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To THE Prorre oF THE Famiry
WITH WHOM WE HAVE FELLOWSHIP
As CONCERNING GIVING AND RECEIVING.

THE MERCIFUL AND GRACIOUS L.ORD HATH SO DONE
His MARVELLOUS WORKS THAT THEY OUGHT TO BE
HAD IN REMEMBRANCE.

HE HATH GIVEN MEAT UNTO THEM THAT FEAR Him.




THE ANGELS’ SUMS

WHEN in this quiet i
Or do the 31%{]:’1.:328,1 iy
Among the cupboards and the books
A g Presence comes,

I take each anna as 2 gift
From a supply divine,

OT Iesm as I writ. o
I feel Thy hand onel;?nf:mds’

And 50, as Thou didst |
I too rejoice to be e

About my Father’s business,
In company with Thee,

G. W.-P.

NOTE TO EDITION OF 1933

EveryTrinG has grown greatly since this book was
written. The last few clmﬁtcrs of Gold Cord tell
aomethini of this, though the book as a whole deals
more with the unseen things of our Fellowship life
than with the seen.

But we have left the story as it was first written,
except for an occasional omission or revision, and the
word that was true when our month’s need was
L5 10s. is as true now that it is about £700, and so
our song is still:

Can God sPread a table
In the wilderness?

Is our Father able?
Praise Him, Yes.

Glory, Alleluia,
Gratefully we sing
To our Unseen Leader,

Lord and King.

For His word is stable,
He who yesterday

Spread a bounteous table,
Does today.
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CHAPTER 1
JUPITER'S MOONS:

¢You ought to tell it.”

It was an old friend, world-wide traveller and
missioner, who was talking, and I listened, un-
convinced.

We had been spending an hour in ¢ going round,’ a
rather tiring round to an old man in the heat; but he
had asked to be shown all. So we had shown the
nurseries set in their fifteen acres of garden ground,
whose walls, coloured the soft red of the earth here,
are covered in places with the polished leaves and
yellow bells of allamanda and whose house gate is a
mass of blue convolvulus. The other gate by which
carts go in and out has, in large Tamil characters, the
word Salvation written up high without, and Praise
within; and those words preach all day long. Hehad
seen the children’s little hospital, and the school-
house, like an old-fashioned K\ouse at home, built
round a courtyard, and the bowery porch-rooms open
to the air, and used as class-rooms and play-rooms.
Then we had gone to the farm, and to the field where
graft mangoes are planted for future benefit, and
where the big well, very deep all the year round, gives
the children splendid swimming joys. And finally
we had returned to the guest-room, where Dr.
Inwood set forth his views in the single authorita-
tive sentence which begins this book.
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JUPITER’S MOONS

luia this path has. It is set about with beauty and
the loving-kindness of the Lord.

A year and three months after that ¢ You ought to
tell it,” on a quiet moonlit morning before dawn, I
walked up and down this path listening to its Alleluia
and wondering how I could cause others to hear it X
never more feared to write any book, nor was ever
more reluctant. But in the pale blue of the southern
sky, the Cross shone in the moonlight. And to the
west Jupiter, that matchless lamp of our February
skies, led over the sloping shoulders of the hills.
Looking at these lights one took courage.

Then the children, waking, ran out from the near-
est nursery,  Oh, please show us Jupiter in the
telescope ! We have never seen his moons.” So we
carried the telescope out, and set it up and looked.

There lay the ﬁent lovely globe with two spar]dmﬁ

little moons above and two below. Those sma
unimportant things did not say, ¢ What are we be-
side the great planet? We will not shine” And
one of the thoughts that had held back this writing
had been, Are there not the great books, such for
example as those the China Inland Mission sends out
to all who will read, telling of provision in answer
toprayer? What need then of a little one like this ?

o from those far distances, words went out to
the end of the world from the little moons of Jupiter.
And in their sound was neither speech nor language,
but their voices being heard drew from me as an
answer a willingness to write. And now may He
without whom all writing is ashes and vanity, give
and direct this little book.




CHAPTER II
THE SIGN

Tue work for the children dedicated, or about to be
dedicated, or in danger of being dedicated to the gods
of South India, began with the coming of the first
Temple child in March 1go1. The thought of
money in connection with it did not come to mind.
The burden concerning them was heavy. The relief
of being able to do something was great. Quickened
by the sense of relief, the only thing we felt possible
was just to go on, using whatever there was in hand,
and taking no thought for the morrow. It was not
the will of the Father that one of these little ones
should perish. That was enough to clear the way and
carry us on in peace. But one morning early in
February 1904, something happened which brought
the thought of money to the front. A letter came
from a trustworthy pastor living in a Hindu town a
day’s journey distant: ¢ Can you send by messenger at
once a hundred rupees to me? The child of whom
{:u know is about to be dedicated to Siva. They
ve spent that sum upon the festivities. I cannot
get her unless I pay it. If possible, send it at once.’
It was then about 10a.m. If a messenger could be
sent off within an hour she might catch the train five
or six hours’ journey distant, and be in that town by
night. An hour’s hesitation on the part of one who
had heard of her, had lost a child only a few days

4
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sefore. I dared not hesitate. But to pay so much
money straight to the devil did seem most impossible.
There was only time for a quick word asking for light,
and the guidance came so far as I knew it, ¢ Send the
money.” So it was sent.

