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THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT—THE LIFE STORY OF VIRGINIA
BRANDT

“In the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia”

Over the trails of the Blue Ridge Mountains a circuit rider went preaching the gospel. From Ronsevert, West Virginia,
through Valley Forge & Roanoke to the east coast of Old Point Comfort, he told the “old story.” Though he loved the
hills of Virginia & the hospitable fold of that country, he was young & ambitious, & often dreamed of a large church
where he could preach to the multitudes & see his visions fulfilled. Also he would be an author some day, he planned, &
reach the hearts of the people not only through the spoken, but the written message. His name was John, & like the
beloved disciple, he longer most of all to please his Master & have his life count to the very fullest in His service.

There were many obstacles—the severest trial, keenest sacrifices, real poverty; all these in those early days when the
small town & country church gave a bare living to the old time circuit rider. But this young man had an indomitable will,
undying courage, & grim determination; which had been born in the heart of the country boy through hard work, extreme
hardships, & real privations on an old farm in Ohio. These very qualities, linked with his faith in God & prayer, brought
him, as it has many a country boy with the same obstacles to overcome, up from the obscure farm to the fulfillment of
his dreams. Today if you will take that well-known book, “Who’s Who in America,” & run your finger slowly down the
page through the letter “B”, you will come to his name, the name Brandt, & then the given names, John Lincoln.

NOTE: Copied from the 1933 volume of “Who’s Who in America.”

BRANDT, JOHN LINCOLN:

Clergyman, lecturer, Ordained minister of Christian (Disciples) Church; Pastorates: Denver, Terre Haute, Toledo,
Valpariso, St. Louis, Muskogee, Oklahoma, Cathedral Church of Christ, Melbourne, Australia. Now pastor N. Vermont
Christian Church, Los Angeles, Lyceum lecturer; extensive traveler. Mason. Author: Lord’s Supper 1888; Turning
Points in Life 1890, Marriage & the Home 1892, The false & the True 1893, Soul Saving Sermons 1893. Anglo-Saxon
Supremacy 1915, Great Bible Questions 1926, Finding Christ 1939. Captain Jack. Writer for magazines & religious
journals.

But the part of the story with which this books has to do, began back in those Blue Ridge days when there was born in
the home of the young circuit rider, a tiny baby girl, & so tiny she was, that she weighed only a few pounds. | was that
baby girl, born in Ronsevert, West Virginia, & as | was such a tiny piece of humanity then, just so small do I feel in my
own estimation today, as | write of my life. However, | would never tell this story if it were really of MY life, but it has
to do with another Life—so beautiful, so wonderful, so beyond compare that my very heart thrills at the opportunity of
telling you of the wonderful thing which He did! This other Life of which | speak is that Life Divine of the matchless
Christ, who says that “He came that we might have life, & have it more abundantly.” This Wonderful One, the Christ of
glory, who stopped so many times along the Jerusalem road to comfort or touch the poorest & humblest of men, stopped
one day at my door & stooped to touch my broken body.

Wonder of wonders that He should care for the very least! Miracle of divine Compassion that He should stoop to the
lowliest! Marvel of the ages that He should so love us! And never-ceasing wonder that, while we were yet sinners, Christ
died for us! This High & Holy One, this Lovely Man from the Glory stooped so low one day as to touch my broken,
blighted life, my suffering, dying body, transforming them both forever by a miracle of grace.

As a mighty rescuer, in his sacrifice & bravery is lauded, honored & loved while the rescued one receives only a
passing thought, so will you, as you read, think on the mighty Saviour & His wonderful love, & give only a passing
thought, please, to the name & life of the rescued one. All glory to His Name!

“Christmas Morning” (24 years later)

It was Christmas morning & the hospital was alive with visitors & agog with excitement. Some were going home;
others were joyfully greeting loved ones who had come long distances to spend the holidays with the sufferers. Propped
up on my pillows, | was begging the doctor to let me go home for the Christmas holidays. “I really do not want you to go
home for a few days, for you are still very weak,” the doctor said. “You have had a very hard time. You must take care
of yourself for the sake of this little life that is dependent on you now.”



“But this is Christmas day, & it won’t seem like Christmas in a hospital; I’ll be very careful, | promise, if you’ll let me
go this morning.” And so after much pleading, the doctor, against his better judgment, gave orders to get me ready.

My heart was simply thrilled at the thought of home, husband, Christmas! I had gone down into the valley of the
shadow where so many mothers have been, & snatching up this little life, I had come back with heart simply overflowing
with joy that God had given me a son; that dear little warm bundle resting close beside me there was my very own & |
could take it home with me. Home would be different from now on; it was such a wonderful place anyhow, for my
husband & | were very happy, but it would be like a real family with a baby there. And the neighbors had prepared
Christmas dinner for us; they would have it ready, they said, by the time I arrived. Oh, it was all too good to be true, & it
was such a beautiful Christmas. It seemed as they carried me out of the hospital door to place me in the car (for | was
still too weak to walk) that | had never seen a prettier Christmas. There was a deep mantle of snow on the ground & |
exclaimed at the beauty of the trees, as their snow-laden branches reached out, glistening white, in the sunshine. The
outdoor air was so fresh & cool that it made me feel stronger. | looked about on the world with new hope & joy. It was
wonderful just to be alive, but to have the added joy of my new treasure was almost more than my cup of happiness
could contain. And Christmas day! I had always loved Christmas better than any other day. And home! We were almost
there now—ijust in sight of the house—how good it looked!

But—how strangely God Works! “His ways are not our ways, & His thoughts are not our thoughts.”

“God works in a mysterious way,

His wonders to perform;

He plants His footsteps on the sea,

And rides upon the storm.”

“For as high as the heavens are above the earth, so are His ways above our ways, & His thoughts above our thoughts.”

How swiftly, unexpectedly, tragedy can come stalking across Life’s path; one moment the sun is shining brightly—the
next, the sun hides his face behind a storm-cloud & the whole world suddenly turns gloomy & dark. Across the
wonderful joy in my heart, & the beauty of that sparkling Christmas suddenly fell a shadow so deep & long that it
overcast & blighted the years to come.

For just in sight of the little house—almost there—there was an accident. | was thrown, & my back, hitting the
curbstone, was broken in two different places; stunned for a moment, & frightened, they carried me in & laid me on the
bed. There was much agitation on the part of friends who hurried in, the deep concern of a loving husband, hushed
voices; & then, after hours, the doctor’s verdict—it came in a quiet professional tone, but with a note of sadness that
struck a chill to the depth of my heart & seemed to freeze every word into my memory with icy precision:

“She is paralyzed from the waist down; I can find no reflexes here at all. From this superficial examination | would
say the back is broken, but only the X-ray can truthfully tell just what the injury is. | sympathize with you deeply & will
do all in my power to help, but | feel there is very little that can be done. There is only one chance in a thousand, & that
chance is an extremely dangerous one, but I can tell you more about it after the X-ray. Good afternoon!” The door closed.
I was left alone in the little room—alone with a broken body; broken hopes; & a broken heart. | could hear faint
whispering of friends who were anxiously talking it over in the dining room; a white-faced, heavy-hearted husband had
gone for some supplies. A kindly nurse bent over me. “The baby is crying: shall I bring him?” I only nodded, for I felt if
I even opened my lips to speak one word, the torrent of my sorrow would tear my aching body to pieces. She brought
him in & laid him beside me—the same warm cuddly bundle; but the joy was now gone from my heart.

Still & white, & cold as the snow that greeted me that wonderful Christmas morning, I lay staring at the ceiling;
numbed, dazed, still hearing the doctor’s verdict. The bundle stirred, then a faint cry that echoed in my heart, & there
came the blessed relief of tears—a stream of tears that flowed over a span of five years—five years that followed, of
awful agony, suffering, & heartbreak—years of intolerable pain, isolation, & loneliness—years that seemed endless with
hopelessness & despair.

READER: Please do not fail to read the following note. It is vitally important to the reader of this story.

NOTE: | desire to testify to the following facts regarding Mrs. B’s condition & operation:

The X-ray photographs had revealed that the back was broken in two different places, & the broken misplaced
vertebrae were pressing on the spinal cord. | was in the operating room when the physicians operated on the broken back;
there were nine physicians & surgeons in the room at the time. The operating physician was Dr. Oliver Fay, noted &
skilled specialist; others were assisting, & some looking on, for it was a very unusual operation. They cut the back open
for 12 inches, & with surgeon’s maul & chisel, hacked away the bone covering the spinal cord for nearly eight inches,



thus removing the upper processes & exposing the spinal cord within that space. Through the following months she was
compelled to lie perfectly still until cartilage grew over the spinal cord. (Today Mrs. B. has no bone over that portion of
that cord--8 inches—it is simply covered by cartilage.)

The wonderful skill of the surgeons & splendid medical care brought as a result of the operations partial restoration to
life of the lower part of Mrs. B.’s body, which had been paralyzed, but so great was the shock of the operation, because
of her already weakened condition, that she suffered a complete collapse & did not recover from the effects of the
operations for months. The following five years of invalidism, during which | nursed her, with the help of others. She
developed acute angina of the heart, which is pronounced incurable by the medical profession, & causes extreme
suffering on the part of the patient. She already had aortic & mitrol stenosis (a valvular trouble of the heart). Many times
I have sat beside her, holding my fingers on her pulse, when there would only be two or three heartbeats out of every five,
& more times than | can remember when she grew so weak, toward the last, that | could not feel the pulse at all over a
period of many seconds. Her stomach became completely salivated; the bowels partly paralyzed.

Over quite a period of time, we gave her nourishment through a tube, as she was unable to swallow; a severe lung
trouble had developed & the right lobe of the lung was almost completely gone. There was a large lump on the back of
the head at the base of the cerebellum—a lesion, which would interfere in some way when she turned her head, & caused
her to sink into unconsciousness. The trouble grew worse as she grew weaker; at last she was unable to turn her head at
all. Acute pyorrhea set in in her gums, which were inflamed & swollen, & nearly every tooth was loose. She was, with
rarest exceptions, unable to take any solid food at all, & was fed only diluted liquids through a tube.

During the last year of her invalidism she was seriously paralyzed on the left side & lay absolutely helpless on rubber
cushions, which she was fast going blind & was kept alive only by stimulants; for over five years she was a helpless,
hopeless invalid, lying on rubber cushions, weighing only 78 pounds, her body emaciated & her face gaunt; unconscious
most of the time towards the last—an intense sufferer—a hopeless case, absolutely given up by the physicians. She could
not even be turned in a sheet, to rest her back, for if she was turned on her side for even a moment or two, her heart
would begin to lose beats—slow down--& once it actually stopped beating, when we took too great a risk.

| carried her on a stretcher to the Battle Creek Sanitarium; in the same manner to St. Louis, Missouri, to a heart specialist
then clear to Corpus Christi, Texas, still on a stretcher; & on to San Francisco, California, where we decided to take her
to some quiet place to spend her dying days, as she steadily grew worse, & the medical profession were perfectly agreed
that no matter where we went, there was not the least hope, nor the least thing which they could do.

It was in the parsonage of the First Christian Church at Ukiah, California, of which | was pastor, that we waited for the
end. When we first arrived at Ukiah, Mrs. B’s condition was so improved that we entertained hopes for her regaining
health, but there came a sudden relapse & her condition was worse than ever after that. Doctors claimed that it would not
be long, & agreed that it was little short of a miracle that her life had been so far prolonged. She had the very best
medical attention through the years & they did not hesitate to tell me that Mrs. B’s case was completely beyond medical
aid; no HUMAN skill could help her. We thank those good men; they were very helpful, & did all they could, but when
they gave up & told us there was no HUMAN help, we took the case to a higher power & found that there is “nothing
impossible with God,” & “Man’s extremity is God’s opportunity.”

| desire to testify to these facts, having been an eye-witness to the operation & a constant attendant upon the case
throughout the years of invalidism, & can truthfully say without the shadow of a doubt, that what happened to Mrs. B.
(which she tells in her story) was truly a miracle.

May God richly bless you as you read; strengthen your faith & deepen your love for Him! “From death bed to pulpit,
overnight” was a small thing for His power. He can do still greater things for you, & says in Jeremiah 33:3, “Call upon
me & | will answer thee & show thee great & mighty things which thou knowest not.” According to your faith, be it unto
you.

e H.E.B. (husband of Virginia Brandt)

MEMORIES

In the long weary months that dragged by I lived with memories. How little some of us realise that the day may come
when our only companions & our only source of comfort will be the things we take down off memory’s shelf. Hours at a
time | was left alone with only my thoughts as companions. | could not see to read, | was too weak to talk, & lived so
much on the borderland of death that | had very little in common with the living; literally shut in with my memories.



