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We read in Acts 5:15, "Insomuch thatyHarought forth the sick into the streets, and laid the
on beds and couches, that at the least the shadow of Peteg fgssiight overshadow some of
them.”

It seems to me that no fair-minded person, whether a Christian or not, could read the four C
and then even a few chapters in the Acts of the Apostles without pegciainPentecost made
radical chages in the lives of the followers of our Lord. That these followers lived onydofey
spiritual plane before Pentecost cannot be denied, but tydivibeé on a loftier and more beautiful
plateau after Pentecost cannot be disproved. It is this difference which Pentecost makes t
brought thegreat holiness movement into bgifmhere would be ngood reason for the existence
of ary holiness denomination if its members did not believe that the baptism with h&Hast,
such as the disciples received on thg DEPentecost, works a supernatural geaim the lives of
believers. If we do not "earnegitontend for the faith once delivered unto the saints,” we shall
tossed with the other ecclesiastical shipwrecksgaibe shores of time.

Now there are those who insist that the followers of Jesus were neveiseatl until the Da
of Pentecost and that the baptism of theyHBhost is mergl an increment of power or, as yhe
express it, "an enduement of power for service.yTamget that our Lord's followers had power fo
service before Pentecost. If some preacher could come into one of our towns or citiesdodése
the dead, heal the sick, cleanse the lepersgiaedsight to the blind, | believe the most skeptice
people would admit that here was one who had power for service. Ougdwust that kind of
power, first to the twelve and then to the seyewhen He sent them out on special missions. V
read that when the sevgneturned, rpicing and sging, "Lord, even the devils are gelst unto us
throwgh thy name," He interrupted their report with this sgarstatement, "I beheld Satan a
lightning fall from heaven." Perhaps Jesus feared thgtrttight be overtaken with pride, even pride
in doing good thirgs; and He wanted them to be watchful, for it was pride that caused the dow
of Satan. However, He thegave them this encougeng word, "Rgoice not, that the spirits are
sulject untoyou; but rather f@ice, becausgour names are written in heaven.”



Many years go when ny mother wagourg, she took the old fanyilBible and turned to that ga
marked "Births" and wrote ynname. | was her first-born child. Later she wrote the names of
others: Gy, Floyd, Terrell, Walton, Lallie Rg and Louis -- seven in all. There were a lot of oth
children in the little villge of Aspen Hill, Tennessee; but Mother did not write their names dc
in her Bible. She wrotgist the names of her own dear children. Now whose namgsudsuppose
Jesus had been reaglim the famiy record of the skies-the names of a lot of miserable sinners
backsliders? No, indeed! Th&ere the names of God's own dear children. This settles forevel
guestion as to whether or not the disciples were saved before Pentecost.

Nevertheless, there were some gsim the lives of these disciples that were burned/dwahe
fiery baptism. At this point we will put on the stangst a few of the manwitnesses to the
marvelous chage that was wroght. First is the incident which occurred at the Samaritangella
Jesus and His disciples weyaing up to Jerusalem. fint was about to overtake them, and He se
two of them into a villge to find a place to spend thejmi. They came to a home and knocked ¢
the door. An oldgray-bearded Samaritan came out and looked them over.

They said: "Sir, a number of us are travglthrough the county and we notice thatou have a
large house. Perhapg®u cangive us shelter for the gint. If there isn't room in the houseyibu
would let us sleep on the strawyiour barn, that would be aligtt."

The old man looked them over suspicigushd asked, "Argou men Jews and gmour way to
Jerusalem?" When thieadmitted that thewere, he said, "Noyou couldn't stg here under an
circumstances. Get out."

As they walked awg, one of them said to the others, "That's a nicgtwdreatgood men! | don't
like it."

They tried another house, and the householder said, "No d@ngsto spend the ght under ny
roof. Get out of here or I'll set the gionyou."

| can hear one of the disciplesys8Now enowh is enogh. A man can't be expected to tak
everything, and | wagust on the point ofiving that fellow a piece of ynmind."

About the third time thewere turned awg | can see them stargbback down the road toward
Jesus. Theare walkirg fast and burnig with indignation. One of them said, "Master, did nojdtii
call down fire out of heaven?"

"Oh, yes," He replied.

"Could not we do that if You would let us?"

He admitted that it was possible.

