賈艾梅 (Amy Carmichael 1868~1951)
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早年的歲月

賈艾梅(Amy Carmichael)於一八六七年十二月十六日，生於愛爾蘭北部一條小村莊。艾梅家境富裕，父親是愛爾蘭紡織廠的東主。父母均是虔誠的基督徒，屬於長老會會友。教會大部分的經濟支持都來自賈家。 

　　艾梅是家中七個孩子中的長女，父母對他們管教得非常嚴格，子女要絕對順從父母的話，否則會受到嚴厲的責罰。父母非常疼愛子女，要他們受最好的教育 。他們請來家庭教師在家中教導子女，艾梅直到十二歲才被父母送到寄宿學校讀書。艾梅在校讀書三年後，在一次聚會中向主耶穌敞開心懷，決志信主。 
　　艾梅十八歲時，父親賈大衛的生意出現問題，家中經濟出現重大的困難，孩子們再不能上昂貴的寄宿學校，子女們只能留在家中學習。不久，父親因感染肺炎離世，艾梅變成家中的幫手，協助母親照顧年幼的弟兄姊妹。 

靈命復興

　　一八八六年，艾梅被友人邀請到蘇格蘭去，他們特別到格拉斯哥，出席那裡舉行的其士域培靈大會(Keswick Convention)。艾梅渴慕主話，追求靈命進深，此次參加其土域培靈大會對艾梅的一生起了常重大的影響。她在大會中學習到長進的秘訣，乃是「向世界死」。甚麼叫做「向世界死呢」？在她眼中，時裝、華麗的衣服裝飾品、奢侈品均是屬於世界的，因此她決心過簡樸的生活，拼棄一切屬世的歡娛。 
　　一八八七年，艾梅參加其士域培靈大會，這次的講員是中國內地會的戴德生先生。在大會中，戴先生提到「每一小時，世界上都會有四千人死去，他們沒有基督，沒有盼望地跨進死亡的門檻。」這些話深深藏在艾梅的心坎裡。她逼切為著這些失喪靈魂禱告，更覺得普世的福音需要是如此迫切。艾梅一再參加其士域培靈大會，每逢聽到未得之民的情況，她會非常掛心，像聽到異教徒在呼求拯救一般；她實在無法忍受自己坐在一旁，甚麼事情也不能做。 

福音工作

　　艾梅在家的日子，因為目睹貧窮的孩子，於是招聚他們一起，教導他們認識聖經，鼓勵他們恆常讀經禱告。又幫助在磨坊工作，稱為「披肩女郎」的女孩子認識耶穌。雖然披肩女郎信了主，但傳統的英國教會容不下這類出身低下階層的人。艾梅為此禱告，最後買了一塊地，建了一間簡單的聚會點。他們的工作發展很快，經濟上的開支也不斷增長，錢從哪裡來呢？艾梅放棄當時慣用的賣物籌集金錢方法，她相信神的工作，神必然會供應一切需用的金錢。她相信神是不吝嗇賜福的神，只要事情出於神，必然會有美好的預備。 
　　一九八九年，艾梅和母親被友邀請到英國的曼徹斯特。艾梅在貧民窟工作，帶領工廠女工信主。當地的環境非常惡劣，治安也不靖，但艾梅卻甘之如飴，視之為宣教工場上的訓練。可惜後來因為健康的問題而被迫停止。 
威爾遜先生的女兒

　　威爾遜先生是其士域培靈大會的創辦人之一，艾梅在其士域培靈大會中認識了他。二人的年齡差距甚遠（威爾遜六十歲，艾梅二十歲），但二人一見如故。原來威爾遜先生是一位孤獨的鰥夫，唯一的女兒約在艾梅年齡時死去。他遇見艾梅後，就把她看為逝去的女兒。威爾遜在徵詢艾梅母親同意後，艾梅就搬到他的湖區大宅中居住。艾梅的來臨使到湖區大宅增添了不少生氣。 

宣教的呼召

　　一八九二年一月十三日，艾梅忽然清楚地聽到神的呼召說：「往普天下去」；這聲音重覆了多次，艾梅知道這是從神而來的呼召，要她往普天下去傳福音。事實上，自從艾梅在其士域培靈大會上聽聞異教徒的情況，為此事禱告已有四年了。不過在艾梅的心底，她仍有很多掙扎。威爾遜先生對她視如己出，對她倚賴日深，她豈能置他於不顧呢？她能一走了之，不協助母親照顧年幼的弟妹嗎？她個人的健康不佳，她能到遠方異教徒居住之地嗎？艾梅心很矛盾，於是寫信與母親分享。 
　　母親這樣回覆她的信：「這些年間，神把你借給我，只有祂才知道你對我多麼重要，你是我的力量、安慰和喜樂。在憂傷中，你是我的支持和安慰；在孤單中，你是我的同伴；在喜樂時，你與我一同歡欣。親愛的，神要你離開我的身邊，我豈能對祂說『不』呢？親愛的艾梅，你不是屬於我的，你是屬於祂的，我甘心樂意把你交托給祂！」 
　　威爾遜先生與賈太一樣心愛艾梅，不捨得與她分離，但他們都相信艾梅是神的女兒，祂必然會看顧保守，故都支持艾梅的宣教決定！ 

踏上征途

　　不單母親和威爾遜先生支持艾梅到異地宣教去，其士域大會亦答應在經濟上支持她，使賈艾梅成為其士域大會的宣教士。然而直到此刻，艾梅仍不知道要往那裡去。艾梅原想申請加入戴德生先生的中國內地會，後來因為健康的問題不獲差會接納，只好回到威爾遜先生家裡。 

　　在艾梅領受宣教呼召一年後，她忽然覺得神要她到日本宣教。在日本，她不認識任何人。威爾遜先生認識一位在日本的宣教士，於是替艾梅寫信去查詢，但對方的回覆尚未來到，艾梅已踏上征途。 

　　一八九三年五月，艾梅終於踏上日本的松江，展開她的宣教生涯，亦真實地接觸到：語言的障礙、食物、衣服、異教徒對福音冷淡的反應、孤單感等挑戰。艾梅從同工和自己身上首次覺察到，宣教士不會因為離開原來的地方就會變成聖人，他們與一般人無異，有著人一切的軟弱和限制。 
　　艾梅傳福音的心非常迫切，因此儘管她還未掌握到日文，但透過日本同工幫忙翻譯，她到處傳福音去，並且帶領了一些日人信主。可惜因為身體不濟，患了一種所謂「日本頭痛病」，需要長時間休息。於是在日本事奉了一年多的艾梅，被迫暫時離開日本，到中國休息去。 

錫蘭之旅

　　艾梅在中國上海內地會的總部休息了一個星期，身體健康好轉了一點，眼見差會同工們忙碌的事奉，自己卻終日無所事事，於是在神面前尋求事奉的出路。她覺得神呼召她到錫蘭去，立時就踏上開往錫蘭的船去，連差她出去的其士域大會也沒有知會一聲。她這倉猝行動使到英國的親人大為擔憂，威爾遜先生立刻發電報去查詢，問她是否離開日本的工場，改投別的差會，又問她為何有此行動而事前不先知會差她出去的差會。艾梅至此方知自己行動魯莽，大大傷害了愛她的人的心。其實她單純地以為既是神的旨意帶領她往錫蘭，必會叫所有人都明白。 
　　醫生認為艾梅的健康情況不容許再回日本去，於是她安心留在錫蘭事奉。過了不久，接到威爾遜先生中風的消息，立時趕回英倫去。威爾遜先生非常高興艾梅回來，身體迅速痊癒，但艾梅只在英國逗留了十個月。一八九五年十月，艾梅再次踏上征途，展開她在印度五十五年的宣教生涯，從此再沒有回過家去。 

印度之旅

　　艾梅加入Church of England Zenana Missionary Society 到印度宣教去。她先到印度南部的班加羅爾，這裡的天氣較佳，但學習泰米爾語很艱難。目睹其他宣教士不善用時間去傳福音，反而浪費時間去做一些在她眼中看為無關重要的事，令她感到甚不是味兒。艾梅自己過著簡樸的生活，盡量找機會與當地人融合，使她在當地的宣教士同工中間如同鶴立雞群，顯得格格不入。沒多久，她認識了另一位宣教士獲加威廉。他是一位信仰保守、生活嚴謹、著重傳道的宣教士。他成立二一隊巡迴佈道隊，全心為主搶救異教徒的靈魂。他邀請艾梅加入，艾梅欣然應允。 

印度之母

　　一九零一年，當佈道隊來到多納華(Dohavar)，一名女童從印度廟裡逃到他們那裡尋求庇護。在印度的社會裡，許多人因著不同原因，把年幼女兒嫁給印度教廟裡的神（其實是讓女兒成為廟妓，供到廟裡的男人發洩情慾）。艾梅對於這情況感到非常憤怒，她決心拯救這些女孩。她派人到印度各處尋找這些女孩子，亦有貧窮的寡婦把女兒送到她那裡去。為了照顧這些軟弱無助的小女孩，艾梅和她的同工成立了育嬰院。艾梅在印度宣教的角色轉變了，由一位遊行佈道者變成看顧小女孩的母親，印度人稱她為艾瑪（意即母親）；這項事工改變了她的一生，也是她一生宣教事工的轉捩點。 

　　拯救女孩的工作漸漸發展成為多納華團契，工作的需要越來越大，後來還加入男孩子。隨著孩子的增多，同工開辦了多間育嬰院、幼兒院，還有醫院、辦公室、同工的居處。龐大的工作需要大量的人力支援，神感動世界各地的白人宣教士加入，也有印度婦女，甚至得著印度政府的支持，取消這種「嫁給神」的陋習。不少人讚賞艾梅的工作，她還因此獲得印度政府頒發的獎章，但她在印度五十五年的歲月中，遭遇到不少困難和痛苦，實在一點也不容易度過。 
　　至於金錢方面，艾梅依循她一向的做法，只把需要告訴神，不向人募捐。團契經歷過不少銀根短缺的時候，然而神總在重要關頭，適時供應他們的需要。艾梅特別寫了一本書，記載神如何奇妙地供應他們的經濟需要。 
困難重重

　　多納華團契的工作引來不少攻擊，當地的印度教徒否認廟妓這回事，紛紛指責艾梅說謊。有些婦女把小女兒交給多納華團契後又取回，艾梅不肯把小女孩交回，有時為此對簿公堂，被人控以拐騙婦女的罪名。 
　　當地的宣教團體亦不滿艾梅，甚至發動了一個「趕賈艾梅離開印度」的運動。他們視她為眼中釘，因為她堅決拒絕雇用掛名基督徒，甚至寫了一本名為「事情的真相」的書，揭露印度宣教工作所謂的卓越成就，帶了多人信主，其實許多都是掛名基督徒；此事引起了許多人不快。艾梅和多納華團契中人盡量印度化，穿印紗龍，當地宣教士覺得這種行為不配合宣教士身分，他們亦懷疑艾梅所指的小女孩作廟妓一事。 

壓力重重

　　艾梅的工作極為繁重，身體經常患病，但她卻不肯放下工作回國休息。即使至親的人如威爾遜先生和母親的離世，她都不肯回國奔喪，因她有極強的使命感，她常說：「寧願燒盡，不願死(rather burn out than rust out)」她認為休息是浪費時間，只待身體支持不了，才到印度北部休息一會。 