Then there was time to think. The child’s story
was this: Her father had married out of caste. He
had found it inconvenient and so he had hired people
who do such things to ¢ cause the wife to depart.’
One night therefore she quietly departed. As soon
as the death ceremonies were over he had let it be
known that his only little daughter would belong to
the gods. We had heard of it when we stayed in the
town, living with this same pastor and his wife.
We had tried hard to get the child then, but had
found it impossible, angethe thought of that bright
little girl and her fate had never been forgotten.
Now %onnamal, the dear and faithful Ponnamal,
was on her way to save her. But that hundred
rupees: it felt like buying a soul.

hen and there it was borne upon me that this was
the befinning of something that would reach further
than T had thought; there would be disapproval,
erhaps, to face; doubt there would certainly be.
Elow could I be sure my reading of our Lord’s will
was so.clear that I could stand against anything or
anyone however wise and good? And I asked for a
sign, a Gideon’s fleece, a round sum of one hundred
rupees, no more, no less. i
t came; the sender wrote that she had sat down to
write a broken sum, but had been impelled to make it
just that.
Awed and full of a most solemn joy, I called Pon-
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namal (who had returned with the child) and Sellax
mutthu, the members of our Women’s Itinerating

Band with whom I had fullest companionshisg of
ign, '

spirit. ‘They too saw in this nothing less thana
and much comforted and enlightened, they stood by
me from that day forward.

But before the Sign came (the first of many such
as will be shown hereafter) fears had time to sweep up.
They came in waves, wave upon wave, and usually 1n
the very early morning before it was light. It was
now dark  is surely a poignant word.  Expense would
lead to expense, and difficulty to difficulty. Thiswas
the first time that the afterwards oft-to-be-repeated

uestion, ¢ What will you do with the children when
they grow up > was asked, and it has been a help to
remember who asked it, the tempter, not the Lord.
But the main and immediate question was one of
supplies.

Comfort came through the story of the feeding of |
the five thousand. ¢ When Jesus then lifted up His -

eyes and saw a great multitude come unto Him, He

saith unto Philip, Whence shall we buy bread that

these may eat ?’

¢ We ? was the first word of reassurance here. We,
not you. Then the one hundred pennyworth of
bread, something between six and seven pounds, was
just about the sum I had had to send for that child.

e remote became near as I thought of it. What
are years to the King of Eternity ?

But between verses 6 and 7 occurs, Westcott tells
us, a break filled by the day’s work. Can I in this
new work go on all day sure that in the evening help
will come

THE SIGN 7

Then as never again for fifteen years, I was allowed
to taste of the cup which would be poured out for me
if it did not come. Allan Gardiner for some hidden
good purpose was allowed tostarve todeath. There-
fore such an issue could not be regarded as impossible.
The children . . . I need not trackin writing the end
of that thought. But I did that day tread every foot
of it in imagination and came to this: Suppose the
children die, and we all (of course) die with them, and
the Christian world cries shame on the one respon-
sible, what will it matter after all? The children
will be in heaven, and is that not better than the
temple ?

But it did seem more likely to be to His glory that
the little ones should live and be fed, just as the five
thousand and their women and children were fed. It
would be much more like Him. Only, one never can
get past the ¢ But if not > of the three and the fiery
furnace. And once the thing is faced, it is faced for
ever. ‘The mind is at rest, there is no looking back,
and no care.




e i S o ——————

CHAPTER III

SIMLA, AND THE FIRST NURSERY

ONE day a telegram came from Simla, A m.
| m ca - emb.
'tI{:e Impen.aI Legislative Council wanted facts a;::tf
emple children in South India. These facts had of

c<f)urse to be most carefully verified, if they were to be
? any use to the men who were trying to frame a Bill
o:}:he help of such children, F requently after that
g requests reached us. It was impossible for any
Government official (and the higher placed the more
impossible) to discover or verify facts for himself

he moment such a man walks down an Indian street
every blind, metaphorically speaking, is drawn, and
no ’lz‘nan ever sees bﬁcll:ind those blinds. :
; 0 attempt to find out what it wanted to kno
Government would have had to employ agents :‘:

well paid as to be above the temptation to accept a
bribe, and, even so, the truth would most robably
have eludec_i them for various reasons whicllx> do not
concern t}ns story. From this on, therefore, from
time to time certain expenses had to be incurred
which could in the nature of things show no visible
‘r)esult; for though more than one Bill was framed none

ecame law. The powers against it proved too
strong. ‘This is not the loss it sounds. Those who
know India know why. But the good men and true
who did Horestly try to better things were worthy of
any help we could give them, and never was a long

e Yy

SIMLA, AND THE FIRST NURSERY ¢

costly journey undertaken, never a quiet week’s life
in temple rest-house or wayside open shelter, with
the one inconspicuous object of listening and
watching accomplished, but special sums dropped as
if from the skies to meet these unexpected charges.

There was at that time an I.C.S. man in South
India who, reading what we had written about the
facts as we knew them, was extremely indignant and
resolved to disprove them. But he found this im-
possible. And one of the first gifts which reached us
from outside the inner circle was from that man, who
has been our firm friend ever since. Such gifts
helped to meet these less missionary expenses; but in
the accounts given in this book they are all merged in
one; for they all belonged to the one work which our
Father had given us to do.

Such activities, however, led to its becoming
known in the underworld of South India that we were
trying to get these children, and people in sympathy
told us when they knew of such; this led soon to the
need of nurseries. The first of these has a tale of
its own.

