
T
H

E
 H

O
LY

 SPIR
IT

A
IM

E
E

 SE
M

PLE
 M

C
PH

E
R

SO
N

THE HOLY SPIRIT
by Aimee Semple McPherson

Perhaps no writer in the country is better fitted to speak upon the things 
discussed in this volume than is Aimee Semple McPherson, One of  the most 
practical preachers in the world, for nearly twenty-three years she has been 
breaking through the barriers of  unbelief, doubt, atheism, agnosticism and 
prejudice with earnestness, vitality and eloquence—all because of  the Power 
that dwelleth within her. That Power can be attributed to naught but the Holy 
Spirit who descended upon her heart that wintry morning when, as a girl of  
seventeen, she was baptized with “Fire from on High.”

Christians all over the world have long been waiting for such a work and it is 
exceedingly fortunate that she has responded to the insistent demand for a 
volume of  this kind.

To many who have hesitatingly approached a study of  the Holy Spirit, this 
exposition will come as a delightful surprise. It does not merely express opin-
ions, but takes the facts as presented by the those who would overturn the 
faith of  the Early Church and shows their infidelic character, turning the 
arguments now prevailing, against those who present them.

It is a timely subject and its influence is destined to be great and of  permanent 
value. Its message carries a faith-building power that will rouse the indifferent 
man to this great Christian truth and send every true child of  God to his 
knees.

Its daring devotion, keen insight, stimulating religious fervor, and altogether 
overpowering forcefulness makes this a work that should be in the hand of  
every Minister, Teacher, Student and Christian Worker.

You will never find another like it!
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Introduction

That...which we have heard, which we have seen with our 

eyes, which we have looked upon, and our hands have 

handled, of the word of life...declare we unto you.

1 John 1:1,3

It is not with personal egotism or earthly pride; nor is it with a view to 
argument-producing criticism on such a sacred subject as the Baptism of 
the Holy Spirit that this publication is presented to the world. Realizing 
that theoretical truth is not wholly sufficient to satisfy many seeking hearts 
who long for a tangible evidence of the truth, I, like John the Beloved, 
have herein declared only that which my eyes have looked upon and my 
hands have handled.

Any success which has followed my ministry is attributed to the moti-
vating power of the Holy Spirit in my own life. The tremendous power 
and ever-increasing momentum which enabled the Foursquare Gospel in 
seven short years following its inception, to encircle the earth, is naught 
but the impelling force of the Blessed Holy Spirit Baptism. This great 
international organization is bona fide proof in itself of the indomitable 
prestige, triumphant power and invincible strength of the work of the 
Holy Spirit.
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Serve to deceive Thee not.
Full well Thou know’st the thorns, the tears,

The cross which is Thy lot.

III
With never a-swerving from Thy course,

And never a backward glance,
And never a flinching of Thy form

From the waiting Roman lance;
Ride on, Thou King of Kings, ride on!

Ride on to victory,
With the conquest of the Cross before

And the death that makes men free.

IV
Scorned shall Thou be and spat upon

And hissed in the judgment hall;
Whipped at the post, nailed to the tree,

Offered wormwood and gall.

Between two thieves shall Thou bleed and die
While scorners mock and rail,

And the Roman thrust a staff in Thy hand,
And jeeringly cry, “All hail!”

V
Unmindful of pain gnawing at Thy heart,

Seeing not the shadow in Thine eyes,
Thy disciples are barg’ning for glitter and pomp,

Unheedful of Thy sighs.
But with shoulders erect and head held high

To His holy purpose He rides,
For within His veins redemptive grace

For a dying world abides.

People are prone to take a retrospective view of old time revivals 
and the power of conviction which accompanied the ministry of Spirit-
filled men and attribute their phenomenal success to the presence of 
the Holy Spirit in their lives. Today a replica and exact duplication of 
the revival spirit that swept five thousand into the Kingdom of God 
under Peter’s ministry, which stirred England under John Wesley’s 
preaching, which shook Wales under the powerful message of Knox, 
which moulded early America under the ministry of Charles Finney, 
is the secret of the continued and increasing success of the revival in 
Angelus Temple.

This same glorious stimulating, quickening, life-giving revival spirit 
waits at the threshold of every church in the land—waits for the day when 
leaders and laity recognize, seek and humbly receive God’s own pattern 
for a Holy Ghost revival.

RIDE ON, O KING, RIDE ON!

I
Then ride, Thou King of Kings, ride on!

Up the steep Judean way;
Soon shall they clamor, “Crucify!”

That shout Thy praise today.

Ride on, Thou King of Kings, ride on!
Upon Thy humble mount;

Ride on to Calvary’s Crimson Hill,
To ope Redemption’s Fount.

II
Foolish children at Thy side,
Prattle of thrones and kings,

But in Thine ear the rabble cry
Of impending judgment rings!
The fawning favors of today
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Preface

An all-enveloping blizzard was raging!
Canada, our “Land of the Lady of the Snows,” shivered beneath her 

mantle of glistening drifts upon that memorable morning when, after a 
week of earnest, almost continuous prayer, the Lord gloriously poured out 
His Holy Spirit upon my waiting heart.

Oh, the inexpressible nearness and dearness of the Christ He there 
revealed!

Flood-gates of prayer and praise were opened.
Vistas of Harvest were spread before my enraptured gaze!
My heart was melted in the love of Christ at that hour!
The fountain of my tears was opened; and there at His feet I pledged 

Him my all, if He would but take me, unworthy though I was, empty me 
of self and make me, as indeed He waits to make us all, a vessel through 
which His own Message might flow.

There came before me a vision of rolling fields of whitened harvest 
extending unto the ends of the earth. Even as I looked, each head of 
wheat became a human face; each upturned leaf, an upraised hand. The 
Lord gave me a sickle that day when He baptized me with the Holy 
Spirit—the sharp sickle of His dear Word. He bade me gather in the 
grain, but ne’er to use my sickle to cut or wound another reaper, never to 
reply to criticism; but to attend to the business in hand and work while 
yet ‘twas day.
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“Sister McPherson,” many have said, “I delight in the souls saved and 
the students in the Bible Training School who have consecrated their lives 
and are training for the Ministry. My heart is gladdened by the work being 
done in the mission field, and I heartily endorse it. But there is one phase 
of the work which I do not understand. What about this Baptism of the 
Holy Spirit? Is it genuine or is it religious emotionalism? Does it really 
work in a permanent, organized church?”

It is real, it does work and my prayer is that these pages may cause the 
reader to understand it; to consider carefully the Bible version of it. Read 
this book carefully, prayerfully, comparing it with your Bible.

To those who condemn as “fanatical” or “not for today” this precious 
Baptism of the Spirit, I would answer that until they have as many souls 
converted at their altars without this “experience” as the Spirit-filled have 
with it, we cannot with impunity recommend a departure from the “Good 
Book” or the fullness of the Spirit it freely proffers.

That which rain is to the flowers;
That which the sun is to the earth;
That which the wind is to the sail;
And that which the steam is to the engine;
So is the Holy Spirit to the Church.

God grant that some humble word contained herein may cause the reader 
to fall upon his knees and lead him into that abundant life and joy which 
the Baptizer with the Spirit waiteth to bestow.

Aimee Semple McPherson

Many, looking out upon the faces of the multitudes attracted by the 
preaching of the Foursquare Gospel, wonder at the crowded, tear-stained 
altars and cry:

“Personality! Psychology! Personal magnetism! Hypnotism! 
Emotionalism!”

A dozen similarly ridiculous misnomers have been offered in an 
attempt to explain away the power which the world beholds in operation 
in Foursquare Revivals.

But ‘twas none of these that took a girl from a milk pail on a Canadian 
farm, called her into the ministry and enabled her to stand in the front line 
trenches, amid the shot and shell of Skeptic, Sinner, Pharisee and Sadducee 
in this day of Modernism, Higher Criticism and Atheism. That power can 
be attributed to naught but the Holy Spirit who descended upon her heart 
that wintry morning when, as a girl of seventeen, she was baptized with 
“Fire from on High.”

For years it has been necessary for the writer to deliver an average of 
fifteen addresses each week. Angelus Temple accommodates five thousand 
people, and the task of being President, Pastor, Evangelist, also Teacher 
in the Bible School as well as the Church, has required strength. This 
quota of messages has included teaching both day and night classes in our 
Foursquare Theological Seminary, with its thousand students, and visit-
ing the outlying Branch Churches and Missions. In addition to this, there 
is a large radio audience to be cared for, a monthly magazine and a weekly 
newspaper to edit, a membership of some eighteen thousand to shepherd. 
To work cheerfully, untiringly, unstintingly and yet have an abundant 
overflow of strength and messages, demands an unlimited fount of supply; 
it requires the quickening power of the Holy Spirit.

“Where do you find enough sermons to go around?” I am frequently 
asked.

Messages from the Word come with such rapidity that it is impossible 
to keep pace with them. It is as though one had struck an artesian well. 
No pumping or priming is necessary. A steady, uprising flow of blessing 
proceeds therefrom; because the Holy Spirit abideth within.
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C H A P T E R  1

The Holy Spirit in the Life of Christ

Lo, the heavens were opened unto Him, and He saw the Spirit 

of God, descending like a dove, and lighting upon Him.

Matthew 3:16

And Jesus returned in the power of the Spirit into Galilee.

Luke 4:14

“Make way! Make way for the King!” Clear, exultant voices ringing out 
on the Bethany road. “Lo, He comes! Martha! Rachel! Dorcas! Come! 
Come quickly! The Master rides this way!”

What a mixed and motley throng! What a colorful and cosmopolitan 
assemblage of rich and poor, old and young, must have lined the country 
roads to greet and cheer Him as He passed.

“Why make ye this ado?”
Dark-visaged Pharisees and Priests were there upon the fringes of the 

throng, moving like gathering storm-clouds on the edge of the horizon.
“Know ye this man who calls himself the Christ and who rides unto 

the Holy City?”
“Know Him? Indeed we know Him!”
“He is my Saviour!” cries Zacchaeus.
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whole. They the troubled and perplexed—He the answer to all life’s pangs 
and questions.

Disgruntled Priests and Pharisees could not see it thus, and they mum-
bled in their beards. What a stir He made within so short a time. Like 
a flaming meteor that flashed athwart the stygian darkness of Idolatry 
and Unbelief, blazed its way across the midnight sky of Judah’s Ritualistic 
Formalism and soared into the light of coming dawn—so was the Spirit-
filled ministry and life of Christ in Palestine.

Rending the veil of ceremony with His flaming, sword-like words, He 
revealed the shivering skeleton of Spiritual Death in the closet of cold 
professionalism, and pointed the way to living, vital relationship with God 
the Father. In His wake He left a trail of consternated Priests, overturned 
money tables, a cleansed Temple, a multitude of rejoicing worshippers 
whom He had fed in soul and body, a path lined with discarded crutches 
and stretchers cast aside by sick folk made whole at His touch, radiant lives 
of sinners saved by grace, and a group of humble disciples, called from 
lowly walks of life, who vied with each other to catch up the silken ban-
ners of His truths and bear them through flood and flame to the ends of 
the earth.

By what power had all these miracles been accomplished? What was 
the secret of His marvelous hold upon the hearts of the people? Clearly had 
He stated, in the hearing of them all: “The words that I speak unto you, I 
speak not of myself; but He that dwelleth in me, He doeth the works.”

Motivated, actuated, enveloped by the power of the Holy Spirit sent 
down from the Father upon Him that memorable day on the banks of the 
Jordan, His every act was a revelation of the power of God. His every word 
was life and, as such, should never die. Small wonder that the Scribes and 
Pharisees who sulked upon the borders of the crowd or sat scowling in the 
back seats of His congregation, were confounded by His words and deeds; 
by His remarkable effect upon the common people; by the utter invinci-
bility which He presented to their sharp words and cunning attacks; and 
by that which was still more alarming, their own diminishing audiences 
and power.

“He is my Healer!” shouts Bartimaeus, delivered from a life-long 
blindness.

“Me, He brought back from out the jaws of death!” answers Lazarus.
“He healed my child of lameness. Now she can run and need not fall.”
“My son He healed of epilepsy. Oft he fell into the fire and into the 

flood. None could cure him; but the Christ laid His blessed hands upon 
him and he was of an instant delivered from the evil power which erst-
while had bound him.”

“I was a leper, shut out from home and friends! My abiding place was 
in the fields. But now I am made clean by the touch of His tender hand.”

What a galaxy must have assembled there that day to see the King 
ride by! True, there was a shadow in His eyes, and a tear upon His cheek 
for God-rejecting Israel. True, He was riding to His death–the shame-
ful death upon the tree. But to those who greeted Him that day, He was 
“The Pearl of Great Price,” the “Light of the World,” the “Door of the 
Sheepfold.”

Not because of them, but rather in spite of them, He was soon to be 
rushed to trial in the dead of night and hurried to the Tree, under armed 
Roman guards.

“Make way!”
“Make way for the King!”
On He rode, upon His humble mount.
Small wonder they brake branches from the palms and waved them in 

joyous praises as He passed. Small wonder they tore the garments from 
their shoulders and cast them to the earth that He might ride over the 
carpet of their prostrate wrappings.

Such were the closing scenes of a life of Spirit—filled ministry and super-
natural power. He the Shepherd—they the sheep. He the Bread—they the 
hungry children. He the Physician—they the ailing who had been made 
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But how came this state of affairs? He had no armies. He conquered 
no kingdoms. No crown-jewels adorned His sacred brow. No flaunting 
banners of earthly honor fluttered o’er His head. He rode upon no silver-
saddled steed. No gilded chariots bore Him through the streets. He left 
no book writ by His mortal hand. He wrote, rather, upon the tablets of 
the heart.

For a period of three and one-half short years, He walked among the 
sons of men and taught. And yet, in those brief months, His name, His 
words, and the spirit of His service were stamped indelibly, for all time, 
upon the granite cliffs of an unfading history! He walked down the sanded 
shores of Time, and all the raging waves of Atheism, Agnosticism, and 
Higher Criticism shall never—Hear it, Voltaire! Hear it, Payne! Hear it, 
Darwin! Hear it, Ingersoll and all your kind! Hear it, Modernist! Hear 
it, Teacher of Evolution!—shall never erase one sacred footprint from its 
place!

He left His voice within the waterfall. He left His blood upon the rose. 
Ascending, He laid His crimsoned hand upon the archway of the rainbow. 
He intertwined His teaching, His redemptive plan, within the very warp 
and woof of life; and He has become the veritable Alpha and Omega of 
our existence.

His Gospel was not one of mere words. It was one of acts. It was not one 
of mere theories. It was a definite, livable, underlying, question-answer-
ing, soul-satisfying, life-sustaining fact. His Gospel not only showed His 
hearers their sins; but taught them how to become saints; Not only showed 
the sick their affliction; but pointed the way to health; Not only showed 
the church her emptiness; but revealed the bounteous store whereat she 
might replenish her oil.

He met the sinner and saved him. He met the sick and healed him. He 
met the demon-possessed and delivered him. He met life’s problem and 
solved it. Signs and wonders preceded Him. Miracles attended Him. The 
supernatural followed Him where’er He went.

Yet, though He was very God, and though all power was in His hand, 
He humbly but emphatically declared that the works which He wrought 

How had He done these things? How had they been accomplished? had He done these things? How had they been accomplished? had
Scribes of all ages have asked the same questions. They ask them still, 
today. The marvelous promulgation of His Gospel and the absolute per-
manency of His work grow ever to be more and more the wonder of the 
world; for no other name than His has so endured.

Neros, with bleeding captives chained to crimsoned chariot wheels, 
have stormed and thundered their brief and fleeting way across the stage of 
life. Caesars, with blare of trumpet and marching hordes have pomped and 
plumed their little day, and swept over the horizon to—oblivion. Napoleons, 
hand on expanded chest, have strutted across bleeding continents, seeking 
other worlds to conquer; then fallen at their Waterloos, died in anguished 
exile and been relegated to the shelves of ancient history. Czars have come, Czars have come, Czars
instituted their reigns of terror, reared their gilded palaces, lolled in sump-
tuous luxury and state, quaffed their wine, stood for their little hour with 
mailed heel upon the neck of the oppressed; then been snuffed out like a 
candle in a cellar draught. Kaisers, of our own fair age, have beclouded the 
skies with smoke of battle and besmeared the fields of Flanders with crim-
son, redder than the poppy’s bloom. And yet, before our very eyes, as at the 
pricking of a bubble, we have seen their glory die, their top-most castles 
crumble; and themselves isolated in some unpretentious spot. Even now the 
lustre fadeth from their names, and they, forsooth, must take their place 
within the dusty archives of a mouldering yesteryear. Their sway is ended.

But Jesus! Ah! There’s a Name! There’s a Name which, with every 
passing day, grows the brighter and glows the mightier. His Name for-
gotten? Never! Today ’tis on the lips of unnumbered millions! Mothers 
whisper it in benedictions o’er downy heads of drowsy babes. Sufferers 
breathe it as they languish at Death’s drear portal. Sinners sob it penitently 
at the foot of the Cross. Saints shout it victoriously in “The Valley of the 
Shadow.” The heathen hear it and are glad. The toiler speaks it midst his 
labors, and is comforted.

It lives! It thrills! It thrives! It grows! The chorus of adoration of the 
Name of Jesus is ever expanding with the centuries, and it is blessed today 
around the earth.
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His life was one succession of miracles and matchless manifestations of 
Divine Power, after the Holy Spirit came upon Him at the Jordan. Though the 
enemy raged; though the Scribes and Pharisees slunk about the edges of the 
crowd and connived within themselves how best to confound and destroy 
Him; though Satan tempted; though His own familiar friend betrayed 
Him, He was filled with the Holy Ghost, and He moved steadily on!

Yet, ever as He moved through the pages of the New Testament and 
ever as He worked, the echo of His declaration rang clear: “He that dwell-
eth in me, He doeth the works.” Tenderly, envelopingly, completely the 
life of the Son was wrapped up in the Holy Spirit. He, conceived of the 
Spirit, baptized with the Spirit, led of the Spirit, wrought His matchless 
works by the power of the Spirit.

When He departed this world, He left His disciples to carry on, bid-
ding them do the works which He had done. Does it stand to reason that 
He would call them to make bricks without straw, plant without rain, 
fight without a sword, bear water without a pitcher, give light without 
oil? Would He declare that His own works were done by the power of the 
Holy One that dwelt within Him, and then bid His disciples do the same 
work without that same power?

No! As Elijah’s mantle fell from his shoulders and was donned by the 
waiting disciple Elisha, so Christ, ascending up on High, sent down from 
the Throne of God the blessed Paraclete, the Dynamus of God, the ener-
gizing Executive, the life-giving Third Person of the blessed Trinity that 
He might abide within His disciples till He should come again, that they, 
too, might preach the Gospel of signs and wonders and be able to say as 
did their Master: “He that dwelleth in me, He doeth the works.”

and the words which He spake were not of His own power or strength. He 
clearly stated that He Who dwelt within Him did the works.

Ah! There was the secret! Think upon it, and consider it well! Before 
the Lord Jesus preached a recorded sermon; before He enacted a recorded 
miracle; before He performed a recorded healing, He first received the Holy 
Spirit from on High.

Behold Him standing there! The dimpling waters of the Jordan rip-
pling about Him. The sheen of its multi-mirrors reflected upon His face, 
crystal drops like diamonds hanging in His locks. John, gazing raptly, 
wonderingly into His upturned face. The multitude standing motionless, 
almost breathless upon the shore, looking into His upraised eyes, or turn-
ing to follow the direction of His intent gaze. Then—Suddenly, the Light! 
The Voice—“This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.”

The very air athrob with the beating of invisible pinions. And lo! The 
Spirit, as a Dove, descending and abiding upon Him! Now the door of 
ministry is open! Now the sick, the halt, the lame, the blind may cluster 
around and, touching the border of His seamless dress, be made every whit 
whole. Now, words inspired of the living God flowing like rivers from His 
lips, carve their course upon the immortal tablets of the centuries.

He is filled with the Holy Ghost! He speaketh, not of Himself, but by 
the Spirit. The works which He now does, He does not of Himself; but by 
the power of Him that dwelleth within Him.

Do you see it? Do you understand? Though He was the divine Son 
of the Living God, full of grace and truth—yea, though vested with all 
power and authority under Heaven—the works which He did were done 
by the power of the Holy Spirit—the Spirit whose matchless floodgates of 
blessing are still flung wide to the humblest disciple.

Before His word, the ears of the deaf were unstopped, the tongue of 
the dumb was made to speak, the lame leaped for joy, the gates of the 
prison were opened wide, the sinner found deliverance from his fetters, 
the hungry found sustenance for his soul, the billows ceased their raging 
and the storm put her hand over her mouth and was suddenly silent before 
His gentlest, “Peace, be still!”
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rooms, called to us from the shores of the sea, walked beside us upon the 
lonely road? He has stood amongst us as we sat at meat, and lifted up His 
nail-pierced hands to bless our humble fare. And now He is to depart this 
earth. Seemeth my heart will break with mourning the loss of Him!”

“Aye, John; but remember He saith He hath work for us to do, that the 
preaching of His Word, instead of being at an end, stands but upon the 
threshold of its mission. And He hath bidden us go forth and preach the 
Gospel to the uttermost regions of the earth.”

“Why art thou fallen silent, Peter?”
“John, my heart fainteth at that command. How shall I be trusted with 

the glorious Gospel of His everlasting power? Have I not proven weak and 
ineffectual in the crucible of trial, more than wanting in each hour of test?” 
Was the form of the rugged seaman of a sudden shaken by a trembling as 
though caused by the chill breeze which swept the moist grasses? “The 
Master Himself hath most clearly diagnosed my case, and put His finger 
on the sore within my soul. ‘The spirit,’ said He, ‘is willing; but the flesh 
is weak.’ How I have failed Him! Failed Him in Consecration, and cried, 
concerning the bearing of the cross, ‘Be it far from Thee, Lord!’ Failed in 
the Prayer Life—slept when I should have watched; failed in Forbearance, 
and cut off the High Priest’s servant’s ear.

“Yea, and most miserably failed Him in Testimony. My cheeks flush 
as with the heat of a furnace and I am as one taken with an ague when I 
remember that fearsome night. Remember how I protested that I knew 
Him not? And then He came out of Pilate’s Hall and looked on me! The 
look in those dear eyes! Would that I had died ere dawned that day! When 
I should have owned Him, I denied! When I should have confessed, I 
cursed!

“I failed Him in the thoroughfare of Faith—went ‘a-fishing’, and 
returned to the old life, refusing to believe the testimony of those who 
declared Him risen from the dead! “Go preach? How splendid a preacher 
would I be with such wondrous stamina and fortitude!”

One pictures the disciples walking on in silence for the space of a 
few rods ere Peter with that characteristic habit of “thinking out loud,” 

C H A P T E R  2

Christ Commandeth His Disciples to Tarry

Tarry ye in the city of Jerusalem, until ye be endued with power 

from on high.

Luke 24:49

But ye shall receive power, after that the Holy Ghost is come 

upon you.

Acts 1:8

“Lend me your arm, Andrew!”
“Haste ye, Martha; nor falter on the hillside! He hath promised to 

meet us on the Mount of Olives, and He will not fail His word.”
On through the lush grass, wet with the morning dew, they climb. 

“How think ye, Mary, that He will appear? Will He come toiling up the 
hill? Will He suddenly descend from out a cloud? Or will He quietly dis-
close Himself within our very midst?”

In fancy, one hears that expectant company questioning among them-
selves as they ascend the fragrant mountain slope, to assemble at the 
appointed trysting place.

“Forty days have passed since He rose from out the Tomb, trium-
phant over death and hell. Yea, hath He not appeared unto us within our 
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love for a lost world is all undimmed. Thinking of them still—His whole 
desire to send them the saving Word!

What a Saviour! What a Redeemer! How can the world restrain itself 
from falling prostrate at His feet? “Preach the Gospel–“

“But what sort of a Gospel shall we preach?” listening hearts inquire. 
“Shall we preach a limited Gospel, or the potent Gospel of power which 
He employed?”

“S-s-sh! Still your breathing! Steady the pounding of your hearts and 
fix upon your memory His Word, ere He departs this world to sit upon 
His Father’s throne.”

“And these signs shall follow them that believe: In My Name shall 
they cast out devils; they shall speak with new tongues; They shall take up 
serpents; and if they drink any deadly thing, it shall not hurt them; they 
shall lay hands on the sick, and they shall recover” (Mark 16:17, 18).

A perceptible movement must have run through the assembled group 
as those words re-echoed within their consciousness. Peter must have 
turned and looked wide-eyed into the face of John. Thomas must have 
laid a quick, clutching hand upon the arm of James and of Andrew. “Signs 
shall follow! Did we hear aright?”

“Aye, Thomas, those were His words. Demons are still to be cast out. 
Believing hands laid upon the sick shall cause them to recover.”

“But list thee! There shall be a new sign—“
A hush falls upon the assemblage. Rigid, each listener, as though 

carved out of stone! They look upon the glistering figure, with the light of 
the rising sun upon His face. Understanding begins to dawn; they recall 
His words: “Verily, verily, I say unto you, he that believeth on me, the 
works that I do shall he do also; and greater works than these shall he do; 
because I go unto my Father.”

“Greater works?” Had He not miraculously fed the hungering thou-
sands? Had not demons fled before His presence? Had not the insane been 
rendered sane at His command? Had not the sinful been cleansed, yea 
utterly transformed by the renewing of their minds? Had not the sick been 
healed and the dead raised up by a touch of His omnipotent hand?

speaks again—a habit which was later to be put to such splendid use in 
the Service. “And yet, for all this, when He appeared at the Sea of Galilee 
after His resurrection, He said unto me, ‘Feed my sheep—feed my lambs!’ 
Filled I am with wonder that He should lean upon so weak a stick!”

Up the hill came the disciples, their distinctive costumes marking 
them as from Jerusalem, Mt. Zion, Bethany, and the regions about Galilee.

What thrilling emotions stirred within their breasts as they reached 
the summit and waited upon that cloud-enshrouded hilltop for their Lord! 
What questions must have pressed for answer within their anxious minds: 
The Master saith we are to carry on His work? Think ye that work shall be 
of limited nature? Think ye that signs shall follow still the preached Word?

Shall miracles attend the answered prayer? Shall the lame be healed, 
as heretofore; the leper cleansed, the dumb be made to sing? Or shall all 
miracles be withdrawn with the departure of the Saviour? Think ye we 
shall preach henceforth the “Great I Am,” or shall it be, anon, the “Great 
I Was”?

A score of similar queries must have beaten insistently upon the door 
of their hearts, seeking urgent answer. “Let me not forget to ask Him this! 
Philip, fail not to remind me to ask Him that! ’Tis imperative that we know 
these things before He enters the veiled fastness of Eternity. Think ye He 
will be silent, Thomas? Or shall He sometimes speak from out the Glory?”

Then suddenly, before they were aware, He was–in–the–midst! Oh, 
the glory shining on His face! Precious, pierced hands upraised in bless-
ing! “Hush! He is speaking!”

His words, like silver chiming of clear bells ring out beneath the 
vaulted sky—the sky which should so soon receive Him from their sight. 
See! The disciples and followers assembled there, sway forward to catch 
His every word. “Go ye–Into all the world–And preach the Gospel unto 
every creature–“

Ah, yes! Bless Him! Rent and torn by cruel nails; smitten and mocked 
and hanged upon a tree; scorned and cursed by a railing mob as He hung 
quivering, agonized through the long hours, till death glazed His loving 
eyes and mercifully stilled the breaking heart—yet His radiant, glowing 
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name, that will I do, that the Father may be glorified in the Son. If 
ye shall ask anything in My Name, I will do it. If ye love me, keep 
My commandments.

 John 14:12-15

Keep His commandments! Did not they all, at the memory of those words, 
surge forward as though to throw their arms about Him and lovingly pro-
test a thought that they should fail to follow and obey Him?

How they adored Him! Let Him but point the way, and they would 
walk therein! Let Him but lead, and they would follow; speak, and they 
would rise to obey. O’erwhelmingly must their love have surged up from 
homely rugged hearts in answer to that challenge!

“If ye love Me, keep my commandments.” To which commandment 
did He refer?

Would God more hearts would ask themselves this self-same ques-
tion! How many of clergy and laity read and blithely quote the foregoing 
Scripture without ever pausing to consider its true relation to the words 
which immediately follow, and which refer definitely to the receiving of 
the Holy Spirit.

“If ye love Me, keep My commandments. And I will pray the Father, 
and He shall give you another Comforter, that He may abide with you for-
ever; even the Spirit of Truth: whom the world cannot receive, because it 
seeth Him not, neither knoweth Him: but ye know Him; for He dwelleth 
with you, and shall be in you” (John 14: 16-17).

“Go, Peter! Go, John! Go, Thomas—and preach the Gospel! Go, ye 
who love Me, and bear my Word!”

How their hearts must have thrilled at the deliverance of the Great 
Commission! And yet, seemeth I hear Peter gasp: “But Lord, I am such a 
failure! I have proven myself a broken and undependable reed. Consider 
my weakness, my cowardice in denying Thee before a little maid. Consider 
my instability in departing for the old life and work the instant Thine 
influence was removed! How canst Thou rely on me to preach worthily—
to be a bearer of Thy Word?”

There was, then, to be no cessation of the power; but—oh, stagger-
ing thought!—rather an increase thereof! “Greater works?” How could Greater works?” How could Greater
this be?

Can you not sense the revolution of their minds as they grappled with 
the dumbfounding statement? “Greater,” perhaps, because there would be Greater,” perhaps, because there would be Greater
an ever-increasing multitude of hands and hearts to do the work; whereas 
He, bless Him, confined Himself to one human frame. “Greater,” mayhap, Greater,” mayhap, Greater
because there would be some centuries in which to accomplish the task of 
promulgating the Gospel; whereas His labors had been limited to three 
and a half short years. “Greater,” possibly, because the scope of their work Greater,” possibly, because the scope of their work Greater
was to be enlarged until it should reach the ends of the earth; whereas His 
ministry had been conducted within the borders of Palestine.

“Greater works!” Surely He could not mean to infer that the “signs” Greater works!” Surely He could not mean to infer that the “signs” Greater
which should attest the preached Word would be greater after His ascen-
sion than during His earthly ministry! What works could be greater?could be greater?could

“Not so, Lord!” I hear the impulsive Peter cry. “None, O Lord, could 
accomplish greater works than we have seen Thee do!”

The minds of the disciples were yet holden by the blanketing curtain of 
tomorrow’s inscrutability. They knew not the fiery power of Pentecost which 
was to fall envelopingly, transformingly upon them (Acts 2). They knew not 
of that day wherein five thousand souls should turn to Christ within a single 
hour (Acts 4). They knew not the power of God, before which lying spirits 
should fall lifeless, withered as by a furnace blast (Acts 5). They knew not 
that one of them, walking through the city, should see the sick, who had been 
carried on beds and couches and laid upon the streets, leap from their pallets 
healed, every one at the passing of his shadow (Acts 5).

Blind, their eyes! Limited, their vision! But He; standing there with 
the clear light of eternal wisdom shining upon Him–He knew it all, and 
sounded forth the amazing dictum. Had He not said:

Verily, verily, I say unto you, he that believeth on Me, the works 
that I do shall he do also; and greater works than these shall he do; 
because I go unto my Father. And whatsoever ye shall ask in My 
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C H A P T E R  3

Power from on High

Out of his innermost being shall flow rivers of living water.

John 7:38

“POWER FROM ON HIGH!” So that was it! Some miracle-working, soul-trans-
forming, mortality-transcending blessing was to come upon them; a bless-
ing which should revolutionize and change their lives.

Ah! This was a different proposition entirely! His they were, to love, 
to serve, and to obey. Now, if He were to stabilize, strengthen, fill and use 
them–well enough! Had he not said: “As my Father hath sent me, even so 
send I you. Receive ye the Holy Ghost” (John 20:21-22).

“And when they bring you unto the synagogues, and magistrates, and 
powers, take ye no thought how or what things ye shall answer, or what 
ye shall say; for the Holy Ghost shall teach you in the same hour what ye 
ought to say” (Luke 12:11-12).

“The Comforter, which is the Holy Ghost, whom the Father will send 
in My name, He shall teach you all things, and bring all things to your 
remembrance, whatsoever I have said unto you” (John 14:26).

“And I say unto you, ask and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall 
find; knock and it shall be opened unto you. For everyone that asketh, 
receiveth; and he that seeketh findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall 
be opened. If ye then, being evil, know how to give good gifts unto your 

John also, standing closest to the Master, must have murmured: 
“Master, I went a-fishing with him and was as easily swayed. I have been 
Thy beloved, and oft rested mine head upon Thy breast. But I fear that 
when that sacred pillow is removed, I shall prove the greater weakling. 
How shall I stand when faced with the stern issues of the fray?”

Thomas; likewise, must have rumbled, deep-voiced and ashamed: 
“Consider, Lord, the doubt that hindered the progress of faith in my 
heart, and refused to believe until it was possible to handle Thee and see!”

Well might all of His disciples have cried: “Lord, how can we do Thy 
work without Thy power? How may we accomplish greater works with our 
limited strength and wisdom?”

Hold! Patience for a space, questioning hearts. He who entered not 
the field without a special dispensation of power, sendeth not thee forth 
without that self-same mantle! Said He not, “He that dwelleth in me, He 
doeth the works”?

Lo, that same power shall be accorded thee. Thou the mouthpiece—
He, the Word. Thou the vessel—He, the living stream. Thou the instru-
ment—He it is who shalt lift thee up and use thee as He will.

Hark ye! The Voice goes on—“Behold, I send the promise of my 
Father upon you: but tarry ye in the city of Jerusalem, until ye be endued 
with power from on high” (Luke 24:49).
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from their “innermost beings.” The source of this river was not in great 
“earthly learning” or in “higher critical delvings.” It was fountained in the 
Holy Spirit Himself, even He Who had actuated and motivated their Lord 
(Matt. 4:1; Luke 2:27; 4:14).

Rivers—of Living Water. Not poor, thin, anemic tricklings—but 
Rivers! Not dregs, filled with “polliwogs” of “protoplasmic evolution-
ary flounderings” drawn from broken cisterns; not eked out drops 
from waterless wells that must forsooth be pumped and pumped by 
herculean man-made machinations and primings; not the poor, tepid, 
luke-warm apologies of “modernistic dry creeks”; not the miserable 
wrangling vaporings of psychology and politics, which are less than 
useless when they don a frock, coat, turn their collars backward, and 
mount the pulpit to pose as a “Refreshing Draught from the Reservoirs 
of Heaven.”

But Rivers! Rivers of Living Water! Water, flowing full and free and But Rivers! Rivers of Living Water! Water, flowing full and free and But Rivers!
clear from the Infinite Fountains of the Spirit of God! No stale rehashing 
of sermons once delivered by someone else!

No puerile, pulpit-porings over profound, ponderous notes! No haunt-
ing fear, lest one lose one’s place amid the sheaves of script and ruin thus 
the message! No rehearsing the sermon aforetime, before the study mir-
ror! Not out of your earthborn thoughts! Not out of your theorizings and 
your reasonings!

Hear it! “Out of your innermost being! Shall flow Rivers—Rivers of 
Living Water.”

One is smilingly, nevertheless, pityingly reminded of the Parson who, 
upon accepting an invitation to address a fashionable congregation in a 
large, neighboring church, had poured long and diligently, and with much 
burning of the midnight oil over voluminous notes. Upon reaching the 
pulpit, he discovered that in the last moment’s excitement, he had for-
gotten his notes. They reposed upon his study desk some miles distant. 
“Friends,” he apologized, “I regret exceedingly that I have forgotten my 
notes. I shall therefore be obliged to depend upon the Lord this morning, 
but tonight I shall come better prepared.”

children: how much more shall your heavenly Father give the Holy Spirit 
to them that ask Him?” (Luke 11:9, 10, 13).

“He that believeth on me, as the Scriptures hath said, out of his inner-
most being shall flow rivers of living water” (John 7:38).

How many interpreters and students of the Word stop short at this 
juncture and never finish the passage. Yet the following verse is part and 
parcel of that which immediately precedes it: “But this spake He of the Spirit, 
which they that believe on Him should receive: for the Holy Ghost was 
not yet given; because Jesus was not yet glorified” (John 7:39). What an 
infinitely different light this sheds upon the verse!

At times, the writer, seated in the audience or upon the platform of 
certain ministerial conferences where that thirty-eighth verse of John sev-
enth has been read, has with difficulty resisted the impulse to cry out: 
“Oh, Brother, read the next verse also! It is an integral part of the text and 
explains it all!”

There, before the Master on that ascension morning, were illiterate, 
uncouth, untutored fishermen, called to preach the Everlasting Gospel. 
They possessed no eloquence! Fiery, compelling words were foreign to 
their lips! What knew they of rhetoric, synthesis, homiletics or organiza-
tion methods? What particular branch of education or scientific research 
fitted them for such a special task as that of launching the Church ship 
upon its voyage through the Christian Era?

Yet, here was Christ, deliberately bidding them: “Go ye into all the 
world and preach the Gospel unto every creature.”

How could they fulfill such a commandment? The answer lay within 
that magnificent Scripture: “Out of your innermost being shall flow Rivers 
of Living Water. This spake He of the Spirit Whom He would send.”

The coming of the Holy Spirit was the solution. He would be as a 
River of Water, flowing forth–not from the fountain of their minds, but 
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He was as a Parent going on before, who, calling unto Himself His He was as a Parent going on before, who, calling unto Himself His He was as a Parent
little ones delivers unto them His will and testament advises them as to 
their rights, privileges and duties, and counsels with them as to the fiery 
trials which are to come.

“If,” said He, “they have persecuted Me, they will persecute you! Having 
done these things in the ‘Green Tree’ what will they do in the ‘Dry’?”

Throughout His final discourses, the underlying thought was the 
paramount necessity of their receiving the coming Comforter, and the 
attendant blessings to be derived therefrom.

Were they Fearful lest they forget the Message which He had given Were they Fearful lest they forget the Message which He had given Were they Fearful
them to deliver? “He shall bring all things to your remembrance, whatso-
ever I have said unto you” (John 14:26).

Were they Timid as to their answers when hailed before Magistrates Were they Timid as to their answers when hailed before Magistrates Were they Timid
and Councils? “The Holy Ghost shall teach you in the same hour what ye 
ought to say” (Luke 12:12).

Did they Fear, lest with the imminent departure of the Saviour there 
would be none to expound the Scripture and bring forth its hidden trea-
sure? “The Comforter which is the Holy Ghost, whom the Father will 
send in my name, He shall teach you all things” (John 14:26).

Feared they Loneliness, lest it should overcome them? “I will pray the 
Father, and he shall give you another Comforter that he may abide with 
you forever” (John 14:16).

Were they Weak? Did they tremble lest their own frailty should hamper 
the promulgation of the blessed Gospel? “Ye shall receive power, after that 
the Holy Ghost is come upon you and ye shall be witnesses unto me both 
in Jerusalem, and in all Judea, and in Samaria, and unto the uttermost 
parts of the earth” (Acts 1:8).

Were they Illiterate? Did they hesitate lest their utterance be stam-
mering and meaningless? He promised that alter they had received of 
the Spirit’s fullness, there should flow forth from their innermost being 
streams of living water (John 7:38).

Were they Perplexed, lest they should not know the way? “Howbeit, 
when He the Spirit of Truth is come, He will guide you into all Truth” 
(John 16:13).

The disciples were told but to open their mouths, the Lord had 
promised to fill them! They the “Trumpet”—The Holy Spirit the —The Holy Spirit the —
“Breath” that should blow upon them. They the “Worm”—He the 
“Hand” that with them should thresh a mountain. They the “Organ”—
His the “Fingers” that would touch the keys and bring forth the melo-
dies of the Master.