屬靈爭戰

　　多納華團契的工作雖然發展迅速，但亦經歷重重困難，承受不少來自敵對勢力的攻擊。不少來到多納華的孩童是身患重病或營養不良，同工們細心照顧不時，亦未必能挽回他們的性命，使同工們十分難過。另一重大打擊是團契多位領袖和得力同工驟然逝世，不單叫人心碎，還防礙工作的發展。另一類叫人傷心的事情是當中有同工犯罪，被迫離開團契的事奉。這一切打擊，常叫多納華團契同工灰心失望，沮喪不已。 
　　艾梅本身多年來過著刻苦的生活，擔負著過量的工作，導致百病纏身，身心靈都極為疲累，幾乎連宣教的熱誠也失去，然而艾梅靠著那加給她力量的主，毅然熬過去。不但如此，她還不住禱告，祈求神除去印度教和回教的營壘，叫福音能臨到他們身上。 

最後一擊

一九三一年，多納華團契經過千辛萬苦，終於在一個回教徒聚居的小鎮租了一所房子。團契預備在那裡開一所藥房，然後讓它成為福音的據點，於是派兩位姊妹進駐那裡。艾梅特別到那裏視察環境，卻不小心掉在工人所掘的洞裡。這一跌，導致艾梅折斷了腿、關節移了位、弄傷了脊骨。同工立刻把她送到醫院就醫，但艾梅再無法完全康復。因為行動不便，再加上百病纏身，艾梅的餘生只能在臥房內度過。直到一九五一年一月十八日，主才把這位疼累不堪的女兒接去，息了她在地上的勞苦。 
著作等身

　　艾梅一生勤於寫作，總共出版了三十多本書。自踏上日本宣教工場開始，她以優美的文筆，把她在宣教工場上的所見所聞記錄下來。她勤於寫信，與支持者分享個人的掙扎和在宣教工場上的心路歷程。她臥病在床二十年，雖然未能到處視事，卻寫作不綴，透過熱誠的文字和感情豐富的詩篇，她牧養了數以百計的孩子和同工。艾梅以坦誠的心，記下她的所見所聞，她豐富的感情，感動了許多人的心，造就了數之不盡的信徒；華人教會深愛的一本小書《若》，就是艾梅的著作。啟示錄這樣評價那些在基督裡死了的人：『「從今以後在主裡面而死的人有福了！」聖靈說：「是的，他們息了自己的勞苦，做工的果效也隨著他們。」』 

 (熊黃惠玲,本文取材自Amy Carmichael: Her Life & Legacy by Elisabeth Elliot , MARC, 1987.)
一個棄絕給神的生命

「耶穌將祂的生命給了她，現在輪到她了」 
　　艾梅生於一八六八年北愛爾蘭，祖先是來自蘇格蘭西南部忠誠的長老會信徒，為保衛信仰而渡海定居北愛爾蘭，艾梅的父親經營磨坊生意，父母親慈愛兼有嚴格的管教，所以她有一個敬虔而快樂的童年，自幼喜愛動物，家中有豐富的藏書，「天路歷程」是艾梅最愛讀的，她非常愛詩，也試著寫詩。 

　　初蒙救恩 

　　一八八零年夏天，艾梅離開家成為寄宿生，十七歲時在一個聚會中，一首簡單的聖詩「耶穌愛我我知道，因為聖書告訴我……」，詩歌的第一句就像成千的天使唱向她的心。「耶穌愛我」，是的，但我接受了那愛嗎？她從未邀請耶穌進入她心中，這是她的第二次機會。十字架上祂所受的痛苦似乎壓碎了她。是的，她要向耶穌打開心門。突然間，她的鎖鍊全都脫落了，她現在明白了約翰衛斯理所著重的基督徒的重生是什麼了，她的靈魂飛上了高天，她被提昇到以往的年月似乎都成空了。她像一個朝聖者進入沙漠，遠離了人的愛，因為她已找到了神。 

天上的異象

　　一八八四年學年結束後，父親來接她回家，回到愛爾蘭，艾梅並未忘記她接受耶穌作她救主的決定。但如何事奉祂呢？一次她和母親在茶舖，注意到一個小女孩將臉貼在櫥窗的玻璃上，當她們離開時，艾梅看到了其它的，小女孩的衣服又薄又髒，還光著腳，在這陰冷潮溼的地上光著腳是多麼冷，又餓，多麼窮，多麼可憐！晚上，在她溫暖的房間，艾梅求神告訴她該怎麼作來幫助這樣的小女孩。 

　　又一個週日上午聚會後，她和兩個弟弟在路上幫忙一位老婦人扛重物，遇見教堂出來的人驚異的望著他們。艾梅很尷尬，老婦人是骯髒的，穿著破舊。艾梅心想：「這些體面人可別想我們賈家是與這樣的可憐人來往的。」突然，神的話像雷聲，一個聲音隆隆作響：「若有人用金、銀、寶石、草木、禾??在這根基上建造，各人的工程必然顯露。因那日子要將他表明出來，有火發現，這火要試驗個人的工程怎樣，人在那根基上所建造的工程，若存得住，他就要得賞賜。」哥林多前書第三章十二到十四節。艾梅麻木的反應著，但是誰在說？當天下午在房間內，她一遍一遍的問自己，幾個鐘頭後，她明白她確曾聽到了聲音。這事只有一個意義：「……這火要試驗個人的工程怎樣……。」那麼她的工程如何呢？今天她被要求作一件善行，而她卻用自己的困窘羞辱了那件善行。啊！神！讓我用金子服事你。她沒有告訴任何人這個經歷，但她立刻開始奉獻她的金子。 

　　兒童工作 

　　首先，艾梅邀請鄰居的孩子，在禮拜天的下午到家裏來，用玩遊戲、說故事款待他們，聖經故事就在歡樂中編進去了，她有六個弟妹，有許多招呼年幼孩子的經驗，所以當孩子們熱烈響應是毫不奇怪的。她的弟妹們也參加，艾梅心中清楚這些鄰童是蒙了恩典，但尚有其他的孩子更需要耶穌。她怎能忘記在茶舖櫥窗外，那單純又衣衫襤褸的孩子那搜尋的目光？艾梅也志願和牧師在週六晚間訪問貧民區，也開始接近那些在馬路上遊蕩的孩子，並邀請他們來聚會。神話語的盛宴總是夾在活動中供應著。消息傳開後，愈來愈多的孩子加入，艾梅知道她的能力來自耶穌。她更加努力作工，很快的成立了男孩子的「守望會」，這些孩子們宣誓固定讀經、禱告。每星期六早上聚集，彼此交換一週來的成功或失敗。女孩子們的禱告會人數增加極迅速，甚至移至大學裏聚會了。 

　　艾梅在一八八六年被朋友邀赴英格蘭的開西聚會，盼望能夠受到聖靈的洗。那天的講台並沒有對她有任何影響，但在結束禱告時，猶大書二十四節「那能保守你們不失腳」這經文跳入艾梅心中，是的，「叫你們無瑕無疵，歡歡喜喜站在他榮耀之前的，我們的救主獨一的神。」啊，是的！「願榮耀、威嚴、能力、權柄，因我們的主耶穌基督歸與祂，從萬古以前，並現今，直到永永遠遠，阿們！」艾梅稍稍暈眩的走出了聚會，稍後，那經文又再度臨到她。 

　　回到家鄉，她拒絕了母親帶她去採購衣物，這些物品是精緻的虛榮。她心中充滿了保羅對提摩太所說：「願女人廉恥，自守，以正派衣裳為妝飾，不以編髮、黃金、珍珠和貴價的衣裳為妝飾，只要有善行。……」艾梅明白在開西聚會有一些重要的改變發生在她身上，使她成為生活在、呼吸在神話語中，而被領向一個門徒的新生活。 

　　一八八七年開西聚會在艾梅家鄉舉行，邀請了知名的戴德生，戴氏於一八六零年間赴中國大陸宣教，成立中國內地會，深入中國大陸傳教，傳教士都穿著當地服裝，操當地語言。在一八八五年劍橋大學的「劍橋七傑」自願投入中國的事工，在英國社會曾引起了極大的注意。戴德生站起來大聲疾呼全世界有十六億五千萬人未得救，每天有五萬人的靈魂沉淪，每一天五萬人。在開西聚會，艾梅證實了她以前所聽說的：「所有教條式的攔阻都要避免，目標是聖潔，自我必須被降低，克服最小的罪，挪開苦毒及仇恨，每一時刻與主同在，仰望神的能力勝過每一軟弱。」 
　　開西聚會決定派出宣教士，艾梅十分興奮，她有這個榮譽嗎？神的話語臨到她哥林多後書第十二章九節：「我的恩典夠你用的；因為我的能力，是在人的軟弱上顯得完全。」詩篇一二一篇八節：「你出你入，耶和華要保護你，從今時直到永遠。」艾梅自問如果神呼召我前去，我難道不願意嗎？向未得救的異教徒傳福音影響到她在本地的服事嗎？ 

　　歡迎所----服事女工 

　　艾梅因關心本地工廠女工，開始有服事她們的聚會，這時女工大量湧來，原先所借的教室已不敷使用，艾梅發動女工為此事禱告。奇蹟似的，一位有地位的婦人捐贈了五百英鎊作為建鐵皮聚會所的費用，艾梅又說服一位富有的工廠老闆捐獻了所需的土地，完成後，有些人稱為「錫會幕」。艾梅稱之為「歡迎所」。一週內的每一天都有活動，週日有聖經課程及日光樂隊，週一詩班練唱，週二夜課，週三姊妹會，……每個月的第一個星期三是傳福音聚會。超過五百人的聚會及活動，艾梅需要許多助手及金錢。女工們也出售自己的手藝品來幫助募款。歡迎所在英倫三島的基督徒中負有盛名，艾梅甚至被邀至曼徹斯特，為那兒的女工開辦歡迎所。 

　　一八九一年九月，哥林多後書第九章八節「神能將各樣的恩惠，多多的加給你們；使你們凡事常常充足，能多行各樣善事。」艾梅深深的被這章節影響了，她將這話紀錄下來，一旦神向她顯明祂的計劃，她打算立刻投入神的工作。然而，那一年的開西聚會她祈求神把她從不斷的內心的壓力中釋放出來。一八九二年一月艾梅住在格蘭吉陪伴羅拔．威爾森先生︵開西聚會的創辦人之一︶已有兩年了，她看來似乎是平靜的，但尚未有喜樂。她耐心等候。一月十三日晚間，發生了。艾梅寫下幾點留下的理由，然後回到房間向神詢問，求祂的旨意，像她聽見母親說話一樣的清楚，她聽見了神：「去吧！」事情就是這樣了。撒但真是給了她足夠的理由不去服從神，但艾梅殺了這魔鬼----吼叫的獅子。 

　　在日本的服事 

　　同年經過威爾森先生的幫助，艾梅被開西聚會差派，預備前往中國宣教，但可惜在身體檢查這一關，她未能通過。整整一年後，一八九三年一月十三日，艾梅突然想到她的目的地是日本，同年三月三日，她登上了往亞洲的船，船在海上遇見大風暴，艾梅驚奇：「我怎麼都不覺得害怕？」她有完全的安息。 

