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£ OUR MESSAGE 
"LET US OCCUPY OURSELVES IN 

SERVICE." 

If believers were to occupy them-
selves more in Christian service much 
of the trouble and sorrow that comes 
to them would be avoided. And for 
this simple reason—if there were more 
service there would be less room for 
things which lead to envyings, jealous 
ies, evil speakings, personal differences 
and misunderstandings. 

A word about what we mean by 
service. The spirit of the service and 
also the motive of it must be right to 
begin with. "Whatsoever ye do do it 
heartily as to the Lord—for ye serve 
the Lord Christ," 

It is possible to be so very busy 
doing things as not to have any spare 
time you could really call your own. 
But are you doing it for the praise 
and glory of your Saviour—the Lord 
Jesus Christ. Are you sure it will not 
just prove wood, hay and stubble and 
so be burnt up? (1 Cor. 3:12-15). 

Paul speaks of "redeeming the time" 
and: he means there we should never 
miss a single opportunity. 

How sad it is to see so many 
Christians—saved, yes they have been 
redeemed but they never render the 
Lord any service. 

Satan finds work for idle hands to 
do. Why give him the chance? Get 
busy working for your Lord and Sav-
iour and you find that many of the 
sins of the flesh just disappear as you 
are engaged in the things which are of 
the Spirit. 

How much sorrow is really caused 
amongst the people of God because of 
slothfulness. There is no definite pur-
pose to serve the Lord and as a re-
sult people get taken up with all sorts 
of selfish tasks. 

The house of Stephanas is a good 
example for us all; they had ap-
pointed themselves to the Christians 
for service. (1 Cor. 16:15). 

The Lord greatly values any definite 
promise you make to Him about serv-
ing Him and if there were more of 
it amongst Christians what a great 
benefit it would be to the work of 
God and much time would be redeem-
ed instead of wasted. 

V-E DAY'S THANKSGIVING SER-
VICE AT WOORABINDA. 

(Written in Braille by George Hill and 
translated by Miss Parsons of our 

Sydney Y.W.M.). 

The day following the announcement 
by Mr. Churchill that the war was over 
in Europe, the inmates of the settle-
ment thronged to the church which was 
filled to overflowing, the porch and the 
front and side steps were also packed. 
The officials were also well represented 
by the Superintendent, the matron of 
the settlement and of the hospital, the 
clerk, the school-teacher and a few 
others. 

The service started with a note of 
praise by. the singing of "Oh, for a 
Thousand Tongues to Sing." The 
clerk, a returned digger from this war , 
spoke 'a few words on the occasion and 
expressed the hope that the war in the 

Pacific would soon come to an end. 
Other speakers were the Superintend-
ent. the school-teacher and Mr. Beas-
ley, the fa ther of one of the mission-
aries who was on a short visit. 

We all praised the Lord for His 
wonderful answer to prayer so far . But 
we have to keep on praying for peace 
that Japan will soon he conquered. 
May this be granted soon by the God 
Who is all-powerful. 

Mr. G. CORMIER 

Since sending this month's "Evangel" 
to the printer the news has come of 
the "Home-Call" of our beloved Native 
Missionary, Mr. G. Cormier. We hope 
to give fur ther details in the July 
number but we know that many of our 
readers have already heard of this and 
are upholding Mrs. Gormier a t the 
Throne of Grace. 

SUNDAY SCHOOL EXAMINATION. 

The results of our Examination held on May 5, will be printed in the July 
"Evangel." We know that many are 
eagerly looking for these results and 
we 'are all anxious to know who has 
won the Honour Shield this time, aren't 
we? 
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OUR NEWS PAGE 
Mr. and Mrs. D. Ferguson, who have 

been the Missionaries at Caroona, 
N.S.W., have had to come away from 
there as they were unable to find a 
house in a suitable place. The one 
they stayed in while there, was too 
far away from the Mission Station 
and the town and the school, and so 
was unworkable. 

They are now at Dubbo, and hope to 
be soon going to another station. Mr. 
Ferguson travelled down to Sydney at 
the beginning of May to see our Direct-
or and have a talk with her about the 
work. He was also able to go and see 
his sister, Miss Isabelle Ferguson, who 
Is training as a nurse at the Camper-
down Children's Hospital. 

Mr. Will Dargin, from Dubbo, ac-
companied Mr. Ferguson to Sydney as 
he was going through to work at Port 
Kembla. He didn't expect to see his 
wife and family for about a month 
and we know they will all miss him 
very much. 

