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OF THE GOLDEN AGE. .

Brother Pain and bis Crown.

Bobkald the Tabermacle of Godd is with men, and he will sbwell with
them . . . amd God o oshall wipe away all tears from their
eyed ; and there sholl be ne more death, peithers sorrow, noe
:f}'inl;;. neithar ahizll there be any mere e, —0Ge, ke 3

"Whnt a dreadful thing pain 15" s 8 phrase that
comes to me from all sides, and T am bound

to wse all my skill to hasten its de.
parture,

And vet sometimes T hear
a divine whisper which gives a
kind of blessing to the groans
of the sufferer, and I recognise,
in [he !;rii] of the ‘FIEr_I.‘ fie=nl
of agony, the pentle hand clasp
of my dear:* Brother Pain,™

Ah, Brother Pain, Brother
Pain, teach me your lesson
gently and leave me not com-
fortless in the sharp hour of your first coming!

Teach me, oh Brother Fain, @ ive absenliz, to
speak of thee justly and to tell of thy good deeds
traly.. May I, ton, remember the same when  thou
comeal to me thyself.

Grant, kindly Father-Mother, that when my stricken
servants semd in sad messages that the ontposts are
seized and that o locust host 15 rolling up o all the
lust of conquest ; and when the vantage ground is taken
and hot bolts are pouring deadly carnage into the very
citadel, and the howling savagery and butchery shuot
out all sounds of psalmody, that 1 mav stll rest in
that perfect love that knows no fear.
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How can pain either be blessed or bring

E:iud]ﬂmn Blessing 7 Surely sich talk is mere hypoc-
of Pain | risv—pain can only be spoken of ag a

curse and as bringimg malediction |

Pain comes as a great Wamer, Pain comes as a
great Teacher, Pain 15 the Penalty of Cruelty. Pain
comes as @ Delusive Evil. Pain comes to crown the
brow of all Saviours,

FPain the Warner, the Fioger-post, the Guide, the
kindly voice that wams and keeps uz in the narrow

th.
i3 People are ‘daily running towards the: sloughs and
moragses of physical and mental and spiritual destrc-
tion; and happy are those who are turned back in
time by the sentry call of pain.

There is written on & great tomb in Jeypur: 1
never s2w a man lost on a straicht read™; and it 15
to keep us an that straight rowd that Brother Pain
pl.:'l.r:uﬂ his soldiers at the corners of any h}-‘t
path in which men might get lost.

“Keep me in the straight Way ™ is our prayer, and
Erother Pain not only ss "Amen™ to our prayvers,
but offers ns his best help to enable us to fulfil ooe
aspirations.,

Were it not for the warming voice of pain, we should
be always putting our fingers in the fire, and petting
our best members destroyed by carelessness.

Blessed be pain which warns us off the danger-land
and keeps us o the narrow way.

If 1 had the power to-morrow to destroy the barbed
wire which lines the pathway to heaven and to give

every one the frecdom toostraggle hither and thither
where they would, and to be lost how and when they
listed, T should be a traitor to myself and to God if
I were to do so.

It would be like removing the holly hedge which
separates the chiff road from the great ET&:]F]EE', and
like taking away the rails from round a baby's cot be-
canse their cramping chafes his little #parit.

Sad, indeed is the fate of those who have found a
loop-hole in life's hedges where pain has not yet been
set, and who find themselves far gpone inte the loneli-
ness. of the distant night ere they are conscigus of
their danger. :

Blessed be thy goardian care; oh Brother Painl
May thy sharp sentinel challenge me roughly whenever
[ come to the wrong turning that leads to Sodom or
that which, devious and pleasant to the eye, ends in
the buming pits of Gomorrha.
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We can picture to oorselves all sorts of
ways in which the world conld be carried
on. We often think we could improve on
the prezent metheod.

Perhaps we conld, for some of us are wonderfully
clever—in talking.

Of all’ the experiments that bave been teied, hove
ever, by the clever people to make men imprcwa and
keep good on lines which they thought better than
Keosmic cnes, | have known none to succeed.

There: are plenty of clever people left who-are excel-
fent at crticizing. God and Hiz Methods, and thepe are
lenty of men and women and children who are far
%mm perfect wet, so that the clever people can still
on trying their brand new methods—and if only. they
would try their hand at a hittle practical character building
on their own lives, they woold do less atm to other
people and certainly do more good to themselves than
by resting satisfied as arm-chair critics of God.

For me, at any rate, I am bound to own that when
I hurt my head every time I bump it against a wall,
I learn in time to lose my chldizh longings fo ron
full tilt against every ocbstroction 1 see.

