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Morris rose to go, and Henry Max-
well rose and laid a loving hand on the
Young man's shoulder.

‘“What are you going to do, Fred?"

“I don’t know yet. I have thought
gome of going to Chicago or some large
city."”

‘““Why don’t you try The News?"

*They are all supplied. I have not
thonght of applying there.”’

Henry Maxwell thought a moment.

““‘Come down to The News office with
me and let us see Norman about it."

So a few minutes later Edward Nor-
man received into his room the minister
and young Morris. and Henry Maxwell
briefly told the cause of their errand.

I can give you a place on The
News, ' said Edward Norman, with his
keen look softened by a smile that made
it winsome. *““I want reporters who
won't work Sundays. And, what is
more, I am making plans for a special
kind of reporting which I believe young
Morris here can develop becanse he is
in sympathy with what. Jesns would
do."’

He assigned Morris a definite task,
and Henry Maxwell started back to his
study feeling that kind of satisfaction
—and it is a very deep kind—which a
man feels when he has been even partly
instrumental in finding an unemployed
person a sitnation.

He had iutended to go back to his
study. but on his way home he passed
by one of Milton Wright's stores. He
thoaght he would simply step in and
ghake hands with his parishioner and
bid him godspeed in what he had heard
be was doing to put Christ into his

business, bnt when he went into the
office Miiton Wrizht insisted on detain-
ing him to talk over some of his new
plans. Henry Maxwell asked himself if
this was the Milton Wright bhe nsed to
know, eminently practical, bunsiness-
like, according to the regular code of
the business world, and viewing every-
thing first and foremost from the stand-
point of ‘“Will it pay 2’

‘‘There is no use to disguise the fact,
Mr. Maxwell, that I have been com-
pelled to revolntionize the whole method
of my business since I made that prom-
fse. I have heen doing a great many
thinge during the last 20 years in this
store that I know Jesus would not do,
but th:t is a small item compared with
the nun:ber of things I begin to believe
Jesns wonld do. My sins of commission
have nov beeons wany a8 tose OF omis-
sion in hnsiness relations.”’

‘““What was the first change you
made?'" asked Henry Maxwell. He felt
as if his sermon counld wait for him in
his study. As the interview with Mil-
ton Wright continned he was not so
sure but he had found material for a
sermon without going back to his stndy

**1 think the first change I had to
make was in my thonght of my em-
ployees. I came down here Monday
morning after that Sunday and asked
myself ‘What wonld Jesus do in his
relation to these clerks, bookkeepers,
office boys. draymen. salesmen? Would
he try to est:blish some sort of personal
relation to them different from that
which I have sustained all the=e years?
I soon answered the question by saying,
‘Yes.' Then came the question of what
it would lead me to do. e

*1 did not see how I con'd snswer it
to my satisfaction without ierting all
my employees together and having a
talk with them So I sent invitations
to all of them, and we had a meeting

out there in the warehouse Tuesdu: |

night

‘A good many things came ont of
that meeting [ can't tell you all |
tried to talk with the men as I im
agined Jesus might It was hard work:
for I have not been in the hahit of it.
and I mnst have made mistakes. But I
can hardly make youn believe, Mr. Mux-
well. the effect of that meeting on some
of the men Before it closed I saw more
than a dozen of them with tears on
their faces. 1 kept asking, ‘What wonld
Jesus do?' and the more I asked it the
further along it pnshed me into the
most intimate and loving relations with
the men who have worked for me all
these years. Every day something new
is coming up. and I am right now in
’the midst of a reconstructing of the
entire business, so far as its motive for
being conducted is concerned. I am so
ypractically ignorant of all plans for co-
ioperation and its application to business
that I am trying to get inforiiaion
from every possible sonrce. I have late-
ly made a special study of the life of
Titus Salt. the great mill owner of

Bradford. England. who afterward bl

that model town on the banks of he
Aire There is a good deal in his pluns
that will help But | have not yet
reached definite conclusions in regird
toall the details. I am not enough ascd
to Jesns' methods.  But see here, ™

Milton eagerly reached up into one of
the pigeonholes of his desk and took
out a paper

*I have sketched ont what seems to
me a prograr:e such as .Jesus wmight
g0 by in a business like mine. I want
you to tell we what ycu think about
it”

*WHAT JESUS WOULD PROBAELY DO IN
{ MILTON WRIGHT'S PLACE AS A BUSINESS

MAN.

