




















I realized I must have God on my side. I had been idle long
enough and must go to work. I repented of my sins which were many.
I said, "Oh good Lord, if you will forgive and write my name in the
book of life, I will go where you want me to go and be what you want
me to be". You see I was so timid and had no one to pray for me, and
oh how the old devil had me bound. I feared the people. But listen
if you listen to them they can laugh you into hell, but not out. '
Well, the praying went on quite awhile and I began to read God's word.
Over in Matthew I read: '"Blessed are those who hunger and thrist .
after rightousness, for they shall be filled". I felt the vacancy
in my soul that had never been filled. I read on where he said, that
without holiness no man can see the Lord. Well, I sure wanted to see
the One who died for my sins. Another scripture said, "Ye shall have
power after the holy ghost has come upon you". I realized I must
have that power to live a Christian life and stand against the wilds
of the devil, for he is so powerful. Glory hallelujah God is all
He forgave my sins and filled my soul with his blessed Hgly

e

power.

Ghost. Washed me in his Own blood. Made me whiter than snow.

said, "I will cast your sins in the depthsof the sea and remember them
You remember

against you no more forever". Hallelujah to his name.
I was talking to God, not man, when I said, "If you will go with me

I will go anywhere'. Well if he had revealed to me the things He
wanted me to do I might of fainted by the way side, but it was precept
up on precept, line upon line, here a little and there a little. A-
long life's pathway I began to stand upon his promises. He says he
will not put more upon us than we are able to bear, but makes a way

of escape and never fails. God moves in mysterious ways, his wonders

to preform. When He said,""Whosoever" that included me. 7§ ,f/

Well, we lived at that time in the country, thickly set
old school house seemed to be so lonesome., As far as I could learn
there had never been anyone to Sunday school. The Lord hegan to say
"march forward". You no doubt have read the story of the Children of
Israel, how when they got to the Red Sea on the way to Caanan Land,
0old Pharoh's hosts closed in on their trails. The water never rolled
back until they stepped forward, feet in the edge of the water, but
at the next step the waters rolled back. I had learned to say "Yes,
Lord". I visited a lady and began to talk Sunday School. The child-
ren needed to go to God's house instead of roving all over the country
with bad company. Parents will have to give an account of how they
have raised their children. Well she encouraged me very much and
promised to help. So the news spread, "Be at the school house Sunday,
we are going to organize Sunday school". We could hardly believe our
eyes. People came in lumber wagons, with quilts spread down for the
little ones to sit on. They came in surreys, on horse back, and on
foot -- anyway, just so they could get there. Well we had a task of
getting any one to teach or hold an office. They selected me for
Superintendent. I felt my weakness to fill such an important place,
but had gone too far to say no. I said with God's help will do my
best, We finally got started. Our singing wasn't up to date, but I

am sure God heard us. We organized a Baptist Church. I had never
heard of the Nazarene Church. That Sunday School ran on for years
and years; People got saved. It seemed like a different community.
One Saturday night the preacher started to preach. In stepped a
neighbor and said something. He dismissed the meeting. A lady said
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how he gets us just so he gets us, and if he can get us discouraged he
has almost got us. But we must put on the whole armor of God and when
the old tempter shoots his firey darts they will fall to the ground.
Come on my dear brother, help to subdued, for all must be conquered as
well as me and you. Come on and subdue and redeem from the fall.
Bless the name of Jesus, there is pardon for all.

Jesus came to this;§;;2§,‘ suffered on the cross, He died for
every one, but there is some that will be lost: they heed not his
promise, but travel on in sin. But when he comes again they will want
to enter in. Oh, it pays to obey God: to do what he says do.

You remember when Jesus was at the marriage supper and ran out of
wine? They went to Jesus'!s mother with the trouble. She sald, "Do
what He saith to do." Jesus said unto them, "Fill the water pots with
water" and they obeyed. And the water was made wine. A preacher said
God told him to go down to a lumber camp and preach, so he obeyed.

