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AN OPEN LETTER 
FROM 

CLEMENT FRIEND HAWKINS 
Dear Comrades in Zion Throughout the World: 

I come back to you, after ten years’ silence, like one 
who has risen from the dead. 

I came back on Easter Sunday, 1916—the day univer- 
sally associated with Resurrection thoughts and themes. 

In 1906 I received a great blow. The cables flashed the 
news to me in Australia of the troubles which had reached 
a climax in Zion City. 

I was on my way to Zion City at the time. I h*»'’ 
reached Sydney with my wife and family, and our berths on 
the Sydney Vancouver Mail Boat had been chosen. Boxes 
lying in our storeroom today, still bear the legend, “Zion 
City, Illinois, U. S. A.,” painted on them in white lettering. 

Upon receipt of the above mentioned news I canceled 
everything and waited for further information. 

Further information only proved more confusing. 
I had known Wilbur Glenn Voliva through many glad, 

glowing, happy years of service in Zion in Australia. He 
was more than a brother and a friend to me. 

I loved John Alexander Dowie equally dearly. 
I was one of the first to greet Zion’s founder upon 

his arrival in Australia in 1904, and was the last Australian 
officer to bid him adieu at Fremantle, Western Australia, 
at the close of his memorable tour. 

I can never forget the day of his landing in Australia, 
when, in company with Overseer Voliva and other Aus- 
tralian officers, we steamed out to the Sydney Heads, on a 

lovely Autumn morning, to greet the great steamship 
Sonoma, and clasp the hand of our beloved leader. 

Standing, as I did, close to John Alexander Dowie 
throughout those stormy, stressful weeks of his Australian 
pilgrimage, and looking into his very soul with my own 

spiritual eyes, was it any wonder that I both loved and ad- 
mired what I saw? 

In many illuminating confidential conferences I had 
with him on the voyage from Adelaide to Fremantle (when, 
arm-in-arm, we paced the deck of the Mongolia for hours at 

> a time), I saw the soul of a living prophet of God, hiding the 
strength of a lion under the simplicity of a child and the 
tenderness of a woman. 

Nothing I had seen or heard in Zion had impressed me 
more than Wilbur Glenn Voliva’s magnificent unflinching 
loyalty to Zion’s beloved Founder and Leader, whilst he was 
Overseer of Zion’s work in Australia. 

What could have happened to mar those happy rela- 
tionships? 

My soul staggered before the ordeal. 
There was only one thing to do: I must seal my lips 

concerning both John Alexander Dowie and Wilbur Glenn 
Voliva, and wait for the coming years to make clear the 
situation. 

, 
I did not realize what that resolve was going to mean 

to me, and it is well, perhaps, that I did not. But I kept 
my vow—the vow that my lips should never be opened again 
in the world of religious and spiritual things, until I could 
again sing the songs of Zion and proclaim what I now 
designate as the great reconciliation of Dowie and Voliva. 

I need not here trace the steps by which this has come 
to pass, nor say just when in the history of Zion, in my 
opinion, that time arrived. It is sufficient for me to be able 
here to say that the names of John Alexander Dowie and 
Wilbur Glenn Voliva will now go down in history closely 
coupled and fully reconciled. 

If my brain had ceased its activities when my spirit 
became broken and paralyzed, I should have recovered 
sooner and should have been able to find my way back to 
Zion earlier. But by the time the names of Dowie and 
Voliva once more stood for the same thing before the world, 
and the great reconciliation had been achieved, I found I 
had to reconcile myself to them both. 

Though my tongue and pen had been silent, my mind 
had wandered out along all sorts of hidden and treacherous 
bypaths. I had ventured to explore the dark jungles of Ger- 
man Higher Criticism and the fascinating philosophy of the 
superman. I had painfully and laboriously to pick my 
way back—back to the ideals of Dowie and Voliva—back 
to the Zion I had loved so well and nearly lost—back to the 
cult of Christ’s superman. 

Now, my dear comrades, I am back. Will you sing .the 
Doxology with me? 

Your General Overseer and mine held out both hands 
to greet me upon my return, and welcomed me with un- 

questioning cordiality. My actions—or, rather, my inac- 
tion—my silence—spoke to his great heart louder than any 
verbal profession of mine ever could. 

My long and dreadful silence speaks, in its very dumb- 
ness, of a loyalty that is greater and deeper than anything 
that can be put into words. 

Until I could cry aloud on the ramparts of Zion, my 
tongue must cleave to the roof of my mouth. 

I have been ten years in the wilderness, beside one of 
the great deserts of Central Australia—subduing wild, vir- 
gin country, and growing grain. But I have been cultivat- 
ing other things at the same time. If I have not been 
growing grace as well as grain, I have, I believe, been grow- 
ing into fuller stature and manhood in Christ Jesus. 