*‘1. He wonld engage in hnsiness for
the purpose of glorifying God and not
for the primary purpose of making
money

2. All money that might be made
he wonld never regard ns his own. but
as trust funds to be uscd for the goud
of humanity

3 His relations with all the per-
gons in his employ would be the most
loving and helpiul Te conld not help

ithinking of them all in the light of

rs(ml.ﬂ to be saved. *This thought would

dways be greater than his thounght of
1aking money in business
**4 fle wonld never do a single dis-
mest or qnestionable thing or try in
a remotest way to get the advantayge
any one else in the same business
The principle of unselfishness
and heipluiness 1n ail the detuils of the
business wonld direct its details.
*¢6. Upon this principle he would

"5

Lrhpne the entire plan of bis relations to

"his employees. to the people who were
_his customers and to the general busi-
{ness world with which he was con-
[ neetod 4
| Henry Maxwell read thisover slowly
it reminded him of his own attempts
1he day before to put into a concrete
- forw his thonght of Jesus' probable ac-
tion He was very thonghtful as he
{looked up and met Milton Wright's
enger gaze

*‘Do yon believe yon can continue to
make your business pay on those lines ¢’

**1do Intelligent unselfishness ought
to be wiser than intelligent selfishness,
don’'t yon think? If the men who work
ns employees begin to feel a personal
share in the profits of the business and.
more than that. a personal love for
themselves on the part of the firm.
won't the result be more care, less
waste, more diligence. more faithful-
ness?"

‘“Yes: I think so. A good many other
bnsiness men don’t, do theyt [ mean
as a general thing How about yonur re-
lations to the selfish world that is not
trying to make money on Christiun
principles?*

**That cowplicates my action.
course.

**Does yonur plan contemplate what is
coniing to be known as co-operation ?'*

**Yes. ns far as | have gone, it does
A= | wld you. | am studying ont my
details carefully | am absolutely con
vinced that Jesns in my place would be
absolutely unselfish. He would love all
these men in his employ He would
consider the main purpose of all the
bnsiness to be a mutual helpfulness and

of

would condnet it all so that God’s king-
dom would be evidently the first object
sought. On those general principles, as
Isay, I am working. I must have time
to complete the details. "’

When Henry Maxwell finally left
Milton Wright, he was profoundly im-
pressed with the revolution that was
being wrought already in the business.
As he passed ont of the store he caught
something of the new spirit of the place.
There was no mistaking the fact that
Milton Wright’s new relations to his
employees were beginning, even go soon,
after less than two weeks, to transform
the entire business. This was apparent
in the conduct and faces of the clerks.

“If Milton Wright keeps on, he will
be one of the most influential preachers
in Raymond, "' said Henry Maxwell to
uimseir wien hereached his study. The
question rose as to his continuance in
this course when he began to lose
money by it, as was possible. Henry
Maxwell prayed that the Holy Spirit,
who had shown himself with growing
power in the company of the First
church disciples, might abide long with
them all, and with that prayer cn his
lips and in his heart he began the prep-
aration of a sermon in which he was
going to present to his people on Sun-
day the subject of the saloon in Ray-
mond, as he now believed Jesus wonld
do. He had never preached against the
saloon in this. way before. He knew
that the things he should say would
lead to serious results. Nevertheless he
went on with his work. and every sen-
tence he wrote or shaped was preceded
with the question, ‘*Would ' Jesus say
that?"' Once in the course of his study
he went down on his knees. No one ex-
cept himself could know what that
meant to him When had he done that
in the preparation of sermons before
the change that had come into his
thongzht of discipleship? As he viewed
i his ministry now he did not dare to

preach without praying for wisdom. He
no longer thought of his dramatic de-
livery and its effect on his audience
The great question with him now was,
i “What would Jesus do?"’

