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ATCH YOUR BREATH! 

Take a tight grip on the arms of your chair! 

You are going to see the sinner tearing down barrier after 

barrier, literally fighting his way to hell! 

The thought which I bring to the great throng of five thousand souls 

gathered here tonight, and to the greater world audience assembled by 

radio in the Cathedral of the Air, is a most startling, shocking, breath-

taking and original one! 

“Fighting his way to hell?” you gasp, with widening, horrified eyes. 

“Why, Sister McPherson, what do you mean? Fighting? Fighting his 

way? Why I never heard of such a thing! In order to be lost all one has 

to do is do nothing. The road to destruction is a most easy and 

unresenting path of travel. Never heard tell of such a thing!” 

Neither have I! 

For fifteen years, ever since I was seventeen years of age, I have 

preached the gospel throughout thousands of cities, delivering tens of 

thousands of sermons to hundreds of thousands of people, to audiences 

totaling millions; working faithfully day and night, winter and summer, 

year in and year out without a vacation, yet I have never heard, read or 

preached a sermon on this subject. While looking to God on my knees 

for a new message for you, this was given me. 

My business is to wake people up, to shake them up out of the rut 

and routine, to cry “Fire!” when there is a fire, to warn of destruction 

when people are madly rushing to perdition, to wave the red lantern at 

the danger crossing, to sound the alarm, beat upon the heart’s door of 

the sleeper and bid him flee from the wrath to come. 
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Never again, after hearing this sermon tonight, will you be able to 

say: “If God loves me, why should He send me to destruction and to 

eternal woe?” 

God never did and never will send anyone there. He has done all in 

his power to keep us away from that fearful place of unending regret 

and misery. If we go there, it will be of our own free will. 

Along life’s pathway, from the cradle, to youth’s dewy springtime, 

to the wintry snows of age, stout, staunch, eloquent barriers have been 

set to deter us on our downward rush and send us back to God and 

safety. 

The pitfalls of the road have been thoroughly equipped with 

flashing, flowing danger signals standing as red lanterns—crimson 

stained by Blood Divine. 

To reach hell, the sinner must deliberately and persistently hack and 

hew his way through these barriers, extinguish or kick from out his 

pathway every red signal lantern, and with dogged determination and 

continuing rejection speed on his downward way, defying the love of 

God. 

See? Here is the youthful sinner. The child who has told his first 

falsehood, or who has committed his first theft, no more perhaps than 

the taking of a cookie from the cookie jar, or a forbidden lump of sugar. 

Halt! 

Suddenly a red lantern is waved frantically before the young 

transgressor. A great barrier looms just before him. Steady, firm, 

strong, restraining as though held by angel hands, a large rope is thrown 

across his pathway. On it hangs the swinging sign upon which is 

inscribed the word… 

 

Conscience! 
 
You are wrong, little boy! You are wrong, little girl! 

Go back! Go back! There is nothing but death, heartaches, misery 

and evil upon this downward road. You must not go further! I have 

been placed here by God Almighty to deter you from going one step 

further. 
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Think, brother, sister! Can you remember in early childhood how 

your conscience rose to warn you? Can you remember how you lay 

awake with hot burning eyes, remembering the little thing, the tiny 

thing you did? Oh, it did not seem little then! It seemed of momentous 

import. How you have laughed at yourself since to think that you let 

such a trifle bother you! 

Then do you remember how, instead of turning back, you 

committed other “little” sins? 

There was that time you played hooky from school, the time that 

you tore up the teacher’s note that should have been taken home to 

mother, that first game of marbles played for “keeps,” that first 

cigarette smoked because the other boys said that it was smart, and 

because you “didn’t want to be a sissy.” 

With each downward step in those early days of wandering, how the 

stout barrier of Conscience rose in protestation! 

Go back! Go back! I am here to stop you. Here lies the road to death 

and hell. Back! Back I say! 

But, no! The sinner lifts his hand. He lays hold of the rope. He twists 

it. He seizes the hatchet of persistence and hacks at it day after day until 

it is torn strand from strand. 

“I will not stop. I am going to have my own way. Oh, yes! I know that 

it is wrong, but I have made up my mind. Away with the barrier of 

Conscience!” 

With a final wrench he tears the last strand in two. The first barrier 

is broken, and he is on the other side—the wrong side, the downward 

side. 

Once having put the first great barrier out of the way, he speeds 

along down the rose-strewn path, declaring that he will not be found 

out in his wrongdoings and that all is well. 

Suddenly, close before him there arises a second barrier.  
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Correction! 
 

When one does not stop for Conscience, one ofttimes feels “The 

Rod of Correction.” There came the day when father or mother found 

out. Then swift and certain punishment followed. 

“Oh, Mamma, don’t!” we have heard many children cry. 

“Oh, please don’t! I will never do it anymore!” 

By and by the child becomes older and is too large for the parent to 

punish. 

Even then, as we persisted in our downward course, the barrier of 

Correction would rise before us in the form of the arm of the law. 

“Don’t do this,” and “Don’t do that, or it will eventually lead you into 

serious trouble,” it sternly warned. 

Then too, the Holy Spirit would do valiant battle, urging us to take 

warning of the punishment already meted out, reminding us that this 

was but a tiny foretaste of the judgment and suffering meted to those 

who persistently rejected the salvation offered by Jesus Christ. 

Constantly did He beseech us that we would turn back onto the road of 

redemption. 

But, no! Persistently the sinner rushes on, and laying hold of that 

barrier called Correction, he cuts and hacks it in twain, then strides with 

determined step through the aperture. He has broken the second 

barrier to hell, and is now well started upon his way. 

But look! A third barrier is immediately cast up before him. It 

gleams out into his pathway, bright and shining with hope, fair with 

promise. It teaches obedience and service. It is a lighted lamp to guide 

the feet upon the pathway to happiness and eternal life.  

 

The Holy Bible! 
 

“Turn ye! Turn ye! For why will you die!” cry a multitude of voices 

from the Sacred Writ. “The wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is 

eternal life.” 

“What will a man give in exchange for his soul?” 
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“God hath no pleasure in the destruction of the wicked.” 

“While we were yet sinners, Christ died for us.” 

“Arise! Flee for thy life! Look not behind thee, neither tarry thou in 

all the plain.” 

Day and night, night and day, without ceasing the Word cries: 

“Go back! Go back! The soul that sinneth, it shall surely die. Be sure 

your sins will find you out. After death the judgment. God 

commandeth all men everywhere to repent.” 

“Ah, what do I care about the Bible! How do I know that it is true, 

anyway?” says the sinner. 

“Wait, wait! Oh, wait a minute, sinner, before you break that barrier. 

The Word of God not only tells of hell with sorrow and destruction at 

the end of a sinner’s life, but it tells of Heaven and eternal glory at the 

end of the life of the righteous. And the Bible is—oh, it is true!” 

“Well, I don’t care whether it is true or not. I am going through! I am 

a sinner and I refuse to be turned back.” 

With a mighty wrench of his hands, he lays hold upon it, and before 

the onslaught of his persistence and the hacking of his knife, another 

barrier is gone! He kicks the Bible from his path, refuses to hearken to 

its warnings, and presses on his downward way, literally fighting his 

way to hell.  

 

Mother! 
 

What a barrier that one word and all that it stands for has been to 

countless thousands! 

Do you remember the little house where the home fires burned? Do 

you remember how mother pled, “Don’t do that, son! Don’t do it, 

daughter! I know that the world with its lure and its siren call is seeking 

to dazzle and fascinate. I know that the joyride, the pool hall, the dance 

is calling you. But don’t, don’t go! You are setting out for the far-off 

city. You are planning for the gilded fame of Hollywood. Stay home, 

dear! Let Mother’s God be yours.” 

Have you gone by that barrier, too? There was a young man the 

other day whose mother plead with him thus. Like a barrier she stood 



 

 6 

in his way. But he broke her heart, deliberately, ruthlessly, and cried, 

“Mother, I am going! I will not have folks say that I am tied to my 

mother’s apron strings any longer.” 

He strode out and closed the door, tearing down with his hands that 

lovely barrier and stepped out into the world. 

How long is it since you wrote to your Mother? Oh, God, let every 

sinner in this building be converted tonight! Then let them all rush out 

of this auditorium and down the street to the nearest telegraph office 

to send a wire: “Darling Mother, your prayers answered. Converted 

tonight. Angelus Temple.” 

 

The Cross! 
 

Ah! See it yonder. How it flashes and glows! 

The cross of Jesus Christ rises as a living danger signal, whose scarlet 

light, encrimsoned by the Saviour’s Blood, warns from death, hell and 

the judgment. 

How the voice therefrom shouts its warning in thunderous tones 

and pleads in love with gentlest intercession! 

Hark! It is speaking now— 

“Sinner, O sinner, take heed to your ways. You have broken each 

barrier down. You have trodden under foot Conscience, Correction, 

the Bible and Mother’s Love. Will you also break down the barrier of 

the Cross? Think! It was hereon the Saviour suffered, bled and died. 

‘Twas here for you His precious Blood was shed! Remember, you may 

pass all other barriers and live, but if you pass the Cross you pass it to 

your doom.” 

See! See! Seizing in his hand the barrier of the Cross, the sinner is 

thrusting it from his path. The cords of love cannot restrain him against 

his will. Down, down the road he strides—the road of sin and peril. 

Sinner, sinner, never say that God sent you to hell. I declare unto 

you tonight that you must deliberately fight your way to destruction if 

you pass these barriers that God has set up to stop you on the way of 

death. 
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The Church! 
 

The sinner may pass the Cross, reject the Saviour, put his fingers in 

his ears to still the pleadings of that Voice. But in his pathway rises the 

barrier of the church. Every time that he passes the building, it is a mute 

reminder of the way back home. Every steeple is a finger that points 

him to the skies. 

Every time that he hears a gospel sermon and goes out unsaved, he 

has struck at and weakened a strand in that barrier. 

Every piece of gospel literature that is put into his hand, every 

invitational hymn that he hears sung, every time that a minister of 

Christ stands in the pulpit with outstretched hands and pleads, “Sinner, 

come to Jesus,” every time that he whispers back, “Not tonight,” he has 

weakened the strands of that barrier. 

Are you, too, determined to break this barrier down tonight? 

Will you too say, “I don’t care. I just won’t be saved. I am going 

through! I am going to pass it to my doom.” 

 

Sickness! 
 

A sharp star of pain! Dull throbbing of ear and temples. 

Quick-mounting fever! Flushed cheeks! A grave-faced doctor bent 

over your bed. The cool firm fingers of the nurse quavered a little as 

they rested upon your racing pulses. 

“If he lives through this night, he stands a chance. But he is a very 

sick man.” The words had beaten themselves in upon the brain and now 

you lay remembering how you had always said, “I haven’t time for 

Jesus, or to serve the Lord.” 

The Lord had taken this means of giving you time to be still and 

consider. 

“If I ever get out of this, I will do differently,” you said to yourself. 

“Supposing that you were to die right now,” whispered the Master. 

“Your eternal soul would be lost. Think, child! What would it profit a 

man if he gained the whole world and lost his own soul?” 
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For a little while you were solemnized and reiterated your promise, 

“I will do differently.” But when you recovered, urgent business 

pressed. You felt that you must make up for lost time, and the matter 

of your salvation was put off. 

By and by the whole occurrence became something that you could 

smile about and say, “Well, I certainly had a scare that time and began 

thinking of my sins. What a joke it was!” 

 

Narrow Escape! 
 

Do you remember the day when you were speeding down the road 

in your automobile as fast as you could go? One eye was on the clock 

and the other watching for the motorcycle officer. 

With a shriek, the great express train came tearing along the tracks. 

You were going too rapidly to stop. You stepped on the gas and barely 

cleared the track when the train thundered through. Shaking from head 

to foot, you applied the brakes, and with white face whispered 

tremulously, wiping the beads of perspiration from your brow— 

“Oh, my God, that was a close call!” 

The Spirit whispered, “What if you had been——? Where would you 

have spent eternity?” 

But by and by, in relating the incident down at the office, you were 

more collected, could give your shoulders a shrug, laugh and say, “That 

certainly was a close shave. I will have to be more careful next time.” 

 

Bereavement!  
 

Do you remember when you laid your baby away? Ah, daddy, your 

heart was soft that day! In the office you boasted that “you could give 

as good as they could send.” You were a “man’s man.” Nothing bothered 

you. Tears were strangers to your eyes. But, oh, when that wee lamb 

went! Do you remember how it broke your heart, Daddy? 

Mother, darling, do you remember how Jesus spoke to you then? Up 

to this time, dear, you had been too busy washing and ironing, cooking 
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and planning for your wee babe. You couldn’t go to church or prayer 

meeting. You had to stay home and take care of the little one. So the 

Good Shepherd took her to yon bright mansion over there, and gave 

you time to think. At first, you were bewildered. 

Falling on your knees by her casket, you sobbed out, “O God, where 

is my baby? This is not she!” 

You touched the little form lying there so still. She looked like wax. 

You kissed the little face that was cold and stiff. 

“B-a-b-y!” you cried. “I cannot bear to have you look like that. 

This—this isn’t my baby!” 

Stunned, you went about the sad task of putting away the little 

cradle; you wrapped the wee booties in tissue paper and laid them in 

the bottom dresser drawer. 

Do you remember how the Spirit of the Master stood beside you 

then, whispering, “Look up, mother dear. You have a tie to Heaven 

now—an anchor—something to go there for. Won’t you look up?” 

But, oh, how many have passed even this barrier! Perhaps it was 

your mother, your sweetheart, your companion that was taken. Tell 

me, did you pass that barrier? Did you break it down and go on without 

God? Tell me, did you? 

 

Father Time! 
 

Who art Thou, thou stern, gaunt figure, with hoary locks, standing 

hard by the precipice that marks the termination of the sinner’s path? 

“I am Father Time. I constitute the last barrier on the road to 

destruction. In one hand I hold the hour glass. Hark! Canst thou not 

hear? As the sands are swiftly flowing, they are crying unto you, ‘Sinner, 

poor sinner! Your one brief hour upon the earth is almost done.’” 

“In the other hand I hold the scythe of death. It too is crying, ‘All 

flesh is grass. The wicked shall be cut down and when the sun is risen, 

they shall wither away.’” 

“I, Father Time, as an old man, whose hair has been kissed by the 

silver of many winters, beseech you to go back while yet there is time. 
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Think, sinner! The springtime is over. The summer is past. The harvest 

is ending, and you—are—not—saved!” 

Yesterday is gone, you can never get it back. The water of the years 

that has flowed over the dam of time is gone, and the sound of the 

grinding is lowered. You have wasted your years. You have wasted your 

strength. 

Will you not—oh, will you not go back before it is too late? 

Sometime ago there was converted in the Angelus Temple an old 

man who claimed to be a hundred and three years old. 

He had waited until he had come to the last barrier, feeble and 

wasted, broken in body and spirit, he had nothing left to bring to the 

Lord. What a pity! 

Oh, if we could only live these lives of ours over again! If only we 

could turn the hour glass over and let the sands run through again as 

easily as we turn the three minute glass by which we time the eggs that 

we boil for breakfast! 

“Not tonight. Some other time.” 

Oh, suppose that some sinner should say those words again tonight, 

should lay hold of this last barrier, thrust aside the outspread and 

imploring arms, should go out of this building unsaved and be hurled 

over the precipice down into the yawning abyss of eternity—what an 

awful thing this would be! 

No, no! You cannot afford to break that last barrier. 

See?—Just beyond is hell and destruction. Remember, of all the 

words of tongue or pen the saddest are these—“It might have been.” 

The Lord Jesus Christ has done all that He could do to save you.  

You have smashed through Conscience, laughed at the Rod, 

ridiculed the Bible, turned away from Home and Mother, said you were 

not going “to be tied to mother’s apron strings,” you were going to have 

a good time. You have laughed at the church and spurned the Cross. 

Sickness could not stop you. Narrow Escapes became a joke or were 

considered a thrill. Even the death of a loved one did not halt you, and 

now unless the last barrier stops you, you are g-o-n-e! 
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The Altar Call 
 

You are not—oh, tell me that you are not going to break through 

and utterly tear down the barrier which the Lord hath raised through 

the preaching of this message. 

I see the teardrops glistening in your eyes. Some of you are brushing 

them away with your handkerchiefs. Some are gripping the seat in 

front of them, trembling with conviction. 

Others are leaning forward just waiting for the call to be given. 

Jesus Christ is waiting too. The angels are leaning over the 

balustrades of Heaven. Prayers are rising from hearts all over the 

audience. The recording angel is waiting to dip his pen in the crimson 

ink of Heaven to write your name in the Lamb’s Book of Life. 

What will your answer be? Heaven or hell? Life or death? Joy or 

sorrow? 

Today is the day of salvation and decision. Tonight the last barrier 

may be broken. 

Right about-face everybody! It is high time that you turned toward 

Calvary and made Christ your Redeemer and Lord. Will you come? 

Will you come now? 

Ah, thank God, you are coming! 

Look—brother, sister —look! They are pouring down the aisles, they 

are coming from the balconies, they are streaming down the 

mezzanines, they are kneeling at the altars. Put a row of chairs here, 

brother! Fill the center of the altar first, sister. Pack them in tightly. 

Oh—oh, there are four rows filled already! What shall we do with 

the others who are coming? Move over everybody, move over! They 

are coming to Christ! They are coming home! Thank God! Thank God! 

They are entering the gateways to Heaven. 

Come, brother! Come, sister! There is room at the Fountain for you. 

Come, radio land! Right where you are, the Saviour is waiting to save 

you and make you whole. Open your heart to receive Him. The door 

of mercy swings wide before you—enter while you may. 
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HE LORD JESUS Christ was not born in an ornate mansion, 

but in a lowly and practical stable where the humble kine 

were grazing at the hay and fragrant clovers. 

He was born of practical parentage. His mother was a studious, 

practical housewife. His foster father, Joseph, was a practical and 

industrious carpenter. 

The Lord Jesus followed a practical profession. He worked in a 

carpenter shop, was obedient to His parents, and at the practical age of 

thirty, began a very practical ministry. 

He did not surround himself with people who were dreamy and far-

fetched. He drew to Himself practical people; gathered about Him the 

most practical of disciples: fishermen who were rugged, sunburned, toil 

worn, who had large hands and hard muscles, and a tax collector whose 

daily dealings with mankind had been of the most practical nature. 

Jesus Christ preached a practical gospel. His doctrines appealed to 

all because of their very practicability. 

His teachings applied to the rich, bidding them give liberally unto 

the poor, teaching that the second coat belonged to the brother who 

had need, and earnestly urging them “lay up treasures in Heaven where 

thieves do not break through to steal.” 

His gospel was practical for the poor. It bade them learn in whatever 

state they were therein to be content. 

His gospel applied to the king upon his throne and told him how to 

be a practical and good ruler, and how to lead his people in the paths 

of righteousness. It impressed upon the heart of that ruler the same 

necessity for a born-again experience that it impressed upon the 

humblest galley slave. 
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His practical gospel told the servant to be honest and of good repute 

in all things. It taught the storekeeper and the merchant to have honest 

scales, to sell their goods justly, and not to be extortioners. 

The teachings of the Lord Jesus were not mere flights of oratorical 

and flowery eloquence, neither were they great swelling, well rounded, 

fancy tickling words. His was the gospel that went straight down into 

the hearts and homes of the people. A ministry that found the burden 

and lifted it, located the trouble and banished it, touched the festering 

sore spot and healed it, entered the desecrated temple and cleansed it, 

found the hungry multitudes and fed them, walked the storm-swept 

sea and calmed it, and met the devil squarely and drove him out of the 

hearts of the oppressed. 

When He performed miracles, they were practical miracles. When 

He found Peter’s wife’s mother lying sick of a fever, He touched her 

hand, the fever left her, and she arose and ministered in a practical way. 

From His first miracle of turning water into wine at Cana of Galilee to 

the final miracle of His ministry of the restoring the severed ear to the 

head of the high priest’s servant in Gethsemane, His ministry was 

intensely practical. 

Not only did He look upon the high and the mighty, but also upon 

the lowly; not only upon the aged and the wise, but upon the little 

children, saying, “Suffer them to come unto Me.” 

Preaching a practical gospel to the common people, to the children, 

to the rulers, and to the mighty; preaching in the Temple, in the city 

streets, on the hillsides, and by the shores of the rolling sea—that which 

He asked was a reasonable and a practical service. 

But now, what of us? Have we in our hearts this practical, every day, 

wholesome, sound Christianity which applies seven days a week, 

twenty-four hours a day, sixty minutes per hour, and sixty seconds per 

minute? 

Practical Christianity begins with a born-again experience, wherein 

old things are passed away and all things become new; begins at the 

foot of Calvary’s Cross where the precious Blood of Jesus Christ washes 

away the stains of the years, cleansing and whitening as no fuller on 

earth can purify. 
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Practical Christianity is durable. It is something that lasts and is able 

to brave the storms. It is waterproof, fireproof, and proof against 

poisonous gases and smoke. You can take it with you and wear it as a 

garment. As you go out of the church and go to your home, your shop, 

your office, wherever you may be, ‘tis able to keep you in victory, in 

peace, and in the will of God. 

There may be poisonous gases about you, the enemy may test you 

and seek to break through, but the Lord will keep you. 

This does not mean that your heart will never ache, that you will 

never stagger, falter, nor have to cry out to God on the way, but it does 

mean that underneath you shall be the everlasting arms and that He 

will hold you fast. 

Practical Christianity is not fragile; is not something that cannot be 

touched or handled. It is not a garment so dainty that for fear it will 

become soiled, one may only wear it to church on the Lord’s day. 

Practical Christianity is a vesture which may be worn in the 

practical, work-a-day world and yet be kept clean. 

True it is of fine texture! True it is very easily soiled when 

disobedience or unbelief creep in, but if we walk in the light as He is in 

the light, it is possible for those garments to remain unspotted by the 

world. Like the lilies of the field, they refuse to gather up or retain the 

dust that sifts from out the air. 

People with practical Christianity are not slow pokes. They are 

wide-awake folk. When there is a new invention such as the radio, they 

seize upon it and use it for the glory of God. When that wonderful 

invention—the linotype machine and the printing press—came along, 

they were among the first to utilize it for the glory of God. The 

automobile, the train, the steamship, the postal service, the telephone, 

and the telegraph, the pipe organ and the silver band, the cornet and 

the drum—all have been seized upon and used in the extension of 

practical Christianity throughout the earth. 

If there is anyone who should be wide-awake in all the world, it is 

the Christian—that he may speed the gospel message throughout the 

land. 
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Practical Christianity! What will it do for a man, for a home, for a 

country? 

First, it will change the life, the ideals, desires, ambitions, and make 

the believing follower like unto the Lord Jesus Christ. It will teach us to 

pay our debts, or make a herculean effort to do so. 

Practical Christianity will bless the home—yes, revolutionize it. Out 

will go quarreling, bickering, sharp words and nerves—for you know, 

we usually blame our temper on our nerves. Going right down into the 

very roots and fibers of the home life, practical Christianity will make 

it over new. Like a new broom, it will sweep clean. 

It will cause us to be true to Christ and true to one another. It will 

make us loving, gentle, tender and kind. It will take away all the snap, 

bite and snarl, and will leave in its place perfect love and peace. 

It will make the inmates of the home self-sacrificing, loving, sincere, 

courageous, victorious. It will give the people in the home a forgiving 

spirit, so that if one injures another, the injured one will be able to 

forgive—not after sulking for a week, but right away. It will help us to 

say to our family, “I love you, dears.” Ah, how much brighter the world 

would be if people only stopped to say those words more frequently! 

Fewer tears would be shed, and less harsh words spoken. 

Practical Christianity will keep you every moment in the home. 

When you sweep the floor you will say, “Lord, sweep my heart as 

cleanly as I sweep this floor. I am going to sweep in every corner, under 

the bed, and under the mats. Lord, I pray Thee, get into the corners of 

my life and sweep out every bit of dust that Satan has put there.” 

I fear that some of us are like Bridget in the following story: 

A lady, who one time took her new hired girl up to her bedroom, 

said, “Bridget, I want you to sweep my room every day, and I want you 

to sweep it clean. Be sure to sweep under the bed!” 

“Yes, ma’am,” the servant replied. 

A few days later Bridget’s mistress said to her, “Bridget, have you 

been sweeping under the bed as I told you?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Well, please be a little more careful tomorrow. I am not satisfied 

with your work. An ever increasing pile of dirt is accumulating there.” 
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The next day the mistress decided to watch Bridget do her work. 

She swept the floor thoroughly, dug into every corner with scrupulous 

care, and after she had gathered all the pile together swept it under the 

bed. 

But this is not practical Christianity. Let us gather up and sweep out 

everything that might hinder the Lord dwelling securely in our hearts. 

With practical Christianity in the home, the Lord will be with us 

every moment. As we wash the dishes we will find ourselves saying, 

“Lord, wash my heart as clean as I wash these dishes.” 

When washing clothes, “Lord, wash my garments. I pray Thee, 

make them snow white in the Blood of the Lamb.” 

When we dine, “Lord, feed me on the Bread of Life.” 

When we drink a cup of cold water, “Lord, so may I drink from the 

streams that flow from the Throne of God.” 

When we lie down to sleep at night, “Lord, so may I rest and put my 

trust upon Thy promises, secure through every storm and vicissitude 

of life, knowing that in Thee is safety, my Deliverer and my Sure 

Defense.” 

Practical Christianity will keep us sweet when the neighbor’s 

chickens scratch the seed from the new-made garden. It will help us to 

say, “Praise the Lord” even in that excruciating moment when we 

smash our thumb with a hammer. And, it will keep us in grace when we 

have to change an automobile tire on the road to Angelus Temple just 

when we were hoping for a front seat. 

Practical Christianity will keep us in the church. It is a warm-hearted 

affair. It does not make one sit up as though one had a ramrod down 

one’s back, saying. 

“I do not believe in revivals, in altar calls, in Amen Corners, in 

shaking hands with anybody. I do not believe in this and that. Too 

much emotionalism!” 

Oh. no, it makes you warm. When you have practical Christianity, 

you meet someone in the lobby and say, “God bless you, sister—what 

is your name?” 

She is your sister first, then after that you find out what her name is. 
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Practical Christianity in the church fills one’s heart with the praises 

of the Lord, helps one to see good in others, and to overlook another’s 

faults. Alas, how easy it is for us to see the mote in someone else’s eye, 

instead of the beam within our own. 

How easy it is to cut and hurt with cruel words! Practical Christianity 

makes us tender, loving, tolerant. It causes us to stop and say, “Lord 

Jesus, while I am talking about others, what about myself? I am full of 

failures. Forgive me, O Lord, as I forgive them who trespass against 

me.” 

Practical Christianity causes one to lend his songbook to another, or 

to give up a front seat that a sinner may be nearer to the altar. 

When you are here on Saturday nights, at the close of the service, 

you get a practical demonstration of such Christianity. Who else would 

dream of opening a great building like this on Saturday night with three 

big meetings coming on Sunday? 

No sooner is meeting over than we say, “Now everybody turn up the 

seat upon which you sat. Twenty men get a broom and help us to sweep 

this building from top to bottom.” 

Fine business men whip off their coats, roll up their sleeves and go 

to work with love in their hearts to brush and vacuum the Temple 

floors and carpets. 

Practical Christianity means visiting the prisons, preaching in the 

shops and factories, visiting the hospitals and the county farm. It 

teaches us not to be afraid to sew for the poor, scrub the floor for a sick 

person, usher in the church, and stand on our feet all day with nothing 

to eat but a cold sandwich. It makes us willing to take some unconverted 

mother’s baby and walk up and down the lobby with him that she may 

enjoy the service. 

Practical Christianity in the church will lead us to give liberally to 

foreign missionary work as well as to the work at home. It will enlarge 

our vision so that we see not only the home fields but those across the 

sea. It will help us to build this great missionary institute for which we 

are praying that we may train missionaries for the foreign field; will 

help us to put our hands in our pockets and give till it hurts for the glory 

of God. 
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Practical Christianity in the church will make us businesslike tithers 

and givers to the Lord. Oh, how I wish that every one of us could afford 

to keep either a home missionary or a native missionary on the field! 

Lastly, practical Christianity is efficacious in business. Not only can 

it be taken to the office and shop, but we may indeed take Jesus Christ 

into actual partnership with us there.  

I wonder what would happen if every business man would say, “I 

am going to take Jesus Christ as a partner. I will talk over every deal 

with Him, divide equally all my profits with Him, and take His advice 

in all matters.” 

Why, I believe that people would prosper, be blessed and gain as 

never before because He was with them. There would be no crooked 

deals, no shady oil stocks, nor any real estate inflations. The coffers of 

the Lord would swell, and there would be missionaries in every land 

and places to worship in every section. 

Practical Christianity in business helps one to keep straight books; 

keeps the grocer from putting sand in the sugar, or selling imitation 

butter for real. It makes us faithful and of good repute. 

Practical Christianity teaches one the art of living; means being like 

the Lord, and walking home to glory with Him. And, oh, it is a 

wonderful walk! One never gets bored or sick of life. Life has become 

interesting and sparkling. It has become something worth living. Every 

day is a new venture in Gilead. There are new mountain peaks to climb, 

and valleys into which to descend. There is no more monotony in life. 

The world has become your brother. All mankind has become to you 

one who needs your help. There are life-lines to be thrown, sinners to 

be rescued, brands to be snatched from the burning, sick to be cared 

for, and last but not least, an adorable Saviour to be crowned and 

glorified. 

Practical Christianity means more than being a church member, 

more than having one’s name on the church roll. It encumbrances a 

genuine, born again experience wherein the believer can say, “For me 

to live is Christ, and to die is gain.” 
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HEY’RE AT IT! 

The air is full of it! 

H-e-l-p! We are surrounded! 

They are encamped on every side! 

Lights! Music! Sermons! Song! Autos! Bands! Embryo evangelists! 

Banners unfurled to the breeze! Talents! Energy to Burn! Radio! Voices 

above, below, around! 

Fold your wings, old lucifer, and skidaddle!!! 

Scores of young student evangelists turned loose on the country! 

Preachings to the East! Preachings to the West! Preachings to the 

North! Preachings to the South! Tent meetings to the Starboard! Tent 

meetings to the Larboard! Tent meetings fore and tent meetings aft! 

Each totally oblivious of the other! Each wholly immersed in his 

own task! Each laying down the gospel for dear life! 

And in the center, a great revival church with radio towers acrackle 

with power, casting with lavish, reckless hand its gospel message to the 

winds that blow! 

Cars speeding up this road, cars speeding down that! Bunting, flags, 

festoons, rose and ivy garlands, busy saws, tapping hammers, bench 

building, platform erecting, piano tuning! Bands blaring, choirs 

singing, dozens of young preachers standing in line awaiting a chance 

to preach! 

Who are they? What is it? What’s-it-all-about? 

What? Why? Where? 

A roar in the sky! 

An aeroplane passes overhead! 

It circles about the radio towers! 
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Climb up everybody! Jump in! Let’s go find out! 

We rise above the slope and crest of peopled hills. Just below lie 

myriad homes. 

Roofs—roofs—roofs! Flat roofs, sloping roofs, wooden roofs, paper 

roofs, glass roofs, tile roofs! But above almost all of them a network of 

wires forming an aerial. And, always that one wire leading down to the 

receiving set beneath which stands ready to transmit the gospel 

message that’s speeding through the air. 

One hundred—five hundred—a thousand—two—one cannot count 

the multitude of radio antennaes upflung to catch the passing message 

on the ether wave. 

There lies Figueroa Street! 

Now we are traveling over Main! What slender ribbons the streets 

appear! 

Those are not ants—they’re motor cars that haste in uniform and 

swift precision down the road. 

Look! Yonder lies the ocean. 

The blood-red sun hesitates for a last fond look ere dipping ‘neath 

the swelling bosom of the peaceful sea. 

Yonder lies San Pedro, the fastest growing harbor in the world. Like 

an overgrown youngster, it stretches its legs into the sea. 

Close by, spread out in beauteous array, lies the city of Long Beach. 

What is this that rises through the gathering purple of the dusk and 

rears its head immediately beneath us? At first glance it resembles a 

badly scared man with every hair standing on end. At a second glance 

it appears like the arched-back of a porcupine, every quill bristling 

upward. 

Why—it’s Signal Hill, with its myriad oil derricks! The hiss of 

escaping steam, the sound of steady pumping reaches our ears. 

A-h-h-! Even as we look, ten thousand lights flash up. The hill has 

been transformed into an earthly constellation of ten thousand electric 

stars which rival the luminaries above. 

We are soaring over the city of Long Beach itself. Our plane circles 

‘round and ‘round for a moment. Rolling waves thunder and break on 
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the shore below. Beautiful residences with wide boulevards stretch in 

every direction. But, ‘tis the sight directly beneath that holds our eyes— 

a brand new khaki tent has been erected on the old circus grounds!  

How brave and gay it looks with flags and bunting, with streamers 

of red, white and blue electric lights rising from the borders, and 

outlining the tent from tip to toe! 

Roads blocked! Volunteer traffic directors struggling to clear the 

streets. 

Automobiles parked in every direction! 

Throngs assembled! Multitudes coming! 

‘Tis the opening night! 

Within the tent, emotions stirring, prayers rising, eyes brimming, 

tears flowing, sinners bowing, souls melting, Heaven smiling, angels 

rejoicing, mothers praying, sons repenting, fathers yearning, prodigals 

returning, the Spirit moving, light dawning! 

One can fairly feel the deep intent and earnestness of it all beating 

in upon the heart—penetrating the very soul. 

Lights, music, testimonies, preaching, altars, invitations, weeping, 

penitence, desperate earnestness! 

Another song—high, free, full, rising— 

 

Rescue the perishing 

Care for the dying; 

Snatch them in pity 

From sin and the grave. 

 

From our plane, which hangs mid-air, we look outward o’er the 

ocean wave. Surely there is not a ship in distress! 

 

Weep o’er the erring one, 

Lift up the fallen; 

Tell them of Jesus 

The mighty to save. 
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O-h-h,! So that’s it, is it? Making all this fuss and expending all this 

energy over the saving of souls, are they? 

Young men—clean, straight, manly—haste to and fro, affecting the 

rescue of trembling sinners. 

Young women—white clad, with long flowing capes of blue—move 

in and out through the throng, speak a word here, touch a shoulder 

there, whisper an invitation yonder. 

Are these angels from the sky? Have they dropped down from 

above—these wonderful young folk with their sweet faces and their 

consecrated hearts? 

N-o-o! Yonder on a golden shield, which stands near the highway, 

is the well-known sign of the open Bible. On its gleaning pages rests a 

shining square with a four inscribed in the heart thereof. Leaning far 

out we read: “Angelus Temple Students preaching the Foursquare 

gospel. 2:30 Daily 7:30. Welcome.” 

So—these are the young folk—the student evangelists who have 

been in training in the great Temple revival for a year and a half! 

Well-trained and straight-shooting young soldiers are they! 

For eighteen months they have studied warfare—theoretical, 

ethical, practical Evangelism—Homiletics, Synthesis, Church History, 

Doctrine, Chapter Summary, Expression, and Holy Ghost Revivalism. 

Surely, never were there such earnest students, never such a training 

school, never such an opportunity afforded! 

Step by step they have been guided into the work of soul-winning 

during the past months. Their training began in the Temple services 

where they dealt with kneeling penitents at the altars, in the audience 

as fishers of men, then in the Five Hundred Room where they preached 

to and dealt with the sick; next in house to house visitation, going from 

ward to ward and from bed to bed in the hospitals in ministrations of 

mercy, street services, shop, factory and foundry meetings, prison, jail 

and tank duties, battleship tract distribution and gospel services, 

teaching in the Sunday School, ushering, singing in the choir, mingling 

with the throngs, and helping the Evangelist lead the sick and the sinful 

to Christ. 
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Sixteen months of duty in the Watch Tower where prayer has been 

made day and night without ceasing! 

Sixteen months with sharpened lead pencils, ready notebooks, and 

keen, alert eyes that have been studying the great Holy Ghost Revival 

which has brought its thousands to the mercy seat in Angelus Temple. 

And now that the Student Body, divided into four sections, have 

been given brand new, eighteen ounce, mildew-proof, Foursquare 

gospel tents, God help the sinner or the backslider that escapes their 

loving call and earnest intercedings! 

Our aeroplane swerves! 

Again we rise and sweep across the country. 

Passing over the Temple dome at Echo Park, ‘tis but a few moments 

until beneath us lies a land that might well be called “The Garden Spot 

of God.” 

The air is sweet and pungent with the dewy fragrance of ten million 

orange blossoms! 

The lights of Pasadena flash into view—celebrated city, lovely city, 

city of refinement, wealth and education, city at the end of the tourists’ 

quest, city of homes, of the Tournament of Roses. 

Centered there, another tent similar unto the first. 

Its location ideal! Its appointments exquisite! Decorations, a dream 

of beauty! Ivy and roses, carnations and lilies, violets and 

chrysanthemums! 

Again music, bands, singing, cheers, Amens, Hallelujahs, preaching, 

hand-slapping, invitations, penitents, reunions, rejoicings! 

With sweep of wide-spread pinions and forward plunge, and roar of 

motor, our plane is speeding o’er hill and dale again. 

Crossing the dome of the Temple once more, we speed on and out. 

This time in a westerly direction. 

High over Hollywood we glide! 

Beverly Hills and Sawtelle slip by beneath! 

And, ere we realize it, we circle beautiful Santa Monica. 

Santa Monica with its Palisades ivy clad and sprinkled with forget-

me-nots. Santa Monica—the city of plumed palms, warm hearts, glad 

hands, sparkling fountains, semi-tropical verdure! 
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A third tent revival is under way! 

Here the throng seems greater, if that could be, and the tent more 

beautiful. 

The Mayor of the City is extending a welcoming hand to the 

Evangelist and the Student Body. 

Judge Garrett is performing the introduction with kindest and most 

encouraging words. 

Did you ever! 

Could you have imagined ultra-conservative cities such as these 

being so warm hearted, so melted, so enthusiastic, singing so 

rapturously, throwing themselves so whole-heartedly into a revival 

campaign on the first night? 

The very air is full of it! 

The message is caught even on the housetops by those who stir not 

from their doors. 

Imagine having as theirs a school that gives such practical training 

from the Alpha to the Omega of Evangelism! Then being provided with 

such glorious Tent Temples with complete equipment and all that 

heart could ask or think in which to begin their work! 

Loved—respected—honored—introduced—way paved into open 

hearts and homes and into abundant harvest fields! 

Another swerve of the plane, and we are speeding toward a fourth 

campaign! 

‘Twill be, of course, just like the former ones, and we are told there 

are several more to come. In each city where the tents are pitched, the 

people of that place have risen up to plead that the work go on and that 

the glorious Shekinah of those revivals be not moved. 

The air is full of it! 

The revival is on! 

The land is filled with its glory! 

Lights, music, sermons, songs, autos, bands, budding evangelists, 

talents, energy to burn, one stepping on another’s heels waiting a 

chance to speak! Radio, voice above, below, around! 

We are surrounded! They are encamped on every side! 

FOLD YOUR WINGS, OLD LUCIFER, AND SKIDADDLE! 
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HEROD! HERODIUS! JOHN! 

A King! A Temptress! A Preacher!  

Man! Satanic Influence! Influence Divine! 

The Eternal Triangle!!! 

In the center, the King—Conceited, vain, ease-loving, wobbly, 

flattered, easily swayed. silken swathed, wine sated, soft, luxurious, 

wallowing in licentiousness like putty being moulded! 

On his left, the Temptress—Haughty, cold, proud, scheming and 

jealous, conscienceless, unscrupulous, and cruel as the grave! 

On his right, the Preacher—Courageous, strong, rugged, fearless, bold, 

dauntlessly telling the truth in spite of personal loss or gain, calling sin 

by its right name and terming a spade a spade, thundering 

denunciations at the King, declaring: 

“It is not lawful for thee to have thy brother Philip’s wife.” 

Herod! Herodius! John! 

Three striking personalities! 

‘Twixt John and Herodius—a battle of wills. 

With Herod torn between the two! 

It is not lawful for thee to have her! Not lawful! Not lawful! 

Insistently the words beat in upon the door of the sinner’s heart. 

This was a new experience for Herod. Overfed with flattery, sated with 

fawning and softness as he was, this unprecedented experience must 

have come as an appreciable change and diversion. 

Like the thrill of a cold spray after too long, too enervating heat! 

A dash of tonic bitters after too much honeyed sweetness! 

The pummeling of a trained masseur after a night of revelry! 

“It is not lawful for thee—not lawful!” 

“Herod, your heart is steeped in sin! Bathed in iniquity! Your mode 

of life is wrong—yea more, ‘tis wicked, dishonorable! Put yon 
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Temptress from your side! Purge your soul from sin! Turn to the true 

and living God and to the Coming One of whom I am the witness! 

Repent ye in sackcloth and ashes! Flee from the wrath to come!” 

Here was a spirit-filled man, a positive man, a man with a message! 

Shoulders back; head up; eyes flashing fire: voice eloquent, ringing 

with assurance, like the rock of Gibraltar he stood, defying the waves of 

consequences, delivering the message from God. 

Instead of resenting the prick of John’s conviction-tipped javelin, 

Herod hugged it to his heart, fondled it, played with it—rather liked the 

nip of it. 

“Fine sermon I heard today,” he could say to his courtiers later. 

“Splendid preacher that! Isn’t afraid to tell you straight from the 

shoulder what he believes. No beating about the bush there! Don’t 

claim to have much religion myself, but I surely admire it in others—

appreciate earnestness when I see it! Have quite a thrill out of it—and 

all that.” 

Herod’s usually bored face must have registered both amusement 

and interest. 

He talked to John frequently, experimenting and toying with the 

strange prick of the heart that his word brought. A king on a throne was 

he—the ruler of a nation—his the power to say “Yea” or “Nay,” to decide 

for or against God and a righteous life. But so indeed is every man king 

of his heart and will, with the power of saying “Yes” or “No” to the voice 

of Almighty God. 

 “Repent for the Kingdom is at hand! 

“Repent!” cried the prophet of the Lord. 

What tenacity, what enthusiasm, what super-abundant energy for 

God this desert dweller possessed! What a strange combination he 

was—rugged, sunburned, uncouth, dressed in camel’s hair, living upon 

a diet of locust and wild honey, the light of the great open spaces in his 

eyes! 

To have gazed upon him and then to have looked upon that soft, 

weak-faced man on the throne must have been to realize that John was 

the greater monarch of the two. He had a message from God. He 

believed it implicitly. He was a man with the courage of his convictions. 
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Oh, for more like him today, who care not for status or standing, 

popularity or salary, but who speak with boldness the thunders of 

Jehovah the mighty God! 

The message of John the Baptist had an entirely different effect 

upon Herodius than upon Herod. 

Herod listened and, although the words pierced his heart as an 

arrow, he was able to nod his head and say: 

“That’s right. That man is preaching the truth. I’m a wicked old 

sinner all right! I know it. If I keep listening to that man, he may get me 

yet. Fine sermon, eh? What?” 

Herod toyed with conviction until at last his heart became calloused 

and he lost his soul. Let us take heed then for ‘tis thus that God deals 

with us all. 

“It is not lawful to have her! 

“It is not lawful to be a sinner! 

“It is not lawful to reject Jesus Christ! 

“It is not lawful for you to put your fingers in your ears and refuse 

the Gospel! 

“It is not lawful for you to smoke that old pipe, to go to that pool 

room, to mingle with that dance hall crowd, to live a proud, selfish, 

sinful life!” 

“Oh. that’s right, Sister McPherson! Give it to us straight! We like to 

hear a good sermon—a message with some nip to it.” 

There you are—that’s the very position Herod took! He too liked 

good, straight sermons, but they did not take effect. 

Herodius, on the other side of the triangle, listened but instead of 

saying, “That is a good sermon,” reacted in an entirely different 

manner— 

“The idea of that preacher daring to stand there and openly insult 

us! The idea of his daring to strike us in the face with the gauntlet of 

accusation! How best can we retaliate? How make him take back his 

words? How silence the rude jarring of his voice?” 

No thought of penitence here! Beautiful, but oh so cold! Like Lady 

Macbeth in the Shakespearean play, her mind was made up—she would 

have the life, yea more—the head of John the Baptist. 
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From this time Herodius sought to kill John the Baptist, even as 

many within the sound of my voice this morning have sought to kill 

and stifle the voice of the Holy Spirit. 

Away with conviction! 

Away with better thoughts! 

Away with the pleadings of the Holy Spirit! Brush such ideas aside! 

There’s no use becoming excited because of a daring and straightly-

worded sermon. You will feel differently tomorrow, once you are back 

in the busy world and out from under the spell of the preacher’s voice! 

Kill that conviction of soul! Stifle it! Trample it under foot! Refuse to 

bow the knee! 

As Herodius sought the life of John, she asked the aid of Herod by 

which to carry out her wicked decree. But Herod was still toying with 

conviction like a cat with a mouse. He not only refused to kill John, but 

locked him safe in prison, being willing to keep him alive and protect 

him from Herodius. Yet, knowing John to be right, he had come to no 

decision for God. 

For one thing, he was in bad environment. Heredity also was against 

him. He was the son of that former Herod who had put to death all the 

male children at the time when Christ was born. Parental influence 

does make a great deal of difference. And now he lived in this place of 

revelry, midst silken curtains, luxurious lounges, sparkling red wines, 

purring voices, and the perfumed caress of jeweled fingers. Yet there 

was something stirring in his heart. 

Rising again and again, I can picture him tip-toeing down the stairs 

to the confines of that cell where John the Baptist sat meditating upon 

the things of God and his Christ. Looking up and catching a glimpse of 

Herod’s face through the bars, I can seem to hear John pleading— 

“Herod, Herod! You are putting off your salvation day after day. You 

are harking to the voice of Satan rather than the voice of God. You are 

answering ‘Not tonight.’ You are yielding to the kiss of the Temptress 

rather than to the will of the Holy One. You are slipping further away. 

Herod. Herod! I implore you ere it is too late—decide for God today.” 

Picture Herod looking in through the bars and saying— 
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“Some other day, John the Baptist. I will come to hear you talk again. 

Almost thou persuadest me and indeed I fear God, but other influences 

are at work pulling in the opposite direction. I’ll fight your battles 

though John, and I’ll preserve your life. I will care for your support, see 

to your safety, but I cannot make the decision that you ask!” 

Herod, we read, “was perplexed”—I should think he would be! His 

heart and mind were saying “Yes” to John, but his body and will were 

enslaved to the seduction of the Temptress. 

Here he was in the center of the Eternal Triangle— 

On the one side, Purity was pleading and strongly drawing; on the 

other, Lust and Worldliness were pulling and tugging away. 

On one side the Spirit of God was pleading; on the other, the 

Tempter stood. The one beckoned up; the other down. 

The better nature of Herod leaned toward John and the right. All 

that was base, sensual, and carnal leaned toward Herodius and wrong-

doing. 

So, two forces are at work in the life of every man, and every man 

the monarch—the king of his heart—who alone can decide by the 

setting of his will which way the matter will fall. There are two who bid 

for your heart —Satan desires to have you that he may sift you like 

wheat and destroy your body and soul; Jesus Christ desires to have you 

that He may redeem and lift you to a place of holiness beside Him in 

the heavens. 

You are the one who must decide which way the battle will go. You, 

like John, are in the center of an Eternal Triangle—the devil, his imps, 

his earthly emissaries stretched in a long row pulling in the one 

direction; the Lord Jehovah with all the angels of heaven and His 

faithful servants pulling in the other. 

Just one little “Yes” to Jesus and the battle would be won. How easy 

‘twould be to say it just now! 

“Come this way,” cried Herodius to Herod. 

“No!” thundered John. “It is not lawful!” 

Wavering between the two—and now swaying this way—now that, 

Herod’s unconfessed sin led to a lot of other sins. The devil wove for 

his mind and will a strong meshed web. 
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Herod’s birthday came and with it a great celebration, but he was 

still unsaved. Herodius would keep him busy this night! There would 

be no time for slipping down the stairs to the prison cell to talk to John 

if she could help it! 

Mother instinct blighted, warped, she took her daughter (her own 

little daughter—whom she should have guarded, counseled, kept), 

dressed her in the gay and scanty attire of a court dancer, and sent her 

in to dance before the king and his half-drunken lords. 

So well had the child been coached; so pleasingly did she dance; so 

excellent was the smack of the wine; in such good humor was the 

pampered king that he rashly and magnanimously cried: 

“Ask what you will and I will give it thee unto the half of my 

kingdom.” 

“P-s-s-t! Salome!” hissed the whispered voice of Herodius. 

“Yes, mother?” 

“P-s-s-t! Bend your ear closer child. Ask—ask for the head—of—

John—Baptist!” 

That’s right—kill it, stifle it, silence it, cast it aside forever—that 

voice of conviction that thrusts itself upon the closed door of the heart 

like a battering ram at the citadel gates! 

“Well, sweet child—daughter of that Temptress Herodius—what 

will your petition be? A beautiful dress? A string of pearls? A carriage 

and prancing pair? Come—and ask what you will, and I will give it to 

the half of my kingdom.” 

“I would have, kind Sir, but just one thing, and th—” 

Surely the voice of the child must have faltered! Surely she must 

have needed to seek the eyes of her mother for courage to drive her 

onward! 

“That—the head of John the Baptist brought hither in a charger.” 

A staggering, sobering blow was this in the midst of debauch and 

revelry! 

“The head of John the Baptist! Ah, I had hoped I could put this 

decision off! Who knows—he might have won me yet, but now—now I 

am in a pretty fix. I have boasted. I have given my word—the lords and 

ladies of my court have heard it. How they would laugh and whisper 
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should I break my word! And Herodius—how she would tease and 

mock! 

“There would be no peace for me in the palace. Surely, I cannot be 

expected to bear the brunt of a woman’s taunting, or the laughter of the 

courtiers. Besides, a promise is a promise. I should have been on my 

guard ‘gainst this very thing,” 

Ah, yes, but a bad promise is better broken than kept! 

“Oh. Sister McPherson!” someone frequently exclaims. “I fear that 

if I took a definite stand and publicly owned the Lord, people would 

laugh at me.” 

There you are—Herod and the Eternal Triangle all over again! Ah, 

that position is weak, weak, weak! Anyone can be a coward, but it takes 

a brave man, a brave woman, to say “No” to the Temptress—”No” to 

the crowd—”No!” to Satan. There is nothing to boast about in being a 

sinner. Any coward could take the unresisting head of John the Baptist; 

but to change your policy, change your mind, and not be afraid to let 

the world know it—that takes courage. 

How could Herod bring Himself to give the order for that 

beheading? Would he then silence that voice and hear its pleas no 

longer? Must those eyes, which had glowed and flashed with the fire of 

God, be glazed with the lack-luster of death? 

“It is not right to crowd a man like this,” he must have stormed to 

himself. “But now I am in for it! There is no way out!” 

And thus it is indeed, that oftimes the greatest, the most momentous 

decisions affecting the entire life for time and eternity, are made in a 

hasty and flurred moment while the offspring of the Temptress whirls 

and pirouettes in the sinuous movements of the dance to the musical 

tinkle of the timbrel. 

Did a shudder pass over the frame of Herod? Did his face blanch and 

his hand tremble as he lifted it to give the order? Or was he too drugged 

by the hypnotic smile of that beautiful and scheming woman? It 

matters not how, or in what frame of mind he did it, the fact—the awful, 

inescapable, irrecallable fact—remains that he did it! ‘ 

Lifting his hand. he called: 
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“Executioner! Go down into the dungeon and bring to me the 

head—the head of John the Baptist—on a charger.” 

No, no! He could not bear to go himself—even to hear one last 

message from those caustic, truthful lips; could not bring his gaze to 

meet the pure devotional flame in the eyes of this prophet of Jehovah.  

“Go! Go!” 

And then he sat and watched him—that red-handed executioner—

leave the room; heard the ringing tread of his iron-clad heels recede 

upon the stair. 

On went the dance! On the merry quip and jest! The flow of 

sparkling wine! 

But at least two people in that courtroom waited with every nerve 

taut! The nimble mind of the Temptress was racing swiftly! 

The hold of the Eternal Triangle would soon be broken now! 

Herodius would have her Herod all to herself. The pull from the other 

side of this tug of war, that had gone on so long, would let go in an 

instant and the strength of her pull would capitulate the king with a 

rush to her side! Her position would then be secure and unassailable! 

Two faces turned toward the stairway down which the executioner 

had disappeared. 

One face—hard, relentless, a cruel smile twitching about the corners 

of her lips! The other—tense, white, working! 

Two pairs of eyes watched the door—waiting to see it open! 

One pair—cruel, glinting, narrowed, triumphant, eager! The 

other—gaunt, anxious, horror-stricken! 

The latch lifted! 

A foot hit against its panels! The hands of the creature who stood 

there were too full to be used for opening it. Those hands held a 

charger—the charger—upon which a silent burden rested! 

The door opened a crack—creaked upon its hinges—then wider, 

wider, wider! 

The man that stood framed therein was the cynosure of all eyes. 

Who, dear friend, is the executioner in your case? Is it 

“Procrastination,” “What-would-people-think-of-me,” “I-do-not-like-

to-appear-ridiculous”? 
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There he stood with the head of John the Baptist! 

The voice of the Prophet was silent, but surely never did 

countenance of mortal speak more eloquently than that pale face, those 

wide, set, staring eyes! 

“Oh, John—John the Baptist! I have killed you! Faithful, faithful 

preacher, I have put you to death, but I want you to know, if you can 

hear me still, that it was really her fault. My wife—I mean—Herodius—

trapped me into it. I made a bad promise and had to keep it.” 

Not so, Herod! You cannot blame others—you have no one to blame 

but yourself! 

Here was a man who made a bad promise. It would have hurt him 

terribly to break it, but it hurt him less to take the head of John the 

Baptist! Some people would not owe a debt for anything in the world, 

would not knowingly commit a dishonorable deed, yet they will get up 

and walk away from the presence of Jesus Christ, saying “No” to the 

tender pleadings of His voice. 

Oh, Lord, wake us all up today before it is too late! 

Can you not see Herodius giving her shoulder a contemptuous and 

triumphant shrug? She had him now where he would not soon again 

disturb the tranquility and peace of Herod’s mind! 

No—the voice of John was not heard again in the palace, nor did 

Herod’s feet again tread the corridors of yon dungeon. Neither did he 

have the choice of saying to that faithful voice, “Some other day.” 

The days dragged into weeks—the weeks to months! 

Revelries and drunkenness both grew apace in Herod’s palace. 

Herodius saw that his cup was ever full! 

Strange rumors were being bandied from mouth to mouth, strange 

tales were being whispered among the ladies of the court, the 

chamberlains, the lords, the captains. Finally, it came to Herod himself. 

The poor had heard the name long ago—’twas a name common to the 

homes of poverty. It came, I think, last to the house of riches and of 

Herod. It was the name of Jesus Christ. A new sensation filled the land! 

Some said, “He is Elias,” 

Others said, “Nay. He is but a prophet.” 

Some—”He is a good man.” 
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Others said, “I believe Him to be the Messiah.” 

But there was one rumor more persistent perhaps than the others. 

Brushed the cup of false security from Herod’s hand, he heard them 

say: 

“It’s John the Baptist!” 

When first he heard the rumor, it must have smitten all the 

ruddiness from off his face and left him like’ an aged man. Can you not 

hear him whisper to himself midst gloom of darkening night: 

“It is—it is John the Baptist risen from the dead—returned with 

greater power! It is John! It is John—John whom I beheaded!” 

Notice that Herod now says, “John whom I beheaded.” In the 

revealing flash of that awful moment, he did not blame Herodius, 

excuse himself on grounds of keeping a bad promise, nor did he blame 

conditions into which he had been trapped, but by his own mouth did 

he confess—“Whom I beheaded.” 

How the Lord can strike conviction in the heart! We may deceive 

ourselves through the years, may hide our sins like Achan hid the 

wedge. 

“I know I stole that money, but forget it. My conscience bothers me 

no more.” 

“I remember the time when I injured such and such a man, but 

forget it. He’s gone now.” 

“I remember the harsh criticism about such a one that I permitted 

to pass unrectified. Things that used to trouble my conscience with 

blinding accusation have grown dim and are covered by the debris of 

the years.” 

“Besides,” we say to ourselves, “I was led into it. ‘Twasn’t really my 

fault. I was more to be pitied than blamed.” 

But, like the ice Jack Frost paints o’er the window pane on a wintry 

night, the thin covering of forgetfulness melts when the sun is risen!—

It is suddenly and completely gone! The light streams in! Thus we come 

face to face with God—God the Great Judge. Camouflage gone! Excuses 

gone! Fled like the dew before the morning! There is none else to blame 

in all the world, and we, like Herod, whisper through white lips: 

“John whom I beheaded! Jesus whom I persecuted!” 
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“My wife kept me from going to the altar?” 

“I wanted to be a Christian but my husband said thus and so?” 

“I-”? 

No! No! When we finally come to that Great Day, the unsaved will 

voluntarily cry: 

“I—I am the guilty person.” 

Standing before us in that day, Christ the Lord will point the finger 

of His nail-pierced hand and say: 

“Thou art the man! Thou art the woman!” 

Just as Herod said: “It is John the Baptist come back to life”—so the 

sinner shall cry, in the light of that awful hour: “It is Jesus, whose 

pleading voice I stifled. It is Jesus—Jesus of Nazareth come back to life!” 

Brother—Sister, what are you going to do? 

I have preached to you today out of the heat of my heart and from 

the fullness of my soul. Sinner, the Spirit is crying to you: “It is not 

lawful! It is not lawful!” 

The Tempter is saying: 

“On with the dance! There is no harm in it. On with the worldly 

lodge and club! Fritter away your hours with bridge and mah-jongg! Be 

as thoughtless as you like!” 

But the answer comes back: 

“It is not lawful!” 

In the last day, when you come face to face with the Master and gasp: 

“It is Jesus!” Not—“...whom I beheaded,” but—“...whom I crucified!” 

You will be left without an excuse. 

“But, Sister McPherson, I am a sailor. It is difficult to be a Christian 

on the battleship.” 

“I work in a certain railroad shop. One cannot be a Christian there.” 

“I—” 

Here is the triangle again—the Holy Spirit is pulling one way; the 

Siren Temptress is pulling the other; you are in the center. 

Will you say “Yes” to God, or let your soul be lost eternally?  
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E’RE SPEAKING THIS morning on “The Charmed Circle.” 

It’s something very real and something that is very genuine 

and tangible. 

The fairies have a charmed circle. I have never told my children fairy 

stories, always told them Bible stories instead, but some way Roberta 

has learned fairy stories. So in thinking of this subject, I asked her, 

“Roberta, what is a charmed circle?” And she told me the fairies would 

have a circle of mushrooms, and if one should come and step inside the 

circle, one of the chief fairies would come and say, “You’re safe as long 

as you are in the charmed circle, nothing will harm you, nothing will 

hurt you or molest. You may ask what you will and it shall be done unto 

you.” 

Then I began thinking, That is exactly what we have in the Lord 

Jesus Christ. So this morning we are going to speak about the charmed 

circle. I wish that I could draw it for you just as I have it in my mind 

this morning. I picture a great circle round about the children of the 

Lord. I am going to try to describe to you of what this circle is 

composed. The people who are inside this circle are absolutely 

immune to danger. They are immune from the attacks of the enemy, 

they are perfectly safe from all the fiery darts of the evil one, they are 

safeguarded against succumbing to temptation. Nothing can hurt them, 

and they can ask what they will and it shall be given—as long as they 

ask in the will of God and remain within the charmed circle. 

What is this charmed circle? I’m going to tell you about it if I can. 

First of all, this charmed circle is an inner circle. Roundabout this inner 

circle there is an outer circle. The outer circle is composed of the 

powers of darkness. Satan and his hosts surround like bees, David tells 
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us; and again he says that he is surrounded by the host of Satan and the 

enemy like a flood on every side. That is the outer circle, with all the 

powers of the enemy, with his fiery darts and with his poison arrows, 

and every ingenious device to try to make people stumble in this great 

inner circle. 

But in the inner circle is the power of God. About us are the 

everlasting arms. The Lord is a wall of fire round about those who put 

their trust in Him; an invincible barrier between the powers of darkness 

and those who put their trust in God. 

Can you see it now? Here’s the outer circle of darkness, the power of 

the enemy. Here’s the inner circle, the arms and the will of the 

Almighty, and within the inner circle the child of God stands. I trust 

that I am within that inner circle this morning. I trust that you are 

within that charmed circle. Then no weapon that is formed against us 

can prosper. When Satan sends in his poisonous darts toward the 

believers, those darts must first pass through the charmed circle of the 

love of God, their poison is wiped away, and by some peculiar manner 

they are turned around like a boomerang and go back to the enemy’s 

quarters again. 

I hope to be able to encourage new converts this morning, to inspire 

you in the way to trust in Jesus. We are constantly seeing hundreds 

upon hundreds of new converts born into the Kingdom. 

Many of these say, “Oh, Sister McPherson, I hope I can hold out. I 

hope I can stay by the Cross. Oh, I hope that the enemy doesn’t 

overthrow me.” It is to you that I would bring a message of cheer, dear 

new babes in Christ. Perhaps the older Christians need it too, to 

strengthen and encourage them in a testing place. Then, too, I trust that 

this message may be a blessing to the sinner who has been afraid to step 

out for and accept Christ lest he could not stand the test. 

The charmed circle is, first of all, a circle of refuge.  

If you will turn with me now in the Word of God to Deuteronomy, 

the thirty-third chapter, verses twenty-five through twenty-nine. I 

would like to show you that the charmed circle is a circle of refuge, 

where nothing can harm you: 
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“Thy shoes shall be iron and brass; and as thy days, so shall thy 

strength be.” 

“There is none like unto the God of Jeshurun, who rideth upon the 

Heaven in thy help, and in his excellency on the sky.” 

“The eternal God is thy refuge,” See, it’s a circle of refuge. “The 

eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath are the everlasting arms.” 

The eternal God is thy refuge! 

“Well, I know, but maybe Satan can dig down underneath and get 

up within that circle.”  

No, for “underneath you are the everlasting arms.” It is a charmed 

circle. You are protected on every side. You are protected underneath, 

and you know you are protected from above, for God’s eye is 

continually looking down and guarding and guiding you. 

“He shall thrust out the enemy from before thee; and shall say, 

Destroy them.”  

“Israel then shall dwell in”—terror? Oh, no, shall dwell in “safety 

alone; the fountain of Jacob shall be upon a land of corn and wine; also 

his Heavens shall drop down dew.”  

“Happy art thou, O Israel: who is like unto thee, O people saved by 

the Lord, the shield of thy help and who is the sword of thy excellency! 

and thine enemies shall be found liars unto thee; and thou shalt tread 

upon their high places.”  

The moment, dear sinner, backslider, or new convert, that you give 

your heart to Jesus Christ, you immediately step within a charmed 

circle. You cannot see it, but round about you are the everlasting arms. 

Round about you has been thrown up a wall of fire. Talk about these 

great armored cars. We see them pass here occasionally, and someone 

will say, “Isn’t that wonderful, that great strong truck. And if there is an 

attack they would be able to ward it off. Isn’t that safe? Nobody could 

get into that.”  

The moment you are born again you are more safe than as though 

you were in a million armored cars. You are more safe than as though 

you were in the greatest vaults that were ever built. You are more safe 

than in the greatest fortress that was ever built. Round about thee is the 

everlasting God, the everlasting arms, and his hands are underneath 
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you. He will hold you fast. There is an invisible force working to protect 

you. Talk about invisible friends standing about the nation—Ah, but He 

is an invisible Friend that is all I need! He is stronger than anyone else 

in the world. Is He your Saviour? Then you are within the charmed 

circle. 

Secondly, this charmed circle is not only a circle of refuge, but it is 

a circle of victory. Perfect victory comes to the children of the Lord 

who step within it. In the thirty-second Psalm and the sixth to the 

eighth verses, we read: 

“For this shall every one that is godly pray unto thee in a time when 

thou mayest be found: surely in the floods of great waters they shall not 

come nigh unto him.” 

“Thou art my hiding place; thou shalt preserve me from trouble; 

thou shalt compass me about with songs of deliverance.” 

What is the charmed circle? Why, we are encompassed about or we 

are encircled with songs of deliverance. 

“I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which thou shalt go: I 

will guide thee with mine eye.” 

There is no temptation that can come to you that can overthrow 

you, there is no dart of the enemy, there is no sudden surprise by day 

or night that can possibly overthrow you if you remain in the center of 

God’s will and in this charmed circle. But if you step out, oh, that is a 

different matter.  

If you step out and begin to attend the show and the dance and the 

card party and mingle with the worldly throngs as a participant in their 

worldliness—You can work with them all day long in your shop and it 

will never bother you, you can work all day long in a factory where the 

people take the name of the Lord in vain, where there is no reverence, 

and it will never bother you, because you are in the charmed circle. And 

this charmed circle is a moving circle, it goes with you to work, it goes 

with you wherever you are, if you are in the will of God—but if you are 

out of the will of God, become a participant in their worldliness, no 

longer are you immune from danger, no longer are you protected, but 

you will lose out with God and with man. Let us stay in the charmed 

circle. It is a circle of victory. 
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Not only that, but thirdly, this charmed circle, in the tenth and 

eleventh verses of this Psalm, is a circle of happiness. 

“Many sorrows shall be to the wicked: but he that trusteth in the 

Lord, mercy shall compass”—See, it’s a circle—“him about. Be glad in 

the Lord, and rejoice, ye righteous: and shout for joy, all ye that are 

upright in heart.” 

“Be glad in the Lord.” The Bible says that everything that hath 

breath should praise the Lord. There is only one person that is excused 

from praising the Lord: the only one that has an excuse is, the person 

that is out of breath. As long as you have breath, praise Him. 

“Many sorrows are to the wicked, but he that trusteth in the Lord, 

mercy shall compass him.” He shall sing, he shall shout. You may go 

through the very waters of death, but there is a song on your lips. I have 

watched people upon their death bed as they were passing into the 

Glory Land. A dear old man whose days were done, but still he was in 

the charmed circle. It went with him right over the Jordan and he 

looked up and said, “Hallelujah! Mercy and truth are compassing me 

round about. I am safe. Don’t cry for me, cry for yourself. I am sorry to 

leave you, but I am all right, I’m going Home.” 

Oh, Hallelujah! There is a shout in the darkest night. There is a shout 

in sickness. There’s a shout of happiness and cheer and peace even in 

the hour of death because He is with us. Nothing seems to matter.  

Things that we used to take to heart and used to have us nervous and 

crying and trembling and all upset, now they happen, “Why, I don’t 

know what is the matter with me. Things don’t seem to worry me 

anymore. Nothing seems to bother me as it used to. What is the 

difference?” Why, it’s because all these things are coming through the 

charmed circle and the Lord takes off everything that you can’t bear, 

He takes out the sting, He takes out the worry, He takes out most of the 

hurt, and whatever comes through that charmed circle comes for your 

own good. 

You may be in your home, and there the Lord wants you to be an 

overcomer. Perhaps in your home it is difficult. Perhaps it’s your 

children that make it difficult for you to be a Christian. Perhaps it’s 

your mother who makes it difficult. Perhaps it’s your wife. Perhaps it’s 
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someone else who is living in your home. And, oh, again and again 

there are so many provoking things that are said and it seems as though 

it would almost break your heart. And then you look to the Lord: 

“Lord, I am your child. I am putting my trust in you. I could never 

keep sweet through this, dear Lord, without your help. Lord, I step 

within the charmed circle.” And immediately the thing does not hurt 

you that seemed as though it would just floor you before. Why, now 

you throw back your head and just laugh, whereas before you would 

cry, you would go to your room and bang the door and turn the key in 

the lock, if you dared, and sit down and cry or fret or fuss or storm. 

Now you just laugh and say, “Praise the Lord! That’s all right! My, wasn’t 

I foolish to get all stirred up about this thing before. The Lord is with 

me now. I am in the charmed circle. Although these things are said, 

they don’t hurt me. The arms of the Lord, my God, are round about 

me. I am in His will.” 

The Lord. wants those things to be there, perhaps, for your good. 

He’s polishing you up. He’s taking off all the rough and jagged corners. 

He is making you suitable and fitted for Heaven. It takes a whole lot of 

buffeting and polishing and work on the grindstone and emery board 

to get you all polished and shining. Those very things in your home are 

the things that you need. The Lord is getting near your heart. He’s 

getting right in where you live. He is getting in where it hurts and He is 

going to find some corners to knock off. Those things will continue to 

come and you will continue to be bothered by them until you step in 

the charmed circle, and say, “Lord, I realize now that all things work 

together for good to them that love the Lord and are called according 

to His purpose. Lord, perhaps I am being blamed for something I didn’t 

do, but if I am blamed for this I am not supposed to be blamed for, 

there’s something else I did that they didn’t know I did, so I deserve it, 

anyhow. Lord, make me what you would have me be.” 

It is a place of victory. It’s a place of happiness. It’s a place of peace, 

and there you can sing the chorus: 

 

Oh, nothing really matters If the Lord loves me,  

And He does, I know He does.  
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Nothing really matters If the Lord loves me,  

And He does, He does! 

 

That is the way you go through life. Everything seems to have a 

different value. That little petty, insignificant worry that used to fret 

you until you made everybody else miserable too, you see it in its true 

proportion now, and with your eyes above, you can say, “Well, praise 

the Lord, anyway.” 

I never forget when I say “Praise the Lord, anyway,” a young man in 

Ohio some years ago who was a mute. His tongue had always cleft right 

to the bottom of his mouth, there was no separation of his tongue and 

the bottom of his mouth. Therefore, he couldn’t speak, only in strange, 

guttural sounds. His throat was all right and his vocal organs all right, 

but he couldn’t use his tongue. The young man was a splendid 

Christian. We were praying that the Lord would baptize him with the 

Holy Ghost and fire, and we kind of had an idea that in order to baptize 

him the Lord would first give him his speech, if He was still baptizing 

as He did in the Bible days. So while we prayed, that young man’s 

tongue was loosened, and the next thing we knew he was speaking as 

the Spirit gave him utterance and praising the Lord. One of the first 

English sentences that this young man learned to say was “Well, Glory!” 

and then he added to that, “Well, Glory be to Jesus, anyhow!” He could 

not speak very plain, because he had to learn the English language, and 

wherever you would meet this young man you would hear him say, 

“Well, gogy be to Jeden, anyhow,” wherever he went. Then he learned 

to say, “Glory, glory be to Jesus, anyhow!” 

And that is something that you learn to say when you are in the 

circle of His will and the center of His love, whether it is loss or whether 

it is gain, whether it is shine or rain, whether it is sickness or a healed 

life, whether it is poverty or prosperity, victory or defeat, it is “Glory be 

to Jesus, anyhow! I am in the center of His will and nothing really 

matters, for the Lord loves me.” 

Oh, it’s a place of victory! I wish I could tell you about it this 

morning. It used to be that everything used to bother me. I used to 

worry about the minutest little details, but since I have gotten this 
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secret, there is a peace in my heart which not only adds a blessing 

spiritually, but adds a blessing physically. The little worries over the 

minor things of life are the things which drag down the physical body 

as well as the spiritual. Now there is peace and happiness. 

This wonderful circle is not only a circle of happiness, but it is a 

circle of security. You can go through any storm and the Lord will be 

with you.  

“Oh, I know, Sister dear, but if there was anybody else a Christian in 

my family. If there was just one other person a Christian in my class at 

college. If there was just one other person a Christian at my shop. If 

there was just one other person a Christian at my switchboard, I 

wouldn’t care, but I am so alone.” 

Listen: the Circle will go with you. The sixteenth verse of the Thirty-

third Psalm: “There is no king saved by the multitude of an host.” You 

can backslide in a revival meeting just as easily as you can backslide 

alone in a testing place, for there you are on your guard, while in a 

meeting you might perhaps just let down. Judas was one of the Twelve, 

but he backslid in a constant revival meeting. You cannot trust to the 

meeting! You must keep your eyes on God. 

“No king is saved by the multitude of a host: a mighty man is not 

delivered by much strength.”  

“Oh, if I just had more strength of character!. If I had more will 

power!” 

No, no. Your willpower and your strength of character could never 

save you. You may be a timid, shrinking little coward in yourself, but 

the Lord can make you a mighty conqueror, because if you rest on your 

own strength you will fail, but if you stand in the charmed circle and 

rest on His promise, you shall succeed. 

“An horse is a vain thing for safety: neither shall he deliver any by 

his great strength. Behold, the eye of the Lord is upon them that fear 

him, upon them that hope in his mercy; to deliver their soul from 

death, and to keep them alive in famine.” (Psalm 33:17-19) 

If you live in a dry church and it is a dry meeting and there is 

nothing said that really feeds your soul, praise God! You are kept alive 

in famine. You may live far from a revival center, but He will keep your 
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soul alive in famine, because you have an inner supply. You are not 

resting on somebody else bringing your food, you have found the 

Bread of Life, you are eating it and it brings forth strength in your life. 

Oh, thank God that this circle is a circle of plenty. 

The Children of Israel moved in the charmed circle from the 

moment they left Egypt until they reached the Canaan land while they 

were in the will of God. First, the blood on the door-post while even yet 

in Egypt put them in the charmed circle. The angel of the Lord came 

and there was death for everyone that was out of the circle of the will 

of God, but to those who trusted there was life, safety and deliverance.  

Then they moved in the charmed circle. This charmed circle was 

the shadow of the cross. Did you ever notice the way the Children of 

Israel crossed the wilderness, that they went exactly in the shape of a 

cross? There were three tribes to the east, three tribes to the west, three 

tribes to the north, and three tribes to the south. They always camped 

in exactly that shape, with the tabernacle in the center, so wherever 

they moved they always moved exactly in the shape of the cross. Round 

this shadow of the cross there was drawn a circle, the charmed circle. 

Nothing could really happen to them if they stayed in the will of God. 

In this charmed circle they were fed in the time of famine. Manna 

fell from Heaven, but it only fell in the charmed circle. If they had 

stepped out of that circle of the will of God and had gone out into the 

wilderness, they would have starved to death. There is only plenty in 

the center of his will. In the center of this charmed circle there came 

quail and all feathered fowl from Heaven. In the center of that circle 

was the rock that did follow them. In the center of that circle was the 

great tabernacle with the shekinah glory of the Lord there. 

Some might have said, “Well, why is the glory on that tabernacle?” 

Because it is in the circle of God’s will. Had they pitched it some other 

place in the land of sin, there would have been no glory there. 

Round about that charmed circle in the wilderness was the other 

circle of the powers of the enemy. There were ravenous beasts, there 

were wolves, and there were the creatures of the field and of the 

mountains which they passed. But in it there was no want or danger—

they were in the will of God. 
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This charmed circle, thank God, is an inner circle. The angel of the 

Lord campeth round about them that fear Him. Here I am camping in 

the center of the will of God. Roundabout me is another camp: “The 

angel of the Lord campeth roundabout them that fear Him.” (Psalm 

34:7) 

I have had some very definite experiences of proving that. I 

remember one time while driving across the American continent from 

New York to Los Angeles, how the angel of the Lord camped 

roundabout us. Speeding along one day we came to the place where the 

road ended, and we went through mud—mud clear to the hubs and up 

to the running board—still we plowed through. I was to speak in Tulsa, 

Oklahoma. Oh, I never could make it! But I must make it! Besides, we 

had been moving in God’s charmed circle all the way. Other people 

carried revolvers! Other people were talking about going through New 

Mexico and places where there had been quite a few atrocities and 

attacks. 

“Why, you ladies here alone ought to be protected. You should have 

a gun.” 

“I wouldn’t know how to use it if I did, but I have something stronger 

than a gun—The angel of the Lord is camping roundabout this car.” 

We went right on through. The Lord had been guiding us every step 

of the way. The great influenza epidemic was on at this time and I had 

just finished preaching in New York City, and had gone to Boston 

Massachusetts, Tremont Temple, and had come on back through 

Montwait and on up through Framingham and down through the 

Connecticut Valley holding meetings. Our schedule had been made out 

several weeks in advance. It was the most marvelous thing: the ban 

came down, places closed everywhere, but everywhere we went the ban 

would lift just before we got there, and after we left the ban would come 

down again. I believe we were in the center of God’s will. Finally every 

place was under the ban except one, and that was the place where we 

were to speak next, New Rochelle, New York. As we were preaching 

there the ban was not on at all, we had our meetings and went through. 

Then the Lord had spoken definitely that we were to come to Los 

Angeles, California. We got in the car and began to drive. He took us 
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through all the mud and the places where the roads were washed-out, 

and we drove through the rains and the snows. But we could sing all the 

way, for we were in the charmed circle. 

One night our radiator was getting ready to freeze as we were 

camped alongside the road, and I had to do something about it, so I let 

the water out. We found some more water in the morning to put in it, 

but the car wouldn’t start because of the coldness. While we were 

wondering what we could do and looking to our Heavenly Father to 

guide us—He had told us to come. He had told us Los Angeles, 

California. Everybody said we were foolish to start out on that trip, but 

the Lord said “Go”—we just looked up and said, “Lord, we are in the 

charmed circle. We are in the center of your love, and I want to get this 

car to start. Lord, if we only had some hot water.” 

Then I heard a toot down the road, and coming as fast as it could 

came along a big road-fixing machine, and we soon got some boiling 

water and had the car under way. 

We had had a meeting scheduled for Tulsa, Oklahoma, but the 

minister at Tulsa had wired me and said, “Don’t come! The epidemic is 

on. The ban is down tight. It isn’t safe for a woman to be out in the land. 

Don’t come.” I prayed about it and the Lord said, “Go, and the day you 

get there the ban will he lifted. You are in the center of my will.” 

Just before we were to reach Tulsa, Oklahoma, we got into a flood 

and were stuck. People said it was because a dam had broken. The rains 

and the floods were almost unspeakable, and this water had covered the 

fields on both sides. There was a built-up road, but it was covered with 

water and there was no way, for about an eighth of a mile I should think, 

to tell exactly where the road was. If we knew where it was we could go 

through. It was Saturday. We stopped for the night, pitch dark, and 

camped by the side of the road. Farmers shook their heads and said not 

to attempt it. 

In the morning I said, “Mother, dear, this is Sunday morning and I 

believe that we should get through and make Tulsa today. It’s only a 

short journey now if we could get through.” Mother, the children and 

the stenographer all left it to me, so we started. Here was this great lake 

of water in front of us. 



 

 50 

And as we started through with the car, it just seemed to me… Did I 

imagine it? Oh, surely not, for I want you to know the Lord takes care 

of me and I am His child and he certainly has fought my battles during 

these past years. It just seemed to me as though something took hold of 

that car and I just loosed my hands upon the wheel. You may say the 

wheels were in the ruts of the road, well, maybe so, but I noticed other 

people weren’t tackling that trip. I loosened the grip of my hands, the 

wheel went this way and that and the other, and we went clear through 

that water and up the other side. 

As we reached Tulsa we heard a sound. People on the way said, “The 

churches aren’t open there. You may as well wait and be in no hurry.” 

But as we drove into Tulsa we heard silver, pealing church bells. At 11:30 

the City Council had met and lifted the ban from the epidemic of 

influenza, and the churches were open, and at 2:30 we were ready for 

the meeting, preached twice that day, had a glorious revival and then 

came on our way. 

Oh, beloved, there is a charmed circle. There is safety if you are in 

the will of God. The most timid little woman who has been afraid of 

the dark and afraid of this and that—why, you walk with confidence 

when you are in the will of God. I remember when I was a little girl how 

afraid I was as I would go home to our Canadian farm at night, and how 

I would imagine trees were men by the side of the road. But after I gave 

my heart to God and He filled me with His Spirit and I found that 

charmed circle, I was able to walk the streets of Hong Kong, China, if 

needs be, at 11 or 11:30 at night, past those opium dens, past the places 

of sin and revelry—you did not have the Chinese to fear, it was the 

American and British. soldiers out there, who were drunk, I am sorry 

to say, in those days. I hope it is different now. Still you could walk 

home praising the Lord and you knew wherever you went you were 

right in the center of the will of God. 

In closing, let me give you one or two more of these blessed 

Scriptures. It is not only the inner circle and the circle of plenty, but it 

is the circle of protection. 

“Let those that seek the Lord rejoice and be glad. O Lord, deliver 

me; make haste and help me, they that love thy salvation.” 
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“The Lord be magnified. I am poor and needy, yet the Lord thinks 

upon me. Thou art my help and my deliverer. Make no tarrying, O 

Lord.” 

The Lord in this inner circle will help you in the time of sickness. 

“He will strengthen thee upon the bed of languishing, he will make all 

thy bed in sickness.” 

“He that dwelleth in the secret place of the Most High shall abide 

under the shadow of the Almighty.” 

That’s why our beautiful young women can go to Africa. That’s why 

our lovely young ladies who have been sheltered and cared for and 

fought for and protected all their lives, can walk right out boldly in the 

midst of those great, strapping giants out there that are heathens and 

cannibals, without a fear. That is why they can walk right through 

jungles with serpents and cobra and rattlers, without a fear, doing the 

deeds of God. That is why our Christian workers dare go to the prison 

and to the hospital and the jail. That is why they dare go right down to 

the slums and in the tenements and the places of sin. That is why I have 

been able in the years past to do slum work in the districts of a town 

where a good woman would scarce want to be found. Yet I could go, in 

the name of my Lord, touch the hot forehead of a dying girl, lift up the 

head of one who was suffering. Afraid of drunken people? No. “The 

angel of the Lord is camping roundabout you,” nothing can harm you, 

you are in the center of the will of God. “They that trust shall be as 

Mount Zion, which cannot be removed but abideth forever.” 

“As the mountains are roundabout Jerusalem, so the Lord is 

roundabout His people from henceforth even forever.” Oh, I am so 

glad I am in it this morning. I never want to leave it. 

“The Lord is my refuge, the Most High is my habitation. There shall 

no evil befall thee, neither shall any plague come nigh thy dwelling, for 

He shall give His angels charge over thee to keep thee in all thy ways.” 

“I called upon the Lord in my distress and the Lord answered me 

and sat me in a large and a safe place.” 

“The Lord is on my side. I will not fear what man can do unto me. 

The Lord taketh my part with them that help me. Therefore shall I see 

my desire upon them that hate me.” 
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“It is better to trust in the Lord than to put confidence in riches.” 

“All nations compass me about, but in the Name of the Lord will I 

destroy them. They compass me about like bees. They are quenched 

with a fire of thorns, for the power of the Lord will destroy them.” 

“I shall not die, but live, and declare the words of the Lord,” 

The charmed circle! The children in the wilderness lived in it. Noah 

lived in it: the waters fell all around him, he rode right through the 

storm. Lot lived in it: the fire fell on Sodom and Gomorrah, but he was 

safe in the shelter of the Rock. Elijah lived in this circle, and Elisha, and 

were fed by Almighty God, the one fed by the ravens who brought the 

cakes, the other fed by an angel. 

If you are in the center of God’s will, you have nothing to fear. 

“Oh, I am having such a hard time,” 

There is something wrong. You’re not in the center of that circle. 

Look out! 

“I almost lost my temper yesterday.” 

Then you are not right in the center of that circle. 

“I am afraid of getting very sick. There is an epidemic about and my 

little boy was exposed to.” 

Get in the center of that circle. “No plague shall come near thy 

dwelling.” If you stay in the center of the circle there is nothing to fear. 

“Walk and not be afraid, trust and you shall never be ashamed.” 

Yes, Peter and James and John, in the center of that circle, saw Jesus 

Christ transfigured in His glory. Stephen was in the center of that circle, 

and though the stones came through the outer circle, through the inner 

circle of the love of God and fell on Stephen and though he laid down 

his life, I think the hurt of the stones was all taken away for his face 

shone like an angel and he saw the power and the love of God. 

Don’t be afraid, little babe in Christ! Don’t be afraid, new convert! 

Keep under the shadow of the Cross. Keep under the precious blood. 

Take the Name of Jesus with you. Trust in His Word. Nothing can harm 

you. The Lord will take you through.



 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

August 10, 1924 

 

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 

 

HE DAY OF Pentecost saw the birth of the Dispensation of 

the Holy Ghost! 

We of today still live in the Dispensation of the Spirit! 

The blessed Paraclete has not been withdrawn! Therefore we may 

enjoy the same privileges as did the hundred and twenty and they of 

the Apostolic Day. 

The gifts, the fruit and the miraculous power of the Spirit have 

never been withdrawn! They are still to be had by those who have faith 

to claim the heritage. 

Moreover, the supernatural power of God will continue to be had 

by importunate believers, until this Dispensation is closed and the Lord 

has swept His Church Bride home to the better, fairer world. 

The Dispensation began with a mighty outpouring of the Holy 

Spirit. It will close with a still more mighty and universal outpouring.  

 

In the last days, saith God, I will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh.  

 

Acts 2:17 

 

Rejoice in the LORD your God: for he hath given you the former 

rain moderately, and he will cause to come down for you the rain, 
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the former rain, and the latter rain in the first month. And the 

floors shall be full of wheat, and the vats shall overflow with wine 

and oil. 

 

Joel 2:23-24 

 

This is really a wedding feast! These—a series of wonderful days 

leading up to the great Marriage of the Lamb! 

In the ancient nuptial customs in far-off Palestine, several days of 

feasting, rejoicing and preparation preceded the actual marriage 

ceremony. During these days, wine flowed freely and hearts were 

merry with gladness and song. 

The Dispensation of the Holy Spirit has been a series of blessed 

feasting. preparation days, leading up like golden stairs to the Marriage 

of the Lamb. When Christ returns, these days of blest anticipation will 

terminate with the crash of Heaven’s cymbals, the sweep of mighty 

harps, the singing of the angels, and the shouts of the redeemed, and 

with the waving of triumphant banners as the blood-washed hosts 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, but the wine of the 

Kingdom, the new wine, the wine of the Holy Spirit. What a time of 

rejoicing! 

The hundred and twenty reeled and staggered, shouted, sang, and 

talked in new languages until the amazed spectators said, “These men 

are full of new wine!” (Acts 2:13) 

“These are not drunken as you suppose,” cried Peter in that hour. 

“They are drunken all right, but they are drunken with the power of the 

Holy Spirit. It is a different kind of intoxication than you think.” 

As the years went by and the Dark Ages closed in upon the church, 

there came a time when, through man’s dark unbelief, this Heavenly 

wine ran low. But, even as Mary at the marriage in Cana of Galilee cried 

unto the Master until the wine was replenished, so a great cry rose from 

the heart of the “Mary Company” who were not content with 

backsliding and emptiness. And again came the command, “Fill the 
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vessels with water from the wells of salvation, and I will turn the water 

into wine.” Hallelujah, and so He has! 

Thus, today, as we stand in the closing hours of this Dispensation 

when the Lord is pouring out His Spirit in mighty manner, we too lift 

our voices and cry, “Thou has kept the best of the wine till the last of 

the feast.” 

New wine! New wine! Have you had your portion yet? 

All through the Bible, the Holy Spirit is referred to as “Wine,” and 

indeed He is like unto wine. Earthly wine exhilarates, intoxicates, 

makes the eyes to shine, makes they who partake thereof to skip, to 

sing, and shout, but—oh, the next morning—an aching head and an 

aching heart alone remain!  

Now, the new wine of the Holy Spirit, while doing the former—

while making people happy and lifting them out of the rut of formality, 

coldness, stiffness, indifference; while putting a song and a shout of 

gladness, a skip and a lilt in the heart and the feet—addeth no sorrow. 

It leaves behind it a trail of gladness instead of sadness. 

Oh, would to God that every one of us here today, who have had 

naught but old, mildewed wine in old, shriveled, dried up, cobwebby, 

ossified bottles, might get a brand new bottle and have it filled with this 

brand new wine—the Holy Spirit! What a revival we would have! What 

a shout there would be in the camp! 

When our Lord Jesus began His ministry, the old order passed and 

the new order came into being. Up to that time, it had been all old wine. 

Here were the Scribes, the Pharisees and the priests. They knew 

nothing of the new wine, nothing of the new order, nothing of this new 

Dispensation of Grace and of the Spirit. 

Theirs was merely a religion of forms and ceremonies. These they 

had down to the letter. But the letter killeth! It is the Spirit that maketh 

alive. They were orthodox enough and taught according to the perfect 

manner of the law of the fathers. They were authorities on doctrine and 

teaching. They knew the laws of Moses backwards and forwards. But 

they were mighty dry, formal and stiff! Orthodox, but knowing nothing 

of the new wine; having the truth, but having no spirit in it. They were 

indeed a veritable valley of dry bones! 
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But now the new order had come! The outpouring of grace, of 

mercy, of love and of the Spirit was at hand. 

In order to convey the new line of the Kingdom unto the needy, He 

must have bottles in which to bear it. Old bottles would not do. New 

bottles were absolutely necessary! 

Who would constitute these bottles? 

Who would be the containers? 

What sort of people could He trust to be filled and act as safe 

conveyances for this precious new wine? 

Who could fill and send out to preach this new and wonderful 

gospel of grace? 

The Lord looked round about in search of people whom He might 

use. There were the priests. There were the Lord’s ministers. There 

were people with all sorts of degrees of learning. There were people 

who knew the law to the n’th degree, and who could lay it down with a 

flourish—firstly, secondly, thirdly—who knew how to organize and run 

things according to the old plan. 

But the Lord looked right over the heads of them all! He knew that 

they were old bottles. He knew that they were so set, so stiff, so formal 

that there was no possible chance for the Holy Ghost to break forth in 

an assemblage such as theirs. There was no loophole for a Holy Ghost 

revival there! They knew exactly how they wanted everything run. 

Forms and rituals were all contained in their ministerial manuals. 

There was absolutely no opportunity or leeway for any swelling power 

of the new wine. 

So it was that the Lord looked over the heads of these old bottles, 

knowing well that, if they ever received this new wine with a shout and 

a lilt and a lift of glory in it, if they ever had a real “Amen!” or 

“Hallelujah!” poured in their dried-up skin bottles, they would explode 

the next minute, and both bottle and wine would perish. 

Now, if you and I were picking out new bottles for the Lord, we 

might select kings, rulers, professors, the learned, the bishops and the 

high priests. 

“Now there is So and So! They speak well of him. He knows the Ten 

Commandments, is informed in the laws of the Medes and Persians, 
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and of the Prophets. He has a string of letters after his name that run 

over to the second line on the envelope. I think that he will do.” But 

Experience answers, “No! That man is an old bottle. He could never 

stand this new wine. Just put him in one good, red hot, live Holy Ghost 

meeting and he would blow up! We must have new bottles!”  

Then the Lord looked about and chose the most unlikely people. 

How 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 things that are naught to confound the 

things that are! How He delights to take a worm to thresh a mountain! 

Truly, when we are small in our own eyes, then can the Lord make use 

of us. 

“Come, Peter! Come, Andrew! Come, John! You are only fishermen, 

I know, but you are humble. You are empty! You are not filled with 

preconceived ideas, nor boastful over set, staid catechisms. You are 

brand new bottles!” 

The Lord wanted people who would dare to let Him have His way 

in their lives—people who would not give Him an argument over the 

way He should conduct His meetings—and pour out His Spirit. So He 

chose a fisherman here and there, selected a money changer yonder, 

picked out a man with a sunburned face, and a man with rugged hands. 

Lack of training seemed to matter not, so long as they were new and 

yielded bottles. 

“How may I become a new bottle?” you ask. 

By being born again! By being made all over new! 

Many of us have a great deal to unlearn. We are stiff, so staid, so set! 

“We don’t believe in this, and we don’t believe in that! Our fathers 

did not believe in it. Our particular creed does not teach it.” 

O Lord, help us to cast these reservations aside! Help us to become 

new bottles filled with the new wine of the Kingdom! 

Except we become as little children, we can never receive this 

wonderful message or convey it to others. 

Wherever the Lord journeyed, preaching the new order, dispersing 

the new wine, He was a source of annoyance, yea, exasperation to the 

old bottles. He was forever offending them, breaking their laws of 
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etiquette. He was to them nothing short of an enigma! As they looked 

upon Him and watched His life, they were at first astonished, amazed, 

dumfounded! Then they became resentful, and ere long, very, very 

angry! Why? He was bringing in a new order! He refused to be tied to 

the stiff, staid, precise rules which they considered the vogue. 

One day they said to Him, “Lord, why do Thy disciples eat with 

unwashed hands? Behold, how clean and circumspect we are!” 

The Master bent upon them His searching gaze and said, “Now do 

ye Pharisees make clean the outside of the cup and the platter; but your 

inward part is full of ravening and wickedness. It matters not so much 

about the outward part—God looketh on the heart.” 

“Why,” they said. “the idea of that! This is new wine. We cannot 

receive such teaching as this!” 

One day they found Him eating with sinners and remonstrated with 

Him. They did not realize that through the new wine was brought 

grace, mercy, love and blessing 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 said. “Man was not 

made for Sabbath but Sabbath for man.” 

Such teaching was a conundrum to them! They were utterly amazed 

at this man who had come in such a simple, unpretentious manner, 

bringing His gospel of grace without any bugles or banners or undue 

display or red tape. 

They could not understand His pardon of the woman whom their 

law declared worthy of stones and death. And they went away 

grumbling among themselves. 

Don’t you see? The Lord could not possibly use those Scribes and 

Pharisees! They knew the law, ‘tis true, but they were like old cisterns 

and old systems—they had a leak in them somewhere! 

You old, dried up, skin bags, filled with old wine without any latitude 

or give! You strain at a gnat and swallow 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; the new moons and Sabbaths, the 
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calling of assemblies, I cannot away with it; it is iniquity, even the 

solemn meeting. Your new moons and your appointed feasts my soul 

hateth: they are a trouble 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.” (Isaiah 1:11-16) 

‘Twas on the Day of Pentecost that the Lord filled His believing 

disciples—the new bottles—with the Holy Spirit. If the yielded vessels 

of their lives had been filled with the water of salvation before, they 

would now be filled with the rich new wine experience of the Holy 

Ghost! 

Coming down from the upper room hilariously happy, they noised 

abroad that thing which the Lord had done. Glory! Glory! Glory! There 

seemed to be no 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. 

The following adjectives are used in the second chapter of Acts to 

describe their feelings: They were “confounded,” they were “amazed,” 

they “marveled,” they were “in doubt,” “mocking,” saying one to 

another, “What meaneth this?” 

Peter, standing up with shining visage, voice vibrant with new 

authority and power, made bold reply, “These are not drunken as you 

suppose, but this is that which was spoken by the prophet.” 

Not only Joel had prophesied this great outpouring, but looking 

through the years, Isaiah had foreseen and cried of it, “Stay yourselves 

and wonder; cry ye out and cry. These are drunken, but not with wine; 

they stagger, but not with strong drink…therefore will I presently do a 

marvelous work among this people, even a marvelous work and a 

wonder. The wisdom of their wise men shall perish, and the 

understanding of their prudent men shall be hid.” (Isaiah 29:9,16) 

What a marvelous work the Lord accomplished on the Day of 

Pentecost! The old bottles had been laid upon the shelf and there they 

stood, glowering down upon the new bottles who had been filled with 

the Spirit and who were now filling Jerusalem with their doctrine. 
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Oh, Scribes and Pharisees! Oh, Priests and Levites! Can you not 

understand the workings of the Almighty? 

“Turn ye to the stronghold, ye prisoners of hope…They shall drink, 

and make a noise as new 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.” (Zechariah 9:12,15-17) 

“The multitude came together” on that day! No trouble to get the 

crowds once new bottles were filled with new wine! The common 

people were delighted. Three thousand men turned to Christ in a single 

day! 

What a contrast this new religion was! They had been used to set, 

staid formalities, “Hark from the tombs a doleful sound!” “How tedious 

and tasteless the hours!” Now all was changed, and the joy of the Lord 

was their strength!  

The Baptism of the Holy Ghost and fire so overcame the 

reciprocates thereof that they staggered, but not with strong drink. 

Faces shining, feet skipping, hearts shouting, “H-a-l-l-e-l-u-j-a-h!” It 

seemed as though they would revolutionize 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 wrong. They had put themselves on record 

as saying so, and nothing could cause them to retrench. Thus the old 

order hauled the new before the magistrate and scourged them in the 

synagogue. 

But the wine of the Spirit continued to flow. The work of God spread 

and prospered till 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, the most unexpected and unlikely vessels 

were chosen. 

As the centuries rolled by, unbelief and formality stole like creeping 

paralysis over the church, and the Dark Ages ensued. The flow of wine 
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was stayed for a while. But with the cry, “Master, they have no wine,” 

and with the obedient filling of the water pots to the brim, they who 

partook of His bounty rejoiced and said, “Thou hast indeed kept the 

best of the wine to the last of the feast.” 

Today the great revival is on! New wine is dropping down from the 

mountains of God! If one would be filled therewith, one must be sure 

that a new bottle—clean and yielded—is presented to the Christ. Be 

sure that you are willing to keep pace with God, to let Him have His 

way to fill you to the brim and to the running over. 

We, who have been theoretically taught and have poured over the 

books of our great, great grandfathers, and have been sticklers for what 

So and So taught and how So and So believed, will have to 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. 

“Well, Sister,” I hear someone say, “I am afraid that I am an old 

bottle. All my life I have been so set in what I believed. No one could 

budge me on this subject or on that.” 

I know it. I remember the day I could not see WATER BAPTISM. I 

had been taught in a different school. I had been told that it was no 

longer necessary, and I believed what I was told. I did not study the 

Bible upon the subject—I simply said, “I am a Methodist. My parents 

and my grandparents have always been Methodists. I believe exactly as 

they upon the subject.” 

But, praise the Lord, when He gave me a new bottle it became a case 

of “What saith the Scriptures?” and the light dawned! I did not give up 

my Methodist faith and teaching—simply added to it. 

The same is true of DIVINE HEALING. “Our particular creed does 

not teach it thus and so.” The old bottles say that we should trust the 

arm of flesh, but what saith the Scripture? 

“Is any sick among you, let him call for the elders of the church: and 

let them pray over him, anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord: 

and the prayer of faith shall save the sick, and the Lord shall raise him 

up.” (James 5:14-15) 

Then, there is the BAPTISM OF THE HOLY SPIRIT. The old bottle 

or school way of teaching is, “Take it by faith. Believe you have it. That’s 
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all there is to it.” But, oh, if we could receive this experience and never 

know it, we could lose it and never miss it! 

A new bottle experience entails a tarrying until one receives a 

definite, unmistakable Bible infilling. 

Then, take the SECOND COMING of our Lord and Saviour Jesus 

Christ. Many of the old order cannot understand this teaching. 

“My people never taught it this way.” “My grandfather did not see it 

so.” “My bishop and my district superintendent do not believe in it.” 

But, that does not matter—what saith the Scriptures? 

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 today, who are asking for a Holy 

Ghost revival, know not what they ask. 

This new wine experience in the old bottle container would split the 

church wide open. One good “H-a-l l-e-l-u-j-a-h!” one real, rousing, 

heart-searching sermon and 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 mightily crying unto God today and who are 

being filled to the brim! 

One time a certain friend of mine visited a German Baptist Church 

in Northern California. He found everything very dry, set and formal; 

no revival spirit in sight. He politely stifled a yawn, but was very bored 

with the service. Sometime later, passing through the same city, he 

entered the church again. To his astonishment the building was packed 

to the doors. The preacher was speaking with a face like an angel. His 

voice was ringing authoritative, convincing. The people were saying, 

“Amen!” The choir was singing with uplifted hands. The deacons were 

saying, “Glory!” And the ushers were answering, “Hallelujah!” 
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Approaching an usher who stood by the door, my astonished friend, 

who was unable to obtain a seat, asked, “What in the world has 

happened to this church? A few months ago when I passed through, this 

church was a nice quiet, inoffensive little affair. Now it is packed out 

and everyone is filled with enthusiasm.” 

“Ah,” replied the good German brother, “the preacher has the 

Heiligen Geist now—he has the Heiligen Geist (the Holy Ghost)!” 

“But, what’s happened to the church? It seems different!” 

“We all have the Heiligen Geist now!” 

“But, what’s happened to the choir? They sing better, look happier 

and have more fire and life!” 

“Oh, they’ve all got the Heiligen Geist now!” 

Praise the Lord, they had a revival on their hands! 

New wine in new bottles! 

Come—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. 
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Woe unto them that seek to hide their counsel from the Lord! 

Their works are in the dark. They say, Who seeth us? Who knoweth it? 

 

ISAIAH 29:15 

 

Woe to the rebellious children that take counsel, but not of me; 

that cover, but not with my Spirit; that they may add sin to sin.  

 

ISAIAH 30:1 

 

For everyone that doeth evil hateth the light; neither cometh the 

light, lest his deeds should be reproved. 

 

JOHN 3:20 

 

Be sure your sin will find you out. 

 

NUMBERS 32:23 

 

For God shall bring every work into judgment with every secret 

thing, whether it be good or whether it be evil. 

 

ECCLESIASTES 12:14 

 

For there is nothing covered that shall not be revealed, neither hid 

that shall not be known. 

 

LUKE 12:2 
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The Lord will bring, to light the hidden things of darkness and will 

make manifest the counsel of the hearts. 

 

1 CORINTHIANS 4:5 

 

HO HAS NOT heard the story of the Covered Wagon? 

Who has not rejoiced in the fine spirit that carried our 

pioneer forefathers across the desert and caused them to 

brave every peril, and face without flinching each danger that they 

might find the Promised Land—Golden California? California was the 

pot of gold at the end of the rainbow for them! California the land of 

hope, land of sparkling ocean, the land of sanded seashores, the land of 

the tropic waving palm, land of the golden orange, land of flowing 

rivers of oil—California! 

How their hearts yearned for it! How their faces were set toward it 

as they journeyed across the wilderness! No sands too hot, no dangers 

too great, no journey too long! They were beset on every hand! Indians 

on galloping steeds circled their caravans. Their very lives were 

imperiled, but—“On! On! On!” was their cry. 

“The Promised Land lies just before.” 

And thus it was our fathers made their way unto the beauteous land 

of the wide-flung and golden West. 

We, like our fathers, are journeying through life to the “Land of 

Dreams Come True.” Not to the Golden West, but to that Beautiful City 

whose Builder and Maker is God—to the land whose streets are purest 

gold, whose gates are solid pearl. What a City! 

The Golden West is not to be compared with it! 

Though this land waves with roses and droops with trailing arbutus 

and with glorious palms; though it sparkles with shining lakes such as 

our Echo Lake just across the way, it is not to be compared to the Land 

“Over There.” 

In that abode there is no pain, no death, no sickness; neither tears 

nor sighing. 
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Who among us does not want to go to Heaven? Who would not dwell 

in that City of Delight? Who would willingly forgo the joy of hearing 

angel harps as Heaven’s musicians lift their swelling praises to Jehovah? 

Who among us does not want to someday tread the streets of gold? 

Such an one would be unspeakably foolish, who in his heart of 

hearts had not that desire! Who among us does not want to see the face 

of Him who is altogether lovely, to walk beside the glassy sea, to drink 

from the flowing Fountain, and to pluck the fruits from the Tree of Life 

in the garden over there? 

But in order to reach that Glorious Land of waving palms and glad 

Hosannas, a journey must be made. 

This journey is not dissimilar to that made by our fathers who came 

to the Golden West in the days of yore. The wilderness of life must be 

crossed! There are turbulent streams to be forded; strong currents to 

be breasted. The enemy too, oft circles upon galloping steeds our 

fragile caravan. Implicit hope and faith and trust in Christ the Lord is 

needed. 

But, unlike those fathers who crossed the continent, we cannot make 

the journey to the Promised Land beneath a covered wagon.  

It is an utter impossibility to enter the Eternal City with a covering 

of pretenses and deceit. 

There is no place for the hypocrite in Heaven. Excuse and 

camouflage fade beneath the blazing light of that glorious place, 

revealing sin in awful and exceeding sinfulness. 

He who enters that place is he whose heart is as an open book, whose 

life is an open page, whose sins have been forgiven, whose iniquities 

have been pardoned, whose life is as clear as the morning, whose soul 

is clean, candid, above-board, the doors of whose being is flung wide 

that the light of God may stream inside and behold those things that 

are best pleasing to Himself. 

Here on the platform in Angelus Temple tonight we have a covered 

wagon. The tarpaulin is fastened down snugly, the curtains are all 

drawn. It is impossible to see what is on the inside! Carefully, carefully, 

the things that are within are shielded from the public view. 
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I have an idea that there are a great many things therein which a 

sinner would desire to conceal from too bright a light. 

But this is not the only covered wagon here tonight! Look about you! 

Here are some five thousand souls assembled. Hundreds more stand 

outside every door! They press their faces against the window pane. 

See? They crowd close to the fire escapes, hoping to hear a word or 

catch a glimpse of this illustrated sermon. God only knows how many 

are here tonight whose lives are as a covered wagon! Perhaps that 

somebody sitting just at your right, the man sitting just behind, the lady 

just before you is riding in a covered wagon! 

There are thoughts in their minds and deeds in their lives which 

they would not have the public know for all the world. 

“S-h-h-h! Cover up! Cover up! Cover up! Don’t tell anyone!" 

Their works are in the dark. They say, “Who seeth us? Who knoweth 

it?” But, oh, they can never get to the Land of Golden Dreams in this 

manner! 

Tonight, by God’s help, we are going to uncover some of the wagons 

here. Will you not be real honest with yourself as we do this, and see 

whether some of the things brought to light are not in the covered 

wagon of your life? 

Is it a bargain? Are you willing? All right then! 

Let us lift this tarpaulin cover a little, and take a look at that which 

lies beneath. Throw the covers back! 

Let the light in…SO! Why, it is filled with dark, ugly looking bundles 

and packages! One hardly knows which to take up first. 

 

Sin  
 

Close at hand is a large black burden, labeled “SIN.” How heavy it is! 

Scarcely can I lift it! How many who are here tonight are carrying a far 

greater load of sin than this in their covered wagon! 

“S-h-h-h! Sister McPherson. S-h-h-h! Cover up!” 

“Cover up! Don’t tell everybody! No one need ever know. I am 

leading a different life now. I have become rich. I have a big office; a 

prosperous business. I am giving quite a bit to Missions now. Of course, 
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I know that I did not make my money squarely. I know that I cheated a 

lot of widows and orphans, but…” 

“S-h-h-h! Covered wagon! I can give some ‘hush’ money to the 

Lord, write a check for the Missions and the church. I don’t think 

anybody will ever know. Do you?” 

Absolutely they will! In that Last Day every wagon will be 

uncovered, every unconfessed sin will be laid bare. He that covereth his 

sin shall not prosper. 

“But, Sister,” someone cries, “I am not a bad man. I am not a 

drunkard, or a drug addict, or a thief. I have never cheated the widow 

and the orphan. Really, now, I live a very good life. Of course, I may 

commit some little sins, tell a few ‘white’ lies, but I am not what you 

would call a great sinner.” 

Stop a moment, brother! Stop! What is the greatest sin in the world? 

“W-h-y, murder, I suppose?” 

No, it isn’t murder. 

“Then, it’s treason—treachery?” 

No. 

“Then, it’s stealing, gambling, lying, drunkenness?” 

No. 

“Well then, what is the greatest sin in the world?” 

“The greatest sin in the world is rejecting Jesus Christ.” 

Have you rejected Him? 

Have you kept Him out of your heart? Then you are a great sinner. 

When we stand before the Judgment Bar, the one great, insistent, 

undodgeable question which will fill the earth and resound to the 

Heavens will be: 

“What hast thou done with My Son Jesus Christ?” 

‘Tis not enough to say, “I am good enough. I am living a fine and 

exemplary life. I’m quite satisfied with myself.” 

Self-righteousness will not hide us from His sight! 

Covered wagons—covered wagons! Oh, brother, sister, let us throw 

the covers off them! Let us cast sin out! Don’t try to hide it. Confess it! 

Have it pardoned. Get this great, ugly parcel from you! Have it buried 

in the Sea of Forgetfulness, and travel light on the road to Heaven. 
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Wild Oats 
 

Here lifting its shaggy, untamed head is a sheaf entitled “WILD 

OATS.” How many wild oats are you carrying in your covered wagon? 

“Well,” you say, “Sister dear, you know that we are only young once 

and everybody has to sow a few wild oats.” 

But, what about the harvest? The Good Book tells us that 

“Whatsoever a man soweth that shall he also reap.” Would to God that 

we could reap all the sorrow and misery of that loathsome crop 

ourselves, but alas, our mothers, friends, and children more frequently 

have to reap the most bitter part thereof. 

A friend was recently visiting the home of a certain woman whose 

daughter had gone out to spend the evening on a joyride and in the 

dance hall. 

Midnight came and the girl was not yet home! Questioning brought 

out the fact that this daughter smoked, was a participant in questionable 

places of amusement, and was permitted to run with a gay, young 

crowd without a chaperon. 

“Are you not anxious about her, mother?” the friend questioned. 

“How can you sit here for one moment, knowing that your girl is 

treading the brink of temptation and ruin?” 

My friend’s heart chilled with the light answer of the mother. “Oh 

well, she has to sow her wild oats, you know.” 

God help us! ‘Tis bad enough to hear this said of a young man, but 

when it comes to a young woman! Still, is there so much difference, I 

wonder, after all? 

I am a woman minister. Almost every day of my life, I hear stories 

that would, without God’s grace, break a heart of stone. I often wonder 

whether men preachers hear the stories that we women workers do. I 

doubt it. How oft soft arms have stolen about my neck! How oft tear-

wet cheeks have been laid against mine! How oft I have heard the 

choking catch of a breath, have heard the sobbed-out story! Praying for 

the sick as I do, I have seen the harvest of those gaily sown wild oats. 

“But, there is no harm in the dance hall!” you say. 
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Don’t tell me that! You might tell it to some people but not to me—

I know! The floor of the modern dance hall is filled with trap doors that 

drop people straight through to the pits of temptation. I have seen 

results of it. 

“There is no harm in the joyrides, Sister.” 

Again I would answer, “In my work I have gazed upon the results 

thereof. I have looked into little blind eyes. I have looked upon the little 

paralyzed limbs of those who have been brought for prayer. 

Sometimes I have just shut my eyes and shuddered all over, 

Whispering, ‘Oh God, won’t you take the wee darlings home to Heaven. 

That is the safest place, Jesus dear.’” 

Most of us are afraid to speak about these things. 

Even preachers compromise and keep things under a covered 

wagon sometimes. Yet, is this not false modesty? We, who have seen 

the harvest of wild oats, of “harmless” flirtations, giddy, gay Twentieth 

Century life; we, who have beheld the broken hearts, homes and lives 

caused thereby, are shaken to the depths. 

 

Jealousy 
 

Here is “JEALOUSY” all tied up in a green package. 

Lots of people have the green eyed monster in their covered wagon. 

Jealous of the man who has the home. Jealous of another’s popularity. 

Jealous of the man who stands just above on the social ladder. Jealous 

of the man who is honored and promoted. 

But, jealousy must come out of the covered wagon. It eats like a 

canker. It has no place up there! 

 

 

Temper 
 

Electric sparks fly in every direction from this bundle! It is labeled, 

“TEMPER! Danger—keep off!!!” 
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Is there anyone here tonight who is carrying his temper in the 

covered wagon? 

“S-h-h-h! Nobody knows that but my wife, Sister.” 

C-o-v-e-r-e-d W-a-g-o-n! If you want to know what kind of a 

Christian a man is, ask his wife. In church he is beautiful, has on his 

“Sunday-go-to-meeting coat,” puts his twenty-five cents in the 

collection plate, wears “a smile a mile wide.” 

“W-h-y, how do you do, Brother Smith? Hel-lo, Brother Jones! How 

are you? Great morning, isn’t it?” 

“Fine fellow that!” everybody exclaims. “Fine fellow! Such a pleasing 

personality!” 

But, wait until he gets home. B-a-n-g! goes the door. Presto 

chango—the smile disappears. 

“Hey, wife, where did you put my paper? You’ve gone and moved 

my glasses again. Pity a fellow can’t find his things where he leaves 

them!!!!” 

T-e-m-p-e-r! Temper in the covered wagon. 

 

Evil Mind 
 

This package is all spotted over like a leopard. It is called “AN EVIL 

MIND.” What an awful thing it is! I hardly want to hold it, and I am 

certain that I do not want to unwrap it. 

How many that are here tonight have this spotted package in your 

covered wagon! You wouldn’t come right out and say anything evil for 

the world, nor wouldn’t be caught doing anything really wrong, but 

there it is—that great package of evil thoughts. You are harboring them 

in your mind, and if people could read the thoughts just back of your 

eyes they would shudder away from you. 

“Well,” you say, “I can’t hinder the birds flying over my head.” 

True! But you can keep them from roosting in your hair. There is 

no necessity for letting them come down to make a nest in your mind, 

or hatch their sinful brood in your heart. If you find evil thoughts 

creeping in, don’t cover them up. Confess your sin. Cry out—“O God, 
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give me a pure mind. Create within me a clean heart. Renew a right 

spirit within me.” 

Remember—“As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he.” You do not 

need to have these things in your covered wagon another moment. Out 

with them tonight! 

 

Liquor 
 

Here is an innocent looking bundle, labeled, “MINERAL WATER.” 

No harm in that, I am sure. Why, what are you all laughing at? Can it be 

that the label is a camouflage? Let us open it and see. Wh-why, it’s a 

bottle of old Virginia Rye! 

The covered wagon! I wonder how many people here tonight have 

something like this covered up, away down in the cellar? 

“Well, I wouldn’t do it, Sister, only prohibition is on, and I believe in 

personal rights and personal liberty.” 

L-i-b-e-r-t-y! There is no liberty in that. There is bondage, slavery. 

Oh, as we are now coming to the time of voting, I beg of you, everyone, 

vote for prohibition and keep this country dry. One of the grandest 

things that ever came to America, outside of the Bible; is prohibition. 

Sometime ago, during a great drive for prohibition, the 

Temperance Party were planning a parade. Each was to start from the 

opposite side of the town, march through the streets, and pass each 

other on the main street. A tall, good looking man led the liquor parade. 

High o’er his head he carried a banner, bearing the words “Men, vote 

for your liberty.” As he approached the prohibition parade, he 

discovered that it was led by a little child. Bravely the tiny tot struggled 

with a banner upon which were inscribed the words—“Fathers, vote to 

save your sons.” 

The man gasped, then turned deadly pale as he realized ‘twas his 

own little boy who led the Temperance hosts. 

With an inarticulate cry, he threw down his own banner, tramped it 

into the dust, then went over to the Drys, picked up his little son in his 
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arms, set him on his shoulder, and headed the Temperance Parade—

banner and all. 

If you have any of this stuff in your wagon or in your cellar, rid 

yourself of it tonight. Go downstairs the moment you reach home and 

smash every bottle! Let us make a clean sweep! 

 

Self Righteousness 
 

What a nice, square, self-contained, self-satisfied, snug looking 

parcel this is! “SELF RIGHTEOUSNESS” is inscribed thereon in gilded 

letters. 

“Well, thank the Lord, I am all right. Sister McPherson is not talking 

to me tonight. This is fine! I was afraid that if I came in here she might 

get me, but she hasn’t touched me at all. I am not doing anything of 

which I need to be ashamed. I have no liquor in my cellar, don’t play 

cards, am not immoral.” 

C-o-v-e-r-e-d W-a-g-o-n! 

Listen—The voice of the Master is speaking—“All our 

righteousnesses are as filthy rags. All have sinned and come short of the 

glory of God. There is none righteous, no not one. You must be born 

again!” 

 

Unforgiving Spirit 
 

This bundle has kept lots of people out of the Kingdom. 

‘Tis labeled, “AN UNFORGIVING SPIRIT.” 

“I can forgive most everybody,” I hear someone say, “but there is 

one person I just can’t forgive.” 

Then you are harboring a coiled serpent in your covered wagon that 

is very akin in venom to hatred and “he that hateth his brother is a 

murderer.” You cannot go home to Heaven with that thing tucked away 

in your covered wagon. Remember the Lord’s Prayer— 

“Forgive us this day our trespasses AS we forgive those who trespass 

against us.” 
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Forgive oh brother, sister, as you yourself hope to be forgiven. Cast 

that evil spirit out of your covered wagon tonight. It will keep you from 

the gates of Heaven. 

 

The Poppy Pillow 
 

Here is something called the “POPPY PILLOW”—dope, narcotics. 

Poor dear souls! I wonder how many have this sad package in their 

covered wagon tonight. 

“S-h-h-h! Don’t tell anybody, Sister. I would not have anyone know 

for the world!” 

C-o-v-e-r-e-d W-a-g-o-n! 

“But, Sister, I am a trained nurse. I began taking it to brace me up 

when I was on duty hours at a time.” 

“I am a lawyer. I had so many cases to try that I took it to stimulate 

my mind and see me through a crisis. Now, I can’t get rid of it.” 

“I was sick. I had to take it to alleviate pain.” 

“And I, I was discouraged and broken. I took it to gain forgetfulness.” 

Yes, I know. Still the awful fact remains that by some manner of 

means the poppy pillow has found its way into millions of covered 

wagons. 

Would you like to get rid of it tonight? Would you like to be able to 

stop all the deception and covering up, to be clean, and fine, and free, 

and square again? 

Then, hark! There is power in the Name of Jesus Christ to set the 

prisoner free. The Lion of the Tribe of Judah can break every chain and 

give you the victory again and again. Trust Him and you will not need 

it another moment! 

 

Broken Promises 
 

Here is a package of “BROKEN PROMISES”—crushed and broken 

hearts. Ah, how many folks keep on smiling, bathe their eyes to wipe 

away the trace of recent tears, because within many wagons are the 
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broken promises to mother, broken promises to wife, broken promises 

to Christ! Here too, are unpaid debts and things we took wrongfully. 

Stop saying “Cover up! Cover up!” Let us uncover and sweep the 

whole thing clean. 

 

Skeleton In The Closet 
 

Next comes an innocent looking box. slide back the lid gently—So! 

U-g-h! Why, it’s a “SKELETON IN THE CLOSET.” Most everyone has 

one some place, they say. Oh, not you of course. but the man next to 

you, or the woman just in front! 

“S-h-h-h! Cover up!” 

No—never again will we cover up!  

He that covereth his sins shall not prosper: but whoso confesseth 

and forsaketh them shall have mercy.” (Psalm 28:13) 

The cover is off! Thank God, there is nothing to be ashamed of now. 

The wagon is empty at last! Of course, we cannot go home to Heaven 

with an empty wagon, but we can go with an uncovered wagon. 

Let us load it up now with the things of His righteousness. 

First, we want this great crimson package of SALVATION! Next 

comes ETERNAL HOPE! And, here is a bundle called CANDOR! With 

it in the wagon, one can look the world in the face. Here is LOVE, 

TRUST, TRUTH, and SERVICE! Here is PURITY and a CLEAR 

CONSCIENCE! Here is the blessed HOLY SPIRIT, and a great big load 

of SOULS won for the Master. 

Come, brother! Come, sister! Begin filling your wagon now, then on 

and away to Heaven’s happy land! 

 



 

 

 

Wednesday Afternoon 

August 20, 1924 

 

 

N OUR MESSAGE this afternoon we are continuing the series 

on Divine Healing which is being given as a Bible Study for a 

few weeks: “Divine Healing Under Law.”  

By law, of course, we mean the time of the Old Testament. By grace 

we begin with the Saviour’s life and on beyond Calvary. Time, you see, 

is cut in two—in the middle. 

All the years up until the birth of Christ are called B.C. All the years 

after Christ are called A.D. What is it that cuts time in two? The life of 

Jesus Christ. And what was the mountain peak of His life? Calvary. 

When Jesus told His disciples that He was to be crucified, they said, 

“Be this far from Thee.” But He replied firmly, “For this cause came I 

into the world.” 

In other words, here is the world: here is the time before Christ; here 

is the time after Christ; and in the center stands the Cross. One arm of 

the Cross reaches out over B.C., the other arm over A.D. One arm of 

the Cross reaches out over law, the other arm over grace. On one side 

of Jesus Christ hung the dying thief who would not repent and was lost, 

on the other side the dying thief who repented and believed. 

When I speak of Divine Healing Under Law, I am referring to the 

Old Testament. 

“Sister McPherson, you don’t mean to say that they had divine 

healing under the law?” 

Certainly they did. That is one reason why I cannot understand why 

ministers of today make such a silly, unscriptural statement that divine 

healing is past and not for today. They cannot prove that it is not for 

today. The common people are proving that divine healing is in the 
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Bible and are asking, “Why don’t you pray for us? Why can’t we be 

prayed for and receive healing?” 

If the Lord healed the people in the Old Testament before Christ 

was born—by looking forward to Calvary; and after He was born and 

had gone home to Glory—down to the days of John Wesley; why 

doesn’t He heal them today? Praise God, He does! His power is just the 

same today! 

When sin entered the Garden of Eden, sickness came along hand in 

hand, and the earth brought forth thorns and thistles. There was the 

double curse—sin and sickness, thorns and thistles. 

When Jesus Christ came to bear our sins on the Cross, He bore our 

sickness too. “By His stripes we are healed.” I didn’t say it—turn to 

Isaiah 53 and read it. 

“Well, if He took our sins, they are gone?” 

Certainly. 

“And if He bore our sickness too, then we would never die?” Ah, no, 

that does not hold good because we are not yet in our glorified bodies. 

What about the people Jesus healed? They died. We are not promised 

everlasting life in these bodies of ours, but, “As thy days, so shall thy 

strength be.” “I am the Lord that healeth thee.” 

In the fifth chapter of James He has given us instructions, “Is any 

sick among you? Let him call for the elders of the church; and let them 

pray over him, anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord; And the 

prayer of faith shall save the sick, and the Lord shall raise him up.” 

Way back yonder in the Old Testament, sickness originally came in 

through the fall. If it came in through the fall, is it not most logical to 

look for healing of diseases through the coming of the Messiah even 

the Lord Jesus Christ? 

You ask, “Did the Lord heal people in the Old Testament?” 

Yes. The first person to be healed was Abimelech (Genesis 20:17). He 

was prayed for by Abraham and we read, “So Abraham prayed unto 

God: and God healed Abimelech and his wife and his maidservants.” 

Then in Exodus 15:23-26 we read, “And when they came to Marah, 

they could not drink of the waters of Marah, for they were bitter: 

therefore the name of it was called Marah. And the people murmured 
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against Moses, saying, What shall we drink? And he cried unto the Lord; 

and the Lord shewed him a tree, which when he had cast into the 

waters, the waters were made sweet: there he made for them a statute 

and an ordinance, and there he proved them. And said, If thou wilt 

diligently hearken to the voice of the Lord thy God, and wilt do that 

which is right in his sight, and wilt give ear to his commandments, and 

keep all his statutes, I will put none of these diseases upon thee, which 

I have brought upon the Egyptians: for I am the Lord that healeth thee.” 

Water is a type of life, and the water of life has become bitter to so 

many—through sin, suffering, affliction, disillusionment, unrest. 

At Marah, the Lord God Jehovah showed them a tree and told them 

to cut down the tree and cast it in the bitter waters. They did so and 

instantly the bitter waters was made sweet to the taste. 

What does it mean? Just this—the bitter things of the water of life 

can be made sweet through the Tree Cross of Calvary. 

Here the first Divine Healing Covenant was given. 

“Sister McPherson, is there a Divine Healing Covenant?”  

Yes. “If thou wilt diligently hearken to the voice of the Lord thy God, 

and wilt do that which is right in his sight, and wilt give ear to his 

commandments, and keep all his statutes, I will put none of these 

diseases upon thee, which I have brought upon the Egyptians: for I am 

the Lord that healeth thee.” 

Divine Healing is not promised if you run around and live a selfish, 

backslidden, card-playing, theater-going, dancing life, but, “if thou wilt 

diligently hearken to the voice of the Lord, do that which is right, give 

ear to his commandments, and keep all his statutes.” 

Oh, I am so glad that my Bible isn’t changed! Nobody has gotten 

hold of it yet and written, “I WAS the Lord.” My Bible still reads, “I AM 

the Lord. I am that I am, and this is my name forever, even for all 

generations.” 

Divine Healing in the Old Testament was the natural thing. 

“How did they have it?” you ask. 

By looking forward to Him who was to come. 

Let us take the cleansing of the leper in Leviticus 14:2-8. 
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This shall be the law of the leper in the day of his cleansing: he 

shall be brought unto the priest: and the priest shall go forth out 

of the camp; and the priest shall look, and behold, if the plague 

of leprosy be healed in the leper; Then shall the priest command 

to take for him that is to be cleansed two birds alive and clean, 

and cedar wood, and scarlet, and hyssop. And the priest shall 

command that one of the birds be killed in an earthen vessel over 

running water: As for the living bird, he shall take it, and the cedar 

wood, and the scarlet, and the hyssop, and shall dip them and the 

living bird in the blood of the bird that was killed over the 

running water: And he shall sprinkle upon him that is to be 

cleansed from the leprosy seven times, and shall pronounce him 

clean, and shall let the living bird loose into the open field. And 

he that is to be cleansed shall wash his clothes, and shave off all 

his hair, and wash himself in water, that he may be clean: and 

after that he shall come into the camp, and shall tarry abroad out 

of his tent seven days. 

 

Leviticus 14:2-8 

 

There laid the dead bird; yonder went the living bird; and away went 

the leper rejoicing. What did it mean? What did everything mean in the 

Old Testament? All things back there that connected the scarlet thread 

pointed to Calvary, to the Great Burden-Bearer. 

What was the dead bird? Why Jesus Christ is the dead Dove who 

died for us! But, Hallelujah, He is the living Dove too. He who was dead 

is alive again. He has ascended on high, leading captivity captive. Upon 

the sweep of His snowy pinions, I can see the blood. Under His pinions 

I have put my trust. 

Oh, Sun of Righteousness, arise with healing in Thy wings to these 

people today! 

Just think of the leper going home clean! They did not say it was a 

miracle. It was the expected thing. If anybody was sick, they went right 

to the priest. If they were a sinner, they got the sin out and then were 

prayed for. 
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“Oh, preacher, I am sick! Here are the two doves. I want to be made 

whole.” 

However, sometimes it was not quite so easy. There is the story of 

Miriam whose sickness came because she was a gossip—a Meddlesome 

Mattie. When she found fault with Moses, she was stricken with leprosy. 

Moses prayed, “O God, forgive her and heal her!” He did not say, “Let’s 

hunt for some roots and herbs, or do something,” but, “O God, forgive 

her and heal her.” 

Miriam was not healed instantly. The Lord said, “Let her be shut out 

from the camp seven days, and after that let her be received in again.” 

All healings are not instantaneous. 

All through the Old Testament how wonderfully they called upon 

the Lord and how He answered prayer! 

In Numbers 21 we have the story of the brazen serpent. Here again 

sickness had come as a result of sin. 

“Sister, does that always hold true?” 

No, thank God, it does not. The disciples under grace asked of a 

child who was sick, “Lord, who did sin, this man or his parents?” The 

Lord answered, “Neither, but that the works of God should be made 

manifest in him.” 

But, in this instance sickness came through sin.  

 

The people spake against God and against Moses, Wherefore 

have ye brought us up out of Egypt to die in the wilderness? For 

there is no bread, neither is there any water; and our soul loatheth 

this light bread. And the Lord sent fiery serpents among the 

people, and they bit the people, and much people of Israel died. 

Therefore the people came to Moses and said, We have sinned 

for we have spoken against the Lord and against thee; pray unto 

the Lord that He take away the serpents from us. And Moses 

prayed for the people. And the Lord said unto Moses, Make thee 

a fiery serpent, and set it upon a pole: and it shall come to pass 

that every one that is bitten, when he looketh upon it, shall live. 

And Moses made a serpent of brass, and put it upon a pole, and it 
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came to pass that if a serpent had bitten any man, when he beheld 

the serpent of brass, he lived. 

 

Numbers 21:5-9 

 

The Lord not only forgave them of their sin but He healed them of 

their sickness. At one time He said, “Whether is easier to say, Thy sins 

be forgiven thee; or to say, Arise and walk?” 

Sin and sickness run parallel: 

 

He was wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our 

iniquities: the chastisement of our peace was upon him; and with 

his stripes we are healed. 

 

Isaiah 53:5 

 

Confess your faults one to another, and pray one for another, that 

ye may be healed. 

 

James 5:16 

 

They seem like Siamese Twins. They came together and Jesus paid 

the debt together. They went hand in hand through the years. People 

find fault with me for preaching it in the Atonement. If it is not in the 

Atonement, where then would it be found? If sickness was not paid for 

on Calvary, where was it paid for? 

Through the Old Testament it was the expected thing. It was not out 

of the ordinary, but the ordinary thing. 

In 2 Kings 1 we read of Ahaziah, a man who once knew God. He fell 

down through a lattice and was very sick. But, instead of turning to God, 

here was a man who did the out of the ordinary thing. When a man was 

sick, they always ran to the priest, but Ahaziah did differently. 

“He sent messengers and said unto them, Go, inquire of Baalzebub 

the god of Ekron whether I shall recover of this disease. But the angel 

of the Lord said to Elijah the Tishbite, Arise, go up to meet the 
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messengers of the king of Samaria, and say unto them, Is it not because 

there is not a God in Israel, that ye go to inquire of Baalzebub the god 

of Ekron? Now therefore thus saith the Lord, Thou shalt not come 

down from that bed on which thou art gone up, but shalt surely die.” 

“Is it not because there is not a God in Israel, that ye go to inquire of 

Baalzebub the god of Ekron?” I wonder if that is why so many folks turn 

to other things today? But, I believe there is a God in Israel, don’t you? 

“Now therefore thou shalt not come down from that bed on which 

thou art gone up, but shalt surely die.” 

When Ahaziah heard that he sent fifty men to Elijah, and the captain 

spake unto him: “Thou man of God, the king hath said, Come down.” 

Elijah said, “If I be a man of God, then let fire come down from Heaven 

and consume thee and thy fifty. And there came down fire from 

Heaven, and consumed him and his fifty.” 

The king sent another fifty to Elijah, “O man of God, thus hath the 

king said, Come down quickly.” 

Again Elijah said, “If I be a man of God, let fire come down from 

Heaven and consume thee and thy fifty. And the fire of God came 

down from Heaven and consumed him and his fifty.” 

Ahaziah again sent fifty men to Elijah, and the captain fell on his 

knees and besought him, “O man of God, I pray thee, let my life and 

the life of these fifty servants be precious in thy sight.” 

“And the angel of the Lord said unto Elijah, Go down with him: be 

not afraid of him. And he arose, and went down with him unto the king. 

And he said unto him, Thus saith the Lord, Forasmuch as thou hast sent 

messengers to inquire of Baalzebub the god of Ekron, is it not because 

there is no God in Israel to inquire of his word? Therefore thou shalt 

not come down off that bed on which thou art gone up, but shalt surely 

die. So he died according to the word of the Lord which Elijah had 

spoken.” 

There is just one other man who called to the world instead of God 

and died. Of course, you know who he was? Asa. He was a man who had 

looked to the Lord and had great blessings. We read of Asa in 2 

Chronicles 14, 15 and 16. Asa was a great king and a servant of God. All 

his life the Lord had helped him, and Asa did that which was right and 
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good in the eyes of the Lord. He took away the altars of strange gods in 

the high places. The Lord said to Asa, “Be ye strong therefore, and let 

not your hands be weak: for your work shall be rewarded.” Everywhere 

Asa turned, he prayed that the Lord would help him. 

One time Asa was surrounded by his enemies and prayed,. “Lord, it 

is nothing with Thee to help, whether with many, or with them that 

have no power: help us, O Lord our God: for we rest on Thee, and in 

Thy name we go against this multitude. O Lord, Thou art our God; let 

not man prevail against thee.” Instantly the Lord fought his battles and 

Asa won the day. 

Ah, there was a man of faith, and all his life the Lord kept him well 

and strong, fought his battles for him, protected his kingdom. But, 

listen, he too did the out of the ordinary thing. 

“And Asa in the thirty and ninth year of his reign was diseased in his 

feet, until his disease was exceeding great; yet in his disease he sought 

not to the Lord, but to the physicians. And Asa slept with his fathers and 

died in the one and fortieth year of his reign.” 

You could not get anything much plainer and stronger than that. 

Here are two men who once knew God and leaned on Him, but in their 

illness instead of turning to God they trusted in others and died. 

“If you cannot trust Me, I will withdraw My power.” 

In 2 Kings 20 we read of Hezekiah who trusted the Lord: 

 

In those days was Hezekiah sick unto death. And the prophet 

Isaiah the son of Amoz came to him, and said unto him, Thus 

saith the Lord, Set thine house in order; for thou shalt die, and 

not live. 

Then he turned his face to the wall, and prayed unto the Lord, 

saying I beseech thee, O Lord, remember now how I have walked 

before thee in truth and with a perfect heart, and have done that 

which is good in thy sight. And Hezekiah wept sore. 