During my girlhood my father had insisted that we commit something to memory every week. He believed heartily in
a well-stored memory & did all he could to make our young minds a veritable store-house. Some people have the idea
that because a thing is in the past it no longer exists—it is only a memory. But | found during those days that memories
were living things, & that I had to live with them day after day for years. How different my life would have been if | had
only known—only stopped to think that | would some day have to live with them along the way!

Through my parent’s insistence | had stored away a quantity of Scripture which was to be a marvelous blessing, a
turning point in my life later, but at this time it meant nothing to me because of a great shadow of unbelief that had
darkened my life: What a tragedy that during those fearful days I did not have the comfort of God’s Word, the faith in
His promises, & the realisation of His presence, that | was to have later! How different those days would have been to
me afterwards, but my life was a bottomless abyss of aching void; my soul an empty shell filled only with insatiable
desire, for not only did | have a broken body, but broken faith, also—no hope; no God.

Let me take you back through some of those memories, & you will better understand why God dealt with me as He
did. I believe I can truthfully say that the only religion | had was “inherited religion”; | inherited it just as | did some of
the characteristics of my parents, which | carry to this day; just as one would inherit some family heirloom & while
keeping & treasuring it, yet never putting it to any practical use.

I was born in the lap of the church. | was a preacher’s daughter; I never knew anything but the church—its services, its
people, its teachings. When about six years old, someone asked me where | was born & | promptly answered, “Why in
church, of course.” Why wouldn’t I answer thus? | was born in the midst of a revival, & had spent most of my little life
going & coming to church. My preacher father & precious mother always had family worship; from my earliest
remembrance a Bible was as common around the house as a chair. Naturally, then, at nine years of age, | walked down
the aisle of the church, when the invitation was given for those who desired to accept Jesus Christ as their Saviour, &
putting my hand in my father’s | answered the questions, which were asked me, & became a member of the church.

From that day on | worked in church circles—Sunday school Christian Endeavor, a mission on the Mississippi River
front. As | grew into girlhood, & then young womanhood, | prayed, testified & otherwise manifested that | was a
Christian believer—an active church member—in face, quite a religious person. | was religious—but so are some of the
heathen of the world; | was an active church member—but so are some of the most ungodly people | have ever known;
& certainly | prayed—I had always prayed, as | understood prayer then, but I never really expected the answers to prayer,
& did not have a personal acquaintanceship with Jesus Christ. I knew OF Him, but I did not KNOW HIM; | had no
personal dealing with Him; He was a far-away being—silent, rather severe, & altogether uncaring except when | did
something wrong, & then He was very angry (which I truly felt was the case most of the time). In fact, if I may put it
exactly as | felt, He was a great judge, angry at me for my sins, & therefore had turned His face away & didn’t want very
much to do with me. This conclusion had nothing to do with my father’s teaching or my mother’s training, for | was
most willful & independent, & | wanted only my own way, & not God’s or anyone else’s. Most certainly | had never
been born again, & therefore was not, as the Scripture says, “A new creature in Christ Jesus”, nor had “old things passed
away.” When | joined the church I did not have it in mind to unite my life with Jesus Christ—I simply united it with a
denominational organization. | had never had a change of heart; when | went down into the waters for baptism, | went
down a dry sinner & came up a wet one! The Scripture speaks of “a form of godliness without the power thereof.”
2Tim.3:4.

As | grew older, my religion was perfect in its outward form, but there was absolutely no power, thereof. Jesus said to
the Pharisees: “Ye cleanse the outside of the platter, while the inside is filthy.” (Mat.23:25) In outward observance—that
is, church-going, prayer-meeting attendance, public testimony, singing, & giving, my religious life was exemplary;
inside, like the platter of which Jesus spoke, it was unchanged. Even as a child | watched people very closely, & the idea
I gained of the Christian life from some church members, was anything but helpful. The position in which | was placed
brought me into close contact with some nominal Christians, that | had, unfortunately, too good a chance to observe not
only Dr. Jekyll, but Mr. Hyde. In fact, it was after a Christian Endeavor business meeting in the home of a worker, that
unknown to my parents, | first learned to dance; also it was a professing Christian woman (& one whose profession was
quite well known) who first put a pack of cards in my hand & taught me their names. I could mention more instances of
this kind, but suffice it to say that | saw too much of what is called the “nominal Christian”. Webster says “nominal”
means, “in name only.” God’s Word says, “Thou hast a name that thou livest, but thou art dead.” (Rev.3:1) No wonder |
told my mother one day that | had come to the conclusion that she was mistaken about it not being right for Christians to
do certain things, because | saw a number of the church members whom | admired the most, doing those very things. But
unfortunately, | did not know the difference then between Christianity & “Churchianity”; between a “nominal” Christian
& a real one; between a “professor” & a “possessor”; between a historical Christ & a living, personal Saviour. And this



is how the church is divided today—those who know OF Him, & those who really KNOW HIM. No wonder Jesus said:
“l know thy works, that thou are neither cold nor hot; I would thou wert cold or hot. So then because thou are lukewarm,
& neither cold or hot, | will spew thee out of my mouth.” (Rev.3:15) Is it any wonder then, that when my mother died,
bitterness entered my soul, & at times | almost hated God for taking her away & breaking up our home. I never talked
about these things to any one, but hid them away in my heart, & there they rankled the deeper for lack of expression.

A FAR COUNTRY & HUSKS

Shortly after mother’s death | left home, traveling & visiting in the Southland. While visiting a worldly friend in San
Antonio, Texas, | threw myself into a vortex of worldliness, trying to fill & satisfy my empty heart with what the crowd
called “good times.” While there was nothing immoral in anything we did, yet it was indeed “riotous” living; it was like
the prodigal’s going into a “far country,” & it ended like his experience, with husks. In fact, I came at length to a place
where such a life no longer interested me. | was satiated. | could truly say in the words of Ella Wheeler Wilcox’s little
poem:

I have lost the road to happiness—

Does anyone know it, pray?

I was dwelling there where the morn was fair,
But somehow | wandered away.

| saw rare treasures in scenes of pleasure

And ran to pursue them, when lo!

I had lost the path to happiness,

And knew not whither to go.

The dance bored me; the theatre tired me; I was sick of playing cards with a crowd that chattered about nothings. So
with bitterness in my heart toward God, & dissatisfaction with the life | was living, | longed for a change—anything, just
so it would bring some satisfaction. | couldn’t live on husks forever. Oh, if | had only realized then that only God can
ever satisfy the soul of man; that while the body that is made from this earth can be fed from the earth, the soul, which
came straight from the breath of God, only God Himself can satisfy.

This feeling of disgust for my life, culminated one evening in a remarkable decision. It would take a book in itself to
tell of the occasion & circumstances which brought about this final decision, but the fact that has to do with this story is
that | definitely concluded that instead of throwing my life away as | had been doing, | would give it away. | was sick of
such a weary, vain existence; the very monotony of it bored me; the awful emptiness of it nauseated me. So before I ever
knew the Christ, the altogether satisfying Saviour, I grew tired of an empty life—husks. So instead of throwing my life
away, | decided I would give it to some benevolent cause, some philanthropic work; I had heard much of social service
work & it appealed to me, (I determined to investigate at once & find just where & how to best train for such service.)

COLLEGE DAYS

| matriculated in a well-known college & went to work with a will. I did not have to be persuaded to apply myself, but
literally buried every thought & free moment in study. Unlike my father, | was not naturally brilliant or intellectual, but |
loved books, & it was easy to study. There was one thing | believe | should say was in my favor—I had very high
ideals—the result of strict early training & wonderful parental influence. Also | had a deep unselfish desire to be of
service to others. I did not know how or where, but I firmly intended to give my life to some good cause; not to service
for Christ, necessarily, or for His glory, but simply to alleviate the sufferings of others. Toward this goal | worked,
studied, trained, & sacrificed. | had much to encourage me to start with, for | had many advantages—advantages of
home-teaching & study, for my father owned an enormous library containing hundreds & hundreds of books. Before |
was fifteen years of age | had had a fairly good education; advantages of travel—before | was eighteen | had not only
crossed & recrossed this continent numbers of times, but had traveled all over Europe. Advantages of association—I had
had not only the privilege of meeting, but of knowing personally some very great & noble people whom | had met at
resort places, abroad, or in my father’s home; a number of such I had met in a period in which | traveled with my father
in Chautauqua work. | mention this, because knowing these lives had much to do with shaping ideals & ambitions of
later years.

College days passed very rapidly. | took some work at two different universities, but it is only with one of these that
my story deals.



MODERNISM IN ACTION

In college | became deeply interested in a course of studies under a professor who was a modernist. What is
modernism? Someone has answered, “It is infidelity dressed up in new clothes; it is simply agnosticism with a shave &
haircut.” I can find no better definition, description, or expose of modernism than that which is set forth in that
wonderful little book of Dr. A. P. Gouthey’s—*"Jesus Christ; Was He Man, or Is He God?” | quote it here: “Modernism
masquerades as a product of a new intellectualism, but in reality it is only a rehash of musty arguments long since met &
defeated by defenders of the Christian faith from the days of the Apostles down to the present. It is called ‘Higher
Criticism’, but in the final analysis it is a very LOW ORDER OF CRITICISM, since for the most part, it argues without
a premise, presents philosophical speculation in the name of science, professes Christianity without a redeeming Christ,
& proposes to show that the Bible is antiquated without producing a scrap of evidence which will stand the test of logic
or science, & finally utterly ignores the accumulated evidence of nearly two thousand years of Christian experience.”

You understand | was taking work in the Bible Department of this university along with my other studies. However,
this professor taught only the Bible; he was distinctly a Bible teacher. Day after day | sat under his teaching, not realizing
at all, at first, that the little faith which I did have was being undermined. Stories & Scripture which | had always been
taught were absolute truth; things which had actually happened, were taught as only allegories. Chapter after chapter of
God’s Word which had always been taught me as facts, were set forth by this professor as myths; others were simply
legendary. Many of the outstanding promises were not for today at all, & the miracles which Christ performed, could be
worked by any man far enough advanced in the laws which governed them.

Swiftly & surely my little faith in the authenticity of the scripture, the divine inspiration of the writers, & the divinity
of Christ & His miracles, slipped away. There was a student in the class, with whom | was associated, who was far
advanced along these lines of “modern thought,” many times he explained to me this new theology—just what he
believed. He was more outspoken than the professor, who veiled his modernism under this cover: “Now, students, | have
shown you both sides of the question. THIS is the

old theology, & THIS is the new. This is the old trend of thought, & this is the modern. It is best to set them both before
you in the class room.” But it was plain to tell which he believed, for he was not simply a higher critic; he was quietly,
insidiously, a destructive critic.

What is this new theology; modernism, as we call it?

Instead of the Bible being a revelation from God, infallibly given, it is not a revelation at all; simply a bundle of
legends, myths, man-made teachings, & fabrications.

Instead of the historic interpretation of man—a creature made in the image of God, having a God-breathed soul within
him, he is simply an imperfect beast.

Instead of Jesus Christ being divine, & the Bible account of the immaculate conception being true, He is divine only in
the sense in which any man or woman is divine, because He was imperfect, also.

The Incarnation is dispensed with, & the theory presented that if Jesus Christ Himself were living today He would
change His views.

The Bible prophecies were not written by men inspired by the Holy Spirit, but are only apocalyptic fancies.
Sin is not rebellion, but simply a trifling thing—perhaps even an awakening.
Everything is conjecture; there is no certainty about anything, for truth is not ascertainable after all.

Therefore, we are left as beasts, groping in the dark. No God-given ancestry to look back upon, & no ceratin
expectation for the future; no sweet assurance for the present.

This is a very brief summarization of the new theology; Modernism, as it was presented to me.