　　在船上，艾梅與船長的談話，使他恢復了信仰，並將他帶到基督耶穌的面前。他說：「你不只是活在你的信仰中，我還看見基督在你裏面。」四月二十五日艾梅抵達日本，很快的，她從接待的傳教士家中搬出去到日本民眾住宅區，以便工作。同年夏天鄰居中有一人，聽說是被六個「狐狸精」附身，嚴重到已快死亡。艾梅請她的翻譯帶她去，堅持之下，那家人讓她們一試，那老人被綁在木頭上，神的話臨到了艾梅：「奉我的名趕鬼！」話像刻在石頭上，艾梅覺得無此能力，她要翻譯傳譯：「奉主耶穌基督的名，我們趕出這狐狸的靈！」一經宣告，老人扭動，開始憤怒，咒詛及尖叫，掙扎著要脫綁，像要殺死這些闖入者。他的家人嚇壞了，就儘速送她們出去，艾梅覺得屈辱，她作了什麼？她羞辱了她的救主嗎？但突然間她的勇氣倍增，平靜的問那人妻子說：「我們回家去向我們的主耶穌禱告，那位活神，我們的神會勝利的，狐狸的邪靈離開後，請通知我們。」一個鐘頭後，一個男人臉上帶著大大的笑容來了，他說老人已經好了，狐狸的靈已走了，哈利路亞！當她們再去拜訪，老人完全平靜自持了，並送給艾梅一把石榴花。 

　　因著在家鄉的經歷，艾梅決定接觸本地的工廠女工，她走在貧民區中，邀請女工們來參加聚會，她們辛苦工作，從清晨五點到黃昏六點，每十天休息一天。十分驚異的，竟然來了八十位女工，她們非常飢渴的要一些不同的東西，艾梅給了她們基督。 

八月，艾梅上山參加了一個宣教士奉獻委身聖職的聚會，她需要這樣的聚會。曾經有過不止一個男士向她表示過，但她並未感覺需要一個丈夫。在山上，她藏進一個洞內，禱告了許多個鐘頭，撒但一直耳語：「現在還好，將來怎麼辦？」「你會覺得很寂寞。」她轉向神呼求：「主啊！我該怎麼辦？我要如何走向終點？」神說：「沒有一個信我的會被撇棄。」「我必不撇下你們為孤兒。」 

　　新奉獻過的艾梅決心要傳福音，她的飲食與衣著都日本化，並與她的翻譯挨家挨戶去敲門。有一次一個佛教徒問她：「你如何讓我們看見你住在基督裏？」這是一個挑戰，艾梅變得愈來愈認同而像一個日本人了，她坐三等車旅行，住他們的旅舍，睡大通舖，這些生活型態都使她放棄了許多隱私。 

　　每一次出門，都熱切禱告神指引她。十一月她決定去拜訪附近山區的村莊。第一次探險，她使一個絲織女工信主，十二月艾梅又多拯救了兩個人，二週後四個人信主，一八九四年一月去山上，一次艾梅就使八個人信主。到此時，三木所有的宣教士都與她一同禱告。很明顯的，她每去一次山村，信主的人數就成倍增加。但這奇蹟似的擴展很快的終止了。 

　　得病回英國 

　　這時艾梅得了一種劇烈的頭疼症，躺在床上一星期之久，有時眼睛看不見。聽說這病名叫「日本頭」，唯一治癒的方法就是離開日本。但艾梅不打算放棄。五月，艾梅聽說另一城市的宣教士病了，需要幫助，她立刻坐船趕去幫忙。抵達後，艾梅病倒了，發覺到在她週圍的是溼毛巾，悲憫的臉，模糊的意識，……這終止了她在日本的服事。回到三木她準備去中國，離開前，她參加了幾個因她信主之人的水洗禮，當時她仍有欲裂的頭痛。 

　　七月，她買了去中國的來回船票，在上海的醫生建議她轉往中國東北去養病，但艾梅有一個興奮的欲望想去錫蘭，並且發現去錫蘭的費用低過去東北，八月十七日她抵達錫蘭首府可倫坡，短暫的停留，威爾森先生中風的消息傳來，艾梅就辭別她的福音伙伴及朋友，飛回倫敦，轉往格蘭吉探望安慰威爾森先生。這年冬天，艾梅也在沉思自己的前途：在日本的失敗由於兩大缺失，不夠健康的身體及不能操當地的語言。但在可倫坡的短暫逗留給了她新希望。一封從印度班加羅省的來信更激起她的興趣。艾梅的母親，家人及威爾森先生似乎都較能接受艾梅前往印度之事，所以雖然沒有明顯的呼召，她就決定前往。 

　　星團----印度的服事 

　　五月，艾梅在倫敦英國國教的宣教會有一次面試，七月份國教通知開西聚會差派艾梅為駐印度班加羅省的宣教士。十月她再度告別家人航向東方。初抵印度，她經歷了一些社會文化背景不同的震驚，並經過與其它宣教士的相交，更加瞭解人們需要認識耶穌，她每天花六小時學習當地語言，一向獨立的艾梅在一八九七年七月開始一個婦女福音團隊，一八九八年，三十歲那年，艾梅有了三個奉獻的姊妹。其中一位名叫邦娜美，是一位基督徒的媳婦，也是一個年輕的寡母。她們的服事並未要求報酬，她們是充滿活力的活躍著。當地人稱她們為「星團」。在賓那維里這個地方，她們經常是在一百度的高溫氣候下傳福音，在路途中，住宿在野外，露營是宜人的，只是要注意毒蛇、蝎子等。星團的姊妹也除下她們配戴的所有首飾，在印度社會中，這些首飾象徵著她們丈夫或父親的財富及地位。這種犧牲幾乎是不可置信的。神揀選何等聖潔的婦女來參與艾梅的工作。大部份的印度人反而更尊敬她們，因為她們尊重聖潔。話傳開後，連小偷也知道她們一無所有了，這是真神保護的手。 

　　一八九八年初，一個十六歲的女孩子在賓那維里屋外呼救，她從未見過艾梅，但上過附近的教會學校，讀了聖經而成為一個信徒，在印度，一個人信耶穌後就不容於家人，這女孩的親族包圍房子，要求把她交還。艾梅及她的輔導華克樂先生拒絕了，並願意提供庇護。下一步，華克樂先生尋求正式法律途徑。非常幸運，這女孩達到法定成年年齡十六歲，可以合法獨立了。這女孩被一個基督徒詩人命名「勝利之珠」。但忿憤的親人們卻放火燒了這女孩去的教會學校。同一年，另一女孩也來尋求庇護，再度的艾梅和華克樂先生的家人挺住面對那女孩親族抗議風暴，她成了「生命之珠」。 

　　一八九九年，有些人信主了，包括男人及男孩子們受了水禮。大部份的女孩們被送往另一地的教會學校，二十公里遠的距離足夠擋住那些要報復的親人們了。寫作的推動力使得艾梅記錄下這些事跡，寫成手稿，但出版社要求她修改一些結局，她就把稿擱置一邊了。 

　　真正的試驗來了，艾梅看著這小女孩，問她：「你幾歲？」「十一歲」，艾梅不能收留她，但告訴她可以來上課，艾胡麗就來上課，聽說她的父親自親人中承受了極大的壓力，要阻止艾胡麗，但他儘量忍耐，特別是艾胡麗的堂兄因為也要來上課並信耶穌，就被綁在閣樓上受折磨。艾梅曾聽見艾胡麗的禱告：「主阿！求你不要使我回到黑暗，求你讓我活在光中。」艾梅也認真的為她禱告。有一天這父親很沮喪的來了，告訴他的女兒不可再來。艾胡麗要被拉回黑暗嗎？不！當這父親伸手去抓她時，他的手臂無力的垂下來，「怎麼了？」他叫：「我的手臂好像麻痺了？」艾梅告訴他：「這是上帝已揀選這孩子歸給祂自己。」艾胡麗從此可以留下來與艾梅同住。 

　　華克樂先生被邀去幫助在杜尼法的多納男子神學院，多納是在低地的一個鄉村，遠離大路及鐵道。艾梅、星團、艾胡麗都隨著華克樂先生一家搬去了。那兒有一所一八二四年建的教堂。從多納，艾梅及星團可向散居在附近許多小村落的人傳福音，大部份的村落都在步行兩小時的範圍之內。一九零一年初，在多納，五個來自賓那維里的男孩子受了水禮，其中有一個是艾胡麗的親戚，但在一個星期中，這五個男孩都生了致命的疾病，兩個死亡，艾胡麗的親戚是其中之一。 

　　一九零一年三月，離開一年後，艾梅及華克樂先生再訪賓那維里，一天一個信主的婦人帶了一個七歲的女孩來，手上有被燒傷的疤，只因她自廟中逃跑。賓娜的命運是要被訓練歌舞蹈，以娛樂他們的假神，繼而娛樂那些支持廟裏的男人。廟妓！可憐的賓娜逃回家中投奔母親，卻被推出來給那些追捕的人，艾梅知道這次她們沒有法律的保護，因為賓娜太小了。當追捕者，一群老廟妓聚集而來，反而是賓娜挺身而出，她喊著：「我不跟她們去。」這群人消散了，艾梅發現印度人迫切要遮掩他們的邪惡，所以可能不會訴諸當局。艾梅就帶著賓娜回去多納。同時，艾胡麗和她曾經被綁在閣樓上的堂兄達森一起受了水禮，也一起去了多納。 

多納孤兒院 

　　一九零一年七月標示出艾梅服事的一個重大事件。賓娜告訴艾梅及華克樂先生一件他們從不知道的事實，就是：「利用女孩子作廟妓是印度現存最邪惡的習俗。」應該予以揭發及剷除，但現在艾梅要儘力搶救更多的女孩子，並提供庇護。廟妓的管道是如此的隱密，許多傳道人都不相信這事的存在，甚至華克樂先生也審慎的尋求證據，數年後，他才相信。甚至男嬰也被留在廟中或轉賣出去。 

　　一次艾梅和星團出外傳福音，睡在穀倉中，隔著牆板，聽見和尚與一個父親在議價買他的女兒，艾梅向一個醫生宣教士求援，他有獅子般的勇氣，他們救了那女孩，在賓娜投向艾梅三個月後，她們又增加了四個女孩，全都稱艾梅「阿媽」。愈來愈多孩子被送來，星團的成員也增加到了五名。艾梅得決定多納是否一個適合作孤兒院的地方，這似乎是她現在的呼召，她終於記起小時候在家鄉茶舖窗口見到的那小女孩，光著腳，衣不蔽體在寒雨中發抖，艾梅想起她作的詩：「當我長大有了錢，知道我要做什麼，我要蓋又大又美的地方，給像你這樣的小女孩……」，艾梅怎能忘了她的諾言？她現在三十三歲，的確長大了，也該蓋地方給小女孩們了，在老教堂附近他們找到一座破爛的平房，有巨大的羊齒植物，也有山羊，猴子在活動，另有四座小屋散在這塊地上。 

　　一九零三年十二月十六日，艾梅三十六歲，她向神迫切祈求廟童的靈魂。因在異象中，她見到每一個小小的蓮花苞都是嬰兒純潔的臉，舉向亮光之處。一九零四年三月從北邊來的一個傳道人抱著一個剛生下來才十三天的女嬰：「我在夜間遇見一群廟裏的女人，帶著她們的犧牲品︵受害者︶正走向廟裏，我禱告，神就命我衝進她們中間，神把這個嬰孩給了我。」艾梅喘了口氣：「這是個廟嬰了。」 

　　星團也增加到了七名，邦娜美是艾梅對孩子的最大幫手。到了一九零四年六月，艾梅在多納有十七名孩子，其中六名是廟裏的命運救出來的。十一月艾梅的母親從英國來到，帶給艾梅最需要的安慰及指導，因為艾梅沒有任何醫生及護士的幫助。印度婦女，甚至基督徒也不肯用自己的奶來餵養，艾梅及母親只有用羊奶加其它配方來嚐試哺育這些嬰兒。但這個成長中的家庭的確需要醫療的援助。孩子們是在一個月增加一人的比率上升，現在總共已有五十人了。艾梅對她以前天真的期望覺得好笑，因為她的宣教工作不在傳福音，而在修剪上千的小手指甲及小腳趾甲。 