Whether we like it or not, whether we approve of
it or not, whether we think we could improve on it
or not, we are bound (o confess that pain i3 a potent
schoolmaster.

Fain the
Teacher.

I T

I take it for granted that peace and joy and pleasure
are things we all long for and aspire cventually to obtain.

We call the place * Heaven'" where we shall at
length get this exquisite, ideal life.

Why this is not heaven here iz because there are
a number of people who interfere with our rest, and
who cut us off from oor joy, and wha spoil our pleasure.

They, perbaps, gay the same abont ws, but we for
our part are willimg to confess that this world is a
very good world, and that it is the people in i who
make it 20 miserable.

That 13 ta say—we think it is fhe oiier people, and the
other people think it is through s that the troubls comes,

At any rate this thing is clear, that il we all went
to Heaven as we are, we should soon say of Heaven,
as we say of Earth, that * Heaven is all right, but it
i5 the peofle fn #f who are o unsatisfactory.”

Some people will have to change therefore before
Heaven can be reached.

“We are in ks world to act,—aol {0 thmnrhdrum.""
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When we analyse the causes of people interfering
with our joy and our peace and our pleasure, we find
that all worries and all weariness arise from what are
called ** Vices "—lust, hatred, cepidity, selfichness and
the like.

And when we own up, we have to admit that traces
of these vices exist even in ourselves.

The anly difference being: that in olker people we
call them wices: in ourcelves we call them wankuésses
or perhaps fempiations,

Whatever we call them, théy have to be purged
awav before Heaven is posaible,

How can this be done? Brother Pain is a great
teacher. I 'am tempted and fall and soffer pain:  Again
I am tempted, and again 1 fall, and again [ suffer
more paimn.

After a while I learn that pain follows this particular
indulgence.

After a while the memory of the pun becomes: 5o
fixed in my consciousness that T lose even my wish for
the pleasure. That which was once a tempiation too
great to conquer is now well within the power of control.

Mayv, at times the memory of the pain has burnt
itself g0 deeply in, that what wag once a temptation is
a temptation now no longer, and the man walks harm-
less and unallured amongst those meretricions attractions
which once used to draw him away from his adeals,

Thus it iz that as men grow older they grow lezs
criminzal,

The statistics of crime prove most powerfully the
influence of Brother Pam for good.

However vigious may have been our inclinations in
one heyday of vouth, we “zober down ' to more vie-
tuons habits after years of boffetings for every transgres-
sion that we commit, from the stern myrmidons ach-ur
Brother Pain.

- e

Oh, Brother Pain, Messed Brother, how faithfully
dost thow teach men that it §8 better to be good than
evil.

There aré many of us who want to be good. There
are many who seem unable to learn wirtne from any
other schoolmaster than pain,

Blessed he |_'|n:"|.i|1 which never [ails o teach that
goodness brings 1ts own reward by proving how hard
is the pathway of fransgressors.

Hail to thee, great Master! Desl gemntly with our
ignorance; be k!inf“j.' to ont weakness, but, and @i all
softer methods fail, sting us with the fiery talons of
thy wrath, so only that thon leave vs not to die in
the outer courts of destruction.

A "
Isaiah saw the wision and grasped its
meaning and then taught os ﬁ:sni] timie
the mystery of Brother Pain who can
burn out our evil passions and sear the very stump so
thoroughly that we shall never more be tempted by the
things which oow are leading us astray.

Isaiah had lips which had been fouled by words of
insincerity and which were subject to the temptations
of weak humanity, and when the beautiful messape of
God was given to him to proclaim, he felt hiz® own
ﬂ!!ﬂ't‘rﬂhi.neﬁ&, he knew 111:11_ Fris Ii|:|3 were unft to E;'.IEEI-:
the holy name of God, and wpon his soul there rushed
in like & tide the consciousness of his own templations.

*Woe iz me " #aid poor Izaiah, “for I am undone,

The Purging
Finme.

becanze T am 4 man of unclean Ii_p.‘l and I dwell in
the midst of a people of unclean lips."

Then came Brother Pain the purifier, and Tsaiah
watched him flying in his beauteous gath of holy seraphim
unto the altar of blaging coals, and his: sonl shrank
from the coming ordeal.

And Brother Pain took the live coal from off the altar
with tongs, and bore it burning and fiery and searing in
its heat and pressed it against the lips n{ the prophet.

And with a childlike faith he bore his agooy and
endured his cross, and when the fulness of the
burning was accomplizshed and the function of the pain
fulfilled he heard the explanation of the mystery of his
enflerings.

