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The New Lincoln Portrait in Lee Hall B'Q N the cover of this issue of The Voice there 
appears a photograph of the new Lincoln 

f portrait, which was unveiled at Blue Ridge 
J during the World’s Conference of Boys’ 

Workers, It is the work of Mrs. H. K. 
Bush-Brown of Washington, D. C., who some years ago 
painted for us the wonderful portrait of Robert E. 
Lee which hangs in our building. 

It was a very simple, yet a very impressive, cere¬ 
mony for the unveiling held in Lee Hall on the even¬ 
ing of the 22d. Dr. W. D. Weatherford presided at the 
unveiling, and spoke briefly on “Why We Wanted a 
Lincoln Portrait in Lee Hall.” Mr. Raymond Robbins 
of Chicago spoke eloquently on “Lincoln the Man,” 
and Mrs. Bush-Brown, the artist, told in very simple, 
but beautiful, words what she tried to portray in the 
portrait. The Fisk Quartette, who was engaged to fur¬ 
nish music for the Boys’ Group, sang “0 Freedom.” 
A brief outline of the statements made is given below: 

WHY WE WANTED A LINCOLN PORTRAIT IN 
LEE HALL 

By W. D. Weatherford 

The Blue Ridge Association is primarily a train¬ 
ing ground for the Southern people, and we have tried 
to bring together here the finest traditions of this sec¬ 
tion for the permanent inspiration and uplift of those 
who come to our buildings. 

We have erected our buildings in the old Southern 
colonial style—not the colonial of the Eastern States, 
with low buildings—but the colonial of the lower South, 
with tall, graceful columns and wide-spreading veran¬ 
das. Blue Ridge attempts to represent the best colo¬ 
nial architecture of Georgia, Mississippi, South Caro¬ 
lina, and Tennessee. We have named the central build¬ 
ing on the Blue Ridge grounds the “Robert E. Lee 

Hall,” because we believe Robert E. Lee is the finest 
flower of Southern chivalry. He represents the truest 
type of Christian manhood, the loftiest moral life, the 
purest and noblest ideals of the old South. 

We have also in this building a portrait of Sidney 
Lanier, who knew the soul of the trees and the flowers 
as no other American poet knew it, and whose heart 
was filled with a deep religious passion such as no 
other poet of our section has shown. 

We will ultimately put into this hall one more pic¬ 
ture, that of Stonewall Jackson, who is also one of the 
South’s great Christian souls. 

We wanted this picture of Abraham Lincoln be¬ 
cause we of the South feel that he is one of America’s 
greatest souls. We wanted it because he was so genu¬ 
inely and thoroughly human and so rarely Christian; 
we wanted it because he and Robert E. Lee, the two 
foremost characters in the conflict of the sixty’s, were 
too big for malice and too Christian for hatred. We 
believe that if Robert E. Lee were here he would 
heartily welcome a picture of Abraham Lincoln in 
this hall. 

Lastly, we wanted this picture here because we are 
a united nation. What the South has produced be¬ 
longs to all; what the North has produced belongs to 
all. Lincoln and Lee are not Northern and Southern, 
but American. We believe that these two great souls 
as they look out from their portraits across this room, 
painted by the same hand, will forever be a sign to 
those who enter our building that there is no North 
and there is no South, but we are one and inseparable. 

STATEMENT BY MRS. BUSH-BROWN 

It seems futile to try to speak of Abraham Lin¬ 
coln after the wonderful words which you have just 
heard from Mr. Robins, but we all love that personal 
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touch, so I will for a few minutes tell you of the paint¬ 
ing of this portrait. 

Please forgive a bit of personal reminiscence to 

MRS. BUSH-BROWN 

begin with. When I was a little girl (yet old enough 
to understand a good deal of what my grown-ups were 
thinking and feeling), a great sorrow befell our peo¬ 

ple. My parents and friends and all around me were 
weeping, and I knew that the great leader of the na¬ 
tion had died a martyr’s death. From that time on I 
wondered if I should ever have a chance to show my 
love and veneration for that man. 

And so when your splendid Dr. Weatherford came 
into my studio last winter and asked me to paint a 
portrait of Lincoln, I felt that my opportunity had 
come at last. She came with a grave face, bringing 
some fear as well as great joy with her. 

Humbly I have striven to show the man who saved 
the nation;the man through whose sad and patient eyes 
shone a love for his fellowman which few have felt 
in such large measure; around whose large and irregu¬ 
lar mouth played lines of tenderness and humor, where 
the chisel of cares and sorrow could not obliterate the 
love of fun which saved his reason and kept him steady 
through the storms of abuse and ridicule and hatred 
through which he passed. 

I chose the period just after his election in 1860, 
before his noble chin was hidden by a beard, and I 
did this because it seemed to me that here at Blue 
Ridge the comparatively young man would come nearer 
to the hearts and understanding of the young who as¬ 
semble here. 

The artist is never satisfied. The nobler the task 
the higher does his ideal seem above his best per¬ 
formance. To me this is no great success, and I can 
only hope that it will serve to make some think of the 
great and good man who could say from the bottom 
of his heart, and the height of his own achievement, 
“With malice toward none, with charity for all, with 
firmness to do the right as God gives us to see the 
right, let us strive to finish the work we are in”; the 
man who walked and worked all his life with God. 
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Something More 
Sherwood Eddy 

^ ^ was reading the other clay from Mof- 
- -If ia1-'’s translation of the New Testament, 
im/l which I find often throws fresh light on 

old passages and brings from them new 
meaning, two words seemed to start from 

the page and with them a fresh thought. In that short 
little Epistle to Philemon, I found “Paul a prisoner of 
Christ Jesus and brother Timotheus, to our beloved 
fellow-worker Philemon . . . and to the church 

GEORGE SHERWOOD EDDY 

that meets in your house; grace and peace to you from 
God our Father and the Lord Jesus Christ . . . 
Well, then, as Paul the old man, who nowadays is a 
prisoner for Christ Jesus, I appeal to you on behalf 
of my spiritual son born while I was in prison. It is 
Onesimus! Once you found him a worthless charac¬ 
ter, but nowadays he is worth something to you and 
me. I am sending him back to you and parting with 
my very heart ... no longer a mere slave, but 
something more than a slave—a beloved brother; a 
man and a Christian!” 

If two men had seen that slave going down the 
streets of Rome, what a different man they would 
have seen. One, looking at the outward man, would 
have seen a runaway slave, lost, worthless, a bad char¬ 
acter; the other, his eyes lit with love, looked deeper 

- * Stenographic report of address at World Conference of 
Boys’ Workers, May, 1920. 

and saw “something more”—a man, a son, made in 
the image of God, a Christian, a brother beloved. I 
looked up from the page with those words in my mind 
—“something more”—and the thought came, ‘ I won¬ 
der if not only in that runaway slave, but in every 
man I meet, and in every boy, and in me, there is 
‘something more,’ something more in life than we 
are seeing or getting from it?” I looked up from the 
page and said to myself, “Why, there must be some¬ 
thing more even in this old material world than we 
have ever dreamed.” 

I. Something More in the World 

A man who is one of the few who furnish the brains 
of the great Ford Motor Works gave me his study on 
waste of the resources of our country, showing that 
we have lost some eighteen billions of dollars’ worth 
of coal in our mines; that over half of our water power 
is going to waste unused, and that about half of our 
timber, through slothful processes and forest fires, is 
wasted. “But,” he said, “the greatest waste of all is 
in our man power; we do not realize our wastage of 
humanity.” He himself was a criminal once behind 
the bars, but because some one saw “something more” 
in that young man and gave him a second chance, to¬ 
day he is one of our leading citizens. 