A DISCARDED BIBLE

The story is told of the consecrated old elder, who, when his pastor resigned, presented him at the farewell reception
with a neatly wrapped package, saying: “This will doubtless be a little different from any of the other farewell gifts you
have received.” Naturally the pastor was curious, & without waiting, opened the parcel at once, only to discover the
worn faded cover of a Bible with all the inside removed. Rather taken back he inquired, “Is there some mistake? Is this



the gift; or perhaps | have the wrong bundle?” “No,” replied the old elder, “that’s all you have left me of the Bible & |
thought you might as well take the cover also. You see, whenever you told us something was not for today | would
immediately tear it out, & other passages that you said were myths & allegories, misinterpretations, etc., | also removed
along with any references that referred to them. This is the result. The covers were all | had left; you took all the rest, so |
thought you might as well have them also.” Well that is just the way | felt about my Bible when | had finished my work
at the university. | can remember as if it were yesterday, my little room in the dormitory where my things were spread
out ready for packing. School was over & | was ready to go. | had discarded a number of things that | could not take with
me, & the thought came to my heart, “You may just as well discard that Bible, for you haven’t any more faith in it as
being divinely inspired; it is no longer to you the “Word of God’, for like the old elder, all you have left is the covers.” |
did not actually throw the Bible away, but in my heart | discarded it. However, | still believed that it was the best system
of ethics given to the world, & that Jesus Christ was the greatest teacher humanity had ever known. | had studied the
teachings of Plato, Aristotle, Socrates, Diogenes, Buddha, & Confucius, but there was no mistaking that the teachings of
Jesus Christ were far beyond any of these. So while every vestige of faith in the infallibility of the Scriptures was torn
away, | still studied its pages faithfully, striving to live according to its great principles, & taking it as my code of morals.
I was nothing less than an agnostic; religion was an outward form, & prayer only a pious reverie that had a subconscious
effect upon the one who prayed.

I was much like a prospector | heard about (& many of you have doubtless heard the story before) who was sitting one
evening by his camp fire in Alaska when his companions suddenly asked him, “Jim, if you should ever strike a gold vein,
what would be the first thing you would do when you could go back to the United States?” “Let me see,” said Jim, “well,
I believe | would buy a good meal of fresh food—fresh vegetables & fresh meat. | am so sick of canned beans & canned
sardines that | can hardly look a bean or sardine in the face any more.” Well, the day did come when Jim struck a gold
vein &, his pockets loaded with money, he landed in San Francisco & made his way to a well-known cafe. The waiter
brought him the menu &, smilingly Jim looked up & said, “I would like to have some of this turkey & cranberry sauce,
with all the fixings.” The waiter cleared his throat & answered, “I am sorry, but the turkey & cranberry sauce are all gone.
There were a great many more people here today than we expected. Perhaps there will be something else?” Jim scanned
the menu again & answered, “Well, just bring me some of this chicken & dumplings; sounds like home to me. That will
just satisfy.” Again the waiter cleared his throat & replied, “I am truly sorry, sir but you see we had a couple of
delegations come in here on the way to the ferry & they ate up all the chicken & dumplings. Perhaps you would have
something else?” This time Jim’s face fell &, frowning a little, he said, “Sure | understand. Well just bring me a good
juicy steak, & have it smothered in onions. That will be fine.” Quite embarrassed this time, the waiter said, “That’s just
too bad, my friend, but you see that big fat traveling man over there—well, he ate the last steak we had. Truly | am
sorry.” “Well, what could you give me,” Jim asked rather tartly. “Oh, we can open up any canned goods for you,” replied
the waiter. “No you don’t open up any canned goods for ME,” replied the quickly departing Jim, as he grasped his grip
& hat & made for the door, to where they had something besides canned goods.

I quite agree with Jim, & the application made by many preachers, of this story, is so true to my own experience that it
seems the illustration was written just for me. That teacher had told my hungry heart that there was no more turkey &
cranberry sauce, so far as the new birth was concerned. A real genuine born-again experience? Why that was eaten up a
long time ago. And the baptism of the Holy Spirit—a real endowment of power from on high? That was eaten up a long
time ago by the disciples & there was not more chicken & dumplings of this sort to satisfy my needy soul. And Christ’s
healing power?--Why, that was only to usher in Christ’s ministry; that was just a juicy steak that the early disciples at
every vestige of, & there wasn’t even any of that gravy left. And Christ Himself?--Why, it was certainly to be understood
that He was not the same today, for said, they, He is no longer the miraculous Christ, & all that is left of the generous
feast that He spread in those days is just a little canned goods—canned goods that bears the labels of rationalism,
formalism, modernism, etc.; but God’s pantry shelves are empty so far as any real power & fire of the Holy Spirit, &
marvelous manifestation of the Miraculous Christ, any supernatural experience that would utterly transform the life. No
wonder some of us cannot look any of this canned goods in the face any more. It has so poisoned souls, & turned us, that
we want nothing more to do with it; only real food will satisfy us. No matter how attractive the label on the can, we are
afraid of it; only the genuine will satisfy our souls.

A CHURCH THAT JESUS NEVER ATTENDED

Surely the odds were against me in those days, & the lesson that | was to learn was to be learned to the very limit. |
was attending a church in the lake district, that many of my friends had been members of for years. To say it was cold &
formal would not begin to describe the atmosphere of that magnificent institution. Everything was done in perfect
decency & order, but there was no warmth or power of God known there; its atmosphere was refined, but not spiritual;



educational, but not inspiring or uplifting to the soul. The preacher was a mighty lecturer, oratorical & brilliant, but one
felt like the old lady who could not understand what the preacher was talking about, soaring so far beyond the people in
his intellectual flights, that she cried out at last, “Please, preacher, put your cookies on the bottom shelf.” I listened
continually to these intellectual discourses, which had nothing of real old time religion or a living Christ about them. |
think that church was a great deal like the one the old darky had tried to get in for a number of months, but the preacher,
not wanting his membership & yet not wanting to hurt him, had put him off so many times that at last the old darky
became suspicious. It dawned on him that he wasn’t wanted. The pastor had told him the last time he saw him, to pray
about the matter, so one day he called the preacher on the phone & said:

“That’s all right parson, about my membership in your church. You don’t need to bother about it any more.” “So you
prayed about it, Sam?” asked the preacher. “Yes, sir, | prayed about it,” said the old man, “and the Lord said to me, ‘Sam,
don’t you mind about not getting in that church; | have been wanting to get in there myself for about 20 years & | have
never succeeded yet.”” We smile about this as we use it for a simple illustration, but oh, what a heart-rending tragedy
there is in the fact that a person can attend some churches week after week for years & never really meet Jesus Christ. No
wonder then that a woman with a poor hungry heart left on a “modern” pastor’s desk one day, this little verse of scripture:
“They have taken away my Lord & | know not where they have laid Him.” This pastor dispensed his “canned goods” in
the most beautiful manner possible. One felt so intellectually uplifted after hearing one of those mighty discourses, but
the heart was hungrier & emptier than ever.

Under this influence my poor hurt heart grew colder than ever—literally frozen in formalism, rationalism, modernism.
I would like to go back some day & see how the old colored woman’s principle would work on that church. Her name
was Martha, & she made the very best ice cream in the whole community. Every time they had a church social, bazaar,
or worthwhile affair, Aunt Martha would have to make the ice cream, for no one could make it just like she did. One
afternoon her old heart was elated by a call from some of the real aristocrats in the neighborhood. She rocked back &
forth on her front porch, entertaining them & smiling happily in her joy at their unexpected visit, when suddenly her joy
was turned to suspicion. She found out the real reason for their coming—they hadn’t come to see her at all—they wanted
to know how she made her ice cream. “Martha,” said the spokeswoman of the group, “we’re going to have a church
social & we want to find out just how you make your ice cream, for there isn’t any in the whole town that can make it
like you can.” “Well,” answered the dear soul, “I’ll jest tell you-all how | makes dat dar cream. | takes de eggs & de
sugar & cream & banilla extract & | puts dem all in dat dar freezer & stirs em up together, den I puts the lid on the
freezer & when it comes evening, den | puts dat dar freezer on my shoulder & carries it over & sits it up against that dar
church of yours & when | goes back in the morning it is just ‘friz’ as nice as anything you ever saw.” Well, in that story,
auntie described exactly the reaction of that particular old formal church upon my poor heart. How true that verse: “Thou
hast a name that thou livest, but thou art dead.”

True, there were churches at that time that had the warmth & power, the very fire of the Holy Spirit; you will find
them in every denomination where Christ is lifted up, men’s hearts are blessed, & lives transformed. Had | found such a
church at that time, perhaps this story would never have been written.

I am ashamed to tell you that in this condition of heart & soul | went out as National Field Secretary of one of the
largest missionary organizations then chartered by the United States government. | traveled from state to state,
organizing boards, speaking at mass meetings, & nearly every Sunday would speak in some one of the churches at the
morning service. At such times, | always used the Bible, my system of ethics, but | did not believe its fundamental truths
any more than any agnostic believes them today. | did not partake of its promises, nor believe they were real & practical
any more than any modernist believes them today. An agnostic in the pulpit? But is that so uncommon today? The time
was when men stood outside the church & threw mud at the Bible; today we have many destructive critics who stand in
the pulpit & throw mud at the most sacred teachings, the fundamental doctrines of the Divine Word. Surely we are living
in that day of which God’s Word speaks when it says, “The time will come when they will not endure sound doctrine,
but after their own lusts shall heap to themselves teachers, having itching ears.” And that other scripture which says:
“And their mouth speaketh great swelling words, having men’s persons in admiration because of advantage.” Jude 1:16.

ROMANCE

While in the work of which | have spoken, | was stationed for a while in Reno, Nevada, & there | met Mr. B., my
husband, who was afterwards to play so large a part in the most marvelous experience that ever came into my life. When
my work was finished in Reno, Nevada, | went on to Ogden, Utah, to complete some unfinished work there. Mr. B.
hurried to Ogden, as | was soon leaving for the far east, & there we were married in a little Methodist Church at the close
of a Wednesday night service. Mr. B. was a very sweet singer, & shortly after this, my father invited us to go on an



evangelistic tour with him, Mr. B. having charge of the music. It was during this revival period, under my father’s
preaching, that Mr. B. volunteered for the ministry. However, he had had since childhood a sincere faith in the Word of
God, & with a strong Christian background, had carried through life an unshaken faith in Jesus Christ as the Saviour. My
husband did not know my religious convictions when he married me, & never suspected the unbelief that was in my
heart. In fact | never told any one of the doubts that had come to be a very part of my existence & changed my entire
views of life.

I am so glad that I did not air my unbelief. Not a breath of it even marred a single life, & thanks for this is due to my
father, whom | often heard say, (though | cannot remember the exact words) “If you have doubts, keep them to yourself;
do not be a stumbling block to some one else. It is bad enough to fall into Hell, without lying down in the path of some
one else & causing them to stumble over you into destruction.” | was conscious that | had lost out of life something that
had made the whole world look different; a steadying power & restraining influence that nothing could ever take the
place of. And though I never put into words, there was in my heart this thought: I am not going to take this faith away
from any one, for | have nothing to give them in place of it.”

Mr. B. decided to go to Drake University at Des Moines, lowa, to study for the ministry, & there in a happy little
home, | knew again the joys of home life. | had lived so much in the glare of public life that I was sick of it; it was so
restful to be hidden away in a quiet spot; afternoons alone for reading & resting; quiet evenings at home in the cozy chair
beside the lamp, sewing, reading, conversing with my companion, & sometimes a little music. | hoped it would go on
thus forever. | never wanted to see a platform, pulpit, footlight, glare, publicity, or advertising again. That was all in the
past. You see, the work | had done in service for others, had not been done in Christ’s spirit or for His glory, but often
with a selfish motive & personal ambitions. Therefore, there was no real joy in it or any lasting satisfaction; so the taste
of it turned to bitterness in my mouth. Henceforth, | would live for myself & by myself (except for my family, of course)
the rest of my life quietly hidden away. But God had ordered otherwise; He had His hand on my life. My whole life had
been fitted, trained & educated for service; not only in the early days under my unusual father, but my schooling, & then
the practical experience in the missionary work I have spoken of. And the Lord was not going to lose a soldier from His
ranks but was going to take the material He had on hand & make a better one! The Bible says, “The vessel was marred in
the hands of the potter, but he made it again.” So God marred my life, that He might make it again. Like Jacob of old,
God has to cripple some in order to crown them; crush them in order to create them anew.

Little did I dream in those quiet evenings when | sat in the glow of the lamp, sewing, that God was moving surely,
serenely, behind the scenes, setting the stage of my life for new action, & changes | could not have conceived. Selfishly,
| planned the coming day & years—what | chose, what | willed; not what God chose, not what He willed. | was perfectly
contented; happy, in a worldly way, but always deep down in the depths of my being was that aching void, that
bottomless abyss of insatiable desire that is always in a heat that has not Christ to fill it. But for the present, any void was
covered over with a new-found happiness, for a great joy had come into my life; a sweet anticipation. Soon little feet
would be running around the house, & childish prattle would follow me through the rooms. I could hardly wait. | made
every single little garment with my own fingers; not even a machine should touch them. The waiting basket stood in a
corner by the stairway; like a throne it looked, resting high on a table except that it was all fluffy & white & woven
through with baby-pink ribbon. At last every preparation was made. Instead of sewing in the lamp light those last
evenings, | read with throbbing heart of how to care for the little new-born life, & of the wonderful opportunities &
responsibilities of motherhood. I can remember so well how I struggled to guard every thought, trying to think of the
noblest, highest, & purest; that | might in no way mar the little life that was soon to be ours. Everything was ready; the
house even was set in order. So quiet, so peaceful, were those waiting days! Little did | dream that stark tragedy was
walking close at my heels; that just around the corner was suffering untold, disappointment, & agony—multiplied a
thousand fold. How strange are God’s ways, but how wonderful! How merciful that we cannot draw aside the curtain
that veils the future! His Word says: “Go to now, ye that say, today or tomorrow we will go into such a city, & continue
there a year, & buy & sell, & get gain.” Jam. 4:13. “Whereas ye know not what shall be on the morrow. For what is your
life? It is even a vapor, that appeareth for a little time, & then vanisheth away.” (Jam.4:14)

(That which followed these days of expectation, | have told you already in the first chapters of this story; of that
beautiful Christmas morning, & the accident that followed.)