"Saug," gaid the great Elder Brother, “this hath
tonched thy lips, and thine iniquity is taken away and

thy sin porged | "
S T

Oh, beautiful Prother Pain, | would pray thee to
come into my hife alzo aod te bring the blaziog ceal
from the altar and to sear out my foul spotz and burn
away my |.‘:|‘:-|‘I.'lIFLi-::|I'|3.

Unto me, then, perchance at the close of my suffer-
ings and of my torments there shall come the gracions
words of pardon

* Thine iniquity is taken away and thy =in is purged.”

=W -

Pain is a scientific necessity. So long as

E:L:;:‘;ﬂ pain be wantonly inflicted, so long must
Cruclty. pivin be auffered.

The dominion of pain a3 pain will never
be terminzted and the: transformation of Brother Pain
into Brother Jov will never be accomplished so long
as wanton cruelty 12 perpetuated.

Here am I, a weak huoman creature gning on - my
knees and whining and begging God to spare me pain.

Here am 1, an arrogant Little tin god, poing oot
with sealpel and gun and knife, and climing that, as
lord af creation, 1 have the right to inflict what pain
I please npon my lower fellow creatures.

And wvet thers s ever before me that beautiful
parable of the Master.

There was a servant who fell on his knees and
prayed his Master to forgive him: his debt because he
could not pay., And his Master forgave him.

And this servant went and playved the-tyrant to his
fellow servant and seized him by the throat and shook
him and swore that since he owed the money, the
poor wretch should pay it.

“Toam," e s, ©the creditar. ¥ouo are the debtor,
You owe me the money. It is only just and right that
you  should ]pa:.* it. Pay it therefore you shall.”

But his lord thooght differently.

“The mercy,” he argued, “which 1 have shown to
vou, should have been an example for vou to follow.
I forgave you a large debt because you asked me.  Why,
then, did vou eitanftcln your mights? Why did vou not
forgive vour debtor his little debt when he pitifully be.
gought you?™

And he delivered the hittle tyrant over to Brother
Pain that he might learn that the most beautiful of
all Charters of Hights i3 the Right to give up your
rights at the bidding of Mercy.

T T ]

Teach me, kindly Father, the decp lesson of this

parable of the Master.

HiFod i asking u= all the {ime to give Him our best.™
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Unto the sons of men hast thou granted a pardon.

In thine infinite power Thou hadst the rght of life
and death, of spiritbal torture and eternal damnation
over them; but Thy loving mercy gave them joy and
rest, instead of pain and agony, offered them freedom
in place of prison, nurture in place of neglect, liberty
in place of bondage, sonship in place of sarvitode, and
heaven in place of hell.

And then man rises up from the ool of pardon
and tums round opon the lowly cringing creation to
whom he 18 a3 a god, and with 2 lond and arrogant
voice seifishly points 1o himzelf and says:

*My stomach calls for your dead bodies, go and
kill yourselves that [ may eat vou up”

“My nerves and muscles want exercise and tone, go
and dance the dance of depth before me that 1 may
ghoot you a5 vou pambal.”

“ My illnesses want your vitality to heal them, go and
e in the wivisector's hell that by your diseases and
manglings 1 may escape the penalties of my misdesds.”

“ Though 1:-!:'III cry to me with ten thousand pitiful
tengues [ will not hear yon. My stomach likes your
coaked-up bodies and my stomach has no ears to hear
with, and it bowels are not those of compassion.”

“*You may sob from byre and bleat from shippon,
you may groan from cattleship and mourn from lonely
gtalls, you may bellow from abattoir and shriek from
blood-stained slaughter-house, you may agonize and die
in your thousands and in your teng of thonsands, but
I will not hear vou.™

My stomach hikes the flavour of savoury meat and
I should miss it if T didn't have it. so, cost what it
may in blocd and agony, I like my meat aond T in-
tend to have il ™

And while the meat was in their mouths the wrath
of God was kindled against them and ten thousand
died of & murrain at Kibroth Hataaveh!

And to-day and yet again to-day the wrath of God
is kindled against those who cry for mercy but will
show mone, and into the prizsen-house of Brother Pain
he delivers them to learn the lesson of selfscrifice.

They are those who will eat 2 beefsteak though' the
poor ox suffared ever so, but whoo will for all time
abstain from beef if they find it gives them indigestion!

Brother Pain, potent indeed are thy powers to sway
mien, whether they ‘will it or not.

- e

Butchery, Blood sports, Yivisection, these are ihree
great habits of Cruelty whereby man forgets to geamt
thiat THarey which |‘1ir|:'|:1|.‘:“I ifrlp]i_li‘{!}-'\..

