
[R3095 : page 315] 

WE ARE NOT IGNORANT OF HIS DEVICES. 

THE FOLLOWING extracts from a letter in which one dear 

Sister in Christ relates to another her temptation of the Adversary 

along Christian Science lines will be interesting, and we trust 

profitable, to many of our readers. She writes: 

 

"My dear mother seemed always to 'hunger and thirst after 

righteousness.' She was so glad to know and understand every word 

of truth as it was brought to her, and rested in it. She used to say, 'It is 

all perfect peace now.' That was after you were gone. She had never 

read any of the Dawns except the first volume and part of the fifth. I 

read part of the second to her, but it was only just the beginning. I 

cannot be glad enough that it was given her to know so much of the 

blessed truth in the short time that she had left; yet I have thought that 

if she had never known she might have been living even now in that 

same tired, almost hopeless way. Indeed the doctor blames the truth 

entirely, and has been very bitter against it [R3095 : page 316] and all 

our people ever since. When mamma was taken down sick she was not 

nearly so bad as usual, but she did not seem to change much, either for 

better or worse for a long time. One day the doctor called me into the 

parlor and said: 'I do not know what to make of your mother's case; 

unless she can be aroused to exert herself and try to throw off the 

disease she will run down very fast, and nothing can then be done for 

her. She seems bright and cheerful, but she has no power of resistance 

in herself, or else she is not trying to live. I am doing all I can; if you 

know any way to arouse her you can do more for her than any of us.' 

"After he went away I told mother just what he had said. She 

replied: 'That is not so: I am trying to get well; but it must be just as 

the Lord wills, he knows best.' The doctor had told me that had it not 

been for her strong will she could not have lived through several 

previous bad attacks (she said she must get well for the sake of her 

children), and it was now so different! This time when I reminded her 
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that the children needed her more than ever, she said: 'The Lord knows 

best what they need, and I will be with them as long as he pleases.' 

"Years before I had heard some people – and intelligent ones, too 

– argue that any strong willed person could not only keep another alive 

for years, but could even raise the dead by sheer force of will. Isn't 

that a crazy idea? Well, just then I would have believed anything; I 

became simply possessed with the thought that since the Lord would 

not help her I could and would, if only my strength would hold out 

until spring. 

"For months I never left her room except for a few minutes at a 

time, not even going down stairs to meals for days in succession; I just 

took a cup of coffee in the hall, and sometimes I would not leave even 

for that. Of course, I used every means in my power; giving her 

medicine regularly until the doctor told me to leave them off as her 

stomach was too weak for them to have any beneficial effect. I spent 

a great deal of time rubbing her until she became so sensitive that she 

could not bear that; but when those terrible cramps or sharp pains came 

in different parts of the body, they were stopped almost instantly if I 

laid my hand on her. I could put her to sleep in less than two minutes 

by putting my hand on her head, or by taking hold of her hand, and 

she slept just as long as I sat beside her even if I removed my hand; 

but if I left the room she was awake instantly. One day she told me it 

made her nervous for me to look at her, so I went over on the other 

side of the room to sit. In a few minutes she called me to come back 

because she felt so strange if she could not see me all the time. I was 

almost afraid to think of other things for fear of forgetting my purpose 

even for a moment. 

"After a while she began to think that something was not just 

right, and said so; but for a time she was puzzled not knowing what to 

make of it. One day she said, 'I could die so easy if you would only let 

me!' Another time she said, 'The Lord is going to take me anyway, but 

if you would only let me go it would be so much easier. I did the same 
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thing with your father and kept him alive and suffering for weeks, 

knowing that it was resisting the Lord's will; but he took him at last in 

spite of all I could do, and it will be the same with you.' Of course, I 

pretended not to understand her, but I was never so frightened in all 

my life, nor so determined to have my own way whatever came of it. 

So I did not lie down day nor night for three weeks, for fear of getting 

sleepy; and I did not dare to feel tired during all this time. The doctor 

came regularly every day, but he gave no medicine; he would inquire 

how she had passed the night and all about her; once he told a funny 

story to make her laugh, and said to me, 'Keep right on as you are 

doing, she is getting along splendidly.' And she really seemed to be 

doing so, and she grew strong enough to sit up and talk and read, and 

even walked a few steps one day. At last the doctor said: 'If you could 

hold out two weeks [R3096 : page 316] longer we shall have her out 

of doors, and she will soon be as strong as ever, once she gets out into 

the air, and you can have a long rest.' I said I was not tired – did not 

believe in resting, etc. He wanted to know if I was not a Christian 

Scientist; I said, 'No; of all silly things Christian Science is the worst; 

every one of those people must have softening of the brain.' 'Well,' 

said he, 'you are the queerest person I ever saw; what do you believe?' 

I answered, 'I am too busy to think about beliefs.' 

"About that time came your letter in which you spoke of the high 

calling, and of consecration as the giving up of your own wills entirely 

to the Lord. You seemed to think it a duty as well as a privilege for 

those who saw it, – but it seemed to me that I had never so much need 

of my own will as just then; – for two weeks longer to get mother out. 