Mr, Dargin reminded Mrs. Long that 
she had met him at Bulgandramine 
many years ago, and also Mr. Henry 
Solomon and Mr. Ted Dargin and Mr. 
Bill Towney and others when they 
were all boys together, and Mrs. Long 
very much enjoyed seeing him and 
speaking to him again. 

Mr. Dargin went with Mr. Ferguson 
to visit the latter's sister and later 
they both went back to Central 
Station where Mr. Dargin caught the 
train to Port Kembla. 

While the two men were sitting on 
a seat out at the hospital, waiting to 
see Mr. Fergusons's sister, a lady ask-
ed them could they tell her about a 
certain bus and when it would be 
running. Mr. Ferguson said, no, he 
couldn't tell her that as he was a 
stranger down from the country. 

The lady asked him was he visiting 
a patient there and he explained he 
was there to see his sister who was 
a nurse. She told him she was there 
to visit a sick one, and somehow, 
something in Mr. Ferguson's face made 
this friend ask him, "Are you a 
Christian?" 

"Yes," replied Mr. Ferguson, "are 
you?" 

"Yes," the answer came again, and 
another question was put to Mr. Fer-
guson. "Do you know Mrs. Long, of 
the A.I.M.?" 

"Oh, yes," replied Mr. Ferguson, "I'm 
one if the A.I.M. workers." 

How overjoyed was this lady, whose 
named was Mrs. Weir, the wife of a 
minister, and a life-long friend of our 
Director, Mrs. Long, as she told Mr. 
Ferguson of how she knew all about 
the work of the A.I.M. 

They chatted a while longer and 
Mrs. Weir gave Mr. Ferguson a book 
she happened to have with her in which 
she wrote her name and address. 
That night Mrs. Weir telephoned Mrs. 
Long's home to tell her what a cheer 
and inspiration it had been to her in 
her own service for Jesus Christ to 
meet one who loves Him too, and is 
seeking to serve Him. Mrs. Weir told 
us she knew Mr, Ferguson was a 
Christian by the way he spoke when 
he answered her question about the 
bus, and by the expression on his face. 

That reminds us of what was said 
about Peter and John in Acts 4:13. 
"They took knowledge of them, that 
they had been with Jesus." 

Mr. Ferguson told Mrs. Long about 
the day when the results came out of 
an examination his sister had sat for 
at the hospital, and how she had 
started to look right at the bottom of 
the long list of nurses' names for her 
own. She couldn't find it at the bot-
tom of the list, so she went up and up 
the list, and still up—in fact she had 
to go right to the top of the list, and 
there she found her own name! Well 
done, Miss Isabelle Ferguson! 

Now that these missionaries have 
had to come away from Caroona it 
has been left without a missionary, 
and there are other places too which 
have not a missionary to help them— 
Moree, Walcha, Walgett, Tabulam and 
Moonah Cullah, to mention a few in 
New South Wales, and in Queensland, 
Mitchell and Cunnamulla and South 
Queensland. 

Then there are our Mission Stations 
in the Northern Territory, some of 
which we had to leave without Mis-
sionaries when the war started in the 
Pacific, and now we may soon be able 
to send Missionaries back there. 

Will you pray that the Lord! Jesus 
will send out more missionaries, so 
that all our stations will soon have 
someone to help them again, and that 
those of our people in the Northern 

(Continued on Page 4) 
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stories from Other Lands 
THE MAGIC 

POISON - KILLER 
(A Story of India). 

It was hardly daylight in the Indian 
village when Timmaya Reddi, a high-
caste Hindu lad of sixteen, started 
out with his uncle, who was a land-
owner of good position. 

There was much work to be done 
before the heat of the day, and so to 
the sugar-cane field they went, to see 
that all the irrigation channels were 
open, and that the field was well sup-
plied with water. 

"Timmaya, you must see what is 
blocking this channel; the water is not 
running freely here," said his uncle 
as he paused. 

The lad forced his way through the 
tall canes and carefully looked into the 
channel. 

"Here is a piece of wood covered 
over with leaves and grass, but I'll 
soon remove it with my axe," said 
Timmaya, as he struck a hard blow. 

But what was that? In a moment 
the seeming reddish brown log became 
an angry snake, and the creature in 
its fury turned and struck its poison-
ous fangs into the lad's ankle, as if to 
pay for the blow he had given it. 