Then the said, "Now, Lord, that igust what we want to do. You let gst hold of the lever that
opens up the firgate, and we'll pour a Ngara of flame ght down on those miserable wretche:



Really they are not fit to live. The world would be better off without them. Just tell us whay to
and we'll burn them up.”

Jesus looked at them for a moment and said, "What about the little lyafgest their mothers'
breasts? You want to burn them up? Those little innocent children who have leftytbsiratdered
over the floor and hawgone to sleep, dgou want to burn them up? Even those poor ol¢ugdieed
Samaritans that were rudeytou, just remember thlyehave had to suffer a lot from Jews in the pa:
andyetyou would like to destpthem with flame? | did not come to destroen's lives, but to save
them. Ye know not what manner of spyé are of."

This was His tender but fearful rebuke to those He loved. Now | chalemn. You mg not be
a believer in holiness but,ybu are decentlfair-minded, takegsour New Testament and seeg/du
can findjust one place after Pentecost where these men ever wanted to call down fire ol
enemies or burn up the folks that dyssed with them. Sometrgrbitter and resentful had beer
purged from their hearts, and tenderness and yread taken its place.

Another witness we shall consider is the incident of the discussiorgahedisciples as to who
would occupy the hgh places in the kigdom. Jesus was absent at thgiteing of this agument.
One of them said, "When the Master sets up Higdom, that iggoing to be agreat time. It will be
greater than those wonderfulydgawhen Solomon was kgnand the whole earth paid tribute tc
Solomon.”

About that time somebgts imagination took flght and he said, "I'll tejou, brethren, there are
going to be some lgijobs in that da I've made up mmmind that I'mgoing to have a throne made
of ivory andget a purple robe andgalden crown-not as Ige as the one that Jesus will wear- ar
I'm going to sit on His @ht hand. I'mgoing to be prime minister."

Another spoke up, "I, too, agoing to have an ivgrthrone and a purple robe anpeavel-studded
scepter; and I'ngoing to sit on the left hand. I'going to be secretsrof state.”

About that time someone boiled over and said, "That's tlyenith you sons of Zebedee. You
always want the lggest and finest and best of eyhing. | just knew when old Mrs. Zebedee wa
up hereyesterdy talking to Jesus that she had some scheme in her head. Thabtdaftoman is
always pushig her bgs to the front.”

Then one of them said, "I think that culture and refinemeghoio count for someth@ and if
arnybody sits on the ght hand that'going to be ny job."

Another spoke up, "I believe, in the affairs of agdam, business abgitand skill in oganization
aregreatly needed, and I'moing to sit on the left hand."

The agument was waxighot when Jesus came in. Byéing got ver still. Did you ever notice
that the thigs we contend about seem so small wheget¢hem into His presence? He asked wh
they had been discusgrand thg reluctanty told Him.



| can imajine Him sging, "Get me a bowl of water and a towel."

He places it before one of the disciples and | can hear Jayédisater, what are Yogoing
to do?"

"I'm going to washyour feet."

The embarrassed discipleysa“Lord, please don't do that. | would rather You wouldn't. Lord, |
ashamed and I'm sgrthat | said aything about a lgh place. Jusgive it to arybody. Since I've
thought it over, | don't believe | want itjust can't bear to think of Your washgimy feet.”

Jesus said, "You wanted ahiplace, and this is the w#o get it. The wa up is down. If ap man
would begreat amog you, let him be the servant. Humpleurselves under the gty hand of God,
that He mg exaltyou.”

Now | challerge you once gain to searclyour New Testament and find one place after Pentec
where one of these men ever gaua hgh office. The question of who would be bishop or distri
superintendent or president of thy@ad or chairman of the convention did not disturb their drear
Worldly ambition, place-seekgpand church politics were burned out of these men forever.

