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QHjitta Slnlanti ifliaaion prayer Union

C ertain. T he Prayer Union was organized in Toronto in 1893, to 
secure to the Mission, and thus to China, the blessing 

of definite, frequent and united prayer. It was felt that all the needs 
of China and the Mission may be reduced to this, the need of prayer. 

JflU'Ut. The membership consists of those w ho count it a privilege 
to be the L ord ’s remembrancers in behalf of the Mission, and 

of China and who for this purpose enroll themselves as members. 
To those persons Prayer Cards are sent annually, as also an annual 
letter from the Director, and the Monthly copies of “ China’s Mil
lion s.”  No pledge is asked for, but it is suggested that, if possible, 
petition should be offered daily. There is a required fee of 10c. to 
cover the cost of the card and the circular letter ;the charge for “ China’s 
M illions,”  for those who desire to pay this, is 50c. additional, 
fflb trrta . The objects of prayer are condensed into four peti

tions :
F orall missionaries, native helpers, and native Christians in China.
For all missionaries, native helpers, and native Christians of the 

China Inland Mission.
For the m illions of China, that m any may be saved and sanctified^
For more laborers in China, native and foreign.

A p p lira tim tB . Applications for membership to the Prayer TTnion 
m ay be made by addressing the Secretary at either 

of the Mission offices.



Three Cries from Chinese I/ips
B y  M rs. G .  C e c il-S m ith

D
U R IN G  the time that I have been at home 

several cries from China have been rin gin g in 
my ears, and urging me to much prayer for 

those whose need they represent. I have told these 
little stories at various m eetings, and God has used 
them to arouse prayer and sym pathy on behalf of 
China. I trust that He m ay yet use them as H is voice 
to call forth some consecrated workers, who m ay go 
w ith the Gospel of L,ife to the perishing in China.



TH E STORY OF DR. TSEN

W hile I was liv in g at the town of A n p ’ ing, an out- 
station from Anshun, in K w eichow , in 1893,1 became 
acquainted w ith a native doctor and drug-seller named 
T sen. From  the first time he heard the Gospel he 
was deeply interested in it, and he at once began to 
close his shop on the L ord ’s D ay. E v e ry  m orning 
and evening he joined the Christians in worship, for 
he thought it too long to w ait till the n ext ‘ ‘ worship 
d a y ”  came round. W e were much pleased w ith his 
apparent zeal, but wondered how he w ould stand the 
test of social persecution. A fte r  he had been com ing 
for a few  w eeks I put the test before him : “ I f  you 
really believe in Jesus as your true Savior, you should 
take down your picture im age of the goddess of M ercy 
from your shop and burn it. ”  I  knew  that the takin g 
of such a decided stand for Christ w ould at once call



forth bitter persecution from all quarters. I can never 
forget, nor do I w ish to forget, the answer that Tsen 
m ade: 111 have been seeking a Savior fo r  forty years, 
and now that I  have found One, do you think that I  cannot 
suffer fo r  Him ?  "  H e went home and at once took 
down the paper idol and burnt it. H e afterw ards 
brought me the charred stick  that formed the bottom 
of the scroll. H eavy and subtle persecutions immedi
ately broke out against him, and for a time he lost all 
peace and quietness in this world, yet the God of peace 
reigned in his heart through it all, and kept him 
steadfast. Since that tim e some other members of his 
fam ily have been brought to Christ through his 
influence. I  have found that his words were quite 
true ; he had been a Buddhist devotee and a vegetarian, 
going about from temple to temple to heap up merit 
for the n ext life. In his blind, groping w ay he had 
been seeking a Savior for forty years.



Oh, th in k of that, dear friends ! In  all his long 
search he had never seen a m issionary nor a Bible, nor 
heard the glad news of a Savior, until in the m ercy of 
God w e w ere sent to A n p ’ing to tell the story of Jesus.