Of these the greatest of all is Butchery, because it
i5 50 snpremely and personally sclfish.

Until man has learnt those lessons of sclf-sacrifice
and mercy; which God is ever teaching, therc will be
no ¢nd to the dominion of Brother Pam.

If T inflict pain selhshly and wantonly opon the
lower ereation to which 1T am as God, then will my
prayers for ease from pain remain unheard, and the great
Lord whose servant T am must needs hand me over to
the prison honse of Brother Pain to learn my lessona.

So long as pain is being wantonly inflicted—how-
ever we may shut our eyes that they do not see the
s sizhits af 9]:_1|:|gfll:|,:r, and eloze our ears that Eh-l_'_',,'
do not hear the dire sounds of botchery—so long will
pain_ have ‘to be soffered !

T T ]

It iz na wanton sport of God that the
world of human life is fraught all through
with pain and soffering. [t is a prim
seientific necessity laid down for the welfare of the
race, and is as inexorable as Fate.

But when the Golden Age has come, and when
man has gone back to the beautiful garden of God,
wherein God fed him on the froits of the garden, thers
will be a scientific reason why pain should lezsen and
why the punitive work of Brother Pain shouold draw
near 1ts ending,

In the Book of the Revelation of 5t. John this is
foreshadowed =" There - shall be no more  pain "—and
their food shall be the fruit of the twelve trees of the
sarden of God!

Ah. DBrother Pain, Brother Pain, teach us to be
merciful towards our little brothers of the field and the
farm “that we may bring no pain into their realm,
nor wantonly break the golden bowls of life, but may
help every gentle creature to live in gracioos fulfilment
of its own life's mystery.”

[t is not necessary for health or happiness to eat
their dead bodies. Let us, then, spare them their tor-
ture agony, and let us, then, for Mercy's snke take instead
“the kindly froits of the earth,” and oot own pain
shall be leszened.

[t is not necessary for enjoyment or development
that we use our little ‘zentle brothers and dainty sisters
of lower form as living tarpets to mangle and to Lill.

Let us, then, abstain from all blood sports over
gentle creatures, for the sake of the Holy Saints of
Gaod whio have set us the example, and we, tog, shall
lose our day of terror and of blood,

It is nat necessary for our health or for the victory over
disease that we should dissect and inoculate and torture
unto the uttermost those sweet cousing of ours in fur
and feathers whose only protection is their cloak of inne-
cence and their only defence the panoply of helplessness,

Let ns, then, abstain from vivisection for the sake of
the gentle Jeaws who was born into the manger of an
animal and whose earthly life was made possible by the
kindly hospitality and self-given food of the mother cow.

The Christian has for far too long hammered in the
heads of those mild-eyed kine whose ancestors gave
life and bome and Eh-.-{;.u:: to the infant Jesus.

The Hindoo for countless ages has elected to
zhort himself rather than grodge a handful of food to
the sacred cow—sactred because it is to him a type of
motherhood and creatorship—a piver of milk from it-
gelf—a giver of food to the hengry and of life to him
whe is dying of want.

And 50 when man has learned that the harvest of
Cruclty sown is pain reaped, he will no longer sow his
seed of Cruelty.

When man has learned to do towards the creation
below him what he asks God to do to him, then, in-
deed, will the whip of Brother Pain fall from his hand,
and the prisen gates of his realm will be thrown open
for ever, and the whele dungeon depths of his woe will
be swept away, and the gnm eastles of his power will
be rged to the ground and the field of Ardath
shall grow wp there and the rose garden of Sharen
shall cast its fragrance over what has now become the
fair Jand of Brother Joy.

May the coming of Beother Joy be hastened.

E I

The Passing
of Pain.

“ Mo thoroughly cecupled man i ever miserable.”
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What seems to be pain is often bt the

Th
m;;f;i:; ghadow of suffering and not the thing
Pain. itself.

When T operate wpon some internal
structure [ find that it is the cutting throueh the skin
which causes the acute sensation, =

Pain is largely u physiclogical sensation of the skin
and of the extremitics, and he who lives on the surface
of himzell feels the most pain.

To those who live high up in their supreme self there 45
o fhatn,
~ Who has not heard of the blessed martyrs embrac-
ing the stake and singing sweet hymns of praise to
God the while that their flesh was reasting and their
limbs were crackling with the heat. To them there
wils mo agony, and the face of Brother Pain was as
the bright face of an angel.

Stand beside the swinging hooks of an Indian fakic
and hear him chanting his sacred shister to Ram the
Creator while the iron is eating into his flesh.