Suturday night at the Rectangle wit-
nessed some of the most remarkable
scenes that Mr. Gray and his wife had
ever known. The meetings had intensi-
fied with each night of Rachel’s sing-
ing. A stranger passing through the
Rectangle in the daytime might have
heard a good deal abont the meetings in
one way and another. It cannot be said
thut up to that Saturday night there
was any appreciable lack of oaths and
impurity und heavy drinking. The Rec-
tangle would not have acknowledged
that it was growing any better or that
even the singing had softened its con-
versation or its outward manner. It
had too m:ch local pride in being
“‘tourh *°  But, in spite of itself, there
wus u yiclding to a power it had never
urcd and did not know well enough

wist beforehand.
Gray had recovered his voice, so that
{ Suturday he was able to speak. The
I fuct thit L+ wasobliged touse his voice
carefully made it necessary for the peo-
ple to be very quiet if they wanted to
hear.  Gradually they had come to un-
derstand that this man was talking
these many weeks and using his time
and strength to give them a knowledge
of a Saviour, all out of a perfectly un-
selfish love for them. Tonight the great
crowd was as quiet as Henry Maxwell’s
dzcorons audience ever was. The fringe
around the tent was deeper, and the
saloons were practically empty. The
Holy Spirit had come at last, and Gray
knew that one of the great prayers of
his life was going to be answered.

And Rachel—her singing was the
best. most wonderful Virginia or Jasper
Chase had ever known. They had come
togetler again tonight with Dr. West,
who had spent all his spare time that
week in the Rectangle with some char
ity carcs  Virginia was at the orzan,
Jasper sat on a front seat looking up at
Rachel. and the Rectangle swayed as
one man toward the platform as she
s2NZ

“Just as I am, without one plea,

BBut that thy blood was shed for me

And that thou bidst me come to thee—
O Lamb of God, I come, I come!’

Gray said hardly a word. He stroteh
ed out his hand with a gestare of invi-
tation. and down the two aisles of the
tent brolen. sinful creatures. men and

woinen, stambled toward the platiorin
One woman out of the street was uear
the organ

Virginia caught the look of her face,
and for the first time in the life of the

| rich girl the thonght of what Jesus was '

! to a sinful woman came with a sudden-
ness and power that were like nothing
but a new birth. Virginia left the or-

! gan, went to her. looked into her face

| and caught her hands in her own. The

other girl trembled, then fell on her

knees, sobbing. with her head down
| mpon the back of the bench in front of
| her, still clinging to Virginia. And Vir-
| ginia. after a moment’'s hesitation,
|lmeeled down by her, and the two
heads were bowed close together.

But when the people had crowded in
a double row all about the platform,
most of them kneeling and erying. a
man in evening dress, different from
the others. pushed through the seats
and came and kneeled down by the side

the meeting when Henry Maxwell
spoke He kneeled within a few feet of
Rachel Winslow. who was etill singing
! goftly. and as she turned for a moment
and looked in his direction she was
amazed to see the face of Rollin Page!

she went on
“Just as 1 am thou wilt receive,
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve.
Because thy promise | believe,
O Lamb of God, | come, I come!"

The voice was as the voice of divine
longing, and the Rectangle, for the
time being. was swept iuto the harbor
of redemptive grace.

CHAPTER V.

If any man serve me, let him follow me.