Yes, there is “something more” even in this old 
material world. Starting for Blue Ridge yesterday, 
as I left Manhattan Island I remembered that that lit¬ 
tle strip of waste land was bought from the red In¬ 
dians for twenty-four dollars. Today the land, build¬ 
ings, and securities on that island are worth over 
twenty-four billion dollars. Then that little strip of 
waste land was not quite large enough to sustain one 
hunter. When the pastoral stage was reached it was 
almost large enough to sustain one hundred with their 
little flocks and herds. When they rose to the agri¬ 
cultural stage, it wasn’t quite big enough for a thou¬ 
sand with their little farms. But it now sustains a 
population of seven and a half millions, with its sky¬ 
scrapers that reach ever higher up and up; but 
it does not yet appear what it shall be. And your life 
and mine is like that island, for you and I are only a 
fraction today of what we might be, of what by God’s 
grace some day we shall be, and what we may be even 
now if we will. Twenty-four dollars was paid for 
New York and fifty for America. When John Cabot 
discovered North America, he was given as his reward 
fifty dollars! It is worth more than that now. Your 
pay for a week or two is as much as was given for all 
North America. 
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Yes, there is “something more” even in this old ma¬ 
terial world of ours. Two boys sat watching that tea 
kettle, but James Watt same “something more” in that 
idly escaping steam, and saw that it could be har¬ 
nessed to bear the burdens of the world. 

Two boys watched that electric spark, but one of 
them, Samuel Morse, saw that it could be made to 
carry a thought, and today cables reach around the 
world. This week I have been speaking to Fletcher 
Brockman by wireless and receiving his answer from 
out in the middle of the Pacific. 

There is power enough, literally, as Duncan tells 
us in his “New Knowledge,” in the air we breathe, 
that mighty power that is bound up in every atom, 
to turn the workshops of the world. Yes, there is 
“something more” even in this old material world. 

2. But I looked back again from the page and 
thought, “There is ‘something more’ not only in the 
material world, but in the spiritual world.” There is 
“something more’’ in Christ. Here is the greatest field 
of undiscovered knowledge in the world today. There 
is “something more” in Christ than we have ever seen. 
As I came on this last trip through Palestine I stood 
there by that spot outside the little inn that had “no 
room” for Him. There over the black stone where 
the manger was, is a silver star with the words, “Here 
of the Virgin Mary Jesus Christ was born.” Yes, a 
little boy was born there in a stable, and a man gees 
down a dark alley with a laugh that a baby had been 
born up there in a manger; but it did not yet appear 
what that child should be. There was “something 
more” in that little boy that was to bring out “some¬ 
thing more” in every boy. As I stood by the spot I 
saw an old peasant woman who had walked a thou¬ 
sand miles, come and fall upon her knees, and creep 
forward and reverently kiss that spot. Then she went 
back to bring her little girl to kneel and kiss the spot. 
And there I saw womanhood and childhood kneeling 
to worship where the shepherds and wise men had 
worshiped of old. I rounded a corner of the hill at 
Nazareth after a long and weary journey, and there 
across the valley was the little village, so squalid that 
it was a byword. Could any good thing come out of 
Nazareth? But as I looked my eyes were suddenly 
blinded with tears. It was the village where He had 
spent most of His early life. From twelve to thirty, 
eighteen long years, He had spent in a carpenter shop 
making ploughs and yokes, a boy of labor, a poor boy. 
I stood in the little synagogue, not more than two or 
three times as big as this platform, and I saw there 
a little boy too poor to own his own copy of the scrip¬ 
tures, who had come to the synagogue to read the roll 
of the Law and the Prophets; and I thought of an¬ 
other little boy so poor that He never owned a copy, 
who used to read it there; but there was “something 
more” in that Boy. 

There is “something more” in the life of Christ than 
you and I have ever yet found; “something more” in 
His teaching than all the world in nineteen centuries 
has ever fathomed; “something more” in His death 
than we have yet understood or appropriated; “some¬ 
thing more” in His resurrection power than we have 
ever yet dared to think, or dream, or ask. There is 
“something more” in Him, but the difference is that 
some see and seek that “something more,” and some 
do not. Jesus stood there by the seashore, by Simon, 
the fickle one, weak as water, who was to deny Him 
with cursing and swearing; but Jesus, seeing “some¬ 
thing more” in his honest heart, said, “I name you a 
rock and on this broken rock I will build for eternity,” 
and Simon, the fickle one, became the rock-like Peter. 
He stands there before James and John, sons of thun¬ 
der, men of passion and anger, who would call down 
fire from heaven to blast a village that withstood them, 
and yet leaning on His breast at supper John is the 
Apostle of Love, the disciple whom Jesus loved, be¬ 
cause he had taken “something more” out of the depths 
of His love. Saul stood hard-hearted at the stoning 
of Stephen, yet he found “something more” in Him; 
and shedding tears as tender as a woman, he writes 
as Paul the aged, beseeching for this runaway slave, 
as for his own son, “my very heart.” 

There was not only “something more” in that run¬ 
away slave, but in another little slave boy, Booker T. 
Washington, the son of a poor slave mother, wronged 
by a man of another race as her race has so long and 
so often been wronged by us—there was “something 
more” in him also. And not only in that slave boy, 
but there is in every little negro boy, and in that race 
there is “something more” than we have ever yet 
dreamed, from Him who sees “something more” in 
every slave, in every man, and in every race. 

3. I looked back to the page and thought, “Yes, 
not only ‘something more’ in that slave Onesimus, but 
there must be ‘something more’ in me.” Not only 
Onesimus, but every slave was meant to be free. The 
slave is, I suppose, just a son gone to waste, just a 
son that has missed the way, or that is away from 
home. But there are many slaves who should be free 
today. Do I stand a free man today in Him who came 
to set men free from the slavery of sin? I turned 
back this morning to the first page of my New Testa¬ 
ment and read, “Thou shalt call His name Jesus, be¬ 
cause He shall save His people from their sins.” We 
all believe that He can save somebody else. Now here 
is our gospel. It works here or nowhere. We all be¬ 
lieve He can save India, China, distant lands and other 
people. We tell people so, but, my brother, before 
God, do you believe that He can save you from your 
besetting sin today? 

Let us turn to Christ’s three touchstones of char¬ 
acter. First, “Are you honest?” He that is faith- 
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ful in the little things will be faithful in larger things. 
Am I faithful in the little things? Am I an honest 
man? Do I ring true, or am I a man of words or 
bluff? I tell the boys to read their Bibles, but am I a 
Bible student? Am I honest? 

Are you pure? Take His second touchstone: “The 
pure in heart see God.” Do I? I was over in a camp 
in France where the commander told me how many 
thousands of men during the war had been out of the 
fighting in that camp, the result of sin. He showed 
me the photograph of a boy’s heart. The boy came 
over to fight from this North American continent, a 
strong young athlete, but he never fired a shot, he 
never fought a battle. Sin had put its arms around 
him and dragged him down. The poison went to his 
heart, and it killed him. The doctor made a post¬ 
mortem examination. “There,” he said, “is the heart, 
and there is the spot where that poison stopped that 
heart beating.” You could see the touch of impurity 
that killed that boy. Look into your own heart! Are 
you pure? Can you say, “My strength is as the 
strength of ten, because my heart is pure?” 

Are you earnest? “If any man would come after 
Me, let him deny himself, and take up his cross and 
follow Me.” Have I ever, denying self utterly, flung 
myself out to follow Him? Am I in deadly earnest? 
Am I a man on fire? Am I a man with a single pas¬ 
sion? Does there come any cry from the bottom of 
my heart, “0 for a man to arise in me, that the man 
I am may cease to be?” My brother, there is “some¬ 
thing more” in you today, and you can stand out a 
free man and go back there to raise out of the boy¬ 
hood of your Association and- of your city the future 
leaders who will win America and the world, if you get 
that “something more” from Christ. 

4. I looked back at the page. “Something more” 
in the world, in Christ, and in me. Ah, yes, and 
“something more” in my brother, “something more” 
in every boy. Shaftesbury, the great philanthropist of 
his generation, who helped to waken England to that 
vision of something more in the submerged masses of 
humanity, standing by a poor wretch who had lost his 
grip on life and had no faith in God or himself, put 
his hand on his shoulder and said, “You will be a man 
yet, Jack,” and roused by his contagious faith that 
wrecked life was redeemed and became “something 
more.” Why? Because Shaftsbury as a boy of seven 
was won by somebody who saw “something more” in 
him. There was “something more” in that drunken, 
swearing, godless, young tinker. As Christ said, 
“Come after me, John Bunyan. Sit here in Bedford 
jail for ten years and write ‘Pilgrims’ Progress.’ ” 
Christ saw “something more” in that poor boy in the 
Bell Tavern at Gloucester and said, “Come after me, 
George Whitefield,” and he became the flaming evan¬ 
gelist of England, of Scotland, and New England. 