　　她又開始迫切的禱告，祈求更多的土地及建築，可以擴建一兩間新的育嬰室，一間教室，一間辦公室給工人們，一台打字機也是主要的項目。在南邊尼雅有一棟平房可以用，艾梅差她最信任的邦娜美帶著較體弱的孩子們搬過去，現在兩地共有七十個孩子了。一九零七年，六個孩子受洗後，華克樂先生堅持要艾梅去奧他卡蒙休息避暑。艾梅也帶了十二個孩子一起去，在奧他卡蒙艾梅讀到了支持她的話：「這神聖的工作不需要不冷不熱的、自私的、鬆懈的靈魂，但需要那些心靈比鋼鐵更精煉過，意志比鑽石更純淨及硬度更高。」 

　　擴大工作 

　　一九零七年是滿有祝福的一年，一位富婦捐贈了一大筆錢，使她們可以加蓋更多的育嬰房，邦娜美和她所管理的孩子們都可以搬回來了，因為也有了第一位註冊護士梅寶，她是第一位加入他們行列的歐洲人。偶爾，多納也有真的教師自願來一段時期，但她們始終沒有正規的教學工人。同時，她們也為孩子們的靈魂爭戰。 

　　救援慕答娜 

　　一九零九年三月十日，十二歲的慕答娜和她富有的母親一起來到多納村，她的父親去世後遺留給她一大筆土地，使她的處境十分危險，因為她的叔叔想要控制她，母親又活在罪惡中也不能留住她。慕答娜大膽的告訴艾梅：「自八歲起我就聽說多納村，我要長大成為良善，你願意保護我嗎？」艾梅坦誠的說：「我恐怕不能做到，這事牽涉法律。」「可是我聽說你的神垂聽禱告！」「那麼留下來我們禱告吧！」慕答娜的叔叔和多納村的基督徒之間的冷嘲熱諷進行了數週，同時那叔父強迫了慕答娜的母親換到他那一邊的陣線，現在她母親要求女兒去和叔父同住。他也曾僱用流氓威脅過艾梅，但未傷害她。忙碌的艾梅只有暫時放下她的寫作來幫助慕答娜。英國在當地的最高當局表示同情，但愛莫能助，因那叔父有合法的監護權。艾梅旅行了許多城市尋求一個有力的律師，終於有一個剛自英國來的基督徒律師，求他救這個孩子，她對這驚異的律師說：「我們一起禱告好嗎？」然後他們跪了下來。奇蹟似的，律師接受了這個案並與對方商議︵談判︶妥了一個協定，慕答娜可以留在多納村，條件是在她成年以前必須遵守她在種姓制度中的階級規定，並且不可受洗，慕答娜歡呼：「我的禱告得到答應了。」但是她的叔父並未放棄繼續爭取監護權，終於被他找到一個願意的法官。一九一一年三月二十七日法庭判決慕答娜必須在一週內交還給她的叔父，艾梅負責償付所有的訴訟費用，以前所有協議都被判為作廢。 

　　梅寶，她從英國來到多納拜訪她的姐姐，艾梅來找她：「你願不願意冒坐牢的風險來救慕答娜？」她很驚訝，但答應了。當夜，慕答娜就失蹤了。當局非常憤怒，警探及密探開始日夜監視艾梅及華克樂先生，特別是華克樂先生帶妻子去英國時。終於，他們也開始監視梅寶，在她回到英國後，一個印度人在她房子四週出現，明顯的要找慕答娜。當然，慕答娜不在那兒，梅寶只在整個逃亡計劃中佔了第一步而已，她把慕答娜改妝成為一個回教男孩，又送她到一輛在等著的車上，自那兒慕答娜被一些願意伸援手的人輾轉的送到了錫蘭，甚至錫蘭也不是終點。艾梅找到了一個傳道人漢弟伯，雖然幾乎是不認得他，卻向他全盤托出：「你願意幫助慕答娜走下一步嗎？」「接下一步的人在那兒？」「禱告，神就會告訴你。」漢弟伯嘆息：「好吧，我就去錫蘭。」隔了好幾年，艾梅才再聽到慕答娜的命運。　　　　 

　　艾梅並未因著慕女的失蹤而受控告，並非慕答娜的叔父不想告她，而是苦無證據，又怕被反告是綁架者，但艾梅仍需負擔法庭的費用，她並沒有這麼大的款項，她會去坐牢嗎？這時英國當地官方對她很生氣。有一天，出版商自英國寄來一張支票，金額正是法庭所定的數目，出版商堅稱並不知道艾梅的法律糾紛，只是有一股衝動要寄錢給她。 

　　一九一五年艾梅得知漢弟伯將慕答娜帶往中國貴州的南寧市，將慕答娜留給羅醫師夫婦，所以慕答娜一直是很安全的與這基督徒家庭在一起。然後，艾梅與艾胡麗根據她們的異夢及心願，為艾胡麗的堂兄達森向慕答娜提親，終於在一九一七年，慕答娜二十歲那年，在錫蘭舉行了婚禮，為整個逃亡劃下了最後一個句點。新婚夫婦也回到了多納村，慕答娜改了名字，再見到慕答娜，對艾梅是何等的一個祝福。 

　　一九一二年八月，一個五歲，名叫魯拉的孩子瀕於死亡，她的呼吸每一刻都更辛苦，使得艾梅不忍再看，她走到外面，祈求神停止魯拉的痛苦，接走她。梅寶來輕呼她，回到室內看見這孩子微笑著伸出手臂向著別人所看不見的某個人，孩子在歡喜中拍掌，然後去世了。艾梅震驚了，她親眼目睹了一個基督徒離世進入神的榮耀。這個奇蹟幫助艾梅度過了那個悲痛的八月，因為她的屬靈導師華克樂先生因食物中毒而死在另一地的鄉村中。沒有他的智慧及力量的支持，多納村將會很困難繼續下去的。許多的支援與安慰都馬上來到，教導孩子及管理經營都有人接手，因為現在多納村有遠超過一百個基督徒的身體和心靈都需要餵養，接下來的一九一三年，邦娜美因癌症病得很重，送往大城市的救世軍醫院動手術。同時，艾梅的母親在七月十四日去世的消息傳來，也令她驚嚇。邦娜美受病痛折磨兩年之久，終於在一九一五年八月神取去了她。艾胡麗患腎臟炎，她似乎是已是在天堂門口了。艾梅承受不住這許多的打擊而生氣的向神求問為什麼？奇蹟似的，艾胡麗的健康情況改善了。 

　　尋求聖潔 

　　艾梅組織了七位姊妹作為她屬靈的夥伴，她們每星期六聚集在樹林中討論神、聖潔及禱告。在禱告中，艾梅如覺得有分心的，她會停止禱告，要求恢復愛，「你要盡心、盡性、盡意愛主你的神」，這是誡命中的第一，且是最大的。艾梅就這樣持續的尋求聖潔。 

　　開展新彊界----設立醫院 

　　多納村的大家庭發展到他們在一九一七年夏天，開始尋找要購買一塊山腰地，叢林茂密，有河流及瀑布及美麗的空地，可供建築小屋。地主說：「一百鎊就賣給你這塊三十七畝天堂地。」這麼貴，也是這麼便宜。讓我們來禱告吧！主啊！若是你的旨意，請賜我們一個印證。當晚，他們回到多納村，愛爾蘭一個律師寄來一位老朋友遺贈給艾梅的遺產，數目正是一百英鎊。一九一八年一月，第一個男嬰送了進來，此時，已有超過二十間的育嬰房了。同時新購的土地也已破土動工了。 

　　強盜「紅狼」 

　　在印度有一個聲名狼藉的強盜，自稱「紅狼」，英國報紙稱他為「俠盜羅賓漢」，因為他劫富濟貧，一躍而過寬闊溪流，沒有手銬或監獄能夠拘禁他。艾梅向神祈求能夠見到他。 

　　一九二一年十月十二日，一個人在路上攔住了艾梅，「我是紅狼」「你找我作什麼？」「我有一股衝動要見你。」紅狼供稱，多年前剛開始時，他被誣陷，因害怕而逃跑了，以致讓控告他的人更加毀謗他，逼使他作了錯誤的選擇而轉向罪惡之路。雖然接濟貧窮的人，但只能舒緩良心的控告，仍是極度的不快樂。逃亡期間，他的妻子死了，留下三個孩子，一聽到孩子，艾梅就明白神驅使他們相見的原因，她提議孩子們到多納村來居住，並勸告紅狼向警方自首，脫離這種無意義的生活。他拒絕投降，但把三個孩子送來多納村。五天後，他被逮捕了，並被嚴重的打傷，艾梅時常到監獄醫院來探望，用福音勸慰他，給他聖經，也為他的靈魂禱告，後來紅狼在監獄中受洗了。 

　　有一天消息傳來，紅狼逃獄了，艾梅自責未為他有足夠的迫切禱告，經過數月的努力安排，艾梅秘密的會見了紅狼，紅狼認為一切都太遲了，他若回去，一定會死在獄中，艾梅悲傷的要求他要信守雙手清潔而死，不傷無辜，他答應了。 

　　一九二三年九月二十日，紅狼在一個村莊裏被官方設下陷阱而捕捉到，聽說在憤怒中，警方歐打紅狼，並開槍射穿他的頭部，打死了他。住在村莊的一個婦女告訴艾梅紅狼是雙手清潔而死的，因為他並沒有開槍殺人拒捕，雖然他可以這麼做。接下來的數週艾梅的思緒受到很大的攪擾，因為警方宣稱紅狼並沒有得救，十二月二十五日在房間裏，艾梅突然被光波籠罩，神洗淨她的黑暗及懷疑，艾梅見到了紅狼確是與「以馬內利」救主同在了。 

　　紅狼的故事寫成了書，有許多人因為紅狼的悔改而被感動歸向基督。 

　　由於艾梅接受了英國皇家的表彰，引起大量的捐獻湧進了多納村，他們不斷的增建育嬰房，已達到三十間了。以前沒有男嬰，現在數十個了。艾梅有二十七位助手，其中十三位來自英國和愛爾蘭，也有新的宿舍供應他們，也有一輛汽車。艾梅對於她在多納的工作，感覺有合法保護的必要，經過兩年的籌劃，她成立了多納基金會。各宣教團體對這個消息都用接受的態度，將所有的財產捐獻出來。基金會一直收到土地及建築物。一九二五年七月，艾梅購買了六十英畝土地，同年她也開始著手準備長久渴望的「祈禱屋」。屋的設計，艾梅只要看見十字架是基督的形像。 

　　一九二六年，多納村已有七十個男孩，他們需要有一個強力的領導者，事實上整個多納基金會都需要一個新的領袖。艾梅此時已五十九歲，非常想建一所醫院，但醫生從那兒來呢？艾梅禱告著，哥菲里醫生和他的弟弟莫里都是醫生，他們都曾路過多納前往中國。在多納數個月的停留，使艾梅覺得與他們靈裏契合，也是男孩們理想的領導者。但艾梅忍痛並向神供認不該自私，因為他們兄弟的工作是在中國。誰知一星期後，電報傳來哥菲里醫生因肺部不夠健康而須先行休養。哥菲里因此已向宣教機構請辭而來到多納。一九二六年十二月十五日，艾梅生日的前一天，哥菲里在躊躇許久之後，請求加入多納基金會工作。弟弟莫里駐杭州宣教，但因中國一九二七年內戰，他只得飛來多納，但聲明一旦停戰，他就得回去。一九二八年一月，艾梅購買了建醫院的土地。看來艾梅的計劃都是反映神的呼召而無法抵禦的。到了七月，莫里也來申請加入多納了。 