"A snake!" shouted Timmaya, as he 
fell over among the sugar-canes. He 
.just saw the glare of the eyes and the 
dreaded fangs of his enemy as the 
huge reptile turned and disappeared; 
then for a few seconds he felt a great 
pain in his leg and his heart beat so 
quickly as the poison went through his 
blood. Then all was still, and the boy 
lay unconscious on the grass. 

"Quick! Quick! Take him to the 
missionary doctor. He arrived last 
night. He is in his tent now. He al-
ways cures snake bites," cried the vil-
lagers who were crowding round. 

Timmaya's uncle took the boy on his 
shoulder, and two strong cousins went 
with him, who took turns in carrying 
him. At last that awful journey was 
over and Timmaya was laid down in 
the missionary's tent. 

"Can he cure him? Can he cure 
him?" questioned some. 

"Alas! He is already dead," said 
others. 

"Quiet! Quiet!" said the doctor, as 

he brought out a bottle containing the 
'Magic Poison-Killing Liquid', as the 
people call the remedy used by medical 
missionaries. Opening the teeth of the 
boy the doctor placed a few drops of 
the famous cure in his mouth and 
sprayed more into his nostrils. One 
helper poured it into the wounds made 
by the snake, and another rubbed it 
over the vein of his leg, which was 
almost like a piece of rope. The uncle 
was told to move Timmaya's arms up 
and down, to restore the breathing of 
the almost lifeless boy. 

Breathlessly, the fifty people who 
had gathered round, watched to see 
what effect the 'Magic Poison-Killing 
Liquid' would have. 

"He breathes! He moves! He is 
recovering!" whispered those who 
were nearest. In half-an-hour the boy 
sat up and asked what had happened. 
In an hour, with the help of his 
uncle, he was able to walk to the house 
of a relative, and on the second day 
he returned home. 

He never forgot that terrible ex-
perience, and never ceased to be grate-
ful to the missionary for his healing. 
Twenty-four years later, Timmaya 
Reddi, now a rich landowner, escorted 
by one of the Indian Christians, walk-
ed ten miles to see his friend, the 
doctor, and to tell once more his deep 
and life-long gratitude. 

And as the doctor spoke of the 
"Magic Poison-Killing Liquid" which 
had saved his visitor's life, he told 
Timmaya of the Old Serpent and of 
the poison of sin, which brings death 
in its train, and which can be removed 
only by the cleansing power of the 
blood of Jesus Christ, Who takes away 
the venom of sin, and gives eternal life 
to all who will accept His healing. 

(Continued f rom P a g e 3) 
Territory and in Queensland who have 
never heard of how the Lord Jesus 
came down to earth to help them and 
deliver them, will hear the Gospel 
story before it is too late? 

Will you pray too that many more 
of our own people will be raised up 
as leaders and preachers to take the 
places of Mr. Knox and Mr. Cormier, 
and to help to fill the vacant places? 
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YOUNG FOLKS 
RESULTS OF APRIL 

COMPETITIONS. 

Missing Word "Comfortable." 
CLASS 1.— 

1st Pr ize : Cousin Gloria Meredith, 
Cherbourg. 

2nd Pr ize : Cousin Betty Fisher, 
Otford. 

Stars : Vivienne Woods, Gayndah; 
Monica Homer, Pilliga; Dulcie Den-
nison, Dalwood; Merle Bamblett, Beryl 
Simpson, Narrandera; Lucy Wallace, 
Paddy Wallace, Lindsay Rosendale, 
George Rosendale, Gertie Wallace, 
Leonard Rosendale, Herbert McLaen, 
Henry Baru, Eileen Pearson, Amy 
Pearson, Archie Gibson, Douglas Gib-
son, Roy Mclvor, Violet Gordonvale, 
Eric Deeral. Duro Baru, Lex Deemal, 
Ann Deemal, Woorabinda; Beryl Ed-
wards, Ian Thompson, Valda Kennedy, 
Annie Wickey. Roy Kennedy, Betty 
Charles. Darlington Point; Margaret 
Kelly, Fred Murray, Menindee; Betty 
Browning, Marie Phillips, Ernes t 
Phillips, Rose Moreton, Fingal Point; 
Ethel Goolagong, Condobolin; Merna 
Hegarty, Linda Fogarty, Jean Wil-
liams, Phyllis Bond, Maud Malone, 
Bessie Williams, Barbara Edwards, 
Cherbourg; Estella Sedgman, Kevin 
Bond, Glen Wagg, Eidsvold. 
CLASS 2.— 

1 st Prize: Cousin Betty Edwards, 
Darlington Point. 