Fear not, ye humble messengers trembling upon the Mount of Olives! 
Faint not, as you look upon the far-flung borders of the earth, and contem-
plate the prodigiousness of thine assigned task! Yours it is to be clean and 
empty, surrendered and ready! His it is to take you up, fill you with His 
Spirit and pour you out again as full pitchers of Living Water o’erturned 
upon the thirsting flowers.

Surely never since the beginning of Time had a message of such 
importance been given as that uttered by the Master in those brief and 
final moments before His ascension. He was as a General, sending His sol-
diers into war, and giving them the orders of maneuver.

“The enemy is strong,” He said in effect, “but thy God is stronger. You 
have no need to fight in this battle. You shall hold your peace and the Lord 
will fight for you. March on! Keep step! Thrust not one another with side 
or shoulder. March on into fields long held by the enemy. Shot and shell 
shall assail you. A thousand shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand by thy 
right hand; but it shall not come nigh unto thee. Ye shall conquer not by 
might nor by power; but by my Spirit, saith the Lord. Ever as you march 
the Lord shall let down before you a barrage of flame; no weapon which is 
formed against thee shall prosper.”

He was as a Husbandman, journeying to a “Far-off Country,” who, 
calling unto Himself His faithful servants, gives final instruction as to 
the care and tillage of His fields, reminding them of His soon return to 
receive the fruitage thereof.

He was as a Shepherd, who, gathering unto Him His under-shepherds, 
gives them orders concerning the keeping of the flock during His visit to 
a “Distant City.” “There will be raging wolves circling without, seeking 
whom they may devour; but the Lord will be a ‘Wall of Fire’ roundabout 
His own, and nothing shall by any means harm them!”
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came to pass, while He blessed them, He was parted from them 
and carried up into Heaven.

 Luke 24:49-51

Note that His last words were all concerning the coming of the Spirit! 
“Go—but tarry First!” This was the burden of His theme.

“Farewell, John! Farewell, Peter! Farewell, Mary!” One moment He 
was standing there upon the earth in their midst. The next, His feet, 
which had been resting lightly upon the soil, were lifted from the ground.

He began to rise into the air—almost imperceptibly at first. He seemed 
to be at as great an ease therein as upon the earth. Higher—higher, He 
rose before their astounded gaze!

He had risen above them now and before they could collect their star-
tled thoughts, He was gone beyond the reach of their upflung, clutching 
hands. Up! Up! Up! He rose gently; literally, and visibly. The heavens were 
filled with glory-tinted clouds, billowing, surging lower. It was as though 
they were composed of an innumerable host of angels who came to receive 
Him and bear Him up, upon their pinions.

Faces, tear-stained and wet, strain upward to watch the o’erwhelming 
sight! Upturned eyes yearn Heavenward. Watching, watching—watch-
ing, as though life depended upon it—ing, as though life depended upon it—ing, as though life depended upon it that precious speck in the gathering 
distance.

Up—up He soared! And was received into the radiant clouds. The 
earth seemed suddenly empty!

But wait—But wait—But wait what is that sound? It is as the singing of an innumerable 
host; as the harping of ten thousand harps. The Gates of Glory are flung 
wide for a moment! Then—He is—He is—

G - o - n - e!

Did the veiled future affright? “He will show you things to come.”
What more could they ask? What then, need they fear? The “battle” 

was not theirs, but the Lord’s and they were His and He was theirs. They 
the “Clay”—He the “Potter.” Theirs to yield the “Channel”—His to fill 
and use it. They the lifeless, dormant, strung and connected ‘Wires”—
His it was to charge and galvanize to action and send thrilling through the 
length of His Church a motivating power that should bring Life and Light 
and Blessing to the waiting world.

The little group must have gathered closer and ever closer about the 
beloved Form, the Form which seemed, with every passing moment, to 
be less and less of this world. Almost transparent was He, standing there 
against the full flushed glory of the morn!

They must have sensed that His message was at an end. There 
was an unmistakable air of finality about His closing word and tones; 
the love-light deepening in His eyes. It was as though He had vested 
Himself with the “Wings of the Morning” and was about to soar away 
into the dawn.

What must have been His great, O’erwhelming pity for those whom 
He was to leave, and whose hearts were torn with the anguish of the com-
ing parting. “Yet I tell you the truth; it is expedient for you that I go away; 
for if I go not away, the Comforter will not come unto you, but if I depart, 
I will send Him unto you.”

He was going now! But not for long would they be alone!

And being assembled together with them, He commanded them 
that they should not depart from Jerusalem, but wait for the prom-
ise of the Father, which, saith He, ye have heard of Me. For John 
truly baptized with water, but ye shall be baptized with the Holy 
Ghost not many days hence. And behold, I send the Promise of 
My Father upon you; but tarry ye in the city of Jerusalem until ye 
be endued with Power from on High. And He led them out as far 
as to Bethany and He lifted up His hands and blessed them and it 
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like the measured descent of some mammoth, wing-adorned canopy in a 
lofty temple.

Gabriel, swift-winged messenger of God, is said to have been first 
to reach the Gates. “Master! Master!” he cried. “It is good to have Thee 
back! Ah Lord since Thou wert gone from out our midst these more 
than thirty years, as men count time, ’tis as though a minor note had 
crept into the angel song. But now, now ’tis gone and they sing exul-
tantly. Since Thou wert gone, the golden streets have lost a part of their 
lustre and the rainbow about the Throne a portion of its shining. Thou 
art indeed the bright Jewel of Heaven, the shining Morning Star! With 
Thy return all Heaven is bathed afresh with Glory. Welcome! Welcome 
home!”

Michael, with great sweep of wide-spread wings, reached him next 
crying: “Hail! Thou Blessed and Beloved of the Father! Hail! All Heaven 
is enmassed to welcome Thee! Lord! How the peoples of the earth 
must have loved Thee and adored Thee! If here, Angel and Archangel, 
Cherubim and Seraphim chant Thine excellent praises through infinite 
eternities; if here the Elders and the Living Creatures, prostrate before 
Thy Throne, cry ever, ‘Holy! Holy! Holy!’—what exceeding honor must 
the men of earth have laid before Thee during the few fleeting days Thou 
wert in their lowly midst! How they must have loved Thee, Lord! How 
must Kings and Rulers have risen from their thrones to cast their crowns 
and sceptres at Thy sacred feet.”

A shadow is said to have fallen for a moment upon the Face, fair as the 
morning. “No Michael. I was rejected and despised, a Man of Sorrows and 
acquainted with grief.”

“Look! “Look! His hands!” Gabriel of the Annunciation was first to 
notice the cruel scars. “They appear as though recently torn—“

“And His feet! His feet!” cried another. “They have been pierced 
through!”

“There are crimson footprints on the milk-white steps of the Pearly 
Gate!” chorused the clustering angels. “His brow, fairer than the placid 
moon, is marred with strange, dark imprints!” the angels moaned stricken 

C H A P T E R  4

The Ascent of The Intercessor

And one shall say unto Him: What are these wounds 

in thine hands? Then He shall answer: Those with 

which I was wounded - in the house of my friends.

Zechariah 13:6

And I will pray the Father, and He will give you another 

Comforter, that He may abide with you forever.

John 14:16

There is an old Russian legend—brief as a passing zephyr, fragrant as 
mignonette when an ancient drawer is opened, haunting as a strain of 
a forgotten melody. The original legend was told in a half dozen brief 
sentences in childhood, but the seed thought grows in the fertile mind of 
loving fancy. According to the legend—

When Christ ascended unto the Heavenly City, the entire sky was 
o’er cast with bright, billowing clouds composed of seraphic hosts who 
swept down to welcome Him. From horizon to horizon the air throbbed 
with pulsing pinions till it beat like the mellow waves of an inrushing 
tide. Slumberous flowers and verdant trees fluttered in continued motion 
‘neath multitudinous, winnowing wings. All Heaven swept lower, lower, 
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not, to bring to naught things that are: that no flesh should glory in his 
presence” (1 Cor. 1:27).

The rustling among the wings of the massed angels was like unto the 
murmuring of the wind among the leaves of a mighty forest, as they fell 
back, wondering, to commune among themselves.

“I have called a few fishermen,” the voice went on, “a few fishermen to 
leave their nets and follow Me. I have called also a gatherer of taxes and a 
tiller of the soil.”

“But, Master, these are ignorant and unlearned men! What know they 
of organization or methods to facilitate the promulgation of the Gospel? 
Burning words of fiery eloquence are foreign to their lips.”

“But I will put My words within their mouth and My Spirit within 
their hearts. Hinder Me not; I go to pray the Father and He will send unto 
them another Comforter, even the Holy Spirit, that they may be endued 
with power from on high. He will teach them what they should say and 
will bring all things to their remembrance, whatsoever they have heard 
of Me. Weak are they, but their love is strong; unlearned, but in Me all-
wise; limited; but of flaming zeal, counting not their lives dear unto death; 
yielded are they and clean and empty. It is enough. I am content, for with 
this seed shall the earth be sown and with eternal harvests shall the gar-
ners of the skies be stored.”

Up the shimmering aisles of watching angels, the Master made His 
way unto the Throne, to greet the waiting Father and receive of Him 
the promised Paraclete, whose descent upon the waiting hearts should fill 
them with His zeal and Spirit.

with grief and amazed wonderment. “And on His glistening robe, just o’er 
the heart, there is a stain of scarlet!”

“Lord!” cried Gabriel, as the angels put their snowy wings before 
their weeping eyes, midst quivering consternation, “Lord, whence these 
wounds? Whence these hands so rent and torn?”

“These are the wounds wherewith I was wounded in the house of my 
friends.”

Bewilderment struggled with shame and horror for an unblushing and 
audacious earth, as they sobbed: “They were unworthy of Thee—unwor-
thy—thy—thy unworthy, Lord!”

“Then Thou Ambassador of Peace,” whispered the warrior Michael, 
through tense lips, “it—through tense lips, “it—through tense lips, “it it—it—it was—a failure? Thy mission—was in vain?”

A light, transcending the radiance of the morn, transfigured the lovely 
face of the Saviour as He is said to have replied: “Not a failure, Michael, 
but a glorious, an undying success.”

“The work then is to be carried on? Thou hast appointed others to 
bear Thy Word forward?”

“Yes.” So soft and sweet was the answering voice with its intensity of 
tender love that it was as the chiming of Prayer Bells across the glassy sea 
at twilight. “Yes, the Gospel shall be preached unto the very ends of the, 
earth.”

“And who, O glorious Sun of Righteousness, who are the harbingers 
of so marvelous a Message? Who the honored ambassadors to be trusted 
with so sweet and sacred task? Hast Thou left Kings and Rulers, Lord? 
Hast Thou chosen the Learned and the Wise who intellectually and 
educationally are best fitted for the task? Or didst Thou command the 
Mighty with military heel and bannered armies to defend and force the 
Gospel onward?”

“Not many wise men after the flesh, not many mighty, not many noble 
are called: but God hath chosen the foolish things of the world to con-
found the wise; and God hath chosen the weak things of the world to 
confound the things which are mighty; and base things of the world, and 
things which are despised, hath God chosen, yea, and things which are 
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Three plus forty, plus seven equals fifty. Pentecost is fifty days removed 
from the day of Passover.”

“Think ye He will descend from Heaven today?”
“Aye, His blessed coming is nigh at hand.”
From the city and country they come, this peculiar band who are en 

route to the Upper Room. Peter, dauntless as usual, striding in the lead. 
Thud! Thud! Thud! His footsteps sound upon the city streets.

“Peter,” would we might interrogate him, “whither bound so early in 
the morn?”

“I am on my way to the Upper Room, whither abideth James and John. 
We are engaged therein in prayer. We tarry, my friend, for the Holy Ghost; 
foretold by the Prophets, promised by the Son, and coveted ardently by 
the waiting Church.”

“But, Peter, why seek ye for this experience? Have you not been a 
preacher of the Gospel for some three years? Have you not lived close 
unto the Master? Have not sick been healed at your touch, and the very 
demons been subject to you? By tarrying for this new power, you admit 
yourself in need of a deeper experience and thereby shall lose caste in the 
eyes of the assemblage. Brother Peter, thou art good, enough without it!”

Doubtless there were people then who talked even as folks do today. 
But listen to the clear ringing answer of the Apostle whose preaching, ere 
the set of evening’s sun, was to shake the very city. “Good enough, you 
say? Ah, little know you whereof you speak! True, I have loved Him these 
years. I have walked with Him, talked with Him, hung upon His every 
word. Swift footed have I run to obey His slightest word. Yea, and I have 
left all to follow Him. His will is sweeter far to me than any earthly joy. He 
hath even said unto me, ‘Now are ye clean, through the word which I have 
spoken.’ But, if ever man needed a deeper experience, I am he. Pardon. I 
must away!” And up the stairs goes Peter.

Layman, Clergyman, if Peter, who had thus walked with the Master, 
needed this infilling of the Holy Spirit and was willing to tarry until he 
received it, how can we afford to miss it? If he considered it no condescen-
sion to tarry, need we hesitate to humble our hungry hearts?

C H A P T E R  5

The Believers Tarry

These all continued with one according prayer 

and supplication, with the women, and Mary the 

mother of Jesus, and with his brethren.

Acts 1:14

Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud! Early morning in Jerusalem, and the quick 
fall of sandals upon cobbled pavings. Thud! Thud! Thud! The ring of 
other footsteps, echoing against canyoned walls of narrow streets; re-
echoing in cloistered archways overhead. The hundred and twenty are 
assembling. Coming from many directions, their steps converge toward 
the Upper Room at Mount Zion.

Hearts beat high! Surely this is the day! For a full week they have 
tarried. Had He not said, “Tarry ye in the city of Jerusalem until ye be 
endued with power from on high”? Very well they have tarried, and were 
tarrying, and would continue to tarry until this mysterious, this miracu-
lous, this much needed and longed for “Power” descended.

When would the Holy Ghost descend? “This day,” methinks I hear 
one say to his companions as they toil the inclined street. This is the day 
of the Feast of Pentecost; the fiftieth day from Passover. ‘Twas on the eve 
of the Passover that He died. The third day He arose from out the tomb. 
Forty days He walked in our midst. Full seven days have we assembled. 
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“Brother,” in fancy one hears the answer, “thou art forgetful of the 
pardoning grace of Christ. Calvary’s flow washes whiter than snow, and 
my heart is in doubt no longer.”

But is that not just like the enemy? He either tells one that he is so 
good that he stands in no need of further blessing; or assures him that he 
is too unworthy to receive. The fact of the matter is this. It is not a case 
of our worthiness, but His; not our merits, but the merits of the precious 
atoning Blood. All He asks is a clean, empty vessel, that He may fill it and 
make it meet for the Master’s use.

Look! They are arriving in numbers now at the Upper Room. Along 
the winding streets handmaidens as well as the servants wend their way. 
Had not the Lord promised: “And upon the servants and upon the hand-
maids in those days will I pour out my Spirit” (Joel 2:29). And none there 
were to say them nay!

Approaching the well-worn stair are two sweet-faced women. “Mary 
and Martha of Bethany? Whither are ye bound with such earnest mien 
this early morn?”

“We go to the Upper Room with thirsting hearts to receive the prom-
ise of the Father.”

“Mary! Mary! Thou hast no need of this experience! Thou who didst 
sit so oft at the Master’s feet need not this baptism from above!”

“Yea, Comrade, I need the Comforter, for He shall bring all things 
to my remembrance whatsoever He hath said unto me.” And up the steps 
goes Mary.

Look yonder! Among the eager number pressing to the self-same stair 
comes one leaning upon the arm of her two sons. ’Tis none other than 
the blessed Mother of our Lord! The sweet sadness of her face has etched 
new lines of patient suffering about her lips, her eyes. But this morning a 
freshly kindled fire is in her heart and its glow is reflected in her counte-
nance. A new eagerness urges her footsteps forward. She, too, turns and 
mounts the steps to the Upper Room.

It is no use, Brother, Sister! No use to argue our “goodness,” our “sanc-
tification,” or “past blessings” as an excuse for failing to receive the Spirit. 

“Peter was full of failures,” you say, “and therefore needed the 
blessing.”

Wait it moment. We will turn back again to Jerusalem. Here comes 
John the Beloved—that pure, consecrated one whose devotion and love 
fill the Temple of the World as with sweet incense. Let us question 
him. “One moment, Saint John, thou beloved of the Saviour. Thy face 
is alight with holy purpose this Pentecostal morn. Whither art thou 
bound?”

“I haste unto the Upper Room, there to await the blessed Holy Spirit 
Whom Christ shall pour out from on high.”

“John! Surely thou art not serious! Surely thou dost not infer that one 
who has lived so spotlessly, so close unto the Master’s heart, has further 
need of definite infilling? None know the paths of faith and love better 
than thyself. None can quote so richly from the Master’s word! None have 
cradled their head upon the Master’s bosom, or been called so oft as thou 
‘he, whom the Master loved’. Surely, if anyone is so good that he needs no 
further blessing, it is thou!”

“How tremendously you err,” I hear the Apostle cry. “I slept when I 
should have watched; faltered and returned to my home when I should 
have believed the evidences of His resurrection. Most urgently need I the 
fullness of His Spirit to equip me for effective service in the valley lands. 
As the lamp needs oil whereby to shine in the night of darkness, so need 
I His gracious Spirit; else should I be a smoking wick, burning dimly and 
unworthily, of my own feeble efforts. None stands in greater need than I.” 
And up the stairs goes John.

Who, then, among us need hesitate to climb those stairs? “I am unwor-
thy to receive,” you say? Hold! Here comes Thomas.

“Thomas, join ye your friends in the Upper Room this morn?”
“Aye, I go to receive the Holy Spirit. The Master said, ‘John truly bap-

tized with water, but ye shall be baptized with the Holy Ghost not many 
days hence,’ and I go to accept His promise.”

“But, Thomas, you are too great a doubter. The blessing is not for such 
as thou!”
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crown. Their forms are graced by gold-encrusted robes which flow from 
stiff, straight shoulders to priceless silk-sewn sandals.

The followers of the humble Nazarene are unimpressive in dress and 
stature; their oft-mended fisherman’s coats smell of the sea and their san-
dals are scoured by the stones and the sands of weary wayside travels.

The one is honored, feted, bathed in the adulation of the public eye. 
The other is humiliated by the shameful crucifixion of their Leader; trem-
blingly dependent upon the protecting grace of their Lord in this out of 
the way Upper Room.

Yet the former, despite all its fanfare of trumpets, its golden incense 
pots and its overbearing pomp and show, was destined to go down into the 
smouldering ashes of antiquity. The very, ground which they had come 
to call most sacred, despite their desecration of it, was to be swept from 
under them and held by alien hands and unbelievers throughout the com-
ing centuries.

Whereas the latter, this humble handful of lowly fishermen and gath-
erers of taxes, were destined, under the hand of God, to shine as a city 
set upon a hill—a candle whose light could never be hid; and their names 
were to ring throughout the unfading centuries while man should tread 
the corridors of time.

Yea, when time and tide shall be no more, when the earth shall be 
crumbled into ashes and the star-gemmed canopy of the heavens shall be 
folded away as a garment, the names of these twelve humble men shall be 
inscribed upon the twelve gates of the Celestial City, and their humble 
deeds be writ in script of fire upon the unfolding scroll of all Eternity.

“Not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit, saith the Lord of hosts” 
(Zech. 4:6).

“For thus saith the high and lofty One that inhabiteth eternity, whose 
name is Holy; I dwell in the high and holy place, with him also that is of a 
contrite and humble spirit, to revive the spirit of the humble, and to revive 
the heart of the contrite ones” (Isa. 57:15).

“When thou wast little in thine own sight, wast thou not made the 
head of the tribes of Israel…I will not return with thee: for thou hast 

If Mary, the sister of Martha, who sat at His feet; and if Mary, the Mother 
of Jesus, that virgin whose complete sanctification made her worthy to be 
the Mother of our Lord,—if both these needed and became humble recipi-
ents of this blessed Baptism of the Holy Spirit, there is certainly no excuse 
for you and me. Surely we need it too.

Ascend the stair a moment and gaze upon the company assembled 
there. There was Peter and James and John, Andrew, Philip, and Thomas, 
Bartholomew, Matthew, James, the son of Alphaeus and Simon Zelotes 
and Judas the brother of James. These, with other faithful ones, all contin-
ued with one accord in prayer and supplication with the women, and Mary 
the Mother of Jesus, with His brethren (Acts 1:13, 14).

Outside, the city is all a-bustle with preparations for the coming feast. 
Lambs are being led to the slaughter, viands are being prepared, fruit in 
luxurious plentitude is being spread upon groaning festive boards. Money 
changers and sellers of purple are taking advantage of the gathering 
throngs to fill their bags with clinking shekels.

Petty quarrels and age old rivalry ‘twixt religious leaders thrive amid 
verdant jealousies. Ceremonial robes and priestly garments, gem studded 
and silken broidered, are being laid out and donned.

But up there, in the Upper Room, Adoring Love has garbed herself 
in the robes of sweet humility—in the robes of sweet humility—in the robes of sweet humility dear, reverent, loyal hearts, simple and 
homey as the home-spun which covers them! What a contrast they offer 
to the pompous, importance-swollen priests whose hands are white and 
soft and odorous with incense as they, minister beneath the glistening 
dome of yonder Temple.

The hands of the disciples are horny and bronzed with many suns, and 
calloused with tugging at the nets and with humblest toil. The features of 
the priests bear the pompous dignity of patriarchs, with long, awesome 
beards and with gem-sewn mitres, worn with the lofty dignity of a royal 
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wields the sceptre of spiritual power and manifests a ministry attested and 
crowned by o’erflowing altars and penitent thousands who weep their way 
to Christ.

Religious education, when directed by Spirit-filled teachers whose 
messages are bathed with prayer and fragrant with the dews of Heaven, 
is a priceless heritage to the student who trains for the ministry. But that 
Theological Seminary which takes in young, eager, earnest, enthusias-
tic workers, and devouring their soul and destroying their faith in the 
inspiration of the Scriptures, the Virgin Birth and the supernatural, turns 
them out upon the country rank Modernists and Higher Critics, oft times 
more atheistically destructive than Voltaire or Payne, that Seminary is a 
curse to the land in which it stands! ‘Twere a thousand times better had 
it never been born and ‘twere a thousand times better that it were sunk in 
the depths of the sea!

Behold the scene in Jerusalem! The ears of God are deaf to the cant-
ing chants and ceremonies of the cold, backslidden Temple yonder. The 
Shekinah of His Glory is so long departed that its presence is not missed. 
But all Heaven is bent to listen to the prayers of the despised, humble 
group whose presence men ignore as they meet within the Upper Room.

Peace is there, and harmonious tranquility. Vessels are clean and 
empty; trimmed wicks await the oil. Forever hallowed to their spirits are 
the seven days they have been tarrying thus.

You have no time, you say, to tarry for the Holy Spirit? No time to look 
unto the Lord for the Baptism of Fire? As well might the sail declare, “I 
have no time to wait for the wind.” As well might the kindling protest, “I 
have no time to wait the striking of the match,” or the engine, “I have no 
time to linger for the steam.”

The minister who goes without first tarrying is as an Ambassador 
without his authorization papers. The church without the Holy Spirit is 

rejected the word of the Lord, and the Lord hath rejected thee” (1 Sam. 
15:17, 26).

The Lord seeks for His service, not the proud and the arrogant who 
walk in the conceit of their own wisdom and in the vain glory of their own 
light, but the clean and the empty vessel and the heart which is willing to 
be humbled that it may be exalted in due season. He covets not the loud, 
blatant praise of the hypocrite in the market place; but the sincere and 
lowly obeisance of the contrite in the closet of true intercession.

It is not that God puts a premium upon ignorance, or that there is a 
discount upon earthly learning or understanding. Quite the contrary, for, 
according to the Word, “wisdom is better than weapons of war” (Eccles. 
9:18). But when the so-called wisdom of man fills the mind with his own 
pre-conceived ideas and leaves no room for the Spirit, Whose wisdom is 
from above, then: “In much wisdom, is much grief: and he that increaseth 
knowledge increaseth sorrow” (Eccles. 1:18).

He seeks not channels choked with mortal reasonings and theoriz-
ings. Could these have saved the world, Christ need not have died. He 
seeks empty channels, clean and yielded, catching fresh the crystal waters 
that ever flow from the Throne supernal. He seeks channels which bear 
the life-giving current without let or hindrance, unsullied by the childish 
vaporings of our psychology, our analytical quibblings and higher criti-
cisms. He seeks channels through which to pour forth the living streams 
which cause the veriest wilderness to “blossom as a rose.” He takes a worm 
to thresh a mountain. And with the things which are not, doth He con-
found the things which are.

Then gaze and understand; behold and take counsel; for within this 
humble group lifting its voice in earnest prayer and awaiting the Baptism 
of the Holy Ghost, is contained a lesson of which the Church today stands 
in most urgent need.

It is not the great Temples of Modernism and Higher Criticism; it is 
not the cold, formal Ritualistic Religion with its bloodless, miracle-deny-
ing, hyper-critical atmosphere which fosters and prospers spirituality. It 
is still the humble, yielded, importunate seeker after the Holy Ghost that 
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And so with hearts beating high, they waited! And there they sat! 
Praying—simply and expectantly waiting. What mingled emotions must 
have been written upon their upturned faces!

Peace was there; the torturing questions left by Calvary’s thorns had 
been healed by the fragrant balm of Easter’s lilies.

Trust was there; simply it sat upon their brow. The certainty of His 
resurrection was the answer to every question. No soil was there for the 
smallest seed of doubt to nest in; they knew their Saviour lived! They had 
seen Him, handled Him, and watched Him go! It would be even as He 
said—the Comforter would come.

Love was there; it high-lighted each face with holy, shining transpar-
ency. Their love of Him was the one dominating force of their lives! 
They would follow Him henceforth, blindly, unquestioningly, cheerfully 
through flood and flame, through pestilence and famine, through blood-
soaked arenas and pillories of scourging and spitting. They would bear 
His gospel unto the ends of the earth, and unto every living creature, 
counting not the smiting suns of summer, nor the blighting cold of winter, 
nor their own lives dear unto death. Let Him but speak and they would 
answer. Let Him but send this promised enduement of power and they 
would go. Love would lend wings, to their feet and cause them to scale the 
utmost mountains.

Obedience was there; great, luminous eyes turned throneward. He had 
said: “Tarry!” It was enough! Here would they abide till Heaven’s treasur-
ies were opened and the power came down. Common sense said: “Hurry! 
There is work to be done.” Christ said, “Tarry first, till ye be endued.” 
Obedience settled the question. They tarried!

Surrender was there; bound fast to the horns of the altar. They pos-
sessed, doubtless, but the most vague conception of the manner in which 
the Spirit should descend or of the means whereby He should surcharge 
them with His motivating power. It mattered not. Theirs it was to yield, 
His to fill. Theirs to offer up the sacrifice, His to consume. Wished He 
a vessel? Here were their hearts, their souls; here were their hands, their 
feet, their voices and their tongues. Speak, Lord, thy servant heareth!

like a finely mechanized car without gasoline; a half-excavated well with-
out water; a beautifully carven lamp without a light.

Can the clock say with sagacity, “I have no time to be wound”? Can 
the unbaken bread say, “I have no time to be placed within the oven,” 
or the empty pitcher, “I have no time to be borne unto the fountain”? 
Neither with impunity can clergy or laity say, “I have no time in which to 
seek the great power that motivated Christ.”

Remember the last resounding words of the Master: “Go ye into all 
the world and preach the Gospel unto every creature…but tarry ye in the 
city of Jerusalem until ye be endued with power from on High…and ye shall 
receive power after that the Holy Spirit is come upon you” (Mark 16:15; Luke 
24:49; Acts 1:8).

Note the Confidence of those assembled there: All sins were forgiven 
and shortcomings were covered by the precious Blood of the Slain Lamb.

Note the Persistence: They tarried until the day of Pentecost was fully 
come.

Note the Humility: None was reliant on past experience, but each 
sought the Lord with the whole heart, most humbly abasing himself before 
Him.

Note the Latitude of the Upper Room: With the disciples were assem-
bled the women, and Mary the Mother of Jesus.”

Note the Brotherly Kindness and Forbearance: One did not chide the 
other. Peter did not say unto Thomas: “Thomas, what doest thou here? 
The Holy Spirit is not for them who once doubted.” Nor did Thomas 
retaliate in kind and cry: “Speak for thyself, Peter! Thou didst deny the 
Christ when He needed most thy witnessing and thou didst curse and 
swear before them all.”

The “kettle” could not chide the “pot.” He that had sinned could not 
cast a stone. All had come short of the glory of God, so they cast them-
selves upon the pardoning mercy of Him who said: “Now are ye clean 
through the Word I have spoken unto you.” ‘Twas no longer their righ-
teousness but His; no longer their worthiness, but the worthiness of their 
Substitute in Whom they had come to live and move and have their being.
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C H A P T E R  6

The Holy Spirit Descends

And when the day of Pentecost was fully come, they were all 

with one accord in one place. And suddenly there came a sound 

from heaven, as of a rushing mighty wind, and it filled all the 

house where they were sitting. And there appeared unto them 

cloven tongues like as of fire, and it sat upon each of them. 

And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to 

speak with other tongues as the Spirit gave them utterance.

Acts 2:1-4

Listen! High overhead there is a sound! Momentarily it gathers in 
momentum and volume! The sound emanates from Heaven, and is “as of 
a rushing, mighty wind”! Surging, sweeping, shouting it comes, with awe-
some suddenness, straight to the Upper Room!

The house in which they are assembled is shaken! Every corner of the 
room is filled with that mighty, rushing sound! Like tiny chips caught in 
the vortex of a stream so infinitely greater than themselves, what must 
have been the emotions of the hundred and twenty? Fear? Scarcely. They 
had lived with the Man of Miracles for three years. Came not this wind 
from out His hand?

Suddenly, tongues like as of fire appear before their enraptured gaze. 
The leaping, blazing, consuming, kindling glory of it fans their faces. And 

Purity was there; mantled in white, and radiant. Christ had said: “Now 
ye are clean through the Word which I have spoken unto you.” The vessel 
was clean then, and waiting for the oil.

Unity was there; graciously delightsome as “the precious ointment upon 
the head, that ran down upon the beard, even Aaron’s beard; that went 
down to the skirts of his garments.” And they were, “All with one accord 
in one place.”

Let the rest of the city run helter-skelter after pleasure and toil; let 
them assemble at the Temple for religious feasts, great suppers and cer-
emonies. They would sit and wait. They would tarry—emonies. They would sit and wait. They would tarry—emonies. They would sit and wait. They would tarry Tarry—Tarry— —Tarry—Tarry S-s-sh! 
Expectancy and Faith stood at the door, finger upon lips, bidding them 
still their hearts before the Lord and tarry on.

Outside, the streets had grown strangely quiet. Mt. Zion was almost 
deserted. The great feast was about to be celebrated at the Temple in 
Jerusalem just yonder. The breathless hush of holy quietness settles upon 
the hundred and twenty who wait with open hearts in the Upper Room.

Something is going to happen! Is–going–to–happen! Is–going–to–
hap– Hark! The clock of church destiny is striking.

The curtain is about to rise upon the official opening of the 
Dispensation of the Holy Spirit. The Church Age, even now, is being ush-
ered in! In the bright heavens yonder, the fiery sun is mounting his central 
throne. The Day of Pentecost is fully come!
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and minds, but from the supernatural source of some great hidden outlet 
which breaks forth into rivers within their innermost being. Though they 
are all speaking at one time, there is no confusion—there is no discord. 
“God is not the author of confusion, but of peace, as in all churches of the 
saints” (1 Cor. 14:33).

It is rather as the sounding forth of a multi-toned organ under the 
hand of a mighty musician; or as the melody of an Aeolian harp when 
its strings are simultaneously swept by the invisible fingers of a celestial 
breeze. All hearts are in tune with the Infinite. All are of one accord.” No 
jarring notes are herein sounded.

“What are they saying?” you ask. Sufficient to know that they are 
“magnifying God,” “giving thanks well,” and “speaking the wonderful 
works of God” (Acts 10:46, 1 Cor. 14:17, Acts 2:11).

Whence acquired they this sudden spontaneity of utterance? Whence 
these prolific words of fiery eloquence? The answer lies in the fact that their 
words were not of their own volition. The “tongues” with which they spake 
were not their own. They “spake with other tongues, as the Spirit gave them 
utterance.” Even the language was not their own. When the Spirit took hold 
of the bell, its tongue chimed forth a tune of His own fashioning.

When He took up the trumpet, the instrument had naught to do with 
the sounds produced therein. It had but to yield itself under His mighty 
breath. Many, perhaps all, were speaking a language differing from that 
spoken through the lips of their neighbors. Eighteen different and widely 
diversified languages are enumerated in Acts 2:9, 10, 11. Yet they who 
spake were all Galileans who had never learned the languages which they 
now spoke so fluently. In all likelihood they knew not that whereof they 
spake (1 Cor. 14:14).

One has not to look far between the lines of this amazing second chapter 
of the Acts of the Apostles to picture the beginning of that which was to 

lo! a fiery tongue rests upon the head of each of them, and flames brightly 
there. The flame seems to fill them; to consume, to transform them!

They are galvanized into action, charged, surcharged with power; 
energized and as completely motivated and dominated by this new, this 
wondrous force, as is an erstwhile inert electric wire, when the power is 
suddenly turned on. Doubting Thomas shall doubt no more. Denying 
Peter shall ne’er deny again.

Oh, the glory of it! Oh, the wonder, the tremendousness, the definite-
ness of it all! Had there been any question in their minds as to whether 
the Spirit would enter so gently, and so indefinitely announce His coming, 
that they might entertain serious doubts as to whether or not they had 
received Him, those questions were answered now.

Doubt it? Never! Even though the earth should cease to roll around 
the sun, and the tide forget her trysting place! “I indeed baptize you with 
water unto repentance: but He that cometh after me is mightier than I, 
whose shoes I am not worthy to bear: He shall baptize you with the Holy 
Ghost, and with fire” (Matt. 3:11).

This, then, was the “Baptism with Fire” to which the flaming prophet 
had referred. And they were indeed baptized, plunged, submerged, 
immersed within this all-enveloping Baptism of glory. It flooded in, 
surged in, poured in, till they were filled to the overflow.

They could hold no more! Their hearts were filled to the bursting! 
The joy and the glory of the Lord o’erwhelmed. How could they ever 
thank Him; how adequately praise His Name? What mortal words could 
compass so great a theme; what mortal tongue could give utterance to 
worthy adoration? Theirs were but the tongues of humble villagers.

Suddenly, like a brimming bowl, beneath a full flowing fountain, they 
began to run over. Melodiously, copiously, joyously, exultantly, audibly they 
began to overflow! Hark! They all break into speech at the same moment.

The sound of their exultant voices fills the room, overflows into the 
streets, and carries far to the amazed ears of startled listeners. Eloquently, 
volubly, unhesitatingly, and with great power and unction, their words flow 
forth in unbroken rivers. Those rivers emanate not from their halting lips 
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and laborings are of small avail without the Spirit.” The steamship may be 
planned and builded and painted and rigged from stem to stern, her new 
engines may be oiled and ready for the fuel; but without the kindling of 
the flame, the ship shall scarcely cross the ocean. The automobile may be 
assembled, the engine installed, the hood gleaming with high polish, and 
the wheels shod with excellent tires; but without the gasoline and the spark 
which ignites it, the chariot shall be “hard pushing,” as the old farmer said 
when he rolled his first car up the hill.

The securing of a well-known speaker? No widely advertised theolo-
gian had been announced to give a mighty learned address on the Day 
of Pentecost. A fisherman, who had but recently washed his hands in the 
Galilee and presented his body a living sacrifice unto the Lord, was the 
instrument used. ‘Twas not the human speaker, his charm, personality 
past triumphs or fame. It was God!

Oh! listen, Brother! Harken, Sister! Can you not hear that great shout 
still echoing around the earth? I can hear it, and my soul is thrilled to the 
depths at the sound. I long to bind my sandals upon my feet and run, run 
to join that company, to partake of their joy.

Listen to them! No gentle little reading from a book of prayers 
which another has written for them; but a gushing, tempestuous over-
flow of prayer and praise that rises and flows like a new oil well when 
it has just been “brought in.” “Hallelujah! Glory! Glory! Glory to God! 
Unto the risen, living Christ, be praise and honor forever! Amen! 
Amen!”

Do you not wish that every one of our churches might have an experi-
ence like that today? Would you not like to see our buildings shaken with 
the power of God and hear our Parsons and their Boards of Elders and 
Trustees and their Congregations walking up and down the aisles praising 
and glorifying God?

No? Why not? Afraid they would think you mad? Perhaps they would, 
at first. They thought the hundred and twenty either mad or drunken with 
wine. But they came to look and to listen. They were convinced of the 
power of God, and were converted by the thousand.

become such a far-flung sequence. Look! Thronging feet throb in the 
thoroughfares. Like rivers of ants when a nest is disturbed, or sugar is scat-
tered, the populace begins to run together in one direction.

The house wherein the Upper Room is enshrined stands upon the 
side of a steep embankment. The lower floors are reached by a descend-
ing stair. The Upper Room opens its wide casements upon the cobbled 
street. The history of the place dates back to King David, and the house is 
well known. Curious, excited, exclamatory hosts gather in such increasing 
numbers that thousands crowd into the narrow thoroughfare. What drew 
this multitude together?

Curiosity? Doubtless, curiosity was a powerful advance agent which 
drew their feet irresistibly to the scene of action. Curiosity is like sticky 
fly-paper. Once one has put one foot in, one puts the other down to extri-
cate the first, and ofttimes before aware one is in altogether.

The Joy of the Lord? The “shout in the camp” has ever been the best 
publicity for the Gospeller. A score of ice wagons may pass our street, and 
none will turn to look; but let just one fire wagon pass and everyone within 
hearing or seeing distance will turn to watch it. And a goodly per cent will 
leave all and run after it crying: “Where’s the fire?” The cold and rigidly 
formal church can never succeed in arresting the diversified interests of 
the human tide which flows past her doors, or rivet that attention upon the 
living Word of the risen Christ, until she has received this transforming, 
electrifying power from on high and is galvanized into action!

Well directed publicity? Not as the modern church knows the term. The 
Holy Spirit Himself proclaimed to an astounded populace the happenings 
in the Upper Room, and so piqued their curiosity that they “came run-
ning” together. Publicity today is well enough in its place; but when the 
Church becomes so aflame that the fire of God’s Spirit blazons the news 
abroad in tongues of livid flame through yielded lips of clay the difficult 
question is how to find room to accommodate the throngs which pour out, 
rain or shine to hear the Word.

A carefully worked up revival? No! The revival on the Day of Pentecost 
was not “worked up.” It was “prayed down.” All of our workings, strivings 
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an evolutionary doctrine, instead of the real meat of the Spirit; withered 
fruit from the barren desert of his own soul rather than the giant grapes 
of Eschol.

As he left the room, I found myself shaking my head and saying: 
“Dead, and doesn’t know it!” The expression referred to a favorite story.

It seems that once upon a time two Irishmen came to this country. 
They saw, one day, for the first time, a snake. “What is it?” cried Pat. “I 
don’t know,” answered Mike, “but I don’t like the looks of it. Let’s kill it!”

So they got stones and began to throw them at the reptile. But the 
more they stoned it, the more it squirmed and wriggled. They cut off 
its head, but still it writhed. Pat stood looking at it for a moment then 
scratched his head doubtfully. “Is it dead, Mike?” he queried. “Shure and 
faith and it’s dead!” came the ready reply. “It’s dead, but it doesn’t know it!”

When I think of those ministers who dare to criticize the Acts of the 
Disciples upon the day of Pentecost; and when I compare in my mind some 
of the empty churches of our land and the bloodless religion which they 
preach, with the flaming, living, active, glorious, community-shaking, 
soul-satisfying Gospel preached through those Disciples by the power of 
the Holy Spirit which descended that memorable day, and when I read of 
the thronging thousands who came to hear and remained to be converted, 
I cannot help thinking of the story: “Dead, and doesn’t know it!”