Christ needed only forty days in the wilderness. 
I have needed ten years—and it has not been one day 

too long. 
Here I have looked into the face of God, and here I have 

arraigned my own soul before its Maker and Redeemer; 
here I have cried to the sun and the winds, as, perhaps, few 
men have cried: “What shall a man give in exchange for 
his soul?” Here I have kept my vow and silent pledge— 
never to speak again of the things of God but from a Zion 
platform; and from here, now, beloved comrades, I send 
you this greeting, and communicate to you my great resolve 
to arise once more and make my way towards the city of 
Zion. 

It may be many months before I can actually greet you 
face to face in Zion City, but, with all my heart, I am with 
you all the same. 

Comrades—everywhere—you who are in Zion, and you 
who are not yet within her gates, but who are her spiritual 
kinsmen all the same and all the while—let me cry to you 

from beside the glowing, gle&ming deserts of Central Aus- 
tralia ! 

I greet you in the name of all the wholly-ransomed and 
fully-redeemed of all the ages—“a great host which no man 
can number!” 

I greet you in the name of a living people, who have 
taken Jehovah at His word, and trust Him for the salva- 
tion and redemption of body, soul, and spirit! 

I great you amid all the dreadful signs of the closing 
of this age! 

National degeneration and moral decay are apparent on 

every hand, in all their awful vastness and unmitigated 
horror. But God has still his heroes and his heroines 
scattered here and there amongst the nations of the earth. 

They are waiting for a clear, ringing call! 
They surely will know the voice of the true-hearted and 

the whole-souled! 
“My sheep hear My voice.” 

* “A stranger will they not follow,.... for they know not 
the voice of strangers.” 

You cannot deceive God’s elect! They discern the 
faintest echo of a false note. 

You cannot hoodwink the chosen of Jehovah!, They 
are a royal people. They wear the royal purple as if born 
to it. 

If Zion sends the full, clear, ringing note of full re- 

demption roynd the world, sooner or later every truly ran- 
somed child of God is going to be gathered into its sub- 
lime fellowship. 

It is our business, comrades, to sound the-clear call! 
That call can come only from a fully consecrated people. 
The regal spirits of God’s supermen will have no com- 

promises—with God, man, or devil. They will never fellow- 
ship the half-hearted. 

If Zion aspires to lead the last great movement for 
gathering the elect of the earth, then Zion must beat the 
great war-drums of alarm and warning. 

The day of redemption draweth near! 
Zion’s Lord awaits His own in the Valley of Decision! 
There must be no false notes; no half measures! 
Only the fully prepared and spiritually equipped will 

endure! 
The call must go round the world, to every tribe and 

nation. Great sacrifices must be made; great responsibili- 
ties must be borne. 

There is no time or room for straw-splitting, theo- 
logical theories! What Zion needs is clean, strong, conse- 
crated living; men and women who have established the 
Kingdom of God in their own hearts, first of all, and who 
have an unshakable faith in the great verities of Divine 
Love and Compassion. 

The day of doctrinaires is past. 
We do not even want Luthers who will nail theses on 

cathedral doors. 
We want men and women who are above theses and 

doctrines, and who will bravely nail down every lie of the 
devil. 

We do not want John-Bunyan-pilgrims groaning under j 
a load of sin, and daily crying, “God be merciful to me a 
sinner.” 

We want men and women who have flung the burden 
of sin from their hearts and the shackles of disease from j 
their bodies—who are saved, body, soul, and spirit, and j 
know it, and who are not afraid to say it and act upon it— 
and not only act upon it as individuals, but found and build 
cities upon it, and stake their own lives and the lives of their 
children upon it. 

This is the only way to take hold of this generation. 
This generation will only laugh at your doctrines and 

fine-sounding theories and philosophies. They only scoff at 
your hair-splitting Higher Criticism, and go merrily on 

their way to Hell. But put them up against some real, 
tangible proposition, and they will listen. 

Show them a city full of people who stake their lives 
and the lives of their children upon the truth or falsity of a 

certain doctrine, and they will begin to think. 
Zion has the world thinking! 
Zion has more people thinking than the decrepit re- 

ligious and philanthropic organizations of the day care to 
admit; and those who desire nobler and better things are 

thinking hardest. 
A vast number of humanity do no thinking at all, and 

have no desire for higher and better things. They just 
wallow in their filth, and make their world a hog-pen. 

Peter has painted a horrible portrait of them in his 
second epistle. 