And it came to pass, afore Isaiah was gone out into the middle 

court, that the word of the Lord came to him, saying, Turn again, 

and tell Hezekiah the captain of my people, Thus saith the Lord, 

the God of David thy father, I have heard thy prayer, I have seen 
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thy tears: behold, I will heal thee: on the third day thou shalt go 

up unto the house of the Lord. 

And I will add unto thy days fifteen years; and I will deliver thee 

and this city out of the hand of the king of Assyria; and I will 

defend this city for mine own sake and for my servant David’s 

sake. 

 

2 Kings 20:1-6 

 

The Lord did not say, “When I heal you, you will live forever.” I read 

a tract written by a preacher who said that it was not right to pray for 

the sick, “for if it was, why do they die?” That is so childish and foolish. 

The Lord did not say, “Hezekiah, because you prayed, you shall live 

forever,” but “I will add unto thy days fifteen years.” 

 

And Hezekiah said unto Isaiah, What shall be the sign that the 

LORD will heal me, and that I shall go up into the house of the 

LORD the third day? And Isaiah said, This sign shalt thou have of 

the LORD, that the LORD will do the thing that he hath spoken: 

shall the shadow go forward ten degrees, or go back ten degrees? 

And Hezekiah answered, It is a light thing for the shadow to go 

down ten degrees: nay, but let the shadow return backward ten 

degrees. And Isaiah the prophet cried unto the LORD: and he 

brought the shadow ten degrees backward, by which it had gone 

down in the dial of Ahaz. 

 

2 Kings 20:8-11 

 

Do you see the difference? Here was Asa with the disease in his feet, 

but instead of turning to the Lord he turned to other powers and died. 

Ahaziah fell down through a lattice and was very sick and, instead of 

turning to the Lord, he sent messengers to the god of medicines. God 

asked, “Is it not because there is not a God in Israel, that ye go to inquire 

of Baalzebub the god of Ekron?” And he died. 
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And Hezekiah—here is a man given up to die. He turned his face to 

the wall and began to cry, “O Lord, you know I love you and have kept 

your commandments; also that there is work to do for you.” 

“All right,” said the Lord, “I have heard your prayers and will heal 

you. You will live fifteen years yet.” 

Glory to God! Divine Healing Under Law! 

Don’t forget Isaiah 53 and Psalm 103. Whatever you do, don’t forget 

2 Kings 5—the healing of Naaman. 

If they had divine healing under the law—before Jesus Christ was 

born—and it was an understood thing that before the Messiah came 

they were to be saved, cleansed and healed by looking forward to Him 

who was to come, typified by bulls, goats, doves, lambs, etc., how much 

more shall we under grace—when Jesus Christ has come and we know 

that He bore our sickness on the Tree—come in with boldness to claim 

His promise? 

In fifteen years I have seen tens of thousands saved from sin and 

thousands healed from sicknesses. If I believed in making a display of 

crutches, braces, trusses, canes, eye glasses, splints, etc. that people have 

left, there would be almost enough to stretch out over this Temple. But 

I don’t believe in it—it is dangerous. Some people say “Put them up.” 

Why? So people would say, “Sister McPherson is a wonderful 

woman. So many people have been healed in her meetings?” Ah, no; 

for then God’s power would leave. I want the Lord to have every bit of 

the glory. I am nothing. He could work just as well without me. It is just 

simply faith in the Word of God and claiming His promises. 

I don’t trust in anything but the Word of God. If you will take it, it is 

yours. Will you take it? Bless your hearts, I know you will! The first 

thing to do is—Be saved; second—healed; third—baptized with the 

Holy Ghost; fourth—go to work and win souls. Let us all get saved!  

Everybody who is not a Christian, I want you to become a Christian 

within the next five minutes. Backslider, get back home as quick as your 

feet can carry you. Those of you who are professors but not possessors 

become possessors now. 



 

 

 

Thursday Evening 

August 21, 1924 

 

 

UR SCRIPTURE WILL be read this evening from Acts 8:26-

40. It is the story of Philip baptizing the believing eunuch. 

 

And the angel of the Lord spake unto Philip, saying, Arise, and go 

toward the south unto the way that goeth down from Jerusalem 

unto Gaza, which is desert. And he arose and went: and, behold, 

a man of Ethiopia, an eunuch of great authority under Candace 

queen of the Ethiopians, who had the charge of all her treasure, 

and had come to Jerusalem for to worship, was returning, and 

sitting in his chariot read Esaias the prophet. Then the Spirit said 

unto Philip, Go near, and join thyself to this chariot.  

And Philip ran thither to him, and heard him read the prophet 

Esaias, and said, Understandest thou what thou readest? And he 

said, How can I, except some man should guide me? And he 

desired Philip that he would come up and sit with him. The place 

of the scripture which he read was this, He was led as a sheep to 

the slaughter; and like a lamb dumb before his shearer, so opened 

he not his mouth: In his humiliation his judgment was taken 

away: and who shall declare his generation? for his life is taken 

from the earth.  

And the eunuch answered Philip, and said, I pray thee, of whom 

speaketh the prophet this? of himself, or of some other man? 

Then Philip opened his mouth, and began at the same scripture, 

and preached unto him Jesus.  

And as they went on their way, they came unto a certain water: 

and the eunuch said, See, here is water; what doth hinder me to 

be baptized? And Philip said, If thou believest with all thine heart, 
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thou mayest. And he answered and said, I believe that Jesus Christ 

is the Son of God. And he commanded the chariot to stand still: 

and they went down both into the water, both Philip and the 

eunuch: and he baptized him.  

And when they were come up out of the water, the Spirit of the 

Lord caught away Philip, that the eunuch saw him no more: and 

he went on his way rejoicing. But Philip was found at Azotus; and 

passing through he preached in all the cities, till he came to 

Caesarea. 

 

Acts 8:26-40 

 

Verse 30, “And Philip ran thither to him.” That is the way to obey 

the Lord. Philip didn’t say, “Lord, I don’t know the man and there is no 

way of being introduced”—no, he ran thither. 

Verse 35, “Philip opened his mouth, and began at the same scripture, 

and preached unto him Jesus.”  

And it seemed in those days when they preached Jesus on the trail 

that led home to Heaven there was always water baptism. When the 

jailor was told the story of Jesus, he and his whole family were 

converted and baptized in water. At Samaria Paul preached Christ and 

the whole city turned to Christ and were baptized in water. 

Verse 36, “And as they went on their way, they came unto a certain 

water, and the eunuch said, See, here is water; what doth hinder me to 

be baptized? And Philip said, If thou believest with all thine heart, thou 

mayest.” 

“Then they went over to the water, Philip stooped down, dipped a 

little cup in the water to get it filled, then…” sprinkled the eunuch? 

No, no! “He commanded the chariot to stand still, and they went d-

o-w-n i-n-t-o the water, both Philip and the eunuch; and he baptized 

him. And when they were c-o-m-e u-p o-u-t of the water, the Spirit of 

the Lord caught Philip away.” 

“Here is water; what doth hinder me to be baptized?” I have before 

me a whole lot of slips that people have sent up telling what does hinder 

them from being baptized. 
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1. “I have not yet been converted.” 

That is a good, plausible excuse. But the thing to do is to be 

converted, give your heart to Jesus Christ and, if while I am preaching 

this sermon, you will believe with all your heart, you can be baptized 

tonight. 

“But, Sister McPherson, it takes a long while to really believe!” 

No, it doesn’t. The Philippian jailor believed and that night he and 

his family were baptized. Here was the eunuch going across the desert. 

When Philip preached Jesus to him, he believed and was baptized. 

Make your way to Calvary tonight, to the Fountain open in the 

house of David for sin and uncleanness. It matters not who you are, 

what your sin, how weary and black your heart, just kneel and cry the 

age old prayer, “God be merciful to me a sinner.” Instantly His Blood 

will be applied and will cleanse you from all sin. Then you too may say, 

“I will arise and be baptized.”  

 

2. “I can’t be buried because I am not dead yet.”  

That too is a good logical reason. We don’t want to bury any live 

people here. We want to bury people who are dead to sin. 

Water baptism means death, burial and resurrection. If it does not 

mean this, what other meaning could there be? Can you think of any 

other meaning? I can’t. 

The sixth chapter of Romans tells us what water baptism means.  

Of course, you are all familiar with this wonderful chapter! 

 

Know ye not, that so many of us as were baptized into Jesus Christ 

were baptized into His death? Therefore we are buried with Him; 

by baptism into death: that like as Christ was raised up from the 

dead by the glory of the Father, even so we also should walk in 

newness of life. For if we have been planted together in the 

likeness of His death, we shall be also in the likeness of His 

resurrection. 

 

Romans 6:3-5 
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Before we are buried we should first be dead. We do not want to 

bury anybody alive. We want to know that they have been to Calvary, 

that their sins have been forgiven, and that they are on the glory side. 

 

3. “I have promised to pay an honest debt and I want to pay that debt 

before I am baptized.” 

That is one I have never heard before. I can understand how that 

heart feels, but I would not stop for that. If it is an honest debt and you 

mean to pay it as soon as you can, health and strength permitting, write 

to the person, tell him you are sorry you owe him, but that as soon as 

possible you are going to pay them. I would rise up and be baptized, 

and the Lord will surely bless you. 

 

4. “I have not been good enough.”  

God bless you! There is an honest heart. But is it our righteousness 

or His righteousness? All our righteousnesses are as filthy rags. We have 

all sinned and come short of the glory of God. 

Though we keep His commandments from our youth up, though 

we give our body to be burned, join every church, put money in the 

collection plate—that is not enough. 

 

Drops of grief can never repay  

the debt of love I owe. 

 

It is the precious Blood of Jesus Christ that cleanses from sin. It is 

not your goodness, but the goodness of Jesus Christ. He says that He 

will help us to live the life and will carry us through. 

 

5. “Nothing at all, Sister McPherson. I am anxious to be baptized.” 

That is the kind I like. You see us after the service and we will give 

you a card, then you be the first one here next Thursday night. I am 

sure you will look with wistful eyes upon those taking the step tonight. 

 

6. “I don’t fully understand the meaning of water baptism.”  
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There too is a logical hindrance. Water baptism is so simple. It is a 

case of this: we are going home in the footsteps of Jesus Christ. As the 

Lord went home to Heaven, He made footprints, and we step in these 

footprints on our way to Heaven. A scripture for that? Yes, it is found 

in John 10:4, “When He putteth forth His own sheep, He goeth before 

them, and the sheep follow Him.” 

You remember that our dear Lord Jesus went home on a straight, 

direct road, and on this road was water baptism. When John 

remonstrated and said, “I am not worthy to baptize you,” the Lord said, 

“Suffer it to be so now: for thus it becometh us to fulfil all 

righteousness.” He did not say, “Thus it becometh Me,” but “Thus it 

becometh us.” 

Then the Lord Jesus in these steps home to Glory came up from the 

Garden of Gethsemane to Pilate’s Judgment Hall. It was here that He 

was condemned to die. I too took my steps there, but I was a guilty 

sinner and was justly convicted. 

From Pilate’s Judgment Hall, Jesus went to Calvary. So I took that 

step with Him and put my foot right in that footprint. “Lord, I am a 

guilty sinner, but I am going to Calvary with you. There by faith I saw 

Him hanging on the Cross Tree bearing my sins. I saw my guilt nailed 

with Him there. Lord, I reckon I am dead now.” 

Then the Lord took another step. It was in the garden of Joseph of 

Arimathea where He was buried in a grave. And I too took that step with 

my Lord. I reckoned that I had died to the old life; my sins were nailed 

to the Cross. What do we do with a dead man? We bury him. 

Water baptism is an outward sign of an inward work. It speaks to the 

multitudes of what has taken place in your life. Lord, as I am buried 

here, so my sins are buried. The past is buried as far as you are 

concerned. I may remember it, but you won’t. 

When I was to be baptized, I said that I wanted to be buried deep. I 

did not want the tip of my nose or the tip of my finger left out. 

My sins were buried. People may dig them up, but they are buried 

to be remembered against me no more. 

Then the Lord took another step. He was raised from the grave. 
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I took that step too. I was raised from a watery grave. We could not 

be buried in an earthen grave, so we are buried in a watery grave. 

“If we have been planted together in the likeness of His death, we 

shall also be in the likeness of His resurrection.” 

What is a likeness? A photograph. We used to say, “I am going down 

to get a likeness taken.” When you are baptized in water you are getting 

a likeness taken. 

 

7. “I am waiting for my husband to be baptized with me.” 

8. “I am waiting for my wife to be baptized with me.” 

Wouldn’t it be funny if they were the same couple? 

Do you remember the man in the Bible when a great feast was 

made? 

“Why don’t you go to the feast?” 

“I have married a wife.” Another, “I have bought a piece of land,” 

and still another, “I have bought a yoke of oxen and must try them.” 

Excuses kept them from Heaven. 

I know it is wonderful for husband and wife to take the step together, 

but if you died first would they wait for your husband to die before 

they buried you? I don’t think so. If you have taken the first steps alone, 

go on. Perhaps your being baptized may be the thing that will touch 

your husband or wife and bring them to the Lord Jesus Christ. 

 

9. “I don’t want to be a Baptist.” 

Does being baptized in water make anyone a Baptist? No. In Acts 2 

we read, “Repent and be baptized. All the Baptists and the Methodists 

do not have to bother.” Oh, no! “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.” 

Mark 16, “Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every 

creature. He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved.” 

Matthew 28, “Go ye therefore, and teach all nations, baptizing them 

in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.” 

No, we forget denominationalism when we come to be buried with 

our Lord. 
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10. “I have not been baptized yet because I have not been converted 

yet. I am not a real Christian.” 

That one is going to be converted tonight; he is not far from the 

kingdom. 

 

11. “I have not been baptized yet because I want to feel that I can 

carry the Cross all the way when I do start.” 

I know just how you feel. I said, “Lord, I don’t want to start 

something I cannot finish. I want to be sure that I can live the life.” But 

we could never live the life ourselves. Take the Cross today and the 

Lord will take you through. 

 

12. “I have been brought up in the Methodist Church and have not 

had definite teaching on immersion.” 

So was I and my mother brought up in the Methodist Church. I do 

not think there are any finer folk than the Methodists. They are 

founded on the Book. 

I used to say, “Water baptism is not necessary. That’s just the red 

brick church down the road.” But when I was old enough to study the 

question for myself, I found that it is clearly taught in the Bible. Many 

Methodist churches baptize by immersion as well as by sprinkling. I 

know a number of Methodist ministers who have been immersed. 

 

13. “I have just neglected it. But I was converted last Sunday in the 

Temple and now I shall be baptized.” 

That’s fine! Come and be baptized next Thursday night. 

 

14. “I don’t feel worthy yet.” 

Again, it is not our worthiness, but the worthiness of Jesus Christ. It 

is through His Blood that we have our righteousness. 

 

15. “The main thing that hinders me is the fact that I was sprinkled 

as an infant. I don’t remember it, but my mother told me and I thought 

that was enough.” 



 94 

You were sprinkled as a baby but you were not baptized. When you 

were sprinkled you were dedicated to God. Some use water, some oil, 

and others just lay their hands on the child. When our Lord was on 

earth, He blest little children. In the Old Testament, Hannah brought 

little Samuel and he was blest. But that is not baptism. 

Every step in Jesus Christ is a conscious step, and not something 

others have done for you. Little infants usually cry when they are 

sprinkled and are not willing for it to be done. Every step should be a 

conscious and willing step. 

 

16. “I have been brought up in the Jewish faith and would need to 

accept the Lord Jesus Christ.” 

Of course you would, and if you do it tonight the glory of the Lord 

would flood your soul. 

 

What doth hinder you to be baptized? If you are a sinner, the 

hindrance of sin can be buried under the Blood. If you are in bondage, 

your chains can be broken. If you are unworthy, you can take the 

worthiness of Jesus Christ. If you are not dead yet, you can be nailed to 

the Cross by faith and be buried with your Lord tonight. 

But above all, God grant that tonight as we are buried and raised that 

we may walk with our garments white and Christ enthroned within. 



 

 

 

Saturday Evening 

August 23, 1924 

 

 

HIS EVENING WE will all open our Bibles together at the 

New Testament. We are studying in a series of teaching 

messages on Divine Healing—this subject which is interesting 

the whole world today. Magazines are writing articles upon the subject. 

Newspapers are writing articles upon it. Christian people are studying 

Divine Healing and Jesus Christ as the Great Physician. Ministers are 

discussing it pro and con and are talking about it. Does the Lord heal? 

Does He still answer prayer? Are the days of miracles over or can it be 

that the Lord is really alive and still answers prayer as in the days of 

yore? Did He really mean what He said when He declared, “I am the 

same yesterday, today, and forever?” If the days of miracles ended, 

when did it end and where is the scripture to prove it? All of these 

questions are coming up and are of great interest to the people in 

general. 

And so we are studying this subject, divine healing, and this is to be 

the sixth of a series of seven messages upon the subject. Wednesday 

afternoon we discussed “divine healing under law.” This evening, 

“divine healing under grace.” Next Wednesday afternoon we again 

continue our subject and we are going to talk about “internal healing,” 

and “external healing” Saturday evening. I believe the Lord wants us to 

get it both inside and out, get the real resurrection power dwelling 

within. It’s easy then to walk in new life and strength and do his blessed 

will, for “as thy days so shall thy strength be.” 

Divine Healing under Grace! 

What a wonderful thing it is to know that in Christ, in the Messiah, 

in the burden-bearer, was provided healing for the body as well as 

healing for the sin-sick soul. Beginning last Wednesday afternoon—
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with the story in the Garden of Eden, the entrance of sin and sickness 

by the incoming of Satan, tracing it on through the stories of healing 

through the days of Moses, on through the days of the wilderness, up 

to the days of Elijah and Elisha—we read the prophecies concerning 

the Messiah. We found in the Old Testament that Divine Healing was 

the expected thing. To trust in anything except in the healing power of 

Lord Jehovah was the unusual thing. We cited two instances that are 

recorded in the Old Testament: Asa, the king who had trusted in the 

Lord all of his life, for some reason, when he was diseased in his feet till 

the disease was exceeding great, turned not to the Lord for healing, and 

the Lord said, “Because thou has done this thing, thou shall surely die!” 

It was the unusual thing to turn to anything except the Lord. It was 

taken for granted that sin, suffering, and sorrow came in originally 

through Satan, and that salvation, deliverance, and the breaking of 

chains and the healing of disease came through Him who overcame 

Satan, even the Lord Jesus Christ. 

There is the Biblical recording of that man who turned instead of to 

the Lord, to the god of Akron, the god of Midian, and the Lord said, “Is 

it because there is not a God in Israel that thou hast turned to the god 

of Akron? Because thou hast done this thing, thou shalt die.” 

Whereas, we found, on the other hand, people who turned to the 

Lord were delivered and made whole. Instances: Abimelech, Miriam, 

the Children of Israel who were bitten by the fiery serpents who were 

granted life for a look, Hezekiah, the king, who, when given up to die, 

turned his face to the wall and wept sore, prayed and called upon the 

Lord and the Lord said, “All right, Hezekiah, I will heal you and will add 

fifteen years to your life.” 

We paused just long enough in our Bible study of Divine Healing 

under the Law to note that this healing and life-giving power which 

came from Jehovah was not to give people the power to live forever.  

Some people today rather foolishly say, “Well, but if there is Divine 

Healing, why does anyone die?” If Divine Healing is in the Atonement 

and was purchased by Jesus Christ, then why don’t we live forever? It is 

because that is not the plan of God. When the Lord healed Hezekiah he 

didn’t say, “Now you shall live forever.” He said, “Now, I shall add 
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fifteen years to your life. You shall get up and go to the house of the 

Lord and serve.” 

Now we turn to Divine Healing under Grace in the New Testament. 

Time was cut in two in the middle by the cross of Jesus Christ. Those 

who lived under the law looked forward to the redemptive work that 

was to be wrought by the shedding of His blood and the suffering of 

our Lord on Calvary, and enjoyed the privileges that were to come by 

looking forward to that day. We who live under grace look back to 

Calvary and we rejoice in the work that was done, and live under the 

privileges of that day. 

In other words, the cross casts its glorious beams of light in two 

directions. It cast it over those who were under law, and who claimed, 

“By His stripes we are healed.” The rays of Calvary shine out to us, who 

are living under grace and we look back and say, “Bless the Lord! By 

His stripes we are healed.” 

It had been prophesied of the Messiah that He should bring healing 

to the body as well as the soul. Isaiah had sung it: “Wounded for our 

transgressions: by His stripes we are healed.” David, catching up his 

golden harp, had sung of Him, “Who forgiveth all mine iniquities, who 

healeth all my diseases.” 

And now He was come. It was said of Him, “The bruised reed He 

shall not break nor quench the smoking flax…He shall open the prison 

doors to them that are bound, give sight to the blind and make the lame 

to walk.” True to promise, He did that very thing. 

But before the Lord came, men had backslidden. There were 400 

years between Malachi and the birth of the Lord Jesus Christ. 400 years 

between the Old and the New Testaments. 

The Lord couldn’t bear it any longer and He sent down an angel to 

trouble the waters of Bethesda’s Pool so that whoever stepped in first 

should be made whole. 

I don’t see how anybody with any heart, anybody with any sense, 

anybody with any judgment, anybody with any knowledge of the Bible 

could ever say Divine Healing is not for today. If it was for the Old 

Testament times, and if, when man wouldn’t preach it, the Lord was so 

willing to heal that He sent an angel to stir up the waters—why, what is 
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there to say? I can’t see how anyone could say anything else unless it is 

that we haven’t the faith to pray for the sick and are afraid to venture 

out to pray for them, and therefore are trying to cover up and excuse 

ourselves from doing it by condemning other people who do pray for 

the sick and who do believe the Bible. If anybody is honest, looks 

squarely at the Word of God, considers the subject and listens to the 

testimony, there is no other conclusion than that Jesus Christ is still 

alive and that He answers prayer today as in the days gone by. 

When Christ stepped down from the wilderness where He had been 

tempted by the enemy and walked among the sons of men, wherever 

His blessed footprints fell, there was brought salvation, light, gladness, 

blessing, and healing. One of the first healings of which we read is of 

the Saviour walking through the city streets, cleansing the leper, putting 

forth His hand and touching those who were afflicted. 

A man cried to Him, in the eighth chapter of Matthew: “Lord, if thou 

wilt, thou canst make me clean.” And the Lord said, “I will.” You see that 

dear man knew the Lord could heal. 

He hadn’t a shadow of doubt about it. There was but one thing 

bothering him and that was “Is it the will of the Lord to heal? I know He 

can do it, but is it His will?” So he decided that he had no more 

responsibility. He shifted the whole weight over on the Lord’s 

shoulders, and he said, “If thou wilt, Lord. It’s all up to you. If thou wilt, 

thou canst make me clean.” The Lord took that load of responsibility 

and put it right back on the man’s shoulders where it belonged, and he 

said: It isn’t a case of ‘if I will,’ it’s a case of ‘if thou canst believe.’—“I 

will.”—“Be thou clean.” And the man was cleansed. 

Divine Healing under Grace! Peter ran, in that same chapter, 

bringing the Lord into the home of his mother-in-law, who was 

afflicted with fever. Jesus but touched her hand, and the fever left her. 

“At even when the sun was set, they brought to Him many that were 

sick and afflicted. He cast out the spirits by His word and He healed all 

that were sick. This was done that it might be fulfilled, saying, Himself 

took our infirmities and carried our sicknesses.” 

Now, if Jesus took your infirmities, and if Jesus carried your 

sicknesses, why do you want to carry them? You don’t need to carry 
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them any longer. You can lay them right down at His feet. You may 

have deliverance right now. If you but have the faith, you can claim the 

promise, and the Lord is able to make you every whit whole. 

Divine Healing under grace was a very definite thing. The Lord took 

an attitude toward sickness which has often been a wonder and yet a 

blessing to my heart. Consider, for instance, the thirteenth chapter of 

the gospel according to St. Luke and the eleventh verse, “There was a 

woman who had a spirit of infirmity eighteen years, who was bowed 

together and who could in no wise lift herself up.” 

Here was the woman, I presume, with spinal curvature. She was 

bowed together, unable to lift herself up, never able to look at the sun, 

never able to see the open Heavens, not able to raise himself up to see 

the face of Jesus. That’s a predicament the devil likes to get folks into. 

That is about what sickness does to people: bows them over and bows 

their spirit so that they can’t be lifted up to enjoy happiness and service. 

When the Lord saw that woman, first He called her to Him, and He 

said, “Woman, thou art loosed from this infirmity.”  

“Thou art LOOSED.” That would speak as though she had been 

bound. “Thou art loosed from this infirmity.” And we read that He laid 

his hands upon her and immediately she was made straight and 

glorified God. 

I don’t know whether the little lady is here tonight or not, but she 

has testified many times, who knelt right here at the altar some weeks 

ago who had curvature of the spine. She bowed and gave her heart to 

Jesus. She had never been a Christian, but she learned to pray that day 

and she sobbed out, “Lord, have mercy to me, a sinner!” She wasn’t 

asking the Lord for healing, but sometimes it pleases the Lord to do 

unexpected things, and He healed her as well as saved her, right there 

at the altar with nobody talking to her at all. When she got up she found 

that instead of being crooked, she was straight. She could straighten her 

shoulders back. It was a double cure that came to her. She was saved 

and healed. 

How happy this woman must have been! How happy all the people 

should have been, but the ruler of the synagogue was filled with 

indignation because Jesus had healed on the Sabbath Day. Everybody 
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seemed to like it except the rulers of the synagogue, and they said: 

“There are six days in which men ought to work; therefore, come and 

be healed not on the Sabbath Day.” 

My! my! You can’t please everybody, can you? Even Jesus couldn’t. 

But it is the answer of the Lord I want you to notice; “The Lord 

answered and said, Thou hypocrite. Do not every one of you on the 

Sabbath Day loose his ox or his ass from the stall and lead him away to 

water? And ought not this woman whom Satan hath bound, lo these 

eighteen years, be loosed from this bond?” 

There’s the question. Ought not this woman who was bowed over 

and couldn’t straighten herself up—ought she not to be loosed? 

“Well, I know, but maybe this thing was put on her from God, and 

you know sickness is a great blessing and it comes to bring people closer 

to God. Jesus, don’t you know that maybe that came to her to make her 

a better woman and make her more godly and it should be recognized 

as a beautiful gift from God?” 

Did the Lord treat it that way? No! That was not the Lord’s doing. 

You cannot trace sickness back to the Lord’s door. It traces back to 

Satan’s door, and where the Lord met it, He conquered it. We read that 

He “went about doing good and destroying the works of the devil, 

healing the sick and loosing all that were oppressed.” 

The Lord said, “Ought not this woman whom Satan hath bound, lo, 

these eighteen years.” He told who bound her. “Shouldn’t she be 

loosed?” 

That puts a different light on the whole thing. If Satan bound her, 

why, of course, she should be loosed. Every band of the enemy should 

be broken. 

Again we notice the attitude of our Lord in the seventeenth chapter 

of Matthew in Divine Healing under Grace, the fourteenth verse: 

“When they were come to the multitude, there came to Jesus a certain 

man kneeling down to him and saying, Lord, have mercy on my son, 

for he is a lunatic and is sore vexed and ofttimes falleth into the fire or 

into the water.” And we read, “Jesus rebuked the devil.” 
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He didn’t say, “Now! Now! This is just a little tiny mental affliction, 

and it’s from God and it is to be a blessing to you.” He rebuked the 

enemy and the boy was set free. 

Under the law the Lord had said, “This do and thou shalt live,” but 

under grace—Oh! How He swept them with His graciousness! How His 

dear hands were held out over the sick and the afflicted and needy as 

He made them every whit whole! 

That man who was let down by four cords into the presence of the 

Lord, suffering with palsy, heard the gracious words, “Thy sins, which 

were many, are all forgiven thee. Arise, take up thy bed and go to thy 

house.” 

I believe the Lord wants us to take up our bed of afflictions, take up 

the bed of whatever it is that has been keeping us out of God’s work and 

keeping us out of the best service, and say, “Dear Lord, I don’t believe 

that this came down from you, and I believe that you are able to heal 

me now just as you healed people in the Bible days. Lord, I take my 

deliverance right now, in the name of Jesus Christ.”  

He is able to set you free. There are in this Temple tonight, many 

who have been healed of that very affliction. There is nothing too hard 

for God. 

Divine Healing under Grace!  

Is it a law? Is it a hard and fast rule? If a person does not turn to the 

Lord as their Great Physician will they lose sight of the pearly gates of 

Glory?  

Not at all! Divine Healing is not a law. It is a beautiful privilege. It is 

not a club. It is a beautiful gate ajar. If people would rather lean upon 

the arm of flesh, they may do so. Only some folks have tried everything 

else and now they are turning to Christ and finding that the power of 

prayer is indeed a mighty and a potent force that is able to move 

mountains into the sea when everything else has failed. 

The Lord Jesus not only healed the sick Himself but He called to 

Him His twelve disciples and commissioned them: “Into whatsoever 

city or town you enter, preach the gospel and heal the sick that are 

therein.” 
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Later He called to himself seventy disciples, and He said: “Behold, I 

give you power over unclean spirits. As you go, preach, saying, The 

Kingdom of Heaven is at hand. Cleanse the leper, heal the sick, raise the 

dead; freely you have received, freely give.” 

Again, He gave the Great Commission to every man in Mark the 

sixteenth chapter. It’s under this Great Commission that all ministers 

and evangelists and clergymen are working today. This is the verse of 

scripture which is inscribed in practically every service wherein 

ministers are dedicated and set aside and ordained to the ministry: “Go 

ye into all the world and preach the gospel.” 

What does “gospel” mean? Good news, not the bad news. “He that 

believeth and is baptized shall be saved; he that believeth not shall be 

damned. And these signs shall follow them that believe: in my name 

they shall cast out devils, they shall speak with new tongues, if they take 

up serpents”—it doesn’t say to go around hunting for them, but if 

accidentally they take up serpents—“they shall not hurt them. They 

shall lay hands on the sick and they shall recover.” 

Under grace, Divine Healing is a part of the Great Commission. 

Under grace it continued in the third chapter of Acts after Christ had 

gone Home to Glory. The lame man at the Temple Gate Beautiful was 

healed in answer to believing prayer. In the fifth chapter of Acts 

multitudes were made whole by the shadow of Peter passing by. The 

Apostle Paul, in the last chapter of the Acts of the Apostles, had a 

wonderful revival on the isle of Malta that sprang up through the 

healing of a man. Then they brought their sick from all over the island 

and they were made whole. 

Then, to close the Bible prophecy upon this subject, came James in 

the fifth chapter with more than a prophecy—a command: “Is any 

among you afflicted? Let him pray.”  

This is Divine Healing under grace now. Jesus is gone in the body of 

flesh and blood; is no longer with us. He has gone Home to the Glory 

Land, but we are still living in the Christian era, therefore we still enjoy 

the same privileges of Divine Healing under grace, as well as salvation 

under grace. This is what James, who was the president of the 

Ministerial Federation of Jerusalem, handed down to all ministers and 
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preachers and laymen throughout all ages to come until our Lord shall 

appear.  

“Is any sick among you? Let them call for the elders of the church.” 

For fifty years and then stop? Oh, no, it’s on and on and on and on and 

on through this blessed dispensation of the Holy Ghost. “Is any sick 

among you? Let them call for the elders of the church, let them pray 

over him, anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord.” 

Oil? What for? Does the oil heal? Oh, no, oil is just a symbol. It is 

symbolic of the Holy Spirit, reminding us that “If the Spirit of Him that 

raised up Christ from the dead dwell in us, the Spirit that raised up 

Christ from the dead shall quicken our mortal bodies.” 

The bread and the grape juice is not the body and the blood of our 

Lord. It is symbolic. The water of baptism is not the blood that 

cleanseth. It is symbolic. The oil is not medicine or healing. It is 

symbolic of the Holy Spirit. So, “let them anoint him with oil, praying 

over him in the name of the Lord, and the prayer of faith shall save the 

sick and the Lord shall raise him up, and if he has committed any sin, 

it shall be forgiven him.” 

Then, for fear somebody might be away out in a desert or on a farm 

and too far away to get an elder or a minister to pray for them, I’m so 

glad this verse was tacked on: “Confess your faults one to another and 

pray one for another”—that is, a mother for her baby, or a child for her 

mother—“pray one for another, that you may be healed. The effectual, 

fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much.” 

Divine Healing under Grace continued all through the Apostolic 

days, continued on down through the centuries. One has but to pick up 

Justinian, one has but to pick up the works of Martin Luther, read of 

the days of John Wesley, to see that Divine Healing under grace still 

continued. 

And today, thank God, before our Lord comes back in the clouds of 

Glory, a great spirit of revival is being poured out upon hungry hearts! 

While it is true that the love of many is waxing cold and that many have 

empty forms, denying the power thereof, there is a great awakening. 

There is a great demand to get back to the old-time religion, back to 

the Bible, back to faith, back to the simplicity of prayer.  
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Oh, of course every step will be contested. It has been all the way 

down the line, but today the battle is practically won, Glory to Jesus! 

Ministers everywhere are praying for the sick and afflicted. I don’t 

mean that all ministers are doing it, but everywhere there is one or 

more that has taken up this message and is praying for the sick. 

Among those who are surging to the front is the Episcopal Church. 

In one of the oldest churches in New York City they have just had a 

great revival where the eyes of the blind have been opened, the deaf 

hear, and the lame have thrown down their crutches and walked away 

well. 

Around the world there is an awakening and the Lord is answering 

prayer and touching the sick and the afflicted. The harvest is great and 

the laborers are few. The effect of Divine Healing under Grace is so 

wonderful because it brings sinners to the feet of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

People say, “Well, I declare, if that’s the kind of a Lord He is, I’m going 

to serve Him! If He’s a cold, dead, marble sort of God, standing up on a 

pedestal in a corner that is not touched by my infirmities or doesn’t 

care whether my baby lives or dies, then I don’t want Him. But you say 

He is a Lord of love, you say His heart beats in sympathy, you say his 

nail-pierced hand is not weakened and He is still able to hear, and His 

ear is not heavy, you say that He cares, you say He can help me. He is 

the Saviour for me!” 

It is a practical gospel. It is more than oratory, it is more than high-

sounding words. It is more than politics. It is more than coldness. It’s 

warm! It’s living! It’s real! It’s practical! It’s powerful! It gets right down 

under the load and lifts it. 

“Then this is the Christ and this is the gospel for me!” 

The other day my telephone rang and one of the newspaper 

reporters of this city was writing something for the paper on this 

subject and she spoke to my mother and said: 

“Could you please give me the names of at least two other ministers 

in the city who believe in Divine Healing and who pray for the sick, or 

where the afflicted may go to be anointed and prayed for?” 

And we thought for moment, then Mother said: “Well, there isn’t 

very much competition in the field. We wish there were more. But you 
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might try the Christian and Missionary Alliance and the Episcopal 

Church, for they have been known up through the years to have taken 

a wonderful stand with regard to Christ as the Great Physician, 

answering prayer. And there are many ministers of the gospel who pray 

for the sick in their parish as they go about.” 

Whether you are a minister or whether you are a layman, if you are 

going to be able to pray for the sick, you can’t go around smoking 

cigars, joining all your clubs and your lodges, found in worldly places, 

preaching politics instead of the gospel—you can’t then come in and 

lay hands upon the sick and pray for them. It means making a real 

surrendered step in the life of Jesus Christ. It means coming out and 

taking an absolute stand. It means that you are never again going to 

cater to popularity or what people think or anything else. It means that 

you must be willing to surge to the front and be a target for all the shot 

of the devil. Because the devil knows, if people are healed, this is going 

to bring in the multitudes, it is going to bring altar calls, it is going to 

bring a revival, and that isn’t what the devil wants. 

Oh, Beloved, Divine Healing is still for us! The Lord still lives to 

answer prayer. And I do praise God that there are scores, yes, hundreds 

of churches in America that pray for the sick and ministers who pray 

and laymen who pray and church members who have proved it and 

sinners who have found His grace reaching even to them. The Christ 

of yesterday is the Christ of today and His power is still unchanged—

Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, today and forever. 

But before trusting the Lord for our body, the first thing to do is 

trust Him for the sin-sick soul. Clear everything out of the way that 

might hinder giving your heart to Christ. Clear everything out of the 

way that might hinder giving your life to Christ. Be washed in the blood 

and He is able to give you strength to do His will.





 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

August 24, 1924 

 

 

UR MESSAGE TONIGHT is “That Eternal Triangle.” 

If we read in the newspapers about trouble of some sort that 

comes up in the courts, of unhappy or broken up homes, and 

the question is asked, “What is the cause of this trouble?” so often the 

answer comes back, “Oh, it is the eternal triangle!” 

Tonight I want to speak about the real Eternal Triangle and what it 

means in the hearts and lives of people. 

First, I would like to introduce three people in this Triangle. The 

first person I would introduce is the Lord. I can see Him by faith in His 

beauty, with a face brighter than the noonday sun, His countenance 

fairer than the morning, His eyes as great pools of love, and His lips 

that drop as the honeycomb; His hands that are nail-pierced, His feet 

that were torn by many a thorn as He made His way down the rugged 

path seeking the sheep who had gone astray. He is at one side of this 

Eternal Triangle. 

Secondly, man who was made by God, made in the image of God, 

made for the glory of God; man who was beautiful in stature at that 

time because he was made after the likeness of God; man with eyes to 

behold the beauty of God’s handiwork, hands to do His will, feet to do 

His errand, and a heart to serve Him with. Man is in the center of this 

Triangle, and he has been given a mind and a gift of speech as no beast 

of the field has. Man is strong, yet weak and wobbly when the time 

comes to take a stand in a crisis. 

The third person is Satan. He enters upon the scene yonder in the 

Garden of Eden. I scarcely know how to describe him, except that his 

eyes are shifty. Sometimes he comes as a roaring lion, sometimes as a 
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slippery serpent, sometimes as a wolf, sometimes as an angel of light, 

sometimes as a Twentieth Century polished gentleman. 

In the center stands “Man” with the Lord on one side and Satan on 

the other. The Lord is pulling man upward and Satan is pulling him 

downward. 

At either side of these two corners of the Triangle I can see on one 

side the Angel of Light with a long lifeline with a scarlet thread running 

through the center, pulling toward Heaven, and on the other side there 

is a rope—oh, yes, it is more of a chain—which the angels of darkness 

have hold of and are pulling man away from God and Heaven. 

In the center stands man wavering between the two in this Eternal 

Triangle. 

Tonight you and I are in our place. The Lord is in His. And Satan is 

in his. Each one of us is eternal. The Lord has been forever and ever 

will be. Satan was up yonder before the earth was formed and became 

a fallen angel because of his sin and pride. He too, will be forever. Our 

bodies shall return to dust, but our spirits shall go on and on. The years 

on earth are but a few ticks of the clock, but after death, what? And after 

judgment, what? We are either going to live in Heaven or make our 

abiding place in hell; either going to be pulled up on the right road or 

down on the wrong path; either going to give our will to Christ or to 

Satan on this crossing of the Eternal Triangle. 

What shall it be? Satan is planning that he shall have you, that he 

shall steal your heart away and hold you in that deep, dark dungeon—

hell—with sorrow, woe, weeping and gnashing of teeth. 

The Apostle Paul tells us in Ephesians 6:12, “We wrestle not against 

flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the 

rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high 

places.” 

We read that the Lord said to Peter, “Satan hath desired to have you: 

that he may sift you like wheat.” 

Ah, yes, methinks that he has desired to every one of us! We read in 

1 Peter 5:8, “Be sober, be vigilant; because your adversary the devil, as 

a roaring lion, walketh about, seeking whom he may devour.” 

“Sister McPherson, do you really think there is an Eternal Triangle?” 
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No, I don’t think so—I know so! 

“Who is going to win then?” 

Well, that depends to whom you say “Yes.” If you give your will to 

Jesus Christ and say “Yes,” it is won. The angels give one pull on the 

lifeline and you are saved and the Lord has washed you in His Blood. 

If you waver, “I don’t know if I want to be a Christian or not. I will 

put it off and dabble a little while with the earth. I will lean on Satan’s 

side as far as I dare, and some day when I am old, I am going to give 

my heart to Christ.” 

You are on dangerous ground—one pull and you are gone! One 

touch from the angel of death and you are gone to that home which 

was never prepared for you, but for the devil and his angels. 

Can you see the three tonight? The Lord, man, and Satan. This 

Eternal Triangle has always existed from the time of the Garden of 

Eden. Adam and Eve were walking in happiness under the beautiful 

trees, and basking in the sunshine of God’s smile. But then entered the 

third person—Satan. He came when the Lord was away. So it is with the 

untrue lover. He comes when the husband or the betrothed is away. 

When the husband is off on a business trip, he comes sneaking around 

the house. 

‘Twas then that Satan came! The Eternal Triangle! Satan said to Eve, 

“Yea, hath God said, Ye shall not eat of every tree of the garden?” 

“We may eat of the fruit of the trees of the garden: but of the fruit 

of the tree which is in the midst of the garden, God hath said, Ye shall 

not eat of it, neither shall ye touch it, lest ye die.” 

“Ah! Ye shall not surely die: for God doth know that in the day ye 

eat thereof, then your eyes shall be opened, and ye shall be as gods, 

knowing good and evil. Come on over my way. Yield to me. Obey me.” 

And he pulled on his end of the Eternal Triangle. 

Didn’t he laugh when they came to his side! The devil can fawn on 

you, “Come into my parlor, said the spider to the fly.” “Step into the 

dance hall, the theater, and worldly pleasures of life. There is no harm 

in them.” All the time he is pulling his garments over them to hide the 

pain, disillusionment, and broken hearts that he knows is behind him. 

They play the jazz band—bang, bang, bang. Why do they play so loud? 
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To drown the sobs of broken hearts, the sighs of the weary, and the woe 

that is in the hearts of those who have said “Yes” to the devil, and “No” 

to Christ. 

When the Eternal Triangle was formed in Eden, happy was Satan! 

The heart of God was broken, but He gave His son to redeem us. 

Again, way over in the Book of Job we find the Eternal Triangle. We 

read that Satan appeared before the Throne of God and God asked, 

“Whence comest thou?” 

“From going to and fro in the earth, and from walking up and down 

in it.” 

“Hast thou considered my servant Job, that there is none like him in 

the earth, a perfect and an upright man, one that feareth God, and 

escheweth evil.” 

“Doth Job fear God for naught?” asked Satan. “Hast not thou made 

an hedge about him, and about his house, and about all that he hath on 

every side? Thou hast blessed the work of his hands, and his substance 

is increased in the land. But put forth thine hand now, and touch all 

that he hath, and he will curse thee to thy face.” 

The Lord said, “Behold, all that he hath is in thy power; only upon 

himself put not forth thine hand.” 

You remember that his children, his cattle and his lands were taken 

away from him, but he said, “The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken 

away; blessed be the name of the Lord.” 

Satan was still on his end of the Triangle. Here was a God-fearing 

man. God was pulling him upward, but Satan said, “I cannot let that 

man go to Heaven. I am going to try to pull him down.” 

Again, Satan appeared before the Lord, and the Lord asked, “From 

whence comest thou?” 

“From going to and fro in the earth, and from walking up and down 

in it.” 

“Hast thou considered my servant Job,” asked the Lord, “that there 

is none like him in the earth, a perfect and an upright man, one that 

feareth God, and escheweth evil? And still he holdeth fast his integrity, 

although thou movedst me against him, to destroy him without cause.” 
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Satan answered, “Skin for skin, yea, all that a man hath will he give 

for his life. But put forth thine hand now, and touch his bone and his 

flesh, and he will curse thee to thy face.” 

The Lord said, “Behold, he is in thine hand; but save his life.” 

Why did the Lord permit this? Because Satan had said that Job only 

served him for earthly things. But the Lord does not take soldiers like 

that. He only wants those who trust where they cannot trace, and serve 

Him for His intrinsic value. 

Satan was saying, “Curse God and die.” God was saying, “Hold true! 

In the midst of trouble I will be with you.” 

And the day came when Job settled it by taking a stand for God. The 

power of the enemy was broken! The angels gave a pull and Job came 

over to the Lord’s eternal side. 

The Eternal Triangle! You are caught in the center of it! Whether 

you want to be or not, you are in the Eternal Triangle. Satan is after you 

with all his power. He is bound that he is going to get you. He is going 

to talk to you tonight, “Don’t go to Jesus. Don’t go to the altar. Don’t put 

up your hand and say, ‘Pray for me.’ Sit still. By and by you will become 

a Christian, but not tonight.” 

He will give you some sleeping powders if he can, “Take that and go 

to sleep. Don’t worry about what that woman says. I know it is the truth 

but—there, there. Hush, my babe, lie still and slumber!” 

On the other hand, the Lord is saying “Wake up! You are in a 

perilous condition. The soul that sinneth shall surely die.” 

“Oh, what am I going to do? Here is the Lord pulling—‘Come ye to 

the ends of the earth and be ye saved.’ There is Sister McPherson 

pulling as hard as she can—‘Come to Jesus.’ But there is something 

holding me to my seat. I had made up my mind that I was going to do 

it tonight, but I can’t. What is it?” 

The other side of the Eternal Triangle! Satan has a bottle of glue and 

when you stood up to sing he put some glue in your seat. But, brother, 

sister, come to the altar and say “Yes” to God even if you have to leave 

your coat behind! 

“Well, I don’t understand, if Job was a godly man, why he was 

tempted. You don’t mean to say that Christians are tempted?” 
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Oh, yes, they are! But, Hallelujah, we have a magnet that is stronger 

than all the powers of the downward pull. 

“I am a sinner, but I don’t feel it.” 

That is because you are not sensitive to it. A judge in the South had 

a negro servant, Sambo, who was always talking about his troubles. 

“Sometimes I’s up and sometimes I’s down.” 

“Sambo,” said the judge one day, “I don’t see why you talk about 

being a Christian. I don’t have the temptations, battles and trials that 

you talk about. Why doesn’t the devil get after me like he does you?” 

Sambo scratched his head but did not answer. In a few days they 

went out hunting together. The judge shot at a flock of ducks and two 

fell—one was wounded and the other was dead. The judge told Sambo 

to get the live one first for fear it might get away. Sambo got the bird 

that was struggling first, then got the dead one. He looked at them, then 

a smile lit up his face. 

“Massa, I’s has it answered now why de devil tests Christians, but he 

doesn’t bother with sinners.” 

“Why, Sambo?” 

“Well, when you sent me after those ducks, you told me to get the 

live one first for fear it would get away, but you were not worried about 

the dead one. Well, Satan knows that he’s got you, but he hasn’t got me 

yet and he’s after me.” 

Oh, I hope the Lord will help us to wake up before we are dead! 

The children of Israel were caught in the Eternal Triangle. Pharaoh 

was pulling one way, “Here are leeks, garlic, and the flesh pots of 

Egypt.” But the Lord was pulling the other way, “Here is Canaan Land; 

the land that flows with milk and honey.” 

“I know, but how can I get along without the leeks and garlic—card 

parties, cigarettes, swearing, dancing, and the things of the world?” 

“Come along, child! Here is the Promised Land. Here is something 

better than Satan ever gave you. Come! Look away and live.” 

The Eternal Triangle: It is going on right here tonight and we must 

settle it. 

Take the story of Joshua. He was caught in the Eternal Triangle. We 

read about it in Zechariah 3, “And he shewed me Joshua the high priest 
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standing before the angel of the Lord, and Satan standing at his right 

hand to resist him.” 

“And the Lord said unto Satan, The Lord rebuke thee, O Satan; even 

the Lord that hath chosen Jerusalem rebuke thee: is not this a brand 

plucked out of the fire?” 

Poor Joshua! How could he win when the devil was so strong! He 

could only win one way—the Lord was with him. The Lord fought his 

battles for him. Hallelujah, Joshua was delivered and set free! 

There was the Eternal Triangle in Matthew 13 when the Lord sowed 

the seed and Satan sowed the tares. Oh, tonight the Lord is sowing the 

seed in your heart, and Satan is coming to sow the tares. He is saying, 

“Don’t believe it. Don’t get scared! There, there—you have gotten along 

without Jesus these many years.” 

Ah, but, “God commandeth all men everywhere to repent.” 

“That’s right. I should be a Christian.” 

“S-h-h-h!” says Satan, and he drops in the tares. “What would you 

do tomorrow? You know you couldn’t live it in the office. The other 

boys would laugh at you.” 

Tares! Tares! Tares! Satan has desired to have you. He is out to break 

your home, your heart, ruin your soul, and drag you down the path to 

destruction. And he will do it if you let him! 

“You don’t want to be a Christian yet. Some other day, but not now.” 

But the Lord is saying, “Today is the day of salvation. O sinner, 

harden not your heart. Can’t you see I died for you? From My feet, My 

hands and My side water and blood flowed down mingled together. 

Sinner, won’t you come? Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be 

whiter than snow.” 

The Eternal Triangle! Here you are between them. Which way are 

you going to go? Christ or Satan? Heaven or hell? Life or death? Eternal 

joy or eternal sorrow? Nobody can decide but you. I can pull all I like 

on this side; Satan can pull on the other side, but you are the person 

who must settle it. Your mother, your wife, your children, your 

minister, or your friends cannot settle it for you. You must decide. But 

one, quivering, sobbing “Yes” is all that is needed. The power on this 
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side—Satan’s—will let loose, and you will be on the other side with the 

Lord. 

Will you say “Yes” to God tonight? 

The Eternal Triangle! You remember that there was Judas. If ever 

anybody got caught, he did. He was with the Lord; one of the twelve. 

Oh, how the Lord was pulling him to Heaven. He heard sermons, saw 

the sick healed, and was right in the midst of a revival. He was the 

treasurer. 

But the other side of the Eternal Triangle was working too. “Just steal 

a nickel out of the collection. Take fifty cents here, and a dollar there.” 

Satan is so slick and cunning. He won’t begin by asking you to do the 

big things, just tiny things. “I’ll do the rest.” 

It makes me think of when my father used to cut down the maple 

sugar trees. I had a vivid imagination and used to think that flowers and 

trees were alive. I pictured them talking when my father would come 

with an axe. 

“Ho ho! Do you think you are going to cut me down—a little man 

like you who’s not more than five feet, nine inches tall? You will never 

cut me down!” 

My father would not talk back to the tree. Perhaps he didn’t hear it. 

He would pick up the axe and strike the tree. One chip flew off, then 

another. 

“Oh, that will never hurt me,” said the tree.  

Father never talked back. 

C-h-i-p, c-h-i-p, c-h-i-p! The axe would rise and fall. The place in 

the tree was getting larger, larger and larger. Father would call, “Aimee, 

run away now. I am going to fell the tree this way. Run off and watch.” 

The tree would begin to groan—it was cut to the heart. There would be 

a great creaking, then a c-r-a-s-h! It seems a pitiful thing to see a tree 

go down—it is such a noble handiwork of God. And the tree never 

seemed to fall alone—it always took little trees with it. All the little baby 

trees would be broken down too. 

My brother, my sister, Satan is after you. If he can take out a little 

chip here and there—just a little sin, a white lie, swearing, forgetting to 

pray, forgetting your Bible—chip, chip, chip—it will not be long before 
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he has girdled your tree. And the horror of it is that people do not fall 

alone. Your little boy, your little girl, your neighbor, your husband is 

going to be smashed and broken by your fall! 

If you are a Christian, you are not going home alone either. You are 

going to take people with you. If you are a sinner, you are not going to 

destruction alone. When they get to that terrible place, they will point 

their fingers at you, “You gave me my first cigarette! You taught me to 

play cards! You led me to the first place of worldly amusement! You 

heard that little woman preach her heart out, saw her pour her strength 

out as water, heard her story of Jesus, but you never told me. When you 

fell, you broke my life down too.” 

The Eternal Triangle! Money was the little thing that Satan used in 

Judas’ case, and it ended by Judas selling his Lord. “What is a man 

profited, if he shall gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?” 

“Oh, Judas, Judas, Judas! Lay up treasures in Heaven.” 

But there was the other side of the Triangle, “Don’t do it, Judas! Line 

your pocketbook down here. There is no life hereafter. Forget it. If 

there is, why you can be forgiven by and by. Come on! Sell your Lord 

for thirty pieces of silver.” 

Judas looked this way and that way. Alas, alas! He who hesitates is 

lost. Judas was lost! It is an awful story. I don’t want to tell you the rest 

of how he sold his Lord, then went out and hanged himself. There was 

nothing that he could do—the rope was broken. 

Some of us think that the rope will never break because Jesus has 

been pulling so long. But ah, there will come a time when the rope will 

break! “My spirit shall not always strive with man.”  

I can feel His Spirit here tonight. Jesus is right here helping me. 

While I am speaking, I can feel something getting round your hearts. 

The Lord is pulling, pulling, pulling, and He wants to win you tonight. 

And He has pulled you so long! 

“Well, little Sister, if I don’t come tonight, cheer up, I’ll come some 

other night.” 

It is not a case of my cheering up. It is a case of YOU being lost; of 

broken hearts, wrecked homes and eternal woe. “Turn ye, turn ye, for 

why will you die?” 
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Peter was caught in the Eternal Triangle, but he came to the Lord’s 

side. The devil almost had him, and Peter came to the place where he 

denied His Lord. Jesus said to him, “Simon, Simon, behold, Satan hath 

desired to have you, that he may sift you as wheat, but I have prayed 

for thee, that thy faith fail not.” 

Thank God that though Satan desires to have us, there is Somebody 

on the other side of the Eternal Triangle. And, Hallelujah, the Lord is 

stronger than Satan every time! 

“Sister McPherson, I was a Christian, but I have backslidden.” 

I know, but He will bring you back if you will let Him. A young man 

was a Christian, but backslid in a seminary where he was supposed to 

be studying for the ministry. If Judas could backslide when he was right 

with the Lord, people can backslide anywhere. 

Oh, how this young man had wandered away! He came into a 

minister’s home one day just to jest. He began telling the minister about 

his sins, “I did this and that, but I don’t care. I took the name of the Lord 

in vain, but I don’t care. I robbed and stole, but I don’t care.” 

The minister waited until the young man was pretty near through, 

then said, “There is just one thing that I can advise you to do. Will you 

do it?” 

“Yes.” 

“You go home and get on your knees every night for a week and just 

say, ‘Jesus Christ died for me, but I don’t care about that.’ You say that 

every night for a week, then come back to me.” 

Four days passed and the young man came into the minister’s study 

as white as chalk. He was trembling all over and sobbing. 

“P-pa-pastor, I couldn’t say it, and I can’t sleep! My heart is breaking. 

O God, help me! Pray for me. I find that I do care.” 

“Well, of course you care.” 

Tonight, you think you are a hopeless sinner. I am glad you feel that 

way, for you are in the place where God can help you. It is these 

slippery folks who think they never did anything wrong that He has a 

hard time with. 

I remember a young lady who was caught in the Eternal Triangle. 

Her name was Ella. I was preaching at a camp meeting in Philadelphia. 
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The tabernacle was full and thousands were standing around the edges. 

I was telling the Old Old Story that I had been telling for years of Jesus 

and His love. I had given the altar call and my soul was filled with 

singing for people were coming down every aisle. The slain of the Lord 

were many, but I was not satisfied. In fact, I never am—I have the most 

ravenous appetite! I am always asking for more, more, more. This night 

I was saying, “O sinner, won’t you come? Backslider, come home.” 

While I was talking, I felt a piece of paper tucked in my hand. This was 

not unusual because the ushers were always bringing me notes, so I did 

not look at the paper then. 

Later I opened it and read, “Could the Lord save one who has been 

down to the very pits of hell?” I did not know what that person meant 

by that or who wrote it, but I knew that anybody who was anxious about 

their soul could be saved. They have surely not committed the 

unpardonable sin and can be saved. 

I did not know who had written the note, and I took a desperate 

chance of offending the person by reading the paper. 

Then I said, “Whoever you are, steal away to Jesus and He will save 

you now.” People were coming to the altar all the time and, of course, I 

did not know whether that person came or not. 

It was at the end of the campaign and at the close of the service I 

stood by the side of the tent saying goodbye to the people. A young 

lady came up to me. She was rouged, painted, eye brows and lashes 

blackened. (How girls can see any beauty in that I can’t see. They look 

like barber poles). As she stood there, I caught a smell of liquor. 

Something seemed to say to me, “That is the girl who wrote the note!” 

and I asked her, “Did you write that note?” I took her hand in mine, but 

she tried to put me off, “Don’t touch me.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I’m not worth it. You are a Christian worker. Don’t touch 

me.” 

“Don’t talk like that,” I said, and held her tighter. “I am not too good 

to touch you.” 

“But…” 
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“I know you are a sinner, but so was I. Perhaps not the same kind, 

but Jesus saved me.” 

Finally I got her on her knees, but she did not get anywhere. She 

promised to call me up the next day. I was packing my trunk when the 

phone rang. 

“H-e-l-l-o!” 

“Hello!” 

“Is that you Ella? Are you going to give your heart to Jesus?” 

“I wish I could.” 

“There is no reason why you can’t. Give your heart to Jesus now, 

Ella.” 

“I don’t know how.” 

“All you need to do is say, ‘Lord save me.’ Pray now.” 

“What shall I say?” 

“Say, ‘God be merciful to me a sinner.’” 

“G-o-d b-e m-e-r-c-i-f-u-l t-o m-e a s-i-n-n-e-r.” 

That was a strange telephone conversation! 

The next night we were packing our suitcases, and Ella’s things were 

in our suitcase—we had to get away, and there was nothing to do but 

take her along—we took her under our wings. I will never forget the 

struggle that child went through. Talk about the Eternal Triangle! If 

Satan didn’t want that girl, he never wanted anybody. She was smart 

and beautiful, but so broken. She had acquired the narcotic habit and it 

seemed she could not get the victory. 

“Ella, you can get the victory if you will say ‘Yes Jesus.’ Say, ‘Lord, 

live or die, sink or swim, I will accept you tonight,’ and your chains will 

break. You will have no more desire for it.” 

But she could not say it. I would go to the meeting and as soon as I 

came home I would ask, “Where is that girl?” Maybe I would find her 

in the yard walking up and down, tearing her handkerchief into bits, 

“Oh, I can’t say it!” 

“Yes, you can.” 

My heart was almost broken one night when I came home and 

found that she had written a letter to one of the men in the cabaret for 

money. I had given her everything that she needed. 
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“Ella, come here. Listen, honey, and sober up. Sister wants to talk to 

you.”  

I took a piece of paper and a pencil, then said, “See this? Here is the 

road that leads to Heaven. Jesus Christ is in the center. Here is the 

crooked road to destruction. On the straight road is the shadow of the 

Cross. Up here is a beautiful place called Heaven where Jesus lives. Up 

there nobody dies, nobody cries, nobody gets sick, there is no pain or 

sorrow. The angels sweep their harps of gold and there is happiness and 

joy such as no mortal tongue can tell. The way up there is by saying 

‘Yes’ to Jesus Christ.” 

“The other road is a crooked one. On it are cabarets, worldliness, sin, 

bright lights, will o’ the wisps; and right at the end of it is a place called 

hell. Here are the flames of eternal sorrow and a great lake of fire—not 

just for a few minutes but forever and ever and ever.” 

“Now, darling, you keep this. Sister has to go to meeting. You study 

it while I am gone, and settle it your sweet little self.” 

“Sister, don’t say I am sweet.” 

“Yes, you are. You are a poor little bird with a broken pinion. You 

can be just as sweet, beautiful and lovely as you ever were, if you say 

‘Yes’ to Jesus.” 

I left her and went to the meeting. I preached, gave the altar call, and 

was ready to put the lights out and go home when over in the corner I 

saw someone on the floor. It was a young woman on her face. I turned 

her over and it was Ella. 

There was a pool of tears, and I could see that she was under some 

power. She was moaning and saying, “O God! O God! O God!” then she 

would shudder all over. I picked her up in my arms, carried her home, 

and put her on the couch. Talk about battles! Satan was saying, “I want 

you. You belong to me. You could never be saved. You couldn’t hold 

out if you were.” Jesus was pulling the other way “This way to Heaven, 

happiness and everlasting peace. Come home, dear child!” 

Poor Ella was torn between the two! I lay with my eyes open until 

one o’clock in the morning and heard her saying over and over, “O 

God! O God! O God!” Suddenly she sat up, and I jumped up and put 

my arms around her. 
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“Oh, Sister, I believe I have settled it!” 

“Which way, Ella?” 

“For God.” 

I wept and laughed together. I asked her, “What made you keep 

saying, ‘O God’?” 

“I saw the map before me. I decided to go the crooked road to 

destruction. I heard the music and saw the lights. I went all the way until 

I came to the gates of hell. I saw the flames and heard the weeping and 

wailing. Just as the gates were to close I seemed to see the laughter of 

Satan. Then I came back to the Cross and cried, ‘O God, be merciful to 

me a sinner!’ Sister, I am going to say ‘Yes’ to God.” 

And she did! The meeting was over and we were off on our way to 

Worcester and New Rochelle. My car was full of suitcases and I asked 

Ella if she minded sitting in the car to watch them. 

“I certainly will,” she said. 

When mother and I came down the stairs, I wish you could have 

seen the sight that met our eyes There were two young men on the 

running board of the car, and Ella was praying, “Lord, save them now.” 

She had won two souls to Jesus Christ in the street while I was preaching 

inside. 

She had said “Yes” to God and it was done. Which will you do? 

No one has moved in this big audience. Do you know why? It is 

because you are feeling the tug. Now I have come to that place where I 

can do no more—you must do the rest. Ah, if I could save you, I would! 

But the Lord will not let me do that—He wants you to settle it. He wants 

you to say “Yes” of your own free will. Will you say it?  



 

 

 

Sunday Afternoon 

August 24, 1924 

 

 

HE THOUGHT CAME to me (for I have never preached this 

sermon nor heard anybody preach it in my life ) from reading 

in the papers recently about some very strange phenomena 

and peculiar signals and signs that are coming, supposedly from Mars 

or from one of the planets. Strange signals that people don’t understand 

coming in from Mars and various planets. Then they describe them as 

they come with their dots and dashes: 

“Ta-ta da-da ta-da-ta da-da-da.” 

What is it? Where is it coming from? It’s a mechanical device, they 

know that. It’s from no place here. They hear it in New York, they hear 

it in Sydney, they hear it in Australia, they hear it all over the islands of 

the sea. Great government signal towers are catching it. What is it? 

I don’t know exactly where they come from, but I do know that there 

are pre-Millennial signal towers today that are flashing messages from 

Heaven to the church and that the church should be a relay station and 

send these messages out to the world; and they are messages of utmost 

importance which are worth hearing. And, moreover, these messages 

come in code and the sinner does not understand. You need to have the 

real code in your heart and understanding in your soul, or else these 

dots and dashes from Heaven’s Signal Towers are meaningless and 

uninterpretable. But, praise God, He is giving us the spirit of 

understanding! 

“Why Sister McPherson, what do you mean? What are you getting 

at? Signal towers? Where? What? Why? When?” 

Well, signal towers are in Heaven. The church has a signal tower 

here; then the church is relaying to the world the message. Oh, I can 

see that great signal tower in Heaven now by faith! Many is the message 
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I have received from that signal tower. I can see it flashing, I can see its 

lights, I can hear the message that’s coming. And, Glory to God, my own 

signal tower is sending back a message in prayer and praise right up to 

the Glory Land again! Then I am relaying the message that I get from 

Heaven’s Signal Towers to other people round about. 

“I didn’t know there were any signal towers in Heaven. or any here 

like that. Is this something new?” 

No, not new at all. It is something that is as old as the earth itself. 

There has always been a signal code between earth and Heaven. 

Away back yonder, you remember, even at the time of the flood, 

there were signal towers in Heaven, and there was a signal tower on 

earth, but everything that came through was in code and the earth 

didn’t understand it.  

One day that precious man of God, Noah, was in prayer. He was 

right by his signal tower. He had his hand on the little lever and was 

sending up the dots and dashes of prayer. As he prayed: “da-da-ta-da-

ta-da-ta-da,” you could hear it going up in dots and dashes up Yonder 

in the Signal Towers of Heaven. The Lord heard and He looked down 

with His search-light from the top of Heaven’s Signal Tower, and He 

searched all over the earth, but he could not find any more righteous 

people. Then He turned his beautiful light from his tower down upon 

the signal tower of his beloved, his Noah company, to whom He was 

more precious than aught else in the earth, and He saw the integrity 

and the purity of his heart. 

Immediately there came a signal from the Heaven Signal Tower: 

“Ta-ta-da-ta-ta-da-da-da-ta-da.” 

Nobody knew what it meant—just dots and dashes; they didn’t have 

the code. But down here Noah had his signal tower, he had the code 

and he knew what God said. The Lord said: 

“I am going to destroy this earth with water. I am going to send a 

great flood. It grieves my heart that man has wandered away from me.” 

Noah got the message, and he heard: “I want you to build an ark, a 

great, three-storied ark, and then I am going to open the windows of 

Heaven and I am going to send a flood.” 
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Noah interpreted this code message. He knew exactly what he was 

to do. He set to work and built his ark. Noah became a relaying station. 

He told the people all about, “There is going to be a flood.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Why, because Heaven’s Signal Tower has sent me down the 

message.” 

“Ho! Ho! We don’t believe it. We didn’t hear it.” 

“Of course you didn’t hear it, but that is because you haven’t a signal 

tower of prayer and faith and understanding. You haven’t the secret of 

the code. But it is coming.” 

“Ho! Ho! Coming? We don’t believe it.” 

“Well, I do.” And he went ahead and built that ark. When it was 

completed, he sent up a message, “Da-ta-da-da-ta-da-ta-ta-ta-da.” 

“What is it, Noah?” 

“I am all ready, Lord. The ark is builded. Everything is ready.” 

And then came back the flash from Heaven.  

“All right, Noah. Get ready for the rain. Hurry thee within the ark 

and I will shut the door. I am going to open up the reservoirs of 

Heaven.” 

Noah gave his last relayed message,  

“The flood is coming! Come into the ark!” 

“Oh,” the people said. “We don’t believe it.” 

But it came, just the same. God opened up the windows of Heaven 

and down poured the rain. Noah alone and his family were saved as 

they sailed the top of the highest wave, because of the signal towers 

which they had, and they had received the message from God. 

These things, however, have always come in code. Only the believer, 

only the God-fearing, only the righteous, have ever heard or had any 

understanding. 

Take again, Abraham. The Signal Towers were working. Up Yonder 

the Lord sent His message forth, and Abraham, down on earth, caring 

for his Signal Tower of righteous faith, heard the message. 

“Da-da-da-ta-ta-da-ta-ta-da-ta,” came the message from away up 

Yonder. Abraham listened.  
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“What is it, Abraham? Something coming through from Heaven in 

code?” 

With perfect ease he translated it: 

“I am going to destroy Sodom and Gomorrah. I am going to pour 

out my fire and burn up this wicked people.” 

Immediately he heard it and Abraham became a relay station, which 

every Christian and church should be, and every God-fearing man. 

And he ran right over to relay his message to Lot, and he sent the word 

and he prayed. Angels came also and brought the message to Lot. But 

you remember, though he escaped, the city at large did not believe the 

message and they perished. 

So there have always been these signal towers on down through the 

years. Joseph, you know, received a signal like that from Heaven. One 

day there came those dots and dashes—the king received a dream. He 

couldn’t understand it. Something about seven fat kine and seven lean 

kine. It was all in code. Who could understand that code? He couldn’t. 

So he gave it to Joseph and Joseph had the secret of the code that the 

Lord sent. 

“Why,” he said “there are going to be seven years of plenty and there 

are going to be seven years of famine, and we are to lay in all the 

supplies we need, for there is a hard time coming.” And you remember 

it was even as he said. 

Elijah had a signal tower and he guarded it. The Lord sent down the 

message: “This is a wicked land I am going to shut up the windows of 

Heaven. For the space of three and a half years there will be no rain.” 

And again he received the message that there would be rain, and there 

was rain. 

One day, among all the signal towers—and thank God there have 

been many of them going up—was Isaiah, and he was at his tower. He 

received the most wonderful message of all, the message of the coming 

of the Messiah, and he interpreted it. I can see him there with his great 

scroll and with his quill pen, dipping it in and writing as he gets the 

message. No one else could understand it. To them it was merely “Da-

da-da-ta-da-da-ta-da-da” 
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Isaiah, however, got something out of it. “Behold, He was wounded 

for our transgressions, bruised for our iniquities; the chastisement of 

our peace is upon Him and by His stripes we are healed.” From 

Heaven’s Signal Tower he received the message and wrote it down. 

Oh, Thank God! I like to relay that message all I can and get it out to 

the people. 

Then came peculiar messages. A Messiah was to be born, a 

Deliverer. “And thou, O Bethlehem Ephrata, thou least among the 

cities, from thee shall come a governor, and from thee shall come a 

ruler. The government shall be upon his shoulders. Of the increase of 

his government there shall be no end.” 

“What is this? All this nonsense. What are these strange sentences? 

What are these strange dots and dashes and codes that are coming from 

Heaven? Who can make any head or tail out of it, anyway? What is this 

idea about the Jews that are going to be dispersed? They are the head 

of the nation. They stand with money and power and education and 

influence.” 

But from Heaven comes “Da-ta-da-ta-da-da-da-da,”—flashes and 

signals.  

“I will destroy this land. I will give it over to the enemy. The Jews 

shall be scattered and dispersed because they have not believed and 

have not repented and they are going to finally culminate the whole 

affair in crucifying my Son. Therefore, they shall be scattered through 

the land and their trail shall be a trail of bloodshed.” 

‘Twas caught and they wrote it down in the real words and the 

people caught it, but the earth at large didn’t understand it. 

Then they said, “The Saviour is coming! It won’t be long now till we 

will see the Lord Himself.” 

Then came the New Testament, and Signal Towers of Heaven were 

still working, and, thank God, there were some people on earth who 

were still attending to the earth signal towers and were getting the 

message, even though there had been those 400 years when God, it 

seemed, had not been speaking through the Prophets. Still there were 

people waiting to receive the message. 
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One of the first of these was Zacharias, who was a priest serving in 

the Holy of Holies. The people stood outside the gates to pray, but 

Zacharias was there turned toward God, lifting up his hands in 

intercession. You remember that he received a message from Heaven 

about that child, John the Baptist, who was to be born. Elisabeth 

received a like message from Heaven. Others might have said: 

“Oh, the idea! Why, it’s impossible. Here we are, old and bent and 

gray and wrinkled with the years. Our home that has always been 

childless. This strange message from Heaven declares that a son will be 

born!” 

But there was no mistake. There was the code. They had the 

understanding heart and “it will come to pass,” and it did. 

Heaven’s Signal Towers were again flashing and this time the 

message came to a maid of a pure and an upright heart. Her name was 

Mary, the virgin pure and yielded to the will of God. 

“Thou shalt bring forth a Son. Thou shalt call His name Jesus.”  

“He shall be wrapped in swaddling clothes and lying in a manger,” 

received the Shepherds the message.  

The Wise Men heard the message. “Oh, what is this?” 

The rest of the world went by. They were riding along in their 

carriages and driving their prancing steeds. They were busy in the 

market places and in the great marts and thoroughfares of life; they 

didn’t know what was coming to pass. But those with the signal towers—

prayer and obedience—received the message, “The Saviour is coming!” 

And then He was born in Bethlehem of Judea. That night Heaven’s 

Signal Towers worked over-time. Oh, it seems to me they must have 

been trying to tell everybody, “He’s here! He has come! Wake up, you 

sleeping people! The thing you have been waiting for has taken place!” 

But only a few seemed to get the message. Somebody got it though. 

Oh, it was as the voice of the angels that spoke to the Shepherds.  

The Wise Men were looking and searching for Heaven’s Signal 

Towers, and that night as they watched, they saw a star. Was it a star? 

Was it a flash from Heaven’s Signal Tower that came to guide them to 

the place where the wee Child lay? He was come. 
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Others who kept signal towers of purity and whole-hearted 

devotion were Anna and Simeon, who dwelt in the Temple, and it was 

revealed to them: “Da-ta-da-ta-da-da-ta-da-da,” came the flash and 

dash from the Signal Tower: “Thou shalt not taste death till thou hast 

seen the Lord Christ.” He knew. He had received that code. He received 

the message and the interpretation of it. He would see the Christ.  

And then when the little Babe was brought for circumcision and laid 

in his arms, he looked and saw that face. He received the message from 

those upper towers yonder in Heaven: “This is He, this is He!” And he 

knew. And he sent back the message from his own sending station up 

Yonder by wireless: “Now let thy servant depart in peace, for mine eyes 

have seen thy salvation.” And he went sweeping Home to Glory. 

Oh, yes, these signal towers have been up for years. But the reason I 

have been reviewing some of them is that I want to impress upon you 

before I start upon the “Pre-Millennial Signal Towers” that everything 

that has come through from Heaven has come through in code and the 

earth does not understand it and the sinner does not understand it. It is 

the Christian, it is the church, it is the people whose hearts are washed 

in the blood of the Lamb, it is the people with the listening ear. 

Now, take this minute, for instance, there stands that little 

microphone. It is quite an unaffected looking little affair. I don’t hear 

anything. You don’t hear anything coming from it. Here is a little 

wire—I can put my ear right against it, but I can’t hear a sound going 

through that wire; yet my voice is going through, some way. Up Yonder 

is the great station, here are two great, slender steeples of silver, there 

across go four wires. From that antennae is being flung out through the 

land this message that I am speaking. Thousands, I presume, are now 

listening to this message. They are listening with the receivers to their 

ears. Some people are driving along the country road in automobiles, 

and no matter how fast they are going they can pick up my message 

just as easily as though they were standing still. 

There is somebody in the train—there’s a great, trans-continental 

express tearing across the land, but they can sit there and pick up that 

Radio message just as easily. People on the boats that sail the sea sit and 

listen to the radio message coming through. People in the home. But 
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there is one thing that is needed: you must have the receivers to your 

ear, or you must have some sort of an instrument that brings this 

message in. Otherwise you can walk along the street and hear nothing. 

You say, “Why, I declare, there’s a message on the air. Without any wire, 

without any cable, without any visible means of conveyance, there’s a 

message coming through the air.” 

Someone will say, “Why, man, you’re crazy. There isn’t.” 

“Why, there is.” 

“I don’t hear it.” 

“That’s because you haven’t any receivers. If you had receivers on 

your ears you could hear it too.” 

So too, today, in Pre-Millennial Signal Towers, just as God flashed 

His messages in the days gone by, today the Spirit beareth witness to 

the truth of God’s Word; beareth witness that we are the sons of God, 

and beareth witness that He whom we love is coming soon again. 

Pre-Millennial Signal Towers. The Lord Jesus kept a signal tower 

when he was on earth, and it was working a good deal of the time. He 

had one of the signal towers out in the mountain. People used to 

wonder why he went out at night to pray so much and why he went up 

to the mountain to pray. Why, he had a signal tower of prayer, and up 

there he was praying away, and as he prayed up Yonder, the Father 

heard and the answer came back: “Thou art my beloved Son, in whom 

I am well pleased.” Why, right at Gethsemane, the Lord was sending up 

His signal messages to Heaven. 

“Nevertheless, not my will, but thine be done,” was one of the last 

He sent. Nobody could understand what He meant because they did 

not have the secret of the code. 

Then our Lord went to Calvary and gave up His life. They didn’t 

take it from Him, it was a supreme surrender—He laid it down. Then 

He was raised from the dead and ascended on High. 

Now, thank God, messages were to come through from Glory. 

One hundred twenty were in the upper room by a signal tower. 

They were praying, for prayer is the signal tower of earth, Hallelujah! 

That is the way to send the messages up to Heaven, and preaching is 
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the relaying of the message which we get. In the upper room they were 

sending their message:  

“Ta-ta-da-ta-da-ta-da-da,” 

Nobody else could understand it. They were saying the most 

peculiar things: 

“Oh, Lord, we are so hungry. Lord, we need the Holy Spirit. Pour it 

out.” 

Then came an answer from Heaven’s Signal Towers: 

“Are you ready down there? Everything’s ready up here. Here’s all 

the buckets full of golden blessing. We are going to tip it up over the 

heads of you all. The dried-up, parched land shall blossom and bloom 

as the rose. Oh, Church! Are you ready? Everything’s ready up here. 

Are you ready?” 

“Yes Lord, we are ready. Send down the message.” 

And then it came, from Heaven to earth, it poured and cascaded and 

flooded in streams of blessing. One hundred twenty were filled so full 

that they overflowed, praise God, and then didn’t they become a relay 

station, though! 

Peter got that message in his heart and he began to speak, and as he 

spoke it was again seemingly like a code. The people couldn’t 

understand them at first, and then they heard them speak in the 

tongues of the nations wherein they were born. Peter then went out to 

preach a sermon. He relayed it to the people, and three thousand 

believed that day. Five thousand in the next chapter turned to the Lord. 

Now ever since this time, down through the years, there have been 

messages going up in prayer and answers coming down from Glory. 

“What about the Pre-Millennial Signal Towers? Where are we today?” 

is the great question in many a heart and life. Oh, I am so happy to say 

and many of you have proved it, the signal towers are still working. 

Now we come to the signs of the times, and the Lord has distinctly 

told us in Matthew, the 24th chapter, that we might have signs to tell us 

of His coming. “What shall be the sign of thy coming and the end of the 

age?” Then the Lord gave them very many signs throughout the Word 

of God. One sign was this, it was given through Paul, ‘twas reiterated by 

Peter on the Day of Pentecost: “In the last days, saith God, I will pour 
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out of my Spirit upon ALL flesh. I who sent the former rain 

moderately, shall give to you the latter rain without moderation, the 

former and the latter rain doubled together in one month. The floors 

shall be full of wheat and the vats shall overflow with wine and oil.” 

So now the revival is coming, praise God! Oh, I can seem to hear the 

flashes this afternoon from Heaven’s Signal Towers. “Da-da-da-to-da-

da-da-ta-da-ta”—they’re coming. 

“Oh Church, are you ready? The time has come for an outpouring 

of the Holy Spirit. If you would receive a great, Holy Ghost revival you 

must be sure that your altars are builded. You must be sure that 

everything is clean. You must be sure that you are yielded vessels.” 

“Da-da-da-ta-da-da-ta-da.” “We are now to the last days. The 

coming of the Master draweth nigh. Church, are you ready down there? 

Is your heart pure? Are your, garments white and are you ready for a 

great, Holy Ghost outpouring of the Spirit? Are you ready for the rain? 

Are you ready for the latter rain?” 

The church whose robes are white is able to answer back: “Ready, 

Lord, ready. Pour thy Spirit out. We yearn for it. With uplifted arms we 

welcome it. Come, come, O rain from on High. Rain, rain, send it Lord, 

in copious showers of blessing.” 

And then the church begins to get the droppings. But she must not 

keep it to herself. Whether at home or abroad on the Mission field, she 

must relay faithfully the messages which she receives. So the church of 

our Lord Jesus in missionary, evangelistic and pastoral work, begins to 

announce and relay, “A great revival is at hand! Oh, Church, get ready!” 

Here’s a church, we will say, in such and such a place that is on fire 

for God. The churches who are ready look down upon cold, dead, 

backslidden churches and say to them, “Oh, Churches, are you ready? 

There’s a great revival coming. Are you ready to catch the rain?” 

But they answer back, “Rain? What rain? Why, no, we have not had 

our cisterns full of good old-fashioned rain for so long, I am afraid we 

are broken cisterns, or we are leaky cisterns, or we need cleaning out to 

get ready for the showers.”  
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You never realize how badly a cistern needs cleaning till you get 

down inside. Oh, Church, the time of revival is at hand. The Lord’s rain 

barrels are full and they are going to overflow in a minute. Are you 

ready? 

“Ready? No. We don’t believe in revivals. We don’t believe in 

emotionalism. We don’t believe in all this idea of outpourings and 

people getting all choked up and their eyes full of tears and saying 

‘Hallelujah’ and ‘Amen’ right out loud in church.” 

“Da-ta-ta-da-da-da”  

Yes, but here comes the message from Heaven. Listen. Don’t you 

hear it now? “In the last days I will pour out my Spirit. I will send you 

the rain, the former and the latter rain doubled together in one month.”  

Before the Lord comes there must be a revival. 

“No, I don’t hear it. I don’t hear anything. I think you must be 

mistaken.” 

Oh, the message is coming! “Now, I want to send the fire. I want to 

send the flames of revival glory upon your altars. Church, are you 

ready?” Oh, I hear it coming this afternoon. 

“Church, are you ready down there for the fire on your altars? Your 

altars must be rebuilded. If there are any altars that are broken down, 

if you have left out consecration, if you have left out the virgin birth, if 

you have left out the flood atonement, if you have left out a born-again 

experience, if you have omitted the power of the Holy Ghost, you must 

rebuild your altars! Are you ready? The fire is ready to fall at any 

moment. Is your all upon the altar?” 

And those who are ready shall send back the message: 

“Lord, we are ready. Send the fire, send the fire, send the fire!” 

And, praise God, down it comes upon the yielded heart! 

But then she should relay the messages to others. Have you the fire? 

Can the Lord pour His Spirit out on you? 

“Rebuild your altars.” 

“Our what?” 

“Your altars.” 

“Altars? Altars? Well, what do you mean? We haven’t any altars. But 

we have the whole place banked full of flowers now where we used to 
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have an altar years ago. We don’t have anyone come to the altar, they 

just come to a back room. We haven’t had a sure enough mourners 

bench for years, where people get down on their knees and cry. Altar? 

What do you mean altar?” 

Well, we mean the old-fashioned, Holy Ghost altar such as they had 

in the old-time religion in the early days of our fathers. 

“Da-ta-da-ta-da-da-da-da,”—hurry up, it’s coming. The fire is ready 

to fall. Are you ready? 

Oh, those that are ready are going to get the fire. It doesn’t matter 

who you are, if you are in a big church or a little church, if you are rich 

or if you are poor, if the great arch-bishop is back of you or if the Lord 

is back of you, if you are ready for the fire, the fire is going to fall. My 

brother, my sister, how is your altar this afternoon? The signal towers 

are flashing, the message is coming and the fire is coming down. 

Pre-Millennial Signal Towers. One of the signals, then, pertaining 

and relating to the Second Coming of Christ is a revival and outpouring 

of the Spirit in the last days. 

Again the Lord flashes “Ta-ta-da-da-da-ta-da,”—comes the 

message:  

“In the last days I am going to do a new thing, a startling thing, a 

thing you haven’t seen done before in any large scale. I am going to 

pour out my Spirit upon my sons and upon my daughters, upon my 

servants and upon my hand-maidens, and they shall prophesy.” 

In other words, one of the signals and signs that are coming of the 

Second Coming of Christ is that a few women at least will have to 

preach the gospel before the Lord Jesus can ever come back, because 

the Lord is very particular, very particular. His scales are so exact of 

prophecy fulfilled that even a speck of dust would change it.  

In Washington, D.C., where they make the money they have scales 

so perfect that they will put two pieces of paper in the scales when they 

are equally balanced, perfectly alike, and they are straight. You take 

your fountain pen and draw one little line across the piece of paper, 

and the one scale will go down and the other up, with just that tiny 

speck of ink, those scales are so perfect. 
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That is how particular the Lord is, only more so, about prophecy 

being fulfilled. When Jesus Christ came the first time, every prophecy 

was fulfilled. He was born in the town they said he would be in the Old 

Testament days, he rode upon an ass that had never been ridden 

before, just as the Old Testament said he would; he was sold for thirty 

pieces of silver, not twenty-nine or thirty-one, but thirty. Everything 

must be exactly as it was prophesied. And so it will be in the Second 

Coming of Christ. 

From the Pre-Millennial Signal Towers comes again the flashing, 

reminding message that every sign is being fulfilled to the last jot and 

tittle, and one of the signs is that women must preach the gospel to 

some extent at least, before Christ comes back. 

“Your sons and your daughters shall prophesy.” 

“Well,” you say, “Sister, what does prophesy mean?” 

1 Corinthians the l4th chapter-—I would rather you would take the 

Bible definition than mine or Webster’s or anybody else’s: “He that 

prophesieth speaketh unto men to edification, and exhortation, and 

comfort.”—which is a perfect definition of preaching. Speaking unto 

men to edify, that means build up; exhort, that means “Come to Jesus;” 

comfort, that means “Cheer up, He’s coming soon” and so forth. So, in 

the last days women shall preach the Word. 

“Oh,” you say, “Sister McPherson, I don’t think, “ 

It doesn’t matter what anybody thinks. “Ta-da-da-ta-da-ta-da,” The 

people in Noah’s day did not believe it was going to rain, but it rained. 

The people in Sodom and Gomorrah did not believe the fire was going 

to fall, but it fell. People don’t believe that women are going to preach, 

but they are going to preach, praise the Lord! And I believe when God’s 

Spirit comes down upon them; My only hope is that the Lord will put 

His Spirit so on them and give them such new and original revelations 

of His Word and yet make it so straight, so sound, so wholesome, so 

Scriptural, that people will be compelled to say, “That isn’t the woman 

talking, that isn’t the hand-maiden, that isn’t the servant, that is the 

relay from the glorious Word of God itself.” 

If it is just a woman talking, just a man talking, God deliver us. 
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We are sick and tired of hearing men and women talk. What we 

need to hear is the one that is getting the signal from Heaven, 

Hallelujah! 

“In the last days I will pour out my Spirit; your sons and your 

daughters will prophesy.” This is rather an unheard of thing. The dear 

Salvation Army in their early struggle were among those who paved 

the way for lassies and for maids to utter the story; and from then on 

up this is becoming more and more common today until our Methodist 

Church is licensing and ordaining women to preach the gospel. God 

grant that the Spirit may so come upon them that people will see that 

it is the Lord who shall heal his people. 

In the last days from the pre-Millennial signal towers then, the Lord 

is sending out the message. Your floors, the Lord said, is a sign of it. 

When the Spirit falls, He said, “your floors shall be full of wheat.” I 

believe they should be full at every altar call, not full of chaff, full of 

wheat.  

“Your vats shall overflow with wine and oil.” Not a poor, apologetic, 

weak experience, but a real wine experience, a real oil experience 

overflowing. If there is anything that we as ministers need, if there is 

anything that we as laymen need, it is a real wine and oil over-flowing 

experience, not something you need to pump and pump and pump to 

get up a little sermon or get up a little talk or get up a little testimony. 

Oh, God, fill us so full that we will be like vats that overflow with wine 

and oil! And the only thing is, you can’t talk fast enough to get it out, 

praise God, because you have struck a gusher! 

“Ta-da-da-da-ta-ta-ta” comes the message from Heaven. 

“I am going to fill you. Will you let me?” 

Again comes the message. This time it is a rather peculiar one from 

the Pre-Millennial Signal Towers. “In the last days”—do you know it’s 

coming? Listen! Can you translate that code? “Ta-da-da-da-ta-ta-ta” “In 

the last days,” saith God, “the love of many shall wax cold, men shall 

have a form of godliness but shall deny the power thereof.”  

Forms and ceremonies, all the red tape and all the organization, 

organized up to the hilt, forms and ceremonies, but “In the last days”—

Watch for it. Know it when you see it—“They shall deny the power 
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thereof.” The power of Christ to break the captive’s chains, the power 

of Christ to set the prisoner free, the power of Christ to save and heal 

and fill with His Spirit, and alas, in some instances denying the Second 

Coming of our Lord itself, bless His Name! He’s coming though, and 

this is one of the signs. But the Lord said, “Let the dead bury their dead,” 

and you become alive and get on fire for God, and tell the story 

everywhere. 

In the last days Pre-Millennial Signal Towers up yonder in Heaven 

are flashing. Watch, O Church upon earth. The signs will be fulfilled 

and the message is coming and her heart is throbbing with it as she 

receives it and relays it out again to the people roundabout. 

“In the last days knowledge shall be increased.” This is certainly a 

wonderful sign of the Second Coming of Christ and surely an 

irrefutable and inexplicable sign in any other way than according to the 

Signal Towers of Heaven.  

For instance, we take our great and wonderful scientific inventions 

of the day: that little radio that stands there, the electric light that shines 

down upon us from that great dome, the streetcars that speed along the 

highways, the automobiles that hasten on their way, the telegraph, the 

great signal towers and the power lines that carry along electric power 

for thousands of miles, the harnessing of Niagara, the harnessing of 

electricity to the touch of a man’s finger. He drives electricity far more 

easily than he could drive a carriage and four. What is it? Why have we 

had all this knowledge in the last days? There were just as smart people 

as we ever were in the Bible days. Anybody who read that book would 

know that there were just as clever people in the days of ancient Greece. 

We cannot begin to put up anything like the pyramids. We don’t 

understand how they were builded, or how the Sphinx was moulded, 

or the Seven Wonders of the World and the matchless handiwork of 

mankind. There were artists who mixed colors of blazing sunsets and 

put them upon the canvass. We cannot understand. Ancient Egypt had 

an embalming system that we don’t understand; with all our wisdom 

we are not able to comprehend it. Then, seeing that they had this 

wisdom, seeing that they had active thinking minds and we are only the 

people of the minute, the people of the day, which is but a short time 
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in Eternity, why is it that some of those people throughout all these past 

thousands of years never discovered a Ford or never discovered a 

vacuum sweeper or never discovered an electric light? Why did they 

have to have flint? Why did they need to strike the stones together or 

carry fire for scores of miles to kindle a flame in someone’s fire-place? 

Why didn’t they understand these things? Why didn’t they have the 

electrical equipment? 

Because, “Da-da-ta-da-ta-ta-da-ta” comes the message: “In the last 

days you will know the Lord is coming by this sign: Knowledge shall be 

increased.”  

And so within just the last few years, comparatively very few—why, 

my grandfather, my mother’s father, helped lay the last part of the first 

railroad that ever went through Canada, worked on it. You remember 

when the first steam locomotives made their appearance. I certainly 

remember when the first Ford came to our town. We’re dense. We 

don’t understand it. We haven’t got the code. We don’t realize that 

every one of these things is a signal from Heaven. The Lord is speaking. 

Heaven’s Signal Towers are flashing. He has got his hand on our 

shoulders, He is shaking us, He is trying to wake us up, and He is saying 

“Behold, I am near, even at the door.” 

“I don’t know. I don’t see it. I am not hearing anything.” 

It’s because you are not at your signal tower. You haven’t the 

receivers that you may know the signs that the times portend. 

Then “In the last days many shall run to and fro; travel shall be 

increased.” Well, it certainly is, isn’t it? Never was a time in the world 

that people were traveling like this. 

If anybody wanted to start out to go anywhere a few years ago, five 

miles was a long day’s trip. Five miles now? “Let us just jump in the car 

and run down here five miles to the grocery. We’ll be back in a few 

minutes.” Travel is increased. 

When people used to start out to come to California it meant a 

covered wagon, it meant travel, it meant many a weary mile. Now what 

is it? Oh, nothing. Just run in and get a ticket, get on a nice, beautiful 

Pullman coach, and here is the radio, enjoy that all the way across the 
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continent. Here’s an easy chair, here are books, here’s a writing desk, 

here are beds made up. We’ll be there in a little while now. 

The travel is increased. The other day a condenser was needed for 

our radio station, was needed pretty badly, and the Western Electric 

loaned us a small one to do until we could get a large one. They just 

sent over a message to New York way over yonder to the headquarters, 

and in a very few hours there was the condenser—they brought it over 

in an aeroplane. What a wonderful thing—Travel! 

“Men shall run to and fro.” Now to think of the ships, to think of the 

submarines, to think of the great Leviathans that plow their way 

through the mighty deep, to think of the aeroplanes that pierce the 

azure blue of the sky or sail along in the teeth of the thunderous blast, 

to think of those that are going around the world. We don’t pay much 

attention to it when we hear of a person going around the world. I 

believe it is a sign of the coming of Jesus Christ. You can’t pick up your 

paper but you see another world trip, or the fliers taking a take-off now 

to cross the continent in such and such a time. 

“That doesn’t mean anything to me.” 

It doesn’t? “Da-da-da-ta-da-ta-da-ta” says Heaven’s Signal Towers. 

It is a sign the coming of the Master draweth nigh. “In the last days, 

travel.” Ask your railroad men, pick up your paper and read of the 

travel. What is it? It is a sign of the coming of the Lord. 

“Why, I don’t understand it.” Of course, you don’t because it is in 

code. In order to understand it you must have the understanding of 

God’s Word and that the coming of the Master draweth nigh. 

Comes again the message. Hark! Sh! “Ta-ta-ta-ta-da-da-da” What is 

it? “Earthquakes in divers places.” 

“Earthquakes? Oh, we have so many of those we don’t pay any 

attention to them anymore, Sister McPherson. That was a great 

earthquake they had over in Japan wasn’t it?” 

Yes, wasn’t it. You didn’t get any “da-das” out of it though, did you? 

You didn’t realize it was a sign of the Second Coming of Jesus Christ. 

We read about a great earthquake over here, we read of a volcano 

disturbance yonder, we pick up a paper and find that there is an 

earthquake almost every minute somewhere in the world, a tremble, a 
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rumble, an earthquake, and thousands of lives lost in the last 

earthquake. 

“A great earthquake has come to our neighbor’s land. Let’s send 

supplies over to help them.” 

Yes, but we miss the real signal from Heaven’s Signal Tower, “the 

coming of the Master draweth nigh.” I believe He is coming. 

And He says: “In the last days false prophets shall arise.” Oh, Church, 

are you getting the signal? Are you looking? Are you on the lookout? 

Why, “the devil in the last days should deceive the very elect.” Oh, I am 

so glad something is added to that, “If that were possible.” But is it 

possible? Absolutely not. You can tell a false prophet anywhere you see 

him. You don’t need to sit in the back seat and say, “Well, I will wait two 

or three months and see. If it is of God, it will prosper and if it is of man 

it will come to naught” because you can’t always judge by earthly, 

outward conditions. 

A person may seem to prosper and put up great buildings, but that 

isn’t a sign you are prospering from God. The best way is to get the 

witness down in your heart and then you will know a false prophet 

when you see it, because there is something in the heart that witnesses 

to the Spirit of God, there is something that grows chill with a little 

tremor when it is not. Those who do not preach the Word of God may 

preach love, correct thinking, may preach that sin is wrong, error, etc., 

but look out, no matter who it may be or what prophet it may be, watch 

you for this, watch for the cross of Jesus Christ, watch for the preaching 

of the blood atonement, watch for a born-again experience, watch for 

an old-fashioned altar call. It doesn’t matter who it is, how great the 

edifice, how mighty the millions back of it, unless I see an old-

fashioned altar call, a born-again experience, and a revival, people 

getting through to God, the Word of God being preached in power, 

there is something wrong somewhere. I love the old-time religion, I 

love the old-time power. It seems to me today that what we need is a 

great movement back to God, back to the Bible, back to the faith of our 

fathers, back to the old-time religion. Oh, today we are so busy 

preaching His coming we have not time for other things. 
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Have you today this signal tower that is receiving the message, “He 

is coming. He is coming again”? 

Now, He says, in these last days “false prophets shall arise on every 

hand. Some shall come saying, I am Christ.” 

When I was a little girl this chapter used to fascinate me and I would 

say, “Oh, I wonder if I will ever live to see that false prophets come 

saying ‘I am Christ.’” Well, I have lived to see it all right. I have seen it 

in many, many places. I have read of it in others, even seen people 

saying “I am Christ.”  

My mother while in New York City lived in the home of certain 

people who just worshiped the Star of the East and who declared and 

were always talking about sending money and they were going to send 

out gifts, the great gifts, and were going to watch for this man that was 

coming as the Messiah and the Christ. Many today, if you can get them 

to talk, will tell you that somewhere in the earth is Christ, ready to be 

disclosed at any time. 

“If they shall say unto you, Behold he is in the desert; go not forth: 

behold, he is in the secret chambers; believe it not. For as the lightning 

cometh out of the east and shineth even unto the west; so shall also the 

coming of the Son of man be.” (Matthew 4:26-27) 

One day I was preaching the coming of the Lord, and, Oh, I was so 

happy. When you preach on that you just feel like your feet are about 

six inches off the platform, as though the Spirit of the Lord touched 

you and lifted you right out of yourself. 

This day I was preaching and I got so enthusiastic that at the close 

of my service I threw up my hands and I said: “Praise the Lord, folks, 

He is coming, and when He comes I believe that I shall know Him from 

among ten thousand thousand, and I will follow Him, wherever He 

leads forever!” 

And then I gave the altar call. How they came forward, down the 

aisles and filled the altars! But you know there is one thing about an 

evangelist that really has an evangelistic spirit—they are never satisfied 

with the souls that come to the altar, it is always more, more, more, 

more!  



Pre-Millennial Signal Towers 

 140 

“Why, don’t you know the platform is full? Don’t you know the altars 

are full?” “That doesn’t matter, maybe there is one more.” That is what 

real evangelism is, and I do pray the Lord may have given me a little 

drop of it. 

And I remember this night walking down the aisle, and I was saying, 

“Brother, won’t you come to Jesus? Sister, won’t you come? Dear, come 

on.” And as I walked, a man’s hand came out and took hold of my arm, 

and he said, “Sister, just a moment.” 

I stopped and to myself I said, “Praise the Lord! There’s a dear, 

hungry heart,” but as I looked, I saw he didn’t look very hungry for the 

Lord. He said, “Sister, did I understand you to say that you believe in 

the Second Coming of the Lord?” 

“Why,” I said, “I do! I do! I do!” 

“And did you say that you would know the Lord wherever you met 

Him?” 

“Oh, know Him? Yes, sir, no matter how great the throng was, I 

would know Him.” 

“Did I understand you to say that you would follow him wherever 

he went?” 

I said, “Yes, sir, Hallelujah! Throughout Eternity I will follow Him.” 

“Well,” he said, “Sister, I have something to tell you that will be of 

great interest.” 

I said, “Is that so? What is it?” 

“Why,” he said, “I am Jesus Christ. Will you follow me?” 

I said, “Follow you? No, sir, you are not my Lord.” 

And yet that same man led captive many silly people, and how 

people can believe a thing like that is more than I can understand. 

One man who declared some time ago that he was the Lord came 

back again, by and by was imprisoned, and one of his followers was 

questioned how he could be taken in, and it was said to him: “Why, you 

know he isn’t the Christ. Doesn’t the Bible say that when the Lord 

comes it will be as the lightning that flashes from the east to the west?” 

“Yes, but wasn’t Jesus born in the east?” 

“Yes.” 
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“Well, wasn’t this man”—calling him by name, they called him 

Prince Michael—“wasn’t Prince Michael born in Detroit, and isn’t that 

the west?” 

“Y-e-s, it’s the Western Hemisphere.” 

“Well, there you are, from the east to the west.” 

Can you imagine people being taken in by little, silly things like that? 

Yet so it is if they are blind and can’t get the signals from Heaven, how 

easily they can be swerved from the truth. 

No man knows the day nor the hour, nobody can set the date for 

His glorious coming. No man knoweth it save the Father himself, not 

even the angels. But what I say unto you, I say unto all: Watch, for in 

such an hour as you think not, the Son of Man cometh. 

Then the last two signals I would like to give you, though there are 

very many from the signal towers of Heaven that are coming to earth, 

one of those is the great World War which came, and other troubles 

which are coming—Wars and rumors of wars. Many there were who 

got it from Heaven when that great trouble was coming (from the Word 

of God, I mean, when I speak of Heaven) for from Heaven we get the 

Word of God revealed to our hearts and that is the way the Lord speaks 

to our hearts. 

“Da-da-ta-ta-da-da-da-ta” 

“Are you ready? There’s trouble coming.” People began to relay it. 

“No,” they said, “there will be no war. Why, bless your heart, we are too 

civilized for that. There will be no war.” But the war came exactly as 

God had prophesied. “Blood and fire and vapors of smoke,” Heaven’s 

Signal Towers said. 

What is that? Lean a little forward. Put your ear receivers on. Do you 

get the code? 

“Da-ta-ta-da-ta-ta-da-da-ta” 

“Blood,” Oh, Lord, they fought knee-deep in it! “and fire and vapors 

of smoke.” What is that? Now, that’s code, of course, but can we 

understand it from Heaven’s Signal Tower? Yes. During that World 

War for the first time in the history of the world people fought each 

other with liquid fire, “Blood and fire.” 
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We got so used to reading about the curtains of fire and the barrages 

of fire and the liquid fire, it came to be an every-day affair. Now they 

had fire, as far as that was concerned, before the last days. They had 

burned cities, burned towns and had fire, but this was a peculiar fire, 

curtains of fire. 

“And vapors of smoke.” What is it? Why, for the first time in the 

history of the world men fought with smoke. Never before had been 

used vapors, poisonous gases. The soldiers saw it coming, their eyes 

dilated, they watched it come. You couldn’t fight smoke; you could 

fight men, you could fight something that you could see, but you 

couldn’t fight that, and it came rolling, rolling, rolling, rolling, that first 

day over the trenches, and the boys stood right where they were. Dead. 

Vapors of smoke. 

We read about our battle-ships curtaining ourselves in so that they 

can’t see to fire. 

“Yes; wonderful what they can do these days.” 

But you have missed the dot and dash, the signals from the tower. 

There will be no world war, people said, never in the world. But it had 

to come, it could not be avoided. This World War was not Armageddon, 

however. It was not the final trouble. There’s trouble in the offing such 

as we have never, never known. But that World War had to come for 

many reasons, one of the principal reasons being the simmering of the 

nations down to the ten toes of Daniel’s image. Not completely there 

yet, but the greatest part of it has already been accomplished. 

Another reason, being perhaps the major of all: the opening of the 

Palestinian gates for the Jews to go back to their beloved Holy Land. 

The nations said it never would be done in the world, the unspeakable 

Turk could not be unseated. But the Lord said:  

“Ta-da-ta-ta-da-ta-ta”  

Came the flash from Heaven’s Signal Tower: “Look! Watch church. 

I want you to know the coming of the Master draweth nigh, and I want 

you to see how easily I can put the unspeakable Turk out of Jerusalem 

and with what perfect ease I can fulfill the prophecy of bringing the 

Jews back in.” 

[a small section of the sermon is missing here] 
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But it’s more than wonderful. “Da-ta-da-ta-da-da-da-ta” from 

Heaven’s Signal Tower the Lord is saying: “This is the greatest and the 

most mighty of all the signs.” The cup of the Gentiles is almost full and 

the Lord’s people who were driven over the face of the earth, as it was 

said they would be because of their unbelief, have been brought back 

again and are going back in multitudes. And those in this land and in 

others are raising money for the glorious bringing back of that land. 

We have lived to see the birth—and it would seem to be full-fledged—

of the Zion movement. We have lived to see their dreams coming true. 

The Jews own the money of the world today, you might say. The 

Jews are getting up in business everywhere. Who owns our moving 

picture industries, to a great extent, and our theaters and our banks and 

our department stores? Who are our chemists today, and our scientists? 

Have you ever noticed the names of the great musicians who play upon 

the violin and the piano, and the composers? Have you ever looked up 

the list to see how many Jewish people are coming, how the fig tree is 

putting out her leaves? 

“Wonderful, isn’t it.” 

Ah! it’s more than wonderful. The Pre-millennial Signal Towers are 

flashing to earth: “Wake up! Wake up! Wake up! The coming of the 

Master draweth nigh. In such an hour as you think not, the Son of Man 

cometh. Work, for the night is coming when man’s work is done.” 

It seems to me that the message that comes over more often than 

any other is this: “The harvest is great. The laborers are few. The fields 

are white. Work now. Work now. Roll up your sleeves and go at it. Stop 

merely preaching politics. Stop merely cooking up oyster suppers and 

strawberry festivals. Stop putting on bridge parties and earthly things 

like this. Stop showing just a picture when you should be preaching the 

gospel of Jesus Christ and getting souls saved. Stop fighting each other. 

Stop lifting up the sword to pierce the heart of another minister. 

Whether we see eye to eye or not, the time is at hand, we should stop 

squabbling and fighting over little doctrinal differences, unless it be 

something big that relates to the Deity of our Lord or His precious 

blood atonement: that’s a different matter—stop fighting each other, 

join hands, join hearts. We are the relaying stations. Tell the message 
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out and away across the sea: “Behold, He comes quickly, our Saviour 

and our Lord.”  



 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

August 31, 1924 

 

 

UR MESSAGE THIS morning is “HALLELUJAH!” and our 

text is found in Revelation 19:1-10: 

 

And after these things I heard a great voice of much people in 

Heaven saying, Alleluia; Salvation, and glory, and honour, and 

power, unto the Lord our God. And again they said, Alleluia. And 

the four and twenty elders and the four beasts fell down and 

worshiped God that sat on the throne, saying, Amen; Alleluia. 

And a voice came out of the throne, saying, Praise our God, all ye 

his servants, and ye that fear him, both small and great.  

And I heard as it were the voice of a great multitude, and as the 

voice of many waters, and as the voice of mighty thunderings, 

saying, Alleluia; for the Lord God omnipotent reigneth. Let us be 

glad and rejoice, and give honour to him: for the marriage of the 

lamb is come, and his wife hath made herself ready. And to her 

was granted that she should be arrayed in fine linen, clean and 

white: for the fine linen is the righteousness of saints. 

And he saith unto me, Write, Blessed are they which are called 

unto the marriage supper of the Lamb. And he saith unto me, 

These are the true sayings of God. And I fell at his feet to worship 

him. 

 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

Our text, “Praise our God, all ye his servants, and ye that fear him, 

both small and great.” 

I hold in my hand this old and wonderful version of the King James 

Bible. I love it dearly. I know that many translations come and go, but 
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some way this one is so precious to me that I cannot find it in my heart 

to part with it. Think of the martyrs who burned at the stake for this 

Bible! When one was burning, he would shout to the others, “Be of good 

cheer, for this day shall be kindled a blaze in England that shall never 

be put out.” And one year later the king sanctioned that the Bible should 

be given out to the people. Men of wisdom and skill translated it from 

the original. They used to have to hide in catacombs and dungeons to 

translate it, but now they could sit out in the sunlight. Oh, when I think 

of how the King James Version came into being, I love it more dearly 

than any other translation! 

Revelation 19 is the first place in the Bible where the word “Alleluia” 

is translated and set down. That word appears four times in that 

chapter—in the first, third, fourth and sixth verses. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! It seemed to be the expression of 

highest adoration, worship and praise. My mother was telling me last 

night that forty-eight years ago (that was before my time) she 

remembers when they were talking about that word “Alleluia” and were 

trying to describe the meaning of it. 

Now many set it down as meaning “Praise the Lord,” but in those 

days Bible Students declared that it was an angelic word out of the 

Heavenly language which came tumbling over the balustrades of 

Heaven to earth. It is indeed Heavenly in its beauty! 

Alleluia! This word is translated alike in every language. If you go to 

Chinese and do not know the language, just say “Alleluia” and they will 

understand you. No matter where go—Sweden, Germany, Africa, 

Japan, Australia, whether in a Mohammedan country, among the 

Eskimos, or the Island of the Sea there is only one translation—Alleluia! 

It is a fine thing that although we do not know all the languages we have 

one word in common, and wherever we meet we can say, “Alleluia” and 

they will know what we mean. 

The next time you go to Germany, Sweden, Africa or China, and 

you do not know how to speak the language, just go up and say, 

“Alleluia.” Some people try to talk other languages when they don’t 

know how, and they get into difficulty. One person asked another if he 

could speak French, “Polly vue Francies?” 
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“We.”  

“What do you know how to say in French?”  

“Chevrolet Coupee and Ford Sedan.” 

I am so glad that we can learn some of the Heavenly language down 

here. It would be an awful thing to get up to Heaven and not know any 

of the language. What a terrible thing that would be! But that is exactly 

what would happen to a sinner if he accidently slipped through the 

gates to Heaven. He would not know the language. Such a sermon as 

this morning’s would be nonsense to the sinner. “What does that 

mean?” Alleluia is not his language and he cannot understand it. 

Praise God, we are getting up on God’s level a little speck when we 

can say “Alleluia!” 

You have heard of individuals who did not believe in revivals and 

could not understand the people saying “Hallelujah” or the lilt and joy 

in the hearts of the saints. It puts me in mind of a man who owned a 

donkey that he loved very dearly. All the time that they plowed in the 

field, the man would talk to it. Its long ears would flop when the man 

smoothed its mane and patted it. When the day’s work was done, he 

put the donkey in the stable. Though he loved the donkey and would 

communicate with it if he could, he did not take it over to his 

automobile and explain the carburetor, the differential, the pistons or 

the transmission. 

He would not think of taking the donkey into the parlor and saying, 

“Sit down and I will play you something from Mendelssohn.” 

The donkey would say, “Hee Haw! I don’t understand it.” 

“I will play the Victrola for you.” 

“Hee Haw! I don’t understand.” 

“Now come to the dining room and I will give you some roast turkey 

with cranberry sauce.” 

“Hee haw! I don’t like it.” 

The donkey will not eat that, but give him some hay and he will eat 

it. 

That is the way it is with the sinner. Try to put him in a Holy Ghost 

revival and he will say, “Hee Haw! I don’t understand it.” But put him 

in front of a show and he will understand it. 
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Take him to a pool room or a good poker game (if there ever could 

be a good one) and he will understand it. That is on his level. But he 

does not understand the things of the Kingdom. 

Praise God, the Lord is getting a people together who understand a 

little bit about the lilt and joy of the word “Alleluia!” 

I hope that it will come into your heart and that such a “Alleluia” will 

be borne there that it shall go on echoing in your soul through all 

eternity. 

Earth is just a dressing room, just a little place to get ready for 

Heaven in. What an awful thing it would be to get to Heaven and not 

know the language of the New Jerusalem! Yes, this is the dressing room 

in which to be tailored, fitted and measured for the Heavenly garments. 

The wings of prayer and praise must be fitted down here if we would 

ever mount up there. This earth is a wonderful place to tune our harps 

for the orchestra over yonder. 

If anyone was going to tune his harp, he would say “Sister 

McPherson, I want to tune my harp. Have you a piano?” 

“Yes.” 

“Will you strike Middle C for me?” 

“Why can’t you tune it by ear?” 

“Well, if I tuned it by ear I might be a half note off from the rest of 

the orchestra. I must have the key note.” 

And so I go to the piano and strike Middle C. 

“M-m-m-m-m-m. I have it.” And he tunes until he gets the strings 

just right. 

In order to get Heaven’s “Hallelujah,” you must hear the Middle C 

up there. 

Oooo-eoo-oo-o! Tune right up to it. Some of you are off the pitch 

and if you get to Heaven you will put them all out. 

Oooo-ooo-oo-o! Get to the place where you should be, then tune 

your harp with the Middle C of Heaven. 

We are to tune our harps down here because the Lord does not want 

a lot of rehearsals before the Marriage of the Lamb. He wants folks to 

know how to play when they get up there. 
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If anybody here this morning has hung his harp on the weeping 

willow tree, go and get it. Then get a “Hallelujah!” this morning that will 

set you to praising the Lord on a well-tuned harp. 

Ripple—ripple—ripple go the fingers over the keys and strings of 

the harp. I have seen some wonderful things happen during my fifteen 

years’ experience as an evangelist. I have seen thousands of people 

stand on their feet and lift their voices together until it sounded like 

thunder—like harps of a thousand strings. Everybody would forget 

everybody else and just praise the Lord, saying, “Worthy, honour, 

praise, majesty and might belongeth unto Thee.” Each one sang in his 

own language and phraseology. 

“But, Sister, didn’t it sound like pandemonium?” 

No, there was harmony. There was not one voice lifted above 

another. I love to hear people say, “Praise the Lord! Hallelujah!” but 

when they say it out of the Spirit I can tell it. It is something like a good 

musician when he hears a discord—“Ugh! You are out of tune.” 

Nothing cheers the preacher so much as to hear someone say, 

“Hallelujah!” On the other hand, there are clever imitations—oh, no, 

not clever—amen... hallelujah... Oh, what a discord! There is no 

harmony, no music—glory to god... Oh, horrors! You would never 

come before the face of God and say it that way. You would say, “Glory 

to God! Hallelujah!” 

When you say it in the Spirit, no one looks at you, no one laughs. 

The usher does not say, “There is a crank. I’ll have to watch him.” 

No, on the other hand, he says, “There is a man with a rich mellow 

experience. The way he says, ‘Praise the Lord!’ is contagious.” 

A genuine “Hallelujah! Amen! Praise the Lord!” never takes the eyes 

of people off of the speaker and fastens them on the individual, but it 

often takes the eyes off of the speaker and fastens them on the Lord. 

Alleluia! This is one word that man cannot account for because man 

did not originate it. It dropped from Heaven to earth. 

Surely it was not accidental. I think they had an extra one and we 

caught it. Hallelujah, it is in our hearts this morning! 

Are you learning the Heavenly language? Have you learned how to 

praise the Lord? 
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Glory to Jesus! Since we have heard the harp of praise, it has seldom 

been silent. I am so glad that I have learned to praise Him! I believe 

there is a secret of power, soul winning, evangelism and success in the 

Lord that very few people know. I believe that the Hallelujahs and 

Praise the Lords in Angelus Temple have been largely responsible for 

attracting the crowds and bringing sinners to Christ, and for the victory 

that dominates in the Temple. 

I heard of a man who was so discouraged and blue that he did not 

know what to do. He lived in China. He tried everything he knew, but 

could not lift the burden. He tried prayer, but it did not lift it. He tried 

crying, but to no avail. He tried telling others, but that did not help. He 

tried fasting and praying, but the burden did not lift. 

One day when he was so troubled, he came to the home of the 

missionary. As he entered the door, he noticed a motto that said, “Try 

thanksgiving.” He began praising the Lord for strength, health, 

salvation, that He was on His throne and that earth was His footstool. 

The first thing he knew all his burdens were gone! 

Praise had done what even prayer could not do. 

Prayer and praise are a pair of wings. With the one wing “Prayer,” 

you just flop a little. When you use the wing of prayer, “Lord, will you 

please do this? May I have this?”—be sure to use the wing of praise too, 

“Lord, I thank you that you will do it. Praise you, Lord Jesus!” 

Prayer and praise are like a pair of oars. If you just use the oar of 

prayer, you will go round and round and round. 

Then, if you put that oar down, and take the oar of praise, you will 

just go round and round and round. But, if you take both oars and row, 

they will bring you safe to the shore. 

Lord, teach us the language of Heaven! 

“Sister McPherson, is it necessary to praise the Lord? What is the 

duty of praise?” 

We read that if people do not praise the Lord, He will blot out their 

name. If you know Him, you are going to praise Him. 

If you are a professing Christian and have no desire to praise the 

Lord, there is something wrong. If you are a real, Holy Ghost baptized 
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Christian, you will feel like saying, “Hallelujah!” It is your duty. It is the 

whole duty of man that he should praise our Lord. 

Ah, it is a duty but a joyful one! Moreover, it is a command, “Praise 

ye the Lord.” 

“Who?” 

“Everything that hath breath, praise the Lord.” 

Have you any breath? Then you are to praise the Lord. You only 

have one excuse for not praising the Lord, and that is if you are out of 

breath. Have you any breath? Then say, “Praise the Lord!” 

One time I was in Key West, Florida. We had our tent pitched in the 

courtyard. The jail was on one side, the school on the other, and here I 

was in the middle. The tent was packed and the glory of the Lord came 

down. 

One day I was on my way to the grocery store, and was thinking of 

the people being saved. As I walked along I was saying, “Hallelujah! 

Well, Hallelujah! G-l-o-r-y! Oh, Lord, you are so good!” Just as I went 

into the store, a little boy began to laugh, “Tee Hee! There goes the 

Hallelujah Lady.” 

Well, Hallelujah, it is grand thing to be a Hallelujah lady. I wish that 

we could be a Hallelujah church. Wouldn’t that be a grand name for a 

church? 

Praise is not only a duty, but oh, the joy of praise! 

If you are sad and want to be glad, I can give you a sure recipe. 

I might give you a recipe for several cakes, but unless you are very 

careful and get the baking powder in, whip the eggs, and follow the 

recipe, the cake will not come out just right. But this recipe that I am 

going to give you has never failed and never will fail. If you are 

unhappy, discouraged and miserable, begin to praise the Lord. 

When you are sick—begin to praise the Lord! 

A sure recipe for headache—praise the Lord! 

If you want to get rid of a heartache—praise the Lord! 

If you are on the verge of committing suicide, I have a recipe that 

will bring you back—praise the Lord! 

Oh, the power of praise! Praise is not only a duty and a joy, but it is 

powerful. 
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Two people come into the meeting and sit side by side. 

They are both lovely people—just as good as gold. The meeting is a 

little heavy, the songs are dull, and the testimonies are dry. One sister’s 

face begins to get longer and longer and longer all the time. 

“My, this is a dry meeting! Everything is so dull. I think the Spirit is 

lifting from this place. The glory of God does not seem to be here. I 

think Satan must be trying to wreck this meeting.” 

The first thing you know everybody is saying, “This is certainly a 

dry meeting. That was a poor song. That testimony was certainly dull. 

I wonder if the preacher is going to be able to lift the meeting.” 

That one person is pulling down the morale of the meeting. 

The other lady says, “Hallelujah! The Lord is alive anyway. Let’s 

begin to praise the Lord. Glory to God! His mercy endureth forever. 

His covenant is forever. I feel like getting my harp and playing, ‘Praise 

ye the Lord! Hallelujah!’” 

The first thing you know that lady has lifted the meeting. If you can 

get people to give one good “H-a-l-l-e-l-u-j-a-h!” or shout “Praise the 

Lord!” you have broken the spell. 

There are two things that the devil cannot stand—first, the precious 

Blood of Jesus Christ; second, the shout in the camp of the Lord when 

His children praise Him. 

The walls of Jericho were built strong. They said, “You can’t move 

us.” As long as the people walked around the walls, nothing happened, 

but on the last day when they said, “Hallelujah! Praise the Lord!” in 

spirit, the walls could not stand that and they fell. 

There is power in praise. There is power in the voice that praises the 

Lord. My mother called to my mind about Caruso speaking into a 

certain instrument. When his voice went into the instrument, it broke 

the glass. That is just like praising the Lord. We can break down any 

wall that the devil can build. 

It does not matter what anyone does. You can come out on top if 

you praise the Lord. You never need answer your enemies. 

They may wax more and more in profane utterances, but all you 

need say is “Praise the Lord! Isn’t the Lord good?” Down goes the wall! 
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You don’t need to say, “That man is telling lies about me and it isn’t so. 

I want to tell people that it isn’t true.” 

Let the devil thunder down on you. 

And he uses the most peculiar people. He used the high priests in 

the synagogues. 

What did Paul and Silas do when the preacher put them in jail? 

“Boo hoo! It isn’t true. We didn’t deserve to be treated like this.” 

No, they employed the mightiest weapon ever put in the hands of a 

Christian—they began singing praises at midnight. 

What happened? Surely the joy of the Lord is your strength, not 

only theoretically but literally. The praises of the Lord made the earth 

shake, made the doors fall off of their hinges, and loosed the shackles 

that bound them. 

When is the time to praise the Lord? When the sun is shining? No, 

not only then but at midnight. When everybody understands you? Not 

only then, but when everybody misunderstands you. 

I don’t believe that the devil can stand a meeting where the people 

praise the Lord. 

“I must do something this morning. If I don’t stop them, they will 

be victorious.” 

Somebody says, “Hallelujah!” That is an awful blow to Satan. 

Then another says, “Praise the Lord!” That is a blow that he can’t 

stand. 

Then when they say, “Glory! Glory! Glory!” you can’t see his heels 

for dust. He is gone! 

“Sister McPherson, are you sure of that?” 

I am certain of it. I know that the joy of the Lord is our strength and 

that the Lord inhabiteth the praises of His people. 

You have heard in fairy stories of rubbing the lamp and right there 

appeared a genie who would grant any wish that you asked. Well, it is 

just like that with the praises of the Lord. 

The Lord lives right in the praises of His people. When you fill this 

place with the praises of the Lord, He is right here. There is nothing but 

victory when you begin to praise the Lord. 

“When should I praise the Lord, Sister?” 
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“Praise the Lord at all times.” Not only when someone writes nice 

things about you, but when Mr. Smith said something mean about you, 

or Mrs. Jones said something that was not true. 

Don’t try to straighten it out, but just praise the Lord, live the life, 

and keep sweet. 

Praise the Lord not only when you feel like it, but at all times. 

“I know, but I don’t feel like praising the Lord.” 

Do you go by your feelings? Is that your barometer? Your pair of 

scales? Are you an old clock that only goes when it feels like it? Or, are 

you one that the Lord can depend on? 

“I will praise the Lord at all times.”  

“Though the fig tree may not blossom, though no fruit be on the 

vine, I will rejoice in the God of my salvation.” (Habakkuk 3:17-19) 

Rejoice in what? In conditions, circumstances, money, popularity, 

favor or disfavor? No! Rejoice in the Lord! If you can do that, you are 

like Pikes Peak, Mount Shasta, or the Alps. Oh, yes, the waves and 

thunders may tear at your base, people may dynamite to get rocks out 

of the quarries, but up here—thus far shall you go and no farther. You 

are above the clouds. With your face unveiled you behold the glory of 

Him whom you love. 

Praise ye the Lord! 

“Well, Sister McPherson, I will tell you, I don’t like to put anything 

on. I want to be honest.” 

That’s right! I agree with you. There is only one thing in the Bible 

that we are commanded to put on, and that is praise as a garment and 

wear it. But, if you get the inside right, it is easy to praise the Lord. You 

can’t very well pump it out of a dry well. You might pump all day and 

not get a good “Hallelujah!” 

Or, your well might have a little water and you have to prime it. 

Even then you might get a bucketful, but it will be muddy. If you want 

a real “Hallelujah!” in your soul, you need the baptism of the Holy 

Ghost. When you have that, you strike a gusher. “I will be within you a 

well of waters. When He is come, He will glorify Me.” 

“Sister McPherson, I wish I could praise the Lord. I wish I could 

learn how to lift my heart and praise Him.” 
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Why, you can. 

“But, Sister, I am so dull and ordinary. I don’t think I can.” 

Yes, you can.  

One time a clock maker hung out a sign “Clocks converted to 

chimes.” Someone saw the sign and said, “What a peculiar sign!” He 

went in and asked the clock maker what it meant. 

“Well,” said the clock maker, “I will take any ordinary clock you 

bring in and I will convert it to chime. I will put in chimes and it will 

chime out the hours.” 

That is what we need—Christians converted to chiming. 

When does a clock chime? At noon, at midnight, through sickness 

or health, rain or shine. If that clock maker could convert any clock to 

chiming, I believe if we put our lives in the hands of the Lord that He 

can convert us to chiming. Oh, I want to be a chiming evangelist! What 

this world needs and wants is chiming Christians filled with Hallelujahs 

and Praise the Lords, not people who are telling of their 

discouragements and troubles all the time. 

When I hear a person telling of the terrible things that are 

happening—and God knows they are awful—I want to pull his coat tail 

and say, “Brother, tell them that God is pouring out His Spirit; tell them 

that Jesus is coming back again and that all tears shall be dried.” 

Clocks converted to chiming! Are you? Just as the people put their 

old clocks into the hands of the clock maker, will you not put your life 

into the hands of the Lord so that you, too, may be converted to 

chiming? 

If you could mix praise with prayer—fifty-fifty—how different you 

would feel. 

Do you remember Queen Esther who stood before the king? 

Her life was at stake. Haman was plotting her death. Esther had to 

get to the king in order to make her petition known. 

“O King!” 

“What will you have, Queen Esther?” 

“O King, give me this and that.”  

Did Esther say that? No! She said, “If I have found favor in the sight 

of the king, and if it please the king to grant my petition, and to perform 
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my request, let the king and Haman come to the banquet that I shall 

prepare for them, and I will do tomorrow as the king hath said.” 

There you are! Make a banquet of honor to Jesus Christ first. Did 

you ever have a neighbor who never called on you unless she wanted 

to borrow something. We had a neighbor like that. 

When she came she wanted to borrow some baking powder, or 

butter, or flour, or eggs, or milk. 

I am sure there must be a little sigh in the Lord’s heart when some 

of us come to Him. There is always that perpetual asking—give, give, 

give. “O Lord, give me this, and give me that.” Let’s stop it, and before 

we ask the Lord for the defeat of Haman—defeat of Satan—let us make 

Him a banquet of honor. 

I see so many people seeking the baptism of the Holy Ghost this 

way. Here they come to pray. Oh, they are so hungry! They get down 

on their knees. You can pretty near tell whether they are going through 

or not by the way they get down. They put their heads down and say, 

“O Lord, I am so hungry!” They will never get through in the world that 

way. The Lord has His pitcher and is pouring water over them but they 

don’t know it because they are upside down. 

“Boo hoo! O L-o-r-d, fi-fill m-me now!” 

You will never get anywhere that way. Stop! Make the Lord a 

banquet of honor. Lift up your poor, tired face. Those of you who are 

stiff and whose hands seem too heavy to lift, lift them up to Heaven. 

Now, praise the Lord! 

“Lord, before I ask you for anything, I am going to tell you how 

much I love you and thank you for what you have done.” 

When you begin to praise the Lord, the showers will fall because you 

are right side up. If you will open your heart’s door wide, the Lord will 

fill you. 

“Oh, Sister McPherson, how I need a blessing, but I can’t think of 

anything to praise the Lord for.” 

You can’t? Then there is something wrong with you. You need to be 

converted to chiming. Did you ever hear the birds singing in the 

morning? Did they tell you to wake up and praise the Lord? 

“Sister, they weren’t praising the Lord!” 
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Of course they were! The stars of the morning praise the Lord. What 

are the wild waves saying? Deep calleth unto deep—they are praising 

Him. 

You have nothing to praise the Lord for? Praise Him for the breath 

you breathe, the clothes you wear, the food you eat. 

Someone brought us in some beautiful peaches and walnuts. (If the 

members did not bring us something to eat, I don’t know what we 

would do. We are so busy that we very seldom take time to buy 

groceries). I picked up the bag of walnuts and said, “Imagine the Lord 

making anything as wonderful as this for us to eat.” Then there are the 

bananas with just the right kind of covering. And the orange—just the 

right amount for us to eat. The apple in the covering that it needs. Then 

there are the sheep and lambs that give us the wool to make our clothes. 

And the cotton that grows in the fields for our cotton dresses. Oh, just 

everything! Praise the Lord for them all! 

A man met a little boy on the street who had a bundle in his arms. 

The man asked, “What have you, sonny?” 

“A loaf of bread.” 

“Where did you get it?” 

“At the grocery store.” 

“Where did the grocer get it?” 

“From the baker.” 

“Where did the baker get it?” 

“From the miller.” 

“Where did the miller get it?” 

“From the farmer.” 

And where did the farmer get it?” 

“From God.” 

You see—trace everything and it goes back to God. 

Praise Him, my brother, my sister! It is the best thing to bring a 

revival that I know of. 

Some people get so ossified and stiff, prim and proper that they 

would not say “Hallelujah” for anything in the world. 

What they need is melting. Some preachers need melting too. 
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Like preacher, like people. You must be a preacher with the glory in 

your soul if you expect your people to have it. I wish we could get every 

minister to get a real “Hallelujah!” in his soul, then we would get some 

in the pews. 

The wise men brought frankincense and myrrh and laid it down at 

the Saviour’s feet. Will you do that? 

“Who may praise the Lord?” you ask, “And where? Only in church?” 

Everything that hath breath is to praise the Lord. And not only in 

church, but on country roads, in shops, factories, offices, homes. It may 

not be that you can praise Him out loud because the Lord does not want 

us to cast pearls before swine. 

When I come before a congregation of sinners, I do not say, “Praise 

the Lord.” They would think that I was showing off. The Lord wants us 

to be as wise as serpents and as harmless as doves. There are other ways 

of approaching the sinner. 

Did you ever see the old fashioned music boxes? Maybe some of you 

have them in your homes. You wind them up and the roller goes round 

and round, chiming out the music. 

A man was visiting in the coal mines in Wales. The guide told him 

to come over to a certain place and listen. He listened and heard some 

music. What was it? “Nearer my God to Thee, nearer to Thee.” He 

looked all around—Where was it corning from? He could not see 

anyone. It was getting louder, louder and louder, and seemed to be 

coming from the earth. He looked down and there was an elevator 

coming up, bringing men who were black and grimy from the coal dust. 

They sang, “Nearer my God to Thee” as they ascended, then when they 

reached the top they all stepped off of the elevator, raised their hands 

and sang, “Praise God from whom all blessings flow.” This was the 

custom of the day, and I believe they still do it. 

We are coming up out of darkness into light, from earth to Heaven, 

from defeat to victory, from death into life, from the land of tears to 

the land of eternal smiles, and we should sing, “Nearer my God to Thee, 

nearer to Thee.” Then, when we get up there, there is going to be one 

real “H-a-l-l-e-l-u-j-a-h!” and we will sing, “Praise God from whom all 

blessings flow.” 
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“I heard a great voice of much people in Heaven saying, Alleluia; 

Salvation, and glory, and honour, and power, unto the Lord our God.” 

“Well, Sister McPherson, I don’t like to hear people praise the Lord.” 

You poor soul! Then you will never enjoy Heaven. 

“I don’t like so much noise.” 

Well, this is the most quiet world you will ever live in. We read that 

in Heaven there will only be silence for a half hour—when the Lord is 

opening the books. After that the voices of hosts will be saying, 

“Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!” If you go to the other place—Oh 

God forbid—that is not going to be quiet either. There is going to be 

weeping, wailing and gnashing of teeth. I would rather hear people 

praising the Lord than weeping. Wouldn’t you? 

Get your harps off of the weeping willow tree, strike Middle C and 

get in tune. Shut your eyes. Can you picture it? There is Heaven. 

The gates are open. The streets are paved with gold as clear as glass. 

The throne of the Lamb is in the midst thereof, and there is a rainbow 

about the throne. Four and twenty elders are crying, “Holy! Holy! 

Holy!” There is a mass of angels banked on either side. The redeemed 

have laid aside their armor and have put on their crowns. 

“I heard as it were the voice of a great multitude, and as the voice of 

many waters, and as the voice of mighty thunderings saying, Alleluia; 

for the Lord God omnipotent reigneth.” 

Oh, this morning, Lord, tune our hearts to praise Thee! 

Up there in Heaven the angels are praising you. The leaves of the 

trees clap their hands, deep calleth unto deep, day unto day uttereth 

speech, and the creatures of the field are praising Thee. The little lambs 

gambol midst the clover. The stars of the morning and the winds bear 

tidings of your worthy praise. The martyrs from underneath the altar 

cry, “How long, how long till in a great triumphal chorus we shall spread 

Thy truth afar?” 

Lord, if anyone has reason to praise you, it is the Blood-washed and 

redeemed of the Lord. Help us to be joyful and to declare Thy praises 

as long as we have our being. 

“Let us be glad and rejoice, and give honour to Him: for the 

marriage of the Lamb is come, and His wife hath made herself ready.”  





 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

August 31, 1924 

 

 

HAT A WONDERFUL thing it is to be washed in the Blood of 

the Lamb, to know that the love of the Saviour is in our hearts, 

and that we have been born again! 

The eighteenth chapter of Jeremiah is a well-known and beloved 

chapter to thousands here tonight and to those who are listening in our 

greater audience over KFSG. If you have your Bibles—that will be 

interesting—How many Bibles are there in this great throng? That’s 

fine! I am proud of you. 

 

The word which came to Jeremiah from the Lord saying, Arise, 

and go down to the potter’s house, and there I will cause thee to 

hear my words. Then I went down to the potter’s house, and, 

behold, he wrought a work on the wheels. And the vessel that he 

made of clay was marred in the hand of the potter: so he made it 

again another vessel, as seemed good to the potter to make it.  

 

Jeremiah 18:1-4 

 

“He made it again.” Hallelujah! No matter how you have been 

marred, listen—“He made it again.” That is a born-again experience. 

“He made it again another vessel, as seemed good to the potter to make 

it. 

 

Then the word of the Lord came to me, saying, O house of Israel, 

cannot I do with you as this potter? saith the Lord. Behold, as the 

clay is in the potter’s hand, so are ye in mine hand, O house of 
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Israel. Cannot I do with you as this potter? Behold, as the clay is 

in the potter’s hand, so are ye in mind hand. 

 

Jeremiah 18:5-6 

 

What a wonderful thing this was that happened to Jeremiah! To hear 

the voice of the Lord is wonderful in itself. Have you ever heard His 

voice? Here was a man that He could speak to. He did not have to say, 

“Jeremiah, if you please,” but He said, “Arise and go.” Jeremiah was 

waiting, “I am ready, Lord. Where shall I go?” 

“Go down and preach a great sermon.” 

Oh, no, He did not say that, but— 

“I want you to go down to the potter’s house.” 

“Potter’s house? That’s a peculiar place to send a preacher. Where 

did you say, Lord?” 