There is “something more” in every boy of labor. 
There was “something more” in that poor white boy 
in his log cabin, whose portrait we saw unveiled, Abra¬ 
ham Lincoln. There was “something more” in that 
poor white boy, the coal miner, who spoke last night, 
Raymond Robins. There is “something more” in every 
poor white boy, in every boy in industry aixl labor. 

There was “something more” in the great mission¬ 
ary leaders. Most of the great missionaries of the 
world were won as boys. William Cary was a swear¬ 
ing, godless, cobbler’s boy at fourteen, but the cobbler 
sitting beside him won him for Christ. But even he 
did not see the great apostle and scholar of India. 
William Cary, without a chance at high school or col¬ 
lege, at his cobbler’s bench masters in turn English 
and Latin and Greek and Hebrew. He goes out to 
India and there masters Sanskrit and Bengali and 
Marathi. There at his little table he and his fellow- 
workers translated or printed the gospel in twenty- 
four languages. I tried to get down to the little 
crutches that carried his tottering, feeble frame at 
seventy. He must have been a small man. And yet 
he was India’s apostle who 'would have gone on curs¬ 
ing, drinking, wasting his life if somebody had not won 
him as a boy. 

David Livingstone was touched as a boy at the age 
of twelve, and then, yielding as he emerged into man¬ 
hood, he goes out to Africa to spend thirty long years, 
to tramp thirty thousand weary miles mostly on foot; 
as far as from the Atlantic clear across to the Pacific 
and back again, eight times across this continent. 
Thirty long years, carried at the last in a litter, in¬ 
sensible from loss of blood, yet opening up the dark 
continent to the light of Christ. Why? Because some¬ 
body touched that little tow-headed weaver boy at his 
loom at the age of twelve. He didn’t have enough 
brains they thought to send him to India; let him try 
plodding in Africa. Yet somebody saw “something 
more” in that dull, plodding, tow-headed boy at the 
loom at the age of twelve. And there is “something 
more” in every boy of labor that comes into your build¬ 
ing. There are boys there with better brains than 
Livingstone had. Are we too busy to reach them? 

Hudson Taylor was won at the age of fifteen, and 
he led a thousand missionaries out to China and opened 
up all those twelve unreached interior provinces, all 
because one afternoon that work was done for eternity 
on a boy aged fifteen. 

Or, if I turn from the great missionaries to the 
great native leaders on the field abroad, they, too, 
were won as boys. You win the boy or you lose the 
man. I went out to India twenty-four years ago to 
begin work among a few of the college students from 
whom her future leaders are coming. I think of three 
boys. That first boy from a family so poor and hum¬ 
ble that his people for a thousand years had been shut 
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out of the temples of Hinduism. The second boy was 
a Pariah, lower still. The dogs could go down the 
Brahmin street in his village, but he could not. The 
third boy was a Syrian Christian. I remember one 
night in a little meeting where on one side sat five 
boys. One of those five boys went out that night to 
fight the battle of his life, to take up his cross and 
yield his life to Christ, and His church, and India. I 
went back this year to India for an evangelistic cam¬ 
paign, and I looked up those first three boys. That 
first boy had become Bishop Azariah, the first Indian 
bishop of the Anglican Church. I was in his church 
a year ago last Easter morning. A great while before 
day that church was crowded. There he was, raising 
up sixty thousand Christians out of the dregs of hu¬ 
manity, out of drunkenness, ignorance, and devil- 
worship. Now they have their schools, their churches, 
because that boy—now the bishop—is leading the way 
to a new civilization. 

That second boy had become the Moderator of the 
General Assembly of the whole South Indian United 
Church, now uniting five denominations in one body. 

That third boy was Bishop Abraham, leader of the 
Reformed Syrian Church. There, miles away from 
the railway, where they had put up, with their own 
hands, a simple palm-leaf pavilion, there sat that Sun¬ 
day morning just a few months ago what is, I sup¬ 
pose, the largest Christian audience in the world. 
That Sunday morning under that young bishop sat 
thirty thousand Christians in that convention of Re¬ 
formed Syrians, dead in formalism for fifteen cen¬ 
turies, wakened now by a reformation, true, spiritual. 
That young bishop with others is rousing the church 
to help win India. I thanked God as he told me how 
that night in that little forgotten meeting of a score 
of students as a boy he went out to take up his cross. 
These three boys with others led this year three 
churches in a national evangelistic campaign. Then 
they said, “Why shouldn’t we get together? Why 
shouldn’t we get back to the early simplicity in 
Christ?” They called a conference of their own ac¬ 
cord, no foreigner suggesting it. After they had got¬ 
ten together they drew up a basis of union that I be¬ 
lieve is going to make history in the Orient and in the 
Occident. The Archbishop of Canterbury was deeply 
moved by it. I have just received the articles drawn 
up by a joint committee. They come up at the Lam- 
buth Conference this summer before the six hundred 
bishops of the English Episcopal Church. When these 
three churches come together, it will be the first time 
since the reformation that churches have gotten to¬ 
gether again. 

I ask you whether those three poor boys were worth 
touching, or helping, or moulding, or winning for 
Christ? And the leaders today in all the lands abroad 
were won, for the most part, as boys. 

But turn from lands abroad and come right here. 
Here and now they are being won as boys or lost. 
That crude country boy, George Williams, in whom 
somebody saw “something more” at nineteen; thank 
God they did. Was it worth the while? I stood there 
before his tomb recently. There was the tomb of the 
great Nelson, the tomb of the great hero who won the 
battle of Waterloo, the Duke of Wellington, then Lord 
Roberts’ tomb, and then George Williams’. Because 
that boy was won, on practically every battle line, in 
almost every prison camp work was going on while 
I stood there by his tomb. We were not always true 
to George Williams’ method of winning men. John 
Mott, a neglected boy whom they had failed to reach, 
coming to Cornell to get away from God and religion, 
was met at the train as a new student, a crude coun¬ 
try boy. The man who met him asked if he could 
find a boarding house for him. He said he could. He 
was asked to come to some of the meetings, but said 
he didn’t care about religion and didn’t care to come 
to the meetings. But finally he did go, and just as he 
stuck his head in at the door he heard the speaker 
saying, “Seekest thou great things for thyself? Seek 
them not,” and Mott was pierced with conviction. He 
said to me once, “Sherwood, I wept for my sins. Three 
times, at the three turning points of my life, I was 
touched by personal work. Somebody cared enough 
to speak to me personally.” Was it worth it? 0 thank 
God that in the little trust of meeting that train that 
day that man didn’t miss his train—his boy. What 
if you miss your boy? That boy in that shop who 
never saw the inside of college or high school. As 
Edward Kimball is going down the street he feels 
that that boy hasn’t given his heart to Christ, and 
says to himself: “I ought to speak to him.” A hun¬ 
dred excuses come to his mind; he was busy, perhaps 
the boy would resent it, but he said, “God, help me.” 
He puts his hand on the shoulder of that rude boy and 
says, “Are you a Christian?” Tears come to the boy’s 
eyes as he answers that he is not, “But won’t you show 
me how to be?” He showed him how. They stepped 
back into a dark corner and there that boy gives his 
heart to Christ, and Edward Kimball goes on down 
the street, and we don’t hear much of him. But we 
have heard of the boy he won, Dwight L. Moody. 
Thank God for him. How many of us are here to¬ 
day because Edward Kimball didn’t miss his chance, 
didn’t fail to win Dwight L. Moody for Christ? 

I remember my first touch with Moody. I am here 
today because he reached me when I was twelve years 
old, and I thank God for him. I don’t care much about 
his gifts, but I thank God that he cared about me. 
They said there was going to be a conference at North- 
field. I said I wasn’t interested. They told me of the 
deepening of the spiritual life. I said I didn’t care 
about it. They said, “Well, there’s tennis and a good 



BLUE RIDGE VOICE Page Seven 

time.” I said, “All right, I’ll go for the tennis.” I 
went and I dropped in, waiting for the meeting to 
be over, waiting for the tennis to begin. But up on 
that platform was a man, and he got up to speak, and 
I can hear today the first word that fell from Mbody’s 
lips. “If any man thirst, let him come and drink, 
and out of his life shall flow rivers, rivers, RIVERS of 
living water.” And I woke up and a great thirst 
sprang up in my heart. I never had won a man in 
my life, nor thought of it, nor cared to; and there 
was that ignorant man, breaking all the rules of 
grammar, with living waters flowing from him; and 
I began to thirst for God. I forgot the tennis; I 
couldn’t sleep that night. Out by a great cliff in the 
moonlight there I was wrestling in my sin. I had to 
get a clean start, because I had touched a man in 
whose life was the life of God. 