How terrified we are of the word “emotionalism.” The devil has taken that 
word and set it up like a scarecrow with empty arms flapping in the wind, 
to keep God’s starving children from the corn of the land. Yet, when one 
walks up to it and touches it, there is no real cause for alarm. I speak now 
of God-given, sanctified, Spirit-moved emotion. It is exactly what we need 
today—today—today sanctified emotion. Take emotion from the family life, and what 
have we left? Imagine a family where every member is so afraid of display-
ing any emotion, that they never, by word or deed, express any love or 

The typical modern church of today, far from being called “mad,” is 
considered by the man of the world as being “dead.” Better have the world 
think we are “mad” and come to see why and how, than have them never 
come near to hear the blessed Gospel at all.

When filled with the Holy Spirit, your message will be like that of 
the Apostle Peter—o sound, so balanced, so filled with the wisdom of 
God, that what might first be termed madness, will soon be recognized as 
inspired wisdom from on High.

“The hundred and twenty were overwrought and their unbridled emo-
tionalism regrettable and certainly not to be emulated,” said a preacher 
friend some time ago during a discussion of the happenings of that day.

“But tell me,” I said, “if we criticize the manner in which they gave evi-
dence of the coming of the Spirit, do we not criticize the Spirit Himself? 
And if we criticize the Spirit and His methods, do we not criticize the 
Christ who sent him, and the God from Whom He emanated?”

“Nevertheless,” he insisted petulantly, “we of the present day are far 
too rational and controlled in spirit to countenance such a demonstration 
of emotion!”

I sat and looked at the man, astounded. I thought of his tiny church, 
his steadily dwindling congregations, his dry, prepared sermons, his 
empty altars, his teas and his socials and of the great denomination which 
he represents—a denomination which, alas, frowns upon any effort of its 
ministers to preach the Pentecostal Baptism of the Holy Spirit according 
to Acts the second chapter–and my heart ached!

What a blessing it would have been could he have fallen to his knees in 
such a spirit of prayer and tears as once shook strong men such as Wesley, 
Finney, Knox, and Cartwright! How one should have rejoiced to have 
heard him lift his voice in real prayer and praise; and preach with the tears 
of real, melting devotion streaming down his face!

But no! He would go back to his emotionless religion, his emotionless 
audience and preach his emotionless sermons. He would sow seed with 
the kernel removed, and the husk alone left. He would pump on and on 
at a waterless cistern. He would serve them the polliwogs and tadpoles of 
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C H A P T E R  7

Universality and Result

Now when they heard this, they were pricked to their heart, 

and said unto Peter and to the rest of the Apostles, Men and 

Brethren, what shall we do? Then Peter said unto them, Repent, 

and be baptised every one of you in the name of Jesus Christ for 

the remission of sins, and ye shall receive the gift of the Holy 

Ghost For the promise is unto you, and to your children, and to 

all that are afar off, even as many as the Lord our God shall call.

Acts 2:37, 38, 39

“What shall we do?” The question hung tremulous upon the lips of 
thousands! “What shall we do?” The faces of men paled! Countenances of 
women blanched! Old and young shook with the ague of conviction!

Like snow driven against a fiery furnace, doubts evaporated before the 
burning message of the Spirit. Like shades of night, when brought to com-
bat with the sun at dawning, the thin veneer of mockery and questioning 
had been rolled into the Valley of a dead Yesterday.

“What shall we do?” Men cried forth the question in an agony, being 
pierced to the heart. What was it that had “pricked their hearts”? None 
other than the blessed, sharp, two-edged sword of the Spirit which flashed 
from the lips of the inspired apostle Peter.

affection for each other. Picture an emotionless mother—one who never 
laughs and never cries over her babe—one who is ever cold, calculating 
and mechanical. One might as well bring up one’s children in an incuba-
tor! Certainly “mother songs” would soon perish from the earth.

At a coronation men shout and praise the King. Enthusiastic demon-
stration is in order at election time. Fans are unashamed of their applause 
and shoutings at a ball game. In fact, everywhere except in the praise of 
the King of Kings, emotions may be deeply stirred and openly expressed 
with no stigma attached to the demonstration. But let a saint shout 
“Hallelujah,” or cry “Praise the Lord,” and immediately someone decries 
it as regrettable emotionalism.

Only when Jordan overflows her banks are the surrounding fields 
refreshed and quickened. And, if our emotions are so meagerly stirred by 
the Spirit of God that they never rise up from within us nor overflow in 
spontaneous and abundant utterance and joy, the world is neither enriched 
nor edified.

“I feel it in my heart,” say some “but I am not of a demonstrative 
nature.” God does not expect us to “make” ourselves demonstrative. The 
experience which the hundred and twenty received in the Upper Room 
was not a “worked up” emotion. It was as reactionary as the roaring con-
cussion which follows the explosion of a charge of dynamite. It was as 
natural and unforced as a cry uttered when one is falling, or the laughter 
which rings forth at some sudden, sweeping joy.

The Master never said “You shall feel it in your heart, but the joy which never said “You shall feel it in your heart, but the joy which never
I bestow shall never rise to the lips that the world about you may know of 
your infilling.” The Master said, “Out of your innermost being shall flow 
rivers of living water.”

At full flood the “rivers” overflowed and swept out through the deca-
dent desert on that birthday of the dispensation of the Holy Ghost and 
verily the desert blossomed as a rose. Pools adorned the wilderness and 
floods embraced the dry land.
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Oh, no! Here is the glorious answer, clear and clean-cut, spreading out 
its pinions of promise as wide as the wings of the morning: “Repent and be 
baptized, every one of you in the name of Jesus Christ for the remission of sins, 
and ye shall receive the gift of the Holy Ghost. “For the promise is unto you, and 
to your children, and to all that are afar off, even as many as the Lord our God 
shall call” (Acts 2:38, 39).

Here is the perfect sermon condensed into two sentences. It is perfect, 
firstfirstf , because it is explicit. The directions given are so plain that even a fool 
need not err in the following thereof. They are as rudimentary and simple 
as the ABC’s.

A. Repent—and be converted and your sins shall be blotted out.

B.  And be baptized—B.  And be baptized—B.  in water, thus showing to the world the separation 
from the old life; the burial of the past, and the birth of the new.

C.  And ye shall receive the gift of the Holy GhostC.  And ye shall receive the gift of the Holy GhostC.  . Upon the cleansed and 
consecrated life, the Spirit shall be bestowed.

It is plain that one must first accept the Christ before being filled with 
the Spirit. The Ark of Salvation may well be likened to that builded by 
Noah. There are three stories to the Ark, but only one Door. If one would 
descend into the depths of the Father’s love, or ascend up into the third 
story and be filled with the Holy Spirit, one must needs first come in at 
the Door “set in the side thereof,” even the Atonement through the riven 
side of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.

The Lord does not fill the unclean vessel with His Spirit, “repent ye 
therefore and be converted that your sins may be blotted out when the 
times of refreshing shall come from the presence of the Lord” (Acts 3:19). 
He does not baptize the “old” man, the self-nature, be it good or bad. 
Therefore, it must be buried and the new man resurrected, Christ-like, in 
its stead. Then of the hungry heart he creates a cleansed and yielded vessel 
acceptable in His sight, ready to be filled with the Spirit.

Note that they were not pricked in their head. Peter did not win them 
to the Lord by appealing only to their reasoning powers, and the logic of 
their brain. His message went deeper, was more direct. It reached down 
and “pricked,” that is, made uncomfortable with the proddings of convic-
tion, the very heart itself.

What shall we do to be saved? What shall we do to make restitution 
for the awful sin which we have wrought through the crucifixion of our 
Lord? What shall we do in order to receive that which we see and hear? 
What shall we do that we may receive the same joy and power which 
yourselves have received? Humbly, anxiously, earnestly the questions 
flooded in.

No more antagonism manifest by the crowd! No more scoffing! They 
were humbled. Their defenses were left wide-open. The power of the 
Spirit had conquered. Decision, faith, firm assurance, boldness, love and 
earnestness, fruit of the indwelling Spirit, had won a sweeping victory 
where the cold, questioning, uncertain, apologetic, powerless methods of 
today would have failed utterly.

“What shall we do? That which we see is appealing; that which we 
hear is supernatural and doth speak the wonderful works of God. How 
may we receive of these copious showers which fall from the sky?”

Seemeth one hears the questions ringing yet; not only from the throng 
surging about the hundred and twenty on the Day of Pentecost, but from 
the thousands of similarly hungry hearts whose innermost beings today 
ache with longing, as they read of the power which fell in the Upper Room.

It did not take Peter long to answer their questions. It did not take a 
great theological treatise or a ponderous brief to contain the wording of 
his answer. Nor did the answer contain an apology or any cumbersome 
effort to sidestep and declare that the gift was merely for the hundred and 
twenty–for the clergy and not for the masses. Neither did it contain any 
suggestion that the gift which had been bestowed upon the inmates of the 
Upper Room in a visible, audible manner which could be seen and heard, 
would henceforth be bestowed upon believers so quietly and with such 
lack of manifestation that one would scarce be aware of His incoming.
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Then, lest he should leave one little loophole of doubt through which 
should creep any teaching which would deny this precious infilling to even 
one believer in the generations to come, he placed his fourth nail, definitely 
and unequivocally: “Even as many as the Lord our God shall call.” Brother! 
Sister! Has the Lord called you? Then the promise is unto you! Hallelujah!

Fourth, the sermon was concise. The message contained therein was 
condensed into compact, solid truth, simply and clearly put. Its content 
was potent and the effect thereof instantaneous. Stated plainly and with-
out unnecessary enlargement the Word was rendered without equivoca-
tion, amendment, or apology, and hearts opened to receive the light.

Fifth, his was a full message. Peter’s message proclaimed a “complete 
menu.” Nothing was blue-penciled or marked “not for today.”

Upon hearing the “limited Gospel” preached by many of the modern 
ministers, one is reminded of the plight of the miner who sought dinner in 
a northern city. He had been prospecting without results for many tedious 
months. Throughout the entire duration of this trying time, he had been 
obliged to exist on naught but canned food. At last he became so sick of 
canned beans, canned salmon and sardines that he shuddered at the very 
thought.

Then one day he struck it rich. The pick which had so frequently fallen 
fruitlessly on barren rocks, sank into a soft, yellow vein of gold. With a 
glad cry, he fell feverishly upon the newly discovered treasure. He filled 
his belt and knapsack, staked out his claim, and set off for the nearest city 
to register his mine and to enjoy his first real meal in many moons.

Late in the evening he arrived at his destination. Pausing before a 
pretentious restaurant, he entered, rubbing his hands with satisfaction and 
smiling in anticipation as he looked appreciatively at the expanse of tables 
with their gleaming silver lying upon snowy linen.

Upon each table lay an impressive, leather-bound menu. Mouth 
watering with anticipation, he read: Roast turkey! Roast duckling! Baked 
chicken! Dozens of dishes listed in luscious array.

“Waiter! Waiter!” called the half-starved man. “Bring me a large order 
of roast turkey, quickly.”

The sermon contained in these two short verses is perfect, second, because 
of its universality. His message took in not only the throng which stood with 
eager, upturned faces before him, but included nations as yet unborn. It was 
for rich and poor, old and young, educated and uneducated, for clergy and 
laity, pulpit and pew, for “even as many as the Lord our God shall call.”

Third, because of the longevity of the promise contained therein. Is it 
possible that Peter, standing there under the blazing light of the prophetic 
message which was upon him saw with clear eyes the ages not yet unfolded 
from the bosom of the Infinite? Can it be that he saw the race of minis-
ters yet unborn, who, in explaining or rather seeking to explain away the 
Baptism of the Holy Spirit, would claim that the gift which was bestowed 
upon the Day of Pentecost was merely for the hundred and twenty, or at 
best a gift for the Apostolic Age?

It would appear that he did, for seizing four strong nails and the ham-
mer of the Word, he proceeded to fasten down this truth and clinch it 
in the strongest and most unmistakable manner. Let us dissect Peter’s 
answer and consider it minutely for a moment.

“The promise is unto you—“ Clearly this referred to the multitude stand-
ing before him at the moment.

“And to your children—“ Here the promise spreads its wings and 
embraces generations yet unborn; generations which coming to the age of 
understanding, should receive the gift of the Holy Spirit after the decease 
of the disciples and the hundred and twenty. The promise being unto their 
children, rather than being confined to the Apostolic age, was as the rising 
sun of a new-born day whose light should broaden and spread till all they 
yet slumbering in darkness should rise to greet it and be glad.

“The promise included those of the Bible age, but it is not for today,” 
said the Dean of a great Bible School to his faculty assembled about the 
round table some time ago. One moment, Brother!

“And to all that are afar off—“ Visualizing the days when God’s Word 
in its fullness and purity should be denied, questioned and doubted by the 
very ones who should uphold it, God caused him to drive home and clinch 
the truth forever.
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“My dear sir, I regret to inform you that the Baptism of the Holy Spirit 
is out of season now–‘twas merely for Bible days. But we have a very fine 
canned product called ‘self-effort’ and ‘human substitutes’ which might 
appeal to you.”

“No, thank you. But, see here, in James 5:14, and in other places, I read 
of Divine Health. I am ill and broken. May I have my healing immediately, 
please?”

“I am sorry, sir, but they of the Apostolic age ate the last of the Divine 
Healing which was on the bill of fare. Now could I interest you in some 
fine ‘canned medicines’ coupled with a prayer that the good Lord may 
bless the earthly means?”

“No thanks. But might I have the real born again experience of which 
I read so glowingly in the sacred page?”

“Sorry, but we consider all emotionalism passé today so have no more 
altar calls, with the attendant ‘know so’ experience. Could we offer you as 
a substitute, a card to sign or a nominal church membership?”

Not so preached Peter on the Day of Pentecost! “The promise is unto 
you,” he cried, “and to your children, and to them that are afar off, and 
even as many as the Lord our God shall call.” God is no respecter of per-
sons. What He has done for us, He waits to do for you. His shelves are 
not bare. His cupboards are filled to overflowing. His tables groan with 
the weight of food which He has to offer. Come, draw up your chair; place 
your feet under the Father’s table and feed your hungry souls.

As Peter spake, a change came over his audience. Scorn turned into 
curiosity, interest quickened into conviction, and finally gave place to anx-
ious inquiry. And now their hearts were transformed by joyous acceptance 
and assurance.

Then they that gladly received his word were baptized: and the 
same day there were added unto them about three thousand souls. 
And they continued steadfastly in the apostles’ doctrine and fel-
lowship, and in breaking of bread, and in prayers. And fear came 
upon every soul: and many wonders and signs were done by the 

“Sorry, sir,” the waiter shook his head, “but the roast turkey is all gone.”
“Bring some roast duckling then.”
“That’s out of season, sir.”
“Well, let me see—bring me some roast chicken. That is always in 

season.”
“Sorry, sir, but I’ll have to blue-pencil that. The dinner hour is over.”
“Oh! Then bring me some roast beef.”
“Sir, the dinner hour is over,” he reiterated, “there are no more roasts 

to be had. In fact; it is almost closing time.”
“Well, how about a nice porter-house steak?”
“Sorry, sir, but the traveling salesman yonder ate our last steak. Now 

I could have a can of beans opened and warmed for you and perhaps some 
salmon or something similar,” the waiter suggested apologetically.

Needless to say the miner shuddered and left the restaurant in a rage, 
determined to find a restaurant which was open at all hours and where all 
good food had not been blue-penciled from the bill of fare or marked “out 
of season.” Yet, as we smile sympathetically at the story we are struck with 
the aptness of the simile.

The hungry miner is the hungry man of the world who is seeking after 
the heavenly food with which to satisfy his famished soul. The “restau-
rant” is the Church of God. The “bill of fare” is the Word of God.

The “canned goods” is the cold, powerless, mechanical, modernistic, 
and super-critical preaching with which the real Word of God is sub-
stituted by the unbelieving and backslidden preacher. The “waiter” who 
blue-pencils the “menu” is the minister who crosses out or eliminates the 
real meaty promises of the Word of God.

Even now this half-starved man comes to the door of the church. 
Hungrily he ruffles the pages of that divine menu card, the Bible. 
“Preacher! Preacher!” Eagerly he calls for food. “In Acts 2:4, and in Acts 
10:46, and in Acts 19:6 I read of a mighty and glorious Baptism of the Holy 
Spirit. I would like a full order of that if you please. Oh, the glory and the 
power of it! The reality and the sweetness of such an experience! Make 
haste and serve to me the message which shall bring it hence, I pray.”



52 53

The Holy Spirit Aimee Semple McPherson

burden for souls? Where is the old-time crying out through days and 
nights of fasting, and prayer, and tears, for the coming of a city-shaking, 
community-stirring revival? Where is the old “Give me Scotland or I 
die!” attitude of John Knox?

Are we content with our smaller, more fashionable audiences; the 
satisfactory financial plans; the chanting of the paid choir; the turn-out 
to social gatherings and suppers; the false activity of the bazaar? Have 
we been lulled to sleep in the false sense of security, gendered by activi-
ties centered about the formal feeding of those members we already have, 
rather than being consumed with the burning passion for the lost in the 
world roundabout us?

Or are we content? I doubt it! Away down in our hearts, despite the 
laudanum, and the sleeping potion which the enemy has slipped into our 
veins, there is a cry for an old-fashioned out-pouring of the Spirit of God 
which shall sweep thousands into the Kingdom and evangelize new fields.

Yet, the fact remains that the evangelists who are really bringing thou-
sands to Jesus Christ in short periods of time, might be numbered upon 
the fingers of one hand. Beloved, we need the Baptism of the Holy Spirit! 
We need this Baptism in the Bible way!

Many will say: “We admit that we need the Holy Spirit, but we do not 
desire all of the fanaticism, the excitement and manifestation to which the 
hundred and twenty fell heir on the Day of Pentecost.”

Would it not be well to go a little slow when it comes to calling the 
Virgin Mary, the mother of our Lord, or those blessed Apostles who had 
walked with the Master for a space of more than three years and whose 
names are carved upon the twelve gates of the City of God, fanatic—or of 
accusing them of being over-emotional; that is at least until we can accom-
plish as much or more good in the church, or acquire as many genuine 
conversions to the Faith of the Son as they?

It is a noteworthy fact that they who claim to have received the Holy 
Spirit in a different and more modern manner than they who were filled 
on the Day of Pentecost, are not having a similar number of conversions not having a similar number of conversions not
and their work is comparatively stripped of the garments of power. Let 

apostles. And all that believed were together, and had all things 
common; and sold their possessions and goods, and parted them 
to all men, as every man had need. And they continuing daily with 
one accord in the temple, and breaking bread from house to house, 
did eat their meat with gladness and singleness of heart, praising 
God, and having favour with all the people. And the Lord added 
to the church daily such as should be saved.

 Acts 2:41-47

There, brethren, is our pattern as sure as the sun is in the heavens. Why, 
oh, why, does the Church today struggle along in weak impotence when 
the great reservoir of God’s spiritual fullness is hers for the asking? Why 
be content with but one or two conversions during the week or month, or 
perchance with no conversions or altar calls at all, when millions are dying 
without Christ and countless millions are going down, down into endless 
night?

If Peter’s sermon brought three thousand to Christ on the Day 
of Pentecost in the midst of all the prejudice and religious intolerance 
in Jerusalem, thousands can be won to Christ today by the ministry of 
devoted Christians filled with the Holy Spirit. The old Gospel has never 
lost its power. It is rather mankind who has lost his power by losing the mankind who has lost his power by losing the mankind
old-time Spirit.

It is said that at a recent denominational convention, wherein minis-
ters were rendering reports which tabulated the accomplishments for the 
year, one clergyman stood and read forth the following:

Additions to the Church none
Lost none
Died  none

“Thank God,” he added, “we are holding our own!”
The statement, though humorous in itself, is tragic, in that it repre-

sents the attitude of many Shepherds of the sheep. Where is the old-time 
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thousands of prayer requests which flood in from all corners of the earth. 
These requests average well over ten thousand per month.

One thousand theological students are studying the Word of God in 
the Bible School. They have heard the Master’s call and are preparing for 
the ministry or the missionary work. Hundreds more are volunteering 
constantly. Thirty-five missionaries are already out upon the field estab-
lishing stations in China, Japan, Africa, India, the Philippines, Panama, 
South America, the Hawaiian Islands and other far-distant lands, who are 
supported by Foursquare folk.

The work is spreading with the rapidity of a prairie fire and insistent 
calls are pouring in from all over the world for Spirit-filled workers. The 
Pendulum of the Hour is swinging revivalward! Once more the old time 
religion is in demand–the religion which men may truly know and which 
revolutionizes the heart and life.

If the multitudes that turn out to church and pack national auditori-
ums everywhere are a criterion, one would say the most popular religion in 
the world today is the old time religion. The religion with blood, warmth, 
fire and glory; the religion with animation, spirit, joy, and zest; the reli-
gion with bright evangelistic singing, with ringing testimonies, smiles and 
smiling hearts, and brotherly love; a revival punctured with nights and 
days of prayer and permeated with enthusiastic praise is in as great, if not 
greater, demand today than ever before in the history of the world.

Men still hunger for a religion which believes something—a religion 
which accepts the Bible from cover to cover as the inspired Word of the 
Living God! They admire the minister who preaches the Gospel and 
declares truths which he believes and has proven, rather than the minister 
who spends his time explaining just why we of the present age find all the 
meat gone from the Word and all the power from prayer, all the miracles 
passed into ancient history and the promises null and void.

Hundreds of letters pour into our desks containing requests for Spirit-
filled preachers. They ask not for ministers who spend their time preach-
ing Psychology, Community Uplift, and Social Reform, nor those who 
teach Evolution, Higher Criticism, and Modernism, but for men and 

us stop skirting the edges and side-stepping the truth of the Baptism of 
the Holy Spirit! Let us stop talking about and explaining just why we of 
today are “different” and why we shall “receive in a different manner” than 
any recorded in the Word; and let us fall down upon our knees and cry 
out until Acts 2:4 is repeated in us. Then shall the number of souls won 
for Christ be accordingly increased and the Church, with banners flying, 
shall march on to victory.

At Angelus Temple and in our branch churches of the Foursquare 
Gospel we have proven this to be true. During each of the eight summers 
and winters that the Temple has been opened, we have registered an aver-
age of ten thousand converts at our altars; and baptized an average of three 
thousand in water by immersion.

Thousands have received the Baptism of the Holy Spirit according 
to Acts 2:4. Sick have been healed by the thousand and have left their 
crutches and braces, their wheel chairs, and their ambulance beds, to leap 
and praise the Lord for perfect healing. Blind eyes have been opened, 
deaf ears unstopped and the tongue of the dumb has been made to sing 
for joy.

Almost twenty thousand persons have united with Angelus Temple 
since it opened its books for membership seven years ago. The Branch 
Churches of the Foursquare Gospel register between sixteen and twenty 
thousand members who sign their church books each month. It must be 
remembered that the work in the Branch Churches has been incorporated 
but some four years at the time of this writing.

These facts substantiate the claim that the Baptism of the Spirit is a 
mighty factor in soul-winning evangelism. Angelus Temple is open day 
and night. Herein are conducted three services each and every day during 
the entire year. Thousands of poor and needy find free clothing, food, and 
employment through the Temple Commissary.

The Prayer Tower, where men pray all night and women pray all day 
in two hour shifts, has not been closed or deserted for a day or a night 
during the past seven years. Some four hundred men and women serve 
in this tower each week, each praying for a period of two hours; over the 
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C H A P T E R  8

The Pentecostal Pattern

And when the day of Pentecost was come, they were all with 

one accord in one place. And suddenly there came a sound 

from heaven as of a rushing mighty wind, and it filled all the 

house where they were sitting. And there appeared unto them 

cloven tongues like as of fire, and it sat upon each of them. 

And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to 

speak with other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance.

Acts 2:1-4

God ever moves with forethought, precision and punctuality. There 
was a fixed date for the birth of Christ. The star, the caroling angels and 
the attendant sequence of events coincided precisely.

There was a fixed date for Christ’s triumphal entry into Jerusalem, 
and the match was struck to the tinder at the exact moment of its utmost 
inflammability.

There was a fixed hour for His burial and resurrection. His forty day 
walk upon earth after His resurrection was perfectly timed.

Just so, there was a fixed day for the outpouring of the Holy Spirit. 
Fifty days separate Passover and Pentecost.

Three days in the grave, forty days comforting and instructing His 
little ones, seven days to Pentecost after the Ascension—and lo the day 

women of sincere and faith-filled souls who preach a full Gospel with 
none of the corners off.

These calls we are answering as rapidly as possible with Spirit-filled 
workers. Others seem to have some essential lacking in their ministry and 
are comparatively powerless on the field.

Listen for a moment! Hear the soul-shaking sobs of conviction swell-
ing in the hearts of penitents in the wake of Peter’s sermon! Hear the 
cry—cry—cry “What shall we do?”—as it emanates from the lips of the penitent!

Hear the joyous splash of the baptismal waters as the three thousand 
are baptized! And hear once more the ringing, penetrating words of the 
Master: “Ye shall receive Power, after that the Holy Ghost is come upon you!”



58 59

The Holy Spirit Aimee Semple McPherson

The sound which came from the Upper Room on the Day of Pentecost 
was not of earthborn origin or fleshly fanaticism. It was literally a “sound 
from heaven.” When the “sound” of praise is really from “heaven,” it is 
Spirit-attuned and easily recognizable. It is a sound of Christ-glorification, 
a sound of brotherly love, a sound of zeal for soul-winning, a sound inimi-
table and unmistakable.

The voices of the hundred and twenty bore no discord, though all 
spake at once. Rather were they as a harp of a thousand strings, swept by 
the invisible fingers of the Infinite.

“As of a rushing mighty wind….”

Consider for a moment the significance of the term.
The Master, when seeking earth words with which to clothe the 

description of the glorious coming of the Spirit, had likened Him to the 
wind, whose comings and goings cannot be seen by mortal eye, but whose 
invisible power is none the less apparent and universal. What an apt and 
glorious simile!

But for the Holy Spirit, the early church would have lain on a motion-
less sea like a becalmed ship, with listless sails slackened, drooping and 
powerless. For the disciples to have tried, by their own human power and 
ability, to launch it upon its world-wide mission, would have been futile—
almost ridiculous. It would have been as toilsomely slow as to have sought 
to row a great ship with a pair of oars; like Peter trying to win the battle 
of the Lord by cutting off a servant’s ear; or like endeavoring to move a 
mountain into the sea by pressing upon it with the naked hand.

Something greater and more powerful was needed—something cata-
clysmic, super-human, irresistible, limitless. And here it was!

“As a rushing, mighty wind,” the Spirit filled the room.
Into their spiritual nostrils God breathed even as He had breathed 

into the nostrils of the man of clay upon creation’s morn.
The disciples, as clay forms, shapen under the deft hands and words 

of the Master, were nevertheless as powerless for real service as was Adam 

was fully come. Thus we read concerning the moment of the Spirit’s 
advent,

“And when the day of Pentecost was fully come“And when the day of Pentecost was fully come“ ....”

And surely our Christ, who is coming again, has an appointed hour; and 
He who is to come will come and shall not tarry. There is no random hap-
hazard uncertainty in the movements of our God.

“They were all with one accord in one place.”

Petty jealousy, criticism and strife had no place in the Upper Room. That 
“one place” was the place of lowly humility and self-abasement, the place 
of faith and obedience at the feet of Christ.

The greatest bishop and the lowliest convert must each come to the 
“one place” before receiving this gracious gift. One cannot plead one’s 
own worthiness, past exploits or merits, as a means of receiving the gift of 
the Holy Spirit. Each must come humble, empty, yielded, ere the Lord can 
fill him with His power.

“When suddenly there came a sound from heaven….”

The first word we read concerning the coming of the Third Person of the 
Godhead is that there was a sound.

Thank God, there is still a sound when men are really filled with the 
Spirit! The devil hates that sound. He would hush us and bid us scorn the 
noisy meeting, and the old fashioned pouring out of the hart to God. He 
would have us put aside the “Hallelujah, Thine the Glory; revive us again” 
songs and replace them with “Hark from the tombs a doleful sound.” Full 
well he knows that the joy of the Lord is our strength, and he acts accordingly.

Many of us are so dead and corpse-like in our worship that one can 
well understand the mistake of the lad who, upon being questioned as to 
the preacher’s text, replied: “Many are cold and a few are frozen.”
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rankly evolutionary and are turning out cold, faith-destroying, shriveled-
souled, hireling preachers unworthy of the name.

What shall we do, go forth single handed and alone fight these circling 
hosts? Shall we not harken, rather to God’s instructions to His child of 
yore? In spirit they are identical with those given unto the early Church. 
Can you not hear Him saying: “Go not forth in your own strength, but 
tarry here, until ye hear the ‘sound of the going’ in the tops of the mul-
berry trees; then shall ye know that thy God is with thee and shall fight 
for thee with an invisible army.”

Remember how David tarried. Remember how the “sound of the going” 
shook the trees, and how victory followed with almost ridiculous ease.

If David needed this power from on high; if the hundred and twenty 
needed it; if the disciples who had walked closely with Jesus for three years 
needed it; then Brother, Sister, we of today can no longer afford to be 
without it!

The armor of Saul could not help David slay Goliath of Gath. Rather 
a shepherd’s sling and five smooth stones from the valley stream, with the 
presence and help of God, than all the armor and over-sized helmets in 
the world, without His presence!

Rather a simple education upon the knees in the closet of prayer before 
an open, tear-stained Bible and the irresistible power of God’s invisible 
army than all the theological quibblings and analyzings and ponderings in 
the world, without the broken and contrite spirit with power from on High!

“Prophesy unto the wind, prophesy, son of man, and say to the wind, 
Thus saith the Lord God; Come from the four winds, O breath, and breathe 
upon these slain, that they may live.” Thus God instructed His servant 
Ezekiel, when confronted with the problem of the Valley of Dry Bones.

When Ezekiel prophesied as the Lord commanded him, the noise of 
the “wind” filled the valley; and the dead lived again and stood upon their 
feet, an exceeding great army.

Are not the majority of modern “Ezekiels” faced by the same valley of 
“Dry Bones”—so dry they never say “Amen” or “Hallelujah”—so dry they 
are worthless to the prayer meeting, devoid of testimony and service?

upon God’s molding board before the inbreathed breath of life had entered 
in and quickened him.

Sleeping in the garden when they should have prayed, denying when 
they should have owned, cursing when they should have praised, they had 
proven their own helplessness and independability.

But, now! Now! This great, overwhelming Spirit of power was upon 
them!

Sails, which had been set and ready, suddenly billowed and filled under 
the impact of that rushing, mighty wind; and the church ship was skim-
ming across the sea of life on her errand of service and obedience.

No pulling at powerless oars! No futile, frantic, human endeavors! Just 
the great, compelling, impelling, surging force of the Spirit from on High.

“Wind—”
The phrase recalls the experience of that gallant warrior, David. 

Surrounded and outnumbered by his foes, he paused to consult the wis-
dom and resources of God.

‘Twould be well for us if we would emulate his example and cry: “O 
Lord, I am outnumbered by my foes! The odds are tremendously against 
me! I am utterly surrounded! Yet in Thy Word shall I be confident. Shall 
I go forth and fight against them in my weakness? And shall I hope to 
triumph?”

Like David of old, we too are surrounded by our foes. In a great, wolf-
like, fast-closing circle they are arrayed: Unbelief, Atheism, Modernism, 
Evolution, Higher Criticism, Worldliness, Apostasy, False Teachings. 
Their numbers and their strength are greater than ours.

The theatres, ablaze with electric lights from door to dome, shimmer 
their nightly invitation to our young. The dance hall, flashing as with ten 
thousand gems, dazzles the eyes of our youth and strips us of their spiri-
tual help. The colleges—even some theological seminaries—have gone 



62 63

The Holy Spirit Aimee Semple McPherson

distant sound. The dusky shoulders of the sultry sea seemed crouched as 
though tensing for a giant upheaval. So still was the air that breathing 
was difficult. Drops of moisture stood upon the brow of the captain as 
he excused himself from the circle of passengers with whom he had been 
talking, and mounted the narrow stairs to the bridge. The barometer was 
falling rapidly, almost as though someone had broken the red bulb below.

The sound of dead quiet was shattered now by voices from the bridge. 
Sailors were ordered to lash deck chairs and make fast the forward cargo. 
Then, to my amazement, all passengers were instructed to leave the deck 
and go below. Followed the sound of doors being closed and hatches bat-
tened down.

Going to my stateroom I knelt upon the bed with my face pressed to 
the porthole. The electric fan created the only current of air. Upon the 
distant horizon, I saw a great black wall of water suddenly rear itself up. 
A sound which can be likened but to the screaming of women was heard 
high overhead.

“O-o-o-o-o!” it wailed, and ran up, up the scale to a shrill shriek.
A steward rapped sharply on the door. There was a strained look upon 

his face. He closed the porthole, screwed the fastening tightly, moved the 
few articles which were loose on the dresser and examined the fastenings 
of the side-board of the bed to be sure they were secure. Wide-eyed at 
these evident preparations for a stiff storm, and becoming restive under 
the awesome silence that swathed ship and sea, I felt the need of speech 
and asked the inconsequential question:

“What shall we do for air? There was little enough before you closed 
the windows, but now it will be stifling.”

“Don’t worry about air!” said he a little grimly. “There will be plenty 
of it along in a few minutes.”

He went out and closed the door. I resumed my place at the window.
The sound of the distant wind had risen in volume and pitch. It was 

running little crescendos now, like a flute player. The black wall was 
sweeping toward us, yet we were in an absolute calm. The ship shivered 
slightly and swung to face her foe.

There they lie, inert and lifeless, fruitless and useless to God or to His 
church. Yet let us rail not upon the “bones,” but rather upon the “Ezekiels.” 
It is not the fault of the people that they are dry. It is not the fault of the 
pew that it has a dearth of spiritual power. It is we—we of the clergy—who 
have failed God miserably in not tarrying before Him for the power and 
praying down the rushing, mighty wind upon our particular valley of “dry 
bones”!

God is in His Heaven. The rushing wind of His Spirit still fills the 
treasuries of the Lord. Dry bones still await life.

The preacher, the evangelist is still the key to the situation. Through 
faith and the obedient preaching of the Word, the storehouse of God’s 
blessings may still be opened.

But if the saying “like preacher, like pew,” holds true, how can we reap 
a revival in the pew, with a revival-less preacher in the pulpit? Or how 
shall we gather an abundant harvest from seed sown with a miserly and 
doubting hand?

But let us continue the examination of the context.

“It filled all the house where they were sitting.”

What caused this inrush of power? This question may perhaps be best 
answered by another question: “What causes wind to blow?” “A vacuum,” 
you answer.

Correct. And was not this the very condition which attracted that 
mighty power to the Upper Room? Wherever there is an empty space, 
wind rushes in to fill it. Wherever there is an empty, clean, waiting heart, 
the Spirit of God will come sweeping in with all His quickening power.

I recall a day when, sailing as a missionary to China, our ship lay in a 
dead calm on the Indian Ocean. It seemed that the whole circle of sea lay 
cupped within the copper bowl of the sky; a vacuum from which all air 
had been forced.

A peculiar hush held in the atmosphere, in suspended animation. It 
was as though sea and sky were breathlessly waiting, listening for some 
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Not through our merits, but through the merits of the atoning Blood 
alone may we claim the promise. Not through our goodness, but through 
the goodness of Christ, may we obtain the Blesser Himself.

Miraculous, is it not, how self diminishes as we approach the Lord? It is as 
one approaching the Rocky Mountains who cries from afar: “Pouf! These 
mountains are not high; in fact, they are but ant hills. By the simple lifting 
of a hand before my face I can blot them from my vision!”

But wait! Wait until he has approached those hills and begun to climb 
their lofty, wind-swept summits. He then looks down at the houses and fields 
stretched like checkerboards in the plains below and lifts his face to view the 
snow crowned, cloud enshrouded pinnacles above and cries: “I am but an ant 
upon a mountain! O Jehovah! What is man that Thou art mindful of him?”

It is when we are the coldest, and living the most smug, self-compla-
cent life, that we are prone to say: “For my part, I feel no need of a deeper 
experience. I am quite satisfied with my present status.”

Imagine being content with a mud-puddle when the ocean is just over 
the hill; or with a weak, anemic, apologetic testimony and prayer life, 
when the fullness of the Spirit, with His rushing wind and His tongues of 
living fire, is to be had for the asking!

“And there appeared unto them cloven tongues, like as of fire, and it sat upon 
each of them.”

Not “tons of ice” but “tongues of fire” sat on them. They became, not cold, 
formal, supercilious refrigerators; but blazing, oil dipped, God-ignited, 
white-hot fire brands. Light, heat and power blazed from the windows of 
that Upper Room.

Our God is a consuming fire, and He would not have those who wor-
ship Him cold or luke-warm, but aflame with His love. He would kindle 

Then, suddenly, it was upon us! A great mountain of water towered 
above the ship. It seemed about to break upon us, smashing us like a card-
board box, then it shifted and lifted us like a cork, up, up—creakingly, 
shiveringly, tremblingly up. Then we went sliding down the other side of a 
mottled precipice into a black chasm, only to see other mountains of dark 
fury marching down upon us, of which the first had been a tiny foothill.

The storm, which lasted for four days, so blew us out of our course 
that we were in sight of Manila ere we ceased running before the force of 
it. At last, when wind and rain and sea permitted, we ventured on deck, 
secured by small ropes which had been fastened to the inner rail, lest we 
slip overboard.

“What is the cause of such a storm?” we asked the captain when he 
came to the table for the first time in many anxious days.

“A vacuum,” he replied. “Whenever there is an empty pocket, such as 
that through which we sailed, the winds from all directions rush in to fill it.”

There was an empty place in the Upper Room. The hearts of the hundred 
and twenty were not only willing, yielded and clean; but they were empty. 
Because they were emptied of self and of self-desire, the rushing, mighty 
fullness of God’s Holy Spirit came in and filled them to overflowing.

It matters not how full a pitcher of gold—it can never be filled with 
water until emptied of its present contents. Likewise, when one comes to 
the “Upper Room” and tarries for the Spirit, the heart must be emptied of 
all else that there may be room for His incoming. Our own goodness, our 
own accomplishments must be emptied out.

There is no use in praying thus: “Lord, consider my many years of 
service; consider the number of sermons I have preached, the early hours 
at which I have risen to prepare my Sunday School lessons; and by rea-
son of my zeal and goodness bestow upon me, I pray, this power from 
on High.”
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Men and women are standing in the crossroads today, looking for the 
chimney from which the signs of fire arise. Finding it, they are drawn to 
the church of the flaming altar as surely as were the throngs drawn to the 
streets about the Upper Room on the Day of Pentecost.

“What’s your hurry? Where is the fire?” is a common expression when 
one sees an acquaintance hurrying by. There is always a crowd about a 
fire, but seldom is curiosity aroused concerning an ice house.

A friend once related to me his experience in visiting a small church 
before and after a revival in which the Spirit was copiously outpoured. 
“The first time I visited the church,” said he, “the place was not half filled. 
The choir sang formally and the preacher talked in monotonous, sepul-
chral tones—just the usual church service,” he added naively.

“The second visit, some three months later, left me almost speechless 
with wonderment. The church was packed, scores stood in the doorways, 
others sat in the aisles on improvised seats. I worked my way into a corner 
inside the door.

“The preacher was exhorting ‘like a house afire.’ The choir sang with 
uplifted hands and shining faces. Amens and Hallelujahs rolled over the 
audience like the waves of a sea.

“An usher who, on my previous attendance, had been ‘cold as a fish,’ 
caught me by the hand and shook it warmly, as he exclaimed:

“”Gott bless you, Brudder!’
“I looked about me in this German Baptist Church, and then up into 

the emotion-filled face of the usher and gasped: ‘What in the world has 
happened to this church and to its preacher? I came here some time ago 
and it was dead and quiet as the ordinary church. I return now, and find it 
ablaze with life and power. What has happened?’