2nd Pr ize : Cousin Lily Lyons, 
Narrandera. 

Stars : Harold Kirby, Har t ley Kirby, 
Balranald; May Beezley, Shirley 
Wagg, Dan Wagg, Nancy Fuller, Amy 
Wragge, Ralph Couchy, Richard Pope, 
Monica Wragge, Eidsvold; Noelene 
Crowe, Marie O'Chin, Fred Cobbo, 
Norma Hegarty, Joe Fogarty. Jean 
Phillips. Lindsay Malone. Cherbourg; 
Richard Phillips, Fingal Point; Biddy 
Kelly, Flora Johnson, Dulcie King, 
Beryl Kelly, John Burke, Menindee; 
Keith Kennedy, Hea the r Edwards, 
Margaret Jones, George Kennedy, 
Darlington Point; Henry Deeral, Doris 
Gibson, Charlie Pearson, Ruth Mclvor, 
Esther Rosendale, Woorabinda; Fay 
Lyons. Edna Paynter. Nancy Scott, 
Jean Bamblett, Narrandera. 

These cousins sent in answers to the 
"S" Competition but were too late for 
last month's list. They will receive a 
star. Joyce Bugg, Edna Wallace, Joan 

Bugg, Dot Carroll, Joyce Wilson, Agnes 
Wedge. Margaret Murray, Thelma Car-
roll, Kelvin Wilson. 

AWARDS FOR SIX STARS. 

Richard Pope, May Beezley, Eids-
vold; Thelma Carroll, Cowra, Ernest 
Phillips, Fingal Point; Margaret Kelly, 
Menindee; Roy Kennedy, Betty Ed-
wards, Darlington Point; Doris Gibson, 
Duro Baru, Eileen Pearson, Paddy 
Wallace, Woorabinda, 

NEW COUSINS. 
We give a loving welcome to these 

new cousins this month: Estella 
Sedgman, Joyce Bugg, Vivienne Woods, 
Agnes Wedge, Merle Bamblett, Beryl 
Simpson, Lily Lyons, Fay Lyons, Edna 
Paynter . Nancy Scott, Jean Bamblett. 
The last seven are all from Narrand-
era. Here is a special verse for you 
from God's word : "Love not the world, 
nei ther the things tha t a re in the 
world." 1 John 2:15. 

LETTERS FROM OUR COUSINS. 

Eidsvold, 
Dear Cousin Evangel, 

I thought you would like to hear 
about our Mother's Day. We had a 
big service in the paddock at 2.30 in 
the afternoon when a lot of visitors 
came, counting them there were 55 
here altogether. It was a lovely sunny 
afternoon and we did thank God for 
giving us such a lovely day. Some 
friends from Mundubbera came and 
brought their organ and guitar. 

My brother, Glen, read the scripture 
lesson and he also sang a duet with 
Kevin. I gave all the mothers a white 
flower to wear and they all received 
a little book-mark. You will be pleased 
to know that six of the Juniors said 
the verses on "MOTHER" that were in 
the last "Evangel". Miss Bellinger 
made big cardboard letters and cover-
ed them with cotton wool and then we 
pinned white flowers on them. 

The Sunday School children sang the 
little hymn that was in the "Evan-
gel," too. Three little boys were dedi-
cated to God in this service. Amy 
and Monica sang together. Amy said 
a recitation and May sang a solo. 

(Continued on Page 7) 
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PRIVATE JOHN KNOX, A.I.F. 

The sad news of the death of Pri-
vate John Knox, A.I.F. (formerly 
Native Worker of Boggabilla) while a 
prisoner-of-war In Japanese bands, has 
reached us. 

Over 300 of our Aboriginal men of 
N.S.W. enlisted in the A.I.F. and went 
for th to serve in our forces. Amongst 
a number who volunteered from Bog-
gabilla, seven passed the medical test 
and were accepted, our brother, John 
Knox, being one of these. He was a 
married man with a wife and 8 child-
ren, and another little girl was born 
later. As he looked around on the men 
enlisting and heard of so many more 
doing so. he felt impelled to enlist also 
that: he might shepherd them as a ser-
vant of the Lord. 