We had been given a sum of money to use for this

urpose. It was enough to build a room 24 by 12
E:et. This was less than half as long a room as there
was space to build round a courtyard already in use.
To the Indian builder such a use of space is
foolish. Why not go right round and finish off with a
walled-in verandah, Indian fashion? ‘That would be
sensible. All this was duly explained to me, and I

saw their point, and told them I thought the Father

of these little children would very likely give them a

larger room if we asked Him. So we did, kneeling
2
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down there and then in the middle of the heaps off
sun-dried bricks. It is Thursday. Let the worlc
stop till Monday,” we said, wishing to give time to be:
shown exactly how we should build. Monday wafs
our mail day, and guidance about such things often.
came on mail days through the gifts which reached
us then. {

But on Saturday a letter came with notes for two
hundred rupees, marked clearly ¢ For a new Nursery.’

It had been posted in Madras in the evening of the,
day we had prayed for a gift to go on with. The)

Hindu masons looked at those notes as if they had
dropped from heaven, as assuredly they had. Before

we required more, another one hundred came in the

same way. And again fifty. By that time the work
was finished. We needed no more, and no more
came. These gifts were anonymous. Some. time
afterwards the giver became known to me. She told
me she had not known anything of our building
operations, but one day in the beginning of that same
week she had felt impelled to write to her bank in
Madras, and direct them to send that sum of money
and mark it in that way. As she was two days from
Madras, her letter reached them just in time toenable
them to post on the Thursday of our prayer.

¢ Christ Jesus our Lord: in whom we have . . .
access with confidence.” Are any words in the New
Testament more willing to be put to proof ?

el ofigilinds . o

Wl

!

e

CHAPTER 1V
ROSE-SPRAY AND RAIN

From the beginning of my missionary life there had
been one at home whose delight it was to supply, so
far as in him lay, the munitions of war, as he called
them. The first little account book shows the
writing, familiar at that time to thousands, and to me
now, reminiscent of all that is most loving, most
fatherly in love. But, as though to teach one that
for this new work, and on to the end, henceforth all
one’s confidence, all one’s hope was to be God and
God alone, the last long illness of this dear earthly
friend, Robert Wilson of Broughton Grange; Cum-
berland, had now set in, and soon after the beginning
of the Temple children’s work his help ceased. This
sudden ceasing in the book of gifts is very marked.
¢ Believe ye that I am able to do this? I alone with-
out another ?’ They said unto Him, ¢ Yea, Lord.’

And now began that series of provisions and inter-
positions to which the wondering soul can never be-
come accustomed, as though it were a light and little
thing for the God of all the earih to take thought for
us. Never once in fifteen years has a bill been left
unpaid. Never once has man or woman been told
when we were in need of help; but never once have
we lacked any good thing. Once, as if to show what
could be done if it were required, 27 came by tele-
gram. Once in an hour of need; ¢f whick not one on

11
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earth had heard the least whisper, some one emergcd
from the clamouring crowd at the Tinnevelly Bridge
railway station, slipped a gift into my hand as I was
about to get into tge train, and was lost ‘again in the
crowd. And a day or two afterwards a gift came
from the one who was then our District Court Judge.
So from the first we learned that God’s ravens fly
in quite unlikely places; telegraph offices, railway
stations and district courts are not the places where
we should have looked for them.

Dohnavur is very inaccessible. This is good, as it
leaves us free for the greater part of the year to work
without interruption, and it is much safer for the
children. But it means, of course, that not much
comes by hand to us, and there has always to be
money in the cash box for sudden calls.

Twice during the early months we were left with-
out any. There was some in the bank four hundred
miles away; but this could only be obtained by
cheque upon the mission office in Palamcottah, a day’s
journey distant. There had been robberies on the
road between, which is in part open plain, and liable
to robberies. So the usual messenger had not gone,
and no one could be found to go. The Government
post however came and went as usual. Into the
middle of this hiatus dropped a letter and a telegram.
We had to send money by money order to a place

" eight hundred miles away by return of post, if we
wanted to save a child discovered there. To delay
meant almost certainly losing the child. The letter
telling us so had been followed by the telegram, and
both arrived together. The same post brought us
exactly the sura required by money order from

ROSE-SPRAY AND RAIN 13

Canada. We sent if off that same day and it was in
time to save the child.

These earlier experiences have been told else-
where,® we only gather them up now because they
belong in spirit to this special book, and touching on
them lightly-we will pass on.

One then, which greatly helped our faith, was the
coming of the sum (£20) we needed to meet a rice bill
which was larger than we were prepared for. The
money came just in time to pay it. The sack of rice
was poured out on the ground—I can see it now—
and then it came.

Another help, of which I cannot think without
seeing a rose-spray beaten in a rainy wind, occurred
in the Hills, where a little room, whose window was
set in climbing pink geranium and roses, was the place
where I learnedafresh what wonderful things our God
cando. I had asked for the comfort of a certain sum
of money to come in the mail. And it had come.t
Outside the sky was darkening for rain; I saw a little
long light rose-spray with opening buds tossed about
and swung up and down, and then bent as it seemed
to breaking-point under the first fierce onslaught of
the wind. Then the rain fell. Rain in India falls
in sheets, or in straightly slanted lines like the strokes
of a scourge. Under each smiting the rose-spray
bent till it almost touched the ground, but between

® Lotus Buds. The Beginning of a Story. Ponnamal,

t It was £40. Those were early days, and we were learning the truth
of St. Augustine’s ‘ Our daily furnace is the tongue of man '—woman, I
should have said, that day—I can hear still the airy ‘ Well, I thought
Indian babies could live on rice-water I’ and here we were needing {40 for

milk foods. But the story is told fully on p. 242 of the big first edition of
Lotus Buds (p. 240 in the smaller later editions), so I need not repeat it.
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each it sprang up again with such a living quick re-
bound that it was as though it were verily alive and
exulting. And I watched, fascinated by the power
of the life in it, till a sudden burst of sunshine scat-
tered the clouds, ended the rain and set that happy
rose-spray all but singing aloud for the joy of its dewy
buds and fresh-washed glistening leaves.