I think of a Secretary who wrote me a letter and 
asked me if I had thought of Association work. I 
went down in 1891 to see him, and way up in a tower 
room over the old Twenty-third Street Branch in New 
York for one year I lived beside that man. He loved 
men, and he was a winner of boys. That man was 
Robert McBurney, and I lived beside him for one 
year. I saw men pass by my desk as bees would go 
by wax flowers to get the honey, and go on to a man 
with a great, sympathizing, loving heart, who had 
time to win men. I complained that I had all the 
dirty work to do, the writing of letters, the filing and 
all the rest. Then I learned that the year before he 
had done his work and what I was doing and touched 
an average of four men a day for Christ. It isn’t a 
question of time. You have all the time there ever 
was. It is a question of attitude. It is the question 
of the overflow of a heart. I remember that year 
winning my first man, as through my cold heart some¬ 
how from another heart that was not cold, from a 
higher source the living waters coursed, and the first 
man was led to Christ. 

The darkest day of my life was twenty-three years 
ago. The bottom had dropped out of everything, and 
the world looked black. There was “something more” 
in life, and I hadn’t got it. After a sleepless night 
I cried to God to show me the way out. And there 
was personal work that morning, but it was One who 
stood there with pierced hand, and no man save Jesus 
only. As I cried to Him to show me the way, He 
said what he had spoken to the woman at the well 
nineteen centuries ago: “Whosoever drinketh of the 
waters of this earth shall thirst again, but whosoever 
drinketh of the waters I shall give him will never thirst 
anymore,” says Moffatt. Never anymore. “But the 
water that I shall give him will turn into a spring of 
water, welling up to everlasting life.” And I said, 
“Lord, to whom shall I go?” That day, twenty-three 
years ago, I came back to that fountain of living wa¬ 

ter and I began to drink. It was twenty-three years 
ago, and I thought of it yesterday as I came up the 
valley by that springing fountain leaping into the air. 
Do you think that comes from the slime and ooze and 
mud? It springs from a higher source. It springs 
from those high sources in the hills of hidden life and 
power. I have failed often since that day twenty- 
three years ago, but He has not failed me. He has 
kept his promise. And for twenty-three years that old 
thirst has never come back, not for one hour. I mean 
it. There has not been one hour of darkness. There 
has not been one hour of discouragement. The center 
of light and joy and peace and certainty in Christ 
has been so real and enlarging that difficulties have 
lain out on the fringes of life. One thing I know. I 
know that Jesus saves and that the gospel is good 
news in my soul today. 

But how? He didn’t say, “Whosoever drank once” 
back at Northfield, at Blue Ridge, or wherever you 
made that resolution. “Whosoever drinketh and keeps 
drinking, shall never thirst.” How? I turn back to 
three simple habits in the life of Jesus. So simple! 
Three times it says this boy in Nazareth, “as His cus¬ 
tom was,” “as He was wont,” He did certain things. 
Do you think it is worth while knowing the three 
things that that boy did in Nazareth? 

First, “as His custom was” He stood up to read 
the scriptures. It was a habit of his life. In the first 
gospel of Matthew alone He quotes from the Old Tes¬ 
tament fifty-eight times from seventeen different 
books; from Isaiah fifteen times, from the Psalms 
eleven times, from Deuteronomy ten times, from Jere¬ 
miah six times. These were some of the hidden springs 
from which He drew His life, from which He drank 
from a higher source. “'As His custom was,” He read 
that Book. 

Second, “as His custom was,” He went out to pray. 
Judas knew where he could find him. It was His habit 
to pray. 

Third, “as He was wont” He taught them again. 
Maybe they heard or maybe they didn’t; maybe He 
was tired or maybe He wasn’t, but He tried again just 
one interview at a time; life lived just one day at a 
time. 

Twelve Jews, fishermen, boys, touched one by one, 
because He saw “something more” in every life. 0 
my brother, my brother, do you want that “something 
more”? Dare you drink? Dare you believe today? 
Could you write back to your city to that little group 
of boys, “I know that I am coming back to you in the 
fullness of the blessing of Christ?” 

The boyhood of America needs you, and 0 how it 
needs you now in this hour of crisis! Professor Ker¬ 
nel- shows in his report that fifty-eight millions in 
our country here, over half of our population, are 
nominally Christian, but they darken the door of no 



church; they are unreached, unwon, untouched. Where 
is labor? Where are the masses? Where is manhood? 
Where is the boyhood of this land? Are they in our 
churches or in our Association buildings? How many 
are we winning? 0 that we could see the “something 
more” in those twenty-six million youths in no Sun¬ 
day schools. What are our churches doing? I read 
yesterday the figures of Dr. Carroll. Instead of seven 
hundred and seventy thousand average added to the 
church every year for the last ten years, we fell down 
last year. How far? Last year the Northern Metho¬ 
dist Church lost sixty-nine thousand members; the 
Presbyterian Church, North, lost thirty-two thousand; 
the Presbyterian, South, lost eighty thousand, etc. 

My brother, are you a winner of boys? I think 
of that first Boy Secretary in Buffalo. I don’t sup¬ 
pose he knew very much about all the sides of the 
triangle, but the top side was there, the winning of 
boys, and one thousand boys were won for Jesus Christ 
and five out of twelve members of the Board of Direc¬ 
tors in Buffalo were won by that first Boys’ Secretary. 
My brother, have you won boys for Jesus Christ? Are 
you a winner of boys? I don’t ask now the size of 
your Association; I don’t ask now the statistics; I don’t 
ask how many took baths, how many entered your 
building, how many wheels are moving in the ma¬ 
chinery ; I ask you one question before God: Are you 
a winner of boys? 

“There is a lad here,” hardly worth mentioning, 
but “there is a lad here with five small loaves and two 
little fishes, nothing among so many,” but there is a 
lad here. “Bring him to me; make the people sit down; 
and with what this little lad has I will feed,” He said, 
“a multitude.” “Bring that lad to me.” There is a lad 
in your Association, a poor little boy of labor, per¬ 

chance an Abraham Lincoln or a William Cary. There 
is a lad there. Have you won him for Christ? 

There is a lad there, my only son. I am glad that 
in that photograph is a happy, radiant smile on his 
face. He was fourteen three years ago when the tele¬ 
gram reached me that my boy, my only son, was dying. 
I traveled all night, but the train didn’t go fast enough, 
and before his mother and I could reach him he had 
entered into life. He didn’t know he was sick; it was 
a bad cold. Outside they were playing a match, and 
he was asking the nurse which team was winning. He 
had been a good tennis player. He was the head of 
the little troop of Boy Scouts. He said, “You know I 
am going out to India as a missionary.” When we 
were coming back to this country I said, “Well, my 
boy, we are almost home.” “Father,” he said, “this 
isn’t home for me. I haven’t got any home but India, 
and it will be such a long time until I can study and 
get ready to go back there.” But he was going. I 
picked up the little book that he had studied. He had 
been keeping the Morning Watch, and every morning 
had checked the lesson he had read until the last day 
when he went to bed to read no more. The last les¬ 
son he had been reading was, “The child is not dead, 
but sleepeth.” “I say unto you, arise.” He had read 
that and then gone to bed. When he was sick with 
the measles his mother had asked him, “Tou wouldn’t 
be afraid to die, would you?” “Why, no, mother. 
Why should I be?” I found his little account book. 
He never knew that anybody would see it but him¬ 
self. I found the entries. He had spent for expenses 
$1.26; he had spent on himself, food and candy I sup¬ 
pose, forty-one cents; but in his giving account there 
was ten dollars and thirty cents, nearly ten times as 
much as he spent on himself. I knew that little life, 



and I knew that no bad habits had begun. We were 
the best of friends. When we gathered at the funeral 
to sing the hymn of the Boy Scouts, we sang it, glad 
that he was safe home: 

“Just as I am, young, strong and free, 
To be the best that I can be for truth and purity and 

Thee. 
In the glad morning of my day, 
With no reserve and no delay, 
In my life to give my vows, 

0 Jesus Christ, I come. 
I would live ever in the light; 
I would fight ever for the right; 
I would serve Thee with all my might; 

Therefore to Thee I come.” 

