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YOLUME 7

FAIRFIELD, N. C,

Hyde County Messerger
“They ir<t gave themselves tolthe Lord”

Publishe¢ monthly by the Hyde County Baptist Churehes

0 promote the interest of God and advance His kingdom s

work, and t¢ deepen the spiritual life of the church, home
and entire community,

—

’nmed as second class matter January 1, 1926, at the post-
. office at Fairfield, N. C., under the act of March 3, 1879.

Subseription price for the year 1930 is 50c.
Individnal copy, 10 cents.

Material must be in editor's hands not later than the 10th
of each month.

If you fail to receive your copy please drop a card or letter
: and say Bo.

Present circulation, 550 copies.

EDITORIAL STAFF

Rev. Elliot R. Stewart, Editor and Manager,
Mrs. A. G. Harris, Pairfleld, N. C
Mrs. . R. 8. Cox, Engelhard, N. C.
Mrs. Dan Berry, Swanguarter, N. C,
Miss Giadys Mason, Swanquarter, N. C.
These will act as assoclate editors.
Regular services at all points as announced before.

PATRONIZE THE ADVERTISERS bF THIS
. PAPER

mobzle whcch doesﬁ? have tmw:.
to stop for gasoline. ;

A SEVENFOLD RULE OF LIFE

1. To pray daily the Lord’s Prayer.

2. To observe rightly the Lord’s day. °

3. To attend, at least weekly, the Lord’s aervice
4. To read daily the Lord’s Word.

5. To share in some way the Lord’s cross.

6. To give weekly for the Lord’s work.

7. To be one of the Lord’s witnmg

Bl g

You help a man in DroWrﬁon as.. you atunx
then his faith; you injure him in proportion
as you waalr.en it. ¢
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BE STRONG
We are not here to play, to dream, to da-ift;
We have hard work to do and loads to lift;
Shun not the struggle—face it; ’tis' God’s gift.
—Shaftesbury.

The

No cross niore heavy than’ the cross He bore,

No grave more-dark than where He lay, .
Wrapped with the dead in sgilent elay—
The sacrifice complete.

No erown of thorns more keen or d
No throbbing heart more torn or sad,

In grief forbidden to be glad,
. - While angels silent wait.

Ltghter Cross it

: No path.than His more rough for weary feet;

_ _.sha.rp
Than that pressed to His brow by cruel hate;

Thy bitterest cup less bitter still must be, N
Though filled with deepest bitterness of gall, o
Since He has drunk the deadly stream :
And lit the gloom with cheﬁnx gleam,

In oﬂedngiife toall.- 4

No life more holy, and with all serene,
» Calm as the starlights of the midnight sky;
. No hand so kindly in its pain,
“Leading the lost to hope again
In love that cannot die.

O heart of mine, in contemplation wait,
Consider Him who calmly bore defeat;
Copy His converse, all divine,
Until thy life and actions shine .
Like His—divinely sweet.
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