THE END OF THE TRAIL

In an old-fashioned parsonage in northern California | came to the end of the trail; the end of searching for help, the
end of resources, the end of help. During those last few months | was more nearly dead than alive; more unconscious
than conscious—it was the end. | had reached the limit of endurance, when one day Mr. B. came quickly into my room



&, kneeling by my bed, said in a strange, happy voice: “I have just made a wonderful discovery.” “Yes?” | whispered,
too weak to take much interest. “I have found,” he said, “that Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, today & forever!” It
wasn’t what he said that interested me, but his excited, earnest manner. He seemed deeply moved, & I listened curiously
to what he told me. “You remember some time ago a little book that | gave the nurse to read aloud to you? A little book
about answers to prayers? (It was a book written by A. B. Simpson, a Presbyterian minister, & told of God’s marvelous
dealings with him when seriously ill & how he was miraculously delivered. See note at the end of this chapter.) You
remember how you forbade the nurse to read any more after the first chapters, because you said it was ‘the utmost
fanaticism & that any one was a fool to believe such stuff?” Well | believe it—every word of it--& | have looked up all
the Scriptures he referred to, the promises he claimed when he received his wonderful answer to prayer, & | have come
definitely to the conclusion that those promises are for us today; they are real, & God means just what He says, & if we
will really believe Him He will keep His Word & give us the desires of our heart. I’ve spent a couple of days marking
the promises in my Bible & studying all about it & | can’t find where any of them have been cancelled; they are for us
today just as much as for those back there in Bible times, & better still, Christ has never changed—He’s exactly the same
as He was back there; the same love, the same compassion, the same power; ‘Jesus Christ the same TODAY &
FOREVER,’ the Bible says. Oh, it is wonderful; | can’t understand why | didn’t see it all before.” | marvelled at his
earnestness, for he was deeply moved. His face was aglow, his eyes alight, & his manner that of one who is deeply
thrilled over a wonderful discovery. But | was hardly interested in what he said. In fact, to me, he seemed to be exercised
greatly over nothing. God had in some wonderful way brought new light to his heart, opened his mind, & illuminated His
Word to him; but such was not my case. God’s Word says, in Ephesians: “They were darkened in their understanding,
alienated from the life of God.” This scripture could truly have been written for me, for I had no faith at all in what he
said; in fact | rather feared that he was getting into some kind of fanaticism. But Mr. B. was not easily discouraged; there
had come into his heart such a living, vital faith that he expected, & was determined to see, on my part, a complete
change of heart & full restoration of body.

I can truly say he prayed day & night—hours upon hours at a time; | can see him now, kneeling beside my bed
praying, & then singing some of the old faith hymns. He would pray for a season & then sing a while, then quote the
promises of Scripture to me. Night & day he endeavored to bring to my heart the same faith, light, & assurance that had
broken into his. | can remember so well marveling at his earnestness—the intensity with which he persevered & prayed;
surely here was a such a case as the Scripture speaks of viz., rugged men of faith “take the kingdom of Heaven by
violence.” As | look back now I cannot understand how his body ever stood the strain. Many times as | awakened in the
early hours of the morning, when the first rays of the sun were just creeping up over the top of those California hills, |
would see him there still kneeling, sometimes with hands lifted to Heaven—again with head bowed upon the bed. It
made my heart ache, for it was all so hopeless to me & | dreaded the disappointment & discouragement that | thought
would some day be his. To me the Heavens were brass, & the hours of kneeling, & nights of lost sleep seemed to useless.
But how true is that wonderful verse in James 5:16: “For the effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much.”
And soon there stirred in my heart a tiny flame of hope—so small it was hardly worth mentioning, but I listened to his
praying, reading, & persuading, with more interest & openness of heart. He marked in an old Bible of mine the best of
the promises, & called them “Stepping stones of faith.” These he patiently taught me; as I could not read, he read them to
me over & over, insisting that I must memorize them. It was the same with some of the old faith hymns; he had
memorized them himself & verse by verse kneeling by my bed, he would sing them by heart. I told him once | thought
he could sing “How Firm a Foundation” backwards. Precious old hymn! It is most dear to my heart today because of the
memories entwined about it. Every time I hear it sung, that scene comes back to me.

How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord,

Is laid for your faith in His excellent Word!
What more can He say than to you He hath said,
To you who for refuge to Jesus have fled.
When thro’ the deep waters | call thee to go,
The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow,

For I will be with thee, thy trails to bliss,

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose,

I will not, 1 will not, desert to His foes;

That soul tho’ all hell should endeavor to shake,
I’ll never, no, never, no, never forsake.



It was the same with the sweet song: “Standing on the Promises of Christ, My King.” In those days when the fighting
would go hard with this precious man of God who was fighting this battle of faith he would walk the floor & sing--&
how he could sing it:--

Standing on the Promises.”

Standing on the promises of Christ my King,
Thro’ eternal ages let His praises ring;
Glory in the highest, | will shout & sing,
Standing on the promises of God.

CHORUS

Standing, standing, standing on the promises of God my Saviour,
Standing, standing, I’m standing on the promises of God.

At times, when | would seem to be slipping out of this world, & it looked as if his prayers & efforts were all in vain,
he would put up a fight as real as any soldier ever fought on the battle field, standing over me quoting promises, & using
them in the same manner, & with the same earnestness that a soldier would brandish a sword while forcing back the foe.
To my poor, dull mind, it seemed at times that he was fighting a tremendous battle against unseen legions. And indeed it
was true, for | can understand now that the powers of darkness also fought for my life, As | would sink away into
unconsciousness | would hear him say: “It is Thy Word, Lord, & it cannot fail; these are Thy promises, & | am holding
on to them, & | expect Thee to keep Thy Word. The scripture speaks of “the fight of faith”; it says, “Fight the good fight
of faith,” & surely that little bedroom in that old parsonage in California was a real battle-ground, & the man fighting the
battle had no intention of giving up.

NOTE: Following are a few quotations from the writings of A. B. Simpson, whose book the Lord used so greatly for
our blessing & whose life of faith has been the inspiration of thousands.

Man has a two fold nature. He is both a material & a spiritual being. And both natures have been equally affected by
the Fall. His body is exposed to disease; his soul is corrupted by sin. How blessed, therefore, to find that the complete
scheme of redemption includes both natures, & provides for the restoration of physical as well as the renovation of
spiritual life! The Redeemer appears among men with His hands outstretched to our misery & need, offering both
Salvation & healing. He offers Himself to us as a Saviour to the uttermost; His indwelling Spirit the life of our spirit; His
resurrection body the life of our mortal flesh. He begins His ministry by healing all that have need of healing; He closes
it by making on the Cross a full atonement for our sin, & then on the other side of the open tomb He passes into Heaven,
leaving the double commission for “all the world” & “all the days even unto the end of the world;” “Go ye into all the
world & preach the gospel to every creature. He that believeth & is baptized shall be saved; but 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 lay
hands on the sick & they shall recover.”

This was “the faith once delivered unto the saints.” What has become of it? Why is it not still universally taught &
realized? Did it disappear with the Apostolic age? Was it withdrawn when Peter, & John were removed? By no means. It
remained in the Church for centuries, & only disappeared gradually in the growing worldliness, corruption, formalism &
unbelief.

“With a reviving faith, with a deepening spiritual life, with a more marked & Scriptural recognition of the Holy Spirit
& the Living Christ, & with the nearer approach of the returning Master Himself, this blessed gospel of physical
redemption is beginning to be restored to its ancient place, & the Church is slowly learning to reclaim what she never
should have lost. But along with this there is also manifested such a spirit of conservative unbelief & cold, traditional,
theological rationalism as to make it necessary that we should “Earnestly contend for the faith which was once delivered
unto the saints.”

The causes of disease & suffering are distinctly traced to the Fall & sinful state of man. If sickness were part of the
natural constitution of things, then we might meet it wholly on natural grounds, & by natural means. But if it be part of
the curse of sin, it must have its true remedy in the great Redemption. That sickness is the result of the Fall, & one of the
fruits of sin, no one can surely question. Death, we are told has passed upon all, for that all have sinned, & the greater
includes the less.



If sickness be the result of a spiritual agency, it is most evident that it must be met & counteracted by a higher spiritual
force, & not by mere natural treatment. And again, on the supposition that sickness is a Divine discipline & chastening, it
is still more evident that its removal must come, not through mechanical or physical appliances, but through spiritual
channels.”

--(From, “The Gospel of Healing”, by Dr. A. B. Simpson, Founder of the Christian & Missionary Alliance.)

THE LIGHT BREAKS IN

One evening as | was left alone while Mr. B. was out making some sick-calls & the nurse was busy in the kitchen,
there suddenly came into my heart an intense longing—I felt compelled to cry aloud to some unseen power for help; |
could not raise my voice above a whisper, so in an earnest whisper | pled, “If it could be POSSIBLE that there is a God
out there somewhere—reveal Yourself to me; if You are there You have heard what my husband says & how he prays, &
You can reveal Yourself to me.” | seemed driven by some power beyond myself to call & call, & so, over & over |
repeated, “If You are there, please oh please, for mercy’s sake, reveal Yourself to me.” As though in response to my plea,
a deep conviction of sin came over my heart; | felt as though | were the vilest of sinners. This was unusual, for the simple
reason that | had always been rather self-righteous; | had lived a very moral life, & was quite proud of it—very self-
satisfied. Whenever | looked back on my past life & remembered the mission work | had done, | was quite content; for
had | not risked my life in certain types of rescue work? Even when | had come right to the very gates of death & a great
fear settled on my heart, | would call to mind & take much satisfaction in the thought of those years of sacrificial service;
but NOW they looked like “filthy rags” to me. It was as though my eyes had suddenly been opened & | saw myself in
my true condition for the first time in my life—my past works appeared as nothing. My service had not been as unto Him,
or my motive that He should be glorified. The burden of sin & self increased until it seemed greater than | could bear, &
at length 1 began to weep.

I wish I could tell you just what took place at that time in my heart, but it is absolutely impossible. The new birth is a
mysterious, supernatural work which is done by the Lord Himself, & | cannot tell you how He did it, but He completely
changed my heart! That evening lying there on that bed, alone, | was born again, as a definite result of faithful, believing
prayer. It sounds so simple, so trite, to just say, “I was changed”; “I was born again,” but I would belittle the wonders of
God’s working & the miraculous transformation that took place that evening if | were to attempt to describe them in
detail. I can only say, as did the blind man whom Jesus healed, “One thing | know, that, whereas | was blind, now | see.”
(Jn.9:25) Jesus said to Nicodemus, “The wind bloweth where it listeth, & thou hearest the sound thereof, BUT CANST
NOT TELL whence it cometh, & whither it goeth; so is every one that is born of the Spirit.” (Jn.3:8)

I was not alone any longer for | felt His presence in that room as real as if some member of the family were standing
by my sickbed, & I was talking to Him as naturally as a little child talks to a parent; | told Him all about it, & | knew He
heard & understood, for a sweet, ineffable peace, past understanding, & a cool restfulness, came over my troubled spirit.
I had seen no vision, heard no voice, nor otherwise evidenced anything with the natural senses, but had heard the “still
small voice” in my heart, & had come into such a real, personal contact with Him, that I could truly say, “I know in
whom | have believed, & am persuaded that He is able to keep that which | have committed unto Him.” All my unbelief
had fled—God was real, indeed, & | was “a new creature in Christ Jesus”—"“The light had broken in!”