“Just as I am,” and though I am older, I want to 
say it still and I wish that every Boys’ Secretary (and 
I envy you your youth), every young man here could 
say with my boy— 

“Just as I am, young, strong and free, 
To be the best that I can be for truth and purity and 

Thee. 
Lord of my life I come.” 

Will you? Since my boy has gone, every boy now 
is my boy. Across the cheap restaurant counter the 
other night I saw a poor boy, after a hard day’s work, 
getting just one cup of coffee without any grub, and 
I went over and shared my dinner with him. 

Oh, my brothers, there is “something more”; more 
in the world, more in Jesus Christ, more in your life; 
yes, and more in the boy back home than you and I 
have ever found. Will you give your life now? Will 

you go back as a winner of boys, just as you are, 
“young, strong and free?” Let us pray. 

“Oh, God, our Father, our hearts are hungry and 
thirsting for Thee and for boys; the boys of our land; 
the boys that will never get a chance; the boys, that 
like that cobbler’s boy, will go on cursing and swear¬ 
ing, because nobody believes there is ‘something more’ 
in them; the boys that will go to jail and to prison; 
the boys that will fail. Oh, God, save the boys. Oh, 
God, how many of our hearts are hungry for them; 
how many of us are winners of men or of boys? Did 
we win them for Thee as they have passed through 
those camps on the way to the front? Oh, God, we 
ran our shows for them, we kept them busy night and 
day, but how many of them did we win? Others have 
criticised and we have resented it and answered it, 
but, oh, God, how many of us won them through those 
huts, how many of us won those men, and how many 
of us are winning these boys? God be with this As¬ 
sociation that began with just one country boy who 
was a winner of men, George Williams; this Associa¬ 
tion that began with that boy in Nazareth that must 
be about His Father’s business, that just won men and 
boys. God, bring us back to the source and the cen¬ 
tral heart of it all. And today, with the sun shining 
and the water flowing and the great hills as a silent 
witness of Thee, our God, are we going out to daudle 
this day away? Are we going back to the old life, 
slaves who should be free, men running machinery, 
always busy, too busy for Thee, too busy for power, 
too busy to win boys? Oh, God, today we heard our 
brothers singing, and thank God for this singing, that 
we have been drinking of the crystal fountain; but, 
God, we need to drink today. It won’t do the boys 

(Continued on page 11) 
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Southern Community Conference of Y. W. C. A. 
Blue Ridge, North Carolina, July 23 to August 2, 1920 

LdtsjfS 
HE fact that the town and country work 
of the Young Women’s Christian Associa- 
tion is a growing one is reflected in the 
personnel of summer conferences. In 
recognition of the attendance from towns 

and small communities, the conference heretofore 
called a city conference, is this year to be called the 
Southern Community Conference. 

The executive of the conference will be Miss Mary 
Louise Allen, executive of the Publication Department 
of the National Board. 

Among the leaders in attendance will be Miss Kath¬ 
erine Hawes, Chairman of the South Atlantic Field 
Committee; Miss Leona MacGeorge, City Secretary of 
the South Atlantic Field; Miss Edith Robertson, City 
Secretary of the South Central Field; Miss Jane Skin¬ 
ner, Town and Country Secretary of the South Atlan¬ 
tic Field, and others from the South Atlantic and South 
Central Fields. Miss Anna Clark, Secretary of the 
National Board for Country Work, and Miss Margaret 
Williamson, Secretary for Cities, will be in attendance. 

Among the Bible teachers who have promised to be 
present are Rev. Thomas Carter of Nashville; Prof. A. 
W. Fortune of Lexington, Ky.; Rev. Wallace Palmer 

of Lynchburg, Va.; Dean J. L. Kesler of Southern Col¬ 
lege of Y. M. C. A., and Rev. John M. Moore of 
Brooklyn. 

Dr. Moore is new to Southern conferences, but has 
done most acceptable work in different parts of the 
country. Dean Kesler and Dr. Carter are old friends 
at Blue Ridge. The other men are well known to As¬ 
sociation people. 

World citizenship classes will be taught by Rev. 
Jesse Halsey of Cincinnati, Mr. E. C. Lindeman. at 
present connected with the North Carolina College for 
Women, and others. 

One of the most profitable hours in the conference 
is devoted to forum discussion. The theme for these 
discussion groups will be this year the Christian 
woman and her relationships—economic, civic, relig¬ 
ious, and Association. 

Following up the National Convention of the Young 
Women’s Christian Association at Cleveland, Ohio, the 
conferences this summer promise to be more vital and 
significant than ever before in helping women to fiulfill 
the great demands made upon them today in fulfilling 
their economic part in making a new and better world. 

Industrial Council of Y. W. C. A. to Meet at Blue Ridge, August 3-13 

N industrial council of the Young Women’s 
Christian Association is to be held in Blue 
Ridge, August 3-13. To this council are 
invited members of industrial and em¬ 
ployed girls’ clubs, as well as their leaders. 

The council work in the South Atlantic Field began 
with an industrial group at the Southern City Confer¬ 
ence at Blue Ridge two years ago. Now these girls 
are ready for their own conferences, ready to inter¬ 
pret the great common purpose of the Young Women’s 
Christian Association to their group and ready with 
the rest of the Association membership to face the 
needs of the world’s womanhood. 

In the midst of surroundings that bring rest and 
relief from pressure and noise and burden, and which 
offer endless possiblities for fun and frolic and new 
friends, they are eager, not only for the long after¬ 
noons of recreation and the pageantry, stunts and pic¬ 
nics in the evenings, but also for the opportunity to 
discuss questions of common and vital interest. 

Here the morning hours will be for counsel and 

study, and during the council hour there will be open 
discussion based upon recommendations brought in by 
commissions appointed months earlier to study such 
questions as technical methods of club management, 
right standards in industry and the historical setting 
of the Association as a Christian organization. The 
Bible study and the classes in the practical applica¬ 
tion of Christian principles will relate these problems 
to the responsibility of the Association member to see 
herself as a Christian citizen with initiative and power 
of leadership in her Association, her community, her 
country, and her world. One of the classes offered, 
taught by Miss Louise Brown, will be a study of the 
actual preparation for citizenship. Mile. Merle 
D’Aubigne in another will reach out to the countries 
of the world, linking all womanhood together. Rev. 
Richard W. Hogue of Baltimore, Md., will teach the 
class in Christian essentials for the leaders and secre¬ 
taries present. At evening meetings special speakers 
will present questions of present day significance, and 
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other evenings are free for singing, stories and rec¬ 
reation. 

At the end of the council period 200 girls invigo¬ 
rated in body, mind, and spirit, will go out into the 
world of industry to translate into that world new life 
standards, new perspectives, new courage for meeting 
problems which confront all humanity, and with hori¬ 
zons stretched to include girls and women and their 
problems the world around. 

SOMETHING MORE 
(Continued from page 3) 

of America any good if we drink of the crystal foun¬ 
tain some day up there, but, oh, God, on the grimy 

streets of our city today, back in that Boys’ Branch, 
for their sake, I sanctify myself today, for their sake 
and for Thine. Help me to drink of those hidden 
springs that spring from a higher source, and with 
those three simple habits of Jesus, “as his custom was” 
let my custom be, to read the old Book and drink of 
that daily spring, morning by morning; every day in 
prayer linked with the Power behind the universe and 
the heart of love that broke on Calvary; and every 
day to love them again, to teach them again, to serve 
them again, and to try again, one boy at a time, to 
win them for Thee. God, open our eyes to see that 
there is ‘something more’ in Christ, in Christ for me. 
Amen.” 

Social Education of the Y. W. C. A. 
Dr. Anna Brown 

Secretary of National Board of Y. W. C. A. 