　　哥菲里管理男孩社區，莫里就負責監督醫院的工程，這需要他們所有的款項，甚至連孩子們都去採草莓出售或作別的來幫助籌款。醫院終於開工了，但需要數年時間才能完成。祈禱屋已經竣工，男孩社區也在興建中，過去這幾年算是收穫豐盛的。基金會甚至向北發展至卡拉加都印度人的基地，向南到伊瓦弟，回教徒的本營。長久以來，朋友們要求艾梅將多納村的故事寫出來，是的，都記錄下來在她的十八本書及數千封信裏了。她開始編寫「每日嗎哪」供應基金會裏的成員，也寫下了如何進入「內室」中禱告的原則。艾梅更一直尋求一個合適的印度人來繼續領導基金會。邦娜美去世後，艾胡麗似乎是理所當然的人選了，但在一九三九年初，艾胡麗的健康衰退了，五月份她也回去天家了。 

　跑完了當跑的路 

　　已有許久的日子，艾梅因為腳傷無法再在多納村內行走，但在她的記憶裏，沿著她的走廊到附近的客人小屋，旁邊有織作坊，女生宿舍、醫務所、女生教室、廚房，許多間的育嬰房、工作間以及祈禱屋。當然，她可能無法完成醫院、游泳池、遊戲場或其它男孩社區建設。從南到北，社區長六百碼，東西距離更遠，建地超過一百英畝，都是在這三十年間完成的。雖然印度近年來，因向英國爭取獨立，以及印度教徒與回教徒間彼此間的殘殺，並涉入第二次世界大戰，整個社會動蕩不安；但多納村呈現了一個沙漠中的綠洲典範，社區內的和平寧靜，為神國作了美好的見證。 

　　無論是平時、戰時，艾梅總不間斷她的文字事工，盡輔導、聯絡、責備、牧養、執行多達十多項的職責，她一生寫出以印度為主題的書共有三十冊之多。 

　　一九三一年，在卡拉加都艾梅去視察一棟施工中的房子，在黃昏的光線中，她不慎跌下一個新挖的坑中，傷了腳踝骨，嚴重到纏綿病榻二十年，其中有十年之久，她甚至未步出房門，未見天空。艾梅並未絲毫減少她對神的愛，懈怠她對神的忠心。艾梅堅持無墓碑，無棺木，像神在異夢中所告訴她的：「我會在你睡眠中來接你。」一九五一年一月十八日，神安靜的實現了祂的諾言。 (完) 

《賈艾梅～愛心的使女》

　　賈艾梅（Amy Carmichael）於一八六七年出生於北愛爾蘭的米爾斯勒村，父母親都是敬虔的長老會信徒，賈艾梅在七個兄弟姊妹中排行長女。十五歲聽見福音蒙恩得救，十七歲那年，在她生命裡有一奇特的見證。一主日禮拜後回家途中，她看見一窮老婦提著沈重的包袱迎面走來，她和弟弟主動過去幫忙，但同樣回途的會友見他們穿著那麼整潔美麗的衣裳，卻為穿著破爛的老婦提包袱時，都用異樣的眼光看他們，使他們深感羞愧。就在那時，她忽然似乎聽見主說：「唯有用金銀寶石所建造的，才能存得住。」（哥林多前書三章12~14節）是的，我們一生所作，不要只求討人喜悅，乃要求討主喜悅。從那天開始，她全心投入服事，忠心教主日學、上夜間聖經學校、參與女青年會（Y.W.C.A.）的服事，甚至向父親所經營的麵粉工廠女工傳福音。 

　　一八八六年她參加格拉斯哥「凱西克聖會」生命奮興大會，在會中奉獻自己，從猶大書第廿四節，「那能保守你們不失腳、叫你們無瑕無疵、歡歡喜喜站在他榮耀之前的我們的救主─獨一的神」得到保證，並且很清楚聽見主對她說：「你要去！」於是，她決意回應主的呼召成為海外宣教師。先在威爾遜牧師（Robert Wilson）的門下受訓，隨即於一八九三年前往日本宣教，一年三個月後，因患日本腦炎病倒，不得已返國醫病。以後又聽見主對她說：「你要去！」便於一八九五年（廿七歲）隻身前往印度宣教，在那裡服事主，直到八十三歲（一九五一年）離世，這五十多年來她未曾回去英國，換句話說，至死她的腳從未離開過宣教地－「印度」。

　　在印度，她先開始參加「瑟納拿宣教會」，從事婦女教學工作，成為巡迴宣教士，熟悉當地「塔密爾語」。有一天，一少女「廟妓」普麗娜逃到賈艾梅那裡懇求保護，因為當時有成千上萬的「廟妓」，美其名是為「獻身給神明」，其實是「賣身雛妓」，讓來拜神的香客玩弄，受盡痛苦。於是，賈艾梅在上帝面前立志一生要以拯救這些可憐的「廟妓」為己任。

以後她離開瑟納拿宣教會，自行成立獨立的「杜尼法團契」（Dohnavur Fellowship），不但拯救女童，也拯救男童，因為她這樣的行為，所以遭受到「廟宇」黑勢力的激烈攻擊，甚至險些喪命。但是因著她愛心的磁力，無論印度國內或國外，有許多醫生、護士、老師、褓母……，陸陸續續加入這「愛心的團契」。所以她不但開設學校、醫院，也自耕農場。一九Ο六年在杜尼法團契裡的孩童有七十人，到一九五二年已增至九百多位，至今這些事工仍在繼續。
　　賈艾梅六十三歲時因跌倒骨折，就很少出門，但在將近二十年臥病期間，她卻寫了卅六本書，大半是關於靈修方面的書籍，幫助了更多的人。其中被翻譯成中文最出名的小冊，就是《若》（If）這本書，書中她教導杜尼法團契的同工要如何以基督的愛彼此相愛，「若傷害弟兄，你就毫不知什麼是加略山的愛！」

本文取材自  http://www.ctts.org.tw/
　　　　　　
「若」的作者﹕賈愛梅
       賈愛梅是從愛爾蘭到印度的宣教士。她救助異教惡風下被迫在廟里賣淫的孩子，成立著名的 Dohnavur Fellowship.至死沒有離開印度。  她著有35本書，因她對神對靈魂之愛，文筆如疾風烈火利劍。這本「若」是她自問有無虧欠人時， 一句一句的「若--」出來，好像有人出聲對心靈的耳朵說出來一樣。  書中有幾度講到驕傲，自私或懦弱方面，當更深的掘下去， 便發現其根源在于缺乏愛。  

這本已二十多次印刷的中文版「若」是譯者蘇恩佩（「死亡別狂傲」的作者）最心愛的書之一。  每次重唸都像第一次唸一般的心靈顫動， 呼吸屏住，因為她的訊息觸著靈魂最深處的那一根絃--對神超越的愛的反應。 

作者認為這本「若」不是為每一個人寫的， 而是特別為那些接受主的呼召去牧養祂的羊群的。
「若」
愛爾蘭的傳教士賈艾梅女士幼年蒙召，來到日本、中國、和印度傳福音。她原是體面人家的女兒，有一次在日本去探問一名臥病的老婦人。眼看著饑渴的心靈就快轉向救主了，這位日本老婦人忽然注意到宣教士手上的毛皮手套，因此不能再集中精神了。為了這件事，賈艾梅回到家中，脫下英國衣裳，立志終身再也不讓如此芝麻小事耽誤了神國的大事。她在印度南邊傳福音有53年之久，一生只為回應一個呼召而活。她寫了許多書，其中一本書名就叫《若（If）》，感動許多人。【證道出版社，蘇恩佩翻譯，1969】其中有一段寫到：
　　　　　　
1. 若我不敢說真話，恐怕因而失去別人對我的好感，或恐怕別人會說，「你不瞭解」，或怕損害我一向仁慈為懷的好聲譽；若我把個人的聲譽看得比對方最大的好處更重，那我就還是絲毫不懂加略山的愛。
2. 若我滿足於隨便的醫治了一個創傷，說著，「平安，平安了，」而實在沒有平安；若我忘記那句強烈的話，「愛裡不容許有虛假，」而把真理的利刃緣弄鈍，不說應講的話，只講叫人舒服的話，那我就還是絲毫不懂加略山的愛。　
3. 若我不大瞭解祂的憐憫，（主轉過來看彼得）；若我不大瞭解祂對那真正謙卑痛悔者滿抱著希望的勇氣，（祂對他說：餵我的小羊）那我就還是絲毫不懂加略山的愛。
4. 若我會感到深深的受傷，當別人把一些我毫不知情的罪過推在我身上，而忘了我的完全無罪的救主走在這條路上一直走到底，那我就還是絲毫不懂加略山的愛。
5. 若人的稱讚叫我得意，人的責備叫我頹喪；若我不能在被誤解中安息而不為自己辯解；若我喜歡被愛多於付出愛，被服事多於服事，  那我就還是絲毫不懂加略山的愛。
6. 若我会写一封无情的信，说一句无情的话，让一个无情的思想侵入而不感觉羞惭与伤痛， 那我还是丝毫不懂加略山的爱。

賈艾梅的詩
你怎沒有傷痕？（Hast Thou No Scar？）
賈艾梅大概寫了有兩百多首詩。在這些詩中，最能代表她的作品則非“你怎能沒有傷痕”莫屬。滿被爭戰傷痕而死，這原是艾梅自己的禱告。一九二0年印度馬德拉斯省省長打了一封電報給她，恭喜她已名列于皇家生日紀念名單之內，而且鑒于她給印度人民的貢獻將要頒發一項獎章給她。她收到電報非常惶恐，就寫了一封信回省長說：“我不知道這樣問閣下會不會以為太唐突，我可以不受這份殊榮嗎？我絲毫不覺得我做了什么。不過，最令我困惑的乃是你們這樣地厚待我，給我的感受會跟我的主祂所受到被人藐貌、棄絕的待遇，大大地不同。”她是唯恐腳蹤有一點和主所踏過的不一樣。
　　這首詩有三節，當倪柝聲弟兄翻譯的時候，就順著原詩的靈感又寫了四節。他翻譯這首詩時，可能中國的政權業已易手了，而這首詩正成為當時教會真實追隨羔羊者的寫。
（一）
你怎沒有傷痕？沒有傷痕在你肋旁？
你名反倒遠播四方，你光反倒照射輝煌，
你怎沒有傷痕？
（二）
你怎沒有傷痕？我是受迫挂在樹上，
四圍盡是殘忍、狂妄，我是受盡一切創傷，
你怎沒有傷痕？
（三）
怎能你無傷痕？仆人該与主人同樣！
本該与我同受創傷，而你卻是完整無恙！
怎能你無傷痕？
（四）
怎能你無傷痕？他們為我受人捆綁，
枷鎖、監禁，并且流放，或是舍身，喂獅廣場，
怎能你無傷痕？
（五）
你是沒有傷痕！我受摧殘，飲人鋒??，
他們忍受忌恨、刀棒，你卻平安，不缺宁康，
你卻沒有傷痕！
（六）
你卻沒有傷痕！是否你向世俗依傍，
你怕自己利益失喪，遠遠跟隨，不甚明朗，
所以沒有傷痕？
（七）
你怎沒有傷痕？沒有疲倦，只有安享？
能否有人忠心，受賞？能否有人跟隨羔羊，
而他沒有傷痕？