THE BANK OF HEAVEN

Thank God for one who was willing to hold on in prayer until God sent the answer! Even with this wonderful victory
my hushand was not satisfied; he wanted not only my soul saved, but my life saved, also. | did not have to tell him of the
change that had come, for he could easily see it, but after we talked it over he said confidently, “Now the Lord is going
to restore your health also, & raise you up from this bed.” “’You mean that He is going to heal me?” | asked, for while He
had become so real to me, yet the idea of Christ working any miracles today was still beyond my comprehension; I truly
did not see how such a thing could happen today; it was almost inconceivable to me. | thought back & tried to remember
if | had ever met anyone who had claimed that God had definitely done such a thing for them; so far as | could remember,
I could not recall anything of that nature. Of course | had known something of the new healing cults, but to simply take a
promise from God’s Word & utterly trust Him to fulfill it, was something | knew nothing about. True, | had seen a
demonstration of claiming God’s promises—in that very room—in my husband’s prayers for me, resulting in my own
change of heart; certainly he had claimed the promises of God & God had heard & answered, but could it be that those
promises were as real & practical as that in EVERYTHING? Did | have only to write my name under a promise & cash



it at the bank of Heaven? Could it be possible that even health could be restored by claiming one of those promises &
appropriating it? It seemed impossible that the Lord could have given us such a privilege; trusted us with such power.

I can never forget that day when it dawned upon my consciousness a reality, a FACT, that the promises of the Bible
were practical; could actually be applied to my everyday needs. It was a revelation to me. | understood now what Mr. B.
meant, & why he looked so happy that day when he came to my room & said: “I have just made a great discovery.” |
understood now because | had made that discovery myself. | knew now that God meant exactly what He said in the
numerous promises given in His Word & that He would fulfill every one of them to the letter, if faith would reach out &
claim them in a definite manner.

God’s Word said, “Whereby are given unto us exceeding great & precious promises: that by these ye might be
partakers of the divine nature, having escaped the corruption that is in the world through lust.” (2Pet.1:4)

So after all it is a very serious matter to either overlook or look lightly at the promises of God, because by these we
become “partakers of the divine nature.” | would never dared to have taken a promise & stepped out on it expecting God
to really meet me, for to my limited faith-knowledge they were only beautiful Scripture-language, never meant to be
taken seriously or for practical applications. | fear | was like the woman who asked. “Well, why do you think God put all
these promises in His Word? What are they for?” “Why just to fill up space,” I suppose.

I believe, however, if | had thought about it at all in former days, | was more like the very ignorant Scottish woman
who had lived most of her life hidden way back in the hill country of Scotland, &, so poor she was unable to pay her rent,
had to depend upon her church to take care of it for her. One day when her pastor, a very kind-hearted man, brought the
rent to her, he said, “Mrs. McKintrick, you will pardon me if | speak very plainly to you about something & | am sure
you will understand. Your friends who are helping you with the rent cannot understand why it is that your boy does not
support you. | understand he has a very good position in Australia, & that he is a good boy & loves you dearly. Is this not
the case?” “Oh, yes,” said the mother, “& he never forgets me, for every week he writes me the most loving letter; |
would like for you to see one of his letter.” Curious to know more of such a son, who could so love a mother, & yet leave
her without support, the pastor instantly signified that he would be glad to see some of the letters. Soon the woman
returned with two packages, one of which she put in the pastor’s hands & said, “These are his letters.” The pastor was
untying the faded string about them when she said, “With every letter he always sends me a pretty picture. They aren’t
very big, & just fit nicely in the letter, but it shows he thinks about me.” The pastor lifted his head, interested at once, “A
picture in every letter?” He was more curious than ever. “May | see them also?” “Oh, surely,” she answered, “Some are
of a man’s head, some of a man sitting on a horse, & a number of them have the king’s picture on them. See this one
here has the King of England—Iong live the king!” “Long live your son!” said the astonished pastor. Why, my dear
friend, do you know that you are a rich woman? These are bank notes; this is money. Why you have wealth here; & to
think of how you have suffered & done without, when right here in the house all the time you had riches, & thought they
were just pretty pictures.”

This was surely my trouble when it came to the promises in God’s Word. | thought they were just pretty pictures, just
beautiful language. For instance the twenty-third Psalm: “The Lord is my shepherd, | shall not want. He maketh me to lie
down in green pastures: He leadeth me beside the still water.” To me this was just beautiful poetry, a picture story. |
never dreamed for a moment that it had a literal application; that Jesus would be to us a shepherd & fulfill in our
experience every verse of that Psalm, if we really trusted Him. What a pity that so many today look upon the hundreds of
promises in God’s Word in the same manner as | did.

But now this was all different. It seemed strange to me that | had never taken God’s Word literally before. Why He
meant exactly what He said! How could I have ever thought anything else! How blind | had been! How blind we all had
been! Here God had put at our disposal unlimited resources & we were not claiming any of them, but acting exactly as if
these promises were just so many words that did not mean a thing. As some one had said: “Just pretty pictures couched
in beautiful language.”

There was one very serious hindrance in the way of my recovery & that was the fact that | did not at that time have a
genuine desire to live. Since my “change of heart,” all fear of death had been taken away, & | was literally homesick for
Heaven. | had suffered so much that life had lost its attractiveness; while through my new experience Heaven had
become more attractive. I, who had once looked upon Heaven as such an unreal, imaginative thing, now believed it to be
as real as the world in which | existed, & ardently longed for its rest & blessings. The Lord Himself had grown so
precious to me, & the very thought of seeing Him face to face was so wonderful that | felt | could hardly wait. What
marvelous transformations prayer can work!--one day fearing death until I was in cold sweat; the next, all fear gone, & in
its place a longing to cross death’s borders into a better land. | was homesick for Heaven, but Mr. B. said to me: “Have



you never thought that the Lord may want to use your life, that you must life for His glory? If He were to raise you up
from this death bed, think how many people’s faith would be strengthened! Don’t you want to glorify Him?” That was so
wonderful that my heart leaped at the very thought—the thought that I could in any way glorify His Name, in any way be
of service to Him. How rejoiced | would be if I could do the least thing for Him! He had done so much for me & I loved
Him so much that my heart simply thrilled at the thought.

That night when a helper in the home was reading aloud to me, (having opened the Bible at random) she read,
amongst other passages, the following: “This sickness is not unto death, but that God might be glorified.” That verse
struck my heart as if God Himself had spoken to me. For hours it rang through my heart until at last I said: “Oh, Lord I
have said | would gladly die for You, but instead | will gladly live for You; now give me the faith for life—the faith to
claim Your promises, & raise me up from this death bed.” That night when Mr. B. came into the room | said to him: “I
am going to live for the Lord, but you will have to pray that He will give me the faith, for it is truly beyond my
comprehension how He can raise one up who is in the condition that | am in; who is so unworthy & whose faith is so
small.” Oh, indeed He was real & precious to me, but to think of Him working a miracle like that today was a real leap of
faith beyond anything I could conceive.

But at last the date was set for prayer; the day when we would ask the Lord to raise me up. Mr. B. believed in being
very definite about it. He had often said: “God has been definite with us, giving us definite promises to stand on, stating
them in very definite terms, & we are going to be definite with Him. We will definitely prepare our hearts, definitely
claim a couple of promises, & then on a definite date we will close the transaction & forevermore count it done.”

During those waiting days I fell asleep committing promises, & wakened repeating them. I did so much want to have
the faith, the right kind of faith, & as big as | thought it should be to get such a wonderful thing from the Lord. | wanted
to do my part. If I had only known then that the faith that gets things from God is not some “great big thing” but simply
TAKING GOD AT HIS WORD!IN THE SANHEDRIN

I want to take time to tell a rather unusual & interesting incident that occurred at this juncture. There had been visiting
in my sick room from time to time a minister of the gospel, named David Catchpole, a very consecrated man of God. He
was the pastor of the Baptist Church, one of the largest & strongest churches in our city. Brother Catchpole, best of all,
believed the Word; he was no Modernist.

One day he came to visit & said to me: “Mrs. B., the Ministerial Association is to meet in the parlor of your home next
Monday afternoon at 3 PM, &, as your room here is right next to the parlor, I thought maybe we could keep the door
open & you could hear their discussions. | know you must get very lonely & time passes slowly, & | believe that you
would enjoy hearing at least part of the meeting. Now we would be glad to discuss some book which you choose, & |
thought | would run over & ask you, so that we could prepare in advance. Just what book shall it be?” “Well, Brother
Catchpole,” I answered, “that is so thoughtful of you for Mr. B. has been reading me a book that | would certainly like to
hear the Ministerial Association discuss.” The book was A. B. Simpson’s testimony of his life, wonderful healing, &
other marvellous answers to prayer. On the following Monday the pastors of the various denominations came to the
parsonage &, as planned, they discussed the book we had given them. | was very ill that day, in fact quite low, so | was
unable to hear any of the first part of the meeting—the

reading of the book or the first part of the discussion. But in the latter part of the meeting as the discussion grew rather
heated & voices were raised to a higher pitch, I caught the following, & the details were told me afterwards by Mr. B. &
Mr. Catchpole, which were in substance as follows:

Reverend Phineas T. Lynn, pastor of the Methodist Church of that city & one of the most precious saints of God |
have ever known, had the floor & was saying in substance as follows: “Certainly I believe that God means just what He
says in His Word & | believe that Jesus Christ has never changed. We are the ones that have changed. We do not have
the faith any more & instead of acknowledging our lack of faith, we blame it on the Word of God, & say that it isn’t for
us today. Instead we should bring our faith up to the level of God’s Word.”

Mr. B.: “Brother Lynn has exactly expressed my views. Because the church has failed in her faith, she has tried to
bring God’s Word down to the low level of her faith; saying that these promises were only for apostolic times & not for
today; & the miracles of Christ were only to usher in His ministry. This she has done rather than lift her faith up to the
level of God’s Word. Just because we haven’t faith for a thing, we say it is not for us today.”

Brother Lynn: “Well, for my part, Brother, | want to confess that we are the ones that have failed. | believe just what
the bible says: ‘nothing is impossible with God’ & Jesus Christ is just as ready to answer prayer & meet faith as He was
in apostolic days. It is our lack of faith, not His lack of grace, that greater things are not done in His name.”



Brother Catchpole: “I believe just what the Bible says, that ‘Jesus Christ is the same yesterday & today & forever!”

A doubting Brother: (I refrain from mentioning this pastor’s name. He was greatly exercised as he spoke & seemed
much disgusted): “Well, from what | can gather, some of you preachers believe that Christ still works miracles today &
you take these promises quite literally. All right, | have a suggestion to make, which is somewhat in the nature of a
challenge. In there in that sick-room lies Mrs. B., one of the most pitiful invalids | have ever seen; | met her doctor on the
way over here & | stopped him to inquire how she was. He answered, “It is amazing to me how that woman lives on in
the condition in which she is & being able to take so little nourishment. Every time | have heard the phone bell lately |
have thought: “Well, this is the end, & Mrs. B. is gone.” Why, that woman’s life doesn’t hang by a thread—but by the
barest hair.” Now brethren, | believe what her doctor says. YOU believe all this tommyrot. Let’s put it to the test. For my
part, | want it clearly understood that | don’t agree with some of you. Why any fool knows the day of miracles is past.
All right. There lies Mrs. B. in there—a hopeless case; we’re all agreed about that. Now if you believe this stuff, try it on
her.” And with that he walked towards the door & opened & closed it with a bang as he left the meeting.

But before he had closed it, Brother Catchpole had time to answer: “That’s exactly what we intend to do!”

| desire to say at this point, before I finish my story,. that they “tried it on me,” & the next Monday afternoon at 3 PM
I was in the ministerial meeting, “every whit whole,” & as happy & hopeful as any sturdy man there!

NOTE: | want my readers to know that | have more sympathy than censure for the man who left the room, & those
who hold similar views, because | know there has been so much false teaching today along these lines; so many “cults”
& “isms” & “sciences” that have made so much of healing, until you can hardly blame people for shying at the word.
You will note | have tried to avoid it, in telling of my wonderful experience, because | do not want to be connected in
any way with these healing cults or philosophical groups. We have never had any connection, nor do we want to have,
with anything but the unadulterated Word of God, simple, old-fashioned faith & the promises of God set forth just as
they are in His Word. However, just because these “philosophical societies,” “modern philosophers,” & “sciences” have
taken some precious Scriptures & a few principles of faith from God’s Word & wrapped about them unscriptural
teachings & presented them to the world as new teachings, should not keep us from appropriating God’s precious
promises, or turn us against these very principles of faith which they have stolen.