When he got down there they had moved. He said, "Lord I don't under-
stand. I know you told me to come here and preach a sermon." He got
his song book and Bible and preached as though he had a large crowd --
not a living soul as far as he knew, but he was doing what God had
said to do. He obeyed. Some time passed and he moved away. One day
he was premitted to go back to that town. A man came running slapped
him on the shoulder and said, "You do not know me." He said, "Not

that I remember of." The man said, "Back when you preached that sermon
in the lumber camp." "Yes," was the reply. '"Well, we had forgotten
our log chain and I went back to get it and heard you preaching. I
fell behind a stack of lumber and got saved. God called me to preach

I have been preaching all these years." Hcw glad he was that he had
done what God said to do. If we sow righteous seed God will take care
of the harvest. Man is inclined to want to see the outcome. It's only
our duty to obey and leave it in the hands of a righteous God.

I was very lonely one Sunday and could not go to cdhurch. I turn-
ed the radio on, a preacher at John Brown's Church.said, "I had a
sermon I had studied to preach on, but after I got in the pulpit God
wanted me to tell this story about my father and my mother, and I know
the Lord too well not toc obey. They had raised a large family and had
wanted very much to spend the rest of their days on the farm. But the
mortgage was just about to close them out. One night a blizzard was
rageing very cold. A man rapped on the door. Father opened the door
and there was a strange man. He said, 'may I spend the night here I
am cold and hungry?! Sure you may. They gave him his supper and knelt
for prayer. Prayed for all the children and friends, then asked the
Lord to bless the way-faring man and to save his soul. Then they said,
'0h, merciful Father come to our rescue and provide the money to pay
the mortgage off!'. Next morning they asked the blessing and asked God
to watch over the man that had spent the night with them. And good
Lord we believe you have heard our prayers and have left it in your
hands, Well the man went his way and a year rolled by. One night an-
other rap came upon the door. Mr. Brown opened the door and the
stranger said, 'I don't beliecve you know me Mr. Brown.' 'No, I sure
do not'. This time instead of rags and old shoes he was well dressed.
"Well, do you remember a tramp who asked for a nights lodging?' !'Oh,
yes, but you can't be that man.!' 'Indeed!', was the reply. They gave
him his supper and had prayer as usual and prayed for the man who was
in their home. Good Lord we are still believing that you will 1ift
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the mortgage. When they arose from prayer the man said 'how much
is the mortgage?' They told him and he counted out the amount ang
said pay it off. Also gave him money for a sult of clothes. Saig
he owned a piece of land and had struck oil and he was a rich man,
God is a good God and answers our prayers but we must be sure and g,
Him gll the praise." |

I remember one of my experiences, I had prayed and fasted 3 wg
-- not every meal but oh so many. I wanted a situation to be my way,
One day I started in my closet of prayer. Seems so real. The Lord
whispered, "It isn't best your way." I took time out to give the Lon
a good thanking. "Forgive me Lord, I did not realize I had o0ld self
in the way." God's way is the only way. And we must be submissivet
Him,

The story goes that the o0ld devil has a set of carpenter tools,
He works on men's souls with the saw. He uses it to saw off all the
good deeds men try to do. With the hammer he keeps them from church,
Witq.the square he squares him up and tells him he isn't true; then
he nails him a sign with all the mistakes the Christian makes, and
says they are sins. But his little golden wedge he values most of
all, tries to slip the wedge of discouragement way down deep into our
souls. If we listen to him, he has us, but just remember he is a lie
and the father of lies. Mistakes are not sins, and God has promised
not to put more upon us than we are able to bear, and His Grace 1is
sufficient. In all thy ways acknowledge God and he will direct our
ways. But we must say, "Lord, thy will be done. You know the past
and the future also, our thoughts are far off." Words we cannot utte
we cannot keep hidden sins from Him. You know sometimes we act like
little children when we are talking to God.

I had a beautiful maple tree in my yard. The highway men were
surveying a road close to the tree. I said, "Lord, don't let thenm
take my beautiful tree."™ I did not say, "If it's your will," no, I
wanted it my way. Well, they never took it, but they cut all the roo
from one side of it and it died. Cost me $15.00 to have it removed.
Oh, it behoves us to keep ourself out of the way. Our lessons in lif
seems hard some times, but for our good you know we will be tried as
by fire. The furnace only removes and refines the dross eye hath not
seen. FEar hath not heard the things that God hath prepared for those
that love Him,