下面介绍几首她所寫的诗。下面一首是禱告詩，懇求投入福音的爭戰。
我神乃是祭壇烈焰（O God of Burning Altar Fire）
（一）我神乃是祭壇烈焰，焚毀一切雜質愛火，
使我內心之火淨煉，贏得靈魂遷入祂國。
（二）哦，主，在你滿了火熱，求你挑旺我火噴吐，
不叫燔祭留下灰殼，不像加略全舍的主。
（三）你既已經投下火种，豈不愿它遍地著起，
求你垂听我的懇請：刀兵一生，得人歸你。
我們雖不見万物都服你（We See not yet All Things）
　　

（一）我們雖不見万物都服你，但我們可以見那榮耀比，
　　


因見你已贏得尊榮冠冕。哈利路亞！哈利路亞！
　　

（二）看哪！死蔭匯集正要竄逃，榮耀晨光驅逐黑夜籠罩，
全胜榮耀已經凱歸四繞！哈利路亞！哈利路亞！
　　

（三）我們因此得胜，剛強壯膽，雖然長夜漫漫，你正迍邅，
因你我們抬頭，發出歌贊。哈利路亞！哈利路亞！
一旦眼目轉向加略（To Calvary Let our Eyes be Turned）
　　

（一）一旦眼目轉向加略，我心鎔于十架大愛，
在彼曾有可畏時刻，柔愛剋過魔權、罪惡。
（二）我要永遠注視我主，你外所得變色如土，
　　


這是我的禱告，主啊！保守我眼常在十架。
最后這一首是她末了的禱告詩。
去吸引我攀登你的圣山（Make us Thy Mountaineers）
（一）主，吸引我攀登你的圣山，常賜新鮮盼望，沒有流連，
　
一路望見那看不見的主，愈挫愈奮勇，一峰高一峰。
（二）越過今生，最終隘口在望，我要一生攀登，進入安息；

在彼光中，我要面見我王、我的元帥，那是好得無比！


Amy Carmichael

The Abandoned Life
     Amy Carmichael's life is a model of selfless dedication to the Savior, a life of discipleship and abandonment. She lived for one reason, and that was to make God's love known to those trapped in utter darkness. She was born in northern Ireland in 1867 and was the oldest of seven children. Her father's early death when she was eighteen had a profound effect on her, leading her to think seriously about her future and God's plan for her life. 

     Years before she became a missionary, God gave her a glimpse of the work she would one day do. His first prompting came on a wintry Sunday morning as the family returned home from church. Amy and her brothers spotted an old woman carrying a huge bundle. 

     She writes that they felt an overwhelming urge to help but also a feeling of embarrassment. "This meant facing all the respectable people who were, like ourselves, on their way home. It was a horrid moment. We were only two boys and a girl, and not at all exalted Christians. We hated doing it. Crimson all over (at least we felt crimson, soul and body of us) we plodded on, a wet wind blows in about us, and blowing, too, the rags of that poor old woman, till she seemed like a bundle of feathers and we unhappily mixed up with them." 

     As they passed a beautiful Victorian fountain, she heard the words of 1 Corinthians 3:12-14 in her spirit: "Gold, silver, precious stones, wood, hay, stubble—every man's work shall be made manifest; for the day shall declare it, because it shall be declared by fire; and the fire shall try every man's work of what sort it is. If any man's work abide." 

     She turned to see who was there, but there was no one—just the sound of the fountain's water and the laughter of a few passers-by. Before this time Carmichael admitted to a preoccupation with her social life. However, now it appeared that God was calling her to "settle some things with Him." 

The Hand of God      

     In September 1886 the Carmichael family had traveled to Glasgow, England, to attend a conference in Keswick, in England's Lake District. It was there that Carmichael felt God's hand on her life. 

     The purpose for the conference was the promotion of holiness or the "higher Christian life." Carmichael writes: "The hall was full of a sort of gray mist, very dull and chilly. I came to that meeting half hoping, half fearing. Would there be anything for me? . . . The fog in the Hall seemed to soak into me. My soul was in a fog. Then the chairman rose for the last prayer . . . 'O Lord, we know Thou art able to keep us from falling.' Those words found me. It was as if they were alight. And they shone for me." 

     Amy Carmichael realized nothing could be more important than living her life for Jesus Christ who, with nothing of worldly possessions, had given His very life for her. She knew He was calling her to do the same and give all of herself to Him. This meant she must become "dead to the world and its applause, to all its customs, fashions, and laws." 

     In 1895, she was commissioned by the Church of England Zenana Missionary Society to go to Dohnavur, India, where she served fifty-six years as God's devoted servant without a furlough. A major part of her work there was devoted to rescuing children who had been dedicated by their families to be temple prostitutes.

     Amy Carmichael often recalled the image of the old woman carrying her heavy bundle alone. She realized God had given her a love for those in the world deemed unlovely. The overflow of this love God used to start the Dohnavur Fellowship in India that became a place of safety and refuge for temple children.

     More than a thousand children were rescued from neglect and abuse during Amy's lifetime. To them she was known as "Amma," which means mother in the Tamil language. The world often was dangerous and stressful. Yet she never forgot God's promise to "keep them in all things."

     "There were days when the sky turned black for me because of what I heard and knew was true . . . Sometimes it was as if I saw the Lord Jesus Christ kneeling alone, as He knelt long ago under the olive trees . . . And the only thing that one who cared could do, was to go softly and kneel down beside Him, so that He would not be alone in His sorrow over the little children."

     She was a prolific writer with thirty-five books published to her credit. Even as a young girl, Carmichael had showed talent as a writer. However, after a tragic accident in 1931, much of her time was spent in confinement in the Dohnavur Fellowship's compound. 

     Obedience, total commitment, and selflessness were the marks of Amy Carmichael's life. In a world where the thought of living one's life for Jesus Christ above all else is rapidly fading, she remains a bright and ever burning example of one whose sole existence was devoted to her beloved Lord and Savior.

     God may or may not take you, as He did Amy Carmichael, to some far away land. However, He does have a plan for your life—to use you as His light of eternal hope and forgiveness to others. Ask Him to make His will perfectly clear. The rewards of God are not based on human achievements or financial success. They are given, instead, to those who "settle some things with Him" and commit themselves to Christ through a life of obedience and selfless devotion. 

 "If" in the English language, a conjunction.  A small word that tells you   that a condition is involved.  In Matthew 16:24 Jesus tells us that to follow Him, we must deny ourselves and take up our own cross and then follow Him.  Amy Carmichael is one who did that! 

Essential facts about Amy Carmichael, as well as a very extensive reading list!  

 Born December 16, 1867 Millisle, Northern Ireland. Oldest of 3 sisters, 4 brothers. Father: mill owner. 1885 father died. Raised Presbyterian church. Private tutoring. Childhood distinctions: poetic, tomboyish. Never married. 1885 mystical experience Belfast street. 1887 heard China Inland Mission founder Hudson Taylor, met widower Robert Wilson (Keswick sponsor). 1889 founded 'Welcome Hall', moved to Manchester to found another. 1890 persuaded to be 'lady' of Wilson's Broughton Grange. January 13, 1892, heard God say 'Go ye.' 1892 rejected by C. I. M. for frailty. 1893 served Japanese mission as 'Keswick missionary'. 1894 serious health problems. 1895 arrived India. 1896 joined fiery Rev. Thomas Walker of Tinnevelly District. 1897 formed evangelizing 'Woman's Band'. 1898 took in first woman 'refugee'. 1899 took in first girl refugee. 1900 moved to Dohnavur. 1901 rescued first 'Temple child', started mission, at first an orphanage, eventually 'Dohnavur Fellowship'. 1903 Amy's Things as They Are published. 1903-1912 decade of growth, but pariah with officials. 1912 Walker died. 1912 recognition from Queen Mary began 'respectability'. 1916 founded 'Sisters of the common Life', spiritual support group. 1917 bought 'Gray Jungle' retreat. 1918 took in first baby boy. 1919 Kaiser-i-Hinds Medal for service to India. 1925 broke ties with all mission societies after takeover attempt by English family. 1929 hospital added. 1931 crippled by fall. 1932 Gold Cord, Amy's D. F. history, published. 1933 Poignant Rose from Brier. 1935 health worsened, bed-ridden. 1937 Windows, D. F. update. 1943 Though the Mountains Shake, D. F. update. 1948 fall immobilized her. January 18, 1951, died. Buried at Dohnavur.

 BY AMY CARMICHAEL (many reprinted by Christian Literature Crusade, Fort Washington, PA):

1895     From Sunrise Land

1901     From the Fight

1901     Raisins

1903     Things As They Are

1906     Overweights of Joy

1908     Beginning of a Story

1909     Lotus Buds

1914     Continuation of a Story

1916     Walker of Tinnevelly

1917     Made in the Pans

1918     Ponnammal: Her Story

1920    From the Forest

1921     Dohnavur Songs

1922     Nor Scrip

1922     Ragland, Spiritual Pioneer

1923     Tables in the Wilderness

1924     The Valley of  Vision

1924     Mimosa                                                              

1926     Raj

1928     The Widow of the Jewels

1929     Meal in a Barrel

1932     Gold Cord                                                          

1933     Rose from Brier                                              

1934     Ploughed Under

1935     Gold by Moonlight                                          

1936     Toward Jerusalem                                        

1937     Windows

1938     If                                                                            

1938      Figures of the True                                        

1938     Pools and the Valley of Vision

1939     Kohila

1941     His Thoughts Said...His Father Said        

1943     Though the Mountains Shake

1948     Before the Door Shuts

1950     This One Thing

1955     Edges of his Ways                                           Various compilations:

1982     Candles in the Dark                                       

1982     Thou Givest…They Gather                          

1986      Learning From God                                      

1991      You Are My Hiding Place                            

1992      Mountain Breezes                                          

1993     Whispers of His Power                                  

1996      A Very Present Help                                      

1997      God's Missionary (revised edition)          

ABOUT THE LIFE AND TIMES OF AMY CARMICHAEL:

Allen, Charles, Raj: A Scrapbook of British India, 1877-1947. New York: St.                                  Martin's Press, 1978. 

Berry, Thomas, Religions of India.  New York: Bruce Publishing Company, 1971.                        

Carey, S. Pearce, William Carey, D.D., Fellow of the Linnean Society. London, 1923. 

Carey, William, An Enquiry into the Obligations of Christians to Use Means for the Conversion of the Heathens.  Leicester: Ann Ireland, 1792.

Elliot, Elizabeth, A Chance to Die: the Life and Legacy of Amy Carmichael. Grand                      

Rapids, MI: Fleming H. Revell Company, 1987.  

Gardner, Brian, The East India Company. New York: McCall Publishing, 1971.                            

Guinness, Joy, Mrs. Howard Taylor: Her Web of Time. London, 1949. 

Harshananda, Swami, All About Hindu Temples. India, 1979.

Heitzman, James and Robert Worden, eds., India: a Country Study. Washington,    DC: Library of Congress, 1996.

Houghton, Frank, Amy Carmichael of Donhavur.  London, 1953.                                                      

Makower, Katherine, Follow My Leader.  

Mayo, Katherine, Mother India. New York: Harcourt, Brace & Company, 1927.                            

Moorhouse, Geoffrey, India Britannica. New York: Harper & Row, Publishers, 1983. 