“Down to the potter’s house, and there I will cause thee to hear my 

words.” 

Jeremiah made his way down the street and came to a humble place 

known as the potter’s house. He pushed the door wide, and I think he 

no sooner stepped inside than he heard a whirring. He saw a man, 

perhaps, with a white apron on just as this man has, turning the wheel, 

kicking it with his feet. 

The potter took a piece of clay and moulded it. As it turned on the 

wheels—this poor, lifeless lump of clay—there came a miracle vessel. It 

was beautiful in symmetrical shape and design. The clay that was 

nothing was becoming beautiful in the potter’s hand. 

But, oh, the potter saw that it was marred! It became warped, 

cracked and shattered in the potter’s hand. It fell sobbing with regret 

and woe, but what did the potter do? “He made it again another vessel, 

as seemed good to the potter to make it.” 

Tonight, I want you and I to hear the plaintive cry of the Lord, 

“Cannot I do with you as this potter?” 

Oh, how this old world has been marred because sin entered it! How 

we have been marred in body, soul and spirit! This world at large, and 

the individual, is very similar to the potter’s house. 
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Away back yonder, God formed the earth. He made the world most 

beautiful—as beautiful as that vase, symmetrical, shapely, glorious and 

pure. There were the roses, lilies, trees, song birds, the snowclad 

mountains, the crested hills—all with fragrance, sweetness and beauty. 

Ah, it was a wonderful world! The lion and the lamb could lie down 

together. The earth knew not what it was to have thorns and thistles. 

Then, you remember, God brought forth man. When the potter is 

going to make a vessel, he goes away out to the hills to get the common, 

ordinary earth and from that he works. So did God make man from the 

dust of the earth. 

Here the potter begins as God did in the beginning. The vessel is 

going to be made out of three kinds of clay. Here is the common clay; 

here, the medium; and here, the superfine. But clay alone does not 

make a vase like this. It must be mixed with water. 

First, the clay must be digged from out the earth. I wonder how 

many are still in the quarries and under the debris of unbelief. You will 

never amount to anything for God unless you let Him dig you out with 

His spade of truth and repentance. If you are covered with unbelief, He 

wants to dig that away. O Lord, take away sin, unbelief, pride and 

everything that would hinder You from reaching our lives. 

Underneath the soil lies a beautiful product. It must be crushed. 

Before the Lord can mould us, we must be crushed. 

“Except you repent, you shall likewise perish.” 

Just like the rock had to be pulverized, so the sinner must be made 

soft, humble, broken, and contrite at His feet. 

The other day I wanted to see a potter’s house, and they took me to 

two—The Tropico and the Bauer Potteries. To the former I am 

indebted for the data on how to make the vessels, and to the latter for 

the pottery and the potter. 

When I went to the pottery, I asked them to tell me all about it from 

the very beginning. First, they showed me three piles of rocks. 

“Where did you get it?” I asked. 

“We had to go to the hills and dig it out.” 

“Now what do you do with it?” 

“We powder it, then mix it.”  
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And then he took me to the place where it was being mixed. He said, 

“Sister McPherson, you know it takes all kinds of people to make the 

world—the good clay, the common clay, and the purer clay. And it 

takes joy and sadness, daylight and dark, weal and woe to mould our 

lives.” 

Yes, and the Master Potter knows just what we need. He knows just 

how much we need of the fine material, and of tests, and sorrows. But 

He mixes it all together. 

So the potter takes the clay and mixes it. You wouldn’t think he 

could make anything out of that—it is just common clay. But I 

remember when the Lord picked me up on a Canadian farm. He said 

that if I would be clay in His hands, He would make a vessel out of 

unworthy me for His own honor and glory. I remember one day when 

I was on my knees He told me that as the hart panteth after the water 

brooks so the old world was longing for the Living Water. 

He said, “There is the water and there are the people, but I must 

have something to take the water to them.” 

“Lord, You couldn’t use me.” 

“Child, don’t talk back to me. All I am asking is that you will be 

common clay in my hands and be yielded.” 

He began to show me how He had tried to get vessels to bear water 

to the thirsty land. There were Adam and Eve who were formed out of 

the dust just like this vessel. 

“Well, how does the potter make a vessel like that? Does he use lots 

of glue to hold it together?” 

“No, just water, and that is what we are composed of mostly.” 

The Lord moulded Adam and Eve and He thought that they were 

going to be vessels for His honor, but if ever a vessel was marred, it was 

them. When Satan came in and deceived them, instantly it seemed that 

the beautiful clay vessels that were being formed so gloriously became 

unlovely and marred.  

When God came walking in the garden in the cool of the day, He 

saw that sin had entered and His heart was heavy. But He said, “Cheer 

up! I will send my Son Jesus Christ, the Son of a woman, who will bruise 

the serpent’s head. Cheer up! You are sinners and are marred, but there 
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is hope. Even if you are broken, I will make you over again. There is a 

new birth for you.” 

So it was that He worked in my life. He mixed it, and there is a 

strange mixture in all of our lives. First, He takes the clay then pours in 

the water of salvation. In order to stay together we must have this water 

of salvation poured into our lives. But we don’t get it all in a moment. 

The Master Potter has to work the clay. Over and over again He deals 

with it, and makes it pliable and soft. 

When the pottery gave me this clay, they said, “Now, Sister 

McPherson, be sure to keep this clay wet. If it gets hard, the moulder 

will not be able to do anything with it.” 

Oh Lord, grant that we will keep filled with the water of salvation! 

Some of you folks are awfully dry. I don’t know what He is going to do 

unless He pours in the water of salvation. Oh, how He has to deal with 

the clay! 

Even when He saved me and gave me the water of salvation and was 

moulding my life, I could not see what he was doing. He took out a lot 

of sin and worldliness. Before this clay came out pure, it had to go 

through a lot of sifting. When I saw them doing this I asked, “What are 

you doing?” 

“We are cleansing the clay—taking out the impurities.” 

I was just clay before I knew the Lord had saved me. He told me that 

if I would be clay in His hands, He would make me a vessel for Himself. 

My brother, my sister, we are all common clay. Without the grace 

of God we are nothing but mud. In His hands we may be conveyances 

of the water of salvation that flows from the Throne of God and bear it 

to the thirsty and dying people all the world around. 

After moulding and shaping my life, He dealt with me. 

“Will you let Me have My way?” 

“Yes, Lord.” 

“No matter what?” 

“Yes, Lord.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Lord, if I know my own heart, I am. Have Thine own way.” 
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Then, praise the Lord, the Master Potter began to deal with this life 

of mine. It was then that He took me to the place where He did 

“wrought a work on the wheels.” ‘Twas there that He was to make me a 

pliable and empty vessel. 

Brother, sister, Jesus loves you! If you are in the quarries of sin, will 

you let Him dig you out tonight? Will you let Him pour the salvation 

streams through your life? Then, will you let Him begin to shape you? 

As the potter here takes his place on the stand, so the Lord Jesus 

Christ wants to take His place at the potter’s wheel of life and wants you 

to be clay yielded in His hands. 

Here is one vessel that the potter made just before the meeting. This 

is the new Christian. 

Before the potter is able to mould a vessel out of the clay, he has to 

beat it. Surely the Lord has to beat some things out of our lives before 

He can use us. Out of the lives of some folks He has to beat pipes, 

tobacco, playing cards, dancing slippers, worldliness, pride and 

selfishness before we can be vessels meet for His use. 

After the potter beats the clay and it has become pliable, he puts it 

on the wheel and the wheel starts. Watch him mould it now. It is a 

miracle! It is your life, and no one but the Lord can make it what it 

should be. 

“Will the vessel be marred?” 

Not if you let Him have His way. Sometimes there is sandy material, 

full of grit and stones. In that instance sometimes the moulder’s hands 

are wounded. There has been lots of grit in our lives and the Saviour’s 

hands have oft been wounded. 

Just as this potter is moulding the vessel, so the Lord wants to mould 

your life and mine. Will it be marred, or will it be yielded and meet for 

the Master’s use? 

“Then I went down to the potter’s house, and, behold, he wrought a 

work on the wheels.” 

And there it is! At first just a simple piece of clay but it has become 

meet for the Master’s use. My brother, my sister, is it your life tonight? 

Or, are you the vessel that was marred? 
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When I saw the potter making the vessels, I thought that I would try 

to do it. I said, “Oh, it’s nothing! All you have to do is put your thumb 

inside and the clay follows your hand.” 

And I tried it. I had my white dress on, and when I started, great dabs 

of clay flew off and I wish you could have seen my dress. Well, I found 

out that I could not mould the clay into a vessel! Neither could anyone 

mould my life but Jesus Christ. 

See the vessel that the potter has moulded? Is it your life? Or, are 

you like the next one that he is going to make that will be marred? 

The Lord has planned that your life shall be sweet, pure, contrite 

and yielded, but some vessels are marred just like this one is going to 

be when the potter moulds it. Although it has the same opportunities 

and the same hands to mould it, yet it is marred in the potter’s hands. 

You might say, “This is no hope for me. I can’t live for Christ. I tried 

but failed.” 

Don’t be discouraged! If you are a backslider, listen, “And the vessel 

that he made of clay was marred in the hand of the potter: so he made 

it again another vessel, as seemed good to the potter to make it.” 

If you will be clay in the Master’s hand, He will make you over again. 

If you are willing to be flatted down and will be yielded, then He will 

make you a vessel meet for the Master’s use. Brother, sister, are you 

ready? That is what you have to do. It does not matter who you are, or 

what shape or form you have taken, you have to be born over again. 

You have to get down and say, “Lord, be merciful to me a sinner.” 

Backslider, this is what is going to happen to you. 

 

Have Thine own way, Lord; have Thine own way.  

Thou art the Potter; I am the clay.  

Mould me and make me after Thy will,  

while I am waiting, yielded and still. 

 

You don’t have to mould your own life. You don’t need to shape 

your destiny. All you need to do is be yielded in the Potter’s hands. 

“I went down to the potter’s house, and behold, he wrought a work 

on the wheels.” 
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Have you gotten this far tonight? Are you that clay vessel? 

“But, Sister McPherson, that vessel is very soft and pliable now. It 

won’t hold water or the wine of the Spirit.” 

No, it is just beginning. Next, these vessels must be set out and dried. 

They are taken out of the potter’s house, taken to a room and set over 

a floor through which the drafts blow. Sometimes the chill winds blow 

also. If the vessels stand this test for two or three days, they are all right. 

I asked, “Where are the vessels marred mostly, in the cold or in the 

kiln?” 

“In the cold,” was the reply. “Not many are marred in the fire.” 

Isn’t that true in our everyday life too? We are born again here in 

the church, then we have to go out and face the world; go out where the 

breezes blow. It may be in the shop, office, factory, store, or home. Are 

you going to be able to stand it, or are you going to be marred there 

and then? 

Here are the vessels standing to dry. Next, what are we going to do 

with them? Well, if the vessel is marred, then it is hopeless unless the 

potter makes it over again. Did you try? Did you go back to a church 

that was cold and drafty? Did you go back to the world where there 

were many temptations? Then the Potter will make you over again if 

you will go back into His hands. 

Next, we must be put in the fire. Take this vessel—it has not been 

through the fire yet and it will not stand the test. 

See, it breaks. We will not be able to stand temptations and tests 

unless we go through the fire. 

The Lord is going to take the common clay from the quarries of sin, 

break it, powder it, mix it with the water of salvation, mould it on the 

wheels of life, and at last will take it home to Heaven. But He is not 

going to take home brittle vessels. Therefore, when we are converted, 

we must be filled with the Holy Spirit and go through some tests in 

order to prove whether we are vessels ready for the Master’s use. 

Here is a vessel that has not been tried in the beehive kiln. See how 

easily it breaks. You take a Christian who is not really born again and 

who is not willing to go through hardships—there is no real 

sticktoitiveness to them. 
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“Arise, and go down to the potter’s house, and there I will cause thee 

to hear my words.” 

The vessel has been dried, and now we will put it in the fire. My 

brother, my sister, if you are going through with the Lord Jesus Christ, 

look out for the fires. 

“I wonder why I have so many tests since I became a Christian and 

why the fires are permitted to get hot.” 

It is because the Lord wants certain things to happen. First, He wants 

to burn out the vegetable matter. During the first two or three days the 

fire is not so hot—the tests are not so hard. The kilns are heated to 200° 

Fahrenheit, and this burns out all the impurities. So the Lord wants to 

burn out of us temper, pride, unbelief, foreign matter, and make us 

yielded vessels in His hands. 

When the fire begins to get hot, the clay is fused and melted 

together. It is the best thing in the world for a church to have a fire—

the fire of persecution. It will burn out all the impurities, If anybody is 

afraid, go home. Those who are going to abide, stay put. 

After the vegetable matter is burned out, then the clay is fused 

together. Instead of running apart, it runs together. 

Isn’t that so here in Angelus Temple? Each day we are drawn closer 

together. It is wonderful to be compact in the Lord Jesus Christ. 

After two or three days the fire gets hotter. It seems as if the vessels 

would be burned. But, no, fewer vessels are marred in the fire than in 

the cold. 

Sometimes vessels are taken out of the kiln before they are fired 

enough. Here is one that was taken out before it was properly fired. 

There is no hope for that one. It has no shine. And some Christians who 

are not willing to go through the fire come out like that—just gray and 

dull. 

Here is one that went through and “tarried until.” It came out with a 

shine. 

“I wonder how it is that some people’s faces shine so. They seem to 

have such light in their souls, and they have one grand ‘H-a-l-l-e-l-u-j-

a-h!’ in their hearts.” 

It is because they went through the fire. 
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You show me an evangelist who is getting people to Christ and I will 

show you an evangelist who went through the fire. 

You show me a missionary who is successful in the Lord’s work, and 

I will show you one who went through the fire and was willing to be 

burned out. 

You show me somebody with the shine of God in their face, and I 

will show you someone who has gone through. 

Fire makes the vessels hard and they will not break unless a terrific 

crash comes. The same is true of the Christian, only God will not permit 

the crash to come. You will endure hardness like a soldier. 

These are fireproof vessels. And the Lord wants fireproof Christians 

so that we can walk in the midst of the fire and not be harmed, for 

someday we are going to dwell with the God of fire. 

I wonder if the vessel in the kiln can be ready. Ah, yes, see how it 

shines! That is the kind of a Christian I want to be—one that is shining, 

one that has the glory of God in the heart and soul. Lord, make me to 

shine for Thee. If you want to come out of the kiln as a drab vessel, you 

can. But as for me, I want to go through with the Lord—life or death, 

riches or poverty, favor or disfavor—standing with the multitude or 

alone. O Master Potter, melt my life! 

As I look over this audience tonight, my heart is aching. I know that 

the Master’s heart is grieved because He sees a lot of pottery like this—

broken and marred. Oh, the vessel you might have been! Just to think, 

the first year here in Angelus Temple some fourteen thousand people 

came to the altars and wept, “God be merciful to me a sinner.” 

“Why?” 

Because God was working. He used you and me as vessels to bear 

the water of salvation to these thirsty people. 

Then there are the baptismal services. One hundred and five were 

baptized last Thursday night, ninety-five the week before, seventy-five 

before that, and one hundred and three before that. 

“Why?” 

Because the water of salvation is being poured out. 
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Oh, I do want to be a vessel yielded in His hands! But, my brother, 

my precious sister, which vessel are you? Are you the broken one or the 

whole one? 

You poor brokenhearted sinners! Here you are, you folks who do 

not have family altars in the home, do not pray or read the Word, do 

not lead sinners to Christ. You are broken vessels. Isn’t it a pity? To 

think of the good you might have done! To think, you might be sitting 

here with shining faces! 

But here you are looking like this. Aren’t you sorry? Don’t you want 

the potter to make you over? 

“Sister, there is no hope for me.” 

Yes, there is. But the Potter will have to smash you to smithereens 

first. 

Here is some of you big folks. “Oh, I’m all right. I pay my debts.” 

But, turn you around, and you are nothing but a sham. You must be 

born again. 

The thing that impressed me as I went through the pottery was that 

there was no waste, absolutely none. I looked everywhere to find waste, 

but could not. The potters were so careful. And it was not because I was 

there, because some of them didn’t know it. If one bit of clay fell down, 

they would pick it up. Thank God, for that. As I watched them, I was 

not seeing clay, but people. 

When one bit of clay flew off, it was picked up and put back. Is that 

you? Broken bits of life! Broken hearts! I would love to gather every bit 

of the clay of the broken lives. 

Here is one who has gotten into the dope habit. God have mercy on 

the poor things! There are millions of them today. And some of them 

got into the habit so innocently. 

“Well, Sister McPherson, I got myself into it, but now I can’t get out.” 

Yes, you can. The Master Potter can set you free and mould you all 

over again. 

“Sister, I have gotten into infidelity and I am broken. I am reading 

all kinds of books, but not the Bible. My life…” 

Yes, it can be fixed, but not unless it is broken over. 
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That is the reason I do not believe in the handshaking, card signing 

religion. You must be born again! You must start all over again—be 

ground to powder. 

“Sister, my home has gone to smash. It was my temper. I was so 

mean that my wife could not live with me.” 

Bless you! The Lord will make you all over new too. 

Here is a person who says, “I had so much hope for my life. I thought 

I was going to be thus and so, but my life is broken.” 

Come home! 

Another says, “I have not been born again but I am all right.” 

Ah, but are you? You look all around and it isn’t long before you find 

spots and blemishes. Brother, there is no way out of it! Sister, you must 

be born again. Will you, tonight, be clay in the Master’s hands? 

As I pictured Jeremiah going to the potter’s house, my heart was 

touched with the simplicity of it. But, what is salvation? What are the 

dealings of God with man, but the simple things that man can 

understand? 

You don’t have to dig yourself out. Just say, “Lord, dig me out. Melt 

me. Deal with me. I have had a heart of stone.” 

He says, “Let me sift you.” 

There is the sandstone. When that is crushed and put in, and the 

moulder begins to mould it, it scratches his hands. They wear gloves 

but the Master Potter does not wear gloves. His hands became wounded 

by the grit, stones, and unbelief in our hearts. Yes, it pierced His hands 

through and through. There may be a lot of things in your life that have 

wounded the Master’s hands.  

Will you say “Yes” to the will of God tonight? Will you be digged out, 

broken, watered, moulded, go through the fire, then go through with 

Jesus Christ? 

Don’t jump out of the fire the first time! Stay in and He will bring 

you out with a shine like this. He will pour you out to the thirsty and 

they will drink and drink until their thirst is quenched. 

If you are broken, crushed, hopeless, it is all right. He will make you 

all over new, and you will go singing on your way to Heaven. 



 

 

 

September 1924 

 

 

UBDUED LIGHT! 

Stained glass windows! 

Shafts of molten gold from upper amber openings! 

Slanting, late afternoon sun rays touch the clouds of the dome; drop 

lower, glorifying the bronzed loveliness of the organ grill; illuminating 

the great mural painting; throwing into bold relief the fretwork of 

supporting columns! 

How peaceful—restful—inspiring! 

For a moment the great Auditorium is empty. The throngs that 

lately filled those thousands of seats have now poured out and gone to 

their homes. In little more than an hour, they will be back again. 

Even the throbbing of the great organ is stilled! Its gleaming 

keyboard silent! 

The quivering of harps and bells that so lately thrilled the air with 

vibrant sweetness is hushed! 

Down in front, the head janitor casts one last lovingly critical glance 

over the Temple. Hums a snatch of revival song, runs his dust cloth 

over a last shining chair, then, picking up the vacuum sweeper, he 

draws it silently after him down the soft carpeted aisle. 

His footsteps recede in the distance! 

Somewhere below a door opens—closes, then all is silent! 

The rumble of a passing street car, the raging of a distant motor 

chariot sifts but faintly through the massive walls of the great building. 

The Temple seems almost like another world—a world of its own. 

Quiet! Quiet Q-u-i-e-t! 

How beautiful the stillness! How friendly! How intimate the sunset 

and beryl tinted walls of this House! 

The sun pours in at this moment with intensified brightness! 
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The windows blaze in gorgeous riot of colors! 

The figures in the stained glass openings appear startlingly life-like 

and real! 

Suddenly a voice like a shower of silver bells breaks through the 

silence. No, “breaks through” is not the word—rather “floats upon, 

inhabits it.” 

“’Peace! Peace on earth, good will to men!’ Dost thou remember 

when first we spake those words o’er blest Judea’s hills, my comrades?” 

Startled, I turn to see from whence the voice. There is no one in the 

Auditorium! I am alone in the top balcony just beyond the central 

stairway, sitting quiet as a mouse in my favorite nook—inspirationing. 

“Peace on earth!” the voice continues. “How glad the heart of our 

Lord must be as, looking down from Heaven, He beholds the 

multitudes who have entered this dear Temple, trod the aisles to these 

altars, confessing their sin, embracing His peace to their hearts!” 

“O’er Judean hills we sang of peace, but now have we looked down 

from this window and seen with our eyes the dawn of this peace 

breaking o’er the horizon of ten thousand troubled skies.” 

“Looked down from the window,” did she say? 

From the window??—Window!!?? 

Oh, ‘twas thence the voice was coming then? 

Lifting my eyes to the eight great stained glass windows that adorn 

the Temple walls, I behold that all the inanimate figures there seem to 

have taken on animation. They are breathing, smiling, turning their 

heads to speak to one another! Someway, I do not seem to be surprised 

at all! They had always seemed so sort of friendly anyhow. 

The voice comes from the direction of the Bethlehem window! 

Looking up, I see that the beautiful faces framed therein are radiant! 

Smiling lips are moving! 

I scarcely breathe lest they shall see me sitting here so quiet ‘midst 

the shadows. Perhaps, even though ‘twas I who planned those windows, 

and I who love every particle of radiance in them as surely none other 

could, they might cease speaking if they saw me. 

“Peace on earth! Ah, fellow angels, how the Lord has moved here in 

this Temple—moved in glorious revival power!” 



If Angelus Temple Windows Could Speak 

 175 

“What scenes we have looked down upon! From these windows, 

during the past nineteen months, we have beholden thousands of 

hungry hearts seeking, finding peace. How glorious to think that we, 

through shining pictured window, have had a share in proclaiming 

‘Unto you is born a Saviour—which is Christ the Lord.’” 

“We have heard Christ preached. We have seen His glorious power. 

It has been hard to restrain our voices from glad Hosannas as through 

myriad altar calls we have seen long lines of penitents weep their way 

to Christ.” 

“Peace! Ah, yes, their souls have found it ‘neath the shelter of His 

pinions! Sins forgiven! Hearts blood-washed! They have risen to call 

the Christ Child blessed.” 

In the Bethlehem Window the Virgin Mother seems to lean a little 

closer o’er the tiny form in the manger, and her smile grows sweeter—

sweeter than brush of any earthly skill can paint. 

HARK! A deep bass voice is speaking. ‘Tis one of the three wise men 

who kneel by the manger there— 

“Nineteen hundred years have come and gone since first we came 

to lay our treasures at His feet. We brought Him gold, frankincense, 

myrrh, but richer gifts than these have been laid down before the 

Saviour here! Yea, richer gifts than gold could ever buy! We have 

watched from our window rarest gifts piled Heaven-high.” 

“They have offered Him hearts! They have offered Him souls! They 

have yielded Him willing lives! They have volunteered for the foreign 

field! They have offered Him sacrifice!” 

“We have seen youths and maidens consecrate lives for service 

great. We have watched while hundreds offered up their lives for the 

ministry. They have brought Him love and praises and prayer in this 

revival blest.” 

“YEA, and don’t forget the baptisms of thousands who’ve believed!” 

saith a great voice from the Jordan banks of the second window there. 

“Much water has flowed o’er this river bed since the Saviour trod 

these fields. Time has been marked by the rise and fall of many nations 

since, upon these swelling banks, I cried, ‘Repent for the kingdom is at 



If Angelus Temple Windows Could Speak 

 176 

hand!’ Great changes have come since we baptized those multitudes of 

yore.” 

“Since then I have stood in windows oft, in churches of the land. But 

never felt I more at home, than in this Temple dear! Here week by 

week, month after month, I have seen the multitudes being baptized in 

the water there, following their Lord.” 

“Looking down I have seen them rise, clad in spotless white, to shout 

the praise of the Lamb for sinners slain.” 

“‘I indeed baptize with water,’ I told the people then, ‘but He that 

cometh after me shall baptize with the Holy Ghost.’ Oft have I seen in 

this Temple dear this prophecy fulfilled. Hundreds endued with Spirit-

power have gone His will to do. Filled for service—radiant-faced 

mighty witnesses!” 

“‘Lord help me!’ Well do I remember when I uttered that cry as I 

sank in the stormy sea.” Peter was speaking now from the window there 

where Jesus trod the waves. 

“The sea was storm-swept! Our craft distressed! Our ship, like to be 

broke! When we had despaired, the Saviour came walking on the waves. 

When I had gone to meet Him and sunken by the way, He lifted me up 

by His own dear hands, and caused me to walk by His side.” 

“Looking down from this window, I often think of that day!” 

“Here in the Temple mine eyes have seen the distressed on the sea 

of life. I have heard them cry as I did that day—‘Lord save! We perish! 

We die!’” 

“And, oh, I have seen His same loving hand reach out as in days of 

yore, lifting and helping with strength divine, all they who on Him call.” 

“As I look down from my window here by the altar day by day, ‘tis 

all that I can do to keep happy tears from running down my cheeks.” 

‘Tis the sweet voice of the woman in the Redemption window 

speaking now—the woman whom Christ forgave. 

“Ah, how I watch them coming when each altar call is given! I read 

the weariness carved in the lines of their faces dear. I understand, I 

think, the sadness in their eyes! And, as trembling they bow the knee at 

that great altar there, and, as they lift their eyes and say, ‘Can there be 



If Angelus Temple Windows Could Speak 

 177 

hope for me?’ I know, I k-n-o-w the feeling in their heart, and my own 

throbs with sympathy!” 

“Well, well, I remember yon distant day—that day I shall ne’er 

forget—when sinful, forsaken and cast out, I fell at the Saviour’s feet. I 

shudder now when I recollect the rage of the frenzied mob who held 

the stones which were soon to beat the life from my trembling flesh.” 

“Then came that miracle when Christ said—‘Thy sins are all 

forgiven. Go—go in peace and sin no more. They that accused are 

fled.’” 

“Do you wonder then that standing here in my window day by day 

that I do battle with my tears and fight to keep my lips from trembling, 

and my eyes from brimming o’er, as I watch the throngs that come and 

go—the thousands to whom He speaks ‘Peace’?” 

“Oh, well do I understand indeed, that shining in their eyes, the light 

like the glow of a rising sun that lightens up the face.” 

“Oh, matchless love! Oh, grace divine!” cries the great angel who 

stands in the upper half of Redemption’s window. 

“He who saved you is able to save to the very uttermost! Of His great 

love there is no end, and of His grace no lack!” 

“Think, too,” said a new and delightful voice—a fresh, a happy voice. 

“Not only saves He sinners here, in this revival blest, but He’s healed 

the sick, has touched the lame, and made the blind to see. Even as I, you 

remember, was made whole so long ago!” 

‘Twas the little woman in the lower left of the Healing Window 

speaking—the woman who touched the hem of the Master’s dress and 

who seems to cling to it ever, as though she would never let it go or 

cease to tell her story. 

“Think—just think of the thousands for whom prayer has been 

made! Think of the throngs who have been healed upon yon platform 

there! Think with what divers ills they came and with what joy they 

went away!” 

“Well, well indeed, do I remember how my life, was wrecked by 

illness. Many things I’d suffered, friends, at the hands of many 

physicians. All of my living had been poured out, yet I was rather the 

worse. Thank God that I ever found Him! That I touched the hem of 
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His dress! Oh, how His power flowed through me! Every ill was 

banished! He made life worth the living, and I served Him from that 

day.” 

“Oh, how glorious to realize Christ is the same today! His blessed 

hand hath never lost its ancient healing power!” 

“None can sympathize with the sick as deeply, I think, as they who 

themselves have suffered harrowing pain and felt affliction’s rod. And 

surely, there are none who can rejoice with the healed like they who 

have themselves been touched—felt the power of He who made them 

whole.” 

“Sometimes when I see them coming, witnessing of mighty things—

of palsies healed, deaf ears unstopped, and see the lame man leap—it 

seems as though I could not wait ‘till the church is cleared but must 

jump up right there and then shouting ‘Hallelujah!’ from my window.” 

“YES, YES,” said Peter, James and John from out Gethsemane 

window. 

“There is much in this hallowed place to be made happy over! For 

example, the prayer life of this Church. Prayer rises here both day and 

night, without a moment’s ceasing. In the Watch Tower, intercession 

fills the air in every season.” 

Men, women, children here have learned to pray. 

“How oft have we regretted that night in dark Gethsemane when we 

all slept and slumbered, just when we should have watched that one 

small hour with Jesus.” 

“Aye!” said Peter. “Twas through that lack of prayer I fell into 

temptation. Strengthened by prayer, the soul of any man can triumph.” 

“Looking out from the shadow of the olive trees in this Gethsemane 

window, our hearts are gladdened and rejoiced to know that in this 

Temple the vigil of the Lord is kept; that someone here is watching not 

only that one short hour, but every hour of every day throughout the 

year. Thousands of letters and epistles have come from earth’s 

remotest parts, requesting prayer for blessing, for guidance and for 

help.” 

“We, who stood by Him to the end,” the women who stood by the 

Cross are speaking now, “We, who stood by Him to the end, rejoice to 
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see our sisters here—women of the twentieth century—still standing by 

the Lord. When the brethren followed afar off, and when they fell 

asleep, ‘twas the women who were permitted to keep the faith that day, 

permitted to stand through the darkness in the face of seeming defeat.” 

“We often wonder, brethren, if once again, if men have fallen asleep 

or follow afar off, the Lord will not bless womanhood as He did on 

Easter Day by giving the same commission: ‘Go to my brethren and say 

that I am risen from the dead, and live forevermore.’” 

“Our hearts are glad when once again we see our sisters stand in 

numbers and in faithful love by the Cross of Christ.” 

“How glorious the girl Crusaders!” 

“And what a host of them! In dresses white and flowing capes, with 

faces bright, and voices fresh, they tell the old, old story! Glorious to us 

it is to see so many women study for foreign fields and work at home!” 

“Great is the glorious gospel and great is the company of women 

that do publish it!” 

“Thank God, our Saviour did not die nor shed His Blood in vain. 

The story told a million times is ever new again!” 

“The harvest is great—the laborers few,” the group clustered 

together in the lower part of the Ascension window replies. 

“The fields are ripe for reaping. There is so much to be done before 

He comes again that Christ is using old and young, the servant and the 

maid. It matters not so much, you see, who gathers in the grain as that 

the harvest perish not and it is gathered in.” 

“Ah, how it has rejoiced our hearts, here in this Temple dear to see 

the hosts who’ve heard the cry and rallied to the call ‘Go forth into the 

world and preach the gospel everywhere.’” 

“Looking down from out this window, hearts have leaped to see 

them volunteering! Consider the score of students from out this 

training school, who even now have pitched their tents in the name of 

their Jehovah! Consider summer schools that are in session all this 

season. A school for the adults! A school for the children! All armed 

with their Bibles, they study God’s Word to show themselves 

approved.” 



If Angelus Temple Windows Could Speak 

 180 

“How gladdened our hearts also to see such youths as Brothers 

Kleinschmidt and Linden, and such missionaries as those saints of 

God—Brother and Sister Norton—set forth for India’s coral strands 

with ransom for the heathen! With what wistful eyes and longing hearts 

we stood and watched them leave us! Oh, that we too might live again 

and in the flesh go forth to tell the story!” 

A long sigh from the window is reiterated and multiplied by wistful 

sighs from other windows round. 

“But, next to the joy of going forth is the joy of seeing others 

hastening to the harvest fields and to the work of Jesus.” 

“Consider too the Sunday School, where many hundreds study! 

Consider the thousands who carry their Bibles unashamed throughout 

our city’s length and breadth and witness for the Master!” 

“Tis a glorious place in which to dwell,” I heard the angels saying. “A 

place of songs and happiness. A place of praise and joyous notes on 

instruments of music!” 

“No wonder visitors come from afar to worship Christ together! 

From thirty-three States and from four foreign lands there were 

gathered here last Sunday—they who had journeyed distance great—

to hear the Foursquare message.” 

“These are surely the last days,” said a voice from the shining 

window. “Days when the love of many is waxing cold, when many 

retain ceremonious forms but deny the power thereof. Ah, that they 

but knew the truth, the secret, and the strength of yon so glorious motto 

inscribed in letters of gold: ‘Jesus Christ the same yesterday, today and 

forever.’” 

“Ah, if they realized that He still lives, still waits to save, to heal.” 

“God grant that this revival may go on forever! May His Word 

increase in power and glory! May His witnesses reach from shore to 

shore, then, sailing the seas, girdle the globe itself! May His blessing 

abide in this Temple! May he hold preacher and people steady! When 

oppositions come and persecutions arise as they are bound to do, Lord 

keep them, hold them and strengthen them. Put Thy words within their 

mouth! Melt the heart of the sinner! Let Thy Shekinah glory rest upon 

Thy Word forevermore.” 
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“Amen! Amen! Amen and Amen!” comes in chorus from the 

windows. 

“Amen!” cry the angels. 

“Amen!” the wise men. 

“Amen!” cries the woman forgiven. 

“Amen!” cry the sick whom Christ had made whole. 

“Amen!” cry the cherubim from high overhead. 

“A-m-e-n!” say they all in chorus. 

It seems that the Temple is filled with the voice of their joyous, glad 

fervor. The place is alive with angel wings winnowing the air. 

HARK! A door opens in the distance. 

Listen! A step upon the stair. 

S-h-h-h! The voices fade to nothingness! 

The Temple is still again! 

A well-known form is coming along the passageway. A familiar 

voice falls upon my ear: 

“Why, daughter, what are you doing here? And you haven’t your 

wrap, my dear! Are you not chilly? Do you feel tired? And had you 

fallen asleep?” 

“No, mother dear. I am not cold, and do not feel weary at all—just 

quiet-like and hushed as I always do when alone in this top balcony. N-

n-no, I don’t think I have been asleep.” 

“Just—just—day-dreaming, dear, and—inspirationing!” 

 





 

 

 

September 1924 

 

 

SAW THE Word of God one day, 

As a Temple, vast and high. 

Its walls were gleaming ivory; 

Its turrets were pure gold. 

Upon a broad and beauteous base, 

Whose name was GENESIS, 

There rested nine and thirty blocks 

Of granite great and strong. 

From thence aloft in regal grace 

Rose seven and twenty pillars. 

Of purest alabaster, they 

Upheld the wondrous beauty 

Of a dome encrusted o’er with pearls, 

Known as THE REVELATION. 

ITS WINDOWS BLAZED: rich voices thrilled 

In anthem, preaching, prayer. 

Its organ tones of thunder, 

Its harps, its vested choirs, 

Filled all the air with melody 

As I stood gazing there. 

WOOED BY ITS WELCOME, 

Enthralled by its grace, 

My heart was emboldened to enter. 

Timid, half faltering, I stood 

And knocked at Genesis Portal. 

NO SOONER my feet touched the threshold, 

Than stepping to greet me there came 

One with shining visage, 
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Whose voice, vibrant and low, 

With peace filled all my being; 

And held my soul with awe. 

“WELCOME—THRICE WELCOME, O stranger; 

And may you be stranger no more. 

I am your Guide”—He told me, 

“Sent by the Lord of this Place.” 

He lifted His hand to a golden chain 

And the place was suffused with light. 

We stood in THE GREAT ART GALLERY 

OF THE OLD HISTORIC BOOKS. 

High walls upheld lofty ceilings 

And were filled with paintings rare. 

Yonder was Adam walking with God, 

In the cool of Creation’s day: 

There were Enoch and Noah, Abram and Lot, 

Isaac and Jacob, too. 

Rebecca and Ruth, Deborah and she 

Who lived on Jericho’s wall. 

Moses and Aaron, Joshua and Nun, 

David and Solomon. 

I LINGERED LONG in this gallery, 

Pausing to gaze and muse 

O’er the glory-lighted features 

Of patriarch and saint. 

And then, with reverent wonder, 

Followed the steps of my guide. 

WITH A SMILE, and a graceful sweeping 

Of royal curtains wide, 

He ushered me into that Paradise— 

THE MUSIC ROOM OF PSALMS. 

Spell-bound, I stood by the portal, 

Flooded with rapture and song. 

O’er swaying palm, and tinkling stream: 

O’er meadows green, and waters still, 
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There came the sweep of a master harp. 

I saw it gleam, like molten gold, 

Flashing—hidden fire. 

I heard the sweet-voiced singer 

Of Ancient Israel. 

His song of Moses and the Lamb 

E’er higher rose, and higher! 

AH, HOW THAT MUSIC stirred the soul, 

As it fell and rose and throbbed! 

Now—just the harp, and now the roar 

Of mighty organ tones. 

Now—filled with shouts of battle, 

A march, with echoing feet. 

Now—soaring in victorious crash 

Of cymbal, timbrel, dance. 

Now—dropping to a minor dirge 

That plumbed the very depths. 

Now—floating low o’er dew-kissed fields 

Of pasture lands and clover, 

Where flocks were folded tenderly, 

‘Neath watchful shepherds’ care. 

RISING—FALLING; weeping—smiling: 

Kaleidoscopic—versatile; 

Music in wealth and color: 

Music of range and power. 

Sweeping aloft from the low wail 

The Fifty-first Psalm intones: 

To the high, exultant, trumpet notes 

Of the joyous Twenty-fourth— 

“The earth is the Lord’s, 

And the fullness thereof, 

And they that dwell therein.” 

I FELT THAT I would come again. 

Full many a time each day 

My heart was blest; my spirit cleansed; 
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My weary soul refreshed. 

WITH A RUSTLE of Pages who stood in wait 

We stepped from the Music Room; 

And with my Guide still leading on 

We came on a busy scene— 

‘Twas THE BUSINESS OFFICE OF PROVERBS. 

Where the wisest man that lived 

Gave orders-short and business-like; 

Here, all was crisp and terse. 

The issues of the day were summed 

In synoptic, tabloid form. 

These were discussed and then set down 

In catalogued array. 

NEXT, WE ENTERED the Chapel, 

Whose vaulted and cloistered roof 

Was set with gems on every side. 

Its stained glass windows bathed 

Pillar and porch with deepest hue, 

And glorified the whole. 

In this CHAPEL OF ECCLESIASTES, 

The voice of the Preacher was heard. 

“VANITY OF VANITIES,” I heard him say, 

“All—all is vanity! 

What profit hath a man of all 

His labors ‘neath the sun? 

Generations come—generations go! 

The sun ariseth—sets! 

The wind blows north—the wind blows south, 

Returneth to his circuit! 

The rivers empty in the sea, 

Yet it is not o’erflowing! 

The fullness of the earth’s labor 

Can mortal never utter! 

THE EYE is filled with seeing 

But is not satisfied; 
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The ear is filled with hearing 

But is not sated yet. 

HEAR THE CONCLUSION then, I pray, 

Of the matter before you laid 

Fear God, ye creatures great and small, 

Fear God, and keep His word. 

This is, I verily say to you, 

The whole duty of man.” 

THE SERMON done, I trod the aisles 

To the door, with thoughtful mien, 

Mightily moved by the preacher, 

Pondering the depth of His words. 

WHILE SEATED there in the Chapel 

I’d been dimly conscious of song, 

As of hidden choirs in unison, 

Praising the Glorious One. 

Seeing the look of questioning 

That filled my wondering eyes, 

My Guide—the blessed Paraclete— 

The Holy Ghost Himself, 

Led through a flower embowered arch 

To the CONSERVATORIUM 

OF THE SONGS OF SOLOMON. 

‘TWAS THERE I heard the voice 

Of the Prince of Peace that day: 

‘Twas there I saw the Bride so fair, 

Who leaned upon His arm. 

THE AIR was perfumed with the bloom 

Of the Lily of the Vale. 

The Rose of Sharon too, was there, 

And the fragrant Almond Branch. 

Spikenard and saffron, cinnamon; 

Frankincense, aloes, myrrh. 

‘Midst voice of singing songbirds 

And voice of cooing dove, 
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And tinkling splash of fountains, 

I heard the Bridegroom say: 

“THOU ART FAIRER than the morning, 

Thine eyes are as the doves; 

Thy teeth are like a flock of sheep; 

Thy lips a scarlet thread; 

Thy temples like the pomegranate; 

Thy neck like armory tower 

Whereon a thousand bucklers hand 

All shields of mighty men. 

Thy lips drop as the honeycomb; 

There’s honey ‘neath thy tongue. 

Thy robes, they smell as Lebanon. 

A garden enclosed art thou. 

Thy plants are as an orchard 

That’s filled with pleasant fruits. 

A fount of gardens—a flowing well, 

And streams from Lebanon.” 

THEN, AS THE gentle zephyrs 

Stirred flowers to wakefulness, 

I heard the sweet voice of the Bride 

Make answer in that hour: 

“AND, THOU BELOVED, art to me 

The chiefest of an host! 

Thy head is as the most fine gold: 

Thy locks as raven’s pinion; 

Thy cheeks are as a bed of spice: 

Thy legs as pillared marble; 

Thy face is fairer than the morn; 

Thou art all together lovely.” 

AND, AS THEY WALKED and talked that day, 

Sweet singing filled that palace. 

It was the Sanctum of the Blest. 

Wistful, I lingered there. 

LEAVING THIS REALM of blissful song, 
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My Guide still leading on, 

We climbed a flight of winding stairs, 

And when the top was reached 

I gasped, then rubbed my eyes and gazed, 

Surprised and fascinated! 

This was THE OBSERVATORY 

OF THE PROPHETS of the Lord 

A great tower, filled with telescopes, 

Of sizes great and small. 

Ever they swept the Heavens, 

Surveying prophetic stars. 

And on great charts men marked the sum 

Of their celestial findings. 

They marked the fall of Israel’s day: 

They traced the Gentile’s way. 

BUT AFTER SEARCHING out the stars 

Of all the Heaven vast, 

I saw that all the telescopes 

Returned to bear on One— 

The Morning Star, that outshone all. 

Exceeding bright and fair. 

Before its Heavenly gleaming, 

The other stars grew pale 

And then withdrew their shining 

Beneath obscurity’s veil. 

SEATED AT their instruments, 

Gazing into the skies, 

Marking their observations 

Upon the charts, I saw 

Such prophets as Isaiah, 

Jeremiah, Ezekiel, Daniel, 

Hosea, Joel and Amos, 

Obadiah, Micah, Nahum, 

Habakkuk, Zephaniah, 

Zechariah and Malachi. 
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O’ER THE SHOULDERS of Isaiah, 

The first in line, I read 

“...wounded for our transgressions, 

For our wrong doings bruised. 

On Him our chastisement of peace; 

With His stripes, we are healed. 

All we, like sheep, have gone astray, 

Each turned to his own way. 

But it hath pleased the Lord to lay 

Iniquity on Him.” 

AND, BENDING o’er the well-marked chart. 

Filled in by Malachi, 

Who swept the Eastern Heavens 

With the last telescope— 

Smaller, perhaps, because that it 

Was nearer to the star— 

I caught these words inscriptioned there: 

“Now unto you that fear my name 

Shall the righteous Sun arise 

With blessing in His glorious wings, 

And healing in His touch.” 

OH, RADIANT STAR! Oh, glorious star! 

On which the prophets looked, 

Scarce could I tear my gaze away 

Or go my journey on. 

E’en as I stood, three wise men came 

Beholding that same star, 

And journeyed with their offerings 

To lowly Bethlehem. 

AGAIN THE MOVEMENT of the Pages 

That ever stood in wait, 

And my Guide led through a corridor 

Angel-tended, zephyr-swept, 

Into the holiest place of all— 

The Audience of the King. 
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I thought that I had looked 

On loveliness of yore, 

But grace and truth were mingled here, 

As ne’er I’d seen before. 

THE AUDIENCE CHAMBER OF THE KING— 

The speaking, living King! 

My heart did melt, did warm and glow, 

Then worshiped at His shrine. 

Sweeter than rushing waters, 

Gentler than whispering pine, 

Sweeter than Aeolian harp, 

Wind-swept by breeze of dawn, 

His voice bespoke Beatitudes— 

“BLEST ARE THE POOR in spirit 

For theirs the kingdom is; 

Blessed they that mourn today— 

They shall be comforted. 

Blessed are the meek of heart, 

And blest the merciful. 

Blessed are they who hunger, thirst— 

They shall be satisfied. 

Blessed are the peacemakers— 

Children of God are they.” 

BLEST! BLESSED! BLEST! 

Like drops of sweetest nectar, 

Emptied from dew-kissed flowers; 

Like strings of pearls 

Adropping down from Heaven’s treasuries; 

Like golden sunbeams flashing 

And falling from above; 

Like limpid blue of stormless skies 

‘Twixt thunderous clouds of noonday; 

Like angels’ carol, midst the peace 

That follows battle’s raging! 

THE WORDS DROPPED from His sacred lips 
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And gem-like hung suspended, 

Adorning ceiling, paving, walls 

Of this, His royal chamber. 

And as I gazed upon Him there 

And looked upon His features, 

My willing feet were guided 

Unto four vantage points, 

From each of which I saw 

Fresh visions of the King. 

AND AS I lingered—worshiping, 

Adoring in that place, 

He looked at me—that Saviour dear—. 

With smile of tender grace. 

He told me that He loved me, 

Had died that I might live 

Delivered from sin’s bondage, 

Re-born in Heaven’s estate. 



 

 

 

Wednesday Evening 

September 3, 1924 

 

 

FEEL THAT you are so in love with the Lord and so filled 

with faith this afternoon, so inspired by these wonderful 

testimonies, that you don’t need a sermon. But I feel that 

God’s Word should always be on the throne of every heart. No matter 

how good the meeting is, we need His Word, so I am going to speak to 

you a few minutes on Divine Healing. Our theme this afternoon is to 

be fear, and its relation to healing and its relation to disease. I want to 

bring a few scriptures for your consideration, the first one of which is 

found in Isaiah, the forty-first chapter, the tenth verse: 

“Fear thou not; for I am with thee: be not dismayed; for I am thy 

God: I will strengthen thee; yea, I will help thee; yea, I will uphold thee 

with the right hand of my righteousness.” (Isaiah 41:10) 

I wish everybody would just memorize that verse. At least, we can 

get it in our heart deeply. 

“For I the LORD thy God will hold thy right hand, saying unto thee, 

Fear not; I will help thee.” (Isaiah 41:13) 

Oh, what a theme that is to put down in our hearts this afternoon: “I 

will help thee.” 

“Strengthen ye the weak hands, and confirm the feeble knees. Say 

to them that are of a fearful heart, Be strong, fear not: behold, your God 

will come with vengeance, even God with a recompense; he will come 

and save you. Then the eyes of the blind shall be opened, and the ears 

of the deaf shall be unstopped. Then shall the lame man leap as an hart, 

and the tongue of the dumb sing: for in the wilderness shall waters 

break out, and streams in the desert.” (Isaiah 35:3-6) 
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I have had several dumb people come to the meeting. In our various 

tent meetings they have come, have been delivered and have sung in 

the choir. 

“The tongue of the dumb shall sing. For in the wilderness shall 

waters break out and streams in the desert.” 

“Say to them that are of a fearful heart, Be strong. Your God will 

come and save you.” 

Two other Scriptures I would bring to your notice, one is in Luke, 

the eighth chapter, the fiftieth verse: 

“Fear not: believe only, and she shall be made whole.” (Luke 50:8) 

The other is in the fourth chapter of Mark, the fortieth verse: “Why 

are ye so fearful? How is it that ye have no faith?” (Mark 4:40) 

It was the greatest wonder to the Lord why people could not believe, 

why there should be any question about Divine Healing. That was the 

bewildering thing to Him, why there should be any question about the 

power of Christ to still a storm; why there should be a moment’s 

hesitancy as to Christ’s qualifications to meet every need of His people, 

whether it be breaking a few little loaves and feeding 5000 with it or 

blessing a couple of fish and feeding the multitudes, or whether it be 

stretching out his hand and saying, “Peace, be still.” Or whether it be 

speaking a word and a fig tree withered away because it brought forth 

no fruit; or whether it be casting out a deaf and dumb spirit. He couldn’t 

understand the doubt in the people’s hearts. 

“How is it,” He said, “that you haven’t any faith? How is it that you 

folks could question for a fraction of a second that I am able to do these 

things?”  

He who made the worlds in the beginning, is He not able to keep 

them running without friction or confusion? He that opened His hand 

and the stars were formed in the Heavens, is He not able to keep them 

from bumping into each other? Didn’t He say to the tide, “Thus far shalt 

thou come and no further?” Doesn’t He clothe the fields with grass and 

make the flowers of the field? Did not he make man in the beginning 

and breathe breath into his nostrils? 

Then if he did all this, and this is granted, how in the world is it, that 

you haven’t any faith that He can heal you, that you haven’t any faith 
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that He can feed you, that you haven’t any faith that He can clothe you? 

How is it you haven’t any faith that He can do the little things, because 

these other things are so much greater? Why, not even a sparrow falls 

to the ground but He sees it. 

How is it that we sow our seed in the field and say in the spring-time 

it shall come up and bring forth abundance? Though the snow covers 

it, we don’t fear; though the frost falls upon that wheat, we do not shake 

or tremble. We say, God is good: the winter shall fade and the spring 

shall come, and with the spring shall come a revival, and that which we 

sowed shall doubtless, though it died, spring forth into newness of life 

and bring forth an abundant harvest. 

Now, if you can trust the Lord to such an extent, why is it that you 

can’t trust Him with your heart, with your body, with your soul, with 

every need of your life?  

“How is it that you have no faith?” The Lord some way couldn’t 

understand how it was that we ever could doubt Him. That was the big 

thing. 

Jesus gave instruction to one who came for healing: “Fear not. 

Believe only, and she shall be made whole.” ‘Twas the case of the ruler’s 

daughter. 

Fear. Do you notice how often the word fear is used? “Fear not, I will 

heal him.” “Fear not, thou shalt be made whole.” “Fear not, only believe 

and it shall be done.” “Fear not, I will do exceeding abundant above all 

you can ask or think.” But one of the first things the Lord had to do was 

brush aside the hindrances. Before He could bring in His healing, He 

had to clear the track. Before anybody brings through the great express 

train they have to shovel out the snow. Before they can run a train 

across the continent they have to lay the track. Before they can run a 

train across the continent, the mountains must be made low and 

cleared out of the road and a track must be made. 

So it is, before healing can come there are some things the Lord has 

to clear out of the way—sin and unbelief and a lot of things that we have 

upon the path. But this afternoon one thing I want to show you we must 

clear out of the way is fear. Afraid to trust the Lord; afraid of what 
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people will say; afraid we might not be healed anyway; afraid maybe 

you haven’t the faith; Afraid! Afraid! Afraid! 

“Now,” the Lord says, “Hold on! I can’t bring my great golden 

express, laden with all the gifts of salvation and healing and blessing 

and comfort through unless you clear the track and get all the fear out 

of the road.” 

“Fear not; only believe, and she shall be made whole.” There’s no 

faith where there is fear. Fear and faith are diametrically opposed one 

to the other. Fear and faith fight like day and night. One is going to 

vanquish the other every time. There is no faith where there is fear. 

There is no fear where there is faith. If we are filled with fear, we cannot 

be filled with faith. If we are filled with faith, there is perfect confidence 

and there is no fear. 

Fear is mentioned in the Bible more than 500 times. It is a very 

important theme. Sometimes it is mentioned as the fear of God or a 

godly fear that we are told to have, and I think we need it. 

Some folks say they are afraid to trust God: I am afraid not to trust 

God. I think it is far more dangerous not to trust God than it is 

dangerous to trust God. 

I don’t feel any fear in trusting God for my body. I don’t feel any 

fear in announcing meetings every day; going out to Riverside to 

preach those two nights that I should have been resting. I don’t feel any 

fear in these two meetings today or that we have meetings all this week 

long, and I don’t see any end of it in sight. Why, I feel no fear that God, 

who built this temple in answer to prayer, that God, who saved me by 

the blood of his Son, Jesus Christ, and told me to stand here and preach 

the message, is able to give me physical strength to do it and is able to 

give me the sermon and give me the message. 

But the minute I began to be afraid, that minute I began to fail. If I 

begin to let some people influence me and their fears become my fears, 

then I begin to fail. We had a convention here some time ago and had 

about twenty-eight ministers here who were assisting. One night we 

had a little meeting over in the administration building and some of 

the older ones took me to task and said: “Now look here little Sister, 

we’ve been years on the road and we trust you are of a teachable spirit; 
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there is one thing we want to tell you. The Lord is blessing your 

meetings, but you must take more care of your body. If you don’t, you 

are going to break down. You must cut out some of the meetings and 

turn them over to other people.” 

I said, “Brother, I would love to do that, but you see this church is a 

little different from the ordinary one. People come here from all over 

the union and from Australia and New Zealand and Canada, and they 

come here to hear the Foursquare gospel. Some way they are not 

satisfied with anything else, and until the Lord relieves me, I must go 

on. I am not afraid to trust the Lord when I am in the center of His will.” 

But if I let all these people influence me—“Now, look out, Sister, 

you’re headed for a smash. Now, now, Sister, you’ve got to be careful.” 

It’s an insidious thing, sent by Satan. It’s a little fox that would like to 

spoil my vine that is bringing forth the fruits of service—If I let those 

little insinuations and suggestions creep in and begin to gnaw—“I’m 

getting pretty tired. I guess I’m working too hard. It’s a pity about me! 

I guess I’m going to have a breakdown”—I begin to fear, and the minute 

I begin to fear, that which I fear comes upon me. I begin to look for a 

pain, and the first thing I know I’ve got one. And if you begin to fear, 

fear hath torment and fear devours faith just as a ravenous wolf would 

devour a little baby. Fear will devour physical strength. Fear is a real 

thing, it isn’t an imaginary something. 

I love horseback riding. When I was home in Canada I used to love 

to put on the saddle and go cantering away over the fields. Many a time 

I have ridden a horse when it has been afraid of something. I never will 

forget when the automobiles first came out and how afraid my horse 

got. There was a real physical fear; her hair would stand on end and she 

would shake and tremble, her eyes would get big and her nostrils would 

shake and quiver. I stroked and petted her and whispered in her ear 

and got her smoothed down, then I would say: “There, Flossie, you’re 

foolish to get afraid like that. Don’t you know I wouldn’t take you where 

anything would hurt you?” But she would shake all over. There was fear, 

a real something. 
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I heard of a girl who was paralyzed. She was frightened as a child by 

fireworks—the fireworks didn’t touch her, it was fear, and fear 

paralyzed her. 

So fear is something real. I think there are lots of people who allow 

that insidious fear to gnaw, gnaw, gnaw at their spiritual and their 

physical life. 

This afternoon the Lord says to you: “I want to save you, but you 

must get the fear out of the road. I want to heal you, but we have got to 

shovel out all this fear.” 

Fear really is unbelief when you boil it down and analyze it. And fear 

(think of it now as unbelief) locks the door and keeps God out and lets 

the devil in. Faith opens the door, lets God in and keeps the devil out. 

But the moment you let fear into one door, God goes out the other; but 

the minute you get faith in this door, fear goes out the other. You must 

have either one or the other. 

You say, “Sister, darling, I don’t think I have fear.” Let us look at the 

matter and see whether or not we are afraid. 

Someone was told to bring their Bible to the temple. “Well, I guess I 

will take mine today. Let’s see now, when did I see that Bible last? Oh, I 

know, it’s down there in the bottom of the trunk. I’m going to get that 

Bible out and I’m going to take it.” You got as far as the front door. The 

first thing you knew, Mrs. Smith is out on her piazza talking with Mrs. 

Jones. You had a silk scarf around your shoulders and just dropped that 

down over the Bible so that they wouldn’t see it. You weren’t ashamed 

of it, you just hated to see people make a parade of their religion and 

act like they were trying to show the neighbors. No, you weren’t afraid 

or anything like that! 

If you are afraid, it is going to keep you back from God. You can’t 

fool God. You may deceive me, you may tell me you are a good 

Christian, you are really living the life. I can’t see your heart. I take 

everybody at their face value and I believe the best of everybody till I 

have proved otherwise. But God looks on the heart. 

Now I say, the first thing to do is to become a Christian. 

Lift your hand and say, “Pray for me. I am a sinner, I want to be a 

Christian.” Everybody lift your hand who would say that. 
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But something says, “Put your hand down. There’s Mr. Jones over 

there, you know, the grocer. Why, how are you ever going to go in the 

store now and ask him for a pound of tea or a pound of beef steak if he 

has seen you down there at the temple lift your hand for prayer and 

admit you’re not a Christian?” 

If you let that fear get the start of you, it will stop your salvation. It 

will stop your healing and hinder you all the way along in service. Fear 

hath torment, and it is something you can’t fool with or trifle with or 

flirt with. You have got to get after that thing lively if you are going to 

get it out of your heart and life and get faith and the glory of God in. 

I see lots of folks when I say, “Now, lift your hand,” raise it just a little 

so that no one near can see. “I don’t believe in letting everybody see my 

alms and see the things that I do. This is just for the Lord alone.” You 

are fooling yourself. It really is that you are afraid someone will see you 

and you don’t want to be spectacular or make yourself noticeable. Put 

your hand right up like a man and say: “I am a sinner, I know it; I admit 

it. I am going to be honest about it. Pray for me.” 

Then comes the message, “Come on down front and give your heart 

to Jesus.” If the devil can get you with that fear, he will do it. He is the 

real embodiment of fear. Fear, cowardice, unbelief come from Satan. 

Fearlessness, nobility, honor, integrity, all that is beautiful, courageous, 

splendid and noble comes from God. That other thing is cowardly and 

trembling. It looks like the devil himself. “Stand up and give your heart 

to Jesus.” “Sit tight; don’t do it, somebody will see you.”  

Stand up for Christ. Once you are on your feet, comes the message: 

Now, let us kneel right down here. I don’t believe in sneaking around 

in the corners to take a stand for Jesus Christ. If you are going to be a 

Christian, be a real one; if you are going to believe God, believe Him. 

And when you get saved, do it right; square back your shoulders and 

lift up your chin. Never mind the tears. What if your face is wet with 

tears? Why, they are like diamonds, they are like beautiful pearls, they 

are the most beautiful adornment anybody ever wore. I don’t care if it 

is a queen decorated with diamonds from head to foot, it is not as 

beautiful as those tears on your cheeks. You are never so beautiful in 

your life as when penitential tears flow down your cheeks as you come 
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to the altar. Come with a frank weeping; don’t come with a dry, stony 

eye or a hard, tearless face. When you come, don’t be afraid to go right 

down in a little heap and sob it out. 

“Oh, God, I am such a miserable sinner! Oh, Jesus, I’ve been so cold 

and hard and selfish! Forgive me!” 

Why, if you do that, He will meet you and He will bless you to the 

overflowing. And when you get up, the thing to do is start right in and 

testify for the Lord Jesus Christ. Begin to bear witness and say “I have 

been redeemed.” 

“Oh, but somebody would see me, and then maybe I won’t be able 

to live it tomorrow, and I am afraid—I—.” 

Yes, afraid you can’t hold out. There’s your fear again. If you allow 

that fear to come into your life, you are letting the devil come in. You 

are opening the door to the devil when you open the door to fear. Out 

with your fear, and say, “Dear Lord, I know that I can’t hold out in my 

own strength, but in the Name of Him in whom I put my trust, I shall 

triumph gloriously.” 

“Fear not, I will help thee, and that right early.” (Psalm 46:5) 

Then fear with relation to disease. “I feared a fear and it came upon 

me,” says Job. (Job 3:25) 

And so today there are many who have fear. I know some folk who 

are afraid of eating. “Oh; I’m afraid this might upset me! Let me see, 

can I eat that?” They are afraid of the climate, they are afraid when it’s 

hot and they are afraid when it’s cold; they are afraid of a little draft; 

they are afraid of the water that they drink. Fear! Fear! Fear!  

My! you would never make a missionary. Why, we missionaries—

Here’s little sister out from India, and I have served a little while in 

China—why, you get used to drinking malarial water and typhoid water 

and living with mosquitoes. Afraid? No. My Lord hath sent me, His I 

am, and Him I serve: He will protect me. 

I traveled there one time with a young lady who was afraid. I never 

saw anybody so scared of drinking water. She carried a little filter along 

with her and every time we came to a spring or a well or would go to 

get a drink anywhere, she always used that little filter for fear there 

would be some poison. And that girl got sick. But we just drank what 
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came if we were thirsty and didn’t know anything to be wrong with the 

water, feeling that while we were about the Master’s business the Lord 

would take care of us.  

Then, there are people who want to be healed, but that fear is 

insidiously eating and devouring and gnawing away at the stem and the 

very fiber of the vine of faith in their life. They want to be healed. They 

are afraid maybe they won’t get in the class. What if you don’t? Get 

prayed for right out there in the seats. The Lord can heal you there.  

“Well, I’m afraid that maybe I won’t get to the platform for special 

anointing.”  

What if you don’t? You can get up to Him, praise God!  

“I’m afraid I won’t have faith enough.”  

There’s fear again. Faith doesn’t come that way. 

You come up and you are prayed for, you have really taken a 

definite stand on the Word of God, you are anointed with oil, you are 

prayed for, then comes the most important time for you when, if ever 

you stood upon God’s Word and believed, you should believe then. But 

instead of that, many people, once they have passed by, get their 

thermometer out and begin to watch their symptoms.  

“I wonder how I feel. I’m afraid if I went out and ate a good dinner, 

I might get that indigestion back. I wonder how I’m going to feel.” 

If their feelings are favorable, they’re in the seventh Heaven. They 

are trusting in feeling instead of in faith. If their feelings are 

unfavorable, “Oh, I’m afraid the Lord isn’t going to do it. I’m afraid I 

didn’t have the faith. I’m afraid maybe it isn’t for me.” Afraid! Afraid! 

Afraid! Fear hath torment, and there is absolutely no faith, no victory, 

where fear is. 

Let us grapple with that great, black, ugly thing today, recognize it 

when we see it, and let in the sunshine. Let the Heavenly breezes blow 

and say, “Come, O Lord, and put thy faith within this heart of mine.” 

“I must be careful with this knee, it’s so easily wrenched.” 

That’s fear. Faith says, “In the name of Jesus of Nazareth, arise, take 

up your bed and walk,” and in one place it is interpreted “Take up that 

whereon you lie and walk.” Lots of people have been lying on unbelief. 

Some have been lying on selfishness and on pride and on fear. Well, 
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take it up, praise God! and walk right out with faith this afternoon and 

say, “Lord, I am free!” He whom the Son sets free is free indeed. 

Fear is catching. You know sometimes one person wants to have 

faith and they are doing their best to believe. There they are—sick and 

in bed. “Oh, Lord, I believe you can heal me.” But fear is contagious. If 

somebody comes in the room that is afraid, you can feel it. It’s 

something you can’t explain. “How are you? Is your pulse any better? 

Have you any pain? O God, help him: I’m afraid he’s an awfully sick 

man. I tell you, it’s too bad...” 

That is the worst thing you can do. You are bringing the devil into 

that room in the form of fear. There is that sick person, who is doing 

his best to have faith and look up to God. You are taking a big axe and 

chopping down that tree of faith. Say, “Praise the Lord! Look up, 

brother. The Lord lives and He says, ‘I will help thee, and that right 

early.’” 

Have you faith today? “Fear not, I am with thee; neither be 

dismayed, for I am thy God.” Oh, I want you to take these blessed 

scriptures in your heart: 

“What time I am afraid, I will trust in Thee.” (Psalm 56:3)  

“I will trust and not be afraid.” (Isaiah 12:2) 

“Well,” you say, “Sister, that’s all right, but how am I going to get rid 

of fear? I have it all right; I own up. I am afraid to go up there to the 

altar. But Sister dear, there’s no use telling me what is wrong with me if 

you don’t tell me how to get rid of it.” 

Ah, listen! “Perfect love casteth out fear.”  

Who is love? 

“God is love.”  

How are we going to get that love? Why, get back to the greatest 

commandment: “Love the Lord thy God with all thine heart, and then 

love your neighbor as yourself.” You know, love will fill you so full 

there is no room for unbelief, there is no room for fear. 

Let me remind you of my definition of love. Love, like God himself, 

is triune. Love, like God himself, looks out in three directions. 

Love looks first up toward God and loves Him with all the heart and 

mind and soul and strength and will and purpose. Secondly, love looks 
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out on the brethren and sisters of the Lord. “Hereby all men know that 

you are my disciples because you...” Criticize one another? No, “because 

you love one another.” And, thirdly, love looks out on a poor, lost 

world, loves the drunkard, loves the dope addict, loves the sinner, loves 

the gambler, loves the unlovely, and says, “Oh, may I help you to Jesus?” 

Love covereth a multitude of sins. You know, if you get that real, triune 

love in your heart—the love of God—get God Himself there through 

His Son Jesus Christ, you won’t have much room for fear. 

Faith. That’s what you need. Have you got it this afternoon? 

“Oh, I’m afraid I couldn’t be a Christian! Sister, you don’t know 

where I work. You don’t know how tested...” 

There you are. Out with that thing. “Fear not, I am with thee, be not 

dismayed, I am thy God.” Come right straight down here and get saved 

this minute. 

“Well, what about when I get home?” 

Never mind when you get home. The Lord will be with you. 

“How about healing, Sister? Do you think I can take it?  

I know you can, because the Lord is with you right now. “Fear thou 

not, for I am with thee; be not dismayed, for I am thy God: I will 

strengthen thee, I will help thee.” On one condition, that is that you 

“Fear not, only believe: I will heal thee.” 

 

Prayer 
 

Dear Lord, bless these precious people! Oh, how we love them! 

How we have grown to look for these dear faces in the audience; for 

that hungry, wistful, yearning look. Many of these precious people have 

tried everything else in the world and they have found sinking sand 

beneath their feet; but now they are coming, floundering through it all, 

through the maze of doubts and worries and failures, coming to the 

Rock of Ages. Lord, take every bit of fear out of their hearts, make them 

bold as lions this afternoon, for Jesus’ sake. Amen. 





 

 

 

Friday Evening 

September 5, 1924 

 

 

HIS EVENING FOR a few moments we are turning to the 

Word of God. We are speaking upon the subject “Playing the 

Game Square.” I wish you to turn with me to the third chapter 

of Colossians, the twelfth verse: 

 

Put on therefore, as the elect of God, holy and beloved, bowels of 

mercies, kindness, humbleness of mind, meekness, 

longsuffering; forbearing one another, and forgiving one 

another, if any man have a quarrel against any: even as Christ 

forgave you, so also do ye. And above all these things put on 

charity, which is the bond of perfectness. And let the peace of 

God rule in your hearts, to the which also ye are called in one 

body; and be ye thankful. 

Let the word of Christ dwell in you richly in all wisdom; teaching 

and admonishing one another in psalms and hymns and spiritual 

songs, singing with the grace of the Lord in your hearts. And 

whatsoever you do in word or deed, do all in the name of the 

Lord Jesus, giving thanks to God and the Father by him. 

Wives, submit yourselves unto your own husbands, as it is fit in 

the Lord. Husbands, love your wives, and be not bitter against 

them.  

Children, obey your parents in all things: for this is well pleasing 

unto the Lord. Fathers, provoke not your children to anger, lest 

they be discouraged. 

Servants, obey in all things your masters according to the flesh; 

not with eye-service, as men-pleasers; but in singleness of heart, 

fearing God: 
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And whatsoever you do, do it heartily, as to the Lord, and not 

unto men; knowing that of the Lord ye shall receive the reward 

of the inheritance: for ye serve the Lord Christ. 

But he that doeth wrong shall receive for the wrong which he 

hath done: and there is no respect of persons. 

Masters, give unto your servants that which is just and equal; 

knowing that ye also have a Master in Heaven. 

Continue in prayer, and watch in the same with thanksgiving. 

 

Colossians 3:12-4:2 

 

I think that one cannot read or hear this portion of Scripture without 

being struck with the practicability of the gospel. If there’s anything 

that is practical in the world, it is the gospel of our Lord and Saviour 

Jesus Christ. If there is anything that is applicable to our everyday life, 

applicable to the rich, to the poor, to the high, to the lowly, to the 

servant and the maid, to the master and the mistress, it is the Word of 

the Lord Jehovah. If there is anything that is suited and that meets the 

need of the employer and the employee, the king and slave, the captain 

and the galley slave, it is the Word of the Lord Jesus Christ. This is 

certainly an all-man’s book, isn’t it? My! what a Book it is! It’s just the 

book for the rich, it’s exactly the book for the poor, it’s the book for the 

old, it’s the book for the young. It’s the book for the educated. No 

matter how much education one has, this Book is just about fifteen 

hundred thousand billion million trillion leagues ahead of their 

mentality; and yet, praise the Lord! it is the book for the uneducated. It 

is so simple and so plain that a little child can understand it. The 

children can understand it, I think sometimes, better than the older folk 

because their hearts are more simple and their eye more single to the 

glory of God. Here are rules for one and for all, for servant and maid, 

rich and poor, old and young. 

The word which we have been reading tonight: “Wives, submit your 

selves to your husbands; husbands, love your wives; children, obey 

your parents; fathers, provoke not your children; servants, obey in all 

things; masters, give to your servants a just wage;”—and everyone is to 
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love the Lord with all their hearts and put on mercy—all these things 

boiled down into a nutshell mean playing the game of life square.  

I suppose there is no one here this evening that didn’t at some time 

in their life play a game. There is something wrong with the person 

who does not enjoy playing a game as a child and doing the simple and 

lovely and delightful things that one does in school in the days of play— 

the happiest days, surely, that one ever knows. As we grow older we still 

continue to play, only now we are playing the game of life. 

We used to learn at school that there were two kinds of games, the 

game of chance and the game of skill. Some way, I never thought very 

much of the game of chance, but I did used to love a game of skill, one 

that meant giving one’s very best of one’s mind, one’s speed, one’s 

certainty, one’s clearness of vision, one’s strength and assurance of 

hand and arm; fleetness of feet in running. This great game of life is 

either being played as a game of chance or as a game of skill. I wonder 

which way you are playing. I think I know a great many people who are 

playing the game of life as a game of chance. “Oh, I’ll take my chance,” 

they say, “I guess I’ll come out all right.” I say, “Are you a Christian?” 

“Oh, I think I’m all right. I’ll take my chance. I’m as good as the next 

one.” 

“Have you been born again? Are you prepared to meet your God if 

the call should come tonight?” 

“Oh, I’ll take my chance. I know lots of other people that are living 

a lot worse life than I am. I guess I stand as good a chance as they do.” 

A game of chance they are playing, but as surely as they play that 

sort of game with the game of life, they are going to lose. Many people 

are taking a chance at breaking the law, taking a chance at stealing some 

little thing that doesn’t belong to them. Many are taking a chance, as 

Judge Hardy has so often told us, in signing someone else’s name, 

taking a chance of nobody’s finding out. 

A game of chance, but it always goes against them. In Monte Carlo 

and in many places where games of chance are played, the great 

roulette wheels and other mechanisms by which games are played are 

loaded unfairly; so are dice often loaded; so are cards often marked, 

and those who play the game of chance find all the odds against them. 
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Did you ever try to win anything on one of those roulette wheels and 

spend your money and put down a dime, and put down another dime, 

and put down another dime, and then they said, “Come on, you’ll win 

a baby doll the next time” or “You’ll win a turkey,” or “You’ll win a great 

set of dishes. Come on, another dime!” but to save you, you couldn’t 

win, it just seemed as though something had been done. He had some 

little electrical device there, you couldn’t tell. It was a game of chance 

and you were sure that wheel was going to stop on the right number, 

but it didn’t. 

Did you ever try to get weighed on one of these scales where a man 

says he will guess your weight? He says, “Let’s see, how much will you 

weigh?” He looks you over from head to foot. He says “Now if I miss it, 

you don’t have to pay.” Then he reaches out and touches a little piece 

of wire that you can’t see and he pretends that the scale is rocking too 

much and it is impossible for the needle to stop in the right place and 

he has to steady it, but there is something there that is just touched that 

controls your weight. Playing the game, but it’s a game of chance and 

you have lost again nine times out of ten. 

So many things of life that are played as a game of chance are lost. 

How many men there are who love to gamble. They love to take a 

chance on the races, bet on the automobile races, take a chance on the 

stock markets, gambling everything they have in the bank, their wife’s 

money, her jewelry, finally their home. How many men have come 

home sad and dejected and have buried their face in their hands, and 

have wept, and have seen everything go into the hands of the receivers, 

and have been turned out of house and home, because they played a 

game of chance. How many there are who have not had the courage to 

go home and face their wife and children, but have gotten a revolver 

and taken their own life, all through a game of chance. 

You say, “Oh, how foolish! A person who has worked for years to 

save and get a little something ahead, to just spend it all like that on a 

game of chance, trying to get something without giving anything.” In 

this life, I find you get about what you pay for, you get about what you 

give. Very little comes by a game of luck or a game of chance. 
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It’s an awful thing to see a man gamble away his home and his bank 

account and integrity and honor and social position on a game of 

chance, but it’s a much more terrible thing to see people take a chance 

on the eternal soul’s salvation. Oh, what an awful thing to play the game 

and play it as a game of chance when it comes to your soul! You may 

fool away everything else, you may see it swept away in the river of 

ruin. But my brother, don’t, Oh don’t play a game of chance with your 

soul. 

“Oh, well, I think I’ll come out all right! I’ll take a chance on it.” 

I know where you’ll end; you will end in that awful place of woe and 

everlasting destruction where there is weeping and wailing and 

gnashing of teeth. I don’t suppose in playing dice or in playing cards, 

the dice are always loaded or the cards are always marked in this world 

or the roulette wheel is always crooked, but I do know that Satan’s 

roulette wheel and Satan’s dice are always loaded and you have 

absolutely no chance with the devil. It isn’t a game of chance; it’s certain 

from the beginning that you will lose your soul and you will lose eternal 

joy. Don’t take a chance on it tonight. Give your heart to Christ. 

Ah! the game of skill! How everybody admires one who plays the 

game of skill. How one’s lip curls and one draws away a little from the 

one who plays crooked, the one who is not square, the one who doesn’t 

deal rightly; but how, in spite of one’s self, one always admires the 

person who plays square in a game of skill. Perhaps it is a race, perhaps 

it is high jumping, perhaps it is rowing a boat; perhaps it is out yonder 

in the waters in college days when they are sending the skiffs leaping 

through the placid waters, everybody is cheering for the winners. They 

are playing square and straight, combining mind, muscles, thought, 

time, ambition, concentration, everything in making that game a game 

of skill. 

I admire so much more the person who plays the game of life 

straight, don’t you? Who really begins square by giving his heart to 

Jesus Christ, by giving his life into His keeping. Then they are going to 

be square and straight, straight with God, straight with themselves, 

straight with their employer, straight with their fellow men. 
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Tonight are you playing it straight? If you do, you are bound to win. 

It doesn’t matter how discouraging it may be at times. It may be 

something like the hare and the tortoise. It may seem that you are far 

behind in the race and the game of life, but if you give your heart to 

God, as you walk with Him in purity of heart, with the Bible in your 

hand and a prayer on your lips, you are going to win a crown of life, 

you are going to gain the goal, and there is going to be an eternal 

mansion, eternal riches, eternal joy for you. 

Some time ago I was preaching in Denver, Colorado. I can see the 

great building now with its 14,000 seats filled to the brim. One Saturday 

afternoon I had a children’s meeting. I should think there were six or 

seven thousand children at that service. The city was delighted that I 

had taken an interest in the children. This was about my third meeting 

for them and at the suggestion of the mayor the people during my 

campaign there had turned out with toys and clothing for the poor 

children. One of the department stores sent down great truckloads of 

things to be given away to the needy children. It just seemed that 

everybody’s hearts were touched for those little wee ones. The Boy 

Scouts turned out in a great band to distribute the gifts and to help me 

in the work. They brought their Boy Scout Band. One of the things that 

lives in my memory is the Scout master lining up all the boys to sing, 

and they sang to the tune of “Where He Leads me I will follow” a “play 

square” chorus, and they sang: 

 

I’ll play square at home with mother 

 

I can hear them singing it now. And the next verse: 

 

I’ll play square at school with teacher 

 

And then it ended with: 

 

I’ll play square with Christ, my Saviour, 

And I’ll play square, play square, all the time 
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I think there’s a great deal in playing the game of life square. We 

must begin when we’re children, and it begins just where those fine 

little manly Boy Scouts began their song: 

 

I’ll play square at home with Mother 

 

Some way, if a person begins to play crooked, they keep on playing 

crooked. If a person tells one lie, he’s got to tell others to get out of 

the first lie, and others to get out of that, and there’s nobody in the 

world that needs such a good memory as a liar, to remember what the 

first lie was and make the thing hang together. One lie never goes 

single, it multiplies and multiplies and multiplies and multiplies. 

Oh, play square with mother! Just the little things, at first, the thing 

that we did wrong and we said, “Cover it up.” Some way, there is that 

in every heart, even the tiny heart of a child. Man is prone to evil as the 

sparks fly upward. The heart is desperately wicked, it is deceitful and 

desperately wicked. Down in here is that wicked, desperate heart. Even 

a child has it, and that is why little children, as our judge has said 

tonight, should be trained in the fear and admonition of the Lord in 

the days of their youth. There is no use to try to make a child play 

square by punishing him. That is not enough. It is a heart change that 

needs to be taking place in the life. 

You have seen me give my little talk sometimes to children. I hold 

in my hand a stone, I say, “Children, this stone represents a heart, a 

little, sinful, black heart, a hard heart. It’s dirty. It has been stained with 

the mire of the street and with many feet walking over it. How am I 

going to get that heart clean and make it square? What am I going to 

do, children, to clean it? Mothers do lots of things. Supposing I start 

out to do some of the things mother does.” 

Then all the children think of something that begins with “b.” 

“What does mother do that begins with B to try to make our hearts 

clean?” Well, she beats us sometimes. I take a stick and begin to beat 

the stone. “Does it make it clean?” No. You can spank a child, but you 

can’t make the heart clean that ways. You can’t make them play square 

by simply beating them. 
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“Well, think of something else that begins with B, children.” 

“Well,” they say, “sometimes she binds us. She stands us in the 

corner and she says, ‘Oh, those naughty little hands! I’m going to tie 

them and I want you to learn how to live the right life and to do the 

square thing.’” 

As we get older, too, sometimes we are bound. Sometimes it is by 

prison chains, sometimes in schools of correction; sometimes it never 

comes to that, but in other ways we are bound, by sin, by habit, by 

appetite. But will binding clean the heart and make it play square? No. 

What else can you think of that begins with B? Burning? Some 

people try to clean things by burning. So we strike a match and hold it 

under the stone, but does that make it clean? Ah, no, it becomes 

blacker than ever.  

What is the thing that is going to make the person clean and make 

him play the game of life square? Is it binding him? Is it incarcerating 

him? Is it burning him, by experience and suffering? No, because he 

gets in touch with other people who have other kinds of sin and come 

in contact with them and is affected and influenced even as a rotten 

apple will affect a barrel of apples. 

Someone else says, “Oh, I know, when we are buried then it will 

come out all right. When we are dead, it will come right anyway.” No, 

not even burying will make the heart clean; not burying in jail or prison 

will cleanse the heart. 

There is only thing that will cleanse it and make us play the game 

square, and that is to have it washed in the blood of Jesus Christ, 

washed and made whiter than the driven snow. Trying to fix the 

outside is not going to fix the inside. This must go deeper. 

So, many people in business life dealing with these things, grappling 

with them as a city, state or country, are dealing too much with the 

superficial things, too much shallow, surface work. That we need is 

something that is going to blast its way right straight into our hearts so 

that we can be converted, born again, and made all over new, so that 

we can play the game square. 

Play square with mother first. If you don’t play square at home with 

mother, you’ll never play square at school with your teacher, or play 
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square with your employer, or play square with your fiancée, or with 

your wife, or with your husband. You must begin in the days of your 

youth. Give your heart to Christ and begin in the home. You cannot 

play square with your church or with your minister or with your Lord 

unless you live the life square at home. How are you dealing with your 

mother? How are you dealing with your home? With the love of Christ 

in your heart? 

And then there is that playing square at school with teacher that 

they sang about. Some folks just did get through school on the “skin 

of their teeth.” Some folks—How we used to look across the aisle in 

school to get somebody else’s paper. There was always the boy or girl 

who liked us pretty well, they were nice to us and we were nice to them 

because they always could get things just right, get the answer in 

arithmetic that we couldn’t get. So in examination time they would 

casually hold up their paper, we would be looking the other way, then 

we would look on their paper, and down it would go on ours. 

But that is not playing the game square. That thing is crooked, and 

if we go through our examinations that way, we are crooked. 

Someone says, “Now I know what I’m going to do. I can’t 

remember that answer to save me. I’m going to write on my white cuff 

right under my coat the answer to some of those questions.” That is 

not playing the game square. You are laying a crooked foundation in 

your youth, in your high school, in your college days, for your afterlife. 

If you have a crooked foundation, you are going to have a crooked 

building. Start in playing the game square. You are going to be crooked 

in your afterlife unless you are born again and get a real square, Christ-

like experience down deep in your heart. 

Play square with yourself, not only with others. You can’t afford to 

play any other way than square with your own heart and your own life. 

You owe it to yourself to be a Christian. 

“But Oh, Sister McPherson!” you say, “You know I am young. You 

must remember you are talking to hundreds of young folks tonight.” 

I know I am—bright, keen, alert, college people here tonight—

young people from the universities, and from the high schools; bank 
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clerks, school teachers; young people studying for the stage and various 

things. 

“Well,” you say, “Sister, I am studying hard. I am studying music 

and I have a career before me, and I can’t do thus and so and be a 

Christian.” 

Ah! But you must give your heart to Christ even if you have to give 

up everything else in the world. 

But you say, “Sister, I can’t afford to be a Christian.” 

Ah! You can’t afford not to be a Christian. 

You say, “Well, I’m afraid I would lose too much if I became a 

Christian.” 

Oh, no, it’s the other way! You would lose too much by not being 

a Christian. Have you ever thought of that? If there is any loss, you 

lose by not being a Christian, by not playing the game square with your 

own heart and your own life.  

A little career—Sunday night I am going to speak on blowing 

bubbles. How many people there are that just blow bubbles—Oh, 

what they are going to do with their career! They have it all fixed out, 

and they work for it, and they blow and blow and blow and blow and 

blow, and they inflate that bubble and when they’ve got the whole 

thing, puff! It’s gone. What have you got after it? 

You can’t afford to do that. Be square to yourself. Be just to 

yourself. You owe it to yourself to see to your soul’s salvation first 

before you think about your education. Before you think about what 

you are going to be in this world, you owe it to yourself, to your 

happiness, to your eternal security, to be a child of God. 

We have all figured on what we were going to be. When I was a 

little girl people came to visit at our farmhouse and they would say, 

“Well, little girl, what are you going to be when you grow up?” 

Oh, I would say, “I am going to be a school teacher.” 

I wonder how many folks ever thought they would be a school 

teacher? Then there was a little boy who lived across the way and they 

used to ask him what he was going to be when he grew up and he 

always said, “I’m going to be a policeman.” How many boys once 

thought you would be a policeman when you were tiny, little children? 
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I suppose some of you thought you were going to be president of the 

United States. In these days it is to be a mechanic or run an aeroplane. 

But before you begin your career or plan how you are going to 

spend your life, begin it with giving your heart to the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Next comes your life of employment. Play square with your 

employer. If you are going to play the game of life square, you should 

have some sort of an occupation. You should have some sort of trade 

or some sort of a profession so that if everything else was swept away 

you would have one way you could go at it to make your living and do 

it squarely, honorably and honestly. It doesn’t matter if your father and 

mother are willing to provide for you all your life, nevertheless, it’s a 

fine thing to be able to do something and do it well. Even the Apostle 

Paul had a profession. He was a tent maker and even that great and 

mighty leader wasn’t afraid to take a needle and waxed thread and a 

piece of canvas and sit down and make a seam. Don’t be a laggard. 

Stand on your own feet if you possibly can do so. 

And be square with your employer. Don’t sit and watch the time 

clock and wish it were twelve o’clock, and then wish it were six o’clock 

or five o’clock and you could be home. Be square. Go the second mile. 

Be willing to do more than you are paid for. That is the way to advance. 

That is the way to climb. Be square. 

You heard Evangelist William P. Nicholson of Ireland tell us how 

when he was employed he wasn’t square at first, and he began taking 

postage stamps out of his employer’s desk. Every day he had access to 

that desk. There were lots of stamps there. He would never miss them. 

He was a rich man. Here were these great sheets of stamps. Why not 

take one or two to mail his letters. So he did, and after taking the first 

stamp it wasn’t hard to take the second stamp, and then after that it 

was easy to take the third, the fourth, the fifth, the tenth and the 

twentieth, until it became a steady thing, and he put these stamps upon 

his letters without even thinking about it being wrong. But that wasn’t 

playing the game square. 

Years went by. Mr. Nicholson had been round the world, and now 

he was to give his heart to Christ. He had attended a revival meeting, 

had heard the message and had accepted the Lord. Now he began to 
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pray. He began to ask the Lord to baptize him with the Holy Ghost 

and fire and to give him a deeper Christian experience. He would say, 

“Oh, Lord, fill me!” and all that he could get was “Stamps! Stamps! 

Stamps!” as the Lord would speak to him. He would. say, “Oh, Lord, 

fill me with the Holy Spirit! Lord, I want to be a preacher and a 

Christian worker.” “Stamps! Stamps! Stamps!” was all that he could 

get. “Oh, dear Lord, in the honor and integrity and purity of my heart 

I want to walk before thee. Make me perfect.” “Stamps! Stamps! 

Stamps!” was all he could get. 

Oh, my brother, my sister, play the game square! If it’s just a two 

cent postage stamp, be honest. And before Mr. Nicholson could get 

the baptism of the Holy Spirit and the glory of the Lord in his heart, 

he tells us he had to write out a check for those stamps, and he paid 

back with interest. 

Playing the game-square. 

“Oh, but Sister dear, that was away back there and I don’t think 

anybody will remember. I don’t think it will upset my happiness.” 

Oh, yes, it will. It certainly will. You have laid the wrong foundation 

for your home. You have laid the wrong foundation for bringing up 

your children. You are crooked. You’re a crook. 

A lady said to me the other night somebody had called her a crook. 

She had done some things that were wrong all right. She had not paid 

her bills, she had told some falsehoods, and she was telling me her 

troubles. She said, “Sister, they said I was a crook. I have taken a few 

things that didn’t belong to me and told a few falsehoods, but they told 

me I was a crook. Now, you know I’m not a crook, don’t you?” 

I looked at her, and I said, “Honey, what is a crook?” 

“Well,” she said, “What is a crook?” 

I said, “Well, I should think a crook is somebody that’s crooked.” 

“Well, what do you mean by that?” 

“Somebody that isn’t perfectly straight.” 

“Well,” she said, “maybe I’m a crook then.” 

You see, you are either straight or you are crooked. Some folks are 

pretty crooked, too. “Well,” you say, “I just tell a little white lie.” Well, 

that is crooked. You say, “I only took a postage stamp.” It is crooked. 
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These little, tiny things grow to be the fathers of other monstrous 

things that are sin. You can’t afford to do it. 

My boy, look here; my girl, look here—if you ever in your life took 

anything that didn’t belong to you, return it. “Oh,” you say, “Sister 

McPherson, I can’t do it now. Dear! I haven’t that much money!” Then 

I tell you what you do: write to the person, tell him that you did this 

thing, tell him you have been converted and you are extremely sorry 

and conscience-stricken, that you are miserable about it and that you’re 

going to pay that back, by God’s help, as quickly as you can. “Sister 

McPherson! Why, they might... Why!... They might hale me before the 

magistrate if I did that!” Oh, no, they wouldn’t. They would honor you. 

They would say, “Why, there’s a person that’s straight.” Anyway, I 

would rather be haled before a magistrate here than up there, wouldn’t 

you? 

Play the game square with a friend. You know a real friend is a 

pretty rare article in this world. I mean a friend who doesn’t just do 

things for what he can get out of you and use you as a step to step up 

on, but who is really your friend through thick and thin, winter or 

summer, rain or shine. If you have a real friend, be good to him, if you 

have a real friend, prize him, if you have a real friend, be true to her, 

play square with her. How many there are that have friends that are 

not square and Christ-like and honorable with them. I know some who 

have friends and yet they talk about them. Do unto others as you would 

be done by if you are ever going to get the blessing of the Lord in your 

heart. 

Then, play square with your fiancée. Have you done that? We have 

all been chuckling—through it was pathetic, still it was so humorous—

over the story about the young lady that told the young man how rich 

she was, that she had lots of money in the bank and her father was so 

and so, and the young man when he first met her told her the same 

kind of a story, but they were both falsifying, neither one told the truth. 

They were engaged, but they were not square, they were deceitful. 

Don’t you do it! Don’t you do it! 

Some time ago there was a young couple to be married. The one 

wasn’t playing square with the other, but the person that married them 
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didn’t know it at the time. Oh, that lady was beautiful! She had the 

most wonderful head of hair, complexion like a rose, shining, pearly 

teeth, and she walked erect and straight, a beautiful figure of a woman. 

But later it was discovered that instead of being very young, as she 

looked to be, she was an old lady. She was painted, she was rouged, 

she had on a wig, and she had one wooden foot, and there she was. 

But she wasn’t playing the game square. She put on all these things and 

deceived her fiancée. She thought she had a home and everything all 

mapped out for her. But be sure your sin will find you out. She couldn’t 

keep on playing the game of chance, and now I’m afraid there’s 

trouble. They are trying to smooth it out, but it’s a pretty hard thing to 

smooth out. 

Play the game square! Be honest. Be honorable with your fiancée. 

And then, with your wife play square. I often think now when I am 

marrying people of the many who seem to have the attitude: “Oh, well, 

if I don’t get along well, I’ll just try over again.” I have seen and known 

so much of heart-ache and have seen so many wrecks and so many 

things of sorrow in this world. You young folk know how I feel 

personally about divorce and about those things—till death do us part. 

If that one person is minded to go, the Bible says we can do none 

other, but as long as he lives, we are bound together. 

“Well, Sister,” you say, “supposing I have a big family, and I didn’t 

know this when I remarried?” I wouldn’t ask you to make any change 

at all unless God spoke. But you who have the light, blessed are you, 

dear young people, if you walk in it, be sure that you are square and 

honorable one with another. 

“I promise to love, honor and cherish, in sickness and in health, for 

better for worse, richer or poorer, to have and to hold...” till we get 

tired of one another and then we’ll try it over again? —“till death do 

us part.” 

Young people, play the game square. When you start out in life, be 

sure you are honest. Be sure you are on the right foundation. Oh, 

young folks, will you take a little bit of advice from your big sister 

tonight? Don’t rush into marriage. If you meet somebody and you… 
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“Why, Sister McPherson, don’t talk like that. You’re making me 

blush.” 

Well, I think somebody needs to talk about these things. Why not? 

Isn’t love and marriage and home-building one of the finest and the 

most beautiful things in the world? We watch the little birds in the 

springtime tussling with a little feather and getting it loose to take up 

to their little nest. We watch them get in their bill a long piece of string 

and pull it and pull it and pull it and then fly away to twine it in the 

nest. There’s a soft little smile that comes in our eyes, and if we happen 

to see a feather we take it out to where the bird will find it easily. Then 

we say, “The dear little bird, it’s building its nest. It is either going to 

be a stony, thorny nest, or it is going to be a soft nest.”  

And you are making your nest. It is either going to be quarrelsome, 

and hard, bumpy, wrangling, jangling, stormy, heart-breaking nest, or 

it is going to be a loving, honest, sweet, Heavenly, prayerful nest. 

Which is it going to be? Too late to fix it after, Dear, you will have to 

decide now. You must begin by playing the game square. 

The only way to play it square is to both be born again, and to know 

that you are washed in the blood of the Lamb. And not only that, be 

sure that that one that has asked you to marry him is honest and really 

loves you only. I know a little girl now who is going to throw her life 

away as sure as the sun shines unless something happens. She is not 

going to be happy. She thinks she is. A certain young man has asked 

her to marry him. She is a dear, little thing. The first time anything like 

that has happened and she is flattered. She is rather lonely, and this is 

going to be a wonderful way to companionship and love. But I happen 

to know that young man will not make her happy. He is fickle, he is 

changeable, he has proposed to almost every girl that comes along. 

Others have turned him down now he is trying to get hold of this 

sweet, little girl. Oh, I hope that little girl doesn’t make that fatal step! 

I hope she does not! 

Folks, pick out somebody that will play the game square. You know, 

you will be a long time married. Don’t be in a hurry. Know you are 

right, and then build on it. 
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Last of all, play the game square with your Maker. Be honest with 

God. And oh, the last is first and foremost and most important—Jesus 

Christ has been so square and so straight and so above-board and so 

wonderful in His dealings with you, could you do less after His being 

so big and magnanimous and giving you everything with such a 

flourish? 

All that is Christ’s is mine and I am Christ’s. Can you give less, can 

you let Him offer you life, Heaven, joy, happiness, salvation, peace, 

riches, and then come out with a little ten per cent consecration and 

give the Lord a little, tiny bit of your life and begrudge Him that? 

Of course you can’t. Be square with God. Don’t try to deceive Him, 

don’t pull the cover over your heart. Even if you are a professing 

Christian, if you profess to be right with God, but something has come 

into your heart and you have lost the victory—maybe you testified that 

you had the victory over that thing, then maybe someday you lost the 

victory—don’t try to keep up the bluff, don’t try to bluff it out and say, 

“Oh, well, I have given my testimony and now I have got to stand back 

of it.” come out and say, “Folks, I had the victory, but I have lost it 

and I am ashamed of it, and my eyes are full of tears and my heart is 

bowed down and I want you to pray that the Lord will set me free and 

make me clean and be able to play the game square in my church and 

before my pastor and, above all, before my God.” 

 

Prayer 
 
Dear Lord Jesus, how I thank Thee for the privilege of speaking to 

this great host of young folk tonight. How bright and intelligent and 

keen and alert their faces! How splendid their hearts, how wondrous 

their prospects in life! Now Lord, we know in the past we may have 

been not what we should have been. There has been sin, there have 

been things that were not just straight or square, but Lord, tonight we 

want to be washed in the blood of the Lamb, we want to start over 

new and build on a right foundation. 

Lord, bless these young folk. Help them to take the step of steps 

tonight, for Jesus’ sake. Amen. 



 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

September 7, 1924 

 

 

Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters, and he that 

hath no money; come ye, buy, and eat; yea, come, buy wine and 

milk without money and without price. Wherefore do ye spend 

money for that which is not bread? and your labour for that 

which satisfieth not? Hearken diligently unto me, and eat ye that 

which is good, and let your soul delight itself in fatness. Incline 

your ear, and come unto me: hear, and your soul shall live; and I 

will make an everlasting covenant with you, even the sure 

mercies of David. 

 

ISAIAH 55:1-3 

 

OUR LABOR! Your labor—blowing bubbles! Your labor in 

vanity of vanities, building castles in the air that come 

crashing down again! Your labor for that which satisfieth not! 

Blowing bubbles! Spending your labor for that which satisfieth not! 

I wonder who there is in all this world who never sometime in his 

life did not blow bubbles—did not take soap, water and a pipe and blow 

bubbles. Oh, how they used to fascinate us! We used to see their color, 

their beauty, and see them shimmering as they floated through the air.  

These little girls who have their pipes asked me if they might blow 

a few bubbles for me. I see they love to blow bubbles now just as they 

have always loved to blow them. 

Blowing bubbles! As a little child it delighted us and we used to 

spend hours blowing them. It mattered not that soon they disappeared. 

The big thing was that we were blowing them and were building our 

castles in the air. 
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When we grew older, we blew bubbles too. We have seen young 

men sit with a pipe or cigarette blowing bubbles, only they were 

blowing smoke rings. As they leaned back in their chairs and watched 

the smoke rings go, it made them think of future fame and happiness. 

Blowing bubbles! Other people I have known have blown bubbles 

for years by building air castles—thinking of what their life is to be in 

the years to come. 

How many are blowing bubbles of false hopes and false ambitions! 

They are looking forward for something but the things they are 

anticipating are transient. They are following as it were, a mirage. They 

see the oasis water, palm trees and fool’s gold. Something is beckoning 

them on. Oh, yes, blowing bubbles, but it is only a mirage! When they 

get there, there is nothing to be found; nothing that satisfies. Many 

people merely follow the will o’ the wisp. They are looking for pleasure 

in the dance hall, show, pool room, in money making. Seeming 

happiness is saying, “This way to happiness,” but they are simply 

blowing bubbles with no foundation for happiness at heart, home or 

soul. They follow that light that glitters and dances before them until 

they come to the bogs, to the mire, to the slough of despond, and then 

are swallowed up therein. 

I hope that if there is anyone who is following just vanity, unbelief, 

worldliness; following the beckoning finger and lure of the will o’ the 

wisp, and is coming to the mire of a lost condition, that something may 

bring them to the Rock, Christ Jesus. The Lord is calling you to go 

round—go round the bog and get to the Cross of Jesus Christ. 

I heard of a man some time ago who was just a bubble blower. He 

lived a vain and empty life. One night while he was traveling, he lost 

his way. He saw a will o’ the wisp—a glimmer of light—and he went 

stumbling toward it. Finally he came to a great marsh and had he gone 

on, he would have fallen in. As he stood at the edge of the bog, he heard 

a voice in the saying, “Knee deep! Knee deep! Knee deep!” He listened. 

“My, if it is knee deep, I don’t want to go through.” Then he heard 

another voice saying, “Go round! Go round! Go round!” It was the voice 

of frogs. The man heeded their warning and went around. 
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If there is anybody headed for destruction, following disappearing 

lights and bursting bubbles that lead to sorrow, I want, by lifting up 

Christ, to bring you back to a solid and sure foundation. 

What are you doing with your life? There are only two kinds of 

people: those who are building their lives in bubbles and those who are 

building solid rock of their lives. People who are building for the 

present; others who are building for eternity. People building on 

shifting sand; people building on solid rock. Those who are building 

castles in the air are going to be disillusioned, broken-hearted and 

empty-handed on the day they meet the blessed Redeemer. The other 

people, Hallelujah, are not blowing bubbles. They are praising the Lord, 

serving Him, and building such a structure as shall never be 

overthrown by time or tide. 

The people who are blowing bubbles I would like to show you 

tonight right in Angelus Temple and those listening over the air. 

Blowing bubbles! Ever since they were little children they have been 

planning what they were going to be. 

“What are you going to be, little miss, when you grow up?” 

“I am going to be a great actress. I have a voice and I am going to 

sing on the stage.” 

“I am going to be a dancer.” 

“I am going to have a great career!” 

Blowing bubbles! She starts in as a little girl to dream and blow 

bubbles. But, will they bring her happiness? 

“When I grow up, I am going to be an actress and a singer. I look in 

the bubble and see it now. I see a great crowd of people, and I am on 

the stage. I am dancing. The boxes are full and people are leaning 

forward, smiling and clapping their hands. Someone... Why, my bubble 

is gone! Oh! Then I will blow another.” 

“As I am blowing the bubble of life, someone is throwing a bouquet 

on the stage. Ah, now I will be happy! Look! In my bubble I see in 

electric letters my name on Broadway. People are saying, ‘Come, hear 

the great singer and see the great dancer!’ Ah, my name shall be known 

in England, throughout Europe and the entire world, and I shall rise… 

but the bubble is gone. I’ll have to blow again.” 
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She will not stop for shattered hopes. Blowing bubbles! 

“Oh, how happy I shall be when I rise in popularity! People shall 

praise and laud my name. They will say, ‘How glorious she sings! What 

a wonderful dancer!’” 

But, ah, it is gone! 

 

They fly so high, 

Nearly reach the sky, 

Then like my dreams, 

They fade and die. 

 

These earthly things are only transient.  

I said to someone who is blowing bubbles, “Darling won’t you give 

your heart to Christ?” 

“No, Sister McPherson. I can’t afford to give up my career and I 

could not be a Christian and follow it.” 

“What is your profession, darling?” 

“I am a dancer.” 

“What kind of a dancer, dear?” 

“Oh, do you believe in dancing?” 

“I certainly do—for the Lord. David danced with all his might for 

the Lord.” 

“How do you dance for the Lord?” 

“Shout and praise the Lord.” 

“W-w-well, I don’t know if I could draw a crowd that way.” 

“What sort of a dancer are you?” 

“I am a Russian dancer. Sister, I am dancing and practicing hours 

every day.” 

Blowing bubbles! Little girl with your painted cheeks, your rouged 

lips, your eyebrows penciled, worldly attire, beautiful feet, lovely 

flower-like face, bright mind that might be used for Christ, you are 

blowing bubbles. They are never in this world going to get for you any 

happiness. 

Supposing now you go through with your career, supposing you 

keep practicing every day, reach the stage, and all that you had hoped 
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comes true? Supposing your bubble goes sailing up, and while you are 

young and strong, people say, “Isn’t she beautiful?” They clap, bring 

you jewels, and they call for you in their big cars. 

“Oh, this is the career! Oh, bubble of life, I see the picture in you and 

you are coming true, true, true.” 

But—watch it! Though that star may rise in the sky, though that 

one’s name may be blazoned in electric letters on Broadway, there is 

nothing but sorrow. You can’t see it because you are dazzled by it. As 

the bubble touches the sky of earthly hopes and aspirations... Pop! 

When it is all over the lights are dim, the orchestra draws the last bow 

across the taut violin strings, roses have faded, and what have you left? 

Nothing but a bursted bubble, disillusionment, an empty heart, 

perhaps suicide, poverty, or shattered health. 

I know of a great actor who was in prison some time ago in San 

Francisco. A girl had cruelly laid down her life at a certain hotel, and 

the man was imprisoned. He is quoted as having said, “I have had all 

that the world has to give and it is nothing.” 

Blowing bubbles! Beautiful dresses, applause, electric lights, flowers, 

jewels, perfumes! There is nothing in it. Blowing bubbles—that’s all. 

Dreaming of happiness in the future. Oh, how happy you are going to 

be! 

The secret of happiness is not in these vain transient things; not in 

the applause of the people or glittering colors of the bubbles. Real 

happiness is happiness that lasts and it is found in Christ the Lord. 

I don’t believe that a career bubble brings real happiness. Do you? 

I know someone who is blowing a pleasure bubble. How they love 

to blow it! 

“I see pleasure before me. I do not want to be a Christian yet. I am 

too young, but someday I will live for Jesus.” 

Just now I see it in the bubble: the joyride, dance hall, theater, 

worldly companions, card parties. The pleasure bubble! Last night I saw 

a little of it.  

Last night my secretary and I went downtown to a little restaurant. 

As we sat their eating, we saw just across the way a party of bubble 

blowers coming out of a certain club (if I mentioned the name you 
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would recognize it). They were having a dance and were blowing 

bubbles. Oh, they thought they were happy! Later, as we went out to 

my car, some of the bubble blowers came out. They had all sorts of 

funny little hats on their heads, and they were having a hilarious time. 

They were smoking and laughing. The pleasure-bubble was the bubble 

they were blowing. On with the dance, party and joyride! 

“Surely, there is no harm in that! There is no harm in the dance hall. 

There is no harm in blowing the pleasure bubble.” 

Harm? Do you call a broken heart, a wasted life, a disillusioned soul 

harmless? 

There is harm in it! You can’t tell me there is no harm in the modern 

dance hall. I know. The modern dance hall is full of trapdoors that drop 

people down to temptation and destruction. 

“Why Sister, no! I don’t believe it.” 

The fact that you do not believe it does not change it any. It is 

absolutely true. I am a woman preacher and during the fifteen years 

that I have preached I have met more people than you will ever see. I 

have talked to millions of people. I have prayed for tens of thousands 

of sick people and given thousands of altar calls. You can’t tell me there 

is no harm, because I know. I am in a position to know because it is my 

business in life, just like it is your business to understand plumbing, 

banking, or automobiles. My business is to preach the gospel of Christ 

and to deal with the tide of humanity that eddies and flows over the 

threshold.  

I have held too many broken bodies and looked into too many blind 

eyes to say that there is no harm. I have traced them to the dance hall 

and other places of worldly amusements. Don’t tell me there is no harm 

in it. I have talked to too many broken hearts. I say to them, “Come and 

tell me.” And they come! 

“Sister McPherson, it was thus and so.” 

“Darling, how did you ever get into this life? How did you come to 

wander?” 

“Sister, don’t tell my mother.” 

“No, I won’t. If anybody does, you will. I think you will because that 

will be the honest thing to do.” 
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“Oh, Sister, I can’t. Don’t say that!” 

“Just keep quiet, dear. Get your nerves rested and steal away to Jesus. 

His love is able to uphold you and make your heart purer than the 

driven snow.” 

Where did it start? It is traceable to the pleasure-bubble. The world 

is pleasure mad! 

“Surely there is no harm in that.” 

“No, not exactly. Only it leads to a different environment—away 

from church. There are the dancers, worldly songs, the theater and the 

joyride.” 

Ah, the pleasure-bubble! 

“But Sister McPherson, I am young and want to be happy. You 

wouldn’t take my happiness away from me?” 

“Of course, I wouldn’t. Only I want to tell you that there is no 

happiness in blowing bubbles. They burst. I can’t make one grow as 

large as I want to, and I don’t think you can make the bubble of your 

life grow as large as you want because it is bound to burst.” 

I heard of a man who spent years planning an aeroplane. It was 

going to be a glorious machine, better than any that had ever been built. 

He worked, slaved, and had no time for this or that. At last his bubble—

his aeroplane—the thing upon which he had staked all, was completed. 

He took his wife and children and they climbed in the plane together. 

“Rise, O Bubble! Here is our fame. Tomorrow our name shall be in 

the papers. It is going to be the greatest invention known.” a roar of the 

motor. They were gone! The bubble was sailing, and it rose higher and 

higher in the air. But, it had not risen very high in the air until it burst 

and the whole family came crashing down to the ground. There was 

only one consolation and that was that the whole family died 

together—if that can be a consolation. So quickly the bubble of earthly 

ambition was bursted! 

Then there is the bubble of money-making! 

“I know how to get something out of life! I know how to be happy.” 

There, you have said it: Happy! Everybody in the world wants to be 

happy from the little child with the bubble-blower to the one ninety 

years of age. 
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“Happiness! I know how to get it: Money making! Sister, you are 

foolish to put money in a Temple. Why not get an oil well, and salt your 

money away for old age and for your children. The way to be happy is 

to get money. The money bubble is a bubble that lasts.” 

But is it the bubble that lasts? A man in the Bible had a money-

bubble. His bubble grew and at last he said, “Now take thy rest, O soul, 

for thou hast much goods laid up for many years.” 

“Oh, my money bubble is growing large! I have all that I need now. 

I am going to retire to California and have a good time. I have made 

my pile.” 

When the bubble was at its height, the angel of the Lord came and 

stood by the bedside of the man, and said, “Thou fool, this night thy 

soul shall be required of thee: then whose shall those things be, which 

thou hast provided.” 

The bubble of money! The bubble of earthly possessions! It is gone! 

What can you do with it? Who is going to have your money when you 

are gone? You cannot take one penny of it with you when you die. 

There was a miser who stayed up nights to count his money. He 

would not give any of it to the church, and it was all nonsense to send 

missionaries to Africa, China, or India. No, he would not do it. He was 

going to hang on to it, so he took his money bags and put them back in 

to the vault. 

 

I’m forever blowing bubbles 

Pretty bubbles in the air 

They fly so high 

Nearly reach the sky 

Then like my dreams they fade and die 

 

The man has grown old. His money bubble is larger. He has an oil 

well now, and a ranch. He can sit and rock in the gloaming and look 

over his orange groves. But when he comes to die he cannot take one 

cent with him. Man was born without a penny of money and he will go 

out just the same. Just as we came in empty handed, we will go out 
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empty handed. God help us to lay up something not so transient as 

bubble blowing. 

Here is home-building: 

“You are talking about how to be happy.” 

“Yes, I am trying to.” 

“Well, I know how to be happy.” 

“Do you? Tell us the secret.” 

“Just build a beautiful home. Oh, I have the most wonderful bubble! 

Someday I am going to build a beautiful home. That will be the end of 

my dreams come true. I can see it now in its own acreage and ground.” 

“Yes, but when an earthquake, or fire, or death come, even the home 

does not last—unless it is the Home Over There. The man who built on 

sinking sand had a bubble, but it burst.” 

“I don’t care about salvation or repentance. Just build a beautiful 

home and I will be all right.” 

His bubble grew His home was completed and he delighted in its 

beauty. But one day trouble came. A storm arose, the winds blew, the 

rain fell. As the wind came shrieking and howling, the bubble—his 

house—was destroyed. 

Another bursted bubble! There was no permanent happiness there.  

I wonder where there is happiness. 

There was the king’s bubble. Ah, he knew! “Eat, drink and be merry 

for tomorrow you die.” That was the king’s bubble. He had the feast of 

Belshazzar and a thousand of his lords attended. They were all blowing 

bubbles. On with the dance! The timbrel, the tom-tom and the music, 

The king ordered the wine. Ah, that is the way to be happy! Don’t 

bother about Heaven or salvation. 

Bubbles! Bubbles! Blow them. Eat, drink and be merry! The king 

blew his bubbles. As he was blowing, suddenly there a hand and the 

hand wrote on the wall: 

“Mene, Mene, Tekel, Upharsin. God hath numbered thy kingdom, 

and finished it. Thou art weighed in the balances, and art found 

wanting. Thy kingdom is divided, and given to the Medes and 

Persians.” (Daniel 5:25-28) 
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The king’s bubble burst in mid-air and another took his place on the 

throne. 

Beloved, I want something stronger than the bubbles of worldly 

pleasure! 

There was Felix before whom Paul stood. He was blowing bubbles. 

Felix had for his wife someone else’s wife—she was not his own. As they 

lived in the palace, people honored and praised them. But as a bubble 

blower, Felix sat upon his throne one day and the Apostle Paul stood 

before him. Paul reasoned of righteousness, temperance, judgment. 

“O Bubble-Blower, O Felix, with this woman who is not your wife, 

living here in licentiousness, unbelief and worldliness, your bubble is 

going to burst. Won’t you give your heart to God?” 

But Felix was busy blowing bubbles. Oh, they were so wonderful! He 

listened to Paul with one ear, but said, “Go thy way for this time; when 

I have a convenient season I will call on thee.” And his bubble burst and 

he is in torment and agony tonight! 

And there was Agrippa. He was blowing a bubble. “Almost thou 

persuadest me to be a Christian. But I am too busy blowing bubbles. I 

haven’t time to be a Christian. Some other night maybe.” 

The procrastination-bubble! “I have to go to work tomorrow. I am 

too busy. Some more convenient time. By and by I’ll be a Christian.” 

Ah, Agrippa lost his soul in destruction because of procrastination! 

There was the Prodigal son. He was certainly a bubble-blower. 

“Father, give me the portion of goods that falleth to me. And he 

divided unto them his living. And not many days after the younger son 

gathered all together, and took his journey into a far country, and there 

wasted his substance with riotous living.” 

Away he started! Worldly companions, gaiety, frivolity, but we read 

at last that his bubble burst.  

“And when he had spent all there arose a mighty famine in that land; 

and he began to be in want.” 

Poor prodigal son! O Bubble Blower! Look! They burst, fade and 

die! When he came to himself, he said, “I will arise and go to my father, 

and will say unto him, ‘Father, I have sinned against Heaven, and before 

thee. My old bubble is broken. It is gone!’” 
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Yes, there was one bubble-blower who came back to his father. 

Oh, how greedy we are! We don’t want to lose a thing here. Why, 

you are building on a sandy foundation. It is vanity of vanities. It is 

trivial. It will not endure. It cannot last. Building for Satan is simply 

blowing bubbles. Won’t you come build upon these rocks—the Rock, 

Jesus Christ? 

 

When all of life is over 

And our work on earth is done, 

And the roll is called up yonder 

I’ll be there. 

 

Will you? 

If you want to blow your bubbles and dream only of this life, all 

right, but I am dreaming and planning for the life over there. Why 

spend your money for that which is not bread? Why labor for that 

which satisfieth not? Lay up treasures above. Life itself is only like a 

bubble. It begins in the time of our youth and we grow. Life itself is 

vain, short-lived, like that bubble. We only have a few days at most in 

this old world and then we are gone. Gone where? Gone into eternity 

and another bubble takes our place. 

Beloved, I am building for eternity—for a land that will never fade. 

Hallelujah! I am going to have souls saved. You don’t have to build a 

monument for me if I die before you do. This is a monument! Angelus 

Temple is more a bubble. The souls saved within its walls is something 

that will endure. 

“Sister McPherson, I don’t believe these things.” 

No? That is the unbelief-bubble. You are trying to fool yourself. 

“I don’t believe there is a devil or a hereafter.” 

One time there were some boys out chestnuting and they gathered 

their nuts in one bag. Before they went home, they decided to divide 

the chestnuts. They came to a graveyard and went in there to divide 

them. They sat down and began to count them out. “You take this one 

and I’ll take that one. You take this one and I’ll take that one. You take 

this one and I’ll take that one.” 
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A colored man, who said that he did not believe in religion nor in 

God, was passing the graveyard. Suddenly his hair seemed to stand on 

end. He took hold of the fence. He heard a voice from the midst of the 

sepulchers and the graves saying, “You take this one and I’ll take that 

one.” 

“Oh,” he said, “the resurrection morning has come, and the Lord 

and the devil are dividing the people.” 

He was so scared that he could not move until he heard a voice say, 

“You take this one… There, that’s the last in here. Now let’s get the ones 

we left outside.” The man took to his heels and fled. He never stopped 

until he carne to the parsonage—“Brudder, pray for me. I believe 

there’s a God. I heard the Lord and the devil dividing up the people. 

After they had divided them all, one of them said, ‘Now let’s get the 

ones we left outside of the fence.’ And I came to you before they could 

get me.” 

Oh, the bubble of unbelief! You may fool yourself in to saying, “I 

don’t believe the Bible. I don’t believe in Heaven, hell or a hereafter.” 

But that is a bubble that is going to burst as sure as there is a sun in the 

sky. You may say that you are an unbeliever, but that will never change 

the fact that there is a Heaven and a hell. 

“The soul that sinneth shall surely die.” He who builds on the earth 

is blowing a bubble that will break, but he who builds on the solid rock 

is building for eternity. Hallelujah! 

Will you not tonight say, “Jesus dear, I have been looking to bubbles, 

to transient things for lasting joy. Forgive me, save me, wash me in your 

Blood. Away with bubble-blowing! Away with procrastination! Away 

with saying, ‘Some more convenient time!’ Lord, I come to Thee. Save 

me and wash me in Thy Blood.” 

The moment your feet strike the Solid Rock, that moment the Bible 

is in your hand and the love of God is in your heart. 

Tonight I have my arms almost full of wheat that I have gathered 

from the sheaves of the field. While you are blowing bubbles, I am 

gathering souls. While you are seeking happiness among earthly 

sources, I absolutely guarantee to you that I have found the only source 

and road to happiness, and it is Jesus Christ and Him crucified. 
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It does not matter how discouraged, sinful, needy and self-righteous 

you may be, if you will do as I tell you tonight, you will find this 

happiness too. Stop blowing bubbles! Stop putting your salvation off! 

Stop looking to the world to satisfy! 

Get on your knees. 

“I don’t want to do that.” 

Now don’t start that, but do as I tell you. Get on your knees and say, 

“God forgive me for blowing bubbles and wasting my years, and 

spending my labor on that which satisfies not. Jesus, I give my heart to 

you tonight. You died for me on Calvary. I accept you now. My all and 

in all.” That moment the Blood will flow over you. Your burdens will 

be gone. Your sins will be forgiven, and joy will have come. And it will 

not be a bubble that will fade tomorrow morning, but something that 

will endure, and you will sing, 

 

Happy day, happy day, 

When Jesus washed my sins away! 

He taught me how to watch and pray, 

And live rejoicing every day; 

Happy day, happy day, 

When Jesus washed my sins away! 

 

You will go out of the meeting happy. Your home will be happier, 

children happier, neighborhood better, and your business will prosper. 

You will live for Christ and serve Him, and when life’s sun is set, the 

evening bells toll and you go home, you will have more than bubbles—

you will go home with precious sheaves. 

When I go home, I want to go with my arms full. 

What will you have, O bubble-blower? Just a broken bubble! Just a 

spatter of water left from the bubble! 

 

Must I go and empty handed 

Thus my dear Redeemer meet?





 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

September 14, 1924 

 

 

E ARE GOING to speak tonight upon the subject, “In Chains.” 

Everybody say it—“In Chains.” I want everyone to remember 

my subject. How many think you know anyone who is in 

chains or has been? I guess we all do. We are speaking spiritually tonight 

on this subject. 

What can break the chains of the devil? 

“The Blood of Jesus Christ.” 

Did the devil ever make a chair that the Lord could not break? 

“Never!” 

Tonight I am going to chain some people tight and show how the 

devil’s chains bind them. Then I am going to look to the Lord to set 

them free. 

Let us sing one verse of There is power in the Blood: 

 

Would you be free from the burden of sin? 

There’s power in the blood, power in the blood 

Would you o’er evil a victory win? 

There’s wonderful power in the blood. 

 

There is power, power, wonder-working power 

In the blood of the Lamb 

There is power, power, wonder-working power 

In the precious blood of the Lamb. 

 

Everyone who believes it say “Amen!” 

“A-m-e-n!” 

Everyone who has proved it say, “Hallelujah!” 
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“H-a-l-l-e-l-u-j-a-h!” 

 

Prayer 
 

Lord, we pray that you will bless this service tonight and bless the 

message as you have the glorious musical festival. Help me to lead souls 

to you by the Holy Spirit. If we can get them to you, you can break their 

every chain. Upon this homey address, we pray you will add Thy 

blessing. 

 

As the sun goes round and round in its course each day, we see it 

rise, climb to the heights of Heaven, then go slipping down into the 

West. We know that it is coming back in the morning. Endlessly, the 

light of that sun comes to this world. Yet just as wonderful and as 

unending comes the Word of the living God to our hearts. 

I turn the pages of this Book, and it seems that page after page, 

chapter after chapter, book after book, God has brought out the subject 

of Salvation from every conceivable angle that He might meet people 

from every view point. 

How marvelous is the gospel! And more marvelous is God’s way of 

presenting it! To the farmer He speaks of wheat and grain. If He was 

here, I believe He would speak to the miner about gold, silver and ore. 

To the fisherman, He spoke about fish nets. He always addressed 

people in the language that they could understand, and always used 

simple, homey talks and illustrations. He brought the truth home and 

drove it in with sure nails and a hammer. 

And so tonight, as I bring to you this message “In Chains,” I hope 

God will apply it to every heart until every person in chains will 

determine to be set free by the power of Jesus Christ. 

Most people are interested in the things of today. Some are 

interested in the prison condition and are worrying and studying over 

it, wondering what they can do to improve the conditions. Others are 

worrying over hospital conditions—how they can comfort the sick, the 

dying and the needy. Some are concerned about wars and rumors of 

wars. Some are thinking of the soldiers—and we all should think more 
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about them. Other people are concerned about business and making 

money. And others are interested in politics. 

But I have one great business in life, one great channel, and I deliver 

one great theme, and that is how I may best present the gospel and win 

men and women to the Lord Jesus Christ; how I might take them with 

guile, steal them from the enemy, and get them to Jesus Christ. 

I look at the audience different from most people. Even as I walk on 

the street I look at people differently. The one thing in my mind is how 

people can be brought to Christ. I wonder how I can speak the most 

emphatically, yet simply. I am a failure as a preacher unless a four year 

old child could understand what I was getting at. The person who uses 

big words is a failure as a preacher. Those who speak so that you cannot 

understand them are frauds. Preachers should speak simply and 

unaffected. I have prayed that I might do that. There was never anyone 

who spoke as simply as did the Lord Jesus Christ. Moody followed in 

His footsteps and studied to make his words very simple. 

Oh, that God may take these simple illustrated messages and so 

weave nets around the hearts of the people that they may never forget 

them! That is the object of my heart. 

I realize that God created man in His own image, and that He 

planned that man should be as free as the birds in the air. He planned 

that man should be unfettered, unshackled by sin, sickness, sorrow, 

heart-breaking and heart-crushing labors. Man, like the beasts of the 

field and birds of the air, was to be free, alive, alert, filled with the glory 

of God, ever harkening to His voice and speeding in obedience upon 

His errands. 

But, alas, I see that man is not in that condition! Wherever I look, I 

see that man is just the opposite. He is bound with chains, ladened with 

sin, bowed with iniquity. Instead of being a free man, he has become a 

slave to sin and a prisoner of Satan. Man is bound with fetters of iron, 

but, glory to God, I have found the key that can open any prison or 

unlock any handcuff, and it is the name of Jesus Christ and the power 

in His shed Blood. Hallelujah! O God, apply that Blood to every heart 

here tonight! 
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The chains that the devil uses are invisible, that is why I want to use 

visible ones tonight and bring them out. 

When prisoners go to jail, they put chains on them that you can see, 

with a ball dragging behind. But Satan is more clever. He puts chains 

on that are invisible. 

Tonight I can see people who are in chains. They couldn’t say 

“Amen,” or raise up their hands when they sing, and they couldn’t come 

down to the altar. 

“Do you want to be a Christian?” 

“I can’t tonight; maybe some other night. I would like to be a 

Christian but I am afraid.” 

“I know. You are chained with the chains of fear.” 

“Sister, I am not afraid exactly. I would like to go, but there is so and 

so. I will go...” 

“No, you won’t. You are in the chains of fear and pride.” 

Lord, help me to show people tonight! May the chains fall off with 

a clank to the ground, and may the people go free in Jesus Christ. 

As I walk along the street, I can see chains on people. 

Sometimes I go to a dance hall and look in at the door. I am always 

on the qui vive, wondering how I can win souls to Jesus. I see the people 

dancing and they are all covered with chains. Some of the chains are 

gilded, and others have the gilt worn off. See how black and ugly this 

chain is? 

I asked some people to bring me little chains, and this was the first 

one to arrive—a logging chain! But that is not the first kind of a chain 

the devil puts on people. When he is going to tie people up and keep 

them out of Heaven, he begins with something infinitely finer. He 

begins, as it were, with the spider web. 

The spider knows how to weave such soft chains, then he lays in wait 

for the fly. “Will you come into my parlor, said the spider to the fly? 

Tis the prettiest little parlor that ever you did spy.” He does not come 

with a logging chain, but he comes with swathe, smooth words. 

“Oh, that is just your first lie! You will never go much farther.” 

That is the first fine thread! He doesn’t wait until we are old, but 

takes little ones like this. 
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“Sit down, little boy, little girl. I am going to weave a little thread 

around you. You are not going to be a great sinner. You will ask to be 

forgiven before you go very far. You are just going to tell your first lie 

or steal a cookie. They are just little things. Who cares?” 

And so he weaves a tiny little web. The spider does not get the fly 

with the first web. 

“Mother didn’t know I took that cookie. At school I smoked that 

cigarette but the teacher wasn’t looking. And anyway, if you don’t do 

those things, the boys think you are a sissy.” 

Here is the young life: Satan says, “I must not let him live for Jesus. 

I must spoil him.” 

The boy starts playing marbles for keeps—no harm in that! That is 

the first wedge that leads to gambling. It gets you used to getting 

something for nothing. Then starts the games of chance. The boys 

bring their dice, and it is so easy—just shake them and you win a penny, 

dime, or quarter. Small threads! 

I wonder how many little boys and girls have begun to be bound by 

the enemy. Dear little children, Satan is tempting you to tell falsehoods, 

or to commit tiny thefts—taking a penny or a nickel from mother’s 

dressing table. 

“Sister, I know, and I feel so guilty. I am afraid I am a big sinner,” 

said a little six year old girl. She told me the little things she had done. 

“Sweetheart, you are only a little girl, and if you did tell a fib, or take 

that nickel from mother’s dressing table, listen—the devil has started to 

tie you. Later, when you grow up, it will be a chain, but it is only a thread 

now. If you will lift your voice in prayer to God, you can break the 

threads. Just say, ‘Dear Jesus, save me now’, and it is done.” 

Then the devil is going to start in and get something stronger. “Little 

boy, I am going to get you. I got you with the first lie, the first cookie, 

the first time you played hooky from school, and the time you cheated 

on your examination papers. The little boy behind you knew his lesson 

but you didn’t. You went, ‘Ahem!’ and he slipped his paper over to you.” 

That was the beginning of the downward life. Satan smiles and takes 

another string. “I have you now. I got you started on the wrong road.” 
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There was that first night you forgot to pray before going to bed, 

and you got out of bed again to pray that night. The next night, “Oh, 

well, the Lord can hear me in bed as well as out.”  

Satan says, “Tell the Lord you are tired, and just say ‘Goodnight.’”  

The next night you forgot to pray entirely. 

“Ah, I have you now. You forgot to pray and ask God to forgive you.” 

Sonny, can you break that chain? Try hard. Yes, he is able to break 

that chain. Oh, if you will say, “Lord, set me free,” He will do it. 

“Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy youth, while the evil 

days come not, nor the years draw nigh, when thou shalt say, I have no 

pleasure in them.” (Ecclesiastes 12:1) 

Now the enemy finds another chain. I wonder if the child can break 

this chain? He is getting older now. As the years go by, Satan is planning 

how he is going to bind us. 

Mr. Brown, I want you to bind this young man tonight with the first 

chain that the enemy uses as we get older. Ah, guilt is slipping away! 

“Sister McPherson, you talk about there being harm in smoking and 

gambling, but I would have you know that I can take the thing or let it 

alone. Any time I want to stop, I can.” 

Yes, you still have a gilded chain. 

I think one of the chains that the enemy uses is the chain of pride. 

We are too proud to come to God. We are too proud to say that we have 

sinned. We are too proud to humbly bow our knees and say we are 

wrong. I think most sinners are bound with the chain of pride. 

I heard of someone the other day who was proud and was supposed 

to be wealthy. They didn’t have money enough to buy enough books 

to fill their library, so they bought a lot of false backs and put them in 

the bookcases. Then, when anybody wanted to see one of the books, 

they politely forgot where the key was. 

A piano dealer told me of a person who owned four pianos, but not 

one person in the house could play. They were just for show. 

A rich man didn’t have money enough to keep a colored servant, so 

every morning he used to blacken his face then go out and wash the 

windows. He was bound with the chains of pride. 
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I know some men who are bound with the chains of pride but the 

chains really belong to their wives. The poor man has to spend all the 

money he can get on clothes for his wife and daughter. It is foolish 

pride that keeps people dressed up in the worldly way. I know some 

people who get a twenty-five dollar salary but they dress on a five 

hundred dollar basis. 

Oh, the chains of pride! A lot of people are selling their souls for 

pride—a few feathers, a few pieces of gay clothing to cover them. They 

are bound by the chains of pride. What a merry chase the devil is 

leading them because of pride. 

I am so glad that I have the question settled as to what I shall wear. 

One time I had to preach in Rhode Island, but did not have a dress 

suitable for the occasion. A woman’s problem is, “What shall I wear?” I 

started to hunt through the stores. I only had six dollars and could not 

find a dress for that amount. Everything was eighteen or twenty dollars, 

and then they were too fancy. 

I was weary and exhausted. “Lord, what shall I wear?” I didn’t want 

to be in the chains of pride. The Lord seemed to say, “Go to the 

servant’s department and ask them to show you the maid’s uniform.” 

So I asked where the maid’s uniforms were kept. At first I balked—

“Lord, I am not a servant. And I would have you know that none of my 

people have ever been.” 

“Yes, you are, child. You are a servant of mine.” 

“Oh, Lord, that is different! I am Thy servant.” 

So I went up the Maid’s Department and asked if they had any 

maid’s uniforms. 

“Yes. Black or white?” 

I thought for a moment—I didn’t want to be the devil’s crow but the 

Lord’s dove, so I said “White.” 

The saleslady showed me some simple dresses of cotton goods. 

“How much are these?” I asked. 

“Three Dollars each, or two for Five Dollars.” 

So I took two dresses and had a dollar left. This uniform has been 

adopted by thousands of people as suited for the Lord’s work. 

I wonder how many are bound with the chains of pride? 
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“I would have you know that our family came over on the 

Mayflower, and we live on Wilshire Boulevard.” 

Chains of pride! The devil has hold of you. 

The revival meeting comes, and there is such singing as you have 

very seldom heard for the Lord. Then the sermon touches you. “That 

woman is right. The devil is getting hold of me. I am getting bound with 

pride, doubts and unbelief. I wish I had the courage to go to the altar 

tonight. I believe I will. Oh, no! There is Mrs. Smith. She knows me. 

And there is the grocer. How could I face him in the morning. I guess I 

won’t.” 

Pride and fear! If any chain binds, it is that of fear. You are afraid of 

what someone will say. 

“I believe I would be a Christian, but So and So is here.” 

The devil puts another chain on and it is larger than the last one. 

“I wish I had the courage to lift my hand and say, ‘Pray for me’, but 

I can’t.” 

No, you can’t because you are bound with the chains of fear. I can 

see you. It is interesting to watch how some people put their hands up—

like they were going to fix their hair or straightening their collar. What 

are you laughing at? You know! Did you do it yourself! Or did you see 

someone else do it?  

The devil has you. “What would someone think? What will So and 

So say?” Then you are afraid that you can’t hold out. That is a chain 

which the devil uses more than anything else. It held me. I was afraid I 

could not hold out and I did not want to bring reproach on the preacher 

or the church. 

I know some people who have the chain of fear about their business. 

They are in a certain business and they are afraid if they gave their 

hearts to God that they would have to give up their business. 

“I am afraid to trust God. There is my family to take care of, and if I 

give up this, what have I?” 

I would rather go through this world and dig my way than to be lost 

forever. If you trust God, you need not be afraid.  

“God will help thee, and that right early.” (Psalm 46:5) 

I saw a man chained with the chains of fear in Canada. 
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I knew him, and I knew that he owned a business that he could not 

own and be a Christian. I asked him “Will you give your heart to Jesus 

Christ?” 

“Not tonight. It’s impossible.” 

“No, it isn’t impossible. Won’t you give your heart to Jesus tonight?” 

I saw tears in his eyes “I would rather not tonight, thank you. I know 

you are right and have told the truth, but I can’t do it.” 

“Why, brother?” 

“You know why. I would have to give up my business.” 

“When are you going to come to Christ?” 

“When I sell my business.” 

“Sell it to someone else? Then they will have a white elephant on 

their hands. Why don’t you close your business and let me have the 

building to preach in?” 

But the man said “No” and went to the door. Very unlike my usual 

custom, I followed him to the door. I like to see people come of their 

own freewill and settle the thing themselves. But I went up to the man 

and said, “Oh, come to Jesus tonight! Don’t go out unsaved.” 

“Sister, not tonight, thank you,” and he slipped his hand out of mine. 

I stood there as though someone had struck me. “O God, save that 

man!” I was under such a burden for him. 

A few days later I was walking down the street, when I met this man’s 

wife. She was dressed in mourning, and I asked, “Darling, what has 

happened?” 

“You didn’t hear?” 

“Hear what?” 

“About my husband’s death.” 

“No! When?” 

“The night he was at your meeting. He was going down the street, 

stepped off of the sidewalk without looking, and an automobile 

whizzed around the corner, and he was gone that quick.” 

And to think, the last words that man spoke were “Not tonight.” 

Oh, the devil can get you chained with the chain of fear—whether 

the fear of what people will think, or afraid you can’t hold out, or you 

won’t prosper in business! 
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“Well, Sister, if I became a Christian I would have to give up my 

friends and I can’t do that.” 

You don’t have to give up your friends, because they will give you 

up in a hurry. But that doesn’t matter, for you will get better friends 

than you ever had before. Hallelujah! 

Then there is the chain of habit that the devil puts on people. At first 

they didn’t seem so bad—just a little bit of tobacco, a little bit of sin, a 

little bit of dancing, a little bit of gambling, a little bit of selfishness. 

A little infant in arms reaches up its hand and strikes its mother or 

father. They laugh, “Wasn’t that cute? Did you see what he did to me?” 

A little girl, just able to stand, gets angry and stamps her feet, “I don’t 

want to!” “Oh, wasn’t that cunning? Here is a lump of candy for you.” 

Ah, that is the chain of habit that is starting! You don’t correct them 

then, and by and by it’s a fight at school. “Oh, my boy takes his part. He 

can give as good as they can send.” 

It was the chains of habit that bound the two boys in Chicago who 

have just been sent to the penitentiary for life. It was a logging chain 

that bound these boys. In investigating their case, many things were 

disclosed that were too terrible to print. And they didn’t develop in a 

minute! Those chains of habit started as a fine spider web and Satan 

wove them. When he brands, he brands for keeps. 