True, there are “bloodless” religions that take a part of the wonderful whole & distort it beyond recognition.
Thousands upon thousands of people have left our churches seeking mental & physical relief in these modern cults, just
because this little grain of truth, i.e., the principle of faith, has been enlarged upon & explained to them for the first time
by these cult leaders. Like dying men grasping at a straw, they see hope where there has been despair. They do not see
however, that with this grain there is mixed so much that is false, that by accepting it from such questionable sources
they involve themselves in a denial of some of the foundation truths of Christianity. Poor deluded hearts, they do not
realize that the enemy of our souls often uses truth from the Word of God, & mingles it with error; thus striving to make
a counterfeit religion. Thousands accept the counterfeit because it has Scripture in it. But we of the churches have
neglected this mighty principle of faith, & as a result, thousands leave our groups & join the great temples of these cults.
Some one has wisely said: “A sick sheep will follow anything or anybody.” Why do we not pray for our own sick? Our
churches would be enlarged, our own faith strengthened, & wonderful things done in the name of the Lord if we taught
these dear sick ones the way of faith. Let’s pray for our own sick!

THE APPOINTED DAY; & DISAPPOINTMENT

At last the appointed day came, & with it the friends who were to pray for me. Brother Catchpole, his wife, & Mr. B.
stood beside my bed & talked to me for a few moments before the prayer. Mr. B. said: “Do you mind telling us what
promise you have chosen to stand upon?” “Oh, I have not only chosen one, but a number, for | thought if one promise
was good, a number would surely be better.” Then someone in the room laughingly remarked, “that’s the way she has
been about her medicine; she always thought if one pill was good, three ought to be better, & if one teaspoonful of
medicine was helpful, four surely would do the work.” “But, | said, “these promises are all different; you’ll see.” | had
chosen

Ex.15:26: “For | am the Lord that healeth thee.”
Psa.103:3: “Who forgiveth all thine iniquities; who healeth all thy diseases.”

Mk.9:23: “And Jesus said unto them, If thou canst believe, all things are possible to him that believeth.”



Jam.5:14: “Is any sick among you? Let him call for the elders of the church; & let them pray over him, anointing him
with oil in the Name of the Lord & the prayer of faith shall save the sick & the Lord shall raise him up; & if he have
committed sins, they shall be forgiven him.”

Now it was rather strange that | had chosen that last promise, for | had never seen anyone anointed; it had never been a
custom in my own church & | had never met anyone personally who practised the custom. But I pinned a great deal of
faith upon this passage because it said: “If any among you are sick, let them call for the elders of the church & let them
pray over him, anointing him with oil.” | felt that this was such a detailed prescription, set forth so definitely, that | knew
just how to proceed; | felt also that | had all the ingredients for this prescription: First, the verse said, “If any among you
are sick,” & | was surely sick. Second, it commanded: “let him call for the elders of the church,” & here were two elders;
two ministers of the gospel. Third, it said: “and let them anoint him with oil”; 1 also had the oil ready. And the fourth
ingredient? “The prayer of faith”; & I surely felt if any one could pray—that Mr. B. could. In reference to this passage in
the fifth of James—I knew, as a Bible student, that the book of James was written long after Christ’s ascension, so it
could not be said that it was written just for Christ’s day; but that it was written for a well-organised church after Christ
had left this earth, it was an ordinance for any church today.

“l am ready now,” | said, & quoted the promises just mentioned. Brother & Sister Catchpole reached over & laid their
hands on me while Brother Catchpole quoted some passages of Scripture. There was a deep hush in the room, for every
one seemed to feel a solemnity & responsibility upon them. Then Brother Catchpole anointed me upon the head &
quoted James 5:14-15, at my request. Then Mr. B. prayed “the prayer of faith:, & truly it WAS a prayer of faith. | believe
there are only a few times in a life that we ever hear such a prayer. It was not a stilted, formal affair, | can assure you, for
he simply “talked” to the Lord, telling Him that we had put our all on the altar, & sought only His will; & now there was
nothing more to be done, but to depend absolutely upon Him & expect Him to keep His Word. There was a finality about
the prayer, decisiveness, & utter committal that simply closed the matter, & seemingly left the Lord with nothing else to
do. In fact the prayer startled me just a little. It seemed to have a note in it that would correspond to that verse of
Scripture that says, “Command thou me.” | had been pleading & begging the Lord, & to hear some one apparently walk
right up to the gate of Heaven & say: “You said you had a parcel for me & I have come for it,” rather amazed me. But
there was such a sweet earnestness & childlike faith about it all that | was sure the Lord would understand. (I have
perfectly understood it since, myself.) I strained to see Mr. B.’s face as he prayed, but as | have told you, | was fast going
stone-blind & could see only the dim outline, but the prayer that | heard touched the depths of my heart, & I did not see
how God could help but answer. | was depending on Mr. B.’s faith.

I was so weary with the extra exertion of having guests in the room, that | was left alone for a while to rest; in fact |
was perfectly exhausted from trying to work up a great big faith to meet the occasion. I still had the idea that faith was
some big thing that must be presented to the Lord in just the right way—TIike a bundle. When it was all over, as | have
said exhausted with the effort, a real fear came to my heart, for | felt somehow that my faith had not been quite big
enough; that it had not been built up to quite the pitch necessary to meet the demand. You see, | was looking down at my
faith, & not up at the Promises of God. | was expecting something from my poor self, & my expectation was not all from
Him.

The appointed day had come & gone: the expected prayer had been offered; | had obeyed the Scripture, but nothing
had happened. Instead of being better, if anything, | was worse. In fact, a couple of hours later it seemed as if | should
slip over the brink; for I would have you know, though | have spoken of these days of preparation, conversations, visitors,
etc., yet my condition was unchanged. | was just as helpless & more so. | could only whisper very faintly; in fact my
eyes, lips, & right arm were the only parts of my body that | could move with any freedom. As | thought of my horrible
condition, & saw that | was no better, hopes began to die, bitter disappointment & sorrow gripped my heart; | wept
bitterly.

THE STILL SMALL VOICE

Mr. B. had left the house to be gone for several hours. The trained nurse who had been on the case had quit
unexpectedly a few days before, saying it was utterly ridiculous to expect the Lord to work a miracle in these days & that
she was not going to have a part in any such foolishness. There are some folks who are always so determined to bury you,
but who are not willing to give God a chance to keep you alive. A dear Hawaiian woman, who now had to be both nurse
& housekeeper, often came to my door to sweetly inquire if | needed anything, but for the most part | was left alone with
the Lord. A bell was suspended in such a manner that | had but to lift my hand & I could tinkle it, calling for help. | was
glad to be alone—I wanted to think it all over. I would never be satisfied until | knew why the Lord had not answered Mr.
B.’s prayer. There was no bitterness in my heart, but there was a deep hurt. since the wonderful change had come into



my heart & | had grown to know the Lord, | had many seasons of sweet communion with Him. These seasons were just
as real & precious as talking to one’s dearest loved one face to face. | positively knew that the Lord heard me when |
prayed. No earthly conversation had ever been more natural—more genuinely real than our little talks together, & so |
determined to talk this matter over with Him, & ascertain just where the trouble was. So | prayed thus: “Dear Lord, we
obeyed Your Word to the very letter; we claimed Your promises & believed them; my husband prayed the prayer of faith
& he really expected me to be healed, but not a single thing has happened; | am just as ill as ever, if not worse. Now dear
Lord, tell me just what is the matter; tell me where the trouble lies. | am not only concerned about myself, but Your
reputation is at stake. Five of the different churches had prayer meetings for me when | was prayed for & You know
about that ministerial meeting, also; & here are these other preachers that have prayed for me—Oh, Lord, it will hurt
Your cause; people will lose faith. Please talk to me as You have before, & | will try so hard to understand. Amen.” (It is
strange how concerned we get about God’s reputation. | have found since then, however, that He is perfectly able to take
care of His own reputation.) I committed the matter definitely to the Lord & felt in my heart that He would not leave me
in the dark, but would answer my prayer & let me know in some way why He had not healed me.

I was resting quietly, almost sleeping, when suddenly there came to me a verse of Scripture in the most peculiar &
unexpected way; | say peculiar because it was in an entirely different manner than any Scripture had ever come to me
before; it was not like a verse; it was a voice, & it did not seem to speak to my mind at all, but from within my heart.
God’s Word tells of the “still small voice” that speaks within us & I surely heard that voice. It was only a verse of
Scripture & | had heard it for years, but it instantly became a new verse as if | had never heard it before, | have, since
that time, had very consecrated Christians tell me that they have had Scripture illumined for them in the same manner;
Scripture verses which had never particularly appealed to them, would, after seasons of prayer, open like a book to their
understanding, & be ingrained into their consciousness as if written in lines of fire, making the message as personal to
them as if it had come directly to the individual from the Throne of God. How this verse came to me so illumined,
poignant, & personal, is one of the hardest things of my experience to explain. As I look back over those days of God’s
dealings with me, there is still the lingering, deep impression that the way in which that verse came was just as
miraculous, as that moment when | was raised instantly from that bed. As | have said, it was not so much a verse as a
voice, & clearly, tenderly, but authoritatively it spoke to my heart these words: “Whatsoever things ye desire when ye
pray, believe that ye receive them, & ye shall have them.” (Mk.11:24) The words “Believe that ye receive” stood out
above the rest, as if the verse contained only that one thought, “believe that ye receive.” Instantly it gripped me; | saw
exactly what the Lord wanted me to see. | had not believed that | had received! Surely I had positively believed that He
had heard our prayer, that He was concerned about my suffering, & that it was His Will to give me the desire of my heart,
but I certainly had not believed that | had RECEIVED it. There came to my heart a little rebellion, & | answered the
Lord in a really perplexed spirit: “Why, Lord, | can’t believe that You’re asking me to do this; that a great loving Father
like You would ask a poor creature like | am, to believe that | have received something | haven’t the least evidence of at
all. You are omnipotent & omniscient, but | am only a particle of dust. How can You expect me to believe that You have
given me something that | have received it, when not a single one of my five senses testify to it, & positively know there
is not the least change in my condition? This is asking too much; I cannot understand it.” Then in the very same manner
in which the first verse had been spoken to my heart, came these passages of Scripture. | cannot remember having
committed these verses to memory, for | only had a faint recollection of them, but now they came just as clearly as if |
had been reading them from His Word: “Even God who quickeneth the dead & calleth those things which be not as
though they were,” “Abraham being not weak in faith, considered not his own body now as good as dead,” “he staggered
not at the promise of God through unbelief; but was strong in faith, giving glory to God.” (Rom.4:17,19 & 20) Over &
over | repeated this thought, & I knew exactly what the Lord was striving to reveal to me—that Abraham, though his
body was as good as dead, looked not AT HIS BODY but at the PROMISES OF GOD, & so sure was he that God would
keep His Word, that he did not stagger through unbelief, but thanked the Lord, for he knew He was able to perform that
which He had promised. Like a flash | saw it all! | was looking at my body as good as dead; looking at my dying
condition, the sickness, suffering, symptoms, & taking them all into account, when the Lord wanted me to count only on
His Word. Now | saw plainly that the Lord expected me to believe Him, whether | saw a particle of change in my
condition or not; He expected me to walk by faith & not by sight; to believe that what He said was true, just because He
said it, even if there was not a particle of evidence in sight—He said so & that was enough. “Faith is the substance of
things hoped for & the evidence of things not seen.” It came like a mighty revelation, & my heart cried aloud as |
grasped exactly what He was saying to me & the lesson He wanted me to learn. “Oh, Lord, | see; | understand; You want
me to believe just because You said so, not because | feel it or see it. | do believe Your Word, just because it is Your
Word; | believe it above everything else; it cannot fail. | do believe, Lord, that the very hour they prayed for me—at that
very minute You gave me exactly what | asked for, but I did not receive it, for | was expecting to receive it some time in
the future. Now | see, Your Word says that “WHEN YE PRAY believe that ye receive it,” but | didn’t receive it when we



prayed. | just waited, hoping You would give it to me at some future time, when it would suit Your good pleasure. But
now | know I did receive it back there, when they prayed, but I did not believe it because | did not see any evidence.
Now, Lord, that | understand, 1 am willing to trust just Thy Word alone. Thank you, dear Lord, for revealing it to me, &
forgive me my lack of faith.”