A few days later we were down in the Plains, and
there was 'i: very fierce beating of a storm of wind
and rain, and while this storm was upon us it chanced
that we were concerned about a money order for
Rs. 150, which had to be sent to Ponnamal who was in
charge of thelittle branch nurseryat Neyyoor inSouth
Travancore. She was as careful as it was possible
to be, and a very clever manager; but even so, things
were costing much more than we had expected. We
had yet to learn by blessed practice, though we knew
it of course in theory, that expenses whether counted
in pence, or shillings, or pounds, or hundreds of
gounds, are all one to God. I hope we have never

een careless about spending the pence, or their equi-
valent annas, and we had tried to avoid the little

addition of the commission on the money order, but

could not. So it went.

One week later a money order reached us for
Rs. 151.14.0. So the Neyyoor bill was repaid even
to the commission, and there was something over.

There is a verse in the New Testament which no
Indian grain merchant or buyer of grain ever requires
to be explained to him. Seller sells, and buyer%uys,
according to this rule, ¢ good measure, pressed down,

and shaken together, and running over.” This is the

measure expected. If what is called ¢ flat” measure
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is wanted, it is so stated, otherwise the running over
kind is taken for granted all round.

Our God gives like that, even to the odd annas
over. There is no ¢ flat > measure with Him.

But we had not nearly got to the end of the storm.
The nursery work was attacked by a gang of evil men,
led by one who was known for miles round as pre-
eminent in wickedness. Those who were bringing
children to us were tried in various ways and became
discouraged. Some who had been keen lost interest;
and yet we had to go on, and soon a little new nursery
was the need of the day: so we prayed for it.

I was in a bullock-cart travelfing back from a dis-
tant place and using the uninterrupted leisure to plan
the room and to pray for it, when the local postman
passing, recognizing the cart and coming behind,
thrust aside the sack hanging over its open end and
Eut into my hands a bundfeu:)f letters, the mail he had

een taking to the bungalow. I opened that bundle
with feelings of expectancy those living in this way
will understand. In it was a letter with a cheque
bearing the name Arrowsmith. This name stirred a
memory. For long ago Mr. Edwin Arrowsmith took
a children’s service in Harrogate, and to that service
the children of a certain school went. In the quiet at
the end, a sense of the great love of God came to a
child kneeling there. It was the single watered
momtent of an arid three years. The cheque was
from a member of that family, and the name unseen,
unheard of for so many years, woke thoughts like
fountains. Something in the letter now read made it
clear that the gift was that for which I had been
waiting, the Sign gift for the new room. At once
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therefore, material up to its measure was ordered.
More came as more was needed, and the room was
built that nine years later was to be heaven’s waiting-
room to Ponnamal, the room where she heard her
music and through all her long pain was comforted.
But long before that, before the room was roofed, the
intended device of the evil one failed, and we were
delivered from all our fears.

Storm and rain and a rosebud spray. God’s rose-
sprays are safe in God’s rain.

—

g m——

CHAPTER V
ANATHOTH

WaEN we came to Dohnavur, the house which had
been empty for many years stood in the midst of a
small waste, over whose low mud walls the animals of
two villages strayed at their gleasure,' and in which
half the neighbourhood seemed to camp as a matter of
course. Gradually things became more orderly; and,
as the work began to grow and more space was
walnted, we added to it slice by slice as we were
able.

Buying land in India is no trifie. Every minute
section is possessed, not by one man, but by his family,
and the consent of each member of the family, major
and minor, has to be sought and bought. These
small transactions are not counted in the price of the
land nor did we include them in our accounts. They
were as nothing in comparison with the expenditure
of time they demanded, the endless agreements and
changes, as some lost and objecting paternal uncle’s
second wife’s brother’s son was retrieved, and had to
be placated, the leisurely palavers, and the various in-
volved ¢ makings of friendship ’ necessary for even the
simplest negotiations. For .this is old India, not
modern, and we do not pay people to carry our bur-
dens, we carry them ourselves.

Finally, thirty deeds of sale of various sorts accom-
plished, the required legal formalities completed, the

X7,
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minors’ matters happily settled, and the documents
safe, we began to p our good p it Butin
all this buying we walked softly. s

One evening—it was December 23, 1913—we went
up to the tree that then bordered our dominion, and
considered the question of refusing or accepting an
offer that had just come from two sets of owners, who
till then had been unwilling tosell. And we prayed,
standing under the tree, for wisdom and guidance,
and then (for we could not help fearing these ex-
genditures, and wanted to be very sure indeed) for a

ign by the mail, due next day. 'The sum required
as an advance to secure the land was Rs. 450.

That Christmas Eve mail brought Rs.500 from one
whose name was till that day unknown. All through
that month gifts had been very small. This gift
stood out distinctly as apart from all others and,
coming on that day so close upon our prayer under
the tree, carried a sense of conviction to us which
quieted our fears. ¢ Great cheer’ was the entry in
our note book that day, and the Christmas festival
over, on December 26, the first advance payment for
that land was given, Rs. 450. Thus we continued,
buying as we could, for ten years and five months.
The first payment of Rs. 50 was made on April 1,
1904, the last of Rs. 1,217.4.0 on September 8,
1914. And I never understood the story of the
buying of the field at Anathoth as I did at the
moment I handed the last cheque to Little Brother (a
talland otherwise huge landowner of that name) who,
after years of refusal, consented to sell it just before
the war made such buying feel most impossible.
¢ And Thou hast said unto me, O Lord God, Buy thee

ANATHOTH 19

the field for money.” For truly it had been little
less than that.