One other witness to the Pentecostal clegnsiti be Simon Peter. | have alys loved Simon
Peter. Nobog knewjust what he would do next but, thank the Lord, he would do sormgeihia
have some saints who remind me of Uncle Bud Robinsonysddttire oldgray horse he saw hitched
to a mud mill,grinding clay for the pottey. A workman said, "Since we hitched that gtdy horse
to that mud mill he has traveled twe+iive thousand miles and he'giit where he started.” Mgn
good people are bound laertain habits and customs. Vtare timorous and lack initiative. We dc
not encourge people in the holiness movement to do eccentrigghidowever, if men and women
are real filled with the Spirit thg will sometimes be called upon to do the unusual a
unconventional thigs. The leadigs of the Hoy Ghost are often surprigino the believer and
mysterious to the world. Simon Peter is theyamie of our Lord's disciples who ever walked on tt
water. He is the oglone who had the initiative and the caygdo ask to do it. | can hear those i
the boat sg "Just look at Brother Simon Peter wallion the water. Isn't that the most wonderf
thing you ever saw iryour life? Wouldn'yyou love to have an experience like that2\hseems
to me that I'dgive a million dollars, if | had itjust to be able to gd had walked on the water." It
wouldn't have cost them a dime. Bvene of them could have hopped over the side of the boat
walked to Jesus. But, oh, no! That wasn't the usuaj.tiimey had to hold on to an oar or a rope
They wouldn't take a chance. I'll tglbu, if the holiness movement egats under wy, someboyg
is going to do somethig different and, ifyou make a mistake, ask the Lord to overrule it. If G¢
cannot overrule mistakes, weght as well furl our banners and quit thght.

Another thirg about Simon Peter that makes him lovable is his geui&hen the mob came to
arrest Jesus, the other disciples all fled; but Peter was still there. | will admit thedlgment was
wrong but his courge was mgnificent. One longl man stands facgan aigry mob. Thg are armed
and thirstirg for the blood of Jesus. | can see Peter startiere in the torchght. Hegrips that
sword in his ght hand and &, "Lay one firger on Him ifyou dare -just one figer, and I'll cut



your head fronyour shoulders or gnname isn't Simon Peter.” One man comes a little nearer,
that sword whistles thrgh the air. The man ducks and the sword slices off his ear, and the
reason it did not remove tlgentleman's head was becausebieit out of the wg. Simon Peter
meant business. But, friends, after Pentecost, after theGtast fell on him, dgou ever hear of
Peter caying another sword? He was thghuwith that sort of thig forever.

This reminds me that before | was sanctified | hadgapistol in nmy house. (A Southern
gentlemanyou know, is supposed to protect his fanil

One nght | got down to prg and the Lord seemed toys® me, "R§, what areyou doirg with
that pistol?"

| said, "Well, I'vegot to protect m mother and sisters."
He said, "You are not trusggrMe to do that?"
| said, "Lord,just let me live until mornignand I'll settle this matter.”

Next mornirg | took nmy pistol, went down in thgarden, took an old shovel, gla neat little
grave, and buried that shigmevolver. So far as | know it is still there. More than yhifive years
have passed, and | haven't reached for it one tijust-haven't needed it.

Now I'm going to tellyou somethig in the fear of the Lord. Holiness people have to bear a
of criticism. In fact, a lot of poor, foolish people seem to think that, yf tamjust see a few faults
in the holiness believers, théave sufficient excuse for ngétting sanctified. Sometimes we da
make mistakes, but we are not theygmeople who ever make mistakes. Once in a while a holin
preacher will make shipwreck of the faith, and the newspapers will spread yhecstss the nation.
They do not mention thousands of otlgeod, clean, Spirit-filled ministers whgn about their dayl
tasks lovig their fellow men and helpgto hold back the wrath of God from a wicked an
adulterous world. Once in a while | think it is pifir that we turn the spoon around and make sol
people take a little of their own medicine.

Someyears go a prominent minister from Texas was preaghmagreat throig of people in a
tabernacle at Lexgtion, Kentuclk. He was a man of strikijappearance and an eloquent preach
Much that he preached wgsod and wholesome, but ongini mary of us were deeplgrieved
when he suddeypimade a detour in his sermon and lashed out at the holiness people. "These
who profess to be sanctified whgll and then he laghed, "I'd like to see how tebehave around
home." Carnalit loves that kind of humor and the crowd roared. Some months passetimone
day this preacher was in his sjuathen a man came to have a talk with him. It seems that the vit
felt that the preacher had made some references to him paiche wagrieved about it. No one
knowsjust what passed between them, but somgthirddeny broke loose in that preacher. His
hand shot into his desk and out came a revolver, angthef flame spurted out. The unarme
victim sank down, and his red blood crimsoned the carpet. He died in that preachgr'svetund
to be kind as well as fair, but | tglbu, in the fear of God, that | believe if that preacher had had
blessimg of entire sanctification it would not have been necgskarhim to keep a pistol in his



study. He ma continue to preach, and gnae helpful to may people, but the poor fellow will
forever be handicapped having to take a dead man into his pulpit gvéme he preaches.

