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they might win Christ. And having Christ they learned to say with confidence
because He lives I shall live also, They are given to see destiny in the youth, and
inspire him to be.

To believe in man and the lands he may possess. To know that the struggle is
justified by the victory to be gained. To stand with their fellows and cheer them to
achieve by the hope they bring as the heralds of the Eternal. Teaching men to value
the temporal in the light of the Eternal. They say we do not preach or sing of heaven
as our fathers did.

I feel we are in danger by giving too great emphasis to the life that now is, and

“Alas for him who never sees devoting ourselves almost entirely to the solution of the problems which arise here;

The stars shine through his cypress trees. ‘of causing men to think lightly of the hereafter. While we may possess this land

Who hopeless lays his dead away, more securely and happily for a time, it will be dearly bought if we dispossess them

Nor looks to see the breaking day ‘of the “inheritance incorruptible and undefiled and that fadeth not away’'—I do not

Across the mournful marbles play. plead for the crude pictures of the future, which some of our fathers drew, but I do
Who has learned in hours of faith ‘insist that a vital faith in it should find a convincing way to declare it.

The truth to flesh and sense unknown ) In spite of what a worldly minded age may say [ know that my imagination,

That life is ever lord of death, " kindled by the warm faith and picturesque eloquence of the preachers of my childhood

And love can never lose its own. éfSB rfiise to}::he asiurance and cerfitude of a real lar]tod emdf ahtru};a city. Arﬁ*d I am

: : is is to be a changing, indebted to them. Let not materialistic pessimism rob us of this eritage. For it is

They have not ]earnefl that C;lgdh hél)’_ls 1?’[1?3?3%11};320{21%5@ country. '%hegjf ‘ours to bid men hope in God and the Father's house.
maTChinngOdd’.ﬁhegotrgg‘ocgff;i ?hal% tlfe; were s%rangers and pilgrims on the earth For the voyage and the chase would be fruitless unless some day we can say:
have not been willin et : ich hath foundations

etter country;”’ or “looked for a city which ha -
ifr}ll%sk]eagﬁilfgér?rféri?aisr is God.” Xnd when the changes come they are embittered,

and disposed to cry out against them; and say,

“Swift changing world I bid you stay,
Nor take the things I love away,
But leave me just the same each day
t I may live.
:‘I.;\?l{ay did rrfy youth and strength pass by?
Why do my blooming flowers die?
Why do my days of pleasure fly?
And nothing give.”

i tongue silenced. Every
highest place must be vacated, the most eloquent

KingTslil-lle lfgos.(éshils3 crown, and every soldier's sword shall be broken. i ¢
Waterloo masters the colorfulb emf_c)lero;,h‘and,'the l’slgzll'f?et f::t?irli tll'?: Ilz-ona L
island in the far sea becomes the bound of his prison | ; i Ton OF
. Life’s last word is death; and its final achievem ;
ﬂeep&ff:??;;&%Anbobte}éespalir? And under frustrations and losses sit down and

accepting the counsel of Job's wife *'Curse God and die?

“The sailor home from the sea
The hunter home from the hill."
O blessed Ministry

O Happy Heralds of Hope

we hail you, we salute you, as those who have attained, and believe that out in

the infinite spaces of the larger day, you have already come to that experience of
which you have often sung:

!'Where Hope has changed to glad fruition
Faith to sight and prayer to praise.”
E. T. MowBRAY

Not having learned to say:

“A better world is calling me
To come to lands I do not see
And bids me change and changing be,
That I may come.
So when life’s changes all are wrought
Though much I love has come to naught
Perchance the changing may have brought
Me to my home.” _ '
The Eternal God has put light over against darkness, faith over against doubt,
gainst despair. ol .
3 g%%s?zgé g%?;;;?r is tt?e defeat of the soul, and tll;le ;oul atiomi';: gives value to life;
i kindle and keep alive hope in the breasts of men.
happ%rh]issl.iec“orrlzcc:’ei?; to be the task of the ministers who are Heralds of Hope by:E th:[
grace of God to baffled and despairing nI:LDerll_. But }}E«ﬁpe cann?ktyehr\;&gtnlbe:ﬁés;oi?l stlzlie'
the eternal. It is not enough that we believe in the seen, we 1 > n
has living faith in the here, an e
unseen. No man can keep hope alive unless he + d 68
ini Doubt weakens. Doubt paralyzes
hereafter. Let no minister parade his doubts. ! 2 pil lyzel
i lls despair. It is ours to bring our i
the soul. Doubt is the castle in which dwells s e e
laim the truth, declare our convictions, and when the mo hing;
Eﬂgessﬁisﬁ:ogj ll;?ayosd our physical powers to follow, go up on the wings of faith into

f God and live. o
o p\l;\?ﬁ?iraljﬁ ?Nordsworth voiced the need of men when he said:

“Great God 1'd rather be

A pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,
Have glimpses that would make less forlorn,
Have sight of Proteus coming from the sea
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.

i hich led
though sinful men found the path of repentance w
them’lll;efﬁebgiirl}gﬁ? f’([)'llfl[:)ugh Iglirn they learned to count their losses gain, if thereby

WILLIAM FRASER MCDOWELL

William Fraser McDowell was for thirty-three years a bishop of the Methodist
Episcopal Church. For more than a score of these years the nation’s Capital was
his home., For two-thirds of his active episcopal career he was the resident bishop of
‘the Washington Area.

On the day following his translation, the Washington STAR, in a leading editorial
paid a remarkable tribute to him as one of the Capital’s outstanding citizens, declar-
\ing, ““The city in which he made his home will miss its great Weslevan leader, but it
will never quite let him go. He belongs to the Nation and its Capital forever.”
many years did he live within the confines of the Baltimore Conference that he
med to belong in a special way to our historic body. Ten times he presided over
r annual session. Our conference records would be woefully incomplete without
some permanent reference to this great preacher of the Word and statesman of the
Kingdom, closely related, of course, to all our world-wide Methodism, and yet by so
‘many intimate and personal ties belonging especially to us.
~_Half a century ago two young Methodist preachers, by nams Bashford and
McDowell, their student days together at their loved alma mater, Ohio Wesleyan,
Just behind them, talked frankly of the tasks they faced in the years ahead. William
Fraser McDowell recorded that conversation as follows:

"“We were eager to make full proof of the ministry to which we believed
ourselves called of God. Among the conclusions we reached was this: We must
interpret—put across—the Gospel of Jesus Christ to the world as it will be in
the next forty years. We were not alive between 1800 and 1840. We shall not be
alive between 1940 and 1980, This is our only period. What now is the intel-
lectual, social, economic condition into which we must project the ever-living
Gospel of the ever-living Christ.”

And so at the beginning, these two who were to go so far and to do so much as
hey served the present age agreed that they must ‘‘take the ever-living Christ,