“”Ah, Sir,’ said he, ‘we have had a revival. We all haff der Heiliger 
Geist now.’

“But the preacher! He seems to be so different!’
“”Yah, he’s got der Heiliger Geist, too!’
“’You mean the Holy Ghost?’”
“Yah! Yah! Der   Heiliger Geist!’

our prayers, our testimonies, our songs, our messages until they blaze 
with Holy Fire and heavenly zeal.

“Fire! Fire! Fire!” shouted the churchmen in a nearby town when they 
discovered their frame church was burning. Help came from every direc-
tion, and men worked feverishly in a long “bucket brigade.” But it was in 
vain, for the fire blazed fiercely on.

“What are you doing here?” asked one volunteer firefighter of an old 
Scotch atheist who, attracted by the flames, had come to look on.

“You have been living here for fifteen years, and this is the first time 
that I have ever seen you at the church. Why are you here now?”

“Sir,” replied the Scot, “this is the first time I’ve seen the church on 
fire. Otherwise, I would have been here before.”

Beneath the windows of the Upper Room the busy world paid small 
heed to the comings and goings of the disciples until the Fire descended. 
But once the Glory fell, they were a force, a power, a vital living factor in 
the evangelization of the world for God; and the community turned out to 
see what was going on. How the Church needs the Fire today!

In certain towns in Asia Minor, flint is still used to strike a fire, and 
because of the effort and time consumed in thus kindling a blaze, women 
are wont to borrow coals of their neighbors. Coming out upon the street 
in the morning the housewife looks in either direction, her uplifted gaze 
searching the housetops for a chimney from which smoke is emanating. 
Then, with bucket and tongs, she visits that house and borrows from the 
fire glowing embers with which to kindle a blaze upon her own hearth. 
Neighbors, in turn, come to her newly kindled fire for embers which pro-
vide other red coals and in turn pass them on to another. Soon from chim-
neys all up and down the street heather-blue streamers of smoke weave 
heavenward.

So with many churches. The fire in the pulpit has gone out. True it has 
been replaced by the flame in the basement cook-stove where the chicken 
dinner is being prepared for the church social. But this can never take 
the place of the Spirit or ascend unto Heaven as a sanctified and salutary 
sacrifice.
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apologetically. They try to explain that this was a mere happening and 
very incidental upon the occasion of His first coming to the hearts of the 
believers. They urge us to disregard the “wrappings” and consider the gift 
of the Spirit only. The listener can discern by their every word that they 
do not approve of God for sending His Spirit in such a manner, and that 
they could not countenance such things today. They infer very clearly that 
they believe it would have been much better and far more acceptable to the 
thinking church at large, had the Lord sent His gift in some other and less 
conspicuous manner.

Personally, I dare not criticize God; nor can I find it in my heart to wish 
that He had changed one item of His program on the Day of Pentecost or 
at any other time. Of course, if one disapproves the manner in which God 
poured out His Spirit in the beginning, he has no alternative than that of 
dodging issues and explaining away the happenings of that day as best he 
may, regardless of the weakness of his arguments.

Turning our eyes from man, with his theorizings, his objections and 
his substitutes, let us turn to the Word of God for light concerning this 
strange happening.

First, came the sound like as of a rushing, mighty wind.
Second, came the tongues like as of fire.
Third, came the infilling of the Holy Spirit.
Fourth, they all began to speak with other tongues as the Spirit 
gave them utterance.

Wistfully many speakers and writers discuss the subject of the Holy Spirit; 
yet, if this program were laid down for them by God, they would indig-
nantly refuse to accept it. One is sometimes caused to wonder whether 
they will ever receive the Gift of the Spirit in a manner dissimilar to that 
in which it was be-stowed on the day of Pentecost. They have cut out 
grooves of their own making, and have eliminated all that is distasteful to 
their minds. They have cast out as emotional or fanatical or occult all the 
super-natural manifestations of the experience.

“That church has had full altars ever since, and is a power in the 
community.”

What a transformation is wrought by the fire of the Holy Spirit! 
Without it, we are mere lamps, cold and unlighted. Regardless of the 
ornate design of the lamp and the carving and jewels of learning with 
which we may adorn it, there is no light or service rendered without the 
kindling flame of the Holy Spirit. A song may be good, yet lack the fire. 
A sermon may be well thought out and eloquently rendered, and yet be a 
lamp without flame.

“And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to speak with other 
tongues as the Spirit gave them utterance.”

When the Gospel bells began to ring out the message, the Lord Himself 
controlled the tongue.

“The tongue can no man tame,” said an inspired Apostle. “It is an 
unruly evil, full of deadly poison,” James 3:8. He likens it unto the “bit” in 
the horse’s mouth, and the “helm” of a mighty ship. “That man,” said he, 
“who offendeth not in word, the same is a perfect man.”

If then the tongue assumes so much importance in the eyes of God, 
small wonder He Himself takes possession thereof. Small wonder He 
places His own hand as governor upon the helm, or that His own. fingers 
gather in the reins and control the bit.

At Pentecost for the first time since languages and tongues had been 
confused at the Tower of Babel, men and women spake forth clearly lan-
guages which they had never learned. Through lips of clay the Holy Spirit 
pealed forth adoring worship to Almighty God. So lost in wonder, love 
and praise, so filled and choked with thanksgiving were the disciples that 
their own stammering words and phraseology were insufficient to give 
utterance to that which the heart felt. Here was a stream of praise flowing 
forth, not from the head, but from the innermost being.

Most writers or speakers brush past this strange phenomenon of the 
“speaking with tongues” in Acts 2:4 very lightly—one might almost say 
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It was the glorious outward sign of the inward work. It was the over-
flow of the full bowl at the fountain.

When Babylon lifted up her heart in pride and rebellion, God had 
confounded her language and diversified it.

But when the believers humbled their hearts, before the Lord and fell 
lowly before Him in unity and love, He took those same tongues of the 
nations, unified and employed them in the praises of His Name. Jerusalem 
was rocked by the strange happenings in that Upper Room.

But did this power really last? What of the happenings of the next 
chapter—the events of the next day—the effects thereof in the busy marts 
of life?

One would perhaps hesitate to make the statement that none shall 
receive the Spirit in a different manner than did the disciples and the 
saints of Bible days. It is, however, a self-evident fact that they who refuse 
the Bible way, and seek some other door, are certainly a long time seek-
ing without finding. Perhaps the Lord must make them willing to receive 
before He can fill them with the old time power.

Never, before Pentecost, had there been an instance wherein men, by 
the Spirit, had spoken in other languages which they had never learned. 
There was absolutely no precedent by which to measure the experience. It 
was a new departure, a new dispensation, a new sign of the new seal.

It had, however, been prophesied both in the Old Testament and in 
the New Isaiah, the twenty-eighth chapter and eleventh verse, prophesied 
concerning the coming of the Spirit: “With stammering lips and another 
tongue will he speak to this people.”

Jesus Himself had reiterated the prophecy and said, in the last chapter 
of the Gospel according to St. Mark: “These signs shall follow them that 
believe; In my name shall they cast out devils; they shall speak with new tongues.”

The prophecy had been sounded; but the fulfillment had never been 
witnessed until the Day of Pentecost when, simultaneously with the 
incoming of the Spirit, they all began to speak with other tongues as the 
Spirit gave them utterance.

Remember, they did not speak of their own volition or knowledge. 
The Holy Spirit, Who had flamed His way direct from the heart of the 
Father Himself gave them utterance.

This solemn fact seems to say: “Steady, Critic! Go slowly in criticizing 
the Holy Spirit and the Father Who sent Him.”

It is a glorious thought that the Lord so fills His vessels, that through 
lips of clay there overflows the eloquent adoration of the Lord in such 
heavenly manner that the song and praise of the saints is not only accept-
able in His ears, but blends with the praises of the angels about the Throne.

The Virgin Mary spake in other tongues as the Spirit gave her utter-
ance, as did the others; and it is difficult to conceive the Lord giving to 
her an experience which would be unbecoming for her own heart and lips!
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She stirs slightly beneath her coverlet of rose and heliotrope. Slipping 
soundlessly into her trailing dressing-gown of pale pink gossamer, she 
rises, and tiptoeing down the hillside, preens herself long moments above 
the many-mirrored pools which dot Jerusalem, and they smile back into 
her radiant face.

Then donning the more sober robes of Day, all stern bronze, she 
descends into the market place.

“A-l-m-s!” The tired head must have fallen dejectedly upon his breast, 
and the aching, sun-burned eyes have closed wearily.

But hark! Quick footsteps neared the turn in the street. Kindly, ear-
nest voices were heard in conversation. Peter and John are on their way to 
the Temple at the hour of prayer.

The lame man must pull himself together now! Must lift this tired 
head and get this faltering, hoarse voice croaking again! Must drag these 
limp, lifeless, wizened legs behind him and crawl into the center of the 
street somehow. Must—reach out his arms and twine them about the feet’ 
of these men. Must—stop them—some way— “Alms!”

One glimpse of the sweet, sincere, goodly faces of the men towering 
above the beggar reassured him. He increased his plea and “asked an alms” 
of them.

They were pausing! They were smiling pityingly, encouragingly! 
“Look on us!”

At last! Money! Food! Possibly a new coat in which to wrap his ungainly 
body!

“Look on us!”
As though one could tear one’s eyes from their burning gaze! 

Steadfastly he looked upon them. What did their words portend? Eagerly, 
tremblingly, he held out his hand for the coins which were to fall. But the 
hands of the men made no move to draw forth a wallet. Silver and gold 
have I none,” said the taller and more sun-tanned of the two.

Ah! Then these kind men offer but sympathy. The beggar knew 
the type, and must have wilted with disappointment, his hand dropping 

C H A P T E R  9

The Power in Action

Now Peter and John went up together into the temple at 

the hour of prayer, being the ninth hour. And a certain man 

lame from his mother’s womb was carried, whom they laid 

daily at the gate of the temple which is called Beautiful, 

to ask alms of them that entered into the temple.

Acts 3:1, 2

“A-l-m-s! Alms for the love of God! I pray thee! Give me alms!”
The broken voice, half whine, half sob, uttered its monotonous plaint 

early by the Temple gate. It had uttered the same plaint so often and for so 
many days, months, and years, that the exact number of times its dirge-like 
rise and fall had assaulted the ear of the passer-by was well-nigh beyond 
human computation.

“A-l-m-s! “For the love of God—alms!”
But though the insistent voice was sharpened by the pinch of hunger, 

the pitiful figure huddled in its shroud of hideous rags elicited small atten-
tion from the few pedestrians yet afoot in the Temple area.

Day wakes softly o’er the Holy City. She blinks her lovely eyes and 
stretches her jeweled arms amid the fragrant green pillows of the softly-
moulded hills.
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It is ever comparatively easy to assemble a crowd in Jerusalem when 
excitement beckons. At this, the ninth hour, many were in the vicinity. 
Thronging about the three men, they began to ask questions, one of the 
other.

The two Apostles entered the Temple area. The lame man who had 
been healed of his infirmity followed close. Feeling his feet impelling his 
body along the desired path for the first time in his life, he began to leap 
and praise God afresh.

Startled, horrified, the Priests stood agape, beholding the spectacle! 
When, since the days in which their Father David had brought up the ark 
with shouting and had sung and danced with all his might upon this very 
spot, had this hill resounded with such praises of Almighty God?

Even the sellers of purple and doves must have paused, hands set in the 
frozen gestures of the moment.

Across the ornate pavings and up the broad temple steps they made 
their way. The beggar, leaping higher at each step, demonstrated the use 
of his new found limbs.

“And all the people saw him walking and praising God: and they knew 
that it was he which sat for alms at the Beautiful gate of the temple: and 
they were filled with wonder and amazement at that which had happened 
unto him. And as the lame man which was healed held Peter and John, all 
the people ran together unto them in the porch that was called Solomon’s, 
greatly wondering” (Acts 3:9-11).

Momentarily the crowds increased. The buzz of excitement swelled 
and spread! “What is it? Who is it?”

“A man leaping and dancing down the aisles of the Temple, shouting 
and creating a great commotion among the priests who are officiating at 
the altars.”

“Peter, who just preached that mighty Pentecostal sermon, and John, 
the beloved disciple of Jesus Christ, are with him.”

“Didst ever hear such shouting?”
“Wretched and disgusting clamor I call it! Who is he? Can you see his 

face? Why do they not still his raging?”

heavily into his lap. But hark! The voice continued: “But such as I have 
give I thee.”

What could that be? If not money, what could be of value? A cloak, 
perhaps? That could not still the pangs of hunger! Employment? What 
could he do with those sick legs, that dead half of his being to which he was 
chained and which he must drag painfully wherever he went?

Peter, the Apostle, was bending over him, his warm, friendly, strong, 
wind-browned hand was clasping the weaker one of the beggar. ‘Twas 
a different clasp than he had ever known before. Tingling life thrilled 
through his veins; hope and wonder surged upward within him. “In the 
name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth rise up and walk.”

The pressure on that right hand increased and rendered a steady 
upward pull. Like a flash, the significance of that Name “Jesus” electri-
fied mind and being. Who in Jerusalem had not heard of the power of 
that matchless Name? That Name lived on with its power undiminished! 
The steady pull of the strong hand which gripped his weaker one had 
lifted him to his feet. He was in an almost upright position! His own feet 
were under him! They were bearing his weight! They were not crumpling 
beneath him as they had always been wont to do! They were thrillingly 
alive!

“Glory! Glory! Glory to God and unto His Christ! Hallelujah!” His 
feet and ankle bones received strength; and he, leaping up, stood and 
walked and glorified the Lord! (Acts 3:7-8).

Shouts of triumphant joy rang through the arched streets about the 
Temple! The lame man crying that he was lame no longer—Peter and 
John rejoicing because at this first testing of the Name of Names since the 
ascension of their Lord, its glorious and abiding power was demonstrated 
to have remained unchanged!

A criterion, this, of all that was to come! An example of what might be 
expected to transpire in the glorious days of the New Testament Church!
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This and a mass of other scriptures thoroughly establishes the fact 
that the age of miracles did not pass with the ascension of the Christ; 
and that the church age which was then dawning, and in which we still 
live, was to inherit that glorious legacy the attendance of the supernatural 
power of God in answer to believing prayer.

Had not Christ said: “These signs shall follow them that believeHad not Christ said: “These signs shall follow them that believeHad not Christ said: “These signs shall follow ?”
Well, here were the signs! And these signs are to continue how long? 

As long as we “believe.” Amen!
When belief ceases, signs and miracles cease; and we are immediately 

put to it to invent excuses and subterfuges to still the questioning of the 
congregation. Some teachers claim that the reason there are no sick healed 
and no miracles performed under their ministry is because the day of mir-
acles is passed; whereas in reality, the day of miracles is past only for those 
who have ceased to “believe.”

God is still on the Throne! It is we who have changed, not He. When 
we return to Him, He will return to us.

The prayer of faith still calls down fire from Heaven; and Elijah’s 
ravens are still on the wing!

A veritable panorama of miracles, touching every phase of life, is 
spread out in delectable array before the eyes of the wistful reader who 
peruses the glowing, pages of the Acts of the Apostles.

Sinners saved by the thousand! Disciples reckoning their converts in 
four figures at the close of the day, and the number of baptisms by the 
same scale.

The sick healed in such throngs, that at times their very numbers 
precluded the individual laying on of hands. Placed in the streets, till the 
shadow of the believing disciple fell upon them, they leaped from their 
pallets of pain as he passed by, to follow him down the highway, shouting 
praises to God for their healing, and bearing others to the pathway of faith.

Later, God wrought special miracles at the hands of Paul: “So that 
from his body were brought unto the sick handkerchiefs or aprons, and 
the diseases departed from them, and the evil spirits went out of them” 
(Acts 19:12).

“As I live! It is the paralytic beggar who has been carried daily to the 
gate which is called Beautiful!”

“He is standing upon his own feet! He is walking! He leaps and shouts 
‘Glory unto God!’”

“Impossible! It must be another!”
“Nay, I have known him for years and can positively swear that he has 

been lame from the hour of his birth! He has never walked—never taken 
a step—Hark! He has mounted the wide marble base of a pillar and is 
testifying.”

“Hallelujah! I bear witness that I am completely healed! Behold my 
feet and ankle bones! They are strengthened! I walk! Hallelujah!”

“Thou wert right! It is he!”
“Behold he is holding Peter and John as though he would never let 

them go! These men are gods!”
Then spake Peter: “Ye men of Israel, why marvel ye at this? or why 

look ye so earnestly on us, as though by our own power or holiness we 
had made this man to walk? The God of Abraham, and of Isaac, and of 
Jacob, the God of our fathers, hath glorified his Son Jesus...And his name 
through faith in his name hath made this man strong, whom ye see and 
know: yea, the faith which is by him hath given him this perfect soundness 
in the presence of you all” (Acts 3:12-13, 16).

Forthwith another tremendous sermon was launched and under way! 
Five thousand men gave their hearts to Christ as a result of that healing 
and the attendant and timely impassioned appeal.

There was no cessation of the miraculous healing power after the ascen-
sion of the Lord. In fact, this was but the beginning of a chain or mira-
cles which increased until: “There came also a multitude out of the cities 
round about unto Jerusalem, bringing sick folks, and them which were 
vexed with unclean spirits: and they were healed every one” (Acts 5:16).
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Pentecostal Pattern Persists

And as I began to speak, the Holy Ghost fell on them, as on us 

at the beginning. Forasmuch then as God gave them the like 

gift as he did unto us, who believed on the Lord Jesus Christ; 

what was I, that I could withstand God? When they heard these 

things, they held their peace and glorified God, saying, Then 

hath God also to the Gentiles granted repentance unto life.

Acts 11:15, 17, 18

“Not so, Lord! I have never eaten anything that is common or unclean!” 
Startled horror permeated each syllable.

The speaker lay upon his housetop under the power of God, in the 
grip of an amazing trance. Trance?

The word comes strangely to our lips, and we hesitate over its pronun-
ciation as at an unfamiliar step on the spiritual stair.

Yet it has not been a stranger to our kin. Our older Methodist fathers 
could tell us of the power which fell upon the Church in the fervent days 
of its spiritual birth. The hand of spiritual manifestation has rocked the 
cradle of every great religious awakening.

Peter went up upon the housetop to pray about the sixth hour; and 
he became very hungry, and would have eaten: but while they made 

The dead were raised, as in the instance of Dorcas in Acts 9:36-42; and 
in the instance of the man who fell from the third loft and was taken up 
for dead, in Acts 20:9-12.

Hypocrites like Ananias and his wife Sapphira who lied to the Holy 
Ghost, fell dead at the Word of Truth and Revelation as in Acts 5:5-10. 
The power of God was attendant everywhere upon the preached word.

Persecution was powerless to paralyze their progress!
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people, and prayed to God alway. He saw in a vision evidently 
about the ninth hour of the day an angel of God coming in to him, 
and saying unto him,

‘Cornelius.’ And when he looked on him, he was afraid, and 
said, ‘What is it, Lord?’

And he said unto him, ‘Thy prayers and thine alms are come 
up for a memorial before God. And now send men to Joppa, and 
call for one Simon, whose surname is Peter: he lodgeth with one 
Simon a tanner, whose house is by the sea side: he shall tell thee 
what thou oughtest to do. And when the angel which spake unto 
Cornelius was departed, he called two of his household servants, and 
a devout soldier of them that waited on him continually; and when he 
had declared all these things unto them, he sent them to Joppa. On 
the morrow, as they went on their journey, they drew nigh unto the 
city…. Now while Peter doubted in himself what this vision which 
he had seen should mean, behold, the men which were sent from 
Cornelius had made enquiry for Simon’s house, and stood before the 
gate: And called, and asked whether Simon, which was surnamed 
Peter, were lodged there. While Peter thought on the vision the 
Spirit said unto him, ‘Behold, three men seek thee: Arise therefore 
and get thee down, and go with them, doubting nothing: for I have 
sent them.’ Then Peter went down to the men which were sent unto 
him from Cornelius; and said, ‘Behold, I am he whom ye seek: what 
is the cause wherefore you are come?’ And they said, ‘Cornelius the 
centurion, a just man, and one that feareth God, and of good report 
among ‘all the nations of the Jews, was warned from God by an holy 
angel to send for thee into his house, and to hear words of thee.’

Then called he them in, and lodged them. And on the mor-
row Peter went away with them, and certain brethren from 
Joppa accompanied him. And the morrow after they entered 
into Caesarea. And Cornelius waited for them, and had called 
together his kinsmen and near friends. And as Peter was coming 
in, Cornelius met him, and fell down at his feet, and worshipped 

ready, he fell into a trance, and saw heaven opened, and a certain 
vessel descending unto him, as it had been a great sheet knit at the 
four corners, and let down to the earth: wherein were all manner 
of four-footed beasts of the earth, and wild beasts, and creeping 
things, and fowls of the air. And there came a voice to him, ‘Rise 
Peter; kill, and eat.’ But Peter said, ‘Not so, Lord; for I have never 
eaten any thing that is common or unclean.’ And the voice spake 
unto him again the second time, ‘What God hath cleansed, that 
call not thou common.’ This was done thrice: and the vessel was 
received up again into heaven.

 Acts 10:9-16

Seeing the great sheet, knit at the four corners and filled with all manner 
of four-footed beasts and creeping things and fowls of the air let down 
from out the heavens, and hearing the voice of the Lord bidding him rise, 
kill and eat, Peter was assailed by doubts and fear.

Being orthodox, such foods were prohibited by the laws and ceremo-
nial customs of synagogue and race, and he protested vociferously.

In symbolic manner the Lord revealed unto Peter, that the Gentiles, 
hitherto considered common, un-clean and unfit for association with the 
Jews were, under the new dispensation of gospel grace, participants with 
them of the grace and gift of the Gospel of Jesus Christ.

Almost before the echoes of the Heavenly Voice were stilled, another 
sound was heard. Eager hands beat upon the door, and the Gentile mes-
senger sent by Cornelius of Caesarea were beseeching him to accompany 
them to their city and bear the blessed Gospel of Salvation.

While the Lord had been dealing with Peter, preparing the sower and 
the seed, He also had been dealing with hearts in Caesarea, preparing the 
soil to receive it.

There was a certain man in Caesarea called Cornelius, a centu-
rion of the band called the Italian band, a devout man, and one 
that feared God With all his house, which gave much alms to the 



82 83

The Holy Spirit Aimee Semple McPherson

2. Peter, quiet for once; his face like chiseled granite with its deter-
mination to obey God at any cost. Leagues in his step, but a pucker 
of worried anxiety beetling his brows. He would be “called upon 
the carpet” before the Sanhedrin for this, and the news of the step 
he was now taking would scandalize thousands. God grant that 
he was right! On the one hand there was the vision; yet on the 
other hand were the years of prejudice and the teaching that the 
Gentiles were, spiritually speaking, “the untouchables.” Possibly 
he would be ex-communicated from the presence of the brethren 
for this act—yet, there was the divine message. Come what may, 
he must obey the beloved voice of the Master.

3. The six brethren of the circumcision, morose, and dark of vis-
age, shaking their heads doubtfully at each new turn of the way. 
A man could not thus flout and defy the conventions and customs 
of centuries with impunity! Peter always had been impetuous—
steadier, these past eight years since the glorious Day of Pentecost, 
‘twas true—but off on a tangent now, worse than any previously 
contemplated! Would God some of the elder brethren were here 
to stay this impetuous, fiery step! God alone knew into what dire 
straits this unseemly visit to the Gentiles should lead!

Well, the best thing they could do under the circumstances was to force 
their leaden steps to accompany Peter into the dreaded house of the 
“unclean,” and rescue him from their “foul clutches” if worse came to 
worst!

They wished it plainly understood, however, that they were not a 
party to such folly! Not for a moment! No, sir! That racial wall between 
Jew and Gentile still held fast as far as they were concerned; and should 
remain impregnable to all assaults. Stronger it was than the ancient wall of 
Jericho! And so they topped the final hill that led to Caesarea, and began 
the descent into the wide inhabited valley.

Framed in the doorway, where doubtless he had stood for hours, 
Cornelius searched with burning eyes the distant horizon. Behind him, 
assembled in the house, his family, his servants, and the friends of his 

him. But Peter took him up, saying, ‘Stand up; I myself also am a 
man.’ And as he talked with him, he went in, and found many that 
were come together.

 Acts 10:1-9, 17-27

Until the day described in this momentous chapter, the racial walls of prej-
udice, constituting a veritably impassable barrier ‘twixt Jew and Gentile, 
had stood firm, without break or trembling.

The Gentiles hated the Jews with vivid intensity. The Jews loathed the 
Gentiles and considered them but “dogs” beneath their tables.

As for entering their houses, partaking of their food, or having spiri-
tual dealings with them—the thought was preposterous to an extent dif-
ficult for the average Christian of today to realize. The Jews considered 
themselves the “chosen people.” The Gentiles they placed under the 
scornful category, “common and unclean.”

Eight years had elapsed since the memorable Day of Pentecost; eight 
years of blessed outpouring of the Holy Spirit; eight years of miracles and 
successful promulgation of the Gospel; eight years of persecution and suf-
fering; eight years of praise and prayer.

Tenderly had the flock been led and fed; but now He who had once 
said, “Other sheep I have, which are not of this fold” (John 10:16), was 
flinging wide the Gospel door to the Gentiles.

The thought was a staggering one. Nevertheless, Peter had set out 
with the messengers from Caesarea; for he was convinced the voice of the 
Lord had spoken. Six brethren, Jews of the circumcision, accompanied 
him as he made this revolutionary and unprecedented visit to the Gentiles 
of the distant town. Sharply had they contended with him (Acts 11:2, 3); 
and as ardently had Peter insisted that he had been called thither by God. 
And thus the strange group had come to the house of Cornelius.

Readily one can picture that unusual journey.

1. The three messengers sent by Cornelius, striding ahead eagerly, as 
servants who had successfully fulfilled an important task and who 
hungrily awaited the glorious outcome.
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Picture the scene! A moment before, though it had been a somewhat 
unconventional and unusual service of preaching and prayer, it had been an 
orderly one. The next, it was one of hilarious joy, wherein all the Gentiles 
were talking at once, doubtless to their own astonishment, in languages 
which they had never learned.

One moment we picture the Jews sitting behind Peter upon the hastily 
erected platform in the large living-room of the house of Cornelius. Their 
faces betrayed perplexity; disapproval struggled with interest and desire to 
be gone wrestled with love and concern for Peter.

The next moment we picture them leaping to their feet, staring 
in utter amazement, listening with mingled incredulity and joy to the 
strange words which were being spoken by the Spirit-filled audience, 
and saying among themselves, “These have received the Holy Ghost as 
well as we.”

Turn to Acts 10:44-47 and let us read the story as related in God’s own 
way:

While Peter yet spake these words, the Holy Ghost fell on all 
them which heard the word. And they of the circumcision which 
believed were astonished, as many as came with Peter, because that 
on the Gentiles also was poured out the gift of the Holy Ghost. 
For they heard them speak with tongues, and magnify God. Then 
answered Peter,

“Can any man forbid water, that these should not be baptized, 
which have received the Holy Ghost as well as we?”

Small wonder the Jews were astounded! One moment they were doubtful 
as to whether the Gentiles were even worthy to be granted repentance and 
remission of sins. The next, they were convinced that they had not only 
been admitted into the family of God, but that they had also received that 
gift of gifts, the Holy Spirit. The great wall of prejudice was down. It had 
crumbled as suddenly, as miraculously, and as completely as the ancient 
wall of Jericho which fell at the shout of Israel.

household engaged in prayer or softly voiced conversation that bespoke 
tremulous expectancy and eager anticipation.

Today they were to hear the glorious Gospel from the lips of the 
inspired Apostle. Today the gates of Grace were to swing wide to the 
Gentiles.

An exclamation at the door! A thrilling whisper trickling through the 
crowded rooms of the house! “God’s messenger is come!”

In the distance the approaching group could be discerned. Their foot-
steps awoke the echoes that slept midst the cobblestones. They were at 
hand!

“And as Peter was coming in, Cornelius met him, and fell down at his 
feet and worshipped him” (Acts 10:25).

Between the lines, one senses the leaping of that hungry heart; pic-
tures the waiting figure, suddenly galvanized into action, rushing from 
the portal of the house to fall at the feet of the messenger; hears the broken 
sobbed-out sentences of extravagant appreciation which almost amount to 
worship.

Instead of shrinking from the touch as he would have done a short 
time previously, Peter lifted Cornelius up from the earth saying: “”Stand 
up; I myself also am a man.’ And as he talked with him, he went in, and 
found many that were come together” (Acts 10:26, 27).

There is no hint of even a moment’s hesitancy between the entrance 
of Peter into the house and the sermon which followed. He plunged into 
his message. He had spoken but two hundred sixteen introductory words 
when something tremendous happened! Something so unprecedented and 
undreamed of as entirely to revolutionize the scope of Christian ministry 
while time shall last.

That something which happened broke up the preaching service as 
suddenly as though a great whirlwind had lifted the house and its inmates 
from all former foundations. It left the household of Cornelius shouting 
the praises of God in true Pentecostal style. It filled with astonishment the 
Jews of the circumcision who had accompanied Peter. It left Peter himself 
standing agape with amazement.
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hundred and twenty had spoken upon the Day of Pentecost, and as many 
others had spoken upon the occasion of receiving their Baptism during the 
eight years since the descent of the Spirit.

Plainly, the speaking with other tongues, instead of being a transitory 
manifestation which had occurred once for the convincing of the Jews, 
devout men from every nation under Heaven (Acts 2:5), had been a defi-
nite, lasting, conclusive, inimitable outward proof of the incoming of the 
Holy Ghost.

This manner of receiving the Spirit was evidently a blueprint handed 
down from the Day of Pentecost; and according to its exact specifications, 
the house of the Spirit-filled had been builded ever since.

The prescription called for certain ingredients and the cup had been 
filled accordingly through the past years, the Lord adding the miraculous 
touch of the speaking in other tongues.

One thing is certain, the speaking in tongues was, to the erstwhile 
disapproving Jews, so conclusive a sign of the incoming of the Spirit, that 
at the miraculous sound thereof the prejudice of the years was swallowed 
up and they were left no shred of doubt behind which to conceal their 
astounded selves.

They did not “think” the Gentiles had received the Spirit. They did 
not “guess” or “trust,” or even “grudgingly admit” the fact. It was settled! 
They knew that they had received the Holy Ghost “for that they had received the Holy Ghost “for that they had received the Holy Ghost “  they heard them for they heard them for
speak with tongues and magnify God.”

“Oh, but Sister,” someone exclaims, “my preacher said...My bishop 
teaches...I’ve heard that fanaticism follows ....”

Never mind the bishop, the preacher, or the rumors. Let us cling to 
the Word of God. Satan has always sought to imitate the genuine.

Take the instance wherein Moses and Aaron stood before Pharaoh 
and displayed the mighty power of God by casting down rods which 

The tenth chapter of Acts was not written merely to draw a word picture 
of the happenings at Caesarea upon this eventful day, but to bring us face 
to face with the fact that the early Pentecostal pattern, cut out by God 
and laid upon the whole cloth of the hundred and twenty, in the city of 
Jerusalem, not only persisted but was taken for granted eight years later. 
The precise and unmistakable wording and meaning of the context brings 
us face to face with the following questions:

1. How did the disapproving Jews who attended Peter’s missionary 
visit to the house of Cornelius know that upon the Gentiles had 
been poured out the gift of the Holy Spirit?

2. What sign did they recognize and consider so all conclusive as to 
brook no further doubt or argument?

3. What characteristic earmark had accompanied the outpouring of 
the Holy Spirit so faithfully during the passage of the eight years 
which had elapsed since the Day of Pentecost, that the appear-
ance and sound thereof convinced them almost against their will 
and caused them to admit upon that instant that the Gentiles had 
“received the Holy Ghost as well as we”?

Could we but find the answer to these questions we should be able to 
answer the question:

“How shall I know when I have received the Baptism of the Holy Spirit?”
The answer is contained in Acts 10:45, 46: “They … were … aston-

ished … because that on the Gentiles also was poured out the gift of the 
Holy Ghost. For—” The word “for” means because or for this reason.

“For they heard them speak with tongues, and magnify God.”For they heard them speak with tongues, and magnify God.”For
There is no alternative, no other conclusion for the Bible student to 

reach than that which is plainly set forth upon the surface of the verse 
itself. They knew, for they heard them speak with tongues, even as the 
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word, the conclusive evidence of the initial coming of the Spirit into the 
hearts and lives of the believers.

In the eleventh chapter of Acts we find Peter “on the carpet,” as it 
were, before the Jews of the circumcision in Jerusalem, and we read that 
they “contended with him, saying: ‘Thou wentest in to men uncircum-
cised, and didst eat with them’” (Acts 11:2-3).

Recounting to them his strange experience, the vision and the Voice, 
Peter told them of the messengers and the meeting in the house of 
Cornelius which followed. He then added these significant words:

And as I began to speak, the Holy Ghost fell on them, as on us 
at the beginning. Then remembered I the word of the Lord, how 
that he said, John indeed baptized with water; but ye shall be bap-
tized with the Holy Ghost. Forasmuch then as God gave them the 
like gift as he did unto us, who believed on the Lord Jesus Christ; 
what was I, that I could withstand God?

 Acts 11:15-17

Let us notice these phrases closely and analyze them for a moment.
“The Holy Ghost fell on them….” How? In a new modeled manner? 

According to the Twentieth Century mode?
No! “The Holy Ghost fell on them, as on us at the beginning”!
How many Churches can write those words over the archways of their 

pulpits? Over how many Church entries could the Apostles and the Bible 
recipients of the Spirit inscribe the words: “These received the Holy Ghost 
as we did in the beginning.”

Must the Church forever excuse herself upon the grounds that times 
and signs have now changed, and explain that she has received an experi-
ence varying vastly from that received by the believers of Bible days?

Must we forever say: “I have received the Holy Spirit, but of course His 
incoming was not as that received by the Apostle Peter, or by the Apostles 
John and Andrew, or Paul or the Mother of our Lord, or Martha or her sis-
ter Mary, or Mary Magdalene, or the house of Cornelius, or the Christians 

immediately became serpents. Thereupon the magicians who stood about 
the throne cast down their own rods and the powers of evil caused the 
rods to become serpents.

But Moses did not cry out: “Here is fanaticism! Here is the power of 
the devil imitating the power of God, and I am through forever with the 
miraculous.”

No! He stood his ground, he kept right on believing; and the serpent 
that had been his rod opened up its mouth and, running toward the coun-
terfeit serpents of the magicians, swallowed them up. So the genuine ever 
consumes and vanquishes the imitation. The power of God ever triumphs 
over the power of the devil, and shines the brighter by comparison.

When we see a counterfeit dollar bill, do we immediately cast aside all 
of our money and childishly exclaim that we are through handling money, 
that we would rather never see any amount of money than come across 
this one bit of cheap imitation? What utter folly!

Today the Bible is an open and an unchained book; yet how many 
persons there are in the church who seldom if ever think for themselves! 
They accept the interpretations placed thereon by others and never sit 
down really to read the Book for themselves!

Some teacher says that the day of miracles is past. Therefore it is 
past. He declares that the Baptism of the Holy Spirit is not for today. 
Therefore it is not for today. He states that the sign of His glorious 
incoming is taken away, that it is no longer necessary or even desirable. 
Therefore because he says so, without quoting Scripture in substantia-
tion thereof, it is so.

Small wonder the Bible likens us unto sheep who follow blindly one 
after another! It is high time in this day of grave need, in this blessed hour 
preceding the coming of our Lord, in this time when virgins are waking to 
find their lamps in need of trimming and of replenishing with oil, that we 
turn to the Word of God with the insistent question upon our lips: “What 
saith the Scriptures?”

To the honest and unprejudiced, there is no doubt that for at least eight 
years the speaking with tongues was taken by the early Church as the last 
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Pentecost Twenty-Three Years Later

Have ye received the Holy Ghost since ye believed?

Acts 19:2

The question, fired as a broadside from the pulpit of Paul the Apostle, 
sent consternation through the hearts of his spell-bound Ephesian audi-
ence. It brought also the gasp of dismayed confession: “We have not so 
much as heard whether there be any Holy Ghost,” Acts 19:2.

In the course of his missionary journeys, Paul had come to the upper 
coast of Ephesus. There he found certain disciples, and preached ear-
nestly to them. They had a degree of Truth. They had been baptized in 
water unto John’s baptism; but much was yet lacking. During the course of 
Paul’s message, he apparently noted the lack of glory upon the faces of his 
audience. The sheen of the Spirit was missing from their countenances. 
“Amens” and “Hallelujahs” flowed weakly and sluggishly, if at all; and the 
fire at the point of contact between pulpit and pew was missing.

With the hand of an expert, Paul laid his finger upon the trouble. And, 
as sure as you live, he laid it also upon the trouble in ninety-nine out of 
every hundred of our Churches today.

Concise, direct, searching and with no mincing of words he flung 
out the question of the hour. “Have ye received the Holy Ghost since ye 
believed?”

of Ephesus, or the saints at Corinth. Though I have no Scripture to warrant 
me in believing that the manner of His sacred incoming has been changed 
at this late date, and though my experience is not a duplicate of that received 
in Bible days, I, upon my own authority, or the authority of my preacher’s 
sermon, take it for granted that I have received the Holy Spirit.”

Are we warranted in making such an assumption? Is it not time that, 
forgetting the voice of man for a moment, we turn to the Word of God 
and rest thereon?

There are many teachers in the world today who, living beneath their 
privilege in regard to the Baptism of the Holy Spirit, seek to excuse their 
own deficiency by blandly brushing the subject aside with a sweep of the 
hand, crying: “Not for today!” “Fanaticism!” and so forth. But have we not 
a mind of our own? Is not the Bible open to us also?

Let us consider Peter’s answer to the brethren: “Forasmuch then as 
God gave them the like gift as He did unto us, who believed on the Lord 
Jesus Christ; what was I, that I could withstand God?”

Praise God! The Bible proclaims “like gift” for Jew and Gentile. If this 
“promise of the Father,” this glorious “like gift” were really not for all of us 
who enjoy the privilege of living in the Dispensation of the Holy Ghost, 
then, to put it mildly, these passages of Scripture are gravely misleading!

“Like gift!” How precious to be able to hold the Bible, open at Acts 2, 
8, 10 and 19, to our hearts and cry: “Praise God! When I received the Gift 
of the Holy Ghost, I received ‘like gift’ in the specified Bible manner.”

Peter’s argument was sufficient to overwhelm all opposition, and top-
ple the last barricade against the Gospel to the Gentiles; for the Jewish 
Christians in Jerusalem, upon learning that the Gentiles had received the 
“like gift” in the identical manner in which they themselves had been filled, 
surrendered grace-fully, completely: “When they heard these things, they 
held their peace, and glorified God, saying, Then hath God also to the 
Gentiles granted repentance unto life” (Acts 11:18).

Then and there, the “Magna Charta” of Gentile freedom under which 
we live today was drawn up and messengers were dispatched to foster and 
solidify the new work of God at Caesarea.
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The Ephesian believers who had been baptized into John’s baptism were 
immediately re-baptized adding the name of Jesus and then, accord-
ing to Acts 2:38, they were ready for the deeper work of grace. We 
read accordingly: “When Paul had laid his hands upon them, the Holy 
Ghost came on them; and they spake with tongues, and prophesied” 
(Acts 19:6).

Twenty-three years have elapsed since the outpouring on the Day of 
Pentecost (Acts 2:4); yet, here in distant Asia, we find the Holy Spirit fall-
ing upon still other Gentile believers in the selfsame manner and signify-
ing His incoming by the selfsame sign as that employed by God years ago 
among Jew and Gentile in far off Palestine.

Where is he who declares that the Baptism of the Holy Spirit with 
attendant signs and wonders was confined to the Day of Pentecost?