We now turn to the matter of Simon Peter's sanctification. | do not know the exact words tl
used when he obtained the blegsinut | do know that there are not twoysao get sanctified.
There is onf one wg. Anyone who comes into this experience must take three steps. First, he
know that he is a child of God -- a real bogaia Christian. Second, there must be a comple
consecration --

All on the altar, nothig reservim,
Yielding to Thee ry life and ny all,
All that | am and all that | will be,
As now upon Thee | earnesttall.

Third, he must believe that the "altar sanctifiesgifte' As an old sog expresses it:

Wouldyou be redeemed from eyenbred sin,
Have the Ho} Spirit constantt within?
Make the consecration, trust in God, and then
Let the Hoy Ghost come in.

When Peter made this consecration, he put more on the altar than he realized. All of us c
Within our natures there are talents and capacities never discovered and never utilized ungil tt
Ghost takes possession. When Pgidéon the altar, he did not know that his shagowon the altar
also. More than that, the shadguot the blessig, as we shall see a little later.

About this time a lot of people heard aboutdheat revival that wagoing on and heard also that
the sick were bem healed. Soon a crowd of these unfortunate ones werg tio get to the
meetirgs.

| can hear someoneysag, "There's no useying to get throwgh that crowd. You nght as well
take these sick people back to their homes."

Then someone had a hgpgea. He said, "I notice that Simon Peter ugugdes down this street
after the services are over. Let's put these poor people over there on the sidewalk, and whe
passes Yy maybe his shadow will fall on them. Thatght help a little. It couldn't hurt them."”

There on the sidewalk tiagout an old man crippled with rheumatism. He said, "Rutmtches
down here B my side. | hope I'll not need themyamore, but | nght."

Next to him thg placed a pargtic on a stretcher, and he said anxigusFellows, don't let
anybody step on me. You know | can't move at all.”

Beside him huddled a little consumptive woman, and next there was a sad-faced woman \
idiot boy who babbled and lghed and chewed his @iars. The pitiful line stretched down the stree



As the sun dropped toward the horizon, Peter came vgatlown the street in compgnvith
some of his friends. He had been preaghinthegreat throgs and the "Amens" and "Hallgahs"
were still rirging in his ears. Heaven was shipin his face. Suddeyhis shadow struck old Brother
Rheumatism, and hjamped to his feet and g&n to skip like young lamb.

Somebog said, "Grandpa, here ayeur crutches."
"What do | want with crutches?" he shouted. "I never felt betteritifen”

Then the shadow touched Brother Pgs&l, and he hopped up andyigad Brother Rheumatism.
Then it touched the little consumptive woman, and her cheeks flushed like roses ares hazre
shining like stars. She lgan to shout.

When it struck the idiot bg he looked up into his mother's face and said, "Mother, isn’
wonderful to see folkget blessed like this?" And that mother clasped him to her breast, rgali
that the disordered mind had been sghtregain.

An interestig thing is that Peter probapdid not knowjust what his shadow was dgirEvery
life has its conscious and its unconscious influences. We do somge dhith know that we do them.
Also we do other thigs that we don't know about. Heaven will have at least two surprises fo
One will be thegood we mght have done. Thewill probably tell us that outside thgate because
we will have to weep over that. But there will be no tears in heaven and, after ourgis&pier,
they will lead us inside thgate and tell us how mudwood we have realldone, and we'll have a
shoutirg spell over that. People who live in the will of the Lord exert an influengenlearything
they can ima@ine.

When Peter preached on theylxd Pentecost and thousands were blest, he knew that he he
those people. He couldn't keep from obseaytirat. When he and John stopped agtite Beautiful
of thegreat temple in Jerusalem and lifted the cripple and saw him healed, he knew that |
helped that poor man. When he walked down the street and his shadght hvealirg to the sick
and the afflicted, he probahblvas unaware of it. It ya to have a well behaved shadow. A man c
kiss his wifegood-ly, he can tell his children to sthome, and can tie up the oldgda the back
yard; but his shadow going with him. A detective or a bloodhoundght lose his trail, but that
shadow iggoing to stick ty him. It is eag to see that the shadow isypé¢ of somethig. It becomes
the type, or the picture, of the influence of ayhbife. These are the thijs you do and/etyou are
not conscious thatou do them. At this point we canngnhore the fact that the gadly life has its
unconscious influence. It casts a shadow also, and that shadow is a gitmerirPeople who are
unsaved myanot desire or intend to hurt other people buy ttennot avoid it.