One day, long before there was the least need of it
(before even in dreams I had passed the limit of the
new mud wall, thrown round what had seemed a pur-
chase sufficient to last for years, for ever indeed), as I
stood on the nearly completed last new nursery-veran-
dah which commanded a view of a fair field beyond,
reaching in fact right up to a village on the north, the
word came as clearly as ever I had known it, ¢ Ask for
that piece ofland.’

¢ But, Lord, we do not want it.” And again the
word came, ¢ Ask.”

1 had never asked for an unwanted thing and was
puzzled. I recalled the first time it had been shown
that 1 John v. 14, 15 was not a word to be whittled
away till it ended in practically nothing, but literally
and limitlessly true. Standing there. on that un-
finished verandah I traversed the long road between
that day and this, and could not recall one instance
when an undesired thing was asked. But there was
no escape from that strange urging as of another will
than mine; so I asked for the field, adding though, I
remember, ¢ But have we not enough ¥’

This was the field whose purchase was completed
during the trouble and uncertainty of those early
days of war.

F:Jr in the most direct way gifts had come that paid
for it. One from South Africa from an unknown
friend ; one from another who said, ¢ Write nonamein
{our Gift book, only write ““His hand,”” and obeying

so entered it, and now cannot remember the name.
Do the angels keep a roll of the names of the Lord’s
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anonymous givers? There are many anonymous
angels, perhaps they have charge of that roll. Then
came another large gift from one who felt sure,
though I did not then, that there were plans for ex-
tension in His mind for us. And so I knew that this
was the word of the Lord. And I bought the field,
subscribed the evidence, and sealed it according to
the customs of the land, and it became ours. And
Anathoth means 4nswers.
Was ever name more fitting? Answered are the
uestions about the need to have it. It is all used.
anwered too the wonder about the means to buy it.
All the money spent on it was special and apart. And
answered the question about why, so previously,
I had been directed to ask. Close upon that
time people round us sank wells and began to culti-
vate. Our being here, we were told, made them feel
safe. Right round that field these field-gardens rose,
but never one encroached onit. Once wells are sunk
land becomes much more valuable. Had even one
crossed the limit set by that strangely commanded
prayer others would have worked their way in, pay-
ing for little plots of it almost as much as we paid for
the whole. %ow our wall is bounded by these outer
cultivations, green fringes for the pleasant place that
is our Anathoth.

CHAPTER VI
COURT FEES

THERE was a time when we had to fight battles in the
Court, to save a child from the power of a mother so
wicked that after bearing with her for years her
village, not too particular where such things are con-
cerned, had burnt her house down and turned herout.

We lost our case however (in the District Court),
and the Judge decreed that we were to pay costs all
round. ;

Three weeks before the bill was sent in, 2 man in
London, manager of a well-known business house,
was wakened and caused to understand that he was to
send a cheque to us next day. He was also caused to
pray for us very earnestly, and having committed us,
with full assurance that help and comfort had
reached us, he slept again.

Next morning when he went to the City he was
reminded of that word that had come to him in the
night. ¢ My days were an awful rush and once in the
vortex it was almost impossible to stop. Imme-
diately I got to my room, before taking off my hat and
top coat or even putting my umbrella in the stand, I
pressed the bell for the chief cashier and another for
my typist. They arrived almost together and I said,
‘“ Let me know what is in hand for Dohnavur and
bring the cheque book with you.” While he avas
gone I dictated the letter to you, which was some-
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thing to the effect that it had been laid on my heart
to send a cheque for what was in hand, and that I had
been concerned and had been praying, and was now at
rest. Your reply which came in about six weeks told
that the case had been decided against you, and that
you had to [iay costs on both sides, and that the
cheque was the exact sum, to the rupee, to pay the
bill of costs.” I was not free then to tell the greater
comfort of the hour—it was that just as that man
prayed, help came, the Courts of Heaven reversed the
order of the Courts of earth and the child was saved.

That battle story is an old tale now. The letter
copied here came only the other day, something had
recalled it to the writer’s mind and he told me for the
first time what I have nowsetdown. A coincidence ?
Perhaps so, but by whose ordering? Of what
nature?  And how very good to experience. Would
that all the Lord’s peo eind such coincidences upon
every difficult day of %fe. Truly, as the mother of
two whom we hope to welcome soon writes in a recent
letter, ¢ Is there anything more helpful than just to
find out what more He can do #’

CHAPTER VII
JACOB’S LADDER

Trere are many such in our records. There was
seldom time to write them down, but a cutting from
a home magazine, with a date or two and a note,
makes yesterday as today, clean-edged in every little
fine-carven memory.

After some six years of search for and the gathering
in of children, it became clear that they mustsomehow
be taught, and, nurseries being unsuitable for school-
rooms as a permanence, that meant a school-house
must be planned and begun as soon as possible.

We had not thought of anything large, but as we
pondered the matter ¢ as it were the appearance ’ of
something large was shown. Our way where build-
ings are concerned is to ask for a pattern. At that
time we did not think of any other way, hardly knew,
indeed, there-was another way, for we are far out in
the country here, and by sheer force of circumstances
do sometimes what must seem rather audacious
things. Years after our school was built a friend, in
telling us of building tribulations, told us the price
paid for plans such as could be submitted to Govern-
ment, and it did seem very wonderful that this

had been saved, for we knew nothing what-.

ever about building, and might so easily have made
mistakes. I can only gratefully believe that, the
Perfect-in-Kenowledge directing, we were saved from

a3
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such mistakes, and guided into wise ways by His great
kindness.