Moule, Bishop Handley, Thoughts on Sanctity.

Pollock, J. C., The Keswick Story. London, 1964.

Robbins, Nancy E., God's Madcap. UK, 1962.                                                                                              

Robinson, Francis, ed., Cambridge Encyclopedia of India et al. UK: Cambridge  Un. Press, 1989.

Rutherford, Samuel, Letters of Samuel Rutherford. London.                                                  

Skoglund, Elizabeth R., Amma: the Life and Words of Amy Carmichael. Grand                          

Rapids, MI: Baker Book House, 1994. 

Taylor, Howard, Biography of Hudson James Hudson Taylor.                                                          

Wellman, Sam, Amy Carmichael: A Life Abandoned to God. Barbour Publishing, 1998.           

If
1. If I belittle those whom I am called to serve, talk of their weak points in contrast perhaps with what I think of as my strong points, if I adopt a superior attitude, forgetting "Who maketh thee to differ? And what hast thou that thou didst not receive?" (I Cor. 4:7), then I know nothing of Calvary love.

2. If I can discuss the shortcomings and the sins of any, if I can speak in a casual way even of a child’s misdoings, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

3. If I can speak an unkind word, think an unkind thought without grief and shame, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

4. If I am perturbed by the reproach and misunderstanding that may follow action taken for the good of souls for whom I must give account, if I cannot commit the matter to God and go in peace and in silence, remembering Gethsemane and the Cross, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

5. If I cast up a confessed, repented and forsaken sin against another and allow my remembrance of that sin to color my thinking and feed my suspicions, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

6. If I am afraid to speak the truth lest I lose affection or lest the one concerned should say, "You do not understand," or because I fear to lose my reputation for kindness, if I put my own good name before the other’s highest good, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

7. If I hold on to choices of any kind, just because they are my choice, if I give any room to my private likes and dislikes, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

8. If, the moment I am conscious of the shadow of self crossing my threshold, I do not shut the door, and in the power of Him who works in us "to will and to do," keep that door shut, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

9. If a sudden jar can cause me to speak an impatient, unloving word, then I know nothing of Calvary love. (For a cup brimful of sweet water cannot spill even one drop of bitter water however suddenly jolted.)

10. If I feel bitter toward those who condemn me unjustly, as it seems, forgetting that if they knew me as I know myself, they would condemn me much more, then I know nothing of Calvary love. 

11. If I say, "Yes, I forgive, but I cannot forget," as though the God, who twice a day washes all the sands on all the shores of all the world, could not wash such memories from my mind, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

12. If monotony tries me, and I cannot stand drudgery, if stupid people fret me and little ruffles set me on edge, if I make much of the trifles of life, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

13. If there be any reserve in my giving to Him who so loved that He gave His Dearest for me, if my prayer has a secret "but" (anything but that, Lord), then I know nothing of Calvary love.

14. If I avoid being "ploughed under" with everything that such ploughing entails of rough handling, isolation, uncongenial situations and strange tests, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

15. If I make much of anything appointed, magnify it secretly to myself or insidiously to others, if I let them think it "hard," if I look back longingly upon what used to be and linger among the byways of memory so that my power to help is weakened, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

16. If I wonder why something trying is allowed and press for prayer that it may be removed, if I cannot be trusted with any disappointment and cannot go on in peace under any mystery, then I know nothing of Calvary love. 

17. If I refuse to be a corn of wheat that falls into the ground and dies (is separated from all in which it lived before), then I know nothing of Calvary love.

18. If I ask to be delivered from trial rather than for deliverance out of it, to the praise of His glory, if I forget that the way of the Cross leads to the Cross and not to a bank of flowers, if I regulate my life on these lines or even unconsciously my thinking so that I am surprised when the way is rough and think it strange, although the Word of God says, "Think it not strange ... count it all joy," then I know nothing of Calvary love.

19. If the hardest cannot be asked of me, if others hesitate to ask me to do the hardest tasks and turn to someone else, then I know nothing of Calvary love.

20. If I covet any place on earth but the dust at the foot of the Cross-, I know nothing of Calvary love.

Amy Carmichael was born on December 16, 1867 in Millisle, County Down, in Northern Ireland.   "If" was part of Amy's life even when she was a young child.  Her parents, David and Catherine both loved the Lord. Her mother had taught her "Ask God, Amy, if you want anything badly.  Share it with Him and He'll always give you an answer."  Well, Amy wanted more than anything to have blue eyes like her mother's instead of   the brown ones she had.  The Lord answered that prayer by saying "no “ but those brown eyes were to be an asset later on when she would rescue young children from being temple slaves in India.  She would stain her face and other exposed areas of skin with coffee and put on an Indian sari to enter where foreign women would have been prohibited.  In those days before contact lenses, blue eyes would have betrayed her and foil her rescue mission.  

The poem "A Mother's Mission" by Ramona K.Cecil ends with these words

:”to bring her children up in Christ,

 indeed is very much,

 For the years will show her value

 By the lives, their lives, will touch. “

Amy Carmichael's mother was a big influence in her life.  Besides teaching Amy the Word of God, she exampled it.  At a time where church going was the socially accepted thing to do, Amy's parents found real joy and happiness in going.  Instead of regarding Church attendance as a formal duty, it was the highlight of the week.  Regardless of status, those who needed encouragement would find it and a meal at the Carmichael home.  Her Mom would teach girls cooking and singing.  Amy was taught to care for others.  When there were sick, elderly or the destitute, Amy and her siblings were sent with canisters of hot soup.  

This training and later in ministering to the young girls in the mills and in the slums of Belfast.  Amy would later act a mother to the many Indian children, those rescued and those brought to her.  She earned the name "Amma” a term of respect that could also be the word "mother"  

As Titus women, we too are to train our children in the ways of the Lord.  Perhaps we have a future missionary, Christian worker or Pastor in our home. 

Amy's heart was stirred to "go to those dying in the darkness, first to Japan and then to India. There in India, Amy was to have a profound effect for the Lord and His people. 

One person, profoundly affected by Amy Carmichael, was Elisabeth Elliott.  There are many other wonderful stories of Amy's life.  You can find more information on Amy Carmichael at her web site, Gateway to Joy.  Search her archives for this and other information

Entanglements

Excerpted from God's Missionary

Editor's Note: Amy Carmichael was what we call a missionary to India in the early 1900s. But she was not a typical missionary. When she saw 5 and 6 year old girls being sold to pagan temples for prostitution, she began to purchase these girls that she might raise them and show them the redemption of the Lord. This conflicted with the policies of her denomination but did not stop her from obeying God and rescuing these children.

God's Missionary is grounded in the notion of "home" and "abroad." The first is a place of religious knowledge and the latter is a place of missions and work. In our time, there is not really such a distinction. Yes, there are countries that have religious knowledge but these largely lack a true relationship with Christ in spirit and in truth and often are more of a missions ground than the so-called pagan countries. And yes, there are countries that are largely pagan in their outlook and practice but these are sometimes populated by people who hunger for righteousness and truth. But the world, the kosmos, the world system headed by Satan himself, has encroached upon the people of God to such an extent that no land anymore can truly be said to be one or the other. There are pockets of each wherever one travels.

But few and far between are those who truly seek to worship God in spirit and in truth. May those few, the true remnant, who read this see that we do indeed have a high calling in Christ to live up to. - Neil

What is the ideal of God's missionary? He is to be a Soldier, disentangled; a Nazairte, separated; a Priest, crowned. God's missionary is a Soldier on service out on campaign, and he cannot be entangled in the affairs of this life, "the little affairs," as the Greek has it. They are so little as compared with the great affairs of the War. Does not the word "disentangled" run straight across much that is sometimes accepted as admissable, and even desirable in the Lord's soldier?

There is the social entanglement: such and such things are expected of us, and we cannot do what is required in this direction, and at the same time get the quiet we know we must secure if we are to go on in strength and in calmness of spirit. There are afternoon functions which to a consientious worker often involve a crush somewhere, if the countless things that do not show when they are done, but are missed if they are not done, are to be peacefully accomplished. There are the late hourse, simple enough for those whose duties do not call them up at down; but for those who, to have any sort of undisturbed quiet, must not only be up by dawn but awake the dawn, quite another matter. "It was so late when I got home that I was too tired to read or have proper quiet time," said one in speaking of these social duties so called. Quiet time - the word is vital.

This little book was about to go out for the fourth time when a girl who had read it at home said, "There is nothing in it about modern women's dress, and nothing about useless talk." It is true there is not and, to be frank, it is not easy to write about either; thorns and briers lie round about these subjects:

Dress:

Dead to world and its applause,

To all the customs, fashions, laws,

Of those who hate the humbling Cross.

Are the words too old to matter now? I cannot thinks so. But let us go to our Lord, the Crucified, and ask Him what He thinks about it. And if He asks us to change our ways even in this, for His sake and for the sake of those whom we might help if we cared more for Him, and our windows were open towards Jerusalem, and not towards any earthly city, shall we not do it?

And talk: if we write it down as a law of the house that the absent are not discussed to their detriment, that no belittling stories are told of any one, nor anything said about any one unless it passes through the three sieves, Is it true? kind? necessary? if we humble ourselves if ever, unawares, we break this law, we shall be astonished at the amount of talk of the kind that harms the spirit which it rules out with a stroke. And the frothy talk of nothingness, the mere noise of words that can dull and make dusty a whole table of Christian people, will not taste good to us if by His grace we keep that law. Talk can pull down as well as build up, and it can entrap and weaken in a very curious way. But the talk that is the kind He would enjoy, frank and simple and sincere and happy as the song of the birds - this kind of talk lifts up and helps. Imagination is in place here. Imagine the Lord at table or in the room (and He is); how would our talk sound to Him? All we need, all we want, is to have His ungrieved Presence with always.

And there is the entanglement of overwork. Who has not known it? The more we love our work, the keener we are to do it well, or the more the burden of souls unreached weighs upon our hearts, the greater our joy in reaching them, the subtler the form this entangling peril takes, and the more likely we are to slip into it before we are aware.

And there is another. I would not touch upon it were it not that it is so terribly familiar, so deadly in its entangling: the unconfessed, perhaps unrealized, awakening of ambition, the love of the praise of man that brings a snare.

Suddenly, to us thus entangled, comes a call for the exercise of special spiritual energy. Someone has to be dealt with in some definite way. A trial, from which the flesh shrinks back dismayed, waits for us round the next corner. There is a sense of coming conflict; we feel the air thick with contending forces - good and evil - and the evil so terribly strong. O, those bonds - invisible cords - why do they hold one so? "As a thread of two is broken when it touches the fire" - we think of that, and call upon the God of fire to burn the bonds and set us free to fight this fight for that soul, to enable us to stand ourselves peaceful and strong in the heavenly places in Christ Jesus. But is it that the Lord is farther from us than He used to be? For we fail. And thus - and who that has gone through it can ever forget it? - is there not a grief too grievous to be borne, as the very heart breaks with the shame and the sorrow of the thought: If I had spent more time with God for souls I should have had more power with God for souls, and been more calm myself in this turmoil of great waters? For the powers of darkness are as strong as ever they were. Times have not changed since the days of St. Paul. The fight with the spirits of evil is just as desperate now as it was then. The stern condition still holds good: "This kind goes not out but by prayer and fasting." We cannot go in for entanglements of any sort, and for spiritual power at the same time.

"The evangelization of the heathen world" - it is Coillard of the Zambezi who said it - "is a desperate struggle with the Prince of Darkness, and with everything his rage can stir up in the shape of obstacles, vexations, oppositions, and hatred, whether by circumstances or by the hand of man. It is a serious task. It should mean a life of consecration and faith."