WANG TA-KO  AND HIS W IFE

A m on g those who came regularly  to worship there 
were a couple of poor country people named W ang. 
T h e man had been baptized, and his w ife w as inter
ested in the Gospel. T h e y  lived th irty  l i— nearly ten 
miles— from the city, and earned a very scanty living 
b y  the hardest of toil, but they were alw ays regular in 
their attendance at the services, w hether it was wet or 
fine. In  the summer time they often arrived by nine 
o ’clock in the m orning, remaining, as a rule, until five 
in the evening, w ithout a m outhful of food. On one 
occasion I said to Mrs. W ang, “  D on’ t you get very 
hungry before you reach home at night ? ’ ’



“ N o ,”  she replied, “ not when I have a meal of 
rice before I start in the m ornin g.”  “  W hat ! ”  I said 
‘ 1 are there any times when you are unable to get 
th a t ? ”  Mrs. W an g answered, “ Y e s !  W hen our rice 
is gone and we have no money to get more, we have 
only the chaff m ixed w ith  hot w ater into a kind of 
porridge. ’ ’

‘ ‘ H ow  do you m anage to w alk  so far w ith  such 
Poor fo o d ? ”  I asked. “ W e ll,”  continued Mrs. 
W ang, “ there w as one day when I was so faint and 
tired on the w ay  home that I sat down by the roadside 
and cried. M y husband said w eeping w ould do no 
good, and that we had better get aw ay from the main 
road, and go behind the hills, where the passers-by 
would not interrupt us in prayer. W e did this, and 
my husband prayed that God would m ake the hunger 
of soul more real than the hunger of b o d y .” “  W ell, 
W ang Ta-m a, w hat th e n ? ”  I asked. “ W h y, of



course,”  she said, “ we w ere not hungry after that ; 
I got up and w alked the rest of the w ay home, pre
pared a supper of rice husks, and after eating this we 
went to bed feeling quite h a p p y .”

T h eir extrem e poverty is painfully manifest in this, 
and one w ould not th in k it possible for them to give 
anything to the L ord ’s w ork. T h ey  had, however, a 
great longing to give som ething, and it was accepted 
of God, according to w hat they had. A fte r  a time 
“  the abundance of their jo y  and their deep poverty 
abounded unto the riches of their lib era lity ,”  as the 
follow ing incident w ill show :

A s  is common in Chinese houses, the guest-room 
was in the center of our house, w ith  a large room on 
either side. It  had no windows, and the only natural 
ligh t that came to it w as w hat filtered through the 
paper covering of the lattice-w ork doors. T h e  floor 
was of earth, and in winter this got very  damp and



sodden. M oreover, our feet had worn little hollows 
in front of our chairs, and when the rain w as heavy 
these became so m any little puddles of mud and water. 
It was impossible for us to kneel in worship, and I had 
tried in vain to get some straw mats or hassocks for 
the people to kneel on. A fte r  some tim e I gave it up, 
and had even ceased m entioning it in prayer to God 
as a need. One very  hot Sunday in July, W a n g  and 
his w ife were late for the service— a most unusual 
thing for them— and all the other members agreed that 
they must have ague, or such a th in g w ould never 
have happened.

A s I gave out the first hym n, Mr. and Mrs. W ang 
appeared in the doorw ay. T h e y  looked very hot and 
tired, and we wondered for a moment w hat were the 
bulky burdens w hich th ey carried on their backs. 
T h ey  came forward to the center of the little group of 
ten or tw elve worshipers, and then each of them laid



at m y feet five nicely plaited straw  hassocks, saying, 
“  T h is is m y present to the C h u rch .”  K now in g their 
deep poverty I thanked them warm ly, aud added, 
“  Y ou  shall be paid for these.”  “ Oh, n o ! oh, don’t , ” 
they replied, “  we can do so little for the L ord ’s w ork, 
do let us do the little that we can. ’ ’

‘ ‘ W here did you get them ? ’ ’ was the question upon 
every one’s lips, for straw  w as very  scarce at that time, 
and I had failed to get anyone to m ake them for me. 
T he reply gave further proof of their loving zeal. Mr. 
W an g said, “ W ell, in the day-tim e, when we w ere at 
w ork in the fields, we looked about for a little scattered 
straw, and then, after our d a y ’s w ork was done, we 
went and gathered it u p .”  “  B u t,”  said I, “  w orking 
so hard as you do, how could you possibly find time 
to do this extra  w o r k ? ”  “  O h ,”  he answered, “  we 
just stayed up a few  nights and plaited th em .” M y 
heart was very full that day as I saw these evidences
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of real devotion to G od on the part of these poor 
peasants, who but a little while before had been in the 
darkest of heathenism. I could only think of them in 
their poverty as being “ rich toward G o d ,”  and rich 
indeed they are in another w ay also— they are being 
used in bringing the Gospel to their neighbors and 
friends.