HE Social Morality Committee of the Na¬ 
tional Board of the Young Women’s Chris¬ 
tian Associations, with the assistance of 
a large staff of trained physicians, carried 
on an extensive program of sex education 

throughout the period of the war. The lecturers were 
sent to colleges, universities, normal schools, and town, 
city and industrial communities in almost every state 
in the Union. The fact that the program met a recog¬ 
nized need was proved by the cordial welcome given 
our speakers in colleges and communities alike, and 
by the fact that since the close of the war the requests 
for these lectures have come in daily from all sections 
of the country. To meet the demand the program has 
been continued for the present year, though with a 
smaller staff of lecturers in a limited field, with care¬ 
fully selected groups. Sex education lecturers have 
been continued mainly in the colleges, normal schools 
and universities of the South and Middle West. One 
itinerary is that of a colored woman physician lectur¬ 
ing in colored schools. An extensive schedule is also 
being carried out in the government and mission In¬ 
dian schools in the far West. One lecturer has an 
itinerary in the Southwest from New Mexico to the 
coast; another has a schedule in the Northwest from 
Wisconsin to the state of Washington. 

Since January, 1920, the community work has been 
concentrated mainly in two states, Mississippi and 
North Carolina. Here the modus operandi has been 
that of co-operation with the State Board of Health 
in two state-wide campaigns covering two large pieces 
of work. The North Carolina campaign was inter¬ 
rupted by the influenza epidemic, but the Mississippi 
work will continue through a part of May. Another 

feature of the community program still continued is 
a series of lectures for commercial and industrial 
groups in New York and vicinity. A special piece of 
community education has been carried out by two col¬ 
ored lecturers in the states of Ohio, Kentucky and 
North Carolina, and the city of Pittsburg, Pa. 

Several new undertakings have recently been de¬ 
veloped which have greatly expanded the field. In 
September, 1919, two physicians were sent to New¬ 
foundland and Labrador for medical work and health 
and sex education. Six months of successful work in 
Newfoundland have just ended with the return of one 
of the physicians. The Labrador program will con¬ 
tinue until June. Another interesting schedule was 
arranged for the Panama Canal Zone for the month 
of March. A woman physician was sent down from 
headquarters and gave lectures to groups of women 
and girls in many towns. Though somewhat ham¬ 
pered by the epidemic of influenza which Panama also 
did not escape, the greater part of the program was 
successfully carried out, arousing keen interest and 
appreciation. 

The chief result of all this work has been to demon¬ 
strate quite clearly the need of a broad, well-balanced 
plan of health education. In such a plan, sex educa¬ 
tion, essential as it is, would fall into its proper place 
within a greater whole of positive health ideals. The 
Young Women’s Christian Association has come to be¬ 
lieve that in a program which takes into full consid¬ 
eration the physical, mental and spiritual welfare of 
the developing individual may be found a sound and 
adequate method for handling a problem whose ex¬ 
igency cannot be denied. 
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World’s Conference of Boy Workers 
Blue Ridge, North Carolina, May 19-31 

N this issue of The Voice there appears 
the picture of one of the most notable 
gatherings of Christian workers that will 
meet in America this year. About six 
hundred delegates from twenty-two differ¬ 

ent nations gathered at Blue Ridge on May 19th to the 
31st to study the needs of boys throughout the world 
and to lay constructive plans for meeting these needs. 

The program was broad, constructive, deeply re¬ 
ligious. There were a series of world problem confer¬ 
ences led by such speakers as Dr. C. A. Ross, of the 
University of Minnesota, Mr. Raymond Robins of Chi¬ 
cago, Miss Margaret Slattery of New York, and others 
of equal prominence. There were a series of funda¬ 
mental adddresses on “Christian Faith” by men like 
Rev. Thomas Graham of Minneapolis, and Rev. Charles 
Gilkey of the University church of Chicago. There 

were outstanding inspirational addresses by men like 
Sherwood Eddy and David R. Porter. 

If the greatest asset of the nations is the boyhood 
of the world, then surely there will be no more signifi¬ 
cant religious gathering held in America this year than 
this gathering of other thoughtful and deeply spiritual 
group of boy workers. 

In the conference Great Britain was represented 
by two laymen, one minister and three secretaries, all 
of whom are very prominent in Christian work. 
Russia was represented by eight workers, France by 
three, India by three, China by four, Japan by five, and 
the other nations outside of the United States and 
Canada by from one to five delegates each. In this 
issue of The Voice there will be found stenographic 
reports of two of the addresses given at this great con¬ 
ference. 

’The Kingdom of Heaven 
Dr. Thomas Graham 

ESUS lived in a world that was strangelv 
like our own. In His day, as in ours, there 
was a great mingling of the peoples of the 
earth. The far-stretched Roman Empire, 
with its great system of imperial roads, 

made possible intimate contact of far peoples. He 
came to earth in a time of extreme industrial unrest. 
It is said that in His day two out of every three of the 
people of the world were slaves, and that the one was 
a parasite upon the productive labor of the other two. 
Against that system there had been a great revolt, 
which had cost the lives of a million men before it 
had been put down with blood and iron. There was 
grave dissatisfaction in Jesus’ time, as in ours, with 
the social system under which men were compelled to 
live, and through all the trouble and all the turmoil 
of His day there came an increasing expectation, in 
the realm of religion, of a new day, of a time that 
should be different, of an hour in which the age-long 
expectation of the Jewish people should be accom¬ 
plished, and that kingdom which had been born in the 
early thinking of Israel should come to be the kingdom 
of the earth. 

1 he Jewish conception of that new day was largely 

Stenographic report of address given at Blue Ridge, May 

phrased in terms of imperialism. They were looking 
for the sudden coming of a leader from heaven, who, 
commanding some celestial legions, would vanquish 
Rome, punish the apostate Jews and establish in Jeru¬ 
salem a throne to which all the world should come 
in allegiance. It was not to be wondered at, there¬ 
fore, that when one came to the shores of Jordan and 
proclaimed repentance because the Kingdom of God 
was at hand, men and women from all over Palestine 
should have thronged to John the Baptist; that with 
them there should have come from Nazareth one who 
had His own conceptions of the kingdom, one who, 
following His baptism in the Jordan, was to make 
that idea the central thought of His ministry; one 
who was to face the social, industrial, political and 
religious unrest of His time and give His conception 
of the way of solution. Jesus knew that there was 
nothing in the idea of a divine Savior who in sudden 
catastrophe was to change the face of human living, 
and- so in the beginning of His teaching concerning 
the kingdom, or the new social order as we would 
term it now, Jesus emphasized the fact that it is to 
be based upon an inward allegiance. 

It is a love to God, the one and only commandment, 
of which we spoke the other night, which was to be 
the central law of His Kingdom of Heaven. Inward 
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and not outward was to be the compulsion of its rule. 
He had no misconception as to the difficulty of estab¬ 
lishing that principle in human life, and it was be¬ 
cause He did not misconceive the task that He em¬ 
phasized very clearly the slow process by which His 
kingdom was to come. It was to be first the blade, 
then the ear, and then the full corn in the ear. And 
the kingdom slowly coming was to have its beginning 
in individual hearts. Let us get this clear. There is 
need in our time for this particular emphasis of Jesus’ 
teaching. He saw that it was going to be absolutely 
impossible to build a new order with the old kind of 
tools until in individual hearts there had gone on that 
cleaning up process which He suggested in His word 
“repentance.” It was not possible for a new kingdom 
to be born. The way of the progress of the kingdom 
was to be the way of repentance through individuals. 
That had been the message of the Old Testament 
Church. They had proclaimed the necessity of right¬ 
eousness of living. And what did righteousness of 
living mean? It meant a standard by which every act 
and thought and motion of life was to be measured. 
God was to be that standard, and righteous living 
meant the putting of every inclination of life first up 
against God himself and testing it by whether or not 
it squared with Him. Righteousness was to be the 
beginning of the new age in Jesus Christ, to be brought 
in by repentance, by a man casting himself up against 
God and seeing in how far he fell short of God’s per¬ 
fection, by coming to see that life was true only as it 
was lived in full relationship to God. “Thou shalt 
love the Lord thy God with all thy heart,” and it is 
impossible to come into that relationship with Him 
except by the way of repentance. It was Jesus’ chief 
text in His early ministry, “Repent, for the Kingdom 
of Heaven is at hand.” And that sort of relationship 
is not to be maintained by those who do not rightly 
estimate their place before God. You may think that 
this is strange, but if I were to be asked tonight what 
I considered to be the chief sin of the world today, I 
should say without hesitation that it is the sin of a 
lack of proper self-appreciation. There is a phrase 
in a book of Jane Addam’s that has haunted me day 
and night since I read it first. It is in a chapter in 
which she is telling of some investigations which she 
made of the West Side of Chicago into the conditions 
governing certain immoral situations there. She tells 
the story of one woman with whom she talked. She 
wanted to find the reason of her fall, and this woman 
told how in a sweated industry she had labored long 
and hard for a mere pittance. She found her shoes 
were wearing out, and out of each week’s wage she 
put aside a little to provide against the day when those 
shoes would no longer hold together and keep her feet 
from off the pavement. But that little reserve grew 
too slowly, and one week-end she found herself with 

shoes minus soles. In her pathetic way she said, “I 
sold myself for a pair of shoes.” Her sin is the sin of 
multitudes of men today who by the cheap mark they 
are putting on themselves are automatically shutting 
themselves out from that relationship to God which 
is the primal necessity of the coming kingdom. 