One is reminded of the Word of the Lord which came unto Moses saying: 
“See that thou make all things according to the pattern shewed to thee 
in the mount” (Heb. 8:5). And of the Scripture: “I am the Lord, I change 
not” (Mal. 3:6).

Prayerful reading of the Word convinces the student that a deep under-
lying motive, a permanent and useful meaning, motivated the strange and 
miraculous manner in which the Lord manifested His out-poured Spirit 
upon believers throughout those twenty-three recorded years, in those 
widely divergent lands, and upon those vastly different races.

In the New Testament Mount, the blessed Upper Room upon Mount 
Zion, about which tenderest memories clustered, the Lord gave His fol-
lowers a pattern; and subsequent Baptisms of the Holy Spirit were fash-
ioned according to that pattern.

Would God that he could stand in some of the fashionable pulpits in 
our great cities today and thunder the same question! Answering with the 
truthfulness of the Ephesians, many of us would be forced to reply with 
them: “We have not so much as heard whether there be a Holy Ghost.”

Not heard? Who then is to blame? The preacher? The Theological 
Seminary? Certainly not the Lord! He is still on the giving hand; and the 
Comforter is come to abide forever!

Not heard? We have our Bibles and we of today still live in the 
Dispensation of the Holy Ghost, the Teacher divine.

Yet, how few of us have heard a sermon really devoted to the con-
structive preaching of the Holy Ghost. We have heard negative references 
scorning the doctrine. We have heard sermons attempting to explain away 
the power of Pentecost in the present day. But, otherwise, comparatively 
few ever hear the name of the Holy Spirit mentioned except in benediction 
or at a wedding ceremony.

Ask the average Christian: “Who or what is the Holy Ghost?” and he 
will probably answer: “He is a divine influence, a mystical, mythical urge or 
impulse toward that which is good.” He will tell you that we no longer live 
in the same dispensation as did the saints of the New Testament Church.

Does he ever pause to ask himself, “If I am not living in the Dispensation 
of the Holy Ghost, in what period do I live?”

The Dispensation of the Father, as recorded in the Old Testament, 
has come and gone. The years unfolding the life of Jesus Christ upon 
earth in the flesh opened with His birth at Bethlehem and closed with His 
ascension.

Then followed the Dispensation of the Holy Spirit, a dispensation 
embracing the entire Church Age—the period of preaching the Gospel 
unto every creature (Mark 16:15), and continuing until “this same Jesus, 
which is taken up from you into heaven, shall so come in like manner” 
(Acts 1:11).

Christ has not yet returned. His Spirit has not been withdrawn. We 
still live in the Dispensation of the Holy Spirit, and are heir to the same 
fullness of promise enjoyed by saints of old.
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saying: “I would that ye all spake with tongues,” and by shedding an inter-
esting side-light upon his own Spirit-filled experience in which he makes 
the statement: “I speak with tongues more than you all,” he nevertheless 
admonishes them also to covet to prophesy, that the Church may receive 
edifying (1 Cor. 14:18, 19).

Making a provision and establishing a ruling concerning other 
Churches, besides those specifically mentioned receiving the same Baptism 
of the Holy Spirit with the selfsame signs and evidences at even a later 
date, Paul admonishes “Forbid not to speak with tongues” (1 Cor. 14:39).

As this is a bitterly contested point, and as in this book we take recourse 
unto no other book than the Bible it is well to pause for a few moments to 
take stock of the contentions and the arguments offered by the opponents 
of this Truth, and of the efforts made to explain away the fact that in the 
Word of God the sign of “speaking with other tongues” accompanies the 
incoming of the Spirit.

The Lord is neither fickle nor changeable of heart or mind that He 
should swerve from His course, His method, His plan, thus confusing His 
children at each turn of the Christian road. He does not establish an order 
today and change His mind and cancel it tomorrow.

He ordained a plan and a manner of receiving the Baptism of the Holy 
Spirit, and in the Scriptures there are no indications that that plan has 
ever been changed. If it was the intention of the Lord to deviate from the 
original Pentecostal pattern in bestowing His Spirit He either forgot or 
neglected to mention the contemplated alteration anywhere in His Holy 
Word.

The fact that the Church at Ephesus spake with other tongues when 
the Holy Spirit came upon them is interesting in this connection. If that 
experience was not a sign intended to accompany the incoming of the 
Spirit, of what particular benefit was it unto the Ephesians? It is self-evi-
dent that there were no foreigners there to necessitate such an experience 
for missionary purposes. Personally, I can think of no other reason for the 
speaking in tongues in Acts 19:6 than that it was a distinctive and peculiar 
evidence which God had ordained as a sign of the incoming of the Spirit.

The Ephesian Church after the coming of the Holy Spirit became 
deeply spiritual. Paul referred to them as “the faithful in Christ Jesus”; 
they whom the Father “hath blessed with all spiritual blessings in heavenly 
places in Christ” (Eph. 1:1, 3).

Had God intended changing His pattern “given in the mount,” one 
would have thought He would have changed it not later than Acts 10:46, 
with the first Gentile outpouring. Yet, although the Book of Acts is essen-
tially a “book of patterns,” a “book of samples,” in which we are usually 
given but one description of any certain phase of the work, the Lord 
goes into details upon the express manner in which the Spirit manifested 
Himself at the time of His incoming upon at least three occasions, and 
follows the experience through for a good twenty-three years. And, more-
over, twenty-six years after the Day of Pentecost we find Paul setting in 
order the church which “is at Corinth” and where “speaking in tongues” 
is so abundant that while he encourages the Corinthian Christians by 
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gave forth an edict on the Day of Pentecost which He soon regretted and 
caused to be repealed?

In the preceding chapters, we have journeyed together through several 
scenes wherein the Holy Spirit was promised, tarried for, and outpoured. 
Wistfully we watched as His abiding power continued to manifest itself 
throughout the years and upon many saints and in widely separated lands.

We will now, however, give audience to our critics, or rather the critics 
of the teaching that the Baptism of the Holy Spirit is still for today and 
that He may be expected to come upon the recipient with old time power 
and supernatural manifestation.

Let us first list the objections consecutively. Following are some of the 
leading arguments which have proven stumbling blocks in the pathway of 
the hungry heart:

1. The outpouring on the Day of Pentecost was of a special nature, 
warrantable but for that one day which marked the inauguration 
of a new era. The “wind” the “fire” and “other tongues” were but 
the trappings which attended the initial outpouring and were not 
intended for repetition.

2. The speaking in “other tongues” was a sort of hysteria or intense 
emotion which swept the hundred and twenty, whose hearts had 
been wrung with the death, resurrection and ascension of the 
Lord. Their emotion was regrettable and not to be emulated or 
desired, but should rather be glazed over as lightly as possible in 
preaching the Word of God.

3. The speaking “in tongues” on the day of Pentecost was given 
for a missionary purpose only. At this particular time the city of 
Jerusalem was filled with foreigners. It was of the most vital impor-
tance to facilitate the preaching of the Word and reach” the great-
est number of people in the shortest possible time. To have waited 
for the disciples to learn all of the different languages would have 
necessitated great delay. To avoid this, the Lord wrought a special 

C H A P T E R  1 2

Arguments for and Against

Study to show thyself approved unto God, a workman that 

needeth not to be ashamed, rightly dividing the Word of Truth.

2 Timothy 2:15

Do you approve of God? Or are you filled with misgivings lest His judg-
ment concerning the speaking with tongues was unsound and showed 
poor ecclesiastical taste?

Is the will and wisdom of God perfect, without tinge of criticism as 
far as you are concerned? Or are you found in the ranks of those who 
heartily resent and are highly incensed because of the fact that the Lord 
God Jehovah caused the incoming of His own precious Holy Spirit to be 
evidenced by the miraculous sign of speaking with tongues?

Are you willing to base your final opinion concerning the manner and 
mode of the Baptism of the Holy Spirit solely upon the Word of God—
willing to forget the arguments of all critics and ask yourself the simple 
question, “What saith the Scriptures?”

Are you big enough and brave enough, great enough, and audacious 
enough to close your eyes to the truths set forth in the Word of God upon 
this important subject, and simply take as final the word of those who 
today declare that God set forth a standard which He later changed, and 
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filled at sanctification. He may have frequent fillings and refillings 
of the Spirit. Therefore there is no definite or specific “Baptism 
of the Spirit.” “Baptism” denotes a specific act at a specific time; 
“filling” denotes a progressive experience. One should therefore 
discourage the use of the term “baptism,” and substitute “infilling 
of the Spirit.”

There may be still other arguments, pro and con, in the light of Scripture.

1. The outpouring on the Day of Pentecost was of a special nature war-
rantable but for this one day which marked the inauguration of a new 
era. The “wind,” the “fire” and the “other tongues” were but the trap-
pings which attended the’ initial outpouring and were not intended for 
repetition.

It is true that the Day of Pentecost saw the inauguration of a new era: 
namely the beginning of the Dispensation of the Holy Spirit. His incom-
ing that day created the pattern for the years which were to come.

It is true also that the “wind” and the “fire” which attended the descent 
of the Spirit from the Throne of the Father unto the church on earth were 
not again evident so far as the Scriptures indicate.

It is untrue however that the “speaking in tongues” was confined to the 
Day of Pentecost; for as we have seen in the second, tenth, and nineteenth 
chapters of the Acts of the Apostles and also in 1 Corinthians the twelfth 
and fourteenth chapters, this sign attended the incoming of the Spirit in 
each succeeding Instance. Twenty-six years later we find Paul saying unto 
the church which “is at Corinth,” “I would that ye spake with tongues.”

2. The speaking in “other tongues” was a sort of hysteria or intense emo-
tion which swept the hundred and twenty, whose hearts had been wrung 

miracle and preached unto each foreigner in his own language. 
If foreign missionaries might receive similar aid, there might be 
some sense in the bestowal of the gift today. Otherwise such an 
experience is valueless.

4. The outpouring of the Holy Spirit was accompanied and certified 
by the sign of speaking with other tongues, once for the Jews and 
once for the Gentiles, and was thereafter unnecessary and there-
fore discontinued.

5. There are nine gifts of the Spirit (1 Corinthians 12:8-10); speaking 
in tongues is but one of the nine. Anyone of the other eight gifts 
would as acceptably and adequately evidence the incoming of the 
Spirit.

6. The Baptism of the Holy Spirit was merely for those of the Bible 
days.

7. One receives the Holy Spirit at conversion. No man can call 
Jesus Lord but by the Holy Ghost; therefore He is received at 
regeneration.

8. The Holy Ghost, while still for today, should nevertheless be 
received without manifestation. Taken by faith, the incoming of 
the Holy Spirit is today enacted so quietly that the recipient him-
self may not at the time be aware of that incoming.

9. Many who claim to have received the Bible Baptism of the Holy 
Ghost are fanatical and have brought discredit upon the experi-
ence. It is, therefore, to be shunned by all.

10. The language received by the hundred and twenty on the Day of 
Pentecost was a universal language, which miraculously could be 
understood by all nations. In other words, when we read “how hear 
we every man in his own tongue,” it seems that the hundred and 
twenty really spoke their own Galilean language but the Lord by a 
miracle caused each of the hearers to understand it in the language 
of his own particular land.

11. The Holy Spirit is but an influence and may be received by mea-
sure. One may receive a portion at conversion, and be further 
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In replying to the above objection, attention might first be drawn to the 
fact that Jerusalem was not filled with “foreigners” as is popularly taught. 
But it was filled at this time of sacred feast with “Jews, devout men out of 
every nation under heaven” (Acts 2:5).

True, they were from every nation; but they were Jews. True, they knew 
the languages of the countries from which they came, and wherein they 
were born; but the fact remained that they were Jews.were born; but the fact remained that they were Jews.were born; but the fact remained that

Peter apparently experienced no difficulty in preaching to them later 
in a language which they had no difficulty in understanding, namely the 
Galilean tongue which he had used from boyhood and with which they were 
familiar. It was not necessary for him to address them through an interpreter.

The feast services at the Temple, conducted on and about the Day of 
Pentecost, were understood by them all without difficulty. Surely, they 
were familiar with the language of the lands from which they came, but 
they also knew their mother tongue, for they were Jews.

Attention, secondly, might be drawn to the fact that there is no record 
of the speaking in tongues being ever again used in circumstances which 
might even by the widest stretch of imagination be considered for a “mis-
sionary purpose.” In all the Bible recorded travels of the Apostle Paul, 
there is no hint that he spoke the language of the nations which he visited 
without first studying the language or using the medium of an interpreter.

First Corinthians 14:2 answers this question: “For he that speaketh in 
an unknown tongue speaketh not unto men, but unto God: for no man 
understandeth him; howbeit in the spirit he speaketh mysteries.” Plainly 
then, this was not designed by God as a missionary tongue, but as a means 
of prayer and praise.

Again he states: “For if I pray in an unknown tongue, my spirit pray-
eth, but my understanding is unfruitful” (1 Cor. 14:14). And again, in 
referring to it as a medium of fitting praise to Jehovah: “For thou verily 
givest thanks well” (1 Cor. 14:17; Acts 2:11).

4. The outpouring of the Holy Spirit was accompanied and certified by the 
sign of speaking with other tongues, once for the Jews and once for the 
Gentiles, and was thereafter unnecessary and therefore discontinued.

with the death resurrection and ascension of the Lord. Their emotion was 
regrettable and not to be emulated or desired, but should rather be glazed 
over as lightly as possible in preaching the Word of God.

Luke, who was present and beheld the outpouring and recorded it in the 
Book of Acts, had a very good opportunity to judge the results thereof. If 
that which the hundred and twenty received in the Upper Room was sim-
ply hysteria, Luke was much deceived; and the Word of God itself must be 
far from infallible.

If that which they received was hysteria, it was of a different brand 
than that which we term hysteria today. It certainly made them wonder-
ful soul winners, and was the means of bringing three thousand men to 
Christ recorded in the second chapter and five thousand recorded in the 
fourth chapter of Acts. If the sick who were healed, and the demons which 
were cast out, and the dead that were raised up, and the poor that had the 
gospel preached unto them received these blessings because the disciples 
in the Upper Room became hysterical, ’twould seem that it would be a 
good remedy for the poor, cold, frigid-air churches of the day.

Peter’s sermon was not that of a hysterical man; but of a sane, bal-
anced, God-controlled, finely attuned instrument. Therefore, the truths 
of Pentecost, instead of being apologized for and belittled, should be 
shouted from the housetops until all have become hungry and sought this 
glorious Baptism of Power.

3. The speaking “in tongues” on the day of Pentecost was given for a mis-
sionary purpose only. At this particular time the city of Jerusalem was 
filled with foreigners. It was of the most vital importance to facilitate the 
preaching of the Word and reach the greatest number of people in the 
shortest possible time. To have waited for the disciples to learn all of the 
different languages would have necessitated great delay. To avoid this, 
the Lord wrought a special miracle and preached unto each foreigner in 
his own language. If foreign missionaries might receive similar aid, there 
might be some sense in the bestowal of the gift today. Otherwise such an 
experience is valueless.
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Wisdom

Would the gift of wisdom be a sign that one had received the Baptism 
of the Spirit? No. Solomon possessed the gift of Wisdom in the Old 
Testament long before the Day of Pentecost (1 Kings 4:29).

Knowledge

This gift could not constitute a sign of the Baptism of the Spirit because it 
had been previously bestowed. Deeply hidden secrets of profound knowl-
edge, common to those of Old Testament days, are only now being slowly 
and tediously unearthed by this present generation.

Faith

No. Abraham possessed the gift of Faith nineteen hundred years before 
the gift of the Spirit at Pentecost (Heb. 11:8, 9).

Healing

Would the gifts of healing be a sure sign that one had received the Holy 
Spirit? No, Abraham prayed for the afflicted family of Abimelech (Gen. 
20:17); Moses prayed for the sick and they were healed (Num. 12:13); Elijah 
and Elisha prayed for the sick and they were healed (1 Kings 17:21; 2 Kings 
4:35); Peter and other disciples prayed for the sick and reported that the 
demons were subject to them, long before the death and ascension of the 
Lord (Luke 10:17).

Miracles

No, these could not be regarded as evidence of the Baptism, for they were 
wrought throughout the Old Testament. Consider for instance, the con-
tinuance of the meal in the barrel and the oil in the cruse (1 Kings 17:14), 
or the raising of the widow’s son (2 Kings 4:34).

This contention is disproven in Acts 19:6 wherein the Holy Spirit came 
upon the church at Ephesus following the laying on of hands by the 
Apostle Paul, twenty-three years after the Day of Pentecost and sixteen 
years after the outpouring upon the first Gentile assembly in the house of 
Cornelius. It is further disproven by the fact that Paul himself received the 
Holy Spirit accompanied by this initial sign of speaking in other tongues 
and by his testimony in 1 Corinthians 14:18 states: “I thank my God I 
speak with tongues more than ye all.” It is still further disproven in the 
39th verse of the same chapter where, writing to the Corinthian church, 
he makes preparation for the coming generations by leaving the following 
instructions: “Wherefore, brethren, covet to prophesy, and forbid not to 
speak with tongues.”

5. There are nine gifts of the Spirit (1 Corinthians 12:8-10). Speaking in 
tongues is but one of the nine. Any one of the other eight gifts would as 
acceptably and adequately evidence the incoming of the Spirit.

The nine gifts of the Spirit referred to in the foregoing objection are enu-
merated and contained in the following verses:

For to one is given by the Spirit the Word of Wisdom;
To another the Word of Knowledge, by the same Spirit;
To another Faith, by the same Spirit;
To another the Gifts of Healing, by the same Spirit;
To another the Working of Miracles;
To another Prophecy;
To another Discerning of spirits;
To another Divers kinds of Tongues;
To another the Interpretation of Tongues.

It is an easy matter to make the broad statement that anyone of the gifts of 
the Spirit might similarly be acceptable as a sure sign that one had received 
the Baptism of the Holy Spirit. But upon closer observation does this hold 
true? Let us take them in order, with this question in mind.
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This prophecy refers directly to the speaking with other tongues in 
its connection with Pentecost and after effects, for Paul, in 1 Corinthians 
14:21, quotes this verse from Isaiah whilst dealing with the subject of 
the place which the speaking with tongues should occupy in the New 
Testament church.

The Master Himself prophesied that the believer would speak with 
new tongues, in Mark 16:17, and declared it to be one of the signs which 
should follow the believer. These are His words: “These signs shall follow 
them that believe, in my Name shall they cast out devils; they shall speak 
with new tongues.”

But though this gift had been prophesied by Isaiah and by the blessed 
Lord Himself, in no instance had it been fulfilled until the Holy Spirit was 
bestowed on the Day of Pentecost. Significantly the fact stands forth, that 
the moment the hundred and twenty were filled with the Spirit, they “began 
to speak with other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance” (Acts 2:4).

The same is true of the Gentile believers in Acts 10:46 and Acts 19:6. 
The very instant the recipient, was filled with the Spirit, that moment 
each is declared by the Bible to have spoken with other tongues.

We may seek to explain this manifestation away in any manner we 
may see fit, but the fact remains that until the Day of Pentecost when the 
Spirit was bestowed, there is no record of any mortal receiving the gift of 
tongues. Yet in each of these recorded instances where the incoming of the 
Spirit is specifically described, the Word distinctly declares that all (not a 
portion of them, but all) began to speak with other tongues as the Spirit 
gave them utterance.

We may be tempted to doubt the wisdom and the purpose of God in 
bestowing this gift and manifestation, but the purpose thereof we will 
study shortly.

Interpretation

This gift was of course not given until after the Day of Pentecost, and 
cannot be considered independently from that which preceded it, namely, 

Prophecy

No, the Old Testament was written by men blessed with the gift of 
Prophecy long before the dispensation of the Holy Spirit was launched. 
“For the prophecy came not in old time by the will of man: but holy men 
of God spake as they were moved by the Holy Ghost” (2 Pet. 1:21).

Discernment

Neither would discernment be a conclusive proof that one had received 
this Pentecostal Baptism, for they of the ancient day had this gift. Take for 
instance Elisha, after the cleansing of Naaman the leper, when his unwor-
thy servant followed the grateful Naaman and asked payment of him for 
the blessing. Upon return of the servant, Elisha cried: “Went not my heart 
with thee...the leprosy of Naaman shall cleave unto thee, and unto thy 
seed forever” (2 Kings 5:26, 27).

Tongues

Would these constitute a new sign of the new gift?
Yes, for all other gifts but this and its complementary gift, 

Interpretation, had been granted and in operation before the opening of 
the Dispensation of the Holy Spirit.

But from the time that language was first confused as punishment for 
the sin of presumption and pride at the Tower of Babel (Gen. 11:3), there 
is nowhere in the entire Word of God any reference to mortal man having 
received the gift of Tongues, or having miraculously received the ability 
to speak in languages which he had never learned.

Such a happening had been prophesied, however, in both the Old and 
in the New Testament.

“For with stammering lips, and another tongue, will He speak to this 
people. To whom he said, This is the rest wherewith ye may cause the weary 
to rest; and this is the refreshing: yet they would not hear” (Isa. 28:11).
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Arguments for and Against—Continued

And I will pray the Father, and he shall give you another 

Comforter, that he may abide with you for ever.

John 14:16

6. The Baptism of the Holy Spirit was merely for those of the Bible days.

Why, then, would our Lord declare, concerning the coming of the 
Spirit, that the Comforter should abide with us forever? (John 14:16). 
Our Bible tells us that “Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, and today, and 
forever” (Heb. 13:8). Of His day, the Lord said: “Hitherto have ye asked 
nothing in my name: ask, and ye shall receive, that your joy may be full” 
(John 16:24).

The parable of the Ten Virgins reveals that oil for empty vessels is 
obtainable until the very hour of the Bridegroom’s return. The fact that 
the foolish Virgins have empty lamps is no indication that there is a lack 
of oil for the wise! They who “go to Him and buy oil” find Him still upon 
the giving hand.

Consider also the spiritual interpretation of the miracle of wine at 
the wedding feast in Cana of Galilee in John 2:3-7. The earlier hours of 
the wedding feast had seen an abundance of wine. The wine had now 
run low. Realizing the lack, the mother of our Lord had cried unto her 

tongues; as it is but the gift of interpretation thereof. Paul gives an insight 
into this gift, saying concerning the usage of the gift in public church 
services: “Let him that speaketh in an unknown tongue pray that he may 
interpret” (1 Cor. 14:13).

Therefore, the fact is self-evident that all of the other gifts except 
tongues and interpretation of tongues had been bestowed before the out-
pouring of the Spirit at Pentecost. These alone remained as a new evi-
dence of the new gift.

In concluding this thought, remember we do not read that on the Day 
of Pentecost some of the hundred and twenty received the gifts of heal-
ing, some the gift of working miracles, some the gift of prophecy, etc. We 
read that they were “all filled with the Holy Ghost and spake with other 
tongues as the Spirit gave them utterance.

This is true also of other recorded instances of the outpouring of the 
Spirit.
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Let us be on guard against accepting without challenge the word of 
those who veto blandly, and without scriptural warrant, the promise of the 
abiding Comforter.

The church has grown cold and backslidden, having a form of godliness 
and denying the power thereof. But this is not sufficient authority upon 
which to make the statement that the days of the outpouring of the Holy 
Spirit are passed, and such careless, unscriptural and superficial statements 
are unworthy of the real Bible Christian. Yet how much easier and more 
fashionable it has become to excuse our leanness of soul by the smooth 
explanation: “It is not for our day. We are living in an enlightened age and 
have no further use for the miraculous, or of supernatural manifestations.”

God help us! If we, living in these days of dark perplexity preceding 
the coming of our Lord, have no need of the outpoured Spirit of God, this 
old sin-cursed world has never needed Him! These are days of coldness 
and of perplexity; days of atheism and unbelief; days of modernism, higher 
criticism and pantheism; days when the world is surging in from every side 
and battering the outposts of the church, and men have a name that they 
live but are dead.

The Baptism of the Holy Spirit is needed today as never before! And, 
thank God, from the skies comes the glorious promise: “And it shall come 
to pass in the last days, saith God, I will pour out of my Spirit upon all 
flesh: and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, and your young 
men shall see visions, and your old men shall dream dreams: And on my 
servants and on my handmaidens I will pour out in those days of my Spirit; 
and they shall prophesy” (Acts 2:17-18).

7. One receives the Holy Spirit at conversion. No man can call Jesus Lord 
but by the Holy Ghost, He is therefore received at regeneration.

It is true that no man can call Jesus Lord but by the Holy Ghost; but it 
is not true that regeneration and the Baptism of the Holy Ghost are syn-
onymous. The work of the Holy Spirit in the life begins long before the 
Baptism of the Spirit is received; yes, even before conversion.

Son, “They have no wine.” According to the instructions of the Lord 
the empty vessels were filled with water to the brim. He then turned the 
water into wine.

Wine is a type of the Holy Spirit. On the Day of Pentecost, when the 
hundred and twenty were filled with the Spirit, the superficial on-looker, 
beholding their joy and the spiritual hilarity, jumped to the conclusion 
that they were filled with new wine.

In the beginning of the days of gospel feasting (days which will termi-
nate as did the marriage feasts of old, with the wedding itself) there was a 
plentitude of wine.

New bottles—born again hearts and lives—were filled with the new 
Pentecostal wine.

Old bottles—Pharisees and Scribes, who would have burst and been 
unable to contain, in their hardened state, the wine of the Spirit—were left 
empty and shriveling in their wizened souls.

On and after Pentecost, the wine of the Holy Spirit flowed lavishly 
into the brimming cups of Jew and Gentile believer. But alas, as the ages 
sped by, and coldness settled upon the backslidden church, Dark Ages 
ensued and the wine ran low. Few then possessed that which is the heri-
tage of each child of God during the Dispensation of the Holy Ghost—the 
glorious fullness of the Spirit.

Then came the days of the Reformation, when hearts awakened unto 
the sense of their own deficiency and need. The “Mary” company, that is, 
the more spiritual, earnest children of the Lord, began to cry unto Him 
for the fullness:

“Master, they have no wine! Our hearts are empty! Our lives are bar-
ren! What shall we do?”

Obey the instructions of that former day: “Fill the waterpots with 
water, fill them to the brim.”

When the vessels of our hearts and lives are filled to the brim from the 
wells of Salvation, from which we are bidden to draw with great joy, the 
Master stands ready and willing to change the “weaker water experience” 
into the rich, deep, full “wine experience” of the Kingdom.
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(1) The people with one accord gave heed unto those things which 
Philip spake, hearing and seeing the miracles which he did (v. 6).

(2) Unclean spirits, crying with loud voice came out of many that were 
possessed with them (v. 7).

(3) Many that were taken with palsies, and that were lame, were healed 
(Verse 7).

(4) And there was great joy in that city (v. 8).
(5) They believed Philip preaching the things concerning the 

Kingdom of God and the Name of Jesus Christ (v. 12).
(6) They were baptized, both men and women (v. 12).
(7) They continued steadfastly in the faith, having “received the Word 

of God” (v. 14).

The results of the Samaritan Revival listed in the foregoing manner show 
conclusively that the men and women who, heard Philip preach were really 
converted, obedient Christians.

Read the evidence set forth therein once more and there will be no 
doubt left within your mind that the Samaritans were genuinely born 
again, and that the work accomplished by the Evangelist Philip would, 
even though he had left the City of Samaria at that moment, have com-
pared favorably to say the least, with the greatest campaigns of present day 
evangelists and teachers.

But the fact remains that though they had been converted, healed, 
baptized in water, and had continued under the teaching of the Word, the 
Holy Spirit had fallen upon none of them (v. 16).

Let us quote the passage carefully, and then let that man who claims 
regeneration and the Baptism of the Holy Spirit to be synonymous, 
answer if he can. “Now when the apostles which were at Jerusalem 
heard that Samaria had received the Word of God, they sent unto them 
Peter and John: Who, when they were come down, prayed for them, 
that they might receive the Holy Ghost: For as yet He was fallen upon 
none of them; only they were baptized in the name of the Lord Jesus. 
Then laid they their hands on them, and they received the Holy Ghost” 
(Acts 8:14-17).

“And when he is come, he will reprove the world of sin; and of righ-
teousness, and of judgment” (John 16:8).

A. The earliest work of the Holy Spirit in our lives is that of convic-
tion. Coming unto the sinner, He wields the Sword of the Spirit, 
and convicts of sin. He shows unto the sinner his lost and undone 
condition, reasons with him of the things of Heaven, Hell and 
Eternity, then shows forth the dying of Christ on Calvary to 
redeem him.

B. When conviction for his sin and a realization of his lost condition 
has gripped the heart of the sinner the Holy Spirit points him to 
the Lamb of God Who taketh away the sin of the world, and ten-
derly woos him to the foot of the Cross.

C. There His Spirit witnesseth to the Blood; yea The Spirit Itself 
beareth witness with our Spirit, that we are the children of God” 
(Rom. 8:16). He Who erstwhile cried, “Thou art lost!” now cries, 
“Thou art found!” He Who before signified unto the sinner hid 
lost estate, now joyously declares unto his heart through the Holy 
Word, that Christ is his righteousness and the precious bleeding 
side his secure abiding place.

D. And now, walking daily with the believer, He judges the acts, 
thoughts and deeds; bearing faithful reproof and correction, 
teaching the will of God in the new and living way, for He dwell-
eth with you and shall be in you (John 14:17).

The eighth chapter of the Acts of the Apostles forever settles the argu-
ment as to whether the incoming of the Spirit takes place at or after con-
version to Christ. Philip, the Evangelist, had gone down to Samaria and 
preached Christ unto them. As he preached, a great revival ensued and 
marked power and miracles attended the Word. The following list sums 
up the major results of the revival, as detailed therein:
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If the Lord contemplated a change in the mode of bestowing His Spirit, 
certainly He neglected making the slightest reference to that change. He 
set forth examples of the manner of conversion, and ever after we proceed 
upon the premise that herein lies God’s pattern for the experience of the 
new convert.

He set forth a group of people and incidents wherein the manner of 
the incoming of the Spirit is described in the Word, and this over a period 
of years, and among different races and nations. We therefore draw the 
conclusion that the Lord has herein made plain His plan and His manner 
of bestowing His Spirit upon His saints.

For what other reason would all of these experiences be related and 
so carefully set forth in detail? For mere historic value? To entertain the 
reader? To make his mouth water with longing to have lived in that par-
ticular day? Ridiculous!

Here is God’s New Testament pattern, the divine fashion book which 
sets forth the styles whereby the believer may shape his spiritual life.

A clear mirror is displayed in the Acts of the Apostles, before which 
the believer may dress himself.

He has every right to look into that mirror and com-pare his own 
experience with that recorded in the Word of God.

If his experience does not measure up and tally with that set forth 
therein, he is well within his rights if, pausing to mourn his own, deficien-
cies, he falls upon his knees in the Upper Room of heart searching and 
surrender and tarries until this glorious experience is his very own.

As to the teaching that the Spirit is to be received “by faith,” there 
is no discredit upon receiving any gift of God by faith. Naught could be 
more pleasing unto the Lord! If one really receives a gift by faith, he gift by faith, he gift has 
it. But there is a vast difference between receiving a gift of God “by faith” 
and receiving that same gift “by theory”!

Many who kneel and receive the laying on of hands by one who says, 
“Now take it by faith; and believe you have it and you have it,” rise and 
claim the gift by mere theory, never having really been filled with the 
Spirit.

Do you see it? Here was a revival swept city. Those who had believed 
upon the Lord had been baptized in the name of the Lord Jesus. They had 
been blessed and healed and filled with the joy of the Lord, but none of 
these comprised the Baptism of the Holy Spirit.

No! Regeneration is not one and the same with the incoming of the 
Spirit. There is a definite, clear cut, well defined work therein embodied.

Philip was the Evangelist who brought Samaria to Christ. Peter and 
John were the deeper teachers, who taught and brought them through to 
the rich experience of the Holy Spirit.

The incoming of the Holy Spirit, in the eighth chapter of Acts, was so 
definite, so visible and audible, so not to be gainsaid, that Simon the Sorcerer, 
who stood by and watched the marvelous outpouring of the Spirit upon the 
believers, offered money to the disciples beseeching that in exchange they 
would give unto him power to bestow such a wonderful experience. He was 
told to repent, because his heart was in “the gall of bitterness.”

The revival in Samaria occurred but one year after the outpouring 
upon the Day of Pentecost. Therefore, considering this fact, plus the fact 
that the Holy Spirit was falling in like manner eight and twelve and six-
teen years after Pentecost (Acts 10:44; 1 Cor. 14), it is but reasonable to 
conclude that that which Simon saw and heard was none other than the 
same experience which the thousands saw and heard (Acts 2:33) upon the 
Day of Pentecost—namely the speaking with other tongues.

8. The Holy Ghost, while still for today, should nevertheless be received 
without manifestation. Taken by faith, the incoming of the Holy Spirit 
is today enacted so quietly that the recipient himself may not be aware of 
that incoming.

To make the statement that the Spirit has changed the manner of His 
incoming is to make an assertion without a shred of scriptural foundation. 
Those who make such statements have not the flimsiest thread of Biblical 
authority with which to back their theories.

“I am the Lord; I change not” (Mal. 3:6).
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and admits the need of the deeper experience but refuses to accept the gift 
in the Bible way.

The argument which he advanced was this:

10. The language received by the hundred and twenty on the day of 
Pentecost was a universal language, which miraculously could be 
understood by all nations. In other words, when he read “how hear we 
every man in his own tongue,” it seems that the hundred and twenty 
really spoke their own Galilean language but the Lord by a miracle 
caused each of the hearers to understand it in the language of his own 
particular land.

Each time a writer or speaker thinks up a new argument against the self-
evident explanation of Acts 2:4, one can fairly see him swell up and say: 
“There now, I’ve settled that subject this time! I have explained away the 
miracle of Pentecost.”

But they are no nearer the accomplishment of this than before. Take 
the foregoing argument, which seems quite the latest. How could the Bible 
interpretation mean that each spake in his own natural tongue, when in 1 
Corinthians 14:2 we read: “He that speaketh in an unknown tongue spea-
keth not unto men, but unto God: for no man understandeth him; howbeit 
in the spirit he speaketh mysteries.” And again, “Let him that speaketh in 
an unknown tongue, pray that he may interpret” (v. 13). Or yet again, “If 
I pray with an unknown tongue, my spirit prayeth, but my understanding 
is unfruitful” (v. 14).

Far from being a “universal language” it was called an “unknown 
tongue.” Concerning the speaking in tongues Paul plainly stated that in 
the Spirit he speaketh “mysteries.”

Frequently today, as on the Day of Pentecost, those of foreign coun-
tries hear and understand in their own language those who speak in other 
tongues.

The “other tongues,” according to the Word, may be a known language 
of some existent tongue, or may be “the tongues of angels” (1 Cor. 13:1). In 

As for receiving the gift of the Holy Spirit without knowing it, one 
has but to realize that if one could receive the gift and never know it, one 
could lose it and never miss it! The absurdity of such a claim needs no 
enlargement.

9. Many who claim to have received the Bible Baptism of the Holy Ghost are 
fanatical and have brought discredit upon the experience. It is therefore 
to be shunned by all.

If this argument were applied to all our Christian walk, how little of 
God’s grace there would be left! When the sinner exclaims “I once came 
in contact with a professing Christian who turned out to be a hypocrite; 
he professed to be filled with Christ’s love, yet he cheated his neighbors; 
he professed much in church and lived none of his professions at home; I 
am therefore through with Christianity forever,” what do you think of his 
judgment?

With such a one you sit down and reason. You say: “Brother, the fact 
that one professes to live for Christ and fails, or is a charlatan, is no reason 
for you to lose your own soul. Fix your eyes upon the Christ. He is the 
great example. If everyone in the whole world fails to live the life, that does 
not change the Bible standard or lessen the privileges of the saints.”

Yet, ofttimes the very Christian worker who speaks so reasonably to 
the sinner, will himself stumble at the same stone, refusing the deeper 
walk in the Spirit because he has known another to have gone off the track 
and failed God.

The fact that Simon the Sorcerer, in the eighth chapter of Acts, was 
a disgrace to the gospel preached so purely by Peter and John, did not 
stumble others or keep them from the blessing.

The fact that Ananias and Sapphira lied to the Holy Ghost and came 
to a terrible end, only caused the true light to shine the brighter by com-
parison and brought multitudes of believers to the church.

Argument number ten was found in a book which has just come to my 
hand upon the subject of the Holy Spirit. It is written by one who senses 
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There is a definite Baptism of the Spirit, and that term is the correct  is a definite Baptism of the Spirit, and that term is the correct  is
one to use in describing the definite incoming of the Spirit. Remember 
Matthew 3:11: “I indeed baptize you with water...He shall baptize you with 
the Holy Ghost and with fire.”

The Baptism of the Holy Spirit does come at a definite specific time, 
for note the words of Christ Jesus: “John truly baptized with water: but ye 
shall be baptized with the Holy Ghost not many days hence.”

Referring back to the experience of Pentecost and the Baptism of the 
Spirit, the disciples always spoke of that one specific time: “giving them 
the Holy Ghost, even as He did unto us.” They did not refer to innumer-
able fillings enjoyed by the child of God at the Father’s Throne, but to that 
one definite time of His glorious incoming.

Oh, that we might cast aside all arguments and excuses, all reservations 
and quibblings and receive the Holy Ghost as they received Him of old!

How then would our churches be revolutionized! How then would 
the vats overflow with wine and oil! How the altars would overflow with 
converts, and the pews with the praises of the Coming King! The desert 
would blossom as the rose; pools would spring forth in the wilderness, and 
floods in the dry land!

other words, the recipient may pray in the languages of the nations or in 
the language of Heaven, addressing his petitions to God in the tongue 
which is used by those about the Throne. His songs in the Spirit (1 Cor. 
14:15) may blend with those of angelic choirs.

11. The Holy Spirit is but an influence and may be received by measure. One 
may receive a portion at conversion, and be further filled at sanctifica-
tion. He may have frequent fillings and refillings of the Spirit. Therefore 
there is no definite or specific “Baptism of the Spirit.” “Baptism” denotes 
a specific act at a specific time; “filling” denotes a progressive experience. 
One should therefore discourage the use of the term “baptism,” and sub-
stitute “infilling of the Spirit.”

There are three in the Godhead: Father, Son and Holy Spirit. The Holy 
Spirit is more than an influence; He is the third Person of the Godhead. 
Jesus Christ never referred to the Spirit as “it,” but as “He.”

He did not say, “It, when it is come, will lead you into all truth.” “It 
will take the things of mine and reveal them unto you.” He used the third 
personal pronoun, saying, “If I depart; I will send Him unto you. And 
when He is come, He will reprove the world of sin, and of righteousness, 
and of judgment.”

There is but one Lord, one Faith, and one Baptism. There may be 
many fillings. But the Baptism of the Holy Spirit is the coming upon one 
from on High, of that glorious Spirit of God, Who enters to abide for-
ever. The fillings which occur thereafter constitute not a coming in from 
“without,” but a rising up of the Spirit from “within.”

When the baptized child of God kneels to pray, the Spirit takes the 
things of Christ and reveals them unto Him. Calvary is made real, vital, 
precious. The heart is blessed beyond measure. The Spirit is quickened 
and the joy of the Lord bubbles up within his heart and life until he is filled 
with spiritual ecstasy which overflows in torrents of praise and testimony.

That man has not received a fresh Baptism, but a fresh filling, and that 
blessing was not from without but from within. Out of his innermost being innermost being innermost
flow rivers of Living Water.
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Stiff, still, frigid! Not an “Amen!” Not a “Hallelujah!” No real revival 
spirit. Deserted altars! Half-empty pews! Singing,’ “Hark from the tombs 
a doleful sound,” and “How tedious and tasteless the hours.” No all-night 
prayer meetings. No old-fashioned calling upon God with travail of spirit. 
Dead, and don’t know it!

On the right hand, burn the wild-fires of Fanaticism.

On fire for God; but ofttimes having “zeal without knowledge.” Ringing 
Hallelujahs and earnestness of spirit; but lacking a balanced understanding 
of the harmony of the Scriptures; prone to be overbalanced upon the side 
of manifestations and side issues; minus due teaching and regard for the 
broader and more complete concepts of Christian vision and soul winning.