From West to farthest East the same message is
found—that men may live in theie higher seli where-
Unlo pam may mever come.

Live in your finger-tips, snd every cold wind freezes
you and every sun-ray scorches,

Live in your deep central citadel and all the blasts
of Creation may blow their cheeks out, but vou will
be safe from their fury, All the fires of Hell may play
against vou, but El'c-u will walk like Damel amid the
flames and be unhurt,

Live in your superficial self, where things are un-

FL'-B-I and “'hﬁl"!'! the ptlt:..’ cares of life l-l.:-nm [i::r;_:l_-, HES
if they were of importance, and vou will ever feel the
grip of pain and the heartache of hiz dominion.
. But take your passport and feave this land, Retire
inte the sweet zolemn chamber of the sacred self, climb
up into the sanctuary of the highest within, and pain
kath no dominion there.

Practice daily drawing away from the allurements of
the members and from the attractions of the bodily
sensations.

Here alone is the realm of pain.  Strive to gt
deeper down and higher up and nearer and still nearer
to the centre; and by 2o far as you succeed in entering
the sweet paradise of the blessed Sanctuary of the
Soul, by so far will you be withdrawn from the power
of pain.

To those who will there will be no pain.

e T
The Crown %-“d;' iﬂ.iil.t}-', the ﬁmwuhnij .“m. 1:]3551.'1
S Briltcring: 4;rnllmlr comes in through the mystery o

Tf T would take ap the rile of & humble follower
of the great Master, I, too, must consciously bear the
pain of others.

The world is full of groanings and of sighingz which
cannot be uttered. The chambers of death are charnel-
houses of agony.

With a fearful shuddering we hear of the long-
drawn sufferings of some poor soul, and we pitifally
thank God that we are spared such forture

But to those who will, there is the privilepe offered
of entering the sad prison gates and beanng some of
the: stripes.

The sacred law has been proclaimed on eacth. The

spul that sins shall suffer,

The sacred remedy has been sent down from Heaven ;
The sonl that wills to- win the seats of God must bear
some of the sufferings that others have merited.

- - -

Think of the hallowed joys of motherhood, one long
triiling glory of the sacrifice of the self that others
miy Bulfer Jess,

The child puts its hand in the fire

The law of Nature demands that it shall suffer pain.

The law of God allows that this pain may be borne
in part by a voluntary and innocent victim.

The mother helds the child wpon her breast, and
all the live.lang night she tramps the foor with clasp-
ing, crooning luliaby.

Had the child been left alone it would have suffered
more, hut now the mother stills its cries and -leszens
tta- sad. pain, by her own suffenng,

LT T

Oh;, Brother Pain, thrice blessed. Gate-keeper of
Paradise. Let me clasp thy rugped checks and préss
thy hallowad thoms upoh my brow, for in thee
and through thee do I enter the hidden gateway of
Heaven.

Jay, holy joy, is. mine, which nons can take away,
when 1 go down Bo the damaed and put  my tooguee
upon the burnimg flame, so that some poor broken soul
may have a moment's respite from his torture.

Toy, holy  joy, 15 mide, which none can minish,
when T take upon my own shoulders the burden which
ic breaking the back of some sin-stained brother.

The Cross was once the emblem of thy curse, but
it has now been sanctified. Let me clasp it to my
bogam ani realize s benediction.

Mot sy pain, for that is worthless to count

But let me take up the pain of others and let me
clasp thy knees, dear Brother Pain, when thou art
peruring out thy chastening vigls upon some other sinner,
and let me saffer a little for cthers as thy Master and
mine has suffered much for’ me.

%o shail T see him whom my soul loveth—and He
thali teach me the mystery of why the face of dear
Brother Tam has so long been wreathed io 2orrow;
and why his crown has been minished all these long
ares,

3 Though 1 know not now, yet am 1 content to trust,
for I know in whom | have believed, and 1 know that
in His hands the sharpest of pain’s arrows hag its
minisiration of good.

Fradals OUHIL

Thismrfich, stk wdinoon, s baing muprinicd oo mins got beok.  Bnice Bapome|

" T
A Petition.

fpive os the fond and wholesome joys
OF bome and friends and tender liss:
Yet if too much of sweetness cloys,
And pleasure nnmolested dies,
Give us our meed of pain and wos—
The soul needs ghade at times to grow.

Make vs content with what we have,
But discontent with what we: are:
The boat that's anchored in the sand
Goes not beyond the harbour bar.
Give us the courageé to break free
And find whit weé can do, and b
Efla Wheeler Wilcax,

“Truly swakened souls do not temporise— {bey ebey the [hwvine Wall"