Now the perplexing thing in this case was that the
pattern that seemed to be shown was much too large
for our requirements. We had enough money, a
special gift, for a building framed on a smaller pattern.

hy then the larger, costlier plan? But it was
drawn, and considered, and on January 17, 1910, the
estimate was made. It far passed the limits of that
gift.

We were puzzled, just as we had been about being
caused to ask for the unwanted land. We did not
want more than was required. The children come
slowly. They are never saved in shoals. Should we
ever have a number large enough to use profitably
such a building? Also, if our whole thought in
educating them is only that they may be winners of
souls, would not the least costly of buildings suffice ?
Why this so costly pattern? Not that it was
extravagant. It would not have passed Government
requirements. It was quite a simple building,
though it seemed a great adventure to us.

In India the custom is for mission schools to be
under Government. Plans are submitted, and if
passed half the cost is borne by Government. Some-
times when we read statements about costs (for

example, ¢ for so much a year you can have a child’)
we wonder for a moment why no such sum, with us at
least, would honestly cover expenses, forgetting that
such items as buildings are not counted into that
alluringly small sum. But our Father never forgets,
50 it does not much matter that we do.

These thoughts, however, did not trouble us on
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that day, January 17, 1910, when the plan that was to
supply the need of the then unimagined future, lay
before us sketched on a piece of paper in red lines and
blue. ¢And look that thou maE: them after the
pattern that was showed thee on the mount,’ was the
only thought in mind. And I well remember the
questions which led at last to the definite request,
5 Sl(;ov:' me a token for good that we may know what
to do.

There was much else to think of then, for the time
was f‘ull of distress, and the great toil of the Court case
was just beginning. There was little leisure there-
fore for thought about such things as buildings.
Flesh and spirit were spent out to the uttermost, and
except when something recalled that prayer of
January 17, it fell out of mind. But on the 2oth
of that same month, what we then and ever since
have regarded as a three-fold token for good was
given.

The 2oth was our mail day. In the Life of Faith
we found a gift unusually large, £31 115. 6d. from ten
givers. A money order for £5 came from the father
of one who had just offered to us, ¢ A thank-offering
for great joy.’ And the C.I.LM. book, Faith and
Facts, was sent to us.

Sorich a gift coming immediately upon our prayer,
so loving a gift from a father who was already giving
so much (‘ Shall He not with Him also freely give ?’
was a word opened then), so inspiring a gift as this
book which swung faith and expectation high, for
God is not the God of China only, He is the God of
India too—these three tokens for good together had
a voice that could not bemistaken. I remember

&)
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taking the paper down to the place where our school
was to be, and looking again at the initials of the nine
givers. (The name the tenth chose was  the truth
of God’) And I flew across the sea to them' in
thought and asked God to thank them.

We took it then as settled that the larger plan was
of the Lord’s counsel and that therefore what was
required for it would come. The masons agreed to
work on these somewhat novel lines. They were to
go on and build exactly as the money came, and to
that limit only. Much wondering, they began.
What we had in hand was enough for the foundations.

In February a letter came from a new friend. It
was dated January 17, the day we had waited upon
our God about the pattern. It told of £100 on its
way to us. We took that letter to the masons and
translated it. Who that has had such a hapﬂ thmg
to do will ever forget the doing of it? We had tol
these men that our God heard prayer. They
knew all about the prayer of January l{. Here
was that very date on the letter.” And we looked to
see them kneel before Him, convinced that in very
truth He is the God of gods. ~ But we had to wait for
that. Caste bound them hand and foot. Not till he
had wandered far from the Lover of souls did the
chief of that little group * fall at His lotus feet ’ saying
as he passed into the life beyond, ¢ Not Siva now, not
Siva and Jesus. It is Jesus the Lord only.’ We
stood with the men awhile, and there under the clear
sky among the heaps of building stuff we worshipped.
And turning, we would not have been surprised had
we seen Him under the trees, as we passed into their

cool shadow on our way back to the house.

JACOB’S LADDER 27

And lo, Christ walking on the water,
Not of Gennesaret, but Thames.

Blessed be the truth in such words.

Steadily on from that time forth gifts, over and
above supplies for other needs, came to us for the
building, for they were so marked that we were free
to use them as required. Not one of these special
givers knew anything of what we were doing. They
were not in touch with us in any way and the gifts (as
indeed all ours are, for we count nothing as a subscrip-
tion) were among those delightful mercies whose
pleasure is doubled by the element of surprise. Do
not little children love surprises? And what are we
after all but our Father’s little children ?

So the building was finished. In it is a large room
which holds all our present family; in it we celebrate .
our festivalsand our joyous Sunday worship, that half-
hour’s Adoration which colours all the week. And
among the words written up in it is this, chosen by
the child for whom the Court battle was fought and
by God’s grace won, ¢ I will bless the Lord who has
given me counsel.” Counsel in plan; as we have long
ago proved, our thought would have been all wrong.
Counsel in prayer; for we know not what we should
&;ay for as we ought. ‘His name shall be called

onderful, Counsellor . . . the everlasting Father.’
¢ Your Father knoweth what things ye have need of
before ye ask Him,” yes, and before we even know
them ourselves.