They have the light upon the Baptism of the Spirit. Many, indeed, were 
once filled with the Spirit; but they have so far over-emphasized manifes-
tations, perhaps in an effort to offset the coldness with which the matter 
has been treated by the formal churches, that they have quite departed 
from world evangelism in its broader sense.

They are good people; but they have gotten themselves cornered in 
the Upper Room Missions and the Basement Halls. The city at large has 
never heard their message. All that the world knows of their existence is 
that somewhere there is an organization of fervent people who have mock-
ingly been referred to as “Holy Rollers,” or some such ill-fitting term.

But as to sane, powerful, acceptable, resultful, soul winning in the 
busy marts of civic life, they have apparently never had the vision. They 
have never tapped the great central stream of that arresting Evangelism 
which is city reaching and community shaking in scope and message.

They are perhaps in the position of Peter, when, with James and John, 
he had beholden the glory of the Lord upon the Mount of Transfiguration. 
Overcome with rapture and joy in the Divine Presence, they have cried 
out from their Pentecostal Mount: “Lord it is good for us to be here: if 
thou wilt, let us make here three tabernacles; one for thee, and one for 
Moses, and one for Elias” (Matt. 17:4).

C H A P T E R  1 4

The Middle of the Road

For God hath not given us the spirit of fear; but 

of power, and of love, and of a sound mind.

2 Timothy 1:7

God is not the author of confusion, but of peace, as 

in all churches of the saints…. Wherefore, brethren, 

covet to prophesy, and forbid not to speak with tongues. 

Let all things be done decently and in order.

1 Corinthians 14:33, 39, 40

When a little girl, I frequently amused myself by walking the steel 
tracks of the railroad. Watchful concentration was needed to keep one’s 
balance. One could not lean long in one or the other direction without 
falling off into the gully by the side of the road.

Now, grown older, I find myself still walking a narrow road. Watchful 
concentration, coupled with the balancing rod of Prayer and the Word, 
are necessary to maintain one’s equilibrium and avoid stepping off on 
either side of the road.

On the left hand lie the icebergs of Formalism.
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a heavenly vision and understanding which serves as a charmed mantle 
making it possible to live in the, world without being of it.

God’s children were never intended to abide in the Upper Room! It is 
not a place of permanent residence. It is a filling station, a power house!

Our business is not building three tabernacles upon a Mount. Our duty 
is to be filled with the Spirit, to receive a clear vision of the Transfigured 
One, then return to the sinful and the needy in the valley, with a clearer 
eye, a steadier hand, a more loving and understanding heart; to return to 
practical service for the Master.

Glorious as is the experience and the revelation received in the Upper 
Room, where heavenly skies are opened before adoring, prayerful eyes, 
that alone is not the goal of the Christian soul winner. Our business upon 
earth, after we are equipped for service, is to go out and go on with the 
work.

Ours is a stupendous task! The most tremendous undertaking ever 
blueprinted for man or angel has been given us! We are called upon to evan-
gelize the world, to preach the gospel unto every creature; to Christianize 
all nations and reach the uttermost fringes of earth’s remotest shore.

So here we are.
On the left hand—Formalism. On the right hand—Fanaticism. The 

Refrigerator or the Wild-fire, which will you choose?
Indeed, there is little choice between being spiritually frozen to death 

or being consumed with fanatical fire. But, thank God, one need not 
take either the path over the frozen, immobile peaks, or the burning but 
unprogressive hills.

There is a middle-of-the-road experience. Down this straight, narrow, 
center line the Foursquare Gospel followers are endeavoring to march in 
sane, Spirit-filled formation.

When God first gave the author the Foursquare Vision, and called her 
to preach and advocate this middle-of-the-road walk, she shuddered away 
from the light!

“O Lord,” she cried, “may I not stand favorably with one side or the 
other? May I not either march on with the Formal, Ritualistic Churches 

Peter was so charmed and delighted with the ecstatic blessing and 
soul-surging glory of the sacred spot that he desired to remain and build. 
Small wonder he longed to dwell and labor there indefinitely. Had he ever 
been so blessedly conscious of God’s presence elsewhere? Could any other 
place be so precious, so inexpressibly filled with God’s glory? Then why 
not leave the plains of men entirely, forget sin’s ugly hold upon life’s valleys 
and dwell for aye upon the Mount of Transfiguration?

But see the Saviour lead the group of three Disciples down the edge 
of the cliff! See Him lead the way down to the multitudes of hungering, 
needy, sin-ridden souls in the valley below!

There stands the man with the epileptic son; yonder are the dying and 
the heavy laden of soul. They are waiting, waiting for the Gospel; waiting 
for the Bread of Life from Heaven. The same situation exists today. Shall 
the sin-sick be denied that we may dwell upon the Mount and experience 
the ecstatic surgings of spiritual seas?

No! A thousand times no! The richest mountain top experience is only 
desirable insofar as it fits the recipient for more practical, level-headed, 
sober, and Spirit-filled soul winning in the valley lands of life!

Thank God for the mountain top experience! Without it we would be 
unfitted for service in the valley. We would be dull, and clad in the somber 
shades of the abysmal sorrows about us. We would be deprived of the shine 
upon the face, the spiritual uplift which sweeps one above the shadows and 
gives one the power to stretch out a firm, strong, sure hand unto others. 
Such exaltation gives perspective, and contrast. It sets a standard of values, 
weights and measures otherwise unattainable.

Thank God for the Upper Room Baptism of the Spirit! Were it not for 
that, one would be sent forth as a soldier without a sword, a lamp without 
oil or flame, a trumpet without a player. One would be as Adam, moulded 
and shapen into the image of God, but lacking the breath which gives the 
spark of life.

The Baptism of the Holy Spirit, received on those upper plains of 
blessing, means power for service, flooding, warm-bosomed rivers of 
sermon, song and praise with which to woo the valley dweller to Christ; 
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She is compromising. She quenches the manifestations of the Spirit! She is 
placing her hand on the Ark to steady it and will come to some dire end!”

“Too Pentecostal!” one cried. “Too Churchey!” the other wailed.
“Too Pentecostal!” “Too Churchey!” With each administering a 

resounding slap from pulpit and pen, there was good support on each side 
and one was enabled to keep an even equilibrium without unwonted effort.

It was necessary to keep the eyes straight ahead upon the Word of 
God. Laboring under the impression that Jesus Christ is the same yester-
day, today and forever, and that the Holy Spirit’s power is still available 
to the church of the hour, and that He is not the Author of confusion but 
of peace, as in all the churches, faith mounted and claimed the promises. 
Surely one could still have the old time Power and yet all the sober, rea-
soning powers with which to grapple with the situations of the day in 
which we live.

At first it was a lonely walk. Both sides naturally eyed me as I launched 
those first evangelistic campaigns after adopting this policy of modera-
tion. God was gracious, and His Word was glorious in accomplishing that 
whereunto it was sent, so that it was granted favor with sinner and saint. 
The great national auditoriums, some of them holding as many as four-
teen and sixteen thousand, were filled to capacity, sometimes at three ses-
sions a day. Sinners came to the altars by the thousand, sick were healed 
and beds deserted by erstwhile invalids.

When I looked up from my task of pointing tearful men and women 
to the Christ, I made the heartening discovery that I was no longer alone! 
Godly men and women by the tens of thousands were scrambling up the 
embankment at both sides and marching on in the middle path!

They came from the churches, saying: “Here is a gospel of power 
which, while sacrificing none of the old foundation truths of the inspira-
tion of the Scriptures, the Virgin Birth of our Lord, the Atonement, the 
Resurrection, the Born Again experience, etc., is scripturally sane.”

They who had been turned out or frozen out of the Churches, came 
from Mission and Cottage Prayer-meetings, saying: “Here are all the old 
fundamental truths of the church, coupled with the power of Pentecost, 

or throw in my lot completely with the present day Pentecostal ranks? 
May I not so preach and conduct my services that either one or the other 
of these two sides will whole-heartedly own and sponsor me?”

But the Lord had chalked out a line for her feet, a line which, run-
ning betwixt and between the two, constitutes a medium of communi-
cation between the opposite camps, which have erstwhile been standing 
off and eyeing each other with a baneful look of disapproval and even 
condemnation.

A line, banked and supported on the left hand by the orthodoxy and 
glorious fundamental facts and teachings upon which denominations, now 
grown cold, were once founded in the fervent days of their infancy; and 
on the right hand by the power and glory bestowed in Pentecostal fullness 
upon those who tarry for the infilling.

A line, retaining all the fundamentals of the Faith, but coupling with 
them the power of the Spirit where-by to make proclamation thereof. A 
line, advocating moderation and power under control; a line, contending 
that the same powerful but sensible and resultful gospel as that which 
crowned the labors of the early church, can be advanced and preached 
successfully today.

When the Lord first called the author to walk down this line, it 
seemed to require all of the old balancing powers of walking those steel 
rails of childhood days. The path promised to be a very lonely one, as but 
few stood forth thereon at that time. But maintaining a balance proved to 
be not as difficult as it had at first seemed. There was such good support 
on either side! There were many strong hands to uphold one—smiting 
hands!

God bless them! On the one side they of the denominations rose up 
to smite and said:

“Sister McPherson is too radical! She is too literal in interpreting 
the Bible; too Pentecostal in method and preaching. She borders on the 
fanatical.”

Whilst upon the other hand they of the Mission Hall and Upper Room 
of present day Pentecostal ranks cried out: “Oh, Sister is not Pentecostal! 
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each other and center the thoughts of all upon the one main issue, soul 
winning.

Choosing the text, “He that winneth souls is wise,” I proceeded to set 
forth what I considered the vital need of the hour, a real awakening to the 
value of the soul, the unveiling of our eyes to the need of the whitened har-
vest field and the glorious reward of the faithful at the end of life’s short day.

I besought all to lay aside every prejudice and join hands and efforts 
in the great cause of preaching Christ and Him crucified, unto the lost. 
I told the story of the little boy who was lost in the great wheat fields of 
Canada, and of the frantic but futile manner in which the two hundred 
laborers and neighbors banded together to search for the little one. But in 
their search they criss-crossed each other and none was able to locate the 
little toddler, until at last one man had a brilliant idea.

“Men,” he said, “we have been working at cross-purposes this way. Let 
us stop searching in this single and independent manner. Let us join hands 
and walk straight across the field and we shall find him shortly.”

This they did, making a great unbroken line of searchers. The child 
was soon found and joy overflowed. “Amens” came rolling in from every 
side of the mighty Forum.

The Christian workers from both elements began to say to one 
another: “That’s it!” “That’s exactly what we need.” “Why this is not an 
irrational or a fanatical doctrine. We all know that we need more power 
by which to accomplish this great task of soul winning!”

It was then that I did a very daring thing. Impressed that the Lord was 
in the midst and that His dear Spirit was dealing with men and women 
concerning their soul’s salvation, even though this was but an introductory 
talk to line up workers for the evangelistic campaign which was scheduled 
to begin that night, I gave an altar call.

No sooner had the altar been opened for sinners to become converts 
of the Christ than they began to pour down the aisles. They came from 
balconies and from the main floor, trooping toward the front.

So fearful was I that the enemies of the Spirit-filled life might say that 
“excitement” brought them to the altar, or that I was hypnotizing them or 

drawing men and women to full altars, awakening city-wide, yea world-
wide interest, and creating respect for this Holy Ghost ministry. Here is 
church sanctity and reverence combined, without sacrifice of the power of 
the Spirit.”

And now a veritable army marches upon the middle road! Methodist, 
Baptist, Episcopalian, Salvationist, Pentecostal, Congregationalist, 
Mormon, Catholic and Jew are scrambling up the steep sides of the 
embankments to the middle of the road, catching up the Foursquare 
banners and striding forward, proclaiming Jesus Christ the Saviour, the 
Baptizer with the Holy Spirit, the Great Physician, and the soon Coming 
King.

Perhaps I should be more explicit in explaining just what is meant by 
the middle road walk. Here is a concrete example:

Some years ago I was called by an Interdenominational Committee 
to conduct a Foursquare Campaign in the Forum at Wichita, Kansas. 
Anticipation and preparations were at flood tide. Only one great handi-
cap, the usual one, was facing us. The new middle of the road policy had 
been taken but shortly prior to this and the church folk were saying to the 
members of the Committee on arrangements:

“You will see shortly that Sister McPherson will conduct her meetings 
in an unseemly and fanatical order. People will be rolling on the floor at 
the altar, men and women screaming and calling it praising the Lord, etc., 
etc., etc.”

The reader is doubtless aware of the usual fears with which one vests 
all that portends getting back to the old time religion of power, and is 
probably familiar with the usual scarecrows and bugaboos which the devil 
causes to be erected in a hope of keeping God’s children back from their 
real inheritance.

Of these warnings to my friends I was conscious, and was determined 
to hold to the center of the road. The time of the first service arrived.

It was Sunday afternoon and the entire building was packed to capac-
ity! I chose a disarming subject, intended to win both factions to a sensible 
and central viewpoint which would get them within speaking distance of 
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shaking from head to foot, as I grasped her shoulder and said in a low but 
desperate voice: “Sister, in the Name of the Lord, stop!” It was necessary 
for me to speak to her several times in order to gain her silent attention.

Then she looked up into my face with an expression so utterly horri-
fied that it would have been amusing had the situation not been so tragi-
cally grave. “Why! Sister McPherson!” she gasped, “You are quenching 
the Holy Spirit!”

In my relief I laughed nervously, thankful that she had stopped scream-
ing even to scold me. Somehow I had managed to start another song and 
the meeting was going on, though all eyes were turned in our general 
direction.

“Sister dear,” I replied, “I have not grieved the Holy Spirit! Possibly I 
have grieved your spirit but not His. What in the world are you screaming 
for?”

“Why I was praising the Lord!” she replied, surprised. “I was praising 
the Lord that He had brought all those unsaved people to the altar. Why 
I have not seen so many converts at one time in my life!”

For a moment I thought she was going to start again.
“But, Sister,” I reasoned. “Look about you now. The altars are empty. 

They were frightened almost out of their wits, and those who were in the 
aisles timidly making their way to Christ are returned in confusion to 
their places. The altar call is ruined and the enemy is pleased.”

She was instantly penitent. “Oh! I am sorry!” she gasped.
“Sister,” I pressed home my opportunity of reasoning with so evi-

dently a reasonable and spiritual woman, “Sister, you do love the Lord, 
don’t you?”

“Oh,” she answered, “indeed I do!”
“Of course you do,” I replied, “and you love to praise Him. But sup-

pose now that you could see the Lord’s visible presence this afternoon, 
suppose for a moment that He was sitting here on this chair.” I indicated 
an empty altar chair near her. “And supposing that you desired to praise 
and worship Him, would you kneel reverently before Him and sob out: 
‘Jesus, I adore and worship Thee. Hallelujah to Thy Holy Name! With all 

make some such ridiculous charge by way of explaining away this marked 
sign of God’s approval, that I fell down upon my knees by the altar and 
simply remained with closed eyes leading the audience in that glorious 
song of invitation:

“Just as I am without one plea,
But that Thy blood was shed for me,
And that Thou bidst me come to Thee,
O Lamb of God, I come!”

The altars were filling rapidly as men and women came to kneel before 
the Christ who said: “Him that cometh unto Me I will in no wise cast 
out.” My heart was bursting with happiness. Others were coming down 
the aisles. The spirit of the meeting was quickened, joy shone upon faces 
everywhere. Here was God’s stamp of approval upon His own Word.”

Then suddenly it happened! At the sound which assailed my ears, it 
seemed as though every drop of blood in my veins congealed.

A large woman with amply proportioned lungs, overcome with emo-
tion and joy at the sight of men and women kneeling at the “altars for con-
version, suddenly threw herself back in the front seat where she had been 
seated and emitted one cry after another.

“O-o-o-o-o-o—oh!” she cried, following one shout with another as 
quickly as she could draw her breath between times. “O-o-o-o-o-o—oh!” 
She did not shout “Praise the Lord” or cry “Hallelujah,” she just screamed.

Startled penitents at the altar leaped to their feet and looked about 
wildly. Those in the aisles, en route to the altar, turned about and went 
back to their seats. The audience arose and heads were turned to see what 
was wrong.

They who had just been waiting for some such thing to happen, said: 
“There now, didn’t I tell you so?”

I have never been able to remember how I got off the platform and 
reached that dear woman on the front seat. I only know that one moment 
I was kneeling there by the pulpit and the next I was standing beside her, 
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hour of service is too long: nothing is too much trouble. They preach in 
the factory and the foundry at noon, visit the fatherless and the widows in 
distress. They pray beside the hospital bed, clothe the naked and feed the 
hungry.

In other words, the Upper Room is the power house the Mount of 
Transfiguration, as it were. The Church and the field constitute the great 
harvest land and the Spirit-filled are winners of souls therein quiet moder-
ate, efficient, spiritual workers.

“Power under control.” Perhaps those words most nearly describe 
tersely that which I am endeavoring to say in this chapter.

Let us take a homely example: An electric light and power wire prop-
erly strung and insulated, is of immeasurable benefit to the community. It 
bears light, heat and power. But let that same wire fall to the street where 
pedestrians are walking, and it will work incalculable havoc and do irrepa-
rable injury to life and limb.

“But if I feel the power of the Spirit, I’m not going to quench the Spirit 
for anyone,” a certain brother once said a little defiantly.

“My Brother,” I answered. “I have an automobile standing across the 
street yonder which is said to be capable of developing a speed of at least 
one hundred miles per hour. When I am driving it I feel the power of the 
motor responding to the accelerator beneath my foot. But does that give 
me the right to step on the gas and tear down the main thoroughfares of 
this city at the risk of the life and limb of pedestrians or other motorists?”

The answer was apparent, and he acknowledged it.
“The spirits of the prophets are subject to the prophets. For God is 

not the author of confusion, but of peace, as in all churches of the saints” 
(1 Cor. 14:33).

One can touch a match to a bucket of gasoline and cause an explosion 
that will wreck everything in the vicinity. Or one can place that same 
bucket of gasoline in the tank of an automobile and run the car for several 
miles on the power derived therefrom.

So one can explode all his blessings at once and be dry thereafter, or 
conserve that spiritual power for the edification of the saints, the salvation 

my heart I thank Thee and praise Thee,’ or would you be apt to bring your 
face close to His divine ear and scream at Him?”

Instantly she saw the point and had the grace to clasp my hand and 
smile up through her tears: “Say no more! I see it all now! You will have no 
further trouble with me.”

And I did not. She became my official “Amen Corner” and was one of 
the most sensible, spiritual workers in the thronged and successful campaign 
which followed. This is simply one incident which illustrates my point.

The dear people on the strongly demonstrative side need teaching, 
and respond to reason. They love the Lord dearly, they are filled with 
the Spirit, but lack wisdom in moderation. By ungoverned manifestations 
of the aforesaid type, the general public has been repelled rather than 
attracted to the work. And yet, when teaching is given along the line of 
all things being done to the edifying of the church,” they are amenable to 
reason.

Perhaps the reason that fanaticism has crept in among the ranks 
of those on the one hand, is because they were forced to leave the cold 
churches and conduct their meetings throughout the whole world in cot-
tages and mission halls without the sound teachers which should have 
been theirs had the Spirit been welcomed into the churches.

The moment the Foursquare Program, with the middle of the road 
course, was outlined, a multitude came swinging to the ranks of Spirit-
filled soul winning. We have our tarrying meetings for the Baptism of the 
Holy Spirit first, and counsel all to be endued with power for service.

And the power does fall! Streaming down from Heaven in great floods 
of glory, the Spirit mightily baptizes those who seek Him. The Upper 
Room is the scene of old time Pentecostal demonstration and power. 
Saints are swept down under the power of God and; filled with the Spirit, 
they speak with other tongues as did they of the Upper Room so long ago.

Then coming down into the valley of service in the church, their faces 
are lighted by the shining of His presence. Their testimonies ring with 
assurance. Their prayers reach up and grip the very Throne of God. They 
are tireless, unselfish and humble workers. No burden is too great, no 
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The Balanced Gospel

And they came unto him, bringing one sick 

of the palsy, which was borne of four.

Mark 2:3

The episode of the sick man, borne of four, and laid down at the Saviour’s 
feet, presents a vivid portrayal of the necessity of preaching a balanced Gospel.

There he lay—paralyzed, palsied, hopeless, and helpless! Nothing to 
look forward to but ultimate relief at the hand of the grim reaper! Unable 
to lift himself off his rude bed; a misery to himself and to everyone about 
him—the paralytic of Mark 2:3.

Then one day his neighbors came unto him. Their faces were lighted 
with a new glow and their voices a-ring with earnestness. A Teacher had 
appeared in the Village—a Man in a white and a seamless dress.

His voice was vital and lifegiving, as a clear invigorating mountain 
stream. His eyes were those of One who, having climbed above the eternal 
snow-lines of earth, beholds ever the white peak and pinnacles of Eternity. 
His teachings were not bounded by the narrow confines of life. His smile 
was fair as the dawn, and dominant as the sun.

Upon His shoulders He carried the burdens of the world, with the 
apparent ease with which a mountain brooding o’er the sea carried its 
myriad pines.

of precious souls and the tender, forgiving spirit of the Master wrought out 
in a daily consistent life.

On the other side, the trouble with many ministers and laymen is this: 
they look upon some ungoverned life, and immediately cast the entire 
subject aside, and refuse to have anything to do with the Baptism of the 
Holy Ghost.

That which we have learned and proven to our own complete satisfac-
tion through the years, is that it is possible to have the Pentecostal Baptism 
of the Spirit and have therewith the spirit of love and of power and of a 
sound mind.

Common sense and the rule of the Word should always be the guide 
of the Spirit-filled life. One should ever ask one’s heart, “Is this to the edi-
fication of the church? Will this draw a soul closer to the Lord? Will that 
cause the sinner to be attracted to the Christ of Calvary?”

If this plumb line is dropped down beside our spiritual life, its mea-
surements will be those of God’s own planning, and the unlearned and 
the unbeliever shall have no occasion to say of those in assembly: “Ye are 
mad” (1 Cor. 14:23).

One can always tell genuine from counterfeit. That which is of the 
Spirit will bear the stamp of Spirit-empowered soul winning.
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upon that pallet. The four men with the four ropes are like the four phases 
of the Foursquare Gospel: Salvation, Divine Healing, The Baptism of the 
Holy Spirit, and the Second Coming of the Lord.

Behold that palsied invalid! Inert, desolate, his voice as the thin, faint 
song of the wind when it wearily sighs in the grass. His eyes hollows of 
sickness, his dank, colorless hair clinging unto his ashen cheek like sea-
weed to a clam. Despondency clothes him like a garment; dead while he 
liveth. Yet no more hopeless is he than is the world bound by the chains 
of disease and sin.

The four ropes let the palsied man down into the presence of Christ 
and the four cords of the Foursquare Gospel can and will support the sick 
world into the presence of the Lord today.

But had anyone of the four men pulled harder upon one rope than 
upon another, the bed upon which the sick lay would have become unbal-
anced and, to his great injury, he would have been unceremoniously spilled 
off. So with the preaching of the Foursquare message. The ropes must be 
kept even, if we are not to spill our “man.”

For instance, some people with an unbalanced Gospel, get the light 
of the Second Coming of Christ and preach it to the exclusion of all else. 
Finally, through confining their studies and their sermons to this phase 
of the Gospel alone, they become sidetracked. Some have gone to such 
extremes as that of setting dates announcing the time of His blessed 
returning. As a matter of fact the Lord Himself declared concerning His 
second appearing: “But of that day and hour knoweth no man, no, hot the 
angels of heaven, but my Father only” (Matt. 24:36).

Some of these good people have even gone so far afield as to dispose of 
their possessions and go forth at a given hour expecting the Lord to come 
for them.

Now, children of the Lord who do things of this nature must surely 
be good earnest people at heart. Anyone who is able to go forth with a 
cleansed heart knowing that should the Lord appear at that moment he is 
ready and longing to greet Him, must be good. But they are off balance 
and out of form.

They had seen Him heal the sick. They had witnessed His restoration 
of sight to the blind. They had heard the cries of joy as light and sight 
poured into the afflicted eyes. They had watched with utmost fascination 
as the leper had unbound his bandages and found that he was cleansed. 
They had seen the lame cast aside crutches and the very dead rise to life 
again.

There was no doubt of it, this man called Jesus was none other than 
the Messiah, the Son of the living God! They would carry their impotent 
neighbor unto Him forthwith, and the Master would make him whole.

Four neighbors took hold of the four corners of the bed and carried 
the man through the streets.

When they came to the house where the Master was teaching and 
healing, the crowds so clustered about the door that they were as utterly 
unobservant of them and of their burden as swarming bees upon a queen-
inhabited bough.

Oh, how they listened to Jesus! Listened with all their hearts, and 
peace filled their souls. It was as though they had entered into an infinite 
tranquility. Their hearts beat as one with the heart of God, their breath-
ing like that of a sea at rest.

Glorious, Heaven-revealing, soul-searching, hope-kindling words 
poured from His great heart into theirs, fluent as a rill that cascades silver-
footed down a hill.

There was apparently no hope of loosing their thoughts or eyes from 
the dear Figure which stood straight and tall and fragrant as a lily in their 
midst.

Then it was that they bethought themselves of the roof and sur-
mounted their difficulties. For truly when the soul sets out to seek its 
Maker, thronging difficulties impose themselves about the door. Taking 
up a square of roof, they lowered the bed down unto the presence of the 
Lord by the sensible expedient of four cords which they attached securely 
to the four corners of the bed.

What a picture of the mission of the Foursquare Gospel! The palsied 
man is the world, sick miserable and helpless, as was the poor man who lay 
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But let us keep a balanced Gospel, else by pulling too hard on the one 
cord we shall tip to the side of fanaticism.

Thank God there is a balanced Gospel, a Four-square Gospel, which 
bears the suffering world into the healing arms of the Great Physician! 
And it is possible to keep those cords even and successfully convey the 
needy thereby unto Him, who is still the Great I Am.

What must have been the sick man’s feeling when he gazed up through the 
midst of struggling tears which strove for an outlet and beheld that smil-
ing incarnation of loveliness, Jesus the Christ!

It must have seemed that the spell of a deathless dream was upon him! 
The eyes of the Master were smiling down, melting like the stars in June. 
See Him!

Hope floods his poor heart, the hand of the Lord is stretching out to 
clasp his own lifeless one. It is held in a strong, warm grasp.

New life is tingling along his awakening senses. He trembles as a leaf 
that blows upon a mountain. He lifts his weary head a mite, his eyes riv-
eted upon that wondrous down bending, smiling face. He is as a flower 
after a drought that drinks in the steady falling rain. All his thoughts run 
into tears, like sunshine into rain.

He is alive again! He is filled with life! He is standing upon his feet 
shouting, laughing, crying, praising the Lord, embracing his fellows. 
Christ has made him whole!

What a glorious, powerful, complete Gospel the Lord hath given us! It 
is a gospel for body, soul and spirit, and prepares the heart for the coming 
of the Lord. May we then be ever yielded unto His blessed Spirit, and with 
all obedience and humbleness of mind rightly divide the Word of Truth, 
that about us once more the weak may be made strong, and the disconso-
late be filled with joy.

Likewise, some who have the light upon the subject of Divine Healing 
preach that one subject to the exclusion of all else, and go in for healing 
missions without the attendant preaching of heart preparation through 
acceptation of Christ the Saviour.

They fail to observe the Scripture, “Lay hands suddenly on no man,” 
and pray for the sick without teaching the way of faith through repentance 
and obedience. The result is that the one prayed for goes away saying: “So 
and so prayed for me, and I was not healed.” Or more often he is apt to 
say: “So and so, the healer, gave me a treatment but there is nothing in it. 
I didn’t think it would do me any good and it didn’t! Still it cost nothing 
and I thought I might as well try it.”

This is what we term “spilling the man off” and usually does more harm 
than good. He came without the slightest knowledge of the Scriptures 
upon the subject of the Great Physician. He rested his hopes for healing 
not upon the Word or upon faith in Christ, but in the one who prayed for 
and ministered unto him, and therefore was not healed. God will not give 
His glory to another.

Then, too, there are those who have the light upon the Baptism of the 
Holy Spirit. Once they have this glorious message poured into their hearts 
and minds they are apt to preach it to the exclusion of the Evangelistic and 
Missionary themes. Like Peter, James and John they desire to abide upon 
the mountain and never come down. The result is an increased feasting 
upon the ecstatic and the fleshly manifestations. A meeting has lost its 
charm for them unless there is a great abundance of spiritual emotion.

“How was the meeting last night?” we ask.
“Oh glorious!” comes the answer.

“So-and-so just danced with joy; So-and-so had a message in the 
Spirit; So-and-so had a vision.” “Splendid! But how many were at the 
altar seeking salvation?”
“Oh, it wasn’t that kind of a meeting, Sister, but we had a glorious time!”
Of course they did and the service of edification of the saints is not only 

glorious but vitally necessary.
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Often have I pictured him coming back and apologizing to his friends 
thus: “Friend, in your journey you have come to me for food and succor; 
but I have nothing to set before you.”

And oft in fancy have I heard that hungry one reply: “But what shall 
I do? To whom else shall I turn but to thee? You are God’s child. You are 
supposed to have the food and the sustenance to give me. If you fail, then 
whither shall I turn?”

“I tell you I have nothing to set before you. But wait, I have a friend 
who has enough and to spare. I will go to him, borrow three loaves and 
return quickly. Tarry here for me.”

Away he flew down the moonlit highway, ne’er stopping until he came 
to the portal of the house of plenty. There he knocked and knocked at the 
door until he received the loaves he sought.

What is the meaning of this parable? The meaning is this. We are the 
Church of Jesus Christ. Hungry, starving, needy, the World is knocking 
at our door.

“O Church, I am an hungered. I long for something that will satisfy. I 
am sinful; I am sick; I am needy. Have you aught with which to satisfy my 
hungry heart? Can you offer me one ray of hope? I am bound with sins 
and habits and appetites which I have no power to break. Has the Church 
power to break these chains and set me free?”

“Just a moment, World, and I will see.”
Away we haste to look upon our shelves of faith supply, and how often, 

alas! we are like “Old Mother Hubbard who went to the cupboard, to get 
her poor dog a bone. When she got there the cupboard was bare, and 
so the poor dog had none.” Returning, we are obliged to say: “I am very 
sorry, but you see we do not believe in old-fashioned altar calls any more, 
or in people getting down and crying and praying through until they find 
that born again experience. However, if you will just sign this card; shake 
hands with the pastor and join this church, we will do the best we can for 
you and give you a real church home.”

“But I am so hungry!” cries the World. “I long for the old time power 
that can miraculously change the life. And I am sick! Tell me, Church, 

In order to bear the world to Christ we, as ministering neighbors, need 
the four ropes. We need a Foursquare Gospel—a Gospel filled with the 
Holy Ghost.

This is absolutely the message of the hour. This is the dispensation of 
the Holy Ghost. This is the Lord’s great call to His Church to arise, shake 
her garments from the dust and get back to God’s fullness. And He honors 
that message with His power and presence.

The difficulty is that so many who speak upon this subject, 
preach a negative rather than a positive message. No sooner do they 
announce the subject and get launched in the theme, than they begin 
to say: “Now, it must be remembered that one does not receive the 
Holy Ghost today as did the believers in the Bible days. Just come for-
ward and kneel at the altar a moment. Now, do you desire the Holy 
Ghost?”

“Yes! Oh yes!”
“Now quietly and without any emotion or feeling, do you receive the 

Holy Ghost by faith?”
“Y-y-yes, at least I am trying to.”
“Well then you may rise and thank God for it. Now you have received 

the Holy Ghost, and that’s all there is to it.”
“Have I been filled with the Spirit now?”
“Yes, only you don’t know it. Just go on now and from day to day, it 

will sort of grow upon you.”
But oh, it does not work that way! Brother and Sister, let us cast aside 

our modern twentieth century method! Let us discard it and scrap it as 
useless, as a tried and proven failure, and let us get back to the mighty 
Baptism of Bible days.

In a certain parable, the Lord has told us about a man whose friend 
came to him at night, asking food to appease his hunger. Going to his 
cupboard, the man discovered his shelves to be bare.
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Come, Church! Come! Let us join hands and speed down the road and 
never stop until we beat with importunate hands upon the portals of the 
Almighty.

Rap! Rap! Rap! “Awake, O Friend, most high and glorious!”
Instantly the window of Heaven is opened and the voice of the Master 

is heard.
“I am awake, my child. Behold, I neither slumber nor sleep. What can I 

do for you down there, importunate one? What is it you seek in these wee 
small hours of the morning?”

“O Saviour dear! A friend of mine in His journey is come, and I have 
nothing to set before him. The World, sick, sinful, heavy laden, stands 
on my threshold with outstretched hands, and my cupboard of faith is 
bare. Modernism will not fill him. Higher criticism is but chaff that will 
not assuage his appetite. Coldness and formality can never bring him a 
satisfying portion. I have nothing—nothing—nothing! Friend! Friend, I 
pray Thee, arise and give me that of which I stand in need! Please send 
unto me three loaves, and I shall take them down to my pulpit and there 
dispense them to the hungry. Salvation, Divine Healing, the Baptism of 
the Holy Spirit; the possession of a Triune God for a triune man are the 
loaves I need. I realize that neither psychology nor reform will satisfy the 
hunger of a seeking heart. Arise! Arise, and from Thy fullness, from out 
Thy bounteous store give me, O Lord, that which I need!”

Hark! Hear His step moving along the upper corridor. His sandaled 
feet are coming down the stepping stones of the starry heavens. The cup-
board door of His promises swings open, the bolt is shot back and the door 
of intercession is flung wide.

There, framed in the glow of eternal light, stands the King of the 
Ages, His outstretched arms o’er-flowing with the Bread of Life. With joy 
we read, “He gave him as many as he had need of.” Oh, I am so glad that 
there is no shortage in God’s pantry!

“Thank you, Friend! Thank you! Thank you! I will go back now and 
give unto the World that of which he stands in need.”

have you any Divine Healing upon your cupboard shelves? In my sickness 
I have become addicted to narcotics and opiates. I feel as though the great 
coils of a serpent are winding about me and crushing my life away! Is there 
any hope for me, O Church? Have you faith to believe that the Lord can 
deliver me instantly from this habit?”

“No—we are sorry for you, but we do not believe such power is for 
today. We have some very nice institutions for such as you, however. 
Perhaps if you will go there they could strap you down for a few weeks, 
and if you live through the ordeal of treatment, you will be better until 
the next temptation comes; and if you have a strong will power you may 
hold out forever.”

“But in my Bible I read of a Lord who casts out unclean spirits and 
heals those who are grievously tormented.”

“Ah, yes; but you don’t understand, my man. Those things took place 
in the Apostolic Day. Things have changed now, you know, and God’s 
cupboard shelves are bare and stripped of all things miraculous. ‘I fear 
there is no divine healing or deliverance such as you mention, left.”

“Then tell me, Church, have you the baptism of the Holy Ghost to 
offer? I have heard about it. It must be wonderful. I saw someone once 
whose face shone, whose voice was vibrant. He seemed filled with the 
glory of God. Could you give me any information as to how I could receive 
the Pentecostal fullness?”

“I am sorry, but our shelves are bare of this also. In fact, we do not 
believe that it is for today.”

“Oh, I am so hungry! I cannot go away unfilled—unfed! Must I go 
back and fill my being with the husks the swine do eat, and feed upon the 
pleasures of the earth? Must I be content with a mere profession when I do 
long for real possession?”

“Just a moment, World. Just a moment. You have caught us unpre-
pared, but we have a Friend called Jesus Christ, Who is the same yester-
day, today and forever, and we are assured that in His storehouse there is 
plenty. Tarry here a moment until we go and ask Him for a full supply.”
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A Revival in The Graveyard

The hand of the Lord was upon me, and carried me out in the 

spirit of the Lord, and set me down in the midst of the valley 

which was full of bones, and caused me to pass by them round-

about: and, behold, there were very many in the open valley; and 

lo, they were very dry. And he said unto me, Son of man, can 

these bones live? And I answered O Lord God, Thou knowest.

Ezekiel 37:1-3

Ezekiel! The very name is synonymous with fire, force, fervor!
Like some fiercely flaming firebrand, his life, his word stand sharply 

silhouetted against the sable blackness of spiritual darkness and perfidy! 
He lived in a day of retrogression and backsliding.

Israel, who had once marched as an army with banners, shields of faith 
gleaming in the sunlight of God’s abiding smile; Israel, whose tabernacles 
had once been bathed with the Shekinah of Jehovah; whose temples had 
once been so filled with the cloud of God’s glory that the priests could not 
minister; Israel, whose altar fires had gleamed upon a thousand hilltops 
as clear, sweet voices rendering praise as pure and fragrant as the wafted 
incense of their swaying censers —

See him running home. See him cutting the loaves and calling out 
with gusto:

“Come, hungry man! Come right in! Sit down and fill your hungry 
heart to overflowing. You want Salvation? Here is a-plenty. You desire to 
be healed? Here is the loaf. Reach forth your hand and take it. You long 
for the baptism of the Holy Ghost? Here are your three loaves; eat to your 
heart’s content!”

Come Brother! Come Sister! Let us arise and go hand in hand unto 
the Saviour ere another hour shall strike with silver chimes the fading of 
the day. The World in its journey has come to us, and we have naught to 
set before it. Let us arise and beat upon the portals of the Omnipotent 
until He has filled us, thrilled us, permeated us with His Spirit, heaped 
our arms with loaves, and sent us back capable of meeting the diversified 
needs of our present day.

Lord Jesus, breathe upon us now! Sweep from our hearts all that would 
hinder Thy Holy Spirit from having right-of-way! Wash us afresh with 
Thy Precious Blood! Behold, we place ourselves anew upon Thine Holy 
Altar! Bind us to the horns thereof with strong cords of love! Descend 
upon us in flames of fire from out the heavenly altars! Baptize us now with 
power!

Lord, we give to Thee, no matter what the cost, complete right-of-way 
in our lives. We do not seek the popular way, nor are we cutting corners. 
We are not seeking that which will help us to stand high in the opinions 
of the high priests of the synagogue. We are crying unto you for such 
old-fashioned, dynamic, Holy Ghost power as will bring men and women 
unto Thee.

Come, Lord, fill our cup to overflowing! Grant, we pray Thee, that 
such a wave of hunger shall come o’er this congregation that none of us 
shall rest ere we have tarried until we have been endued with power from 
on high, and been sent speeding back to meet the world with the requisite 
for all its needs!
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The grim and grizzly horror of the place, the emotions, the acts of 
Ezekiel, the subsequent revival in the midst of the unburied dead, reach 
out and grip the heart ‘and mind with irresistible fascination.

One pictures him standing there motionless, staring, appalled.
Despair clings to the dank valley like a sodden funeral shroud. 

Dark-visaged vultures couch on peak and precipice, full pouched and 
motionless.

What gusts of melancholy beset the soul of Ezekiel as the dismal chill 
breath from the vale of stagnant death sweep over him! As far as one can 
see in every direction lay gaunt, gloomy skeletons.

Bones! Bones! Bones!
A long slit of daylight, like a pointing finger, brings them into star-

tling whiteness against the dark, rock-ribbed canyon floor.
Could it be that this multitude represented that which was once the 

living, marching, victorious army of God?
Relating the experience later Ezekiel said of the Lord: “He caused me 

to pass by them roundabout; and, behold there were very many in the open 
valley; and, lo, they were very dry.”

Behold there were very many.

The pity of it!
Were there only a few, it would not seem so terrible, but the great num-

ber of these dry bones is astounding. There are so many precious Christians 
in so many churches, in so many climes, that are down in the valley with 
no spiritual strength or meat to cover their frames of profession—nothing 
but bones! bones! bones!

In the open valley.