Selfishness is a chain that binds so many. We foster it in our 

children. We give the child a penny to put in the collection plate. 

“Mamma, shouldn’t I have some collection?” “Yes, here’s a penny.” “Is 

that enough?” “Yes, a penny is enough for God.” 

If anybody is going to give a quarter, let it be the child, and you put 

in the penny. Teach the child to give the big thing. Of course, God’s 

work will not suffer if the child only puts in a penny, but you are 

teaching the child that any little thing is good enough for God. You give 

the child five cents for chewing gum and only a cent for God. Twenty-

five cents for a banana split and five cents for God. Twenty cents for a 

moving picture and a dime for God. Don’t you think those things are 

making an indelible impression on the child? They certainly are! 
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There are the chains of unbelief and chains of doubt, then the devil 

brings his trump card—the chain of discouragement. The largest chain 

he has is that of discouragement. 

“Now I have you! You are a sinner now.” 

At first he tells you that your sins don’t amount to anything, then 

you are bound so tight that you can’t get away. 

“Are you bound?” 

“No, I’m not bound.” 

“Then come to the altar.” 

“I can’t. I am afraid.” 

Ah, you are bound! 

“If you are not bound, put your hand up and say, ‘Pray for me.’” 

“Sister, I can’t—my wife is here. I will when she isn’t here.” 

Oh, beloved, is there anything that can set us free? Yes. The Blood 

of Jesus Christ. 

I know there are some people who are bound with the chains of 

drink. Can the Lord set them free? Yes, Hallelujah! And He does. 

The devil has the chain of dope on some people, but the Lord can 

break that chain.  

Then the chain of self-righteousness! The Lord can break that too. 

Here is this man all in chains. Is this your picture tonight? 

Brother, you can’t walk very far can you? 

“No.” 

Is there anything that can set your free? Is there any power that can 

break the captive’s chains? 

“Sister McPherson, I can’t get free. Look at me and see how hopeless 

I am. I can’t break these chains.” 

Ah, no, but there is one who can! The Lion of the Tribe of Judah can 

break every chain and give you victory again and again. The devil has 

never made a chain that the Lord could not break. Just say, “God, be 

merciful to me, a sinner,” and you will be free. 

When we are free, we are not free to live our own lives. The moment 

the chains of the devil fall off we are to become love slaves of Jesus 

Christ. We don’t run around without a Master. We have one—even 

Jesus Christ. 
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Paul, when he was bound, said, “O wretched man that I am! Who 

shall deliver me from the body of this death? I thank God through Jesus 

Christ our Lord. So then with the mind I myself serve the law of God.” 

(Romans 7:24-25) 

Glory to God! The chains that he had were a different kind. 

Now you are a sinner saved by grace. The moment you are saved, 

He brings out the robe of righteousness and says, “Child, I will make 

you my own.” When the prodigal son came home, the father ran out to 

meet him and said, “Bring forth the best robe and put upon him.” The 

best robe is the robe of love and blessing. Then he told them to put the 

ring on his finger. The ring is only a link of the chain. There is no end 

to the chain. 

The chains that the devil uses bear us down, but the Lord does not 

use chains. He uses cords of love. “Come home! Come home! You have 

carried your burden long enough. Just bring them to Me.” He is loving 

and strong and He will take it all away. 

Then He puts on the robe of salvation; the garment of His golden 

love. He begins to fasten you with the cords of love. I have four of them 

here tonight, representing the Foursquare gospel. 

First, He begins to draw us with His scarlet cord—the cord of His 

love. Lord, wrap it on this audience tonight! Oh, how that cord draws! 

It is stronger than any chain that the devil ever made. 

 

He will hold me fast, 

He will hold me fast, 

For my Saviour loves me so, 

He will hold me fast. 

 

Have you the scarlet thread of His Blood around your heart tonight? 

Oh, the moment it was wrapped around me, that moment I was bound 

to Him! 

Then He bound me not only by His precious Blood—the scarlet 

thread of His love—but, praise God, He drew me by the white cord of 

purity and washed me in His own precious Blood. 
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I was His, not because He chained me, but because I wanted to be 

His. I gave up the world and its lures because I no longer loved them. 

The things that were true and like Jesus drew me. 

Then came the blue cord—the wonderful love of Heaven. 

“I go to prepare a place for you.” Blue stands for Heavenly things, 

and I had an upward tug. I will never forget when that blue cord came 

around me! That was when my Robert died. We had not been married 

quite two years. We were in far-away China and looking forward to the 

coming of our beautiful daughter Roberta. But a month before she was 

born the Lord took my Robert. I was not nineteen years of age. Oh, how 

lonely I was! But it was then that He pulled the blue cord tightest. 

“It is not all of life to live, nor all of death to die.” 

 

There’s a land that is fairer than day, 

And by faith we can see it afar. 

For the Father waits over the way, 

To prepare us a dwelling place there. 

 

Oh, every bond and cord that Jesus gives is an upward pull! 

Then comes the golden cord of the divine love of Christ. 

Folks, I confess to you that I am hopelessly in love—in love with 

Jesus Christ. He is the Rose of Sharon, the Lily of the Valley, the Sun of 

Righteousness, my Elder Brother, my Friend. 

I believe I would lay my life down for Jesus. But He does not ask me 

to do any heroic thing like that. He asks me to live for Him. Oh, I love 

Him so! And the golden cord of His divine love is so tight! I just want 

to wrap it around everybody here tonight. To know Him is to love Him. 

Sinner, take your choice. Would you rather be in chains with Satan 

and cast down with him into eternal woe? Or, will you come just as you 

are, weary and worn and sad, and find in Him a resting place? He will 

make you glad. 

 

Here bring your wounded heart; 

Here tell your anguish. 

Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal. 
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“But, Sister McPherson, I couldn’t get rid of these chains.” 

Don’t worry about that. That is not your affair. You have gotten 

yourself into it, but you don’t have to worry about getting out. Just 

come to Jesus. Put on the golden robe of His love. Be drawn by the 

cords of His precious Blood, purity, Heavenly hope, and His divine 

love. When you come, He will dry your tears, lift your burden, and fill 

your heart with singing. 

Dear Jesus, they are corning tonight. I feel that you are drawing 

them. Hallelujah! 

“Satan, if you think you are going to bind me to my seat, you are 

mistaken. You are not going to keep my hand down another moment. 

I am going forward.” 

Come. Take that stand and Jesus Christ will run to meet you and 

bring forth His best robe and put it upon you—even the robe of 

salvation.  



 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

September 14, 1924 

 

 

HIS MORNING WE are opening the Word of God, and our 

subject is to be “The City on the Hill.” 

I am so glad that we who were not a people have become a 

people and are children of the Lord, and that we have a glorious city of 

habitation—the City of Salvation. I hope that this morning we will get 

a glimpse as never before of this city in which we dwell, of the privileges 

which are ours, and get the joy of the Lord in our hearts. 

This morning we open our Bible to the blessed story of the City on 

the Hill: 

 

Ye are the light of the world. A city that is set on an hill cannot be 

hid. 

Matthew 5:14 

 

This morning can you close your eyes for a moment and picture the 

hill upon which the City of the Lord stands?  

The City on the Hill! Look! Here it is rising in graceful and majestic 

slopes, and here is the top of the hill. Then it slopes down yonder to the 

East, West, North and South. We read in Psalms 48:2 that this city is: 

“Beautiful for situation, the joy of the whole earth.” 

On the top of this hill stands the City—a walled City with gates and 

archways. I can see it while I am talking! 

Off to the north I see the ocean, the storm-swept billows of the sea. 

Ships out yonder are tempest-tossed and driven. Mariners are looking 

for a light and for the safe harbor. 
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Yonder, out of the south gate I can see a desert—hot, parched and 

dry. And there, staggering and stumbling over the sands, is one lost, 

looking for his way back to happiness, home, and God. 

Then out at the west of the City I can see the great harvest fields of 

life. Here the wheat is waving and stirring, waiting for the gleaners’ 

hand. 

On the east I can see a place called “Heaven.” The light is breaking, 

morning has come, and they are looking for the Coming of the Lord. 

The Hill! Praise God for that Hill! The Hill is called Calvary, and it 

is upon that Hill that I am living this morning.  

I will never forget when I first saw it. I was wrapped up in atheism, 

infidelity and doubts. I was studying it in high school. People were 

paying to have their children taught that God never created the earth. 

My faith in God’s Word was shaken. I was wandering, going in circles, 

knowing not which way to turn. 

When Hallelujah, there came a revival meeting to our town and I 

got my first glimpse of the City on the Hill. I saw the light shining out 

of its doors and windows. I drew near and heard the ringing of the bell. 

I climbed the Hill of Salvation, and there it was that I saw the 

monument in the center of the City—the Cross of Jesus Christ. 

Now I live in that City. I am one of the company that you read of in 

1 Peter 2:9:  

“Ye are a chosen generation, a royal priesthood, an holy nation, a 

peculiar people; that ye should shew forth the praises of him who hath 

called you out of darkness into his marvelous light: which in time past 

were not a people, but are now the people of God: which had not 

obtained mercy, but now have obtained mercy.” 

The City on the Hill. It is a city of light, laughter, song; and the Bible 

tells us a city of truth, “Beautiful for situation, the joy of the whole 

earth.” (Psalm 48:2) 

Oh, if there is a sin-sick mariner here today sailing the storm tossed 

sea, I hope you will lift up your eyes and see the shining City of 

Salvation! 

If there is anybody here to the south on the burning sands, blistered, 

sunburned, lost, looking for an oasis in the desert of life, stumbling, 
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groaning, crying for water, I hope you will lift your eyes, see the light 

this morning, and hear the bells ringing from the church of the Lord 

Jesus Christ, and see the City on the Hill. 

Hallelujah, for the first time I saw the City on the Hill! 

This City has a wall high and beautiful around it. It is called the Wall 

of Divine Grace. The City has a beautiful portal. On either side you 

would look at it, and it is called the Portal of Mercy. If you will come up 

by the Wall of Grace this morning, reach out your hand at the Door of 

Grace, and knock at the Portal of Mercy. Instantly the Holy Spirit, who 

is the Keeper, will swing the portal wide and bid you enter. Not only 

that, but there will be a Reception Committee standing at the gate, with 

smiles, handshakes and “God bless you’s.” You will not know there were 

so many friends as when you stand at the gate of the City on the Hill. 

No matter how lonely you have been, maybe on a ranch, or in a big 

city—and indeed there is never a life more lonely than that alone in a 

big city—if you open the Portal of Mercy this morning and enter the 

City on the Hill, you will be instantly surrounded by hosts of friends. 

The reason that I started the Crusaders’ Movement was that young 

men and women would meet the right kind of young folks and not the 

dance hall crowd, the card party crowd, but the children of the King. 

Friends, smiles, hand clasps and “God bless you’s” await you in the 

City on the Hill. 

If I am going to dwell in the City on the Hill the rest of my life, I 

want to know what kind of people live in it. 

The people in this City have been redeemed by the Blood of the 

Lamb; washed, and their garments made whiter than snow. The 

complexion of the people is fair no matter what nationality or color—

red, brown, white or yellow. The minute they reach the City on the Hill 

they are fair. And everybody will be smiling or should be. There will be 

no need to be sad and sing, “Hark from the tombs a doleful sound.” You 

are supposed to learn how to smile and to sing in community sings. 

Oh, peace and love walk hand in hand in the City on the Hill! Joy, 

trust and confidence walk side by side in that City! Faith, hope, charity 

join hands and walk in glad procession down the streets of the City on 

the Hill! 
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Oh, I think the people in that city are the finest I ever met! It is 

wonderful to have brothers and sisters. I always wished I had some, but 

I was the only child and had to grow up with the kitten, the dog, the 

chickens, the horse. But when I entered the City on the Hill, I found 

thousands of brothers and sisters. I love them more than I ever could 

have loved my earthly brother or sister. At least it is a different kind of 

love. I know you love your own flesh and blood, but you will have a 

different love for your brothers and sisters in the City on the Hill. 

Do you feel it? You turn around and say, “God bless you” to the 

person behind you. You meet them this morning, again this afternoon, 

and again tonight, and by the time the night meeting closes you feel as 

though you had known each other for years. It seems you have played 

together, lived together, wept together, and pulled together to bring 

people to Christ. 

I love the lighting system in that City. Have you ever passed through 

a town that was dark, had all the lights out and the curtains pulled 

down? Your impression of that city was that it was a stingy one. 

But the City of Salvation is beautifully lighted. I wish you could see 

the lights in all the windows! The shades are up and the lights of 

welcome are beaming and beckoning, saying, “Come! Come! Come!” 

Moreover, there is a wonderful radiant light that streams from the 

monument in the center of the City on the Hill, which is the Cross of 

Jesus Christ. In the light of the Cross I would ever abide. 

One of the bright lights in the City on the Hill comes from the upper 

room. Have you seen it shining? The light of the Holy Ghost! 

Beautiful lighthouses are built on the north, the south and the west 

of the City on the Hill to give light to the seasick mariner, to the man 

who has lost his way in the desert, and to those working in the harvest 

fields. 

Oh, the City on the Hill! I would never go back to live in the darkness 

of sin for all the world. I remember when I was in darkness—when I 

hoped so, thought so, and guessed so. Glory to God, I am walking in the 

light now, and I will dwell in the City on the Hill. 

I would like you to take a look at the streets—they are most 

beautiful. One of these streets is called the “Street of Peace.” Oh, the 
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peace I felt when I walked on that street! I had been under desperate 

conviction since I had heard the evangelist. Arrows had gone into my 

heart that I could not pull out because they were barbed. 

I fled to the City of Refuge to get away from the storm of conviction. 

When I entered the Door of Mercy and the Blood was applied to my 

heart, that very instant I found peace to my soul and I walked the Street 

of Peace. 

One of the next streets was Hallelujah Avenue. I know some folks 

who have gotten on Hallelujah Avenue. Some have gotten as far as 

Amen Corner, but never as far as Hallelujah Avenue. It is a wonderful 

avenue. 

Then, have you turned the street to Victory Way? I don’t want to go 

on the Undercomer Way, but on the Overcomer Way because there is 

victory all along the line. 

And, whatever you do, move over to Thanksgiving Avenue. 

I have a house there now and, oh, I am enjoying it. No matter what 

happens, I give thanks to the Lord and it comes out all right. 

There is a river in this City, and we read about it in Psalm 46:4-5: 

“There is a river, the streams whereof shall make glad the city of 

God, the holy place of the tabernacles of the most High. God is in the 

midst of her; she shall not be moved: God shall help her, and that right 

early.” 

Oh, I am so glad that I bathed in the streams of that river! 

“Great is the Lord, and greatly to be praised in the city of our God, 

in the mountain of his holiness. Beautiful for situation, the joy of the 

whole earth, is mount Zion, on the sides of the north, the city of the 

great King. God is known in her palaces for a refuge.” (Psalm 48:1-3) 

“As we have heard, so have we seen in the city of the Lord of hosts, 

in the city of our God: God will establish it forever.” (Psalm 48:8) 

“Let Mount Zion rejoice, let the daughters of Judah be glad, because 

of thy judgments. Walk about Zion, and go round about her: tell the 

towers thereof.” (Psalm 48:11-12) 

“Mark ye well her bulwarks, consider her palaces; that ye may tell it 

to the generation following.” (Psalm 48:13) 
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“They that trust in the Lord shall be as Mount Zion, which cannot 

be removed, but abideth forever.” (Psalm 125:1) 

“You are a city set upon a hill whose light cannot be hid.” (Matthew 

5:14) 

This City on the Hill has traffic passing through it—the in-traffic 

and the out-traffic. I wish you could see it. As they are coming in, they 

are in the rags of unrighteousness, as an immigrant from a far off 

country—the country of sin. Have you ever stood on Ellis Island and 

seen people coming from other lands, coming up the steerage with 

bundles and rolls of blankets? Then, have you met them six months 

later? They are dressed in a tailored suit, their eyes are bright, and they 

have opened a good business. They have found the land of their 

dreams—glorious free America! 

It is more wonderful in the City on the Hill. You may come in 

beaten, bruised, worn, half-starved, but praise God, when you go out to 

win souls you are a different-looking person. 

The in-traffic brings in loads of sin, heartaches and griefs. But in the 

middle of the city there is a fountain—a marvelous fountain, a fountain 

filled with blood. The people step in and they are washed miraculously 

from head to foot. When they step out, lo, they are changed. Their sins 

are gone. Their rags are gone, and in their place they have been given 

the dazzling robes of His righteousness. They begin to sing in the City 

on the Hill. 

The out-traffic is different. They have been redeemed and are going 

to work for Jesus Christ. The moment you have given your heart to 

Jesus Christ, at that moment the Master whispers, “Go out into the 

highways and hedges, and compel them to come in, that my house may 

be filled. Remember how you were lost and somebody brought the 

message to you? Now you go and tell someone else the story.” 

“Sister McPherson, I don’t know the Bible well enough.” 

You don’t have to know the Bible well enough. If all you know is 

“God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son that 

whosoever believeth on Him should not perish but have ever lasting 

life,” turn around and tell the one next to you. Then come back, learn 

some more, and go out to tell it. 
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The out-traffic is going out with sickle-in-hand to the hospitals, 

prisons, factories, sick rooms, seashores. When they come back they 

are loaded with wheat, bringing precious souls who were lost, but Jesus 

found them. 

Of course, you will want me to tell you about the dwellings there! 

“How amiable are thy tabernacles, O Lord of hosts! My souls 

longeth, yea, even fainteth for the courts of the Lord: my heart and my 

flesh crieth out for the living God.” (Psalm 84:1,2) 

I am so glad I live in an amiable dwelling. It is a marvelous house in 

which I dwell because it is in the City of Salvation. The houses are well 

lighted, the breezes of Heaven flow through the windows that are open. 

There is a wonderful window that looks over the harvest fields, one 

over the desert looking for the lost, one to the North that looks over the 

storm-swept sea. 

“How amiable are thy tabernacles, O Lord of hosts!” 

In every dwelling in the City on the Hill there should be a family 

altar, the Word of God should be read every day, and everybody should 

have prayer before they retire. 

Mother was telling me about a woman who came into the office the 

other day. She said that she wanted to be healed. She had been prayed 

for, but did not seem to be getting on very good. 

“I wonder what is the matter?” she said. 

“My dear,” mother said, “Do you have prayer in your home?” 

“Oh, yes, we have prayers in our home.” 

“Darling, who helps you?”  

My mother saw that her mother, who was there, did not have much 

faith. She was saying, “If my daughter is healed. If—.” 

“Does your husband help you? Does he pray with you?” 

“No, not with me.” 

“Is he a Christian?” 

“Ye-yes. He is a member of the largest Methodist Church in the 

city.” 

“Has he been born again?” 

“No, but he is a church member.” 

“Have you prayed together?” 
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“No.” 

“How long have you been married? For years?” 

“Yes.” 

“And you have never prayed together?” 

“No.” 

“Did you pray together before you were married?” 

“No.” 

There is something wrong! If we are really living in the City on the 

Hill, there should be a family altar. For an amiable dwelling you need 

to have Bible Study and prayer. It is marvelous then. If a quarrel comes 

up, it is settled in an hour of prayer. 

If you are fretful, it slips away in an hour of prayer. 

Are you living in one of those wonderful houses in the City on the 

Hill? 

“How about the population, Sister McPherson? Are there many 

people in the City on the Hill?” 

Oh, glory, look around you! Here are some of them this morning, 

and the population is increasing. They say that Los Angeles and 

Glendale are the fastest growing cities. I beg your pardon, but the City 

on the Hill is. How the population of the City on the Hill is growing! 

“How about the language? Could I understand it?” 

That depends. If you are a sinner, you could not understand it. In 

the City on the Hill they talk a new language; a new tongue. Instead of 

cursing, swearing, temper, they speak a different language. Their voices 

are soft, vibrant, and filled with the Word of God. They use words that 

are not in any vocabulary except that of the City on the Hill. Such words 

as “Amen” and “Hallelujah” are not in the sinner’s dictionary. “Glory to 

God” and “Praise the Lord” are not used by the sinner. But this language 

is very easy to learn once you set your heart on God. 

“Sister, I never could say, ‘Praise the Lord.’” 

No, not unless you have a new heart. When you go to the City on 

the Hill, you have a new heart. You don’t need to say “Praise the Lord”—

it says itself. 

I am so glad that I have learned the language of the City on the Hill. 

It is a language of praise, faith, confidence and prayer. 
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“Sister McPherson, when I get to the City on the Hill, what is the first 

thing I should do?” 

The first thing is to go to the Hall of Records and write your name 

in several places. Go to the altar and write your name there—“This day 

I accept the Lord Jesus Christ as my personal Saviour.” 

“Why, I don’t believe card signing is necessary.” 

Oh, are you going to begin to talk that way when you get to the City 

on the Hill? 

When some people buy anything, they don’t want to put their 

names on it. But I think if they are frank and honest they should be 

willing to put their names. 

Signing your name at the altar is not necessary to salvation. 

But when you take your pen and write your name, you have gone 

to the Hall of Records. 

Then, as soon as possible, you want to sign up to be a worker, not a 

shirker. “Dear Lord, do you mind putting me down as a worker. Maybe 

an altar worker, or a fisher, or a Sunday School teacher, or take the 

sickle and go back to the fields of grain. My life is not my own. I 

foreswear my own interest and will put myself on the altar of Almighty 

God, and am ready to serve in any capacity, great or small.” 

“Sister, I wish I could do some big thing.” 

Ah, but it takes humble people and people in lowly places as well as 

in the big places. The hub of the wheel is needed as much as the rest of 

the wheel. 

I saw a beautiful fountain with a marble angel. Every feature was 

chiseled beautifully. Then there was a granite slab in front of the 

fountain telling how it was dedicated. Down below was an iron pipe that 

carried the water, and a small tin cup was hanging there. There was the 

marble angel, but she did not give anyone a drink. The granite slab with 

golden letters never satisfied anybody’s thirst. But there was the pipe 

and the old tin cup that supplied the water. You may never be an angel 

or a granite slab, but you may be a tin cup and keep things going. 

Hallelujah! 
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The City on the Hill. Next, you will want to sign up maybe as a 

missionary or an evangelist. Be sure to sign your name in the Hall of 

Records—whether for Africa, China, India, or Bible School. 

And be sure you sign your name for a mansion in the skies. 

I am so glad I have signed for a mansion in the skies! But I don’t 

know what I will do with it, for I don’t suppose I will stay in it very 

much. I want to run errands, and the big thing is to see Jesus and dwell 

forever and ever in the sunlight of His smile. 

“Sister, when I get to the City on the Hill, I want to know if there are 

any good eating places.” 

There certainly are. The tables are covered with the white linen of 

His righteousness. The silver is there and the feast is spread. You can 

imagine how much there is to eat when I tell you that this—the Bible—

is the bill of fare. You can help yourself. 

“What will it cost?” 

Just a complete surrender of your life and will, and come with 

believing faith to the City on the Hill. 

I found salvation, the baptism of the Holy Spirit, divine healing, and 

the hope of the coming of the Lord. 

Won’t you draw up and help yourself? Some folks here this morning 

look half-starved. They look like they haven’t had a good meal for a 

long time. I mean a spiritual meal. Some of you couldn’t say one good 

“Amen.” Come into the restaurant and be satisfied. 

“Sister McPherson, I think I need clothes.” 

It was the man talking about “eats,” but it is a woman talking about 

clothes! 

“Are there any stores in the City on the Hill?” 

There certainly are. The streets are filled with stores where you can 

buy oil, gold tried in the fiery furnace, and garments that you may be 

clothed: the robes of salvation clear to shoes that your feet may be shod 

with the preparation of the gospel of peace. 

Everything you need can be had in the City on the Hill. 

“Are there any banks in the City on the Hill?” 

Oh, yes. It is a wonderful bank—the First National. I go there and 

cash my checks. “Lord, I need thus and so.” Didn’t you see me go to the 
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bank this morning when I wanted money for those two girls? I prayed, 

“Lord, what will I do?,” and when I presented a check it was cashed. Of 

course, you gave the money, but it was the Lord who sent it. Oh, that 

bank will bring to you spiritual, physical and temporal blessings. 

But I am glad that I am not only getting everything out of Heaven. I 

believe I am doing some banking too. I have a safety deposit box in the 

bank in the City on the Hill. Souls are being saved and treasures are 

being laid up in Heaven. Hallelujah! 

“Sister, do they have any schools there?” 

Yes, indeed they do! Bible Schools and Prayer Schools. 

But, above all else, be sure you go to school with the Holy Spirit! 

If you ask me what I like best in the City on the Hill, I believe I like 

the fellowship best. You walk down the street and say “Amen!” 

Someone answers “Glory to God!” You walk down Thanksgiving 

Avenue and say, “Praise the Lord!” “Hallelujah!” someone else says. 

That is my idea of Heaven—everybody can speak one language. 

Then, once we are saved and come to the City on the Hill, we don’t 

just fold our hands, there is something for everybody to do. There are 

excursions to be made into the harvest fields to bring the lost to Jesus. 

A trip is to be made out of the South Gate to the desert. Look! There is 

a man falling! He is unable to go farther! Put your arms about him and 

bring him to the City on the Hill. There are people going down at sea. 

Bring them in.  

And don’t forget to look out of the East Gate for the blessed hope of 

the Coming of the Lord. Oh, it is that East Gate that I love most! It is 

through that gate I hope to go into the dawn, into the sunrise that shall 

never set when my Lord and Saviour comes. 

In that City there is hospitality, love, and community songs. 

People come together and sing, “All hail the power of Jesus’ name!” 

Hallelujah! One of these days we are going out to meet Him. I can 

hear the call coming in through the Eastern Gate. I can seem to see the 

trumpets that sound forth the notes of their praise to the Lord who is 

coming. Oh, that day we are going to step out of our houses, our frail 

houses, step in line, and the Lord is going to say, “Come home!” I can 

see them marching into the glorious chamber of the Lord! 
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My brother, my sister, where are you this morning? Are you lost at 

sea, on the burning desert, in the fields? Won’t you come to the City on 

the Hill? You have never begun to live until you find Jesus Christ as 

your Saviour. 

Oh, I am so glad that I am a Christian! If I wasn’t a Christian, I don’t 

think I would wait for the preacher to finish the sermon. I would come 

down the aisle—over seats, or any way—to get to the altar. I would not 

stop until I came to the Cross of Jesus Christ, and there I would kneel 

until my burdens rolled away. 

Then I would make my way to be filled with the Spirit, and go out 

with the robes of righteousness on. I would go to the restaurant and eat 

until I was strong. Then I would get the sickle, go to work, and bring 

home sheaves to the Master’s garner. 

 



 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

September 21, 1924 

 

 

OW FOR A few moments before the church wedding which 

is to come at the close of the service—yes, Radio Land, you 

will have time to get here for it if you will hurry—I am going 

to speak to you on the Baptism of the Holy Ghost and Fire. There is no 

subject more interesting to the Christian heart than the study of the 

Holy Spirit. 

This morning I wish that everybody would open their Bibles at 

Isaiah 28:9-12. (When I announce a scripture text in Angelus Temple, I 

always wait with eagerness for the rustle that is to come. It is like the 

wind going through an apple orchard!) 

 

Whom shall he teach knowledge? and whom shall he make to 

understand doctrine? them that are weaned from the milk, and 

drawn from the breasts. For precept must be upon precept, 

precept upon precept; line upon line, line upon line; here a little, 

and there a little. 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. 

 

Isaiah 28:9-12 

 

The Baptism of the Holy Ghost and Fire! Before launching into our 

message this morning, may I take a moment to describe to those who 

are not very familiar with the Scriptures that there are three in the 

blessed Godhead—the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. Just as 

there are three in the Godhead, so there have been three distinct 
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periods or dispensations of time. The first was known as the 

Dispensation of the Father; the second, the Dispensation of the Son; 

and the third, the Dispensation of the Holy Ghost. 

You will find the Dispensation of the Father recorded from Genesis 

1 to the last chapter of Malachi; the Dispensation of the Son recorded 

in Matthew, Mark, Luke and John—otherwise known as the Four 

gospels—and the first chapter of the Acts of the Apostles; and the 

Dispensation of the Holy Ghost beginning with Acts 2 on through the 

last chapter of the Revelation, on and out through the Dark Ages, and 

up to the present hour. The Dispensation of the Holy Spirit has not yet 

closed. We are living in the Dispensation of the Holy Spirit and, 

therefore, are enjoying some rights and privileges which they enjoyed 

on the Day of Pentecost. There is no difference in the measure of the 

Spirit which they received and we receive. We may receive Him in His 

entirety. He will come and dwell within, and thus we may expect the 

same signs and wonders following, or the same mighty outpouring of 

God’s power. 

The Dispensation of the Holy Spirit which began on the Day of 

Pentecost will not close until Jesus Christ, the Lord of Glory, bursts the 

starry sky of Heaven asunder and descends with a shout of the trumpet 

to take His waiting church bride home. 

During the Dispensation of the Father, two love gifts were promised 

to the world. The first, His love gift to the sinner—even Jesus Christ. 

The second was His love gift to the believer—even the Holy Spirit. Jesus 

Christ was God’s love gift to the sinner, and the Holy Spirit was God’s 

love gift to the believer, and they were both promised in the Old 

Testament. 

Of the promises of the coming Messiah, you need not that I remind 

you. They live like shining jewels in the treasure chest of thy heart. 

“He was wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our 

iniquities; the chastisement of our peace was upon him; and with his 

stripes we are healed.” (Isaiah 53:5) 

“Thou wilt not suffer thine Holy One to see corruption.” (Psalm 

16:10) 

“Out of thee shall come a governor.” (Matthew 2:6) 
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We know all these scriptures. We are familiar with the prophecies 

concerning Christ, but perhaps are not so familiar with the Scriptures 

concerning the coming of the Holy Spirit—the blessed Paraclete. 

His coming is prophesied in many places throughout the Old 

Testament. 

Jesus said, “Behold, I will send the promise of My Father upon you.” 

Or, in other words, the promise which My Father made you concerning 

the Holy Spirit in the Old Testament shall come upon you. May I point 

out some of the Old Testament prophesies concerning the Holy Spirit? 

Isaiah 28:9—“Whom shall he teach knowledge? and whom shall he 

make to understand doctrine?” [Who shall get knowledge of the Holy 

Ghost and knowledge of the deeper things of God?] “Them that are 

weaned from the milk.” 

When first born into the Kingdom, we are new babes and must be 

nursed with a bottle. People must not give a baby meat, but milk. But, 

praise God, “whom shall he teach knowledge and whom shall he make 

to understand doctrine?” Who is ready to get that power of Pentecost 

that will burn in the soul? 

“Them that are weaned from the milk.” 

It is the Lord’s desire that we grow up and not always be newborn 

babes, that we get to the place where we can take meat and be men and 

women equipped for the fray. 

“For precept must be upon precept, precept upon precept; line upon 

line, line upon line; here a little, and there a little.” (Isaiah 28:10) 

The moment you are born again you haven’t it all; you have only 

laid the foundation. There are the bricks, the doors, the windows, and 

roofing, etc. 

“Precept upon precept; line upon line.” Ah, yes, that is our Christian 

experience over again! These people who give their shoulders a little 

shrug and say, “I have all that the Lord has for me” are the most pathetic 

people that the sun ever shone upon. 

There is no excuse for the church not having a revival. 

We are living in the last days when God’s water barrels are full of 

golden showers and the angels are teetering the barrels, waiting to pour 

out the showers of blessing. 
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“Wake up, O Church! Are you ready for a revival?” 

“Huh! What did you say? I am sleepy.” 

“Oh Church, wake up! Are you ready for the outpouring of the 

Spirit? Are your altars ready?” 

“Altars? What do you mean ‘altars’?” 

“We mean that something which people used to call the ‘Mourners’ 

Bench’ where people used to kneel when the preacher said, ‘Come to 

Jesus.’” 

“Altars? We don’t have them anymore. We did have one, but now 

we have a better way. We have them go into a room in back of the 

vestry, and it is not so embarrassing. Getting down on your knees is 

obsolete.” 

God help us to get back the altars! There is one place that bothers 

me. They have taken out the altar—I guess they used to have one 

although I never saw one there—and for the last three years at least they 

have had the place where the altar should be filled with palms, ferns 

and flowers. It looks pretty, but if I could clear the place out and get the 

altar back I believe the church could have a revival. 

How are you going to get folks saved when you don’t have the altars 

ready? 

I remember that when my mother saw the rain coming she would 

say, “Aimee, I see the clouds coming. Let’s get the rain barrel out, wash 

it, and get the pollywogs out, and put it under the eave trough.” 

We would get the barrels all clean and then we would be ready for 

the rain. 

“Now we are ready. Let the rain come. Close all the windows.” 

Down would come the rain. Pitter, patter on the roof, down the 

eave-trough, and by and by the barrels are full and running over. 

Oh, my brother, my sister, the Holy Ghost is being outpoured and 

copious showers of blessing are falling! Have you your rain barrels out? 

If not, get them out, wash them, clean out the pollywogs, and put the 

barrels under the eave-trough of God’s shower and get your portion. 

There is no use saying you received all when you were born again 

for you are mistaken. “Precept upon precept; line upon line.” 
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“For with stammering lips and another tongue will he speak to this 

people.” (Isaiah 28:11) 

What does that mean? Exactly what it says—“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: but they would not hear.” 

(Isaiah 28:12) 

What is the rest? The Baptism of the Holy Ghost. 

“Hold on, Sister McPherson, I can’t follow you. How do you know 

this refers to the Holy Ghost?” 

Because the Old Testament and New Testament are mates. They are 

just like the old pictures they used to have with grandma on one side 

and grandpa on the other. They are a perfect whole, yet each is a perfect 

half. The Old and New Testaments swing on hinges. The New is in the 

Old contained; the Old is by the New explained. No scripture wants for 

its mate. 

Turn to 1 Corinthians 14:21 and you will find the direct reference to 

Isaiah 28:11, proving that these are one. 

“This is the rest.” What is the rest? The Baptism of the Holy Ghost 

and Fire. The rest to whom? The reciprocant, the church, the minister. 

Hallelujah. “This is the rest.” 

Some people are so tired trying to work up a revival by advertising, 

chicken suppers, socials, moving pictures, etc.—anything to get people 

to church. Is that the rest? Ah, no. 

“This is the rest.” 

Are you tired of trying to get members to join your church? 

“This is the rest.” 

Are you tired of trying to fill empty seats on the Lord’s Day?  

“This is the rest.” 

Are you tired of trying to fix up a sermon—a little bit of Wesley’s, a 

little bit of Spurgeon’s, a little bit of Moody’s, then work it up so that 

nobody would know it was not your sermon? Are you tired of sitting up 

all night worrying about it? Listen: 

“This is the rest.” 

Are you tired of trying to find a real testimony?  
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“This is the rest.” Hallelujah! 

When you get the Baptism of the Holy Ghost, you don’t have to run 

things, they go themselves. If you have gasoline in the tank, you don’t 

have to push your automobile, just put your foot on the gas and it goes. 

So it is if you have gasoline in the tank of your church. 

If there is anything that this world needs today, it is the old 

fashioned Pentecostal Baptism of power from above. Hallelujah! 

“This is the rest.” “And this is the refreshing.”  

My, don’t we all need to be refreshed! I think sometimes people look 

like tired, drooping flowers that have had no rain. What you need is the 

Baptism of the Holy Ghost: “This is the refreshing.” 

Lift up your head, open your mouth, and drink because His Spirit is 

falling now. 

Joel promises the outpouring of the Spirit: 

“And it shall come to pass that I will pour out my spirit upon all flesh; 

and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, your old men shall 

dream dreams, your young men shall see visions: And also upon the 

servants and upon the handmaids in those days will I pour out my 

spirit.” (Joel 2:28-29) 

Prophesy means “preach the Word.” 

“How do you know?” 

That’s right. Let’s always have a Scripture definition. 

Turn again to 1 Corinthians 14:3: “He that prophesieth speaketh unto 

men to edification, and exhortation, and comfort.” 

Now let us go back and look at that verse “Your sons and your 

daughters shall prophesy”—shall preach the Word. 

One of the signs of the coming of the Lord is that women are going 

to preach the gospel as well as men in the last days. 

It is my hope that God will so pour His Spirit out upon these young 

men and women and give them such power and tact that everybody 

will have to say. “Hands off! It is the Lord.” Oh, that they will not speak 

only from the head, but from the heart and that the waters will flow 

from their innermost being! 
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“He hath given you the former rain moderately, and He will cause 

to come down for you the rain, the former rain, and the latter rain.” 

(Joel 2:23) 

God gave the former rain on the Day of Pentecost and in the 

apostolic days. He is giving the latter rain now for the ripening of the 

grain. The former rain accompanies seed sowing. The disciples sowed 

the seed and the Lord sent the former rain to make the seed spring into 

fruitfulness. 

Now, Hallelujah, the harvest day is drawing near. The ploughman 

and the reaper are treading each other’s heels. The latter rain is coming 

down. We are living in the day of the outpouring of the Holy Spirit. 

While it is true that there is a great coldness everywhere, and we read 

that in the last days the love of many shall wax cold and men shall have 

the form of godliness but deny the power thereof (we don’t need a 

guide to locate these places either), yet there is a mighty outpouring. 

Don’t you hear it? It is thundering now. Don’t you hear the patter of 

rain on the roof? Don’t you feel a patter on your face? Take down your 

umbrella, lift up your hands, and say, “Lord baptize me with the Holy 

Ghost and fire.” 

“Sister McPherson, that is what I need, but how am I going to get it?” 

Receive, believe, take by faith—and it is yours. Have you heard me 

tell the story of the old couple who prayed for rain? It was one of my 

father’s stories. 

One time in Canada, they were suffering from a terrible time of 

drought. There had been no rain for a long time and it seemed like the 

barley and wheat would die unless rain came. 

And a minister said to his congregation “If we don’t have rain by 

next Wednesday afternoon, let us all come and have a prayer meeting 

and pray for rain.” 

The people said that they would. Wednesday dawned, and it was still 

hot and dry. Most of the people came to church all stiff and starched, 

but one old couple got ready and came to pray for rain. They were 

Hiram and Sophia. 

They got the rubber top for the buggy and rubber covering for the 

horse, then Hiram, put on his boots and slicker, and Sophia her rubbers 
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and raincoat and carried her umbrella. They started to the church to 

pray for rain. 

It was a hot and dry day, and as they went, others were going. When 

the others saw Hiram and Sophia coming, it tickled them. 

“Why, the idea! What are you dressed like that for?” 

“Why, we came to pray for rain.” 

“Yes, but there is no sign of a cloud in sight.” 

“But we believe that the Lord is going to send rain.” 

Poor Hiram and Sophia were the laughing stock of the town, but 

they didn’t say a word. They went to the altar and began to pray for 

rain. The people could hardly pray for laughing at them. 

This old couple prayed, “Lord, you promised if we prayed, you 

would hear us. Now, Lord, the land is dry and parched, the fields are 

burning up, and the cattle are dry. Lord, send the rain.” They would 

mop their foreheads, then pray, “Lord, send the rain.” 

As they prayed, the time slipped by. Finally, there was a chill in the 

air and a sudden crash of thunder that grew louder and louder. Then 

the rain fell—big drops like hail. Faster and faster it fell. People got up 

and looked out of the window. 

Here they were with their starched dresses and sunbonnets and had 

to go home in the rain. But Hiram and Sophia went out and got in the 

buggy—they were prepared for the rain. With their raincoats on and 

their umbrella up, they went on their way smiling. They came to pray 

for rain and got what they believed for. 

Folks, recognize that God is pouring out His Spirit from on high, 

and we who live in this day may be filled with His power. 

When the Lord Jesus Christ was baptized in the Jordan, John had 

preached concerning Him: “There cometh One mightier than I after 

me, the latchet of whose shoes I am not worthy to stoop down and 

unloose. I indeed have baptized you with water: but He shall baptize 

you with the Holy Ghost.” (Matthew 3:11) 

“He shall baptize you.” Baptize—that is one word that I find once in 

a while ministers try to get me to drop. 
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“Sister McPherson, your logic is all right, but don’t use the term 

‘baptism of the Holy Ghost’. Say ‘filled with the Spirit.’ Sister, don’t you 

know there are a lot of fillings?” 

No, I don’t see it that way. I cling to the word “baptism” of the Holy 

Ghost. It is a perfectly scriptural term. 

“He shall baptize you with the Holy Ghost.” 

“Well, what is the difference?” 

All the difference in the world! If it is being filled with the Spirit, 

then it is a little something you can get now and a little something you 

can get later, and you won’t know when you really have it. 

“I had a little blessing.” “I have a measure of the Spirit.” 

No! You either have the baptism of the Holy Ghost or you haven’t. 

“I got a little blessing today, and I think I got a little more of the 

Spirit.” 

Oh, yes, that’s what filling means, but it is more than that. “He shall 

baptize you”—something that takes place definitely and at one time; 

something you know when you get it. 

Then came the Lord Jesus. You remember He was filled with the 

Spirit at the Jordan. Then came that marvelous day when He was going 

away: 

“Dear children, I leave you to carry on My work. The works I have 

done, I have not done by Myself, but by Him that dwelleth in Me.” And 

we all know that it was the Holy Spirit who dwelled in Jesus. 

“I go away to My Father, but I want you to carry on My work. Go ye 

into all the world and preach the gospel to every creature. He that 

believeth and is baptized shall be saved. Go, but tarry first in Jerusalem 

until you be endued with power from on high, and, behold, I send the 

promise of my Father upon you.” 

And then He said, “You shall receive power after that the Holy Ghost 

is come upon you.” (Acts 1:8) 

Speaking these words, the Lord ascended into Heaven, and the 

hundred and twenty made their way to the upper room to pray and 

wait until they should be filled. They didn’t budge from Jerusalem, but 

there they stayed with uplifted faces and hands waiting for the power 

to fall. 
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I know there was wheat to be garnered in and souls to be saved, yet 

these good men and women considered it important to tarry until they 

were filled. They felt they gained by waiting. 

Some of us seem to think we are too busy to spend any time tarrying 

for the baptism of the Holy Spirit, but you really gain time if you tarry. 

I liken it to a person who hasn’t time to stop at the gasoline station 

to get their gasoline tank filled, They are in a hurry because they have 

to make a boat or a train. 

“Are you sure you have enough gasoline to take you?” 

“No, I am not sure. I don’t think I have more than half a gallon. But, 

Sister, that boat is going and I only have forty minutes to make it.” 

“But, brother, I think you would make better time to make sure that 

the gasoline tank is full.” 

“If we stop to get the tank full, we won’t have time to make the boat.” 

“Yes, but if you run out of gasoline, won’t you have to get out and 

push the car, and won’t that take longer than stopping for gasoline? 

Hadn’t you better tarry until you get the gasoline?” 

There are churches like that automobile. They are organized to 

death. They have their elders, deacons, Sunday School teachers, etc. 

Everything but one thing, and that is the baptism of the Holy Ghost, or 

the tank full of power. And if we haven’t that, what good are the walls 

to us, or the paint, or the chairs? If we have to cook up suppers to get a 

crowd, it is a sure thing that we haven’t the power. 

Now, shall we tarry until we are filled? No matter what we are doing, 

let us take time to run in and ask God to fill us to overflowing. The rest 

is easy, for He does the work. All we do is keep in step and He does the 

planning. He does the work and we simply do the shouting. He strikes 

the blows and we cheer and say, “Hurrah! Lord, you are doing a 

wonderful work.” 

“This is the rest.” “This is the refreshing.” 

But they would not hear. Oh, folks, if I did not claim the blessed 

power of the Holy Ghost, you would never be in this Temple today, 

unless God caused someone else to build it. 
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My father took me to the Pan-American Exposition, and the 

buildings were covered with thousands of light bulbs that looked like 

jewels. 

“Oh, isn’t it beautiful!” I exclaimed. 

“Daughter, let me show you where the power comes from.” 

And he took me to Niagara Falls, and under the water I saw the great 

wheels and heard the hum of the machinery. 

“This is the power house.” It was an ugly thing and there was no 

beauty to it, but it was the power that supplied the jewels. 

The souls that we win are the jewels. And we should have more than 

a thousand souls a month, but let us thank God for that many. 

So many people say to me, “Sister McPherson, I don’t understand 

these crowds. What draws them? And the altar calls? And why so many 

people baptized?” 

Well, if you will take a walk under the falls of the Holy Spirit, you 

will find the power house. That is the upper room, and it may be in 

your own home. When you pray, it is there the Lord fills you with His 

power. I remember the day that I got in the power house. I waited one 

week, and as I prayed, His power came down upon me. Oh, how He 

filled me! It seems to me when I was filled that I would have to run over 

or burst. “Lord, if you don’t stop blessing me, I will burst.” It started to 

run over and has been splashing ever since. 

I never thought I could preach in one place twenty-one months and 

still have enough to preach about. I didn’t realize how big the Bible was. 

“How can I keep enough in my mind?” You don’t have to. This is not a 

stagnant pond, but a running river. It flows through, and there is 

enough new water to take the place all the time. 

Oh, brother, sister, receive ye the Holy Spirit! Tarry until you are 

endued with power from on high. 

“This is the rest.” “This is the refreshing.” 

“O Jesus, this has been such a big week. Last Monday in San Gabriel 

in the afternoon; Alhambra at night; in Santa Ana on Tuesday night; 

the divine healing service Wednesday afternoon and the prayer 

meeting at night; the big water baptismal service on Thursday night; 

and the Crusaders’ Meeting on Friday.” 
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“Dear Lord, here it is Saturday noon. I have four big sermons to 

preach, but I have not studied them. Lord, you will have to help me. 

Everybody else has theirs written out. Here it is Saturday noon and not 

a thing done. Lord, I did try to get at it, but I have been teaching school 

in the mornings, working on my magazine and other things during the 

day, and in the meetings at night. Dear Jesus, help me. I am so empty.” 

When you say, “Lord, I am so empty,” then the wheels begin to turn, 

and they go faster and faster. 

Folks, you need it! Every one of you need the Holy Spirit. 

When I get on this subject, I feel like I would like to talk for eight 

hours, but I must stop. 

They tarried in the upper room and the power of God fell. Tongues 

of fire fell upon them. Not tongues of ice, but tongues of fire. Some 

people think it was tongues of ice and have been living in a refrigerator. 

Poor souls! What you need is tongues of fire. 

Are you a Christian? 

“I’m a Methodist.” 

Are you a Christian? 

“I’m a Baptist.” 

Are you a Christian? 

“Well, I’m not a member of this church. I’m a Presbyterian.” 

Are you a Christian? 

“I belong to the Episcopal Church.” 

Some of you folks look to me like Methodist, Baptist, Presbyterian, 

and Episcopal icebergs. And there could be a Foursquare iceberg if we 

don’t keep in the fire of God. When the fire of a revival comes, and the 

baptism of the Holy Ghost comes down, all the icebergs begin to melt. 

It is wonderful to watch them go. They melt—melt—melt. They go 

down on their knees and the water runs out of their eyes. 

Didn’t I see an Episcopal iceberg kneeling there? Yes, but it is gone 

now. Where is that Methodist iceberg, and that Foursquare iceberg? 

They are gone, and all that is left is a river. They are all flowing in one 

stream now, and you can’t tell which is the Methodist, the Baptist, the 

Foursquare, or the Episcopal iceberg. Hallelujah! they are all flowing 

together. And, as they flow, they sing and gurgle a wonderful, loving, 
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sunshine song about the Holy Spirit that makes you love everybody. 

They come to a few rocks now and then, but the river sings its sweetest 

song when there are rocks. When it comes to a rock—opposition—you 

can hear it sing, “I’m happy, happy. Glory, Hallelujah!” 

Oh, it is glorious! One great river of revival, inter-denominational 

in spirit and does not knock any church. 

When we all get cold, we need to be melted. We need the baptism 

of the Holy Ghost so that we can flow like one river in the boundless 

ocean of God’s eternal love. Brother, Sister, let the fire fall. 

 





 

 

 

Sunday Afternoon 

September 21, 1924 

 

 

ORD, AS WE take in our hands the Holy Bible and as we open 

its sacred page which thine own dear heart has inspired and 

which was written at the direction of thine own dear finger of 

love, we pray thee: Speak to our hearts today. Lord, send a mighty, 

reviving breeze from Heaven, stirring through the mulberry trees and 

waking all of our hearts up to swell thy praises. Lord, teach us to have 

faith, teach us to believe thy Word and trust thy promises. Banish all 

unbelief from every heart, and Lord, send thy work on, we pray thee, 

on and out, with its message of salvation and hope and cheer. Amen. 

Our subject today is “The Raven and the Dove.” We are turning to 

the 8th chapter of Genesis. It’s here that we get a very good picture of 

the raven and the dove and get an introductory glimpse into the nature 

of them both. 

The eighth chapter of Genesis, as you know, is that chapter which 

describes the Flood, the downpoured waters, the lifting of the ark, and 

Noah and his family of eight sailing above the highest storm-swept 

wave. And as they were sailing across the waters we read, in the sixth 

verse: 

 

And it came to pass at the end of forty days, that Noah opened 

the window of the ark which he had made. And he sent forth a 

raven, which went forth to and fro, until the waters were dried up 

from off the earth. Also he sent forth a dove from him, to see if 

the waters were abated from off the face of the ground; But the 

dove found no rest for the sole of her foot, and she returned unto 

him into the ark, for the waters were on the face of the whole 

earth: then he put forth his hand, and took her, and pulled her in 
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unto him into the ark. And he stayed yet other seven days; and 

again he sent forth the dove out of the ark; And the dove came in 

to him in the evening; and, lo, in her mouth was an olive leaf 

plucked off: so Noah knew that the waters were abated from off 

the earth. And he stayed yet other seven days; and sent forth the 

dove; which returned not again unto him anymore. 

 

Genesis 8:6-12 

 

“The Raven and the Dove.” What precious and splendid types are 

wrapped up in these few verses that I have been bringing. Here is the 

ark; Noah and his family sailing over the waters in it. 

What a beautiful type that is, in its security, in its safety, floating high 

above the earth, the ark of safety, the ark of the Glory Land, high above 

the earth and above the tribulation and the waters and the suffering. 

The first thing to be put out from the ark, then, was the raven. 

It seems to me I can see the window opening now and see that black 

beak coming out and those fiery eyes looking this way and that. It 

hesitates a moment, and then the wings are widespread. We read that 

Noah put the raven out—the raven went out but it never returned. 

It never returned to say “Thank you” for the food it had had. It never 

returned to give glory to God nor give thanks to the one who had cared 

for it. It never returned to tell whether the waters were assuaged or not. 

But the raven, with its widespread pinions casting a shadow on the 

waters wherever it went, wandered roundabout the earth, to and fro, 

and returned no more. 

So it was that Satan was put out of Heaven. But he never returned. 

A black raven with a cruel raven beak was he, with fiery eyes darting 

here and there, looking for prey, never returning to God nor to Heaven 

in thanksgiving, or in prayer, or penitence, or in praise; but going 

roundabout the earth seeing who and what it might devour. What a 

picture of Satan is the raven! 

But Noah then put forth another bird from out that ark. This one 

was the dove, pure, white, spotless, innocent, with snowy pinions and 

eyes of love. Reaching his hand out, Noah opened the window of the 
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ark, even as God reached his from the window of Heaven. The dove 

was set loose in the earth. The dove is indeed the most beautiful type 

of the Holy Spirit in its brooding, loving, tender, gracious way. With 

widespread wings the dove roved over the face of the water, looking for 

a place to rest the sole of her foot, looking for an abiding place, looking 

for a dovecote or a heart’s door that was opened where it might enter 

in. 

But the dove returned that first time without any promise of the 

waters going down and was taken in again. 

So it was that the blessed Holy Spirit was put out from that 

wonderful ark of security, that Haven above, and the Dove, the Holy 

Spirit, was here during the dispensation of the Father. We know the 

Holy Spirit was in the world then because men “spake as they were 

moved by the Spirit.” The Spirit of God was there wooing, was seeking 

an abiding place, but the waters of sin were covering them all and there 

was nobody in the Old Testament of whom we read as having ever 

received the baptism of the Holy Ghost because the blood of Jesus had 

not yet been shed. The waters of sin were still high, but some day they 

were to be assuaged and there was to be an abiding place for the Dove, 

the blessed Holy Spirit. 

So at the close of that first day’s wandering over the earth looking 

for an abiding place, the dove returned and Noah took it in unto him 

in the ark and waited yet seven days—seven meaning perfection and 

fullness of God’s time—then the hand was put out and the dove was 

loosed again, and the blessed Holy Spirit moved in the world and upon 

the surface of the waters—waters ever meaning humanity and the sea 

of human life—the Holy Spirit moving to and fro during the 

dispensation of the Son, or the second day. But at the end of that day 

the dove again returned and we read that it was taken in unto the ark; 

but lo, something was in the mouth of the dove as it returned. 

What was the something that fluttered in the breeze, something that 

looked good to these starving eyes of Noah, who was yearning for land 

and to see the earth in its beauty again? It was a little green leaf. 
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What sort of leaf, you ask? Why, an olive leaf, of course, speaking 

peace. An olive leaf plucked off. Plucked off. Who was the olive branch 

from whom the olive leaf was plucked? 

When the Holy Spirit returned at the end of the dispensation of the 

Son and His walk upon the earth, the Dove came in to the dovecote 

windows of Heaven, but in the mouth of the Dove was an olive leaf. 

Someone had received the Holy Ghost, and that someone was Jesus, 

on the Jordan, when He was filled with the Spirit, and the dove, the 

Holy Ghost, did descend in bodily form and abide upon Him. He was 

the olive branch and the olive leaf which the Dove brought home—

plucked—even as His life was plucked off and cut off from the land of 

the living. He was numbered with the transgressors and his life was cut 

off from the earth—a leaf plucked off—but was carried up to the 

Father’s Throne. And Noah knew then that the waters of sin and the 

waters of judgment were going down and that soon there would be an 

abiding place for the dove. 

Yet seven days, or the fullness of time—and come to think of it, it 

was seven-days, Glory to Jesus!—that the wonderful, mighty, 

outpouring of the Spirit came. Our Lord, you remember, from the time 

He was crucified, there had gone by the three days, the day He was 

crucified He was laid in the grave, and raised the third day. But there 

were to be ten days before the Comforter came back in all His power, 

so add to that seven and we read, Hallelujah!, that when the Day of 

Pentecost was fully come, the Holy Spirit was outpoured in mighty 

power. 

Noah took a dove, opened the window, and the third time the dove 

sped on its message of love throughout the earth, and the third time 

the dove returned no more. 

Oh, dear people, aren’t you glad that through the shedding of the 

precious blood of Jesus, hearts have been made fit dwelling places, 

meet abodes for the blessed Paraclete, the Holy Ghost Himself: and the 

Dove, the Holy Spirit, brooding, cooing, wooing, calling, speaking of 

the spring-tide of eternal joy that is to come, is now abiding. He has 

never returned, but, fluttering, His wings spread wide, He rises over 

these hearts today and descends again, seeking a resting place. 
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The Lord said “He will abide with you forever,” and the Comforter 

abides, Hallelujah! 

But what about the raven? From the day that the raven was put forth 

from that ark and from the day the dove has been put forth, the waters 

have gone down and the earth is dry again and peopled again with its 

life and with its millions; but the raven still lives and the dove still lives. 

Satan still lives and the Holy Ghost still lives. Moreover, each of these 

has a wonderful brood. The children of Satan, it seems to me, inherit 

the raven and the ravening nature, and I can see their long beaks and 

their sleek, black feathers and their burning eyes, and I hear them 

saying the words of ravens, “Never more!” 

But, Oh! I can see the brood of the Dove, the children of the Holy 

Spirit, Spirit-begotten children of the Father of love, and they are 

looking up and crying “Evermore, Evermore!” 

Now what does it mean? First let me show you the two, the raven 

and the dove, the black and the white, the thing of night and the thing 

of day, the things of discouragement and those of encouragement, the 

one that’s croaking and the other that’s cooing, the one that’s swooping 

and the other that’s brooding, the one that’s saying “Nevermore! 

Nevermore! Nevermore! Nevermore!” and the one that’s saying 

“Evermore! Evermore! Evermore!” 

Heaven itself, you know, must have been happy. There wasn’t a tear, 

there wasn’t a heartache there before the fall. Heaven must have been 

like a beautiful dovecote filled with white-winged doves, the wings of 

the angels, and the wings of those who cried “Holy! Holy! Holy!” But 

one day, in the midst of all the whiteness and the fluttering wings and 

the purity of Heaven, there appeared a black winged angel, the raven 

Satan. And we read there was pride in his heart. He was the cherub that 

covered, we read, and yet there was pride and insurrection and he was 

cast out of Heaven. But he never returned, he never repented, he never 

thanked God, he did not bend his knee; he was like the great raven with 

the black wings that’s gone swooping everywhere, seeking whom he 

might devour. 
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I seem to see him coming down from that ark up yonder, and he’s 

reaching the fair Garden of Eden. Eden, you know, that lovely Eden 

was indeed another dovecote, as everything the Lord touched was. 

There were Adam and Eve talking together beneath the beautiful 

trees and all the singing and beauty there; but suddenly in the sky there 

appeared that great, black form with the widespread wings. ‘Twas the 

powers of Satan swooping down upon that lovely Eden. And then you 

remember the result of his coming in. There came the fall, there came 

weeping, tears, regret, banishment, sickness, pain, woe, all because of 

the raven and the ravening nature. Ah, that home was broken up, these 

twain were banished from the Garden. I can seem to see them sitting 

there, weeping. 

“Oh! Is there no way back? Can I never get back to God?” 

And I hear the raven saying: “Nevermore! Nevermore! Nevermore!” 

“Oh! the gates are shut! I have sinned grievously! Is there no 

remission?” 

“Nevermore! Nevermore! Nevermore!” 

“Oh! But my burdens are so heavy, it seems to me as though my 

heart would break with it all. Is there no salvation? Is there no way of 

getting back to the Tree of Life?” 

“Nevermore! Nevermore! Nevermore!” 

From that day to this it seems to me that old raven Satan has been 

always saying “Nevermore!” 

I wonder how many of us here today are familiar with Edgar Allan 

Poe and with his poem, “The Raven.” I think you will appreciate the 

story of the raven better if I read you some of this poem: 

 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, 

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore— 

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 

As of someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 

“Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door— 

Only this and nothing more.” 

 

…Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 
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In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore; 

Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door— 

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door— 

Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 

“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no craven, 

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore— 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!” 

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

 

… And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming, 

And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 

Shall be lifted—nevermore! 

 

I think all of us have read the poem and have loved it in the weird 

way in which he writes. But I seem to see some “Nevermore” ravens 

right here in Los Angeles, California. I would not be a bit surprised if 

we have some of them visiting the temple this afternoon. Within the 

heart of those who would try to trust God, the raven still is quoting, 

“Nevermore!” for from the day that the raven left the ark until the 

present day, the raven nature has been in the world. 

But the dove is just the opposite and wherever you find the dove, it 

speaks of spring and beauty and gladness and healing and blessing and 

resurrection, crying “Evermore! Evermore!” 

The other day I met someone who cried “Nevermore!” I was 

phoning to a certain minister of the gospel and I was mentioning God’s 

mighty power and what the Lord is doing, but he said, “Nevermore!” 

“But,” I said, “Brother, don’t you believe that the Lord heals the sick 

today and that He does these mighty things?” He said, “Nevermore!”  
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“But,” I said, “my dear brother, why we—we see it on every hand.” 

“Nevermore!” “Do you think the day of miracles is gone? Don’t you 

think we can have any more miracles?” “Nevermore! Nevermore!” 

“But,” I said, “Brother, supposing that your Sunday School 

superintendent was sick and supposing you needed him in the church 

and everything had been done for him that medical skill could do, and 

he lay dying of double pneumonia and he called for you to pray for 

him, and if you went in and prayed and said, ‘Oh, Lord, heal this man 

and raise him up into newness of life. Lord, heal him. Everybody else 

has taken their hands off and can do no more, but Lord, you are able.’ 

Now, Brother, suppose that he should suddenly rise up from that couch 

and say, ‘Glory to God, I’m healed!’ supposing his fever should leave 

him and his strength should return and he should go back to the 

Sunday School and do the work of God, would you say that he was 

healed?” 

He said, “No, not if you said it was a miracle. If he said it was the 

power of medicine, I would, but if he said it was the power of prayer, I 

would say no, because the day of miracles is over.” 

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore! Nevermore! These things are not for 

today!” 

There are lots of people that have the raven nature, the nature of 

unbelief, and the nature of that which doubts God, and they say, “It’s 

too late. There’s none of these things for today.” In the days gone by, 

the doves fluttering to their windows were looking for the birth of 

Christ. You remember right from the day that Adam and Eve’s first 

child was born, they hoped that he might be the Deliverer. And the 

second son, oh, they trusted that that might have been He! But, no. 

Years and years and years and years were to go by. Lots of people began 

to say, “Oh, there is no Messiah coming. He will never be born. Things 

are just the same as they were in our fathers’ day. We will never see the 

Messiah. Never. Nevermore! He’s not coming.” 

But, Hallelujah! all through the Old Testament it’s alive and abrim 

with the fluttering of the wings of the doves who are saying, “He will 

come. The Lord liveth and He liveth forevermore.” 
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There were so many ravens in the Old Testament, I couldn’t stop to 

tell you all of them. But let me tell you some of them.  

Do you remember when the Children of Israel had crossed the 

Wilderness and stood at the very entrance of the Canaan land? They 

had sent in spies to see if it were possible to possess the land. Both the 

raven and the dove nature were in those spies who went over to see the 

land. One went in and he saw the grapes. He saw the trees full of fruit. 

He saw rivers of milk and honey. He saw great cities; and he came back 

with the message of the dove, “It is a marvelous land. It is truly as the 

Lord described it, a land of milk and honey and the finest of the wheat.” 

But the raven man, with unbelief in his heart, was in that group. 

“Oh,” he said, “it’s a good land, all right, but there’s a lot of giants in the 

land. We are not able to possess it. There are giants in the land!” “Quoth 

the raven, ‘Nevermore! You will never take it in the world.’” And that 

raven discouraged those people and it was because of the man who was 

discouraging and who did not believe that turned those Children of 

Israel back so that they wandered forty years in the Wilderness. If it had 

not been for the voice of unbelief that said “There are giants in the 

land,” they might have been in and enjoying the land every minute 

instead of wandering in the Wilderness. “Quoth the raven, 

‘Nevermore!’” 

And then, you know, when Jesus Christ was born and when He 

walked the shores of Galilee, sins were forgiven, sick were healed, blind 

eyes were opened and the lame man leaped for joy, the hungry were 

fed, and the lame and the weak were strengthened, and the doves were 

saying, “Oh, isn’t it marvelous, the work of the Christ! This is indeed 

the Messiah. This is He for whom we have yearned.” 

But there were ravens there. The Scribes and the Pharisees and the 

High Priests, and “Quoth the raven, ‘Nevermore!’” 

“Why,” they said, “we don’t believe that he’s the Christ. We believe 

that he’s Beelzebub and he casts out devils by the power of Beelzebub.” 

“Why, no. Here are the miracles and the work of God before our 

eyes.” 

“Quoth the raven, ‘Nevermore! Nevermore!’” 
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Here was the man whose eyes were opened, who was blind from his 

birth, and he washed in the Pool of Siloam and came seeing. 

“Oh!” he said, “I see! I see! The Lord hath made me whole.” 

But they said, “Nevermore! Nevermore! Why,” they said, “this Jesus 

is a sinner. Nevermore will you be able to see clearly. You only imagine 

you see. You only think you see, or else you only think you were blind, 

one or the other. Certainly there is no change. Nevermore!” 

He said, “I know not whether this man be a sinner, but this I know: 

whereas I was blind, now I see.” 

But you see there were the two natures right there, the raven of 

doubt, and the dove of faith that looked up and believed. 

Oh, that dove of the Holy Spirit! How it descended yonder at Jordan 

when our Saviour stood in the waters yonder being baptized, and we 

read that as He came up out of the water the Heavens opened and the 

Holy Spirit in bodily form as of a dove came down and did abide upon 

Him. And I believe that that dove can abide in every one of our hearts 

today, giving us faith and giving us blessing and helping us to claim the 

glorious power of God. 

There are people today all around this land who are hungering for 

the old-time Bible power. They are longing for the Second Coming of 

Jesus Christ. They are longing for a Christ who answers prayer today. 

They are coming to Angelus Temple here in thousands. 

Someone comes and says, “Oh, Sister! Do you think that I could be 

saved? I am such a sinner! Oh! do you think He would save me?” 

“Why,” I say, “Of course He would. Why, it won’t take Him a minute 

to do that.” 

“Oh, but Sister, you don’t know. Here I have this awful affliction of 

dope. I got into it through sickness and through an operation. They 

gave it to me to ease my pain and I found as my strength of body came 

back that I couldn’t shake off this habit, and now my heart is so weak 

they say if I try to give it up myself, it would kill me. Sister, is there any 

balm in Gilead? Is there any power that can break my chains?” 

Now what am I to do? Am I to be a raven and say “Nevermore.” or 

am I to be a dove and say “Evermore”? Which? There is only one of the 

two answers: I must either be a raven and say “Nevermore! Nevermore! 
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Unless somebody can tie you down to a bed in a hospital and let you 

‘kick it out,’ struggle with your poor nerves and muscles, in agony. Even 

then they tell us that will not cure, that when you get out and fall into 

temptation you are back again.” 

There is only one thing that can deliver a person like that fully and 

freely, and that is the power of Jesus Christ of Nazareth, who lives to 

answer prayer. What shall I tell that person? Shall I say, “Nevermore! I 

am very sorry, sir, but the day of miracles is past. The Lord no longer 

breaks the captive’s chains nor sets the prisoner free. You must try 

every cure you can find and do the best you can, but you mustn’t look 

to the church and you mustn’t look to God for help.” “Quoth the raven, 

‘Nevermore!’” 

Or shall I be a dove, with the nature of the blessed Spirit, and shall I 

say, “Evermore He lives to save! Evermore He lives to deliver! 

Evermore He is able to snap and sunder the captive’s chains and set the 

prisoner free.”  

Which? Which shall I say? Do you want me to stop being a dove and 

be a raven? Do you want me to stop smiling and saying, “Hallelujah, 

brother, cheer up, the Lord lives!”? Oh, beloved, let us stop being ravens 

and let us all be doves. The Lord lives, Hallelujah! He is alive 

forevermore. 

“Well,” you say, “I don’t believe that.” 

Don’t believe what? 

“Don’t believe the Lord’s alive forevermore.” 

No? Don’t believe the resurrection? Well, I do think a lot of it tends 

right back there, doesn’t it? You know when dear Jesus was crucified on 

the cross of Calvary and when they took down His precious body, the 

trembling of pain had ceased and He was still now, and they wrapped 

him up in grave clothes and laid him away in the lonely sepulchre and 

sealed the door, the devil just perched up there on the top of that door 

like a raven and he said, “Nevermore! I’ve got him now. He will never 

save anybody else! He will never heal anybody else! He will never feed 

the hungry anymore! Nevermore!” 

And so he had them seal up the door tight and put the Roman seal 

on it and he stood the soldiers up there at attention. 
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“Shall I ever see the living, loving face of Jesus?” 

“Nevermore!” 

“Shall I ever hear His beautiful voice stirring amidst the tree tops 

and with the flowers that bloom in the valley? Oh, shall I ever hear 

Him?” 

“Nevermore!” 

“Oh! But I’m so sick and I am so sinful and my heart is so broken! I 

wish I had been with Him then, when He called little children like lambs 

to the fold! Oh, I wish I had been with Him then!” 

“Nevermore! Nevermore! The Saviour is dead and the door is shut 

and the seal is upon it. They have killed the Prince of Life. Nevermore 

shall you see His power.” 

Mary Magdalene came stealing up to that door to weep and to cry, 

yearning for Him. But, oh, Hallelujah! Some folks think the Lord is still 

dead and they doubt that He was ever raised up, but I believe He’s alive, 

Glory to God! I believe that those angels came down and just threw back 

the curtains and rolled away the stone and that the door was opened 

and that my Lord came forth, the same living, loving Saviour, a real 

Saviour who said, “Handle me and see.” Halleluiah! 

He is alive forevermore! That’s the message of the Spirit,  

“Evermore! Forever, ever, ever, ever, ever, evermore. Jesus Christ 

the same yesterday, today and for—for—forever!”  

How the Lord is waiting to bless you. Forevermore He is alive. 

“Well,” you say, “Sister McPherson, I tell you now I wish that I could 

see it. Here’s this power of Pentecost and of the Holy Ghost—that’s the 

thing I need. Do you possibly think that the Lord could fill me with His 

Spirit? Sister, there is something I need in my church. There is 

something I need in my Sunday School.” 

“Here I have gotten on the train and my congregation have given 

me a vacation and the money to spend while I am here. I have come 

3000 miles, and my folks said, ‘Pastor, you go over there and you stay 

at that revival until you get something in your heart, and then you 

come on back home and let us have a real Holy Ghost revival.’” 

Or they have sent delegates, people who have come here who want 

to go home with something, go home with the power. I am trying to 
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tell you how to get it—it is to throw over the raven nature and get the 

dove nature. It is to stop saying “Nevermore!” and begin saying 

“Forevermore!” Stop saying “The day of miracles is past! Nevermore!” 

If you are an old raven, stop your croaking and get born again into a 

dove and start cooing and telling the people they can have this blessing 

and the glory of God is coming down forevermore. 

What do we need in our church? What is it we need in our pulpit? 

We can never get a revival until we get back to the power of the Holy 

Ghost. We can do anything we like, but we cannot get a revival until we 

get back to the “forevermore” and believe the Lord is alive. We say 

we’re fundamentalists, we say we believe all the fundamentals of the 

Bible, and yet I tell you there are very few that even call themselves 

fundamentalists who don’t balk at something in that Book. 

We believe in the Virgin birth, we believe in the Blood Atonement, 

we believe in the Resurrection. All right, will you go the rest of the way? 

Do you believe in Jesus Christ, the Great Physician? Do you believe in 

the baptism of the Holy Ghost as it was received in the Bible days? Do 

you believe in the Second Coming of our Lord and Saviour, Jesus 

Christ? 

You say, “Sister McPherson, I do.” 

Well, then, let us tarry until we get the old-time power. 

Somebody says, “Oh, I feel that I need it! Could you tell me what it 

is that I need? I know that I’m a Christian. I know that I have been 

washed in the blood of the Lamb. I have heard my Saviour sweetly 

speaking, ‘Now art thou clean through the words that I have spoken 

unto thee.’ But though I am washed and clean and empty, I feel, oh, I 

feel that there is something needed in my life. I go to Prayer Meeting 

Wednesday night and it comes testimony time and the preacher says, 

‘Won’t you please testify?’ and it suddenly seems as though there were 

some glue in the chair or something and my face begins to get red and 

I look all around. It’s testimony time and I must speak. It’s expected of 

me to say something. And I get up finally and say, ‘Thank the Lord I’m 

saved,’ and down I go. What is the matter with me anyway? I need 

something. Testimony time again, I can’t say the same thing this week. 
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What shall I say? ‘The Lord is my Shepherd,’ and down I go, and my 

face is red and blushes are going down the back of my neck.” 

It’s time to pray, it’s prayer meeting time: “Oh, if the minister would 

only not ask us to lead in prayer!”  

What is it we need? You know what we need. We need to get back to 

God, back to the old-time religion, back to the power of the Holy Ghost, 

back to the gospel that believes something, we need the glorious 

outpouring. Oh, how we need it! Nothing else will ever take the place. 

Nothing else can ever bridge the gap. This is that which we most stand 

in need of. 

And so I bring my Bible. I have been reading “In the last days it shall 

come to pass, saith God, I will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh.” Wait! 

Here’s a reference in the side of my Bible:  

“I truly baptize with water, but He shall baptize you with the Holy 

Ghost.” 

“Tarry in Jerusalem until you are endued with power from on 

High.” 

“You shall receive power after the Holy Ghost is come upon you.” 

“Say, that’s what I need!” 

“They were all filled with the Holy Ghost and began to speak with 

other languages as the Spirit gave them utterance.”  

“The promise is unto you and your children and unto them that are 

afar off, even as many as the Lord our God shall call.” 

“Oh, brother, I’ve found what I need! Look. What I need is the 

baptism of the Holy Ghost. Could I receive it?” 

“Nevermore!” 

“Oh, but I do, I do want some power! I do want an outpouring!” 

“Nevermore! These things were only for the Jews, it is not for the 

Gentiles at all. That was merely for the 120. It was merely for the 

Apostles. It was merely for Bible days.” 

“Oh, but sir, aren’t you mistaken? Look! It says ‘The promise is unto 

you and unto your children and them that are afar off, even as many as 

the Lord our God shall call.’ Don’t you think that maybe that old-

fashioned, dynamic, Holy Ghost, explosive power that just blasts its way 
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through the walls of unbelief and brings sure and certain victory is for 

the church today?” 

“Nevermore! Nevermore! The day for this is gone. The disciples had 

all of that there was. Never, nevermore!” 

“Oh!! Oh! I—I do wish I could get a baptism I knew about. Do you 

think I have the baptism of the Holy Ghost?” 

“Oh, yes, yes. You got that when you were converted.” 

“I did?” 

“Yes.” 

“And never knew it?” 

“No.” 

“But—but I got it all right?” 

“Yes.” 

“And never discovered it?” 

“No. That’s all there is to it, now. Sh!—Nevermore!” 

“But—but isn’t there some power or something I can feel or 

something that can really give me some life and fire and get-up-and-

go for God?” 

“Sh! Everything’s very genteel now, you know. You mustn’t get 

extreme about this thing. Just take it by faith and believe you have it.” 

“Nevermore!” quoth the raven, “Nevermore!” 

I heard of a man who was a director of an orchestra, and they were 

practicing a selection from an opera, one part of which was to be played 

very, very softly. There was a high, crashing note and then from there 

the music died, died, died, until it came to this soft, low note. They 

couldn’t play it soft enough to please this exacting orchestra director, 

and no matter what they did—they tried it hour after hour in their 

rehearsal—they couldn’t get it soft enough to suit him. 

They just barely drew the bow across the string. 

They only fairly breathed, but he said, “It’s too loud; softer, softer.” 

So finally they decided among themselves, without telling him 

anything about it, that they wouldn’t touch the string at all. 

So they played it through and when they got to the soft, low part, 

they didn’t touch the bow to the string at all. The director said, “That’s 

just right, you’ve got it just right!” 
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I think if we let the raven in—“You don’t need this, you mustn’t 

teach the baptism of the Holy Ghost, you don’t need healing. 

Nevermore! Nevermore! A little softer now. Now you don’t need the 

people to come down the aisles and cry and say ‘I’m a sinner’ and get 

saved that way. Just shake hands, sign a card, and do the thing in a 

dignified way. A little softer, please,”—until at last you are not making 

any music at all. 

Oh, folks, let’s get back to God, get back to Glory! 

If you start cutting out one thing, you have got to cut out something 

else. You must be intense for God. If we say we are fundamentalists and 

say we believe that Book, let us believe it. Let’s don’t put the soft pedal 

on God. Let’s get on the Lord’s side, let the Dove come down and say 

“Evermore! Evermore He lives to work and bless.” 

Is the old-fashioned baptism of the Holy Ghost for today? 

“Nevermore.” says one.  

“Evermore!” says the Holy Spirit, “And to even as many as the Lord 

our God shall call.” 

Is your poor, dear heart hungry? Are you weak? Do you feel there is 

something you need? Then there is enough to supply you evermore. 

Are you longing for the fullness of the Spirit? It’s for you evermore. Are 

you hungry? God’s pantry shelves are full and the door is open 

evermore. Walk right in and help yourself. Glory to God! People are 

coming in and they are being filled. 

“Oh!” someone says, “I wish I had lived in John Wesley’s day. That 

must have been a wonderful day! I just had my book out of my library 

and I was reading it the other day and I read about the glory of God 

that filled the house and I read how the people trembled and shook as 

aspen leaves upon a tree. I read how they were persecuted and how the 

blessing fell. Oh! Can’t we have the power of Wesley’s day?” 

“Nevermore!” 

“Why not? Why not? Why must we merely read of the revivals of 

Finney? Why must we merely read of the revivals of Wesley, and other 

revivals?” 

Folks, look here. If we would just wrap up our unbelief and our 

croaking and “Nevermore!” and “This isn’t for today,” and tie it up in a 
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bundle and send it off, and bring back faith and bring back glory and 

everybody begin to cry “Evermore the Lord lives to give to His 

children,” and if we would stop pecking at God with our long beaks and 

get the dove’s beak, praise the Lord, say “Evermore!” bring an olive 

branch in it, stop fighting at others who have faith, bring back the glory, 

bring back the power, get back to God, back to Pentecost, we could have 

a revival that would sweep this world and turn it upside down for God 

inside of a week. 

Let us put our preconceived ideas away. 

“I have made up my mind, I don’t think these things are for today 

Sister, and though I see the work being done, though it seems... my eyes 

must deceive me, I see people getting healed, I see people being filled 

with the Spirit... it doesn’t make any difference, I don’t believe it, Sister. 

I have made up my mind, these things aren’t for today. Nevermore!” 

But, Hallelujah! they are for today, my dear, dear, precious brother, 

my dear, dear sister. They are for today, and if you want to stand with 

an umbrella over you, barren and dry, you can, but I am going to get 

my umbrella down, I am going to open my mouth wide and drink from 

the showers of Glory. Don’t you folks know there’s a revival on around 

here? Don’t you know thousands are getting saved? 

Don’t you know thousands are being baptized, people are being 

healed, people healed of cancers, tumors, tuberculosis and paralysis? 

There was a mother with a little baby here three weeks ago; the baby 

stone-blind, entirely paralyzed down one side, the entire side dead for 

three months. Here was the other side afflicted with awful writhing like 

Saint Vitus dance; the little baby unable to eat and stone-blind. Here 

were great punctures in its spine trying to inject something to make the 

baby come back to life. Earthly physicians had tenderly done all they 

could, but said there’s nothing more to do. The mother brought that 

baby. It was prayed for and healed. Its paralyzed side came back to life. 

The other side stopped jerking and the baby is eating, Hallelujah! There 

is no doubt about it, our Lord is alive for evermore. 

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore! I don’t believe it Those folks just 

imagine they’re sick. The baby just thought it was blind! The baby just 
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imagined it had paralysis, or else it isn’t any better. Nevermore! I have 

made up my mind it can’t be, therefore it can’t be. Nevermore!” 

You poor old raven, you! Won’t you stop your croaking, stop saying 

things are not for today? Take thy beak from out my heart. Come down 

from off that bust above my chamber door. Stop saying “Nevermore!” 

and join the crowd that are saying “Evermore, He lives, He’s alive and 

He is still unchanged.” Remember the message the Lord gave to Mary 

when He commissioned a woman to preach the first resurrection 

sermon? He said, “Go, tell my disciples and Peter that I am alive 

forevermore.” 

And you know, it seems to me that that is my message today. If I 

have one message above another and if I boiled it all down into one 

sentence, it’s “Go, tell my disciples that I am alive forevermore.” 

Go, tell my brethren, tell my ministers, tell my missionary workers, 

tell the church members, I am alive forevermore. We don’t need to be 

barren a minute longer, we don’t need to be trying a minute longer. 

All we have got to do is get back to the old-time “Evermore!” Back 

with the old-time gospel, back with the old-time fire, back with the old-

time altar call. Evermore He lives to save, evermore He lives to heal, 

evermore He lives to fill with the Spirit. 

“Well,” you say, “Sister McPherson, I tell you, we disagree on so 

many things. You believe the Lord is coming back, don’t you?” 

“I certainly do. Evermore! I believe He’s coming.” 

“Well, Sister, how do you think He is coming? Don’t you think the 

world is going to get better and better and better?” 

No, I don’t. I think it’s going to get worse and worse all the time. I 

think things are going from bad to worse. All you have to do is pick up 

your papers. It is one murder after another. It is one suicide after 

another. It is one disaster after another. I think that Satan knows his 

time is about up and he knows that the Lord is coming and he knows 

there is going to be a time that the foot of Jehovah shall come down 

upon his old head and he will never be able to sting anybody with sin 

anymore, and I think he is just uncoiling for his final lashing leap 

during the tribulation. 
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I don’t believe the world is getting better. I believe it’s getting worse 

and I do believe that Jesus is coming. 

“How do you believe He is coming, Sister?” 

Just as the Bible says:  

“The Lord shall descend from Heaven with a shout with the voice 

of an archangel and with the trump of God, the dead in Christ shall rise 

first and we that are alive and remain shall be caught up together with 

them in the clouds to meet the Lord in the air, and so shall we ever be 

with the Lord.” 

Brother, I believe He is coming, don’t you? 

“Nevermore! Nevermore” 

“Why,” you say, “Sister, dear, don’t say that. Everybody believes in 

His pre-millenial coming, don’t they?” 

Oh, would to God they did! Oh, would to God that they did! He is 

coming, though. No, not everybody believes it. There is one great 

denomination, one of the largest and best beloved, whose bishop on 

this coast has sent word to the effect that anyone of the ministers of 

that denomination who preaches the Second Coming of Christ shall 

instantly have to vacate the church, lose his salary, and be unable to 

continue. 

They will not have it preached; will not have it taught. 

“Nevermore!”  

Is He coming back?  

“Nevermore!”  

Will the clouds ever flame with His glory?  

“Nevermore!”  

Will I ever hear the sound of the trumpet? Will I see Him come and 

rise to meet Him in the air? 

“Nevermore! Nevermore!” 

But, folks, I believe He is coming. In the last days shall come scoffers, 

saying, “Where is the hope of His coming? Since our fathers fell asleep 

things are as they were. He’s not coming. Nevermore!” 

But, thank God, there’s a band of people who are getting ready to fly 

like doves to their windows, who believe that the Lord is coming, and 

it seems that even now we can see a little rift in the black curtain of inky 
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darkness and we can see the gray of distant dawn tingeing the eastern 

sky; that even now we can see the glory of the sunrise painting the 

clouds. He is coming! The coming of the Master draweth nigh. 

Do you believe it? Evermore! Does His hope still live in your heart? 

Forevermore, it’s there. Moreover, we are going to see the Lord and it 

won’t be long till He comes. 

“Well,” you say, “Sister, do you know the day? Do you know the 

hour?” 

No, nobody knows that day nor that hour, but what He says unto 

one He says unto all, “Watch!” 

And so today comes the great cry: “May we have a revival? May we 

have a glorious, sweeping, city-moving, community-shaking, 

outpouring of the Holy Ghost?” 

“Nevermore. Revivals are passé. They are not the thing for today. 

That isn’t the way to do it. Just be born and brought up in it and do the 

best you can. That is all there is to it.” 

Hallelujah! Revivals are still to be had, forevermore, until the Lord 

comes. Somebody said to me just a little while ago, “Sister, I believe the 

day for great revivals is over.” 

Do you? Well, I don’t, glory to God! I believe we are just getting the 

first droppings of a great shower. Oh, I can hear the thunder! I can hear 

the distant roar of a mighty outpouring that is coming, and I believe 

the revival is just starting. The Lord lives and we can have a revival. The 

fact that God is moving here and is moving in hundreds of other places 

roundabout the world, that the glory of God is coming down, proves 

that it is for today. 

What do you need today? Do you need salvation? Do you need your 

chains broken? Do you need to be set free? Come on. Forever more the 

door is open and the Lord is waiting. Do you need healing and have 

you been afraid that it wasn’t for you? Hallelujah! The Lord still lives 

and His Word stands true: 

“Is there any sick among you? Let them call for the elders of the 

church, let them pray over them, anointing them with oil in the name 

of the Lord and the prayer of faith shall save the sick and the Lord shall 

raise him up.” 
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It’s still in the Bible and it’s still true. 

Or do you need the baptism of the Holy Ghost and have you 

thought that nevermore could you experience this great and precious 

blessing? Then remember the promise is “unto you and unto your 

children.” Forevermore the door is open. Come on in and help 

yourself. 

As you are going back to your church, as you are going back to your 

city, as you are going back to your state, as you are going back to the 

little desert mining town, back to the lumber camp in the mountains, 

back with your heart full to tell the Story, remember as your train is 

going clickety-clack over the track and you are far away, never be a 

raven, never quote “Nevermore! These things are not for today,” 

because you will never get a revival on earth that way. There is only 

one way to get a revival and that is to get the dove spirit, the resurrected 

life of the Holy Ghost, and cry “Forevermore I bring the olive leaf in 

my mouth, I bring the Promise in my mouth, in my words, in my lips, 

in my conversation. I am bringing the olive leaf of Promise. Ever, 

evermore He lives and is just the same.” 





 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

September 28, 1924 

 

 

EAR LORD JESUS, we believe that there is power in the blood. 

Lord, here I am tonight, face to face with these thousands of 

people. Lord, I don’t suppose these folks will ever all be in 

Angelus Temple again. Before next Sunday night some of these people 

will be dead and will have gone either to Heaven or to that awful place 

of woe, and Lord, everything—their eternal welfare—may depend on 

what I say in the next thirty-five minutes. While I am speaking, Oh dear 

Jesus, if you ever helped me, help me now. Lord help me. Help me to 

say the right thing, help me to hit the nail right on the head tonight and 

fasten it in and clinch it on the other side so that these dear people who 

have come from the ends of the earth to California may hear a message 

tonight that they will never forget. Oh, Lord, I put myself in your 

hands. Help me to speak clearly and distinctly and to make every point 

logical and reasonable, and, Lord, let it just go right into the heart and 

take hold. For Jesus’ sake, Amen. 

Radio Land, I wish you could be here. There is quite a change in the 

Angelus Temple platform tonight. I am speaking especially to the 

business men and to the business women tonight, and I want to speak 

to you of the reason and logic and sensibleness of being a Christian, and 

the folly of being a sinner. 

On the Angelus Temple platform tonight two offices have been 

constructed, with a partition between. On my right is a desk, and here 

is a filing cabinet, yonder is a big filing cabinet, here is a typewriter, 

here is a noiseless typewriter, and here is a secretary at her desk. There 

are books, and here is a telephone, and there’s “Who’s Who in 

America,” and there is a pay window back yonder where by and by the 

people will come to cash their checks and to get their pay. Over that 
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pay window I read the words, “Christ’s Pay Window.” I want to stand at 

that window someday. 

On my left is another office—Satan’s office. Here is a desk, here is a 

telephone, here are the books, here’s an adding machine, here’s a big 

accounting typewriter, and there’s a pay window over which I read the 

words, “Satan’s Pay Window” where at the close of my sermon the 

sinners will come to get their pay. 

You won’t quite be able to understand it all, Radio Land, but when 

you hear the thunder tonight and the tom-toms, you will know it is then 

that the sinners are getting their pay and you can picture them 

stumbling, groping through the darkness, down the steps and into outer 

darkness. 

When you hear the bells and the choir and the organ softly playing 

“There’s a Land That is Fairer than Day,” you can picture the Christians 

getting their pay with joy going up the steps and entering through into 

the Glory Land. God grant you may decide tonight for whom you are 

going to work and who your Pay Master will be. 

Let us read tonight Haggai 1:6: “Consider your ways, saith the Lord. 

Ye have sown much, and bring in little; ye eat, but ye have not enough; 

ye drink, but ye are not filled with drink; ye clothe you, but there is 

none warm; and he that earneth wages, earneth wages to put it into a 

bag with holes.” 

Thus saith the Lord, “Consider… consider… consider your ways.” It 

seems to me tonight that being a Christian is just one of the most logical 

things in the whole wide world. Every one of us is going to work either 

for God or for Satan. It is impossible to be neutral. “His servants, you 

are, whom you obey.” If you are obeying God, you are His servant. If 

you obey the enemy, you are his servant. 

I seem to see tonight people standing in the market places of life. It 

is early morning and they are wondering what they are going to do. 

Down here I see it in Los Angeles, California. They are standing outside 

the newspaper offices, or they are standing down in the parks waiting 

for somebody to pick them up and give them a job. I see some people 

that are wondering, “Now, how am I going to find work?” Here I stand 

in your place tonight. Let’s see. Where shall I find work? 
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What shall I do with my life? How shall I know what to do or whom 

to serve? Where will be the opening? What shall I do? 

Here comes a paper boy—“Paper! Paper! Paper! Only two cents.” 

Why, I believe the best thing to do is to read the want ads. Just the thing! 

I wonder, is there a place for me? Ah, here it is: “Wanted, Help.” Both 

ladies and gentlemen are wanted. “Wanted, a man to bear the cross of 

Jesus Christ, to bear the reproach without the camp.” “Wanted, a clean, 

sound, straight, moral, consistent young man of holy life.” “Wanted, a 

sower of gospel seed. Pay: a hundred-fold of joy in this life which now 

is, and in the life which is to come happiness, peace, blessing, unending 

joy. Apply at the altar and ask for Jesus Christ, the Son of God. Further 

information will there be given.” 

“Wanted, a man to work for Satan. Long hours, short pay. Wanted, 

a man to work for the enemy. Need not have many recommendations. 

Not particular as to character, color or creed. Wanted, a man to sow 

wild oats to bring in a harvest of sorrow and heartbreak and tears. Pay: 

emptiness here, but money, false friends, jewels, earthly praise and 

popularity, counterfeit joy called a good, jolly time. Pay hereafter: 

everlasting death, woe and destruction. Apply at the office of 

Beelzebub, not at the altar.” 

“Wanted: a woman who will be true and steadfast and loyal, a good 

wife, a true mother who will teach her little ones the story of the 

Saviour. Pay: Her children shall rise to call her blessed, and in the life 

which is to come she shall have a crown that fadeth not away, an 

inheritance incorruptible. Apply at the offices of Jesus, the Christ.” 

Here is a whole page of ads, asking us to come to these two offices. 

It seems that there are just two pay masters, Christ and Satan. There are 

just two offices that are open to all. Which one shall we sign up with? 

For which one shall we work? 

As we start in to work we know whom we are working for—at least, 

you will after this sermon tonight. You will never need to say, “Well, 

Sister, Satan pulled the wool over my eyes and he told me he was going 

to give me better pay, and I didn’t know.” Tonight you’re going to 

know. You are going to make your bargain. If you work for Christ and 

if you live for Him, you are going to have life everlasting, joy and peace 
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and happiness in the life which now is and in the life which shall be. 

Whereas, if you work for Satan there will be woe, emptiness, misery 

heartaches and shallowness here, and in the great eons of eternity there 

shall be woe and regret; and “Of all sad words of tongue or pen, the 

saddest are these: It might have been.” 

Tonight every man and woman, boy and girl in this vast sea of 

humanity is employed either by Christ or by the offices of Satan. I 

wonder which you are working for.  

Here you are working for Jesus. You say, “Yes, Sister McPherson, 

Glory to God! I have been born again. I give my life to Christ, and from 

now on I’ll work for Him.” That very moment the book is opened, a 

ledger sheet with your name is started and your name put at the top. 

You may have been a sinner before and you have had blackness there, 

but the whole thing is erased and you start over new. 

The moment you say, “I am going to live for Jesus Christ. I am going 

to work for Him. Henceforth for me to live is Christ. His servant am I,” 

that moment your name goes on a good, clean page, and then the Lord 

begins writing and His secretary begins writing and is writing. A name 

is written on the top of the page, and whatever there is in your life that 

you are doing, it goes down on that side—the debit side or the credit 

side. 

Hallelujah! I am so glad I work for the Lord Jesus Christ! For fifteen 

years I have been working in this office of my Lord, and on this side I 

believe the Lord has been writing down, and His angels, the story that 

I have been winning souls for Christ and have been telling the story of 

His love. 

But on this other side those who work for Satan have their names 

written—written in this black book, and on the other side there is the 

story of the life that is wasted, time that is wasted, youth that is wasted. 

And instead of leading souls to Jesus Christ, there is the story of souls 

that are being led away. 

You say, “Sister, I don’t believe the Lord has my name in the book, 

has he?” Yes, He has your name in the book, and as the brother was 

singing tonight, “My Lord’s writing, He’s writing all the time.” 
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Just as this little secretary is busy writing, so the Lord is. He knows 

your name. He knows your street. He knows your number. He knoweth 

us altogether. He has His filing cabinet yonder. There is not a cup of 

cold water that you have given in the name of a disciple but the Lord 

knows and it is written in His book. There is not an hour that you have 

spent in prayer, praying “Oh God, save souls. Lead men and women to 

thy feet!” but the Lord knows it, and “My Lord’s writing, He’s writing 

all the time.” 

Those who are working for Satan, here’s your book. It is all going 

down. There is the story. He is balancing up the accounts—it’s either 

for or against. Every day that you live for Christ is going down in the 

books; every word you speak for Christ is down in the books; every cup 

of cold water you gave for Christ, every bit of gospel seed that you 

sowed is going down in the books. 

So it is on this side for those who are working for the enemy. 

Every cross word you spoke—it’s down in the book. Every lie that 

you told—it’s down in the book. That person that you cheated—why, it 

is right down in the book. That night that you heard Sister McPherson 

preach a sermon and you said, “Well, not tonight. I—I think I’m too 

young. Some other day I will be a Christian. I am going to live another 

week at least for Satan and work for him and collect my pay. I want joy. 

I want happiness. I want peace.”—it’s down in the book. 

You see, it is this way: “Wanted for Christ, a man to bear the cross, 

despising the shame; go through, and stand for Him.” 

“Oh,” you say, “I can’t do that. Not yet. I am going to work for Satan 

over here another week”—and it is all down in the book. 

You step over to the filing cabinet. People are getting their pay on 

this side. Who is it? Here’s someone who is getting her pay who is 

working for Jesus. It is a little mother and she has had the promise of 

exactly what her pay is going to be. She finds it over here in Exodus, 

the second chapter: “Take this child. and nurse it for me, and I will give 

thee thy wages. Bring up this child in the fear and admonition of the 

Lord, and your pay will be a child who will tell the story of the Saviour’s 

love and will rise to call you blessed.” You know just what your pay is 

going to be. 
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On this side is a mother working for the enemy. She doesn’t believe 

in prayer. She doesn’t believe in teaching the child to look to God. She 

herself spends her time playing cards, singing worldly music, going out 

to card parties and to shows. She doesn’t believe in the children being 

bothered about praying. She will get her pay. She will have her pay in 

heartaches. She will have her pay in heartbreaks, for “that which a man 

soweth, he shall also reap.” 

Over here is someone getting his pay who has given to the Lord 

Jesus Christ. He has reached down in his check book and has said, “I’m 

going to give thus and so for missions. I can’t spare much, but I am 

going to give my tenth. Lord, this is for India, this is for Africa.” It goes 

right down in the books. “My Lord’s writing, He’s writing all the time,” 

and, Hallelujah! it begins to take on interest, and it is growing, growing, 

growing, ‘til someday, when you stop at that pay window, you are going 

to have something to call for if you have given your heart and your 

means and your life to Christ. 

Here’s a little missionary starting out to sail the seas with the blessed 

message of the Saviour’s love. 

 

I’ll go where you want me to go, dear Lord, 

Over mountain or plain or sea. 

 

It goes right down in the gospel books. Her name is right up here in 

the records of Heaven. The Lord knows all about it. 

On the other hand, here’s this boy that is serving Satan. He is out 

wandering, sowing wild oats. He is thinking only of a gay, good time. 

Hearts are breaking. He is sowing a harvest there that is going to yield 

pain and woe and tears and everlasting regret. 

In this office Christ is watching. His eyes are ever upon it. 

His eyes are on the books, and although the Lord is in Heaven, He 

often calls down by telephone, speaking through His Word, and those 

who have charge of this office, the missionaries, the ministers, answer 

back by the telephone line of prayer and tell Him what is happening. 
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Over here Satan stands, telephones up from down below, and he 

speaks to his emissaries and he is calling: “How are you coming along? 

What’s happening over here?” 

Beloved, what would the Lord say tonight? What would He say to 

you? Who is your master? For whom are you working? Who are you 

serving? 

(Telephone bell rings.) The Lord is calling on that line. 

“Hello. Oh, yes, you want to know how Brother Smith is coming 

along? Praise the Lord, he was converted last Friday night.” 

“Yes, he’s holding true. He went to work yesterday, and somebody 

said to him, ‘Well, brother, I hear you gave your heart to Jesus.’ and 

Lord, he just squared back his shoulders and he never denied it. He said, 

‘I did, and by His Grace I will live for him.’ Lord, I pray for him now. 

Strengthen him, support him, uphold him. He is a servant of thine.” 

“Yes, Lord.” 

“Tell him that ‘there’s no temptation that shall befall him but that 

you will provide therewith a way of escape?” 

“Watch and pray?” 

“Yes, Lord, I’ll deliver the message.” 

The Lord is calling down, His church gets the message and comes 

back and says, “Oh, laborers for Christ, be true! Stand up for Jesus. Take 

your stand, and He will carry you through.” 

But those people over here are working for Satan. It doesn’t seem to 

me there is ever going to be any happiness there. The devil is paying 

his poor pay. He pays with heartbreaks and he pays with misery. Oh, 

how he is watching! How he is watching you that you should not say 

yes to Jesus! 

(Telephone bell rings.) Once in a while the devil calls up. 

“Hello.” 

“You say to look out for Brother Jones? He is attending a revival 

service?” 

“Oh, yes, I’ll get right down there to the church on the jump.” 

“What shall I say to him?” 

“Tell him to say ‘Not tonight’?” 
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“Oh, I know. He would never say ‘never,’ that he would never go to 

God, because some day that man expects to be a Christian, but if we can 

get that man to put it off and put it off and say ‘Not tonight’—that is 

exactly what I think about it.” 

“Yes?” 

“Well, I tell you, she’s preaching down there now, she is right at it.” 

“Yes? Yes?” 

“Yes, he is leaning forward in his seat and watching. He sees it. She’s 

got that thing painted up there, she’s got Satan’s pay window and 

Christ’s pay window—she is giving the whole thing away.” 

“A bottle of what?” 

“A bottle of glue? Put that in his chair? I see.” 

“Don’t let him get up? Don’t let him lift his hand?” 

“What will I tell him to say?” 

“Not tonight? Yes, I’ll tell him to say ‘Not tonight.’ That will hold. 

him another week, I think.” 

“All right, Goodbye.” 

Which side are you on? Which side? It’s all going down. For whom 

are you working? 

And then there are those misspent years. Every bit of it is going 

down upon the machine.  

“Twelve years old! Well, I tell you, when I am fourteen I think I will 

be a Christian.”  

“A revival meeting is on, but say ‘Not tonight.’”  

All right, no more revival meetings come to our town till he’s sixteen 

years old, but there’s a gang of fellows there and the years are being 

added up—the devil is keeping track, “Oh, I’ve got that boy now! He’s 

wasted so many years.” 

“Now be careful, this is the time when so many young people are 

saying yes to God.”  

“Ah, he said ‘Not tonight’ once more!” 

Twenty years of age. “He’s keeping company with a girl. Now I have 

got to be careful. There are two girls there, a Christian girl and there is 

a sinner.” 

(Telephone bell)  
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“Yes, Satan, what can I do for you?” 

“You say to look out for that boy—there is a Christian girl and a 

worldly girl?” 

“Try to guide him away from the Christian girl?” 

“Yes, yes. Have the other girl invite him to a dance tonight?” 

“All right, I’m going now.” 

Off to the dance. Said goodbye to the Christian influences. 

Thirty years of age. He’s busy now. “Ah!” says Satan, “I’ve got him 

where I want him—a worldly wife; there is quarrelling in the home. Ah, 

that is what I like! The children are growing up there and there is no 

prayer in the home. They have a sweet little boy now, but they are not 

teaching him to pray. And the little girl they teach in a mechanical way 

to say, ’Now I lay me down to sleep,’ but the mother isn’t living it and 

the father isn’t living it.” 

Satan is writing and keeping his books all the time: 

“A revival meeting is on. That man’s gone to hear a speaker tonight. 

She’s putting that thing in a very concise and definite way. He’s forty-

five years of age now. Now is a catchy time. He has sold his farm and 

gone out to California. He has made his little pile and is out there now 

as a tourist and is thinking about buying a home and living there. We’ve 

got to be careful because out there, there is a big church and something 

might happen to him that he gets saved yet.” 

“Let’s see: ‘Not tonight! Not tonight!’ But, wait, what is this?” 

“There’s tears in his eyes. He says, ‘Lord, I see it. If I go on living a 

sinner now, the pay I am going to get is death and woe and misery and 

heartache. Oh, what shall I do, what shall I do! I believe that I’ll say yes 

to God. I’m not going to stop for anything. I’m not going to put off my 

salvation another day. I am going to say yes to God now.’” 

(Telephone bell rings) 

“Hello.” 

“Is that you, Satan?” 

“Yes, quick! I don’t know what I am going to do with this man. He’s 

going to get saved tonight as sure as the world unless you can tell me 

something to do. Tears are filling his eyes, he’s lifting his hand. Hurry 

up! It’s going to be too late; the love of Jesus Christ is calling him, he is 



The Pay Envelope 

 306 

getting glimpses of the Saviour in His dying love upon the cross. Oh, 

Satan, it’s too late—he is coming down the aisle; he is kneeling at the 

altar; he’s getting saved right now.” 

“Keep after him, you say? Tomorrow will be a hard day? All right, 

I’ll get every imp I can find and be right out after him tomorrow. But, 

say, they are telling him now that the blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth 

from all sin, and they are telling him that the Lord is able to make a 

way of escape through every temptation. You will have to hurry if you 

ever get him back.” 

Oh! It’s cancelled! Praise the Lord! This page is torn right off, the 

man is saved, his name is crossed right off Satan’s book and it is put on 

the Lord’s book and he has changed pay-masters, and from that time 

on he is working for the King of Kings. He has won his first soul now, 

has told the story of Jesus’ love. 

What are you going to gain by being a Christian—taking it as a 

straight business proposition if you could, for a moment, speak of it in 

that way. First of all, after you become a Christian, you are going to 

have a clean heart. You are going to have peace of mind, a clean easy 

conscience. When you go home you are going to have love in the home. 

Your wife will love you more dearly, your children will climb upon 

your knee and put their arms around your neck and tell you that they 

love you. Your neighbor will love you more. 

Not only that, you are going to gain in business by being a 

Christian—that is, if you are a tither. The Lord said, “Bring all your 

tithes into the storehouse and prove me if I will not pour you out a 

blessing such as there shall not be room to contain it.” You gain in 

business. Not only that, but no man that “has left houses or land or 

father or mother but I will give him a hundred-fold both in this world 

and in the world to come.” 

And then in sickness you have so much to gain if you are a Christian 

because the Lord has promised to heal you. I have seen cancers healed. 

I have seen tuberculosis healed. I have seen the lame walk and the deaf 

hear and the blind see and the dumb speak. Why, the Lord answers 

prayer! 
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And then again, there is so much to gain by being a Christian just in 

being able to lie down and go to sleep tonight feeling that you are filled 

and satisfied. 

The devil has nothing really to satisfy you. All that he gives you is 

the husks. He just gives you the empty shadow of the real thing. I see 

those people out there in the dance hall—that is a sample of what the 

devil does. Just watch those folks: they go round and round, perhaps 

ten miles around, and where have they gotten? Just round and round. 

It is just a sample of what the life for the enemy is. It’s putting your 

money into bags with holes and there is nothing left when it is all over. 

Here you go out to the devil’s dance hall. Folks certainly do work for 

him, and they are mopping off the perspiration and they are dancing 

and dancing. And I remember they come home limping, they come 

home with a poor, sore foot, and a poor, aching head and a poor, 

broken heart. The devil is a poor pay-master. He will pay you with a 

poor conscience. He will pay you with a sinful heart. He will pay you 

with a wasted life and he will pay you with eternal regret. 

“For me to live is Christ.” Now that I am working for Him, the Lord 

is keeping all the accounts. A cup of cold water given in the name of a 

disciple—it’s down in the books. A little message I spoke for Him, a kind 

word given—it’s down in the books. That something that I went without 

that I should have given to the Lord Jesus Christ, and I did yield it—it 

went down in the book. I became a fisher of men and a winner of souls, 

and He copied it down. 

I am so glad I am a Christian. I wouldn’t go back and work for the 

devil for anything in this world. It seems to me that it pays right down 

here, not only in the world to come. 

I remember first when I started out to answer the question as to 

whom I should work for, Satan told me that if I worked for him he 

would give me popularity. I would go on through college, perhaps I 

would go on the stage, maybe I would do this, maybe I would do that 

(with the foolish heart of a child of seventeen), and he said “If you go 

over here and work in this other office and give your heart to Christ, 

people are going to laugh at you and say, ‘Oh, she’s a Christian now. 

There’s nothing in it but a hard, rocky road.’” 



The Pay Envelope 

 308 

But when I came in this office and took one look at the beautiful face 

of Jesus, I said, “Lord, I am your servant, from this time on, and I don’t 

care whether I ever get any pay or not.” I didn’t like the looks of the 

devil, some way. It didn’t seem that I could trust him. But the moment 

I looked at Jesus, I knew I could trust Him. I would rather serve Him on 

a crust of bread and a cup of water than serve the devil for all the 

diamond and ruby mines in the world. 

So I began to work for Jesus, and I left all to follow Him. Oh, He has 

sent me on such errands of love and mercy! And He has said, “Child, I 

want you to go out in the harvest fields and gather in the grain.” And 

now I am gathering it, and every day my arms are becoming more full, 

every day I am gathering new flowers in His field, every day new 

sheaves of grain, and I bring them home and tell Him all about it at the 

end of the day and He marks them all down in His book. 

“Lord, there was a young lady, she was a sinner, she had not heard 

the story of Jesus’ love, but I told her the story, and Oh, Lord, she’s a 

Christian now”—down in the books! 

“Oh, Lord, see what happened! Do you remember that girl that got 

saved yesterday?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, Lord, she joined the Evangelistic and Missionary Training 

Institute, and before I knew it that girl was out holding a camp meeting, 

and Lord, look, she has brought in a whole arm full. Lord, she won fifty 

souls. Lord, she must get a whole lot of credit for that.” 

“She does, but you get it too.” 

“Well, how?” 

“Because it is interest.” 

“Lord, do you pay interest?” 

“Yes, absolutely, compound interest. Everybody that gets saved, and 

goes out and gets somebody else saved, that is your grandchildren; and 

when they go out and get somebody else saved, they are your great 

grandchildren; and when they go out and get somebody else saved, 

they are your great-great-grandchildren,” so that by this time I am an 

eighth grandmother. Praise the Lord! Talk about your interest! 

And everything that I send up to Glory, Hallelujah! it’s in the book. 
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One of these days I’m going up to my pay window, and I believe the 

Lord is going to hand me out an envelope. 

 

Will there be any stars, any stars in my crown, 

When at evening the sun goeth down? 

When I wake with the blest, in those mansions of rest, 

Will there be any stars in my crown? 

 

Hallelujah! It won’t be long now. And the Lord is watching. He is 

waiting for that great day when the battle is over and then the harvest 

shall be gathered in. 

(Telephone bell) 

“Yes. This is Heaven? Yes. Yes. This is the church.” 

“Yes, Heaven. What is it? Why, Praise the Lord! Have you all the 

books up there?” 

“They balance? Yes, we have got our total down here.” 

“Here’s Sister so and so—she has lived for you, worked for you; she 

has told the good, old story of the Saviour’s love. Yes, she is coming 

home now. I know this little earthly tabernacle is being dissolved. I 

think she will be home in another week.” 

“You have all the mansions ready?” 

“Oh, you have all the flowers in the vases and the fountain of life is 

flowing? Her loved ones are waiting for her? Oh, I’ll tell her. It won’t be 

long. Oh, she has been a faithful worker!” 

“No, she isn’t afraid, Lord. She hasn’t a fear, she hasn’t a care. She 

wanted to go right on and keep at it till you called her home and die in 

harness.” 

“Yes, Lord, I will tell her, her pay envelope is all ready.” 

“What is her pay? Life and joy and peace and Heaven?” 

“No tears? No sickness? No pain? And she shall see thy face forever? 

Oh, Lord, I’ll tell her! Hallelujah!” 

Going home for the pay envelope. Brother, sister, we’re only 

working a day—you might say life is but a day. We are all going to get 

our pay. 

You say, “Sister, what do you want? A mansion?” 
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Well, I suppose that would be nice, but you know, that has never 

worried me a bit. I don’t know whether I would spend much time in it 

or not if I did have one. I think I will spend most of my time right up 

before the Throne, Hallelujah! 

Pay? What pay do I want? I have told you before, but I will tell you 

again if you really want to know: the pay that I want is for the Lord to 

smile at me and reach out His hand and give me just one little pat on 

the shoulder and say, “Well done, you good and faithful little servant. 

You did stick to your post and you did think up everything you could 

to tell folks the story and get your point home. Well done.” 

Oh, if He just says that to me—talk about pay! Glory to God! 

I think I will “Jump so high I will touch the sky, and I won’t come 

back till the Fourth of July.” Glory to God! I would just stay up there. 

Why, I would be so proud I often think I wouldn’t speak to the angels 

for about a week if the Lord just smiled at me and said, “Well done.” 

But dear sinner, dear backslider, what about your pay envelope? 

A man said to me some time ago—I said, “Brother, don’t you want 

to go to Heaven?”  

He said, “No, don’t believe in Heaven.” “But, brother, you wouldn’t 

want to lose your soul in the other place?” “Oh, I don’t believe in any 

future hell.” “Why, brother, you don’t? Why?” 

“Well, we’re getting all the hell here there is, Sister.” “It’s true. You 

don’t know all my life. I am living in it here.” 

“Well,” I said, “I believe you.”  

“You do, do you?” I said, “Yes I do.”  

“Well,” he said, “how’s that?” 

“Well,” I said, “Brother, you’re on your way there. You are a sinner, 

you are on your way there; there is no use dodging the issue, you are, 

all right, and every day you live and every step you take and every 

breath you breathe is bringing you a step nearer that destination. Of 

course, you are living in it. At least, you are getting a taste of it; you are 

getting the first heartache and the first disillusionment and the feeling 

of emptiness in it all. But, brother, on the other hand, I can say this is 

Heaven. You hear us sing ‘This is like Heaven to me’?” 

He said, “Yes, I did hear you sing that.” 
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“Well, brother, do you know why?” 

“Why?” 

“I am on my way to Heaven and every step I take, every breath I 

breathe, I am that much nearer Home.” 

“Well,” he said, “I see it now.” 

I said, “Brother, how about your pay envelope? Are you happy? No, 

I know you are not.” 

If you are a sinner you cannot be happy. 

You can do everything in order to get happiness, but you know you 

are not happy. You know when you get home and you look at yourself 

in the glass you say, ‘Well, what are you getting out of this?’ What are 

you getting out of it? You have gone, you have tried this trip and tried 

that, and what have you got? What is your pay envelope? 

In Eternity, what will your pay be? 

Now, as people come to get their pay, as they gather up to these 

windows, life’s day is over, the sun is setting in the west, you have had 

your chance; the books are almost ready to balance now and in a 

moment the last account goes down—“Saved” or “Unsaved.” 

The books are closed, the adding machine does its last bit of 

figuring, the filing cabinets are all closing now, the last item goes down 

in the book. The books are closed, the Judgment is set. It’s too late now. 

You have heard your last sermon, you have heard your last bit of logic 

and reasoning, you are not going to be bothered with the preacher any 

more. You said all that sort of stuff made you sick—you’ll never be sick 

any more. Your wife will never ask you to go to church with her any 

more, never hear another invitation song, never see the Evangelist 

reach out her hands and say “Come home!” 

Too late now. The books are closing, the desks are now being 

emptied, and those on earth go to their homes. But what about you? 

It’s pay time now. The sinners come and they gather to their 

window, and the Christians by and by are going to get their pay. 

Life is over, it’s sun is setting. Here’s this pay window—Satan’s pay 

window. 

“Ah! Come, sinner. Come and get your pay. Who is there that is 

going to bring pay for you?” 



The Pay Envelope 

 312 

They come with an aching heart, come with woe, come with regret. 

Take your pay envelope. You have had your sermons, you have had 

your opportunity. Take it, take it. It’s yours. Open it. 

There’s not a hard word you spoke that God hasn’t written it down. 

There isn’t a time that you said “Not tonight,” but it was written 

down. Remember the sermons you heard? Remember Mother’s tears? 

But you have got your pay now. Too late: “Depart into everlasting 

darkness. I know you not.” 

And the storm breaks. 

“Come, little girl. You have danced your dance and you have sung 

your song, but life is over now, dear, take your pay envelope.” 

What’s it going to contain for you? Take it, my dear; you must take 

it. Every dance is there, every night that you frittered away, every day 

that you wasted. And now the wages of sin is death—death—death! No 

more light in the window; no more outstretched arms: “Depart, I never 

knew you.” 

“Step up, little Miss Procrastination, who said, ‘Not tonight! Some 

other day!’ Here’s your paymaster. Take your envelope—take it. You 

must. There’s no dodging the issue. Ah, ‘not tonight!’ How many times 

it’s written on the line. There’s your pay: woe, heart break, misery and 

destruction. For you have turned Him away.” 

“Step up, young man. You believed in gambling, there was no harm 

in smoking, there was no harm in the joy ride. Ah, you didn’t take any 

stock nor have any interest in this idea of being a Christian. There’s 

your pay envelope. Take it. You worked, now you must have your 

wages. ‘He that is not for me is against me,’ the Lord has said. Death and 

destruction and a lake of fire, which is the second death.” 

Ah, you say it isn’t fair, you don’t want to take it? Ah yes, but you 

worked for your master, you knew what your pay would be. You knew, 

you knew. 

“Step up, dear sister. You who said you believed not in this. Take 

your envelope, your pay envelope. Does it pay, dear, to be a sinner? 

Tell me.” 

Oh! Those who have come to the border land of death, does it pay 

to serve Satan? Does it pay to crucify the Christ? 
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“Depart, it’s too late now, too late.” 

“Step up, our sister who said there was no God. You did not believe 

in this or that. Take it, dear. The wages of sin is death. The harvest must 

be reaped, the end has come. Your pay, a life of regret. You were so 

near one night.” 

“I don’t want to take it. Oh, I can’t! There must be some mistake. I 

was self-righteous, I thought I was good enough, I didn’t need the blood 

of Jesus. But it’s too late now.” 

 

Almost persuaded, almost, but lost, 

Almost is but to fail, 

Almost cannot avail, 

Sad, sad, that bitter wail, 

Almost—but lost! 

 

(Drums beating) 

The lights are out, the church is over, the last invitation is given, the 

last song has died away, and now there is weeping and wailing and 

gnashing of teeth. Oh, you knew, you knew, and you joked about it! You 

knew what the pay would be. Life is over, life’s dream is past; the 

harvest is ended and we are not saved. 

Ah! But here’s the other pay envelope, the Christian’s pay. What 

shall it be? 

“Come Christian, get your pay. You have served the Lord, little 

missionary, little mother, little faithful student, and you bore the cross 

and despised the shame. You said, ‘Lord Jesus, I will take my cross, 

come what may.’ Why, the angel is at the window for you, dear; Christ’s 

pay window—there is a smile on the face that waits for you.” 

“Here’s your envelope, little Miss Salvation whose heart was washed, 

who laid aside worldliness and who put on the robes of His 

righteousness.” 

“They said you were missing it all down there, but you said no, that 

you were receiving your pay as you went along. But you didn’t get it all 

darling. There is a life before you. What does it say, dear? A mansion, a 
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harp, a home, a crown, a life forever more. Enter thou into the joy of 

thy Lord.” 

“And you, little Miss Consecration, step to the window, dear. Your 

pay envelope is all ready for you. You made the sacrifice and you 

surrendered. ‘Ah!’ you say, ‘but I am not worthy.’ Read it, dear. What 

does it say? ‘Naked and you clothed me, hungry and you fed me, sick 

and you visited me.’ ‘Oh, but, Lord, when did I visit you? when did I do 

these things?’ ‘Inasmuch as thou hast done it to the least of mine, thou 

hast done it unto me.’” 

“And to you, young man, who squared back your shoulders one 

night in Angelus Temple and you said, ‘I don’t care if all the boys see 

me, I am going down that aisle and I am going to say ‘Yes,’ and I am 

going to sign up for Christian service.’ Take your pay envelope. ‘The 

Lord liveth and His mercy endureth forever.’ Henceforth there is laid 

up for you a crown that fadeth not away.” 

“And you, my little sister, you were willing to do the little things at 

home. The cup of cold water you gave calls for a check at the pay 

window. You washed the dishes, you cared for a crippled mother, you 

nursed a sick person. ‘Oh,’ you say, ‘I have done so little!’ God knew 

your heart and there is pay for you.” 

“Step up, brother of mine, there is your pay envelope. You sailed the 

foreign seas, you gathered those poor, black folk in your arms, and Oh! 

sometimes you thought it was so little you did, but they shine like the 

stars in the day that His jewels are made up. Hallelujah! Enter thou into 

the joy of thy Lord.” 

“And to you, young man, who worked in the shop every day, and 

who had to stand for Christ when the fellows laughed and they said you 

were goody-goody, but you just gritted your teeth and you stood it and 

you said, ‘Well, boys, I have taken my cross.’ Here’s your pay envelope 

laddy boy. It’s for you eternally. The Lord is saying, ‘Because you bore 

my cross, you shall now wear a crown. You witnessed for me down 

there, now I’ll witness for you before the angels. You stood for me 

below, I’ll stand for you above.’” 

“And to you, O brother, your pay envelope is waiting. What has He 

for you? You told the story as a humble Christian worker. You thought 
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you would only lead a few to Christ, but here’s your pay envelope, with 

interest. Enter thou. Mount the steps, climb into G...” 

(bells ringing) 

Listen! The bells are ringing. Can’t you hear the angels singing 

“There’s a Land that is fairer than Day”? Why, the office is empty and 

the typewriters are silent and the books are closed. Why—why—We’re 

not dead! We’re not in Eternity yet! Why, as sure as you live, we’re still 

on earth. And why—why—It’s Angelus Temple isn’t it? And here’s the 

platform and there’s the band. Why—I have been lost—I have been 

away up somewhere. And there is the altar, and, bless your heart, there 

you are! and there’s your handkerchief and you are wiping the tears 

away aren’t you, and you are saying, “Dear, dear Jesus!” Here’s the 

paper, here’s the want ad. What was it again? Why, I have been 

dreaming here in the park on the bench! 

“Wanted : a man, a woman, to bear the cross of Jesus Christ 

despising the shame, bearing the reproach without the camp.” 

“Oh, Lamb of God, I come, I come!” 

 





 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

October 5, 1924 

 

 

WANT TO speak to you for a few moments upon the thought 

which our Lord has left with us so gloriously when He said, 

“Behold, I make all things new!” 

When I look over the faces of this audience, and every face is so 

bright and radiant, I think how it was the love of Jesus Christ that drew 

us, that brought us, that bought us, and how we have been redeemed 

not with silver and gold or corruptible things, but with the Atoning 

Blood. 

I look back a few months and see some who were in sin and in the 

world. I am looking at some men folk who said, “Sister McPherson, I 

want to be a Christian, but do you think God will save a wretch like I?” 

Others, who have used tobacco for twenty-five or fifty years, said, 

“Sister, when you get members in your church, you want them to be 

clean vessels unto the Lord. How can I get rid of this awful habit that is 

contaminating to the Holy Spirit?” 

Oh, I can see you as you came forward and kneeled at the altars! I 

have but to close my eyes and hundreds of scenes come to me. How 

often this platform has been packed with men until there was not room 

for me to stand! The communion space has been filled with husbands 

and wives, or brothers and sisters; and the altars have been filled with 

women. Then too, the mezzanines have been filled with people praying 

at the same moment, “God be merciful to me, a sinner.” 

And now, when I look out into your faces and see some faces lighted 

with the radiance of God, I thank Him for the truth of His Word, 

“Behold, I make all things new!” 

What a new life it is! To begin with, we have a new heart. 

Do you remember the old heart? Oh, what a black heart it was! 
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“The heart is deceitful above all things, and desperately wicked.” 

Once, out of the heart issued blasphemy, unbelief, sin, criticism, 

pride—oh, God knows the thoughts that came from that black heart! 

But people have come down the aisles and kneeled at the altars with 

a black heart, and said, “Lord create within me a clean heart, and renew 

a right spirit within me.” 

Presto change! As quick as that, their heart was made new. What 

became of the old heart? I don’t know. The Lord either made it all over, 

made it snowy white, or He took it away and gave us a heart of flesh. 

Just keep your eyes open and you will see them coming down the 

aisles, coming down the steps with handkerchiefs over their eyes, and 

saying, “O God, I am such a sinner. My heart is so black.” 

Their faces look so sad and they look so blue and discouraged. That 

old heart! 

Then they kneel—“Lord, is it true that there is hope for a sinner like 

I? Did you die for me? Jesus, save me, wash me in your Blood, cleanse 

me now and I shall be whiter than snow.” 

I look at them! To save me, I can’t see what happens. But I know 

what it is. It doesn’t happen visibly, but I know that the Blood is flowing 

over them. The Lord reaches inside and takes out sin, pride, backbiting, 

criticism, love of the world, desire for card playing, for the show; takes 

away all the foolish and wrong stories that you used to know and tell—

they are gone. 

Love for sinful companions, for the briar pipe—it is all gone. 

The first thing you know your heart is empty! 

Then, into the empty heart He begins to put in right things—love of 

God, love of souls, love of Bible, love of prayer, love for your brothers 

and sisters in the Lord, love for sinners and for the poor lost perishing 

humanity. 

In the place of worldly jesting and foolish conversation He puts in 

love that makes our conversation to be in Heaven from whence we look 

for our Christ. It is a new heart. 

I love to watch those people. What a study it is! I see handkerchiefs 

wipe away the last tear. There is a little sniff, the head goes up, then like 

somebody took the window shade and started it from the bottom—the 
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birds are singing and the dawn of a new day is flushing the sky—the 

light just breaks. If you don’t believe it, take a look around the Temple. 

Darkness has gone! Old sins have gone! Hallelujah! 

“Behold, I make all things new.” 

When you get a new heart, you get a new face with it. It is reflected 

in the face. Some people come in so worldly, haughty and cold looking, 

and the next thing they are made all over new. Their face is soft. There 

is a soft light in their eyes. Their lips tremble with the praises of Jesus, 

and their hands are tender with His ministry. It is marvelous! 

The next thing they are singing,  

 

O happy day that fixed my choice 

On Thee my Saviour and my God. 

Well may this glowing heart rejoice, 

And tell its raptures all abroad. 

 

No one tells them to lift their hands, but they do it. It is because He 

makes all things new. You would not have lifted your hand a week 

ago—you thought it would make you conspicuous—but here you 

would be conspicuous if you did not raise your hand. 

You lift your hand and sing,  

 

He drew me and I followed on 

Charmed to confess that voice divine. 

 

Why, what has happened to you? Ah, you have a new heart!  

“Behold I make all things new.” 

Now that you have a new heart, He gives you a new song, even praise 

and thanksgiving to our God. It is all new now. The new, new song has 

come into the heart. 

“Sing unto Him a new song; play skillfully with a loud noise.” 

“O sing unto the Lord a new song: sing unto the Lord, all the earth.” 

“Sing unto the Lord a new song and His praise in the congregation 

of the righteous.” 
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“Sing unto the Lord a new song and His praise to the end of the 

earth.” 

A new, new song. Oh, I remember the old song, don’t you? 

Oh, how trashy, tin-panny, out of tune! What atrocities they seem 

to me now! I used to love them. Before I gave my heart to Jesus, I used 

to sing, “Mandy Lee I love you,” “Under the shade of the old apple tree.” 

But now, glory to God, I have a new song. I shall never forget when the 

new song came into my heart. And it has come into your heart too. 

You used to be poor silly children. Think of you playing, “Yes, we 

have no bananas.” Can you imagine it now? Think of what the old songs 

used to be? “Barney Google.” Can you imagine it? 

“Behold, I make all things new!” 

When you are saved, you feel like you have had a clean bath after 

you had been in the mud; or your face washed after it was hot and 

sweaty; or your hair combed after it was all matted; or your shoes 

shined, or a new pair, better still, after your old ones had become worn. 

It is great to be a Christian. It is grand to be a Christian because the 

Lord makes all things new. We have put off the old man and put on the 

new. 

One of the first new songs I began to learn was this, 

 

My Jesus I love Thee, 

I know Thou art mine, 

For Thee all the follies 

Of sin I resign. 

My gracious Redeemer, 

My Saviour art Thou. 

If ever I loved Thee, 

My Jesus ‘tis now. 

 

Then I began to sing,  

 

I will sing the wondrous Story 

Of the Christ who died for me. 

Sing it with the saints in glory, 
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Gathered by the crystal sea. 

 

Oh, I can see it yet as I sat at the piano! It was all so new. Then I 

would sing a new song of thanksgiving unto my God. 

Someday I expect to sing the new song in the New Jerusalem. There 

they sing the song of Moses and the Lamb before the Throne. 

Have you the new song? I know you have by looking into your faces. 

We used to go along the street singing worldly melodies, but now we 

go singing, “Speak, my Lord, speak to me.” Really, you don’t sing it—it 

sings itself. 

Then, the Lord has given you a new bottle, and in the new bottle He 

is going to put new wine. You cannot put new wine in old bottles. You 

are going to need the baptism of the Holy Spirit. 

Don’t try to get new wine—the baptism of the Holy Spirit—in old 

bottles. Don’t try to come with worldliness, uncleanness, a selfish, 

unbelieving bottle, because the Lord said you would burst. If we have 

been full of our own preconceived ideas, we must have a new bottle. 

Then, Hallelujah, get the new wine. On the day of Pentecost they said, 

“These men are full of new wine.” 

Lord, give us this new experience. 

We read that the Lord says, “I will give them one heart, and I will 

put a new spirit within you.” 

Dear Angelus Temple members and friends, I wonder if that can be 

truly said of us—“I will give them one heart.” I believe it can pretty 

nearly be said. I was looking at you this morning and listening to you 

sing. I love you and would do anything to help you. You are my 

brothers, my sisters, and hundreds of you are my babies. I have prayed 

and travailed for you and brought you to Jesus Christ. As you come to 

Jesus, I look to see if you have the glory on your face. I believe they 

have. I know they have. 

What has brought these people to Christ? What is it that has brought 

this revival for twenty-two months and drawn these people to Christ? 

Ah, that’s it—they have not been driven but drawn. It is the love of Jesus 

Christ that has entangled them. 
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You have never had a whipping or had anyone get after you, have 

you? Not that the Lord does not do it sometimes, but some preachers 

seem to be gifted with using the whip. The Lord has given me a silver 

net of love. Hallelujah! 

When I hear preachers knock this one and that one, I wonder how 

big an altar call they are going to have, and how many have been 

converted. I wonder how many trembling forms fell at Jesus’ feet and 

cried, “God be merciful to me a sinner.” 

I wonder if love is not a stronger power than fear, although fear is 

needed. I love to tell the story of the wind and the sun who had a quarrel 

one day. The Wind said, “Oh, Sun, I am stronger than you.” 

“I beg to differ with you,” said the Sun, “but I am stronger.” 

“Well, let’s settle the argument. Do you see that man going down the 

road with his coat buttoned tight,” asked the Wind. 

“Yes,” replied the Sun. 

“Well, whichever can make that man take his coat off is the stronger. 

And I will go first,” said the Wind. 

“All right.” 

So the Wind blew cold and hard, trying to make the man with his 

coat of sin (for his cloak represents sin to me) take it off. 

“Oooh-ooh—o-o-oh.” It howled and shrieked “I told that man 

where to get off.” 

But the harder the wind blew, the tighter the man drew his coat 

around him. 

The Wind blew and blew until it did not have another puff left. 

“Sun, I am out of breath and can’t do anymore. You see what you 

can do now.” 

The Sun did not answer, but just told the Wind to roll the clouds off 

of his face. Then the Sun looked at the man and smiled and smiled and 

smiled. It loved him, then beamed and smiled some more, and 

reflected the love of God. 

The man said, “Whew, it’s warm.” 

The Sun did not say a word—just smiled and beamed and loved. 

The man unbuttoned his coat. The Sun did not thunder or fuss—

just showed the love of God through its warmth, and the man took his 
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coat off. The Sun accomplished through loving, beaming, and smiling 

what the Wind could not do through force. 

Oh, beloved, it was the smile, the warmth, the love, the reflected 

glory of God that made the man lose his coat of sin! 

Today men are stumbling on the highway of life with their cloak of 

sin about them. How are we going to make them take it off? By saying, 

“You are wrong. You are going to hell if you don’t watch out!”? 

That may be true, but is that the best way? 

No, if we did that, people who would come expecting help would 

say, “Sister, I am sorry I came into this church. I thought I could come 

without being insulted, but I will go if you don’t want me.” 

There are people who do not believe in the Atonement, or that Jesus 

is the Way but just the way-shower, but if I go to knock at them, I am 

afraid they would not come back. 

That has not been my way of doing, but instead of showing people 

that they are wrong, my way has been to lift up Jesus Christ and say, 

“Folks, here He is. Isn’t He lovely? Isn’t He beautiful, glorious? Here is 

the right way, the loving way, the Spirit-filled way, the new way.” 

Someway, you know, I think if you have the genuine, you don’t have 

to be talking about the counterfeit all the time. If people get used to the 

genuine, they won’t bother with the counterfeit. 

There was a captain on the Mississippi who wanted to hire a pilot to 

guide his ship. A man applied for the position and the captain asked 

him, “Do you know where all the snags, the rocks and the riff are?” 

“No sir, I do not. I don’t know them all by any means.” 

“You don’t? And yet you come to apply for this position?” 

“Well, sir, if you are looking for a man who knows where all the 

snags are, I am not the man you want. But sir, I know the straight 

route—I know where the snags are not.” 

Oh, today, if we can just tell the story of Jesus and make Him pure, 

real, grand, and mighty! It seems to me some way that people are 

longing not to know man’s worst, but are hungering to know God’s best. 

 

Tell we the old, old story, 

Of Jesus and His love. 
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Then, too, the Master has said—“And I, if I be lifted up from the 

earth, will draw all men unto Me.” You know, so many of us have so 

much of the earth about us that we cannot get Jesus lifted up. “I know 

so much. I believe so and so.” Ah, ah, that is earth, and that is one reason 

why we do not get people to Jesus. 

“And I, if I be lifted up from the earth, will draw—not drive—all men 

unto Me.” 

I had these words—“We would see Jesus “—carved in this pulpit so 

that I might not forget it, or if I should go on, that any other preachers 

who stood in this pulpit might not forget it. 

“We would see Jesus.” Don’t you think that is what people are 

hungry for? If they can see Him, they are going to get a new song and a 

new heart. 

In order to make people see Jesus, I have a measuring rod, but I 

haven’t a patent on it. I try to keep it plumbed. No matter who preaches, 

sings, or speaks, I try to apply the plumb line—“Will that win a soul?” 

That is my plumb line. 

“That was a good song, but is there anything in it that will win a soul 

for Jesus?” 

“Sister McPherson, we would like to use your Temple for so and so.” 

“Pardon me, but will it win a soul?” 

“Wh-wh-why, I couldn’t say that.” 

“Then, I am sorry but I cannot let you use the Temple.” 

“Sister, we would like to use your radio.” 

“Is it anything that will win a soul?” 

“Oh, yes!” 

“Then bring it.” 

Some of us may differ a little bit on minor doctrine, but, praise God, 

we will agree on the great things if we stick to the lifting up of Jesus 

Christ, the Cross, the Blood, the born-again experience, the inspiration 

of the Scriptures, and the plumb line of soul winning. There is not very 

much wrong with the man or woman who really loves souls. If you have 

a zeal to see people get a new heart, let us be winners of souls. 
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Lastly, we are going to a New City. Hallelujah! When we get up 

yonder, everything is going to be new. Oh, those streets! See them 

sparkle and shine. And those gates of pearl that are swinging wide to 

receive us! And the walls shining with jasper, sapphire, chalcedony and 

emerald! See the fountain flowing up yonder. Hear the harps playing. 

And see the white-robed choir. 

Brother, sister, if we are going to the New City, we must be new 

creatures, have new hearts, and have a new song. Do you want it? Will 

you let Him give it to you? Let’s have it this morning. 

We are going to be a new lump. “A little leaven leaveneth the whole 

lump.” No matter how sinful you are, you will be saved this morning. 

He will make you a new lump, and mould and shape you all over again. 

No matter how discouraged you may be, Jesus will strengthen you, 

redeem you, and give you a new heart. 

“Sister McPherson, my heart is so black.” 

Well, if it is, He will take it away and give you a new heart. 

How many of you feel before God that you have this new heart? Say, 

“Praise the Lord!” 