I love to picture in my mind the beautiful mansions up there. 4
man dreamed he went to heaven. Apostle Paul piloted him through the
way and showed him the beautiful buildings. They came to one so pret
he ask whose it was. He said, "That is Brother Smith's." "Oh," sald
the man, "that is our shoe cobbler down on earth. He could have been
pich, but just as soon as he would pound out a dollar someone would
come along who he thought needed it worse than he did, and he'd just
hand it over." '‘Well," said Paul, "that's the material he has been
sending up all these years." They went on and came to a sod shanty,
"Now whose can that one be?" "That is yours," was the reply. "0Oh, I
can never be happy in that shanty. See down on earth what a beautifu
home I own?" "Yes, but Paul reminded him, that was the best he could
do with the material he had been sending up. Let's ask ourself what
kind of material are we sending up.
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My mother-in-law and I were picking blackeyed peas for a ney
and was supposed to put his half in an old building, Well it ue,@kﬁ.
real hot day, and I say hard work. When we got two gunney sacks p;
we went to put his sack in the bullding., She stepped back and salq“‘
am afraid my sack is the fullest," and began to take from hers gng '
in his share, I said, "Yes, that 1s a Christisns measure. When ®:
children were growing up and it came time to measure to the other g,
I would remind them of their grandmother's measure. We forget soml‘
that there is an all-seeing eye watching us. \

The first horse trade my oldest son ever made, we had a balky
He said, "Mother, a man who lives three miles away has a mule to ms
this one. I am going to see if he will trade his little bay mare tn
her." I said, "Son, don't you tell a lie to trade." Well, the man
said, "Sonny, why do you want to trade your mule?" He said, "Mother
told me when I left home not to lie. She takes stubborn spells ond
ozlks," "Ha! Ha! If I let a kid cheat me, you won't hear me squea)
Well, we never heard him squeal, but he didn't keep the mule very loy
What you plant in a child's heart they seldom forget. Train up a chil:
in the way he should go and when he is old he won't depart from it,

One time I lived alone and had a young man and his wife rooming
with me. They came through my kitchen to get water. I could not loc
my door so I began to miss my groceries. I began to talk to the Lord
about the situation. I brought in & supply one day and the Lord revesdl
ed to me to give them the sharpest two-edged sword, I said, "Thank you,
Lord}" and went and got a pencil and paper, and as the scripture cams
to mind I would put it down. "Thou shalt not steal" - put that on the
coffee, "be sure your sins will find you out," "an all-seeing eye vatc
ing you," and "what will you say at the judgement day?" I sure never
lost any more groceries. I have always believed they felt like two
sheep-killing dogs.

I once loved a lady so dearly and thought she was a true friend,
but found out she was giving me the Judes kiss. When her sins found
her out, she fell to her knees and asked me to forglve her. Surea
Christian forgives. I feel like that was my stepping-stone in God's
vineyard. The 0ld devil throws stumbling stones all along in our
pathway, but if we turn the situation over to God he turns the stumb|
ling stones into stepping stones and we can go on down God's highway
shouting his praises,

Well, several years passed by and one day three ladies came aeve
eral miles to see me, and, to my amazement, she was with them. You
know how thoughts will dart across your mind -- now just how come you
to come? We were in the kitchen cooking dinner and in came some more
folks. All the ladies rushed into the living room to greet them, left
her and me alone. She said, "We have cooked many a good meal together
haven't we?" I said, "sure enough." She began to cry, said "oh, if
only I could remove the past." I said, "Cheer up, when God forglves
you your sins that one went with the rest in the depths of the sea and
God says I will remember them against you no more; they are gone for-
ever. The very next time the old devil brings that up you shake your
fist under his nose and tell him he 1s a liar and the father of it.,"
Well that made her so happy, her face 11t up. I thought then that
I could understand why God permitted her to come. You know God's
children miss many blessings, just because they fail to read the Bible,
and learn what God has promised to His children.