It was nearly midnight before the
service at the Rectangle closed. Gray
staid up long into Sunday morning

praying and talking with a little group
of converts that, in the great experi-
ence of their new life, clung to the
evangelist with a personal helplessness
that made it as impossible for him to
leave them as if they had been depend-
ing upon him to save them from phys-
ical death. Among these converts was
Rollin Fage.

Virginia and her uncle had gone
home about 11 o'clock, and Rachel and
Jasper Chase had gone with them as
far as the avenue where Virginia lived.
Dr. West had walked on a little way
with them to his own house, and Rachel
and Jasper had then gone on together
to her mother’s.

That was a little after 11. It was
now striking midnight, and Jasper
Chase sat in his room staring at the pa-
pers on his desk and going over the last
half hour with painful persistence.

He had told Rachel Winslow of his
love for her, and she had not given her
love-in return.

It would be difficult to kmow what
wae most powerful in the impulse that
had moved him to speak to her tonight.
He had yielded to his feelings without
any special thoughtof results to bim-
self because he had felt 8o certain that
Rachel would respond to his love for
her. Hetried to recall now just the im-
pression she made on him when he first
spoke .to her. ; oo

Never had her beauty and her strength
influenced him as tonight. While she
was singing he saw and heard no one
else. The tent swarmed with a confused
crowd of faces, and he, kpew hewas
sitting there hemmed in by a mob of
people, but they had no meaning to
him. He felt-powerless to avoid speak-
ing to her.  ;He knew he should speak
when they were once alone.

Now that he had spoken he felt that
he had misjndged either Rachel or the
opportunity. He knew, or thought he

It was no secret between them that the
heroine of Jasper’s first novel had been
bis own ideal of Rachel, and the hero
of the story was himself, and they had
loved each other in the book, and

knew. The names and characters had
been drawn with a subtle skill that re-
vealed to Rachel, when she received a
copy of the book from Jasper, the fact
of his love for her, and she had not been
offended. That was nearly a year ago.

Tonight Jasper Chase recalled the
scene between them. with every inflec-
tion and movement unerased from his
memory. He even recalled the fact that
he began to speak just at that point on
the avenue where a few days before he

Page. He had wondered at the time
what Rollin was saying.

‘‘Rachel,’’ Jasper had said, and it
was the first time he had ever spoken
her first name, ‘I never knew until to-
night how mnch I love you. Why
should I try to conceal any longer what
you have seen me look? You know I
love you as my life. I can no longer
hide it from you if I would.”’

The first intimation he had of a re-
fusal was the trembling of Rachel’s arm
in his own. She had allowed him to
speak and had neither turned her face
toward him nor away from him. She
had looked straight on, and her voice
was sad, but firin and guiet, when she
spoke.

“Why do you speak tome now? I
cannot bear it—after what we have
seen tonight.'’

“Why—what'’— he had stammered
and then was silent.

Rachel withdrew her arm from his,
but still walked near him.

Then he cried out with the anguish
of one who begins to see a great loss
facing him where he expected a great
joy.

“Rachel! Do you not love me? Is
not my love for you as racred as any-
thing in all of life itself 7’

She had walked on silent for a fow
steps after that. They had passed a
street lamp. Her face was pale and
beantiful. He had made a movemnent to
clutch her arm, and she had woved a
little farther {rom him.

“No,"" she had replied.

“There was

a time—I cannot answer for that. You
shonld not have spolken to me tonizht, '
| He hed seen in these words his an-
' Bwer. He was extremoly sensitive
Nothing|short of 4 joyous response to

his own love wonld have satisfied him,
: He could not think of pleading with
her.
“‘Some time. when T am more wor-

of the drunken man who had disturbed '

For a moment her voice faltered Then '

did, that she had begun to care for him. |

Rachel had not objected. No one else .

had met Rachel walking with Rollin |

| ness and social circles, strange happen-

thy '’ he had asked in a low voice, but
ehe did not seem to hear, and they had
parted at her home, and he recalled
vividly the fact that no good night had
been said.