Those who possess a microscope know how, in
examining into any minute work of the Lord, detail
opens into detail as a higher and higher power is used.
And so it seems to us it is with these accounts. For
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example that first gift opens as we look into it. It
came through the generous comradeship of a member
of the bravelittle Ceylon and Indian General Mission,
who in taking meetings for his own mission in
Australia, spoke of us. Then one whose life is given
to the interests of a keen mission there, was moved to
send the sum which started what we look upon as our
training ground for evangelists. ~Could any gift be
more fragrant, more steeped in the spirit of the
Master ?

But time would fail to look into these matters.
Perhaps the angels see them spread like pictures before
them, and looking, laugh for joy. Only let us end by
noting that single date, January 17, 1910. In India,

rayer for guidance and for the money needed to
ollow it. In England, prayer for direction about
the giving of a gift. Thus shines

The traffic of Jacob’s ladder,
Pitched between Heaven and Charing Cross.

There is no ancient, no modern, where the things
of the Lord are concerned.

CHAPTER VIII
AS WE HAVE HEARD, SO HAVE WE SEEN

Do doors of sorrow and of loss always lead into
wealthy places? He who is known as Walker of
Tinnevelf was taken from us in August 1912.

He hady been a splendid friend. When first the

* children’s work began he was at home, and his letters

were doubtful, for he had never been in that which I
have called the Underworld, and could not measure
its need. But when, upon his return, he set himself
to discover the true state of things, and knew them
to be indeed a call, his attitude changed and he stood
by us and was shelter from the smile that somehow
was harder to bear than the scourge of the tongue.
¢ A faithful friend is astrong defence, and he that hath
found such a one hath found a treasure.” Never were
truer words.

Now he was suddenly taken from us. We had to
learn to do without.

That month of August was full of trials of many
kinds. A child died in painful circumstances. Very
little money came in. Difficulties arose about a
strip of land, just then purchased. Perplexing,
wounding things happened, one after the other, and
the many enemies of the work who till then had lain
quiet, fearing our defender who was known as a strong
brave man, seemed to spring out of the ground, and
they compassed us about like bees.

9
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One Sunday a registered letter came. It wasa
lawyer’s letter dictated by a man who, after years of
disappearance from the district, had unexpectedl
reappeared; he claimed that a fraction of the soil
wegnd bought was his, and demanded it back.

His relatives had sold it to us, believing his absence
had given them the right to it, and we had never
heard his name mentioned during the prolonged
negotiation for that particular strip. It lay close to
the bungalow, and was already being built upon, the
nursery was half way up. Now the letter demanded
the pulling down of what was built, ¢ Immediately,’
otherwise the owner would take the matter to Court.

Ttie air of Courts is the breath of life to a certain
section of the Indian public. We had just been
through two years of Court troubles (culminating in
an acute six months for whose fees our Father sent us
the cheque from London), and we had urgent reasons
for not wanting to be plunged into this distress again.
There was not only Sxe land, there was the matter
of the children’s safety. One case leads to another.
In work like this many a risk has to be run if anything
vital is to be done. We earnestly prayed therefore
to be delivered from any more going to Court.

Perhaps all this will seem small to the brave women
of the present day; but we are not brave, and
we never had before been without the help of a
strong man’s hand. India is not a chivalrous
land. There were moments when we felt very
weak and very terribly alone. And the gift book
that month showed an unaccountable fall—Rs. 234
(£15 12s.) instead of about Rs. 1,000 (£66), which
was our average expenditure then. Another Court
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case would fly off with rupees; for the formal Court
fees were of course the least part of the expense. Al-
together it was a difficult time, and personal sorrow in
parting from our friend seemed the merest nothing
in comparison with new care for the children’s sake,
and the sense of the loss his absence must mean to
them.

¢ In your temptations run to the promises; they be
our Lord’s branches hanging over the water that our
Lord’s silly half-drowned children may take a grip of
them.” ‘I will in no wise fail thee, nor will I in any
wise forsake thee. The idea of fa:l is that of losing
hold, so as to withdraw the support rendered by the
sustaining grasp: that of forsake, of deserting or leav-
ing alone in the field of contest, or in a position of
suffering.”  Westcott’s note on the promise opened
it then, and we entered into a new room of quietness
in the midst of strife.

Weeks passed, and no more lawyers’ letters came.
We went on with the building of the room to be
called Faith. And from that day to this we have
never heard a single word of or from that threatener
of our peace.

And the money? This is the statement of Gifts
and Expenditure for the year, given in pounds for the
convenience of readers at home:

L id:
Giftsi 2 Yolh 1050005 I2F
Expenditure o 5 787 16 8
¢ Baskets ’* o & 262 8 7%

* See Chapter IX.
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Among the vitalized words of that time we all
remember this: ¢ As we bave heard, so have we seen,’
and indeed all the words of that Psalm of deliverance,
the forty-eighth, which was the Psalm we were read-
ing together on the Sunday when that letter came,
threatening us with such hosts of troubles. ¢ God
blew upon them, and they were scattered.’

e e ——
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CHAPTER IX
 THE BASKETS"

ONE day after an earlier time like that just described,
when what was almost anxiety was turned into .
comfort, I thought of dear younger ones who had
been given as fellow-workers, and the fear came,
What if suddenly this burden is laid upon them?
None of them have had previous experience in this
particular way of the Lord, which prepares the soul
for its peculiar disciplines. What if quite suddenly
they are left to face a situation for which they are not
responsible, before they have had time to learn how
to walk by faith? If we are fed as it were from meal
to meal, and something intercepts the coming of the
next meal, and they are alone ?