How many feel you have the new song and have been singing it? 

Say, “Hallelujah!” 

How many are on the way to the New City? Say, “Praise the Lord!” 

And now, this morning, as we come to the glorious time of breaking 

bread, we are gathering around the new table. It is a new experience to 

many as we remember the shed Blood and the broken Body of our 

Lord. 

There is one thing that will not be new in Heaven, and that is the 

Communion Table, because we have gotten used to it down here. 

This is only to remind us of our Lord as He sat with His twelve 

disciples and said,  

“Take, eat: this is My Body which is broken for you: this do in 

remembrance of Me.” 

And, as He took the cup, He said, 

“This cup is the new testament in My Blood: this do ye, as oft as ye 

drink it, in remembrance of me.” 

Ah, as He gathered there and they gathered with Him, He said, 
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“As often as ye eat this bread, and drink this cup, ye do shew the 

Lord’s death, till he come.” 

But Jesus said, “I will not drink henceforth of this fruit of the vine 

until that day when I drink it new with you in my Father’s kingdom.” 

This morning I can seem to see three tables. Yonder, in the distant 

past, I can see the Lord breaking bread with His disciples. 

Here, I see this table where we are going to drink in remembrance 

of Him. And, over yonder, another table at the marriage of the Lamb. 

There is a great rainbow spanning and we are under it, the rainbow 

of peace, promise and blessing. And beloved, we are getting near the 

other end of the rainbow. They used to say that there was a pot of gold 

at the other end, but they were mistaken. There is a City of Gold. 

Hallelujah! 

Before we partake of the Lord’s Supper this morning, let us examine 

ourselves that we do not take of it unworthily. If there is any sin in your 

heart, let the plate pass you for we read, 

“He that eateth and drinketh unworthily, eateth and drinketh 

damnation to himself, not discerning the Lord’s body.” 

 



 

 

 

Sunday Afternoon 

October 5, 1924 

 

 

HIS AFTERNOON WE are to speak upon a subject which I 

trust will stir your heart with blessing: Power with God—

Power with Man. 

I wonder how many that are here today would like to have power 

with man, power to win souls, power to stir audiences, power to move 

communities, power to win cities for Christ, power to throw a life-line, 

power to know how to throw out and how to bring safely to shore a 

great net full of fish. I wonder how many would like power with man, 

power to help unlock prison doors and to lead the captive from 

darkness unto light. 

We all want power like that. Well, how are we to get it? How are we 

to get power with man? I heard someone say years ago something to 

the effect that we can never lift anyone higher than we are ourselves—

never. We ourselves must be up before we can reach down and lift 

someone else up. 

How are we going to have power with man? How shall we get a 

revival? How shall we stir Los Angeles, California to her depths for God? 

How shall we get power with man that will bring them in from the 

various states and bring them in by train and bring them in by 

automobile and bring them in by boat—any way to get here, to hear 

the gospel? 

How shall we get power with man that will move audiences to tears 

and bring them down the aisles to bend the knee and say, “God, save 

me”? 

How shall it be done? 

How shall one get members into one’s church? How shall we ever 

get enough people together to have a water baptism service? 
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How shall we ever get power with man that shall bring together 

workers and singers and teachers and converts and people who will go 

out into the highways and the hedges? 

How shall it be done? Shall it be done by a church fair, by baking 

cakes and raffling them off? Shall it be done by a bean supper or social? 

Shall it be done by building on a tennis court—although tennis is a fine 

game—shall we do that in order to get people to come to church? Shall 

we build on a smoker? Or what shall we do to get power with man? 

Here’s a great city, here are thousands of men that should be touched 

and brought into the house of God. What shall we do to get power with 

man? 

I believe that God’s Word teaches us that in order to get power with 

man we must first have power with God. Here we are in links, we will 

say: God is in His Heaven and all is well, Jesus Christ is standing before 

God making intercession for us, the Holy Spirit is ready to lead us to 

the Christ, we are moved by the Spirit, and yonder is the sinner. 

How can we have power with man? Let us say for a moment, that 

down here there are sinners. How are we going to reach them? Let us 

say for a moment, up there in that choir loft that we are getting a 

glimpse of the world above: Christ is making intercession, Christ is 

standing, making intercession for us, and the Holy Spirit is the one who 

leads us to Christ. The church is to have hold of the Holy Spirit, praise 

God, and the church is to take hold of a sinner with the other hand. It 

is a beautiful link. Power with God, power with Man. 

Here’s the poor sinner that needs to be saved, we will say. Here’s the 

wonderful Father upon His throne up yonder waiting to save, but we 

need these four links if we are going to reach that sinner: The Father 

on His throne is waiting, the Son is waiting to make intercession, the 

Holy Spirit is ready to empower the church, but the church must have 

her hand in the hand of the Holy Spirit and the other hand down to the 

sinner. 

Power with God—power with man. How are we going to get it? How 

can one get power with God? That is a wonderful thought.  

When I say “power with God” there is a picture comes before me. I 

would like to say it over and over until a picture comes before you too, 
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and then I wonder what sort of a picture you would see. POWER with 

GOD! 

Power with God does not necessarily mean having money. Power 

with God does not necessarily mean having every bishop in the world 

back of you, either. Power with God does not necessarily mean having 

great earthly status. 

But when I say “Power with God” I see, as I shut my eyes, a little 

figure kneeling in simple prayer. When I say those words, “Power with 

God,” I see somebody who has hold of the horns of the altar. I see 

someone who is travailing in soul, someone who is fairly shaking the 

foundations of the Throne by their importunate prayer. 

Power with God! No wonder the devil trembles when he sees the 

weakest saint upon his knees. No wonder that God is stirred upon His 

Throne and that His great arm is moved to tip over the cup of golden 

blessing upon a thirsty world. Power! Power! Power! Power is what this 

old world needs today! 

Ah, yes, but it must be power with God. It is the Christian who will 

have it if he is to help the sinner. 

You know, a sinner may not think much of God ‘til he gets in 

trouble, but when he gets in trouble, when he is sick, when he is 

afflicted—unconverted unbeliever that he is—he will come up and say, 

“Sister, will you please pray for me?” Well, why doesn’t he pray? 

Because he can’t. He’s a sinner, has no power with God, has no 

standing before God except as a guilty, wretched sinner; he has but one 

prayer to pray: “God, be merciful to me, a sinner!” 

But if he would pray that prayer and come in and stand in the Holy 

of Holies, thank God, he too could have power with God. 

But sinners come so often and they say, “Pray for me. You will say a 

little prayer for me tonight, won’t you, Sister?” 

They hardly know how to ask, but they say, “You will say a little 

prayer, won’t you, when you are on your knees? Ask God to heal me. 

Ask Him to bless me. You are on speaking terms with Him and I am 

not, Sister. I have lived a wretched, sinful life and I am not on speaking 

terms with God, but I believe you are, Sister. Will you say a little prayer 

for me?” 
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“Of course, I will. Not only that the Lord will touch your body, but 

first of all that the Lord will touch your soul.”  

Then I take hold of God’s hand and I take hold of the sinner’s hand 

and there stands the church, or there stands every Christian worker in 

the world, one hand reaching down to the needy and the other up to 

God. But you must have power with God before you can have power 

with man. 

Sometimes we sort of go at it the wrong way. We think we are going 

to have power with man, but we don’t get the right start because we 

think that we can build up a revival. No, you have got to bring it down. 

It isn’t something we can work up, it isn’t something that we can do with 

all the works in the world. It must be prayed down. It must be brought 

down from Heaven.  

I might today study and study and study up a sermon. I might have 

great sheaves of notes. I might read out of various people’s books, but 

spend no time on my knees, no time before God, no time in waiting.  

I would say, “Well, now, excuse me Lord, but I am too busy this week 

to wait on you, but I tell you now I have got a good lot of notes written 

down here. I have been looking in books and I have found thus and so, 

and I have got it all written.” 

“Now Lord, I think I have a pretty carefully prepared treatise here 

on thus and so. Now, let’s see: Firstly - that’s a very wise way I have that 

laid out. Secondly – Thirdly – Fourthly – Fifthly – Sixthly - Seventhly... 

I think I have got logic there. That ought to appeal to every reasonable 

person. Lord, that is a fine, well-rounded sermon. I haven’t spent any 

time in prayer, but I certainly have what I believe is going to be power 

with man. Certainly they can’t resist logic like that.” 

I come down and preach it. But there is no light on my face, there is 

no ring in my voice, there is no authority, there is no unction from on 

high. It’s very good—everything in it I have copied out of somebody’s 

book and memorized and gone over it in my dreams till at last I have 

it pretty well. Let me see—I hope I don’t forget any of it. 

“Now, folks, won’t you be converted?” 

But there they sit. 
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There is no Amen, there is no Hallelujah, there is no little ripple of 

enthusiasm, there is nobody especially seeking the Lord or calling out 

upon Him for more power. What’s the matter? It isn’t that it wasn’t a 

good message. It is simply that I did not have power with God and 

therefore did not have power with man. It may be a good message, but 

there is something missing. 

Oh, Glory to Jesus! I believe that we need to get down on our knees. 

If you are going to teach a Sunday School class, if you are going to sing 

a solo, if you are going to give a testimony, if you are going to do 

anything for God, you need to drench and soak and saturate and deluge 

that thing with prayer. If you do that first, then as you step into your 

special bit of service your whole being is aglow, your whole frame is 

aquiver, your face is ablaze, your eyes are shining, your soul is full, and 

within you, you feel that dynamic, upward urge, that mighty power 

with God. 

On your knees by your bed, your eyes filled with tears, the open 

Book before you, you were saying, “Yes, Lord, yes, I see it. Oh, Jesus, 

dear, just give me the words now to pour it out. Lord, pour it in. Give 

me the message that you have for these people, and then, Lord, help 

me to speak it so simply that everybody will understand it.” 

Then you step down. The people are there and yet they are not 

there. For the minute it just seems as though you are caught right up 

out of yourself and the very Spirit of God is within you. Then after it is 

all over and you see the people weeping at the altar or you see them 

being baptized by hundreds and see the work building and growing and 

spreading out everywhere, you say; “What’s doing it? What is it? Why, 

it is perfectly marvelous. That was such a simple little message, too. 

Lord, what is it?” 

I believe it is simply that before we can have power with man we 

must have power with God. Then we can cut off every superficial thing, 

then we can get out of every shallow thing, then we can get out of even 

trying to please mankind. Let us get down humbly on our knees before 

the Throne of God, search our hearts, consecrate our lives, devote 

ourselves to getting hold of the horns of the altar in real intercession 

and travail, and “…as soon as Zion travailed, she brought forth...”  
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Oh, that we could see thousands brought forth into the Kingdom of 

God, and we can, but we must first have power with God. Nothing else 

in the world will take its place. Going through all the seminaries in the 

world won’t do it. Getting all the D.D’s., LL.D’s., and PhD’s won’t do it. 

They are very fine, but that is not enough. You must have power with 

God. Having ten thousand churches back of you is not enough. You 

must have power with God. Rather be alone and have power with God, 

rather fight a lone fight and make a lone stand and feel that above you 

is the open Heaven and the power of God is streaming over you, and 

make a lone stand, with God’s power above you, than stand with ten 

million back of you and without the power of God. 

My brother, have you been under the power? My sister, have you 

been under the power? If not, get under it today and be filled with the 

Spirit. 

You say, “Sister, how can I get power with God and power with 

man?” 

The Lord distinctly teaches this by saying, in the first chapter of 

Acts: “You shall receive power after that the Holy Ghost is come upon 

you.” 

What is power with God? Well, I believe first of all we bring in 

prayer; but I think even before prayer I would like to put something 

in—that power with God—as we stand before the Throne, and that 

would be the power in the blood, for it’s through the blood of our 

blessed, slain Redeemer that we dare draw near to God. Without that 

blood we are outside the veil. Yonder is the Inner Court. We can simply 

look in and say, “Pray for me,” but when the blood is applied, the door 

is open and we can walk inside.  

 

And then with confidence we now draw nigh,  

and Father, Abba Father, cry. 

 

When we have the precious blood on our heart, we can then kneel 

before the Throne of God and have power with Him. But you cannot 

draw near Him unless that precious blood has been applied. 
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Has it been applied to your heart? Is it applied to your heart now? 

Are you living under the precious blood moment by moment? Then 

may you have power with God. As you stand there to pray so many 

times, the devil, who is the accuser of the brethren, will say,  

“Ah! but you remember such and such a sin? You remember what 

you did years ago?”  

But again you will find to have power with God, you must keep 

pleading the blood. “Satan, you bring up this or that, that I did 

yesterday or yester-year, away back twenty years ago. I remember it, 

but, Hallelujah! I am under the blood.”  

“But you can’t receive a blessing, you know, because thus and so is 

not under the blood.”  

You say, “Isn’t it? Well, if it isn’t, I am going to put it under the blood 

right now. Dear Lord Jesus, forgive me and cleanse me. Mr. Satan, I 

have only one thing to say to you, and that is that the precious blood of 

Jesus Christ, God’s Son, cleanseth us now from all sin. Here I go!”  

And then just take a dip right down in, and Hallelujah! there is power 

in the blood—power with God. 

Oh, the speaking blood, the efficacious blood, the atoning blood! 

Live under it, walk under it, serve under it. 

And then power with God means power in prayer. Are you a man 

of prayer? Are you a woman of prayer? Are you a child of prayer? 

You say, “Sister, just what do you mean by that? I get down at my 

bed-side once a day and say my prayers, and I thank the Lord that He 

has spared me through the day, and I ask Him to make me good and 

keep me good and give me a good night’s sleep and strengthen my 

body and keep me tomorrow. Is that enough?” 

That is good—that is better than nothing—but I wouldn’t call that 

being a real intercessor. It is splendid to thank Him for the day. It is 

splendid to ask Him to keep you through the night or to give you good 

success in your work. But still that deals a great deal with yourself and 

with your own body and with your own sleep and with your own rest. 

There is a little narrow circle there, and it is good to pray for yourself 

and your family. 
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But, beloved, if you are going to have power with God, you must 

enlarge your borders and strengthen your ropes and put your stakes 

out further and get to the place that you can make intercession with 

“groanings that cannot be uttered,” and as you do that you will feel 

power with God. 

Have you a burden for Los Angeles, California? Have you a burden 

for the golden poppy state? Have you a burden for the U.S.A.? Have you 

a burden for the poor black heathen in Africa? Are you worried—have 

you ever lost one hour of your precious beauty sleep—thinking about 

China and that one-third of all the population of the world are there 

without God? Have you ever thought that every third baby that is born 

is a Chinese baby; that every third funeral is a Chinese funeral? Have 

you ever gotten so burdened that you couldn’t rest and you got out of 

your bed and got down on your knees and took hold of the horns of 

the altar and wrestled with God for Him to save souls there and prosper 

His work? 

Do you really know what prayer means? Have you ever been 

burdened about India? Have you ever been anxious about the 

missionaries over there? Have you ever wondered how God’s work was 

prospering away out in the leper colonies? 

Power with God! I believe one of the most powerful things to move 

God and to overturn the cup of revival blessing in the world is prayer. 

Oh, the scope of it! Oh, the lift of it! Oh, the might of it! Who can 

describe it? Lord, teach us to pray. 

If we are going to have power with God we must expect big things 

when we pray, not only little things. 

Moody—that precious man of God whose name shall live, I suppose, 

as long as the world lives because of his power with God—the day that 

he was dying, listened as a sympathetic friend read the sacred Word of 

God to him, and then Mr. Moody, weak as he was, reached out his hand, 

pulled his Bible over close to him, and wrote in the margin those 

precious words, never to be forgotten, “If God be our partner, let us 

make our plans large.” 

“If God be our partner, let us make our plans large.” Some people 

say, “Well, you don’t need such a big temple.” Oh, but God is our 
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partner! “Well, but you don’t need anything quite as good as that.” Yes, 

but God is our partner. “I am afraid you are going too far with such a 

thing. Do you think you will ever be able to make ends meet and keep 

that thing going?” But God is our partner, praise the Lord! And if He is 

our partner, let us make our plans large.  

Someone said, “Why, Sister, you would never dare attempt building 

that big temple. Why, child, don’t you realize that in order to build a 

church, people have to have all sorts of fairs and socials and canvass the 

people, and even then they are mortgaged for years unless they have a 

whole lot of rich people back of them. Have you any back of you?”  

“Only three.” 

“Oh, you have three millionaires?” 

“Yes, indeed, I have.” 

“Are they liberal with you?” 

“Yes, Glory to God, they are!” 

“I don’t suppose you want to tell their names?” 

“I don’t mind: Father, Son and Holy Spirit, praise the Lord!”  

“Well, but, my child, don’t you know you have not had any 

experience in this line? Don’t you realize if you did build that great 

temple you would have a white elephant on your hands? Do you have 

any idea of what it will cost? It will cost you nearly fifty dollars to light 

that temple a day and a night. Do you know it is going to cost you 

hundreds of dollars for janitor service and you will need a large staff of 

workers, and money will be going out by the stream? Some churches 

already established are having a hard time financially. How do you dare 

tackle it?” 

“Why, God is my partner.” 

“Then, if you are determined to go ahead, let me submit a 

proposition to you: I will go out and solicit for you. We will get a list of 

business men and go out and call on them, say, every six months, and 

have them set aside so much to charitable purposes and appeal to them 

that way. Then you might ask each of your members if they could 

possibly give five or ten dollars a month.” 

I said, “No, you don’t. We’re not going to do any begging for money 

nor make any assessment of a stated amount. We are co-partners. No 
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one that is poor is to feel any contrast with those that can give. God is 

our partner. If we ever get in a corner and don’t know what to do, then 

we will take a missionary offering and send it over to India or Africa, 

and then the next week we will have enough for the home land.” 

It never fails. If you get in a pinch, give to the missionaries, then the 

Lord will give to you ninety per cent for every ten percent you give 

Him. Oh! He’s a wonderful Saviour. If God is your partner, make your 

plans large, for there will be power with God if you have faith. Faith 

means having power with God. Power with God means believing, 

taking the Name of Jesus Christ with you as a shield. Power with God 

means taking the Word in your hand and answering “Thus saith the 

Lord.” 

If ever there was anybody who had power with God, it was Moses, 

and he met God with His Word. “Lord, don’t wipe them out. Don’t you 

know, you said, With a stretched out arm hath the Lord led His children 

forth. Now, Lord, if you wipe them out, what about your word?” He had 

power with God, but he had it on the grounds of the Word of God. 

Jesus Christ was tempted there in the wilderness, but he had power 

with God. What kind of power? He took the Word with him, he 

answered according to the Book, and thank God! the enemy fell back 

before Him who was all-conquering. 

If you want power with God and power with man, you need also the 

Holy Spirit, the blessed, blessed Paraclete, the Third Person of the 

Godhead. “You shall receive power...” Power... Just a soft, beautiful, 

golden mantle of power falling all over you, changing everything, 

giving you utterance, giving you speech, giving you an enduement, 

giving you an equipment, giving you wisdom to wield the sword, giving 

you power to glorify the name of Christ. “You shall receive power…” 

When? 

“After the Holy Ghost is come upon you.” Have you received the 

Holy Ghost since you believed? If not, you need to tarry now until the 

Lord doth equip you and fill you. 

There was the Apostle Peter. He needed power with man, but, some 

way, all the disciples seemed to be sadly lacking in this. You remember, 

when Christ was up on the Mount of Transfiguration, there was a 
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certain man who brought his little demon-possessed son to the 

disciples, but they couldn’t cast out the spirit, and the father’s heart was 

breaking, when Christ came down, and the father ran to Him and said, 

“Oh, thy servants had no power to cast him out! Lord, you speak the 

word,” and the Lord rebuked that spirit and the boy was set free and 

clothed in his right mind, and the disciples, crestfallen, shame-faced, 

stole away, and afterwards they came to Christ and said, “Lord, why 

didn’t we have the power to cast him out?” And the Lord said, you 

remember, “This kind cometh not forth but by fasting and by prayer.” 

If there is going to be power with God and power with man, it must 

stand upon something, it must have some sort of a foundation. 

There must be prayer and faith and fasting, which is self-denial, 

which is consecration and a surrender of our own appetites and desires. 

Peter needed power with man and power with God, for you 

remember that he was a failure in his prayer life in Gethsemane, and 

he denied his Lord before a girl, and as he stood there he seemed to 

have no power with man, no power to resist and to stand square and 

pat in the face of difficulties. 

And then it was the Lord whispered to him: “I am going to send you 

to feed my sheep and to feed my lambs. Go, but tarry first until you are 

endued with power from on High.” 

Peter, you remember, made his way to the upper room and tarried 

there in Jerusalem until he was filled with the Spirit of God. Then, 

Hallelujah! he had power with God. He had gotten that storage battery 

charged. No, it isn’t a storage battery, either, because that is something 

that runs down. This is a live wire that goes clear to Heaven and the 

power keeps going through all the time. He got his wire hooked on up 

there, and then he had power with God. 

And then he went out and he had power with man. Boldly he walked 

down the stairs from the upper room, fearlessly and undaunted he 

threw back his head and faced those people. Let other people pussy-

foot and compromise if they wanted to. Let other people use one 

means or another. He would tell the simple story of the Saviour’s love. 

He had had power with God and because of that, power with man. 
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As he preached the sermon, the multitudes ran together. Why did 

they come? 

Because Peter had power with God. 

If you have power with God, you immediately become like a 

magnet. 

Have you ever picked up a nail with a magnet, and then have you 

ever had the one nail pick up another, and then the second nail pick up 

the third nail, if the magnet was powerful enough, the third nail pick 

up the fourth nail, and the fourth the fifth, until it came to the place 

where the magnetism was so low that the nail fell off? 

Isn’t that a picture of having power with God and power with man? 

Have you been magnetized? Have you had the baptism of the Holy 

Ghost? 

Has Jesus Christ become so real and so dear and so infinitely 

precious to you that when you touch some other life, that life sticks fast 

to Christ and is lifted with you to the glorious presence of God? Then 

if so, and if that conversion was bright enough and powerful enough, 

that somebody will go out and pick up somebody else, and that 

somebody will go out and pick up somebody else, and that somebody, 

somebody else, till at last when we go Home to God we don’t go alone, 

it has been “power with God and power with man.” 

That day as Peter preached, the people were drawn like steel to the 

magnet. Was Peter the magnet? Oh, bless you, no. It was the power of 

the Holy Ghost. Without the power of the Holy Ghost they would just 

have turned up their noses or shrugged their shoulders at Peter, or still 

have been saying, “Thou art one of them.” But now it was all changed. 

It was the same body, but it was a new filling. He was filled with the 

Holy Ghost, and as he spoke, the people were pricked to the heart, their 

eyes opened wide, their lips a little apart, as they drank in what he said, 

and then said, “What shall we do?” And he said, “Why, repent and be 

baptized, every one of you,” and three thousand were saved that day. 

Power with God and power with man. But before he had the power 

with man, he had to get the power with God. Brother, sister, let us up 

and get it, you and I. What do you say? 
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What do we want this power to do? I believe that we need the power 

that Jesus promised His disciples, power to shake cities! 

“Oh!” you say, “Sister, dear, aren’t you looking pretty big now?” 

Yes, but God’s our partner, you know. Some people seem to have a 

limited faith, a limited vision. 

One time a lady went to a doctor and he said to her, “Why lady, there 

is just one thing wrong with your eyes. Your eyes are tired. What do 

you do for your living?” 

“Why,” she said, “I am a seamstress. I sit and stitch, stitch, stitch all 

day.” 

He said, “My dear sister, there is just one thing you need, and that is 

to enlarge your vision. Have you any beautiful view or wide view from 

your house?” 

“Yes,” she said, “from my front porch I can lift up my eyes and look 

out and see the Blue Ridge Mountains, and from my back porch I can 

see the Allegheny foot-hills. Yes, I have a wide view.” 

“Well,” he said, “I want you to spend at least twenty minutes every 

day looking at the mountains. Keep looking away, away, away. That is 

all that you need to rest your eyes and to strengthen your eyes and to 

make them well. You have had too close a vision. Enlarge your vision.” 

Don’t you think that that is what we need if we would have power 

with God and power with man? Some of us merely see our own little 

surroundings and our own self and how we feel. We just see our own 

little congregation. God help us to get the far-off, distant range in our 

vision, help us to see the heathen, help us to see the dying, help us to 

see the prisons, help us to see the jails, help us to see the hospitals, help 

us to see those that are crying on every hand. 

I believe if the church has weak eyes today that all we need to do is 

get the vision and have power with God and with man. 

Oh, that we might have power to shake cities! That we might have 

power to bring men and women to the feet of the Saviour. Power to 

move men to pray. Power to get answers when we pray, too, and bring 

down the glory and bring the gates of Heaven near.  

“You shall receive power after the Holy Ghost is come upon you.” 
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Power to open prisons, power to show people how the Lord can 

break their chains, power to comfort the dying, power to lift up the 

fallen, power to persuade people and reason with them as to the things 

of the Kingdom and the glory of the Lord. 

You say, “ Sister McPherson, I want it, I want it. I have got to have it. 

What is it?” 

Why, I told you. “You shall receive power after that the Holy Ghost 

is come upon you.” If there is anything in your life that would hinder 

Him coming, cut that thing right off now and let it go. 

You see, you have got to choose. 

There was a woman one time, a godly mother, who sent her young 

man, her son, to college. He had always been a Christian boy, but when 

she went to visit him one day on the walls of his room were all sorts of 

pictures that didn’t look a bit like a Christian young man’s pictures. 

She didn’t like to say anything to him because she realized the 

danger of a mother’s nagging her children. She was a wise little mother. 

She took the situation in at a glance, then, praying, she went out and 

she bought that beautiful picture of the Christ by Hofmann that will 

live down through the centuries. She brought that home and hung it up 

in the young man’s room. She went home, still praying, to her own 

town. 

The next time she visited the city she went to call upon her son, and 

with delight she noticed the walls were all changed and she said, “Oh, 

my boy, you have made some change in your room since I have been 

here, haven’t you?”—Still with that wise, motherly tact. 

“Why, yes, Mother,” he said, “It just seemed as though the other 

things I had on the wall didn’t go with… with Him.” 

There are many things in our life that don’t go with Him and don’t 

go with the Holy Spirit. Have you Christ’s picture in your heart? Have 

you His own beautiful face looking down from the wall of your life? 

Have you enthroned the Holy Spirit there? Then, some way, these 

other things just don’t go with Him. To be filled with this Spirit as He 

says means letting everything else go. 
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“Well,” you say, “Sister, I can’t get the victory over this, that, and the 

other. If I only could, I believe I would have power with God. Sister, it’s 

my temper. I am trying to get the victory over that, but I can’t.” 

Hallelujah! Let Him come in and you will get power with God. 

But you cannot really have power with men while you have got that 

temper, because to have power with man you must live a balanced, 

consistent, poised life. 

You can’t be one minute like Peter: up, ready to cut a fellow’s ear off, 

and the next minute denying your Lord. 

You have got to live the life moment by moment, day by day. 

“Well, Sister, for one, I can’t do it.” 

Of course you can’t in your own strength: but you can in His 

strength. Then you will have power with God and power with man. 

“Well,” you say, “Sister, how can I do it?” 

There was a minister, one time, of the High Church of England, a 

good, good man, but he had a temper and it used to almost break his 

heart. He would say, “I will never give way to this again. I despise myself 

for it.” He would look at himself in the mirror and say, “You stop this 

thing and don’t do that again!” But the next thing he knew, he had lost 

his temper. Sometimes he wouldn’t let anyone else see, but he felt it 

inside. 

One day after he had prayed and felt he had done his best and was 

going to succeed, he went out and lost again. He came home, absolutely 

discouraged, and said, “Something has got to be done or I am going to 

give up the ministry.” 

He threw himself upon his couch, sobbing. As he sobbed, he fell 

asleep and had a dream. He saw a great man coming, walking down the 

road. This man he knew instinctively was to be a guest at his house and 

come to his study. He arose and looked about him and saw that his 

study was very dusty and things were cluttering the floor, so he got a 

broom and started to sweep. When a knock came to the door, he said, 

“Oh! He’s a great man and I should let him in, but I can’t while my study 

looks like that. Wait till I sweep a little bit.” 

He swept and dusted hurriedly, and another knock came at the door. 
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“It’s a pity to leave him waiting out there, but I will have to clean this 

room first.” Then came another knock, and still the room was not clean. 

But he didn’t dare keep the great man there any longer, so he flew the 

door open, and said, “ I’m so sorry to keep you waiting and sorry that 

my study isn’t clean; I’ve been sweeping and dusting, but I can’t seem 

to get it clean.” Then he looked around and discovered that the study 

was perfectly clean, there was no dust anywhere, no bits of paper lying 

on the floor; everything was straight and shiny and beautiful. He looked 

back at the guest and saw that the guest was none other than the Christ. 

And the Lord spoke to him and said, “Child, you have been trying to 

sweep the house and get ready for me; you have been trying to make 

yourself a great worker and make yourself clean. You can’t do it child, 

because the devil blows in the dust faster than you can wipe it up. The 

thing to do is to let me come into your heart, let me come into your life 

with my power and blessing, and when I come in, the other things are 

gone.” 

He awoke and realized he had had a vision. He fell on his face, let 

the new life of Jesus come in and the fullness of the Holy Ghost, and he 

went out and never again lost his temper, but people spoke of him as 

one of the sweetest, mildest men, always walking evenly and calmly, 

and having power with God and with man. 

The world is dying, the world is crying, the world is sighing; they 

are lifting up their arms and they are waiting for help. They need to be 

saved, they need to be brought to God, but there is only one way to help 

them, and that is to get help ourselves from God. 

We cannot lift them, but He can. Shall we get power with God? 

Do we need a revival? Does America need a revival? I picked up a 

paper last night and read that there have been more suicides and 

murders this year than ever before; more murders last year in the 

United States of America than any other time. I read that every minute, 

day and night, without ceasing, 365 days a year, someone is being 

buried who was murdered. Think of it! Do we need a revival? 

Do we need the old-time power? 

Oh: brother, sister, won’t you help me? Won’t you? I am just one 

little bit of a woman. Jesus Christ reached down and He saved unworthy 
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me. How could He ever do it? How could He ever care for me when He 

was so busy and when there were so many of you folks? How did He 

ever come to look down on that little Canadian farm and pick out 

unworthy me? Bless Him! Oh, I love Him! I adore Him! I follow on after 

Him. He has filled me with His Spirit. He has given me a new song. He 

has given me a little message to deliver, and taking hold of my hand, 

has helped me to get hold of the sinner’s hand with the other. 

But, Glory to God! though (I say it humbly) I have spoken to millions 

of people, I have preached constantly to many, many thousands, I have 

seen tens of thousands kneeling at the altar, yet I am no favorite with 

God. The Lord has no special favorites, it is just simply that we need to 

get close to Him. If I know my own heart, I don’t care (of course, I do 

care, because we always want to be well thought of, but, comparatively 

speaking, I do not care) what man thinks of me—I want God’s favor. I 

don’t think any of us can say we don’t care what people think, because 

while we are human, of course, we care. We like people to love us and 

understand us, but when you compare it, comparatively I don’t care. I 

want to please Him. My life is His, and today if the Lord said to me, 

“Child, I want you to get ready as quick as your little feet can carry you 

and get to Africa,” I would say, “Mother, dear, I guess we will have to 

go,” and she would get ready to go. If the Lord said China, it would be 

China. If the Lord said England, it would be England. But at present the 

Lord has set us right down here in Los Angeles, California. I couldn’t 

understand it at first, because I had always been traveling and on the go 

as fast as the boat or train could carry us, but the Lord gave me a 

glimpse of this city as a great tourist town, where I would be reaching 

the multitudes, where I could see all the doves coming in and I was 

getting a little message out and was tying that message around their 

necks with a little piece of paper, and here was a message about the 

Foursquare gospel, tucking it under their wings, and the little doves 

went flying. Homing pigeons, homing doves, taking the message back 

with them. 

But I am nothing. I am so little, when I have done everything I can. 

If you’ll do it too: take the message, get on fire for God, get a burden 

for your town, get a burden for your church, get a burden for the 
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world—don’t be cold, don’t simply think about your Sunday chicken 

dinner—get under the burden, put your shoulder under the wheel, help 

me lift. 

If I were lifting something this afternoon how quickly you would 

come up here and say, “Sister, let me help you!” If I were going to move 

the piano in order to give an illustrated sermon, you wouldn’t let me 

do it, you would help me with that burden. 

Will you help me with this? Will you help me get these young folks 

out into the foreign fields? We have about twenty ready to go now. Will 

you help me teach these children? Will you help me pull the nets to 

shore? Will you help me publish the tidings? 

Of course, you will. But before you can help, you must get power 

with God. The great ark is coming up the road, and I feel that this very 

moment the Lord is going to fill us—fill us full with His blessed, blessed 

Spirit.  



 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

October 26, 1924 

 

 

AM PREACHING tonight from God’s word. Our subject is 

“Crosses Three.” 

It was dark. The night had fallen. But now, even though it was 

midnight—yes, past midnight and dawn would soon be here—there 

was a stir at the gates of the city. 

Soldiers were approaching with very stern, grim, set, unrelenting 

faces—no hope for mercies back of those stern faces—the soldiers with 

the tortures in their hands and who came with the clank of swords and 

the clink of staves. 

There, in the middle of them all, walked a man. A wonderful man 

in a seamless dress of white. They were coming from Gethsemane from 

where they had taken him. 

This man in a white garment, which was yet unsullied by the mob, 

had had rough hands laid upon Him and they had compelled Him to 

come—if you could call it that—for He raised not a hand as they took 

Him. 

There He was: jeered at, spit upon, and railed upon. They were 

taking Him to the judgment hall. 

What a wonderful face compared to all the motley throng! A face 

fairer than the lily. It contained the fairness of a thousand suns, the 

glory of all the ethereal Heavens. His hair flowed down over His 

shoulders as He walked. His seamless dress was unsullied and 

unmarred. His sandaled feet tread willing the path.  

Jesus of Nazareth. 

His name was a common household word. Some people said one 

thing and some people said another, but the common people heard 

Him gladly. 
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Ask a little child who He was and they would speak with shining 

faces of Him. They would run to Him gladly and unafraid. The most 

timid baby would leap from its mother’s arms and beg for Him to hold 

it and He would gather them close in His powerful arms and hold them 

close to a heart brimming full of love. 

Ask the sick folk about Him. With a rush of joy in their souls and 

bated breath they would say, “I was blind, but now I see. I was lame, but 

now I walk. I was sick, but now I am well.” 

Ask the forgiven sinner about Him. With their faces radiant as the 

morning, she would say, “I was a sinner and when the stones were about 

to fall upon me—when there was no one to lift, no one to save—Jesus 

came, lifted me, cleansed me and said, ‘Go thy way and sin no more.’” 

Ask the hungry and they would say, “I was hungry and He gave me 

meat. I was athirst and He gave me drink.” 

What a wonderful man He was as He walked their streets and left 

them brighter! He touched their hands and the fever left them. 

He touched their chains and fetters fell off. He touched their doors 

and dungeons were opened. Wherever He went, people learned to 

smile again. They had left their harps on the willow trees, but now they 

were willing to string them again and pluck a sweet melody of 

thanksgiving unto the Lord. 

But something had happened. Here, He was in the middle of this 

sweating, cursing mob. He had been acting very strangely these last few 

days. He had said, “You know the way I go, but you cannot go with me; 

but you can come.” What was He getting at anyway? Their poor minds 

could not take it in, so filled were they with the joy and wonder of Him. 

“If any man would be my disciple, let him take up His cross and 

follow me.”  

“Cross?” What was it?  

“This temple shall be destroyed and in three days raised up again.” 

How peculiar! How bewildering! 

O rose with perfume sweeter than earth had ever known! Oh, face 

most fair! Oh, hands most tender! Voice most loving! Here He came 

and they were leading Him to the judgment. ‘Twas illegal—done in the 



Crosses Three 

 347 

night for fear that the common people would come and hush the 

proceedings. 

There He stood in Pilate’s hall. “You—you are a sinner, a rascal, a 

rogue. I say unto you, crucify Him.” 

“Oh, no, no. He is not a rogue nor a sinner. Don’t you know Him? 

He is Jesus. He never harmed anybody. He is more tender than a 

mother—more loving than a lover. Saviour of us all. Jesus dear, don’t, 

don’t let that great mob say you are a rascal. Stop them and tell them 

you are sinless.” 

“No, no child. If I said that and justified myself, you would be lost. 

Remember child, I am not standing here in my place, but I am standing 

in your place. Standing in your shoes, bearing your sins and your 

judgment. Therefore I cannot open my mouth. I am standing as a 

sinner—condemned.” 

“Away with Him! Crucify! crucify!” The multitude took it up until 

the great judgment hall reverberated and sounded like thunder. 

The judge, standing up, said, “Let me release unto you a poor 

wretched thief and murderer who is downstairs. Crucify him to satisfy 

your lust of blood.” 

“Set Barabbas free, but kill the Prince of glory!”  

So they unlocked the door of the prison. Barabbas, with two other 

prisoners, went free, but Barabbas should have hung upon the middle 

cross, with a thief on either side. 

“No. Barabbas shall go free and unbound.” So they loosed him and 

let him go. 

“Away with Him—the Christ.” The mob spat out venomously the 

words. Then they took Him. 

Pilate said, “I wash my hands of this thing. I will not have the 

responsibility of it.” 

Then the throng answered, “His blood be upon our heads and the 

heads of our children.” From that day on, a trail of blood has followed 

the Jewish race—literally and historically. 

When they uttered that cry, Pilate said, “Take Him, and do with Him 

as you will,” and he let down that lamb—that harmless one—into the 
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middle of the throng; pushed Him out ahead of them. The mob took 

Him to a strange place—to a whipping post. They fastened Him there.  

He wouldn’t have moved. He was willing to stay. 

The whip was in strong hands, hurled into the air, and down it fell, 

blow after blow. At last it was over. “By His stripes we are healed.” 

And Jesus, bearing the cross, went forth. It was a heavy cross, a 

rugged cross. The Bible had said, “Cursed be everyone that hanged on 

a tree.” He was to bear our sins. The Passover Lamb—the great 

Mediator between God and man—was with His blood, to purchase our 

atonement. 

They lifted the cross and put it upon His shoulders. On out through 

the gates they went. He bore their reproach without the gates. They led 

Him to Calvary. He started to climb the hill, but the cross was too heavy. 

Oh, not the wood, but there was so much on it—your sin and my sin—

the sin of the whole world was laid upon it. 

He stumbled and fell. The cross laid upon the prostrate body. The 

women quickly followed. Oh, if they could bear it! The disciples 

followed a LONG way off. The soldiers called another and compelled 

him to come out and bear the cross. 

“Come on, ‘Lord Jesus.’” And so they came to the top of the hill. 

“People, stand back, please. Clear a place, I tell you,” said a cruel soldier 

standing there, but every eye was on the center cross—the cross on 

which the thief and murderer should have hanged. They brought it into 

the center, threw it down on the ground with a sickening thud and took 

Him, saying, “Come here, Jesus, we are going to crucify you now.” 

“For this cause came I forth, Father. This is your hour. Have your 

way my Father and my God. Thy will, not mine, be done.” 

So they nailed Him on the cross. They brought the hammer, the 

nails, the spikes. They drove the spikes through His hands. 

Did you ever have a splinter in your hand or a sewing machine 

needle? 

Remember how you shuddered? But it was a spike they drove 

through His hand, yet He did not murmur. He came to die for us, and 

unless He died, we should die. For it had been written, “The soul that 
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sinneth, it shall surely die.” It was our cross as much as that of Barabbas. 

He took our place and paid our debts. 

Then they placed the other hand. The feet were crossed. The spikes 

were brought and nailed through them. Such beautiful hands and 

feet—it did seem such a pity. It will be the same Jesus when we get 

home to glory. 

A minister was visiting in a certain home where the people’s minds 

were affected. A lady came to him. He thought she was insane. 

“Minister, you preached a beautiful sermon, but tell me, please, what 

work of man will be in Heaven?” 

The minister answered, “None, I guess.” 

The lady insisted that there would be one of man’s works in Heaven, 

but the minister thought it useless to argue with an insane person. 

“Don’t you know what it is? I can tell you. Man’s work that will be in 

Heaven will be the print of the nails in the hands and the feet, for He 

will bear those prints throughout the endless eons of eternity.” 

Beautiful hands! Gentle hands! It seemed such a pity for the spikes 

to crunch through bones, sinew, muscle. O tree, how could you bear it!  

To think that He should die for YOU there. 

Then His feet! They drove the nails in tight. Blow after blow echoed 

over Calvary, up to the Heavens above. Oh, that we could have dropped 

upon our knees and kissed away the throbbing pain that was there! 

Merciful feet, bearing the message of joy and goodwill to men on the 

mountains of grace—and they nailed them on the tree. 

And not only they, but you and I did it too. We are equally guilty if 

we are sinners—if we are rejecting Him today. 

The thieves were bound to the cross. 

“Now! One, two, three! Move it back a little!” Then with a thud, it 

settled down into a place they had digged for it. He was hanging there, 

between Heaven and earth, lifted up, with no retaliation; no bitterness. 

“Don’t you suffer like that Jesus. Don’t hang there. Look, don’t you 

see the Heaven is full of angels. Move your finger a little and ten 

thousand angels will be at your side and these people will be slain at the 

point of a flaming sword.” 
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But He did not move His hand. He just gripped the nail that held it 

a little tighter saying, “Child, for this cause, came I forth. I don’t want 

to be free.” 

“Look up to me all ye ends of the earth and be ye saved. Come unto 

me all Ye that weary and are heavy laden, take my yoke upon ye and 

learn of me, for My yoke is easy and my burden is light. Though your 

sins be as scarlet and red like crimson, I will wash you and make you 

whiter than the driven snow.” 

O sinner, it doesn’t matter how far away you have gone. His blood 

can wash you white.  

“I am the way, the truth and the light. No man cometh up to the 

Father, but by me. Look upon me, all ye ends of the earth and be ye 

saved. Turn ye, for why will ye die? For God so loved the world that He 

gave His only begotten son that who so ever believeth on Him shall not 

perish but have everlasting life. Behold, I have set before you an open 

door. No man can shut it, but once the good man of the house has risen 

up and shut it, no man can open it again. Today is the day of salvation. 

Today if you will hear his voice, harden not your heart. My son, give 

me your heart.”  

How His eyes did plead, though they were glazed with suffering. 

The sun beat down piteously on the cross. Blood dripped from the 

hands—the feet. The fever arose.  

They are mocking Him now. 

O Jesus dear, how can you bear it? 

“Father forgive them, they know not what they say,” was the answer 

from the cross. 

They quarreled like thieves and took His beautiful seamless dress. It 

was too beautiful for them to rend, so they cast lots for it. 

“Well, if you are the Son of God, prove it. Now is your chance, come 

on down.” 

But He just gripped the nails a little tighter. The sun in the piteous, 

eastern sky grew a little hotter. It shown like molten lead and beat down 

upon that body. 

Then came the cry, “I thirst, I thirst” They heard Him speaking, “My 

God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” 
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They stood by saying, “He is athirst. Let’s give Him the bitterest 

thing we can find—wormwood, gall, and hyssop mixed with vinegar.” 

You say, “I’m not a church member or a Christian. I don’t make any 

profession, but I tell you, I wouldn’t do anything like that.” 

If you are a sinner, you are still doing it, for He is standing on the 

land and on the sea, His arms extending, saying, “I thirst, give me to 

drink.” He is thirsting for your heart, your love, your life, your 

adoration, but you have given Him vinegar, wormwood, and gall if you 

have repeatedly turned Him away. 

“By and by, I’ll be a Christian.” 

Then don’t you talk, will you, because you too are giving Him the 

bitterest cup by your rejection. It was that which hurt Him most. 

The earth and the sky were filled with clouds—or was it a host of 

demons—saying, “If you are the Son of God, let’s see you save yourself 

now.” 

The lightning began to flash through the darkening clouds. 

The heart of the earth was breaking, for drip, drip, drip came the 

blood upon it. 

The thieves were hanging there. One thief voicing the cry of the 

people said, “Yes, if you are the son of God, let’s see you save yourself.” 

The other one said, “Aren’t you afraid? You are in a like place. You had 

better plead for mercy.” 

The Lord turned His thorn-crowned head of mercy. He looked at 

this thief, who, as their eyes and hearts met, said, “Lord when thou 

comest into Thy kingdom remember me.” 

He repented on the cross, and Jesus, smiling through the agony, 

smiling though the muscles were beginning to become set in death, 

said, “This day shalt thou be with me in paradise.” 

Crosses three. On one side, gloom—unransomed. On the other side, 

the one who said, “Lord remember me.” 

You have but to say it, whoever you are. You have but to speak those 

simple words, “Lord save me, even me” and that face will brighten, turn 

to you with a smile and say, “You shall be with me in paradise,” and 

Hallelujah, you shall be saved. 
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The sky was growing darker. Nature could not stand it to see man 

watching Him die. It began to tremble through every limb and part of 

limb. A great thunder shook from horizon to horizon. Forked flames 

of lightning struck the sky. The earth rocked and rent. The great rocks 

split wide open—they were panic stricken to see him hanging despised, 

rejected, upon the cross. Men could stand it, but the rocks broke wide 

open. 

“Oh my God, my God, why halt thou forsaken me?”  

“Lord God, this is the last stroke. Where are you, Father, where are 

you? I have been able to pray to you at any time in my life—now I can’t 

reach you!” 

O Jesus dear, didn’t you know? Didn’t you realize in your agony that 

the Father had turned His back on you for a moment? Why the Holy 

God could not look on sin with the least degree of allowance, for He, 

God’s son, was sin now. He became sin for us. My sins and yours were 

nailed to that cross. The Father turned his back away, and the Saviour, 

amidst reeling Heaven and broken rocks, cried, “It is finished.” 

And He bowed His head and died, crying with loud voice, and gave 

up the ghost. 

What is it you said? “Finished”? What is finished, Jesus? It must have 

seemed that the Heavens caught up the words and amplified them. The 

rocks spoke it—“finished.” One man must have turned to the other 

saying, “What does He mean—finished? Finished?” 

Redemption is finished. The last plank is laid in the bridge that spans 

the gulf twixt God and man. All you have to do now, dear sinner, is to 

walk right in. 

Suddenly, there was a clatter of galloping hoofs. A horseman came 

riding with a spear in his hand. He drew it back and plunged it back into 

the heart of Him. He was dead already, but they wanted to make doubly 

sure. Blood and water came mingling forth, for He really died of a 

broken heart for you and for me. 

Jerusalem must have felt it, for the temple veil was rent from top to 

bottom. Man did not tear it, God did. You can come in now. Your high 

priest has gone inside and you can enter too—redeemed, redeemed. 
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O Jesus, we are so sorry, we were such miserable sinners, but we 

thank you that you died, for it was necessary. For we would be without 

God—lost, hopeless wanderers. He paid the ransom price, for the wrath 

of God struck Him, and if we will believe, we can go through. Lightning 

doesn’t strike twice in the same place. Two need not die for the same 

offence. You do not need to die—He paid that price. I speak not of the 

body, but of the spirit. If you will count the victory of the cross for 

yourself, you can go scot-free. 

A man in a prairie fire stood quite still. He took a match and struck 

it, stooped down and burned the grass at his feet. He stepped into the 

burned area. The man was saved because the fire, when it struck the 

burnt area, went in every direction. 

When the wrath of God struck the cross, it left peace and shelter 

under the blood. There is all we need there, but “Crosses Three”—

which will be yours? 

“Oh sister, my heart is moved. I feel the tug of the Holy Spirit.” Yes, 

this is the way it is. “So many I know—men down at the shop—will say, 

‘Well you have done got religion, have you? Going to be religious now, 

are you?’” 

You don’t think you can stand it? I think I would fight them. Brother, 

you can stand it. Sister, you can too. 

“Well, tomorrow night is that bridge party and if I went down there 

and didn’t dress the same or talk the same or play the same game, they 

would say, ‘You have it now too, haven’t you?’” 

The cross is so rugged, so bleak. “I don’t think I could, Sister. I am 

ashamed of what they would say to me.” 

“Are you? I don’t think you are.” 

“Well, I’ll tell you, Sister, it is like this. When I get home in my own 

room as sure as you live, I will get down on my knees and get saved. 

There is my grocery man right over there and my neighbor, but when 

I get home, I will do it.” 

Brother, sister, don’t say a thing like that again as long as you live. 

You don’t want to be so mean, little, and contemptible. HE didn’t go 

into a bedroom and say, “I will die, but I will do it in a basement or in a 

room somewhere, but I don’t want anybody to see my face.” He took a 
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public stand, God that He was; put that cross on His shoulder and up 

the hill He bore it for You. Wouldn’t you be proud throughout endless 

ages to think that you did that same thing for Him?—that night you 

took a long breath, put your shoulders back, lifted your head a little, 

and, unmindful of the blinding tears, said, “I will do it, if it is the last 

thing on earth, I will do it.” 

And you came forward in front of five thousand people, got down 

on your knees and said,  

 

When I survey the wondrous cross  

On which the Prince of glory died,  

My richest gain I count but loss,  

And pour contempt on all my pride. 

 

“Sister, I tell you I will be saved and I will do it like that too, only not 

tonight. I want to go to the dance tomorrow night and I have two or 

three things I want to do, and when I am a little older and through 

crucifying Him and have all the devil has to give, I am coming to be 

saved.” 

That is pretty mean, little and contemptable. Spending all your days 

getting what the devil has to give, no more time or life to give Christ, 

but at the very end say, “I have had my fling, have sent others into hell 

by my example, have all the devil has to give, now I’ll take all YOU have 

to give.” 

“O sister, I am ashamed, I don’t want anyone to laugh and make fun 

of me.” 

Yes, but what do you think of the sinner that is ashamed of Jesus—

ashamed of His scars—ashamed of the prints of the nails in His hands? 

Away with such an idea forever. Jesus, I will own thee, I will arise like a 

man; a woman. I am coming, Lord. 

 

Down at the cross,  

my heart is bending low,  

The precious blood of Jesus,  

washes white as snow.”



 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

October 26, 1924 

 

 

OD’S WORD TELLS us how to get rich quick and stay rich 

forever.  

“What? Do you mean to tell me that God’s Word contains 

definite instructions and rules as to how to get rich?” 

Absolutely! 

“Why, I never knew that! I knew that it taught the way of salvation, 

holy living, civic righteousness; that it contained rules for government, 

the foundation of all our laws and highest principles and ideals; 

instructions as to what to eat, what to wear, how to walk and conduct 

ourselves in this world that we might be ready for the world to come. 

But Sister, do you mean to tell me that the Lord has given us a set of 

rules whereby we may succeed in business? That He instructs us as to 

the acquiring and dividing of our income and clipping of coupons?” 

Yes, it is all in the Word of God. Moreover, God’s rule for getting 

rich and staying rich is the only sure fire rule in all the world! In a word, 

it consists in entering into partnership with the Lord, taking Him into 

the heart, the home, the business, the office with you. 

“Well, I have no office. Perhaps ‘tis the man sitting just in front of 

me Sister is speaking of. I am but a washer-lady.” 

No, dear, I am talking to you too; talking to every one of the 

thousands assembled here today whether old or young, rich or poor, 

whether to the little newsboy with his first pennies, or to the old man 

who clangs the steel door of his safe. You, with your poor little red 

hands with callouses upon them, are included in God’s financial plan of 

riches and blessing as much as the great magnate who tilts in his swivel 

chair before a mahogany desk. 
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God’s financial plan still applies as much to the widow with the cruse 

of oil and the little barrel of meal, as to the king upon the throne. 

Most people, when about to start into business, find it necessary to 

have a banker back a note for them. They will sit in his private office, 

spread their papers and plans before him, and then, if they are 

fortunate and their scheme is good, he will say, 

“Yes, I will back your note for ten thousand dollars. I will advise you 

and help you in every way possible; but you must pay me ten per cent 

interest.” 

“Yes,” you say, “ten per cent; and my payments will be prompt.” 

So the business prospers. The great banker is back of you, advancing 

the capital needed; but never for a moment are you allowed to forget 

that ten per cent interest. 

So it is with the Lord, who advances us the necessary capital. He 

backs our note for life, youth, strength, intellect, etc. He has stored the 

cellars of the earth with gold, silver, zinc, iron, radium, and other 

precious metals. He has overturned by the plow shares of the great 

northern glaciers, huge forests, and buried them to stock the cellars of 

the earth with coal. He has backed our note for great rivers of black, 

flowing oil. He has covered the mountain slopes with timber and the 

valleys with fruitful vineyards. The sea He has filled with fish and the 

fields with noble beasts. With the cattle upon a thousand hills has He 

also backed our note. 

“Here is your capital,” He said. “Be fruitful and multiply, and 

replenish the earth. Draw from the sun, the clouds and the earth; from 

the rivers, the sea and the rushing fountains, all that you need for 

clothing, food, houses and lands.” 

“I will back your note; but I ask in return one-tenth of all your 

income—one barrel of oil out of every ten, the tenth of your oranges, 

the tenth of your wheat and the tillage of your soil.” 

This is not a gift. This is your duty—your bounden duty to God. ‘Tis 

the paying of interest—ten per cent upon the loan. That which we shall 

give above the tenth, is our gift; but the tenth itself is our obligation. 

When we fail to pay it, we disrupt God’s plan of reproduction and 

the perpetuation of His work. When God made the flowers He put 
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within them the seed and the pollen and provided once and for all for 

the reproduction of myriad other like blossoms. When He made the 

first apple, He buried in the heart thereof the seed which, wrapped 

about in its own fertilizer, should, when fallen to the ground, spring up 

into apple trees bearing millions of other seeds and an abundance of 

rich fruitage. 

So when He planned His own dear work among men, he set the 

system of tithing within the heart of His people, just as he set seeds in 

the heart of the fruit, that His work should be self-supporting, self-

perpetuating, self-reproductive, and should go on and out to the ends 

of the earth without any shortage, without any lack or need from the 

Divine Treasury. 

“Now,” said He, “If you want to prosper, don’t be an embezzler. 

Don’t rob the One Who backed your note, Who has given you eyes, 

ears, feet, a heart, a beautiful nation, and a mind and body with which 

to work.” 

So the Lord enters into a unique and very real partnership with 

those children who will put their trust in Him. 

When one fails to pay an earthly banker the interest on the loan, the 

banker declares the principal due and payable, and proceeds to collect 

it. ‘Tis to one’s own hurt to withhold that which rightfully belongs to 

God, whether it be little or much. 

A few days ago a brother in the Lord came into our church office 

and brought a check to help with the building of the new Bible School. 

A little later he told us the story connected with it. 

“I was not getting along well in my business,” he said. 

“So some time ago I definitely decided to put God on the pay roll.” 

“Brother! What do you mean? You can never pay God.” 

“Perhaps I do not make myself clear,” he hastened to reply. 

“What I mean is that I opened up a set of books, and just as I set aside 

so much for this, so much for that, and so much for the other; I set aside 

one-tenth of all my income for the Lord. When the checks were 

written, I would first write that for the work of the Lord Jesus Christ.” 

“Immediately my business began to prosper and has prospered ever 

since—that is, until some time ago when business began to drop off. 
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Several big deals did not go through as I had expected. Checks that I 

was counting on did not come in. Business transactions with eastern 

firms which I had been expecting to materialize, did not go through.” 

“Having obligations to meet, my anxiety increased.” 

“Dropping to my knees in prayer, I talked to the Master: ‘Lord, you 

and I have entered into definite business relationship. I have your 

promise that you will never fail me. You have even thrown out a 

challenge concerning bringing tithes into Your storehouse, inviting 

Thy people to prove Thee. I am proving you, Lord. Wilt Thou help me 

at this time?’” 

“Something said, ‘Are you sure that your office staff have mailed out 

the checks to the servants of the Lord as you directed?’” 

“Why yes; I distinctly remember having given instructions.” 

“But are you sure that they have gone?” 

“Not positive, but I will soon find out.” 

“To my surprise, I found quite a few of the checks had been 

permitted to gather in one corner of the cash drawer. They had been 

made out correctly, but had never been mailed.” 

“The Word of the Lord has instructed that if we wittingly or 

unwittingly keep back any part of the Lord’s tenth for ourselves, or 

borrow it from the Lord, we are to add one-fifth thereto. So I added 

one-fifth and even made it a little more than God’s Word had 

instructed in fact, made it fifty percent instead of ten, and gave to the 

Lord that which was His.” 

“Then things began to happen. Within a few hours letters, telegrams 

and orders began to arrive and continued to pour in until within the 

next few days one thousand dollars for every dollar that I had put into 

that check had been returned to me. Eastern firms, by special delivery, 

letters, and telegrams, placed their orders; and people whom I had 

given up hopes of ever hearing from again, kept my place of business 

humming.”  

If you, want to get rich quick, the first thing to do is to get the right 

partner, the right adviser, an honest, clean business into which the Lord 

can enter and work with you. 
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In giving the Lord their tithes and offerings, many wait until they 

have met every other obligation, and care for the Lord’s work last of all. 

This is contrary, however, to Bible instructions. Our obligations to God 

should ever be the first consideration. 

Do you remember the story of the widow in the days of Elijah when 

black famine stalked throughout the land? The little widow had but a 

handful of meal and a little oil in the cruse with which to fortify herself 

and her son against lingering death. 

Suddenly the prophet stood framed in the doorway and gave her 

these instructions in the name of the Lord: “Make me thereof a little 

cake first, and bring it unto me, and after make for thee and for thy 

son.” 

Suppose she had said, “Oh, I must take care of my son and myself 

first. After that, if there is any left, I will give it unto the prophet of the 

Lord.” 

But no. The Lord has clearly instructed, through His prophet, “Make 

ME a little cake first—and after make for thee and for thy son.” 

Ah, I can see her now as she stirred up the cake for the Lord’s 

minister. Lo, when she looked into the barrel, there was as much meal 

for herself and her son as when she began; and all through the famine 

the meal and the oil remained unabated—unexhausted. 

The secret? She had made first the cake for the Lord, and afterward, 

for herself. 

So you see, whether it be the magnate in the swivel chair at a 

mahogany desk with the shining telephone at his right hand and a 

telegraph key at his left, or whether it be a little widow in the home of 

need, the same principle applies: “Seek ye first the kingdom of God and 

His righteousness; and all these things shall be added unto you.” 

This is not a fairy tale. This is not some unexplored theme. It is 

absolute fact. Not only that, but the Word of Jehovah, Who made 

heaven and earth, has been really flung forth as a challenge: “Bring ye 

all the tithes into the storehouse and prove me now herewith, saith the 

Lord of hosts, if I will not open you the windows of Heaven, and pour 

you out a blessing, that there shall not be room enough to receive it.” 
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If you go bankrupt by thus taking the Lord at His word, you will be 

the first person that has ever done so. If you do not instantly begin to 

prosper, you will be the first one that I have ever found. If employed, 

this principle is absolutely unfailing, as thousands of people in the 

world about you can affirm. 

In the state of Michigan lived a woman who had two geese. She tried 

again and again to raise a little flock for market, but never could 

succeed in keeping more than two or three alive.  

One day she said, “Lord, if you will enable me to raise this flock of 

geese, I will give Thee one tenth.” 

Now that, to begin with, was a shrewd bargain; for if she had given 

the Lord one-fifth, she would still have been ahead. 

That year she raised eleven goslings that grew to sturdy young geese. 

Then one died. 

Instantly the tempter whispered, “That is the Lord’s goose. Now you 

have no call to give Him one of the remaining ones.” 

Resolutely she put the temptation from her, and still gave the Lord 

His tenth. From that time on she began to prosper; and today has one 

of the largest goose farms in the state of Michigan, ever zealously giving 

to the Lord His tenth. 

Instructions given to the shepherd of the sheepfold concerning 

tithing form a good basis for all of us. The sheep were corralled and a 

gate just wide enough for one lamb to pass through at a time was 

opened. The mothers of the lambs would be kept on the outside, and 

as they would call for their babies, the little lambs would come running 

out. The Lord instructed the shepherd to dip his rod in scarlet or red 

ochre, and touch every tenth lamb as it came through that door. 

One, two, three, four—these belonged to the man. Five, six, seven, 

eight, nine—these likewise were his very own. But the tenth little 

head—the tenth little white woolly form that trotted through the gate 

was marked with a red cross; and from that day forth it belonged unto 

the Lord. And so on, every tenth lamb was marked so that if a man had 

a hundred sheep, ten were marked, and set aside as belonging to the 

shepherd’s partner, Jehovah. 
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“But tithing was instituted under the law. We live under grace,” I 

hear someone remonstrate. 

Shall we then, under grace, do less than they did under law? 

No, tithing was not instituted under law; but was in existence from 

the beginning. When God planted the beautiful Garden of Eden, that 

glorious, fruitful paradise, He placed man and woman in the midst of 

the trees and trailing vines, and said in effect, “Help yourselves. All of 

this is yours. I ask you to reserve for Me but one little portion. One tree 

in the midst of the garden shall be set aside as holy unto the Lord, and 

the fruit thereof thou shalt not touch.” 

This is exactly what the Lord has done for the whole world. He has 

given us the gardens, the vineyards, the cattle on a thousand hills, but 

He has asked that we reserve Him one-tenth from the midst thereof. 

Adam and Eve broke that one reasonable commandment; robbed 

God; became embezzlers. 

Cain and Abel realized that a portion of that provided by the Lord 

was to be kept holy unto Him. One brought a lamb, a fatling of the 

flock, and God had respect to it. The other brought the fruit of the 

ground, considering that anything was good enough for the Lord. For 

the one, the Lord had a smile; for the other, a frown. 

Abraham, who grew in riches and honor until his herds were beyond 

numbering, was so strict in his tithing that he declared in Genesis 14:23,  

“I will not take from a thread even to a shoelatchet, and that I will not 

take anything that is thine.” Most faithfully he paid tithes of all that he 

possessed. 

Jacob—bankrupt, homeless, penniless, with but a stone for a 

pillow—took the Lord as his partner, accepted the Lord’s challenge and 

became a tither. We read in Genesis 28:20-22, “And Jacob vowed a vow, 

saying, If God will be with me, and will keep me in this way that I go, 

and will give me bread to eat, and raiment to put on. So that I come 

again to my father’s house in peace, then shall the Lord be my God: 

And this stone, which I have set for a pillar, shall be God’s house: and 

of all that thou shalt give me I will surely give the tenth unto thee.” 

‘Twas as though the moment Jacob entered into partnership with 

the Lord, the Lord said, “There is a man I must take care of. I must have 
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meat in my house to care for my children and my holy ministers. 

Therefore, I must give to Jacob nine cents for every one that I shall 

receive in return.” 

The Lord began to pour out His blessings, and almost ere we have 

turned the page, Jacob returns home driving before him a myriad head 

of cattle, sheep and oxen that filled the valleys and covered the hills 

with rolling clouds of dust. 

According to the principle by which the Lord finances the work of 

His church, if He desires one dollar, He must give us nine. If He wants 

ten dollars, He must give us ninety. If He wants one hundred dollars, 

He must give us nine hundred. 

Many people say, “Oh, I would like to be a thither; but I just can’t 

afford it.” 

On the other hand, can you afford not to be a thither? 

“Well,” someone answers, “I have so many creditors. I think I will let 

the Lord wait because He is better natured than the others; but I really 

mean to pay tithe some day when I can afford it.” 

Oh, shame on us, men and women! Let us make our rule, “God first, 

others next, self last.” Then the blessing of the Almighty shall be upon 

us. 

We are reminded of the story of the little boy and the missionary 

offering. The minister had given a wonderful plea. The appeal for help 

for foreign fields was enough to touch the heart of a stone. About half 

way back in the audience a nicely dressed lady chanced to be sitting by 

a bright faced lad who clutched firmly in his hot little hand a shining 

ten cent piece. As the steward came nearer and nearer the little fellow 

looked anxiously at the fashionable lady and became very much 

distressed by the fact that her hands were lying idly upon her lap, no 

money or purse in sight. 

When the steward had approached within three or four rows, his 

agitation o’er flowed its bounds and, hastily, thrusting the dime into the 

lady’s gloved hand, he whispered, “Here, Lady! You can have this to put 

in the plate. I’ll hide under the seat till he gets by.” And he disappeared 

from sight before the startled lady could do more than drop the money 

into the missionary offering. 
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Would that we all had as tender a conscience and were as ashamed 

not to give to the cause of our glorious Redeemer as that child! I think, 

on the other hand, if all they who did not put an offering in the 

missionary plate crawled under the seats, the minister might be short a 

large percentage of his congregation. 

In Moses’ day, the Children of Israel gave, it is estimated, not only 

one-tenth, but one-third. “I do not believe in giving one-tenth. I believe 

under grace in giving my all,” says someone. 

Have you ever noticed, though, that they who say that, and who 

have no systematic way of bookkeeping for the Lord, or businesslike 

oversight of their disbursements to His cause, give in almost every 

instance far less than one tenth? 

Saturday noon our pay envelope is put into our hand. 

“Here,” we say, “is ten dollars. I don’t believe I can afford to give the 

Lord one dollar. I know it belongs to Him, but I have so many 

obligations to meet. Lord, I will tithe some other day. This is a short 

week, and I need this extra dollar. Some day when my ship comes in, I 

will make it all up to you.” 

“Child, prove me!” cries the Lord. “All that I ask is a trial. If you give 

me one dollar of your ten, and lay the nine dollars aside for yourself, I 

positively guarantee that your nine dollars will go further than your 

ten. I will spread it out. You will get a better measure of potatoes at the 

grocery store. More sugar will be heaped upon your bag.” 

“How much do you ask, Lord?” 

“All that I ask is one dollar. You may keep the nine.” 

“But Lord, you can never build a church,or a training school, or send 

a missionary out on that one dollar of mine.” 

“Ah, no; but collectively, if the whole church or the people of the 

Lord were tithing, then would this be multiplied and there should be 

bread in My Father’s house, and meat to spare.” 

“All right, Lord. Here is your dollar. I will become a tither this 

moment and trust Thee to multiply my nine. Moreover, every nine 

dollars you give me, one goes to Thy house.” 

Praise the Lord! That moment things begin to happen! 
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When we once make the decision to take the Lord into full 

partnership, His blessing crowns our labors. 

Some years ago, a young man, Mr. Hyde by name, was penniless; 

and, worse than that, fifty thousand dollars in debt. In his extreme need 

he turned to his Bible and read the promise which I have quoted to you 

this afternoon, “Bring all your tithes into the storehouse and prove me 

now herewith, saith the Lord of hosts, if I will not open you the 

windows of Heaven and pour you out a blessing that there shall not be 

room enough to receive it.” 

He drew a red circle about the verse, entered into definite contract 

with the Lord to fulfill this scripture to the letter, and launched out on 

the sea of obedient faith. Immediately the Lord began to prosper him. 

It might have seemed to the casual onlooker that he was in so deeply in 

debt that nothing could ever lift him from the pit into which he had 

fallen. But God has ways and means which astound the layman. 

A druggist who was a friend of the young man, placed in his hand a 

little box of ointment of which he himself was the compounder, saying, 

“Mr. Hyde, why do you not take this ointment, manufacture it in large 

quantities, put it upon the counters of the world and sell it. I believe 

there is a fortune in it if it were advertised properly. I have used it in 

my own local drug store with great success.” 

Mr. Hyde accepted the proposition, made and distributed the 

ointment throughout the world. The demand for it increased, its 

popularity has widened constantly. Perhaps everyone in this audience 

have used this ointment at some time or other. It is called 

Mentholatum. 

For every dollar that rolled in to Mr. Hyde, who is now the richest 

man in Wichita, Kansas, he gave to the Lord faithfully his one tenth. 

Then, not content with one tenth, he began to increase his offering until 

it became one fifth. 

Sometimes he gave more than that, and the Lord prospered him in 

a wonderful way. 

The last I heard of Mr. Hyde four years ago, he had two missionaries 

financed in India, a missionary steamboat in Africa, three missionaries 

in China, several missionaries in Japan, he had donated the larger 
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portion of the money needed to erect the Y. M. C. A. building in 

Wichita, Kansas, and was a giver to many other philanthropic 

enterprises. While I stand here preaching this afternoon, his missionary 

steamboat in Africa is chug-chug-chugging through the waters of coast 

and river, bearing missionaries to preach the Lord to the black man. 

From a penniless, deeply indebted man to a multimillionaire! 

“Prove me now herewith, saith the Lord of hosts.” 

California fruit growers, who count your oranges, every tenth 

orange belongs to the Lord; every tenth crate; every tenth carload. 

California oil men, every tenth barrel of oil belongs to God and His 

church. 

Oh, if we would faithfully observe God’s financial plan, how His 

Word would spread and multiply throughout the earth! Missionaries 

would fill the seas in undreamed of numbers and the Kingdom of our 

Lord would be hastened. 

Not only is business success promised the tither, but immunity from 

plague and pestilence for the field is foretold. 

“And I will rebuke the devourer for your sakes, and he shall not 

destroy the fruits of your ground; neither shall your vine cast her fruit 

before the time in the field, saith the Lord of hosts.” (Malachi 3:11) 

Your orange groves, grape vines, walnut, prune and apricot trees 

shall not cast their fruit before their time. You are now in partnership 

with God. 

A man who had sown a large field with corn, was cultivating it one 

day when he found corn worms eating at the roots of the tender green 

stalks. He knew what that meant—desolation of the field—and there 

was as yet no known method of exterminating the corn worm. 

There and then he dropped to his knees between the handles of the 

cultivator and prayed, “O Lord, you are my business associate. You 

know that I have pledged money for the African missionary work this 

fall. If Thou wilt rebuke the devourer as Thou hast promised, I, 

solemnly pledge to Thy work my full share of my income.” 

He finished the cultivating by faith, went home and left the matter 

in the hands of the Lord. When next the field was cultivated, he found 



How to Get Rich and Stay Rich Forever 

 366 

not a sign of a corn worm remaining, and from that crop the Lord’s 

share was five hundred dollars. 

Tithing is the divine plan for the financing of the church. 

Our God, Whose wisdom is higher above ours than the Heavens 

above the earth, would not plan the perpetuation of plant life, tree life, 

animal life; plan the perpetuation of the flowers by the pollen carried 

by the honey bees, and all the other marvels that science has studied 

for thousands of years and yet has been unable to solve or imitate, 

would not plan the perpetuation of the movement of the earth around 

the sun and the course of the stars in their planets, and then leave His 

church without any method or system of reproduction and financial 

perpetuation. 

Mankind may imitate an apple in outer appearance. We used to 

have at home on the Canadian farm in a deep mahogany frame, some 

wonderful specimens of waxed fruit which my grandmother had made 

years before. Looking at them neighbors were wont to say, “Why, they 

look good enough to eat! How real they appear!” 

But one day, as fashion changed, when the old mahogany frame and 

the apples were dismantled, I took a knife and cut one open. Is was only 

white wax—no taste, no seeds, no source of reproduction. 

Now when God makes an apple, He plants the seeds in the center of 

it, and has so shaped the course of its destiny that should the apple fall 

to the earth in the breeze, it is wrapped about by natural fertilizer and 

will spring into life and bring forth a great tree bearing thousands of 

apples, each of which, in turn, bears the seeds of reproduction in its 

own heart. 

Let us not imagine for a moment that a God Who would devise such 

a wonderful plan for the perpetuation of an apple would do less for His 

church which is the apple of His eye. 

“But I cannot afford to tithe.” 

This petulant excuse is given more frequently, perhaps, than any 

other. 

Cannot afford to tithe? As well might my father have said, “Well, this 

has been a hard year. I cannot afford to keep any potatoes for seedlings 
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this year. I must sell them all in the city.” That would have been penny 

wise and pound foolish. 

No matter how much we needed money, my father would always 

save the best potatoes for seed. Many’s the time I have sat down and 

helped him cut out the eyes and then, with a great bucket, have 

followed him as he hoed and prepared the ground to receive them. 

As well might he have said, “I cannot afford to keep any seed wheat 

or barley or oats or rye.” He would have been the loser. 

So it is with the tithing. ‘Tis the seed, the nest egg, the promise, the 

assurance of more to come. Ever bear in mind that according to God’s 

Word, before He gets one dollar, He must give us nine. 

We will say this morning, there stands upon Angelus Temple 

platform ten bushel baskets of shelled corn.  

“‘Tis harvest time, the time of division has come. Lord, reach forth 

thine hand and show us just how this business should be settled.” 

He, reaches forth His hand, counts out the bushel baskets, “One, two, 

three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine. Here they are. These belong to 

you. The tenth basket—this is mine for the spreading of My Word.” 

“But Lord, I cannot afford that. I want your basket, too.” 

“Will a man rob God?”  

‘Tis bad enough to rob the bank or rob the neighbor’s garden; but 

rob God?  

“Yet,” said He, “you have robbed me in tithes and offerings.” 

You know, there are three kinds of givers—the flint, the sponge and 

the honeycomb. The flint has to be pounded. 

Even then it gives forth only chips and sparks. The sponge must be 

squeezed. The more it is squeezed the more it gives. 

The honeycomb givers just overflow with their own sweetness. 

Brother, sister, the Lord hath need of thee. 

“Oh, I guess He will get along all right without me. If I don’t give, 

someone else will, and His work will not suffer.” 

But suppose that all did likewise, and the missionary was not sent 

and the Bible was not taught and the hungry were not fed, then what? 

I once read of a king whose fawning courtiers decided to give him a 

birthday party. Each was to bring from his cellars a bottle of their 
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richest wine. Just within the banquet hall, a barrel with a spigot was to 

be placed, and into this barrel each courtier was to pour his bottle of 

wine. When the time came for the serving thereof, the king was to press 

his cup beneath the spigot and draw forth the wine. 

As one went down into his cellar to count his store, he reasoned with 

himself, “I have none too much wine for my own use. I will fill my 

container with water. ‘Twill never be noticed when mingled with the 

rich wine of the others, and I will have so much the more for my own 

consumption this winter.” And so he did even as he said. 

At last the banquet was on. The king was delighted with the 

thoughtfulness of his pleasure manifest by his courtiers. 

Came the auspicious moment for the drawing forth of the 

wonderful wine. Pressing his cup closely to the outlet, the king turned 

the spigot and with shining eyes waited the pouring forth of the 

mixture. 

What was his horror when nothing but clear water flowed forth! 

Every man had reasoned in the same manner. They were now 

disgraced, thrust from the palace, dishonored and bereft of their titles. 

The way to get rich quick and stay rich forever is to give that it may 

be given unto you. “Good measure, pressed down, and shaken together, 

and running over, shall men give unto your bosom. For with the same 

measure that ye mete withal it shall be measured to you again.” (Luke 

6:38) 

A colored minister whose church gave largely to foreign missionary 

work, once had a deacon who remonstrated with the minister saying, 

“Brudder, yo’ all is goin’ to kill dis church. It will jus’ nachurally give 

itself to death.” 

With shining face the minister is said to have replied, “Deacon, 

whenebber a church kills itself by givin’ to de Lawd’s work and 

supportin’ His dear children across the foamy sea, l’se gwina climb right 

up on de roof, set on de ridge pole and shout at de top ob my voice, 

‘Bressed are de dead dat die in de Lawd’!” 

Think also of the example of giving—the true story of a little 

crippled girl’s sacrifice which has been handed down to us. She had 

been presented some time previous with a pair of crutches. These were 
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the joy of her life, for now she was able to get about with comparative 

ease. 

During the missionary drive, her heart was greatly touched by the 

needs of the Lord’s work. The hearts of others, however, seemed to 

have been steeled, and the plates were still but sparsely sprinkled with 

silver when they passed the crippled girl. Without a moment’s 

hesitation, with tears in her eyes, she held the plate firmly with one 

hand, reached down beneath her seat and lifted her shining old 

crutches and laid them across the plate saying, “Sell them and give the 

money for the missionaries. I do not need to walk so much as those 

poor people need the gospel, and I will give my crutches.” 

A banker who sat just behind, witnessed the act. He had had fifty 

cents in his hand to put into the offering, but when he saw that act of 

self-denial, he wrote a check for twenty-five thousand dollars and laid 

it on the plate. 

That incident started an on-fire revival in the church. The Lord 

poured out such a blessing over Maggie’s crutches as the people had 

never known. 

May we not carry in our mind as we leave the Temple this morning, 

the story of the little brook and the stagnant pool, and decide which of 

the two we are going to be? 

It was only a little brook, but it came tumbling down from the 

mountain, leaping, dancing, singing its way to the mighty sea. All 

through the winter it ran. On through the spring it skipped and praised 

the Lord and reflected on its shining face the glory of the sun. 

As the summer drew near, the pool spoke to the brook and said, “Oh 

Brook, you are very foolish to spend and be spent like that. If you 

continue to give and pour out all that you have, you will soon be dried 

up and have nothing left for yourself. There are only a few cupfuls of 

water of you anyway. Stop, I pray, and conserve that which you have.” 

But the little brook answered, “Nay, if there be but a few cupfuls of 

me, I will give them gladly to the mighty sea. I will flow on and sing my 

song. My joy is the joy of giving.” 

“Well mark my word, you will be dried up ere long. Then you will 

regret it. The ocean does not need your few little cupfuls anyway.” 
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“Never mind,” sang back the brook. “I am going to spend and be 

spent.” 

The heat of the summer came on apace. The pool shut itself within 

its own muddy walls and held its water close. 

But the little brook became more beautiful with the passing weeks 

and some way managed to flow on and on. Green grasses grew along 

its banks: mosses and lichens and fern. Flowers leaned over to behold 

their own reflection within the thousand mirrors. Willows drooped 

their lacy fingers o’er the stream and thrust their roots down close that 

they might taste the sweetness of the heart from which the continuous 

lullaby emanated. The birds of the air came to slack their thirst. The 

beasts of the field came and drank deeply. The sun passed lightly over 

it and left it unharmed, undiminished. 

Meanwhile the sun came pelting down upon the selfish enclosed 

pool. A green scum formed over it. Toads and frogs infested it crying, 

“Go round! Go round! Stay clear! Stay clear!” 

The fish that were in it died. The cattle came and put their noses 

against it, drew back quickly, and sought the running stream. The 

mosquitoes hovered over it and sang a dreary melody. Malaria germs 

infested it. Men declared that it was an unfit dwelling for man or beast, 

and withdrew themselves in horror from it. 

Finally the sun, in mercy smote it, dried it up, and the place thereof 

knew it no more. 

But the little stream went skimming on over the silver pebbles, 

dancing, singing, giving life as it poured its cupful of clear water into 

the bosom of the sea. 

Brother, sister, shall we be a pool? Shall we gather our store unto 

ourselves and become mosquito-infested malaria traps? Or shall we be 

a running stream, singing as we go, “Lord, I have not much to give. 

Mine is but a tiny cupful; but here it is”? 

They who give their little to God, in some miraculous way, are fed 

from the deep fountainheads of the glory of God high in the summits 

of divine love and grace. Instead of giving killing us and emptying, ‘twill 

merely feed and reimburse. 

 



 

 

 

Sunday Afternoon 

October 26, 1924 

 

 

HE THIRD CHAPTER of James. It is a chapter which is most 

remarkable. Although this is a subject which people very 

rarely preach upon, yet I think it is a vitally important one, 

and one that we all need. 

 

My brethren, be not many masters, knowing that we shall receive 

the greater condemnation. For in many things we offend all. If any 

man offend not in word, the same is a perfect man, and able also to 

bridle the whole body.  

Behold, we put bits in the horses’ mouths, that they may obey us; 

and we turn about their whole body. Behold also the ships, which 

though they be so great, and are driven of fierce winds, yet are they 

turned about with a very small helm, whithersoever the governor 

listeth. Even so the tongue is a little member, and boasteth great 

things. Behold, how great a matter a little fire kindleth! And the 

tongue is a fire, a world of iniquity: so is the tongue among our 

members, that it defileth the whole body, and setteth on fire the 

course of nature; and it is set on fire of hell. For every kind of beasts, 

and of birds, and of serpents, and of things in the sea, is tamed, and 

hath been tamed of mankind.  

 

James 3:1-7 

 

Men have tamed lions, tigers, bears, even charmed serpents and 

wound them around their necks (I don’t see how they can do it). Seals 

also have been trained for performances. 

 



The Unruly Member 

 372 

But the tongue can no man tame; it is an unruly evil, full of deadly 

poison.  

Therewith bless we God, even the Father; and therewith curse we 

men, which are made after the similitude of God. Out of the same 

mouth proceedeth blessing and cursing. My brethren, these things 

ought not so to be. Doth a fountain send forth at the same place 

sweet water and bitter? Can the fig tree, my brethren, bear olive 

berries? either a vine, figs? so can no fountain both yield salt water 

and fresh.  

Who is a wise man and endued with knowledge among you? let him 

shew out of a good conversation his works with meekness of 

wisdom. But if ye have bitter envying and strife in your hearts, glory 

not, and lie not against the truth. This wisdom descendeth not from 

above, but is earthly, sensual, devilish. For where envying and strife 

is, there is confusion and every evil work.  

But the wisdom that is from above is first pure, then peaceable, 

gentle, and easy to be intreated, full of mercy and good fruits, 

without partiality, and without hypocrisy. And the fruit of 

righteousness is sown in peace of them that make peace. 

 

James 3:8-18 

 

Also James l:26: “If any man among you seem to be religious, and 

bridleth not his tongue, but deceiveth his own heart, this man’s religion 

is vain.” 

These are pretty strong statements which James has been making, 

but when we remember that every word is inspired by the Holy Spirit, 

it bids us take heed. 

The tongue is one of the smallest members of the body, but the most 

important one. Horses have been bridled, but the man who cannot 

control his own tongue is like a horse without a bridle or a ship without 

a rudder. 

What a wonderful thing man is! He is the only creature that God 

made who is able to speak. Birds sing. Creatures of the field make 
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strange sounds, but you couldn’t call it speaking, but to man, and no 

other creature of His handiwork, is given the power of speech. 

To think that I can stand here and speak. Through this air are 

flowing words, words, words, which are dropping down into hearts and 

taking effect. People are sitting, leaning back in their rocking chairs, 

listening in at San Gabriel, Riverside, Long Beach, Whittier, and Santa 

Ana. Fifty thousand people is a conservative estimate of those outside 

of Los Angeles, who are sitting back and listening in to this sermon over 

the air. 

What a marvelous thing speech is! Each one of you, in a certain 

sense of the word, are “broadcasting stations” if you have the power of 

speech. Words are living things—alive, not dead; not inanimate things. 

They go on and on and on. 

Ask anybody who is mechanically inclined, or one who has kept in 

touch with the newest things of the day. As nearly as they can describe 

it, into the great spaces of the air, the word is dropped. Circular ripples 

radiate from it in every direction just as pebble which is dropped into 

the lake causes the ripples to radiate in circles, wider and wider and 

wider. 

Speak a word and it goes out in every direction. Drop a word and 

there is no stopping it. Everybody can drop a pebble, but no one can go 

fast enough to stop the ripples. 

Everyone can speak a word, but no one can go fast enough to stop 

it. You speak a word—“Oh, I take that back.” But you can’t. If a word is 

spoken, it is gone. All the “taking it back” in the world won’t stop it or 

catch it. It is a word and it is alive. 

They tell us that a machine is now being made which takes up a 

word spoken yesterday—last week—or last month. 

You say, “I don’t believe that.” 

Well, you didn’t believe in radio a few years ago. At least, I never 

thought I would ever be standing here, speaking to every state in the 

Union, to Canada, and practically the world. When scientists tell us 

things now, we are not so quick to say, “It can’t be done.” 
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I don’t know, but they claim that they can pick up the words of 

yesterday; may be able to pick up Abraham Lincoln’s addresses or even 

the words of Christ and bring them back. 

It may be only an idle dream, only how many of us would like our 

words called back? 

If somebody had a machine and could pick up the bitter things, the 

unkind things we have spoken, would we want them brought back and 

broadcasted for everyone to hear? 

A word is a live thing, a vital thing, an important thing. It has a 

mighty power. It is more powerful than a locomotive rushing across 

the continent, or the mighty ship upon the ocean. Our words have 

power to kill or power to bind up.  

Someone has said, “Sticks and stones will break your bones, but 

words will never hurt you.” But I am not so sure about that. I wouldn’t 

be a bit surprised if more hearts had not been broken, more lives 

blasted, more hopes shattered and more graves filled from “words” 

than ever from “sticks and stones.” So we readily see that words are very 

important things before God.  

The conversations we utter show whether we are a bitter or a sweet 

fountain. The sinner is rather expected to be bitter, but we expect the 

Christian to be sweet, giving out glory, love, praise, inspiration, 

encouragement, help, cheer, confidence, and sweet comradeship which 

we all so much need.  

Grant, O Lord, that we make of the words, those things which bring 

to Thee, the glory. 

Solomon tells us that our lips are like a thread of scarlet. 

We are a sweet fountain, a horse with a bridle, a ship with a rudder, 

when we are under the control of the blessed Holy Spirit. 

Out of the abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh. Then the 

Lord says that our lips are like a thread of scarlet. When our lips are 

covered with the blood of Jesus Christ, then our lips are a thread of 

scarlet. 

Physically speaking, when people are well, we usually expect to see 

their lips blood-red. A lot of girls of today eat so many chocolates, keep 

such late hours and eat such silly little sandwiches that they have to put 
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rouge on their lips, but I believe if they are well and eat as they should 

they would have red lips. 

Spiritually speaking, if we are healthy—really converted, lost in the 

love of God—our lips are of scarlet. Every word is a loving word, a 

helpful word, a judicious word, and when we, be we layman or 

clergyman, begin to backslide, our lips become pale. We are no longer 

preaching the love of Christ, but community uplift, child welfare (all 

good of course), but our lips are pale. 

So the Christians, if they are speaking of Jesus only, have red, 

beautiful lips, but when they backslide, their lips become pale and they 

very seldom speak of Christ—idle conversation. You can tell pretty 

nearly how closely to the Lord they are living by their lips. If their lips 

are scarlet—under the precious blood—how many less people would 

be walking the floors at night with broken hearts! How much more 

happiness there would be! 

“If any man offend not in word, the same is a perfect man.” 

“Yes, I know. I believe in speaking my mind right out.” (Yes, so do 

rattlesnakes. He speaks back in a hurry too.) 

“Well, there is Brother So and So. He didn’t do what was right. I just 

spoke right out and gave him a piece of my mind.” 

“Well, if you are sure you’re right. Alright!” 

That may be all that brother needed to push him right into the abyss 

of sin. Just your push. Maybe he is gone now. You will never be 

bothered with him anymore. I don’t know. But if you would say, 

“Brother, I too am only a sinner saved by grace. Let me give you a hand 

and give you a pull up, not a push down.” Maybe that was all the brother 

needed. 

Just a little pull in a decisive moment, which will send him either 

one way or another. I would always like to take a chance on giving them 

the upward pull. 

“Well,” you say, “they needed it.” 

If you were invited out to dinner at a friend’s house and you felt that 

you knew him real well and should say, “I can sit right next to the guest 

of honor,” then how you would feel if your friend should say “Would 
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you just step down this way a little? This seat is prepared for someone 

else.” 

With a sickly, little smile you would pass it off, but you know just 

how you would feel when this was over. 

I could climb upon the judgment seat here and tell folks just where 

they are getting off, but the Lord might say: “Come on dear, right down 

here and be seated and keep quiet.” Now how would I feel, right there 

before the angels?  

Anything to give Jesus the glory—I would rather take a low seat now. 

If all the Preachers want to gather up all the slime they can find and 

give to their people—alright. My business is to preach Christ. Maybe 

they have been assigned to the judgment seat. I haven’t. And it would 

be a terrible thing to find that out too late. 

The tongue is an unruly member. One that no man can tame, but 

the Holy Spirit can tame it. 

This is a free country and you have a high-powered machine. You 

can go down Main Street at a terrific rate of speed, but you will have a 

speed officer after you right away. 

“Here, here, what do you think this is, a race track?”  

He will take you to one side, give you a little pink ticket and tell you 

where to go with it. It is a free country, but you can’t go right down 

Main Street with your automobile as fast as it can go. 

You say, “I have a high-powered car.” Yes, some people have high-

powered tongues, only I don’t think we should use them that way. 

He wants us to use our tongues lifting up Jesus and pointing out His 

mercies, “for out of the abundance of the heart, the mouth speaketh.” 

One time there was a little lady in a church who was a great gossip. 

She had said some pretty mean things about her pastor. One day he 

was taken sick and she went to see him. She felt pretty bad when she 

saw him lying there, weak and sick, and she was beginning to feel sorry 

for some of the things she had said about him so she said, 

“Brother, I’m so sorry that I have said all these mean little things 

about you. I know I shouldn’t have said them. I knew they were not all 

true. Now brother, won’t you forgive me. Isn’t there something I can 

do for you that will show you that I really am sorry?” 
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“Yes, Sister, there is. You just get that pillow over there and take it 

up to the steeple of the church. Then just rip open the end of it and let 

all the feathers out, then come back and I’ll tell you what to do next.” 

She thought that was a very strange request, but she thought he 

would be so much happier if she did it, so away she went with the 

pillow. 

She climbed the stairs to the steeple, opened the end of the bag and 

let out the feathers. Away they went to the four corners of the earth. 

Some fell on the ground near the church, others went flying out, they 

knew not where. 

Back to the minister’s house she went. She told him she had fulfilled 

his request and asked what she could do now. 

“Now Sister, I want you to go out and gather up each one of those 

feathers and put them back in the pillow and then sew it all up again.” 

She realized then that she could not do it—that the feathers, like her 

words, had gone beyond her reach. 

Our words go beyond our reach. Words I have said for Jesus are 

going. The students are catching them. The missionaries are taking 

them beyond the seas. If these words were against Christ—merely 

words, tearing down the gospel instead of building it up—how 

miserable I would be! 

The tongue is an unruly member. Who can tame it?—None. Still, if 

yielded to Him, our lips are of scarlet, our thoughts are pure, and our 

speech is comely. Hallelujah! 

“Thy lips, O my spouse, drop as the honeycomb”—there is the real 

Christian. The real Spirit-filled man, preacher, and layman alike, 

wherever he goes, he will bring the message of Jesus and His love. 

“I know, Sister, but don’t you know there are so many terrible things 

that people need to know about?” 

Yes, only this poor, sin-sick world is always hearing about the worst 

down here. Just go out and bring in a sample of the most terrible things 

and lay them all out before the people. They are going out and getting 

a stick and mashing in the serpent’s head, instead of lifting up the 

serpent and lifting it high. So many reformers are getting sticks 

mashing in the serpent’s head, but they are not getting very far killing 
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all the little snakes. The only thing I know to do is to lift up Jesus Christ 

for “if I be lifted up from the earth. I will draw all men unto me.” 

Somebody says, “Sister, tell us the secret of the altar calls. How in 

the world are the people coming to Jesus Christ just by simply telling 

them the story of Jesus in a plain, quiet way? How is it that constantly, 

thousands are giving themselves to Jesus at the altar?” 

“Oh, I don’t know, unless it is lifting up Jesus Christ.” 

Some people take a whirl at this, that, and the other. They are all 

good subjects, only you can’t get an altar call afterwards. Try it. You wail 

this and sail into that and while you are doing that, let me lift up my 

Saviour and I will guarantee that this altar will be full. 

Men will be saved. Women will be saved. It can’t fail.  

What is the secret? Simply preaching Jesus Christ.  

My heart just aches for those whose tongues are not yet bridled. 

Instead of being like a sweet fountain, their lives put you in mind of the 

paint pots in Yellowstone National Park—simply belching out great, 

greasy mixtures from the bowels of the earth and dropping it down. 

It puts me in the mind of a writer of a magazine whose works I have 

been reading for months and have never yet seen anything in it like 

“Dear sinner, look to Jesus. His arms are open to you. There is hope for 

you. Whosoever will, may come.” But getting after this and after that 

one. He might be called “Bob, the ripper.” 

What we need is more preaching of Jesus, Who is our glorious 

Redeemer. My brother, my sister, what about you? Every one of us has 

been under this heart-searching message of James. Are we yielded to 

the Saviour? 

“Well,” you say, “I seem to see too many spots on people. I am 

always saying things that I could just bite my tongue out for 

afterwards.” 

Yes, I know. The best remedy is getting your mind so fixed on Jesus 

that He fills your vision. 

I went to school, to a little white school house on the corner. We 

would take a dare to see who could look at the sun the longest. It was a 

silly thing to do. Then when we would look down, we would have the 

oddest feeling. There were suns on the wood pile, suns on the wood 
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shed, suns on the school house, suns on the boys’ coats, suns on the 

loads of hay going by, and suns on the mud puddle for it had been 

raining. There were suns everywhere. 

It is like that if we look at Jesus—the Son of Righteousness. Gaze at 

Him the longest, then there are “Sons of Jesus” everywhere. 

Some times when I come into the class room, I tell the students they 

are perfectly wonderful and they say, “Sister, you have been praying, 

haven’t you?” 

“Yes.” 

“It’s just you, Sister, I guess it is your eyes.” 

Well, there is something in that. If we would look at Jesus a long 

time, we would see Jesus only. It takes out the mean, petty things and 

takes in the glories of the wonderful Christ. 

 

Since mine eyes have fixed on Jesus, 

I have lost sight of all beside; 

So enclosed, my Spirit’s vision, 

Gazing on the crucified. 

 

I want my heart so full of Him that I preach Christ and the Word 

and nothing else. There are lots of other people to talk about the mean 

things. 

The captain of a large boat on the Mississippi River advertised for a 

pilot. 

“You know where all the snags are in the Mississippi?” 

“No.” 

“Then how do you dare to come and apply for this position?” 

“Well, if you want a man who knows where all the snags are, you 

have the wrong man. I know where the snags are not, and can take your 

boat down through the clear channel.” He got the position. 

You don’t need to know too much about the ugly details and bring 

them out. We need men and women who know the clear channel to 

take the boat down there. Don’t go poking down every little alley. Keep 

in the middle of the King’s highway. 

You say, “I am a regular born fixer.” 
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Well, do you really fix it? Instead of making it better, we make a 

tangle of it and make it worse. 

 

A Sweet Fountain with Sweet Perfume  
 

Have you ever talked to a dear saint of God in a wheel chair? An 

invalid, yet in her heart was the peace of understanding? The day was 

hot; the rush of business seemed to overpower and its demands were 

round about you—did you ever sit down and let them tell you the story 

of Jesus’ love? You go away feeling as though you had had a bath all 

over—pure in your heart, thoughts and mind. There was a sweet 

fountain wherever you went. You felt as though you had caught the 

perfume of the Lily of the Valley or the Rose of Sharon. 

Then did you ever have anyone call on you and feel that there wasn’t 

anybody they hadn’t touched with their tar brush before they got away?  

You say, “Every time I hear a certain man testify or speak, I get a 

blessing.” 

And they respond, “Well, you want to look out about that fellow. Did 

you hear what he did twenty years ago?” 

After that dear person went away, instead of leaving your home full 

of perfume—well, it was very different. 

The boys in Canada (I don’t suppose you American boys would do 

it) used to have a bottle of “stink.” They would put a speck on the 

teacher’s desk. Then she would come. 

“Open the doors and the windows!” 

They would reach over and put a little bit on a girl’s handkerchief 

and we would want to study out under the trees after that. Some people 

go around with a bottle of perfume like that. 

But others go around with a sweet bottle of perfume. When they 

have passed, you loved your neighbor better. The smell of the sweet 

perfume takes you nearer to God. Other persons are a splinter in your 

mind; a poisonous barbed arrow. You can’t get it out, but you could get 

the splinter out of your hand. 

The tongue is an unruly member. Have you yours under control? 
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I believe some people can come to church, hear a sermon and their 

souls be satisfied. They leave that building like a rainbow—all full and 

running over. Then they talk between the meetings—jesting and idle 

talking—just as if they had pulled the stopper out and let all the water 

out. Then they come to church the next time, perfectly empty. 

“My, I hope she will say something today that will give my heart a 

blessing.” Then they put the stopper in. 

“My, what a glorious sermon!” They are all full again, then they go 

out and talk away, between meetings, all that you get in the meetings. 

He that hath knowledge spareth his words: and a man of 

understanding is of an excellent spirit. (Proverbs 17: 27) 

But let your communication be, Yea, yea; Nay, nay: for whatsoever 

is more than these cometh of evil. (Matthew 5:37) 

Let your speech be alway with grace, seasoned with salt, that ye may 

know how ye ought to answer every man. (Colossians 4:6) 

Pleasant words are as an honeycomb, sweet to the soul, and health 

to the bones. (Proverbs 16:24) 

The words of a wise man’s mouth are gracious; but the lips of a fool 

will swallow up himself. (Ecclesiastes 10:12) 

Let all bitterness, and wrath, and anger, and clamour, and evil 

speaking, be put away from you, with all malice. (Ephesians 4:31) 

To speak evil of no man, to be no brawlers, but gentle, shewing all 

meekness unto all men. (Titus 3:2) 

Speak not evil one of another, brethren. He that speaketh evil of his 

brother, and judgeth his brother, speaketh evil of the law, and judgeth 

the law (James 4:11) 

Lay aside all evil speaking (1 Peter 2:2) 

Whoso keepeth his mouth and his tongue keepeth his soul from 

troubles. (Proverbs 21:23) 

Keep thy tongue from evil, and thy lips from speaking guile. (Psalm 

43:13) 

He that keepeth his mouth keepeth his life: but he that openeth wide 

his lips shall have destruction. (Proverbs 13:3) 
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If any man among you seem to be religious, and bridleth not his 

tongue, but deceiveth his own heart, this man’s religion is vain. (James 

1:26) 

Whoso privily slandereth his neighbour, him will I cut off: him that 

hath an high look and a proud heart will not I suffer. (Psalm 101:5) 

God’s word is full to the brim with this subject! 

“Sister So and So has so many faults.” 

“Well, haven’t you any faults?” 

“Yes, I have some.” 

“Wouldn’t it be better to get rid of yours before we talk of someone 

else?”  

We see the moat in our brother’s eye and do not realize that we have 

a beam in our own. Oh, let us see Him! 

In a big city court between two houses, ran a wire clothes line on 

pulleys. Each week Mrs. Smith would pull out her wash on these pulley 

lines and Mrs. Jones, as she would look out of her window, saw Mrs. 

Smith’s washing corning out onto the line. 

“Just look at those big yellow and black spots,” she said. “She should 

be ashamed to hang out such looking clothes. Somebody ought to tell 

her what to do. She ought to boil her clothes and get them white.” 

One day, Mrs. Jones decided to wash her windows. She got the Bon 

Ami and had the brush and soon had nice clean windows. The neighbor 

began to put her clothes out, hanging them on neatly with the 

clothespins. 

“Look at Mrs. Smith’s washing! What has happened? Somebody has 

told her, that’s what. I don’t see how she ever got those spots out in one 

week. Isn’t it remarkable! Such beautiful clothes!” 

Dear soul never knew that the spots were all on her own windows. 

She had had the wrong sort of an outlook altogether. Eyes are the 

windows of the soul. We need our own eyes washed and the beams 

taken out, then we are seeing everything in the Lord’s own glorious 

way. I want to serve Him, don’t you? It depends so much on what we 

are looking for and what we see. 

A king in a certain land called his servants saying, “I have a 

commission for you.” Taking one to one side, he said, “I want you to go 
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throughout all my domain and bring me a sample of every sweet 

smelling flower in the land.” 

“I will,” and with that he was gone. 

The king called another servant in. He stood at attention. “I want 

you to go throughout all my domain and bring me a sample of every 

evil-smelling weed that you can find.” 

At the same hour, they arrived with their arms full—one with 

flowers and one with weeds. First came the man with flowers. He was 

ushered into the king’s presence. His arms were heaping with the 

beautiful flowers. Instantly the king’s palace was running over with the 

sweet perfume. 

“Oh, they are beautiful,” said the king. “Did you not find any weeds 

in my kingdom?” 

“I did not see any weeds, I was only looking for flowers.” 

The palace was aglow with sweet-smelling flowers. The king 

commanded the other servant to come in. He had skunk cabbage and 

every kind of a foul-smelling thing he could find anywhere. “Ugh, 

Ugh,” said the king, “put then outside. Did you not find any flowers in 

my kingdom?” 

“No, I found only poison, stinking weeds—that was what I was 

looking for.” 

The King said, “It is enough.” They had gotten what they were sent 

after. 

I am sent out to gather wheat. The wheat and the tares grow 

together. The tares shall be burned with fire after the wheat is gathered 

in. If you feel called upon to gather tares, go get them, but be careful. It 

is so easy to kill a lot of wheat. Anyway, my job is to gather wheat. I 

want to have my buckets full when I come before Jesus and He says, 

“Didn’t you see any tares?” 

I will say, “I hope you will not scold me for it, Lord. I didn’t have any 

time to clean up that thistle patch. I never got done cutting the wheat.” 

If you insist on gathering tares and thistles, be careful that you don’t 

have to say, “Lord, I was so busy trimming up the thistles, I never had 

time to get any wheat.”  

Look out. Look out. Lord Jesus, make us be winners of souls. 
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Out of the abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh. If we could 

always be quick to say, “I love you,” this world would be so much 

happier. 

“Mother dear, have you told your little girl you loved her today?” 

“We never talk that way, you know.” 

Maybe her heart is just starved for the love that you only, could give. 

Say, “Son, mother loves you.” 

“Why, I haven’t said anything like that to him for so long that I think 

he would drop dead.” 

“Well, you don’t say it often enough. Say, ‘I love you.’ There are 

enough people to say the other thing. Drop a bit of perfume.” 

You smile at a person. He looks astonished. Then he smiles at 

someone and they smile at someone else and then there are miles and 

miles of smiles and all the world is brimming over because of the love 

of Jesus. 

I don’t think we should be sticking plaster, going around saying, 

“God bless you. I am so glad to see you,” then going around behind her 

back and saying, “Know what that old woman did?” Be genuine, sincere, 

then if you have anything to say, say it, if you are sure the Lord wants 

you to. Be sure that you are alright. Be sure there isn’t any sin or fault 

in you. Are all the motes out of your own eyes? Be sure you are sinless—

that is the point.  

If we could only see ourselves and know, indeed, how God looks 

upon the heart. 

I was invited out to luncheon and the dear lady said, “It is just so 

good to have you, Sister. We can just talk about how the Lord has 

blessed us. There is so much to do for Jesus.” 

Then this lady looked out of the window. “Well, there comes that 

Mrs. Smith. I wish she would stay at home. She just came down to see 

what we are doing.” Then she went to the door. 

“How are you, honey? I was just wishing you would come. Won’t 

you stay? I think it was so nice of you to drop in.”  

I think my mouth must have dropped open. 

Let us be sincere. Speak the truth in love. Be genuine. 

How do we get it? 
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First of all, come to Jesus. Be washed in the blood of the Lamb. Be 

filled with His Spirit, overflowing in sincerity to others. 

When you feel like talking about somebody else, just you nip off a 

little thin slice of the end of your own tongue until you stop. Better to 

enter into eternity minus a hand or foot—or a tongue—than to suffer 

eternal tortures. 

“Well, wait a minute. I’ll tell you what is wrong, Sister. People will 

tell me things. They just tell me all sorts of things. Then I repeat it.” 

Listen. You are just as guilty if you hear things as if you told them. 

God’s Word tells us to be a beautiful garden, bearing things for the 

Lord, and you can’t be a beautiful garden and an old ash-heap for the 

devil to dump all his rubbish in at the same time. 

“Well, that is easier said than done. I just can’t insult my friends.” 

Then let me tell you what to do. Get a piece of paper and your pencil 

out and just write down every little thing they did and said. Then say, 

“Now, would you please sign that?” Get her to sign it, then take it right 

over and give it to the person they talked about. 

I don’t really think they will sign it, and I don’t think you will ever 

be bothered with that person telling you anything again. 

“Birds of a feather flock together” and they know who they can get 

to talk to and pass things on to. 

I haven’t time enough to get my mind on such little things. 

If I get my mind off Jesus long enough to get down and clean up the 

town, stop gathering in wheat long enough to gather the thistles, I am 

losing the vision. 

I, by His grace, will think on these things and bring in the wheat. 

Praise God, for that is my business—preaching the “Four Square 

gospel.” 

 





 

 

 

Wednesday Evening 

October 29, 1924 

 

 

HAT A WONDERFUL book the Bible is! I think that every 

one of us should know a little bit about it (for none of us know 

it all) and though we spent all our lives studying it, we would 

only touch its borders. 

It is a rich mine, unusually rich and glorious. It is the Book of Books. 

It is true the Word of God Himself. 

The Bible is a wonderful book any way you take it. As a whole book, 

it is a light guiding the pathway. It is a chart, a compass, bread and 

water, all that we need. It reveals Jesus Christ and the way of salvation. 

To take it apart book by book, it is a wonderful blessing. To take it 

chapter by chapter, you will find the presence of the Lord revealed. It 

is not like any other book which we must read from cover to cover to 

get our blessing, but sometimes by just one word, a wealth of blessing 

is therein contained. 

The word which I have taken tonight is a big word, an elastic word. 

You can stretch it and stretch it. It will go round the world if you will 

just keep pulling it. This word reveals the mercy of God; the wealth of 

God. It reveals the enduring patience, the all-seeing wisdom and the 

provision of God. This little, simple household word which we use 

every day: “Yet.” 

Oh, how it goes throughout the Bible once you begin to look for it! 

It seems to be looking out of every page, every verse—yet—yet—yet. 

Away back yonder, the world fell into sin. We read the story of man 

grieving the Lord by selling himself for sin. Through this sin, we were 

under the yoke of bondage. We were oppressed. We were ready to die. 

We were shut away from the tree of life for the time being. Yet, the 

Lord gave a wonderful promise and said, “The seed of woman shall 
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bruise the serpent’s head,” as He cast Adam and Eve out of the garden 

and the gates were closed. We were broken, wounded, yet the Father 

had compassion and pity. He has prepared for us a wonderful 

redemption. Yet Christ died for us while we were sinners; loved us 

when were afar off. 

Turn the pages of this book and learn of God’s forgiveness of sin, 

yet through it all runs a crimson thread of God’s forgiveness, stronger 

than any cable could ever be made. 

Unbelief came into the world, yet He said, “Son, give me thy heart.” 

The rebellious people of Israel, God brought out of Egypt—yet God 

loved them. They forgot God and worshiped the golden calf—yet He 

loved them. Oh that word, “yet.” How much it means! It seems as 

though His love would break—that wonderful cord that is stretched and 

stretched by the love of God! It seems that every bit of its elasticity 

would break, yet He loves us still. Oh, the wonderful, enduring love of 

God! 

I ofttimes think what any earthly friend would have done for us if 

we treated them the way we treated Jesus before we were converted. 

Your earthly friends have given you love and friendship. They have 

invited you to stay all night with them when you had nowhere else to 

go. 

Suppose when they came to see you, that you suddenly shut the 

door in their faces and they should look at you and say, “I will never 

come again.” They meet you on the street and want to talk with you 

and you say, “Not tonight.” 

Suppose they said, “May I come and spend the night with you? It is 

far spent and I have no place else to go. I am longing to sup with you to 

talk with you. May I come in?” 

And you say, “No. When my house is old and dilapidated and I am 

old and I have only a little crust, then you may come in.” 

What would they do? The first thing you know, they would turn on 

their heel and say, “Well, if that’s the way you are going to talk to me, I 

am through with you right now. I will give you up immediately.” 

But the Lord did not do that. The elasticity of earthly friendship 

often breaks, but not so with Him. 
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You can’t come into my heart now; in to live with me now. 

Why didn’t He give us up? How in the world could He, the King of 

glory, ever love us! How the elasticity of His love could reach even us. 

Yet He loved us. Yet He purchased us. Yet He followed after us. Yet He 

brought us to a revival meeting. Yet He knocked at our door and said, 

“Son, daughter, give me thine heart.” Yet He waits.  

If we treated others so—a wife, a mother, husband or a sweetheart—

they would become discouraged and would turn away. Yet He waits. 

Often I have heard someone say, “I am too great a sinner to come to 

Jesus.” My heart leaps for I feel that they are nearer to the Saviour than 

they know. It is much easier for them than it is for those who say, “Oh, 

I guess I am good enough.” 

You say, “I am too great a sinner. My wife says that she can’t stand 

me anymore. My children seem to be afraid of me. My boss says that 

he can’t make anything out of me. The Lord wouldn’t want me.” 

Yes, He would. 

 

Though I were hanged on the highest hill, 

Mother o’ mine, 

Sunken in the deepest sea, 

Mother o’ mine, 

The love of you would come down to me still, 

Mother o’ mine. 

 

A mother may forget her offspring, Yet He never forgets His people. 

Yet He loves them; loves every sinner in the world. 

You say, “Oh, I have gone too far, I never could get back.” Yet He 

will seek you out, go any distance, go around the world. He will bring 

you back, Hallelujah. Yet His mercy is great enough to reach even you 

and me. 

“Yet.” It seems to me that that word is like a living thing between 

Him and us—a rainbow lining in the darkest cloud saying, “I have made 

an escape for you.” 
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We have seen Him wounded and bruised for our iniquity. Yet, in 

due time Christ died for us, the just for the unjust. He, the Son of God 

everlasting, laid down His life for us. 

Yet there is room. 

You say, “Sister, don’t you think the Heavens are full now? 

Thousands have been converted and gone over there.” 

Yet there is room.  

The heart of God is so big that there is always room. 

There are hospitable people in this world and they have said “There 

is always room for one more at our table.” But earthly tables, no matter 

how big they are, can sometimes be filled, but God’s love and mercy—

His table—is so far flung in its borders, though the whole world come, 

yet there is room. 

Take Angelus Temple last Sunday night, it was filled from pulpit to 

dome. 

“Ushers, can’t you get in a few more?” 

“Not another one.” 

They put them on the steps, on the ledges and in the corridors 

outside of the door. 

“Can’t you get in someone else?” 

“Sister, we dare not let them stand in the aisles you know.” 

So many were turned away. Praise God, there is room up there in 

our Father’s house for you. 

How like God’s love was the example of a certain man who made a 

feast! How like the magnitudinous proportions of God’s love—inviting 

one who could not come! So he said, “Go out in the highways and bring 

in all you find.” Yet there was room. 

“My house must be filled. Go into the lanes and compel them to 

come in.” Yet there was room.  

Oh, the bigness of God. Hallelujah! 

There was the prodigal son, you remember. He went away from 

home, squandered his living, spent all his substance on riotous living. 

How many people are doing that today? Just living and spending all 

their strength, money, youth, and time, and then when they come to a 

famine and are sick, broken, discouraged, they say, “I will arise and go 
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to my Father’s house, yet would He have me? Could I be a servant; do 

the menial tasks?” 

Yes, your Father loves you. His arms are open to you. 

I read in the 15th Chapter of Luke, “But when he was yet a great way 

off, his father saw him, and had compassion, and ran, and fell on his 

neck, and kissed him.” 

While he was a great way off, his father saw him. You may be a long 

way off tonight, yet your Father sees you. There may be in your heart 

the first melting of the snows of unbelief, the first springtime blossom 

of the fruit for the coming summer, a little longing to know Him. Yet 

He knows it and will run to meet you. 

It isn’t hard to get to God. Every step you take, He will take a dozen 

toward you. Take one, little, feeble step and He will come flying to 

you—His arms open wide, His garments of mercy streaming behind 

Him. You can go out singing His praises. What a wonderful Lord; 

glorious Redeemer! 

One day, at the Saviour’s command, the disciples let down the net. 

They let it down on the right side of the boat and had a wonderful net 

full of fishes, yet it did not break. The ship’s net was ready to sink on 

account of the great weight, yet the nets were not broken. Hallelujah. 

I am so glad the Father gave me a silver net of salvation and taught 

me to let it down on the right side of the boat. 

I was not a vicious sinner, but a foolish little girl, studying infidelity, 

atheistic theories of evolution, and even writing various articles for the 

newspapers and saying that I could serve the Lord just as well in the 

world as in the church. 

Tonight, I might have been letting my net down on the wrong side 

of the ship, yet He showed me the right way—the way of salvation 

through the gospel of God, and my net was a net of love. 

Some people try to catch fish with a club, but I have a net and daily 

let it down round about me here in the waters of Angelus Temple. I 

have such a strong net here in Angelus Temple. Thousands have been 

saved. Hundreds have been healed and going out into the work of the 

Master. Scores have been baptized just as they are going to be baptized 
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tonight, and yet there is room. The net is full, yet it is not broken. Come 

on in. Come to land and make this wonderful Saviour yours. 

“Sister dear,” you will say, “There isn’t any room for more.” 

Didn’t I have a net full last Sunday night? The chancel was full—the 

altar, the steps. They were everywhere, clear out to the aisles, saying, 

“Lord Jesus save me.”  

Yet there is room for more. 

I wish every one of us could get a net and become soul-winners. Yet 

there is work which the preachers cannot do—work for you to do in 

your home, in your shop. If you see someone getting souls saved, pray 

for them and ask God to bless them. Don’t try to pick the fellow to 

pieces, but get your net full too. Stop wailing this thing and that. Stop 

taking people for subjects and texts for sermons. You can’t get an altar 

call that way. 

Get your net down on the right side. Believe the power of the Holy 

Ghost. Preach the precious power of Jesus. Then the showers of 

blessing will come down and you will have a Holy Ghost revival if you 

will just have faith. 

My little girl told me about a little boy whose father gave him a 

potato for his very own. They were poor people but they had a farm 

and were anxious to teach him to be thrifty. 

“You can have this potato and have all the land you want to grow 

potatoes from it.” 

The first year, he planted the potato, but he did not use a one of the 

many potatoes that came afterwards, but he planted them over again 

for seed. 

The second season, Oh, how they multiplied. But again, he did not 

let his mother or father use a one of them. He guarded them jealously 

and put every one of them back into the ground. 

The fourth year, he had four hundred bushel baskets of potatoes. 

The father said, “Here, here, I want to take back what I said. I haven’t 

any more room for potatoes!” 

Oh, if we, as Christians, could multiply like that. Yet there is room. 

Room for little girls and little boys. The world has had men preachers 
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for years and now you women get out and see what can be done. Little 

children, get out and see what you can do. For yet there is room. 

Jesus Christ is soon to come in clouds of glory. The door of mercy 

stands open wide, but God has said that someday that door is going to 

be shut. One day the good man of the house will rise up and shut it and 

once he has done so, no man can go in it. The day is sinking in the west. 

The cup of the Gentiles is almost full. The purple shadows are filling 

the valleys and are beginning to touch the hillsides, for the night 

cometh when no man can work. 

Are you a Christian? Get right out today to work for the Lord. 

Perhaps you will need something before you go out. If you are 

baptized, yet there is something to do. Repent and be baptized every 

one of you and then receive the gift of the Holy Ghost. Yet there is 

room. They sought the baptism and were filled. Now they come down 

with their faces shining. 

“I guess I have everything now.”  

Yet there is land ahead to be possessed.  

“I am sick. I have a sick, broken body.”  

Alright come right on, the Lord will heal you. 

“Well, I’m through now.” 

No, you must study the Word of God, prepare yourself for the field, 

enter a good Bible School here or elsewhere and become a soul-winner. 

You can’t finish until Jesus comes and takes you home. With your last 

breath, you will want to reach out and take some sinner home.  

Yet, there is room. 

How it stretches and pulls and tugs! Why, we haven’t begun to touch 

it yet! 

Our loved ones are sometimes taken away, yet we sorrow not as they 

who have no hope. We know we will meet them over there.  

Business fails. We are overtaken with calamity. We are nearing the 

brink, but we say, “Yet will we trust in Thee. I will put my confidence 

in the Holy One of Israel,” and “the Lord of Heaven is coming back to 

take us some day.” 

If you are a sinner, a prodigal son—yet He loves you. Christ died for 

you.  
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If you are just a new convert—yet there is something for you to do. 

Be baptized in water, yet proceed. Be filled with the Spirit, study the 

Word of God. Equip yourselves like men. 

Be strong, for yet there is something to do. 

And at last, Hallelujah, you will enter that beautiful city, for there is 

room. Where thousands of others have gone before you, you will find 

that— 

Yet, there is room for you. 



 

 

 

Sunday Afternoon 

November 2, 1924 

 

 

HE CHURCH MILITANT—Some people, perhaps, have the 

idea that once we are converted, washed in the precious blood 

of Jesus Christ, baptized in water, filled with His Holy Spirit, 

united with the church, have a package of church envelopes, we are all 

finished—gone the rounds and have done everything there is to do. 

You will be delighted when I tell you that isn’t the end. That is just 

the beginning. There is land ahead to be possessed. You are just getting 

your armor on. Just putting on your shield and your buckler. Now, 

thank God, you can go to work. 

When our Lord Jesus was upon the earth, He gave the call for 

volunteers and people began to rally round about Him. Thank the 

Lord, they have been gathering ever since. 

In the beginning there was no warfare. All was serene, grand and 

glorious. It was Satan who threw down the gauntlet which started this 

great warfare; this contest. There were people, who when he threw 

down the gauntlet, steeled themselves for his assistance. If they hadn’t, 

that old fellow would have lasted no time at all. The angels of Heaven 

followed him and spoiled the Garden of Eden. Not only the hosts of 

Heaven, but the people of earth joined in the ranks against the Lord 

and the battle has been on ever since. 

Jesus Christ sounded the clarion cry, “To arms, to arms!” and He 

asked people to come out and volunteer to again right the wrong, and 

we know the outcome will be a sweeping victory. How will it end? There 

will be no half-way victory. Satan will be fought to a finish and there 

will never be a finish until Jesus Christ puts His heel on the serpent’s 

head and casts him down forever and forever. 
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There isn’t a shadow of possible defeat. We know how it is coming 

out. There isn’t a vestige of a doubt but that Satan will fall and the 

soldiers of his army will suffer defeat and fall with him. 

When Jesus Christ gave this call to arms, He told the terms; told what 

it meant to be a real follower of the Lord; what it meant to be a real 

soldier in the battle of the King. 

He said first of all, “He that is not with me is against me.” (Matthew 

12:30) 

So you see, this great world is divided into two armies with two 

banners and two great hosts charging and battling. On the left, we will 

say, is Satan with His black banner gleaming. Behind him are his troops, 

battalion after battalion, fighting against God. They are fighting under 

the black flag of the devil, with his emblem, the skull and cross-bones 

engraved upon it. They are fighting against the cause of 

righteousness—assisting Satan—for Christ had said, “He that is not with 

me is against me.” 

On the right stands the Lord Jesus, marshalling His hosts rank after 

rank, battalion after battalion. How their faces shine.  

The world says, “Eat, drink and be merry for tomorrow we die.” 

They have a lot of noise, but no smile of gaiety on their faces. 

Now look at the children of the Lord. They have a battle song. On 

they march in gleaming armor with swords of victory in their hands. I 

love to see them pull their swords out of their scabbards and lift them 

high as they cheer for the Lord Jesus Christ. What an enthusiastic army 

they should be, for just see who is their leader in this great army! 

You have to be real soldiers for the Lord Jesus. No surrender, no 

quarter to the enemy, until at last the trumpet sounds and the Saviour 

says, “Come up higher.” Glory be to God, that will be a great day! 

I want to be there when the blood-stained banner of the cross will 

be lifted high to the breeze and even the sinners must give Him His just 

dues—must bow their knees and confess that He is Lord. When the 

brass bands play, when the prancing horses pass by, when the angels 

come out to cheer and shout for the blood-washed throng who have 

fought a good fight and have finished the course, when the graves are 

opened and Peter and Paul stand before General Jesus and say, “I have 
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fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith,” (2 

Timothy 4:7) and when the Lord comes along with a big pan of medals, 

and pins them on Peter and Paul and all the saints. Oh, I want to be 

there and say, “Hurray for Jesus.” 

The sinner will be there that day, but not cheering. He must kiss the 

dust before that glorious, conquering, Almighty Lord. 

The conquest is not over. It is not finished. The church must have 

her zero hour. The devil seeks to put in higher criticism, unbelief, 

worldliness, pride, but it must not be.  

It is so easy to get a revival now and as sure as I say that, somebody 

buttonholes me and says, “I don’t see many altar calls. I don’t see many 

people coming to the Lord.” 

I guess we do live in it. I guess we do feel that everybody is turning 

to the Lord. We have been living in a revival almost two years. The 

Lord is moving. The revival is on. 

“Yes, Sister, I know so many places where the world is creeping in.” 

“Yes, that is so, too.” 

The other day, my mother and I were driving in a nearby city and 

passed a beautiful building. We stopped to admire it. Someone asked 

us if we would like to go in. 

A gentleman, most courteously met us at the door. The first thing 

he showed us was the beautifully polished dancing floor and the roller 

skating rink. Over yonder is the finest moving picture machine we 

could get. Here is a drop curtain coming down on the stage, ready for 

all sorts of plays. The kitchen was a most marvelous place, even to the 

equipment for dishwashing, but last of all, we saw the church itself and 

it too, was beautiful. 

Later, I was talking to Dr. Munhall about it. He said, “I fought that 

thing for years and we were able to keep it out, but the last time that 

conference met, I was laid up with my knee and unable to attend. They 

changed our old rule book; took out some of our rules and now they 

are saying it is all right to dance and play cards.” 

Yes, I know. It is the zero hour. It is darkest just before dawn. But I 

also know that as the virgins slept and slumbered just prior to the zero 

hour, and the pulse was weakest, Hallelujah, those who were ready, 
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went into the marriage feast of the Lamb. I think this is the time when 

the church should be at her best and go over the top, winging on to 

sweeping victory that will settle this thing and the Lord will come. 

You are not going to be able to strut over the top of the ground, for 

the devil will pick you off with his rifle. Enter the trench of prayer. Get 

back down. Get in quick if you put your head up. Some people do have 

their heads up and say what they do and what they believe and what so 

and so preaches, but let us get down in the trench of prayer until we 

hear a sound of “a going in the tops of the mulberry trees” (2 Samuel 

5:24) and the Lord will fight for us. 

First of all, the Lord is calling for volunteers, for the battle is not yet 

won. There is work to be done today. The fields all around us are white 

with smoke. The church is being cannonaded by the devil’s guns and if 

he cannot do it that way, he will with foes within, but we know and he 

knows that as long as we march together under Heavenly orders, 

Hallelujah, the devil can’t get a look in. 

Well, what is he going to do? He says, “Oh, I know, I will send sortie 

traitors into the church. I’ll get someone to say ‘Pooh, pooh, pooh,’ the 

day of miracles it’s over. The one who prays for the sick today is an 

upstart, an imposter. Don’t you know that anyone who preaches divine 

healing is starting a cult?” 

Then the heart of the church begins to groan and there comes a 

great rending. Enemies are within the camp, but today the Lord wants 

us to serve Him. 

 

Ye that are men now serve Him 

Against unnumbered foes; 

Let courage rise with danger 

And strength to strength oppose. 

 

The blood—stained banner of the cross is still floating. It has gone 

through many a contest. It may be torn in ribbons, but it is up there, 

floating in the breezes. 

It is time for every man who believes it to stand up and say so, 

saying, “I want the Bible preached from cover to cover. I believe in the 
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virgin birth, the crucified and risen Lord, that He is coming again. I am 

not going to let in the card parties, theaters, and dances. Out with the 

world and back with the old-time prayer meetings.” 

We are not tin soldiers, we are real soldiers, marching under a real 

general. Don’t think this thing is going to be an easy victory, but above 

all else, look out for the poison gasses. 

While we are lifting up the standard, if Satan can’t get us with this 

temptation and that, among other things, he says “Just go to sleep—ease 

up on the study of the Word of God. I don’t think you need to go to 

church tonight. It will be a good meeting, but you sit at home and listen, 

it will do just as well. It is a pretty good revival. It is running itself. You 

have a big supper to cook for company. You just take it easy.” 

The devil has a poison gas. If you are losing out in your prayer life, 

he is getting you with it and you have lost that intensive desire to fight 

for Him. We are entering that great triumphal day, when the Saviour 

will come and we shall see Him face to face. 

When volunteering for the Saviour, the first thing that one must do 

is to leave the world of sin behind. “Come out from among them, and 

be ye separate, saith the Lord.” (2 Corinthians 6:17)  

Take these people for instance, when you say to them, “Are you a 

Christian?” 

“I don’t know.” 

Well, what kind of a soldier is that? Supposing they are fighting for 

the Lord and don’t even know they have enlisted? Their battalion 

doesn’t keep up with the times. 

The Lord said you are not a Christian in that event if you say, “I 

think so” or “I hope so.” 

Oh, this is a battle. This isn’t tin-soldiering. Glory to God, it is a real 

battle! Wake up brothers and sisters! Get into this thing! Fight heart and 

soul! Get up toward the front of the battle and get a few good shots from 

the enemy’s guns and you will know it is a real battle. 

You back-slider, I know how not to get shot at—just back-slide. Go 

to sleep. Stop preaching. There won’t be a preacher or a sinner in the 

whole world who will talk against me. 

“Yes, I think she is alright. At least, I think she has got some sense.” 
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I would be just as popular as I could be and nobody would say, 

“Boo,” but just you get on the armor of salvation, get out your sword 

and get to work and then see what would happen. 

In the last war, the men let the women of the Red Cross help and no 

one did braver work than they. Sister, there is a place in the work for 

you, but it needs a stout heart, a courageous soul and there is victory 

ahead. 

We must be one or the other, for what fellowship has righteousness 

with unrighteousness? What communication has light with darkness or 

he that believeth with an unbeliever? No more than you can think of 

winter with summer, barrenness with fruitfulness. There is a clear cut 

line between Jesus and Belial. 

Never say again you “don’t know.” Oh, you who claim to be a 

Christian, be a hundred percent for Jesus. Oh, you must step right out. 

Strip away everything that will hinder you. Lay aside pride and 

unbelief. Lay aside anything that will beset you. Lay aside worldly 

companions, for you know who is holding you back. Be a volunteer for 

Jesus. 

The first thing you will do is to put on His uniform. You must take 

off your civilian clothes, then you can put on the armor of the country 

you serve. 

If you put on the United States armor, you must put off all your 

civilian clothes. Puttees would look terrible with your regular dress. 

Don’t try to be a church member on Sunday and work for the world 

during the week. Be an out and out Christian, I plead with you. If 

everyone within the sound of my voice would do that today, what 

victory, what triumphs for the church! The Lord only knows. 

As He speaks to us, the Word of God is quicker and more powerful 

and sharper than any two-edged sword. Be sure to take the sword. We 

are to take the full armor of God. We are not to take half, but all. 

Put on the helmet of salvation, the breastplate of righteousness, and 

the shield of faith, which covers you to your feet. Then your feet should 

be shod with a preparation of the gospel of peace and a sword for your 

hand. 
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You are now completely armored with the exception of your back. 

As long as you have Him in your heart and preach His gospel, you shall 

not fail, for if He is with us, who can be against us. 

But if you backslide—turn your back, you are going to lose your life. 

There is no protection. We wrestle not against flesh and blood, but 

against principalities and powers—spiritual wickedness in high 

places—but we can say, “The Lord is with me, I shall not fear. The Lord 

is with me, of whom shall I be afraid.”  

The devil comes against you with a little worldliness here and a little 

bit of something there. You have to be on the lookout every minute. 

Look, the Holy Ghost can’t get along with worldliness and pride. We 

have decided we like an old fashioned revival best. We have decided 

that we like to keep worldliness and pride out for they hinder the 

workings of the Lord. 

“Oh, I know, but come on and be sensible. You know just a little bit 

of this world won’t hurt you. A little bit of that won’t hurt you.” 

But think, as sure as you do it, you have lowered your shield and 

with one quick thrust, he has sent his sword into your heart. 

The devil knows his time is short. I think that Jesus is going to win 

soon. Surely Satan never made his cause so attractive as he is doing 

now. Never made appeals to the young people saying, “There is no 

harm in this. Let’s have a truce, for just one night come over. You know 

you need some recreation. We won’t fight tonight. We are going to 

have a big amusement night in our camp—electric lights, free supper. 

Come on over just for tonight and tomorrow we will take up the cudgels 

again.” 

Two can’t walk together unless they be agreed. You cannot serve 

both God and mammon. 

May God give us ten thousand members, every one of whom are 

volunteers who have put on the whole armor of King Emmanuel and 

who will fight in His cause. Is your sword rusted in your scabbard? If it 

is, you have put away your Bible and it has become rusty. Pick up the 

Word, study it. “Quit you like men, be strong.” (1 Corinthians 16:13) 

We are indeed, nearing the “zero hour.” If you have noticed, before 

a great battle, you remember that always, things have happened. 
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There was Elijah and his “zero hour” and then that mighty triumph 

of the fire. Then there was our Lord Jesus himself, who was tempted in 

the wilderness. What a zero hour that was after He had fasted for forty 

days. He was tempted and weak, but He received shining clothes and 

went over the top. 

Then you remember Jesus just before He went to the cross! 

It was His “zero hour.” How He agonized and prayed there in 

Gethsemane. “Father, thy will, not mine be done.” When He needed 

comfort and sympathy, it was then that all failed Him. You remember 

how the angels came and ministered to Him? It was the “zero hour.” 

You remember how He was tried in Pilate’s hall and how He climbed 

to the top of Calvary and how He hung there for us? 

The church has had many “zero hours,” but that day, just before 

Pentecost, they were taken as they were afraid of the Jews, but on the 

day of Pentecost they went out and won thousands for God in less than 

forty-eight hours. 

Afterwards, justification by faith had been lost sight of. They were 

dismayed, discouraged, but as they prayed, the Lord lifted up Martin 

Luther and the clarion call was again given, “To arms, to arms!” Glory 

to God, they arose and went over the top and we have been shouting 

with Him ever since. 

It has always been true that when people begin to entrench 

themselves in need—that the minister and the priest weep between the 

porch and the altar and prayed together—something happens. Their 

shields are in place, helmets are straightened and they march to victory. 

People say that they don’t know what it means for “the power to 

fall.” I have heard ministers speaking: “You remember at such and such 

a preacher’s meeting, how they were all talking about the Lord? How a 

hundred people were stricken with the power of the Lord and fell?” 

Ah yes, we thought nothing of it for it was the power of God and 

people were brought to the Lord. 

One night they said that there were a lot of sinners sitting outside 

on a fence—men and women together—and disturbing the meeting a 

little. The preacher prayed for the power of the Lord to fall on them. 

Suddenly they began to shake. All the ladies lost the hairpins out of 
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their hair. Finally, one of the young men called and said, “Pray for the 

Lord to stop this.” They prayed and it stopped. They all got down off 

the fence and gave their hearts to God. 

I don’t care what He does externally if He just works on the inside. 

 

Over the top for Jesus, bravely we will go 

Over the top for Jesus, downing every foe. 

 

That’s where I want to go, don’t you? We are so busy in this revival, 

but I see words like this in several of the leading magazines, “What shall 

we do? Something must be done. Our pews are empty—altars are 

deserted. I tell you something must be done.” I pick up another 

magazine. It is the same hungry cry, “What shall we do?” 

If we have gone over a little wobbly, let’s get right back “four-square” 

for the Bible, the Holy Spirit, the coming of the Lord. Hallelujah! 

Let’s entrench ourselves down deep in humbleness, seeking after 

God in His fullness. Tarry until you hear the sound of a going in the 

mulberry trees. 

Let us not be like Samson—have our hair cut. If it has been shorn, if 

we are stripped of our power, let it grow again and not just shake 

ourselves. So many of us are trying to shake ourselves. 

Samson was taken and put in the prison, but Hallelujah, his hair 

grew and the Lord’s power filled Him and He marched out again. You 

remember the strongholds fell. 

Oh, my beloved, let’s get hold like he did—by prayer and fasting. 

No surrender, no quarter to the enemy. Let’s march shoulder to 

shoulder. Hallelujah, let’s keep step. Let’s not break our ranks. Let’s not 

cut each other. It costs us too much. It is too weakening in the cause of 

right. Stand though the battle be hot. Stand and the Lord will take you 

through. It won’t be long now. The devil is making his last stand and as 

the Lord triumphs; as the standard of the Lord is lifted high and a cheer 

breaks forth, we will stand. 

If someone in the church is promoted faster than the other, and you 

say, “Here, here, you are promoting that fellow faster than you are me,” 

don’t be jealous of one another. The Lord says, “Stand fast behind me. 
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Let that man alone. Let that preacher be. Keep your eyes ahead. You 

are getting out of step yourself if you are trying to straighten somebody 

else up. Keep your face straight to the front and march straight ahead.” 

“Well, I belong to Company 9.” 

That doesn’t matter, we are all in the same army under a common 

general—General Jesus. 

Up my brother, rouse ye slumbers. Get out your swords and let’s 

start right now to keep step. Left, left, and we will be over there the first 

thing we know. It won’t be long if everybody will step over and say, 

“There is no surrender, no quartering to the enemy. It is all glory to the 

Lord Jesus.” 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

November 2, 1924 

 

 

HIS MORNING YOU see before you the long rows of 

beautiful, shiny, silver plates on the snowy-white cloth of the 

communion table. 