Mrs. W an g is an aboriginal woman, of the H wa- 
tniao tribe, and so she has unbound feet. She was 
never so extravagan t as to w alk  the whole th irty  l i  
and back in her shoes, but instead carried them in her 
hand till she came in sight of the house, and then put 
them on as a m ark of respect for the worship of God 
and for us.

CAN WE BE SA V E D ?

One other cry from China rises up in m y heart, 
and I pass it on to you, as a loud appeal for help from



the aged women in the almost countless villages and 
hamlets of China. I w as about to leave K w eiyan gfu  
for another station at H in gi, ten d ays’ journey to the 
south-west, and before doing so I went out for a short 
visit in the country w ith  two Chinese Christian women 
from K w eiyan g.

Several women of seventy or eigh ty  years of age 
gathered round me, and listened very  attentively. I 
told the Gospel story as briefly and sim ply as possible, 
w hile th ey were getting  dinner for m y companions 
and me. W e also taught them a very  short prayer. 
I th in k they understood w hat we wanted them to 
grasp. I saw tears in some eyes as one and another 
said, “ W h y !  I ’ m so old now, having little memory 
left, and I never heard this strange story before, but 
it is very good to listen to. ’ ’

A ll too soon I saw, by the slanting rays of the 
sun, that it w as time for us to be going homeward, if



w e did not wish to lose our w ay am ong the lonely hills, 
as I once had.

W ith  great difficulty did I unloose their hands 
from holding me by the loose sleeves of m y coat, and 
as they saw  that I must go, one and another of them  
said, “  Y o u ’ ll come back soon, w on’t you ? W e do so 
want to hear more of these good words. ”  M y life and 
service were now to be in a distant part of the province, 
and it was most u n likely  that I should again v isit the 
villages around K w eiyan g , so, very  sadly, I had to 
reply, “ No, I do not expect that I shall ever come b a ck .”

“  B ut surely y o u ’ll send someone else, w on’t y o u ? ”  
was their n ext eager question, and to this also I was 
compelled, w ith  a very heavy heart, to answer, “  No, 
I can’t do that, because there’s no one else to sen d .”  
W e were obliged to h u rry, so began running along 
the footpath between the rice fields. A s  we did so, 
the cry  came after us, and it has been rin gin g in m y
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ears very  often since that night, “  Can I  be saved with 
hearing only once ?  Oh ! tell me," can I be saved w ith 
hearing only once ? ’ ’ Fellow  believers w ho read these 
words, G od has made us stewards of the Gospel. A ll 
the riches of G od’s grace therein revealed are not 
intended for us alone, but for “ every cre a tu re”  in 
“ the uttermost parts of the earth .”  A re we acting 
as faithful stewards of the Gospel if we continue to 
disregard these and m any sim ilar cries from converts 
and enquirers in heathen lands ? A s  the man of M ace
donia called upon Paul to go over and help them, so 
do thousands of native Christians and earnest seekers 
after the truth  in China, call to-day upon Christians in 
other lands, ‘ ‘Oh, brothers, who have long had the light, 
‘ Come over and help us. ’ ” W ho w ill answer the call ?



The China Inland Mission
F o u n d e r :

The L a te  Rev. J . H U D S O N  T A Y L O R , M .R .C .S .

Gen 'l D irecto r : D . E . H O S T E

1329 W alnut St., Philadelphia. 507 Church St., Toronto.

A T  the time of the organization of the C .I.M . t. e., 
the year 1865, there were only 91 Mission

aries in China, and these were located in fifteen cities 

°n the coast line of the s ix  maritime Provinces, except 

°ne station at H ankow , on the Yangtse.

Eleven vast interior Provinces were w ithout a 

single Protestant M issionary.

T h e C. I. M. was formed w ith  the special object 

° f  carrying the Gospel to these interior Provinces.



T o-d ay the Mission has stations and M issionaries 

in fifteen of the eighteen Provinces of China proper.

Snrar Sbattati«
At close At close A t
o f first o f second January .
decade. decade. 1 9 10

Missionaries ........ 52 225 *933
Native H elpers__ 75 117 2,012
Stations and

Out-Stations 52 I 0 6 1,049
Native Com

municants 
Total Baptized 

from Com

T wenty- 
eight

1',655 23.095

Churches I
mencement__. formed.

V2,026 33,705

"In c lu d in g  A sso c ia tes.

Donations and Correspondence to be addressed to the 
Secretary at either of the above addresses.