Neither spade nor pickaxe is needed to discover this kind of bones. They 
are in the open valley. They may be close beside you now.

Israel had fallen! Fallen into idolatry! Had become a worshipper of 
Baal and his satellites.

Her banners once proudly flung o’erhead, lofty as sunrise clouds over 
the mountains of dawn, were now trailing miserably, trampled in the mire 
of retrogression. Flowers of prayer, purer than morning dew, were with-
ered and gray as the ash of a crematory.

Action, progression, and Canaan claiming faith were as stilled and 
choked at the hand of apostasy as is a tree in the grey moss-enmeshed 
forest of the Everglade, funeral-shrouded by the deadly onslaught of the 
cloying, clinging parasites of recrudescent deterioration.

The living, throbbing, vitalized armies of faith which once marched 
valiantly and victoriously o’er hill and plain, had been o’ertaken, stripped 
of strength and shield, and a shadow of their former selves, were but a val-
ley filled with skeletons, a gaunt reminder of their former God-enfolded, 
God-emboldened invincibility.

Rent and torn, the strings from their harps! Stilled and silent, their 
songs and their shouts! The grim, gaunt shadowy pall of chill, silent death 
was everywhere.

Backsliding is not a twentieth century invention. Among those who 
have begun the march toward spiritual kingdoms during past centuries, 
many have fallen out of rank and fainted by the way.

Plentitude oft induces an unhealthy state of satiety. Satiety induces 
torpor and even spiritual death.

To awaken and arouse the backslider to his dead and powerless condi-
tion, it has pleased God to draw strangely striking similes and pictures. 
He has given various visions, vividly depicting the status of those who 
have lost their first love.

The vision which He gave unto Ezekiel revolutionized men and 
nations. Never in history has stranger experience been sent a prophet 
than that which caught him up, carried him out in the Spirit of the 
Lord and set him down in the midst of a valley which was “full of dry 
bones.”
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Have you been placed in a valley, be it home or assembly or neighbor-
hood or workshop, that is filled with dry bones? Is your minister dry? 
Your congregation?

Then God is confronting you today with the same question that faced 
Ezekiel. “Son of man, have you a faith that can cause these dry bones to 
live?”

It is one thing to find fault with and lament deplorable conditions of 
dearth and barrenness. It is quite another thing to have the faith and con-
fidence in God which will bring life and strength and better conditions 
roundabout you.

If you have discovered that you are in the midst of a valley of dry 
bones, stop lamenting and complaining because you are there, and wish-
ing that you had been placed in a different environment on the mountain 
top where revival fires burn and live armies march. Thank God that you 
are alive and that God is alive, and that, as you believe and pray, life will 
banish death in those roundabout you today as surely as it did in the day 
of Ezekiel. Your having been placed in that hard, dry, difficult locality was 
not an accident, not an oversight or a mistake on the part of God. Just as 
surely as the hand of the Lord set Ezekiel down in that valley of drought 
and death, so surely has the hand of your loving Father set you down in 
that valley, or position, or home, or parish. “All things work together for 
good to them that love God; to them who are the called according to His 
purpose” (Rom. 8:28).

And now, having placed you there, He has confronted you with the 
same question with which He confronted Ezekiel: “Have you faith to 
believe and to lay hold upon me, the Life-Giver, and claim abundant life 
for these dry bones?”

“Son of man, can these bones live?” And Ezekiel answered, “Lord, 
thou knowest.” Not an overly enthusiastic answer!

Here again we can sympathize somewhat with the hesitancy of Ezekiel; 
for many children of the Lord have answered the challenge of faith in the 
same way: “Oh, Lord God, Thou knowest! They are very dry! There seems 
to be neither spark of life nor longing. It seems impossible that this church 

And they were very dry.

So dry they could not say “Amen” or “Hallelujah”; so dry they had not said 
“Praise the Lord” for years; so dry that they could neither shout nor clap 
their hands themselves, and would if possible have stopped the shouting 
and rejoicing of everyone else.

So dry there was no real victory in their lives, no ring to their testi-
mony, no sterling worth to their profession—dry! dry! dry!

One can fairly hear the rattle of the bones beneath their cloak of 
profession.

And he said unto me, Son of man, can these bones live?

A staggering question it was with which the Lord confronted Ezekiel—a 
question which would at once stop his murmuring over the dried-up con-
dition of affairs in the bone-yard, and require unlimited hope and faith in 
the resurrected, life-giving power of the Lord.

One sees Ezekiel walking among them, peering down into their cold, 
vacant eye sockets; sees him taking the lethargic hand of a Deacon; peer 
into grim faces immobile as carved masks; beholding the irresolute listless-
ness of their impassive state; lifting his eyes to see the full length of that 
devastating, horrible scene of death; then shaking his head in the negative.

Can these bones live?

As well might a dead leaf demand to return to a tree; a fallen star to return 
unto its blazing constellation; the dead Pharaohs of yesteryear be restored 
unto their crumbled throne; an army slain in heat of battle be expected 
to rise at the general’s command, lively, vivacious, vigorous and forceful.

Surely this was a revival-less valley! Surely these icy, cold, clammy 
hands could never be lifted in worship unto Jehovah, or clapped in His 
exultant and enthusiastic, praise! But, behold! That which is impossible 
with man is possible with God.
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Oh, for the noise of praise and intercession, the sound of an abundance 
of rain, the sound of His chariot wheels upon the mountains, and the stir-
ring in the tops of the mulberry trees!

And as I prophesied there was a noise, and behold, a shaking, and the bones 
came together, bone to his bone.

As Ezekiel prophesied three distinct things took place in the valley of dry 
bones:

1. The noise
2. The shaking
3. The reuniting of the bones

In 1907 the Spirit moved mightily in answer to prayer and all over the 
whole world there was an awakening and bringing to life of innumerable 
valleys of dry bones; there was a noise. Sinners wept their way to Jesus and 
cried aloud: “What shall I do to be saved?”

Believers were filled with the Spirit and shouted the praises of God as 
the Spirit gave utterance. The noise of their joyous praises filled the sky. 
The glimpse which believers caught of the Church Body, and of the plan 
of God to restore the Church to her full Pentecostal power and life caused 
them to cry aloud before the glorious vision.

But hearken! What is this remarkable shaking as of an earthquake, 
which surely and inevitably follows the noise of the Spirit’s outpouring? It 
is the sifting and the testing of the Church.

Who is not willing to ride on the band wagon and help beat the drum 
when the great day of parade is on? It is easy to clap hands and shout 
approval when the day is fair and the throng is applauding!

At the outset of every new awakening, the cradle of religious growth 
is rocked by the hand of enthusiasm. But after the first great noise of con-
quest, “Behold a shaking.”

Has your assembly or the company with which you are wont to wor-
ship, been going through a shaking? Have you personally been subjected 

or these people could ever be brought to a living, definite spiritual place. 
Jesus, increase my faith! Help mine unbelief, for I long to see them live!”

Then He said unto me, prophesy upon these bones and say unto them: Oh, you 
dry bones, hear the word of the Lord God, behold, I will cause breath to enter 
into you, and you shall live.

Poor, dried-up, soul, there is hope for you! Ye who do not believe in noise 
and shouting; ye who do not believe in so much earnest prayer and praise 
to the Lamb; He will cause breath to enter even you and you shall live. 
“Let everything that hath breath praise the Lord.”

So I prophesied as I was commanded.

Ah! there was the secret of the power and success of Ezekiel’s valley proph-
ecy! Do you see it? “As I was commanded.”

Not with enticing words of man’s wisdom, which seemed wise and plau-
sible to Himself; not with words to please and lull his audience into a false 
security, nor yet a self-righteous tirade of condemnation that showed them 
their condition and dryness, and left them thereby more miserable than 
before; but a prophecy that was according to the commandment of the Lord.

Oh, for more Ezekiels who, instead of bringing in side issues, division 
and strife, would prophesy according to the commandment of the Lord! 
Then would we see a shaking in the valley of dry bones, and the wind of 
the Spirit would blow, bringing life to those that slumber.

And as I prophesied there was a noise.

Whilst Ezekiel prophesied, there was a noise. Whilst Peter yet spake, the 
Holy Ghost fell (Acts 10).

Oh that our words might be so in accord with the commandments of 
God that whilst we yet speak, we too shall hear the “noise” of men and 
women crying out: “What must I do to inherit eternal life? What shall I 
do to receive the Holy Spirit?”
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Not before the coming of the Lord shall we see the body united in 
its entirety. Then from the east and the west, from the sea and the earth, 
from the heart of the home and the dust of the grave, from the church of 
today and the apostolic churches of that glorious yester-year shall they 
arise.

Each part of the body is made up of many members. These are in one 
accord and work harmoniously, one in conjunction with the other, joined 
by cords of love. The members of the body are moved and controlled, not 
by their own wisdom or the orders of one another, but by the Head, which 
is Christ. As each member, moved by the Head, obeys His will, there will 
be unity and harmony and a drawing together.

And when I beheld, lo, the sinews and the flesh came upon them and the 
skin covered them above: but there was no breath in them. Then said He 
unto me, Prophesy unto the wind, prophesy son of man, and say to the 
wind, Thus saith the Lord God; Come from the four winds, O breath, 
and breathe upon these slain, that they may live. So I prophesied as he 
commanded me, and the breath came into them, and they lived, and stood 
upon their feet, an exceeding great army.

He who has been redeemed, covered with the sinews and flesh, now needs 
the baptism of the Holy Spirit. The same Holy Spirit who filled the house 
with the sound as of a rushing, mighty wind on the Day of Pentecost, shall 
come upon you, endue you with power, stand you upon your feet, and join 
you to this exceeding great army (Rev. 7:9).

Sinner, backslider, luke-warm professor, whoever and wherever you 
are, no longer need you remain lifeless and dormant. The Lord awaits to 
bring you forth from the graves of coldness and death, and cause you to 
know His Salvation, and to fill you with His Spirit.

Therefore prophesy and say unto them, Thus saith the Lord God; Behold, 
O my people, I will open your graves and cause you to come up out of your 
graves, and bring you into the land of Israel. And shall put my spirit in 

to a severe shaking? Has your heart ached and have you asked a continu-
ally “Why” and “Wherefore,” as you have seen brothers, who were bosom 
friends and comrades in the battle, separate and drift apart, and assemblies 
split in factions? It was because of the shaking which followed the noise. It 
follows in the life of every assembly. It follows in the life of every believer. 
A mighty shaking-time is on.

Just as God shook Gideon’s army until there were but three hundred 
left that could not be shaken (Judges 7:7), so the Holy Spirit is today sift-
ing, purging and shaking, “that those things which cannot be shaken may 
remain” (Heb. 12:27).

And the bones came together, bone to his bone.

Some of these days there is going to be a coming together after the 
shaking and those that come together will be bound by such cords of 
unity and love that nothing can separate them again. When the body 
comes together it will be “bone to his bone.” This is no patched-up 
affair, no man-made peace, no temporary armistice, but a unity that 
shall remain.

When man tries in his own wisdom to assemble the body by choosing 
and ordaining pastors, teachers, evangelists, prophets, governments, etc., 
he is almost sure to pick the wrong bones or else put the right bones in the 
wrong places.

God sets His own church in order, first apostles, secondly prophets, 
thirdly teachers, etc. (1 Cor. 12:28). When those that can be shaken and 
tossed about by every wind that blows are gone like chaff before the tem-
pest then Christ Himself will gather together the firm, true, uncompro-
mising, unshakable members and will put them in their appointed places 
in the body.

“For as the body is one, and hath many members, and all the members 
of that one body, being many, are one body: so also is Christ. For by one 
Spirit are we all baptized into one body...Now ye are the body of Christ, 
and members in particular” (1 Cor. 12:12, 13, 27).
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New Wine - Old Bottles

No man putteth new wine into old bottles; else the new wine will 

burst the bottles, and be spilled. But new wine must be put into 

new bottles: and both are preserved. No man also having drunk 

old wine straightway desireth new: for he saith, The old is better.

Luke 5:37-39

The ushering in of the Dispensation of the Holy Spirit was the ushering 
in of a new regime. ‘Twas not an adding of new incense to an old censer, new 
flame to a discontinued burnt offering, or new wine to ancient and shrunken 
vessels. New wine necessitated new bottles. New reservoirs—yielded, flex-
ible, pliable, tractable—were required by the descending Holy Spirit.

It is difficult to take an old leathern bottle, which, having stood for 
years upon the shelf of Formalism, has hardened to the consistency of 
stone, and soften and endow it with the curves and contours of living, 
resilient fullness. In other words, ‘twas hard to teach old Pharisees the 
ways and means of the new Pentecostalism. Graphically the Master set 
forth this truth in the parable of the new wine in old bottles.

This Dispensation is really a wedding feast! These, a series of wonder-
ful days leading up to the glorious Marriage of the Lamb. Ancient nuptial 
customs in Palestine set aside several days of feasting, rejoicing and prepa-
ration ere the actual marriage ceremony took place. During those days of 

you, and ye shall live, and I shall place you in your own land: then shall 
ye know that I the Lord have spoken it, and performed it, saith the Lord.

Here is a definite experience! You need not “guess” that the Holy Spirit has 
come but “You will know I have performed it.” Saved, baptized, brought 
into the land of fruitfulness and victory, a veritable Eden is spread before 
all who will obey.

No matter how dead and dry the bones in your particular valley may 
seem, be not discouraged nor question the Divine wisdom that placed you 
where you are. Respond to the call of faith, and prophesy as His Word 
commands. He will shine into the cold, benighted hearts about you, bring-
ing warmth, healing and life, filling with His Spirit until from that valley 
of dry bones a transformed, triumphant army shall rise and march forth 
to join the great body of the redeemed.

What a wonderful day that will be when Jesus will speak from heaven 
and the noise of His triumphant shout shall be heard! The graves shall be 
opened, fetters of mortality shall be shaken loose, and from the four quar-
ters of the earth, both from the dead and from the living, each bone, each 
member of the body shall come together and rise to fill its allotted place in 
that body, bone to his bone.
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Aptly is the Holy Spirit likened unto “wine.” Earthly wine exhilarates, 
intoxicates, makes the eyes to shine, makes those who partake thereof to 
skip, to sing, and shout; but the aftermath thereof leaves but a broken heart 
and an adder’s sting.

The new wine of the Holy Spirit makes happy the recipient thereof, 
lifts him from the rut of formality, coldness, stiffness and indifference; 
puts a song in his heart and a glory in his soul, but leaves behind no trail 
of sadness or regret.

Would to God that all who have naught but mildewed wine in old, 
shriveled, dried up, cobwebby wineskin bottles, might get a brand new 
bottle and have it filled with this glorious new wine—the Spirit!

What a revival should result! What a shout within the camp! With the 
opening of the portals of Christ’s ministry, the old order passed and a new 
order came into being.

Previously had been cherished the old wine. There were the Scribes, 
the Pharisees and the Priests. They knew nothing of the new wine, noth-
ing of the new order, nothing of the new Dispensation of Grace and of 
the Spirit. Theirs had become a religion of mere forms and ceremonies. 
These they had down to the letter. But “the letter killeth”! It is the Spirit 
that maketh alive.

They were orthodox. They taught according to the perfect manner 
and ceremonial rights of the fathers. They were authorities on doctrine 
and teaching. They knew every precept of the laws of Moses. But—they 
were dry, formal and stiff!

Orthodox? Yes, but knowing naught of the new wine. Knowing the 
truth, they were without the spirit of it.

But now the new order had come! The outpouring of grace, of mercy, 
of love and of the Spirit was at hand.

To convey the new wine of the Kingdom unto the needy, the Lord 
must needs have vessels in which to bear it. Old bottles would not suf-
fice—new bottles were absolutely necessary!

Who would constitute the “bottles”? Where were such to be found? 
Whom could He trust and fill and use as safe conveyances for this precious 

preparation, wine flowed freely and hearts were merry with gladness and 
song.

The Dispensation of the Holy Spirit has been a continuous series of 
blessed feasting preparation days, leading like golden stairs to the Marriage 
of the Lamb. Upon the coming forth of the Heavenly Bridegroom, these 
days of anticipation will terminate.

With the crash of Heaven’s cymbals, the sweep of mighty harps, the 
singing of the angels, the shouts of the redeemed, and the waving of tri-
umphant banners, the Blood-washed shall go marching up through wide-
flung gates, into the City of our God.

On the Day of Pentecost the wine flowed freely—not wine wherein 
is excess, or whereby men are made drunken as the world knows the 
term—but the wine of the Kingdom, the new wine, the wine of the Holy 
Spirit.

What a time of rejoicing! The hundred and twenty shouted, sang, and 
talked in new languages until the amazed spectators said: “These men are 
full of new wine!”

“These are not drunken with wine as you suppose,” cried Peter in that 
hour. They were indeed exhilarated with the power of the Holy Spirit. 
This constituted a vastly different type of intoxication.

Years sped by. Dark Ages closed in upon the church. The heavenly 
wine ran low in comparison to the ebbing of faith.

Even as Mary at the marriage in Cana of Galilee cried unto the Master 
until the wine was replenished, so a great cry arose from the heart of 
the “Mary Company”—they who were not content with back-sliding and 
emptiness.

Again came the command: “Fill the vessels with water. Fill them from 
the wells of salvation, and I will turn the water into wine.” And so He did.

Standing in the closing hours of this Dispensation wherein the Lord 
is pouring out His Spirit without measure, we lift our voices with those 
of yester-year, crying: “Thou hast kept the best of the wine till the last of 
the feast.”

New wine! New wine! Have you received your portion?
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things that are naught to confound the things that are! Delights to take a 
worm to thresh a mountain! For when we are small in our own eyes, then 
can the Lord make use of us.

“Come, Peter! Come, Andrew! Come, John! Mere fishermen ye be, 
but humble, pliable, empty! No preconceived ideas are yours, no boasting 
over set, staid catechisms. You are new bottles!”

Oh, for people who would let God have His way in their lives—ves-
sels which would give Him no argument concerning the manner in which 
He should conduct His meetings and pour out His Spirit! So He chose to 
this end a fisherman here, selected a money changer there, called a man 
bronzed with the sun from yonder field, a man with rugged hands. Lack of 
training seemed not an insurmountable barrier. Vessels new and yielded, 
that was the essential.

“How may I become a new bottle?” you ask. By being born again! By 
being made completely new!

Many of us have a great deal to unlearn. We are stiff, staid and set! We 
“don’t believe in this,” and we “don’t believe in that!” “My father did not 
preach this” and “Our particular creed does not teach the other.”

Lord, help us to cast aside these reservations! Help us to become new 
bottles filled with the new wine of the Kingdom!

Wherever the Lord journeyed, preaching the new order, dispensing 
the new wine, He was a source of annoyance, yea, exasperation to the old 
bottles! He was forever offending them, breaking their laws of etiquette. 
To them He was nothing short of an enigma!

Gazing upon Him and watching His life, they were at first astonished, 
amazed, dumbfounded! Then they became resentful and, erelong, very 
angry! The idea! He was bringing in a new order! He refused to be tied to 
the precise rules which they considered the vogue!

One day they asked of Him: “Lord, why do Thy disciples eat with 
unwashed hands? Behold, how clean and circumspect are we!”

Bending upon them His searching gaze the Master replied: “Now do 
ye Pharisees make clean the outside of the cup and the platter: but your 
inward part is full of ravening and wickedness.”

new wine? Whom could He fill and send out to preach this new and won-
derful Gospel of grace?

There were the priests. There were the Lord’s ministers. Many there 
were with great degrees of learning. There were those who knew the law 
to the ‘nth degree, who could lay it down with a flourish—firstly, sec-
ondly, thirdly. They knew how to organize and operate according to the 
old plan.

But they were old bottles. They were so set, so stiff, so formal that 
for the Holy Spirit to break forth in an assemblage such as theirs was 
wholly out of the question. No loophole for a revival! They knew exactly 
how they wanted everything run. All the forms and rituals permissible 
were contained in their ministerial manuals. No leeway was there for any 
expansion of the new wine.

Thus it was that the Lord looked beyond the old bottles.
Full well He knew that if ever they received this new wine with a 

shout and a lilt and a lift of glory in it; if ever they had a real “Amen” or 
“Hallelujah” poured into their dried up skins, they would burst, and thus 
both bottle and wine would perish.

Had you or I been delegated the task of selecting new bottles for the 
Lord, we might have chosen kings, rulers, professors, the learned, and the 
high priests. “Now there is so and so! He is highly spoken of He knows the 
Ten Commandments, is informed in the laws of the Medes and Persians, 
and of the Prophets. He has a string of letters after his name that run over 
to the second line on the envelope. Then, too, he has a private fortune 
which he might bring in. Surely he will do!”

But the Word answers: “No! That man is an old bottle. He could never 
endure this new wine. Put him in one good, red hot, live Holy Ghost 
meeting and he would explode.”

It resolves itself into this: “Old bottles” shelved. “New bottles” 
indispensable.

Seemingly the Lord chose the most unlikely people. Yet He delights to 
do that very thing! Delights to prove that when we are weak then are we 
strong! Delights to take the foolish things to confound the wise, and the 



156 157

The Holy Spirit Aimee Semple McPherson

stopping the effervescent bubbling over of that experience! The vats 
o’erflowed with wine and oil.

Hearing the “noise” the old bottles came together, with long, set 
faces “confounded” “amazed” they “marveled.” They were “in doubt” and 
“mocking.” One said to another, “What meaneth this?”

Not only had Joel prophesied this great outpouring, but looking down 
through the years Isaiah had foreseen and cried of it: “Stay yourselves, 
and wonder: cry ye out, and cry: they are drunken, but not with wine they 
stagger but not with strong drink...Therefore, behold, I will proceed to do 
a marvelous work among this people, even a marvelous work and a won-
der: for the wisdom of their wise men shall perish and the understanding 
of their prudent men shall be hid” (Isa. 29:9,14).

What a marvelous work the Lord accomplished on the Day of 
Pentecost! Old bottles had been laid upon the shelf and there they stood, 
glowering down upon the new bottles which had been filled with the Spirit 
and who even now flooded Jerusalem with their doctrine.

O Scribes and Pharisees! O Priests and Levites! Can you not under-
stand the workings of the Almighty?

“Turn ye to the stronghold, ye prisoners of hope...They shall drink, 
and make a noise as through wine; and they shall be filled like bowls, and 
as the corners of the altar. And the Lord their God shall save them in that 
day as the flock of his people: for they shall be as the stones of a crown, 
lifted up as an ensign upon his land. For how great is his goodness, and 
how great is his beauty! Corn shall make the young men cheerful, and new 
wine the maids” (Zech. 9:12, 15, 16, 17).

“The multitude came together” on that day! No trouble to get crowds 
once new bottles were filled with new wine! The people were delighted. 
Three thousand turned to Christ in a single day.

What a contrast this new religion was! They had been accustomed to 
set, staid formalities. Now, all was changed, and the joy of the’ Lord was 
their strength!

The Baptism of the Holy Ghost and fire so overcame the recipients 
thereof that they staggered, but not with strong drink. Faces shining, feet 

“Why,” exclaimed they, “this is a new wine! Such teaching we cannot 
receive!”

They found Him one day eating with sinners and they remonstrated 
with Him. Little realized they that through this new wine was brought 
grace, mercy and love unto the veriest sinner. They were scandalized when 
the Lord and His disciples were found plucking corn on the Sabbath and 
rubbing it between their hands.

“The Son of man is Lord of the Sabbath day,’” He replied. “The 
Sabbath was made for man, and not man for the Sabbath” (Mark 2:27).

Such teachings were conundrums unto them! Utterly amazed were 
they at this Man who, in such a simple, unpretentious manner, had ushered 
in His gospel of grace sans bugles, sans banners, sans fanfare or red tape.

For instance, they could not understand His pardon of the woman 
whom their law declared worthy of stones and death. They went away 
grumbling among themselves!

Don’t you see? The Lord could not possibly use those Scribes and 
Pharisees! True, they knew the law, but they were as old cisterns and old 
systems—they had a leak in them somewhere! Poor old, dried up, skin 
bags, filled with old wine—without any latitude, without give! They 
strained at a gnat and swallowed a camel.

“To what purpose is the multitude of your sacrifices unto Me?” saith 
the Lord. “I am full of burnt offerings...bring no more vain oblations; 
incense is an abomination unto me;...I am weary to bear them. And when 
ye spread forth your hands, I will hide mine eyes from you: yea, when ye 
make many prayers, I will not hear: your hands are full of blood. Wash 
you, make you clean; put away the evil of your doings from before mine 
eyes; cease to do evil” (Isa. 1:11, 13-15).

‘Twas on the Day of Pentecost that the Lord filled his believing dis-
ciples—the new, new bottles—with the Holy Spirit. The yielded vessels of 
their lives, erstwhile filled with the water of salvation, were now filled to 
overflowing with the rich new Wine experience of the Holy Ghost!

Descending from the Upper Room hilariously happy, they noised 
abroad that thing which the Lord had done. There seemed to be no 
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One good “H-a-l-l-e-l-u-j-a-h”; one real, rousing, heart searching 
sermon; one good altar call would so shock the fashionable, lodge-going, 
“dancing” card-playing smart set that they would stop payment on their 
last checks, and pandemonium would reign!

But, praise the Lord, there are thousands of hungry, honest, spiritual 
men and women who are crying mightily unto God today and who are 
being filled to the brim!

Come! Open your heart now. Today is the day of blessing. If you are 
dried up, stiff and unpliable, bend to the will of God. Let your spirit, your 
heart, your life, your thoughts be filled with the wine of the Kingdom.

skipping, hearts shouting “H-a-l-l-e-l-u-j-a-h!” It seemed they would rev-
olutionize and turn the city upside down before the sun had set!

But, though the great Holy Ghost revival went on before their very 
eyes, the “old bottles” instead of being convinced made up their minds that 
these “upstarts” were mad. They had put themselves on record as saying 
so, and nothing could cause them to retrench. Thus the old order hailed 
the new before the magistrates and scourged them in the synagogue.

But the wine of the Spirit continued to flow. The work of God spread 
and prospered until multitudes of believers, both men and women, were 
added to the Lord. No sooner was one put to death than God picked up 
another new bottle! Usually most unexpected and unlikely vessels were 
chosen.

As centuries rolled by, unbelief and formality, like creeping paralysis, stole 
o’er the church, and “Dark Ages” ensued. The rich flow of wine was stayed 
for a time.

But today the great revival is on! New wine is flowing down from the 
mountains of God! Be sure you are willing to keep pace with the Lord! Let 
Him have His way, fill you to the brim and to the running over. We must 
get back to the Bible, back to a realization that the Saviour is coming soon, 
that a great Holy Ghost outpouring is preceding that event.

But there! There is no use trying to force the old bottles to receive 
a genuine second chapter of Acts, new wine baptism of the Holy Ghost. 
They would burst! The bottles and the wine would perish together.

Then, too, we must in charity remember that “no man having drunk 
the old wine and having been filled with old ideas, straightway desireth 
the new, for he saith, The old is better.”

Many staid and dignified churches who are asking for a Holy Ghost 
revival today, know not what they seek. This new wine experience in the 
old bottle container would split the church wide open.
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loosed from his shoulders the cloak which, caught up by Elisha, clothed 
him with power for service.

Likewise Christ, ascending unto His Father’s throne, sent the Holy 
Spirit, the Mantle by whose power He Himself accomplished such great 
things, and therewith clothed the disciples of His Gospel. The call and 
consecration of Elisha, his subsequent training and the manner whereby 
he was qualified for service, conveys a forceful and powerful message to 
those who stand in need of the Holy Spirit.

Elisha, the son of Shaphat, was plowing in the field.
Long, straight furrows lay behind.
Skillfully and with clear eye he guided his oxen.
In the midst of his labor, he looked up.
A man was passing by—the same man, methinks, who occupied his 

thoughts; for the news of him had gone abroad. Mayhap there was a glow 
upon the countenance of Elijah and a light in his eyes that caused Elisha, 
the tiller of the soil, to cry: “Let me, I pray thee, kiss my father and my 
mother, and then I will follow thee.”

Sacred memories stir within the breast as we read of Elisha’s call! 
Tears spring to our eyes unbidden, and memories tug at our hearts. We 
remember the day when our Elijah—Jesus Christ—the King of Heaven—
passed through the field wherein we toiled, and cast His own dear mantle 
over our lives!

Do you recall when first you glimpsed the Christ? The dear face that 
shone fairer than the morning, brighter than the dawn? The voice that 
was sweeter than the rushing waters? The smile that made all else pale 
into insignificance before the brightness of its shining? Remember how 
your heart melted when He said: “Follow me.”

How you cried, out: “Goodbye, dwelling place of unbelief and sin! 
Goodbye, land of doubts and haunts of pleasure! Farewell, seat of the 
scornful and counsel of the ungodly! Farewell, bright lights and empty 

C H A P T E R  1 8

Master and Disciple

And it came to pass when they were gone over that Elijah said 

unto Elisha, Ask what I shall do for thee, before I be taken away 

from thee And Elisha said, I pray thee, let a double portion 

of thy spirit be upon me. And he said, Thou hast asked a hard 

thing nevertheless, if thou see me when I am taken from 

thee, it shall be so unto thee; but if not, it shall not be so.

2 Kings 2:9-10

Would you do your Master’s work? You must have your Master’s power! 
Would you perform your Master’s miracles? Then must you don your 
Master’s mantle of miracle working power.

Nowhere is the vital necessity of seeking and receiving the Master 
s power more vividly portrayed than in the mantle which fell from the 
shoulders of Elijah and was donned by his servant, Elisha.

Elijah is a remarkable type of Christ. Elisha, his servant, is a striking 
type of the Church.

Like the Christ, Elijah lived in a day of great spiritual darkness. Etched 
against the black background of unbelief, like a blazing firebrand in the 
night, stands his glowing faith and fervor. God’s message he proclaimed 
in terms of majesty and glory. Miraculously he fed the hungry. The sick 
were healed, the leper cleansed, the dead raised up. Then, after calling and 
training his disciples, he was translated visibly into Heaven. Ascending, he 
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Those words might have been written of the lives of Peter, John, 
Matthew, Paul and of any other true follower of the meek and lowly Jesus! 
Let us divide this scripture and follow the steps taken by Elisha.

1. Then he arose

That is the first step to be taken by the seeker after Christ. Even as the 
Prodigal Son said, “I will arise and go to my Father,” must we desert the 
old life of sin and turn to follow Christ.

2. And went after him

Once one has beholden the Christ in all His glorious beauty and purity, 
could one do aught but follow Him? Having once caught the fragrance of 
the Rose of Sharon, who could return to the fever laden, disease infested 
swamp?

“Since mine eyes were fixed on Jesus,
I’ve lost sight of all beside;
So enchained my spirit’s vision,
Gazing on the Crucified.”

3. And ministered unto him.

Oh, precious life! Life of ministering, of praise and service, love and devo-
tion! Life of treading in the Master’s footsteps, sharing the cross, drinking 
the cup, fellowshipping His sufferings, tasting the power of His resur-
rection! That life pays an hundred, fold, in this world and in the world to 
come.

O’er mountain peaks of transfiguration glory; down deep into valleys 
where the shadows lie; o’er fertile fields o’er deserts bare and waste; Elisha, 
the disciple, pressed hard after Elijah the master.

Even so the disciples of Jesus followed daily the footsteps of their 
Lord, gazing into His face, drinking His words, inscribing His miracles, 

tinsel—gaiety of sin’s delusive path! I have seen the face of Jesus, Heaven-
lit face of the wondrous Son of Man, seen His smile heard His voice. My 
very being is thrilled ‘neath the mantle of mercy, love and power with 
which he hath covered me. Henceforth will I follow Him! I will bid adieu 
to every earthly tie. More to me is Christ than father or mother, houses, 
lands, money or rubies, honor or fame! ‘Let me Love Thee, Jesus, Take my 
life forever. Nothing but Thy service, My soul can satisfy.’”

Adieu to the new plowed fields and broad meadows which had erstwhile 
bordered his horizon. He was ready to follow the stranger who passed, with 
the light of Heaven on his face, and the peace of God within his eyes.

But wait! Each bridge must be burned—his consecration complete.
“And he turned back from him, and took a yoke of oxen, and slew them, and 

boiled their flesh with the instruments of the oxen, and gave unto the people, and 
they did eat.”

Elisha did not leave the gateway of the past ajar. He closed it tightly 
and destroyed the key. No half-hearted decisions were his. A mighty deter-
mination swelled within his heart to follow all the way.

No arrangement was made to leave the plow handily near the fence 
nor the oxen fettered in the stall so that if the consecration was regretted, 
or he failed to accomplish all he felt desirable, he could return and none 
be the loser.

Nay! He slew the oxen and boiled their flesh upon the flames of the 
burning plow handles, harness and instruments thereof. No hesitation! 
No pretense! No clinging to the past! No arrangements for turning back 
if the project failed.

“He gave unto the people, and they did eat!”
When a hundred per cent consecration such as that of Elisha is made, 

there is and always will be food and strengthening for the people!

Consider the discipleship and training of Elisha. “Then he arose and went 
after Elijah, and ministered unto him.”
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power! If I am to carry on his ministry, I must keep my eyes fixed upon 
him till I see him go, and his mantle falls upon me!”

You and I, even as was the early Church, are called to carry on the 
ministry of our Lord and Master, Jesus Christ, of whom Elijah is such a 
glorious type. But if we would do His works, we must needs have the same 
power by which the Lord and the disciples wrought them—the power of 
the Holy Spirit.

There is but one way to receive, and Elisha, surmounting every dif-
ficulty, true in every test, unfalteringly took that way. Let us follow him 
for a moment.

1. Gilgal to Bethel

The first test came when Elijah said unto Elisha: “Tarry here, I pray thee, 
for the Lord hath sent me to Bethel.”

Methinks I hear the enemy whisper: “Stay here. Take things easy, 
Elisha. Let down a bit upon your praying, your seeking and your following 
hard upon the footsteps of the Master. “Would you not rather consult your 
feelings and the desires for earthly glory, Elisha? You know, one must look 
out for one’s self and not overdo. The day has been hot, the journey long. 
Would you not like to take back a little of the consecration vow you made 
o’er the glowing coals of the burning plow handle, where you pledged 
body, soul and spirit in unmeasured giving and discipleship?”

But no! In the cry that is wrung from the lips of Elisha is poured forth 
the determination and the longing that is surging and filling his heart to 
the bursting: “As the Lord liveth, and as thy soul liveth, I will not leave 
thee.”

Brother, sister, can you say it? Is the same cry in your heart as you read 
these, the closing chapters of this book? Is the determination of your heart 
epitomized in the words of that glorious song:

“Jesus, I my cross have taken,
All to leave and follow Thee;

imbibing His faith and power, receiving His commandments and instruc-
tion as to the carrying on of the work when He should be caught up unto 
His Father’s throne.

At last the ministry of Elijah, even as the ministry of Christ Himself, 
was to come to a close. His work, however, was not at an end. Another, 
even Elisha, was being fitted to take up the labor where Elijah laid it down.

Even so the disciples were taught by the Lord Jesus Christ to continue 
His ministry and carry the glorious Gospel to the ends of the earth.

The knowledge of his master’s coming ascension was not kept secret 
from Elisha. Neither was the coming of Christ’s glorification and ascen-
sion hidden from the disciples.

The same great longing that filled the heart of Elisha and the souls of 
the adoring disciples, thrills every true follower of the Lord Jesus with the 
desire to be like the Master.

“Oh, to be like Thee! Oh, to be like Thee!
Blessed Redeemer—Pure as Thou art!
Come in Thy sweetness, Come in Thy fullness,
Stamp Thine own image deep on my heart.”

As Elijah departed from Gilgal and made His way to Bethel and Jericho, 
there to give final instructions and comfort to the members of the School 
of the Prophets which he had formed, Elisha, with set determination to go 
all the way through written upon his strong, spiritual face, pressed hard 
after him.

Can you picture him: talking little but following close; heart aching at 
the loss so soon to be sustained; pressing on with that quiet, unswerving 
purpose that none could dissuade, none could move; lips firmly set with 
fixed resolution to continue on to the very end.

Though from his lips there came few words, the cry that was in his 
heart is as a great shout that rises from between the lines of the second 
chapter of Second Kings, fills the very heavens and sets the hills to echo-
ing: “If I have been chosen to do my master’s work, I must have my master’s 
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“I’d rather walk with Jesus alone
And have for my pillow, like Jacob, a stone;
Living each moment with His face in view,
Than turn from my pathway, and fail to go
through.”

Then can it be said of you, as of Elijah and Elisha, “So they came to 
Jericho.” Jericho signifies “a fruitful place, the habitation of fruitful vines.” 
Go through with Jesus o’er the hot and dusty highway, and ere you are 
aware you will find yourself in the shadow of His love—in a blessed and a 
fragrant place.

A fragrant place—with new vines which put forth dewy leaves and 
tender grapes, as He leads through gardens of grace and gives of His love. 
Mandrakes, pomegranates, apples are there; and at the gates all manner 
of pleasant fruits both new and old, await His beloved, His overcoming 
Bride.

The maximum blessing is only for those who press on with the Lord, 
with hearts that pant like the hart after the water brooks! ’Tis they who reach 
the “fragrant places” wherein lives are made as “a garden enclosed, a spring 
shut up, a fountain sealed; where plants are an orchard of pomegranates, with 
pleasant fruits; camphire, spikenard and saffron; calamus and cinnamon, 
with all trees of frankincense, myrrh and aloes, with all the chief spices.”

It is of such persevering, consecrated overcomers that the Lord can 
say: “I am come into my garden, my sister, my spouse: I have gathered my 
myrrh with my spice.”

With Me have you shared the myrrh of My bitter sufferings. You are 
known in the spices and frankincense of My resurrection. Precious place 
of fragrance! How sweet is thy reward!

“And the sons of the prophets that were at Jericho came to Elisha, and 
said unto him: Knowest thou that the Lord will take away thy master from 
thy head today? And he answered, Yea, I know it; hold ye your peace.”

It was as though they had said: “There is no need of further journey-
ing, Elisha. The master’s ministry is now completed. His miracle working 

Perish every fond ambition,
By Thy grace I’ll follow Thee!”

It matters not that the world fails to understand! It matters not that to 
them the cross is but a reproach! It is of no consequence that you must 
leave ease, public opinion, worldly standing, fleshly desires and earthly 
store behind.

The word Bethel may well be interpreted—“House of God.”
“And the sons of the prophets that were at Bethel came forth to 

Elisha and said unto him: ‘Knowest thou that the Lord will take away 
thy master from thy head today?’ And he said: ‘Yea, I know it; hold ye 
your peace.’”

The determination of his face grows stronger as he refuses to be 
turned aside by the warning. “Yea, I know it, sons of the Prophets. I know 
it! My heart is aching with the sense of loss. My soul is burning with ear-
nest prayer. Hold your peace. Distract not my thoughts from my petition. 
Take not mine eyes from off my master till I receive his power, and his 
mantle descends upon me.”

2. Bethel to Jericho

The next test came when Elijah said: “Tarry here, I pray thee; for the Lord 
hath sent me to Jericho.”

Perhaps that same test has come to you. “You have done well,” one has 
said. “Your back has been turned upon sin, you have followed the Lord 
to Bethel—the House of God.’ He knows your love of Him. You are a 
Christian and doing your duty. Tarry here; go no further up the hot and 
dusty road of heart searching and earnest petition. Here is a cool and rest-
ful place. Other sons of the prophets are here. If they are content to abide, 
and follow no farther, why not you? Tarry—Rest—Sleep.”

And thus assailed, have you cried out, as Elisha: “As the Lord liveth, 
and as thy soul liveth, I will not leave thee!” Have the words sprung from 
the depths of your soul:
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His heart burned within him as they walked by the way, even as the 
hearts of the disciples burned on the way to Emmaus when their Master, 
Jesus the Christ, walked and talked with them ere His ascension into the 
clouds of heaven.

“Fifty men of the sons of the prophets went, and stood to view afar off: 
and they two stood by Jordan.”