Now. as he went over the brief but
significant scene, he lashed himself for
his foolish precipitancy. He had not
reckoned on Rachel’s tense, passionate
absorption of all her feeling in the
scenes at the tent which were 8o new
in her mind. But he did not know her
| well enough even yet to understand the
meaning of her refunsal. When the clock
in the First church steeple struck 1, he
was still sitting at his desk, staring at
the last page of manuscript of his un-
finished novel.

Rachel Winslow went up to her room
and faced her evening’s experience with
conflicting emotions. Had she ever
loved Jasper Chase? Yes—no. One mo-
ment she folt that her life’s happiness
was at stake over the result of her ac-
tion: another, she had a strange feel-
' ing of relief that she had spoken as she
did There wasone great overmastering
feeling in her. The response of the
wretched creatnres in the tent to her
singing, the swift, awesome presence of
the Holy Spirit, had affected her as
never in all her life before. The mo-
ment Jasper had spoken her name and
she realized that he was telling her of
his love she had felt a sudden revulsion
for him, as if he should have respected
the snpernatural events they had just
witnessed. She felt as if it were not the i
time to be absorbed in anything less
than the divine glory of those conver- |
sions The thought that all the time '
she was singing with the one passion of I

her sonl to tonch the conscience of that
tent full of sin Jasper Chase had been
moved by it simply to love her for him-
self gave her a shock as of irreverence
on her part as well as on his. She conld !

' not tell why she felt as she did; only !
she knew that if he had not told her to- l
night she would still have felt the same
toward him as she always had.

What was that feeling? What had
he been to her? Had she made a mis- [
take? She went to her bookcase and
took out the novel which Jasper had
given her. Her face deepened in color
as she turned to certain passages which
she had read often and which she knew !
Jasper had written for her. She read !
them again. Somehow they failed to !
touch her strongly. She closed the book

' and let it lieon the table. She gradual-
ly felt that her thonght was busy with
| the sight she had witnessed in that
tent. Those faces, men and women,
| fonched for the first time with the
Spirit’s glory. What a wonderful thing
life was, after alll The complete regen-
eration revealéd in the sight of drunk-
| en, vile, debatiched humanity kmeeling
down to give itself to a life of purity
| and Christlikeness—oh, it was surely a
, 8 withiess to the superhuman in the
world! And the face of Rollin Page by |
the side of that miserable wreck out of |
the gutter—she could recall as if she |
now saw it Virginia crying, with her
' arms about her brother, just before she i
- left the tent, and Mr. Gray kmeeling !
' elose by, and the girl Virginia had tak- |
‘en into her heart bending her head '
i while Virginia whispered something to '
" her. 'All these pictures, drawn by the |
: Holy Spirit in the human tragedies !
. brought to a climax there in the most |
! abandoned spot in all Raymond, stood |
| out in“Rachel’s'memory now, a memory '
80 recent that her room seemed for the |
time being to contain all the actors and
their movements.

“No, no!'' she had said aloud. ‘‘He
had no right to speak to me after all |
that! He should have respected the
place where our thoughts should have
been. I am sure I do not love him, not
enough to give him my life.”’

And after she had thus spoken the |
evening’s experience at the tent came
crowding in again, thrusting ont all
other thinge. It is perhaps the most
striking evidence of the tremendous
spiritual factor which had now entered
the Rectangle thaut Rachel felt, even
when the great love of a strong man
had come very near her, that the spir-
itnal manifestation moved her with an
agitation far greater than anything
Jasper had felt for her personally or she
for him.
| The people of Raymond awoke Sun-
day morning to a growing knowledge
| of events which were beginning to rev-