How wonderful it would be if Jesus himself, radiant as the morning, 

in His beautiful dress of seamless white, could pass the plate and say to 

you, “Take—eat!” If bending low, He would say to you, “My son, take—

eat; this is my body which was broken for you. I am the Bread of Life 

sent down from Heaven, and instead of just walking through this world 

without suffering and going to Heaven a ‘whole loaf’—leaving none for 

you—my body was broken with pain and suffering.” 

“Take—Eat” These words are found in Matthew 26:26:  

 

And as they were eating, Jesus took bread, and blessed it, and 

brake it, and gave it to the disciples, and said, Take, eat; this is my 

body. 

 

Lord, bless this bread too. 

He blessed it and brake it and gave it to His disciples and said, 

“take—take—take.” Then He added unto that, “eat.” I want to speak 

upon those two words this morning. First, the word “take,” and then the 

word, “eat.” 

This morning, there is set before us a beautiful table filled with the 

communion plates and glasses. What a beautiful set it is! Here is the 

plate which is especially prepared for the watchtower, where prayer is 

made day and night, without ceasing. Upon it is the broken bread and 

the grape juice bespeaking the body and the blood of our Lord. 
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“Take—eat.” It was the Master who spoke those words. Here is the 

table, symbolical of the broken body and the shed blood of our Lord. 

In about twenty minutes, the elders and the members of the church 

board will be passing through these aisles with these plates. You should 

let it pass if you are a sinner or a back-slider. If we know there is sin in 

our hearts, we should let it pass. What a pity, when the Lord is saying, 

“Take—eat.” You too, may know the saving potion that comes from 

serving Jesus Christ. You too, may know the cleansing that comes from 

the precious blood. “Take—eat.” 

Know that your sins are forgiven. How long would it take to get back 

to God? Not as long as it would take to snap your finger.  

Say from the depths of your heart, “I am sick of sinning, Lord, I 

come,” and that moment He would meet you and His blood would 

cleanse you afresh. 

Here comes the plate. It may pass you and you will never touch it 

except to pass it on. It is here and passing by you. There is a part you 

must play. Unless you reach for it—put out your hand—appropriate it 

saying, “This is meant for me, provided for me, this is mine,” and take 

it and eat it, you will be present as a “visitor” but not as a “partaker.” 

The point is that a person may be a church member, but not a 

partaker of Jesus Christ in His strength, joy and beauty. 

I believe I know thousands of people who are church members who 

are not partakers. Ask them if they are Christians and they will say a 

sleepy little, “Yes, I am a Christian.” Instead, there should be a little 

brightening of the eyes a quickening of the body and a bright, “Yes, 

thank God, I am His and He is mine.” 

It is possible to hear the music streaming out of the windows and 

not come in; live in the neighborhood of the church and not take of the 

blessings of the church; listen over the radio and say, “Don’t those folks 

sing! I love to listen in for they know what they are singing about.” Yes, 

you have listened—sat there and been a “listener” and not a “partaker.” 

Just as you like, you can let the plate pass by you and not take any of 

it, or you can “Take—eat.” 

He is holding out the plate with all that it stands for, to you this 

morning, saying, “Take—eat.” 
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Taste and see that the Lord is good. Be a partaker of His great 

salvation. O sinner, know His love. Backslider, take eat of the portion 

of the Lord. 

“I believe every word you are saying, but I am coming to the 

meetings here and don’t feel any different.” That’s what you are saying. 

Well, it is because you don’t “take.” You must appropriate it. The 

first thing you must do is to “take,” then “eat.” It is the same way with 

salvation. The Saviour died. He shed His precious blood; purchased 

healing for body and soul; purchased joy for your spirit; purchased 

everything you need. Now He says, “Child, you must take it; 

appropriate it.” 

Come and say, “Lord, I take. I believe you shed your blood for me 

and I believe you purchased healing for me,” but believing it isn’t 

enough. You must “take” it. 

Just letting this plate pass by you isn’t enough. We have done all we 

could do. We have, with loving hands, put it on the plates and asked 

God to bless it, but you must “take” it. Hallelujah! 

Can you take your healing this morning? Can you take your 

strength; take His blessing to go out into His work? 

We say, “If the Lord is willing, I am ready,” but that isn’t enough. 

You must take it saying, “This is for me, I am the one that must take it.” 

Someone else says, “What I need is the baptism of the Holy Spirit, 

the baptism of the Holy Ghost and fire. I believe everything you say. I 

believe what these people say and I guess He will fill me some day.” 

He will fill you today if you will but come with simple, child-like 

faith and, just as these people will reach out to take the bread, you must 

reach out and take Him saying, “Lord, I come under the precious blood 

of Jesus. This morning I am coming under the precious blood and the 

merits of Calvary. Now Lord, I take by simple, child-like faith, this 

blessing,” and His power will fall upon you. Just as you put out your 

hand and take this blessing of the broken body of Jesus symbolically, 

just so it is with every other blessing He has to bestow. 

The first word is “take.” I have provided it for you. Put it on the table. 

“Take—eat.” 

“Well, I am afraid it isn’t for me.” 



Take Eat 

 408 

Then you are not taking it. 

“I am afraid I am not good enough.” 

Yes, but “Take—eat.” 

“Yes, you know,” says the devil, “what you did five years ago.” 

“Yes, but Mr. Satan, the blood of Jesus is covering me so you must 

find someone else to worry. I am under the all-atoning blood of Jesus.” 

If you are not yet cleansed, it will take you but a moment to receive 

it. 

What would you think if you had a supper and asked a guest to come 

and he stood back against the wall, twirled his hat, looked at the table 

and said, “I would like to eat, but I’m afraid it isn’t for me. I would love 

salvation, baptism of the Holy Ghost, but I’m afraid it isn’t for me.”  

Then you would say, “Man, come on. Bring up your chair. Take—

eat!” and as sure as you “take,” he will “undertake.” Hallelujah! 

While I am speaking on that first word, “take,” I must tell you of His 

goodness. The Lord is so liberal—so bountiful. He spreads such a table. 

There is not a thing that you need but what He has that provided for 

you and it is all typified here on this table this morning. 

“Take my yoke upon you and learn of me.” (Matthew 11:29) 

Take the promise and you will no sooner reach out your hands to 

“take,” but you will hear the word, “eat.” 

Now be satisfied. Be filled with the Spirit. Receive your healing, 

bodily and spiritually. 

Take—eat! Drink that your heart will be satisfied. Take it, that is 

your part to do: “Take—eat.” 

I was preaching over the radio on “Crosses Three.” The next day, a 

beautifully-gowned lady came in to the office and told us how she had 

listened to the sermon just as you are doing at this moment. 

She was listening. The shades were up in her home, but she didn’t 

mind. The tears ran down her cheeks. When I said, “Put up your hands,” 

she lifted her hand. She didn’t care who saw her. She was going to 

“take.” 

“Now stand to your feet.” She arose to her feet and stood by the 

table. 

Her husband said, “Well, sit down.” 
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“No, not yet,” she replied, “I am not going to sit down until I hear 

what to do next.” 

“Well, but my dear,” said the husband, “you had better pull the 

shades down.” 

“It’s alright, I can’t move yet.” 

When I said come forward, the lady came forward to her table, went 

down on her knees. When I prayed, “Dear Lord Jesus,” came the 

answering voice, “Dear Lord Jesus, I am a sinner. Lord, I am kneeling 

at your precious feet. Lord, save me now. Wash me in your blood. I 

now believe. I now receive, and I am saved, Hallelujah.” 

When everybody stood up and sang: 

 

Oh happy day, that fixed my choice 

On Thee, my Saviour and my God. 

 

So did she. Now that woman was saved. She came down the next 

day to tell me all about it. She had never met me. She had never seen 

your smiling faces, but the Lord came to her. 

There have been lots of others listening who said, “My that’s fine—

Crosses Three,” and tuned off without being touched. They went away 

without “taking.” The plate was in front of them. The Lord was saying, 

“Take—eat,” but that woman was different. She not only said, “It’s fine,” 

but she put out her hand and did the only thing that was left to do—

appropriated the promise and took and ate. Glory to God. 

Jesus is near. He is not far away. It seems as if I hear Him whispering 

now, “Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world.” 

(Matthew 28:20) 

Hark, it seems as though I hear Him say, “For wherever two or three 

are gathered together in my name, there am I in the midst of them.” 

(Matthew 18:20) 

Hallelujah, He is here this morning, in the vary midst of this 

Temple, saying, “Look child, Take—eat. It is what you need.” 

My dear brother or sister, who is a sinner—a back-slider? You need 

Jesus. Won’t you take Him right now? Take your part. Take your 

forgiveness. Take your life and re-consecrate your life afresh to God. 
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“Sister, will He receive me?” 

He is saying right now, “Take.” Hallelujah! 

Lord, I believe. The next thing is “Eat.” Yea, drink abundantly. Will 

you just now partake of His strength. He is whispering, “I am the Bread 

of Life.” (John 6:45) 

Eat my words. That is one way we can eat—taking the Word of God, 

verse by verse. Memorize it. Say it over to ourselves fifty times a day. 

Turn it over in our minds. Put it down in our hearts. That is “eating.” 

That Bible is the staff of life. It has become food to you. Letting it in 

one ear and out of the other isn’t eating it. Take a verse and hide it in 

your heart, then that is your verse. Take it and eat it. 

“Behold, I shew you a mystery; We shall not all sleep, but we shall 

all be changed. In a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the last 

trump: for the trumpet shall sound, and the dead shall be raised 

incorruptible, and we shall be changed.” (1 Corinthians 15:51-52) 

“For the Lord himself shall descend from Heaven with a shout, with 

the voice of the archangel, and with the trump of God: and the dead in 

Christ shall rise first: Then we which are alive and remain shall be 

caught up together with them in the clouds, to meet the Lord in the air: 

and so shall we ever be with the Lord.” (1 Thessalonians 4:16-17) 

Say, “That is my bit of bread for today.” 

I say it over fifty times; turn it over in my mind; store it away in my 

heart and mind, and the Second Coming of Jesus Christ has become an 

actuality. It has become a part of my life. I find myself in the night 

watches saying, “Even so come Lord Jesus.” 

Why do I feel so immensely the coming of the Lord? Why does my 

throat choke, my heart tremble and my eyes fill? Why, it is because I 

have eaten.  

Sister, have you learned to take the Book and “eat” it. You will find 

it sweeter in your mouth than the honeycomb and it will work a 

wonderful depth of strength in you. 

Here is the promise of Divine Healing: 

“But he was wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our 

iniquities: the chastisement of our peace was upon him; and with his 

stripes we are healed.” (Isaiah 53:5) 
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“That it might be fulfilled which was spoken by Esaias the prophet, 

saying, Himself took our infirmities, and bare our sicknesses.” 

(Matthew 8:17) 

Your lips are moving. You are whispering. What are you doing? You 

are eating. Then you have gotten something. It isn’t a case of getting up 

to Sister and having a prayer offered and thinking, “I know I would be 

healed if I could just get to her,” for you might be disappointed. You 

were anointed, prayed for, but you didn’t “take.” You didn’t “eat.”  

Isn’t this a funny communion service? 

If you will take the Word of God, learn to turn it over in your mind; 

take the Word and assimilate it, then you have something. Blow ye 

winds and roll ye winds of the sea; let the tempest rage. You are ahold 

of the Word and nothing can reach you. We not only carry our Bibles, 

put them under our arms; we not only rustle the pages, but we are 

“eating.” 

Now the baptism of the Holy Ghost. “Take it, eat it.”  

“Hitherto have ye asked nothing in my name: ask, and ye shall 

receive, that your joy may be full.” (John 16:24)  

Lord, I take that promise.  

“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.” (Luke 11:9) 

“If ye then, being evil, know how to give good gifts unto your 

children, how much more shall your Father which is in Heaven give 

good things to them that ask him?” (Matthew 7:11) 

Out of your innermost being shall flow living waters, because you 

take that “Word” and “eat it.” 

You have said it over in your heart a thousand times. 

It isn’t that “I wish someone would pray for me” and “When is the 

next meeting.” That is all in the future. Stop doing that. Begin to eat it 

right now. He can fill you while I am speaking. 

The plate is passing. Don’t let it go by—“Take—eat.” I feel that 

strength this morning from eating of that broken loaf—Jesus, my Lord. 

Partake of the juice of the vine.  

“I am the vine. Ye are the branches.” (John 15:5)  
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Folks, it comes by appropriation; comes by laying hold for yourself. 

Not even the minister can take it for you. 

Are you eating this morning? All this is meant “in the broken body.” 

Here it is—the precious, precious blood. It is, as it were, the life of Jesus 

that He lived for me. It bespeaks His body broken for me. 

As to the bread, what do you symbolize? What do you bespeak? You 

are no longer a piece of bread. You have become something to me. 

Your corners are jagged. You were broken. It bespeaks strength for my 

physical as well as my spiritual body. 

On that first Passover, the Lamb was slain—the body for strength; 

and the blood was placed on the door for salvation. 

So this bread bespeaks to me many things—life, blessing—all that 

we need. 

The cup, what do you bespeak this morning? As my Saviour says to 

me, “Eat,” you bespeak to me the ruby blood that comes trickling down, 

down, down from those dear hands and feet and from that wounded 

side. You become symbolical of the cup from which my Saviour drank. 

He drank the bitter dregs and left only the sweet for me. 

Then you bespeak to me of another table, another communion in a 

land far beyond death’s river, in a city that knows no death, no pain. 

You bespeak to me of another supper, when my eyes shall behold 

the Bridegroom, when there is no longer a glass between, but I shall see 

Him face to face. 

“And as they did eat, Jesus took bread, and blessed, and brake it, and 

gave to them, and said, Take, eat: this is my body. And he took the cup, 

and when he had given thanks, he gave it to them: and they all drank 

of it. And he said unto them, This is my blood of the new testament, 

which is shed for many. Verily I say unto you, I will drink no more of 

the fruit of the vine, until that day that I drink it new in the kingdom of 

God.” (Mark 14:22-25) 

Take—eat. Hallelujah.  



 

 

 

Thursday Evening 

November 6, 1924 

 

 

NITIATION CEREMONIES! First of all, I want to say that I 

have never been a lodge member and if I ever did think of 

joining one, I would be scared out at the thoughts of the 

“initiation ceremonies.” 

My first impressions of these rites came when as a little girl I was 

reading “Peck’s Bad Boy,” where they jumped off of high precipices, 

walked on rubber tacks, and if they got through it alive, they would 

probably be pretty good. 

But I do know that when we initiate into our order—“the order of 

the blood-washed and the first-born,” we have some glorious initiation 

ceremonies. Water baptism is one of them. So are Bible reading, Bible 

study, the baptism of the Holy Ghost, and the fellowship of the saints. 

“Having therefore these promises, dearly beloved, let us cleanse 

ourselves from all filthiness of the flesh and spirit, perfecting holiness 

in the fear of God.” (2 Corinthians 7:1) 

Just as truly as men and in these days, women are being initiated 

into the various orders, the moment they are accepted as members of 

these orders, whatever they may be, they find themselves among new 

people, with new systems, and new ways of doing things. So much 

more so, do the people of “the order of Jesus Christ,” find themselves 

among a new people who love the Lord. 

At one place where I spoke, there was in the door a funny, little, 

round peep-hole, with a slide on the inner side. When there was lodge, 

the person came up to the door and knocked. The door-keeper pushed 

back the little slide and asked for the pass-word. The member said, 

“Kalamazoo” or whatever it might be, and the door-keeper on the other 
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side said, “I’ll let you through.” But if you don’t have the password, you 

can’t get in. 

I’m so glad there is a door with a blessed, blessed opening through 

the side of Jesus Christ—for He is the door. If you are going to come 

into “the order of blood-washed people,” you must first come through 

the door—in through the door of that wounded side from whence 

flowed mingled blood and water. 

But before you can enter and become a real child of God, in order 

to get through the door of justification by faith, you must have the 

password. It goes something like this, “God be merciful to me, a sinner. 

Lord receive me. Wash me in the precious blood,” and Hallelujah, the 

minute you send up from a simple, earnest heart that password, the 

door will swing wide open and you are admitted. 

Dearly beloved, let us cleanse ourselves and join this new order—

“the new lodge of the Lord Jesus Christ”—which surpasses all the others 

put together. I think to be a Christian is to belong to the grandest order 

in the whole world. 

When you go into a lodge, you will find that a beautiful cloak or robe 

is given you. (Some of them are very pretty and some are atrocious, 

being garments of various colors, each color symbolical of something 

they would show forth.) It is thrown over you as you come in. 

 Hallelujah, when you come into “the order of the first born,” you 

will be given the robe of Jesus Christ our Lord. Over your shoulders 

will be cast a wonderful robe of love and redemption. 

Of course, if you are to be initiated, you bow at the altar before “the 

grand master.” HE is “the grandest master” in the whole world, praise 

the Lord. You bow before Him and say, “Lord, I will submit myself into 

thy keeping. I will follow you blindly. I will never question.” 

It doesn’t matter what lodge you belong to. Some of them are pretty 

strong and pretty far reaching. Still, there is no one who has taken an 

oath as strong as those who have joined this new order, pledging body, 

soul, life, spirit, all they are or hope to be, to the grand master, Jesus 

Christ. They are not to reason why, but to do and die as He commands. 



Initiation Ceremonies 

 415 

Now, Hallelujah, you are saved, and the next thing is to be initiated. 

We have repented; believed. We are now born into the church 

triumphant. 

Somebody says, “What’s the sense of it? I don’t see any sense in this 

‘riding the goat.’” 

“Well, I don’t either. Perhaps it is symbolical of something they want 

to represent.” 

“Well, but what is the reason of it?” 

“Well, I don’t know. Ask someone that is a lodge member. You know 

I never was one.” 

What’s the use of doing so and so in the church? Well, glory to God, 

we can give a reason for it here. It is the best thing we can imagine. By 

swinging wide the curtains, the lights will sparkle on the gleaming 

waters, and the scene will be symbolical of being taken into fellowship 

with the Lord Jesus Christ and his people. 

Everything regarding water-baptism is fraught with the deepest 

significance: 

First, water is typical of holiness and godliness. 

Second, pure water is a type of salvation which freely flows.  

Third, water baptism is a type of cleansing; that the Lord will make 

us pure without and within. 

At the back of the baptistry, we can almost see the waters really 

flowing from the painting of the River Jordan. So natural is it with its 

waters receding in the distance that we think it must be as real as the 

waters which come tumbling down over the rocks into the baptistry. 

This is symbolical too. The waters poured out and down into the 

ancient River Jordon, flowing out of Galilee and into the Dead Sea, 

passing between the two, and in this water multitudes were baptized. 

Christ himself was baptized there, which is again symbolical. 

Why did the water flow from the Sea of Galilee into the Dead Sea? 

What was the significance of this? O Galilee, blessed Galilee which ever 

speaks of Jesus. He walks beside its shores, and its waters ever speak of 

Him as “Jesus of Galilee.” 

The rivers that flow, how they carry away every bit of dirt and waste 

and mire! How they cleanse and purify! 
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Where do these waters empty? I repeat again—into the Dead Sea. By 

the shedding of His own blood, Jesus of Galilee let water and blood 

come mingling down to wash away our sins. 

What has become of them? They have flowed into the Dead Sea and 

are remembered against us no more. People may remember them. The 

devil may try to make you remember them and he may remind you of 

the past, but Jesus—never. For when God forgives us, He forgets. 

Hallelujah. 

This is a glorious initiation service. The fountain is builded in a 

shape which bespeaks of the open grave, a watery grave to be sure. But 

it is significant of all that is glorious, and it is symbolical of another 

grave in the garden, Joseph of Arimathea’s, where Jesus was laid away, 

the grave sealed, and at the mouth was placed a great stone. This 

ceremony bespeaks the fact that we who follow the Lord in this new 

order, the church of the first borne, reckon that our sins were nailed 

with Him on the cross, and now we reckon that they are buried. 

Somebody says, “Sister, why don’t you sprinkle?” 

“Because I can’t find any scripture for it.” 

They were buried, we read, and raised in a newness of life. 

What would sprinkling mean? If anybody died, you wouldn’t 

sprinkle dirt over them, you would bury them. 

Then someone else says, “Why do you wait until they are old?” 

Why don’t you just sprinkle them when they are babies?” 

“Well, we dedicate babies. We want you to know every step you take. 

You must understand what you are doing and take it with your own 

consent”—initiation ceremonies, if you please. 

Take John the Baptist. He baptized them in the river, not at a pump 

or with a cup or bowl, and we often read of how they moved to a place 

on the river where there was much water. Now, if they had been 

sprinkling, a little, tiny bit would have been enough. 

Again, we read of Philip and the eunuch: 

“And they went down both into the water, both Philip and the 

eunuch; and he baptized him. And when they were come up out of the 

water, the Spirit of the Lord caught away Philip, that the eunuch saw 

him no more: and he went on his way rejoicing.” (Acts 8:38-39) 
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The baptistry represents a grave. The old life is gone. Sins are gone, 

Hallelujah! But the Lord was raised up. Oh, it is so fraught with 

significance. As you come up out of the water, it bespeaks Jesus Christ 

being raised from the dead, alive for evermore, and signifies that you 

too shall live with Him in this new order. 

Oh, what a glorious thing it is, this new life! You hardly know you 

are alive until you are a Christian. I feel so sorry for the sinner. You 

don’t know what you are missing until you come into this lodge and 

find a lodging place in the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Then, in the worldly orders they have such funny signs and grips, 

but Hallelujah, when you come into this new lodge, you have more 

signs than any of those worldly lodge members ever knew about. Your 

face just shines. And talk about the grip! These folks have a grip which 

nobody else can imitate. 

It is a wonderful thing to be borne again into this new, yet old order 

of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Oh, you are a jolly good fellow as everybody can tell, but if you want 

to find jolly good fellows, people who are on the square, broad in their 

heart and mind, and the love of God, and the welfare of humanity; 

people you can bank on when you are sick and need a friend, be born 

into the kingdom and become one of them. You can tell them alright. 

There was Peter out warming his hands by the fire of the world. A 

little maiden coming up to him said, “You are one of those lodge 

members? You belong to Jesus, don’t you? You are one of them!” 

“No.” 

Well, after the little girl watched him for a few moments, she said, 

“Your speech betrays.” 

Hallelujah, if you are a real Christian—a Spirit-filled, Holy Ghost 

member of the Lord Jesus Christ—you can’t hide it. 

Today I was broadcasting during the “Sunshine Hour” over KFSG, 

industriously trying to tell of the Saviour’s love, pouring my whole soul 

into it, thinking of a hundred and one things, when somebody said, 

“Sister, a telephone call for you. You are invited to come right down to 

the luncheon that the ‘Optimistic Business Men’s Club’ is giving today.” 
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“I don’t see how I can get away.” I looked everywhere at the duties 

pressing and felt I couldn’t go. 

“Oh come on, it’ll do you good.” 

“Alright, I answered, I’ll go.” 

I slipped away and found the big Biltmore Hotel just filled with 

business men—fine fellows—and they presented me with an armload 

of beautiful roses. I thanked them, gave them some words of 

encouragement and told them that I would finish up over KFSG that 

evening. I had the privilege of sitting down at the table with good 

company. On one side was a well-known baseball player and on the 

other side, the Baptist minister, Dr. Brougher, who gave them a very 

nice talk. His subject was “Play Ball” and he certainly gave a wonderful 

message to those men. 

He told them a story which I think would be beneficial to those 

whom we are going to initiate into the service of the Lord. 

While he was in England, walking with bared head through 

Westminster Abbey, the guide pointed to the floor and said, “Here is 

where we bury our dead.” 

With a twinkle in his eye, Dr. Brougher said, “In America, we don’t 

bury them, we keep our dead in the pews.” 

I am afraid some of us are dead ones. Oh, God help us to get next to 

Him and be alive. Some of you folk have not said “Amen” since you 

came in here tonight, for I have been watching, and you are dead if you 

haven’t a real “Amen” in your heart. 

Pat and Mike saw their first serpent over here. They were not used 

to snakes, so got a club and went after this one. They had beaten the 

poor thing almost to pieces but its tail kept on wiggling. 

Pat said to Mike, “Do yez think he is dead?” 

And Mike answered, “Oi sartinly think he is, but he ba’int aware of 

it.” 

Some of us are dead in trespassing and sin, only we are not aware of 

it. We are just simply sitting up and staving off the undertaker’s bill. 

Lord help us to get awake and get the old fellow out of the way, bury 

him, and walk with the Lord Jesus Christ. 
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Now you get a book of rules and it is the Bible, Amen. I love it from 

cover to cover. As we read that book of rules, it guides us. There is a 

solution for every problem: food for the hungry heart, light for each 

pathway, a hand to support you in every flood. O Book of Rules, we 

love thee. 

As you read the “Book of Rules” you are initiated, not only into the 

hiding place of Jesus Christ, but it teaches you honesty—to be honest 

with God, yourself and your fellowmen. It will teach you brotherhood. 

It will teach you simplicity; teach you sincerity. This glorious book will 

teach you ethics, rules, brotherly kindness and charity. It will give you 

again, good measure, shaken together and running over. It will teach 

you to look up away from the world; up to that glorious city from when 

our grand master is coming—our Head, our Redeemer, the Saviour of 

us all. 

Now that we are initiated in this great company into a life of prayer, 

some of us never knew we had joints in our knees until we were 

Christians and then down we went on them. We had never studied the 

Word of God, but now it becomes a cupboard with every page a shelf, 

and on every shelf is revealed the glories of the Lord Jesus. 

We have a hymn book and now we sing, “Tell me the old, old story 

of Jesus and His love.” Oh, how we used to sing, “Oh, it ain’t going to 

rain no more.” 

Now we’re singing “Showers of blessing.” We are initiated and the 

showers are coming down. 

Brother, sister, won’t you come over into this order, this lodge, this 

lodging place? 

But first, come to the door. Give the password. No man may come 

to Him until he has given the password of repentance and cried, “God 

be merciful to me, a sinner.” 

Then you will be initiated, not only with salvation, but into the 

“upper room” and the baptism of the Holy Spirit. It may be in your own 

room on your knees.  

Initiated into service—a watcher for the Lord Jesus.  

Initiated into the harvest field—and at last we will come home 

rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves.





 

 

 

Saturday Evening 

November 8, 1924 

 

 

AM SPEAKING a few moments according to the tenth 

chapter of the Gospel of St. John and the tenth verse: 

 

I am come that they might have life, and that they might have it 

more abundantly. 

 

The more abundant life—this is not to be only a practical sermon, 

but I want everybody to really have the more abundant life. 

We certainly need the more abundant life. Some of us are 

professing Christians, but we are weak and ready to die. What we need 

is the more abundant life. 

Some of us are so weak and so feeble that we haven’t even an 

“amen.” We are so weak, the Lord only knows when we have given a 

testimony. We certainly need the more abundant life and need the 

baptism of the Holy Spirit. 

Some of us are weak, sick, afflicted in our bodies, and we need the 

more abundant life. 

“I am come that you may have life and have it more abundant.” 

How I love a scripture that begins with “I am,” not “I was.” You can 

count on Him every time to be right at hand. 

“I am come”—He is here right now, “for wherever two or three are 

gathered together in my name. there am I in the midst.” (Matthew 

18:20) 

“Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world.” (Matthew 

28:20) 
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Some of us are like half-dried, withered up flowers, getting along on 

a little dew at night. We do not need to get along with the dew only, for 

we can have the showers from Heaven. 

Some of us have been stumbling along life’s road with only a little 

water. Hallelujah, we need life and we need it more abundantly. There 

is just as much difference in getting into the Lord’s life as there is 

between the taper and the mid-day sun. 

Are we guilty of putting bounds on the Lord’s time? Why have ye 

limited the holy one of Israel?  

“He has a little bit of strength, but I am afraid He isn’t pouring it out 

today.” 

You have limited the Holy One of Israel. 

“I am come that ye may have life and that you may have it more 

abundantly.” Oh, if I could only give you a little glimpse of the Lord’s 

pantry. Oh, it is so full and loaded down—just groaning with good 

things and you may come in and help yourself. 

The Lord said, “I am come that ye may have life and have it more 

abundantly.” Everything that God ever did, He did in such a big sort of 

a way. 

Some people, everything they do, they do it in such a scrimpy, 

apologetic sort of a way. Just think of the size of the sun, the moon, the 

stars and they are staggering compared to the size of this world. 

God did things in such a big way. The air that we breathe, He gave 

so abundantly. The sunshine falling over all the earth, He gave so 

abundantly. He planted the hills, planted the trees of the forests, and 

put the little birds singing in their branches. 

I think when we come to the people for whom He prepared all these 

things, He wants to do abundantly for you—body, soul and spirit. 

“Well, Sister, I don’t know. There used to be healing, baptism of the 

Holy Spirit, and all that. It was a wonderful sea of love, but I am afraid 

if I took my tin bucket and dipped up a bucketful, the ocean would go 

dry. There were the ‘120’ and the people of apostolic times and on down 

through the years to Wesley’s time and I am afraid the ocean is dry.” 

Listen! Don’t you hear it now? The waves are rolling, rolling in. 

God’s sea of life and blessing is rolling in, full and strong as ever. If 
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anything, it is stronger, for they haven’t been drawing on it as much 

lately as they did in olden days. We may all fill our buckets and not 

drain the ocean dry. 

A dear old lady had to scrimp along, doing the best she could with 

as little as possible when making a dress; as few eggs as possible making 

a cake, but when she had her first glimpse of the ocean, she stood 

clasping and unclasping her hands. Tears streamed down her cheeks. 

When someone asked her what she thought of it, she said, “Thank God 

for something there is enough of.” Bless her. 

It was the first thing she had ever seen that there was enough of. 

I believe in the more abundant life of my Lord—there is enough of 

it. Thank God. There is enough salvation, enough divine healing, 

enough baptism of the Holy Spirit, only some people don’t believe it. 

These people think that somebody took a bucket and drained this 

ocean dry, but it is just like a little ant taking a drink out of the 

Mississippi River and then coming back and saying to the rest of the 

ants, “There is no more river over there. I have drunk it dry.” 

Oh, if you only knew the blessing of God. He isn’t stingy. Where 

ever did they get such an idea? It surely did not come from the seed of 

faith. And the theories of unbelief?—I am come that you may have 

death? No, I am come that ye may have life and more abundantly. 

Wherever God moved or His Son moved, they left a trail of life 

behind them. God breathed into a poor clay model and it became alive. 

God touched the hills and they blossomed and bloomed, clothed with 

pine and spruce and hemlock. God touched the valleys and they were 

clothed with green grass, dotted here and there with flowers and lilies 

of the dell. The cattle and the beasts sprang forth and the song birds 

fluttered into being. 

When Christ was here upon this earth, there was a funeral 

procession. He stopped them and gave the young man back to his 

mother. Wherever He moved, there was life, life, life. 

“I am come that ye might have life and have it more abundantly.” 

We read of salvation in abundance and mercy in abundance, all the 

way through the Bible: 
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“Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, which 

according to his abundant mercy hath begotten us again unto a lively 

hope by the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead.” (1 Peter 1:3) 

The abundant life contains abundant mercy. It is so big, so real, that 

you will never be able to measure it. 

This morning, I was just finishing the “Sunshine Hour.” (It is just a 

little homey service, which we have added to our already many 

duties—a radio Bible School in the morning with a “Radio Church” and 

we want one hundred thousand members a year, if possible.) A lady was 

waiting for me. 

“Oh, when will she be through?” she asked me (I had my hat and coat 

on and she didn’t know me.) 

“I want to find Sister McPherson so badly. I want to know if she will 

pray for me. I am a sinner, a backslider and I have gone so far I don’t 

think the Lord will ever take me back. For years, I haven’t stopped to 

think about it, but the radio came to me and Sister’s voice and Sister’s 

preaching has reached a chord that I thought would never vibrate 

anymore.” 

She was clasping, and unclasping her thin hands, for she was an 

elderly lady. 

“I don’t think He will take me back. I have gone too far.” 

She didn’t know how abundant the Lord’s mercy is.  

“I am come that ye might have life and have it more abundantly.” 

Dear old soul, She had taken her bucket years ago and had dipped 

into God’s ocean and thought there was no more for her. 

 

It is rolling in,  

God’s sea of love, it is still rolling in. 

I now believe, I now receive 

God’s sea of love is rolling in. 

 

Oh, if she could only know how big it is! If she could only feel His 

mercy flowing over her! It doesn’t matter who you are; how far you 

have gone. Jesus came that ye might have life and have it more 

abundantly. 



More Abundant Life 

 425 

“Let the wicked forsake his way, and the unrighteous man his 

thoughts: and let him return unto the Lord, and he will have mercy 

upon him; and to our God, for he will abundantly pardon.” (Isaiah 55:7) 

We read of abundant grace, abundant comeliness, abundant pardon. 

He will abundantly pardon; abundantly strengthen. He has abundant 

affections and He, at last, gives you an abundant entrance. Hallelujah! 

Some people squeeze along the weakest kind of an experience. If 

you folks want to starve, go ahead. I am going to pull up my chair and 

have “a feed.” I am going to take my little bucket and am going down 

to get it full every morning. Moreover, I am going down to swim in it, 

head over heels—the more abundant life. 

Oh, if you folks could only see! If you could get into Heaven by the 

skin of your teeth and get a back seat and hear the angels sing, you 

would be contented. But I want an “abundant entrance.” I want the 

angels to stand back and say, “Did you ever see anything like that little 

woman?” She got her hay rack full of sheaves of wheat—that little 

farmer’s daughter from the Canadian farm. Swing wide the gate and 

give her an “abundant entrance.” 

You can say, “Thank God, I am here. I squeezed in by the skin of my 

teeth. I was saved the last minute.” You can taste the fullness of this life 

if you want to, but oh, give me an “abundant entrance.” 

Some people have the weakest little faith you ever heard tell of. “I 

think God can do it, and if He is willing, I am.” You will never get 

anything like that. He that cometh unto God, He will reward them that 

diligently seek Him. Lay hold on the promises, Hallelujah, and He will 

abundantly pardon. 

I am pleading with my mother now, to start a “children’s’ revival” 

right away; three meetings a day, or two a day at least. 

I want an international revival meeting where people from all over 

the United States will come to an old-fashioned revival, beginning 

January 1st. 

I feel so full of energy and vivacity and power, glory to God. It isn’t 

myself and if you want to sit back and say, “I can’t sing, I am so tired” 

or “I can’t pray or attend the services,” alright. I was that way once, but 
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Hallelujah, I have more abundant life. It surges, pulses and throbs, for 

I am come that ye may have more abundant life. 

Dear weak sister, won’t you come and touch the hem of that dear 

dress? 

“Well, I am so weak and so discouraged.” 

Yes, I know it, but “I am come.” I am so tired and so worn, but, “I am 

come that ye may have life and have it more abundant.” Come on in 

and take it. 

“I am afraid the ocean is dry, Sister.” 

No, it isn’t. Get your bucket and come in. The ocean is full. There is 

God over all and here are you with your little bucket, just like a little 

thimble in comparison. Here is God, so big and powerful. You have no 

idea how big God is nor how big His ocean is. 

O Lord, teach us to know what it means to have “life more 

abundant.” 

A little boy was carried to the hospital. He was very seriously injured. 

All his life he had had to scrimp. When the family had a glass of milk, 

Willie could drink to a certain place. Sammy could drink to here, and 

then Nellie could have the rest. They would measure the place on the 

glass. 

After he had had the accident and was taken to the hospital, weak as 

he was, when the nurse brought in a glass of milk to him, he looked at 

her and then at the milk and finally he said, “How deep can I drink?” 

The nurse looked at him so surprised. Poor little fellow! 

In that one little sentence, he had showed how they had had to 

scrimp. 

“Why, drink it all.” 

“All of it?” 

“Yes dear, of course you can.” 

“Don’t I have to share up with the other boy over there?” 

“No dear, you can have all you want,” but he could scarcely believe 

it. 

That is the way some of us come to the milk of God’s word, the 

baptism of the Holy Spirit, or healing, saying, “Surely this abundant life 
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is not for me. Surely the disciples took most of it yesterday and we must 

share with someone else.” 

Oh, drink all you can hold. I sometimes have to say, “Lord, stop 

filling me. I will burst.” or “Increase the vessel. I am so full that I can 

hardly stand it. Stop, or I am going to run over.” 

It is when we run over that someone else gets the blessing of the 

overflow, so if you need divine healing, come right up and get it. 

The Lord is great and merciful. You don’t need to eke out a 

miserable existence. There was the prodigal son. He knew his father 

had plenty and to spare, and he knew he had nothing. He didn’t say, “If 

he is willing, he will come and bring it to me,” He had to go and get it. 

There are two things you need to know. First, that you need it, and 

secondly, that your father has enough to meet the need. 

Tonight, dear needy hearts with your little empty buckets, won’t 

you too arise and say, “I will go to my Father, for his table is full. He has 

healing and to spare, strength and to spare, baptism of the Holy Ghost 

and to spare—with lots left over.” 

Isn’t it a pity we can’t carry it all in our little bucket? But you can’t 

do it. 

There was the boy with the loaves and the multitude to feed. The 

loaves were consecrated to the Lord, so if you want your life to be a 

blessing, you must consecrate yourself to the Lord. 

Here was the wine that was needed at the marriage feast in Canaan. 

The people needed and the Lord was ready to meet their need. Ask 

Him and you too shall have the more abundant life. The water pots 

were filled to the brim. Jesus spoke the word and their needs were met. 

I yield this poor life of mine, and as you yield yours, the Lord will 

whisper, “I am able to do abundantly above all that you ask or think.” 

I am so glad that I found the more abundant life. I was one that was 

treading water, to use a swimming term, but now every day is one 

grand song. 

Yes, there are testing times, but He that is with me is more that he 

that is against me. 

If you have watched me for two years editing a magazine, that’s a 

task, but it only counts as a little thing compared with the others—radio, 
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the care and training of the students in the training school, and add to 

that all the sermons, and the duties of the house and a mother, and still 

I can’t find enough to do to fill all the hours. 

As fast as I pour out, He pours in. I believe if I ever began to keep it 

to myself instead of giving and giving it to the Lord Jesus, I would not 

be like a river, but like a pond where the bullfrogs croak, croak, croak, 

croak. 

O folks, if you are going to be real Christians, get the fullness. Come 

and get healed. Come on right now. First let us pray for those seeking 

salvation, and get your bucket filled to the brim, then we will pray for 

the sick, that they may be healed and that the seekers of the Holy Ghost 

may be filled to overflowing. 

 

 



 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

November 9, 1924 

 

 

HE LORD HAS in this Word, a multitude of very remarkable 

subjects. Sometimes they are known as “peculiar people.” 

Sometimes the folks who belong to this company are known 

as “one of them.” They are a unique sort of a company. 

They are most remarkable—mighty in number, strong in purpose. 

They belong to the King of Kings. 

We read a great deal in the papers at this time of the invisible 

empire, millions strong, gaining in strength and would lay down their 

lives, if need be, for their leader. I believe the Kingdom of God is the 

greatest empire, the most glorious kingdom, has the most remarkable 

rules and the greatest King in earth below or in Heaven above. 

My Father’s Kingdom! Where is it? Who belongs to it? Are you a 

member? Thank God, I know I belong to my Father’s kingdom. He is 

my Father, the king. 

Yet, there are earthly governments who have kings. My Father, God, 

has a kingdom. He has loyal subjects who would give every drop of 

blood in their body for Him. His subjects are awaiting His command, 

ready to obey. They are looking up, and with uplifted hands are saying, 

 

Speak my Lord, speak to me, 

Speak and I’ll be quick to answer Thee. 

 

And if it really came to a time when what was in their hearts could 

be shown, I believe every one of them would die for Jesus Christ. 

My Father is a wonderful father. He is a King. He has a kingdom and 

he has thousands and thousands of loyal subjects. There are martyrs in 

that kingdom; martyrs whose memories we cherish and hold very, very 
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sacred. Martyrs who sealed their fate with their God. Hallelujah, that we 

are a part of it all. 

Sometimes, we think of my Father’s kingdom as being away up 

above the blue sky, trillions and quadrillions of miles away. My father’s 

kingdom is not only there, but my father’s kingdom is within you. 

Wherever His scepter holds sway, there His kingdom is. 

Wherever people are found walking church-ward with their Bibles 

under their arms, there is my father’s kingdom. Hallelujah. He has been 

established in their hearts. 

In Canada, when Queen Victoria was our queen, we had never seen 

her, but we had her picture and we loved her. We fought her battles, 

sent her our taxes and were just as loyal to her, as if we lived in the 

shadow of the palace. So were the people in Australia and British 

Guiana, though they were hundreds of miles away and had not seen 

her. Yet they loved her and looked forward to the time when they 

might see her. 

So it is with our Lord Jesus. We all love Him, though we have never 

seen His face. We have His picture in the Bible, the Book of Books, and 

we can truly say, “whom having not seen, we love.” We can all be as 

loyal to Him as if we lived in the shadow of His throne. 

His code of ethics is our code of ethics. His will is our will. His people 

are our people. His cause is our cause. His enemies are our enemies. He 

is our King and we, His loyal subjects. 

I never want to be a traitor to the King, do you? A spy in His camp? 

I never want to let the old flag touch the ground. His flag, the 

bloodstained banner of the cross is my flag—the flag of my Father’s 

Kingdom. 

We are out now to get recruits for the King. Out to tell the wonderful 

story of my Father’s kingdom. Would to God, every one of us were 

enlisted this morning, trusting and praising the Lord. 

“Well Sister, that is wonderful, but tell me this, why do people come 

out in a great host this wet morning? Don’t you know it is wet, cars are 

skidding, and that many accidents will happen?” 

Why, bless you, this is my Father’s day and they have all come out 

to worship Him. This is the Lord’s day. 
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He appeared to His disciples first on this day and He blessed this, 

His resurrection day, the Lord’s day. “The first day of the week, let 

every one of you lay aside that which you have in store” and because it 

has a part in my Father’s kingdom, we are keeping it holy. 

“Well, how is it that people sing like this. Why, here the people just 

throw back their heads, open their mouths and with shining eyes, they 

sing.” 

Why? Because it is a part of my Father’s kingdom. We are our 

father’s subjects and we are in His kingdom. 

“Why do people hold up their hands so willingly? It seems to me 

that there is a wire pulling them up.” 

“There is, praise God. The laws of gravity of my Father’s kingdom 

are lifting them and it is the easiest thing in the world to lift up your 

hearts and your hands then.” 

You know, if the President went by, we would all cheer—I know 

would. Back in Canada, if our Queen had gone by, I would have cheered 

too. Didn’t you see, the Lord is passing by in His chariot and doing 

wonderful things? 

 

The children of the Lord have a right to shout and sing, 

For the way is growing bright and our souls are on the wing, 

We are going bye and bye to the palace of the King, 

Glory to God, Hallelujah. 

 

My Father’s Kingdom—Hallelujah! 

Some people who have a king, fear their king, and say that he is a 

hard task master. His laws are drastic and cruel. He has a heel on the 

necks of the people, getting every bit of money or service in their lives. 

What will he do next? 

With our king, it is different. We love him, for He is our Father. 

Because my Father is the King, Hallelujah, we love Him and it is so easy 

to serve Him; so easy to give Him the taxes (and they don’t seem to be 

taxes at all) of our worship, tithes and service. 

I saw them working until midnight, pinning pins in this great web. I 

saw them give the call for some other women to get up and come over. 
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They aroused themselves, came singing and praising the Lord and they 

worked. 

I looked around the Temple. There were about twenty people 

sweeping. I saw two young men sitting over in the corner. I went over 

to them and said, “Why aren’t you home?” 

“Oh, we are going into the Watchtower between 2 and 4 and 

somebody else was in from 12 to 2, so we thought we might as well stay 

and pray.” 

Every day somebody says, “What can I do, Sister? Anything I can do 

this week? Want the use of my car this week?” 

What has gotten into these people? They used to live in their shells 

like an oyster and peep out a little bit, then shut up the door quick. Now 

they are saying, “What can I do? Command me that I may serve in the 

service of the Lord.” Oh my Father, your Father, it is immediately a 

rein of love and joy. 

My Father sits on the throne and His reins go out to the end of the 

earth. They are founded on the laws of grace. The subjects would go to 

the guillotine, if need be, for Him. To Him, they bow and sing. To Him, 

they bring their offerings. To Him, they bend their knee. 

Who are these people? The world can’t understand them. The 

world, with its gaiety, frivolity, card-parties and gambling cannot make 

these people out. “Aren’t they a funny, peculiar people,” they say. 

Hallelujah, I know it. We are from above. If we were of this world, 

the world would love us, but Hallelujah, they don’t know us; we are a 

“peculiar people.” 

We come marching rank upon rank; file upon file. You say, “I 

believe I would like to go with them on their pilgrimage. Are they going 

home to their own country?” 

Yes indeed, we are going home. We seek not abiding places for we 

are seeking a better country in the land above and we have a King. It is 

of Him we shout and sing. 

They are a humble people. In Matthew 5:3 we read, “Blessed are the 

poor in spirit: for theirs is the kingdom of Heaven.” 

We see somebody go sailing by with flowers and jewels and the 

bands are playing. We say, “There goes rich Mrs. So and So. I guess they 
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will be in the kingdom alright. Did you ever see such a lot of livery and 

everybody bowing to them. They surely will be the first in the kingdom 

of Heaven.” 

I doubt it. They are getting theirs here and it is almost impossible to 

get it in both places. It is easier for a camel to go through a needle’s eye 

than it is for a rich man to get into Heaven. 

An old lady once received a lot of money. When asked if she enjoyed 

it, she said, “Well, when I had a shilling purse, I had a guinea heart. Now 

that I have a guinea purse, I have a shilling heart.”  

Some of us have a little and throw it in, for we haven’t much to lose 

anyway. When we get a whole lot, we give stintingly and sparingly—

out of the abundance of our money, but not out of the abundance of 

the heart. If they have money, they hold it tightly from the Lord. 

People used to say to me, “Sister, while you have youth, life and 

strength, you should lay aside a little bit for the rainy day. There is 

Evangelist So and So (and they begin to count them off on their fingers) 

putting their money into orchards, lands and oil-wells and they will 

have something laid by. Now you are putting all yours into “Angelus 

Temple,” saving it for the missionaries and so forth. Why don’t you go 

ahead and build your house on the hill? You need rest.” 

But I couldn’t do it and know of the Sunday School building needed 

and the missionaries getting ready to go and so forth. I believe that if 

we serve Him, He will make it all up to us. I do think we all ought to be 

more in the Spirit, don’t you? 

Then there are those who think they are as good as anybody else. I 

am so afraid you will not get into the kingdom. I am afraid you will be 

like the man wo could not lift up his eyes and say, “Be merciful to me a 

sinner.” Be like the man that fell on his face and said it before the Lord. 

That is the kind that will get in. “Lord, my soul is athirst and as the hart 

panteth after the watery brooks, so panteth my soul after thee. O Lord, 

fill me.” Those are the poor in spirit. 

You say, “Sister, I think your life is perfectly wonderful.” Oh, don’t 

say it. I am the least of the saints. I am just a sinner saved by grace.  

Don’t say “I am a fine fellow with the most wonderful dreams and 

the most wonderful manifestations.” I wonder about them. 
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Paul said, “I am the least of them all” and he strived to become 

worthy—to be in that company, humble in spirit, waiting to be taught 

and willing to go all the way, to inherit the kingdom of Heaven. That’s 

it, don’t you think? 

The poor in spirit said, “Look, you must have the wrong person. I 

am afraid that blessing must be for somebody else.” 

The Lord will say, “As much as ye have done it to the least of mine, 

you have done it unto me.” 

You see the Lord is building up His kingdom. You can spend ten 

cents for a cigar or that same ten cents will keep a missionary preaching 

the gospel for one day. You can spend ten dollars for a certain length 

of time or you can send that same ten dollars and keep a native 

missionary in school for a whole year, preparing himself for service. 

“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto the least of these, you have done it 

unto me.” 

The kingdom of my Father is composed of a “born again” people.  

“Except a men be born again, he cannot see the kingdom of God.” 

(John 3:3) 

You cannot even come and peep through the keyhole lest you be 

born again. 

“Oh Sister, I think if someone paid their dues and signed their card 

and felt it in their heart to give something to the missionaries 

sometime, they are all right. I am so modest. I don’t feel like saying 

‘Hallelujah.’” 

“Well, you haven’t very much religion or you would bubble over.” 

You can take hold of an electric battery and you can feel it, but if 

you turn on the current, it will lift and draw you. O brother, I would 

like to see you get a shock of real divine power and see if you wouldn’t 

say “Amen” and “Hallelujah.” I have always noticed when the timid 

people do get the power, they make more noise than all others put 

together. 

I remember one place where we were having a revival in a Baptist 

church. I had preached first in a small Methodist church and a certain 

man didn’t know about “women preachers.” (The Methodist church 

ordains women preachers today, but ten years ago they didn’t know so 
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much about it.) I believe there are people who never could be touched 

by “firstly, secondly, thirdly” in a sermon, but they can be reached by 

love. 

This man told these people not come to the meeting, but he came 

himself. I saw him in the back seat and asked him to lead in prayer, 

which he graciously did. 

After the sermon he said, “I would like for you to come over and 

deliver that sermon to us. Will you come? My church is about twice as 

big as this.” 

“I would be glad to go,” I replied. The church was backed and people 

were looking in at every window. On the platform were five 

ministers—dignified looking fellows—I can see them yet. 

There they sat, their long-tailed coats; beautiful white collars. They 

looked just like black-birds sitting on a fence. 

“Lord, if you ever help me, help me now. Fill me up,” and the Lord 

blessed me. 

As I preached that night, His Spirit fell, Hallelujah! The people came 

to the front in real prayer. More people came to that altar than had been 

there for a year. 

“How in the world is it done? I have to use a log chain to get one or 

two up.” 

It was not I. It was the old time Spirit of God in my Father’s 

kingdom.  

Folks, if we just let go of every bit of stiffness and formality, and lift 

up Jesus, give of our means, our all to Him, He is bound to bless. 

Over on one side of the church were two men who hadn’t spoken to 

each other for a year. Now they were putting their arras around each 

other. 

“It was my fault Jim, forgive me.” 

“No, it was my fault.” Just then, one of them fell under the Lord’s 

power and was gloriously filled with His Spirit. 

I do believe we need the old-time power, but I wondered if they 

would ask me to come back. 

The minister came to me and said, “Sister, this church is yours. 

When shall we have the next meeting?” 
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“Tomorrow night, I guess,” and we had a glorious meeting. One old 

elder didn’t know about the Kingdom of God being such an enthusiastic 

place. He thought we needed to be a little more cold and dignified. He 

didn’t believe in anybody making very much noise. He thought we 

should just pray softly to ourselves in a quiet way. 

I talked to him a little while. “I’ll tell you what you do tonight, 

brother. You are hungry for the Lord, aren’t you? You come to the altar 

and I’ll keep everybody else quiet while you pray. You go ahead and 

pray—pray softly or just as you please.” 

I kept everybody still, “The Lord isn’t deaf now you know. S-sh, s-

sh.” Then I “shushed” workers down to keep anybody still who might 

disturb this brother. 

Suddenly, I heard somebody just roar—somebody just shouting the 

praises the Lord. 

Oh, that poor deacon, what will he do now? It was a real revival and 

praises were breaking forth in the great booming bass voice. 

When I went over to try to still this person (still having the deacon 

at heart), it was the deacon himself, shouting as loud as he could: 

“O Lord bless me, I have been such a poor, cold fish. I have been 

such an old iceberg. Lord, if you can do anything for me or with me, 

prepare me so you can use me. Lord, have thine own way.” 

The Kingdom of God is within in you. Let Him have His own way. 

It is not tin-soldiering, but real soldiers, born again. Not only with our 

name on a church roll, but you must be born again or you cannot see 

the kingdom of God. I am so glad to be born again. 

I was speaking at McKendry Methodist Church during a revival and 

had to climb up the ladder in the back way in order to get in several 

times. Newspapers were writing beautiful stories about the meetings. A 

little lady came up to me “You are Mrs. McPherson, aren’t you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you any initials back of your name?” 

“No, unless ‘B.A.’” 

“Oh, Bachelor of Arts?” 

“No, but I’m “Born Again,” praise the Lord. 
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It is a great thing to have “B.A.” after your name if you are washed 

in the blood of the Lamb. I would rather have it than all the rest. 

It is a fire-tried people who live in this Kingdom of Heaven; not the 

“wishy-washy” kind: people with umbrellas and sunshades. They are an 

enduring people, good soldiers, spirit-tried, loyal and true. Hallelujah. 

The Lord is blessing them and taking them through, exhorting them to 

stand fast in the faith. That is what we must do in order to enter the 

kingdom of the Lord. 

Hearken, my brethren, hath not God chosen the poor of this world. 

Are they not rich in faith? Don’t they love Him? The people who belong 

to this kingdom must be simple and abounding in faith. 

One day, He took a little child and said, “Unless ye come as a little 

child—obedient, claiming the promises, not afraid of walking in the 

light, knowing that the Father has gone on before—ye shall not enter 

into the Kingdom.”  

Now here are His subjects. They are an industrious people, fighting 

the devil, trusting the Lord. One moment, their faces are looking 

toward the Lord—all softness, all yielded—and they are saying the 

“eternal yes” to their Lord. “Speak and I will answer thee. Lead and I 

will follow on. Teach me to do thy will.” 

The next moment they are facing the world. You wouldn’t know 

them as the same people. They are adamant, and where there was an 

“eternal yes” to Jesus, they have the courage to say the “eternal no”—no 

surrender, no quarter—to the devil or his world. 

Hallelujah, when the battle is over and the conquest is ended and 

He, the King of Kings and Lord of Lords, is calling you, there is the 

father’s kingdom waiting for you just above the earth. The walls are 

sparkling with gems and jewels. Yonder are the streets of the city 

shining radiantly and glistening like pure gold. No dross there, it is clear 

as glass. 

Just inside of the great gate, is seen the fountain of life sparkling. 

Around it are gathered the angels, seraphims and cherubims, singing 

and playing. There are the loved ones who have gone before you, but 

best of it all, we belong to another world—to our Father. 
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My Father there, is the king and one of these days, I am going to His 

throne, I firmly believe. In that country, there will be no more sorrow, 

nor heartaches. No fears, no pain, no death, no parting, no old age will 

be there. Hallelujah, won’t it be grand to be there? 

When we look over the battlements of Heaven, it will be the other 

folks who are the “peculiar people” and we will say, “Isn’t it a shame 

they missed it. They went by without seeking it and they have missed 

the joy.”  

Hallelujah, it is in the heart, this invisible Kingdom of our Lord. You 

can’t see it, but you can feel it. We all feel the sway of His mighty 

scepter. We all feel the tug at our hearts and, Hallelujah, we are loyal 

subjects of a loyal king. 

As for me, mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord, 

and in my own heart, I know that I love Him with every drop of blood 

in my body. 

My father’s kingdom—I am so proud of Him. Nothing matters 

about the other people. It doesn’t bother you. It is just Jesus. 

He is all you can see, your eyes are so blinded with His glory. The 

little specks of mud spattering here and there, you don’t seem to take 

recognition of at all. 

My father’s kingdom—as you wait for Him, you say, “Speak my 

Lord, speak to me.” My brother, my sister, if you belong to my father’s 

kingdom, let us set aside every obstacle which does so easily beset us 

and run with patience, the race.  

Who is this King of glory? The Lord of hosts is He. Won’t you say 

“Yes” to Him? 

Glory to God, the Father, the King, is mine. I am here to cheer you 

up. Men, women, I am proud of you. Will you do it this morning? 

Brother, sister, lift up your faces, hands and voices and let us praise 

Him.  



 

 

 

Sunday Afternoon 

November 9, 1924 

 

 

UR LESSON THIS afternoon is found in James, the first 

chapter and the last verse—the 27th verse, but we will read a 

few verses before we come to our text. James 1:16-27: 

 

Be not deceived, my beloved brethren. Every good gift and every 

perfect gift is from above, coming down from the Father of lights, 

with whom can be no variation, neither shadow that is cast by 

turning. Of his own will he brought us forth by the word of truth, 

that we should be a kind of firstfruits of his creatures. 

Ye know this, my beloved brethren. But let every man be swift to 

hear, slow to speak, slow to wrath: for the wrath of man worketh 

not the righteousness of God. Wherefore putting away all 

filthiness and overflowing of wickedness, receive with meekness 

the implanted word, which is able to save your souls. But be ye 

doers of the word, and not hearers only, deluding your own 

selves. For if anyone is a hearer of the word and not a doer, he is 

like unto a man beholding his natural face in a mirror: for he 

beholdeth himself, and goeth away, and straightway forgetteth 

what manner of man he was. But he that looketh into the perfect 

law, the law of liberty, and so continueth, being not a hearer that 

forgetteth but a doer that worketh, this man shall be blessed in 

his doing. 

If any man thinketh himself to be religious, while he bridleth not 

his tongue but deceiveth his heart, this man’s religion is vain. 

Pure religion and undefiled before our God and Father is this, to 

visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction, and to keep 

oneself unspotted from the world. 
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I wish that everybody who does not know that last verse could 

memorize it. 

“Pure religion and undefiled before our God and Father is this, to 

visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction and to keep oneself 

unspotted from the world.” (James 1:27) 

In these days when competition is very keen, everybody in his line 

of business is proclaiming, and rightly so, the excellency of their own 

goods, their own products, whatever they may be. 

The grocery man and the people who manufacture foodstuffs are 

ever explaining about the pure food laws that have been passed and 

many will show you the labels shown at the Pure Food exposition. 

Their brands are sealed pure and spotless and they will invite you to 

come to their place of business and see how their goods are put up. 

They will invite you to come to the place where the bread is made or 

the fruit is canned and really know that it is pure food. 

The clothier is always talking about the purity of his goods, “All wool 

and guaranteed a yard wide.” “This is pure serge, pure wool, not a 

thread of cotton in it.” or “This is pure silk; not a bit of mercerized 

thread running through it.” 

In these days, we are talking about pure goods. 

Since I was a little girl, I could never pretend. I encourage my 

children to play with dolls and toys, but I could never do it. I would lay 

my hand against my dollie’s face and its eyes were so unwinking. One 

day, my dollie broke and I saw all the wires in the back of her head and 

somehow, I couldn’t love my dollie any more, for it wasn’t real. 

Somehow, it wasn’t real. It wasn’t natural and I never could make 

myself believe it was alive. 

One time we had fourteen cats and I wouldn’t allow a thing to 

happen to a one of them and I never will forget my poor mother, trying 

to take care of all my cats. 

I had a great, big St. Bernard dog, which I could ride all around. I 

loved the colts and the lambs and the “co-bossy.” I loved anything that 

was alive. I used to feel so sympathetic for every one of them. 
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One day, it came clipping time. I felt it was such a shame to clip 

those poor horses; wasn’t anything right about it. So I thought I would 

ease their burden. I was picking grass and giving it to them. My father 

was just clipping “Old Scotty,” and he must have clipped him a little too 

close for as I held up my grass, Old Scotty reached right over my little 

handful of grass, picked me up by the hair of my head, and shook me 

and set me down again. 

They were all pals and I loved everything around the farm. I loved 

them because they were all real. I ever will forget, we had a little calf we 

called Bunthorns for it was always bunting. I had a swing under the 

apple tree and I had taught the calf to rock me, swinging me back and 

forth with his head. My father didn’t believe I was teaching the thing 

right. 

One day, father was picking up some shingles over at the end of the 

farm and was very industriously trying to get them all up in his arms. 

The calf went over to investigate, backed up, then came up a few feet 

and just as hard as he could come, struck my father mid-ship and away 

he went head over heels as hard as he could go, shingles flying 

everywhere in the air. 

I’d bring my pets right in the house, the colt going clump, clump 

across the kitchen floor. Mother would say, “Get out of here... right on 

my clean linoleum...” 

“Yes, but mother, they are so sweet and darling.” 

“Yes, but the kitchen is no place for them, take them back to the 

barn.” 

I loved everything about the place. One day, my father, just as night 

drew on, went out to feed the calves. He had a bucket of bran mash in 

one hand and a bucket of boiling water in the other when Bunthorns 

came at him full force. Father went rolling over and over on the ice and 

all the time Bunthorns was trying to lick off the mash. 

“Now, Aimee, that’s the end of pets around the house. From now on 

they stay in the barn.” 

These were my playthings and all my life I had real things around 

me. 
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When I carne to California, I will never forget my first impressions 

when I drove out past Culver City, for I thought that surely I had come 

to Turkey. Here were all the high mausoleums, painted so grandly, but 

when I went back of them, I found they were only false fronts instead 

of real villages and towns. It was a movie world I had found, a land of 

make-believe. 

I am afraid many of us, as Christians have gone to the land of make-

believe instead of the land of reality. Some of us have a form of 

godliness, but deny the power thereof. Outwardly, we are whitened 

sepulchres, but inwardly full of dead men’s bones. Outwardly we have 

a cloak of religion, but underneath we are only a shell. I fear that every 

heart is not a true heart. 

Pure religion and undefiled—Yes, if we are eating food, we want it 

to be pure food. If we are wearing wool, we went it to be pure wool. We 

pick it up and feel it or look through it or try it out with a little bit of 

water. We don’t want shams for silk, we want it all silk. When we come 

to religion, I think we ought to be doubly careful. I think we should be 

sure that it is real, that our lives are God-breathed and directed and that 

He is really in us; be sure that we are not deceiving ourselves—that we 

have been borne again and washed in the blood of Jesus; sure that we 

are not walking in sin and the corruptible things about it. O Lord, when 

we come to take the food of religion, grant that we may have pure-food 

religion! 

I picked up the newspaper the other day, and was horrified when I 

read about some cider which had been sent to an old folks home. The 

cider had been specially made and had been shipped in demijohns and 

kegs. The cider was perfectly alright. One keg was opened and caused 

great suffering. Those who drank from this one keg either died or 

became desperately ill. 

They tested the cider, to see what was the matter and they found the 

reason for it was that in that keg had been some cyanide poison which 

had been used for the spraying of the apple trees and instead of 

thoroughly cleaning it, the cider had been put into this container and 

shipped to the old folks home. The food was alright, but the container 

was wrong. Oh, this afternoon, may we be sure that we are genuinely 
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converted and that the food we feed ourselves is from the Father 

above—“pure religion and undefiled.” 

First of all, I think we need religion, don’t you? Not as a cloak to 

cover sin, but it is the best armor in all the world. 

It is like a star shining in the darkness of the night. Like the sun rising 

in the morning and scattering the darkness. The man without religion 

is like a ship without a rudder; a horse without a bridle. Oh, the man 

without religion is like a man whose life is wasted, whose life shall not 

be joy and happiness, because he is dwelling outside of the ark of safety 

and holiness; outside of where the Spirit of the Lord is poured. 

Pure religion and undefiled—If we are going to see our Lord in glory 

and the beautiful Heaven of God, we must have pure religion. We read 

that God is pure. His hair is like wool or like snow. His eyes are like 

flames of fire. His face is fairer than the morning, brighter than the sun, 

and His body is like ivory over laid with gold. His feet are like brass 

burning in the fire. His lips are like the lily. His heart like gold. His limbs 

are like pillars of marble. His robes glisten and sparkle like the gems of 

the brightest day. 

Secondly, we are going to a pure city—a city as pure as transparent 

glass. We are going to a city whose streets are paved with gold. We are 

going to a city where nothing is defiled. We are going to a city that has 

fountains of pure water that sparkle the live long day. We are going to 

a city peopled with angels and where the bands proclaim the glory of 

the Lamb. 

We would not be happy or at home in Heaven unless we were pure 

and washed in the blood of the Lamb; redeemed through the offering 

which He made upon Calvary. We must be pure, for if we should see 

the Lord, we must be as He is pure in thought, pure in purpose, pure in 

temper, pure in conversation. Lord have thine own way in all of our 

hearts and give us pure hearts. 

Pure religion and undefiled is given to us first to give to widows and 

orphans, and second, to keep ones garments unspotted from the world. 

Now there are lots of people, not truly religious, who give. Take for 

instance, the sporting people, the racing people, gamblers and so forth, 

who are not religious. I suppose their conscience hurts them. Their 
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money comes easy and goes easy. They write a check to get rid of that 

unpleasant feeling, but there is a counterpart: Giving, alone, is not all. 

We might give our body to be burned and yet not truly have the love 

of God that passeth understanding. Once you give, you will keep on 

giving and be characterized by the desire to give to others if you have 

pure religion in your heart. 

But the second thing is that we keep ourselves unspotted from the 

world, and that is a big order. You can say it in a few words, but it means 

a great deal to keep ourselves unspotted from the world. I think that 

would leave a great many of the first ones out, don’t you? 

You say, “He is a great man, you should see how he gives. Come up 

before him with a proposition add he writes a large check right out.” 

That’s fine, but there is other evidence which goes along with pure 

religion and that is to keep oneself unspotted from the world.  

Sometimes our little children have been ill. Once they had the 

mumps. Once they had the measles and then something else—you 

remember it. First thing you knew they had a headache. They 

complained of their eyes hurting. 

“Come in and let me tuck you in bed. I want to see the symptoms. 

You are coming down with something. How do you feel?” 

If you thought it was the chicken-pox or the measles you would look 

on their backs and their hands and feet. You couldn’t have the chicken 

pox without the pox coming out. Then you find them. “Ah there it is. I 

thought so.” The two went together. 

Pure religion and undefiled—you cannot have it without its coming 

out and manifesting itself. 

First of all, you loosen up and your heart is touched by the needs of 

others.  

God bless you. My, the Lord has been so good to me.  

I remember one time that the Lord laid it upon my heart to give to 

someone else. I was in rather pinched circumstances myself and I was 

afraid she wouldn’t take it from me. So I rolled up some bills in my 

hand and then whispered to her, “Sister, what would you do if the Lord 

told you to do something? Would you do it?” 

“Yes, I would do what the Lord told me to do.” 
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“Well,” I said, “so would I.” It was a good way to get her to take my 

little gift when I told her the Lord had laid that on my heart. Oh, how 

He will work on our hearts! How He makes us love other people! 

Sometimes even in the night, I get to wondering about someone. I 

wonder if they are alright. I thought they looked a little pale today. I 

wonder if that student or so and so is alright. I wonder if they have 

anything in their cupboard. I could hardly rest that night. 

“Dear Lord, send that person back and if I have a crust of bread, I 

will share it with them.” 

Hallelujah, the first thing that comes to your heart is “I am my 

brother’s keeper.” You begin to feel responsible for others. You have 

the love for others when the pure religion strikes your heart. Hallelujah!  

You will not only bring cheer to the orphans and say, “We care,” but 

there will be the other side, the “unspotted from the world.” 

I suppose every kind of people round the world have different 

standards of religion. 

Perhaps they think theirs in the only kind, but this is the pure 

religion, that we keep oneself unspotted from the world. 

Their religions may have forms. They may have ceremonies. They 

may even be keeping the letter of the law. It may depend on fine 

buildings, it may depend on the books on our parlor shelves, but if we 

let down the barriers and bring in the world, we no longer have pure 

religion—it is diluted. It is diluted with water.  

O Lord, help us to keep it pure and undefiled. 

I look at the big ships. The ships are supposed to be in the water not 

the water in the ships, aren’t they boys? When the water gets into the 

boats, it is a very serious thing. The church is meant to be in the world, 

but not the world in the church. The church is meant to ride through 

the most sinful places and can ride the most worldly storm with Jesus 

as our pilot, and glory to God, that is a very different thing than getting 

the world in us. 

We are reminded of hearing Dr. Munhall, as we were sitting at his 

feet and listening to him while he was here. He was bewailing and 

bemoaning the fact that the old fashioned books were changed at the 

last conference: 
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“Since the days of Wesley, it has been against the rules to bring in 

dancing, smoking, card parties, but I was laid up with my knee and 

couldn’t get there to fight it this time. So the rules are changed and no 

longer it is considered an offense to dance and go to shows” and his 

grizzled head was shaking, “It’s too bad—too bad.” 

Oh, may we have a religion that will not only want us to give, but 

will want us to keep ourselves unspotted from the world! May we have 

religion pure and undefiled. May we keep our garments pure and 

unspotted. I believe that we need champions that will rise up and say, 

“Keep pure” when so many people are rising up and saying, “Let’s let 

down the bars. Let’s take up this and that. There is no harm in this or 

no harm in that. We can get more people in.” 

 Oh, give me a thousand, yes a hundred thousand people who will 

speak the Word of God. People who dare to pick up the torch and carry 

forth the message of “pure religion.” We want refined people—distilled 

people. 

Why, what is the difference between the Christian and the sinner? 

First of all, there will be conviction for sinners. You will know it because 

you have been pricked to the heart as were the people of Bible days. 

You will feel a two-edged sword in your heart. You will hear, “you are 

undone, lost, without hope, a sinner without God” and you become 

convicted of sin. Hallelujah,, you will not only be convicted, but you 

will have real conviction and say, “Lord, be merciful to me, a sinner.” 

You will repent and cry to the Lord for mercy and like the song Brother 

Black sings, you will know it is real, because there will be a witness in 

your heart. There will be real conviction. 

As I watch people come down to the altar, coming to Christ (you 

know that is my one business in life—getting people to come to Christ) 

and I see them coming with tears streaming down there cheeks and 

kneel and say, “Lord be merciful to me a sinner. I have been lost, 

wretched and undone. Lord save me now. Wash me in your precious 

blood,” and then see them get up with a shining face, I say, “Lord that 

man means business. Lord take him through. Just let them get down 

and say that they think it is the thing to do because other people are 

coming with their eyes open.” 
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Then somebody prays for them and I say, “Dear Lord, I wonder if 

that man has gotten anywhere.” They get up and I say, “Everybody 

that’s saved, put up your hands.” They just put them up half way. I look 

at them and with a worried expression, I wonder. I wonder. I didn’t see 

one real thing about them and they raised their hand just like a 

goldfish’s tail. Dear Lord, put some earnestness in them. When they 

raise their hands high in dead earnestness, thank God, some way you 

can just feel the difference in your heart. 

The next symptom will be recompense. You will begin to pay your 

debts. You will want to make everything right that is wrong.  

You rode on the street car and didn’t pay your fare; got in and sat 

down. The conductor didn’t see you. The Holy Spirit will say, “I want 

you to tend such an amount to the street car company and pay about 

double for what you didn’t pay in the first place.” 

Perhaps it was the department store which undercharged you. The 

Lord brings that right back to your mind. Go right back and pay it. 

You have heard Evangelist Nicholson tell about his early 

employment when he worked in a country store. At first he took out 

only a single stamp and put it on his letter. That didn’t seem so bad. 

Then he took out another. By and by it became a regular thing to take 

stamps out of his drawer and he thought nothing of it. 

Years afterward when he was converted he began to pray to the Lord 

to fill him with His Holy Spirit all he could hear was “Stamps—stamps.” 

Finally he wrote his employer a letter about it and sent him more 

than enough money to pay for the stamps and the interest. 

Yes, there will be recompense if you have pure religion. 

If you have pure religion and undefiled you are characterized by a 

forgiving spirit. People you haven’t been able to forgive for years you 

will be forgiving once you have pure religion and undefiled. 

“Well, I will forgive everybody except so and so. You don’t know 

how he talked about me. No, I never could forgive him.” 

“Almost everybody has somebody to forgive.” 

“Well, I’ll forgive them, but I can’t forget.” 

Oh, the Lord will take all the sting out of your heart. Would you like 

to have everything known that you have done in your life? I think 
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everybody has some few things in their life that they would not like to 

have thrown on a tree. 

Once you are really born again, you must learn to forgive as your 

yourself are forgiven. If you remember so and so, whom you haven’t 

written to for years, you must do your part. Write a loving Christian 

letter and settle all doubts. I don’t say make her a special chum or 

companion, but you must forgive. Cleanse your heart and have it filled 

with love. No matter if it is your mother-in-law, cultivate her, love her, 

have your home filled with sunshine if you have pure religion and 

undefiled. 

Then we learn to love one another. The heathens have a queer 

religion. The minute they get this queer religion, they will cut their 

limbs until the blood shows. They do it as unto their gods. 

Over here, I am sorry to say, instead of cutting themselves, they 

believe in cutting one another and that isn’t religion. Do you think so? 

The Lord said “If any man among you seem to be religious, and 

bridleth not his tongue, but deceiveth his own heart, this man's religion 

is vain.” (James 1:26) 

Once we as a church get pure religion, I don’t believe the Lord ever 

wants us to cut and attack other churches, do you? I think our business 

is to cut sin and fight the devil unmercifully. Wherever we find sin, our 

business is to join hands and preach the gospel of Jesus Christ, 

upholding Him and leading people to Him. Amen. 

If we have pure religion, we must have it every day. You must have 

a clean business and run it in a clean way; have clean companions.  

“Walk not in the counsel of the wicked, nor Land in the way of 

sinners, nor sitteth in the seat of the scornful, but his delight is in the 

law of the Lord and in His law doth he meditate day and night.” (Psalm 

1:1-2) 

Brother, do you run a clean business? Do you sell playing cards? Do 

you sell tobacco? Do you give sugar without any sand in it? A good quart 

of milk without any water in it? That’s pure religion. A man has as much 

pure religion as he lives in everyday life. It isn’t only a cloak to put on 

on Sunday. Some people treat their religion like they do their best 
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china—getting it down only on special occasions for fear they will get 

it chipped or broken. 

I believe our religion should be something we could take with us 

every day. It makes you square, upright, loyal to your friends and ready 

to forgive your enemies. It makes you “four-square.” Hallelujah! Makes 

you love God. Makes you love those who have misused you. Makes you 

have pure religion and undefiled. 

If you are going to have it, you have to keep busy. You never saw 

anybody that had it that didn’t keep busy. A little boy was asked to write 

an essay on “kings.” He was an American boy, but he didn’t know much 

about kings, but this was his essay: 

“The most powerful king in the world is working. The slowest king 

is walking. The dirtiest king is smoking. The thirstiest king is drinking. 

The laziest king is shirking. The slyest king is winking. The quietest king 

is thinking and the noisiest king is talking!” We need to have the first 

king and go to work for God. Not the walking, talking, smoking, and 

shirking, but “God put us to work for Thee giving to others and working 

for others,” and as we do it, the Lord will work in our lives. 

“Sister, I want it, but how am I going to know that I have the pure 

religion and undefiled?” 

It will make you want to work for the Lord. Hallelujah. It will put 

fervor into your spirit; take you out of the world and take the world out 

of you. Some of you never say “amen” or get up and give a testimony. 

You never say “Hallelujah.” You are cold and clammy and when you 

pray, you are like Mr. Jones, who had just been converted and the 

minister asked him to pray. He prayed and prayed and prayed. 

Everyone was getting nervous for he kept going round and round for 

nearly twenty minutes. The minister “harrumphed” and cleared his 

throat, but Mr. Jones prayed on. Just then, Deacon Smith said, “Amen” 

and Mister Jones lifted his head with a sigh and said, “Thank you so 

much Deacon Smith, that is the word I have been looking for for fifteen 

minutes.” 

Some of us don’t know where to start or where to end. The Lord 

makes us a praying people, a fervent people, loving one another. If we 

have pure religion and undefiled, we would be an enthusiastic people 
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and giving to the Lord Jesus Christ as He has given to us. Then, glory 

to God, the joy-bells will be ringing. 

“Well, Sister, I used to have that when I was first converted, but I am 

afraid I haven’t it now. I used to give the Lord of my time, my strength 

and my money and give to the missionaries, but I am afraid I am not 

giving it now.” 

“Brother, are you a Christian?” I asked a man. “Well, I was a 

Christian.” 

“Well, are you a Christian now?” “I used to be.”  

He had lost that pure religion and that pure devotion to God. Many 

Christians have lived in the past—“been Christians.” But oh, where are 

they now? 

A man went into a restaurant and ordered a dinner. The first thing 

they brought him was the soup. It was very watery. Many had come in 

and the soup had been so diluted that there was little taste left. He called 

the waiter. 

“Waiter, what is this?” “That’s bean soup.” 

“I don’t want to know what it’s been, I want to know what it is.”  

Some of us have been Christians, but brother, sister, what are you 

now? Turn the search light on our hearts, Lord. Keep us pure and 

unspotted. 

Pure religion is being unspotted. Are you unspotted now? Will you 

not spiritually lift your hands in faith and say, “Lord, if I say I have 

religion and I do not keep my tongue, and if I am selfish and out in the 

worldly things all week, I realize I am not unspotted. Dear Lord, if there 

is one spot on me today, I would you would tell me now—not when it 

is too late. Lord, I would rather you would tell me now while I can get 

my robes washed. I want to know it now. Don’t wait until I get in front 

of the throne and it is too late.” 

O Sister, won’t you open up your life and your whole being, your 

heart, your mind, and say, “Lord, search me.” 

In closing, let me read it once more: 

“Pure religion and undefiled before our God and Father is this, to 

visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction, and to keep oneself 

unspotted from the world.” 



 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

November 9, 1924 

 

 

RAISE GOD, we can have freedom from sin in the Lord Jesus 

Christ. With this homey illustration, I am looking to the Lord 

to show some poor, dear sinner, the way of salvation, the way 

to Jesus, and the glorious liberties that come to those who come to Him 

“who died that we might live.” 

Our subject is “The Cobwebs.” We turn to Isaiah 59:1-6 and to Job 

8:14. 

 

Behold, the Lord's hand is not shortened, that it cannot save; 

neither his ear heavy, that it cannot hear: 

But your iniquities have separated between you and your God, 

and your sins have hid his face from you, that he will not hear. 

For your hands are defiled with blood, and your fingers with 

iniquity; your lips have spoken lies, your tongue hath muttered 

perverseness. 

None calleth for justice, nor any pleadeth for truth: they trust in 

vanity, and speak lies; they conceive mischief, and bring forth 

iniquity. 

They hatch cockatrice' eggs, and weave the spider's web: he that 

eateth of their eggs dieth, and that which is crushed breaketh out 

into a viper. 

Their webs shall not become garments, neither shall they cover 

themselves with their works: their works are works of iniquity, 

and the act of violence is in their hands. 

 

Isaiah 59:1-6 
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Whose hope shall be cut off, and whose trust shall be a spider's 

web. 

 

Job 8:14 

 

How similar, when one comes to think of it, is the work of Satan to 

the work of the spider! How similar this web is—a spider’s web—to the 

great web which Satan is ever spinning! Oh, how busy are those 

spinnerets of the spiders! How their feet fly to and fro! How their feet 

cast out behind them the great silken net, to enmesh the fly or insect 

that shall come near! 

Oh, how Satan, the spider, has been casting a net which has 

enmeshed tens of thousands of people in the years that have gone by! 

Yes, millions and millions have been caught in this web which Satan 

has been spinning. 

Tonight, millions are in this web, but Glory to God, a whole lot who 

are in his web shall be free. There are others who have never gotten 

into this web—and God grant you never shall; that God will keep you 

free. But I believe the one who is set free has more to praise the Lord 

for than the one who has been kept free. 

The cobweb—the devil has one to suit each individual life: the web 

of despair, the net of indecision, of sin. Yes, for some it is the gambling 

parlor, for some evil companions. I wonder what it is, what is your 

particular web? 

Away back yonder in the beginning was a garden bright and fair. In 

that garden were the fairest creations from the hand of the infinite God. 

The palms waved their fans very gently in the breezes. The roses were 

dew-kissed and everything was very beautiful. The twain living there 

were Adam and Eve. 

In the morning they awakened. They saw a web. Someone with wary 

feet had entered the garden. They were planning to catch innocent 

ones in their web. 

Eve looked at the web and Adam looked at the web too—the web 

that Satan as the spider had been weaving. As they looked, it seemed as 
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though there must have been a thousand spinners there, so closely 

woven was the web which he had spun. 

Satan heard footfalls in the distance. He was waiting for his fly. Eve, 

divinely fair to look upon, was the first fly to make its appearance in 

the garden and Satan was ready for her as she came. 

The web of temptation, of sin. Would she enter it? Would she realize 

that once caught, it was a pretty hard thing to extricate yourself? But he 

(Satan) spoke like this: 

 

“Will you walk into my parlor?” said the Spider to the Fly, 

‘tis the prettiest little parlor that ever you did spy; 

The way my into my parlor is up a winding stair, 

And I have many curious things to show when you are there. 

 

“Oh, no, no, Mr. Spider, I don’t want to go into your parlor.” 

“Once, you get up there, you will enjoy it. Tut, tut, tut, you are the 

most beautiful creature that I ever saw. Come on in.” 

 

Said the cunning spider to the Fly, “Dear Friend, what can I do 

To prove the warm affection I’ve always felt for you? 

I have, within my pantry, good store of all that’s nice; 

I’m sure you’re very welcome—will you please to take a slice?” 

“Oh, no, no,” said the little Fly, “kind sir, that cannot be, 

I’ve heard what’s in your pantry, and I do not wish to see!” 

 

“Yonder, is the forbidden fruit and if you eat, you shall surely die. If 

I get into the spider’s web, I can’t get out and I don’t want to do that.” 

“The Lord said you would die if you got into the web of 

disobedience, but it won’t hurt you. Come, sweet, little pretty fly. My 

pantry is full of fruits and good things. Stolen fruits are the sweetest. He 

would forgive you if you did steal a few of them. Come on in.” 

So Satan waited, just waited, for the first thing that he could catch.  

It is an awful thing to get into that great, black, ugly creature’s web. 

There isn’t anybody here who would like to fondle and hug them. 

Spiders like to bite people on the lips, so I am told, and people generally 
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die from it. I think that is the place where Satan works—“Out of the 

abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh.” God help us to keep out 

of that. God help us to keep out of that net.  

Poor Eve got into the web and it just seemed that all hope was dead 

to her, but the Lord stepped in and there was a grand deliverance and 

forgiveness. The web is there, but there is a way out through Jesus 

Christ, our Lord. 

To some, the devil gets them through their appetite. To some he 

gets through flattery. 

 

“Sweet creature,” said the Spider, “You’re witty and you’re wise; 

How handsome are your gauzy wings, how brilliant are your eyes! 

have a looking glass upon my parlor shelf; 

If you’ll step in one moment, dear, you shall behold yourself.” 

“I thank you, gentle sir,” she said, “for what you’re pleased to say, 

And bidding you good morning now, I’ll call another day.” 

 

Yes, he gets you one way or another. Yes, that old devil, Satan, is 

busy with his spinnerets, throwing out his great web, and he knows just 

how to catch different people. 

He has webs of all sizes and shapes and puts them in different 

places—in the home, in the shops, in the offices. He knows just where 

to place them. You would never expect them where you find them. 

Have you ever run into a cobweb in the dark? Ever had one drag past 

your face tickling, horrible, gooey. So horrible was the feeling that even 

after you had washed your face, you seemed to feel it there. 

One strand alone, would not enmesh the fly. “I could break it in a 

minute—just one strand of this web.” 

Yes, cigarettes won’t hurt me. I could break it in a minute, but there 

are a lot of others where that strand came from. The spider is able to 

conquer, for he keeps on adding to the net. 

That is exactly what the devil does. He has a different kind of web 

for every different kind of people. He got Eve through appetite and 

then Adam came right on in. Whether he came in to get Eve out or 

whether he thought he would like it we don’t know, but the men tell us 
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he came in to get Eve out. Anyway, he got in and he didn’t need much 

coaxing either. 

Then for Adam and Eve’s children was the net spread. Abel got 

entangled in it. Cain got into the net of selfishness. He did not want to 

give to God. He didn’t want to put his best on the altar of the Almighty. 

He got one foot into the net and the next thing he had both in—

selfishness and then jealousy. Then he became a murderer. 

Esau got in it too. He was first taken by appetite, then selfishness, 

then jealousy and then he sold his birthright for a mess of pottage. He 

was ensnared by appetite, same as was mother Eve. 

So are various people attracted by various kinds of nets, but the devil 

knows how to spin them all and how to make them beautiful. 

For some he weaves the net of money. Jacob got into that. 

Then there was Achan. The devil knew just how to get him, and he 

swung out his spinnerets and said, “I have a beautiful present for you, 

and if you will come into my net, there you will find a wedge of gold.” 

He went up the winding stairs, but he never got out again. 

Money is a web that has trapped many unwary feet. Judas got into 

that web. The devil spun it so carefully. First it was just a little web. Then 

another tiny strand was added and then he had a beautiful web woven. 

“Come little fly, a little nearer into my web.”  

So Judas came nearer and he took the first little money out of the 

bag. That is the start—only one foot in.  

“I guess it won’t hurt me. It is such a beautiful, little web.” 

 “If you will just disregard salvation. If you will just sell your Lord 

and get into the middle of the net, you can hear the clink of money.” 

“Oh, I can’t do this thing. I could never sell my Lord. I am afraid if I 

get into the net, I could never get out.” 

“Come on little fly, I won’t hurt you. Turn this good business deal, 

it won’t hurt you. You can make lots of crooked money and give a lot 

to the charities and buy the Lord off. Come on in.” 

And so he sold his Lord for thirty pieces of silver. And he knew it 

the minute he did it. 

Did you ever hear a fly cry? I have. When they get into a spider’s 

web and into sticky fly paper. And I have heard people cry when they 
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are in trouble and they knew they were in it and said, “Take back your 

thirty pieces of silver. Let me out, let me out! I can’t stay here. Let me 

out!” 

“I have you in here now, oh Mr. Fly. You hang on to your thirty 

pieces of silver. I don’t want it. It was you I wanted. That was my bait.” 

Then he wrapped him up within his web and sucked all the blood 

out of his body, left it only a hull, and threw the hull out. 

That is what he does, you know, and then he sits around and waits 

for someone else. He has finished with Judas, now he has tossed him 

out and is waiting for you and I. 

He has a special web now for somebody else. There were Ananias 

and Sapphira. You know they were caught in the web. Satan crushed 

them and threw them out and waited for a new one.  

I don’t like that spider. I don’t like the way he treats people. He gets 

their best and throws them out when he is through with them. I want 

to see everybody kept clear of him—washed in the blood of Jesus and 

in the middle of the highway. Amen. 

I don’t know what kind of a web he has for you. For some he spins a 

web of fear—afraid of what people will think. He tried to do that for the 

three Hebrew children. “You bow down here now and worship this God 

of stone or you will be cast in the fiery furnace.” Then Daniel, if he 

insisted in praying, he was to be thrown into the lion’s den, but 

Hallelujah, Satan couldn’t catch them. 

Today, I think one of the things that catch people in the net is the 

love nest, which we read about today. The devil spins a cunning web 

for people when they fall in love with someone who is not a Christian. 

“He looks so nice. His hair is so curly. He is so debonair.” Or, “His 

hair is all slicked back with a whole bottle of Vaseline. He looks so fine. 

His nails are all manicured. I know he smokes cigarettes, runs with a 

fast set, but all the girls are wild over him. He has money and his father 

is Mr. So and So.” 

Yes, it is a beautiful thing. Perhaps it is a web with rubies and 

diamonds in it, all silvery looking and sprinkled with pearls and with 

jewels. 
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“Now, my dear, if you will just come into my web, you won’t need 

to work at that old switchboard any more, or in this store with your 

back aching. You won’t have to wear those shoes with the run-down 

heels. You can have the most beautiful dresses to wear, pearls right off 

the spider’s web around your neck. Dear, you will be free then. You can 

just rest until noon and then be out until two o’clock the next morning.” 

Don’t you think that is the cobweb that is getting the wily little fly 

today? I think so. With the ring in his hand and a crown of intelligence 

on his head, he gets some nice little flies, for he says, “You will be so 

free. Come on in, honey. Come on.” 

No, girlie, you would not be free. Get up early every morning of 

your life and go to work rather than get into the net with the godless, 

card-playing, worldly man. My dear, that is not an easy way. Once you 

feel that sticky, gooey web over your face, it is only Jesus Christ and the 

Sword of the Spirit that can set you free. 

I think the devil makes just as great a web in the twentieth century 

as he did in Bible days. David got into it. Joseph almost got one foot in. 

Be not unequally yoked together with unbelievers.  

Girls, don’t marry godless boys. Young man, don’t get mixed up with 

the girls with short tresses, the girls with rouged lips and faces, the gum-

chewing girls. How many young men I know have had their lives 

hindered for some spider or “spinster” has spun a web for them, and 

they are trying to break lose. But they can’t break lose. 

How many beautiful Christian characters in this audience are caught 

in the web and their companions are making it almost impossible for 

them to do anything for Christ. They do everything in the world. They 

will go anyplace—except to the house of the Lord with them. 

 

Of course if you are in the web, you will have to do the best you can! 

You must try to get the spider converted, but keep close to the Lord lest 

you too get caught and become entangled in the silken meshes. 

The devil knows how to spin his web most successfully. 

To some it is procrastination. “That is a fine sermon. I'll admit it. 

Someday I shall be a Christian, but not now." 
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Yes, he wants to get you more securely entangled in the web and so 

he waits. His sensitive feet feel the trembling of the web. 

Oh, brother today is the day of salvation! Don't put it off. Tomorrow 

may be too late. 

We read concerning Felix, who was caught in the web of 

procrastination, “Go thy way for this time; when I have a convenient 

season, I will call for thee.” Step by step he made his way in. Poor Felix, 

he was caught in the web and could not free himself. 

There was Agrippa who was caught in the net of indecision, “Almost 

thou persuadest me to be a Christian.” 

“That sermon was so plain, it almost got me."  

Yes, but not quite. Almost... Oh, brother, sister take the step tonight 

and say an eternal “yes” to God! 

One of the most silken nets which has snared more flies than 

anything else is the automobile. 

“Won’t you step into my parlor—my automobile?” 

“What kind of a young man is he?” 

“Oh, I don’t know, but we are going for a ride tomorrow in his new 

automobile.” 

Mother—where is your daughter? Who is she with tonight? We used 

to think that a chaperon was necessary, but with the coming of the 

automobile things have changed. One never hears of a chaperon today. 

“Oh, mother it’s only a two passenger car—there isn’t room for 

anyone else.” 

Yes, there is room for one more—the spider. He rides with the 

twentieth century joy riders. 

Oh, God help her to get rid of that man! 

Two girls were recently kidnapped from an automobile on the way 

in from Venice. Two young men from whose cars they had been taken 

were asked who the girls were, “We don’t know. We met them at the 

dance and offered to take them home.” That’s pretty bad business girls, 

boys. 

“He is such a nice boy. I think I can trust him. You know I can get 

out and walk if I want to.” 
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But sometimes it’s a long way back to town. That’s one of the 

twentieth century webs that is taking people out into temptation and 

down into sin. Let me tell you there is a black spider right in front of 

you and he has the web all spun with the invitation, “Walk into my 

parlor.” Oh, he knows about the roadhouses and he knows just where 

the liquor is to be had. He knows about the wining and the dining. He 

knows about the card parties. 

“It’s alright. I take the Lord with me. There is no harm in it as long 

as I take Him.” 

Well, who told you to take the Lord with you to anyplace? He is to 

take you—not you take the Lord. Playing cards are the devil’s Bible and 

people will just study the old ace of spades instead of God’s word every 

time. 

Some time ago, a beautiful lady, with her hands covered with rings 

full of precious stones told me of one of her parties; told me how they 

had sat playing cards and listening over the radio. As they listened, the 

cards fell to the floor and tears trickled down their cheeks and into their 

laps and those beautiful ladies, all but one, dropped on their knees as 

they heard the call, and took Jesus into their hearts. 

Oh lovely, lovely flies, with beautiful wings and encrusted eyes. The 

devil is planning a web for you. Card playing has ruined many a soul. 

All he wants to do is to take your life, body, and strength.  

Just take your time, the hours you waste playing cards. These hours 

might be used for Jesus Christ. Besides, it is questionable, and if it is 

questionable, let it alone. 

A man one morning stood a long while looking at himself in a 

mirror. Finally his wife said, “What is the matter?” 

“I’m just looking to see if my collar is too dirty to wear to work or 

not.” 

“Well, if it is questionable, take it off and put on a clean one.” 

That is the way I think about questionable things today. If it is 

questionable, it is unsafe. Get your feet back, little fly and keep out of 

the web. Jesus is such a glorious Saviour—Redeemer. He loves to set 

men and women free. 

A girl said, “I can do just what I want to. It doesn’t hurt me any.” 
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A girl, instead of dressing for the occasion, came up to the mouth of 

a mine, dressed in a white serge dress and white kid pumps, and said to 

the engineer, “Can I go through the mines with this white dress?” 

“Yes, you can go through alright, but I won’t promise you that you 

will come out with it white.” 

Yes, you can do just what you want to. You can go into the web, but 

it is a question whether you will come out at all or not. With a white 

dress, spiritually, you can go to the dance hall, take joy rides, go to the 

card parties, but will you come out with it white?  

Won’t you, come into my parlor, said the spider to the fly? 

“Pooh, pooh. Listen to that little woman! Isn’t she narrow-minded?” 

“Of course she is, she is on the narrow way. Broad-minded people 

are on the broad way.” 

“Yes, I know, but I am having a good time.” 

“Are you honey, or do you just think you are?” 

A boy in England was in the channel. The policeman said, “What are 

you doing bathing in there?” 

The boy looked up and with a short gasp said, “I am not bathing, I 

am drowning!” and he sank. 

Some of you are not bathing as you think. Are you having a good 

time? No, you just think you are. You are drowning. You are in that web 

and he is getting you all covered up with that sticky mess and sucking 

out your life’s blood. What are you when the spider gets through with 

you? Just a husk without any body or soul to worship God with or to 

serve him with. 

There are so many men getting caught through money, smoking, 

and both men and women—millions of them—are getting caught in 

the dope habit.  

“Girlie, does your head ache today? Just you take one of these. It is 

the best thing for headaches. You will feel alright in a minute.” 

Look out for it, for it is dope. Cigarettes are rolled with dope in 

them. It is an awful thing to think that even humanity is spinning the 

web for the “flies”—their brothers and sisters. 
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Here in the Temple we have prayed for so many people with the 

dope habit—people who have been caught in that mesh and they no 

more than get outside of the door when someone meets them. 

“I know a way to get in touch with somebody who has some. Can I 

sell you a little bit? You know you are going to need some. You had 

better have some on hand.” 

Some have come back and told me about it. Several of them have 

been caught. What an awful thing to spin such a web for anybody’s feet.  

Daddy, you are spinning a net for your little boy’s feet if you are not 

a Christian. Your little boy, your little girl, are flying right along behind 

you. 

A father who was not a Christian said to his little girl, when she asked 

him to go to church, “Oh, your mother and your auntie can go that way, 

and you can go your way, and I’ll go mine.” 

“But father, which way are you going?” The question stabbed into 

the heart and tears filled his eyes. From that day on, he gave his life to 

Christ. 

If you are in the web, you are going to take others with you. Take 

the net of dishonesty:  

“I want a nice dining-room set.” 

“Alright. Pay a dollar down and a dollar every month for the rest of 

your life. Just charge it.” 

 Then they do dishonest things to get out of it.  

Keep out of debt—That’s a lovely way to get things. 

There is the net of pride—“Keeping up with the Joneses.” 

She has a new coat and he a new suit, and I think they have a fine, 

new car—the latest model. We’ll have to keep up with the Joneses—the 

net of pride. The devil knows how to spin the net. 

“Sister, if I keep out of that net, I will have to give up the world.” 

Yes, but if you get saved—get out of that net—give one ringing 

testimony, the world will give you up. 

Somebody said, “If I could only have your experience, I would give 

the world.” 

That is exactly what you have to do—give up the world, that’s all. 

Here you are tonight. You are the fly. Here is the net—the web which 



The Cobweb 

 462 

has been woven for your feet. The enemy is planning, “If I could just 

get you into my net.” You know what he is planning for you. 

 

“The spider turned him round about and went into his den, 

For well he knew the little, fly, would soon be back again.” 

 

Then he spun a little web and waits for well he knows. He sets back 

behind the scenes, “Coo,” “co-o-oo,” he knows just how to do it—calling 

you on. 

It may be jazz music, the devil plays for you and makes you want to 

waltz right down into the net. 

I was called, one time, to preach in the old St. John Wesleyan Church 

in Canada and we did not have a crowd. I had been used to great crowds. 

A church with only a few people in it worried me and I said to the 

minister, “Pardon me. Where is your crowd? You have lots of room. 

There is your balcony.” 

“Oh, we never open that balcony; hasn’t been open for years. Don’t 

seem to be any young people around here.” 

“Where are the young folks?”  

“Oh, down at the dance hail and at the worldly places.” 

“Praise the Lord, I am going right out and get them.” 

That day, I happened to be praying in the city jail, going from one 

cell to another and leaving Bibles. The chief was very much impressed, 

so he said, “What can we do?” 

I told him I wanted to go to Arabella Street—to the red light 

district—and he offered to send a lady detective with me. 

“That will be very fine, but I am not afraid in my white uniform. I 

want to preach in several dance halls, for this is Saturday, and I would 

like to preach between dances if I could.” 

“That’s a little unusual isn’t it?” “Yes, but they tell me the young folk 

are there and I would like to find those lost sheep.” 

That night, I climbed the stairs to the net. “Come right on in and 

preach for three minutes. It is such an unusual thing, it will draw the 

crowds,” said the manager. 
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As I sat there, I saw the people shrugging their shoulders as they 

looked at me. I watched the orchestra play and as they played their slide 

trombones it just looked as if the devil was sweeping the people down. 

You could just see the swelling tones which seemed to bring the people 

nearer and nearer the brink. 

Then I gave my call for Jesus Christ, for them to surrender their lives 

unto Him. I gave out tracts and finished by having the band play a 

gospel hymn. (They showed they had been to church for thy knew it 

and sang it with us.) We invited them to church the next night. The 

church was full. The streets were full and they stopped carloads as far 

away as Main Street. God help us to get some poor flies out of the web 

tonight. 

“Come on,” the spider is saying. “Don’t pay any attention to that 

woman up there. She is a preacher you know. Live the pace. Go the 

pace. Live the life. Come on, come on. Pooh, pooh on her and her 

message. Come on, come on.”  

He knows just how to call. 

“Come on with the dance. I won’t hurt you. I’ve been sitting here a 

long time and I haven’t moved.” 

Look out. Two feet are in—four feet; now they are all in.  

“I’ve got you now,” and he approaches her. 

Yes, and he is after you. He knows you are smart, but he has you 

where he wants you. 

“Come on into my parlor,” said the spider to the fly, and in a 

moment he has caught her, to feed upon her, and to destroy until every 

bit of strength, youth and vitality are ebbed away. 

I saw a poor broken fly in the 500 Room the other day. His wife said, 

“Sister, can you do anything for him?” 

“Well, honey, what’s the matter with him?” She told me how his life 

had been drained and now all the devil wanted to do was to give him a 

little push. 

“Sister, I am all in. I am a slave to this—to that. Hurry Sister, I am in 

the net and if something isn’t done, I am a goner. Can anything be done 

for me?” 
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Yes, if you are in it tonight, the two-edged sword of the Spirit can 

break any net in the world—the Word of God, the power of prayer, 

victory by the precious blood of Jesus. Won’t you, instead of trying 

helplessly, broken, discouraged like the fly, seek to end it all? All you 

need to do is to call upon Jesus. 

A little woman was just ready to turn on the gas as she heard the 

radio and she prayed instead. That’s all you need to do. 

Crying won’t help you, but “Lord be merciful to me a sinner,” will. 

And instantly, Glory to God, the web is torn and a little fly with clear 

wings can go free. 

The Lord can set you free. Just kneel at His feet and say “Lord save 

me” and in a moment that fly will sail away and you are free, and whom 

the Son sets free is free indeed. Free from the laws of death and sin. 

Free from that old tobacco habit. Free from pride. Free from doubt and 

unbelief, and free from the net of discouragement. Every one of you 

can be free.  

Every one that has proved that, let them say, “Amen.”  

 



 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

November 16, 1924 

 

 

There’s a rainbow on the clouds for you, 

There’s a promise that is sure and true; 

Yes, the storm will pass away; 

There will dawn a brighter day 

There’s a rainbow on the clouds for you. 

 

 

AM READING tonight from the ninth chapter of Genesis, the 

old, old story: 

 

And God blessed Noah and his sons, and said unto them, Be 

fruitful, and multiply, and replenish the earth. And the fear of 

you and the dread of you shall be upon every beast of the earth, 

and upon every fowl of the air, upon all that moveth upon the 

earth, and upon all the fishes of the sea; into your hand are they 

delivered. 

Every moving thing that liveth shall be meat for you; even as 

the green herb have I given you all things. But flesh with the life 

thereof, which is the blood thereof, shall ye not eat. And surely 

your blood of your lives will I require; at the hand of every beast 

will I require it, and at the hand of man; at the hand of every 

man’s brother will I require the life of man. Whoso sheddeth 

man’s blood, by man shall his blood be shed: for in the image of 

God made he man. And you be ye fruitful, and multiply; bring 

forth abundantly in the earth, and multiply therein.  

And God spake unto Noah, and to his sons with him, saying, 

And I, behold, I establish my covenant with you, and with your 
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seed after you; And with every living creature that is with you, of 

the fowl, of the cattle, and of every beast of the earth with you; 

from all that go out of the ark, to every beast of the earth. And I 

will establish my covenant with you; neither shall all flesh be out 

off any more by the waters of the flood; neither shall there 

anymore be a flood to destroy the earth. And God said, This is 

the token of the covenant which I make between me and you and 

every living creature that is with you, for perpetual generations: 

I do set my bow in the cloud and it shall be for a token of a 

covenant between me and the earth. And it shall come to pass, 

when I bring a cloud over the earth, that the bow shall be seen in 

the cloud: And I will remember my covenant, which is between 

me and you and every living creature of all flesh; and the waters 

shall no more become a flood to destroy all flesh. And the bow 

shall be in the cloud; and I will look upon it, that I may remember 

the everlasting covenant between God and every living creature 

of all flesh that is upon the earth. And God said unto Noah, This 

is the token of the covenant, which I have established between 

me and all flesh that is upon the earth. 

 

Genesis 9:1-17 

 

At first, the earth had been most gloriously fair. No sin, no sickness, 

no storms, no thunders to roll, no lightning to flash, but the glory of the 

Lord shone upon the earth. Sin, however, had crept in and from the 

very entrance of Satan into the Garden of Eden, it seemed that the ever-

darkening mountain of sin rolled higher and higher. It seemed that 

doubt and unbelief were shutting out salvation and righteousness. At 

last men’s hearts became desperately wicked, worshiping gods of gold 

and silver and clay, just the same as people are worshiping them today. 

They are idolizing money, buildings and earthly pleasure. At last the 

whole Heavens were overcast by sin and unbelief and up to Heaven 

went the cry of sin and unrighteousness. 

Then God arose in indignation and looked over the earth and said, 

“There is not one who loveth me—who doeth right. Men have turned 
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to gods of silver and unto evil. It doth repent me that I made man. I will 

send a flood.” 

So from those dark clouds of sin, the floods which would destroy 

the earth were to fall. It was man’s sin, man’s unbelief, man’s hardness 

of heart which caused God’s wrath to roll together. 

The clouds filled the sky and seemed to shut off the face of God 

from it all, yet, in the middle of it all, God spoke to His own and Noah 

builded the ark, and God, true to His promise, drew back the draw-

strings from the clouds, and down, down came the drenching, deluging 

outpour. 

Lightnings flashed, hills quaked and the sea was troubled. The tide 

forgot where to stop and came rolling—rolling over its banks. Tides of 

water came up over the housetops; reached over the cities. Groping, 

leaping, hand over hand the waves climbed until they reached the 

highest mountain and all flesh perished. Every green tree was covered 

and the only ones to live were those in the ark. 

Glorious ark—three stories. You are a type of redemption through 

the Lord Jesus Christ. Those who believe, enter through the door and 

shall be saved. 

Noah’s ark had three stories. So has our ark of salvation. The first 

floor is God the father; the second floor is Jesus, who gave His life for 

propitiation of our sins; the third floor, that of the Holy Spirit, in whose 

dispensation we now live. 

There was a door in the second story of the ark. No one could get in 

through the first story—no one could come in through the third story, 

the entrance was gained through the door in the second story of the ark 

which Noah builded. 

You must all come through Jesus Christ if you are to be saved. There 

was only one door to escape the flood, and Hallelujah, there is only one 

door for us. The wounded side of Jesus is the only door of salvation. 

Oh, I am so glad there is only one door. The gangplank leading up 

to it is the gangplank of repentance, and the only way in the world to 

get into the ark is to walk up the gangplank and in at the door. 
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Some people say, “Well, I don’t want to, Sister, if some people are 

going to be there. If some people I know are going to Heaven, I don’t 

want to be there.” 

Suppose Noah had looked at the long lines going into the ark, and 

as he watched the procession he said, “If that old kangaroo is going in, 

if that old monkey and that old baboon are going in, I’m not going in 

with them.” He would have been lost. But Noah let the Lord keep the 

passenger list. 

When they were all in, God shut the door, the floods came, the rains 

fell and the only moving thing to be seen was the ark above the waters. 

For forty days the floods raged. For forty days the sun never shone. For 

forty days the sky was black and leaden. For forty days, methinks there 

was very little happiness coming in from the outside. 

Noah pressed his face to the pane and looked outward. No 

brightness yet, all was black and leaden with despair. One day he sent 

out a bird—a raven, but it never returned. He, sent out a dove. “Oh 

dove, bring me a message of joy.” But the dove came back—no hope, 

no abiding place, no place to rest its feet.  

It was a pretty hard out-look. Every place were clouds, mists, 

howling spray, and storms, but at last, Hallelujah, it was over. The 

floods were assuaged and, the ark touched the top of a mountain. 

They looked away and saw a little patch of silver grey. The clouds 

were still there, but look—look! Did you ever see anything so beautiful! 

There had appeared a rainbow on the cloud, brighter and more 

glorious than earth’s fairest colors and it spanned the Heavens from 

cloud to cloud. Imagine the feelings of the people who first gazed at a 

rainbow, its colors and its message. 

Just back of the rainbow, God stood speaking, “This is my covenant. 

Whenever you shall see a storm cloud, I will set my bow in it. I will 

speak to mankind as long as the earth standeth. I will speak to man 

through the rainbow. My message, my promise, is never to destroy the 

earth by water again, but next time it is cleansed, it will be by fire, but 

meantime, men’s hearts will become hardened against God and I will 

send my rain on the just and the unjust. While the earth stands, there 

shall be seed time and harvest. Behold I will set my bow in the clouds.” 
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The years rolled by. The earth became populated again with 

thousands and thousands of people. Many there were who loved God. 

Came the days of Abraham, Isaac, Jacob; the days of Joshua, Elisha, 

Elijah, on to the days of Malachi. There were ever the few who loved 

and served the Lord, but alas, there was ever the multitude who did not 

love Him. 

The Lord said, “I have brought up a rebellious people. The ox 

obeyeth his master, but Israel does not consider me.” 

So sin grew and mounted higher. God never again destroyed the 

earth by water. Men cursed Him, but He just put his bow in the clouds 

and said, “No, I will not punish men again like this.” 

Men worshiped gods of silver, brass, wood and stone. You would 

think that He would just tip over the caldrons of Heaven, but no, He 

just spanned the Heavens with a rainbow and kept His covenant 

promise. 

One day, almost like the days of Noah, the clouds were black with 

unbelief and apostasy, but there came out of the Heavens a star, the Star 

of Bethlehem. The angels burst through the leaden clouds and sang 

hosannas to the shepherds on the plains. Christ had come and as He 

walked, it seemed there must be a rainbow in the clouds. 

He told the glorious story of redemption, and some, who had been 

hopeless, saw a rainbow in the clouds. 

One day a woman was taken in an awful sin. Her sky was leaden—

no hopes for her. Men were about to stone her. There was no way out. 

As Christ stooped and wrote upon the sands, she fell trembling at His 

feet and the men said, “Lord what do you think about her? You just say 

the word and we will fix her.” 

Then Jesus, as He straightened up, said, “He that is without sin 

among you, let him first cast a stone at her.” (John 8:7) 

The men looked at each other and they began to slink away—the 

oldest first, then the youngest. (The oldest must have had more on their 

conscience) 

Soon there was no one left but that little, kneeling figure and the 

Saviour bending over her. She looked up into the leaded and clouded 

sky, and through her tears—diamonds as it were—she saw through the 
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prismatic colors the wonderful diamonds and the rainbow appeared. 

Then she heard the voice of Jesus say, “The sins which are many are all 

forgiven thee. Go, and sin no more.” (John 8:11) 

Oh, I can see her looking through her tears of prismatic colors at 

that beautiful rainbow and saying, “Jesus, Master, what does it mean? I 

was ready to give up. I saw no help anywhere, but suddenly my sky was 

spanned by a rainbow and a voice whispered, ‘Dry your tears, stop your 

trembling. Look up. There is a rainbow in the clouds for you. Jesus 

loves you and will show you the way.’” 

She wasn’t the only one who found the way. There was the man who 

day after day laid at Bethesda’s pool. He lay looking at the leaden sky. 

He was twisted and gnarled—no hope. Others had always gotten in 

before him. 

Then one day came someone in sandaled feet and with a glistening, 

white robe. He stood over the man at the pool and said, “What aileth 

thee? How long hast thou been this way?” and looking up through his 

blinding tears, he too, saw the rainbow—the first color of life that he 

had ever seen in his darkened sky since his illness. Jesus touched him 

and said, “Be thou made whole,” and instantly he arose and stood upon 

his feet and was every whit whole. So there were a few who saw the 

rainbow. 

But Jesus suddenly moved on towards Calvary; toward the cross. As 

He loved, cleansed, and relieved those with whom He came in contact, 

He pardoned, healed and forgave. The things which the law could not 

do, He did with His love. 

It was the rainbow of promise that won me to Jesus. It wasn’t the fear 

of the club or the strength of might. It was the wonderful love of my 

Saviour. I could stand all kinds of threats, but when they told me, “Jesus 

loves you, dear. He shed His precious blood for you,” that melted me, 

and I said, “O Lamb of God, I come, I come.” 

Some time ago in a prison, the Chaplin had tried his best to win a 

convict to Christ. He didn’t believe the Bible—all this nonsense about 

Christians. His eyes were like stones. 

One day the chaplain noticed that this man was suffering with a 

wounded foot. He knew from the appearance of it that the man must 
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be suffering much pain. He stopped in the middle of his sermon, 

bathed the foot and cleansed it. Then he asked the Lord to care for it, 

then he got up to go on with his sermon. As he did so, he noticed that 

this agnostic—this infidel that nothing had been able to move—was 

shedding tears. Simple kindness and love had melted his heart. Prayers 

had not touched him. The thundering of God’s wrath had not moved 

him, but kind human sympathy had melted his heart, and it’s the love 

in the rainbow, the love in the heart of Christ, the love in His ministry, 

that brought me, and it will bring you, if you will give Him a chance. 

Hallelujah! 

Even then, there were many who refused the rainbow and said, “We 

will not have this Christ to rule over us. Away with Him.” At last He was 

taken to Calvary and nailed upon the cruel cross. 

In Gethsemane’s garden, He looked up and saw the clouds which 

were heavy. Surely there was no hope for this world and He prayed, 

“Oh Father, remove this cup from me. Not my will, but thine be done.” 

A greater storm than had swept Noah was gathering now over the 

head of Jesus Christ, the Lamb of God. They led Him away before 

Pilate. Surely they were so busy they could not see the gathering clouds, 

hear the distant thunder and see the flash of the lightning! 

They led Him to the cross, lifted Him high, and the clouds rolled in 

greater, darker, more dense. It must have seemed that every demon in 

hell was there that day to look on the Christ. 

In the midst of all the thundering, the earth quaking, the roots 

splitting, the lightning flashing, He prayed, “God forgive them for they 

know not what they do.” 

Something was dripping down from His hand—drip, drip, drip. 

Why it was His precious blood that He shed for a world bathed in sin—

steeped in wickedness. From His wounded feet and from His noble 

brow, blood came mingling down. 

Satan rejoiced. “Now you bring a rainbow in the sky if you can. I am 

determined to bring in misery, death, gloom, sin, discouragement and 

unbelief. I have got you. I have you now where you will never lighten 

anybody’s sky again.” 
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Then Jesus, in the midst of the reeling Heavens, the quaking earth 

and the darkness covering it all, bowed His head and gave up the ghost. 

It looked like the most ignominious thing the world had ever seen; the 

greatest crashing defeat the world had ever known. 

They took Him and laid Him in the tomb. “I have Him now. You 

sick people see if you can be healed. I have killed the great Physician. 

Now you sinners, see if you can be saved. I have killed the great Saviour. 

You, who are hungry for the Bread of Life, I have ‘broken the bread’ 

and tossed it away—a poor broken body—and thrown Him into the 

tomb. See if you can ever feel the beating of His heart again. I have 

pierced it with a spear. I have torn down the shades. I have closed down 

the gates. I have shut out every bit of brightness. Grope—you will never 

find the way again!”  

The earth must have sobbed and the clouds must have dropped over 

the earth. 

The third day a little woman came to the tomb. How she must have 

wept when she found the tomb empty. She had gotten up early this first 

day of the week to go to the tomb. Her name? It was Mary Magdalene. 

She was going to perform the last rites of the dead, but they had stolen 

the body. They had not even left her this one consolation. This was the 

last blow.  

There is no bow in the clouds for her. 

“Jesus, O Jesus, where are you? All the world is dark and dreary. O 

Lord, where are you?” 

Satan said, “There is no brightness in the sky for you.” 

And she wept. 

“O Jesus, where are you? Don’t you know the world needs you? 

Sinners need you. Hungry folk need you. The sick folk need you. The 

broken-hearted need you Jesus, but now you are gone.” 

Suddenly, as she kneeled there, her eyes all blinded as she looked 

through her tears, she too, saw the wonderful coloring of hope and faith 

dawning in her sky. 

Somebody—the Covenant-keeping Jehovah—was speaking to her. 

“Mary dear, there are others who don’t know about the rainbow in the 

clouds.” He called her, “Mary, Mary,” and she fell at His feet, and as she 
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lifted her eyes, all was bright; and over defeat, death, and sorrow, there 

leaped a glorious rainbow and she saw it and was glad.  

“Mary, there are others who don’t know there is a rainbow; don’t 

know that I am the rainbow, ready to save, ready to heal, ready to bind 

up the broken-hearted, ready to cheer the faint. Other people do not 

know that I am Jesus, the same yesterday, today and forever.” 

“Mary, I want you to go and preach a resurrection sermon for me. 

Go to my brethren and say that I am alive from the dead. I go to my 

Father and to your Father; to my God and to your God. Mary, go 

quickly and tell them that I am alive.” 

Oh, I am so glad the Lord gave a woman a chance to preach the first 

resurrection sermon. Some of the people don’t believe in the women 

preaching the gospel and some of them have even said so. Still it doesn’t 

seem reasonable to me. If Eve brought sin into the world, I think she 

ought to be given a chance to take it out. 

The woman at the well spoke the first salvation sermon, and it was 

a woman that was angel-commissioned and Christ-commissioned that 

went to tell the resurrection sermon “Go tell.” 

Some people say, “I don’t see yet why a woman should be sent by 

the Christ. Where were the men?” 

Well, the men were all in bed. Mary was the only one up and awake 

and ready to go. I wish there could be ten thousand Marys running and 

telling the story. Some of the sisters are preaching the message and I 

don’t think men ought to feel so badly about it. 

Men have been preaching about it for thousands of years and 

haven’t gotten the world converted yet. It seems to me that women are 

going to be very important in telling the story. 

As Mary told the story, the disciples couldn’t believe. 

“Oh Mary, you only imagine that you have seen your Lord. You 

only imagine you see a rainbow. So much weeping has made you color-

blind.” 

But Hallelujah, He is the “Covenant-keeping Lord,” and the risen 

Christ appeared to them and as He ascended into glory, and as He went 

away, He left the greatest commission—“Go into all the world and 

preach the gospel (the goodness of the rainbow) unto every creature.” 
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As the Lord went up into the sky, it seems as though I can see His 

hand parting the darkness, and as His nail-pierced hands touched the 

blackened clouds, I can see the first band of the rainbow—one of 

crimson—appear. It reaches from Noah’s ark to the New Jerusalem. 

What is the scarlet, the crimson that makes the first bar of the 

rainbow? Why don’t you know? It was made by the blood from the 

hands, side, and feet of Jesus Christ, as He ascended yonder to the 

Master’s, throne. It was His blood, shed for our salvation. For without 

His blood is there no remission from sin. It bespeaks the blood of Jesus 

Christ that was shed for you 

 

Grace there is, every debt to pay, 

Grace to wash my sins away, 

Power to keep me day by day, 

And to keep me spotless every day, 

through Jesus Christ my Lord. 

 

Rainbow of Promise, Rainbow of Hope, I reach my hands to Thee. I 

see the red crimson blood of Jesus in the bow that spans my sky. 

When He went to the Father, He showed him His nail-pierced 

hands, the open side bespeaking the slain Lamb, as He made 

intercession for me. 

Then the Lord said, “I will not leave you comfortless. I will send you 

the Holy Ghost. I will send you another Comforter. You shall be 

baptized with the Holy Ghost and with fire.”  

Then the 120 waited in the upper room saying, “Send the fire, send 

the fire, send the fire.” 

One day the fire fell and there appeared the second band in the 

rainbow and it was yellow. What is this great streak of yellow in the 

rainbow? It is the fire that fell in the upper room. 

Brother, sister, if you have been washed in the blood of the Lamb, 

look up and get the fire of the Holy Spirit. 

Then look out ahead, for there is land ahead to be possessed. 
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We, like hungry sheep, have found the good Shepherd, for He has 

given His life for His sheep, bound up our wounds and given us His life, 

and He goeth before them and leadeth them in green pastures.  

“The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. He maketh me to lie 

down in green pastures.” (Psalm 23:l-2) 

Have you ever been in the pasture of the Good Shepherd? Then you 

have lifted up your eyes and caught the next band of the rainbow. This 

is green. It bespeaks clover, green pasture lands, running waters, good 

food. I am so sorry for people not going home under the rainbow. They 

are so skinny and lean and they have never found any good pasture. 

God help them to get a glimpse of the rainbow, that they may come out 

in the pastures every morning. What they need is to get the love of God 

in their hearts. 

I think we need every color in the rainbow to lead us through. It 

seems such a pity for anybody to lose sight of the glory of what the 

Lord has to give us. If you just go into it for the fullness of it, get the 

“amen” in your heart, get the “Hallelujah.” Get the rainbow in your 

heart. I think it is a shame—a great mistake—to take the fullness out of 

the rainbow. 

There is a story which my father told me years and years ago about 

an old lady. Way back in Canada was this dear old lady who used to 

have to walk miles and miles to church and she used to sit in the Amen 

Corner and say “Praise the Lord” and “Glory to Jesus” and oh, she used 

to get such a blessing out of the meetings 

One day they decided to build a nice new brick church and not have 

any Amen Corner in it, and they thought, to go with this new church, 

they would have to have a nice, new college graduate, who was an up-

to-date preacher. The preacher they had was alright, but they wanted 

one that was more aristocratic. 

The church was builded and the first Sunday morning the dear old 

lady made her way into the church. She looked all around. There was 

no Amen Corner. Where should she go? Finally, one of the ushers said, 

“You might sit in there,” and he tucked her away in a little corner. 

The minister began to read the Scriptures, and as he read, the 

blessings just poured down on the little old lady and she said, “Amen, 
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brother, Praise the Lord.” and the minister got so mixed up, he lost his 

notes. After the service, he went to the ushers and said, “We can’t have 

that anymore—that’s passé. Stop her won’t you?” 

Well, we’ll certainly try. The old soul was very poor and so they 

bought a pair of shoes and hung them up by the door. Then they went 

to the dear, old lady and said, “Now auntie, we have that nice pair of 

shoes for you if you just won’t say ‘Amen’ any more. If you feel like you 

are going to say it, you just look over at those shoes.” 

The dear old lady, said she would try, but the next Sunday morning 

when the minister began to read the scripture, “The Lord is my 

Shepherd, I shall not want. He maketh me to lie down in green pastures. 

He leadeth me beside the still waters.” the poor, dear soul just couldn’t 

keep still, so she said, “Hallelujah, shoes or no shoes, I have just got to 

praise the Lord!” 

The deacons rushed to her and the minister said to one of them, 

“Brother, be gentle with her.” Then turning to the old lady he said, 

“Now auntie, I’m going to give you this book to read, and all the time I 

am preaching, I want you to just keep on reading this book.” 

It was a dry old book, all full of history and rocks and fossils and 

strata, but she waded through it. Finally, right in the midst of the 

minister’s sermon, she said, “Glory to God, what do you think about 

that.” 

Then the minister went down and spoke very sternly to her. 

“But parson, I just couldn’t help it.” 

“Yes, but auntie, why didn’t you read the book? Do you mean you 

found anything in that book to praise the Lord for? What was it?” 

“Well, it says in one place that no one has ever been able to find the 

bottom of the ocean,” then she became very hilarious about it. “Glory, 

glory, glory! My sins are all in the bottom of the sea.” 

The minister agreed with the old auntie that she was right, but they 

called a meeting and said, “The next time that she does this again, two 

of you just take her out. We don’t believe in this sort of thing anymore.” 

But the next morning the minister read that “comfort chapter,” the 

14th chapter of John. As he read, “Let not your heart be troubled. In my 

father’s house are many mansions. If it were not so, I would have told 
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you. I go to prepare a place for you,” Oh, how the dear old lady’s face 

quivered, just thinking about the mansions. She was getting so old, she 

wouldn’t be here much longer. Oh, it just melted her heart and she 

lifted her soul and said, “Glory to God, Hallelujah.” 

The two men saw her and went to her. “Be nice auntie, just come 

and go out quietly with us.” 

She was rather humiliated, but when she got about halfway out she 

began to smile—a wrinkly, crinkly smile—and she said, “Praise the 

Lord anyway.” 

“Why auntie, have you no sense at all of what’s right? I should have 

thought you would have been so mortified.” 

“Brother you really don’t understand. There is always something to 

praise the Lord for.” 

“What was there in being taken out of the church to praise the Lord 

for?” 

“Brother, I—, I—, I don’t like to tell you.” 

“Auntie you just tell us what there was in leading you out of the 

church that made you praise the Lord. We don’t understand.” 

“I really don’t like to tell you brothers, but—, but—, but I was just 

thinking how much more exalted I was than my Lord. He was brought 

out of Jerusalem by one donkey and I am being brought out by two.” 

But then again, I think she was almost right. If we take the green 

out—the glorious pastures, the Amen Corners and all the “Hallelujahs,” 

I think we almost deserve that term. 

Then there is the blue—Heavenliness. The Lord said, “I have set my 

bow in the cloud. Sinner, look up. Backslider, look up. You who are 

without hope, look up. There is a Heaven above; a land where all things 

come right. Widows and orphans, ye who are crushed, I am the Lord. I 

will repay. Heaven is just above you.” 

You say you have just lost a loved one. You say you have just laid 

your little girl away. You say your husband whom you loved dearly has 

just gone. Look up. The rainbow is over you. The Heavens are just 

above you and you will meet on that beautiful shore. 
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I will never forget that night in China when my husband died. I was 

just nineteen. I was setting on the bed in Hong Kong, China and the 

nurse said, “Come dear, you must go now and get a little rest.” 

I said “Good night, Robert” and he looked up at me with his great 

big Irish eyes and said, “Good-night, dear, I’ll see you in the morning.” 

Those were the last words he ever spoke to me. At midnight, they 

called me, “Come, dear, come as quickly as you can.” 

“He is not?—Tell me, Oh, tell me.” I made my way down the long 

corridor and saw the doctors and the nurses and soon I came to Robert. 

He didn’t see me. His eyes were shut. He was smiling. 

My knees caved right down under me. I laid my cheek down on his 

hand and said, “O Robert, Robert, you wouldn’t leave me. Oh, no, no, 

no.” 

He is gone. Oh, it seemed to me that my heart would bleed in agony, 

but before I knew it, something happened within me and I glimpsed 

the rainbow on the cloud. Without realizing it, I found myself saying, 

“Praise the Lord. The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh.” 

It was a month afterwards that Roberta, my little daughter, was laid 

in my arms. He had sent me a little comforter. There are lots of things 

in life that are worse than death. When the night is dark and you need 

somebody to love you—how on earth do you sinners stand it? I don’t 

see how you manage without Jesus. Praise God, there is blue in my 

rainbow. My loved ones are over there. There is brightness and I shall 

see my Saviour face to face, far beyond the blue of Heaven. 

The last color I shall bring before you is purple. Purple is for royalty. 

I realize that my Father is the King of Kings. I am an ambassador for 

Jesus. I love Him. If anybody wants to be so cold and petrified, let him, 

but my heart is a tornado of flame and a roaring furnace for Jesus 

Christ. Folks, I love Him and I don’t care who knows it. Don’t be afraid 

to stand for Jesus. Don’t be afraid to show your colors now. If you are a 

child of the King, some day you are going to be wearing the purple, if 

you own Him down here. 

At one end of the rainbow I see the Cross of Jesus Christ. 

 

In the cross of Christ, I glory, 
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Towering o’er the wrecks of time. 

 

At the other end is the New Jerusalem. Some people say there is a 

pot of gold at the other end of the rainbow. They have it wrong, but 

pretty nearly right—it is the city of gold, the New Jerusalem. The streets 

are paved with gold. Walls are jasper set. There are no graves on the 

hillsides of glory; no sickness. Hallelujah, I am on my way to Heaven. I 

am going home. 

I have known sorrow, known bereavement. I have preached many a 

funeral service, performed many a marriage ceremony. Watched new 

born babes laid in my arms. I have known what it means to see life 

come into the world. I have seen the broken-hearted. I have put my 

arms around them when they had no hopes. I have lifted up the hands 

of the sick. I have known them when they have been on the verge of 

suicide and pointed to my rainbow. “Look dear, don’t you see a rainbow 

in the clouds.” 

The other morning I was giving my little message during the 

Sunshine Hour. There was a lady in her home under a leaden sky. She 

had no rainbow. Jesus was in the Heavens above, but she couldn’t see 

Him. The poor darling, she was in awful trouble. She would kill herself. 

She had made all preparations, had stooped down to turn on the gas 

when somebody seemed to say, “Go to your radio and see if the 

Sunshine Lady is on. Maybe there is some hope for you.” The lady 

listened in and she heard the story of Jesus. 

It doesn’t matter who you are, how big a sinner you are, how far you 

have gone. He loves you and will bring you back and put a rainbow in 

your cloud. Trust Him. Believe Him. Accept Him. She gave her heart 

to Christ. She wasn’t dead. She was alive. 

Oh, my brother, my sister, you think yours is a peculiar case. 

Nobody has a cloud just like your cloud. There, there, we are all under 

the same sky and there is the selfsame rainbow for us all. Won’t you 

give your heart to Jesus tonight? You have nothing to lose, here or 

hereafter, but you have everything to gain. 

Be washed in the crimson blood of the Lamb. Be baptized with the 

blessed Holy Spirit. Feed in the green pastures of his love. Look up and 
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see the blue Heavens above you and at last reign with Him in purple 

robes as a child of the King. Hallelujah.  

 



 

 

 

Sunday Afternoon 

November 23, 1924 

 

 

HIS AFTERNOON, this Thanksgiving service, we turn to the 

Psalms and various portions of the Scriptures. 

If the angels in the Heavens have reason to praise the Lord 

this afternoon, if the birds that sing have reason to trill and trill His 

praises, and the mountains have the right to praise Him, and the waves 

of the sea to sing of Him, oh, I believe that we who have been redeemed 

by the blood of Jesus Christ from darkness into light, basking in the 

freedom which the children of the blood-washed enjoy, have more 

right to praise His name than all the angels, birds, mountains, winds, 

sea, and stars put together. 

If they praise Him until the Heavens echo, it seems to me this 

afternoon we should almost lift Heaven’s dome for what He has done 

for us. 

 

Praise the Lord, the earth and the fullness thereof are the 

Lord’s—the earth and they that dwell therein.  

 

Psalm 24:1 

 

For every beast of the forest is mine, and the cattle upon a 

thousand hills.  

 

Psalm 50:10 

 

Offer unto thy God thanksgiving and pay thy vows unto the Most 

High.  
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Psalm 50:14 

 

Let us come before his presence with thanksgiving, and make a 

joyful noise unto him with psalms.  

 

Psalm 95:2 

 

Honor the Lord thy God with my substance and with the first 

fruits of all thine increase. So shall thy barns be filled with plenty 

and thy presses burst out with new wine.  

 

Proverbs 3:9-10 

 

Every good gift and every perfect gift is from above, and cometh 

down from the Father of lights.  

 

James 1:17 

 

While thanksgiving is truly an American day—it was entered into 

the books of our country by an act of George Washington setting his 

hand to it with an official seal, commanding the people far and near to 

give thanks, to give worship, making it a day of blessing and 

thanksgiving unto the Lord—while this day is truly American in origin, 

it has leaped its borders. It is Thanksgiving Day in Canada, in England, 

in the Islands of the Sea. And though next Thursday is set aside for us 

to give thanks to Him, it seems to me that nobody in all America and 

all the other countries of the world have more cause for thanksgiving 

than we of California. 

This is God’s country out here, surely it is. This is the land of the 

golden poppy. Our very emblem of the state is gold, yellow and orange, 

bespeaking wealth, plenty, sunshine and the glorious presence of the 

Lord. This is the state of the golden poppy. 

How people do look forward to coming to California from all 

around the world and speak of our state. The moment it is mentioned 

back east or around the world, people’s faces brighten: 
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“We are from California are you?”  

They expect California people to have a warmer hand-clasp than 

any other people in the world. California people are expected to smile 

more frequently; to be happier than anybody else. I heard years ago 

that they never had a penny out here. Nobody ever had any change 

smaller than a nickel. That is what I heard about California. 

“You have no idea what a fine place it is out there. Silver dollars are 

as plentiful as cart-wheels.” 

 

Out where the West begins,  

Out where the day is a little longer,  

Out where the handclasp is a little stronger,  

Out where friendship is a little warmer,  

That’s where the West begins. 

 

California. I was telling them the other day, about coming to the 

state of California. As we were climbing over the mountains, across the 

desert, through the slippery, slithering mud, blocking up the car and 

keeping the wheels going, I would say, “Never mind, California is 

ahead. God has called us out to it.” Whenever we passed anyone on the 

road or anyone went around us (and I think there were hundreds of 

them all told) everyone had a sign on their car written in polite 

language it read, “California or bust.” 

It seemed to be a mecca of all those dusty, mud-begrimed travelers, 

camping by the road or in poor hotels. 

“Never mind. We have poor accommodations now, but we are on 

our way to California.” 

How many eyes have turned this way? Before I ever saw California, 

I used to sit and sing, “My Little Grey Home in the West.” What a 

beautiful song that was! “My beautiful California and You,” that song 

seems like it found a place in my heart before I ever saw this state. The 

fact that so many of you are here this afternoon from around the world, 

you too must have felt the beckoning of the finger to the state. 

What a beautiful state it is! I have never seen a more beautiful place 

than California. I have been in Ireland, England, Australia, China, India, 
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up into Canada, through the East, down south—and I think California, 

and especially Los Angeles and the territory around it, is the finest place 

I know anything about. They call it, “God’s country.” 

It seems to me I can see away back yonder when Heaven was 

created. Heaven is a most beautiful place and California comes next. 

When they made that beautiful city—streets of pure gold—when 

Heaven was made, they had all the material they wanted to make it 

beautiful. It seems that when we build a building down here, I would 

like to put such and such a thing here or there.  

“Now, you can’t let your enthusiasm run away with you. You know 

you are willing, but don’t you go too steep there. Keep down, we have 

to spare your pocketbook.” 

“Yes, I know, let me alone. I’ll think of something else pretty near as 

good.” 

When they made Heaven, they didn’t have to scrimp. When they 

made Heaven, they had all the jewels they wanted for the walls four-

square, water for the fountain, oil for the hinges of the gates, so they 

should never be stiff and dry, but would always be swinging open. 

When they made the climate, they had all the climate they wanted. 

Never any snows or frosts. Climate eternal—they had all they wanted. 

When they finished building Heaven, they looked down on the 

earth, found they had a lot of material left over. What were they going 

to do with it all? One thing about the Lord, He never wastes anything. 

If you watch God instead of nature, you will find He has a beautifying 

process to take care of all that is left over. 

After the multitude had been fed, they gathered up four basketfuls. 

Nothing was lost. 

Then He looked down upon the earth. Where would they put this 

material? They didn’t need it in the sun. They didn’t need it in the 

moon, but they did need it in the earth. They saw a beautiful strip of 

country running between Mexico and Canada, the mountains and the 

sea—it was a barren strip of land, but with the left-overs it could be 

made beautiful.  