16



You know our tongues cause so much trouble. A lady stepped up to
Bud Robinson, a preacher, and said "Oh, what sm I to do? My religion
has leaked out." He sald, "Sister just keep that hole in your noggin
closed," One day I asked the blessing at the table and asked God to
help us bridle our tongue, for we were going through trials and trouble
so when I said "Amen" my daughter said, "Mother it will teke a large
bridle these days." I said, "Child, God has a bridle that fits each
one if we are not too stubborn to wear it." Like the old black horse
my husband told about. He would take mean spells; would not teke the
bridle. He would get the old black snake-whip and give him & stripping.
Said he would come up to him 8&nd hold out his head to be bridled,
Does the devil get into horses? I am inclined to believe he does. You
know, sometimes they get their talld over the lines, buck out of the
harness and kill you if they can. You remember how the devils that
were cast out of a man, entered into a herd of swine and ran into the
sea and were drowned. Well, old people get forgetful when their days
are almost ended, but a child remembers through life some things that
are said to them. How parents should plant the word of God in their
hearts while they are young! I remember telling my grandson when he
was very small, how my oldest son would pray and ask God to give him
his needs. Years after, my son was harnesicg his team, Bobby was
admiring his pretty horses and harnes that were trimed up so fine. He
said, "I know why you own such fine horses and harness. You went up
the valley one day praying." That story was planted too deep in his
heart to forget. I had told him the story about the flood and the
rainbow belng a token that the world would not be destroyed by water.
I had forgotten telling him, so one day it came a heavy rain. I was
out looking about. He stepped up said, "Now, grandmother, don't you
worry. Remember the rainbow." Oh! If only we could remember God is
with us and never leaves us alone. He has been so good to us and so
patient in our weaknesses. His word 1s a lamp unto our footsteps and
a light unto our pathway. Some scholars say there are thirty-two
thousand promises, all to God's children., The poor sinner has one
promise -- eternal destruction. Oh, why should we fear to own His
cause or flush to speak His name when He has done so much for us. He
loved me ere I knew Him and all my love 1s due Him. He plunged me to
7lcory beneath the cleansing flood. Well, not long ago, I felt lonely.
One day 1t seemed like I had done such a little for my Lord. I had let
30 many golden opportunities pass by that I could have grasped for the
glory of God and tell people they too had a precious soul to save or
lose or help some one along Life's pathway. In atepped an elderly lady
-- 80 sudden -- just llke she had dropped from the blué sky. She sald,
"I want to stay wlth you. God sent me here. I am starving to desth
for spiritual food. My poor soul 1s so lean. I knew you had plenty
stored up. Now please help me.," She was very feeble. I began in my
weak way praying and talking to her. She drank in every word and did
seem to be so thirsty -- could not sit up but a few minutes at a time.
Well, I kept talking and praying, she was so broken hearted, and cried
so much. I saild one day, "Sister, you must not cry so much, I don't
believe 1t pleases God, it goes agalnst your health and almost puts
jour eyes out. Hold up your h:ed and thank God for His many blessings.
You can be up part of the time. What if you were paralized like our
little girl down the street? Can't move a 1limb,:.but she can talk out,
Has a wonderful memory, and oh! the sweet smile she gives when anyone
steps to her bedside.” Well she wasn't here many days until she gave
up her crying and changed tears to smiles. Christians, a good morning
with a smilc means so much, especlally 1f we have no one to cheer us up.
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Well, she kept saying "God bless you" over and over. I said, "Give

God the glory. The only thing I can do is walk ln the foot steps ¢f
my blessed Lord." It made me so happy to know God's honey overflows
to others. You know I got so busy working in God's vineyard I forg
my old self. Let's keep this as our motto: Work till Jesus comes g

we will be gathered home.

It may not be on the mountain's height or over the stormy ses, ¢
may not be on the battle front, my Lord hath need of me. But godline
with contentment is great gain. Therefore let us be content with oy
lot in life. It doesn't please our Master for us to question Him, ty
follow where He leads. We will understand better by and by. 0Oh, how
can God's children idle stand and teaming millions traveling down ths:
leads to hell and destruction. None has a right to say the Lord has
no need of me. The harvest is great and the laborers few. I know I
cannot preach like Paulor Silas, but if only I can brighten the corner

where 1 am.