I thought if your letter had only come two weeks later, when she would 

be strong enough to get along without me it would have been all right; 

for as she gained strength I let her help herself, only watching her all 

the time so as to be ready to help her whenever she needed me. I never 

forgot that she was my mother, and that I had no right to have any 

influence over her actions, only while it was necessary to help her 

during her great weakness. That was the way I looked at it; besides, I 

had begun to be tired as the strain grew less. I was so excited over that 
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letter of yours that mamma noticed it and asked about it; so I read her 

that part of it where you spoke of angry parents being 'imitators of God 

as dear children' by torturing their children with red-hot pokers, etc.! 

How we both laughed over that! But for the rest – What if the Lord 

wanted to show that his way was different from mine, and should undo 

all of my work (for I certainly thought that it was all my own doing)! 

On the other hand, he might take his own way anyhow. He was 

stronger than I, and could do it, that I knew. I studied then as I had 

never done before – mostly the Bible – to see if there was not some 

promise or something else which gave us the right to demand certain 

things in return for service. You know, how discouraging such a search 

as that would be! The [R3096 : page 317] verse 'Like as a father pitieth 

his children' reminded me so much of my own dear father, with whom 

I should have been glad to leave everything; – and the matter was 

decided. 

"Mamma knew the difference from the first, though I never told 

her in words, and she was so glad and so satisfied. Our dear Father and 

his precious promises – our blessed hope – she could not talk enough 

of these things; but she grew so much weaker that she could not bear 

to have anything read to her, so I used to read and tell her just a few 

words at a time; even talking made her head ache and I could do 

nothing for her after that time. Yet she was so patient and contented 

(though she suffered all the time); still we thought it was the bad, rainy 

weather, and I never thought that the Lord's will was so different from 

mine until it was too late to change. Then I was sure that I had done 

wrong in order to selfishly secure what I had thought would be peace 

with God, – that in abandoning my self-will I had 

deliberately sacrificed a human life, which was a blessing to and 

needed by others, and which could not be recalled! Has not Satan the 

strangest way of helping us to reason backwards, and twisting things 

out of place until one can not tell right from wrong? During the day all 

was confusion, but at night the house was quiet, and there was time 

for study and prayer. The dear Lord showed me so plainly that all these 

things were in his hands, not mine, and you know how close he will 
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come when we are anxious only to know and to do his will. Romans 

8 made so clear that which was partly explained in the very letter that 

had seemed to cause so much trouble in the beginning. Since then I 

can truly say, 

"This is my heart's sincere desire (to be) 

Nearer my God to Thee." 

 

I am so glad to leave everything in his care. Perhaps one reason is that 

I have had no great temptation to do otherwise since; but I am not 

looking ahead for temptations, only trusting for today. When I think 

of all the dear Lord has done and has promised it seems almost too 

much!" 

[R3095 : page 317] 

THE MORN IS COMING. 

Our age's sphere of light, 

Though widening still, is walled around by night; 

With slow, reluctant eye, the Church has read, 

Skeptic at heart, the lesson of its Head. 

– Whittier. 

-------------------------- 

Despite the light that cheers the world today, 

Shadows surround us, on our heavenward way, 

And Error darkens Truth's celestial ray. 

 

Not yet the beams, whose radiant splendors dart 

From the fair realms of Science and of Art, 

With equal glory shine from soul and heart: 

 

Men worship golden calves and serpents still; 

Like cringing slaves bow to their masters' will – 

Obey the letter, but the spirit kill; 

 

Still tremble at the Priest's uplifted rod, 
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For fear that he may doom them, by a nod, 

To endless hell-fire in the name of God. 

 

False prophets still the wrath of Heaven provoke; 

And hypocrite, and Pharisee, and rogue, 

Sit in high places in the synagogue. 

 

As sheep disguised, wolves still make sheep their prey; 

The blind still lead the blind the downward way; 

And sneaking Judases their Lord betray. 

 

Still is assailed the free soul that aspires; 

Still persecution feeds her smoldering fires; 

And still, to murder Truth, are leagued the Liars. 

 

Still everywhere a selfish spirit rules – 

Men herd themselves in squabbling sects and schools, 

And deem dissenting brethren knaves or fools; 

 

Still hack their heads with dull, polemic swords, 

Fan the fierce flames of hate with windy words, 

And take the Devil's plaudits for the Lord's. 

 

The world, which God gave to his children all, 

They parcel into sections, large or small, 

And round each petty church "patch" build a wall; 

 

Shout their strange shibboleths and battle cries, 

Assert pre-emption title to the skies, 

And curse him as a heathen who denies. 

 

Thus bigotry and sect intolerance 

Sharpen the infidel's else harmless lance, 

And cause the Devil's imps for joy to dance! 
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Thank God! Religion is a plant that grows: 

Its perfect flower perennially blows, 

More fragrant and more fair than Sharon's rose. 

 

It yet shall rise from out the sloughs and swamps, 

Shed from its shining leaves the dungeon damps, 

Break every bond that yet its free growth cramps! 

 

Methinks I see it rising and expand! 

Its mighty branches arching every land, 

From Zembla's snows to India's sunny strand. 

 

Upward, forever up, I see it rise, 

Flashing resplendent glory on our eyes, 

Until its crown is lost within the skies. 

 

And there, beneath this everlasting tree, 

This Tree of Life and Human Destiny, 

I see the nations gather, bond and free, 

 

Gentile and Jew, of every clime and race – 

God's children all – and standing face to face, 

Own but one God, their Father, and embrace! 

 

Then, only then, will men indeed be free, 

Then will the Golden Age we dream of be, 

And Jesus Christ reign universally. 

 

– Charles W. Hubner. 
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