olutionize many of the regular custom-
ary habits of the town. Alexander Pow-
ers’ action in the matter of the railroad
frauds had created a seneation, not only
in Raymond, but throughout the coun-
try. Edward Norman’s daily changes |
of policy in the ccnduct of his paper
bad startled the community and caused |
more comment than any recent polit-
ical event. Rachel Winslow's singing |
at the Rectangle meetings had made a
stir in society and excited the wonder
of all her friends. Virginia Page’'s con-
duct, her presence every night with
Rachel, her absence from the usnal cir-
cle of her wealthy, fashionable ac-
quaintances, had furnished a great deal
of material for gossip and question. In
addition to the events which centered
ahout these persons who were so well
known, there had been all through the
| city, in very many homes and in busi-

ings. Nearly a hundred persons in
Henry Maxwell’s church had made the
pledge to do everything after asking,
‘““What wounld Jesus do?’’ and the reo-
sult had been, in many cases, unheard
of actions. The city was stirred as it |
had never been. As a climax to the !
week's events had come the spiritual

manifestation at the Rectangle and the

announcement, which came to most

people before church time, of the actual

conversion at the tent of nearly 50 of

the worst characters in the ncighbor-

hood, together with the conversion of

Rollin Page, the well known society

aud club man.

It is no wonder that, nunder the pres-
sure of all this, the First church of Ray-
mond came to the morning service in a
condition that made it quickly sensi-
tive to any large truth.

Perhaps nothing had astonished the
people more than the great change that

| suffer.

had come over the minister since he'

had proposed to them the imitation of
Jesus in conduct. The dramatic deliv-
ery of his sermons no longer impressed
them. Theself satisfied, contented, easy
attitude of the fine figure and the re-
fined face in the pulpit had been dis-
placed by a manner that could not be
compared with the old style of his de-
livery. The sermon had become a mes-
sage. It was no longer delivered. It
was brought to them with a love, an
earnestness, a passion, a desire, a hu-
mility, that poured their enthusiasm
about the truth and made the speaker
no more prominent than he had to be
as the living voice of God. His prayers
were unlike any the people had ever
heard before. They were often broken.
Even once or twice they had been actu-
ally ungrammatical in a phrase or two.
When had Henry Maxwell so far for-
gotten himself in a prayer as to make a
mistake of that sort? He knew that he
had often taken as much pride in the
diction and the delivery of his prayers
as of his sermons. Was it possible he
now so abhorred the elegant refinement
of a formal public petition that he pur-
posely chose to rebuke himself for his
previous precise manner of prayer? It
is more likely that he had no thought
of all that. His great longing to voice
the neede and wants of his people made
him unmindful of an occasional mis-
take. It is certain he had never prayed
so effectively as he did now.

There are times when a sermon has a
value and power due to conditions in
the audience rather than to anything
new or startling or eloquent in the
words or the arguments presented. Such

conditions faced Henry Maxwell thir
morning as he preached against the sa-

' loon, according to his purpose deter-

mined on the week before. He had no
new statements to make about the evil
influence of the saloon in Raymond.
What new facts were there? He had no
startling illustrations of the power of

the saloon in businessor politics. What '

could he say that had not been said by
temperance orators a great many times?
The effect of his message this morning

owed its power to the unusual fact of

his preaching about the saloon at all,
together with the events that had stir-
red the people. He had never in the
course of his ten years’ pastorate men-
tioned the saloon as something to be re-
garded in the light of an enemy, not
only to the poor and the tempted, but
to the business life of the place and the

church itself. He spoke now with a !

freedom that seemed to measure his
complete scnse of the conviction that
Jesus would speak so. At the close ho
pleaded with the people to remember
the new life that had begun at the Rec-
tangle. Theregular election of city offi-
cers would be an issue in that election.
What of the poor creatures surrounded
by the hell of drink while just begin-
ning to feel the joy of deliverance from
sin? Who conld tell what depended on
their environment? Was there one
word to be said by the Christian disci-
ple, business man, professional man,
citizen, in favor of continuing to license
these crimes and shame producing in-
stitutions? Was not the most Christian
thing they could do ‘to act'as citizens
in the matter, fight the saloon at the
polls, elect good men to the city offices
and clean the municipality 2 How much
had prayers helped to make Raymond
better while votes and actions had real-
ly been on the side of the enemies of
Jesus? Would not Jesus do this? What
disciple could imagine him refusing to
suffer or take up his cross in the mat-