Let's watch the two shadows for a while and see the contrast. First, observe theggtiastow.
| have seen a lyp probaby fourteenyears old, seriougllistenirg in the revival service. When the
altar call was made | have slipped down and pyitanm around his shoulders and said, "Son
believe God is talkigto you. Come and letgo to the altar.” Tears were in higes and he trembled,
but he looked across the church at his proud, wonfdither. She never said a word. it looked



at him, and when she did he stiffened his shoulders. His tears dried up and he said, "No, | dot
to go to ary altar.” The witherig shadow had fallen.

A yourg mother came to church with her little children around her. As she listened heyraeart
tender. She was not reagiher children as she had been reared. She was not careful to take th
Sundg school. There was no fampiéltar in the home, and she was not teagthose little ones to
say their little prgyers at nght. Soon she was weepisoftly. The preacher went to the little mothe
and said, "God hagivenyou these precious children. Doydu want to brig them to the Lord?
Come to the altar and let's praShe hesitated and then looked back to the rear of the church, w
her bg, handsome, unsaved husband stood. He did pot\Wéfe, don't be foolish. Sygaway from
that altar." Hgust looked at her one time, and that look chilledybed of hope in that wife's heart.
She took her little children and walked out of the churgotback to a Christless, gerless home.
That husband did not mean tgure his wife, but the withergishadow had fallen.

Someyears go we had a home in the mountains of North Carolina near Hendersonville. YOne
a friend came to call on us and, as he walked/athwlighted a agarette. None of our householc
used tobacco and our friends, knogvour attitude toward the habit, usyakfrained from smokin
on our premises. One of our litiirls notyet threeyears old saw that garette, and somehow it
fascinated her. Next glawife found her with matches and a piece of papgmdrto make a
cigarette, and she took the matchesyWwam her. She tried itgain a few dgs later and set her
clothing on fire and was terriplburned. All summer wife had to carthat child around on a pillow,
and for a log time we thoght she would not live. Togeshe is a tall, lovglyourg woman; but on
one arm and one side there agbyued scars that she will cgrto hergrave. That friend did not
intend to inure nry child, and | have never mentioned the matter to him; but the devil took agkvar
of the unconscious influence of that backslidden church member. The wjtelesidow had fallen
once more.

On the other hand there is aditier side to consider. We are ngaing to watch the operation
of the healig shadow. Somegears go | was pastor of the First Church of the Nazarene
Columbus, Ohio. One of our members, Sister Sallie Thompson, was & santan who had
known ma trials and sorrows anget was alwgs radiant and full of praise. Wife and | took ou
children and made a trip to Louisiana one summer to visit her people. The weathenwwearaer
and after a log, weay day of driving we were approachiShreveport late in thegtt. Drowsiness
began to creep over me, and finall said to ny wife, "Mollie, do you know what Sister Sallie
Thompson told me? She said she gaisig to sell hergold watch and diamond s andgive me
the mong for foreign missions."

Wife said, "Rg, stop this car. I'ngoing to drive."

| let her have the wheel and walked around to the other side of the car and climbed into th
| said, "Hong, aren'tyoujust a little abrupt?"

"No," she replied. "You were asleep at the wheel, and in another mpouemight have wrecked
this car and killed us."



| said, "Wly, my dear, | wasn't asleep.”

"Do you know what/ou were talkig about?" she asked. Of course | did not remember, and
said, "You were tellig me about Sister Thompsgping to sell hergold watch and her diamonds
andgive you the mong for missions.” She well knew that dear old Sister Sallie Thompson ne
had agold watch or a diamond in all her life. It is a wonderful ghivhen the healigpshadow can
even fall across our dreams to protect us in a time ajetan

Once there lived near the town of Stamford, Kenguekmaiden laglnamed May McAfee, who
enoyed and constantltestified to the experience of entire sanctification. She collected fares «
old tollgate on one of the turnpikes. Heb could have been wecommonplace and her life quite
dull except for the fact that she turned thaigetti into a sort of pulpit. She encoged the people
as thg passedy, told them of thegoodness of God, and the sweetness of salvation. The folk:
had confidence in her and somepodote an article about "MgiMcAfee: The Sanctified Talate
Keeper" andjave it to the cougtnewspaper. It was printed and other papers passed it on. Mo
later a Methodist circuit rider down in Mississippi was waljkahorg a path to the villge. His head
was down and his heart was hgaand as he walked hedan talkirg to the Lord:

"Lord, I'm a failure. jjust can't do aything with these people. It hasn't beend@ince we had a
good revival, and alregdnost of the converts are backslidden. It was like thayésstand thgear
before that. Now, Lord, | know You saved me and that You called me to preach; but I'm a f;
and, if there is anway You canget me to heaven without makime preach, | want You to do it."