Mr. and Mrs. Bobbins in writing of 
his going wrote : "We must report the 
loss our church will sustain in the en-
listment of our Native Worker ." 
Eight months earlier while visiting 
Boggabilla, I had the great joy of set-
ting apart John Knox as a Native 
Worker. He was a strong man in 
physique and character and joined 
with his sweet s teadfas t wife they 
made a splendid combination and we 
looked forward to their great useful-
ness in the Lord's Service. 

During Mr. Knox's training in camp, 
first at Brisbane and then at Bathurst , 
his visits to his wife and family were 
a great blessing to Missionaries and 
people. His messages in the Services 
and his conduct of them were an in-
spiration. 

In July, 1941, the three remaining 
members of the A.I.F. were home on 
final leave at Boggabilla—Mr. Knox 
being one of them. He gave a final 
stirring message on the Sunday even-
ing, basing his remarks on "Come unto 
Me," and "Take My yoke upon you." 
At the close another of the three came 
out and knelt before the Lord to be 
restored to His favour. There was an 
official farewell in the local Soldiers' 
Hall and each soldier received a wrist-
let watch from the Farewell and Wel-
come Home Committee. At the re-
quest of Mr and Mrs. Knox, Mr. 
Knox's Sunday School class gave an 
item which was much appreciated. 
Having said farewell to his wife and 
family, his people and his Mission-
aries. Mr. and Mrs. Robbins, by whom 
he was much beloved, he left to go to 
the camp at Bathurst . 

When passing through Sydney he 

came early in the morning to my home 
at Chatswood for a farewell word. 
His visit was very brief as he had to 
leave by train f rom Central a t 9 a.m., 
but it had another purpose—he had 
with him the third of the 3 men just 
fare welled a t Boggabilla. He brought 
him tha t he might be saved—Mr. Knox 
had led him to this decision and in 
the few minutes at our disposal t he 
great transaction took place. As the 
two men hurried out of the gate, Mr. 
Knox turned with sorrowful eyes and 
sa id : "Oh, i t was hard to say good-
bye to my wife and family." In a 
few days he sailed. His let ters home 
and to his Missionaries and to me 
breathed his constant t rust in the Lord. 

Here is a copy of the last one I re-
ceived writ ten just, before the fal l of 
Singapore: 
Dear Mrs. Long, 

I send you greetings once more in 
Jesus' name. I t seems tha t much has 
happened since I last wrote you, but 
praise the Lord that He is "our suf-
ficiency." 

His love and mercy have been shown 
to us in a marvellous way this last 
month. Quite unexpected our valley 
became a batlefield, and I never knew 
the real horrors of war until these 
last few weeks. Fortunately I got 
away to a place of safety as the Japan-
ese advanced. 

We moved our camp five times in 
thir ty days and we are now on Singa-
pore Island and getting plenty of air-
raids. but there always comes to me 
that assurance that God is with me. 
and I am not af ra id . I committed my 
way unto the Lord, and know that 
whatever befall me I could fall no 
fu r ther than His arms. 

I don't know where George (Cubby) 
is now. but I suppose he is on the Is-
land somewhere. I got a photo, of my 
baby daughter and she is a lovely 
baby. With Christian love. J. Knox. 
2/2/'42. 

The news of his passing came as a 
great sorrow to Mrs. Knox who through 
the years of separation fai thful ly car-
ried on her services as Native Work-
er. To her we extend the sympathy 
of all the members of the A.I.M. 
Lost to our sight a little tearful while. 
His tender voice and quick and eager 

smile; 
But surely as the faithful, rising sun 
Returns to bless our eyes, so shall this 

one 
Be waiting, when the dawn of dawns 

appears. 
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WEDDING. 

The wedding of Ruth Marjory 
Combo to David Currie took place in 
the A.I.M. Church, Fingal Point, on 
Saturday, April 28th. The church was 
prettily decorated and the bride en-
tered the church on the arm of her 
father , in white satin frock and veil, 
and carried a white bouquet. The 
Matron of Honour, Mrs. Compton, was 
dressed in pink and Ruth Currie, the 
little flower girl, was also in pink. 
The bride's brother was best man and 
all went to Mrs. Janie Paulson's home 
for supper. 

Mr. Pinch, U.A.M. Missionary, per-
formed the ceremony, assisted by Mr. 
Robbins. 

BIRTHS. 

Adams,—April 5th, to Mrs. L. Adams, 
a son, Gordon John, at Pilliga. 