Take Jesus’ figure. Life, what is life worth? He 
said, “What shall it profit a man if he gain the whole 
world and lose his life?” Here is a scale. On one 
side of it Jesus puts a human soul; not the soul of a 
wealthy man, of a highly trained man, of a promi¬ 
nent, forceful man, but the soul of any man—a beaten, 
broken, marred soul. And here on the other side are 
heaped all the material resources of the universe. And 
in the eyes of God that which is pitiable to us outweighs 
all this. God thought so much of the value of that 
which He had created that He gave His own Son to 
buy it into a life that should be abundant and eternal. 
Made in the image of the eternal God are we, and it 
does not behoove us to put upon ourselves one whit 
less a price than God puts on us, and we shall never 
come into the fullness of His ideal for us until we 
stand as sons of the King, to live royally. It was be¬ 
cause Jesus saw that that was the only life for men that 
He set before us as individuals this particular task, 
“Become perfect as your Father in heaven is perfect.” 
It is to start there with the individual won through 
repentant spirit to a right conception of himself in 
relation to Almighty God, seeing himself possessed of 
those infinite powers which are possible to him who 
is so related, and building his life unto perfection 
along the way of repentance in Jesus Christ. We must 
start there. There will' be no new day until there are 
new men. 

And the Kingdom of God, according to Jesus, rests 
not alone in that personal relationship. For a long 
time men thought it did, and Christian men were busy 
with the saving of their own souls. They were con¬ 
cerned chiefly with what we call personal salvation, 
concerned only with it. And their ideas stretched 
through the individual to some far off day when in 
a land far removed from this and in an altogether dif¬ 
ferent time that soul, saved selfishly, should live broadly. 
Jesus didn’t leave it there. The key words of His 
teaching are justice, freedom, and service, and brother¬ 
hood. Every single one of which belongs in the realm 
of wider relationships in the broader reaches of our 
social living. Jesus knew that the new day was to be 
not merely a straightening of individual life, but was 
to be the building of a social collective norm for living. 
Last year in France I found this card in Amiens. It 
has on it a definition of the Kingdom of God which is 
pertinent here. It concerns the establishment of a 
Y. M. C. A. settlement in Sheffield, England, the object 
of which is “to establish in the parish of St. Philip the 
Kingdom of God.” The method of that establishment 
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is to be by education, and then there was this state¬ 
ment: “By the Kingdom of God we mean streets 
along which it is a pleasure to walk, homes that are 
homes, work places in which people enjoy working, 
public houses that are centers of social and educa¬ 
tional life, cinemas that show elevating films, schools 
that would win the approval of Plato, churches made 
up of men and women indifferent to their own salva¬ 
tion, and environment in which people may live an 
abundant life; to the provision of entertainment, of 
literature, everything that makes men more spiritual, 
everything that enriches human beings with that which 
is beauty, truth and goodness, and, described in one 
word, is God.” And the reason I call your attention 
to that definition is that it so clearly states what was 
in the mind of Jesus Christ, that the Kingdom of God 
has to do with the whole wide range of normal, natural 
interests of man, and it is in all those places that the 
kingdom functions, and he who is to see the new day 
after the fashion of Jesus Christ is to see it not alone 
in the terms of single individuals won to a new con¬ 
ception of life, but is to see it in terms of our collec¬ 
tive life lifted up after the fashion that is suggested 
here. To get that view, that wider social view of life, 
is to transform our conceptions of Christianity and 
Christian obligation. I suppose that everything else 
bemg equal, an ordinary Christian parent is to be pre¬ 
ferred to a heathen parent, because he is likely to have 
a higher conception of his duty to his child. He is 
likely to see more clearly the value of the spiritual. 
But if you take the ordinary Christian man and give 
to him that conception of life as related in a service 
attitude to all the circles of living, you have developed 
a Christian parent who looks upon his parentage as 
the possibility of bringing into the world another 
Savior, whose name, and I say it reverently, might 
well be called “Jesus,” for he should save his people, 
To get that idea is to make our lives anew in power, 
in reach, in interest, in influence. 

But Jesus’ conception did not rest there, for He 
gave us this clear word, that we were not to come to 
the end of the raising of standards of individual and 
social living. What was He doing in the Sermon on 
the Mount? He was calling men’s attention to those 
laws of human relationship that had been written 
through men’s lives in the tables of stone, and He was 
saying to them, “Moses lived in a far different en¬ 
vironment; generations have passed since that word 
of God came with clearness to the ancient people, but 
we are in a time of change, and you have heard how 
it was said that such and such was so, but I say unto 
you the day in which we live a new interpretation of 
that principle must be made in these terms. And Jesus 
did not mean that that which He announced on the 
hillside in Galilee was to be the final statement of 
those principles working out in life. I am as confident 

as that I am standing here that if Jesus were on this 
hillside tonight he would be saying, “You have heard 
how I have said once on the hillside of Galilee so and 
so, but I say unto you after nineteen hundred years 
of living in the light of that revelation this is the stan¬ 
dard for you.” Can we make it concrete? Jesus said 
to men, “Ye have heard how it was said of old, thou 
shalt not commit adultery, but I say unto you that the 
man whose mind is possessed of evil thinking comes 
as definitely under that law as does the man who per¬ 
forms the act.” And He would say to us tonight, 
“Clean speech, clean thought, clean actions individu¬ 
ally, these are not enough, for unless you, a Christian 
man, living in a Christian day, are not doing every¬ 
thing which lies in your power to remove unclean¬ 
ness from the streets and homes of your city, lo! you 
are under that ancient law.” “Ye have heard how it 
was said of old, thou shalt not steal.” And for many 
generations men have been interpreting that to mean, 
thou shalt not take from another without his permis¬ 
sion that which is valuable to him; but I say unto you 
that in your day and generation that man who takes 
gain he has not earned, that man who withholds a 
wage from another which is right, is under that law, 
and not negatively alone, but positively; I say unto you 
that that man who this day is not making the maxi¬ 
mum contribution which it is possible for him to make 
with all his joined powers, is stealing from his fel¬ 
lows. There is a man in the New Testament against 
whom I have always held a grudge. He was rich and 
young, filled with possessions. He came to Jesus one 
day, the only man of whom it is ever written, “When 
He saw him Jesus loved him.” “What shall I do?” 
“The law is such and such.” “Well, do it,” “I have.” 
“Wei1, you lack one thing.” “What is that?” “Sell 
all vou have, come after me.” Struggle, failure; and a 
bri’b'rnt man turns his back and goes away sorrow- 
fub It is the beginning of punishment for him, but, 
mark you, the punishment rests not there alone. Here 
was a man who was different in opportunity, in pos¬ 
session, from any of those who were the intimates of 
Jesus. Had he taken Jesus at His word that day it 
might have been that in the New Testament there 
would have been a fifth gospel, written from the point 
of view of a man of many possessions, illuminating 
many dark spots in the message of Jesus Christ, and 
from that day that man turned away who might have 
made that contribution there has not been a genera¬ 
tion that might not have pointed a finger at him and 
said, “Thou art a thief!” And I tremble at the end 
of a day lest through any misspent hour, lest through 
a failure to bring every power which I possess to bear 
upon the task which is mine, lest I am not always 
strong, I should be robbing another of that which he 
has a right to expect from me, and when the day is 
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clone and dark comes his finger should point accusingly 
to say, “Thou shalt not steal.’’ 