That poor preacher was in a bad fix, but as he walkedydlerhappened to see a piece ¢
newspapenfing by the path. Out of curiosithe picked it up and hig/e fell on the article about
Mary McAfee. He read it and hope came into his heart. He looked toward heavemgamdaiierg
to the Lord gain.

“"Lord, | believe that Mar McAfee has an experience that | don't haveyiaf | had what she's
got | could do somethgnfor my people. Now, Lord, if that woman has an experience that will h
me, please, let ngo to see her.” Then he added, "If it isyMaill please send me the monr the
trip."

A few days later one of his members came to him and took out a roll ofynamaehanded five
ten-dollar bills to the preacher.

As soon as the dear fellow cowgdt his geballs back into their sockets and recover his spe
he said, "Brother, what is this mgnfr?"

The man said, "It'gust foryou."

"Shall | put it on missions or the preacher's galahe asked.



"No, preacher," said the man. "That mpmeyours. Three dg ao the Lord told me tgive you
fifty dollars, and I've not been able to rest since then. Now I've done what the Lord told me
andyou can burn up the moyer throw it awg if you want to."

Then the preacher, Brother Hopper, shouted, {GoiGod! Here's mtrip to Kentucly."

He took the train for Stamford. There he hired a horse agdytand drove out to see Mar
McAfee. As he told his stgr she listened quigtl She did not seem surprised nor did she consi
his case unusual. When he finished she looked him over for a moment and gaiéatNdrother,
all you need to do is tget sanctified whoyl." She did not sggest a course of readjmor tell him
about the camp meegrio be held next summer where hegmiget the blessip Mary McAfee was
ready for action. She turned an old split-bottomed higkadrair around on that porch and made ¢
altar of it. She said, "Kneel down, Brother Hopper." She knelt beside him and put up one har
a lightning rod and bgan to prg. It wasn't loig before the tjhtning struck. Brother Hoppgumped,
shouted, and ran from the porchoieing.

Finally he said, "Miss May, please excuse me for hyirrg away, but I'vegot the blessig | came
for and now I'vegot toget back to Mississippi and tellyriolks about it."

Hejumped into the gy and wagjone. He went back to Mississippi and set his circuit afire w
holiness revivals. A brilliant Methodist pastor in New Orleans named Be@arradine heard of
Brother Hopper and invited him to his church for a revival, and in that revival Dr. Carradine
sanctified wholy and later traveled thrghout the United States and indimnd as a flamig
evargelist of full salvation. He visited Nashville, Tennessee, and under his mifsir. J. O.
McClurkan, a devout Pregterian, was sanctified and later built Trevecca @elle

| was preachig one time in the old campmesaditabernacle that stood on the former campus
Trevecca Collge, and | said to thajreat comgregation, "Friends, dgyou know wly this camp
meetirg has been here thrgi theyears and winthat old collge on the hill has sent its hundred
of preachers and missionaries around the earth? It is because the shadow of a little sargaiteed
keeper reached down to Mississippi, across to Louisiana, back to Tennessee, and then tc
corners of this world.” MarMcAfee sleeps beneath the soil of old Kenyydbut her shadow still
moves like a benediction.

One of thegreatest and most npestic preachers of holiness | have ever known was Dr.yHe
Clay Morrison of Louisville, Kentuck. He was for more than fiftyears editor of a holiness
periodical. He was also president of AsbQollege for mary years. One summer | attended a scha
for Methodist preachers at TrigiCollege, now Duke Universyt and heard him preach a sermo
in which he told this stgrthat burned itself into ynmemoy and has been used in blegsin
thousands of people.