Antrim.—February 2nd, to Mr. and 
Mrs. Antrim, of Woorabinda, a son, 
Robert William. 

Chapman.—April 27th, to Mr. and Mrs. 
M. Chapman, of Eidsvold, a son, 
Joss Wayne. 

Carroll.—April 24th, at Cowra. Colin 
Robert Carroll. 

McGrady.—May 20th, to Mr. and Mrs. 
H. McGrady. of Boggabilla, a son. 

Merritt.—April 6th, at Cowra, Robert 
James Merritt. 

Munns.—April 21st, to Mr. and Mrs. 
Munns, of Woorabinda, a son, Rob-
ert Patrick. ' 

Read.—August 8th. 1944, to Mr. and 
Mrs. F. Read, of Pilliga. a daughter, 
Aileen June. 

Toomey.—April 26th, to Mr. and Mrs. 
Toomey (Jnr . ) , of Pilliga, a daught-
er, Valda Joyce. 

Wallace.—April 21st, at Cowra, Vin-
cent Stanley Wallace. 

Williams.—March 18th, a t Cowra, 
Matilda Ann. 

DEDICATIONS. 
At Cowra.—May 13th. Vincent Stanley 

Wallace. Sonia May Newton. 
At Eidsvold.—May 13th, Mothers' Day, 

Harold, Bruce and Cyril Conchy, 
sons of Mr. and Mrs. G. Couchy. 

At Woorabinda.—May 5th. Priscilla 
Kate Roberts and Beverley May 
Priestley. 

DEATHS. 
Queery.—May 9th, at Woorabinda, 

Percy Queery, of Cherbourg. 
Sundown.—April 20th. at Woorabinda, 

Mrs. Clara Sundown. 

OUR CORNER FOR WORKERS. 
Without Refuelling. 

Suppose you should read in the 
paper that bombers took off with fight-
er plane escort early in the morning 
on their mission of the day with only 
a few gallons of left-over petrol from 
yesterday and no ammunition for their 
machine guns and no bombs. You 
would say, "They're crazy!" And yon 
would be right. 

Did you get up early enough for 
morning devotions this morning? Did 
you refuel with divine grace, or a re 
you running on the little left over? 
Did you take time to make sure your 
Sword of the Spirit is ready? Have 
you on board bombs of divine truth 
to drop into the conversation when 
some worldling begins tha t smart ridi-
cule and near blasphemy? Do you 
have emergency rations of living bread 
and water of life? And anointing oil 
for possible wounds? 

This business of living is war fa re , 
daily, hourly, against principalities and 
powers, and spiritual wickedness in 
high places. The morning preparation 
makes or breaks the day and you 
along with it. 

NEW COMPETITIONS. 
A Bible Quiz. 

1. Who is called in Scripture "The 
Lion of the tribe of Judah? (Rev.). 

2. What was the name of Moses' 
f a the r? (Exod.). 

3. He ate locusts and wild honey. 
Who was it? (Matt.) . 

4. What were the names of the mother 
and grandmother o f Timothy ? 
(2 Tim.). 

Class 1—(11 Years and Over): 
Answer all questions and give the 

chapter and verse where found. Do 
not write out the verse. 
Class 2—(Under 11 Years): 

Answer question 4. 
Send your answers t o Cousin 

Evangel, A.I.M., Dalwood, via Branx-
ton, N.S.W., before the 20th July. 

(Continued f rom P a g e 5) 
After the service all the mothers 

had afternoon tea on the verandah 
and they had lots of lovely things. 
The J.C.E. paid for a big sake with 
icing on as a present for our Mothers. 
The cake had "A.I.M. Mothers' Day" 
on it in pink icing. The children as 
well as the mothers had a lovely time. 

Now I hope you will enjoy my let-
ter. I hope you and David are well. 
I send my love to you. 

—From Shirley Wagg. 
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OUR SERIAL STORY. Tip LEWIS 
Chapter 14 Continued. 

Before he went from under the tree 
he prayed. "O God, teach me to be-
lieve that. You will make Kit ty love 
Jesus, and me how to help her." 

Af te r this, of course Tip looked out 
for his chances in which to work, and 
of course he found tliem—found one 
tha t very day. After dinner Kit ty 
wandered off by herself. Tip watched 
her and she took the road leading to 
the cemetery. God put it into his hear t 
to hurry af te r he r ; so, when he came 
up to her where she <sat on a large 
stone which she had rolled very near 
to Johnny's grave, his heart was beat-
ing at the thought of the grea t work 
which he had to do. 