It is not for nothing that the soldier's word "entanglement" is used only once again in the New Testament, and then in connection with something dangerous. It is used of those who, having escaped "the miasmas of the world," are drawn back into them and "overcome."

We dread malarial fever, and fear lest it should get hold of us and drive us out of the mission- field. Should we less dread this spiritual malaria, the fever of a restless soul, which has a power, we know not how, to enervate the very fibre of our being, and so unnerve us for the fight? Surely this is the most dangerous form of fever possible. A fit soul in an unfit body is doubtless uncomfortably crippled, but it is not wholly ineffective; but what is the good of a fit body with an unfit soul inside it? It may was well go home at once for all the fighting it will do in the mission battlefield.

But is there not a better way?

Searcher of spirits,

Try Thou my reins and heart,

Cleanse Thou my inward part,

Turn, overturn and turn.

Wood, hay and stubble see,

Spread out before Thee,

Burn, burn.

Saviour of sinners,

Out of the depths I cry,

Perfect me or I die:

Perfect me, patient One;

In Thy revealing light,

I stand confused outright,

Undone.

O to be holy!

Thou wilt not say me nay

Who movest me to pray.

Enable to endure:

Spiritual cleansing Fire,

Fulfil my heart's desire.

Make pure.

  The Cry of the Blood

This is an old tract written by a missionary called Amy Carmichael.

It's message is timeless.

The tom toms thumped on all night, and the darkness shuddered around me like a living, feeling thing. I could not go to sleep, so I lay awake and looked; and I saw, and it seemed like this:

That I stood on a grassy sward, and at my feet a precipice broke sheer down into infinite space. I looked, but saw no bottom; only cloud shapes, black and furiously coiled, and great shadow-shrouded hollows, and unfathomable depths. Back I drew, dizzy at the depth.

Then I saw forms of people moving single file along the grass. They were making for the edge. There was a woman with a baby in her arms and another little child holding on to her dress. She was on the very verge. Then I saw that she was blind. She lifted her foot for the next step - it trod air. She was over, and the children went over with her. Oh, the cry as they went over!

Then I saw more streams of people flowing from all quarters. All were blind, stone blind; all made straight for the precipice edge. There were shrieks as they suddenly knew themselves falling, and a tossing up of helpless arms, catching, clutching at empty air. But some went over quietly and fell without a sound.

Then I wondered, with a wonder that was simply agony, why no one stopped them at the edge. I could not. I was glued to the ground, and I could not call. Though I strained and tried, only a whisper would come.

Then I saw that at the edge there were sentries set at intervals. But the intervals were far too great; there were wide unguarded gaps between. And over these gaps the people fell in their blindness, quite unwarned; and the green grass seemed blood red to me, and the gulf yawned like the mouth of Hell.

Then I saw, like the pictures of peace, a group of people under some trees, with their backs turned towards the gulf. They were making daisy chains. Sometimes, when a piercing shriek cut the quiet air and reached them, it disturbed them and they thought it rather a vulgar noise. And if one of their number started up and wanted to go and do something to help, then all the others would pull that one down. "Why should you get so excited about it? You must wait for a definite 'call' to go. You haven't finished your daisy chains. It would be selfish," they said, "to leave us to finish the work alone."

There was another group. It was made up of people whose great desire was to get some sentries out; but they found very few wanted to go, and sometimes there were no sentries for miles and miles at the edge.

Once a girl stood alone in her place, waving the people back; but her mother and the other relations called, and reminded her that her furlough was due; she must not break the "rules". And, being tired and needing a change, she had to go and rest a while; but no one was sent to guard her gap, and over and over the people fell, like a waterfall of souls.

Once a child caught at a tuft of grass that grew at the very brink of the gulf; the child clung convulsively, and it called but nobody seemed to hear. And the little girl who longed to be back in her gap thought she heard the little one cry, and she sprang up and wanted to go; at which her relatives reproved her, reminding her that no one is necessary anywhere - the gap would be well taken care of, they knew. And they sang a hymn.

Then through the hymn came another sound like the pain of a million broken hearts wrung out in one full drop, one sob. And a horror of great darkness was upon me, for I knew what it was - the Cry of the Blood.

Also I heard the voice of the Lord, saying, Whom shall I send and who shall go for us? Then said I, Here I am; send me. And he said, Go and tell this people, Hear ye indeed, but understand not; and see ye indeed but perceive not. Isa 6:8-9. He said to them, Go ye into all the world and preach the gospel to every creature. Mark 16:15. Teaching them to observe all things whatsoever I have commanded you: and lo, I am with you always even unto the end of the world. Amen. (Matt 28:20)

THE WEAPON OF PRAYER

"Oh, Amma! Amma! Do not pray! Your prayers are, troubling me!" We all looked up in astonishment. We had just had our Band Prayer Meeting, when a woman came rushing into the room and began to exclaim like this. She was the mother of one of our girls, of whom I told you once before. She is still in the Terrible's den. Now the mother (A devote Hindu) was all excitement and poured out a curious story.

"When you went away last year I prayed. I prayed and prayed, and prayed again to my god to dispel your work. My daughter's heart was impressed with your words. I cried to my god to wash the words out. Has he washed them out? Oh no! And I prayed for a bridegroom for my daughter, and one came; and the cart was ready to take her away, and a hindrance occurred; the marriage fell through. And I wept till my eyes well-nigh dissolved. And again another bridegroom came, and again an obstacle occurred. And yet again did a bridegroom come, and yet again an obstacle; and I cannot get my daughter married, and the neighbors mock, and my Caste is disgraced" - and the poor old mother 

cried, just sobbed in her shame and confusion of face. "Then I went to my god again and said, 'What more can I offer you? Have I not given you all I have? And you reject my prayer!' Then in a dream my (demon) god appeared, and he said, 'Tell the Christians not to pray, I can do nothing against their prayers. Their prayers are hindering me!' And so, I beseech you, stop your prayers for fourteen days - only fourteen days - till I get my daughter married!" "And after she is married?" We asked. "Oh, then she may freely follow your God! I will hinder her no more!" Poor old mother! All lies are allowed where such things are concerned. We knew the proposed bridegroom came from a place three hundred miles away, and the idea was to carry the poor girl off by force as soon as she was married. We have been praying night and day to God to hinder this. And He is hindering!

Reference used - Things As They Are; Mission Work In Southern India by Amy Carmichael
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Amy's Poetry 

Here are some of my favorite poems by Amy Carmichael. 

  Poems:

 •   Arise My Soul 

 •   No Scar? 

 •   Royal Scars 

 •   The Moon Rainbow 

 •   We Shall Know 

 •   Cross and Garden 

 •   Onward Christian Soldiers 

 •   Where Dwellest Thou? 

 •   Hope 

Arise, My Soul

Wood violets lent their blue;

The plain, like sea at rest,

Lay calm, composed, as slowly grew

A glory manifest-

Of water, earth or air,

Of gold or precious gem?

Who gazed could only think of fair,

Far new Jerusalem.

O thought in me, take wings,

And further, further fly;

Hath entered heart of man the things

That wait beyond the sky?

O Light that shall prevail,

O Powers that yet shall be!

Arise my soul, cast loose, set sail:

Before thee lies the sea.

No Scar?

Hast thou no scar?

No hidden scar on foot, or side, or hand?

I hear thee sung as mighty in the land;

I hear them hail thy bright, ascendant star.

Hast thou no scar?

Hast thou no wound?

Yet I was wounded by the archers; spent,

Leaned Me against a tree to die; and rent

By ravening beasts that compassed Me, I swooned.

Hast thou no wound?

No wound? No scar?

Yet, as the Master shall the servant be,

And pierced are the feet that follow Me.

But thine are whole; can he have followed far

Who hast no wound or scar?

Royal Scars

We follow a scarred Captain;

Should we not have scars?

Under his faultless orders

We follow to the wars.

Lest we forget, Lord, when we meet,

Show us Thy hands and feet.

O wounded One, most Royal,

Who wert set at naught,

No trumpets were, no banners

On field our Captain fought.

When we forget and seek for stars,

Show us Thy wounds, They scars.

The Moon Rainbow
It was a chilly night

At the end of a showery day,

And the air was full of a silver light

And rain like the dust of spray.

And softly the woodland folk

Moved here and there; and, dumb,

The night-bird flew; and suddenly broke

Through the silence, a voice calling, "Come."

And we stood in the dim moonshine

And saw a wonder grow

Like a moonflower's delicate, curving line,

A floating phantom bow.

The glimmering colours hung

Over mountain, forest and stream.

Was ever a radiance so lightly flung

In a faint and vanishing dream?

What lay beyond? We shall know

When the Kind of Eternity,

Whose fingers fashioned the moon rainbow,

Calls, "Children, come and see."

We Shall Know

He will renew us in His love always,

Ours is a weary, clogging flesh,

But we shall know

Patience of comfort, peace and fortitude,

Shall drink where fresh waters flow,

Taste angels' food;

For, loving, Thou dost love until the end.

O great and dear Redeemer, we have proved

What Love Divine can spend

On its beloved.

Cross and Garden

As near Thy Cross a garden lay,

So, as we follow in the way,

We find a garden. Pain and loss

Were not the last words of the Cross.

Beyond the sharpness and the strife,

The Easter lily reigns in life.

And singing birds are in the trees;

Were ever singing birds like these?

O Lord, the solemn mystery

Of Cross and Garden beckons me.

Thou who didst never turn Thee back,

Keep my feet steadfast in the track.

Onward Christian Soldiers

Onward Christian soldiers sitting on the mats;

Nice and warm and cozy like little pussycats.

Onward Christian soldiers, oh, how brave are we,

Don't we do our fighting very comfortably?

Where Dwellest Thou?

O what is it that wanders in the wind?

And what it is that whispers in the wood?

What is the river singing to the sun?

Why this vague pain in every charmed  sense,

This yearning, keen suspense?

Often I've seen a garment floating by,

Fringe of it only; golden brown it lay

On the ripe grasses, fern green on the ferns,

And in the wood, like bluebells' misty blue

Whitened with mountain dew.

I laid me low among the mountain grass,

I laid me low among the river fern,

I hid me in the wood and tried to hold

The lovely wonder of it as it passed,

And tried to hold it fast,

It slipped like sunshine through my eager hands,

See, they are dusted as with pollen dust;

Soft dust of gold, and soft the sense of touch,

Soft as the south wind's sea-blown evening kiss,

But I have only this,

This dust of vanished gold upon my hands,

This breath of wind blowing upon my hair,

Stirring of something near, so near, but far,

Glimmering through colour's fleeting preciousness,

The fringes of a dress.

O Wearer of that garment, if it's hem

Hardly perceived can thrill us, what must Thou,

Its Weaver and its Wearer, be to see?

Master, where dwellest Thou? O tell me now,

Where dwellest Thou?

The grasses turned their golden heads away,

And shyer and more wistful stood the ferns,

The little flowers looked up with puzzled eyes;

Only the river, who is all my own,

Left me not quite alone,

But mixed his music with my human cry,

Till somewhere from the half-withdrawing wood

Sound of familiar footsteps: Is it Thou?

Master, where dwellest Thou? O speak to me.

And He said, Come and see.

Hope

Great God of Hope, how green Thy trees,

How calm each several star.

Renew us; make us fresh as these,

Calm as those are.

For what can dim his hope who sees,

Though faintly and afar,

The power that kindles green in trees,

And light in star?
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