All the mountains are heaped up, but when I see mountains in other 

parts of the earth that are beautiful, it seems like I miss the water. I love 
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the water, too. When I am out in the sea in the East, at Atlantic City, it 

is fine, but it is a flat country around there. I love the mountains. In 

California, they combine the mountains and the sea. 

All the gold, they sent down to California and tucked it away in the 

mountains for people to find. There is gold and silver both in California 

so that people could be wealthy and be able to shelter others around 

the earth and also to send missionaries to spread the gospel light. 

Then the Lord dipped His finger deep into the earth and sent a river 

of gold—the oil wells. That’s something He didn’t even put in Heaven. 

The climate—that is one beautiful thing they sent to California. Back 

east, they are shivering about the fire, roasting nuts and apples, trying 

to keep warm about the fireplace. The snow is blowing and the winds 

are howling. I remember the cold Thanksgiving and the winds blowing 

the snows just before Christmas. The snow came and piled up against 

the windowpane. Jack Frost would come and carve all sorts of pictures 

on the pane. Everyone turned up their coat collars and put their heads 

down against the blast. 

While back east, the snow, the bitter ice and Jack Frost are holding 

everything in their grip, in this country, we are eating strawberries or 

planting sweet peas and violets—all due to the climate of Heaven itself. 

No place else in the world do we have such climate. 

In Florida, they have nice days, but it is too hot. But here, it is just 

right. At night you want your overcoat and a blanket on the bed and 

you are just comfortable. I think they must have had some climate left 

over and sent it down to California. Anybody who doesn’t like 

California won’t like Heaven. 

The only trouble with you people, is that you are spoiled, you have 

had this climate so long. Whenever a drop of rain or a little wind comes, 

everybody growls and says, “This is unusual weather. We haven’t a very 

good day.” But really it is glorious. Glorious California! 

What else was there to spare? Heaven was full of trees and fruit. 

There was water in the mountains, and a beautiful lake up there, but it 

remained for man to bring it down in pipes to our country below. 

As God dealt with California, God wants to deal with man. Without 

His sunshine, you are just like California—our lives a desert, our hearts 
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a desert, our minds a desert, but praise God, when we were a barren 

waste, when we were sinners and condemned to die, when we were in 

darkness, no hope for us, then, glory to God, Heaven had something 

left over—even a gift for us—even Jesus Christ, the son of the living 

God. He was the gold, Hallelujah, that came down to enrich our 

impoverished lives. The gold is here now in our lives, just as it laid 

tucked away in the mountains, but we have to dig for it, down through 

the debris and the rocks and everything that lies between us and the 

gold nuggets. 

The Lord has made, for Christians, a beautiful climate. Never too 

hot or too cold since Jesus came into our lives. He has sent for us the 

stream of waters from above for our soul. Our lives, like California, 

would be dry and parched if it were not for the streams that run from 

Heaven. But in order for California to have the water, it means work. 

There are the mountains and the snow on them, but it must be piped 

down. So for us—the reservoir of God’s grace and blessing is there, but 

we need to go at it prayerfully and carefully, lay the channels of faith 

and confidence, if we would bloom and bring forth fruit for him. 

An old minister for a try-out sermon announced his text, “Salvation 

is Free,” then he preached to them of how you never needed a penny—

didn’t need to buy salvation, the Lord gave it free—free as the water 

you drink. He put special emphasis on its being free as water. 

“That is the man we want, He won’t need any salary. Let’s get that 

preacher.” 

They went to the preacher and said, “You are the kind of a preacher 

we want. You are engaged.” 

That night before he began to preach, he said, “Now, we will take up 

the collection.” 

“How’s that? We thought you said salvation was free. Now you are 

going to take up a collection. How do you explain that? You said this 

morning that it was free as the water you drink.” 

“Well, it is this way. You go down to the river and you can drink all 

you want, but if you want the water in your house, so that you can turn 

on a tap and get it, you have to pay for its being piped up. And that is 
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the way with salvation. It is free, but you have to pay for its being piped 

to you.” 

That’s the way with salvation. You must look after the piping. See 

that there is a full surrender and an obedience to God, then it flows 

through our hearts and makes our very souls the garden of God. Then 

God would make us as He has with California, a “Horn of Plenty.” I can 

think of no other way to explain salvation, than the “horn of plenty.” 

Did you ever see such roads as are in California, in other states of 

the Union? As we came to California, we bumped over country roads, 

into the sands, the rocks, and the desert, but in all California, the roads 

are just like silver-satin ribbons. Miles and miles, all told, of beautiful 

roads. 

California is a land of plenty. If they want money, all they have to 

do is to dig a little hole in God’s pocket and pipe up all the money they 

want—oil. 

A lady and her husband had lived a life of poverty for years and 

years. They never knew where the next meal was coming from. 

Permission was obtained to sink a well in their back yard. An oil well 

was sunk and a great stream of golden oil came pouring forth, a regular 

gusher, and instantly, the old couple were wealthy. They moved from 

there immediately. Their little house became an office. I stood in their 

front room when I had gone out to get information for a sermon which 

I was to preach on: “Oil.” 

Pointing to the maps, the men said, “This is such and such a well. 

This is the number of barrels we have taken out of the well.” 

“Yes, I know, but, what became of the old couple?” 

“Oh they are living in a mansion. They haven’t a care. They have 

found aplenty.” 

They have oil wells in Texas. Yes, but not all these other things. They 

haven’t the fruit and the plenty. God has not dealt with any other 

people as He has dealt with us here, this Thanksgiving Sunday. 

Now my heart, With God, has become an oil well. And your heart 

by the grace of God will be filled to overflowing too, and you will 

become a people whose heart flows with peace and plenty. 
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Every one of you by God’s help can lay down an oil well, and by the 

help of the Holy Ghost, can sink down a well and get a gusher. Get the 

Holy Spirit, you people who are so weak that you don’t know where the 

next testimony or the Amen is coming from. Dig deep and the next 

thing you know, you have struck a gusher. Praise God, I have struck a 

gusher too. 

I will never forget when I struck my well. Hallelujah! I had better 

explain myself or they will be saying, “You have an oil well?” 

I do own an oil well, sure I do. They are all my Father’s, praise the 

Lord. One of these days He is coming to get them. I want to put all mine 

into “Training School” and put young folks on the field instead of 

buying oil wells. I do wish I had money. I could spend more money 

than all the rest of the people put together. 

Mabel Brooker is ready right now to go to India. If some of you 

people want to do something, come and give me her fare and enough 

to keep her for a couple of years after she gets there. 

“Sister, you have your building to think of.” 

I know it, but I believe that if we give to the Lord and the foreign 

field and take care of the people, He will take care of us. 

Oh, if I had the money from all those oil wells, how many things I 

would love to do to free God’s people. But glory to God, I have one in 

my heart the power of the Holy Ghost is the finest thing I know. As 

much as I need money, yet I wouldn’t trade all of them for the oil well 

I have in my heart. Glory to God, Hallelujah! Isn’t it a full well? It is a 

gusher. It flows with the glory of God.  

A preacher never gets any sympathy, at least I don’t. I have been so 

busy all week, lots of time that I haven’t prepared my sermons. 

Someone says, “Oh, that doesn’t matter, the Lord will give it to you. Just 

press a button or something.” That’s all the sympathy I get. “The Lord 

will give it to you, Sister.” That’s all the sympathy that ever comes my 

way. But the first thing I know, Glory to God, it just flows and flows and 

flows. 

If you are like this little old couple—no money, no victory, no souls 

to your credit—won’t you sink a well today, by humility, prayer and 

searching for God. Lots of people stop when they get a little oil 
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showing. “Oh I have oil now,” but their pumping is through for the rest 

of their lives. Don’t stop there, go a little deeper and you will know it 

when you strike oil and so will everybody else. So the soul is a good 

deal like California. 

Then the Lord looking down, had some beautiful fruit trees. I expect 

there will be the tree of life over yonder, just hanging with the golden 

abundance of fruit. California, what a beautiful place it is. Olives 

bespeaking peace, and they grow in California. I am so glad the peace 

of God grows in my heart. Then the figs speak of healing and thank 

God, they grow in the garden of my heart. Then here are the beautiful 

grapes. How beautiful they are! Great long bunches growing upon the 

branches in California. They grow so fast. I never did see folks grow 

such grapes as they do out here. 

I was horrified when I first drove through California and saw them 

cut down a whole branch, right to the roots. 

“You will ruin your vineyard,” I said. 

“It’s alright, Sister, they grow so fast. In the spring there will be all 

we need. More than you can imagine. The grapes grow so fast.” 

At Fresno, I have a friend who has to prop the vines to keep them 

from breaking. Beautiful California. God’s country! So He would make 

my soul, your soul.  

And without water, California is a desert. California, you might say, 

is a reclaimed land. It is all but turned from a desert by water, planting 

of vegetation and care of man. So would our souls be a desert without 

God, but with His sunshine, you will bring forth the fruits of Canaan 

land, luscious and glorious. Everyone will come to your vine, therefore, 

and will say, “My hunger and my thirst is appeased because of the fruits 

on your vine.” The fruits grow in California and they grow spiritually 

in my heart. 

I went out driving with some friends in the northern part of the state 

and saw the great pine cones. “You should lift these,” yet, they said, 

“they were only small ones.” 

Have you ever seen the big trees they have down here? 

I drove right through them with my automobile. Glory to God, He 

has planted trees in my heart. I want Him to dwell forever with me. 
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This horn of plenty has been poured out from California. 

Here is a basket of pomegranates. Never expect to find them any 

place except in California. I have never learned to like them, but they 

are supposed to be very good. Here are dates and persimmons, fruit of 

all kinds. Pumpkins bespeaking God’s golden love and the wealth of His 

glory. Nuts of all kinds, vegetables of every kind, now they have 

discovered they can grow cotton here, just as good as down South. Oh, 

this is God’s country. 

People come here from all over the world. What’s the good of 

travelling all the time? Let them come here. They can all hear the 

“Four-Square” gospel.  

When I built this Temple, I saw people pouring into Los Angeles. It 

is the finest city I know, in every way. I held a meeting in San Diego, 

and they asked me to build my Temple there, but this is the garden spot 

of God. People are coming in from every direction and I preach to 

them and they, like homing doves, return with the message to all parts 

of the world. People are here from every state in the Union, getting the 

“Four-Square” gospel in their hearts by the power of the Holy Spirit. 

People pour in and pour out, just like a great big railroad station. People 

come in from every direction like doves, and all start back over the 

world, taking the message to others. But they always come back if they 

have the car fare. 

The horn of plenty. Here are the oranges. They are wonderful! How 

many of you remember the first time you ever saw an orange tree? The 

first one I saw, I stopped the car, got out and looked at it like you would 

St. Paul’s Cathedral or Westminster Abbey. 

“And that is an orange growing right on the tree?”  

“Yes. Take it off, Sister, take it off.” 

And I ate it, a real orange. Oh, not that I hadn’t eaten hundreds of 

them, but this is where they grow. This is California. 

I took a trip to Palm Springs last week and if you can take it, I hope 

you all do. As I drove, I saw orange trees on all sides, laden with golden 

fruit, green fruit and blossoms at the same time. I lifted my eyes and 

away over yonder was a mountain covered with snow. Here you can 



Horn of Plenty 

 491 

snowball in the mountains and drive out and swim in the afternoon. 

This is a wonderful country—God’s country, Hallelujah! 

So it is in the Christian life—we find the mountains of grace and 

glory—go out into the oceans of God’s love and all in between are the 

fruits of His blessing. 

Is anybody here a sinner? If you are, you have California as a desert. 

If you are a Christian, you have California as a “Horn of Plenty.” Then 

you can bring forth the fruits of the Spirit, sweet with the glory of the 

love of God, upon your branches; fruitage, rich and glorious from the 

Lord of plenty, which is from the Saviour’s bountiful hand. 

Oh, this afternoon, how He wants to bless you; make your heart flow 

with plenty. Won’t you let Him fill you full? 

California is a great health resort. When people are sick, they want 

to get to California. They feel—if they can just get in that wonderful 

air—they will be well. Hallelujah, since I have come into God’s grace 

and beauty, I have seen miracles performed by Jesus Christ. If you 

come to live in the horn of plenty, in the richness and beauty of His 

love, get saved, tap the reservoirs of fullness, lean upon His arms, make 

you a fertile land, fill your heart with glory, as people flow to California, 

so people will flow to you to be fed, saying, “Tell me the old, old story,” 

eat of the truths of your life and go out to tell the story to others. 

Hallelujah for Thanksgiving Sunday. Give thanks for the air you 

breathe, for the water you drink; give thanks for the clothes that clothe 

you. 

“Well, I earn my bread. I work hard for it. I don’t know that I should 

give thanks to anybody.” 

Yes, but the Lord gave it to you. You get bread from the grocers, the 

grocer got the bread from the baker, the baker bought the flour from 

the miller, the miller got the wheat from the farmer, the farmer got the 

wheat from the ground, and God gave the sunshine and the rain. 

Realize that all things come from God. Brother, sister, all that we have 

in the golden poppy state is God-sent. The oil, the oranges I call 

California sunshine, its nuts, pumpkins, gardens, truck farms, climate, 

health resorts, beaches, mountains, its beauty—when you think of 

California, it is a horn of plenty. 
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Will you not think of God and His son as a horn of plenty for you? 

Come and be saved. 

 



 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

November 23, 1924 

 

 

IDNIGHT SONS—How many there are of them! The Bible 

tells us of many.  

 

A young man—a rich young ruler—came to Jesus by night. We read 

of him in John the third chapter: 

 

There was a man of the Pharisees, named Nicodemus, a ruler of 

the Jews: The same came to Jesus by night, and said unto him, 

Rabbi, we know that thou art a teacher come from God: for no 

man can do these miracles that thou doest, except God be with 

him. Jesus answered and said unto him, Verily, verily, I say unto 

thee, Except a man be born again, he cannot see the kingdom of 

God. Nicodemus saith unto him, How can a man be born when 

he is old? can he enter the second time into his mother’s womb, 

and be born?  

Jesus answered, Verily, verily, I say unto thee, Except a man be 

born of water and of the Spirit, he cannot enter into the kingdom 

of God. That which is born of the flesh is flesh; and that which is 

born of the Spirit is spirit. Marvel not that I said unto thee, Ye 

must be born again. The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou 

hearest the sound thereof, but canst not tell whence it cometh, 

and whither it goeth: so is every one that is born of the Spirit.  

Nicodemus answered and said unto him, How can these things 

be? Jesus answered and said unto him, Art thou a master of Israel, 

and knowest not these things? Verily, verily, I say unto thee, We 

speak that we do know, and testify that we have seen; and ye 



The Midnight Son 

 494 

receive not our witness. If I have told you earthly things, and ye 

believe not, how shall ye believe, if I tell you of Heavenly things? 

 

John 3:2-12 

 

After he had listened to the story, he shook his head and went away 

unsaved and sobbed. “Ye must be born again,” but a “midnight son” was 

he. He couldn’t pay the price. Couldn’t give up his worldliness, his boon 

companions. “Goodbye Jesus, the world is calling me. I must go out 

with the crowd. I must live while I am young. It costs too much to be a 

Christian. I don’t want to be a make-believe Christian. Goodbye Jesus. 

I must leave you. Not tonight. I would like to become a Christian some 

time.” But he went away sorrowful. That young man turned his feet 

away from the Saviour and his footprints are going down to sin. 

I wonder how many would come to Jesus. It is Sunday night now. 

You have come at the end of the day to hear the old, old story. 

“Could I sign a card, join a church, do the best I know how, go out 

and live the old life, make religion a sort of convenience, live the best I 

can on Sunday and the rest of the week do as I want to?” 

“No,” said the Saviour, “You must be born again, washed in the 

blood of the Lamb, a new life begun, new desires, new aspirations, with 

Jesus the Light of the World in your heart.” 

It means living for Christ every day in the week; a heart devoted to 

a Saviour. 

“Well, I am afraid, I could not pay the price,” and away he went into 

the world. I wonder if the young man who went away then, or the one 

who went away tonight, gained in pleasure? 

No. Though we have the whole world in our possession and lose our 

own soul, it profiteth us nothing. 

How many midnight sons and midnight daughters have I seen 

burning the candle at both ends? Simply living in a life of jazz; gaiety. 

“Goodbye mother, I must leave you. I am going out into the world 

for a good time.” 

I have seen them in their dance; flying past on the joyrides. I have 

seen them trying to gain happiness with money-making, social success, 
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but never have I seen the hearts truly happy without Jesus in them. 

Working, working for pleasure—midnight sons. 

Oh the pity, to think that after the church is over, the lights are out, 

the church is closed, then still the dance halls, the pool rooms, the 

shows are open. As long as anybody has any money left, as long as 

anybody has a nickel, these places are open. Midnight sons and 

daughters, seeking pleasure, something to satisfy, but finding it not.  

Hallelujah, I have found the secret of true peace, true joy, true 

salvation, true happiness—it is in Jesus Christ, and His salvation and in 

a returning to mother’s God. Hallelujah! 

But this young man went away without Him, and the Lord’s words 

are still ringing in our hearts, “Ye must be born again.” 

We turn the pages and we find the story of another midnight son in 

Acts, the 26th chapter. Paul had been preaching to him and he touched 

the young man and said, 

“Won’t you come tonight?” He urged him and pled with him, just as 

the singers sang the gospel story, so it was in the by-gone days, when 

he spoke to the “midnight sons,” even Agrippa, and at last he reasoned 

with him, 

“Won’t you make room for Jesus? You have room for business, room 

for pleasure, room for everything else. Won’t you accept Him?” 

At last Agrippa said to Paul, “Almost thou persuadest me to be a 

Christian.” 

And Paul said, “I would to God, that not only thou, but also all that 

hear me this day, were both almost, and altogether such as I am, except 

these bonds.” 

A prisoner, preaching to a king. A man in bonds speaking to a man 

that was free. Yet that humble prisoner preaching there, his back beaten 

with lashes, suffered as few men had in this world, knew more peace, 

had more happiness than the haughty man, with the crown on his head. 

 

Almost cannot avail, 

Almost is but to fail! 

Sad, sad, that bitter wail 

Almost, but lost! 
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So it was with Agrippa. 

The dying thief was indeed, a “midnight son,” hanging there at the 

eleventh hour. He saw Jesus crucified and said, “Lord, remember me 

when thou comest into thy kingdom.” 

The Lord smiled his answer in a moment, “This day, I say unto thee, 

shalt thou be with me in paradise.”  

Brother, sister, are you here tonight, without a glorious Redeemer 

in your life? Now is the time to find Him. 

“I am too great a sinner. You might have preached a little sermon, 

but no, you have spent hours arranging it, trying to grip my attention, 

put the story in my heart. I am afraid it is in vain. You don’t know how 

great a sinner I am. The Lord will not save. me.” 

Yes, he will. I don’t think there is a week in my life but what I hear 

someone say, “I am too great a sinner!” If you are a sinner, you are the 

one the Lord is looking for. He came not to save the righteous, but call 

sinners to repentance. 

“But I am a gambler, I have spent my all on the world, in gambling, 

in riotous living. He won’t take me.” 

He will. Your mother loves you; puts a lamp in the window for you. 

The Lord loves you more. The Lord Jesus is the light of the world and 

is Heaven’s window for you tonight. 

From the story of little Sister Black—Lord love her—with that little 

baby asleep in her arms, to the old broken man on his cane, the love of 

God has followed all these years. 

“Couldn’t I be saved at the end of life, when I am old.” 

“Perhaps you could.” It is such a pathetic thing. 

I have seen their eyes fill up with tears and felt the quiver in their 

hands as they have taken mine and said, “Oh Sister, I wish I had come 

to Jesus when I was young. I wish I was young again. I would give 

anything if I had my life to live over again.” 

The other day at Sunshine Hour, the telephone rang. 

Some people are scolding me for not giving up my morning hours, 

but I did want to speak to the dying, the shut-ins, over the radio and 

while I live and have my being, I want to do everything in my ransomed 
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power to win souls for Jesus Christ. Hallelujah! When I go home, I want 

to feel that I did everything I could to bring the lost in. I do want to be 

faithful. 

The other morning, I was broadcasting, telling the story to the 

young and to the old, that the Lord would save them. Lying in bed was 

an aged man between seventy and eighty dying on his pillow. A 

“midnight son,” who never lived a day for Jesus. The light was gone and 

the afterglow was fading. 

Over the radio came a woman’s voice (I was preaching that 

morning) saying, “Oh sinner, look up. Jesus loves you. He died for you. 

It doesn’t matter who you are, if you will say, ‘Yes’ to Him, He will save 

you now.” 

That old man prayed with me. Others prayed with me. 

“God be merciful for me a sinner. The evening hours alone are left, 

but such as I have, I give to thee.” 

And the old man was really converted. They called me up and told 

me that he shouted and praised the Lord all the day. 

“The joy has come to my heart, but Oh, that it had been years ago.” 

Just as the sun was setting, “Praise the Lord, Jesus has saved me, but I 

am going now.” He folded his hands and was gone. 

Converted over the radio in the morning and that night slipped 

away. Isn’t it a pity to go so late? 

When I was converted, I never stopped singing it until I was a soul-

winner: 

 

Must I go on empty-handed, 

Thus, my dear Redeemer meet 

Not a soul with which to greet Him 

Lay no trophies at His feet. 

Must I go on empty-handed, 

Meet my dear Redeemer so? 

 

Oh glory to God, I have some souls to give Him now. I am so glad I 

was converted when I was seventeen years old and have been preaching 
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for sixteen years and I have seen tens of thousands of people kneeling 

at the Saviour’s feet. 

Oh brother, sister, what about you? Are you a sinner? 

“Yes, but I am afraid He won’t save me. You surely pictured it 

tonight. My mother held me and sang lullabies. My mother put so 

much trust in me. I was going to be a comfort to her—her mainstay. I 

used to pray and read my Bible.” 

“She used to teach me to pray, but Sister, when I got older”—you 

pictured one case true of thousands and thousands—“I said, ‘Good-bye 

mother, I am going to sail around the world and across the ocean. The 

crowd is calling. Gaiety is calling. Goodbye. I am going.’ I remember 

how she wept and with tears in her eyes she said, ‘You will come back 

again, my boy.’” 

Make mother’s God yours. Maybe she dropped a little Bible in your 

suitcase as you left. Someway you were out for a good time, but you 

haven’t found it. God knows you have tried. 

You have worked hard enough to get it, but have you found the 

peace that passeth understanding? 

No, without Jesus Christ, it is impossible. But He has loved you; each 

night trimmed the light of love, put it in the window of faith. 

“God bring him back to me. Don’t give him up. Don’t let him die in 

his sin. Don’t let any accident befall him. Don’t let anything happen.” 

If she loves you, the Lord loves you more. 

“No, she wouldn’t take me back. No Sister, she wouldn’t.” 

Wouldn’t she? Indeed she would, if I know anything about a mother 

she would. 

One day an evangelist was holding a revival meeting in a certain city 

and was preaching on the prodigal son and he said to a lady, “I want 

you to sing for me, ‘Where is my wandering boy tonight?’” 

“I am a little old, my voice isn’t as good as it used to be besides there 

is another reason why I can’t sing that.” 

“But sister, I want you to sing it, because you will sing it from your 

heart. You are such a motherly person.” 

“I can’t sing that. I will do anything I can, but I can’t sing that.” 

“Well, why?” 
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“My boy is a wandering boy. Years and years ago, we had a little 

quarrel over his pay envelope. I was a widow, he was my only son. 

‘Charlie, won’t you bring home just half of it to me? I need it so.’” 

“’I am going to pull out and leave home and take it all!’ and he left 

me. I don’t know where he is. All these years, I have waited. Praying to 

God to bring him back. I can’t sing it.” 

“I am so glad you told me, Sister—have taken me into your 

confidence. But I want you to sing it all the more now, since you told 

me that. I don’t mind if you do break down and the tears stream down 

your cheeks. So much the better. Sing it anyway.” 

That night found her singing the song to a crowded church. She 

started out bravely enough; 

 

Where is my wandering boy tonight, 

Child of my tenderest care. 

 

As she sang it, you could have heard a pin drop anywhere. 

 

Once he was fair as the morning dew 

As he knelt by his mother’s knee. 

 

Again she saw those bright eyes, boyish lips held up to her, a little 

tot. Now she is living it over again. She came to the last verse and 

choked. She couldn’t get through it. 

And old man, it looked to be at first, but middle-aged after he got 

up. His coat was ragged, hair unkempt, face unshaven, eyes bloodshot, 

portraying the life he lived, supposed himself rather tipsily and looked 

at that old lady, with her face crowned with white hair. 

 

Go for my wandering boy tonight,. 

Go search for him where you will, 

But bring him to me with all his blight 

And tell him I love him still. 
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He groped with his hand out in front of him, came down the aisle 

just as she got to that part of the song, fell on his knees, saying, “Mother, 

you don’t mean it, do you?” 

Then she looked down at the poor unshaven face, bloodshot eyes. 

“Love you, my son, my darling? Of course I love you.” 

In a moment, she was on her knees beside him, with her arm around 

him and they were praying. He prayed, “O God, be merciful to me a 

sinner. If mother loved me like that, perhaps you loved me like that 

too.” 

Of course He loves you. The audience was weeping, other people 

were coming. The altars were full. The evangelist’s face was bright as 

the morning. The song had gone over. Weak and quavering though it 

was, he was glad. 

My boy, my girl here tonight. It doesn’t matter who you are or 

where you are, Jesus loves you. Maybe that little mother of yours lives 

in another state in the Union. You haven’t written her for a long time. 

You are burning the midnight oil. You have tried the world and all it 

has to give. Maybe she is gone now, as the boy’s mother in our story, 

over to the other shore, but she is waiting. 

Won’t you tell her you will be there? Not only your mother, but your 

Saviour loves you. Greater love hath no man than this, that he lay down 

his life for his friends. 

Midnight sun. The snow, the frost and the winter have come now. 

Once it was a mid-noon sun. Once perhaps, you had a love for Jesus; a 

voice which could be lifted in praise. Hands and arms strong to work 

for Jesus, but you wanted your own way. Now the snows are falling. A 

midnight son! But come home, come to Jesus now. The fact that you 

have put it off in the past is the greatest argument for accepting Jesus 

tonight. 

Don’t give up without trying. If the house is on fire and you in it, 

you wouldn’t say, “I don’t think I’ll try to get out.” If the house was on 

fire, I couldn’t picture you saying that.  

“If there is a way to get out, I’ll try it!” 

That is what you want to do with salvation. Don’t say you can’t be 

saved. Make your way home. Just say, “Just as I am, I come to Thee.” 
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It may be the little home here is empty, but those little eyes will be 

looking down from above and Jesus will be waiting. 

“Sister, I have almost a mind to do it. Not tonight, but next Sunday 

night. I will wait until I feel like it.” 

You will never feel more like it than tonight. Ninety-nine times out 

of a hundred, the heart is dead because you don’t feel like it, and it 

shows you are in a very serious position. 

He came to you when you were a little boy, and knocked. Then as a 

young man and still you put it off, and the easier it is to put it off 

another time. The more you don’t open the door, the more your heart 

is calloused—just as your hands become calloused from constant toil—

then you say, “I don’t feel like it.” 

If you don’t feel like being converted, that is the greatest reason for 

your springing over seats, or any other way to get here, and saying, 

“Lord, I come not because I feel like it, but because Thy precious blood 

was shed for me and because Thou bidst me come to Thee, O Lamb of 

God, I come.” 

Perhaps for you, it is the midnight hour and you, like Agrippa are 

saying, “Almost thou persuadest me.” Almost is not enough. 

Here is the little baby. Here is the little child with her prayers. I was 

praying, “Let them speak to somebody to night.”  

“Years ago, I prayed like that, just as she did. But I haven’t prayed 

for years, Sister, but I used to pray just like that little girl. I remember 

how, when mother prayed, her heart was blessed, then I said, ‘Goodbye 

mother!’” 

Maybe it is to be a sailor lad or a soldier boy, or to enter the movies. 

Perhaps it was money-making. You didn’t have time to read your Bible 

and to pray, or perhaps you just forgot it, but you have missed Mother’s 

God, and now you have wandered away. 

How old are you? Where are you? Are you under a mid-noon sun or 

under a midnight sun? Answer these questions for yourself. 

Glory to God, I am so glad I have a little time to work for Jesus! 

Could you imagine me sitting out in the audience, fifty-five years old? 

When the Lord came to me in that revival should I have said, “When 

I am older, I will give my heart to Jesus. I am going to have a jolly good 
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time. By and by, I’ll be a Christian. I want to have my fling while I am 

young”? 

Can you picture me out there—this is somebody else’s church? God 

had a work for me, a ministry for me. God had something for me to do, 

but I didn’t do it? Somebody else is preaching? 

“Mr. Preacher, you certainly painted my picture. Such as I am, I 

come to Thee. The evening hours alone are left, such as I have, I give 

to thee.” 

Could you picture me coming down the aisles tonight and saying, 

“Lord Jesus, I am so sorry you came to me when I was seventeen and 

my heart trembled with conviction and I had to say ‘yes’ or ‘no’ and it 

had to be settled one way or another. All these years, I have lived 

without you, had a good time, brought up my little family, cared for 

business, tried to live a good, moral, straight-forward life, but I never 

worked for thee. Lord Jesus save me now. I have had all the devil had 

to give. Now at the eleventh hour, I will come to you. Save me, Lord, 

although I am empty-handed”? 

Could you picture me like that? But glory to God, it is different. I did 

tremble with conviction. And after three days, at the last moment, I 

threw up my hands and said, “Lord be merciful to me a sinner.” 

Just like a flash, the light broke over my soul and the blood of Jesus, 

cleansed me from all sin, and the joybells rang in my heart. 

Then it was all new. I am a Christian now. I don’t know what I am 

going to do but, 

 

I’ll go where you want me to go, dear Lord, 

Over mountain o’er or plain or sea, 

I’ll say what you want me to say, dear Lord 

I’ll be what you want me to be. 

 

Then one day, the Lord showed me the door. I began preaching to 

the Mohawk Indians on a reservation. Then in cottages; from that to 

tent meetings; then I began preaching in buildings, telling the story of 

Jesus. I am only a sinner saved by grace. I am just nothing, but I have 



The Midnight Son 

 503 

been putting the lighted lamp in the window to save others, and now 

many have said, “Jesus, save me.” 

Perhaps you are under a mid-noon sun. I hope it is my mid-noon 

sun so I can work for Him a little longer. For fifteen years, I have been 

bringing them home and I do hope that for many more years He will 

let me serve Him. 

But Oh, how awful to be under a midnight sun or a midnight sky! 

Don’t wait until you are broken. Come now while you are under a mid-

noon sky. Come now. Don’t wait another minute. If you are like that 

dear old man, there is still light in your sky. Come to Jesus tonight. Say, 

“Lord I am coming home. Every breath I breathe, every day I live, 

every moment of my time from this on, my life is yours.”  

Then suddenly you will find a world full of light, joy, singing and 

happiness and suddenly the sky will be painted in new colors. Suddenly 

life will be worth the living. There is joy in serving Christ. Brother, 

sister, I want you to take the step tonight. Don’t wait for the man or the 

woman beside you. I want you to be a Christian—a real one, not just a 

church member. I want you to come now. Fill the platform, the 

communion space and the altar, and say, “Just as I am,” 

You can go out singing happier than you have ever been all the days 

of your life.





 

 

 

Friday Evening 

November 26, 1924 

 

 

E WILL TURN in the Word of God tonight to a chapter which 

I am sure you have all loved who have found it—The last 

chapter of Proverbs. 

Various writers in the world today, and several who have lived in the 

days gone by, have paid some beautiful tributes to womanhood, to 

wives, to mothers, to sisters, but I think the most beautiful tribute ever 

paid to a good woman, a good wife, a good mother, is found in 

Proverbs’ 31st chapter. As my subject is “What kind of a wife to marry” 

and then having the church wedding, I would like to read you these 

verses, beginning with the tenth. Then I would read to you my text for 

the evening found in Amos 3:3: “Can two walk together, except they be 

agreed?” 

 

Who can find a virtuous woman? for her price is far above rubies. 

The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her, so that he shall 

have no need of spoil. 

She will do him good and not evil all the days of her life. 

She seeketh wool, and flax, and worketh willingly with her hands. 

She is like the merchants’ ships; she bringeth her food from afar. 

She riseth also while it is yet night, and giveth meat to her 

household, and a portion to her maidens. 

She considereth a field, and buyeth it: with the fruit of her hands 

she planteth a vineyard. 

She girdeth her loins with strength, and strengtheneth her arms. 

She perceiveth that her merchandise is good: her candle goeth 

not out by night. 
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She layeth her hands to the spindle, and her hands hold the 

distaff. 

She stretcheth out her hand to the poor; yea, she reacheth forth 

her hands to the needy. 

She is not afraid of the snow for her household: for all her 

household are clothed with scarlet. 

She maketh herself coverings of tapestry; her clothing issilk and 

purple. 

Her husband is known in the gates, when he sitteth among the 

elders of the land. 

She maketh fine linen, and selleth it; and delivereth girdles unto 

the merchant. 

Strength and honour are her clothing; and she shall rejoice in 

time to come. 

She openeth her mouth with wisdom; and in her tongue isthe law 

of kindness. 

She looketh well to the ways of her household, and eateth not the 

bread of idleness. 

Her children arise up, and call her blessed; her husband also, and 

he praiseth her. 

Many daughters have done virtuously, but thou excellest them 

all. 

Favour is deceitful, and beauty is vain: but a woman thatfeareth 

the LORD, she shall be praised. 

Give her of the fruit of her hands; and let her own works praise 

her in the gates. 

Proverbs 31:10-31 

 

Amos 3:3: “Can two walk together, except they be agreed?” 

 

On the Angelus Temple platform tonight, I have mapped out two 

roads: a narrow road leading to the right up the stairway and through 

the gates ajar; the other the broad road which leads further and further 

away to the left and runs down the steps. 
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The narrow road is a golden road of love and blessing. The broad 

road is green and black denoting jealousy and sin. These two roads 

seem to start at about the same place, but the further they go, the 

further they grow apart. 

In the Word of God we read: Can two walk together, unless they be 

agreed? I would also have you turn with me to 2 Corinthians 6:14. 

I have announced I would speak upon this subject and there is a 

multitude of young folk in this Temple, not that you came because I 

have announced my subject regarding marriage, for every Friday night 

sees hundreds and hundreds of young people in the Temple. Of course 

everyone is interested in what kind of a wife to marry. 

You boys are thinking, Sister is going to get after the girls tonight, I 

know by the subject she chose. No this thing is going both ways. Can 

two walk together unless they be agreed? 

If you are a Christian, you should marry one who is a Christian. 

It is a pretty difficult thing to have peace, joy and constant abiding 

love one for another when you are walking two different roads, leading 

two different lives, going two different directions. It is pretty hard to 

live a glorious happy, life in that way. 

If you are going to choose a wife, of course, it should be one you 

love. Then, if I was going to choose a wife, I would choose a Christian. 

If I were a young man, I would not choose a flippant, frivolous, 

smoking, novel-reading, card-playing sort of a girl. Although she may 

be good company now, seem brilliant, have a ‘come-back’ for 

everything you say, alert and alive, yet I would want to be sure she was 

not a superficial, shallow sort of a girl who just simply kept company 

with me because I had money, had a good job and was able to give her 

better gifts, dinners and parties than anybody else, because that is a 

poor foundation on which to build a home, starting out like that. 

Afterward, I think you would find that shallowness making itself 

manifest. There is no depth there to make a happy, glorious home. 

I would want to make sure was that the woman was a real Christian. 

I would want to see her starting to church on Sunday morning with a 

Bible and song book under her arm. I would want to see her teaching a 
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Sunday School class, singing in the choir or doing something definite 

for the Lord Jesus Christ. 

“What has that to do with it?” someone says. 

Oh, if the heart is right, the mind will be right and pure and clean. 

The actions will be fine, pure and unselfish. The finest, cleanest people 

in the whole world are those who have Jesus Christ living in their lives. 

They are the people who make the most beautiful homes, the truest 

companions, the people who are ready to sing rain or shine. True blue, 

a yard wide, guaranteed not to shrink when the storms of sickness and 

suffering come. Hallelujah! 

If I were choosing a wife, the first thing I would be sure that she was 

a Christian, then the next thing I would think about would be, “Am I 

worthy or not to ask her to become my wife?” If I were a poor sinner, 

my breath reeking with tobacco, life shallow, giddy and flippant, used 

to running out to worldly amusements or my heart running that way, I 

don’t think I would ask her to become my wife. 

I might love her, love her to distraction, feel that I could not live 

without her, yet I would not ask her to marry me for I would break her 

heart. If I was to ask her to be a wife of mine, share my joys and my 

sorrows, I might just as well kill her and be done with it, for as the years 

went by her heart would become more and more heavy and her life 

would be dark and dreary. Yes, I would want to know she was a 

Christian and I was a Christian. 

If I was choosing a wife, I would not only want to know she was a 

Christian, but judicious and wise. It seems like the people nowadays 

want to hide all alertness. One thing I like about the twentieth century 

young people is their sincerity, but the thing I don’t like is their 

slouchiness. They walk slouchy. You notice the models in the fashion 

store, and they are half bent over and to one side. People are supposed 

to walk in the shape of a rainbow these days. 

I like for people to have a mind of their own, walk straight and alert. 

Then I would want my wife to be wise; a little girlie I would be proud 

of in the days to come, a beautiful mother in the home, not one who 

could not be worthy of that name. 
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What do you mean by wise? I say wise because I would want her to 

have a depth of earnestness and seriousness, one that was genuine, not 

someone who would look altogether different if they did not have all 

the powder, paint and false curls, although people are not wearing so 

many of those today. I would want someone wise and sincere, not that 

it makes so much difference through the courtship days, but you want 

real happiness after all that is over. 

Then I would want someone who was prayerful. One who knew the 

Lord Jesus. I would want her to be a Christian, truthful, gentle, sincere 

and real. Then I believe there would be a solid foundation for a good 

home. These, coupled with unselfishness, would bode for truthfulness 

and happiness in the days to come. 

Then I would want to be sure she was walking on the same road I 

was going upon, not on the broad road leading to destruction, but on 

the narrow road that leads to peace and joy eternal. 

Then comes the question, “Can two walk together, unless they be 

agreed? What fellowship hath unrighteousness with righteousness?” 

Choose which way you will go and then both walk together. 

Let me illustrate tonight in a way which I hope young folk will never 

forget. I am a minister of the gospel and as such, I am called upon to 

marry a great number of people. One thing I always like to ask young 

people when they come for me to marry them is, “Are you a Christian?” 

“Are you a Christian,” this to the young lady. 

“No.” 

“Are you a Christian,” of the young man. 

“No.” 

“Then, I will marry you, for you are both on the same road, but I 

hope you will both come to the right road and surrender your lives to 

the service of Jesus.” 

Many a time, they will both kneel right there and give their hearts 

to the Saviour. 

Sometimes they will come to the altar a day or two after. 

I don’t think I have married hardly a couple who did not have the 

Saviour in their lives that they did not come a short time later and 

surrender their lives. 



What Kind of a Wife to Marry 

 510 

Another couple comes in for marriage. 

“Are you a Christian?” 

“Yes” is the answer both of them give. 

Then that is a sure foundation for a happy home. 

“Are you a Christian brother?” 

“No” 

“Are you a Christian, little sister?” 

“Oh yes, indeed, I am.” 

Then a shadow falls over my heart and the smile somehow leaves 

my face for an instant and I wonder just how this thing will come out. 

“You love each other now?” 

“Yes, we do!” 

“You think you will always be happy together?” 

“Yes.” 

But how can they be? How can two people walk together unless they 

be agreed? 

I have picked out three people from the Bible School walking 

together. They are all good Christian people, but they are letting me 

use them in my illustration tonight. 

Here is little cupid with his bow and I want them to be two people 

walking together on the broad road. 

“Brother, Sister, you say you are neither one a Christian. Won’t you 

let Jesus come into your hearts tonight? Won’t you walk the narrow 

road?” 

“We don’t think so, not tonight. Maybe so by and by, but now we 

want to play cards and dance and go to theater parties.” 

They are both standing side by side at the end of the road. 

They are supposed to be unconverted people, so I take some black 

crepe paper, or black ribbon to tie the matrimonial knot. I wonder how 

it is going to come out. If they would only give their hearts to Jesus, 

how happy they would come out. 

“Will you take this man to be your lawfully (awfully) wedded 

husband.” 

“I will.” 

“Will you take this woman to be your lawfully wedded wife?” 
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“I will.” 

Then they are bound to each other in sickness, in health, for richer 

or for poorer and they go down life’s road—but they are going the 

wrong road! They are going the road to destruction. They are going 

down, down, down away from God for time and eternity. Cupid tries 

to stop them and saying “Go back, go back!” He is blessing them, but it 

is too late to send them on the other road. 

Here is the second couple and here is Cupid. (No matter how often 

he sees shipwreck and distress he always comes back.) 

I want this second couple to be one on the narrow road. The first 

couple was Mr. and Mrs. Wagner. The second couple is Mr. and Mrs. 

Jeffries, a little couple in the training school, happy in Jesus. I am going 

to tie them with a beautiful golden harness this time. 

As I tie the marriage knot I ask “Are you a Christian?” Both answer, 

“Yes!” 

Oh, how happy are they! Come to know each other at prayer 

meeting or choir practice. Bing!—cupid has shot her and, Bing!—there 

brother’s heart is pierced. 

Then the next thing to do is to send for the preacher. Be sure you 

are right and then go ahead. 

“Sister, do you take this man as your lawfully wedded husband?” 

“I do.” 

“Brother, do you take this woman as your lawfully wedded wife?” 

“I do.” 

So I tie them both together and they kneel while I pray. 

“Lord Jesus, You bless them and keep them close to You.” 

There are the two roads before them, the broad way and the narrow. 

They choose the narrow and keep together. They read the Bible 

together and kneel at night and pray together. That is the prettiest sight 

you ever saw! Christians walking together, kneeling together in earnest 

prayer side by side when the day is done saying, “Lord, we thank you 

for home, love, salvation” and the Lord is there. They have taken Jesus 

into their home, the unseen guest at every meal, the silent listener to 

every conversation. How can their house fall? It is built upon the Solid 

Rock. 
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[The Jeffries sing with a mandolin accompaniment]: 

 

We shall see the desert as the rose, 

Walking in the King’s highway; 

There’ll be singing where salvation goes, 

Walking in the King’s highway. 

There’s a highway there and a way, 

Where sorrow shall flee away; 

And the light shines bright as the day, 

Walking in the King’s highway. 

 

So we rejoice with them. They are going up the golden stairs, 

through the Heavenly portals. When life’s day is over they are not 

separated, but go together to Heaven and thus to ever be with the Lord. 

Oh, I want to be a Christian, don’t you? 

Now we have showed you the sinners on their way to destruction, 

showed you the Christians on their way to Heaven (and I tell you they 

are a happy, happy couple—both praying and singing together). 

Now I want to show you two who are not agreed, who cannot walk 

together. (These people too, are both Christians, God bless them.) 

Brother is to represent the sinner: unconverted, his novel in his 

hand, pack of playing cords in his pockets I suppose. Sister has her Bible 

in her hand and on the way to Glory. He has persuaded her to walk in 

marriage, but not in heart together. 

One day little cupid came out and Bing!—sisters heart was pierced. 

Bing!—brother was shot. Now send for the preacher. 

The brother said, “My darling, I want you to become my wife! Will 

you?” 

“Oh, but you are not a Christian. I don’t see how I can. Your life is 

wild. Your life is different from mine—different amusements, different 

kind of reading, you like to spend the evenings in a different place than 

I. You are wild and worldly, while I love the Lord Jesus.” 

“Darling, I want you to marry me! You are the sun of my sky, my 

star of my life. You are the only one that can straighten me up and make 

a man of me. I will become a Christian. You will be the only one that 
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can ever turn me to your Saviour. You can do what the preachers 

cannot do.” 

She thinks, “I had just better marry him to save him. Then he will 

give up dancing, card-playing and come my way.” 

Girlie, don’t you do it, for if he will not give up before, he will not 

afterward. Then your life will be shipwrecked! 

I then get out my harness to tie these two. It is a pure white ribbon 

with a crimson stream in it. The white represents the purity of her dear 

heart, the red the blood of Jesus, but the red only runs a few feet and 

stops. There the red line ends. This young man may be straight and 

moral, but never washed in the blood of the lamb. What can I do? Here 

they are to be married. They have their license. 

“Brother, won’t you be a Christian?” 

“No.” 

“Sister, he says if I marry him everything will be alright. We love 

each other.” 

“Well, all that is left is for me to do my part.” 

“Brother will you take this woman as your lawful wedded wife?” 

“I Will!” 

“Sister, will you take this man as your lawful wedded husband?” 

“I will!” 

And, with that another couple is married for better or for worse, 

richer, poorer, sickness or health, till death do you part, but I wonder 

how it will all come out when the storm comes. What will happen then? 

Oh, Cupid, what will happen? Now watch closely: 

They start out fine. 

“Ho, ho, who said we couldn’t be happy, one a sinner, the other a 

Christian! Aren’t we happy? Of course we are!” 

One person’s feet going on the broad road, the other person is 

travelling on the narrow road. At first their arms were around each 

other’s shoulders, but they slip down until only the hands are touching. 

They are growing further and further apart. 

How can two talk together, unless they be agreed? 

Cupid is trying to get the man to go over onto the narrow way, but 

Cupid, can’t you see he is on the wrong road, darling?—the wrong road? 
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One morning sister informed her husband that she was going to 

church, and asked him to go too. 

“No, I am fed up on church! It is church or its equal all the time. You 

go on if you want to.” 

The next night brother wants to go to a dance or a show. You see he 

is on the wrong road. 

“Come on and go to the show with me. You never go with me any 

place. Don’t be so narrow and straight-laced!” 

“Yes, I could go, but I would be no different than any of the rest of 

the sinners. No I can’t go! What is the difference if saint and sinner read 

the same novels, go to the same shows, dance the same dances, what is 

the difference?” 

You see one is pulling one way, the other the other way. One is 

hanging on to the narrow road, the other is pulling for the broad way. 

Then he wants to compromise, “You come and go to the show with 

me tonight, and I will go to the church tomorrow night.” But you can’t 

do it—you have to be either on the narrow road or on the broad road. 

(Now comes the first quarrel) 

“I don’t know why you are always wanting a prayer meeting in the 

house—praying, singing and reading the Bible. I can’t see any sense to 

that sort of stuff. If I want my friends in, I can’t have them, because you 

say we smoke, play cards, and joke. It is pretty hard on me all the time, 

not to be able to invite the boys in.” 

Now they have dropped hands.  

You say, “They are still tied.” 

I know it. They are only held by the cord I put on them when I 

married them. That is the only thing that is holding them—the 

marriage bond. 

She is thinking, “I am still his wife. We are married for better or for 

worse. My, I wish I hadn’t done that! I am married now though.” 

It is for better or for worse! 

They take another step—the cord of marriage is strained now. There 

is bickering and tears. What are they going to do? 

“I simply won’t live with you if you are going to meetings all the 

time. It is meetings, meetings all the time. Grace at the table before 
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meals, prayer and Bible reading before you retire. I won’t have it! I am 

sick and tired of the whole thing!” 

Why? It hurts his conscience, that is all. He knows he is wrong. He 

knows that when they stood before the altar side by side and he 

promised to love and cherish her, to go side by side with her through 

life, her cheeks were rosy and her eyes sparkling and now the cheeks 

are pale and stained with tears, the eyes dull with a determination in 

them to press on toward the cross of Calvary whatever the cost and that 

it is all his fault. Every time she prays, it us just like a knife piercing his 

heart. Every time she reads the Bible she is bringing before him his 

broken promise. 

Now comes the rending. I don’t believe she would break the 

marriage vows. Not many Christian women I know would break them. 

I don’t believe in divorce. I think it is a terrible thing, however, the Bible 

says if they are not willing to live together, do the best you can, but let 

them go—don’t you send her or don’t you send him—whichever, the 

case may be; ready any moment to forgive them should they come 

back, but don’t give up your Bible, nor prayer. Stick to Jesus and 

remember He will make you loving and kind. 

“I think I could get a divorce and be married again.” 

No, not while the other is living. You are married for life, for better 

or for worse, till death do you part. Stick to your bargain. 

How was it when Germany entered the recent world war? She 

considered her pledges only as scraps of paper. Is that the way we 

consider our wedding certificates? Were you lying or telling the truth? 

Divorce—that is the curse of our generation today. If quarreling 

comes and you can’t help it, you can at least walk separately until Jesus 

comes for you or brings that one back to you. 

“Someone has to cut this cord. We can’t walk like this!”  

And they are separated. One goes on to life and peace and joy the 

other down to everlasting destruction and death. 

Cupid honey, out there are many, many young people. In picking 

up your bow and arrow, do be careful who you hit. I suppose in the 

course of a year, two or three hundred of you young people will be 

married. I wonder which way you will go—what road you will walk. 
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You take careful aim, little Cupid, and it is “Bing”—somebody’s heart 

here is touched and “Bing” there is their mate just over yonder—but I 

wonder which way they will go, which road they will choose. Will it be 

both jazzing together, reading the same novels, doing the same worldly 

things and at last going to the same home of destruction, or will it be 

pulling apart, one on one road, and the other on the other road?  

Will it be walking together to the Heavenly country? 

Thank God, some of you have said, “There is nothing but heartache 

and sorrow on this broad road. As for me and my house, we will serve 

the Lord.” 

I have prayed that I might bring this so forcefully before you that 

you would never forget it. I love you young people dearly, and I think 

it is a great blessing and a wonderful privilege to preach to hundreds of 

young men and women, alert and keen.  

The roads of life stretch out in front of you, and it is—Choose—one 

way or the other. I want to fasten it so securely in your minds so that 

you can make no mistake. 

How can two walk together, unless they are agreed? 

 



 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

November 30, 1924 

 

 

My Jesus, I love thee, I know thou art mine; 

for thee all the follies of sin I resign; 

my gracious Redeemer, my Saviour art thou; 

if ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ‘tis now. 

I love thee because thou hast first loved me 

and purchased my pardon on Calvary’s tree; 

I love thee for wearing the thorns on thy brow; 

if ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ‘tis now. 

I’ll love thee in life, I will love thee in death, 

and praise thee as long as thou lendest me breath, 

and say when the deathdew lies cold on my brow: 

If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ‘tis now. 

In mansions of glory and endless delight, 

I’ll ever adore thee in Heaven so bright; 

I’ll sing with the glittering crown on my brow: 

If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ‘tis now. 

 

ORD JESUS WE praise Thee this morning. This song comes 

right from the depths of our hearts: If ever we loved you, 

Lord Jesus ‘tis now. As we open the sacred pages of the Word 

of God this morning, we fain would see Jesus only. Lord our hearts are 

hungry for a glimpse of Thee. Lord we want to see you today; hear your 

voice; feel the touch of your hand. You have promised “I, if I be lifted 

up, will draw all men unto me” and we would lift you up this morning 

until every eye shall behold Thee and every heart be drawn unto Thee! 

Speak Lord, for Thy glory and Thy name’s sake. Amen. 
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We open our Bibles this morning at the ninth chapter of St. Mark 

beginning at the first verse to the tenth inclusive: 

 

And he said unto them, Verily I say unto you, That there be some 

of them that stand here, which shall not taste of death, till they 

have seen the kingdom of God come with power. 

And after six days Jesus taketh with him Peter, and James, and 

John, and leadeth them up into an high mountain apart by 

themselves: and he was transfigured before them. And his 

raiment became shining, exceeding white as snow; so as no fuller 

on earth can white them. And there appeared unto them Elias 

with Moses: and they were talking with Jesus. And Peter answered 

and said to Jesus, Master, it is good for us to be here: and let us 

make three tabernacles; one for thee, and one for Moses, and one 

for Elias. For he wist not what to say; for they were sore afraid. 

And there was a cloud that overshadowed them: and a voice came 

out of the cloud, saying, This is my beloved Son: hear him. 

And suddenly, when they had looked round about, they saw no 

man any more, save Jesus only with themselves. And as they 

came down from the mountain, he charged them that they 

should tell no man what things they had seen, till the Son of man 

were risen from the dead. 

 

While I am speaking this morning, I want everyone to get a glimpse 

of Jesus and lose sight of everyone else: ”Suddenly, when the disciples 

had looked around they saw no man any more, save Jesus only with 

themselves.”  

What busy folks these disciples had been. They had been caught in 

the busy rush and turbulent stream of this day just as multitudes are 

caught in the busy rush and whirl of the duties and press of 1924. Oh, 

they had been so busy! 

For one thing there had been the four thousand to feed just in the 

chapter before. There had been the bread to carry, the fish to distribute, 

then the baskets had to be collected afterward.  



Jesus Only 

 519 

The five thousand which were to be fed had to be set in groups, so 

many in this place, and so many in that. That was their duty in order 

that the Master’s commands were carried out. 

Then they had been so busy on the sea of life, They had the helms 

to care for; had to see the vessel was properly anchored while the sails 

must be raised and lowered before the winds that blew and the storms 

that raged. 

Beside these things there was the Master. They had been backing the 

Master against the Scribes and the Pharisees. Looking out for the 

wolves coming in to scatter the sheep. Busy, busy people. 

Right in the heart of His ministry which is so short on earth—only 

three years—in the heart of it, Jesus stopped. In the middle of the rush, 

noise and turmoil of the city streets, He stopped. In the rush of the 

market places of life, the clamor of the sick to be healed, prattle of 

childish voices, hungry to be fed, He just stopped, beckoned to His 

disciples and said, “Come along, come away my children. I want to take 

you up into the high mountain and give you a glimpse of Jesus only 

today. I know there are souls to be saved, sick to be healed, hungry to 

be ministered unto, but if you would do effective service, you must see 

Jesus only. If you would come out with a radiant face, cool steady 

hands, you must have time to get alone, get your own heart and soul 

refreshed. Come, come away.” 

So they left the crowd at the foot of the mountain. Peter, James and 

John—strange how they always did divide themselves like that, even 

unto the Garden of Gethsemane—and climbed the mountain of 

obedience, frankincense and myrrh with Jesus. They knew the path. It 

was a beaten track and me thinks the Saviour’s feet must have often 

passed that way as He went up the mountain by night to pray. Jesus 

only, in prayer with God. 

As they climbed, the voices below seemed to grow thinner and the 

clamor below was farther and farther away. As they climbed up that 

blessed hill, the air began to change. It grew exhilarating, intoxicating, 

pure. As they climbed, the earth was receding, Heaven was coming 

nearer. As they climbed, the pools of earth must have been just a little 
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shining speck below them and the mountain peaks were coming out 

into glorious reality. 

At last they reached the top of the mountain. Jesus leading the way, 

and Hallelujah, they were alone with Christ—Jesus only. 

If there is anything this old world needs today, it is to get a glimpse 

of Jesus only. People are so tired of seeing people, hearing people, tired 

of men and women preaching, they are tired of hearing people talk, 

talk, talk. What our souls need and are crying out for is Jesus only. It 

isn’t a case of “Are you going to hear So and So?” or “What is So and So 

going to talk about?” We are sick and tired of people’s opinions. We 

want to see Jesus. 

My soul is thirsty for Him. Every atom in my being is crying out for 

a closer walk with God, a closer relationship with Jesus Christ. I too, am 

weary with the duties of the plain, I too would follow Jesus as He 

beckons with His nail-pierced hand up the mountain of obedience and 

consecration, up the mountain of prayer. 

You have been busy with your work all week in the shops hearing 

the snorting of the engines and the shrieking of the whistles, but today, 

the Lord’s day, the sun is shining. ‘Tis the first day of the week and Jesus 

is beckoning right in this morning’s meeting. “Come Peter. Come 

James. Come John. Come busy people. Come businessman from your 

office, and come from the factories, come mother from your dishes, 

the crib and the nursery. Come. I want to talk to you; get you alone this 

morning all by yourself. I want to search your heart and see if there is 

anything there which is displeasing to myself. Come from your nearest 

and dearest friend. The blessings that I would fain give you must be 

apart from the crowd—individual, heart-searching where you would 

be alone with Jesus only. Come to the top of the mountain.” 

At last there they were kneeling with Jesus. Then they saw Jesus in 

His beauty, fairer than any lily, fairer than any morning that ever 

lighted the Eastern hills. Came Jesus to them. 

Do you know the meaning of it, Jesus only? 

When I speak those words, Jesus only, do you feel the fingers of the 

Holy Spirit, which seem suddenly to reach out and pluck the chords in 

your heart you keep for Him? Do you get the thrill and the lilt of it? 
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Jesus only! Do you feel the tug of it? Do you feel that someone had 

reached down and given you a pull? Do you feel that someone had 

reached down. and picked you up out of the rush, the toil, the woes and 

the griefs? Oh, if you could only see Jesus only! 

There sits in our congregation this morning a lady who came to me 

weeping, “Oh Sister, once I was a good woman, once I was pure, once I 

lived the right life. Oh, Sister I have prayed for Jesus to take me home 

to Heaven for I want to get out of the life I am living. How can I be good 

again? I can’t find work or employment, I can’t go back home. What 

shall I do?” Something had urged her to come to the meeting and hear 

the message, but in her hand bag was a bottle of poison ready to take 

her life, but something had held her. 

“Do you think I could be a Christian? Do you think I could find 

something to do? I love children and would just do anything that is 

right.” 

“You darling, of course you can find good work. You come to the 

meetings today, get your eyes on Jesus only, get your mind on Him. 

The mud and the din and the slough of despond will be left behind and 

you will feel the uplift of getting your eyes on Jesus—Jesus only. He is 

the one that can cleanse. He is the friend above all other friends. Then 

you can say, ‘When nothing else could help, it was Love lifted me.’ Jesus 

only can help you. Jesus only knows the ways through the twisted 

labyrinths of time. Jesus only knows how to unravel the skeins of your 

life.” 

Jesus only. Would you like to have Him speak to your heart this 

morning? He is so anxious to speak to your heart. Not the one next to 

you, or the one in front of you or beside you, but it is you. 

I would like to, but Oh Sister, there are so many thoughts running 

through my mind. I would so much like to have Jesus speak to me, but 

there is business tomorrow, my Christmas shopping to do, and so many 

other things to look after. 

Yes, but you will never hear Him like that. You will never get one 

cadence of the sweet voice of Jesus only that way, down at the surge of 

the foot of the mountain. Come on up into the mountains and see Jesus 

Only. 
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One time two men in a department store were going to use the 

telephone. One man was getting the number for his party while the 

other one was waiting outside. The man inside kept saying “I can’t hear 

you. There seems to be something wrong with the connection. I wish 

your voice was clearer. I can’t hear.” 

Finally the man waiting could stand it no longer for he had grown 

so impatient, and he said, “Man, close the door, then you can hear. Of 

course you can’t hear if you keep the door open.” 

He closed the door and instantly was able to hear his party at the 

other end of the line. 

Oh, if you want to hear Jesus only, you have to shut the door on the 

noise of the world. If you want to get in touch with Jesus, you must close 

the door. You can’t have the world, its cares, its noises, its strife in your 

heart and hear the voice of Jesus speaking to you at the same time. You 

must shut the door, then you too will climb the mountain peak of His 

love and He will speak to you His blessings from behind the closed door 

of a yielded life. 

The prophets all back through the old Testament had pointed to 

Jesus only, saying “He is coming, this wonderful son of God.” 

There is the Godhead: Father, Son and Holy Ghost. The Father had 

promised the coming of His Son, the Holy Spirit had prophesied, but 

Jesus was the real figure, tucked right in the middle of the Dispensation 

of the Son, Jesus only, the central figure for all time. Jesus only should 

occupy the center of the stage of life. Jesus only should occupy the 

center of every group. 

Jesus only should occupy the center of every painting you see, right 

in the center, not to the right or to the left, but always in the center of 

the setting should be Jesus only. 

He fills the very center of my heart and life. I love Him. 

Is He yours this morning? 

The prophets had said “He was wounded for our transgressions, 

bruised for our iniquities, and by his stripes we are healed.” Yes, they 

had pointed to Him. 

Then the angels sang, “Peace on earth, good will toward men.” The 

Heavens acknowledged Him. The star left its fellows and came down 
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and pointed over Bethlehem’s manger. Jesus only. The wise men left 

the studying of their books and came down to kneel at His feet. Jesus 

only. John the Baptist left the wilderness and cried “Behold the Lamb 

of God that taketh away the sins of the world.” The Father Himself, 

called from the clouds of Heaven, “This is my beloved Son in whom I 

am well pleased.” 

Yet how many there are throughout this whole world that have tried 

every other thing for health, salvation, happiness. They have tried 

every other solution for their pleasure and joy, but they have never 

found it. Brother, I have found it—have found the solution—it’s all 

wrapped up with Jesus only. Is He yours this morning? 

The prophets had said “He is coming.” John the Baptist had said, 

“Prepare for Him,” but when He came, how surprised they were. 

They looked for the King to come riding by, but He came in disguise 

as a servant.  

You want to see Jesus this morning?—Jesus only? Well, He is right 

here. You may not be able to see Him, but the Father is saying, “This is 

my beloved Son, hear Him.” The Spirit and the water and the blood are 

pointing to Him. Here he is right in your midst this morning, hands 

outstretched, His pierced side, face lighted with the love of Heaven. 

Here He is—Jesus only. 

I believe He is right here this morning. I am sensing His presence, 

don’t you? 

“Yes, but Sister, I have been such a sinner, so careless. I don’t believe 

He would include me in the three that were to see Jesus only.” 

Of course He would. That puts me in the mind of a little girl and her 

sister. 

Their father was in one room studying, and the little girls Eleanor 

and Jane were in the adjoining room playing. 

“Don’t make a bit of racket Jane, or father won’t like you. You must 

be real still and quiet,” exclaimed Eleanor. 

The father heard it and put his paper down and his pen to one side. 

“Girls, come in here will you. Father wants to talk to you.” 

“Now Eleanor, you mustn’t tell Jane that anymore because that isn’t 

true! I love her all of the time. When she is a good girl, I love her with 
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a love that makes me glad, but when she is a bad girl, I love her with a 

love that makes me sad. Whether she is good or bad, I love her just the 

same.” 

Brother, Sister, Jesus loves you whether you have been good or all 

mixed up with the things of earth, stenched in sin. That is the beautiful 

part—He loves you. Come. Steal away with Jesus. Just let everything go 

and make your way up the mountain of prayer and find yourself at His 

feet. Climb the mountain of prayer, up to this all-sufficient One. 

“Well, I would, but the trouble with me is, there are too many 

hypocrites. Now there is that certain man in the church who takes a 

prominent part and if he can get the best of you in a business deal he 

would do it. Then you have some women in your church that all they 

want to do is meddle in other peoples affairs, pretend to help and then 

tattle all they find out. There are too many hypocrites!” 

You will never see Jesus by getting your eyes on other people. If you 

knew one hundred people and ninety-nine of them were good and one 

bad—one—the devil would have your eyes blinded so that one would 

stick out above all the other ninety nine and all you would see would 

be the hypocrite. 

Ninety-nine out of one hundred loved Him, but one made a mistake 

like Peter. Don’t get your eyes on the Judas Iscariot. You will lose your 

soul as sure as you live. 

When you come to the throne of God, you couldn’t give an excuse 

like that. 

The Lord will say “How is it you choose this thing? You have been 

right in the heart of a revival lived in the city of Los Angeles—full of 

churches.” 

Will you say, “Well, there is Mr. Jones, who bested somebody in a 

business deal, that is why I am not going to be a Christian.” 

Could you look Him in the face, giving an excuse like that? He died 

for me, but I am not going to Heaven because of some professing 

people who do not live up to all they profess. Wouldn’t it be tawdry and 

silly? You couldn’t give an excuse like that! Get your eyes off of other 

people and on to Jesus. 

I dare not trust the sweetest frame, I have my eyes on Jesus only. 
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If you have your eyes on Jesus only until there is a depth, stability, 

and unmoveableness in your soul, though all else should fail—one 

thousand fall at one side, ten thousand on the other—yet it will not 

come nigh you. Having Jesus with you is just like being in a beautiful 

glass case, having it all around you then you can go right through the 

world of mud and mire and it can’t touch you because it is Jesus only 

for you. 

Everybody else may fail. Ministers may do terrible things, squander 

money or run away with somebody’s wife and commit murder or take 

part in crooked oil deals. A church may go on the rocks, but your eyes 

are on Jesus only. Though the mountains fall, the Heavens collapse, the 

bottom falls out of everything, thank God, I am saved. My eyes are 

fixed on Jesus only.  

It’s the only way to live a victorious life. 

Everybody say “Amen.” 

 





 

 

 

December 1924 

 

 

The world slept as He was born;  

They slept as He prayed alone in Gethsemane;  

They slept when He rose from the dead!  

Will they still sleep when He comes again? 

 

OUCH ME! Can I be awake?  

“Did’st thou see it, or could it be I dreamed?” 

“Methought there appeared a host of angels!” 

“Aye, tis real,” came the firm, measured tones of a shepherd’s voice. 

“Let us go immediately and see this thing which has come to pass.” 

And so—over the rolling hills and across the plains surrounding that 

little town of Bethlehem, the shepherds went, and soon were on the 

same foot-worn path which earlier in the evening had felt the weary 

footsteps of an exhausted couple—a man and a woman.  

A sober, kindly man was he, and the gentle little maiden at his side 

leaned heavily upon his strong supporting arm as they forced 

themselves to journey onward. 

Darkness was settling down. Faintly in the distance could be heard 

the bleating of the little lambs as they nestled down to rest. Then, as all 

became quiet along that dusty country road, it seemed that through the 

tense stillness could be heard the lapping of the waves upon the shore 

of the great sea which lay in the distance, sounding as a whispering 

voice of encouragement to this strange pair who still plodded along. 

Anxiously the good man peered forward into the darkness, then 

would clasp a little tighter the girl-woman at his side. A quiet word of 

encouragement passed from his lips. Though weary, and nearing the 

valley of the shadow, the little maiden clung trustingly to his arm, and 
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in loving humility smiled, through tear-dimmed eyes, upon the 

patient, care-lined face of Joseph. 

Entering at last the city of Bethlehem, Joseph and Mary sought some 

place where they might lodge for the night; a place that would give 

shelter and warmth for the event which must surely take place e’er the 

light of another day shone forth. At each door they received the same 

answer—“No room at the inn.” Again they journeyed on—up one street 

and down another asking: “Have you any room? Have YOU any room?” 

And just as often came the answer, “The house is full. So many are 

here to pay taxes, we have no room.” At the inn and at the palaces of 

the rich, in careless indifferent tones the answer came forth, ”No room. 

Room for others. Room for the rich and the mighty; but no room for 

you.” 

And so this strange, lowly, humble, lonely pair made their way along 

the streets. At last they found a crude shelter. Finding the door of the 

stable (for such it was) they opened it and went inside. There was the 

straw and the wheat, the corn and the grain. There lay a little sleeping 

lamb. There also were the little bossy and other tiny creatures who were 

seeking shelter and blessing. There it was that Mary and Joseph found 

rest. Then the door of the stable closed. The city became a “sleeping 

city.” 

Blink! Blink! Blink! One after another the lights o’er the Judean hills 

flickered, flared up, and then went out. One after another the houses 

went into darkness and the inmates slumbered. The light of the inn 

faded and now all was quiet. A sleeping city! No room for the little Lord 

Jesus. 

It seemed the stars were never so bright as that night as they were 

shining, beaming. Could it be only imagination, or did the stars appear 

to be talking to one another? Could it be that just back of that bank of 

clouds there was a host of angels? Could one see the sweep of a great 

white angel wing now and then, and did one hear their voices as they 

were excitedly looking down? Did the mountains tremble? Were the 

leaves of the trees whispering that the birth of the Lord was near? 

SUDDENLY! A LIGHT! 

Where? In the palace? In the inn? 
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No. Neither in the palace nor the inn, but a light appeared in the 

window of the stable. Then surely the stars were moving and the angel’s 

wings must be fluttering. It was as though the angelic hosts could scarce 

keep from sweeping o’er the balustrades of heaven and calling, “Wake 

up sleeping city! Awake! The Lord is coming! The Saviour! The 

Messiah! He is near! Thy Lord is near!” 

But the city slumbered and slept. As they slept, they dreamed of 

earthly treasure. The money changer slept, and as he rested upon a 

luxurious couch he counted bags of money in his dreams. The land 

dealer slept, and as he slept he figured out his sale of tomorrow—what 

he should do. The merchant slept, and he dreamed of the wealth upon 

the shelves of his little section at the Bazaar. The mother slept, and she 

dreamed of the bread that she must bake tomorrow. None seemed to 

know or care that the birth of the little Lord Jesus was right at hand. 

And then in the silence it seemed as though all things were listening. 

The trees silenced the rustle of their leaves; the warm breath of the 

tropical night wind ceased its whispering; the mountains seemed to 

draw near to listen; the stars of the early morning stopped their singing; 

the birds hushed their usual songs that herald the coming dawn. 

 

Why such a tense moment? For what were they listening? 

 

Hark the Herald Angels sing.  

Glory to the new-born King.  

Peace on earth and mercy mild  

God and sinners reconciled.  

Joyful all ye nations rise  

Join the triumph of the skies.  

With angelic hosts proclaim  

Christ is born in Bethlehem;  

Hark! the Herald Angels sing  

Glory to the new-born King. 

 

Suddenly a faint cry came through the night—the cry of a new-born 

babe! The little Lord Jesus! 
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There within that crude stable, a little babe lay wrapped in 

swaddling clothes. Gentle mother-arms clasped the little one to her 

breast, and a soothing, wondering mother voice was singing a lullaby as 

the babe lay in her arms: 

 

Sleep my little Jesus, on your bed of hay.  

Angels hovering o’er you. watching where you lay.  

Will they call me blessed? Shall I stand and mourn— 

 

Now look at the stars. It seemed they were all moving as though they 

were holding a conference. Down there everyone was asleep—A 

sleeping city. Oh will no one arouse enough to know that the Messiah 

has come? Is there no one who will hear? 

Yes! Over yonder were three wise men. Strange sights they had 

witnessed in the heavens that night. Sleep could not come to the eyes 

of those men, whose business it was to observe the heavens and study 

the stars. 

Suddenly one star broke loose from its fellows as though selected to 

go and tell the sleeping city to awake. Downward it swung through the 

night. The wise men, watching its course and noting how it seemed to 

halt in the heavens, caught its flashing, beckoning signals from just 

above the little town of Bethlehem. As they gazed intently upon this 

strange thing, it finally came to their remembrance that the Messiah 

was to be born in that place, and yes, a great deal had been said about 

the nearness of His coming. So they followed the star, and reaching the 

city they searched everywhere, from the palace of the rich to the 

poorest hut, seeking “Him that is born the King of the Jews.” 

The answer everywhere was the same: “I know nothing about it. I 

was fast asleep.” It was indeed the sleeping, slumbering city! Onward 

they journeyed, following the star until it stopped, yes, right over a 

stable in the edge of Bethlehem. It stopped and seemed to point toward 

the lowly shelter which nestled below, ‘neath the shadows of the 

surrounding hills. 

Following quickly to the place, they entered the stable, and kneeling 

before a crude manger they presented their gifts: gold, a type of the 
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Divine Nature of Christ; Frankincense, a type of the praise of which He 

is worthy; and Myrrh, a type of the bitter suffering which He was to 

endure for us. The wisest in the world felt it no humiliation, but rather 

an honor to bow the knee to the Lord of Glory. 

Gazing upwards into the heavens, it would seem that once again the 

angel wings were fluttering, and, “Hark! Did you hear that? Or is it 

fancy?” Something seemed to be stirring the fleecy clouds in the 

distance and the shepherds who had been watching their flocks in the 

fields huddled together in fright and amazement. A faint strain of 

music; notes so exquisitely true and perfect and melodious that it 

seemed it could not be of earth. 

Sweeping, singing, rising, swelling came one cadence after the other 

of joyous harmony. Then the clouds which had seemed to stir burst 

asunder! Great floods of blinding white light streamed forth, and down 

this path of light which stretched from earth to heaven, angelic hosts’ 

swung nearer and nearer to the ground. The heavens resounded with 

the music as they swept their fingers across the golden stringed 

instruments, and their notes of praise rang forth: 

 

Glory to God in the Highest,  

And on earth, peace, good will to men. 

 

Then one angel, stepping from behind the filmy curtain of the 

clouds, spoke to the shepherds, saying: “Fear not, for behold I bring you 

good tidings of great joy which shall be unto all people. For unto you is 

born this day in the City of David, a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord.” 

The shepherds looked, and listened in consternation. Were they 

dreaming? Was it real? While they yet gazed, the angel, his message 

delivered, stepped back into the cloud, the fleecy curtains gathered 

around and up, up, mounting ever high and higher, the great chorus 

swept back into the heavens, until finally the last strains of music died 

out in the night. 

The shepherds watched until the heavenly guests had gone from 

view, then immediately set out to journey to the City of David and 

search out the Holy Child of which they had been told. 



The Sleeping City 

 532 

At the stable door they paused and put their sandals from off their 

feet. Then, with bowed heads and scarce daring to breathe, they swung 

wide the door and entered. Fragrance of the new-mown hay filled their 

nostrils, and the soft rustle of the straw as it was trampled by the gentle 

four-footed creatures within was as music to their ears. 

As their eyes grew accustomed to the darkness within the stable, the 

shepherds glanced around. Over in a sheltered corner could be traced 

in dim outline the figure of a man leaning over a crude manger. As they 

stepped silently across the intervening space, the smiling, thoughtful 

face of the virgin-mother became faintly visible. 

Then, once again, heavenly music seemed to ring in their ears, and 

in silent awe they knelt at the manger-bed while the angels seemed to 

sing: 

 

Silent night, Holy night.  

All is calm, all is bright  

Round yon virgin, mother and child,  

Holy Infant, so tender and mild  

Sleep in heavenly peace,  

Sleep in heavenly peace. 

 

Then as the first rosy fingers of the coming dawn tinted the eastern 

hilltops, they laid before Him the best they had to offer—a little lamb. 

Oh sleeping city! Sleeping, slumbering, dreaming city! If you had 

only known what was taking place! But they were all asleep—rocked in 

the cradle of their sins and self-righteousness. Little thought in their 

dream-filled minds of the Paschal Lamb, which even then was being 

prepared for the altar of sacrifice for them. Asleep—slumbering 

through it all—no care for the great transaction that had just taken 

place. 

Sleep on now, oh city. Take your rest. The hour which was promised 

so long ago, which has been anxiously awaited through the years, has 

come—and—GONE! 



 

 

 

December 1924 

 

 

It is only when we really look back and picture the world without Christ, 

that we fully appreciate what His coming has meant to the world. 

 

 

EHOLD! I BRING you tidings of great sadness—  

No! No! That isn’t the way it reads. 

“Behold! I bring you tidings of great joy, which shall be to all 

people.” 

Widespread in the world today is the erroneous idea that the Gospel, 

Salvation, and Service of the Master is one of sadness. ‘Tis the way of 

the cross that leads home, and brings joy, peace and comfort, but the 

willful, wayward masses are blinded to the truth. 

Wandering aimlessly as a ship without a rudder, a soul-hungry, 

hopeless, searching sea of humanity eddies and swirls o’er the face of 

the earth as do the rapids in the mighty Niagara. Vainly they search for 

that something that satisfies. 

Hearts are hungry. 

A weight that will not be lifted rests heavily within the breast. 

Tears start unbidden down the cheek. Nights are long, and days are 

dreary. 

Seeking in gayeties to stifle the heartaches, this anguished people 

find that relief is only temporary and the morning light brings greater 

sorrow—deeper despair. They want to enjoy life; they want a good 

time, and onward they go seeking to find rest in the arms of the world 

and wondering why there is no peace—yet their resistance to the 

pleading voice of the tender Shepherd is in their words, “When I’m 

older”—or “Some later day.” 
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Yes, when their hair is streaked with silver, when their eyes are faded 

and dim, when their hands are trembling and feeble—when their 

tottering feet are slipping over the brink and they are suddenly brought 

face to face with the great eternity of which there is no ending—then 

their hearts and voices and hands will cry out unto Him. Will it be too 

late? Will He hear? 

Oh, how I pray that the simple truths that I shall try to unfold on 

these pages will bring blessing and joy to the readers, and if perchance 

there are those who do not know Christ as their beloved Master, may 

this bring the determination to begin now to serve Him. 

Heaven is not a far-off place. It almost seems we can peer through 

the azure veil and mists and glimpse the Master as He bows before the 

Eternal Father, interceding for us. 

Nail-pierced hands are held out in supplication, and His glorious, 

majestic face radiates with mercy and compassion as He tenderly 

pleads for pardon and peace for the wayward, disobedient children of 

earth. Yes—those hands are white and bloodless, for every drop of His 

precious, atoning blood has been poured forth. 

He has paid the Price. 

Now, it is His privilege to receive that which is His own. 

What a cause for joy is ours today as we celebrate the day when the 

Lord, the King of Glory, the Lord of Hosts, the all-glorious Son of the 

Omnipotent Father, left His all and came to this world, there to begin 

the Great Transaction which should purchase and set free this longing, 

heart-sick people. 

But let us step back to that day nineteen hundred years ago, and 

visualize, if we can, the intervening centuries and what they would have 

brought forth had Christ not been born. 

Thud! 

What a blow to the heart! 

The chill, as of death, creeps over one. An unknown horror and 

dread fills the soul. 

Four hundred years had silence prevailed, and famishing hearts 

waited hungrily for the coming Lord. Year by year the time drew on, 
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and then almost hourly was expected the fulfillment of the words of 

the prophets. Something must happen soon! 

Where would He come? 

How would He come? 

The years slowly passed—until a century had gone. 

No star had swung from its heavenly moorings; no visions lighted 

the midnight darkness. Shepherds, hungry and longing for a Messiah, 

still waited. Wise men were never disturbed in their attentive study of 

the stars. No brilliant body moved quickly and definitely across the 

star-sprinkled blue of the calm oriental skies. 

Christ had not come! 

All things were as they had been! 

A gulf—a great yawning chasm—stretching far and ever farther into 

the inky blackness of despair lay just ahead of the onward moving mass 

of humanity. The bitter wail of those who were helplessly lost, groping 

in the darkness of sin, fell upon deaf ears. 

Who was the God that had promised and failed? 

Back! 

Back to the gods of wood and stone! 

Back to the flesh-pots of Egypt! 

Back to the hideous tortures and crimes in the name of religion! 

Christ had not come! 

Generations came and passed away. In its turn, each slipped over 

the brink into the great endless pit of despair. The hunger for a 

Messiah—a Deliverer—changed to bitterness. The scrolls of the 

prophets were cast away and the impenetrable shadows of the heathen 

darkness encircled the earth. 

All this and more—if Christ had not come. 

Today, we of America would be caught in the crushing, choking, 

relentless grasp of the great overshadowing hand of sin. As in the 

darkest jungles of India and Africa, we would be following out the 

customs of those darkened nations. 

Before gods of our own making we would be bowing. To gods who 

cannot hear we would be voicing our supplications. To gods who loved 

not nor cared, our deepest yearnings and secrets would be laid bare. 
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From gods who had neither feeling nor power, we would be seeking 

blessings. 

Little babes (the flower of the Christian mother’s heart) would be 

cast to the wild animals or thrown upon the flames on the altars of 

sacrifice as an offering to the gods. 

What if Christ had not come? 

Then the bridge that now spans the fearful gulf of sin would never 

have been made, and we would yet be sinners unable to help ourselves, 

though we might realize ever so vividly our desperate condition. 

But Hallelujah! He did come, and He gave Himself a ransom because 

He loved us so. From His birth in the manger to His death on the Cross, 

He was building a bridge; and when they drove nails through His hands 

and feet into the wood of the cross, they were driving down the last 

boards in the bridge that leads from darkness into light, from earth to 

Glory, from death unto life. 

Had Christ not come, no love would have burned in our hearts for 

the sinner, and we in turn, still dead in trespasses and sin, would not 

have been possessors of the great love which has broken our chains and 

set us free. 

Love does not glaze things over. Real love does not turn a deaf ear 

to the sinful words, nor does it close its eyes to shut out the pictures of 

sin that are on every hand. It doesn’t teach that there is no sorrow, nor 

hell, nor everlasting punishment. All these things are seen and weighed, 

but above everything else, love points to the Saviour and to Calvary, 

where Jesus Christ, His heart breaking with His love for you and me, 

died that we might live. 

If Christ had not come, there would be no hope of life beyond the 

grave. Hearts would break when loved ones died. The cold, marble 

forms that once had been the citadel of their spirit would be laid in the 

ground, and to that person we would have said an eternal goodbye. 

Because He has come, we have a shepherd for the sheep—a great 

consoler—standing at the bedside of the dying. He smooths out the 

pillow on which they lie and their vision becomes clearer. Tenderly, as 

they near the shores where the beckoning tides roll in, He lifts the veil 
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from before their eyes and they peer beyond their suffering and pain 

and say: 

“I have no fear. It is only a little way to go now and He is with me. I 

see the lights of that beautiful place. I hear the singing of the angels and 

the sweep of their harps. The beautiful silver boat of salvation and love 

is coming from out of the mist—coming to meet me to carry me 

home.”  

Because Jesus has come, Catherine Booth was able to say, “The 

waters are rising, but so am I. I am not going under, but over. Praise the 

Lord!” 

Because Christ is come, we have a captain of our souls—A Deliverer 

who leads us through every battle. 

Because He has come, the Comforter has come. It is peace and good 

will toward men, not the sword, not malice, not hatred; but love, 

gentleness and yieldedness. 

Because He has come, we have the oil of love to soften our hearts 

and the balm of Gilead to heal wounded hearts; the Rose of Sharon and 

the Lily of the Valley, whose fragrance fills our lives; the Bright and 

Morning Star which stands waiting, watching at the Eastern gate until 

that time when He shall again set His feet upon the Mount of Olives 

and shall begin His reign upon the Throne of David. 

Oh! Hallelujah!  

“I bring you good tidings of great joy, for unto you is born this day, 

in the City of David, a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord.” 





 

 

 

Thursday Afternoon 

December 4, 1924 

 

 

WOULD LIKE for you to turn with me to the forty-fifth 

Psalm this afternoon. I am only going to talk to you a few 

minutes for I feel like there are many people here who need 

prayer more than anything else in the world. There is no foundation 

for faith without prayer. 

I am speaking to you for a few minutes on “Raiment of fine 

needlework.” Psalm 45:13-14: 

 

The King’s daughter is all glorious within: her clothing is of 

wrought gold. She is brought unto the King in a raiment of fine 

needlework. 

 

Brother, sister, you and I all want to go to the place of the King, to 

our King, for I mean Jesus Christ, the Lord of glory, whose kingdom is 

an everlasting kingdom and whose scepter shall never be laid aside, We 

all mean to see Jesus. 

You may say, “Sister, I am a sinner!” 

“Yes, but you want to see Jesus don’t you, even though you are a 

sinner?” 

Of course you do. Even though you are a sinner, a back-slider and 

feel too wicked to come to Him, of course you want to see Him. Away 

down in your soul you want to enter Heaven, see Jesus, walk the streets 

that are paved with pure gold. Who is it that doesn’t want to make 

Heaven your home? Of course you do. 

But of course, if you are going through, you must be washed in the 

precious blood of Jesus Christ, sins must be forgiven and the robe of 

righteousness must be put on you. You see, life here is just a stepping 
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stone that leads to Heaven. Life is just like a little dressing room that 

leads into the vast eternity of the presence of our Lord. This life, these 

few years we spend down here, is just the place to get ready—get 

dressed, adorned, learn our etiquette—to go into the King’s palace over 

there. 

Oh, if you were going to be invited to a palace here, say of King 

George in England, you would say, “Oh, I have been invited by a 

personal invitation to Buckingham Palace. King George and Queen 

Mary are sending a boat just for use. They have sent me lots of money 

to use in getting ready. I am going to get some new dresses, fit for the 

palace of the king. Then I must lay aside my mannerisms and learn 

court ways and manners. For instance, I must never turn my back to 

the king, must learn just how to make my bow and to back out again 

keeping my face toward the throne. I am going to the palace of the king 

and I am so excited. What do you know about it? Where can I get a book 

that tells we just how to act in the palace of the king?” 

Hallelujah! We are going to be with Jesus in the palace of the King. 

We are going to the King of kings whose palace is so mighty, so grand 

and so glorious, whose clothing is so beautiful. They wouldn’t use 

Buckingham Palace for a dog kennel for the King of kings. 

It is going to be glorious when we get home to Heaven. If we are 

going, we want to be ready, for the King’s daughter is all glorious within, 

for her garments are of wrought gold and fine needlework. 

You people who are here and who are listening over the radio KFSG 

all want to go to Heaven.  

“Yes, Sister, but I don’t feel very much like it. I am so blue, so broken. 

I am so discouraged. I don’t feel like I could go to Heaven like this.” 

Maybe not. The first thing is to be glorious within—getting the robes 

of strength, happiness and service within you. 

First of all, what kind of a dress have you on today? I am not 

speaking of your suits and your dresses brother and sister, I am 

speaking spiritually. What do you look like within? I look at you today 

and you are a well-dressed audience. You are dressed as a whole in silks, 

satins, and laces taking you through and through, but the Lord looks at 

you differently. If you are unconverted this afternoon, your dress is all 
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full of tares, spatters and even in rage. Can’t you feel it yourself? Look 

at it! 

“Well Sister, I am living a pretty good life. I don’t claim to be a 

Christian, but I am a church member and pay my honest debts.” 

All our righteousness is as filthy rags before the Lord. You can’t go 

into the King’s palace looking like that. 

“I am a pretty good man I tell you, and I feel just as good as the next 

one who walks into the presence of the King.” 

When he gets in before the King in those kind of garments, his own 

raiment, the King says, “Take him out and cast him away for he has not 

prepared himself accordingly.” 

Brother go take off those rags you have on and put on the wedding 

robes or you can never sit at the table of the King of kings. 

It may be on you this afternoon is the robe of heaviness or sackcloth. 

You are so blue or you are sick of body and sore distressed. You never 

could go unto the King like that! The thing to do is to go to the altar, 

unloosen that old garment of sackcloth from the neck down to the 

bottom, better still, roll it up and toss it into the sea of God’s 

forgetfulness. Hallelujah. Then ask Him to clothe you and fit you for 

the palace of the King. 

 

Nothing good have I whereby thy grace to claim. 

I will wash my garments white in the blood of Calvary’s lamb. 

Jesus paid it all,  

All to Him, I owe,  

Sin had left a crimson stain,  

He washed it white as snow. 

 

Goodbye tatters, goodbye rags, goodbye sin, goodbye self-

righteousness, for Hallelujah, I am going to start out for the palace of 

the King. Goodbye old garments of sin and blackness, now I am washed, 

now Jesus clothes me, clothes me from on high, gives me the robe of 

righteousness! 

Do you remember the prodigal’s son off in the far country? His 

garments were ragged, hair disheveled and unkempt, but as he came 
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home his father met him with open arms. If you want God to start in 

your direction, He will start in your direction. I can see the son coming 

over the hill, forlorn, forsaken, shaking his head and thinking, “I don’t 

believe he will take me. Just see my old ragged clothes. I am too great a 

sinner. Look at me. I cannot go into the palace—my father’s mansion—

like this.” 

So slow he cometh. It doesn’t matter how slow he comes, how 

faltering the steps, lifting up a little hand, (insignificant though it seems) 

how tiny the step, he will take a dozen towards you. 

The father saw him and ran to him—brother, sister, He will run to 

meet you too—and caught him in his arms and kissed him and ordered 

the best robes put upon him, put shoes on his feet, slipped the ring of 

eternal love on his finger. And that is just what He wants to do for you. 

Lay aside everything that will hinder you from getting into the 

Father’s palace and He will give you a robe too—the garment of 

righteousness. 

We speak about joy. He will give us joy unspeakable and full of glory. 

Can’t you see it in people all around you? See the glory in their faces, 

just like a lantern, which is lighted away down in their souls, and the 

light illuminates and radiates to all those around them. It is for you too. 

He wants to put upon you the garment of praise and thanksgiving, 

clothe you with strength and clothe you with health. I am so glad the 

Lord ever clothed me with strength and health when I was so sensitive, 

weak and trembling. Glory to God. Sometimes I have to pinch myself 

to see if it is really me. 

I didn’t like the Bible. I know I would have driven ten miles to get 

away from a prayer meeting. Now, glory to God, I know I would go a 

hundred miles to get to a good prayer meeting. 

But I don’t even have to go ten miles now, for I have one always in 

my heart. I used to cry every time somebody pointed their finger at 

me. Now I am so changed, not a single boo-hoo. Down in my heart, 

since He has given me His strength, nothing can touch me. I can just 

sing and as I walk, one foot says, “Glory to God” and the other foot says, 

“Hallelujah,” and every step is just one step nearer to the palace of the 

King. 
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Psalm 45:14—You see these are to be brought before the King in 

raiment of fine needlework. Not only are we to be saved and clothed in 

righteousness, but in raiment of fine needlework as well. The Lord is 

letting our dresses be filled with fine stitches before you going before 

the King.  

If you were starting out to embroider one of these roses (isn’t it 

beautiful), here is one petal turned back and you would start the needle 

in and stitch and stitch, to make one little petal of a rose. Every time a 

needle goes through, it hurts, every time it comes up, it hurts, but it 

leaves a beautiful thread of gold, or whatever color you are using. Oh, 

the children of the King are to be brought before Him in fine-

needlework dresses. 

Oh my brother, my sister, does it seem that you are having a hard 

time? Brother, sister, the Lord wants to do some fine needlework on 

your dresses before you stand before the King! 

I know somebody that is sick in a town a short way from this, who 

for twelve years has never gone to church. 

“I worship God at home. I love the outdoors. I am doing the best I 

can, helping myself and humanity.” 

Now that person is laid on a bed of sickness—a leader, a ruler, a fine 

young man, laid low. Isn’t God good to lay him low with sickness? Just 

supposing a car or a train had struck the machine in which he was 

driving and hurled him into eternity. Just think how good God was! 

That he should have that one lay low, that he has been there for months 

and months and has had time to think. Now, that dear soul is saying, “I 

am not going to be here long. I am going to see you, Lord. What will 

Heaven look like? What will the palace of the King look like? Will I be 

dressed as I should? I have served the Lord as best I could. The outdoors 

is good enough for me.” 

But that will not be the right way to look at it. God in His goodness 

may have permitted sickness to come to you, permitted you to drink 

of the bitter cup, every pain has stabbed you through and through, and 

you have said, “My God, hast thou forsaken me?” 

No He hasn’t, but by that needle He is bringing you into relationship 

with Himself. Some of you would not be here today had it not been for 
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that sickness, the warp and woof of your life, being marred. But here 

you are. He has brought you to the gospel, to a seeking Christ. 

Then you say, “Here are all these pains. I am getting away from all 

them—this needlework,” but we didn’t realize that the Lord was 

coming through a storm. That He can stop us and make us think. 

You said, “ I know what I’ll do. I’ll run right down to Angelus Temple. 

There is a lady there who believes the Bible from one end to the other. 

I believe if she prays for me, I will be better. I am going right down 

there and get rid of this needlework.” 

But you learned that the needlework went right on. That it was more 

than just simply running down the aisle and running back after prayer.  

Most folks have learned differently. Cranking the Ford, or starting 

the car and hurrying down, having prayer in a hurry, having her 

passing her hand over them and saying “Hootchy, kootchy” in a 

hurry—then running out again and home. That isn’t the way we do it.  

It is just simply looking to Jesus. 

A woman came into the office the other day, addressing my mother 

and saying, “I have a lady with me with a fibroid tumor. She has come 

from a distance and doesn’t want to stay for the meeting for she is in a 

hurry to get to the next town. What is the quickest way to get through?” 

“About the quickest way, my darling, is to go in this door and down 

the hall and out the door in the end.” Then, her face sobering, she said, 

“I am afraid, my dear, you haven’t the right idea. This is a church. This 

is the old-time religion. Everyone must come to Jesus. It doesn’t matter 

how long He comes to the church, just as soon as He touches the hem 

of the Master’s garment, the work is done.” 

Get in touch with Jesus. The shortest way is indeed, in one door and 

out the other, but whether you get healed that quick, I don’t know. If 

you went to the hospital and said, “I want to be healed at this hospital 

in just five minutes and walk right out,” I doubt if they would ever take 

you in. 

If you have faith, it doesn’t take five seconds for the Great Physician 

to heal you. When you come in, you hear the story of Jesus’ love and 

suffering and the needle goes in and out and you hear “Jesus, the 
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Saviour, died for you and on the cross of Calvary, shed His blood for 

you.” 

Bring your sorrows. Bring your perplexities. Bring them all and lay 

them down at the feet of Jesus. The needle goes through. 

“But I didn’t expect to do that. Can’t I go right on with my parties, 

my amusements, my theaters, my cards and my dancing?” 

Oh no. You can’t embroider flowers in an old dusty rag. If you are 

going to put in some gold stitches for a parlor cushion, you are not 

going to start with an old black stove rag. You are going to get new 

goods to begin with. Lay aside the old filthy rags and put on the 

righteous robes, then He begins to embroider. 

“Lord, save me.”—Crimson stitches go in. “Lord, save me now.”—

Faith is put in. “I am going to trust you.” Then with faith, hope, 

obedience, and surrender, the beautiful flower of love is worked out in 

your dress. 

It isn’t just coming in with the world full of unbelief, with a rush and 

a roar of the daily life, but you must get quiet before God and let the 

stitches be taken in your life. You are putting on the robe and it is being 

embroidered. But you say, “Lord, I am not all glorious within. I am sick 

in body and broken.” (But the King’s daughter is all-glorious within) 

“Lord, heal my body now, as well as my soul. Heal me Lord, not for the 

world’s sake, but for you Lord, that I can go out and be a soul-winner; 

that I may become a real worker in the harvest field of life.” 

Suddenly, He will touch you. And if you have the experience I have 

had, you will feel the garments of divine health being put upon you. 

Your sickness is gone. Your perplexities and troubles are gone, and you 

can say, “I am all glorious within. You have taken your abode within 

me. “ 

If the Lord is within you, your heart is all full of praises—not such 

silly worldly jokes, but you will say, “Isn’t Jesus good?” 

Instead of down in your heart feeling angry with somebody, you will 

be saying, “Lord, forgive them. They didn’t realize what they said. 

Lord, forgive them.” 

Instead of being in enmity with somebody, you will say, “Lord 

forgive them” and you will be all glorious within. Instead of being 
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gnawed with a great cancer, “Lord, let it melt away” and you are all-

glorious within. 

As you say it, you will feel the light of His presence going through 

you, and His robes put upon you, and you will be brought into the 

palace of the King in raiment of fine needlework.  

Then you will say, “The Lord that has given me the garment of 

righteousness, the garment of joy and thanksgiving, has also clothed 

me with healing, righteousness and strength. Now I am coming, 

bringing my arms full of sheaves of souls I have won for Him.” 

Now we are going to give an altar call and I want every sinner, every 

backslider, everyone who is not really living with His garments upon 

you to come up and get on your knees to Him, saying, “I have been a 

professor, but not a possessor.” 

You must get right with Him.  

Your healing, that’s nothing. One touch of His finger and that’s 

done. It is laying the track for the train to pass over. It is simply getting 

your heart right and the work is done. 

When they laid a railroad from New York City to Los Angeles, the 

trouble was in getting the track laid. The boulders and the rocks must 

be gotten out of the way. All the valleys must be filled. All the ties of 

faith must be spiked down with consecration. Our insufficiency is filled 

with His sufficiency. Clickety-clack and the train is gone—right across 

the road. It doesn’t take long for the Lord to heal you after you know 

that your sins are forgiven.  

Lay the tracks, then say, “Make me strong and powerful in Thy sight. 

Make me strong and well that I may serve Thee.”  



 

 

 

Sunday Afternoon 

December 14, 1924 

 

 

 WANT EVERYBODY to pray this afternoon God’s special 

blessing on this service and that there will come to everybody 

a special outpouring of the old-time religion. 

First, this afternoon, this audience is composed of a great many 

classes of people; people from all walks of life. A showing of hands 

proved that only about 25 had been born in California. Most everybody 

in the building had been born east of the Rockies. Some had come from 

lands across the sea and here we are, not only have we come from many 

places, but some of us have come from afar and some of us have been 

born in the city. 

It is wonderful, when we come to think of it, that we are from the 

ends of the earth and under all sorts of conditions. I don’t suppose you 

would find anything else like this—only in Los Angeles or California. 

You can come nearer to preaching the gospel to all nations here than 

by travelling. Why travel when they come here and then go back to 

their various walks of life with the message? 

Then we come from various creeds and modes of living, but praise 

the Lord, we all love Jesus. Here are Methodists, Baptists, Presbyterians, 

Lutherans, United Brethren Congregationalist, Salvationists, even 

Catholics. We are composed of all sorts of people in this congregation, 

even to about twelve Jewish people—God bless them. And so we come 

under one great dome to talk about one Saviour. We have all come to 

study this one book and we trust that we are going to be on the one 

road—the road of surrender and salvation which leads to the beautiful 

city—the city of God. 

[a portion of the message is missing at this point] 
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We have seen thousands of souls give their lives to Jesus, but even 

so we feel we have been comparatively fruitless to what it ought to be, 

and are crying, “Lord, send a revival!”  

We do not need to be content with having a thousand souls a year, 

or even five thousand souls. We, as a church, ought to have ten 

thousand souls. We must, if we are ever going to be a church of the 

Lord Jesus Christ, widen our borders, put our own stakes out further, 

get a burden for the heathen, and not just be content with our own 

people or our own few little sheep, warming them up, turning them 

over and warming them up on the other side, and then tuning them 

back, but we must get on fire for our Lord Jesus Christ. 

The clergy alone cannot do it, but the laity must get on fire. Every 

church member must be on fire for Jesus. “Oh, that sounds easy, but 

little Sister, we do not know how to get a revival. Tell us how to do it. 

You seem to be having a blessing here and I have been in the meetings 

in Denver, St. Louis, New York and Baltimore and I know people have 

been saved and a constant stream coming to your altars. How, Sister 

McPherson, do you do it?” 

Sister, doesn't do it, the Lord does it. 

“And if I be lifted up, I will draw all men unto me.” (John 12:32) 

And there would be a revival  if there never was a Sister McPherson. 

It is just Jesus. If any one of us can get the baptism of the Holy Ghost 

and lift up Jesus Christ, we can't help having a revival. For the Lord's 

word can never fail. 

“Well, I don't know how it is that they have a crowd down there. The 

church isn't big enough. The altars are always full. Perhaps, by actual 

count of names and addresses, there have been more than twelve 

thousand at the altars this year.”  

“I believe I know,” a minister said. She is a past master of 

psychology. “I believe she has them all hypnotized.” 

It is laughable, if it wasn't so pitiable and so pathetic! To think of the 

old-time altar calls, the people falling on their faces, so unusual a sight, 

month after month. People standing on their feet and coming to the 

altar—and to say they are hypnotized. It is pitiful. O Lord, help us to 

get the altar call so that it is not unusual. Lord help us, if we close a 
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Sunday night meeting without an altar call and have them fall penitent, 

it WOULD be unusual. Lord, help us to have one hundred souls born 

into the church every week. We must pray, “Lord, give us, give us, give 

us a revival.”  

So many people have enquired, “Sister, how do we have a revival? 

We want a revival in our church. We want God to bless us. We want to 

see our church moving. What must we do to get a revival?”  

I will tell you the best recipe I know. If you make a cake, there are 

all sorts of recipes. There are pound cakes, silver cakes, gold cakes, 

angel food—all kinds of cakes and all kinds of recipes for making them. 

Of course you wouldn't use the same one for all, but I am going to tell 

you the best I can, what I would do—the recipe I would use for a revival. 

My mother and I have traveled for ten or fifteen years, preaching in 

various lands and the islands of the sea, telling of the Saviour's love and 

I believe we used the same recipe in every city.  

I am thinking more generally of San Francisco this afternoon, then 

any other place. We were looking for a place in which to preach. My 

mother and I and various other people who were helping with the 

campaign and were looking at first one building and then another . We 

looked at the great Municipal Auditorium, but it was more than we 

thought we could pay and Mary Garden had engaged it for the opening 

dates of my campaign and I didn't care to put off the opening of my 

campaign and put off my meetings. 

Then we passed the Coliseum. It was very disreputable. It had been 

used for boxing bouts, gambling, dance hall, and now at that very 

moment, it was a roller skating rink. The band was playing. The 

clashing of the symbols and the rolling of the roller skates made it all 

sound like pandemonium. I climbed to the very top balcony, sat down 

with my elbows on my knees—my chin cupped in my hands and 

looked over the building . 

“What can I do with this old fellow? Can I ever fix it up?” 

“Well, who are you?” it seemed to answer to my thoughts. 

“Only a little evangelist lady, looking for a place to preach the 

gospel.” 
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“Have you tried the Municipal Auditorium? That is a fine place, if 

you could get it.” 

“Yes, we tried to, but the rents are too high and I am wondering now 

if you will do.” 

“I? You don't know my character. They had boxing rings, betting and 

gambling in here for years. Right now they are getting up a petition to 

get rid of me. I don't believe you will have anything to do with me.” 

“Well, you are cheap. I could pay your rent. If only you hadn't been 

such a disreputable old character. Let us come in and you do one good 

thing before you are torn down.” 

“Well, lady, what do you need?” 

“Have you any prayer rooms?” 

“No. I have bar rooms. I have a place where they used to store the 

skates and the boxing gloves.” 

“That will be just the thing. We will have to have some altars. You 

do the best you can and I will do the best I can. Mr. Coliseum, you are 

old, going to be officially torn down, your rings stained and tarnished, 

but we will clean you up and we will bring in the song books, Bibles and 

the altars; everything we need.” 

I saw the old world going out—the bottles, the cigars, the boxing 

gloves and all the roller skates. It gave me a great blessing. I said, 

“Amen” and he seemed to say “Amen” up there in the rafters.  

When the meetings were over, the Coliseum died. They took him 

down and gave him a decent Christian burial. We have to say goodbye 

to those things which are not of God, that the Lord may bless us.  

John 2:14—I want that to be my text this afternoon. It is just in the 

beginning of Jesus’ ministry according to John. He had just turned the 

water into wine at the marriage in Cana of Galilee. The Lord then made 

His way into the temple. No sooner was He in the temple than He began 

to clean it. We always see the Lord, merciful, mild and loving, but this 

is the time that we come nearer to seeing Him angry than any time I 

know of. He stood most everything else, but when He came to His 

father's house where He saw so many things hindering His father's 

work, He did a thing we could hardly expect Him to do. He took a whip 

and cleansed the temple. 
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As this church stands here with its steeple, it is not merely a church 

in Los Angeles, but it represents any church in the whole wide world. If 

the Lord came, knocked at the door and sought admission, I wonder if 

He would find anything in it that would hinder a revival?  

I do think, in the modern churches, He would find that which did 

hinder a revival. 

The first thing, I would brim out is the bazaar and all the tables. I 

would be willing to bring out all of that. What is the difference whether 

we sell little trinkets to build the Temple or a church, or if we sell doves. 

“Sister, you know there is lots of work to be done—missionaries to 

go to India, the school to be put up. We could give lots of things away, 

then people would come and buy them and we could turn the money 

into the treasury.”  

Do you know I am afraid to do that. The revival, you know, would 

stop. I am afraid it would quench the revival and the old-time spirit.  

Then another thing, we never seem to get out of debt that way. We 

are always trying to get out of debt. Poor God, He is so poor! But my 

brother, my sister, my father is rich in houses and lands.  

A real fine minister the other day wrote in his book that in order to 

get a collection, it was well to tell a funny story and touch the people's 

hearts. In that way you could loosen them up and they would give.  

Well, maybe so, but my way would be to take out the bazaar, get the 

people to feeling that the work must go on. Souls are being saved and 

the work must spread, and when their hearts are touched to that extent, 

we touch their pocket-books. Tell me any place where you would go to 

find a building like Angelus Temple, built without ten or a dozen men 

saying, “Go right ahead, I will help you,” or even one man backing you 

up? The Lord says, “Here is your building, only keep it to hold the 

‘Four-Square’ gospel message in.” I think it is a miracle somehow, every 

time I look at it. 

I think bazaars are one thing that hinders a revival, and then He 

might want to take out the smokers. 

“Well, we think this is necessary. Our men are going to smoke 

anyway. They have intermissions every place else they go where they 
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can go out and smoke, and if they are going to smoke, lets bring them 

to the House of God. Install a smoker, so they will come to church.” 

Oh, that is compromising. Even when you get them in, you have lost 

out on the spiritual side of it. Even the rankest sinner loves a fine, clean-

cut religion. Let us keep it clean and pure. when we bring in these 

things, they are bound to lose the sinner, sooner or later.  

Here are the tickets. They must come out. Some of us are selling 

tickets for the concert, this and that to raise money. Some people have 

come to me and said, “Sister, let us put on a beautiful concert of 

religious music, sell tickets, and we will give you lots of money for the 

Lord.” I am so afraid to do that, for fear the revival would stop.  

Then there are the checks which must come out.  

“You know there are some people in our church who are not living 

just as they ought to, but it takes lots of money to keep a big place like 

this going and they pay lots of money in.”  

I know places where I have been and I have prayed for the sick. The 

minister would say, “You must pray for these first. They are our leading 

people.”  

I look at them. “They look very worldly to me. Isn't that second one 

a club-woman?”  

“Yes, but you must pray for her. She is a very influential woman. 

She has just given me ten dollars for the church, but she says she wants 

the check on thus and so, and I am afraid to preach on certain things, 

for so and so has a string on the check—they will pull it back.”  

I want to be so free, that I can preach as the  Bible dictates. You know 

the Bible says that we should not give the front seat to the persons with 

gold rings on their fore fingers especially, but we are to respect the 

meek and the quiet heart—the inward adorning. I think we shouldn’t 

worry about certain people taking their checks away. Then, what would 

we do if they did? Well, there would be a little washerwoman coming 

along with a check, or humble people, like in years ago. We should 

preach straight and clean regardless of checks—hew to the line, and let 

the checks fall where they will. That is the only way we can get a revival.  

It may be a platter that has a church supper on it. I don't know. As 

the Lord comes in and looks round about the church, one thing He sees 
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is a church supper. I don't know as He looks on it, but what there may 

be a good deal there that the Lord would cleanse. Not but that every 

man has to eat, but the Bible says, “If any man hunger, let him eat at 

home.”  

“Why Sister, where does it say that?” 

Right over here in the word of the Lord, 1 Corinthians 7:34: “If any 

man hunger, let him eat at home.” 

“Yes, but we have to get them out to prayer meeting. It will save the 

little wives a lot of cooking., Then when we get them here for such a 

good supper for thirty-five cents, for very shame's sake, they will stay 

for prayer-meeting.” 

“Well, the Lord didn't say ‘Eat a chicken supper and pray.’ He said, 

‘Fast and pray.’” 

Now, I am just giving you my recipe. Maybe you can do better. If 

you think you can—amen.  

I know there is a place where the chicken has a place in the church 

that is alright: There is a story I heard some time ago of a hen and her 

husband who lived very lovingly for a long while. One day, the minister 

came and the rooster disappeared.  

Sometime later, the hen was out in the yard when a neighboring hen 

looked through the fence. “Where is your husband?” she asked. 

“Oh,” replied the little hen. “He has entered the ministry.”  

There may be times when a chicken has something to do with it. 

There are times when the church should be clear of it.  

I think we will bring the stove out too. Not only the platter, but the 

stove. Then I know they will not cook any more.  

The card table should never have a place in the church.  

I hear people saying, “I think it is perfectly alright to play bridge. Of 

course, our ladies have to have something to do. Our card room isn't in 

the church. It is in the parish house next door.”  

Well, it’s all the church property. It is all the house of God and when 

we begin to play cards, we are losing the Bible spirit. I never yet saw a 

smoking, card-playing, church-eating Christian where they ever had a 

red-hot revival in their church. If there is one anyplace, I'll give them 
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ten dollars. But I don't know where it is, do you? That is one thing that 

needs to come out.  

Jealousy needs to come out and as we look round about, if the Lord 

sees a serpent of jealousy, I think the first thing He would do is drive it 

away and command it to return no more. If we are to have a revival, 

jealousy must not be there. If someone is asked to sing a solo or teach a 

Sunday School class or take a higher place, just say, “God bless them.” 

Don't pick them to pieces. Don't pick another church to pieces either 

where you find another minister is having a revival. Don't say the 

minister is hypnotizing them or something.  

Something else that must come out before we can have a revival is 

pride. There is so much pride in the churches today.  

“I tell you I like my new hat. It is much prettier than Mrs. Jones’!” 

One person is trying to outshine the other or one person 's pew is a little 

finer than the next one. Pride will hinder, not help, a revival. Pride must 

come out. Pride doesn't belong there. Pride won't work. Pride loves its 

place in the church. Pride is a peacock with its beautiful fantail and 

proud, kingly head.  Pride has no place or respect of person, respect of 

dress or money. Pride is not in the order of Jesus Christ. Everybody say 

“Amen.” So pride, you begone and return no more.  

Forms and ceremonies—Now many of us just have a form and a 

ceremony. I believe these must be out and in its place must come the 

old time religion and a religion that believes something. It isn't enough 

to say prayers or sing songs, for it will kill it, for it is the spirit that 

maketh alive. 

The “board” is a plain draw back in some of the churches. Don't you 

think so? They are so stiff, so unyielding.  

“I would love to have a revival, but I am afraid my board won't stand 

for it.”  

“I would like to bring in so and so to preach for us and pray for the 

sick, but the “board” won't stand for it.”  

“I don't know what to do with them.”  

Oh, I know what I would do with them, I would throw them out and 

get in someone that will have a revival. I think God can change 

anybody, but still it stands to reason, that you can't put new wine in old 
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bottles. They are so used to their own way, they can't get the glimpse of 

what the Lord wants to do.  

In cleansing the temple, take these things out that hinder the work 

of the Lord. “Take these things hence,” rang the Master’s voice.  

Higher criticism—As the Lord looks through the church, he reads: 

Evolutionary Theories—Modern Religion—The Days of Miracles are Past—

Modifying the Word. Out with them, if you want an old fashioned revival.  

Among other things is Sunday School literature that may be on 

evolutionary theories. We paid fourteen dollars for quarterlies. We 

didn't examine them for we bought them from a leading church, never 

dreaming what we were getting into, but we spent money and got these 

quarterlies and gave them out. That same Sunday night, the teachers 

came to us with their eyes fairly standing out of their heads.  

“Sister, do you know what this is teaching? It is teaching evolution. 

They have the creation all underlined, explaining it away and they have 

done away with the story of Jonah and the whale.” And so there was 

nothing to do with them but stick a match to them.  

Look after the Sunday School literature, for every day the devil is 

trying to get the Lord out of the way.  

Sometimes I think it is the old black song and hymn book we used 

to sing from long ago that must be taken away—and the mutilated Bible 

that has been cut to pieces. Sometimes it is hard to get a revival out of 

the songs. I never sing the songs of “Hark from the tombs, a doleful 

sound.” You need to sing something bright and cheery.  

Then the mutilated Bible from which many things have been cut: 

“What have you in your Bible? Do you have the Baptism of the Holy 

Spirit?”  

“No. That has all been cut out. Any place that was in has been cut.”  

“Do you believe in Divine Healing?” 

“No. That was for years and years ago across the sea and that has 

been torn out entirely.” 

“Do you believe in the Second Coming??” 

“Gooder and gooder every day—better and better in every way. 

That’s the Lord coming back again. That has all been taken out of the 

Bible about Him corning again.” 
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“Do you believe in the miracles?” 

“No. They were all for yesterday.” 

“What do you think they have for the church today?” 

“Not much. All the promises in the Old Testament were for  the Jews 

and most of them in the New Testament were for the Jews. There isn't 

much left. Only to do the best you can.” 

It is a mutilated Bible, beloved, and it has dot to come out. We have 

got to put in a Bible that is there from cover to cover and believe in it. 

The next thing is to get the preacher out who doesn't believe in these 

things. Away with him and down to the altar. Get the fire of God in his 

heart.  

Now, what are we going to put in? We are taking these things out. 

What will we put in? I never like to hear anybody grumble, and find 

fault, without knowing a better substitute—finding something better to 

put in. I never like to hear anybody finding fault and grumbling, but I 

like to hear constructive criticism.  

I think this needs to go in—the cross of Jesus Christ and the blood 

atonement. I believe we need the crimson cross today. Not just a story 

that leaves out the blood. Not that He was a good man and a fine 

example, but one thing we need more than all else is the story of the 

crimson cross. The story of the cross, where He died and lives again. O 

cross, you belong in the church, and with you, the story of redemption. 

Praise the Lord.  

One thing we need today in our church is the old-fashioned 

mourners' bench. We could never get along without that. Putting 

people in a side room, shaking hands with the preacher and a little 

prayer will never do. All the prayers for people like that won't do. Men 

want to get down on their knees and learn how to pray and not on 

prayer cushions or silk handkerchiefs for fear they are going to get 

callouses or soiled clothing. I would rather have callouses on my knees 

than a crown on my head of what this world has to crown us with.  

“O Lord, be merciful to me, a sinner.” Give us the old penitential 

tears flowing on the mourner’s bench. That is what we need: an old 

fashioned mourners’ bench. Praise God. 
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Another thing we need is a Bible—one that is not mutilated. A Bible 

that is all there. One that contains salvation. One that has the Virgin 

Birth in it. One which contains the miracles. One that contains the 

Great Commission of “Go ye into all the world and preach the gospel 

unto every creature” and “These signs shall follow.” Glory to God, here 

is Calvary and the story of salvation. Here is the baptism of the Holy 

Ghost, and here is Divine Healing for the sick and broken body. And 

would you believe it?—Here is the Second Coming of our Lord and 

Saviour Jesus Christ. This is one thing we need. Shall we take it into the 

church?  

One thing we need is the blessed Holy Spirit. Lord help us to take 

into the church the blessed Holy Spirit, that He might live and dwell 

with us. The blessed Holy Spirit—we can't have a revival without Him. 

We can 't live or exist without Him. We can't have a Holy Ghost revival 

without Him. He, who ascended in the form of a dove. Out with the 

peacock, in with the Dove. 

Lord, give us a Holy Ghost fire. I wouldn't trade these two, would 

you?—The Holy Ghost fire for the stove? Lord, give us a good bucket 

of fire. I wouldn't trade the fire for a stove any time, would you? I would 

everyone who comes to bring a good, hot, Holy Ghost fire. 

We need the anointing oil for prayer for the sick. I remember that 

many was the time that I used to run downtown and get a dish for the 

oil, but not since this beautiful one has been given to me. But I do 

believe that the anointing of the oil in the name of the Holy Ghost has 

something to do with the church today—signifies that Christ lives and 

that He heals the sick. Praise God it needs a place in there.  

Instead of the black hymnal and “Hark, from the tombs, a doleful 

sound” we need some good old revival songs bringing spiritual blessing. 

Someway, I don't believe anything can take the place of songs about 

Jesus Christ: “There Is Power In The Blood Of The Lamb”—

”Whosoever Will”—”Joy Unspeakable And Full Of Glory”—”Coming 

Home”—”There Is A Fountain Filled With Blood” and songs about the 

Second Coming of the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. Singing has a 

great deal to do with a revival.  



A Spiritual House Cleaning 

 558 

Instead of checks given by those who have a string on them, I believe 

we should have a real tithe and offering system—not as a law, but as a 

privilege; not by people who give checks with a string on them. (If you 

do thus and so, I will give you a certain amount). But I believe we need 

everybody giving just as they can and the need would be met.  

Another thing, I believe, is the preacher. One that believes the book 

from cover to cover—has the blessing of the Holy Ghost in His soul and 

one who will not be jealous of anybody else whom the Lord is blessing. 

Not finding fault with the mayor, or the city officials, or discussing the 

width of the city streets, but there is one thing he will do as a preacher—

he will lift up the cross of Jesus Christ. He will tell sinners that Jesus died 

for them and that He loves them—that we were all sinners at one time. 

He will not whip and scourge them. 

Probably you wouldn’t, but I would have everybody praying in the 

watch tower. I would have lots of prayer in my church. I would have 

them praying day and night—not everybody playing cards, which is 

the devil's Bible. But I would have them saying, “Lord, revive thy work 

in the midst of the years.” 

 So brother, sister, I have given you briefly as I could, just touching 

some of the high spots, of how to prepare a church for a revival.  

 

Ring out the old, ring in the new 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. 

 

Let us bring out everything of atheism and modernism. Let us bring 

out the old mutilated Bible and bring it in in all its entirety. Bring back 

the Amen Corner, the old fashioned altar call, hope, faith and prayer, 

and I don't believe any demon on the earth or under the earth, could 

hinder that church from having a revival.  

Persecution won't hurt you. That is good for you. It just brings you 

closer together, just as sheep in the time of trouble, and makes you look 

to Jesus. Opposition and storms are good for you. Only be sure that you 

take your stand for Jesus Christ under the cross—the old cross of 

Calvary—and by the power of the Holy Ghost which dwells within you, 

nothing can hold you back.  



 

 

 

Sunday Evening 

December 14, 1924 

 

 

HE DEVIL’S GREASE Pot! Isn’t that an unusual subject? I 

don’t suppose anyone here ever heard a sermon preached 

upon that subject, now did you? 

“The Devil’s Grease Pot!” That is the subject upon which I am going 

to preach to you tonight. 

How the devil does delight to make slick and slippery the road in 

front of sinners’ feet and Christians’ too, for that matter. 

You know, there is a battle on between Christ and Satan. Christ is 

after our poor lost souls. He wants to win us back to Himself and to the 

narrow way. He wants to save us, wash us in the precious blood, and 

take us at last to Heaven, where there is no more sickness, sorrow, pain, 

or death. 

The devil is our enemy. He is the arch-fiend and enemy of the soul 

and as the Lord wants to save the soul, so the enemy forever wants to 

condemn that soul and drag it down to death, hell, and destruction. 

Many of us are familiar with the devil’s tactics. You know how he 

wants to drag us down. You have heard the devil spoken about as a 

roaring lion going abroad through the land seeking for whom he may 

devour, and so he is. You have heard of him as a mountain of adversity 

which rises in your pathway, shutting off your progress. But we have 

come to know that prayer changes things and mountains can be 

moved! 

Tonight I want to present the subject to you in an entirely new and 

original thought and perhaps you never thought of it before—of the 

devil having a grease pot. I want to show you how he greases the path 

and skids you right on past “Decision Junction,” down the broad 

highway that leads to destruction, for certainly such is his purpose. 
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You see, the road that leads to Heaven is an upgrade road, whereas 

the road that leads to destruction leads down. On first glance the road 

to Heaven seems much more difficult than the road that goes down to 

destruction. All you have to do to be lost is just fold your arms and be 

lost, for we are all born in sin and shaped in iniquity. There is none 

righteous, no, not one! For if we were to say we are righteous in 

ourselves, we would skid right on down that road and hardly know we 

were going. 

I was preaching in Winnipeg, Canada and the Lord had been 

mightily blessing the services. We had had souls at the altar at every 

meeting. Great enthusiasm had been shown. One night the young folks 

said, “Come on out Sister, and go tobogganing with us. Come on just 

this once. You’ll love it. Will you do it?” 

“Oh, I’m afraid I can’t,” I replied, thinking of all the work that was to 

be done. 

“Now Sister, you’ve just got to come with us. We have done 

everything you’ve asked us to do, now it is your turn to do something 

we want you to.” 

“All right. I will go with you just this once. There is so much to be 

done, but I’ll go and watch you anyway.” 

I have gone down many a little hill on a bobsled, but this was 

different from any place I had ever seen before. When we got to the 

place where the toboggan was, we went up in an elevator to a great 

height and there was the toboggan slide. Halfway down, there was a 

bumpy affair, where we were to go up and over, then it scooted you 

way over across the ice. 

“Wow, Sister, you’ve got to come and go with us.” 

“You needn’t think that we are going to go and leave you standing 

here all alone.” 

So they put a great coat made of fur on me and a toboggan cap and 

wrapped me up like a mummy. Three or four got on behind me and 

four or five in front of me. The first thing I knew they were holding my 

feet and we were off. 
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Somebody had given us a push, and down, down, down we went. It 

took my breath away. We struck one of those bumps and I threw out 

my hands to try to catch hold of the side of the sled. 

“Keep your hands inside, Sister,” they cautioned me. 

“Well, I’ll never get on one of these things again,” I told myself. 

By this time we were going so fast that talking was impossible. 

Finally we reached the bottom and I thought how easy it was to go 

down, then I learned that we had to pull the toboggan back to the top 

from where we started. 

Then we started to climb up, all pulling the toboggan. 

I did my share, though they told me not to pull. What a load it was 

and how long it seemed—the way back. Just a jiffy to go down but a 

long, tedious journey back. 

I thought how easy it was to go down the devil’s slippery, slick, 

greased incline. Anybody can go down, but it takes a man with the 

courage of Christ Himself to go to Heaven. Praise God! Any coward can 

be a sinner, but it takes a brave person to take a definite stand for Jesus 

Christ. 

Anybody can say, “Not tonight.” That is easy. That is drifting. That 

is taking the path of least resistance. Lord, help us to go up. Hallelujah! 

You know, the law of gravitation is all downward. That is, the natural 

law of gravitation is downward. It means a great deal to go against the 

crowd. It takes a lot of courage to say, “Jesus, I will go through with 

Thee.” 

The devil sees people thinking of turning to the Lord and out comes 

the grease pot. They put off the decision and keep right on going down. 

You were brought up to love the Lord and said your prayers at your 

mother’s knee. Then you know, as you got a little older, she couldn’t 

make you mind her as much as you used to, and you got so that you 

didn’t want to go to church. 

It is Sunday morning. 

“Oh, ho hum! Yesterday was a long, hard day. This is Sunday. I 

believe I will sleep in this morning.” You turn your pillow over and go 

back to sleep again. 
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The Lord says, “It is church time. Time to get up and worship. Come 

along.” 

“Oh, I feel like lying in bed today. I don’t think it would do any hurt, 

besides it is so late now that I don’t believe that I could get to church in 

time.” 

“You will feel better tomorrow for the rest you have today and will 

feel like working twice as hard tomorrow. Just stay in bed and rest up,” 

whispers the devil. 

The first thing you know, the devil comes along with a little grease 

and skids you around the corner to sleep. That is the first little thing he 

does to you from the grease pot. It is neglecting to go to church. 

Then there is the family altar. You used to gather around to pray 

and read the Bible—the family altar. I think the devil is more afraid of 

that than lots of the preaching in the pulpit. For, from the pulpit, the 

preaching is wholesale, but at home it is retail. It is for each one 

individually. 

The Lord lays hold of the heart and the devil wants to make it 

slippery if he can, so he comes along with his grease pot—dips the 

brush into the pot and the first thing you know, skids you off to bed 

with the thought, “I am too tired and sleepy. Besides John has just 

stepped out and I don’t know where Mary is. We will pray and have 

family worship tomorrow night.” 

Tomorrow morning on the dresser is your Bible. You used to get 

out of bed and read it quite a little bit, but it has been a long time since 

you knelt and read, it. “I believe in the morning that I will get up and 

read it.” 

Oh, the devil just skips over and does something to the alarm clock. 

You sleep late and wake with a. start. 

“Oh, if only I had time to look at my Bible,” but the devil skips along 

with a little more grease and you just take a skid and out you go without 

your Bible reading. You can’t live and be a Christian without your Bible 

in your heart—no more than you can live without sleeping or eating. 

How the devil does hate to see you read your Bible! He tries his best to 

skid you right on past. 
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Then he plans how he can get that person away from the Christian 

influence and the family worship. Surely he would be lost if he could 

get them away from home and there comes to many a young man and 

young woman the call to the city—the call to the places of gaiety, the 

bright lights and the broad highway. Fame and fortune are beckoning. 

If you stay where you are, surely the Lord would win you, so the devil 

makes the distant fields look greener. He pictures to you, your name in 

glittering, flaming letters across Broadway or holds up “Who’s Who in 

America.” If he can get you under other influence, into a life of sin and 

into iniquity, into the bright paths, he has you, so he comes along with 

his grease pot and his brush. 

“I believe I’ll go to the city. I just must make a name for myself.” 

“That’s good,” says the devil. “Now a little more grease.” The next 

thing you know, he has slipped you right away. It is so easy to get there. 

“Well, I am of age now. I am going to have my own way.” 

Just a little more grease. “That is fine.” Another swab of the brush 

and you are out with evil companions. Now it is time to write to mother. 

“Poor little Mumsie. She always was a pal to me. I believe I’ll write 

to her tonight.” 

“No, you’re not going to write to her, you’re not going to do any such 

thing,” says the devil. “I am going to get out my grease pot and prevent 

you from writing to your mother.” 

Jack was sick and you went over and sat with him a little while, or 

the boys came in and you just had to be sociable, didn’t you? A little 

grease—slip and away you go. 

How long has it been since you wrote to that mother of yours? The 

little mother who loves you and who is standing true to you. Have you 

been true to her? If you have not written for some time, go out of this 

house and send her a night letter and make it all up to her. 

The devil skids you right on past that and he knows just how to 

grease the road that leads you into bad companionship. 

A young man in this city, a clean, square, noble boy with 

straightforward eyes and a great shock of brown curly hair over his 

forehead, was employed by one of the banks. He could look the whole 

world in the face, so straight and clean he was. 
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But to begin with, he wasn’t a Christian. He didn’t know Jesus. He 

didn’t have enough sand to put on the track. He got in with bad 

companions—into gambling. Here he was, handling thousands and 

thousands of dollars. He had lost, the night before, in the game and 

owed one of the boys. 

The next morning, after looking all around, he saw that no one was 

looking, so he just slipped a hundred dollar bill out and put it into his 

pocket. Nobody caught him, for he succeeded in juggling the books in 

such a way that they never suspected him. They knew the money was 

gone but they couldn’t trace it. They never dreamt of him. 

He went into gambling full force, sometimes winning, sometimes 

losing, the bank paying the losses. Whenever his conscience hurt him 

(for he was right where the devil wanted him) he would say, “I am going 

to quit when I get this thing caught up.” 

“Never mind,” said the devil. “That’s alright. You will turn back in a 

little while,” and he just slipped a little more grease in front of his feet 

and he just skidded on past. Finally he had slipped out hundreds and 

hundreds of dollars. The bank knew it was missing, but the person 

could not be traced. 

One day that young man had an invitation to come to church and 

hear the gospel. The devil tried to put on the grease and skid him on 

past, but somehow the young man got to the door and the Lord helped 

him in. 

As I gave the message that night, (It happened to be “The Rainbow”) 

the Holy Spirit made it real to him. Salvation seemed glorious to him 

that night. His face turned white. He clutched the seat and looked at the 

altar yearningly. 

“Jesus would save me,” was his thought. “Lord there is mercy for me, 

of course there is, but just look at the things I have done. Look at the 

money I have taken. I would not want anybody in the bank to know. It 

would kill my mother and break my wife’s heart.” 

All the time the Spirit seemed whispering, “Come on. Make the 

decision. Let the rest of it take care of itself. If you go on the way you 

are going, you will only get in worse and worse. Come and put it in the 
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hands of Jesus. Come on with all your failures and all your faults. Turn 

it all over to Him.” 

He arose, made his way down the aisle to the altar, wept his way 

through to victory and rose to his feet a man. 

He didn’t say a word to any of us or to his folks at the time, but the 

next morning he went to the President of the Bank and told him what 

he had been doing. At first he wouldn’t believe him. Scores and scores 

of the leading employees wouldn’t believe it. 

“Not you. Say you didn’t do that!” 

“But I did. It was I who have been taking all the money that has been 

missing from the bank. I have given my heart to Christ. I have to come 

clean. I have to confess it. I can’t help what you do to me. All I hope is 

that I do not have to go to the pen. I hope you will have mercy on me. 

All I ask is, that I can start over again. I don’t care what it is, or where it 

is, I will start all over.” 

“We will take it under consideration. You come back later and we 

will let you know.” 

The hardest part of it was to tell his wife and mother. There was no 

sleep in that house that night. 

“My boy, it is a dream. You didn’t do it. You couldn’t have. Tell me 

you didn’t do it.” 

“Mother, I did do it. Wifey, I did do it, and I am so ashamed of it. I 

don’t know what to do. I have to get right with my fellow men.” 

I had the privilege of speaking a word or two with the officials of 

that bank too, and they promised to do their best by him. 

“We are going to give you another chance, not in our bank, for that 

would be against the rules you know, but we are going to let you go 

free.” 

That young man hadn’t found work when I saw him again after his 

conversion, but still he came without a quiver in his chin, saying with 

all the strength of his fine, young manhood, “I am glad I gave my heart 

to Jesus.” 

I believe God is going to make it right with him, don’t you? 
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Bad companions! They lead first to one thing and then another. I 

believe that is the way that the devil tries to skid us past on his greased 

path a great many times. 

Then the devil sometimes skids us into marriage—unequal 

marriages with those who are not living for God—a Jew and a Gentile—

a Catholic and a Protestant—a sinner and a Christian—all unequally 

yoked together. 

The devil just sits back and laughs. The first thing you know you 

cannot be a Christian under these conditions. You feel that she is just 

such a sweet girl, but when you want to go to church, she wants to go to 

the theater. While you are reading your Bible, she reads a novel. While 

you are attending prayer meeting, she wants to go to a dance. It is an 

unequal walk, for one is going to the right and the other is going to the 

left. One is going up the hill and the other is going down. 

You persist in being a Christian and the other one persists in being 

a sinner. Those who started with their arms tightly clasped about each 

other are now walking with only their hands clasped. Now you have to 

let go—only the marriage vow is binding you and even that may be 

severed, though not willingly. Then—God help you—then the heart is 

broken. 

Doesn’t the devil love to do a thing like that? 

I think it is the most beautiful thing in the world to see a man and 

his wife walking together side by side, going to Heaven together. The 

devil has greased many paths and he gets many people right along 

those lines. 

There are business worries: “I haven’t time to be a Christian. I have 

to look after my income tax sheets. I have to look after all the ordering 

for the store. I have too much work to do to be a Christian.” 

Slip, slip—and on you go. The devil sure has it in for you. 

“Well, I am going to that revival someday. I don’t know just when it 

will be, but I am going.” 

“That sounds serious,” says the devil. So in goes his brush into the 

grease pot and a little more grease is spread. 

“You are not going on Sunday. Don’t you know you have been 

working hard all week. Doesn’t the Lord know you have to work hard 
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all week long? Now it is perfectly alright for you to go to the sea or the 

mountains, go out and play tennis or golf. Do something to get a little 

fresh air. It isn’t at all necessary to work all day long during the week 

and then spend all Sunday in a church.” 

Devil’s grease pot! It may be that some people have skidded and 

skidded on this particular spot—business worries and money worries. 

I can see the sweep of the devil’s brush in the “money worries” 

proposition too. 

“Well, Sister, I have troubles of my own. I don’t believe I am making 

money as fast as I ought to. I don’t believe that I am laying up enough 

for a rainy day.” 

I know it. As fast as you make it, your wife spends it. When you get 

the living room furnished up, the dining room will come next, and then 

you will want something better still all the way around because you 

have to keep up with the Joneses. You have your nose to the grindstone 

every moment. 

Devil’s grease pot! 

“What shall it profit a man if he gain the whole world and lose his 

own soul?” 

Some of you men have worried about money all your lives. Always 

putting off salvation. You have worried until you are grey-headed and 

some of you haven’t any hair at all. 

You’ve worried it right off your head. But what does it all amount to 

after all—when you get all the money you want into your possession, 

you are probably pretty well along in years. Maybe you are too old to 

enjoy it. What then? You can’t take it with you when you die, you know. 

Brother, sister, there was a rich young ruler in times past. The devil 

sure had his grease pot ready for him. 

The rich young ruler said, “What shall I do to inherit eternal life?” 

“Go. Sell all that you have and give to the poor. Take up your cross 

and follow me.” 

But the rich young ruler was not willing to do that and he went away 

sorrowful. 

He may not test you like that. He may not want you to sell all you 

have, but He may want you to give your life. 
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“I can’t do that.” 

The devil took the brush and made the path slippery. 

You, like the rich young ruler, thought it was too great a price to pay, 

and you, as he, went away sorrowful. 

Brothers, sisters, make it a rule today to give your all, cost what it 

may. 

Restitution! Perhaps that is what we should make. 

“I know I took that thing and I told a certain falsehood. I will make 

it alright by and by.” 

You just put it off from one time until the next and restitution is not 

made. 

Pride! That is one of the things the devil uses. 

We are afraid somebody might see us if we go to the altar in public. 