"What did you eome for?" said 
Kitty, looking up. 

Tip hesitated a minute, then told 
the plain truth. "I came a f te r you." 

"I suppose I know that, you didn't 
come before me." 

"I mean, I came to see you." 
"Well, look at me, then, and go off; 

I don't want you here." 
Clearly, whatever was to be said 

must be said quickly, and Tip's hear t 
was very full of its message, so tha t 
his voice was tender. 

"Oh. Kitty, I came to ask you if you 
wouldn't be a Christian. I do want 
it. so, i t seems as if I couldn't wait ." 

Kit ty looked steadily and gravely a t 
her brother. "What do you mean by 
'a Christ ian'?" she said a t last. 

"I mean, love. Jesus, and do as He 
says." 

"What ' l l I love Him for?" 
"Because you can't help it. when 

you find out how much 'He loves you. 
and all the things He does for you." 

"What does l i e say to do?" 
"He says to be good .and try to do 

right things all the t ime." 
Kitty's eyes flashed. "Now, aren ' t 

you mean," she said angrily, "to come 
and tell me such things, when you 
know I'm not good, and can't be good. 
Isn ' t mother cross with me and scold-
ing me all the time? And don't I 
have to work and work, always, and 
never have anything? And I'm cross 
and get mad, and I will, too. I can't 
help it." 

"Oh, but Kitty," Tip interrupted 
eagerly, " you don't know about i t ! 
He heips you, Jesus does. When any-
thing is the matter , when you feel 
cross and bad. you just go and kneel 
down and tell Him all about it, and He 
helps you every time. And up in 
heaven, where you can go when you 
die, nobody ever gets cross and scolds. 
And it's beautiful there, they sing, and 

15th June, 1945. 

AND HIS LAMP. By " P a n s y 
have fountains and wear gold crowns, 
and—and Johnny is there, you know; 
and I 'm going and I do want you to 
come along." 

Kitty's face had been growing graver 
and graver with every word her brother 
spoke, and when a t last he stopped 
with his eyes turned towards Johnny's 
little, grave, Kitty was crying, not soft-
ly and quietly, but rocking herself 
back and forth, and giving way to great 
sobs which shook her little form. 

Tip looked dis t ressed; he didn't 
know what to say next ; he stooped 
down to her at last and spoke so f t ly : 
"Oh, Kitty, I 'm sorry for you! If you 
would love Jesus, It would make you 
happy." 

"I want to—I want to!" sobbed 
Kitty, "I would if I knew how." 

Tip's heart gave a bound of joy— 
a surprised bound too: he had not ex-
pected it so soon. 

"It 's easy, Kitty, it is. truly, if you 
only jus t ask God to do it. You see, 
He can hear every word you say ; He 
hears you now, but He wants you to 
ask Him about it. Say, Kitty, 111 go 
off and leave you—I'll go where I can't 
see nor hear you—then you kneel 
down and tell Jesus about it, and He'll 
help you." 

"Stop!" said Kitty, as Tip was 
turning away ; "Wai t ! I don't know 
what to say." 

"Why, just tell 'Him, just as you did 
me, and ask Him to help you. You 
see, Kitty, you can't do a thing with-
out t h a t ; He's got' to look a f t e r you 
every single minute, or i t 's nothing at 
all." 

Tip went away, and Kit ty was left 
alone,—alone in the spot where her 
brother had first found the Saviour. 
She felt, very strange, she had been, 
left there alone to offer her first prayer. 

Kitty had never been taught to kneel 
down by her bedside every evening, 
and repeat "Our Father ." It was all 
new and strange to her. At last she 
got down on her knees and rested he r 
little hard hands on the hard snow 
which covered Johnny's bed, and she 
said, "Lord Jesus, I want to be what. 
Tip says. I want to love you if you'll 
let me. Nobody loves me, I guess. 
Tip says you'll help me all the time. 
If you will, I'll try." 

Tip did not go back to Johnny's 
grave; he took a side road home and 
went up to his att ic room and knelt 
down and prayered for Kitty as only 
those can pray who have been working 
as well as asking for what they want . 

(To be Continued) 

T H E A U S T R A L I A N E V A N G E L 

H. M. H u t t o n , P r i n t e r , R e g e n t St., New Lambton . 