Look at it! 
“But these like unreasoning animals produced natur- 

ally for capture and destruction, abusing what they do not 
understand, will also be destroyed in their own corruption, 
receiving the due reward of their profligacy. These delight 
to revel in the luxury which lasts but a day—spots and 

blemishes—luxuriating in their deceits, while they share 
your hospitality (you see how near they are around us). 
They have eyes full of adultery and unrestrained sin: allur- 
ing unsteady souls; they have a heart practised in greed; 
they are wandering children of a curse.These are 

waterless wells; tempest tossed fogs, for whom the gloom of 
darkness is reserved.”—II Peter 2:12-17. (Fenton’s Trans- 
lation.) 

Referring to those who, having once escaped the de- 
filements of the world, return to them, the Apostle Peter 
makes no bones- about calling them hogs. He says they are 
“washed pigs, returning to their wallowing in the mire.” 

Zion has no more use for the human hog than Peter 
had. They still “abuse what they do not understand.” And, 
after all, it is better to be abused by a hog than praised by 
one. 

For the man and woman who will think, and who as- 

pire to something above the animal and the sensual, ZlON 
presents problems of absorbing interest. It is to these, 
'and to all the choice and illuminated spirits of the redeemed, 
that Zion’S call rings clear today. 

The establishment of the Kingdom of God in any sort 
of visible manifestation is a big proposition—a stupendous 
proposition. None but a prophet of God could ever attempt 
it with any hope of success. 

Zion’s founder had all the daring and originality of a 

prophet-explorer in attempting such a task. 
Zion’s present General Overseer and Apostles have this 

gigantic task to carry forward; and Zion throughout the 
world has this same task upon its hands, till Jesus comes. 

If it is not carried forward faithfully and successfully, 
then Zion’s founder toiled and suffered in vain. 

It is for us, my comrades, and my comrades-yet-to-be, 
to see that our share is done faithfully. 

Men are going from around me here every week, to 
offer their lives in the trenches on the battlefields of Europe, 
in the present epoch-making war, for a much less significant 
and tangible ideal than the one for which Zion is fighting: 
They are laying down their lives cheerfully and willingly for 
an ideal of patriotism that many of them very imperfectly 
understand. It is a sort of religion, but a very narrow reli- 
gion. It expresses itself in the battlecry, “My country, 
right or wrong!” 

Now, the ideal for which we fight in ZlON is not only 
one the righteousness of which we never question, but it is 
as wide as the universe of God. 

We do not fight for the kingdom of Belgium, or even for 
the kingdoms of the allied entente; but for the Kingdom 
df God itself—as wide as the universe, and more lasting 
than the stars of Heaven. 

In this Kingdom, “he who saveth his life shall lose it, 
but he who loseth his life for My sake shall find it.” 

The spirit of St. Paul—“Neither count I my life dear 
unto myself”—is the only one that can be tolerated or en- 

couraged. Anything short of this is doomed to failure and 
disaster. 

Back from the grave, then, my comrades, and from the 
great, open, God-filled spaces of Central Australia, I send 
my greetings and my call to you. 

When I say I am ready to answer with my own life, as 

I see men answering the call of the empire every week 
around me, I feel certain that the answering cry will come 

from every consecrated child of God throughout the world, 
and together we shall shout: 

“GO FORWARD! 0 ZION!” 
P. S.—If this letter should touch a responsive chord in 

the heart of any of the elect of God yet outside the gates 
of Zion, sit down, my comrade and friend, at once, and 
write to the General Overseer, Zion City, or to me. My 
address is simple and easily remembered: “Box 50, Pin- 
naroo, South Australia.” 

ZION’S 
All-Night With God 

FROM 
8:00 p. m. Lord's Day, December 31,1916 

TO 

Sunrise, Monday, January 1, 1917 

Shiloh Tabernacle 
Zfon City, Illinois 

7:00 p. m. Music by Zion Senior Band 
7:30 p. m. Organ Recital 
8:00 p. m. Processional 

Junior White-Robed Choir 
Senior White-Robed Choir 
Robed Officers 
Uniformed Guards 

Address by the GENERAL OVERSEER 
11:00 p. m. Sacrificial Offering. 

The Sacrificial Offering will be devoted 
entirely to Zion Educational Institutions. 

11:30 p. m. Ordinance of the Lord’s Supper. 
2:30 a. m. Prayer Service. 
3:30 a. m. Testimonies to the Saving, Heal- 

ing, Cleansing, and Keeping 
Power of God. 

Sunrise Hymn: “God Be With You Till We 
Meet Again.” 

Doxology. 
Benediction. 

ALL WELCOME ALL SEATS FREE 
Free-will Offerings Only Received “Christ is AH, and in AH” 

/ 