At that moment there was perfect wonderment in my heart that | could have been so blind as to have wanted some
evidence before | believed—which is really wanting to walk by sight & not by faith; wonderment that | did not see
before that it was simply so because God had said so & that was enough. My heart leaped with joy & there was born
something in my soul then, which has never changed one fraction from that day to this—an abiding, unshakable
confidence in the Word of God. Again & again | whispered aloud: “It is the Word of God; it cannot fail. It is God’s
Word; He cannot lie.” | seemed to see this marvelous Word of God marching down the centuries of time, indestructible,
though so often assailed; torn by critics & burned by enemies, yet standing the test of time & persecution, still
unchanged—indestructible, infallible, inexhaustible, wonderful Word of God. What a joy came into my heart—an
ecstasy unspeakable, for | was healed, so far as God was concerned--& it had to be so, because He said so. Oh, it was
unmistakable; I could not, would not, doubt His Word. He said, “Believe that ye receive it & ye shall have it,” & | did
that very thing—I believed that | had received it & I did have it! Nothing could make me believe otherwise! At that
moment it did not strike me strange at all that | could neither move nor see; that | was utterly helpless, dying, yet | was
rejoicing that the Lord had restored my life & health & made me every whit whole. Then the through came to me
according to the passage in Romans: “Abraham gave glory to God, knowing that He was able to perform that which He
had promised.” I would do likewise. This seemed to be, according to the Scripture, the next thing that | ought to do—just
simply praise God for His wonderful answer to prayer, & the marvelous gift He had given me. So | whispered: “Glory to
God; glory to God.” Over & over again | repeated this phrase. This is what Abraham had done. The familiar phrase,
“Praise the Lord,” never entered my mind. If you received a telegram saying that you had fallen heir to a vast fortune,
which would solve your many problems & the needs of your loved ones, you would hold that telegram to your heart &
rejoice beyond words. Well, | had received such a telegram, & | held those promises of Scripture to my heart & rejoiced
with a “joy unspeakable & full of glory.” Then—wonder of wonders! | suddenly noticed that both my arms were lifted!
That arm that had been helpless was really raised, praising the Lord; raised to its full length up in the air! I looked at it as
you would look at some strange thing; felt it with the other hand; put it up & then down, back & forth. It was just as
good as the other arm! And | could see perfectly! The dimness had vanished from my eyes! | was turning my head from
side to side without thinking! | also moved on the bed without any one to help me! | was laughing & crying at the same
time—weeping with joy! Quickly I turned & rang the little bell that hung by my right hand, & Mary answered
immediately. She stopped in the door & stared as if she could not believe her eyes. “Quick Mary,” | said, “get some
pillows & prop me up. | am going to sit up right now. Please hurry.” | do not know why | did not make the effort to rise
from the bed that moment & walk, as | did a few minutes afterwards, unless it was because of a lesson the Lord wanted
to teach me, which I tell you of later in the story. The dear woman, not understanding at that minute, frightened &
anxious propped me up on the pillows & then went to the phone & called the doctor.

We had two physicians on the case; one an osteopath; the other a regular materia Medica, Mr. B. had felt impressed to
go to both of them & tell them frankly just what he was expecting the Lord to do for me. The osteopath & his wife
listened to what he had to say earnestly & signified their faith that nothing was impossible with God. The regular
physician, however, was quite skeptical about the matter & informed Mr. B. quite definitely that there was not the least
hopes for my life, & he trusted we would not do anything foolish. And now he was talking over the phone; “You say that
she wants to get up & walk; that she is sitting up in bed now? Well, | am on an obstetrical case & cannot come now. Just
keep her quiet & I will be there later.” Mary came back into the room, her face tense, & made a move as if to put me
back down on the bed. | said to her: “Mary, God is working in this room, & you mustn’t get in His way. You may as
well get on the track in front of a fast-moving express train as to get in the Lord’s way, when He is working as definitely
as this.” “But it is doubtless the ‘death walk,”” *(see note below) she answered, “and | must keep you quiet, the doctor
said.”

e NOTE: “The death walk” is an expression used by some people to designate that peculiar influx of strength that
sometimes comes to a dying person. People have been known to sing, pray, give parting messages to loved ones,
etc., when a few hours before, they had been unable to speak above a whisper; even unconscious.

But when she saw how desperately in earnest | was & that the Lord was really working in that room, she went out &
closed the door, but | could hear her just outside, & I believe that she was crying. My discussion with Mary had gotten
my eyes off the Lord for a while, & something of that fear that was in her heart & the doctor’s, touched mine for an
instant. | have not space to tell of the terrific test of faith through which | passed for a few minutes. Peter said: “That the
trail of your faith, being much more precious than of gold that perisheth though it be tried with fire, might be found unto




praise & honour & glory at the appearing of Jesus Christ.” (1Pet.1:7) Now after these many years | can understand why
He let me pass through that trial of faith, but then it was very severe & | did not understand. One thing | did understand
& that was that God’s Word was true & it could not fail, & with each testing | would say: “It is God’s Word; it cannot
fail. It is the living Word of God & | need not fear.” When the fire of testing was at a white heat, so severe that | could
hardly stand it, doubts & fears assailed me as if the legions of hell had broken loose & determined to tear down the
testimony of God’s Word. Some months before, | had laughed at a friend’s conception of the devil as a real person, a
leader of the forces of darkness, but at that moment | was convinced that those forces were determined | should not
receive the blessing I sought. I knew that my fight was “not against flesh & blood, but against principalities, against
powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world,” but there was in my heart such a deep settled confidence in the
veracity of God’s Word that nothing in the world could shake it. To every temptation, every test, every fear, my heart
answered: “It is God’s Word; it cannot fail.” And when the thought came to me at last, as though from the very pit of hell,
(the testing had become so severe), “Just how long are you going to believe God’s Word without seeing any evidence?” |
answered in substance: “It is the Word of God & | will believe it—even thought | never see any evidence. | will believe
it simply because God said so, & that’s enough.” | could not help but think of that verse of Scripture where Jesus said to
Peter: “Satan hath asked that he might sift thee, but | have prayed that thy faith will not fail thee.” AND AT THAT
VERY MOMENT | WAS HEALED! At that very moment the Lord let me SEE that for which I had been believing. The
paralysis had gone from my body! | felt cool & rested & sat upright in the bed!

The door opened & in walked Mr. B. He knew at once what had happened & began to thank the Lord, but |
interrupted: “Please, get a kimono, some slippers—some clothes from somewhere—I am going to walk.” | slipped over
the side of the bed & touched my feet to the floor, standing upright, & without a particle of help began to walk the floor,
No one touched me; no one needed to, for | had touched HIM. | walked into the other room & leaned over the bed &
kissed my dear little son whom | had been unable to care for, & my mind went back to that Christmas day when that
awful accident had torn us apart & broken my heart. It all passed before my mind in swift review, & | said in my heart:
“l can understand it all now; just why it happened. God had to break my stubborn will; He had to crush me in order to
create my life anew; He had to cripple me in order to crown me with His love & blessings.” | walked that floor, it
seemed, that happiest woman in the world. The burden of sickness, sorrow, & sin had all been lifted from my life! | had
not only been born again spiritually, but I felt as if | had been made again physically. As the prophet of old says: “The
vessel was marred in the hands of the potter, but he made it again.” As I turned to walk back into the other room where
my husband was standing watching me, there came to me these few lines of a poem, which | had heard somewhere, but
was unable to recall in full:

“In vain I long for music,

That will be mine nevermore.
Just the sound of footsteps,

My own footsteps on the floor.
Dream | of the days now vanished,
When my lips first learned to talk,
Of a mother’s love, that fondly
Taught a little child to walk.

In vain | long for music,

That will be mine nevermore.
Just the sound of footsteps,

My own footsteps on the floor.”

But | did hear that music; | was walking; | heart “my own footsteps on the floor.” Of course | kept my heart lifted to
the Lord every moment, for | felt that like Peter of old, if | took my eyes off Him for one moment the waves would
engulf me. So many loved ones asked me at the time: “Just how did you feel when that happened? Tell us exactly how
you felt.” There was nothing really unusual about the way | felt physically; I simply felt happy & normal, but there was
one thing that stood out in my consciousness above everything else--& that was the “nearness” I felt to the Lord. That |
cannot describe—I simply felt His presence so real, so near, that | would not have been the least surprised had | seen
Him with my natural eyes.

The supper bell rang & 1 said to Mr. B.: “I’m hungry. What can | have to eat?” And smiling at my earnestness he
answered, “Well, 1 should think that you could eat anything a normal woman could.” “All right,” | said, “I am going to
eat a real supper, because | am sick of just ‘nourishment’”; for at that moment Mary brought into the room my glassful of
liquid “nourishment” & the glass tube, through which | drank it. | looked at it for a moment, in my heart saying good-bye
to it, & said aloud: “There’s a lot of difference between real ‘eats” & ‘nourishment.”” And what do you suppose they had



for supper?--fried hamburger, fried sauerkraut, & potatoes fried in pork grease! | ate heartily, & every bite that was set
before me, & did not feel the least ill effects as a result. That night I slept all night on my left side—slept like a child. Mr.
B. said he came to my bed a number of times in the night, only to go away praising the Lord more intensely each time, as
he saw me sleeping restfully & quietly on my side for the first time in years.FROM DEATH BED TO PULPIT OVER
NIGHT

The next morning | walked to church & spoke to the audience that was gathered there...the church of which my husband
was the pastor.

I was so very thin, that after | was dressed for church some one at home laughingly remarked: “Your clothes look like
a sack on a bean pole.” Some one else said | looked like a ghost, & that all | needed was the grave-clothes to make
another Lazarus scene. Nothing made any difference; looks did not bother me. | was absorbed with but one thought &
that was that Christ was real & had manifested Himself unto me; His Word was real & that had been definitely proven to
me; prayer was real & it had changed all of my life for me. Henceforth, with all of this, the resources of heaven were at
my disposal, if 1 would like the life that would please Him. Life seemed to open before me with limitless possibilities;
never had it seemed so wonderful so blessed, so filled with new hopes, new desires, & the consciousness of His abiding
presence with me. Life was completely, absolutely changed. If any one had said to me: “You have received a great
blessing?” | would have answered: “I have received Him.” If they had said: “You have received a great blessing?” |
would have answered: “No, | have found the BLESSER.” If they had said: “You have received Salvation,” | would have
replied: “No, | have received the SAVIOUR.” It was all Christ, a precious friend, comforter, companion, that had come
into my life. The blessing | had received in my soul was far greater than that which had come to my body. “As many as
touched Him were made perfectly whole,” & | knew now exactly what that Scripture meant, for | had touched Him. This
was not mental therapeutics, no clever psychology, no system of healing. This was simply a childlike faith reaching out
& touching “THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT.”

NOTE: Mr. B. makes the following statement: “Within three weeks after the closing day that Mrs. B. mentions in the
last chapter of this book she was doing all of her own housework, making sick calls, & ministering continually to others.
In about two months she was out in definite Christian service.

I can truly say that since that time, which has been many years go, she has done the work of two people & today is far
more active & bearing far more responsibility than the average person.”—H.E.B.

THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT

When | walked into the little church that morning there was a whisper of excitement, a slight sob here & there, for one
of two were crying, then a hush of anticipation that was intense. After a few words about what had taken place Mr. B.
asked me to speak. My heart was full to overflowing, for | was to have the opportunity of talking about Jesus & His
power; of telling of His wonderful compassion, His love & willingness to answer prayer. An intense love was in my
heart for these whom He had died for; a great longing that they might know Him in all His fullness, as | had found Him.
I, who had stood so many years ago before the public without thought of Him & His glory, now had but one desire, &
that was that they “might know Him & the power of His resurrection--& that all things might be done only for His
glory.” (Phil.3:10) “That I may know Him, & the power of His resurrection, & the fellowship of His sufferings, being
made conformable unto His death.”) | saw them as hungry sheep, whom He alone could satisfy. | loved them with such a
love as I had never felt for humanity before. Some there knew Him as we had found Him; others did not, & for these |
would gladly have laid down my life that they might find Him. The sufferings which | had passed had given me, in a
measure at least, a “Calvary heart.”

My heart was too full to say much that first time | was given the opportunity of testifying for Him & of telling of the
wonderful thing that He had done for me, so | opened my Bible & read of that woman of days of old who also had
suffered many things, & then touching Him, had been made whole. “And, behold, a woman, which was diseased with an
issue of blood twelve years, came behind Him, & touched the hem of His garment; For she said within herself, If I may
but touch His garment, I shall be whole. But Jesus turned Him about, & when He saw her, He said, daughter, be of good
comfort; thy faith hath made thee whole. And the woman was made whole from that hour.” (Mat.9:20-22) As | stood
there | seemed to see her, closely related to my own life, suffering, sorrowing, pressing through the crowd, & then
wearily falling to her knees, reaching towards Him as He passed. | knew exactly how she felt—unworthy that He should
turn & touch her. I know why she could not ask Him for healing or cry aloud to Him as others did; she would just wait
there until He came a little closer, then she would reach out & gently touch “THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT.” And |



said aloud: “Oh, woman of days gone by, | know; I understand; for I, too, have touched “THE HEM OF HIS
GARMENT.”

IT IS FOR YOU (Eight Steps on: “How to get things from God.”)

The following chapter is given here for those who are looking towards some definite step of faith themselves. We add
it with the hope that it may give you some practical suggestions regarding appropriating faith.