ter? How much had the members of |

the First church ever suffered in an at-
tempt to imitate Jesus? Was Christian
discipleship a thing of convenience, of
custom, of tradition? Where did the
suffering come in? Was it necessary,
in order to follow Jesus' steps, to go up
Calvary as well as the Mount of Trans-
fignration ?

His appeal was stronger at this point
than he knew. It is not too much to
say that the spiritnal temsion of the
First church reached its highest point
right there. The imitation of Jesus
which had begun with the volunteers
in the church was working like leaven
in the organization, and Henry Max-
well would, even thus early in his new
life, have been amazed if he could have
measured the extont of desire on the
part of his people to take up the cross.
While he was speaking this morning,
before he closed with a loving appeal to
the discipleship of 2,000 years’ knowl-
edge of the Master, many a man and
woman in the church was saying, as
Rachel had said so passionately to her
mother: “‘I want to do something that
will cost me sowmething in the way of
sacrifice. I am hungry to suffer some-
thing.”* Truly, Mazzini was right when
he said, ““No appeal is gnite 8o power-
ful in tho end us the call, ‘Come and

The eervice was over, the great andi-
ence had gone, and Henry Maxwell
again faced the company gathered in
the lecture room as on the two previous

Sundays. He had asked all to remain !

who had made the pledge of disciple-
ship and any others who wished to be
included. The after service seemed now
to be a necessity. As he went in and
faced the people there his heart trem-
bled. There were at least 200 present.
The Holy Spirit was never so manifest.
He missed Jasper Chase, but all the
others were present. He asked Milton
Wright to pray. The very air was
charged with divinoe possibilities. What
could resist such a baptism of power?
How had they lived all these years
without it ¥

They connseled together, and there
were many prayers. Henry Maxwell

dated from that meecting gome of the |

serious events thut afterward became a
part of the history of the First church
of Raymond. When finally they went
home, all of themn were impressed with
the joy of tho Spirit’s power.

Donald Marsh, president of Lincoln
college, walked home with Henry Max-
well.

‘I have reached ome consclusion,
Maxwell, "' said Marsh, speaking slow-
lv. “I have found my cross, and it is a

— —— ———

heavy one, but I shall never be satisficd
~until I take it up and carry it."’

| Maxwell was silent, and the presi-
" dent went on:

“Your sermon today made clear to
me what I have long been feeling I
ought to do. What would Jesus do in
my place? I have asked the question
repeatedly since I made my promise. I
have tried to satisfy myself that he
would simply go on, as I have done, at-
tending to the duties of my college,
teaching the classes in ethics and phi-
losophy. But I have not been able to
avoid the feeling that he wonld do
something more. That something is
what I do not want to do. It will caunse
me genuine suffering to do it. I dread
it with all my soul. You may be able
to guess what it is.”’

‘“Yes; I think I know,”* Henry Max-
well replied. “It is my cross too. I
would almost rather do anything else.’’
| Donald Marsh looked surprised, then
rclieved. Then he spoke sadly, but
with great conviction:

‘“Maxwell, you and I belong to a

class of professional men who have al-*

ways avoided the duties of citizenship.
We have lived in a little world of schol-
arly seclusion, doing work we have en-
joyed and shrinking from the disagree-
able dutivs that belong to the life of
the citizen. I confess with shame that
I have purposely avoided the responsi-
bility that I owe to this city personally.
I understand that our city officials are
a corrupt, unprincipled set of men,
controlled in large part by the whisky
element, and thoroughly eelfish, so far
as the affairs of city government are.
. concerned. Yet all these years I, with