“When I get home, I’ll make this surrender beside my bed. I don’t 

believe in all this parade of people’s feelings. I tell you, when I get 

home, I will get down by my bed and give my heart to God.” 

“What is your reason for doing that?” 

“I don’t believe in making a show of these things, that is all.” 

Are you sure it is not just pride or cowardice? 

Are you sure that you are not just taking a cowardly stand for Jesus 

Christ? 

If I am going to fight for my country, I want to come right out, enlist 

in the open and do the best for it in public. So it is for Jesus. Come right 

out for Him, fair and square. Not, “I hope nobody knows it,” or “ I hope 

nobody sees me when I carry my Bible. I will wrap it up in a newspaper 

so it won’t be conspicuous. When I say grace in a restaurant I bow my 

head easy like and brush my forehead, so that nobody knows I am 

asking a blessing. I am afraid somebody will see me.” 

Oh, Brother, sister. When I get home to Heaven, I am not going to 

be ashamed. I am going to hold my head up and have a ring in my 

voice. So I am going to take my stand for Him here before all the world. 

When Jesus went to Calvary He didn’t go to a bedroom and shut the 

door. He took a stand for you in the open. 

Won’t you take a stand for Him? Think of all that He has done for 

you. Surely that is little enough for you to do in return. 
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Has the devil greased your path? That is why so many people skid 

right past and do not take a public stand for Jesus. 

Do you know that if you begin by doing the first thing in a corner, 

you will keep on doing that all your life? 

You have never taken a public stand for Him, so it seems that you 

can never give a public testimony. 

“Well, I am so proud. There is Sister So-and-so and she would see 

me corning down to the front. I have never done anything wrong, such 

as lying and stealing or murdering someone. If I went down and took a 

public stand for my Saviour at that altar, Sister So-and-so would say, 

‘What has she done? I never knew anything bad about her. I wonder 

what it is she has done?’” 

“I know I am not born again, but I just hate for people to see me go 

to that altar. I live out on Wilshire Boulevard and if I go down there, 

there will be people who know me who will be sure to see me. What 

would they say?” 

The devil’s grease pot! He is your ‘road slipper’ alright, and he skids 

you on past the door and I hope and pray that it won’t be too far. 

There is doubt. He has that ready for everyone. 

“Do I have to be born again?” 

Doubt! The devil was there to slick your path and skid you right on. 

Procrastination grease! I think he has more of that than anything I 

know of. 

“Sister dear, I am young yet. Wait until I get a little older. I want to 

have some fun while I am young.” 

A good time—why bless you, there are more good times to be had 

serving the Lord in one day than you will ever have in a million years 

serving the devil. He hasn’t any joy anyway. All he has is a counterfeit 

which he calls “Joy.” 

Just a little, tiny pastime imitation—tinsel like you find upon a 

Christmas tree. 

That is all he has compared with the pure gold in the Treasury at 

Washington. You wouldn’t want to eat mud-pie if you could have roast 

turkey, would you? You wouldn’t want to again go back to the devil’s 
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pastimes and pleasures after you have tasted of the real joys and 

pleasures of the Lord. 

After you become a Christian, all the want is removed from your 

life—you no longer have any desire to return to the devil’s abodes. 

Someone says, “Sister, I don’t see how I could give up my worldly 

friends.” 

You wouldn’t have to. They would give you up! 

The devil had procrastination grease for Felix as Paul stood 

preaching before Him. Felix trembled. Some of you have trembled 

while I was preaching the gospel too. 

“That little woman was right. I know I ought to be a Christian. I know 

I should decide tonight, for if I didn’t and I should die tomorrow, I 

would lose my soul. I would be a Christian, and I am going to one of 

these days, but I just don’t feel like it tonight.” 

You don’t feel like it. That is all the more reason why you should 

come to Christ. If you don’t feel like it, it shows that the Lord has been 

knocking at your heart for so long that it has become hardened and 

calloused and the devil has put so much grease on your path and you 

are skidding along so fast that it is getting harder and harder for you to 

stop. 

“I don’t know, Sister, that I will come tonight, but I will come one 

night very soon... say... next... Wednesday night. I will take my public 

stand then. But I will put it off for tonight.” 

One good, long, slick swab and you are a goner. First thing you know 

you are out of the Temple and on your way home. 

Maybe you don’t find it possible to come to the Wednesday service, 

and if you do, perhaps you put it off again. 

When Paul preached before Felix, Felix trembled and said to Paul, 

“Go thy way for this time: when I have a convenient season, I will call 

for thee.” 

But Felix never had a more convenient season and so he went down 

to his grave undone, weeping, lost! 

I wish Felix could come and stand in my pulpit for just one minute 

tonight. With wide, staring eyes, he would say: 
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“Men, woman, don’t put it off. Look out! There is grease on your 

path ahead of you now. Look! Can’t you see it? Don’t step that way! O 

evangelist, God help you and give you the message; just the right words 

to say. It is a big bucketful of sand, sprinkle it over the grease and don’t 

put it off. Say tonight, my brothers and my sisters, ‘I come, O Lord, to 

thee.’” 

Can you say it, brother, sister? 

“I don’t know. I wish I could. I am almost persuaded. I tell you I am 

thinking about it. I am considering it.” 

That isn’t enough. Agrippa heard Paul preaching. 

“Almost thou persuadest me to be a Christian,” he said. 

Almost persuaded. 

 

Almost cannot avail, 

Almost is but to fail! 

Sad, sad, that bitter wail 

Almost, but lost! 

 

“Just one more dance, Sister McPherson. I have my dress all bought. 

I have my dress and my ticket and a partner is calling for me. I am going 

to this dance on Tuesday night and I will come back and give my heart 

to God on Wednesday night.” 

The devil’s grease pot! He is skidding you right out along the way. 

He is a sly, slick, old fellow. 

It may be after the dance on Tuesday night that you contract a cold. 

You were very warm and on the way home you felt chilly and you 

shivered. The night is cold and windy and you are shivering when you 

get home. You crawl into bed and think you will be all right in the 

morning. 

The next morning you have developed a high fever and you can 

hardly speak above a whisper. A doctor is called and he shakes his head, 

“Pneumonia” is the verdict. 

Wednesday night you are much worse, and Thursday your 

condition becomes grave. By Friday you are unconscious, and Friday 

night you pass into the great beyond. 
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You aren’t the first person who has done that. People are dying 

almost every day just as suddenly as that from a cold contracted while 

following the devil’s pastimes. 

You have been skidded right on into eternity by the devil with his 

great pot of grease. 

“O Sister, you’re exaggerating that!” 

No, I’m not. Pick up your newspaper. It does not happen once in a 

while. It is happening every day. I do believe the Holy Spirit gives us a 

chance to say “Yes” to God once in a lifetime at least, and if we do not, 

we may never have another opportunity. 

“Not tonight.” 

Perhaps that is the last time you will have a chance to say “Yes.” You 

are skidded right past the door and it is too late—you are lost forever 

throughout all eternity. 

The devil also has a bucket of fear grease. 

“Don’t you take that stuff. You know you can’t hold out down in the 

railroad shops, in the iron works. You know you can never make it at 

the garage. You are a sailor on the battleship and you know you cannot 

hold out there. You are a railroader, driving the great engines across the 

continent, and you know you could never last on that!” 

Devil’s grease pot! Don’t listen to it. He will never tell you the truth. 

He is just skidding you on past “Decision Junction” into the shadows 

below, on to face the great everlasting eternity with nothing but “Some 

other time” ahead of you. 

Now I have come to you with the message. Now I have said, 

“Brother, sister, Jesus has died for you on the cross. His hands were 

pierced; His side was wounded for you. His brow was torn and bleeding 

from the thorns which were beaten into His noble forehead with staves. 

There is a fountain filled with blood and the Saviour is standing there 

with outstretched arms saying ‘Come unto me all ye who labor and are 

heavy laden, and I will give you rest.’ Oh, bring your burdens to the 

Lord and leave them there.” 

You need salvation and can find it. No matter how sin-stained you 

have become, you can still find salvation. No matter how self-righteous 

you are, you need it just as much. 
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Here is the road to Heaven. The bells are ringing, the angels are 

singing, the sun is shining so bright. Your Mother, perhaps she has gone 

on before you and is there waiting for you. 

Look! Yonder, there are loved ones gathered. 

Listen to the invitation: 

“Come home, ye who are weary, come home.” 

“Well, Sister, I do feel like going. I wish I had the courage. I wish I 

could say ‘Yes,’ but I am afraid I can’t tonight.” 

Just here in the aisles is Jesus walking tonight. Don’t you feel Him 

knocking at your heart’s door just now? Don’t you feel His garments 

brushing past you? I can feel His presence. I know He is here. 

But somebody else is in the aisle tonight too! 

Look out for him. He has great bat-like wings. His eyes are sly and 

greedy. He is smearing grease across the floor in front of you and all 

down the aisles.  

You are asked to lift your hand for the acceptance of the Lord. 

Perhaps you raise your hand, but when you try to get to your feet—

skid—skid—skid. You slide down into your seat and the next thing you 

know he has you gliding up the aisle and out of the door and away from 

the altar and God, instead of down the aisle to the altar and the feet of 

the Saviour. 

Just another time that the devil has you on the incline. 

God help me to help you keep from stepping in that grease! 

May God help me to put sand in front of your feet and down the 

aisles so that instead of the devil sliding you out of the Temple, lost and 

unsaved, you step quickly down over the sandy pathway to the altar 

and say, “Lord Jesus, I give my heart to you right now.” 

Won’t you give Him your heart tonight? 

“Wait, Sister. I have a business deal that I am going to put over this 

week. I don’t believe the Lord would approve, but if you will just wait 

until I have put it over, then I will give a lot of money to the Lord.” 

Conscience money. In other words, the devil’s grease again. 

A little boy who lived with his mother in far-off Norway came to her 

one day and said, “Mother, I have heard that in America the streets are 

flowing with gold. I am going to America and get some of that gold for 
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you. I will go over there and buy a beautiful mansion for you and you 

shall live in luxury the rest of your life.” 

“My Boy, it isn’t the money I want, it’s you. Don’t go Hans.” 

“No, Mother. I am going. You have worked long and hard for me 

and I am going over there and get some of that gold. I want to do 

something for you.” 

Came the answer, “Don’t go, Hans. It isn’t the money I want, it’s 

you.” 

But Hans went to America. Time passed and he had failed to find 

the gold flowing through the streets as he had heard it was. He worked 

very hard and wrote often to his mother. 

“Mumsie, I am coming home soon to get you. I shall have a nice 

home for you to live in and servants to wait upon you.” 

The answer would come back: “My darling boy, come home. I don’t 

want the money. I want you.” 

But Hans would write back: “I haven’t enough money yet. As soon 

as I have, I’ll be home for you.” 

The months passed by on leaden wings and the months merged into 

years. One, two, three, four. Finally Hans became rich and he set out 

for Norway. 

All the way over on the great ocean liner Hans was thinking of the 

things he would do for his mother. He would buy her lovely clothes, 

hire servants to care for her and take her everywhere she wanted to go. 

He was fairly singing when the boat docked and he rushed off the 

ship in high spirits. Soon he would be home and his mother would be 

clasped in his arms. 

Suddenly he espied his boyhood chum waiting for him near the 

entrance to the Customs Office. Overjoyed he rushed over to greet 

him. But his chum did not seem so hilarious. Hans sobered instantly. 

“Tell me,” he cried, taking his friend by the arm, “Is mother all right? 

Tell me quickly.” 

“Your mother died last night, Hans. And as she was dying she said, 

‘It isn’t your money, Hans, my boy, that I want. It’s you.’” 
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Brother, sister, it isn’t your checks for great sums of money that the 

Lord Jesus wants. It isn’t your cloak of righteousness. It isn’t your half-

way devotion. 

It is you the Saviour wants. Y-O-U!  

“I didn’t die upon the Cross of Calvary for gold or righteousness—I 

died for you, that you might be redeemed and have everlasting life,” 

the Master cries. 

May every one of you come, handkerchiefs pressed to your eyes and 

hands groping in front of you, every man and woman. Don’t, oh don’t 

let the devil skid you out tonight unsaved. Let the Lord bring you to 

Himself. Now is the accepted time. NOW! TONIGHT! 

 





 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

December 14, 1924 

 

 

VERYONE HERE THIS morning that believes the Lord God 

Jehovah is worthy of worship, say “Amen.” 

I wonder how many here this morning feel your heart aglow 

with worship. Everyone on the first floor say, “Praise the Lord.” 

Everyone on the first floor say, “Bless the Lord.” All on the second 

balcony, “Magnify the Lord.” Now all together, “Glory to God.” 

Oh, what a wonderful Lord! What a glorious Saviour and what a 

privilege to worship Him! 

Worshiping God. When one thinks of it, what a strange thing 

worshiping is, when looked at from the natural view point and man’s 

standpoint. Worshiping—What is it? It is this “something” we feel right 

down in our hearts this morning that’s all warm and aglow, lifting us 

upward. 

It is that “something” which lifts up the hands, tips up the faces, 

makes them radiant; that “something” which glorifies the eyes as you 

are glorifying God. It is something—that lilt in the voice and the spring 

in your step—that makes you forget your troubles and look away from 

the petty insignificant things of earth. 

Worshiping God? I do not see Him, how can I worship Him?  

You may be sitting in the audience with your arm touching the one 

next to you, yet He is more real to you than they. 

To people who know Him, He has become more real than anything 

else on earth. 

Worshiping God! Man alone is capable of true worship of God. 

Man alone has this glorious, burning love in his heart for his Maker. 

Even the heathen feels something of that sort—even though he 

doesn’t know the Lord Jehovah by that name or Jesus as the Saviour. 
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The Hottentot, the heathen in the South Sea Islands, the African in the 

jungles, feels that stirring within him—that trumpet call to worship. 

The Lord said, “You worship you know not what,” but we know 

whom we worship. Though they worship ignorantly, still there is 

something within themselves that lifts them above themselves, though 

they know not what. 

Some of them worship gods of stone, gods of clay, gods of wood, 

gods of brass. Some of them haven’t intelligence enough to make 

anything like that, so they worship the sun, and the moon and the stars. 

Some of them worship snakes, picking them up, wrapping them 

around their bodies and dancing horrible dances with them entwined 

about them. In fact, they worship anything they are afraid of. Some 

pray to the god of thunder, some to the god of waters, some to the 

sacred cow of India. It is so pathetic. It is indeed true that they 

worship—they know not what. Yet it shows that even the heathen, who 

never heard a church bell, has that instinct to worship a super-being 

and to give glory. 

But we worship not ignorantly. We know whom we worship. Now, 

the animal doesn’t feel this worship at all, they are made on a different 

plane. They have a pulse. They have a heart. They have eyes to see; 

have a keen sense of hearing—far greater than ours; have a keen sense 

of smell. They follow a track or a trail when we couldn’t tell it was there. 

They have a keen sense of feeling. They are ever alert to the tiniest 

touch. They have an appetite. They know hate, fear, love. The animal 

kingdom has all these things, but there is something left out. They 

know not God. 

When they eat or drink, they put their heads down and drink from 

the mud-puddle and streams, and eat with their heads down in the 

region of their feet. Whether we eat or drink, we put our heads up. 

There is something within us that teaches us to worship God. Those 

who know God have a different kind of worship than those who 

worship ignorantly. 

They know not God. Their gods are cruel gods, so instinctive is their 

desire to worship that they will go to any length to worship—even to 
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the killing of their loved ones. Even to the slashing of their warm flesh 

with knives, so earnest is their desire to worship—they know not what. 

Women in the foreign countries—the lands of darkness, poor 

souls—have taken their little babies and thrown them into the river, 

thinking to appease the wrath of the crocodiles. They have heard the 

great snap of the jaws and the crunch of little bones and though her 

heart was sick and shuddering, still she felt she must worship. And 

though she knew not what, she was doing her best to worship. 

Others have cast their little ones into the arms of great molten 

images which were heated to red heat and have seen the tiny flesh 

quiver and become roasted. Worshiping—they knew not what. 

Others have subjected themselves to unbearable tortures: racks of 

pain, or whittling away even the bone. Worshiping—they knew not 

what. But we do not worship ignorantly. 

We hear, “The heathen is not worth saving,” but they are the Lord’s 

own precious people and the very fact that they do those things proves 

that down in their hearts is the instinct to worship the almighty God.  

Lord teach us to worship Thee. Lord teach us to praise Thee. 

There have been people from the beginning worshiping God. It 

seemed that this morning, in fancy, half-awake half-asleep, it seemed 

like I could see a great range of mountains, some of which were snow-

capped, some higher than others, but on the first, I could see a fire 

burning—fires of worship to God. I could see a man with seven others 

in the family, worshiping God. I seemed to see them bowing and praise 

going up. They were lifting their hands and their faces, saying, “Glory 

to God. Worship and honor belongeth to Thee, who hath purgeth the 

world by water.” It was Noah, away back on Mt. Ararat, who worshipeth 

the Lord. 

Then I looked and on down through the years. I saw another man 

worshiping God on Mt. Moriah. I know he was dressed differently than 

we dress today. Their schooling was different. Their language was not 

the same. They lived in another country. Yet, they were impelled by 

the same thing that I feel and you feel stirring in us this morning—of 

worship to the almighty God. 
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It was Abraham who said to his servants, “While I and the lad go to 

worship.” 

Noah was able to worship after the flood and the catastrophe had 

swept all away from him. His worship did not depend on cities, towns 

and worldly honor. There was nobody else but Noah in the world. 

Nobody but Noah and his God there. Yet he was able to worship. 

Abraham went to worship, though it meant as he thought, 

sacrificing his son, but yet he would give up that son for the God of his 

love. He worshiped God, and God met him with the returning of that 

same dear son. 

On the third mountain, stood a dear child of God, worshiping and 

praising Him. ‘Twas Moses up yonder on the mountain. ‘Twas yonder 

he fell to the earth and adored. It was there God hid him in the cleft of 

the rock and passed by and revealed to him His beauty. 

‘Twas then that Joshua worshiped on the hill-top. Then David hid in 

the mountains and worshiped God and praised Him and I could see 

him skipping down the streets of the city and leading the people—

dancing and praising God—playing on his harp of a thousand strings. 

How he did shout and dance and leap for joy! 

It was just like oil that makes your face to shine. 

What is that something that makes your voice to quiver and swell 

with exultant praises? 

He would say, “Now daughter, it is the very thing that makes your 

heart leap this morning. It is the worship of God. They felt it back 

yonder in a country of different customs, dress, and speech.” 

Yes, Hallelujah, they felt the very thing that we do this morning. 

Then Elijah—I could see him on a mountain—Mt. Carmel. I could 

see him as he worshiped and prayed down fire from Heaven, bringing 

the blessing to the people. 

Then I could see another mountain—Jesus Christ—worshiping God 

and He said, “My father is greater than I. I come to do His blessed will.” 

And as He worshiped, I seemed to see the very hills aglow with glory. 

And at last on Mt. Olivet, I seem to see His feet coming back to earth 

again. 
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I seem to see Paul and Silas worshiping on the mount in fancy, but 

in reality, in the prison cells—chains on their wrists and ankles—but 

their worship did not depend on their freedom. Being unable to walk 

about as free men, they began to sing in the prison cell, and as they 

worshiped God, the earth trembled, the doors flew open, and their 

chains fell off. 

Brother, sister, worshiping God is a privilege. A powerful something 

that opens the door to the infinite. Worshiping God is like climbing a 

flight of stairs, from the gloom and the shadows of night glow into the 

sunshine of His infinite presence. 

Worshiping God is like climbing a mountain from the mire and 

despondency into the sunlight and glory of the mountain peak. 

Nobody in the world (I am judging that you are like myself) can say, 

“Hallelujah,” “Praise God,” lifting their hands and praising Him, but 

what can feel the power falling upon them. It is just like a trolley, when 

it lifts itself, it takes hold of the over-head wire. Hallelujah. It seems to 

be an overhead wire in Heaven above that you take hold of with one 

hand and with the other you help humanity. 

If you do not know God this morning, my message will seem like 

Greek to you. But if you know Him, heads will be nodding and you will 

be saying, “Hallelujah, I know Him too.” 

Earth is the place where we worship God. The place where we learn 

to adore Him. Then in Heaven we will really know how to praise Him. 

When anyone plays over the radio I tell them to please step out into the 

anteroom and tune up. Don’t tune before the microphone, tune outside 

and then come in and play. I never like to hear people tuning up in 

front of the microphone. Tune up outside and then when they come in 

they are ready to play. That is what earth is. Tune up in the anteroom, 

then when you get before the microphone of the throne, play. Practice 

down here, then you won’t have to learn up there. You can learn right 

here. 

What is the meaning of worship? To worship is to adore. O how can 

one’s tongue describe all that worship is. When I say worship, a picture 

comes before me. Vividly, I see it. I can see the throne. On the throne, 

I see the King. I am afraid it would be a pretty hard thing to worship 
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anybody down here, for even the best of people and the ones highest 

in authority make terrible mistakes. 

When I was a little girl and I would hear of all the mistakes the great 

people made. How the King would be drunk and on a yacht down on 

the Mediterranean Sea—the yacht full of women, not one of whom was 

his wife even; the rulers doing those things and the high priests taking 

any sort of privilege. It would be pretty hard for me to kiss anybody’s 

big toe or to bow down before them. 

But when I think of worship, I think of God and Him I could worship 

with all that is within me. It just flows out in adoration toward Him, 

yielded in entire surrender. 

Worship. When I speak this word, I see my faith upon the throne. 

The glory of God streaming out and before the throne is a fire that 

burns with grace. It has destroyed wood, hay and stubble. When I say 

worship, I picture someone before the throne in a dress of 

righteousness, bowing, lifting up their hands and saying, “Holy, holy, 

holy,” then bowing low before kissing those nail-pierced feet and 

saying, “O Lord, my God, thou art all and all to me.” 

Brother, sister, have you learned the meaning of worship? My dear 

husband, Robert Semple, was a great preacher. I will never cease to 

praise God for sending him to me all the way from Ireland to our little 

Canadian town with only five thousand inhabitants at that time, where 

I heard the message that won my heart to the Lord. Although he was a 

wonderful speaker, and could just praise the Lord and lift up his 

audience in adoration, he couldn’t sing a tune, that is, to carry it 

through, but he used to love the song, “That will be glory for me.” And 

you know for a long while, for years, I couldn’t bear for anybody to sing 

it. 

I remember one time, I was in a room. They didn’t know anything 

about it and they sang that song. I almost went to pieces. I had to get up 

and leave the room and it seemed a long time before I could control 

myself. It seemed he had loved it so and it brought back such pleasant 

memories of the past.  

He couldn’t sing, but he also loved, “Come let us adore Him,” and I 

have heard him say to audiences to whom he was preaching, “I can’t 
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sing down here, but when you get to Heaven, if you want to find Robert 

Semple, go just as close to the throne as you can get and there you will 

find somebody singing, ‘O come let us adore Him’ and you will know 

it is me.” 

Brother, sister, I am so glad I have learned the meaning of adore and 

worship. There—I have said I have learned it, but have I? Haven’t I just 

gotten into the anteroom? And aren’t there many places out before me, 

still unexplored; still wonderful things for me to learn about praise, and 

worship to my king? I have often said when I walk down the street, one 

foot is saying “Praise the Lord” and the other is saying “Hallelujah” and 

my heart is just overflowing with praises. 

What is worship? Who can worship? How should we worship? First, 

in order to worship Him, we must know Him. 

“Yes, but…” you say, “Sister dear, I can’t see Him. It is hard for me to 

talk to someone I can’t see.” 

Yes, but when you are converted, you have the eyes of faith. If you 

have the eyes of faith, He is very, very near you. The Lord God Jehovah 

is a Spirit and they that worship must worship Him in spirit and in 

truth, and the Lord seeketh such to worship Him. 

Half of us have very strange, flimsy imaginations. Some of us think 

all it is is to put on our Sunday clothes, put on our nice hats, drop our 

money in the collection plate and sing a song or two. 

Aah, it isn’t that. He wants heart worship. Not lip service, saying, 

“Holy, holy, holy.” Not only worshiping Him with our mouths. The 

Lord says, “They sit before me, draw near unto me with their lips, but 

with their heart, they know me not.” 

I wonder if there aren’t people in the choirs today, who are singing 

“Holy, holy, holy” whose songs are not going any higher than the top 

of the roofs—like the little old man who had sang in the choir for years 

and years, but one day all of the singers, who were very well educated, 

reported him to the director and complained that he put everybody 

out of tune, “He flats every note. Tell him to keep quiet or we are going 

on a strike.”  

So the director asked him to keep quiet, and he did. He went home, 

his heart almost broken, laid himself down on the couch, for he was 
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very feeble and he hadn’t much time down here yet. While he was 

asleep an angel came and stood beside him and said, “Brother, why 

didn’t you sing this morning? We up in Heaven have come every Lord’s 

day morning to the balustrades of Heaven and listened to your 

beautiful, sweet songs. Why didn’t you sing?” 

Then he told the angels about the beautiful choir of trained voices 

and the paid singers. 

“What choir?” said the angel. 

“Why, our big choir, you know, and I was afraid I would put them 

out. So I left the choir. They are such beautiful opera singers that I 

wouldn’t want to stop their praises to the King.” 

“Why, we didn’t hear them at all; We have always heard your voice.” 

“My voice? Why, it is so old and so quavering. My voice isn’t sweet.” 

“Yes,” replied the angel. “It sounded sweet when it reached Heaven. 

It was just like perfume from the flowers or honey from the honey-

comb. You must sing, for we miss it so in Heaven.” 

Brother, sister, if you are going to sing for God, you want something 

more than polished lips and smooth voices. 

“They draw near me with their lips, but their hearts are far from 

me.” 

It is man’s business on the earth to worship and magnify God. It 

doesn’t matter if you are a king or a peasant, a mighty ruler or a 

common laborer, if you live in the finest house in the land or in the 

humblest cottage in the dell, worshiping God is one of your greatest 

delights. 

Queen Victoria was to be crowned queen of all England and the 

provinces. The coronation services were very elaborate and in the 

services was to be used, “All hail the power of Jesus’ name.” The lords 

and the ladies, the dukes and the duchesses, the earls, the barons and 

the baronesses, the princes and the princesses, were all asked to rise to 

their feet. When they turned to the Queen, they told her that she could 

remain seated. Instantly, Queen Victoria sprang to her feet, her eyes 

flashing and her head lifted. 

“No, I will stand before Him, too. He is King of kings and King of 

queens.” 
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O my brother, He is worthy to be worshiped. The greatest people in 

the world have considered it a privilege to bow before Him: He, before 

whom every knee shall bow and every tongue confess. 

Such people as Abraham Lincoln were glad to pay him homage. Our 

late President Harding bowed and worshiped before Him. It is only 

fools, who are less than dust beneath His glorious feet, who count Him 

naught and who do not bow the knee. He is all glorious; omnipotent. 

Oh, when you begin to worship God, it is like ten thousand bells 

tinkling and chiming, or fingers sweeping across the great harp. It 

doesn’t matter how sick you are, you are getting well right away. It 

doesn’t matter how blue you are, worship Him and the golden sun will 

shine and begin to shine through the gloom. It doesn’t matter how weak 

you are, begin to praise Him and you become stronger than a lion. It 

doesn’t matter how lonely, if you begin worshiping, instantly you are 

surrounded by ten thousands of His hosts and there are angels 

surrounding you. The devil may be tempting you, but if you worship 

God, the devil will fold his bat-like wings and scoot. The devil can’t stay 

around where they are praising God and if you don’t believe it, you just 

try it. 

Praise the Lord! Have you said it this morning? If so, how many 

times have you said it? Have you ever said it at all? 

“Well,” you say, “How can I worship Him?” 

The Lord wants us to worship Him in the beauty of holiness. If we 

worship Him, we will purify ourselves, even as He is pure. If we are 

going to worship Him, we must be willing to let sin be cut off from our 

lives.  

You know the sun is big and in the sky. It is many, many times larger 

than the earth. Man is a mere speck compared to the sun, yet a hand or 

a fifty cent piece, if you have it handy, would obliterate it from your 

sight. Even the wings of a bird will cause a shadow. Don’t let the little 

things come between you and God, for if you do, you can’t see Him. 

Christian people are such an enthusiastic bunch of folk. You ask 

what these people are enthusiastic about? Praise the Lord, we have 

something to be enthusiastic about: If you worship Him, He begins to 

grow big and you small. I never knew it to fail. 
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Over there is a range of mountains and you say, “That is such a little, 

range of mountains. I believe I am just about as big as they.” But when 

you get nearer, they begin to get larger and the closer you get, the larger 

they become. And that is the way with God, the nearer you get, the 

bigger He is. 

Let us raise our hands this morning and say, “Thou art my 

Redeemer—my all in all;” “O worship the Lord in the beauty of 

holiness;” (Psalm 96:9) “Give unto the Lord the glory that is due unto 

His holy name. Bring an offering before the Lord;” (1 Chronicles 16:29) 

“Let us worship and bow down. Let us kneel before the Lord, our 

maker;” (Psalm 95:6)  Thus saith the Lord, “Worship me, for thou shalt 

have no other gods before me;” (Exodus 20:3) One thing have I desired 

of the Lord and that will I seek after.” (Psalm 27:4) 

Every one of us this morning who are worshiping are looking up to 

our Lord. Every country and government has a head of some sort: 

Great Britain has a king, this country has a president, a state has a 

governor, a city has a mayor—all of whom are worthy of honor—but 

in the church it is Jesus Christ who is the head and to whom we look for 

guidance. He is the head of my house. Is He the head of yours?  

If we are going to worship the Lord, we must worship Him all day 

long. The first thing in the morning as the sun comes streaming in at 

the windows, we begin to worship Him. Praise the Lord. Just a sleepy 

little murmur. Your eyes open. You sit up with a jerk. 

“What time is it anyway?”  

There is so much to do for Jesus and His work, but first you must 

take time to praise the Lord and pray. Your hand reaches out.  

“Where is my Bible?”  

My Bible is never very far away from me. I have it on my bed beside 

of me or on the other pillow or on my nightstand, and if I lose it, I go 

round and round. I am nearly wild about it. Somebody took my 

tambourine the other week. I wish they would bring it back, but I love 

my Bible more than my tambourine. I worship the Lord every morning 

before I do anything else. 

Brother, if you have been having a hard time and if you will start 

worshiping God in the morning—the first thing, even if it is only a 
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moment—then go down to the breakfast room, unfold your napkin, 

draw the plate near you and bow your head before you take a morsel 

of food, thanking the Lord for a good night’s sleep, for a roof over your 

head, you will find that life will begin to change for you. 

At noon time, bow your head, even if in a restaurant, and pray. 

Daniel worshiped in the window, you know. At night, before you put 

your head on the pillow, worship Him. In the night when you turn your 

pillow over, say, “Praise the Lord.” Life is going to be rosy for you. 

There will be sunshine in your soul that day, for you have learned to 

worship Him. Glory to God, the streets will look straighter, the trees 

will look greener, the flowers will smell sweeter, the little voice which 

we hear will be cheerier, for you have learned to worship God, 

Two men were going along a country road. On one side was a 

church. On the other side was a meadow where the crickets were 

singing with all their might and main. In the church the choir was 

singing, really worshiping God, where they had the old-time religion. 

As these men walked along they were both listening. One listening to 

the church choir and the morning worship—the other listening to the 

crickets chirping. 

“Isn’t that beautiful music?” said the man next to church. 

“Yes, it is,” said the other, who was a lover of nature. “I have heard 

that they make all that music by scraping their feet together.” 

So you see it is all depends where you look. One was looking out and 

down into the meadow, the other was looking up into the Heavens and 

worshiping God with a pure heart and a clean mind.  

It means having a clear, level head. It means holiness, being 

wholesome and upright. Also in being fair and square with your fellow 

men, because you have lately been in His blinding presence and under 

the searching gaze of the Lord God almighty. 

Worshiping God—why it means being self-sacrificing, putting Him 

first, others next, and self last. 

A young man was getting ready for college some time ago and just 

before he went, his mother printed just two words on a card, handed it 

to him, and said, “Tack it up in your college bedroom or in the 

dormitory over your bed. Never forget it—‘I’m third.’ Son, never forget 
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those words. No matter where you go or who is with you. Will you 

remember?” 

“Yes, mother, I will always remember. I will not forget it.” He took 

the card and tacked it up on the wall over his bed. For two months, the 

boys kept asking him the meaning of the motto. They had never seen 

one like that before. The room was filled with mottos from various 

magazines and sporting pages. 

One day, after he had been praying very earnestly, he said, “Well 

boys, I believe I have grace sufficient now to tell you. It means, ‘God 

first, others next and then myself.’” 

Oh, that is what worshiping God means! What would Jesus have me 

do? What would God have we do? Is this pleasing in His sight? Can I 

take Him with me in this nature? God first, others next. How can I serve 

my fellow-man? Make me candid, truthful and upright with them. 

Then self comes last. Some of us haven’t any friends and it is because 

we put self first. If we put self last, somehow the Lord will take care of 

us. Glory to God. 

Brother, sister, I love to worship Him with my heart. In days past 

they worshiped Him out in the open, out under the great starry 

Heavens, and as the years went by they began to worship Him in tents 

and they called them tabernacles, and God’s shekinah glory filled and 

lingered in them, and as time went on, they built for Him a temple. It 

was a beautiful temple according to His divine plans, with glorious 

trimmings and rich hangings. Then came Jesus. He pointed out to us 

that it was alright for us to have a temple and to cease not the 

assembling of ourselves together, yet He pointed out that there was 

another place where we should worship, not only in buildings of wood 

and stone and clay, but in our hearts. 

In my heart there is a little altar. In my heart there is a little shrine. 

In my heart is a little throne on which a king has come to live and sway 

his scepter over all my plans and purposes. Before that altar I bow the 

knee. Lord, you rule in my heart. You direct. You guide. 

 

Speak my Lord, speak to me 

Speak, and I’ll be quick to follow Thee. 
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O Hallelujah! And it seems as the years go by I realize more and 

more that no one in the world is worthy of worship and praise but Jesus. 

The very best people in the world make mistakes. The very best people 

in the world have their failings. 

“Now, so and so had no right to criticize me. They did it unjustly. I 

don’t believe they should have said a word, for I didn’t deserve it.” 

“Well, never mind, if you weren’t guilty of that, you are probably 

guilty of a worse thing that they didn’t know about.”  

Never mind about that, There are none of us perfect. But He is 

worthy of worship, and praise and honor. We find nothing but 

perfection in the King of Kings. This morning I want everybody to tune 

up here, down below, so when we get to Heaven—won’t we have a 

glorious time!  

There is just one thing seriously wrong with Angelus Temple. Oh, I 

know some people say that it isn’t big enough and others say that we 

are too fanatical, but there is really only one thing wrong with it as far 

as I can see, and that is that we have to go home at night. When the 

services are over, we say “Good night, folks, go home.” 

Even then hundreds of people are standing around. They are here 

in the morning at six o’clock wanting to be advised about something. 

By eight o’clock the streets are filling and by nine o’clock you have to 

walk a block to park the car. People come here almost at daybreak every 

day in the week wanting to be comforted, advised, wanting to join the 

Bible School or to go quietly away and pray. Then they are here on 

Sunday morning bright and early, all with shining faces. There is 

something about the King’s business that makes you bright, glad and 

happy. 

Then the Sunday morning service. We are singing, “Holy, holy, 

holy.” It is just a study for me to sit down and watch your faces, 

especially those in the choir. How their faces glow and their eyes shine! 

Then I watch the audience and see their hands going up—lifted before 

ever they are asked to. I never saw hands go up the way the way go up 

here. What are they doing? They are worshiping God. 
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Why do they sing with so much vim and fervor? They are 

worshiping God. Why do the tears stream down their faces? They are 

worshiping God. Then they are back in the afternoon service and back 

again at night. They stay ‘til the altar call and help pray the converts 

through. They are still out there. Then we sing several times “Praise 

God from whom all blessing flow” or “God be with you ‘til we meet 

again,” pronounce the benediction it least three times, and still they 

stay. 

Somebody says, “Come on Sister, you go home and we will turn out 

the lights, then they will go.” But they don’t. They stay after I go. Here 

is someone who wants to surrender their life, someone giving advice to 

a new convert, and I say, “Folks, go home. We must get some sleep.” 

But praise the Lord, there will be a day when we will never have to say, 

“Go home.” For there will be no night there and there will be room 

enough to entertain the whole crowd at once. 

Here we are learning the first notes of praise, tuning our harps in 

the first strains of praise. Up yonder, the angels are worshiping. See 

them yonder. Shut your eyes. Look! Ten thousand times ten thousand 

wings folded, heads bowed, and worshiping God: cherubim and 

seraphim, angels and the archangels. Look, ten thousand times ten 

thousand redeemed by the blood of the Lamb. What do they say? They 

are all praising God. The Redeemed are saying, “I have been 

redeemed,” and the angel choir will echo back, “Amen, for He is 

worthy.” 

When we get to Heaven, we are going to make the avenues ring and 

the streets resound. It is a good thing there is not a roof on Heaven, for 

I think we would split the roof, don’t you? 

Brother, sister, backslider, come home. Sinner, be converted. Poor, 

chilly, stick of a Christian, get down and weep it out. Ask God to forgive 

you. Loosen up and let God come in. If you have never clapped your 

hands, clap them today. If you have never waved your handkerchief, 

wave it today. If you have never testified for Him, testify today. If you 

have never had any enthusiasm, touch your poor, cold heart. Get it 

today. What you do for God, do it today with all your heart. 
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When I ask for someone to lift their hands and they lift them up just 

half-way, all sort of wobbly, then I see them lift them up a little farther, 

then people say “Amen” so slow and cold-like—I don’t feel like they 

have very much Christianity in their hearts. You can pretty nearly tell 

how big a Christian is and tell they’re a real Christian by their worship 

of God, by the way they do these little things. Whatever you do, do with 

all your might. 

As the wise men back yonder came bringing gold, frankincense, and 

myrrh, will we all worship Him at this time. Every one stand to your 

feet, lay down your books, lift up your hands, faces and hearts. 

Everybody praise Him right out loud, thanking Him for His precious 

blood praise Him for His wonderful blessings to the children of men. 

Praise the Lord all ye people. Praise Him, all ye blood-washed saints. 

Praise Him all ye angels who are worshiping above. Lord, look down 

this morning upon these four thousand three hundred hands, lifted all 

over this Temple. 

Lord, see this sea of hands. See these uplifted faces as we worship 

Thee. Then put us all in tune for the great Hallelujah chorus as the 

saints are marching home. Amen and amen. 





 

 

 

Friday Evening 

December 19, 1924 

 

 

RUSADERS AND YOUNG people, I wonder how many of 

you would rather be in the house of God tonight, just singing 

these old hymns and hearing the songs of Jesus and His love, 

than any place of worldly amusement in the world? Yes, the most of 

you! That is a miracle to some people because as yet, they do not know 

the love of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Tonight for a few minutes, I am going to talk about life saving and 

life savers. The Bible tells us, you know,  

“Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for 

his friends.” (John 15:13).  

“He that findeth his life shall lose it: and he that loseth his life for 

my sake shall find it.” (Matthew 10:39) 

The Word of God distinctly tells us, 

“He that winneth souls is wise.” (Proverbs 11:30)  

God grant that every one of us may become life savers in the sense 

of being soul winners, in bringing souls nearer to Christ. 

It has been said, “All that a man hath, will he give for his life.” How 

true those words are. Life is such a very precious thing. Have you ever 

stopped to think about it? God is the author of life, God alone can give 

it. God, in the beginning, breathed into the nostrils of man, and man 

became a living soul. From that time on, He became the author of life. 

You take a little dead bird in your hand, your pet perhaps, you stroke 

its downy yellow feathers and pat it, but you can’t give it life to save 

you. A worm on the sidewalk crawls in front of you and you step on it 

and mash it. You can kill it, but you can never bring it back to life. You 

can take life, but you can’t give life again. You can help to save lives that 
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are in distress, nearing destruction, but once they have gone, you can 

never bring them back. 

I feel my pulse. It is steady as a clock. I am breathing and have been 

breathing these many, many years. That is the case with most of us here 

tonight, and lots of us think we are going to live a long time. There is 

lots of time anyway in which to be saved; lots of time yet to turn to the 

Saviour. 

Yet, what a fleeting, transient thing life is! Just blow and the candle 

goes out, one little puff and the lamp is extinguished, just a blow and 

the flame flickers and disappears. Just so easily our lives can be stopped. 

Just stop the breath for a few moments and we are gone. Exposure to 

heat or cold—and life is ended. Just a blow—and life is gone instantly. 

What a transient thing life is, how uncertain, yet how worthy to be 

saved. 

I read of a brave police man leaping ahead of the train that comes 

thundering down the railroad track. Only a little child stood there, 

wide-eyed and wondering, but petrified. She could not move. He 

grabbed the little child, threw her to safety, but he was caught and only 

a mangled wreck was left. We say, “He was a brave man, he saved a life, 

but in saving it, he gave his own.” 

Then the fireman a few days later gave his life. The flames were 

roaring and crackling, the walls were tumbling in, smoke and flames 

were rising higher and higher, then he saw a white-faced woman at the 

window high up in the air, her hair tumbled around her shoulders, 

arms out-stretched, eyes dilated, and she was crying, “Oh, save me!”  

Without waiting for the proper conveniences he is up there and 

after her, he throws the coat over her head and brings her down 

through the flames. She is saved, but he is burned for he had thrown 

his coat over her. You read it and breathe a prayer for him while on 

your way to work for the Lord to ease his pain and save him, for he was 

a life saver. 

Then we think of a life-saver standing wind-tanned and sun burned 

with great strong muscles standing upon the shores of the sea, his eyes 

ever scanning the waves, looking over the ocean’s foam. There is no 

time when he is on duty, if he is a real life saver, to just sit down on the 
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sand and play, or flirt with someone. No, if he is a real life-saver his 

eyes are ever on the waves and he is listening for the first little cry of 

“Help! Help!” and he is off after that person—off to the rescue. 

Then we read of the brave deeds of the life-savers onboard the 

vessels which go down at sea. The bells were rung, the life savers got 

into the boats as they were lowered, and away they went to rescue the 

perishing. Some of them did hot even wait for the boat, but jumped out 

and went hand over hand and if need be to give their lives for the 

people in danger. 

We think life-saving is wonderful and so we should. We build 

monuments to the solders and carry wreathes to their graves on 

Memorial Day. They were life-savers. They gave their lives for Old 

Glory. We bow our heads reverently before the unknown soldier’s 

grave and say, “He was a life-saver,” and we cherish their memory. 

I believe the greatest life-saver, though sometimes an unsung hero, 

is the one that saves souls, the one who preaches it and lives it daily. It 

may not be a minister in the pulpit, it may be a layman in the factory 

or it may be a brave little girl behind the counter or speaking a word 

for Jesus at the switchboard. To be a soul winner is the greatest of all 

life-savers. 

“Why, Sister?” I hear someone say. 

Well, because if we save a life, it is only for a little while, although 

worth it ‘tis true, but at best, we only live for a short time, for we have 

this treasure in fragile, earthy vessels. 

He that saveth, or winneth souls is wise because that soul shall live 

on and on forever and ever. 

Now they tell me if you are going to be a life-saver (I am speaking 

of the beach now) that one of the first things you have to do is to go 

into training. You must first know how to beat the waves, and how to 

rescue others. You must know how to rescue lives from the turbulent 

billows, ever restless, never still, which are swept by the wind from the 

four corners of the heavens.  

Sometimes a little boat is tossed by the tempest on every side. Some 

of us put out to sea in the most fragile little boats. They are giddy, little 

crafts with silken sails, all flung to the breezes. 
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“I am strong, I don’t need to be a Christian. I am not afraid. I can 

smoke cigarettes, or I can leave them alone. I can drink liquor or I can 

let it alone. I can play cards or let them alone—just as I like.” 

You silly little boats, all painted up to the nines and flaunting 

yourself in the sunlight. You giddy little boat. Don’t you see that the 

storm signals are all set? Don’t you hear the wind blowing in the 

distance? Can’t you see the storm clouds banked in the west? In the 

distance you can hear the storm, “Woo-o-o!” The waves are piling up 

on every side and you are going to be caught in them. What will you do 

without Jesus? 

‘Tis true that no storm can sink the boat with the Master of earth, 

sky and sea on board. But if you are a sinner, Jesus is not on board. 

Where will you be when the boat goes down? And, O Christian, where 

will you be? Where will you be when that little boat goes down and 

sends in its signal of distress? 

Won’t you be a soul-winner? We need them every day. Rockets are 

going up from the little ships in distress, and there are very few to help. 

I meet them every day. Yes, just this morning come to think of it, a dear 

old lady came in. She was riding in a frail, weak little craft, facing waves 

every minute. 

She reached out such a pathetic pair of hands. 

“Sister, have you a minute to talk to me?” 

Something in her face made me afraid not to talk to her, though I 

was very busy—a lot of people were waiting for appointments. 

“Sister, I am old. I am a sinner. I am afraid to die. Would you have a 

minute to pray for me?” 

“You darling! Of course I have a minute—a whole lot of minutes. It 

doesn’t matter, if you are in distress—everything else can wait. Even 

the world can stop! Come on darling, just bend your knees. Get right 

down here and give your heart to Jesus.” 

She did bow and the tears went zigzagging down the tiny wrinkles 

in her face. Her eyes were dimmed with tears, but they were shining 

now. She seemed so weak. She grasped my hand as if she were a little 

child and I were the older person. 



Life Savers 

 597 

“You will pray for me? You will help me, won’t you?” All the way up 

the stairs and over to the house, she held to my hand like a little child. 

Everywhere, boats are in trouble. Signals are going up in distress. 

They are trying to get to shore. 

O God, make me a soul-winner; make you a soul winner. 

The day before yesterday, I stood right here on this platform during 

the sunshine service when a lady came to me. 

“Sister?” 

“Yes, darling.” Someway, her voice commanded attention. Her face 

was tense and rigid. Eyes were burning like coals. 

“Sister, Sister, I just had to come down and speak to you this 

morning.” 

“Glad you did, dear. What can I do for you?” 

“I am through—through with life. I can’t stand it any longer. I have 

the bottle here in my bag—the bottle of poison. I am going out in the 

hills this afternoon, Sister. But something just spoke to me and said you 

are a friend of the friendless, and I just wanted to come down and speak 

to you, although I know it will not do any good. I just wanted to talk to 

you anyway.” 

“What do you mean, dear?” I asked her.  

I knew what she meant. “Give the bottle to me.” 

“No, indeed, I will not give it to you. I am in trouble—the worst 

trouble I could be in, and I am going to end it.” 

Finally I got the bottle and had the joy of seeing her kneel right here 

and give her heart to Jesus. 

Those poor little pathetic ships! How I see them everywhere as I 

stand on the shores! I wish you could walk around with me just one 

week and see the trembling lips and the brimming eyes. I think every 

one of you would get busy helping me and throw a line of salvation of 

the gospel to those in trouble. 

I don’t suppose the little lady, who gave me the bottle has all her 

troubles smoothed out, for we all have troubles. But she has Jesus Christ 

on board and if she has Him on board, nothing can happen to her. 

They tell me, that if you are going to be a life-saver, that you must 

first be saved. You must stand on shore and scan the ocean’s foam. You 
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have enlisted for service. You have your uniform on. On the shore is 

the watchtower—for every true life-saver has a watchtower—from 

which they can scan the ocean and see who is there seeking safety. If 

you are going to be a soul-winner, you must have the windows clean in 

this watchtower on the ocean and polished brightly, and looking for 

souls. 

There are generally two who watch—the one in the watchtower and 

the other patrolling the shore. The one in the watchtower is looking for 

the first little hand that goes up, the first little cry, and he sends his 

signal down to the other, who instantly is ready to go out. 

First, they must have equipment. They have a spyglass. 

“I don’t see anybody in trouble. I don’t see what you are talking 

about. I don’t see anything wrong, I don’t see anybody.” 

Why, I do. I wish I was twins, triplets, quadruplets or something, so 

I could be in three or four places at once. If you don’t see those people 

in trouble, it is because you need a long distance spyglass. If God will 

just widen your vision, brother—widen your borders—you will see that 

the world is full of those who need the Saviour’s love. 

If it is the night, you will see the signals, and if it is day, you will see 

the wig-wag. If you are a life saver, you have to sign up for service—

this is authentic. I have just been talking to a man, a life-saver for thirty 

years, along the shores of Lake Michigan, and one of the things you 

must do is to sign that you will lay down your life for another if need 

be. If it is their life or yours that is in question, yours must be the life to 

go, in preference to theirs. 

It is true in soul-winning. People will know if you are in the work in 

earnest, don’t you think? You can’t just decide you want to be a preacher 

just because you like the coat best, or the collar, or the chicken dinners, 

just as a lawyer or a doctor picks out their particular line of work, and 

like it best—for a pastime. You must go at soul-winning in earnest. It is 

serious. Be willing to die if needs be. Sign up. 

“He that keepeth his life shall lose it, and he that loseth his life for 

my sake shall find it.” 

If you are going to be a soul-winner, I think you will want some 

ropes. Here is the beautiful crimson rope—the rope of salvation. I love 
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this rope best of all and if I see anybody sinking, it is the first rope I 

throw—the crimson rope of Christ’s own blood, and how He died on 

the cross of Calvary. 

I wonder how many need the crimson rope? If you are a sinner, you 

do. If you are not sure you are a Christian, you need this blessed story 

of Jesus and His love. Everybody get ready and be a Christian. Throw a 

line—throw a line—throw a line. 

I think the first thing we need is good old-fashioned salvation. Take 

hold of the crimson line of salvation. Praise God, I have. That line is so 

strong that it will bring you safely to shore. No matter how far out you 

are, if you will only hold on, that line will bring you in—if you will just 

take it. 

Everywhere are sinners in this land sinking in despair, going down 

in the waves of discouragement and woe. Will you become a life-

saver—a soul-winner for Jesus Christ? 

Then I know lots of people who need the second rope—the rope of 

divine healing. They are sick and broken in their bodies. People who 

are discouraged—get hold of the lines and be healed. There may be 

many here tonight who have need of divine healing, and the Lord is 

able to heal. I think you know that that rope has pulled a great many to 

shore, don’t you? They know that Jesus is able to heal and He has 

brought them. 

The third rope of this foursquare gospel, is the baptism of the Holy 

Ghost and fire. What you need is the life belt, and if you get hold of it 

you will be brought into shore—if you would only believe Him. There 

are a lot of people in this world that need to get hold of this line. How 

many believers need the baptism of the Holy Ghost Life-line? Have, 

you ever seen a Christian that looked as though they were going to sink? 

They just show it in their faces that their hearts have no joy. 

“I believe I am a Christian, but I don’t believe I could ever be a soul-

winner.” 

Here they sit on the edge of their seats at a testimony meeting 

looking this way and that. Finally they get up sort of half-way, “I thank 

the Lord, He is my Saviour,” and down they go. Or “I thank the Lord, 

He is my shepherd,” and down they go again. They look like people, to 
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me, who are giving the first distress signals they need the “Baptism of 

the Holy Ghost” rope. Then they could stand on the shore and bring 

others in. 

Then we have the fourth rope, which is the “Second Coming of the 

Lord Jesus Christ.” Everybody get ahold of that line. Take the life boat 

and hold fast to the glorious hope. 

I think every minister and evangelist in the world should have hold 

of these four ropes—salvation, divine healing, Baptism of the Holy 

Ghost, and the Second Coming of our Lord Jesus Christ. Praise God!  

All out, through the waters of life, people are sinking. On this line, I 

can see the sinners that need to be saved. Thank God we have a line for 

them. If we have the foursquare gospel, we have a line for everybody. 

We have the born-again experience. Just bring everyone to the shore, 

if they will just take hold. Praise the Lord. 

I was thinking about one night while holding a meeting in San 

Francisco. The people were being converted and everything was 

wonderful. One Jewish lady, a very nice lady, dressed beautifully, stood 

at the meeting looking on. Never a move on her beautifully powdered 

face. She thought our meetings were peculiar. We believed in the New 

Testament and she was just standing and looking on. As usual, I was 

giving out my Bibles. (Praise God, I always stand firm on that.) Some to 

whom I was giving Bibles were standing quite a distance away, for the 

building was packed. I took a few of them and tossed them out, saying, 

“Can you catch—I can’t get them to you.” Cast your bread up on the 

waters and in time it will return. Everyone had caught their Bibles. I 

don’t think I missed a single one, but there was a lady standing just back 

of this Jewish lady, who reached for one. I just tossed a Bible at her, 

hoping that she would catch it. The Jewish lady moved just a little and 

she caught it—caught it right in the eyes.  

She didn’t mean to cry, but she couldn’t help it. My mother came 

and talked to her. 

“My dear are you hurt?” 

“Well, I surely am.” 

“I am so sorry.” 



Life Savers 

 601 

“I know that it was all an accident, but it struck me so forcibly. I 

never did have much use for the New Testament, but this one surely 

hit me hard.” 

After a little more talking with my mother, she got down on her 

knees and gave her heart to Christ. Today, she is a Christian worker. 

She stood all through my preaching—nothing touched her, but when 

the Bible struck her, it got her. 

Some of us just need to have this line strike us too—forcibly—that 

we will lay hold of eternal life and be saved. 

Here is the line of “divine healing.” Everybody lift it up. Praise God 

for the line of divine healing. There are people here tonight who are 

sick. People listening to this over the radio who are afflicted. There is 

healing for you. This is one of the lines that should run out from the 

hand of every one giving out the gospel—that Jesus Christ heals the sick 

as He did so many years ago. 

Here is the Baptism of the Holy Ghost. Sinking, floundering 

Christian, what you need is the Baptism of the Holy Ghost. Get hold of 

something to put fire and lilt into your voices. 

Others of you need this line of “the Second Coming.” They who 

have this hope in them purify themselves, even as He is pure, and 

hasten unto the coming of the Lord. 

When we bring people in, some of them come in all waterlogged. 

They have been drinking of the briny deep out yonder and the first 

thing they need is to get all the old briny water pumped out of them 

and get God’s fresh air into their lungs.  

Some of you people have been drinking in from the briny depths of 

sin and it hasn’t been good for you. Some of you need to get God’s 

freshness and pureness into your hearts, then you can turn and rescue 

somebody else. If you have been rescued, throw a line to somebody. 

“Sister, I want to be saved. I want to get to shore tonight. What shall 

I do?” 

Just take hold, that is all. Struggling won’t help you. 

Just take hold of the line and He will pull you in so fast you will 

hardly know what touched you until you find yourself at the Saviour’s 

feet. 
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One time, a boat was going down. They had sent a sky rocket from 

the boat. Between the boat and the shore the great waves were tossing 

and beating and the spray was like a white mist. What were they on the 

shore to do? They caught up a life line—shot it from a gun and sent it 

singing out through the air—out over the waves and it fell on the ship. 

Then with a hangar, they fastened a chair to it (the line). 

Between that ship and the rock-bound coast, piled the billows. 

One after another were seated in that chair and ridden to safety. 

Then with a draw, the chair was pulled back and another precious one 

was brought into shore. Trip after trip was made. 

One man was afraid to wait. He saw the waves going over the boat 

dashing and, swirling. 

“Well, I am going down if I wait here. I can’t wait any longer. I am 

going to try to save myself.” He jumped over board and was lost. He 

couldn’t make it against the waves. He was sucked down to a grave in 

the briny deep. Of the ninety eight people on the ship, ninety seven 

were brought to safety. 

The only one who was lost was the one who tried to save himself. 

Brother, sister, you can’t save yourself. Will you get hold of the 

ropes tonight? Will you trust His saving grace; trust the foursquare 

gospel and say “Lord, I come and believe?” If you do, glory to God, He 

will save you tonight. 

 



 

 

 

Thursday Evening 

December 25, 1924 

 

 

E ARE OPENING our Bibles for a few minutes this evening 

and our subject is, “Make Way for the King.” There are so 

many to be baptized tonight that our message must 

necessarily be short. 

The story of the Lord Jesus Christ, of His birth, of His boyhood, of 

His ministry, of His saving power, of His healing, of His baptism, of His 

death, burial, resurrection, ascension, the outpouring of the Holy Spirit, 

is told us most beautifully in the four gospels: Matthew, Mark, Luke and 

John. 

If we want to read the story of the shepherds, we turn to Luke. If we 

want to read the story of the wise men, we turn to either Mark or John. 

These two particular instances are omitted in the other two gospels. 

 As we turn to the various gospels, we find some things recorded in 

one that are not recorded in another, and so forth, but the text I have 

taken tonight is one which all four of the writers have recorded, and I 

feel it needs to be stamped indelibly upon our hearts, and I hope the 

Lord will help us to lay hold of the truth and bring forth fruit from our 

hearts. 

Prepare the way of the Lord and make His paths straight. 

This from Matthew and according to St. Luke: “Prepare ye the way 

of the Lord and make His paths straight.” Not only in Matthew, but in 

Luke, we are given the same words. We also find it once more in St. 

John—“Prepare ye the way of the Lord.” 

This week, we have unfolded, step by step, the birth of our Lord 

Jesus Christ. Last Sunday night we found the message, “No Room in the 

Inn”—how they searched for a place for this little stranger which was 
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to come from Heaven to earth, bringing salvation, blessings and 

“tidings of great joy, which should be to all people.” 

Then we told step by step, how gold, frankincense and myrrh were 

offered to Him, the newborn King. 

Tonight, He is here and is walking again, down the highways of life, 

and it is imperative that we make way for the King. 

Every time I read this message of John the Baptist “Prepare ye the 

way of the Lord,” it seems like I can see a king riding down the street—

riding upon a white charger, plumes waving, armor gleaming in the 

sunshine. The Psalmist sang of His coming. Isaiah strained his eyes to 

catch a glimpse of Him. Now He had come. Now He is riding this way. 

He, for whom the earth has waited, has ridden forth. So it was 

imperative that room be made for Him—that highways be cast up for 

His feet to travel upon. 

John the Baptist gave the first stirring cry, “Make way for the King.” 

Have you ever waited for someone of great renown? Perhaps it was 

the President or the Prince of Wales in Canada. There were people 

waiting on every hand. “When will he come?” was the cry on every lip. 

“I wonder if I will get a glimpse of him?” 

At last came a trumpeter dressed in royal livery and riding upon a 

horse. No, he was not the great one. He was only preparing the way—

clearing a space for him, crying “Make way for the President!” “Make 

way for the Prince!” and you saw the traffic officer saying, “Children 

get back!” “Ice man, you can’t come through here!” “Here Mister, this 

way for you,” and they cleared the way for the great one, and in a 

moment the streets which had hummed with the ice-wagon, the 

automobiles, the market men, those in pursuit of pleasure—all pulled 

to one side and stood at attention while the President or the great ones 

of our land passed by. 

But before he went, somebody went ahead of him saying “Make 

way! Make way!” 

Now, our King is come. Oh, we who love America, the stars and the 

stripes, feel there is no flag like our flag. British subjects, who are good 

ones, love and revere their rulers, but Oh, this one of whom we speak—

King of Kings and President of Presidents—this King, born in a manger, 
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is riding down the highway of life with plumes waving and banners 

streaming and the drums beating. 

“Hark! The King has come!” Seems like I can hear the stately 

stepping of His feet. “Make way for the King!” Take everything out of 

His road; everything out that would hinder the majestic stepping of His 

pure, sandaled feet. He comes, the King of Glory comes, with healing 

in His wings. 

He was to pass nineteen hundred years ago through Galilee and 

Judea, therefore a trumpeter must go before Him. So, divinely 

appointed and elected by God, John the Baptist was raised up for the 

hour. 

I believe that God raises up certain people for certain little 

ministries, don’t you? and that they have their messages on their souls? 

John had been prepared for the message though was a poor man. He 

had no temple in which to preach. He had not even a tent or tabernacle. 

He stood in the wilderness and lifted up his voice and said, “Make way 

for the King—Make way for the King! Prepare ye the way of the Lord 

and make His paths straight. Let every valley be filled, every mountain 

and every hill be brought low, the crooked places made straight, and 

the rough paths made smooth. Make way for the King. Cast up a 

highway for our God.” (Luke 3:4-5) (Isaiah 40:3-4) 

He was utterly immersed in his message—he was submerged in it. 

Not a weakly sort of a preacher was he, with all his notes on his cuff, 

depending solely upon his own notes, thinking all the time of hurrying 

up and getting home to a chicken dinner for fear he would miss 

something. A real preacher was he, standing and crying, “Make way for 

the King!” 

The people were not used to that sort of a preacher in those days. 

They rubbed their eyes and looked at him. 

“What in the world is the matter with that fellow?” They were used 

to people moving through the market places being good mixers—“Hail 

fellow well met.” But here was a fellow who didn’t stop to eat properly. 

He was dressed in camel’s hair and he lived on locusts and wild honey. 

He preached with all his might and main making ready the way of the 

King. 
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John the Baptist, dressed in camel’s hair! He had not a thought of 

the fashions. That was a strange attire. Nowadays, most every lady in 

the land has a camel’s hair coat. Every time you put it on remember 

that John the Baptist set the fashion in that distant day for camel’s hair 

when he cried “Make way for the King.” 

Make way for Him in your heart. He preached it in those days. 

Today we say, “What can we do to get a crowd out to church?” 

Get a message. Let us too, get submerged—be immersed in our 

message and catch the tramp, tramp, tramp of the king’s feet, then go 

out and cry, “Make way for the King!” 

The people gathered about him and he began to preach with all his 

heart, and as he preached, the King came. 

Make way for the King. Cast up a highway. Make straight paths for 

His feet. Brother, sister—the king that came nineteen hundred years 

ago is here tonight by the power of the Spirit, for “Where two or three 

are gathered together, there am I in the midst.” (Matthew 18:20) 

Though He is here in our midst and we feel the Spirit, one of these 

days we are going to see the Second Coming of the King. He, who is by 

His father’s throne, is coming back again. 

As John the Baptist prepared the way for His first ministry, so I 

believe the church should be ready—baptized with the Holy Ghost—

and crying, “Make way for the King who is coming back again!” 

My God, let Angelus Temple cry it! Let everyone that comes in here 

get ready and cry, “Make way for the King!” I believe every steeple on 

every church that points to Heaven is crying, “Make way for the King!” 

Every bell here in Angelus Temple is crying, “Make way for the King!” 

Every time I take my tambourine, every sermon I preach, everybody 

who is baptized, seems to say, “Make way for the King!” Down the 

avenues of time, through the vales of sacrifice, down over the hilltops 

of grace, pardon and peace, He is coming. 

Brother, sister, can He come into your life? There is something for 

you to do. He is come all the way from glory, down over the mountains 

of grace. Have you made a road that upon which He might ride into 

your heart? 

“What can I do, that He may come in, Sister?” 
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Well, first cast up a highway.  

There are a lot of valleys in your life and we read that the valleys 

must be exalted. There so many valleys of unbelief, procrastination and 

putting things off. So many times we have thought of ourselves and not 

of Him. God help us to make way for you tonight! There are so many 

valleys in your heart and they must be filled if the King is to come into 

your heart and life.  

There are so many mountains in the road and I think I see some of 

them. There is the mountain of pride. That has hindered so many 

people. The mountain of fear! “Would I be able to hold out?” Mountains 

of obstacles and difficulties. 

“Well Sister, you don’t know where I live, nor what I do.” 

I may not know where you live or what you do, that is true, but I do 

know that if you make the valleys and the mountains level—if you 

make them straight—the King will come riding down into your heart 

and life. 

Some people think that Christmas is such a lovely time of the year—

so much joy and gladness. And they are right. 

A little girl once said, “Mamma, I would just love for Christmas to 

come every day.”  

Glory to God, if you get Him into your heart and life, you can have 

Christmas every day. The King is here and He wants to ride into your 

heart, life and business. He wants to live with you. 

“You see, this Christmas day I have done my duty. This is a holy day 

and I have been to church. I don’t see that there is anything else that I 

need to do.” 

Brother, sister, make room for the King. Make room and time for 

the King of Glory. Let the stocks and your sales rest for a while. Make 

way for the King. 

Sister, maybe you are worldly and sinful pleasure has kept Him 

from having His way. Maybe the books you read have kept you from 

reading your Bible. Then cast then away make room for the King. 

Maybe it is the music on your piano which has so cluttered it up that 

there is no room for the hymn book. Go home and burn up the jazzy, 

worldly music until you can make room for the hymnal and its music. 
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“No time to read the Bible.”  

Oh take time. “What shall it profit a man if he gain the whole world 

and lose his own soul?” (Mark 8:36) 

Brother, sister, He wants to bless you. He wants to come and set the 

joy-bells ringing. What is the matter? What doth hinder thee? What, 

hinders Him from coming in? Get hold of the world tonight and take it 

out. Make room for the King. 

If I know anything that is going to hinder Christ coming in, I am 

going to out with it! I can’t afford to live without Him, and you certainly 

can’t afford to die without Him. 

O valley of discouragement, rise up! Mountain of pride, be gone! 

Valleys of unbelief, be filled! O crooked roads of sinful pleasure, be 

straightened. Make way for the King! Make way for the King! Cast up a 

highway for our God. 

If you make way for the King, you must humble yourself in front of 

Him. Turn to Him and say, “Come in.” 

Some say, “Sister, I don’t feel that I need to get down on my knees 

at the altar and humble myself in such a fashion. I don’t feel my 

conscience bothering me.”  

O Lord, get hold of them tonight and bring them to Jesus. 

I often think of people when they bow—that they don’t think that 

they need to bow their heads to Jesus. It reminds me of the Canadian 

wheat field. I am a Canadian farmer’s daughter. We sowed the wheat in 

the fall and it came up in the spring. As it began to ripen, some of it 

bowed its head as if worshiping. Some of the others stood straight up. 

They were good enough, thank you, and when I came to examine the 

wheat, it seemed that the wheat that stood upright was the one that had 

empty heads, but praise God, the bowed heads, were the ones that were 

full of wheat. 

I think the wisest people in this world are the ones who give their 

whole heart to Him and bow low before the King, making the valleys 

full and the mountains level. 

His voice is sweeter than the rushing of many waters. His face is 

fairer than the noon-day sun. His presence is sweeter than the perfume 
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that drops from the roses of Sharon or the lilies of the valley. Make way 

for the King. 

Since He has come into my life, it is so busy and I am so happy! 

Somebody said to me, “Sister, I think you ought to take a good 

vacation.” 

Yes, wouldn’t that tickle the devil to get me away from my job for a 

while and neglect my altar calls. Oh, he is very much concerned about 

my health. My voice is better, my appetite is better and I feel better in 

every way than when I opened Angelus Temple. I want to make way 

for the King. I feel like going on and Jesus gives me strength and 

happiness. Brother, sister, I am just brimming over with it and I would 

like to tell everybody about it. 

The King is coming, and if you will prepare the way, He will walk 

right into your heart tonight. Make way for the King, prepare ye the 

way of the Lord and make straight paths for His feet. 

Speaking to the new converts, the candidates for baptism—If 

anything comes up in your life, make way for the King. In case you feel 

you haven’t time to read your Bible, or that you are so sleepy—you 

have to get up early the next morning—Brother, sister, make way for 

the King. Don’t let anything come between you and your Bible or 

prayer. You can’t continue being a Christian without reading and 

praying any more than a child can grow without eating or drinking.  

Make way for the King! Make way for the King! After you are 

baptized in water, tarry until you are filled with the Holy Spirit—filled 

to overflowing. I am so glad that I ever tarried for the baptism. Make 

way for the King! Pride be gone. Worldly ambition be gone. Everything 

that is against Thee, be gone. O heart, be enlarged and purified for the 

Holy Spirit. 

Take time to be a winner of souls. Take time to testify and glorify 

His name. You will find that you will prosper both in business and in 

health, your home will be happier, and your life will be one glad song 

if you truly make way for the King. 

Then in closing, we know that He is coming back again. Make way 

for the King. Do you love His coming? Does your soul thrill at the very 

thought? I know He is coming, but I don’t know when. It may be in a 
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hundred years or it may be tonight. I want to live every day so that if 

Jesus should come tonight, He would find me busy at work. 

I feel that I would want to say, “Wait a moment, I believe here are a 

dozen more coming.” 

“Sister dear, if you think He is coming so soon, why are you getting 

the missionaries ready to go to India and Africa? Why are you building 

the Evangelistic and Missionary Training School?”  

Because the Lord says, “Occupy until I come.”  

He wants us to build solidly for the future. When He comes, I would 

like to be building missionary institutes and Sunday school buildings, 

giving altar calls and sending people out in every direction preaching 

for the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Brother, sister, these who are going to be baptized in a moment in 

these crystal waters, O go ye who have made way for the King, be 

buried with your Lord and rise to walk with Him and in service for 

Him, and Oh please do not let one sinner or backslider go away tonight 

without letting the King come riding triumphantly into your heart and 

life.  



 

 

 

Friday Evening 

December 26, 1924 

 

 

ONIGHT, BECAUSE OF the wedding of our sailor boy and 

his bride and because of our bells which are ringing so 

joyously over this Temple, I am going to change my text, 

which was to have been, “The Flight into Egypt” and tell you a bear 

story instead. 

In a minute I see questioning eyes turned upon me with, “What do 

you mean Sister, by changing and telling us a bear story? We thought 

this was going to be a wedding!” 

Once upon a time, a long time ago, a couple got married and they 

intended to live happy ever after, but they didn’t! They were always 

fussing and quarreling (that was a long time ago). 

These people loved each other dearly, even to distraction, but 

somehow they could never get along. There was always something 

coming up to spoil the peace of the household. 

One day after they had been spatting and fussing, a dear friend 

called upon them. “I don’t want you to give up in despair, for I believe 

that I have a remedy that will make your home one of eternal 

happiness.” 

The dear little wife was in tears and she daubed her eyes with her 

wet handkerchief and sniffed, “If you only could help us, we would be 

so glad.” 

The husband still white with anger exclaimed “Anything man, to 

stop this nonsense, the continual fussing and quarreling, for it has about 

got the best of me, I can tell you!” 

“Well, I will tell you,” said the friend. “Get two bears and keep them 

in the house day and night!” 
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“Two bears! Do you mean to tell us that two bears will stop this 

fussing that we both abominate and can’t seem to help?” 

“Yes, get two tame, white bears and bring them home. Keep them in 

the house day and night and they will keep you forever happy. You are 

to name the one “Bear” and the other one “Forbear,” and if you keep 

these two, Bear and Forbear, in the house, you will get along 

splendidly.” 

They secured the bears and they lived happily ever afterwards, just 

as they do in fairy stories. 

Tonight, I have brought the two bears, Bear and Forbear, to 

meeting, and as you look down at these two white polar bears, lying so 

gracefully on the platform tonight, think of all they signify in this bear 

story which I have told you. 

Those who are thinking of getting married, and those who are 

married, should get these two bears, Bear and Forbear, too.  

In Galatians, the sixth chapter and the second verse, we find one of 

the bears: “Bear ye one another’s burdens”—if you are going to be 

happy in your home.  

Oh, it is a wonderful thing to have a happy home, isn’t it? A home 

where there is prayer and song and peace. A place where people are 

congenial and suited to each other, and growing up together through 

the years. I think it is such a beautiful sight. I have known so many 

elderly couples who just seem to look alike to me. They have lived 

together so long, walked together on life’s highway, ate the same kind 

of food, had the same ambitions, until it really did seem that they 

looked alike. If I had met them separately, I could almost tell without 

knowing it that they were husband and wife, for it seemed that they 

acted and looked just like each other—not like Jack Spratt who would 

eat no fat, and his wife who would eat no lean. This is one of the bears 

we need these days.  

Seems that people take the matter of marriage rather lightly. 

“Oh, I’ll take him and if I don’t like him, I will get rid of him and get 

somebody else.” 

Yes, you can get rid of him alright, but don’t marry somebody else. 
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This little ritual I hold in my hand does not say, “It is just while you 

get along alright” or that “you are married until you change your 

mind,” but it says, “for richer, for poorer, for better or for worse; in 

sickness and in health; to love and cherish, until death do you part.” Not 

“till a spat does us part” or “a little bit of trouble or your mother-in-law 

does you part,” but “until death doth us part.” 

Oh, when we take this step, if we are going to be happy, we must 

have this bear in the house, “Bear ye one another’s burdens.” 

Don’t just enter into it with a spirit of “I have somebody to mend 

my socks and hand me out a nice white collar, cook my meals.” This 

must be mutual. Not just “Somebody to pay my rent so I won’t have to 

work anymore.” No. “Bear ye one another’s burdens.” 

They should be like a team of horses—each one pulling equally. 

Each one should bear half of the load if it is possible. 

We used to have a horse on the farm that we would have an awful 

time with. The team could never could work together, for one would 

always be way ahead, or lagging way behind. We would lay the whip on 

the one that was lagging and he would lunge away ahead and then the 

other one would be way behind. They were the hardest team to work 

which we had on the whole farm. 

It should be mutual. “Bear ye one another’s burdens.” Each one 

being willing to give and take—each one bearing with the other—when 

one is not well or is morbid, or blue, or cross. When someone gets up 

in the morning with a headache, then bring out this bear and he will get 

along alright.  

“Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so fulfill the law of Christ.” I 

think whether you are married or not, we should have this bear in the 

house. I think every preacher should have this “bear” in the house. We 

are told that we should rejoice with those that do rejoice. When we are 

living in a house and have that “bear” in the house, all will be well. When 

you think you can’t bear it another minute; when you think you have 

too much to bear, just remember that you have nothing to bear, 

compared with what a preacher has, for bearing other people’s 

burdens. 
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You wake up in the morning, the telephone is ringing. You put your 

bare feet onto the floor, and you hear of somebody sick or dying. 

“I am so sorry. Is there anything we can do?” 

“Nothing, only just pray.” 

“Well, I’ll certainly do that. I am so sorry for you, sister.” 

Then the phone rings again. Somebody else has just passed away.  

A minister called me the other day. 

“My wife has just passed away, and I thought you might like to know 

it.” 

You are so sorry. You weep with those that weep. 

Again the telephone rings. “Oh, Sister, we have a new baby boy at 

our house,” and so I turn right around and rejoice and dab the tears 

away and say, “How much does he weight? Does he look like his daddy 

or his mother?” 

You are a preacher and you have learned to bear one another’s 

burdens. It may be the next thing you are called for is a funeral and you 

enter into the spirit of that. Possibly on the way home you are 

scheduled for a wedding and then you enter into the spirit of that, but 

it is bearing one another’s burdens—going away from the selfish circle 

and bearing other people’s burdens. 

I think that is the “bear” that everybody ought to have, don’t you? 

Not to be contented and selfish with your own life, but bear 

everybody’s burdens. 

1 Corinthians 15:49: “As we have borne the image of the earthly, we 

shall also bear the image of the Heavenly.” One of the greatest secrets 

of happiness in all the world is to have this “bear.” “Bear the image of 

the Heavenly.” If you would be like Jesus, cease to be earthy. By 

“earthy” I mean proud, selfish, ugly, irritable. Now that is bearing the 

image of the “earthy.” You will never be happy like that. 

If you would be happy, learn to bear the Heavenly: making others 

happy, forgiving, willing to live and let live, getting up with a smile and 

saying, “Praise the Lord,” when being spoken to crossly, being able to 

answer with a soft answer that turneth away wrath, taking the Bible in 

your hand and the love of Jesus in your heart. 
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With that bear in your house, no sin, sorrow, or real differences can 

ever enter there, for that bear will meet them at the door and growl at 

them. They never can gain admission. Oh, I do want to bear the image 

of the Heavenly, don’t you? 

We have been selfish so long! How long we have felt that we would 

not give one little bit. “I won’t give in, for he was in the wrong, and I’ll 

never give in until he apologizes.” You are bearing the image of the 

earthy. Bring in the white bear, not the black earthy bear. 

 

Be like Jesus, this my song 

In the home or in the throng. 

Be like Jesus all day  

I would be like Jesus. 

 

If we do this, we will have nothing but happiness for ever and ever. 

Romans 15:1: “Bear the infirmities of the weak, and not to please 

ourselves.” 

Here is another bear that everybody should have in their home if 

they are to be happy. Don’t think this applies only to the folks that are 

getting married, with their eyes shining and their hearts singing—the 

happiest day of their whole life—but let us apply it to all of us. 

We just sort of expect each other to be perfect. The young husband 

expects his wife to be absolutely perfect. 

He knows she is. And she expects him to be absolutely perfect and 

we begin to detect flaws that we would never think of finding in 

anybody else, for we love them so. We want them to be perfect. 

I heard of a husband and a wife one time who had a kick-box. When 

they found anything wrong, they wouldn’t say anything to each other. 

They would write their complaints on a piece of paper and put them in 

a kick-box. Then once a day they made a little journey to the kick box 

and read what each had to say to the other. Really, there wasn’t very 

much to kick about because she was so happy, but she did wish he 

would pick his slippers up and then he said that he did wish that she 

would let his newspapers and his books alone, where he had put them. 
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After that, there were a few little stormy tears, and then the next day 

they would go back to the kick-box. 

Day after day, the kicks were getting a little bit stronger. She kicked 

about his personal appearance, and he kicked about her red hair and 

said that he might have known what he was getting into by marrying a 

red-headed woman. And so it went from bad to worse. They were not 

bearing the infirmities of the weak. They were looking for trouble and 

they found it. 

You can never be happy that way. We must take bear and forbear 

into our homes. We cannot simply live a selfish life. We must learn to 

please others now and not only think about ourselves, but to bear their 

infirmities for they are the weaker member. Lord, help us to do that. 

There are some bears that you should not let into your house. Let 

me read to you about the black bears: 

Romans 13:9—“Thou shalt not bear false witness.” 

If we let this old black bear of bringing false witness come in, it is 

going to bring trouble every time. How many hearts have been broken 

just by someone bearing little tales, false witness, and things being 

misrepresented? They have upset many a happy home. Make it a point 

never to criticize anybody. Keep this bear out of your home and you 

will have nothing but happiness every time. 

Luke 14:27—This is another bear I would like for you to look at for 

a moment. We read there that we are to bear the cross, and “whosoever 

does not bear the cross, cannot be my disciple.” 

“Bear the cross?”  

Of course you will have crosses to bear. Who doesn’t? Everybody 

does.  

Sometimes you say, “Well, I just think that I have the hardest time 

of anybody in the world.” 

Well, I wouldn’t be too sure about that. 

“There is so and so. They are always smiling. And there is Mr. A. and 

he is always whistling and I am sure that they don’t have as hard a cross 

to bear as I do.” 
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I wouldn’t be too sure about that. Sometimes the people who have 

the cheeriest smile and the brightest whistle carry the heaviest burdens 

and have the hardest time. 

 

Carry your cross with a smile, 

You may others from sadness to gladness beguile. 

 

If you carry your cross with a smile you will have to bear your cross.  

You get up in the morning: You have a headache. The pancakes got 

burned. The molasses wasn’t thick enough. You really didn’t know what 

happened, and words followed.  

Now you both have to bear and forbear. No use to begin finding 

fault with the cooking. Very few people know very much about cooking 

their first meal after they get married. 

Did you ever hear about the biscuits that I made for Robert Semple 

one time? Well, I must tell you then. 

We had started to house-keeping—Robert Semple and I. He was a 

dear man of God who later gave his life as a missionary in China. I don’t 

think there ever was anybody happier than I, although I had left our 

home, which was comparatively a mansion to our furnished rooms. We 

were evangelists now, getting along on meager fare, living in these light 

housekeeping rooms, and you know what they are as a general thing. 

The stove smoked, and I don’t believe I ever did see a stove that 

smoked more than that stove did. I had heard people say that you can 

always tell what kind of a wife you were by the way your clothes looked 

on the line and by the biscuits you made. 

I had helped my mother a few times with making biscuits and had 

watched her many times, so I decided that among other things, I would 

have biscuits for supper. 

They are supposed (you boys don’t know much about it, but you 

girls do) to be baked in three minutes. I got this stove going.  

Smoking? If I had only had a gas mask or something, but I didn’t.  

I prepared my biscuits and made my way to the stove, through the 

gloom, I watched and I watched them and instead of being done in 

three minutes, I am afraid to tell you just exactly how long it did take.  
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Finally, they were done—brown, little smoking affairs. I put them 

on the hearth, opened the windows, and started to fan out the smoke. 

With this, my husband came in.  

“You darling! You have been baking me a pan of biscuits.” 

“Yes, but I don’t know how they will taste.” 

“Oh, they will taste fine! And you have been to all this trouble for 

me?” 

“Oh, it wasn’t any trouble. I just hope they are good.” I looked at 

them rather doubtfully as I put them on the table. We sat down and 

asked the blessing and started to eat biscuits along with the other things 

I had prepared. 

Robert was from Ireland and very fond of biscuits and had been 

used to very good ones. He broke his biscuit and munched it like a good 

soldier, looking up at me with a contented little smile. Just about that 

time, one of them dropped off the plate. As it hit the floor it bounced 

and bounced and bounced across the room. Those were my first 

biscuits. 

Don’t expect people to do them too well at first. 

Since that time, I can bake very good biscuits—If you don’t believe 

me, come and call on me and I will prove it! 

Suppose that Robert had said, “Is this the kind of a wife I have? I 

know I will never have another good biscuit as long as I live,” I think it 

would have killed me. 

Think about this bear every time things don’t go to suit you. Be good 

natured and smile and don’t forget to bear the cross wherever you go. 

Follow Him and joy and happiness will go with you all the way. 

Luke 4:11—We are told that the angels have you in their hands—

“They will bear you up, lest that at any time you should dash your foot 

against a stone.” The Lord will bear you right up when you come to the 

rough places. 

Isaiah 46:4-6—“I have made, and I will bear; even I will carry, and 

will deliver you.” You can’t afford to live a moment or have a home 

without the Lord Jesus Christ in it, for that is the way to happiness and 

blessing. 
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I have talked about “bear” and now I want to talk about “forbear” for 

a few moments. You must also have it for a blessing. 

Colossians 13:13—Isn’t that a lovely bear? “Forbearing one another, 

and forgiving one another.” Bear a little bit, but forbear a whole lot 

more. 

“I was disillusioned. I never did think she would do a thing like that.” 

Now bear it a little. Forgive a little and you will be happy. 

Ephesians 4:2,3—“With all lowliness and meekness, with long-

suffering, forbearing one another in love. Endeavoring to keep the 

unity of the Spirit in the bond of peace.” 

Endeavor to keep the unity of peace, even to going out of your way 

to keep peace. Don’t go about with a chip on your shoulder. Endeavor 

to keep peace. 

I once knew a man and woman. They had “bear” in the house alright, 

but they didn’t have “forbear.” They had been getting along just real 

well until one night the wife gave a little shriek, got up on a chair and 

called her husband. 

“There is a mouse, John! Come and kill it!” Of course he came and 

he killed the mouse, but while he was coming she got another glimpse 

of it and said, “No, it isn’t a mouse, it is a rat!” 

“No, there aren’t any rats in here. That is a mouse.” 

“Well, I tell you it is a rat now. I saw it.” 

“It is a mouse.”  

“It couldn’t be a mouse.”  

“It was a mouse and I will kill it.” 

The discussion was growing hotter and hotter. “I tell you it was a rat 

and it was going to bite me!” she screamed from the chair. 

“I tell you it was a mouse. There are no rats in this house,” and so 

they had it. 

Finally she said, “I don’t care. It was a rat.” 

Mouse—rat—mouse—rat—mouse. 

Then she said, “Well, I don’t care, I am going home to my mother.” 

“Well my dear, I don’t want to contradict you, but it wasn’t a rat. It 

had to be a mouse.” 
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“Well, I am going home to my mother”—and in the morning she 

did go home. 

In a few weeks when he could bear it no longer and he felt that life 

without her was unbearable he said, “Darling, I want you to come home. 

We shouldn’t act like that. I want you to forgive me. I have been so 

lonesome.” 

“Alright, I will come home. I have been lonesome too.” 

The next day she washed all the new dishes he had purchased, swept 

and dusted the little home, had supper all ready for him on the table 

when he came home and it really seemed like living again. After supper, 

she settled down with her fancywork and he with his newspaper. 

Finally, he called her over to him and pulled her down on his knee and 

said, “Dearie, it’s so good to have you back. Weren’t we the little sillies 

to make all that fuss over that little mouse?” 

“I tell you it wasn’t a mouse,” and up she jumped. “I tell you it was a 

rat!” 

Mouse—rat—mouse and they were at it again. 

I have often thought about it. If we are going to be happy, we must 

have both bear and forbear in the home. 

Really, what did it matter whether it was a rat or a mouse? 

Endeavor to keep to keep the unity of the spirit in the bond of peace, 

if we would be happy in our hearts and homes. 

Don’t forget, Jesus Christ will bear you up; lift you over the hard 

places. Bear your cross with a smile and at last when we go home to 

Heaven, it will be with smiling faces, for we have learned to bear our 

cross. Don’t forget that not only Jesus will bear us up, but the angels will 

too. They have us in their charge. Oh, take Jesus into your heart and 

life. Take Him into your home. It is the secret of happiness—the secret 

of blessing. Everybody that believes it say “Amen.” Praise God. 



 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

December 28, 1924 

 

 

HIS MORNING I am to read to you some scriptures 

concerning our subject. We are speaking on “The 

Watchman.” God grant that every one of us may become 

watchmen for the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Watchmen played a very important part in Bible days:  

In Second Samuel—We read of where the watchman went up to the 

gate and lifted up his eyes and looked,  

In 2 Kings, 9:17-25, 

And again, the watcher in Isaiah 19:9; 21:6; and in Isaiah 62:6. 

How many watchmen there are in this world? Until one comes to 

think about them, you hardly realize it. These watchmen go about their 

duties so silently in the stillness of the night, one would scarcely realize 

that they were there.  

Some time ago during the world war, hundreds of them were sent 

out on picket duty. It was the watchmen’s duty to pace up and down—

eyes open, ears alert—to catch every movement, every sound of a 

slinking body, that might be creeping across No Man’s Land. 

They must not only be keen of hearing and quick of sight, but they 

must be able to report everything they saw—every movement that 

seemed peculiar to them—for who knew what moment a bomb would 

be dropped from the enemy’s quarters. 

It was the watchman’s duty to signal the alarm, and if he didn’t, he 

was to blame and suffered the worst of all. 

If watchmen are needed in the physical world, how much more are 

they needed in the spiritual world? 

Coming home from Australia, one day, during a storm, I chanced to 

get on deck. The wind was blowing. The foam was everywhere. I saw 
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the sails flapping away and heard the wind singing a way up yonder in 

the rigging. I looked a way up ahead of me and I saw the watchman 

standing a moment and then turning and pacing to and fro. Nobody 

was to speak to the watchman and he wasn’t to speak to me. He was the 

watchman. He was on duty. 

He was to watch for the rocks ahead or any ship that might come 

near us to ram us in the side. He was to report it. The watchman was on 

duty. 

Come to think of it, there are watchmen all over the land. There are 

the forest rangers in the mountains, the policemen in the cities, but in 

every instance they must be high. The watchman in the ship is up in 

the look-out or possibly in the “crow’s nest.” The ranger must be on the 

mountain top with his spy glass overlooking the country, or an 

aeroplane goes up to make a circle or two to see if there is any trouble. 

We see them going about the Temple at night. The policeman came 

when we first opened the building and said, “Look lady, do you know 

the door is unlocked?” 

“Yes, we have a watchman here. We have a watchtower and they 

pray in it day and night too.” 

Yes, we have watchmen day and night. How necessary the 

watchmen are. The shepherd in the field is not only a shepherd, but he 

is a watchman, looking for wolves and coyotes ready to disturb the 

sheep. 

In every great warfare they had watchmen keeping a close look-out 

over all the country, and whether it is on land or a ship at sea, watchmen 

are needed. Police are needed as watchmen on the street. In the fire 

houses, standing beside their great engine, ready to go at the first sound 

of the bell, we find the watchmen. 

But the church of Jesus Christ need watchmen more than all else put 

together. Everything has its enemies. The forests: the deadly fire; for 

the ship at sea, their enemy is the storm; for the kings fighting wars, 

they must be alert for traitors in the camp that would attack from the 

inside. 

The little creatures of the field—the lambs and the sheep—have 

their enemies and they must ever be on the lookout for the danger. 
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So the church of Jesus Christ, the greatest institution in all the earth, 

has its enemy, which is Satan, and through Satan its enemies are 

manifold. The enemies are all about the church of Jesus Christ, 

surrounding His people, trying to hinder the work of the Lord Jesus 

Christ. We need watchmen that will not be taken unawares. 

 

Son of Man, I have made thee a watchman. 

Ezekiel 3:17 

 

Why watch? Because of the danger of the enemies creeping in. If we 

are going to be a watchman for Jesus Christ, we must, to a great degree, 

be like these other watchmen. We must have a little place to stand; be 

on an exalted, uplifted, high plane, if we would watch our souls’ welfare, 

our home and our church. If we are interested in the work of the Lord 

and are His child, every church should be a watchman, every church 

member should be a watchman, every minister should be a watchman, 

every Christian should be a watchman, but you can’t be a watchman 

and live in the valley. You can’t watch there for you have no outlook. 

 

Lord, lift me up and let me stand,  

By faith on Heaven’s table land. 

 

We need an outlook. We must climb to the heights of faith and 

consecration and then we can be a watchman for the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Lord, give us a vision. 

If we are going to be a watchman, we must be a separated people. 

Watchmen are not engaged in card playing, dancing found in worldly 

places, nor reading novels. If they did, you would fire them. 

If there were watchmen on the ships and you were on it—your life 

at stake—you would want him to be alert, intensely interested in what 

he was doing. If you are going to have a watchman in the war out on 

picket duty, you wouldn’t want to see him talking to everyone at hand. 

You would want him to be watchful and on duty. 

If we are going to be a watchman, we can’t be simply passing away 

the hours. We must be looking for every danger and sending in the 
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alarm. O Lord, make us a church with a single aim. A church ready to 

die for the cause which we have espoused. If we are going to be a 

watchman, we must be loyal and true, for He wants people who are 

workers, not shirkers. We must be watchman, for we know not the day 

or the hour when the Son of Man cometh. 

1 Thessalonians 5:5-6—“You are children of the light—of the day, 

therefore let us not sleep as others, but let us watch and be sober.”  

Matthew 26:41—“Let us watch, pray that ye enter not into 

temptation.”  

1 Corinthians 16:13—“Watch ye, stand fast in the faith, quit you like 

men—be strong.” 

Colossians 4:2—“Continue in prayer, and watch in the same with 

thanksgiving.” 

Can you picture the church of the Lord Jesus Christ with a bulwark 

of salvation builded around it and on each corner—for praise God, we 

want it to be “Four-Square” this morning—a watch tower! Hallelujah! 

Amen! 

In each corner, there is a watchman of the soul, interested in things 

of the kingdom, looking out over the surrounding territory. We are not 

at peace, we are at war. A church will never be at peace until the Son 

himself comes back to receive us. We are not at peace. 

In the days gone by, the question was, “Is it peace, is it peace?” 

“What have we to do with peace?” came the answer. “Fall in behind 

me.” (2 Kings 9:18-19) 

“Is it peace?” 

“Fall in behind me.” 

We don’t want any warfare or trouble in the city. Get in behind me, 

for it is a fight to a finish. That is the way with the Lord Jesus Christ. 

There will never be peace in His cause until He comes. We might as 

well make up our minds that it is going to be warfare, and if we are an 

on-fire, Holy Ghost church, the warfare will indeed be the hotter. The 

enemy will be all around you, watching for a chance to get in over there 

and overtake us. We dare not sleep and say, “I don’t think any trouble 

is coming.” We dare not sleep and feast. When Belshazzar started 
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feasting and feast-watching, the enemy tunneled under his city and 

destroyed it all in a single night. 

The enemy is encamped around about the Lord Jesus Christ. 

He is out to destroy faith in the Bible, the virgin birth; out to destroy 

“Getting back to Holy Ghost religion.” The devil has a lot of sleeping 

gas, which he wants to dump down inside the walls and put the 

preacher to sleep. He wants to get everybody sleeping so that the fire 

will not fall from Heaven. I hope the fire does fall here to-day. With 

this atmosphere of white bells, white trees, snowy white trimmings, and 

I declare, somebody has piled a snowbank in front of the pulpit. I want 

the Lord’s fire to come down and melt us all. How the enemy just loves 

to put people to sleep. You must be on the alert, standing on the 

ramparts, looking out and saying, “Is it peace?” 

“No. It shall not be peace. It shall be war.” 

The world says, “Let us have peace. We are not fighting now. We 

don’t want to fight the church anymore. Let us all be friends. We used 

to fight, but we are all good friends now. Just take it easy. Be broad-

minded. Let us have peace.” 

No. What have we to do with peace? I believe if we stand for the 

Bible and all its features, there will be warfare until Jesus comes. We are 

not to lay down our sword and shield and put on the crown yet. If we 

lay down our armor and say, “O world, we are going to strike up a 

friendship. You come in to our suppers and we will go out to your 

parties and your shows and your dances. Then you can come to our 

picture shows and enjoy an evening with us.” 

Oh, you can’t do that and have a Holy Ghost revival on hand. We 

must realize that we can never popularize the old-time religion of Jesus 

Christ nor the blessed cross of our Lord. It is still a reproach to the 

enemy. But glory to God, it is a wonder to our souls. Are you willing to 

realize that it is a battle—not a sham battle, but a real one? Realize that 

he that is for us is more than he who is against us? 

What does it mean? Are you standing keen and alert this morning, 

seeing what will destroy the church collectively and individually? 

Watchman, what do you see? It may be that he sees flattery coming 

in to destroy the individual. 
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One of our students in the Training School, a beautiful young 

woman—one of those who are doing especially fine and wonderful 

work (of, course they are all doing grand work, but this particular one 

is doing exceptionally well out where she is)—is preaching and holding 

meetings. They think there is nobody like her, and every once in a 

while they will come in and call her by name and tell us they wouldn’t 

change her for anybody in the whole world. You wouldn’t think that a 

young student like her could come in and do like she has. You have no 

idea what a wonderful young lady she is. 

One business man especially, from the city in which she is working, 

came to my mother so often with her praises that mother stood it just 

as long as she could.  

“Brother, you mustn’t talk like that. You are going to spoil that little 

girl completely. She is no more than the rest of the students. They are 

all one hundred percent for God. You mustn’t pick somebody out like 

that. Give Jesus Christ the glory.” 

She is just as sweet and consecrated as she ever was—consecrating 

her life to the Lord—but that is the way that the foxes of the devil creep 

in. It is not that way in every case, but in a great many instances the 

work is hindered by such remarks as “I think you are doing wonderful. 

I don’t stand much on religion, but I think you are fine and doing 

wonderful work.” 

Watchman, what do you see? I see an enemy sneaking in and 

coming in through flattery and vain speaking.  

I once read a poem of the world and the church. I wish I had it this 

morning. 1 At one time they walked far apart, the world looking at the 

church with wistful eyes. Then one day she came over a little closer and 

they joined hands. He asked her not to be so narrow. Asked her to look 

at things in his light—so they walked side by side. 

Is it peace? No—What have we to do with peace? Nothing. 

Praise God, we must be out and out for Jesus Christ. We must be 

battle-scarred warriors for the cause we have espoused. 

                                                        
1 Matilda Edwards.The Church Walking with the World. Bridal Call, July, 1917. 
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Then, what seest thou as you stand upon the battlement? 

One thing coming along is selfishness. If the devil could just make 

us think of ourselves, how quickly he would cool our ardor. One thing 

he would bring in would be the sleeping gas—slumber, lethargy.  

“Oh, ho, hum! I do feel so sleepy. I was up so late last night, I don’t 

believe I will read or pray tonight. There is a prayer meeting night, but 

I don’t believe I will go. I am so tired.” 

But you could talk about a dance, or a show or a card party years 

ago. You would be up in a moment and wide awake if a neighbor came 

in, but when you think about the work of Jesus Christ you are so sleepy 

you couldn’t possibly go out. I have known people to be quick all 

evening bright and full of repartee, but when it came time for prayer 

you began to get sleepy and you nod over your Bible. But if the doorbell 

was to ring you would jump up from your knees, run down to the door 

and be ready to talk another hour. 

Watchman, what do you see? The enemy with sleeping gas. 

The enemy is trying to get you to sleep, wrapped in cotton batting 

and laid on a shelf, where you won’t hurt either him or his cause 

anymore. If you see him coming in his aeroplane, ready to drop down 

a bomb of sleeping gas, just get out the guns, take good aim and bring 

him down. Pray. Pray all night if necessary, if the enemy is bothering 

you in that quarter, and glory to Jesus, when you get up in the morning, 

you will be rested more than ever before in your life, glory to Jesus, if 

you have really gotten the victory. 

Watchman, what do you see as you stand up there on the bulwark 

of the church? I see discouragement.  

“You can’t be a Christian. You know you will never hold out. Just see 

the big guns you have turned on you.” 

But glory to God, Jesus Christ is able to carry you through! But if we 

are going to get a victory, we must stand fast, not as children of the 

night, who slumber and are drunk, but as children of the light, standing 

fast in testimony, consecration, abandoned surrender to the will of 

God. O Hallelujah, I do want to be a watchman for Him! 

If you are standing, overlooking the grounds around the church, 

you can just see the enemy walking round and round it. Can I find a 
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loop-hole? Can I find a little place to creep in? There is a woman setting 

out to be a Christian, or there is a man that says he is going through. 

There is a church which has an old-fashioned altar. How am I going to 

get in? 

Oh Church, it isn’t peace. We can’t go to the same lodges, the same 

dances. Peace, get thee behind me. Peace—don’t you think for a 

moment that the devil is converted. No. If it is a red hot church, he is 

going round and round the harder. 

I wonder if I could bring in false doctrines, or discouragement or 

flattery, or if discontent would stop the revival spirit. I will bring 

slumber. 

Watchman, what seest thou? One thing that I see coming across the 

plains, encamping against the church is worldliness and pride. It 

doesn’t come in all at once. No, bless you, but just little things which 

tear down the bulwarks gradually, 

Brother, if ever I see it, I want to cut it down quick and keep the old-

time fire burning. Amen. 

Yes, watchman, no matter how the enemy circles—like the Indians 

round about the covered wagons in the days gone by, sneaking closer 

and closer with fiery brand—do your duty and put them to rout from 

the tops of the citadels. If you stand fast and are close to duty, we can 

take the whole world for God. 

The watchman is not only to look out for enemies, that is only one 

of his duties, but he is to look out for people in distress. 

Watchman, what of the night? I see a sky rocket shot up. I see a ship 

in distress. The thing to do is to get out the lifeboat, the life belts, and 

try by might and main to reach the one who is sinking and bring them 

in to Jesus. 

If we are going to be a watchman we must be on the alert, not only 

to warn of the enemy, but to rescue the perishing—watching for a hand 

raised for prayer—looking for somebody that is lost and seeking home; 

gathering in the sheaves for the Lord Jesus Christ. Lord, let the scales 

fall off of our eyes. 

Somebody says, “I don’t seem to see anybody that wants to be 

converted. I don’t see anybody that wants to come to Jesus.” The world 



The Watchman 

 629 

is just full of them—eyes looking pleadingly into other eyes and looking 

to the bulwarks to be brought into the wonderful city of salvation. May 

we all be alert and watching. 

What do you see? Every week I see people coming home down these 

aisles. Last week we had a baptismal service—baptized seventy-eight 

men and women; gave an altar call afterwards—and people responded 

by the score. 

What do you see, watchman?. I see sinners coming home. Recruits 

are coming, which means not defeat, but sure and certain victory, for 

the Lord is with us. 

Watchman, what do you see? In the Heavens I see the cloud the size 

of a man’s hand.  

Years ago, the Lord gave me the glimpse of that cloud the size of a 

man’s hand. He impressed upon my mind that a revival was coming. I 

believe the Lord wants to pour out His Spirit as it was never poured out 

before and wants to sweep this land as it has never been swept before. 

Are you watching for it? Are you standing on the bulwarks, watchmen? 

What seest thou? Oh, I will tell you what I see. I see a revival coming, 

praise God.  

I have been preaching it from Maine to Florida, from New York to 

California. Wherever I go I tell people that a revival is coming. I have 

told them that in Canada, in the islands of the sea, in Europe, that a 

revival is coming as sure as the world. In the last day, saith the Lord, I 

will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh. Before the Lord comes there is 

bound to be an outpouring. The people are dying for it, the parched 

fields are sighing for it. Oh come, blessed outpouring Spirit and 

outpour thyself upon us all. 

But we cannot mix the things of the world with the things of the 

church. Jehu and Jezreel can never in this world be friends. Is it peace? 

No. What have I to do with peace? Jezreel get thee behind. We must put 

out our hearts of Jezreel. We must take the bow and smite him between 

the shoulder blades, as Jehu did in the days gone by. We must put out 

flattery, pride, slumber, lethargy, higher criticism. Glory to God, if we 

put out Jezreel, I know that Jehu will abide in our midst and there will 

come the victorious revival that we are watching for. 
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Watchman, I know we have been asleep in various places in the 

world as a church body. We have opened the door for the foxes, the 

wolves and the coyotes. We have let in unbelief—some of us, even into 

our very pulpit. Doesn’t the devil just chuckle then? What have we to 

do with peace? We are the soldiers of the Lord Jesus Christ, but the 

world comes along suavely, cautiously saying, “Yes, but there isn’t so 

much difference between the church and the world. Just a little bit of 

this and a little of that wouldn’t hurt anything.” 

Yes, but it will kill the revival spirit. 

Watchman, what do you see? I not only see a revival coming the size 

of a man’s hand, but I see young men and women getting ready to go 

out and evangelize for the Foursquare gospel.  

Young people will you be one hundred percent for Him in l925, 

standing foursquare for souls and God? 

I realize that the enemy has endeavored to get in through gossip, 

worldliness. He uses different tactics for different people. 

“I tell you Sister, I can take this thing or I can let it alone.” or “I can 

quit this thing just as I like. I am the master of the situation.” 

Don’t be too sure, about that.  

I heard of a soldier one time, who was out on guard duty. He sent in 

the message to the leader, “I have a prisoner out here.” 

“Bring him in,” came the answer.  

The guard replied, “He won’t come.” 

“Well, you come in then,” came the command from headquarters. 

“He won’t let me.”  

He didn’t have the prisoner. Instead of him having the prisoner, the 

prisoner had him. Some of us have little faults and we say that we can 

break the chains in a minute if we wish. Oh, don’t let us give any quarter 

to the enemy. Let us not only be a Sunday Christian, but be men and 

women awake and alert—men of godliness and prayer. Don’t think for 

a moment that there is peace and safety in your particular case, but as 

long as you are fighting, it is war, but it is a warfare with a glorious 

Redeemer. 

Prayer is your greatest weapon. If you are going to win any victories, 

it must be through prayer.  
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You remember when Germany was bombing France and Great 

Britain, they went down into their cellars and stayed there. Oh, we too 

have a cave of prayer. It doesn’t matter what your temptation or your 

trouble—you will have a few of them—you will always find a recourse 

through the cave of prayer. Fall on your knees and God will deliver. 

“Sister, I don’t know how to pray. I am only a young convert.” 

That doesn’t matter. Instinctively, down in your heart, the prayer 

will be there. Prayer is not long words. Prayer is the deep desire of your 

heart, uttered or unexpressed. 

A little heathen boy in China was converted. He really had found the 

Saviour and one day one of the missionaries found him on a mountain 

praying the most peculiar prayer that was ever heard. His little hands 

were clasped tightly in front of him. Tears were rolling down his cheeks 

and he was saying the alphabet, which he had just learned out of the 

English language. 

“A, b, c, d, e, f, g, h, i...” 

“Why, my darling,” she said. “What are you doing?” 

“Well, I didn’t know any prayers and I didn’t know what to say and 

I am in such trouble and such great need, so I thought that if I said all 

the alphabet that the great God who knows everything could take all 

the letters and put them in words for me and send me just the things I 

need.” 

Oh, it isn’t just the things that you say, it is the prayer down deep in 

the heart that God hears. Watchman, brother, sister, this morning may 

I just send out this challenge—Jezreel is out in the field. Jehu should be 

watching upon the towers the bulwarks of the church. Jezreel is saying, 

“There, there, it is peace. You can be a Christian and nobody will know 

it. Nobody will find it out.” 

Will you stand one hundred percent for God? If you do, the whole 

world will know it. You will see—this next week, if you can be a soldier, 

no matter what it costs, washed in the blood of the Lord, your life 

consecrated unto Him—you will win every victory. 

What is it that keeps you from being a Christian?  
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Somebody says, “Yes, it is my temper. That is what it is. I am a 

Christian, I have given Him my life, but I just get so mad that I just can’t 

hardly stand it sometimes, but it is all over in a moment.” 

Yes, so is a Gatling gun all over in a moment, but it kills everything 

in sight. I believe the Lord wants us to give everything we have over to 

Him and He will cleanse it. 

A Korean had become converted and he stood as a watchman on the 

bulwarks of his soul, but he would speak so many cross words. He 

would speak in spite of himself. One day the missionary gave him a 

picture of the Lord Jesus Christ and every time that he spoke a cross 

word he took a thorn that grew on a bush just outside his door and he 

would stick this thorn in the picture. Every time he would say 

something that was of Jezreel and not Jehu, he would take another 

thorn and stick it in the picture. One day it was covered with thorns. He 

fell on his knees and said, “Lord, I am wounding you every time I speak 

sharply or back-bite someone, saying unkind things about them. It isn’t 

only a thorn in me, it is in you. Lord. Help me.” 

Praise the Lord, he was instantly and completely won over to the 

Christ and became the most consistent Christian the missionaries had 

ever known. 

Peace? No. There can be no peace with enemies this way and that, 

but it is victory through the blood of Jesus Christ, for it washes whiter 

than snow. He gives complete victory, but the watchman must ever 

stand on the bulwarks. 

I do want to be like Jesus. I do want to magnify his precious name. 

If there are mistakes in my life, I do want them righted, for I do want 

to be a real Christian. 

“This is the last Sunday of the old year. Yes, I would like to live for 

Him and begin the new year right, but there are so many spots and 

blemishes in my life over which I would like to get the victory.” 

Oh, the blood of Jesus Christ can give you complete victory this very 

morning. Though your sins be like crimson or like scarlet, they shall be 

as snow—as wool. 

One time a man was watching the soldiers marching by in their 

crimson, flaming jackets. 
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“Those are certainly flashy jackets they are wearing,” he asked of a 

man standing close by. 

“What do you mean?” exclaimed the man. “I don’t see anything 

flashy about those jackets.” 

“Look here,” and he held up a piece of red glass for the other man 

to look through. 

As he looked through the red glass, the troopers’ jackets were pure 

white. Red glass meant white jackets. Looking through the red glass will 

turn the red to dazzling white. 

Praise God, if your sins be as scarlet, the precious blood of Jesus 

Christ will make your sins white as snow. 

When the Lord looks down through the red glass of his precious 

blood, He sees us no longer a sinner, but white as the driven snow, 

This last Sunday of the old year, let us make it a real Sunday. I might 

have come to you with suave news, something to tickle your ears, talk 

about politics or the weather, but I just couldn’t do it. I feel there is a 

battle on. I see the enemy marching into the church of Jesus Christ. Is 

it peace? What have we to do with peace? Will you fall in behind me 

this morning? Brother, sister, fall in behind me. United, we stand, 

divided, we fall. 

Shall we unite our hands and hearts? 

E Pluribus Unum—In God we trust. Look up to Him for complete 

and glorious victory. 

First, know that you are saved, body healed, being baptized with the 

Holy Ghost, then be a watchman for poor lost sinners coming to the 

Lord Jesus Christ, watching in your own heart lest you fall, and we are 

going to take this country for the Lord Jesus Christ—or a good part of 

it at least. Will you do it? 

“That was a fine meeting. I enjoyed it immensely, just sitting by and 

looking on.” 

Get your swords out of your sheaves, shine them up and polish them 

brightly and help me. I am only just a little woman with the children to 

look after, pointing you to Jesus as we go along. Will you give Jesus your 

heart and me your hand? We will go forward. 
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Let’s give Jesus Christ our hearts this last Sunday of the old year. Go 

out and pray in the watch tower, and above all things let us be looking 

for the coming of the Lord. 

What seest thou? I see a pearl grey coming in the eastern sky.  

What seest thou? I see all the mountains, trimmed in fire and 

outlined in molten gold.  

What seest thou? Praise God, the dawning of a day.  

Jesus Christ is coming back again one of these days. The heavens 

will open and He will come back again. The graves will open and He is 

coming with a shout and they that live and remain shall be caught up 

into the air, to be forever with the Lord. 

Are you watching? Are you ready? Are you fighting the great fight 

of faith? If not, would you start this morning? 

Will you start now and say “Amen”? May the Lord make us all more 

faithful than we have ever been. May we be faithful to Him today, 

watching on the bulwarks of glory for our souls, looking down as 

blessed watchmen, watching for the first little signal of the uplifted 

hands or of pleading eyes looking up and saying, “Lord Jesus, save me.” 

The Watchman of Heaven, the Lord Jesus Christ, is looking down 

too. He never slumbers or sleeps. He that watches Israel never forgets. 

When you are in trouble, in doubt, despair or the flood, the Lord will 

lift up the standard against it. Watch and pray. 
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HIS AFTERNOON, we are opening the Word of God and 

studying from the sixth chapter of the Gospel according to St. 

John. 

Throngers and followers. 

We read in the Bible, incidences of people thronging the Lord Jesus 

Christ and, oh, I love to think about the throngs coming, don’t you? 

I read in Mark 2:2 that many were gathered together in so much that 

there was no room to receive them. No, not so much as about the door.  

Then in the next chapter I read, “For he had healed many; insomuch 

that they pressed upon him for to touch him, as many as had plagues. 

And unclean spirits, when they saw him, fell down before him, and 

cried, saying, Thou art the Son of God.” (Mark 3:10-11) 

St. Luke 5:1-3—There was no room for Him on the shore, so He had 

to step into the boat and finish His sermon from the water. Throngs 

pressed upon Him. 

John 6:3 found Him on the other side of the sea. Multitudes came 

unto Him and after a while they hungered and He fed them. A little 

later in the same chapter when Jesus was again thronged by the crowds, 

Jesus answered them and said, “Verily, verily I say unto you, ye seek me 

not because ye saw the miracles, but because ye eat of the loaves and 

were filled.” 

In that same chapter I read of when the Master began to tell them of 

Calvary, began to tell them of the crucifixion and the terrible suffering 

which was to come, and from that time many of the disciples went back 

and walked no more with Him. 
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“Then said Jesus unto the twelve, Will ye also go away? Then Simon 

Peter answered him, Lord, to whom shall we go? thou hast the words of 

eternal life.” (John 6:67-68) 

So much about the throngs and the multitudes. Now what about the 

followers? 

Jesus in His walk of life saw two brothers, Simon and Andrew, who 

were fishers, whereupon Jesus said, 

“Follow me and I will make you fishers of men.” Immediately they 

left the ship of their father and followed Him. Again and again, the Lord 

used that expression—“Follow me.” 

In Matthew, there was a woman who followed Him. There was a 

throng round about her Master, but she never stopped until she 

touched the hem of His seamless dress. It was Mary who followed Him 

to the cross and followed Him to the sepulchre. 

There was a woman who was forgiven much, who followed Him 

right into the room of the Pharisees, washed His feet with her tears and 

wiped them with the hair of her head. 

Followers and throngers. They seemed to come whenever He 

talked. The multitudes gathered. How could they help but gather? If I 

had been anywhere in existence—in walking distance—I think I would 

have followed Him, don’t you? Oh, to have seen the glory of His face; 

to have felt the touch of His loving hand; to have had Him say, “Go and 

sin no more.” Oh, to have seen Jesus walking on the waves of the sea 

and saying, “Fear not, it is I. Be not afraid.” 

Wherever Jesus went, throngs seemed to follow Him. They brought 

to Him their sick folks. I couldn’t picture a Bible revival without a great 

out-pouring of the Holy Spirit. When faith died out, that died out. 

Everywhere Jesus went, there was a good old-fashioned revival on, 

There was always prayer for the body and physical uplift for God’s 

people. 

Sometimes they came because they were sick. Sometimes they 

brought the sick people with them. Sometimes they came because they 

were hungry; because of the loaves and the fishes. What was the use of 

getting dinner when the Lord Jesus had the loaves and the fishes, and 

dinner was gotten so quickly? 



Throngers or Followers 

 637 

Other people followed because of morbid curiosity.  

“I wonder if I go if I would get better?” or “I wonder where they are 

going to take that man?” 

Some came through sympathy. Others came out of unbelief. 

“Well, I will have to go and find out about this thing for myself.” 

There were all sorts of people. I declare, if you had climbed up on 

the top of that hill and looked, I think there would be people—people 

as far as you could see. There were seven thousand men folk—three 

women for every man that was there undoubtedly—so you can count 

for yourself the number of men, women and children. 

You would think that the whole country had turned out to see Jesus.  

“My, if they are coming like that, it won’t be long before we have the 

whole country Christianized.” 

That would be true if they were all really following Him, but the 

trouble was that there was a great many throngers and not many 

followers. 

“Where are you going this afternoon?” one lady asks another. 

“Oh, I love the organ down at Angelus Temple. I like the organist 

down there. I like the beautiful stained glass windows. I really don’t 

know where I could spend a more enjoyable afternoon.” 

Throngers! 

So it was in the day of Jesus. Jesus rode upon the crest of popularity. 

The people waved their palm branches and strewed flowers in His way, 

but He went to Golgotha alone. 

Let us not only be with Him when the palm branches are being 

waved, but when there is a lonely Golgotha and a bitter Gethsemane. 

The throngers were gone and He went through alone. He didn’t hardly 

stop to analyze what it all meant.  

How many in the church of today are throngers? We go because we 

like the speaker. We go because it eases our consciences a little bit. 

“I go to church twice a week, what more do you expect? I feel good 

when I go. I really do enjoy it.” 

Throngers! Throngers!  
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“They have such an interesting meeting over at Angelus Temple; 

such a large crowd; so many people go there that really get help and 

are healed.” 

Throngers! 

It is alright for a while, but when it comes to the crucial test; when it 

comes to the lonely hours, going through whatever it might cost, 

somehow the crowd dwindled away and no matter how hard you 

looked, they were gone. Out had gone the throng and only a few were 

left. But Hallelujah, they were real followers!  

Brother and sister dear, are you a thronger or a follower of the Lord 

Jesus Christ?  

Are you one of the multitude who are saying, “Have you heard about 

so and so being healed? Do you know what would do Mr. Jones good? 

He has been sick for so long a time and we heard that Mrs. A had been 

healed, so we thought it would do Mr. Jones good too.” 

They never thought of having Jesus wash them in His precious 

blood and of following Him, live or die, sink or swim—“Jesus Christ, I 

am going through with you.”  

If they are a follower and heard the Master say, “Come follow me, 

and I will make you fishers of men”—if they had gotten the love of God 

in their hearts and a glimpse of the harvest fields of life—they would 

come and follow and say, “Take my life. Nothing but my very soul’s 

service will satisfy. Lord, I am going to stick to you through thick or 

thin. I am going to stick to you whether it is bread with butter, or bread 

with water. Lord, I am going through. Lord I believe.” 

Which are we? I believe that everybody here today is surely a 

follower and not a thronger, for you are here for a real blessing. But I 

am afraid that most of the people come for temporal blessing than for 

spiritual blessing. 

“Lord, look at that hand. I haven’t stretched it out for twelve years.” 

They are healed and away they go. I wonder how many of the throngers 

really become followers? 

Somebody else was hungry, but do they really follow Him for the 

loaves and fishes, or because they love Him? I would follow Him 

whether there were ten million Christians in America, or whether there 
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were just ten. Sick or well, I want to go through with my eyes fixed on 

Jesus.  

I don’t suppose the throngers years ago thought about the Word of 

Jesus. They might have known about the sacred writ, but I doubt very 

much if they meditated upon it. That is the way with us today. We pick 

up our Bibles now and then, but in the crucial hour we have nothing to 

stand upon.  

Even today I meet people like that. 

“What do you mean, Sister? I want the Lord to bless me, my home, 

and make us happy. I want my loved ones made whole. I think I will go 

down and get a ticket. How soon do you think they will register me? 

I…well…you see it is quite an effort for us to get out. Will you put this 

party right in to be prayed for?” 

“Yes, we could.” 

“Well, I surely wish you would. It is really quite an effort for us to 

get out. Yes?” 

Throngers! 

It isn’t a case of “How quickly can I come up and have somebody 

touch me with a little oil on my forehead?” That doesn’t do any good. 

“I always did believe in prayer. I really did always believe that that 

little lady could help me—could do me a lot of good.” 

Bless you, that little lady couldn’t do you any good, nor could any 

other follower who labors so faithfully here. We are only just sign posts 

that point this way, that point you to the lowly stranger, the beautiful 

Saviour of Galilee. It is a case of you being cleansed from the things of 

the world—quitting your meanness, forsaking of things unlike to 

Christ—letting them go and stepping into the fountain of blood and 

become no longer a thronger, but a follower. Then follow the Lamb 

wherever He goes. Follow Him in Bible study and in consecration. 

Follow Him into the green pastures. Follow Him beside the still waters. 

Then as you go you can say, “Lord Jesus, heal me now. Lord, you are 

moving too fast for me. My poor, old legs are too trembly. Heal me, 

Lord, so that I may follow you into the field of service.” 

Then follow into the intercessory life; follow Him into Gethsemane. 

Then, glory to Jesus, you are not a thronger. Follow Him through the 
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Scripture and get them down into your heart. You can’t move with Him 

one way today and another way tomorrow; one way one day and 

another way the next. 

The thronger says, “I tell you I have got it. Yes sir.” But the next day 

when temptation assails him, down he went. 

“Well, I thought I was alright yesterday, but today I don’t know so 

much about it.” 

The next day, he feels some better. He sees another family that has 

really found the Lord: 

“I tell you that people are being converted and healed. It is just 

wonderful what has been done. You go down there and have those 

people pray for you and I believe you will be alright,” and the thronger 

is in his seventh Heaven. 

He may be prayed for alright. The next day when the test comes, 

somebody says, “Are you any better?” 

“I don’t know. I am going all by feelings. I haven’t any faith. I may 

have studied the Bible, but I haven’t any verses on healing. I thought 

Sister would do something for me. I thought it would be like the battery 

which when taken to the garage and filled up, would run a great many 

days, but I am no better.” 

“Oh, well, I didn’t expect it anyway.” 

The follower is different. It is not the preacher, the beautiful 

workers, nor those elders, who give their very lives in service. No, it is 

Jesus. The follower first of all recognizes the need of the Saviour and 

He will hear the clarion trumpet call, “Follow me.” 

You move still with the throng, but you have stepped into a different 

class. You say, “Goodbye sin, farewell old world. Goodbye things that 

would displease my Lord. I will follow up to Calvary. I will follow thee, 

my Saviour,” and the first thing you know, if you are a follower, your 

knees bend and you go down on both knees. 

I don’t like to see people saved in the seat or at home. I know you 

can, but it is such a cowardly thing to do. You fear that somebody is 

going to talk or say a few little hard things against you. If it is an easy 

road or a thorny road, I want to follow all the way, don’t you? 
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The follower will find himself on both knees right at the foot of the 

cross. It doesn’t matter how much of a sinner you have been or how far 

you have wandered. That doesn’t make any difference. You are whiter 

than the driven snow. 

The next step will be water baptism; or the baptism of the Holy 

Spirit may be the next step for some others. Restitution might come in 

your path-way and you will have to say something to someone you 

have wronged; fix up the words that left someone in tears. You will have 

to smooth that over. 

The thronger never thinks of anything except, “How quick can I get 

in and how quick can I get out and that with the least resistance?” 

After having been here once, “Oh, I don’t have to come again do I?”  

The thronger—you can tell them a mile off. 

The follower always carries his spade with him, digging deeper and 

deeper all the time. Every time you see a follower he is digging down 

and becoming better acquainted with the Word of the Lord.  

The follower begins to read the Word on the subject of “Who is the 

Great Physician?”—His name is Jesus Christ, the Son of Righteousness, 

who has arisen with healing in His wings. 

Then he begins to seek still deeper, this Great Physician who healed 

the people years ago, does He heal the people yet today? Yes, He does. 

But hold on there, follower. Have you any scriptures? The devil isn’t 

going to let you go without a mighty effort. 

What have you in your hand, follower; in your heart? What have 

you under your feet? What have you to come back on him with? For 

you know our deliverer, the Lord Jesus, in the desert after He had been 

tempted for forty days, conquered him with the Word of God—and 

that is what every Christian needs. 

Turn to James the fifth chapter. Then Christ heals today—for this 

was years after Christ had ascended—and was handed down by James, 

the president of the church as it were, in that day. 

Then if Jesus heals, what would be the suggestion for the follower? 

First, be sure that your sins are forgiven. Be sure that when you ask for 

your healing, you are asking for the glory of the Almighty God. Be sure 



Throngers or Followers 

 642 

that you are willing to give Him every bit of service for His own dear 

service, then, glory to God, the rest is easy. 

The follower has the Word of God in his heart and he is repeating it 

as he is prayed for, “By His stripes we are healed. He himself took our 

infirmities and bear our sicknesses.”  

“Lord, I put myself upon the altar.”  

Followers, you can tell them. You can see the glory in their face, or 

tell by the way they lift their hands.  

I often say, “Do you believe that Jesus saves you, if you do, lift your 

hand.” The hand goes up just half way.  

Throngers! Throngers! 

I turn to someone else. “Do you believe that the Lord saves you?” 

“I do!” and their hands are raised high.  

Follower! Follower! 

You see people coming up to be prayed for. You can pick out—there 

is a follower, there is a thronger. 

The thronger comes up with a blank look in his eyes—no real prayer 

on their lips. They are looking to see when they will be prayed for. 

“Oh, I don’t see that they got anything!” 

As they are prayed for, of course, they never think of praying. 

“Well, I hope that I am better.”  

Thronger! 

A follower comes up. You can just see that their eyes are fixed on 

Jesus Christ. 

“Lord, bless that woman being prayed for.” “Lord, bless this man. 

Make him a blessing.” It is unselfishness in the follower. I always find 

that with a follower that I don’t have to do much praying. It has always 

been done before. 

They often say, “I am getting better so fast that if you don’t hurry 

up, you won’t have a job.” 

Praying for their healing is just sort of feeling their faith. They go 

down saying, “Praise God, I have it.” 

They are not going on feelings, but on the naked Word. They have 

faith. 
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The next day, when a little sharp shooting pain comes up, someone 

says, “Well, I thought you were going to be healed,” or “I thought you 

were healed yesterday.” 

“Satan get thee behind me. I am a follower. Get thee behind me.” 

“Jesus, though thou slay me, yet will I trust thee,” and glory to God, you 

are going to keep that which you have received. 

I want to be a follower, don’t you? It is a wonderful life for getting 

the Word and for getting everything else and saying, “Lord Jesus, I will 

go through with thee into the depths of spirituality.” You believe that 

you have been healed and no one can change your mind and you are 

over on the other side. You have struck rock. You have made for 

yourself a foundation. You have your eyes on Jesus Christ and you are 

bound to go through. 

I might say in conclusion of this very brief subject this afternoon, 

take up your cross and follow Him. He is able to make His followers 

strong, healthy believers. 

If you are a weak little lamb, He will carry you in His bosom, but He 

wants to put you on your feet so that you can serve Him. I have proved 

it, but I had to be a follower. 

Once I thought that I could go to church when I liked and give Jesus 

a little corner, but I found—praise God—that Jesus wanted it all or 

nothing. 

When I was sick, you wouldn’t have known me; just a shadow of skin 

and bones. I was weak and stammering. Anybody held their finger up, 

I would almost cry. I was full of pain. 

Finally, “I am going to follow you, Lord. I wish I had said ‘yes’ and 

hadn’t backed out, but Lord, I am going through. Lord heal me. I will 

follow you,” and praise God, He did it. 

There wasn’t anybody there to pray for me. You are healed when 

you get to the place where you are leaning on Jesus; where you don’t 

lean on people anymore. There comes a time when you have to lean 

on Him alone. 

He is so good to us when we become a follower. For me, He healed 

my eyes, He healed my speech. I don’t stammer any more. I can run 

with Him and serve Him. He has healed my leaking heart, which is now 
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stout and thrills with the love of God. Sometimes it gets so full I have 

to say, “Lord, if you don’t stop pouring out the blessing, you will have 

to enlarge the vessel, or it will run over for it can’t hold any more.” 

I found not only spiritual and temporal, but physical strength. He 

has given me strength for years.  

After preaching for years, I have taken over the radio—there is a 

person’s job, and am taking care of the Training Institute—and that is a 

half a dozen persons’ jobs. I have a meeting every day almost, and three 

on Sunday. I have issued a Bridal Call for eight years, and add to that 

the duties of a mother to a couple darling children, caring for the home 

a little bit; try to take an interest in the four hundred letters that arrive 

almost daily, and, glory to God, isn’t it great to be a follower? 

“Sister, don’t you feel tired?” someone asks me. 

No, I feel better than when I started two years ago. 

If you are a thronger, you say, “I am so sick and tired. Is it watch 

meeting tonight? I don’t know whether I could stay up or not.” 

Come on, be a follower. Do something for the Lord Jesus Christ and 

you will get the glory. Get on the “Glory Express” and off of the 

“Grumblers’ Local.” The “Grumblers’ Local” is always sitting on a siding 

somewhere. They can’t do this and they can’t do that. 

Dearly beloved, let me help you this afternoon. If you are a 

backslider, a sinner, a church member in name, that is about all you 

are—you have your name on the roll, but God knows that you are not 

a follower. That doesn’t make you a Christian, to have your name on 

the church roll. You just joined that somebody wouldn’t call you an 

infidel. 

Come on. Get on fire. Get the actual “on-fire” experience, then you 

can be a follower, saved, healed, filled with the Holy Ghost, with a little 

Heaven to go to Heaven with. 
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 UNIQUE FUNERAL and a happy birth. 

The year was dying!  

Dear 1924 was passing! 

Hundreds of cars lined the streets in every direction ‘round about 

the Temple. 

Within that edifice were thousands of people who had come to sit 

up with the dying year; to watch with loving solicitation his passing into 

the vastness of Eternity. As they watched, they spoke to one another 

concerning his goodness, the wide influence and the mighty 

accomplishments of his short life. 

Glorious tributes have been paid to Monarchs, Leaders and 

Potentates; but surely never since the beginning of time have more 

glowing and deathless praises been offered than were paid on New 

Year’s Eve to the expiring year. 

For more than two hours a seemingly endless procession mounted 

the steps at either side of the platform, crossed, and took their seats 

once more in the auditorium. Men from the left, women from the right, 

each pouring out in short, glowing sentences their testimony. The 

witnesses who paid tribute had been converted in Angelus Temple 

during the wonderful year of 1924. On and on, on and on they came, 

willingly standing through the hours, slowly and surely making their 

way a few steps nearer to the speaker’s stand, hands uplifted, faces 

radiant. 

Men told of conversion from atheism, worldliness, backsliding, self-

righteousness, liquor, tobacco, temper, and numerous other sins. 

Women remembered that a year ago they had danced the old year 

out at some beach Casino or dance Palais. Society women—working 
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women—rich women—poor women—card-playing, theater-going, joy 

riding, unbelieving women—told of the marvelous change in heart, life 

and home since they kneeled at these altars during 1924. 

“There!—Right over there,” one would cry, voice vibrant with 

emotion, pointing to the altar. “That’s the place where I kneeled and 

wept out my heart before God. Oh Hallelujah!” 

“This is the happiest New Year’s Eve I have ever spent. I shall never 

forget 1924.” 

“Oh 1924,” another would take up the testimony. “It was through 

you that I heard the story of the Saviour’s love.” 

“Twas during your fast fleeting days that I have entered into a new 

life, have been filled with the Holy Spirit, and have become a worker in 

the vineyard of my Lord.” 

“Shall we not stop the testimony meeting?” the Evangelist asked, as 

the time went by. “Are you not getting weary with sitting so quietly and 

hearing these long lines of converts count the blessings of the year?” 

“No! No! Go on! Go on!” came back the instant response. 

At ten o’clock the meeting was dismissed for a short intermission 

during which the congregation trooped out of the doors of the Temple 

and across the street to the park, where on the shores of Echo Lake the 

Angelus Temple Silver Band was playing stirring revival martial airs. 

‘Twas a beautiful night. The moon rode high in the Heavens and 

mirrored her face in the placid waters below. 

A graceful swan sailed silently a little closer and floated midst the 

shadows of the tall date palms that gently waved their fronds o’er the 

water’s edge. 

Many who had come prepared to stay, now partook of 

refreshments. Motor cars were still arriving and electric trains 

continued to unload their quota at the Temple doors. 

The Watch-night service was resumed at ten-thirty. The Temple 

was filled, with the exception of a few seats in the corners of the upper 

balcony. 

A large, cedar-chest casket reposed in state upon the platform. Upon 

its lifted lid was the inscription:  

HERE LIES 1924 



The Watch Night Service 

 647 

With a fitting funeral sermon for the year which was passing, the 

Evangelist laid away within that chest of loving memories many 

precious things. Loving, lingering memories—of 1924. 

First, there were the twelve thousand altar slips signed by converts 

of 1924 at the Temple Altar. There were thousands of baptismal cards, 

containing the names of those who had been buried with their Lord in 

that same year! 

These were followed by the Bridal veil—sweet-scented treasure of 

the ones who had been wedded during the past twelve months, and the 

birth announcement cards of the little babes who had come from 

Heaven to grace the homes of fond parents, were gently laid within. 

Beautiful things, were they, to tuck away into the chest of memories! 

Among the last mentioned are numbered Evangelist and Mrs. 

William Black, to whom came a bonny daughter; and the Angelus 

Temple musical director, Gladwyn Nichols, and wife, to whom also was 

born a little girl. 

Then, with a falling tear, a pair of baby’s slippers were laid in the 

chest of memories, for a little one who had been taken home to glory—

back among the Angels and the star dust by the Crystal Sea. The joy and 

blessings, the tests and victories which had marked the brimming year 

were all tucked in. 

Last of all, came a black, forbidding box of sin, mistakes, and 

rejection of Christ. 

“O Sinner!” cried the Evangelist. “Shall we put this box in the casket 

of the dying year? Shall we lay this terrible package away with all of 

those blessed memories? Will the “Bong! B-o-n-g! B-O-N-G!” of the 

midnight strokes find you unsaved, the summer ended, and the harvest 

past? No! NO! Let us not put this box with its ugly hue into this chest of 

joy!” 

“Come! Come to Christ and accept Him just now. We have just 

twenty minutes before this casket shall be reverently closed, lifted and 

borne through yonder door.” 

“Come! Kneel at the altar! Weep your way down the aisles! Accept 

Christ just now!” 
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“Come from the balcony, gallery, and from the main floor! Do not 

stop for a moment, but make haste while yet there is time, lest the lid 

be shut down on your sin!” 

And they came. Down the rampart, down the aisle and corridor 

stair, and joyously flung wide the door of their hearts to Jesus Christ, 

the Crucified One. 

Back in their seats, rejoicing in Him who had come as their guest to 

abide, they all took a long breath. The moment for the closing—for the 

death of ‘24. 

“He is going—going! Just one second more!” 

“Ah!—God rest his memory! He is gone.” 

A great laurel wreath was placed on that silent casket of memories, 

and was borne out through the door by six ushers, accompanied by the 

weird notes of the funeral march. 

The lights had been dimmed. Darkness had deepened. 

But—Look! 

There came a light of amber and rose, and in that light, down the 

mezzanine came a group of white-clad children. 

With their tiny hands they carried a bassinette, daintily covered with 

flowers, beribboned and sweetly perfumed. A cortege of attendants 

went before and others followed, each bearing streamers of white, of 

blue, and of gold. 

Midst thundering applause, they lowered their burden on the 

platform. The Evangelist stooped and raised the lid.  

’Twas 1925! A dear, chubby babe of one and one-half years nestled 

there upon the pillows. He lifted his hands, sat up, looked about, and 

blinked his young eyes at the lights; and then, supported by strong 

hands, he stepped out from the basket and stood for a moment there. 

“O darling little new-born year,” the voice of the speaker crooned, 

“you have come to us from Heaven fair, with opportunities and 

privileges rare. We clasp your wee hands and we kiss your tiny feet, and 

we smile lovingly into your eyes. May the souls we win, and the work 

we do, make rich—and add no sorrow. May 1925 be the greatest year 

we have ever known of service, of soul-winning and study of God’s own 

Word. May we be more fitted for the labor of love in His Vineyard!” 
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The doxology was then sung, the congregation turned to clasp the 

hands of those near them, and with hearts overflowing with mingled 

tears and smiles wished each other: “Happy New Year for ‘25!” 

 

 