“God is no respecter of persons.” Will YOU not venture out on the promises of God? Can you not, as Christians,
venture out on His promises into new realms of faith & blessings? Can you not venture out & scale the heights to higher
ground? Are you so fearful—so lacking in real courage that you cannot step out upon God’s promises & risk your all on
His faithfulness? No matter if Peter did sink for a moment beneath the waves, he had at least the courage to “venture
out.” Are we always going to stay in the same little circumscribed limits? If we will not venture out & put His Word to
the test, we will never know what He means by the “great & mighty things” of which He speaks to Jeremiah 33:3, “Call
upon me, & I will answer thee, & show thee great & mighty things, which thou knowest not.” His Word says He will
lead you “into a large place”; He will “show you a new thing.”

But you say, “How can | have this overcoming faith? How can | appropriate these promises for myself? How can |
prove them?” We give you, very briefly, in the following pages, some practical suggestions as to “How to get things
from God.”

FIRST: BEGIN WITH A CLEAN HEART

It is of course understood, in getting things from God, that the heart must be right. Any unconfessed sin in the life will
hinder faith. Anything unyielded to God will come up before you & accuse you mightily in some time of testing. Do not
let this discourage you, because God does not ask for perfection. He only asks that we put our wills over on His side; that
with all our hearts we try the very best we know how. Here is where so many stumble, & say, “Ah, I am not good
enough; others may be worthy, but I am not.” And yet in their hearts there is a deep desire to do right, & the great
longing to please the Lord. This is all that He asks; a perfect yieldedness, an entire surrender; that everything be on the
altar; then He will do the rest. Let us cry, as David of old, “Create in me a clean heart, O God, & renew a right spirit
within me.” “Search me, O God, & know my heart; try me, & know my thoughts.”

SECOND: PREPARE THOROUGHLY—COMMIT PROMISES

It is absolutely necessary when we are asking God for something, that we have the authority of His Word upon which
to stand. We must get hold of His promises & not only commit them to memory, but get them deep down into our
hearts—ingrained into our beings. We must find the authority in God’s Word, & then faith will come of itself. You can
never have faith for anything if you are not sure God has given you authority to ask for it; so it would be impossible to
stress too much the need of committing to memory some of the outstanding promises. Here are a few that have been
standbys of many faith-warriors for years; | supply the texts & you may look them up for yourself: Mk.11:24; Mk.9:23;
1Jn.5:14-15 & Jer.33:3. You may not be able to commit a great many promises, but even one or two will so strengthen
your faith in time of need that you will wonder how you ever got along without knowing them before.

THIRD: BE DEFINITE

There must be definiteness in our transactions with God. He has been definite with us, giving us very definite
promises, stating them in very definite terms—so simple that a child can understand them. You must be definite with
Him. We are definite in our business dealings with others—especially in any matter of importance that involves a money
transaction. How careful we are to have a perfect understanding. We say we are “making a deal” or “closing a deal” with
a person, & there comes a time when we write our name on the dotted line & in a very definite, careful manner, we close
the deal. Just so, there must be a definiteness in closing a deal with God. There must be a definite moment in which we,
so to speak, write our name on the dotted line under His promises, take Him at His Word, & close the deal. At that
moment it is done—we drive the stake down & forevermore count it a closed matter. Our whole attitude is changed—
hope has changed to faith. Faith—the belief in things NOT seen. Oh, what a pity that we can take man’s word easily &
be so definite in our transaction with each other, & yet be so indefinite in our transactions with God—so wishy-washy—
as though prayer were some sort of form through which to go, but without any real meaning. Let us be DEFINITE with
God!



FOURTH: EXPECT FROM GOD

There is more failure in the prayer life than along any other line, for the simple reason that we start so many petitions
& never wait for the answers—just keep sending them up & sending them up without any real expectation of getting the
answers back, until the muscles of our souls become flabby because we do not exercise our powers of receptivity.

There are two different kinds of Christians—those who pray & really expect to see something happen, & those who
just pray but do not expect anything to happen. Prayer is first a means unto an end; a connecting link between human
needs & Divine resources; the cry of the child unto its” Father, with the EXPECTATION that the great Father-heart loves
to give to them even more than they love to receive.

There are some of the most exemplary Christians, in whose lives one could hardly find a flaw, yet they rarely get
things from God, simply because they fail along this very line; they lack this expectancy; they do not know the least
thing about this mighty principle of faith. There is love of God, & deep confidence in the Bible as being truly the Word
of God, but so far as any actual expectancy is concerned there is none. How pitiful—how it must grieve the heart of the
Infinite—for His child to pray on & on & on, but never display a genuine expectant attitude!

FIFTH: ACCEPT FROM GOD

“Whatsoever things ye desire, when ye pray, believe that ye receive them & ye shall have them.” “WHEN YE
PRAY—BELIEVE!” It is simply amazing how many people, who, after having asked God to do the giving actually
expect Him to do the TAKING, also! We want Him, without the least effort on our part, to come right down & lay it in
our laps; & this He will do—but on His own conditions, & those conditions are: “BELIEVE THAT YE RECEIVE
THEM, & ye shall have them.” He has a right to set down His own conditions, & what less could He ask than that we
honor Him by believing His Word? His Word has not said that without perfection it is impossible to please God, but it
does say that without FAITH it is impossible to please Him. If there is in your heart today a desire to please God, just
honor His Word by believing for something that is impossible for you to obtain of yourself. Just take a step of faith out
on the impossible! “Faith is the substance of things hoped for; the evidence of things NOT seen.” But that which waits to
SEE before it believes, is NOT faith. It is not what we see, for the “just shall walk by faith”; it is not what we feel, it is
what faith claims; it is not what we think about it—it is what God says about it that counts. Faith puts the thing in the
past & counts it done; it is done simply because God says so; we have it now. “But,” you say, “I cannot see it; | cannot
handle it, so | do not really know that | have received.” But we DO know, because God SAID SO, & His Word is
enough. We believe, not because any of the senses testify to it, but because of God’s testimony. “Let every man be found
a liar, but God be found true.” | know how deep-seated the natural desire to have some visible evidence that our petition
is granted, but to have any other evidence than God’s Word, is not faith; the man or woman who walks by faith needs no
other evidence than that.

Do you realise that there is a time when it is “wrong to pray?” When it is inconsistent to petition the Lord any longer?
“And the Lord said unto Joshua, ‘GET THEE UP; wherefore liest thou thus upon thy face?’” This Scripture is self-
explanatory: The man of the story had been pleading with God for the desire of his heart, & it seems as we read, that he
keeps up this pleading long after God has heard him & sent the answer on the way; & so the Lord reproves him for
tarrying longer, & indicates very definitely that it is time for him to rise & go about his business, because he had been
heard & there is no need of any further praying so far as the Lord is concerned. There undoubtedly comes a time when
further praying is UNBELIEF. There is such a thing as PRAYING ONESELF OUT OF FAITH. Let us take Him at His
Word & COUNT THE THING DONE; & it is done, because He said so!

SIXTH: STAND YOUR GROUND

Then, “having done all, STAND.” Standing means to maintain our ground, not yielding or fleeing. Just so the one who
is getting something from God takes a promise from His Word, stands upon it, & from that moment, fully reckons upon
it, no matter what happens after he claims the promise, & though he may not be able to see a foot ahead of him, yet he
sails by dead reckoning. He says “Back there I claimed that promise from the Lord, & | am still standing upon it, no
matter if | sail in perfect darkness.” He does not look around at the waves, the fog, or the storm—the circumstances—he
simply keeps his eyes on the promise of Scripture, “being fully persuaded that what He has promised, He is able to
perform”; as someone has said, “For every look at your trouble, take a hundred looks at the promises of God.”



SEVENTH: PUT FAITH INTO ACTION

The man who gets things from God will ACT OUT HIS FAITH. Jam.2:17-26, “As the body without the spirit is dead,
so faith without works is dead.” What is a dead faith? It is a faith that is not WORKING. It is a faith that is not
OPERATIVE. Real faith is not a passive thing; It will act out what it believes; it is a practical thing—it does not expect
God to do the thing that we alone can do. A believing person puts faith into action. When he has asked God for
something, he proceeds as if he possesses. When he takes God at His Word on some promise, the word changes into
works so far as he is concerned, & he proceeds exactly as if he already possessed the thing which he desired, (which by
believing faith he really does) though the natural senses may deny every step of the way that which faith has claimed as
true.

A splendid illustration of this thought is given in the Bible in the instance of the lepers who were told by Jesus to go
show themselves to the priest for cleansing; the Scripture says, “AS THEY WENT, they were healed”: that is, as they
put their faith into action God met them. If we put forth the effort of a believing will, God honors that step & meets us.
In the case of the man with the withered arm, Jesus said, “Stretch forth thine hand”; it was really impossible for the man
to stretch forth his hand, but when Christ commanded, he made the effort & his hand was made perfectly whole.

The seat of faith is in the will, & I have found that God certainly expects us to put our faith into action. Some one has
said, “When faith goes to market, it takes a basket along.” Like the old lady who was on the way to a prayer-meeting
where they were going to pray for rain, for there was a drought & it was very hot & dry; as she carried with her a fan, she
was put to shame for her little faith when she met on the way to this same meeting, a little girl of eight, wearing
overshoes, raincoat, & carrying an umbrella! That simple, trusting child was putting her faith into action.

EIGHTH: THANK HIM FOR THE GIFT

Thank Him now for the answer! Praise Him for His faithfulness. The parcel has not been delivered at your door, but
you have closed the deal with Him over the royal telephone, & there is in your heart a very sweet trust & confidence in
His promise while waiting for the doorbell to ring! This is one of the sweetest verses in God’s Word: “They that believe
have entered into rest.” We began with prayer but we end with praise. “He hath never failed in one of all His Promises”;
Heaven & earth shall pass away, but my Word shall not pass away”; “The promises of God are yea & amen to the glory
of God.” Will YOU not reach out & TOUCH THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT?

SPIRITUAL FOUNDATION

Isa.53:4-5: “Surely He hath borne our griefs, & carried our sorrows--& with His stripes we are healed.”

Mat.8:16-17: “He healed all that were sick, that it might be fulfilled which was spoken by Esias the prophet, saying,
himself took our infirmities, & bare our sickness.” “He healed all that were sick.” “As many as touched Him were made
perfectly whole.”

Jn.14:12: “Verily, verily, | say unto you, he that believeth on me, the works that | do shall he do also; & greater works
than these shall ye do, because | go to my Father.”

Mk.16:15, 17 & 18: “Go into all the world, & preach the gospel to every creature—And these signs shall follow them
that believe; in my name shall they cast out devils; they shall speak with new tongues; they shall take up serpents; & if
they drink any deadly thing, it shall not hurt them; they shall LAY HANDS ON THE SICK & THEY SHALL
RECOVER.”

Jam.5:14: “Is any sick among you? Let him call for the elders of the Church; & let them pray over him, anointing him
with oil in the name of the Lord; & the prayer of faith shall save the sick, & the Lord shall raise him up; & if he have
committed sins, they shall be forgiven him.”

3Jn.2: “Beloved, | pray above all things that thou mayest prosper & be in health, even as thy soul prospereth.”

Rom.8:11: “If the Spirit of him that raised up Jesus from the dead dwell in you, he that raised up Christ from the dead
shall also quicken your mortal bodies by his spirit that dwelleth in you.”

Psa.103:2 & 3: “Bless the Lord, O my soul, & forget not all His benefits; who forgiveth all thine iniquities; who
healeth all thy diseases.”






	THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT—THE LIFE STORY OF VIRGINIA BRANDT
	“In the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia”
	BRANDT, JOHN LINCOLN:


	MEMORIES
	A FAR COUNTRY & HUSKS
	COLLEGE DAYS
	MODERNISM IN ACTION
	A DISCARDED BIBLE
	A CHURCH THAT JESUS NEVER ATTENDED
	ROMANCE
	THE END OF THE TRAIL
	CHORUS
	THE LIGHT BREAKS IN
	THE BANK OF HEAVEN
	THE APPOINTED DAY; & DISAPPOINTMENT
	THE STILL SMALL VOICE
	THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT
	FIRST: BEGIN WITH A CLEAN HEART
	SECOND: PREPARE THOROUGHLY—COMMIT PROMISES
	THIRD: BE DEFINITE
	FOURTH: EXPECT FROM GOD
	FIFTH: ACCEPT FROM GOD
	SIXTH: STAND YOUR GROUND
	SEVENTH: PUT FAITH INTO ACTION
	EIGHTH: THANK HIM FOR THE GIFT


	SPIRITUAL FOUNDATION