Herein are pictured three groups. With which do you stand?

First. Far away lie the worldly, sinful, unbelieving masses occupied with 
the things of the earth earthy totally unaware, uncaring, unappreciative of 
the opportunity to walk with the Master.

Second. Separated from the world by their faith and love of the Master, stand 
the sons of the prophets. Students, they, of the prophetic Word; knowing, 
cherishing the law of the Lord, worshipping the God of Abraham, Isaac 
and Jacob. Yet, instead of pressing close, and following hard, they “stand 
to view from afar off.” Not only stand they afar off, but sometimes they 
seek to discourage and dissuade the Elishas from going on.

How many do we know today who “stand to view afar off”! They stand 
back and say: “I shall wait and watch this thing, and see which way the 
matter will fall. Then shall I join myself to the winning side.”

Are you one of those who stand to view from the distance, an impas-
sive spectator, looking upon those who teach and seek a deeper life of 
consecration and the descending mantle of power?

Third. There is a company of whom we read that while the sons of the 
prophets stood afar off, “they two stood by Jordan.” Multitudes in the 
world—fifty devoted lives standing afar—but only two who pressed on to 
Jordan.

days are over. Soon shall the clouds receive him out of thy sight. Follow 
farther and thou wilt be left in the wilderness alone. Abide with us. The 
master descends unto the chill waters of the Jordan.”

3. Jericho to Jordan

“Tarry, I pray thee, here,” added Elijah, “for the Lord hath sent me to 
Jordan.”

Unhesitatingly and for the third and last time, Elisha settled the ques-
tion, stood the test, steadfastly declaring: “As the Lord liveth, and as thy 
soul liveth, I will not leave thee.”

The next five words almost set themselves to music, they make the 
heart to sing: “And they two went on.”

Let the rest of the world take their ease in peaceful habitations—But 
“they two went on”!

Let those whom he loved criticize, misunderstand and declare his 
white-heated zeal fanaticism —

“They two went on.”
Let the sons of the prophets today declare the baptism of the Holy 

Spirit is not for the twentieth century; let them decry Pentecost as fanati-
cism. But they of the burning heart shall join the “Elisha Company” of 
whom it may be said: “They two went on.”

Never will there be less than two! The world may misunderstand. 
Fellow workers may look askance. Loved ones may choose to remain at 
Bethel or at Jericho. Always there will be two who go on—you and Jesus.

He leads the way. Yours but to follow and refuse to be turned back till 
you have known Him in His blessed fullness.

What unspeakable joys of sacred companionship Elijah and Elisha 
knew as hand in hand they traveled the road together. Heart of master and 
disciple throbbing as one.

Who can lift the veil? Who can fathom the depth of love and confi-
dences exchanged ‘twixt Jericho and Jordan? Who can tell those intimate 
glimpses into the soul of the prophet caught by Elisha? Who can fix the 
value of the instructions, the words of advice he received?
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The Descending Mantle

And it came to pass, as they still went on, and talked, that, 

behold, there appeared a chariot of fire, and horses of fire, and 

parted them both asunder; and Elijah went up by a whirlwind 

into heaven. And Elisha saw it, and he cried, My father, my 

father, the chariot of Israel, and the horsemen thereof. And he 

saw him no more: and he took hold of his own clothes, and rent 

them in two pieces. He took up also the mantle of Elijah that 

fell from him, and went back, and stood by the bank of Jordan.

2 Kings 2:11-13

Jordan means “going down.” There will ever be a “going down” before 
the “going through,” and the receiving of the mantle of power.

Our Lord will lead us to the place of power, no matter how precipitous 
the descent, or how lowly and humble the pathway may be.

The “going down” leads to the “going up.” Going down into the real-
ization of our need, and the emptying of self, brings down the mantle of 
power and the filling with the Spirit of Elijah—even the Holy Ghost.

“And Elijah took his mantle, and wrapped it together, and smote the 
waters, and they were divided hither and thither, so that they two went over 
on dry ground.” Elisha could make no way for himself through the Jordan. 
Elijah, his master, parted the waves and led him through.

Those who go through and receive the mantle of power will find that 
as they press on, there will be many a time when the company shall be 
narrowed down to two—“My Lord and I.”

The number who press on all the way are ofttimes pathetically few.

One Noah, just and devout, when the deluge burst!
One Lot in Sodom, and even his wife turned back!
One interceding Abraham, to whom God could reveal the coming 

catastrophe, and who could pray for the city’s deliverance!
One Joseph in Egypt who declared the true God!
One Moses to lead the children of Israel forth!
One Daniel in the kingdom, who dared stand for the right, and be 

true to the courage of his convictions!

Thanks be to God, however, as we actually go through, the number need 
never be lessened to “one”! We need never walk alone, for even those who 
view from afar off, will see “they two” going to Jordan.
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even the Holy Spirit, Who dwelt within the Master, and by Whose power 
He performed His mighty works.

Wisely, Elisha pressed on across the Jordan with the cry: “Let a double 
portion of thy spirit be upon me!”

Wisely, the disciples pressed on a Sabbath day’s journey to Jerusalem, 
climbed the steps to the upper room, and with fixed determination “tar-
ried until” they were endued with the power from on High—until the 
mantle of Jesus descended upon the waiting Church.

Persecuted and buffeted, helpless and needy, they scarcely dared meet 
together for fear of the Jews, who, having smitten the Chief Shepherd, 
would fain have scattered the sheep abroad. They realized that their 
Elijah, Jesus, the tender and glorious Lord, had been taken away, and that 
they alone were left to carry on the work. They must have the Spirit and 
be endued with power from on High in order to cope with the complex 
problems which confronted them.

“And he said, Thou hast asked a hard thing: nevertheless, if thou see me 
when I am taken from thee, it shall be so.”

A hard thing? Some think it a very light and easy matter to receive this 
holy mantle of power.

“You received all there was for you at conversion although you did not 
fully realize it,” they say. “Every Christian wears this mantle of power.”

Remember, however, ‘twas only Elisha who pressed on all the way, 
who really received in Elijah’s day. Only the “hundred and twenty” who 
pressed on to the Upper Room received the Baptism of Power at Pentecost.

It was not the fifty sons of the prophets, standing to view afar off, 
who received the mantle of Elijah! Not unto the “three hundred and 
eighty” which were a constituent part of the five hundred disciples to 

Neither can we take ourselves into the Spirit-filled land, nor endue 
ourselves with the Spirit. But Jesus Christ, the Leader, can take us through, 
and on into His fullness.

Two great waters the Christian pilgrim must cross. Both must be 
miraculously opened by the Lord.

First, is the Red Sea—blessed type of the riven side, the rent veil, the 
crimson blood of Jesus, opened for our salvation.

Secondly the Jordan—leading to the Promised Land where boughs, 
abundant with fruitage of the Spirit-filled life, hang low.

“And it came to pass, when they were gone over, Elijah said unto Elisha, 
Ask what I shall do for thee, before I be taken away from thee.”

So spake Christ to His people ere He went away: “Ask what ye will, and it 
shall be done unto you...Hitherto have ye asked nothing in My Name; ask, 
and ye shall receive, that your joy may be full.”

If He could stand in our midst in the flesh today, and if He should 
speak again those words, what would our petitions be? Would we ask for 
riches, fame, popularity, or higher earthly standing? I wonder!

Elisha had but one petition to make—a petition that burned in his 
heart, fired his soul, and glowed within his eyes! Surely he must have been 
rehearsing it o’er and o’er, for his request was on the tip of his tongue. He 
spoke with his customary absence of hesitancy: “I pray thee, let a double 
portion of thy spirit be upon me.”

Elisha was to take up his master’s work. He must needs possess his 
master’s power.

Even so it was with the disciples of Jesus. They were to take up the 
ministry of evangelizing the world, of preaching the Gospel to every crea-
ture, just where Jesus had laid it down. They must needs have His power, 
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“And it came to pass, as they still went on, and talked that, behold, there 
appeared a chariot of fire, and horses of fire, and parted them both asun-
der; and Elijah went up by a whirlwind into heaven. And Elisha saw it, 
and he cried, My father, my father, the chariot of Israel, and the horse-
men thereof.”

Up—up into the opening heavens, ascended Elijah, while Elisha, the dis-
ciple, steadfastly beheld till the billowing clouds enfolded him and he saw 
him no more.

Such a sight had never been witnessed! The air fanned with angels’ 
wings; the rushing of fiery steeds; the farewell words of Elijah; the ascen-
sion; the disappearing flame of attendant glory!

These must have shaken the soul and body of Elisha as though a tor-
nado had passed o’er him and thundered away into the distant horizon, 
leaving him prone in the desert in that strange hush that always succeeds 
the passing of a swift moving storm.

Tears, laughter and shouting must have filled his heart. Trembling 
must have laid hold upon his very bones. Joy, sorrow, wonder, loneliness, 
responsibility, need, expectancy—he must have run the entire gamut of 
emotions to behold such a sight and live.

Though he cried: “My father, my father, the chariot of Israel, and the 
horsemen thereof”; though his heart must have pounded and the wind of 
the chariot wheels have throbbed in his ears, that one great cry was still in 
his soul: “Let a double portion of thy spirit fall on me!”

Hands upstretched, face lifted to the heavens, lips moving in earnest 
prayer, eyes devouring every movement of that departing form in the 
chariot—looking, waiting for but one thing—believing and expecting the 
mantle of Elijah to descend!

Was it not the promise of the master? Was he not to take up Elijah’s 
work? Must he not needs have the master’s power?

When the fiery chariot had disappeared through the gateway of the 
clouds, and heaven had dropped her misty curtains o’er the opened sky, 
Elisha stood there alone. The coveted mantle had not yet descended; but 
did he doubt his master’s promise?

whom Jesus appeared (who stood afar off), but unto the hundred and 
twenty who pressed on and followed hard, came rushing winds and 
tongues of flame.

“Thou hast asked a hard thing.”

It means self-denial, self-sacrifice, heart-searching, fullness of consecra-
tion and abandonment to the will of God. A dying to opinions of peo-
ple, and the desire to go with the crowd. A willingness to go on with the 
Master alone. A crossing of the Jordan.

“Nevertheless,” Elijah said, “Nevertheless,” Elijah said, “Nevertheless,” “If thou seest me when I am taken from 
thee, it shall be so unto thee; but if not, it shall not be so.”

The sons of the prophets, standing afar, saw not the ascension. They 
doubted the report and thought to find Elijah in the mountains. They 
received not the mantle. Elisha, however, seeing him go, received the 
spirit of Elijah!

Many today wonder why they have not the power of the Spirit to sweep 
communities, and bring down revival fires. Often it is because they have 
not seen the Saviour go.

His deliverance from Sheol, His resurrection, His ascension, has never 
really been revealed unto their hearts. They worship the dead and not the 
living Christ—the great “I Was,” and not the great “I Am.”

They fail to realize that “this Jesus hath God raised up, whereof we are 
all witnesses, and hath shed forth this, which ye now see and hear.” They 
fail to understand that He hath ascended on High, leading captivity cap-
tive, and is giving good gifts unto men.

Even as Elisha saw Elijah go, so the believers saw Jesus go and received 
of His Spirit!
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things, while they beheld, He was taken up; and a cloud received Him out 
of their sight” (Acts 1:8, 9).

Looking steadfastly toward heaven as He ascended, they were 
reminded by heavenly visitors of the work to be wrought ere His return. 
Hastening to Jerusalem, they received the mantle of power before assum-
ing the ministry which their Lord had entrusted unto them.

With rushing wind and tongues of flame, descended the Holy Ghost 
upon the hundred and twenty on the Day of Pentecost, and filled them 
with His Spirit.

They had seen the ascending Christ. They had received the ascending Christ. They had received the ascending descending
Holy Spirit.

The mantle of power which descended from God out of heaven, and 
which had fallen upon Jesus at the Jordan, had now descended upon the 
believers who were to carry on His work.

It was necessary for Elijah to be caught up ere his mantle could fall 
upon Elisha. Likewise it was necessary for our Lord and Master to ascend 
unto His Father’s throne ere His Spirit could be outpoured. “It is expe-
dient for you that I go away: for if I go not away, the Comforter will not 
come unto you; but if I depart, I will send Him unto you.”

The perseverance and endurance of the expectant Elisha was rewarded. 
Their obedience in their supplication days of prayerful waiting in the 
Upper Room was rewarded also. Indeed, unto all the Lord hath promised: 
“Ask and ye shall receive, seek and ye shall find.”

Before Elisha donned the mantle of Elijah, he rent his own clothes 
in twain. Henceforth ‘twould be farewell unto his own way and welcome 
unto the way of the master.

The only manner in which we, as Church or individual, may suc-
cessfully don the wonder-working mantle of the Holy Spirit, is first to 
rend our own garments, lay aside our own plans, methods, ideas, desires, 
schemes, red-tape regulations and rules. Then only may we put on the 
mantle of power which hath been sent from on high, and which lies 
within the reach of all who pay the price and go all the way through with 
Jesus.

Consider rather his fixed, unwavering eyes all ashine, hands uplifted, 
face illumined as the tiny speck in the distance grew larger, fluttered, 
then unfolded and swept down, down, down, from out the heavens; light, 
confident, sure as though ‘twere borne upon the pinions of a homing 
dove.

Straight to the feet of Elisha descended the mantle of Elijah! All he 
must needs do was put out his hand and take it.

What did Elisha? Did he impulsively stretch forth his hands seize the 
mantle and cast it o’er his own garments? No! “He took hold of his own 
clothes, and rent them in two pieces, ere he clothed himself with that mantle. He 
took up also the mantle of Elijah that fell from him, and went back, and stood by 
the bank of Jordan.”

What a picture! What a type of the ascension of the Lord Jesus Christ 
and the descent of His mantle, even the power of the Holy Ghost upon 
the early Church and upon all who will press on to the Jordan and receive 
the Spirit!

Concerning the ascension of our Saviour according to St. Luke we 
read: “He led them out as far as to Bethany, and He lifted up His hands, 
and blessed them.”

And again: “And, behold, I send the promise of My Father upon you; 
but tarry ye in the city of Jerusalem until ye be endued with power from on 
high” (v. 49). “And it came to pass, while He blessed them, He was parted 
from them, and carried up into Heaven. And they worshipped Him, and 
returned to Jerusalem with great joy” (Luke 24:51, 52).

The similarity and correlation of this verse to that of Second Kings 
2:11 is striking. “And it came to pass, as they still went on, and talked, that, 
behold, there appeared a chariot of fire, and horses of fire, and parted them parted them parted
both asunder; and Elijah went up by a whirlwind into heaven.”

Even as the ascending Elijah loosed his mantle upon his disciple, we 
read concerning the final words of the ascending Christ: “Ye shall receive 
power, after that the Holy Ghost is come upon you: and ye shall be wit-
nesses unto Me both in Jerusalem and in all Judea, and in Samaria, and 
unto the uttermost part of the earth. And when He had spoken these 
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his transporting, rapturous experience his habitation? No! The fact that 
he had journeyed farther than the others, did not cause him to exclude 
himself from their company and feed his own soul upon the riches of his 
experience.

He went back—back to the brethren who stood afar off back to a world 
of need and aching hearts, a world that dwelt in the darkness of unbe-
lief and hunger; back to a sphere of practical service in the commonplace 
dwellings of life.

And He took the mantle of power with him as he went! So we, return-
ing from the highest heights of transfiguration glory, should hasten to the 
valley of upstretched hands and needy lives.

Elisha “went back, and stood.” It is a wonderful thing to go back and 
“stand.”

“He took up also the mantle of Elijah that fell from him, and smote 
the waters and said: “Where is the Lord God of Elijah?” Elijah was gone; 
but Elijah’s God still lived. Elijah, the worker of miracles, had departed; 
but the day of miracles was not past. Elijah had disappeared but there were 
still rivers to cross, hearts to gladden, lives to cheer, lepers to cleanse, hun-
gry to feed, and chains to be broken.

Standing there, by the river’s edge, the cry of Elisha resounded to the 
very heavens: “Where is the Lord God of Elijah?” O Elisha, prophet of 
God, your lips long since have been silent; but your words still ring, echo 
and re-echo across the waters of Jordan; yes and across the very sands of life!

“Where is the God of Elijah?” The words which span the gulf of time 
and pierce to the depths of our being, clear, keen, insistent, demand an 
answer. As a two-edged sword, they search the inmost heart with a double 
message:

First, a message of rebuke that we have so far lost sight of the fact 
that Elijah’s God still lives today—lives with power as unlimited and 
unchanged as in the days of yore.

Second, an exhortation that we lift our faces unto the heavens even 
now, and call right this moment upon the living, loving, resurrected Lord, 
and upon the God of Elijah.

By rending the robes of self-desire and fleshly wisdom we say goodbye to 
man-made plannings and ponderings, the futile efforts of the flesh, the form-
ing of committees to arrange concerts, entertainments and suppers to bring 
people to church, and frantic action to work up a revival in our own strength.

Take up the mantle of power! Be clothed with the Spirit! Let Him 
wield His own dear sceptre o’er your lives; be your guide, your wisdom 
and your strength.

Yield yourselves that He may speak through your lips, fire your 
tongues with praise, set ablaze your hearts with white-heated love till self 
and dross be burned away and all your plans and wishes are but ashes on 
the altar of His holy will.

True, there may be those who will despise and forsake you, but the 
Saviour endured this, too. True, the enemy may fight and bitterly contest 
each step of the journey. But we can lift our eyes to Him who “always 
causeth us to triumph,” and sing:

“Go, then, earthly fame and treasure!
Come, disaster, scorn and pain!
In Thy service, pain is pleasure;
With Thy favor, loss is gain.
I have called Thee, ‘Abba, Father,’
I have stayed my heart on Thee;
Stormy clouds may o’er me gather,
All must work for good to me.”

Not for his own pleasure or joy, did the mantle of Elijah fall upon Elisha. 
‘Twas for practical service and ministry. “He took up also the mantle of Elijah 
that fell from him, and went back, and stood by the bank of the Jordan.”

“And went back”

The spot by the Jordan was the most hallowed spot on the face of the 
earth to Elisha but did he there set up his abode? Made he the scene of 



180 181

The Holy Spirit Aimee Semple McPherson

“There is a Guide that never falters,
And when He leads I cannot stray,
For step by step, He goes before me,
And marks my path. He knows the way.”

“And Elisha went over.”

After all, real overcoming is just that—a going over—not under, or around; 
but abundantly and triumphantly over.

“And when the sons of the prophets which were to view at Jericho saw 
him, they said, The spirit of Elijah doth rest on Elisha.”

Ah, would to God the world could say this of the Church today! God grant 
that the ministering brethren from the schools of the prophets (or theo-
logical seminaries), many of whom are standing to view afar off, might see 
Spirit-filled Elishas returning to the field of practical, whole-hearted, soul 
winning with such transforming glory that they should be forced to cry:

“The Spirit of Elijah doth rest on Elisha—The same Holy Spirit who “The Spirit of Elijah doth rest on Elisha—The same Holy Spirit who “The Spirit of Elijah doth rest on Elisha—
descended in bodily form as of a dove, and abode upon the matchless Son 
of God, the Only Begotten of the Father; the same Spirit that filled the 
hundred and twenty on the Day of Pentecost doth rest upon this Elisha 
company, causing them to show forth, not the spirit of fear, but of love, 
and of power, and of a sound mind.”

“And they came to meet him, and bowed themselves to the ground before him.”

Many there be who are fearful of going all the way with Jesus lest they 
be shut out of the presence of their brethren and be put out of the syna-
gogues, who love the praise of men more than the praise of God.

But when Elisha returned with the mantle and the spirit of Elijah, his 
brethren recognized that spirit, and ran to meet him. There are thou-
sands, yes, hundreds of thousands of brethren in the world today, who are 

“Where is the Lord God of Elijah?” Well indeed, may we stop and ask 
ourselves the question!

Where are His miracles? Where is His power? Where is the glori-
fied Jesus who declared Himself to be the same, yesterday, and today, and 
forever?

If these prophets of old saw such mighty miracles wrought by faith 
before the coming of the Messiah, and the outpouring of Pentecostal 
power, should not we stand by the river of Humility and see them multi-
plied through faith today?

“And when he also had smitten the waters, they parted hither and thither; 
and Elisha went over.”

How eloquent that word “also”! For a moment that gate that gives a com-
prehensive glimpse of the vistas of similitude between the ministry, path-
way and life of servant and master, stands ajar.

Had not Elijah parted the self-same waters? Elisha smote them “also”; 
for as recipient of the master’s mantle of power, his it was to carry on the 
master’s work.

The verse calls to mind another “also” used by Jesus ere He went away: 
“The works that I do shall ye do also.”

There were those in Elisha’s day who would have rebuked him for thus 
stepping in his master’s footprints and doing as he had seen Elijah do.

But the Lord did not rebuke him!
There were those in Peter’s day who rebuked him for leaping out of the 

boat and walking upon the sea as he saw the Saviour do; but the Lord, instead 
of rebuking him, reached out His hand and spake just one word: “Come.”

Many there are today who would rebuke those who seek to claim the 
Saviour’s promises and follow closely in the footsteps of His ministry. But 
He smiles and answers: “Come.”
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Let us leave all and follow Jesus, the Lamb of God. He is calling us from 
the fields of sin and selfishness. He is passing by this very hour, so close 
you can put out your hand in simple faith and touch His seamless robe, 
His nail pierced hand.

See! He holds His mantle of mercy, love and power. Let Him cast it 
o’er your surrendered and consecrated life.

Why should we tarry even for a moment? Look up just now into the 
glorious face of Jesus and say:

“Let me kiss my father and my mother goodbye, and I will follow 
Thee. Let me kindle a fire with the handles of my plow. Let me burn the 
oxen thereon that I may give unto my neighbors the fruitage of my yielded 
life! Then take me with Thee to Bethel, Jericho, and beyond the Jordan! 
Let my life be lost in Thee, and a double portion of Thy Spirit descend 
upon me. Let me do Thy bidding and glorify Thy Name!”

“Saviour, ’tis a full surrender,
All I leave to follow Thee;
Thou, my Leader and Defender
From this hour shalt ever be.
No withholding—full confession;
Pleasures, riches, all must flee;
Holy Spirit, take possession!
I no more, but Thou in me.”

starving for the old-time power, yearning for some solution of the problem 
that will meet the needs of a cold, backslidden worldly-minded Church, 
and bring them back to God. Thousands run to meet and welcome those 
who are really filled with the Spirit.

Elisha was now qualified for service, and followed in his master’s steps. 
His plow and oxen had been burned upon the altar and his consecration 
was complete. He had followed all the way to Jordan, received the spirit 
and the mantle of Elijah, then returned unto practical service.

As his first miracle, he healed with salt the stagnant waters which had 
brought barrenness to the land of his people.

God’s spiritual children are the salt of the earth, and when this spiri-
tual salt is poured into the brackish waters (symbolic of the dead spiritu-
ally), immediately there is a revival and a healing of the spring from whose 
fountain head shall flow forth streams of blessing—streams which will 
cause the desert to blossom like a rose.

True, there may be children who will come forth to mock and scorn; 
but they shall be devoured, and the victor go his way unharmed.

The first task in the ministry of Elisha is the first duty in the ministry 
of the Church—healing of the waters that will cause the barren land to 
yield its fruitage.

The second task in his ministry was that of filling the empty vessels 
with oil.

The next duty in the ministry of the Church is that of preaching the 
necessity of vessels well filled with the oil of the Holy Spirit.

The raising of the Shunamite’s son; the cursing of the death in the 
pot; the feeding of the one hundred men with twenty loaves; the healing 
of Naaman’s leprosy; the causing of the iron to swim; the capture of the 
Syrians; the prophecy of plenty in Samaria; the anointing of Jehu; Elisha’s 
death and the miracle of his bones in the sepulchre wherein the dead was 
made to live and stand upon his feet, are all blessed types of the ministry 
of Christ and reflect the ministry of Elijah.
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Flames? Chained were their fiery tongues and turned aside.
Prison doors? They leaped from their hinges and made but a prostrate 

portcullis leading to the Highway of Triumph o’er which their ringing 
feet went marching unto victory.

Let myriad foes encamp upon the highest hills. Let their fires glow 
unto the very heavens and their shining be as the stars for multitude. The 
Ark was in the midst!

When God’s glory there abode, no fear rode astride the winds; no 
demons dared to mock. No attack from without could prosper. But alas, 
there came a day when Israel’s downfall originated from within!

As an insidious dry rot within the heart of a mighty oak, that spreads 
until naught but the empty shell, naught but heartless form and ceremony 
remains, so sin and unbelief did its devastating work within the camp.

A wedge of gold neath tent concealed a golden calf upon a throne; 
unbelief, idolatry and cymbals tinkling in the merry-makers’ dance. God 
and prayers forgotten—altar fires grown cold.

Grown great in riches and in numbers, Israel lost her dependence upon 
God. And lo, one night, when the enemy encompassed ten thousand fold, 
Israel laughed as she had often laughed before. Had she not said, “A score 
of times they came, and ten score shall they go. The Ark is in our midst!”

Oh, the sorrow of it! The unspeakable sadness of her plight!
The Ark stands in the midst only when hearts are white as snow. 

Insidious sin and dark faithlessness had turned the heart of Israel black in 
the sight of God! But she realized it not, nor missed her former blest com-
munion with her God!

On they came, those marching Philistine hordes. On they trod, 
beyond the sacred boundary lines that God had marked, lines o’er which 
erstwhile no alien foot had trod. On, till they penetrated the very heart of 
the camp. The Ark of the Covenant was taken!

Eli, prophet of God and a type of Godliness in the Church, heard 
thereof as the messenger cried: “Israel is fled before the Philistines, and 
there hath been also a great slaughter among the people and thy two 
sons, Hophni and Phinehas, are dead, and the ark of God is taken. And 

C H A P T E R  2 0

Bringing Back The Ark

The messenger...said, Israel is fled before the Philistines,...

and the ark of God is taken...when he made mention of the 

ark of God, he (Eli) fell from off the seat backward...and 

his neck brake. And his daughter-in-law...was with child, 

near to be delivered: and when she heard the tidings that 

the ark of God was taken...she bowed herself and travailed...

and she named the child Ichabod, saying, the glory is 

departed from Israel: because the ark of God was taken.

1 Samuel 4:17-21

The power of the Spirit, as a wall of fire about the church and a glory 
in the midst of her, has ever provided an impregnable barricade through 
which the darts of the enemy could not penetrate, and against which the 
forces of evil were powerless.

Throughout the centuries, while the Spirit of God has dwelt in the 
midst of His people, even as the Ark of the Covenant dwelt in the midst of 
Israel, every onslaught of the devil has but fallen back upon itself, discom-
fited, baffled and ragingly helpless.

When the Ark was in the midst of Israel, what need she fear? Floods? 
Nay! Before her militant, aggressive, faith-filled steps, flimsy walls of 
water trembled and fell back!
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Now in the hour of Eli’s death, was born to Eli’s house a son—a succes-
sor. Yet this newcomer was strangely changed. The fire was gone from his 
eyes, the light was missing from his brow. Looking upon him, his weeping 
mother cried: “Ichabod! The glory is departed from Israel for the Ark of 
God is taken.”

And so it was. The shout was gone and the hallelujahs were no more.
But Ichabod grew, and his family spread. They spread o’er hill and 

vale. Their cities rose. Their fields were tilled. They grew rich and strong. 
The tabernacle was changed and new adornments were added.

And they chose them a king; chose him, not for the light upon his 
brow, nor for the godliness within his soul, nor for the prayer upon his 
lips; but for his stature bold. They chose them a king who was tall and 
strong—“a choice young man and a goodly;...and there was not among 
the children of Israel a goodlier person than he: from his shoulders and 
upward he was higher than any of the people.”

But Saul missed not the Ark. He craved no shout within the ancient 
camp. ’Tis likely that he skirted all such texts referring to the ancient 
glory of Israel.

But when David, type of the Spirit-anointed, came to the throne of 
Israel, one of his first concerns was for her spiritual welfare. Like Paul, 
who, when preaching to the Ephesians, missed the light of the Spirit in 
their countenances and asked “Have ye received the Holy Ghost since ye 
believed?” David missed the shout in the camp.

Something was wrong. There was no triumphant lilt to the singing 
and no assurance of victory in the heart. God, Who had so gloriously led 
Israel in her early years and Who had so definitely promised victory, could 
not have changed—could not have fallen short of His promise.

Then the fault must lie with Israel. As he meditated within his heart, 
methinks David must have recalled the words of the Lord: “And there I 

it came to pass, when he made mention of the ark of God, that he [Eli] 
fell from off his seat backward by the side of the gate, and his neck brake” 
(1 Sam. 4:17, 18).

And so it was with the early Church. When the Holy Ghost was in her 
midst, triumph triumphed triumphant.

When apostle and prophet, pulpit and pew “tarried until” they were 
endued with power from on high, ere entering upon their work for God; 
when the “shepherds of the flock” believed, accepted, and preached the 
whole Word of God in its blessed, powerful entirety the Church marched 
forward in the face of the most severe persecution with never a halt and 
never a faltering step.

But when those ordained to preach the full Word of God began 
to backslide; when preachers and teachers began to question that the 
Pentecostal Baptism of the Holy Spirit was for any beyond the Apostolic 
Age; when the Church sought popularity with the world rather than with 
Christ, then the Dark Ages descended upon her like an all-enveloping 
mantle of black defeat.

Silenced were the “Hallelujahs” and “Amens”! Forsaken were the all-
night prayer meetings! Deserted were her altars! A hollow shell of for-
mality replaced the sturdy form of actuality! The burning fervor of faith 
smouldered and died away to cold, grey ashes of forgetfulness!

Her mouldering portals, like forgotten ghosts of a yester-year, held 
out empty, disconsolate arms—beckoning, yearning for the true, Spirit-
filled believers who came not. The Philistines of worldliness had taken the 
Ark from her midst.

Hosts of doubt swarmed within her camp, now un-guarded by the 
fiery wall of Spiritual soundness. Godliness was fallen backward, and bro-
ken was her neck!
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Would God that every preacher in the world today would dare to put 
his finger upon the second chapter of Acts and cry: “Where is the old-time 
power? Why have we fallen silent, why do our banners trail within the 
dust and ourselves cower before the advancing hosts of sin? The Ark! We 
have lost the Ark! The Baptism of the Holy Spirit with old-time power and 
manifestation has departed from our midst! Let us arise and bring back 
the Ark to its rightful resting place within the House of the Lord!”

Once having made the decision, David hesitated not. A call was sent 
forth, and the people were gathered together unto the City of David 
from whence they set forth in a body to bring the Ark from the house of 
Abinadab.

At first David and his hosts made the same error as many today are 
making. Instead of bringing out the Ark in the old-fashioned way, bearing 
it upon their shoulders, thus making their bodies the conveyance of the 
Ark, they were persuaded that the more modern, up-to-date, Philistine 
method of carrying it upon a new cart, drawn by milch-kine, was a more 
satisfactory way.

“Surely God was not tied to one pattern,” argued they. “Surely the 
methods He used so long ago, must have been revised and modernized 
to fit the new age. Surely we can bring up the wheels of the cart in the 
grooves of present day chariot ruts and reach the city with greater ease.”

Do you remember the result? When the Ark was carried to the thresh-
ing floor of Nachon, the place of sifting and testing, it began to shake so 
violently that Uzzah felt duty bound to steady it and hold it down a bit with 
a restraining hand. God’s displeasure fell upon him like a bolt of lightning 
from the sky, and he fell dead.

David, filled with fear and bewilderment that this shocking, humiliat-
ing reproach should be brought upon their work, when they were truly 
seeking to bring about the return of the Lord’s glory, left the Ark in the 
humble home of Obed-Edom where it found a welcome, and returned to 
the city, hurt, chagrined, and humiliated.

But prosperity, joy, and blessing filled the household of Obed-Edom 
from the moment the Ark entered his open door. Such blessing and power 

will meet with the children of Israel, and the tabernacle shall be sanctified 
by my glory. And I will sanctify the tabernacle of the congregation, and 
the altar: I will sanctify also both Aaron and his sons, to minister to me 
in the priest’s office. And I will dwell among the children of Israel, and 
will be their God. And they shall know that I am the Lord their God, 
that brought them forth out of the land of Egypt, that I may dwell among 
them: I am the Lord their God” (Exod. 29:43-46).

“And they departed from the mount of the Lord three days’ journey: 
and the ark of the covenant of the Lord went before them in the three 
days’ journey, to search out a resting place for them. And the cloud of the 
Lord was upon them by day, when they went out of the camp. And it came 
to pass when the ark set forward, that Moses said, Rise up, Lord, and let 
thine enemies be scattered; and let them that hate thee flee before thee. 
And when it rested, he said, Return, O Lord, unto the many thousands of 
Israel” (Num. 10:33-36).

“And as they that bare the ark were come unto Jordan, and the feet 
of the priests that bare the Ark were dipped in the brim of the water (for 
Jordan overfloweth all his banks all the time of harvest), that the waters 
which came down from above stood and rose up upon an heap very far 
from the city Adam, that is beside Zaretan: and those that came down 
toward the sea of the plain, even the salt sea, failed, and were cut off: and 
the people passed over right against Jericho. And the priests that bare the 
ark of the covenant of the Lord stood firm on dry ground in the midst 
of Jordan, and all the Israelites passed over on dry ground, until all the 
people were passed clean over Jordan” (Josh. 3:15-17).

Ah, that was it! The Ark was missing! Where was the Ark of the 
Covenant whose very presence gendered unwavering faith which brought 
down the Spirit’s power? “And David arose and went with all the people 
… to bring up … the ark of God” (2 Sam. 6:2).

Would God that the thousands, yea, tens of thousands today who feel 
a lack of power; who feel the absence of the convicting power of God upon 
the hearts of their listeners; who know that something is missing in the 
Church today, would dare, as did David of old, to face the matter honestly.
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Now the house of Obed-Edom—the small upstairs hall or basement 
meeting place—was never the intended resting place of the Ark, whose 
presence would be a gracious honor and benediction in the finest taber-
nacle, cathedral or temple in the land.

The Ark has indeed rested by the threshing floor, and there has been 
a great deal of the chaff and dust of fanaticism and earthiness. But no one 
could deny that the Ark was in the midst, or that the Glory of the Lord 
and the Holy Spirit of God hovered above the Mercy Seat. Because the 
Ark was there, many have remained in the house of Obed-Edom and have 
endured the dust and chaff, because of His presence there.

Thus it was in the camp of Israel when David heard of the blessing 
brought upon the humble dwelling where the Ark abode. He had made 
a mistake but he would not repeat it. He longed for the presence of God 
within the Tabernacle of Jerusalem. Casting aside the advice of those who 
urged for a more modern method, and disregarding the criticism of some 
of his contemporaries, David set out again, to bring back the Ark in the 
old-fashioned way.

Minister, Teacher, Christian Worker of today, do you dare to take the 
bold uncompromising stand which David took? Your pews empty, your 
altars deserted, your hearts hungry!

You know that you need the power of the Spirit’s Baptism in your life. 
You know that none other than the original Pentecostal experience will 
satisfy, for you have tried all the twentieth century methods.

Standing only upon the teachings of God’s Word; setting aside the 
jeers of the ungodly and the criticism of the misunderstanding Michals 
who mock, will you join hands and hearts and go forth to bring back the 
Ark into the sanctuary of the Church, as did David of old?

It is coming! The Ark is coming up the road!
Will you take your place in a distant window with the disapproving 

Michals or will you join with the worshippers and welcome the Ark? With 
psalter, sack and harp! With timbrel, cymbal and praise unconfined.

See it coming—the Ark of the Covenant! Too long has it lain in the 
household of doubt! Too long in the corner of the wayside hut!

accompanied the Ark at its entrance into the open door of the home of 
Obed-Edom that the news thereof reached even the ears of the King upon 
his throne.

David’s desire to see the Ark occupying its rightful position in the 
House of God, was thus intensified, and he cried: “We will go out and 
bring up the Ark to the City of David.”

Such is the situation in the Church of Jesus Christ today. While those who 
have lost the anointing and are lacking in spirituality, may not even miss 
the old-time power of the Spirit, and are contented with the superficial 
imitation of a card-signing, hand-shaking, oyster-suppering, moving-pic-
turing religion; nevertheless the Lord’s “Davids,” who have the anointing, 
and are in real touch with Heaven, realize the lack of power in their midst 
and are filled with determination to bring back the Ark and put it in its 
rightful place.

But even among this group who pray earnestly for the return of the 
Ark of God, few expect the Holy Spirit to come as He came in the days of 
our fore-fathers. “Surely,” they argue, “we are living in a different age, and 
more modern, dignified and conservative methods maybe employed in the 
bringing back of the Ark.

But somehow the new cart, whose wheels they attempt to keep in the 
grooves and ruts made by the wheels of our theological chariots, has been 
violently shaken at the threshing floor. Disaster and even spiritual death 
has smitten those who would try to interfere with or govern the movings 
of the Ark.

Shocked and troubled, many of the company have returned, each one 
to his own house, leaving the Ark to rest in the humble house of Obed-
Edom—the same often being a lowly cottage prayer meeting, or Mission 
Hall—where the Ark has been met with open arms of welcome and 
thanksgiving.
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Oh, tell me, passer-by—can you not see it? Can you not hear the sing-
ing? Can you not see yon cloud of dust that rises o’er the hilltops as they 
march en route to the House of God?

And when the Ark is there enshrined, its powers loosed and its Shekinah 
fills the place; then shall song be unrestrained and treasury doors flung 
wide. Heaven’ s coffers shall open out and spill o’er the altars and pews; 
and God, from out His treasure house shall cry:

“And I say unto you, Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall 
find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you. For everyone that asketh 
receiveth; and he that seeketh findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall be 
opened. If a son shall ask bread of any of you that is a father, will he give 
him a stone? Or if he ask a fish, will he for a fish give him a serpent? Or 
if he shall ask an egg, will be offer him a scorpion? If ye then, being evil, 
know how to give good gifts unto your children: how much more shall 
your heavenly Father give the Holy Spirit to them that ask Him?” (Luke 
11:9-13).

Bring it back to the House of the Lord, even as David brought the Ark 
of the Covenant to the Tabernacle and enshrined it in the heart thereof. 
Bring back the Holy Spirit into His rightful place in the heart of the 
Church.

Let ceremony’s cant and formalist’s chant go by the boards. Let the 
light and the might of the blessed Ark shine forth from its sacred shrine. 
Let bushels of corn and flagons of wine and myriad loaves of bread be 
dispensed to the peoples of the House (2 Sam. 6).

Let the ministers leap with joy. Let the altars be heaped to overflow-
ing with the fullness of the Spirit’s grace. Let Davids dance with all their 
might and timbrels loudly ring. Let new songs spring from yielded lips and 
hallelujahs rock the sky.

What matter if Michals, standing at their windows, empty flagons in 
hand, look with disdain upon the people of God and scorn and call them 
mad. Barren shall she be from the day of her scorning, her altars empty 
and bare and in her heart shall the bitter gall of a thousand Michals lie.

“I will do thus and more,” cried David. “I will not stop nor falter until 
the Glory returns—until the cloud of the Lord’s presence fills the Temple 
and the priests and the ministers of God stand mute before His power.”

Why should the Church of today longer eke out a meager existence with 
empty barren pews, when the old time fullness of glory is yet o’erflowing? 
God’s treasuries are full to the bursting; His rivers full breasted as in the 
days of our fathers. The hand of Jehovah is still as strong; His presence 
just as willing to guide.

Bring back the Ark! Bring it up with shouting, with tears and with 
song. Bring back the Pentecostal power!

The king, as becomingly as the maid, may dance within its path. The 
laborer and the weary, the toiler and his plough, the house woman from 
her kneading trough, the young man and the maid may join them. Rejoice! 
not because of the plaudits of men, but because of the glory of God.

Scorned shall you be, and railed upon; and some shall say ye are mad. 
Michals will laugh, wayfarers will jeer. But these matter not a whit. The 
Ark is coming! The Ark is coming!