One day a girl came to me and said, "I have found employment, but
can't find a room in tcwn." Poor child, she looked like a deserted
Indian girl who was lost from her wigwam, but she was clean and real
pretty. I said, "Do you run around at night? I try to help girls wh
try to help themselves, and try to do the right." Well, she had never
been in public, or knew the ways of the world. She came, and oh! how
odd she did look. I said, "Honey, I will teach you if you are willing
to learn." She answered, "0K, I will do my best."™ Well, Ir tried to :
kind and have patience with her. She was so cowed down she couldn't
hold her head up. I said, "Honey, hold your head high, and meet peopl:
with a smile, you are a pretty girl, you have pretty teeth and dimples
when you smile." She said, "You wouldn't hold your head very high if
you had been beaten over the head as often as I have by a step-father.)
I said, "Listen, child, yo1 have just as good & right in this world as
any one. Hold up your head. Look people square in the eye." I began
to tell her some battles I had fought, and by the help of God don't
aim to let them get me down, but stay on top, Praising God. Well Wed-
nesday rolled around. I stepped into her room to invite her to go to
prayer meeting with me, and she was down on her knees talking to God.
Well, she accepted the invitation. I took her right up in front, just
like she had been the president's girl. Of all the goo-goo eyes fron
every nook and corner of the church. I s2id, "Lord, if I live and can
get to the clothing store, she will look different Sunday when I bring
her to Church." Well, the gocc Lord spared my life, and I kept my vo
I advised her how tc dress her hair, and do you know, I was real proud
of her. 1In a short time the minister's wife plucked me to one side ant
said, "I have a compliment to pass on to you."™ I said, "now just what
have I done worthy of a compliment?" She said, "I never saw any one
change so fast. You have really done a good work." I said, "Give God
the glory, I have just done my duty."' 7You can never tell what a girl
or boy will make. Just lend a helping hand, pull them out of the muck
and mire of sin, turn them into God's pasture of love and let them
drink at the fountein that never runs dry. They will soon shed of the
rags of sin and put on a new coat of rightousness and shine for the
glory of God. Well she kept working, praying, traveling the narrow
peath, and saving her money. Today she could buy out several of her

hooters.

It pays to grasp every golden opportunity that comes our way. Wor
while it is day for the night cometh when no man can work. I love
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flowers and sometimes bite off more than I can chew., In came an aged
lady riding in her horseless carriage and could not walk. One eye
was gone, one hand was drawn with rheumatic pains, and she was very
deaf. I sald, "Lord this one traveler you will have to help me with."
Well, she was so cheerful and kind, she helped me instead of me help.
her. She kept me laughing until my sides hurt. You know I had for-
gotten the flowers and of the work that can't be put off. She told me
the story of her younger day's. She and her husband worked very hard
and decided they would save up their money to buy e home. They were
living in a tent cooking out on a fire. Well as time went by they had
saved up quite a bit, Thelir bank was an old iron tea kettle. Every
so often they would go to the old kettle and think yes, you are fill-
ing up pretty fast, won't be long until I, too, can rock in a rocking
chair and live like white people. One day a vegetable peddler stop-
ped. She went out and gathered up several bunches for dinner. She
went to her bank to get some change but to her great surprise burglers
bad got there first. She took her vegetables back and said, "Sorry,
but I don't have money to pay." She could hardly wait for hubby to
return to tell him their bad luck. She pondered over the situation.
She didn't see how anyone could have found the bank as she had it

quite secure. As soon as her husband returned she ran crying and
ringing her hands to tell him their great loss, Well hubby sank down
in 8 chair; looked like a sheep killing dog, and I guess he felt that
vay. "Well, Wife, I hateto confess. I got the idea gambling was the
quickest way to get a home and I lost everything in a poker game."
well, I thought no use trying any more for & home here. I struck out
for a home in heaven. I have come down to my wheel chair but still

on my way. Oh what 1s the use to grumble about the losses and heavy
¢ross. I haven't any gold in my pockets, but if I pull the grade in

1y wheel chair, I will have gold up younder to walk on. Pralse God I
au worthy to suffer for His sake, when He gave his life for me. Money
tould not buy that visit I had with her. It will go with me the rest
of my 1ife, It woke me up to the fact I had so much to be thankful

for. I vowed I would strive hard to serve Him better and trust Him
wre. Man 1s unfortunate--born full of trouble and is as the grass

5f the fisld; his 1life like a vapor, and his spirit he soon will have
to yield. Oh, come drink of the waters, they will heal you and save

jou while sweetly and freely they flow. You know it lsn't the multi-
tude of words that count, but the right kind in the right place.