i nearly every teacher in the college, have
‘ been satisfied to let other men run the
' municipality and have lived in a little
world of my own, out of touch and
sympathy with the real world of the
people. “What wounld Jesus do?’ I have
tried even to avoid an honest answer.
I can no longer do so. My plain duty is
to take a personal part in this coming
election, go to the primaries, throw the
weight of my influence, whatever it is,
toward the nomination and election of
good men and plunge into the very
depths of this entire horrible whirlpool
of deceit, bribery, political trickery and
saloonism as it exists in Raymond to-
| day. T wonld sooner walk up to the
 mouth of a cannon any time than do
this. Idread it because I hate the touch
of the wholo matter.

““I would give almost anything to be
rable to say, ‘I do not believe Jesus
| would do anything of the sort,' but I
{ am more and more persuaded that he
| would. This is where the suffering
l comes to me. It would not hurt me

half so much to lose my position or my
home. I loathe the contact with this
muxicipal problen. "I would much pre-
fer to remain gquietly in my scholastic
life with my classes in ethics and phi-
losophy, but the call has come so plain-
ly that I cannot escape: ‘Donald Marsh,
follow me. Do your duty as a citizen of
Raymond at the point where your citi-
! zenship will cost you something. Help
to cleanse this great municipal stable,
! even if you do have to soil your aris-
: tocratic feelings a little.' Maxwell, this
| is my cross. I must take it up or dens
| my Lord."”’ :
‘““You have spoken for me also.”” re-
plied Maxwell, with asad smile. *‘Why
l shonld I, simply because I am a clergy-
man, shelter myself behind my refined,
| sensitive feelings and, like a coward,
refuse to touch, except in a sermon pos-
| sibly, the duty of citizenship? I am un-
used to the ways of the political life of
the city. I have never taken an active
part in any nomination of good men.
There are hundreds of ministers like
me. Asa class we do not practice in
the municipal life the duties and privi-
leges we preach from the pulpit. What
would Jesus do? I am now at a point
where, like you, I am driven to answer
the question one way. My duty is plain.
i I must suffer. All my parish work, all
my little trials or self sacrifices, are as
| nothing to me compared with the break-
. ing into my scholarly, intellectual, self
contained habits of this open, coarse,
| public fight for a clean city life. I
could go and live at the Rectangle the
rest of my days and work in the slums
for a bare living, and I counld enjoy it
more than the thonght of plunging into
a fight for the reform of this whisky
ridden city. It would cost me less. But,
like yon, I have been unable to shake
off my responsibility. The answer to
the question, “What wonld Jesus do?.
in this case leaves me no peace, except
when I say, ‘Jesus wonld have me act
the part of a Christian citizen.' Marsh,
as yon say, we professional men, min-
isters, professors, artists, literary men,
scholars, have almost invariably been
political cowards. We have avoided the
sacred duties of citizenship either ig-
norantly or selfishly. Certainly Jesus
in our age wonld not do that. We can
do no less than talke np this cross and
follow him.'’

These two men wallked on in silence
for awhile. Finally President Marsh
said:

‘“We do not need to act alone in this
matter. With all the men who have
made the promise, we certainly can
have companionship and strength even
of numbers. Let us organize the Chris-
tian forces of Raymond for the battle
against rum and corruption. We cer-
tainly ought to enter the primaries
with a force that will be able to do
more than utter a protest. It is a fact
that the saloon element is cowardly and
easily frightened, in spite of its law-
lessness and corruption. Let us plan a
campaign that will mean something be-
cause it is organized righteousness.
Jesus wonld nse great wisdom in this
matter.  He wonld employ weans. He
would make large plans. Lot us do so.
If we bear this cross, let us do it brave-
ly, like men.”’

[TO BE CONTINUED.] |

JonxstowN, Neb.,, Oet. 2.—Charles
E. Schaffer, a train hand, fell from the
cars and four passed over hiwm, cutting

his hody in twn
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