Perhaps it was a faithless thought; but we have a
tender Master. He did not rebuke, but took me to
the same chapter and the same story which had
spoken to my soul when first the work began.

¢ Philip answered Him, Two hundred pennyworth
of bread is not sufficient for them, that every one of
them may take a little.

‘. . . And Jesus took the loaves; and when He had
given thanks, He distributed to the disciples, and
the disciples to them that were set down ; and likewise
of the fishes, as much as they would.

¢When they were filled, He said to His disciples,

* See also note at end of book.
33
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bGa{.her up the fragments that remain, that nothing
e lost. :

“Therefore theygathered together and filled twelve
baskets with the fragments of the five barley loaves,
which remained over and above unto them that had
eaten.’

And, as I believed, the promise was given to me
then that there should be baskets over and above our
daily supplies, and that, just as those men and women
and their children were free to use the pieces of the
loaves over from that great meal, if they needed them
before they reached home, so we should be free to use
ours, should need arise before we too reached Home,
we and our children.

It reads simply. It felt simple as it was shown to
me and, entirely at rest, I left the matter, sure that
should my journey Home be shorter than theirs,
there would be no embarrassment, even for the little
interval which might have to elapse before the
disciples scattered all over the earth had time to
realize that everything would go on as before, if only
they did their loving part and distributed that which
was given them for us, even as they had done with
such kind hands over and over again.

And here, to make this matter quite ihin, I must
go back still further. When the work began our
needs were very small, £212 cleared the first year.
We never had paid workers, each who joined us
worked as child with mother, a way that peculiarly
appeals to the Indian mind and also, as we afterwards
discovered to our’ thankfulness, effectually excludes
all who would offer for any reason other than the
constraining love of the Lord. We did most ear-
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nestly want only such. Their needs were met from
the common fund. If they had anything of this
world’s goods, without my knowing it they sﬁgfad it
into the common stock. Thus there were no charges
such as easily might have been, and indeed no mon
could have Zought what was offered, and is offered,
by this company of Indian women, and the true
comrade who is husband of one of them.

It had been taken for granted as something that did
not need words to explain it, that we should not ask
man for help; but only God. We had found it enough
before. hen, later on, other ways were pressed
upon us by some who in their kindness thought ours
too unpractical, we could only feel about them as
David felt about the helmet and the coat of mail,
¢ I cannot go with these; for I have not proved them.’
This ground of most simple dependence was the only
ground we knew, and we could not have moved off it
except at His word.

Then, too, we did not want to touch any money
except what He meant us to use. The spending of
money is a great responsibility. We did not wish to
incur that responsigi?ity unless He so commanded.
Only so could we be sure of His guidance, and be fortified
against the peril of building up what might show well
on earth, but be of no value whatever to the K ingdom of
Heaven. Also we did not want to divert anything
from others. For this and other reasons we had no
supported children as such, we offered no attractions,
such as naturally incline the heart of the kindly to
give. We did honestly seek not to attract, but only
to draw by prayer to God those supplies He saw good
to entrust to us.
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But even so, year by year there was a little balance,
the floating balance which carries across from the old
year to the new, and is required of course till the new
supplies come in. At the end of the year, if we were
abfe, we put the floating balance of the previous year
aside, and thought of it as Baskets, the baskets over
and above, as the story of the Great Meal puts it.
Between January 1904 and January 1914, the Baskets
of fragments thus gathered expressed in rupees were
Rs. 11,101.8.8 (£740 2s. 0}d.).

¢ Whether is it easier to say, Thy sins be forgiven
thee, or to say, Arise and walk?’ I can still

. remember the puzzle of this question. It seemed so
obvious that it was easier to say, ¢ Thy sins be forgiven
thee,” for no one could immediately see whether they
were or not, but the effect of the other word lay open
at once. And yet our Lord evidently expected a
different reply.

And years after the true answer to the question was
understood, the childish thought returned in a new
form. Spiritual blessings and ¢ answers to prayer’
may possibly be imagined, at any rate it may be for
some time uncertain whether they really are or are
only imagined to be. But there is no room for imag-
ination where the figures in an account book are
concerned. Nor do bank pass books encourage that
faculty. Floweryfeelings don’t count there. Either
the prayed-for money is, or it is not. There is no
room for uncertainty.

But how eternally true the truth implicit in our
tI]?Aord’s quiet question. These records touch only

e edges of His ways.
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CHAPTER X
THE TWELVE NURSERIES AND THE BASKETS

* By 1913 we had very much felt our need of more nur-

series. An epidemic of whooping-cough, another of
measles (worse here than smallpox), smallpox twice,
fever often, dysentery sometimes, had taught us the
need of a children’s hospital and isolation room. We
are surrounded by an insanitary neighbourhood;
there is no sanitation whatever in rural India. How-
ever clean we might be inside, close round about us
on three sides was unabashed uncleanliness, we could
not always be well. So we began to ask for small
nurseries, which would set the larger rooms already
built free for these purposes. :

But we had to wait as we were not clear that we
could go on, for unexpected expenses on behalf of our
dear Ponnamal, now stricken by cancer, were upon
us, and just at this time something occurred to test to
the bottom layer those thoughts and decisions which
till now we had held unquestioned. Two friends
came to spend a day with us. They asked us if we
were in need of help.

I shall not soon forget the quick response to my
quick question, ‘May I tell them, Lord ? The
answer did not come gack so much in words as in an
assurance that He knew, and that was enough. So
they went away without knowing anything.

Then full upon us blew a hot hilast of reroptation
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