My youngest son was loading logs and threw the cant hook up high
to catch a log. It failed to catch and fell back and struck him in
the mouth, He was standing there holding his mouth and swearing like
s nigger at a lection when a man passed by, slapped him on the shoulder
md sald, "Son, you are cussing the man I love." That was like a dagger
plunged through his heart, He could not forget no matter how hard he
tried, The Bible says words bittly spoken are like apples of gold in
tletures of silver. You know how people talk about our blessed
Saviour.while He walked the shores of Galilee, Yes, and God'!'s children
mst bear persecution. I went to visit my mother years ago. She said-
"lora you have another name now." I said, "is that so! she sald, "Yes
they call you the thankful lady." I said, "Fine, just so they call me
% the marriage supper of the lamb." One lady sald she did not need
T Mttle prayers. "Well", I seid, "Here I am. What are you going
% do uith me? If you cut me. off you will suffer loss, because that
“id be against the laws of the body, so please take warning." One
lady sad, "My, that old critter is So stingy she would skin a gnat
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for its hide and tallow." "Well," I said, it was my gnat, and np,
neighbors," Well gloryl Gods grace 1s sufficilent, but just remem,,
God's children car't afford to argue with the old devil, Cast py
your pearls before swine lest they trample them under feet andt

and rend you, Be as wilse as serpents and as gentle as doves, for
are working for our Lord, our pay day will be 1n the sweet by andb;

I never remember my father but I remember one of his fox hou,
She was a large blue speckled dog and they called her o0ld Mingo, T
sald she was a wonderful dog to chase foxes. Mother sald the nely;
men would come by after father and Mingo. Away they would go on hoa,
dogs following, horns tooting. What great sport. But mother digmy
like the ldea of staylng with us kiddies out in the country along,
she almost hated the fox hunters. After father died she traded 03
Mingo to a man for a sow and seven pigs. We hated to see Mingo g,
but we all liked pork so well, we could not say "no". She was a gy
watch dog., 1 remember one day we came in the back way loaded downy.
watermelons, Mingo had something bayed in the front yard. Mother gy
a club and started to rescue whatever it might be. To her surprist
was a crazy man., What a pounding Mingo got before she would let g,
Well I had taken refuge behind the front door, peeping through a cry
and wishing old Mingo good luck.

Well I have always thought I had the sweetest mother of anyone
on top side of the earth., I would think sometimes she was a littls
bit too strict, but oh how I thank her now for her strictness. Dm'
ever remember talking sassy. What mother said was the word with the
bark on it and if we had company and got naughty just one nod or s
pointed finger and we knew to quiet down, or the hickory tea would
come next. Oh how sweet it iIs to trust in Jesus and when people tal
about you and mistreat you, you can slice them very thin with the she
est two-edged sword that God gives to us for protection. His Holy
Name 1s a great and strong tower and His children have the opportunity
of fleeing to them for safety. Hallelujah!{

God says be as wise as serpents. 01d settlers say back in the
mountains where rattlers den up you can see the old mother upon a clif
her little ones out for a sun bath, and if any noise alarms her she
glves the signal, opens her mouth and in the little fellows dart, ad
back under the cliff she goes. Now isn't that clever? No wonder God
says be as wise as serpents. You know Uncle Buddy, the great preache
for God, was in a certain town holding a revival. He was walking alom
the street one day talking to God. He was passing a house, and it
seemed to him the Lord said stop at that house snd have prayer. Vel
he had learned long ago not to question God, so he went in asked the
lady if she objected his praying for her and the little children, &
was making a pedal machine almost fly. She said, "No, you cannot pr
in this house." '"Well, may I pray in the yard?" she said, "No., If
you have to pray get out into the street." Out in the street he pray
ed, He says he doesn't think he heard the machine while he was prayi
You see he would not take no for an answer, but if he didn't succeed
he would try, try again. One night just as the services started, in
stepped a man and his wife. She told her husband the story and said,
"Oh, I feel so condemned and mean I cannot stand it any longer, but
must go and ask him to forgive. When the altar call was made they bbt
fell across the altar, confessed their sins and were gloriously saved
God never fails, Oh, if we had more Uncle Buddy's in this time to tel
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