A cousin of Dr. Morrison's lived in the blugass section of Kentugk He was a handsome,
attractive man but pleasure-logiand uigodly. He owned a fine farm, hadgaod home, and kept
a strirg of race horses. One ylae was ridig on a spirited saddle horse when he came to one
those fine old coungrchurcheg/ou often see in central KentyckThey are usuajt painted white



and have a tall steeple. Ngaalways there is a lge graveyard agloining, and the place is enclosec
with a white limestone fence. Suddghke reined up his horse and dismounted and walked into 1
churclyard. He had thaght of a friend who had receptbassed awaand whose funeral he had bee
unable to attend. It occurred to him that he would like to segréive. Soon he located it and ther
before him was the fresh-turned dirt, the withered flowers, and the new tombstone. He re
inscription. It was in the earffall. Flowers were still in bloom and the moagiirds were siging,
and as he stood there in the quietude of thatyostalirclyard he bgan to talk aloud.

He said, "Bill, old bg, I'm sory for you. I'm afraidyou've missed it. The trouble wiylou, Bill,
is thatyou drank whiskg and plged the races and went all tyets --just like I'm doig. Thenyou
died --just like I'mgoing to die; andyou'vegone to hell -- where I'going. I'm sory, Bill, but
you've missed it."

He turned to walk awa and his ge fell on a tombstone that was tilted over a bit. gitaee had
sunk down and was matted over with hgsweckle vines. Out of curiogithe stooped to read the
inscription. It was th@rave of an old minister named Lagl&he man said, "I remember old Brothe
Lasley. It seems onlyesterdg, but it has been twepnfive years since he held a revival in that ol
church. | wagust fifteenyears old and | remember that | went to the altar oglet.nThat seems
strarge now; but | wagourg then, and m heart was tender, and | cried. | haven't been to churcl
years, and | couldn't gif | wanted too. M heart is as hard as a rock. | don't care for God nor m
| cried that nght. Old Brother Lasle saw me and came around and put his handsydmead and
prayed for me, and all the burden left me and | was f1aBpt all that is in the past anglust don't
care. Life's a strage thirg. | thought when Igot my race horses that | would be hgppnd now |
sometimes wish tlyewere all dead. I'vgot agood farm and good wife and children, anget I'm
not happ -- but I know | was happthat nght. | know I'm wrog and on ny way to hell; but, bad
as | am, I'dgive evey foot of Kentucly land that | own, evgrrace horse on ynfarm, and ever
dollar I'vegot in the bank if | couldjo back tweng-five years and couldet down at that altar once
more and if old Brother Lastecould once more put his hands oy head and psafor me. If | could
once more feel in pnheart what | felt that ght, it would be worth it all, but | can't. wheart is
dead. | couldn't shed a tear if | wanted to."

He put his hand to his face and then looked at it in astonishment. "O Lord," h¢usdilhdk at
this. I'm cying." He started to take a step and his footgbdéun the hongsuckle vines and he
sprawled across thgtave. He buried his face in his arms and/pda "Lord, if | haven'gone too
far, if there is ayp hope for a fellow like me, please take me back and let me feel once more w
felt in my heart when old Brother Lagigrayed for me."

Soon his wife heard him congrthrowgh the house like a storm. She had started into theglin
room carying a tray of dishes, when he met her and seized her in his arms, scptt@naware all
over the floor. Hgumped and shouted and, as soon as his wife gmiltier breath, she said
"Husband, what in the world is the matter wythu? Haveyou gone crag?"

"No, hong," he said, "I'm not craz I've got religion.”

She said, "Dear, I'm gglad, but | didn't know there wasyrevivalgoing on."



"Oh, yes, hong, a wonderful revival! Old Brother Lasleand | had one dowyonder in the
graveyard.”

The people had laid Brother Lagl® rest man years go, but somehow tlyecouldn't buy his
shadow. No tomb can ever interg@d man's influence.

Do you remember that there is someghiiike this in the Bible? In Il Kigs 13:21 we read about
a time when the Israelites were img a man and suddenthey saw in the distance a marauglin
band of Moabites approaclgnSomeone said, "We can't stop tg dgrave. What are wgoing to
do with this dead man?" Another said, "Let's put him in Elisha's sepulchre.” The Scripsyurésed
when the man was let down, and touched the bones of Elisha, he revived, and stood upon h
I imagine he beat his pallbearers home because he didn't have to walk to the funeyatias the

Friends, if Jesus tarries, one of thesgsd@mu and | will be carried to thgraveyard and laid to
rest until there comes that trumpet call of the first resurrection; but, if we have lived in the w
the Lord, the precious heafjrshadows will remain. Hallejah!
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