We cannot rest even in the law of the Sermon on 
the Mount. We must for ourselves be making under 
the guidance of the spirit of Jesus Christ new applica¬ 
tions of these ancient principles. In other words, to 
find the new conditions under which we live, to build 
them up and out, as He meant them to be built, for He 
said, “There are many things which I would say unto 
you, but ye cannot bear them now.” And these which 
I have so feebly tried to express to you I do believe 
are some of these which He meant in that particular 
statement. The Kingdom of Heaven, the new day, was 
to be based upon an inward allegiance to God. Slowly 
and painfully through the turning of individual lives 
that kingdom was to come, to come to enrich the life 
not only of individuals, but of the whole group, and to 
come in such ways that the men of one generation 
should stand higher than the past and point to the 
men after them of heights unattained, of moral, ethical, 
religious interpretations, the laws that God had writ¬ 
ten into the constitution of His word. 

There is just one other word, and that is that I 
want you to see that Jesus Christ indicates that the 
final judgment as to success or failure upon individ¬ 
uals and upon movements is to be found in this par¬ 
ticular social attitude. There is only one record of a 
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time when Jesus indicated to men how they were finally 
to be tested out. It is in the twenty-fifth chapter of 
Matthew. There is the throne and the right hand and 
the left. “Inasmuch as ye did it not unto one of the 
least of these, ye did it not to me; inasmuch as ye did 
it unto one of the least of these, ye did it unto me.” 
Not by profession of well-worded creed, not by the 
establishment of well-organized activity, not by alle¬ 
giance to the institutional religion does the final test 
come, but it is as to whether a man, conscious of his 
own relation to God, has been able to see in a poor, in 
a weak, in a sick, in a prison soul, the face of his Mas¬ 
ter; or whether with clouded eye he looks on one dis¬ 
tressed and goes his own selfish way, unheeding hu¬ 
man need and human ills, and seeking for himself. No 
matter what may be the marks of his earthly success 
the unmistakable signs of failure are there. The King¬ 
dom of Heaven is within you. It must work from you 
into all relationships of human life. It must come 
through you in keener appreciation of higher ethical 
standards. It must in the end judge you remorselessly 
by the attitude which you take to those who are like 
you made in the image of God and in the making were 
made your brothers. It is that service to which to¬ 
gether we are called. The propagation of that idea 
is our task, and to walk with God and Jesus Christ 
in that new day is our glory. 

BUY BELLE MEADE SODA CRACKERS FRESF1 ��, 
THE OVENS DAILY 

IN PACKAGES OR IN BULK 

TENNESSEE BISCUIT COMPANY 
NASHVILLE, TENN. 

“EATTHEBEST” “EATTHEBEST” 



ASK FOR “BLACK MOUNTAIN AUTO COMPANY” 
Authorized Service Autos for Blue Ridge—Y, M. and Y. W. C. A. 

Fare 40 Cents Each Way 

Office at 

BLUE RIDGE AND BLACK MOUNTAIN, N. C. 

Confidence and Quality 
If there is any business today that needs CONFI¬ 
DENCE and QUALITY injected in large quanti¬ 
ties it is the Wholesale Grocery business. Square 
dealings and the giving of quality begets confi¬ 
dence. The table and Book Store at Blue Ridge 

are largely supplied by our line. 

BROWN BOOK COMPANY 
BOOKS, STATIONERY 

SOUVENIERS 
51 PATTON AYE., ASHEVILLE, N. C. 

ROGERS GROCERY COMPANY 
Wholesale 

Asheville, North Carolina 

We believe we are a little better equipped and supplied, carry¬ 
ing a larger assortment of Higher Grade Products, 

giving a little Prompter and More Efficient 
Service, than any other Grocery 

House in Western North 
Carolina. 

invite you to make our store headquarters when in 
Asheville. 

“CAROLINA SPECIAL” 
Superior Milk Products 

Served Exclusively 
AT 

ASHEVILLE 
GROCERY COMPANY 

BLUE RIDGE 
CAROLINA CREAMERY COMPANY 

Wholesale Fancy Groceries 
Flour and Feed 

Asheville, N. C. 

Mill? Products are Concentrated Nourishment 

ENGRAVED 
Wedding Invitations — 

Wedding Announcements — 
A^ Home Cards — 

Calling Cards, Etc. 

Write For Samples and Prices. 

WILLIAMS PRINTING COMPANY 
NASHVILLE, TENN. 



“IT’S FAMOUS EVERYWHERE” 

BATTERY PARK HOTEL 
ASHEVILLE, NORTH CAROLINA 

LAND OF THE SKY—IN THE HEART OF THE 
BLUE RIDGE 

DEALLY situated on the highest prominence in 
Asheville. Enchanting- mountain views. Elegant 
rooms, single or en suite, with or without private 

bath; unexcelled cuisine, homelike environment; 
splendid orchestra; dancing evenings; Sunday con¬ 
certs. 

Tennis courts; saddle horses and carriages; moun¬ 
tain climbing. 

Sportiest 18-hole all-turf golf course in the country 

On the Dixie Highway 

Excellent motor roads lead from every section to the 
Battery Park Hotel. 

Open Throughout the Year 

Write for illustrated booklet and terms. 

S. J. LAWRENCE, Manager. 

The Jumble Book of Rhymes 
(Recited by the Jumbler) 

By Frank R. Heine 

A book brimful of subtle humor, much pathos, linguisticai 

twists and delightful whimsicalities. The Riley kind. A real 

seller. Illustrated. $1.00 net. 

HACKNEY & MOALE COMPANY 
PUBLISHERS 

BOOK DEPT. Asheville, North Carolina 

Exclusive Ready-to-Wear 

Luggage and Sporting Goods 

11 Patton Ave. Asheville, N. C. 

MEMBER OF THE 

ASSOCIATION OF ARMY AND NAVY STORES 

Gymnastic Apparatus, Steel Lockers, 
Playground Apparatus, Anthropometric 

Apparatus 

Write for Catalogs 

Narragansett Machine Co. 
Providence, R. I., U. S. A. 

GYMNASIUM CONSTRUCTION. An Eighty-Page Book with Ninety Illustrations. Plans for Fourteen Gymnasiums. 

Information Regarding Running Tracks, Lockers, Games, Baths and Swimming Pools. For Directors, Architects and Building 

Committees. Write for It. 

If You Want Artistic Portraiture, Attractive Pictures and Views of the Land of the Sky, Get In 

Touch With 

THE BLUE RIDGE OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPHER 

THE PELTON STUDIOS 
ASHEVILLE NORTH CAROLINA 



SOUTHERN COLLEGE OF 
YOUNG MEN’S CHRISTIAN ASSOCIATIONS 

A Professional School of Graduate Grade for Training Association Secretaries In All 
Departments of Work 

FOUR QUARTERS OF TWELVE WEEKS EACH. STUDENTS CAN ENTER AT OPENING OF ANY 

QUARTER WITHOUT HANDICAP 

Fourth Quarter—June 15-August 30 
Held at Blue Ridge, N. C. 

First Quarter—Sept. 27-Dec. 23, 1920 
Second Quarter—Jan. 3-March 21, 1921 
Third Quarter—March 22-June 6, 1921 

Held at Nashville, Tenn. 

Co-operation with George Peabody College for Teachers, Seaman A. Knapp School of Country Life, Vanderbilt 
University, Vanderbilt School of Religicn, and Vanderbilt Medical College. 

Five special professors of the College assisted by the best teachers from all Nashville colleges, representing ten million 
dollars of endowment, at our disposal. 

College graduate can take advanced work in either Vanderbilt or Peabody while pursuing Association studies. Much 
of Association College courses will count toward Master’s Degree in these institutions. 

Special courses without degree for men who have equivalent of High School training but less than Sophomore work 

in college. 
For Full Details Write for Catalog 

Southern College of Young Men’s Christian Associations 
Nashville, Tennessee 

Wesley Hall, the present home of the Southern College. 

BtNSON PRINTING CO.. NASHVILLE 


