stood in be wil dered med i ta tion.
“God bless you, Mother.” Stephen was bur dened by a hu mil ity that ren- 

dered him speech less.
There were sa cred mo ments of silent prayer. The spirit of for mal ism in

First Com mu nity Church had been bro ken! The veil had been rent!
Steve drew Vir ginia aside to the pas tor’s study.
“I want to praise God for the vic tory He has wrought in their hearts to- 

day,” he said. “I’m no longer a mem ber of this church fam ily, yet He has
given me the bless ing of bring ing them to the light. I—I don’t want to im- 
pose on them. It will be bet ter if they are alone with God.”

“We’ll never for get this.” Vir ginia spoke gen tly.
“We gath ered the har vest to day,” Steve said, and it was still, like the

still ness of an au tumn af ter noon. “Vir ginia, you’re part of the har vest. I
don’t know how to say it, but I love you, and I need you.”

“Steve, oh, Steve… Vir ginia was glad with the glad ness of be ing
loved.”Our mes sage—we can bring it to gether—His mes sage for the
world."

Printed in the U. S. A.
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through His Word. Where the Word is, God the Holy Spirit is al ways
present.
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